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Our First Swing: Games & Discoveries
** Chapter 1 - A Weekend In the Country **
"Now try to be nice to Lisa tonight," Sheri admonished me, "why do you two have to argue so much?"
"She's always so contradictory. She will argue the sun revolves around the earth if you take the other side. And she uses no logic. And she's a tease. She just rubs me the wrong way."
"I bet I know how you'd like her to rub you..." Sheri teased.
Sheri and Lisa worked together and were good friends, all the more amazing since they had so little in common. Sheri was a computer programmer, Lisa was in recruiting. Sheri was tall and lean, Lisa was short and voluptuous. Sheri, dark and tanned, had long brunette hair. Lisa was very fair and had shoulder length platinum blond hair with a wild purple streak in the front. Sheri was from a western cattle ranch, Lisa, was a mid-west city girl. Sheri was elegant, Lisa was arrogant. Yet somehow they were best of friends.
They did share a common trait, they were both drop-dead gorgeous, and sexy as hell. I still found it amazing that Sheri was with me.
She was two years older than me, and was the hottest thing I had every dated. For the first five months of our relationship I had a perpetual hard-on, and the sex was incredible. She was adventurous, liked doing it in public, gave incredible head, and was even up for the occasional anal experience. I was in heaven. She was 5'8", had a great body, incredible ass, and nice 34C tits. She dressed to accentuate her best features and was very photogenic. We already had held two photo sessions where she would dress up and I would shoot roll after roll of pictures. These had ended in great sex, and I had the pictures to prove it.
Lisa looked wild. She was pretty short, about 5'1", and had short, platinum hair, with a defiant purple swath in front. She had full tits, wide hips, and a tiny waist, and gave off an aura of sexiness. Her greatest feature had to be her face, which was achingly pretty. She was almost angelic looking, with perfect features, a generous smile, slightly turned up nose, and huge green eyes. I could easily envision filling that mouth to shut her up sometimes.
As we were growing closer as friends over the last few months, Sheri would tell me stories of Lisa and Bill. Lisa apparently loved oral, but would not give up her sweet ass to Bill. They played some of the same play-acting fantasy games we did. Sheri took great pride in telling a story of them arguing, that ended with Lisa telling Bill to try to fuck Sheri's ass if he wanted it that bad - clearly Sheri was telling Lisa about our love life, and Lisa was sharing it with Bill. She had also told me a story of Bill tying up Lisa, and using a bag full of toys on her, making her come till she blacked out - le petit mort. Apparently it scared the crap out of him. These stories were always told in bed, during or after our lovemaking, and Sheri could of course tell just how these affected me.
Lisa was not nearly as confident as Sheri was. Sheri had always been the prettiest - cheerleader, homecoming queen, beauty contestant, even local modeling. She handled the attention she received well. On top of it all she was really sharp - literary, and analytical. I'm sure it was one of the reasons I was with her; I was an ex-jock, still in pretty good shape, and at least as smart as her - which I guess was rare. We had such fun together, and could talk and talk.
Lisa on the other hand, it turns out, had been chubby in school. She always heard the comment about what a pretty face she had, if only she lost some weight. She graduated from an all-girl college, with very little real experience at sex.
Moving to the D.C. area for a change of pace, she had joined a gym, joined weight watchers, and lost 50 lbs. She met Bill 30 lbs into her transformation. He wined her and dined her, and married her 4 months later. He was only her second lover. And her first extended relationship.
Lisa and Bill lived about 20 minutes from us, in the Virginia countryside, old money community of Middleburg. The first time we went over to their house, we had a great dinner, lots to drink, and ended up crashing in their guest room, rather than driving all that distance drunk. After Sheri and I retired to the guest room, we made love for over an hour, excited by the aspect of another couple being so near. I woke to a blow-job and, trying to keep her quiet, fucked her again, while we could hear Lisa and Bill moving around on the other side of the door. The weekend was a lot of fun, and we promised to do it again the next weekend.
Sheri and Lisa talked about it of course. Sheri loved the adventurous part of sex, and detailed how we did it, and what we could hear from them. Lisa was very private when it came to doing it; they had waited 'til we left to have their romp.
Now it was three weekends later, and we were headed back to their place. Bill's family had money, with a capital M, and he and Lisa lived on the family property in the guesthouse. It was a lot better place than our tiny one bedroom apartment so we let them host - but insisted on bringing the dinner. The plan was for a quiet evening of talk, and maybe some board games, and then tomorrow we were headed to the skyline drive for the fall view and a visit to Luray caverns, where neither of the girls had ever been.
We brought the fixings, and Sheri cooked a pasta feast, while I broke out the margarita mix and some Cuervo Anejo. Two hours and two pitchers of drinks later, we were talking about the high school days and games we'd played - when Lisa confessed she'd never played any of them.
Well we'd have to rectify that! Of course the initial stages of inebriation contributed to the unanimous decision.
We started out with truth-or-dare, and we got pretty personal - pretty fast. We discussed first times, favorite places, wildest moments, and more. Lisa couldn't contribute much, but I know Sheri's stories were working on Bill. About 15 minutes into the game Sheri dared Lisa to play spin the bottle. Thus ended the first game, and the second one started.
In about 10 minutes, the boys had kissed the girls, the girls had kissed the boys and each other, and my pants were starting to tent. I was entertaining little fantasies of where this might head, with very little hope of it actually coming to pass - but wistfully wishing, never the less.
The kissing had turned slow, and sensuous, but involved very little contact other than lips. Really nice, but certainly none of the immediate total wantonness I read about others experiencing so frequently.
It was at this point that Sheri admitted to wanting to play strip-poker, but never having the chance - having walked out of a high-school party where others were starting up a game, and being curious every since. She asked Lisa if she'd ever played it, which earned her an outright laugh.
Bill was clearly as eager and interested as me; he was off like a shot, returning in moments with a deck of cards. We didn't know enough of the game to make up any rules for what happened when we were out of cards, and played it very simply. The winner could make one person take off one item. We played five-card draw, nothing wild, to keep the game simple. We still had to go over the rules of poker three times for the girls, and eventually make a cheat-sheet of what hands beat what others.
I went to make a third pitcher of margaritas, a little stronger this time, while Bill made the cheat sheets, and the girls cleared an area around the coffee table. The table was glass and chrome, mostly glass, and we sat around it on the floor, knowing that it would do very little to hide any views.
** Chapter 2 - The Card Game Begins **
We were all dressed pretty much the same - shirt, pants, shoes, socks, underwear. The girls had the added benefit of bras, which was offset by their lack of experience at the game.
Sheri was seated to my left, Lisa across from me, and Bill on my right. I refilled the glasses, put the pitcher to the side and grabbed the cards, which were sitting in the middle of the table, but no one appeared to be willing to start the action. I was afraid a little hesitancy was creeping in and decided to break the ice with a little humor.
"Man, for once I wish I wasn't so lucky in love, I'm bound to be unlucky in cards and running around naked in minutes."
They generously giggled at my lame attempt at humor, but the conversation started up again. Amazingly, we had been together almost three hours, and Lisa and I were yet to argue.
I dealt the hand, and Bill won with 3 nines.
"Sheri, those shoes have got to go."
"Oh no, you don't, you won a single item, you get one shoe," Sheri replied.
Lisa jumped in on her side. We agreed that shoes could be removed one at a time, but socks were removed as a pair, since someone could be wearing pantyhose - all very hypothetical.
Sheri dealt, and I received four cards to a straight flush.
No poker face here - "You guys are doomed, I've got this one won off the deal. You better go for the big hand!"
"Can I fold?" Lisa asked.
"Sure, just take off something", I replied. Bill chuckled evilly.
So - no folding. I drew the high card for the straight, and won the hand easily. Lisa was reaching down for her sneaker when I told Sheri to remove her other one.
I had decided to mix it up a bit, and not go into a pairing off mode where I disrobe Lisa, Bill disrobes Sheri, and the girls try to disrobe us.
Sheri looked stunned. "Is that fair?"
"Of course it is. I just can't wait to get some of those clothes off of you - you know how I love the way you look."
Sheri giggle nervously, and passed me her remaining shoe.
Lisa dealt, while Sheri took a big hit off her drink. In the ensuing play, Lisa drew three cards, and pulled a full-boat.
"Now the socks, Sheri." Everyone started laughing except Sheri.
"Now come on, that's not fair! You have to pick one of the guys."
"That's not the rule. The winner chooses who removes an item. Gimme your socks." Lisa said, holding out her hand.
"Steve..."
"Rules are rules, baby. But don't worry, what goes around comes around," I replied.
"Damn, damn, damn...." she muttered, but passed over the socks.
On Bill's deal, I pulled three of a kind again, but when Sheri claimed a win with 2 pair, and the others threw in their cards, I decided to quietly throw in mine, to let her have a win.
"Ok, Lisa, I'll take one of your shoes," Sheri said. "Payback's a bitch."
"If you don't get something from the guys we're going to lose this," Lisa answered, removing a shoe, while Bill commented something about 'the shoe being on the other foot'.
Bill won on my deal, and had Lisa remove her other shoe. I took off Lisa's socks on Sheri's deal, with a lowly pair of Kings.
I think the girls realized what was happening, they had lost 3 items each, and we had lost nothing.
On Lisa's deal Sheri won. "Bill, I'll take a shoe."
"You're wish is my command." Bill was always the quietest of us, but seemed to be getting into the mood of the moment.
I won on Bill's deal, and a few comments about luck were dropped. Of course, I was not the one trying to fill inside straights, and going for flushes with 3 hearts.
"Ok, Bill, the other shoe." The girls burst out laughing, and the table was set. Everyone was fair game.
The next two hands went to the girls, and we got back to form, Lisa had me remove a shoe, Sheri had Bill remove his socks. Now it was getting interesting, the big clothing was coming next, for everyone but me.
Lisa dealt me two pair, which held up against one pair, and two nothing, queen high hands.
"Lisa, since you were kind enough to let me win, I'll let you choose what to take off."
She thought about it a moment, then stood up and removed her jeans. Her sweatshirt was huge on her tiny frame and hung halfway down her thighs, and all I got was a glimpse of yellow.
Bill dealt and Sheri won, by finally drawing the flush that she seemed to attempt every hand.
"Ok, Steve, the socks, so you won't feel all alone, fully dressed."
Actually, I still had a shoe on, but not wanting to get too far behind, I surreptitiously kicked it off, and took off my socks. While I removed them, Lisa got up and put on some music; the radio station had moved on to some show with too much talking. She was wobbling more than a little. She bent way over from the waist to pick-out CD's giving a nice view of her tight panties and her voluptuous ass. I'm sure it wasn't accidental. I could definitely see why Bill would want to get some of that ass - I was tempted to get up and chew on it right then and there!
Sheri asked for a potty break. Bill refilled the glasses, and I went to make another batch, a little lighter on booze this time, didn't want anyone passing out. Lisa did the girl thing, and joined Sheri in the bathroom, where there was way too much laughing going on.
"Damn Bill, Lisa has a sweet ass."
"Heh - I bet you get to see more of it pretty soon. I hope you don't mind, but I'm dying to see those tits of Sheri's."
"Oh, they are perfect - you won't be disappointed. I've played several games of strip poker before, but they've always seemed to crap out at the underwear level. Maybe with just the four of us we'll actually get down to skin. I think Sheri will go for it, she's not too shy about her body. I know I'll go as far as they will."
"Well, Lisa is pretty uptight. You'd be surprised from the way she looks and talks, but she is really insecure about her looks. She seems to be really comfortable with Sheri though, since her family is so far away and she really hasn't developed any real friendships around here, Sheri is the only one she really talks to. It's nice to have some friends like you and Sheri that we have something in common with.
"Plus I thing she's always had a thing for big guys like you. The football type. And she's a little drunk. I think she'll chicken out when it comes to removing her panties - but you should get a chance to see her tits."
Whereas Sheri and I had only been together for a few months, Bill had been married for over 2 years. He would know about her taste. I wouldn't mind seeing her tits, but I was still silently praying that the aged tequila would allow me a view as to her real hair color.
The girls reappeared, and no one could remember whose deal it was. I dealt, and Bill won.
"Sheri, may I have your shirt?"
Sheri stood up and unbuttoned it slowly, making a bit of a strip tease out of it. Lisa complained about the never emptying margarita, but continued to drink. Sheri was wearing her black bra, which looked a size too small and she was filling it nicely. She still had her pants and underwear on. Lisa had on her sweatshirt, bra, and panties. Bill and I both had shirt, pants and underwear.
Lisa won on Sheri's deal, and asked for my pants. I stood up and removed my Dockers. My dick was pointing almost straight out, with an obvious wet spot pointing at Lisa.
"Well, I see someone likes this game", Lisa said with an embarrassed laugh.
"Hell, I'd be a fool not too - with a chance to see two of the most beautiful women I know in all their glory!" Ok, so maybe I was pouring it on, but hey, it was for a good cause!
Lisa blushed strongly, but smiled. Sheri had a bit of a sleepy look, and I was hoping the alcohol hadn't gotten to her.
I won on Lisa's deal beating her three fours with my three jacks. She was furious, she was sure she had the hand won.
"Let's see what's under that sweatshirt, Lisa."
She stood up, came over and knelt next to me.
"I'll give you a big kiss, if you'll let me remove my bra first" she whispered into my ear. Her whisper was half-nibble. I don't think she was coming on - just trying to keep the game going before she chickened out. That and the effect of about 5 margaritas on a hundred pound girl.
I turned and looked at her - our eyes about 3 inches apart, "Ok".
She did that contortionist thing, reaching up her sleeves, and under the shirt, and pulled the bra out the far sleeve. She dropped it in my lap, then clung to me, and gave me a great big wet kiss. I was holding on to her butt, half to keep her from falling, half for the fun of it. She was crushing her tits against me; it felt great.
Sheri won the next, and soon Bill was shirtless. The girls were making cat-calls, and Bill looked a little shy. He was pretty skinny, that rock-and-roll body type - we were effectively opposites - my 6'1", 220, against his 5'7", 135. He looked big next to Lisa, and I looked big next to Sheri, but he and Sheri were about the same size, and of course I dwarfed Lisa.
Bill won next, and Sheri stood up and started removing her jeans without being asked. They were tight, and took a bit of working, but they were soon on Bills side of the table. She looked great in just her bra and panties. Bill was obviously mesmerized.
I was wondering if this would last much longer. All of us were down to 2 items. I didn't think Sheri would chicken out, and I knew I wouldn't, but I wasn't sure about either of the other two.
Sheri dealt the next hand; Lisa had two pair. I had a better two pair, but again let her claim the win. I figured if I won, I'd have to have her remove the sweatshirt. And if she were the first to go that far, she would chicken out. But maybe if Sheri went first, peer pressure would keep her in the game.
She asked for my underwear.
Bill was laughing, and Sheri was shouting, "Whip that thing out!"
I'm not a shy guy. Nor am I enormous. I have about 6 1/2" but I was so turned on by events I was standing a good 7+ and hard enough to drive nails.
I took off my underwear, and showed myself to the world. Up and to the right. Lisa just looked at me as I sat back down, and Sheri reached over and gave me a squeeze.
"This guys gonna be seeing some action tonight. Can't let him go to waste!" she said. I was a little surprised, Sheri had never done anything like that in front of anyone before.
Sheri won on Lisa's deal, getting a straight on the first deal. "Bill, you are way over dressed, I need your pants." He stood to take them off; strangely, he still wasn't sporting an erection. I was nervous he would be the one to end things. But play continued. An air of expectation, and a little uneasiness could be felt. The chit-chat had dwindled away to almost nothing.
Bill dealt, and he won. He cheated. I saw him switching cards, but I wasn't going to make a fuss.
"Ummm, the bra, I think", he said to Sheri.
She stood up and walked over to him. "You'll have to help me, I'm too drunk."
She stood facing him, inches from him. He had to reach around behind her. She leaned up against him, nuzzling his shoulder, as he unsnapped the double clasps. Isn't it obvious why I was crazy about her? She was clearly playing these guys as well. I could tell now that she wanted to see how far this game would go.
"Thanks" she said, and kissed him on the cheek. She backed up, and he pulled the bra off her arms, brushing his hands against the sides of her breasts. They were fabulous, and her large hard nipples were sticking straight out. Bill was openly staring.
"God, your breasts are gorgeous - I just can't get over it," I told her. She smiled and made a small curtsy, naked except for a pair of low-slung white bikini underwear, with a few wisps peaking out the sides.
I dealt myself three aces, and a lot less obtrusively than Bill had cheated.
"Lisa..."
"Shhh, Shhh, wait" she said, and came around the table. It was back to the whispering/nuzzling. "Let me take off my underwear, and I'll give you another kiss," she wheedled.
I whispered back, "Ok, but in the other room, just you and me, and a looooong kiss."
"Ok" she didn't hesitate a moment. I was amazed she hadn't dropped out. I figured my odds had gone from 1 in 10 to about 50-50.



"Ok everyone, I'm going to give Steve a big kiss in the next room, I don't want any funny business while I'm gone." Sheri giggled as we walked next door.
There was no door, just the dining area, and a wall we stood behind. She leaned against the antique dinner table that could seat 10 and filled the room completely.
"You can take 'em off me," she was trying to talk sexy, but it was coming out a bit slurred. "Then you have the kiss."
She lifted her sweatshirt up to just under her breasts, exposing her tight stomach and panties.
She was stunning. The swell of her delicious hips, from her narrow, well defined waist, contrasted beautifully. I could barely breath as I knelt before her, and slowly pulled the bright yellow panties down from the sides. When I got them down to below her knees, I leaned forward and gently kissed the light brown curly hair in front of me. I could see her knees shaking. I lowered them to the floor. I stood up and said, "Can I see your breasts - I've been thinking about them for the entire evening."
"They're not as nice as Sheri's," she said softly, almost inaudibly, but lifted her sweatshirt up for my viewing.
They were the perfect match for her oh-so-feminine figure. They were full, bravely jutting out, capped with two light pink aureoloes whose nipples were close to half an inch long. The sweatshirt had been hiding the majesty of her excited tits. "They are fantastic, perfect on you," I said, as I reached forward, fondling her full breasts while claiming my kiss.
My cock was pressed against her belly, and I could feel where it was leaving a wet spot. My thumbs rubbed her hard nipples, rolling them, as I stuck my tongue deep into her mouth. We kissed for a long while, then I took my hand off her left breast, and put my finger in her mouth, as I pulled my mouth off hers. She sucked my finger hard. Her eyes were closed and she was moaning lightly. Her hands were still grasping the edge of her sweatshirt, and holding it high.
I had to taste those breasts and feel the full length of those nipples in my mouth. I turned my body sideways and lowered my head, and then proceeded to suck the nipple of the breast my left hand was holding. It was deliciously hard in my mouth, and I tongued it, encircling the tip, then nibbled gently. I then stood back up, pulled my finger out of her mouth, and kissed her lightly.
"Time to go back," I said. She was just standing there. I bent down, picked up her underwear, and again, lightly kissed her bush. I stood, gave her another light kiss, and was surprised to find her hand clutching my hard cock. She squeezed it, then let go.
"Ok," she sighed, and lead the way back.
Sheri was sitting next to Bill on the floor, side by side. Her legs were facing away from the table, and she was turned, kissing him. She was kissing him aggressively, biting at his lip, and her arm was between his legs. Her forearm was pressed against his lump in his underwear, and I could tell he'd finally overcome his anxiety, and had a solid 6 inches the tip of which was peeking out the top of his underwear.
"So there you are", Sheri spoke up. Bill pulled back a bit, almost as if startled.
"I think it's time to call it a night," Sheri declared. She stood up and reached for my cock. She grabbed it a bit possessively, and said, "You've got some work to do, big boy."
I was a bit startled to see the game end so abruptly. The others looked a bit baffled as well.
"I'd rather play until at least one of us loses it all," I blurted.
"Yeah," Bill chimed in, "one more hand it all it will take. Sort of a reverse lotto." He smiled on his last comment.
"What do you think?" Sheri asked, turning to Lisa.
"Why not, I'm game if y'all are." She settled back into her place at the table, her pussy clearly visible beneath the edge of her sweatshirt which had bunched up on the seat behind her as she sat.
"Good," Sheri added, taking up the cards, as we all took our places around the table. For all practical purposes I had already lost; I was the only one whose privates were fully exposed; my shirt hid little. Sheri's panties were her only remaining item, and the crotch was obviously soaked through. Bill still had his briefs on, but the head of his cock was peaking out the top, and he was doing little to change that. Lisa's sweatshirt was showing very little, now that she had adjusted her seating, and pulled the sweatshirt down.
Sheri dealt the cards, and I could see her throw away a pair. She was going to let someone else win. Being the gentleman I was, I felt it appropriate we allow our hosts to retain some of their dignity, and made sure I was not in contention either.
Bill pulled two pair, queens over fours, which beat Lisa's two pair.
He looked to Sheri. He looked to Lisa. He looked back to Sheri, and asked for her panties.
Sheri lifted her butt off the floor, and sat on the edge of the loveseat behind her. She slowly rolled the panties down her legs, and pulled one leg out. She then reached her leg across the table, her panties hanging from her ankle, for Bill to remove.
Bill stared into her crotch as he removed the proferred panties. He took her foot in his hand and kissed her arch, still looking up into her exposed pussy. The hair glistened with moisture.
Sheri lowered her leg, and demurely pressed her knees together as she knelt down. "Damn," she exclaimed, "can we play another hand? I don't want to be the only one fully exposed."
"What if you lose?" Lisa asked, the question at the top of everyone's mind.
"If I don't win, I'll spend the entire next hand fondling the winner. I guarantee they'll like it." She smiled mischievously.
"Sounds good to me." I said.
"Amen," Bill replied.
"I'm dealing," Lisa announced making it unanimous.
Unbelievably, Sheri did win, with three of a kind. She looked to Bill and said, "Your turn."
Bill stood up and pulled off his briefs.
Bills erection had finally taken hold, and his purple headed tool looked to be at least as long as mine, maybe longer, but much thinner. When I got really excited, as I had been for the better part of an hour now, mine would swell to a thickness that would stretch Sheri's lips deliciously.
"Same rules for me as for Sheri?" Bill asked. "One more hand to see who the grand champion will be?" He sat back down, his hands in his lap, hiding most of his erection.
Lisa looked across to me and surprised me. "Sure, let's do it."
"Absolutely, for the Middleburg Strip Poker Grand Champion title." I said, eagerly gathering the cards in and passing them to Bill.
The cards were dealt. I was dealt two kings, and couldn't improve them on the draw. I won. I was suspicious that the others there were all playing with the same intention, everyone naked, lots of physical interaction, and a desire to see where it might take us.
I stood up and crossed to where Lisa was. I helped her to her feet, and reached down to grab the bottom of her sweatshirt. "May I?"
"You won." She answered breathlessly.
I lifted the swaetshirt slowly off her. She raised her hands high, causing her breasts to really stand out. I stepped back and looked her over appraisingly, slowly looking up and down her body, and finally releasing an admiring whistle. She blushed strongly.
"So, Steve. What do you think of Lisa's body," Sheri asked me in front of everyone.
"My God, what do you think?" I answered, "She's friggin' gorgeous. What a great figure, and an incredible ass!"
If possible Lisa blushed an even deeper red.
"I believe two of us owe you some serious fondling," Sheri added.
It was Bills turn to blush.
"How long? It was supposed to be for the duration of a hand. But the games over." Lisa stated.
"I'll settle for three minutes."
Bill had worked his way to Lisa's side and was whispering to her agitatedly. She kept shaking her head. Finally she said to him, "Fine, but you have to leave the room, and it's for two weeks."
"Deal!" he answered without hesitation, heading for the kitchen.
I looked at her questioningly.
"I'm gonna pay his debt, and he will be paying me back later," she explained enigmatically.
"Take off that silly shirt, and let us pay you off." Sheri accentuated her demand with a sharp tug that popped two buttons off my shirt. Lisa was so tickled by this she grabbed the shirt tail opposite Sheri, and between the two of them they tore the shirt open, pulling it off my arms.
Resigned to my fate, I held my arms away from my body and back, letting them strip me of my last remaining article of clothing.
I was in heaven. These two nude visions of loveliness kissed, fondled, and caressed me all over for what seemed an eternity. Only my rock hard erection was denied this pleasure. Even my rear-end was bathed in kisses, touched, rubbed and probed. With growing excitement, I watched Sheri draw Lisa's hand to my shaft, and together they gently stroked and fondled my straining member. Lisa, in an extravagantly bold move, dropped to her knees, and started kissing all around my pelvic area, tongue darting out, tasting me. She was resting her cheek against my hard-on, kissing my thighs, beside my balls, then with a small motion, kissing my sack and taking a ball into her mouth. Only for a moment, then she dropped it, and returned her attention to the surrounding area. Her hand never left my shaft, holding it firmly, not stroking it, but rotating her hand around the shaft, and occasionally squeezing it lightly.
Sheri was now behind me, rubbing me sensuously, and watching Lisa's every move. When Lisa turned to face my cock head-on, Sheri whispered a 'Yes' in anticipation.
Lisa looked up to me. Her eyes never left mine as she ran her tongue from my balls to the head of my cock. When she accepted my cock into her warm, questing mouth, she closed her eyes for only a few moments, then reopened them and watched me as she took my cock into her mouth as far as possible. Agonizingly slowly, she withdrew her head, placing one last kiss on the swollen purple mushroom that was the head. She stood before me, pulled her head down to mine.
"Sweet dreams," she whispered, before locking lips with me one last time, then backing away.
"I believed you got your three minutes worth, Steve. Any complaints?" Sheri giggled.
"None you won't be able to remedy shortly," I answered, as Lisa called Bill back into the room.
As Bill entered the room, Sheri made her announcement. "I think it's time that Steve and I retired, before he blows a blood vessel." Both girls laughed at this statement. I was torn between trying to get further with Lisa, and the idea of quick getting into the guest room, and fucking Sheri's brains out.
"It is pretty late, and we do need to get up early if we're going to do Skyline Drive and the Caverns tomorrow." Bill obligingly agreed, still unable to tear his eyes off of Sheri.
"Well, good night all." She walked over to Bill, reached behind him to grab a butt cheek, and pulled his head to hers for a goodnight kiss.
I, not to be outdone, walked over to Lisa, and grabbed her ass in both hands and pressed her crotch against mine. I kissed her lips tenderly, and whispered, "Don't be surprised if you hear me crying out your name later..."
She grabbed me around the waist and hugged me tight.
Sheri grabbed my arm and pulled me towards the guest room, "Enough of that lover, or you'll shoot before I get what's coming to me." She had never spoken this openly, I wondered if it was for the benefit of them.
** Chapter 3 - We Retire to our Bedroom **
Lisa and Bill were picking up the living room. We got to the bedroom and Sheri said softly, "Leave the door open." She then sat me down on the edge of the bed, right in front of the door, in full view of both of them. She bent over from the waist, and sucked half my hard-on into her mouth.
"Mmmmmm", she moaned, bobbing her head up and down. I could see Bill staring at the back of her head, and at her ass, which was pointed straight at him. I watched him watch us for a moment, then saw Lisa catch the action. I placed my arms behind me, leaned back and closed my eyes as Sheri gobbled me down, like a starving kitten.
When I opened my eyes, Lisa was leading Bill by the hand to our room. I smiled invitingly, watching the lovely, naked Lisa enter the room where I was receiving a bona-fide, 5-star, blowjob.
Bill stopped behind Sheri, who had to know what was happening, but appeared oblivious to it all. Lisa kept walking around the bed, their hands staying together and arms outstretched, until they finally had to relinquish hold.
Bill bent over and kissed the small of Sheri's back, as his hands and arms wrapped around her waist and hips. Soon he had dropped to his knees and started worshipping Sheri's incredible ass. Kissing, and licking, fondling and holding, he was gentle but insistent. Sheri kept up the oral, using one hand to brace herself, and one to stroke me while she worked on the angry purple head of my cock.
Lisa crawled up on the bed and as I turned my torso towards her, she fed me her breast. I gobbled it up, using my arm to pull her close, alternating from one breast to the other. Sheri let out a long moan, and Lisa and I looked over to find Bill standing, pressed up against her, obviously stuffing her wet pussy with his cock. She had both hands grabbing the foot of the bed, and her head was leaning back, eyes closed.
"Oooh - Oooh - Oooh..." she moaned as he started slamming his cock into her. I extricated myself from her grasp, and climbed up the bed pulling Lisa with me.
"God." She said to me, "She is sooo hot, he won't last a minute."
"There's always seconds," I answered, "and believe me, there are TWO incredibly hot women in here." I lay back and pulled her towards straddling me.
"I want you to come in my mouth, and I want him to see it." She pulled away and positioned herself alongside me. From the tales Sheri told, I knew this was a fantasy they played out. I tried to get her to straddle my head, my last attempt to be a gentleman, but she just rearranged herself next to me. Then she was going down on me, the second great blowjob I was on the receiving end of within a matter of a few minutes.
I was rubbing her ass, tickling her anus with my thumb, while diddling her with two fingers. She was soaking wet; I pulled out my fingers for a sec, sticking my thumb in to get it wet, then returned my fingers to her pussy, and sank my thumb up to the first knuckle in her tight ass. She pushed back against me. She was sucking me to the root, deep-throating me, nose against my pube hairs. It was an incredible first for me, how she could swallow my cock in its fully swollen state was a mystery to me. And she kept looking up at him, while giving me this incredible working over. With one hand she was cupping my balls, and occasionally fingering my asshole.
Bill had slowed down and was watching the action. Sheri pulled forward, leaving only her ass hanging off the edge of the bed, and was soon licking my thighs, and then my balls, while Lisa went down on me like a jack-hammer. I could now see that Bill was at half-mast, having quietly dumped his first load in Sheri's cunt. Before long however, he returned to his position of mouth firmly attached to Sheri's nether regions.
The sensation was finally too much. With my cock buried to the hilt in Lisa's face, and her wiggling her face side to side and humming, with Sheri alternately licking, and sucking my balls, and with someone's finger buried deep up my ass. I let 'em know it was time.
"Oh, God, I'm gonna come so hard!" Lisa pulled her head back so only her mouth was engulfing my cockhead, and started jerking me off hard into her mouth. Bill looked up from sticking his tongue up Sheri's ass to watch his wife take my load. Sheri was clinging to my leg, licking at the base of my cock. As my toes curled, I could feel her pussy hair tickling the top of my foot - she was pressing her clit against it. My toes rubbed against her ass, and brushed against Bills throat.
"Unnnnhhh", I pushed up off the bed, deep into Lisa's eager mouth. I came, once, twice, three times, again, yet again... just as it was finishing, she pulled one more shot out of my cock, and let it dribble down her chin. Sheri leaned up and cleaned Lisa's chin and mouth with her tongue.
"That...was...incredible." I had my thumb up her ass. I don't know how I'd managed to keep it there during that mind numbing orgasm. Lisa was wiggling her ass and pushing against my hand hard. Bill looked comical, nose in Sheri's crack, tongue working away, but eyes rolled up, watching the action down around my cock.
I pulled out of Lisa's ass and reached down to pull her up to me. She came willingly. I pulled her face towards mine and kissed her gently on the lips, finding the slightest salty tang.
"That was possibly the best blow-job of my life," I told her, "Thank you."
"I'm not done with you yet," she countered, licking my mouth.
"What do you say we watch your husband fuck my woman's ass, after which I'll fuck you crazy?"
"Oh god, he'd love that - do you think she'll let him?"
"I'm sure of it."
I sat up and pulled Sheri into the middle of the bed. "Are you ready?"
"Up the ass?" she answered me. She knew it was a dream of his, and was only too eager to demonstrate her willingness, and to subtly claim him for her own in some way.
Bill was just staring at us. I nodded.
"Oh, yeah. I'm ready." She rolled over onto her back, and pulled her knees up to her chest. I grabbed her feet, and tilted her back, so her puckered brown hole was pointing straight at the ceiling.
"Bill, this is your lucky day. You're going to fuck one of the hottest, tightest asses on the east coast." Sheri giggled; Lisa was gently rubbing Sheri's nearest breast, enthralled by the action. I don't even think she knew what she was doing, but she was intent on seeing this happen as well.
"Lisa, do you have some Vaseline? She probably doesn't need it, but better safe than sorry."
"I'll get it," she bounced off the bed, returning in moments with an industrial size jar.
Bill hadn't been wasting time. Once I had Sheri cracked in half like a shotgun, he was lapping at her pussy and ass again. I had never seen a guy with such an oral fixation. Truth be known, I'd never seen a guy with a girl before in person. He pulled back as I asked Lisa to do the honors. She looked up at me, hesitant, then grabbed a gob and started rubbing it on Bills cock.
"In her ass," I said. Lisa looked to me again, I could almost see the gears moving in her head. Then she took a blob of the jelly placed it on Sheri's rosebud, and rubbed it.
"IN her ass, Lisa." Lisa, without looking up, slipped her index finger slowly up Sheri's tight hole, and then started to slowly work it in and out.
"Ohhhhhhhhhh" Sheri moaned. To quiet her I fed her my semi-hard dick, while I straddled her face and held her legs. "Mmmmmm."
"You're going to have to give her two or three fingers, or it could be painful." I told Lisa. On the next outstroke she added a second finger, and after a few more strokes, when she was all the way in to her knuckles, she added a third.
"MMMMMMMmmmmmmm" Sheri moaned around my hardening dick. It was so exciting watching this angelic Lisa, pumping her fingers out of my woman's ass, watching Bill slowly stroke himself in preparation, while Sheri fingered her own clit.
Sheri pulled her head off my cock, "NOW, NOW, fuck me NOW, someone fuck me, Bill fuck me, fuck me, fuck my Ass, FUCK MEEEEE." Lisa pulled her fingers out of Sheri's ass, and it slowly started to dilate.
"Ok Bill, you heard the woman", I told him, as I once again filled her mouth with my cock. He edged up to her, and stuck the head of his resurgent cock into her, gently, stopping when the glans popped past her tight opening. Her hand was stroking the back of Lisa's head, which was licking her breast while watching the penetration.



"Don't feed her, FUCK HER."
With that he slowly pushed into her ass about two-thirds of the way. He pulled out and slammed his entire weight down upon her upturned ass, burying his entire cock in her back entrance.
"UUUUnnnnhhhhh," she moaned, as she took his weight, then went back to sucking my cock.
He pumped her nice and steady for a couple of minutes. I would occasionally pull my dick out of her mouth, and rub it on her face, telling her how hot she looked, and how amazing she was. Lisa was furthering her girl-girl education, by kissing Sheri's tits. A couple of times, she scooted up and shared my hard cock with Sheri, licking it and Sheri's mouth, as I fucked Sheri's face.
Bill was now pumping into her like a madman. She was moaning, half out-of-it, and I was shoving my cock down her throat, fucking her face. Lisa had her thumb rubbing Sheri's clit, while her fingers were spread around Sheri's ass, feeling Bills cock rub against them with each stroke. She was talking to him.
"You like that ass, don't you. Dirty little ass. Fuck it. Fuck her ass. Fuck her baby, make her sore, fuck her hard. Yeah, that's it, fuck."
I pulled my cock from Sheri's mouth. I had to slow down or I'd come, and the next time I came, I was determined it would be in Lisa.
"Oh, Oh, Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck" each stroke of Bills was now answered by Sheri. "Fuck, fuck, fuck me, don't, stop, fuck, fuck." She was breathing hard now, gasping, "I'm gonna cum, I'm there baby, fuck me, I'm gonna cum..... Oh, Oh, ooooooooohhh, GAWD, COME, COME, COME, Aaaaaahhhhhhhhh".
That was enough for Bill. He drove his cock into her, left it buried there, and shook, as he loosed his load up her ass. He was eerily silent, eyes closed, lips held tightly shut, as he made small thrusting moves with his hip, never pulling out of her ass.
I released Sheri's legs, Lisa pulled out of the way, and she slowly straightened them out, stretching them, obviously uncomfortable from being bent over for several minutes. Once she straightened her legs, Bills dick popped out of her asshole, he stepped back, with a stupid grin on his face, and lay down next to Sheri. His face was inches from my dick, but I don't think he ever noticed.
"Man," that's all he could get out. "Man"
Lisa lay with her head on Sheri's belly, softly rubbing Sheri's pussy, and tentatively touching the edges of her ass, which had been so thoroughly fucked.
"She came so hard," she said almost to herself. Lisa was not a complex thing, and again, I could almost hear the gears working. The night was young.
As Sheri slowly recovered, and her breathing returned to normal, I went to the bathroom and returned with some towels, two of them moistened. I tossed one to Bill, right in his crotch.
"Welcome to the ass-man's club, Bill. Remember, when it comes to rear-entry, cleanliness is next to godliness. Clean up, there's more work to be done here." As I shared my wisdom with him, with the other towel, I wiped down Sheri's ass and cunt. She clutched the cool towel hard to her and closed her legs around it.
Lisa returned to the bedroom, with a pitcher of ice water and some glasses. I took the offered drink and drank most of one glass. Looking over to Sheri, she had rolled over on her side and her head was resting on Bills chest. They both looked out of it. He wasn't asleep, his hand was stroking her back, but his eyes were closed. Too much excitement, too much alcohol, I decided to give them a rest.
** Chapter 4 - Another Bedroom Christened **
I stood, and taking Lisa's hand, pulled her up from the bed and out to the living room. I turned and pulled her into my arms, kissing her gently. She responded eagerly.
"I think they're done for a bit, what do you say we retire to the other room and get to know each other better," I said to her, between kisses to her ear and neck. "You know, I kind of like you when we're not arguing." That got me a playful punch.
"Don't you think we should stay with them?"
"The bed was looking crowed. Let's not bother them, when they get the energy, they know where to find us."
She turned and led me to her room. I had never been in her bedroom. It was filled with an eclectic mixture of lacquer furniture, antiques, an exercise bike, and dozens of odds-and-ends. They had a huge King Size bed, a four-poster with canopy. It looked old; I was guessing a family antique.
Lisa pulled back the down comforter and the 600 thread count sheets, and climbed in, with me close behind. She looked so fair against the dark blue sheets, my cock was already beginning to respond again.
Lying on my side next to her, she was laying back, eyes closed, with a hint of a smile teasing her lips. I reached out to the soft curve of her belly, running my hand all over her body - from neck to the top of her thighs - barely touching her. I let my hand go up to her face, and gently caressed her face, hairline, ears and throat. As I brushed her lips she opened her mouth and her tongue darted out and dueled with my finger. I eased my finger in her mouth, and she sucked it in, opening her eyes and staring into mine as her tongue played with my finger. I finally pulled my finger away, replacing it with my tongue. We kissed for a long while exploring each other's mouths, and kissing each other's faces. My hand was toying with her breast.
I sat up, crawled between her legs, and spread her legs wide. I used both hands to part the lips of her soaked pussy, and while she held her knees back and to the side, I placed my now hard cock inside her. I lowered myself on to her, her legs wrapping around me and pulling me in. I rested my weight on my elbows, face above hers, and gazed into her unbelievably beautiful face, as I very slowly and deliberately long stroked her.
She giggled a little self-consciously. "And what are you looking at?"
"I have fantasized about this for so long, and now that it's happening, I want to memorize everything about this moment. I will burn this into my brain so that when I'm 80, I'll still get hard recalling tonight." I lowered my face to hers and started kissing her hungrily, fucking her a little faster and harder.
"Slow down cowboy, let's enjoy this." She warned me.
"Don't sweat, we've got a long night ahead of us, and I'm sure my little helper down there won't let us down."
"So Sheri's told me. Did you two really fuck almost non-stop for an entire camping weekend?"
"I don't know about non-stop, but I would say more than half our waking hours those two days were spent in some kind of sex."
"And you just stay hard?"
"God no, she's so damn hot she kept getting me hard, and you can guess that after coming like six or seven times, it takes longer and longer."
I was casually fucking her now, enjoying the sensation, as we conversed.
"That was a wild time, we played a game, I could do pretty much whatever I wanted, but I had to come in each of her openings in order - mouth, pussy, ass, mouth, pussy, ass. That weekend was only the second time we had done anal, but it was also the 3rd, and 4th."
"And she really likes it?"
"Yes, on occasion - we really don't do it very often, and she usually is the one to initiate it when we do. She joking calls it Global Warming, since she's going around-the world."
"Do you play a lot of games like that?" she asked.
"I wouldn't say a lot, but we are adventurous, and try to have a lot of fun with our lovemaking. And we have some fantasy scenarios we like to explore now and then. You've appeared in quite a few of mine; but Sheri's imitation of you pales beside the real thing."
She was quiet, and I was speeding up again. She was biting her bottom lip, clearly enjoying the feeling. She had one hand pressing against my chest, and she thrust up against me on each down stroke.
I kneeled, still inside her, holding her legs wide and apart. I pulled out so just the head was inside her, waited a moment, and then slowly pushed it back in. I stopped before my thighs touched hers, so the only thing touching was our genitals.
"Hold your legs back." I told her and she obliged. For several minutes I slowly fucked her this way - just cock and cunt. It was all about sensation, no talking, and no intimacy, just penetration. Now she was openly moaning, licking her lips, and hugging her knees to her chest. I was playing my fingers around her pussy lips, slipped my middle finger into her pussy with my dick.
"Jesus! What are you doing? Ooooh", she moaned.
"Like it?" I was now reaching up and massaging the inside of her pussy, looking for the G-spot somewhere behind her clit.
"You are filling me so tight."
Suddenly she stiffened, and I knew I had found my target. I rubbed up against the spot that had her quivering and moaning now, while giving her long strokes with my cock.
"Jesus! Ohhhhh, oh, oh! God, don't stop, oooooh", she was coming hard, in bursts about 8 to 10 seconds apart. After the 5th or 6th she screamed out, arched her back hard for a solid 10 seconds, and then dropped to the bed, chest heaving, wild-eyed.
I removed my finger and continued to fuck her gently for a while longer. Then pulled out. She almost cried.
"I've got to have you from behind, I have to hold your sweet, sweet ass while fucking you."
"In the ass?" she asked hesitantly, as she rolled over, her ass sticking up.
"No, if you don't like that, I wouldn't do that to you, not unless you wanted me to." I pushed her head to the bed, so her pussy was very accessible, and slipped back inside her. I grabbed a cheek in each hand, a little roughly, and started really pumping her hard.
"Play with your clit, I want you to come, so I can." Her hands reached up and one was touching me where I entered her, with the other she was rubbing herself.
I put my thumb in my mouth and got it really wet, then pushed it slowly in her ass, while I continued to pound inside her. "This feels so great, I'm gonna come in you in a moment." I was now really pumping her ass with my thumb as I slammed into her cunt. Each stroke was shaking the bed as I drove her head into the mattress. She was frigging herself frantically.
"Steve, that's it, yeah, there, oooooh" she was coming, I could feel her shaking, but I didn't slow down, and soon she was coming again, "Yes, yes, yes...ooooooh, uuuuunnhhh, GAWD, UNNNH", she came hard, and I was coming with her.
"Fuck - you have a hot pussy, fuck, here I come, oooohh" I filled her with about 4 or 5 streams of come, then I slowed down, keeping inside her, knowing I would probably stay semi-hard, and if I kept fucking her and playing with her ass, I could get pretty hard again.
I stroked little strokes, and rubbed her ass, then started matching my short strokes with my thumb in her ass. Watching my thumb plow her butt-hole, I started imagining my cock stretching her wide, and could feel the results in my slowly hardening cock.
"Didn't you come?" she asked, with a strange sound to her voice.
"Of course. You are so sweet to fuck - this may be the best first fuck I've ever had with a woman."
"Then how come you're still hard?"
"It's you, I'm telling you, you are an incredible fuck. We've got a long night ahead of us, and hopefully a long day tomorrow."
"You're serious?"
"Of course." I was started to get seriously hard again, and stroking her a little firmer.
** Chapter 5 - Virgin No More **
"Well, that was mouth, and pussy. You're not going to try to fuck my ass, are you?" again she spoke hesitantly. I was pretty sure I knew what she wanted. But she wanted me to take control. I was gonna do anything I could to fuck that sweet virgin ass. I thought back to some discussions Sheri and I had, and remembered the time that Lisa was tied down and fucked with a wide variety of toys. If I could get her tied down, I KNEW I would be fucking her ass soon.
"You know, those posts look great for tying someone down. Does Bill ever tie you down?"
She hesitated a moment, "Sometimes, we play a little fantasy."
"Like?" I encouraged her, continuing to smoothly drill her swollen pussy.
"You know, kidnappings, pirates, frat-house toy..."
"What do you use?"
"Bathrobe belts, and ties."
"Ok, stay there, and don't move." I commanded her.
I got off the bed, and looked back at her, ass up in the air, face turned towards me, watching me expectantly. I stepped in the closet, and grabbed the robe belts and a bunch of ties. Turning back to the bed, she had pulled her knees together and lowered her ass so it was resting on her heels.
I slapped her ass hard, and it made a loud crack. She cried out.
"I told you not to move." I advised her. She was quiet, trembling a little, ass back in the air.
I sat next to her, stroked her back, and fastened a tie to her wrist. She watched each action intently, but never made a sound.
I tied that wrist to a wooden rod in the headboard, near the center, and walked around to the other side.
"What are you going to do?" she asked, with a quiver in her voice.
Smack! I cracked her butt cheek again. "Quiet!" She obeyed.
As I tied her other hand to the headboard I told her. "Pretty much whatever I want. I won't hurt you. You trust me don't you? You can answer."
"Yes" she said softly.
I placed two pillows beneath her waist before I tied her legs out to the corner posts. She was such a tiny thing, the robe belt barely reached. Then I was done and stepped back to inspect my handiwork.
"You look irresistible, it's going to be hard to control myself." She had enough slack to move quite a bit, but she wasn't going anywhere. I took two of the ties and started wrapping her eyes.
"Steve..."
I grabbed a handful of her hair, and twisted her head to look up at me. "How do you think you should address me?"
"Master?" she asked hesitantly, noticeably tensing.
"Yes, my helpless slave?"
"There is a sleep mask in the top drawer."
"Well done." I answered, and she relaxed a bit. I opened the drawer and pulled out the mask, tightening the strap, I slipped it over her eyes.
"You earned a small reward for the bravery it took to offer up that idea." I moved down between her legs and licked her pussy, and ass for about a minute, and quickly had her writhing.
"I'll be back." I went to the kitchen, where I grabbed a banana, still a little green. Then stopped by the entry closet where I knew Bill kept the video camera. Bill and Sheri deserved to be a part of this as well.
Walking back to the room, I stepped over to her, and in about 20 seconds, had 3/4 of that banana in her cunt. "Don't crush that," I warned her. I then set up the camera. I placed it for a good shot of her head, after I had panned the entire setup. I would adjust it later for the real action. She had to be wondering what was going on, but she remained quiet and obedient.
Finally I was ready. I went to the bathroom, filled a Dixie cup with water, which I drank, then I brought it to her. I held it to her lips and she drank. Once it was empty, I tossed it aside, grabbed her hair, pulled her head back and to the side, and fed her my somewhat soft cock.
She sucked like a demon, licking, sucking, bobbing her head up and down. I was very soon hard again, hard enough for her to take down her throat. I was fucking her face now - thrusting into it, but not too hard.
"You are such a good little cocksucker, aren't you?"
"Mmm-Hmmm", she responded, nodding a little and trying to smile.
"I want you to think about what I'm about to do to you. In a moment you'll tell me just what you think it'll be, and you'd better be close." I reached under her, and pinched her nipple, giving it a hard little twist for emphasis. She pressed her tit into my hand.
I pulled my cock out, and rubbed it all over her face, before leaving it in front of her mouth for her to kiss and lick. "Go ahead," I told her.
"I think first you'll spank me for not guessing close enough," she started, "you might even use a brush or a shoe. Then you'll probably gag me, so my cries won't be heard- no, you'll do that first!"
I had climbed behind her and was straddling her ass, rubbing my hands on her shoulders and backs, around her sides down to cup her tits. I was fondling her possessively. I pinched both nipples for a second.
She hesitated a moment before she continued, in a disarmingly quiet voice. "Then you'll fuck me, until you are as big and hard as you can get, and then you'll finish in my poor virgin ass. I can't stop you." I was now massaging her tits, as a sort of positive reinforcement.
"You're right you can't stop me, and then...?" I asked.
"Then, you'll ungag me, untie me, and make me clean you up."
"Uh-Huh", I encouraged her.
"Then I'll have to service you mouth, pussy and ass - you'll make me do all the work. Even untied, you're so much bigger than me, so strong, what can I do?"
"You're such a smart and pretty little slave, I think I'll call you Lyssete," I told her, as I wrapped, the tie around behind her head and tight across her mouth, "You know, my sweet Lyssete, it's a shame to waste that talented mouth of yours, but I wouldn't want your cries to bother anyone while I fuck you silly, then give you your first good ass reaming." I got up and rearranged the camera.
It was the first I had confirmed her impending butt-fuck. She moaned and made noises, I can only guess what she was trying to say. I had no real plan, other than fucking her ass of course, so I followed her agenda. I spanked her butt and the tops of her thighs, first with my hand, and then with a slipper with leather soles. I gave her quite a few smacks, at least twenty or so, and I wasn't gentle. She pinked up nicely.
Only when I was done, did I remove the banana from her pussy. I pointed the camera back to her face. I untied her gag, she was breathing pretty heavy, and fed her the banana, eating half myself, feeding her from my mouth.
I went back to the other room, where Sheri and Bill were sleeping. They must have enjoyed another session, because now they were positioned head to toe. I grabbed the jar of Vaseline, and headed back to Lisa. In the living room, I spotted the half-full pitcher of melted margaritas and picked that up along the way.
I placed the Vaseline jar on her back, like a table, a clear hint of things to come. I then gave her a shot of margarita in a Dixie cup, took one myself, then gave her another. Once she had swallowed, I proceeded to feed her my cock, which had softened. Neither of us spoke. Once she had my cock at full mast, I gagged her again, "Good girl."
I moved the camera very close to the bed, focused on her ass. I knelt between her legs and pulled her ass towards me, causing her body to slide down, and her arms to become outstretched at the top of the bed. Without another word, I pushed the full length of my cock up her hot pussy, and started pumping her hard. I adjusted my position several times, more upright, more from the side, until I got just the friction I was looking for. I was starting to get REALLY hard. The thought of fucking that virgin ass was doing wonders to my dick, it must have been almost 8 inches long and so thick around I was a little worried about hurting her ass. The whole time I was talking to her, making comments about how tight she looked, how irresistible her ass was, if only everyone in the office could see her like this. I told her that Sheri and Bill had woken up and had a 69 session, but were passed out again. I hope they wake up and see this, I'd like to share you with them, I told her. She was moaning, and wiggling her tight ass at me.
"That's good," I told her, "Keep me happy, Lyssete, my darling pleasure slave, and you'll be happier, trust me." I accentuated my comment with a couple of good slaps to her ass.
I grabbed her hair and pulled her head back hard, as I fucked her harder and harder. She was trembling and moaning now.



I reached for the Vaseline and dropped a scoop of it on her little brown hole. Just then I could hear and feel her cumming, and cumming hard, in anticipation. I kept a steady pace of fucking up as I loosened her ass. She was such a hot little bitch, and she came so easily. I'd never seen anything like it.
"You've been so good, I'm going to open you up easy. Relax and enjoy. Or don't. I don't really care. I'm fucking your ass tonight, one way or the other." As she stopped cumming, she did relax her ass a bit, and I got my thumb in her. I pushed and pulled to the sides, then dipped my middle finger in the jar, and slipped it up her rear.
"That's right, my finger slips in so easy, I think you're ready for two." I removed my finger. I scooped up a bit more, rubbed it around the rim, and dipped both fingers into the jar. I slipped my middle finger back in her easily.
"I wish you could see this view," I told her, "my cock slipping in and out, the lips of your hot little pussy clasping it and pulling out with each stroke. My finger, going in and out of that little brown hole. This is amazing." With that, I slipped my index finger in with the middle. She handled it pretty easy, with a few grunts, and after a few moments she was pushing back.
"Are you embarrassed that it feels so good, Lyssete? I'm telling you, a world class ass like this was meant to have stiff meat up it hard and often." Her ass was opened pretty well, if I pulled my fingers out it stayed open for a moment before slowly closing.
"Baby, it's time. I am soooo going to fuck your tight virgin ass." With that I pulled my cock out of her pussy, and pushed her down onto the pillows under her belly. Again, she moaned something into the tie, gibbering away, but who was listening? I grabbed the jar of Vaseline and globbed a mess on my cock, on the head and up the shaft. My other fingers stayed in her ass this whole time, limbering her. Right when I pulled out she tensed up and I could feel it; now she was relaxing a bit.
"Here goes...", I pulled my fingers out and placed my iron-stiff rod at her opening. She was groaning and shaking her head like she didn't want it, and she clenched her cheeks for a bit.
SMACK. I cracked her ass hard with my open hand, and she settled. As she relaxed her cheeks, I pushed the head into her ass.
It sounded like she was saying, ow, ow, ow, but the gag muffled too much. Her hands were grabbing the sheets hard.
"God, Lyssete, I'm in your ass and you are tight as a 14 year old." The head was well lodged in her, but the shaft behind it looked to be almost twice as thick around as the currently stretched opening. With that I worked in another inch.
"Oh, yeah, you're taking it, and it looks great." I started working my cock back and forth, slowly then faster, as I penetrated deeper. I stopped with about 4 inches in her to give her a moment to get used to it while I massaged her ass cheeks. She was moaning continuously.
I could feel her relaxing a bit growing accustomed to the huge invader, stretching her far beyond anything she had felt there before.
"Ok baby, you can do this, I'm giving you the rest now." I started working her ass again, with short strokes, not pulling back much at all, just insistently pushing forward.
"You got it, you got the whole thing. You are so awesome. You are the sweetest most delectable fuck, I may fuck you all night long. From the moment I first saw you I knew you'd make the most delicious pleasure slave. You're body is designed for love, and you respond so nicely."
I fucked her ass pretty smoothly, mostly half-strokes. It was another minute before I spoke again.
"You can't know how incredible your ass looks, with my prick in it, spreading you so wide." With that, I gave her a couple of long slow strokes, watching my swollen cock fill her.
She was lying down now, only the pillows under her hips raising her butt for me. I half lay on top of her, plunging down into her ass, nuzzling her neck, fondling her tits. After a few more strokes I reached up and untied one hand. She was moaning deeply now.
"Shhhhh, you don't want to wake anyone do you?" She shook her head no.
"Now, rub your clit and pussy with your free hand," I told her as I continued to drill her virgin hole.
I felt her insinuate her hand between herself and the pillow under her hips. She was pushing back now, and clearly getting very excited. I untied her gag.
"Shhhh...", I whispered, "tell me, wouldn't you love to have a cock in your pussy and ass at the same time?"
"Oh no, please. No. I couldn't take two. It hurt way too much just to take your huge cock back there."
I reached under her, and pinched her nipples, "No, please, Master."
"Master," she repeated.
"Oh, I'm sure you could."
She just groaned.
I was fucking her hard again, "Or how about one in your mouth, one in your ass, and Mistress Sheri, licking your sweet cunt?"
"Ooooh," was her answer.
I took two fingers and placed them in her mouth. She sucked on them as if her life depended on it. I was still fucking her tight butt-hole nice and steady.
"Yeah, I'd like to see your cuckolded husbands cock in your mouth, as he watched me fuck that ass he's wanted so bad. Mistress Sheri could lick your pussy and maybe even work you with a vibrator."
I pulled my hand from her mouth, grabbed her by the shoulders, and picked up the pace. The image of her being triple teamed was exciting me even more, if that was possible.
"Could... we?" she gasped between strokes, "would... she......Master?"
"Oh, yeah", I answered, exciting myself. "I think we should all take turns getting pleasured by the other three."
"God, yes, yes, yes" was her answer.
I could feel myself getting close. I sat up, pulled her ass up, spread her knees wide, and grabbed her hips in a tight grip.
"It's almost time," I told her, and started to fuck her ass furiously.
I wasn't as close as I thought, and I must have pumped for a full five minutes. We were both breathing very heavy, and the sweat was dripping off me, splashing off her ass. I slowed and took long, deliberate full strokes, all the way in and out of her ass. I was even pulling completely out. Her hole just waited for me, wide open.
"You can't believe this view, watching the whole length of my cock, seven full inches, disappear up that tiny hole," I was telling her. "You just stay open for me when I pull out, begging to be filled! Can you feel that?"
"Yes, yes" she answered, her fingers still rubbing her pussy, and occasionally tweeking her tits. I watched her pull her wet fingers from inside her pussy, and then suck them like a cock.
"You know, Lyssete, I'm going to have to fuck your ass again."
"Yes, I know."
"And I don't just mean again tonight and tomorrow morning", I answered, still long stroking her, just a little faster.
"Oooooh"
Then just a little later, "I'm yours. Yours whenever you want, as long as nobody knows." She whispered, "Master."
"I know. And when I call you by your name, Lyssete, you'll remember."
It was time, I could feel the load coming. "I'm there baby, I'm there, you're gonna get your first load up that incredible ass of yours" I announced. I grabbed her ass cheeks hard, and pumped several long hard strokes into her, until at last I exploded.
"Yesssss, yes, yes".
Lisa cried out, arching her back and pushing her ass hard towards me. Her whole body was shaking hard, and she was cumming as well. I kept fucking her ass not wanting to stop, until I was too soft, and I popped out.
She just lay there, breathing like a buffalo. I got up, turned off the camera and moved it to the side. I then lightly kissed each ass cheek, and untied her legs. I sat beside her head, and untied her hand and removed her blindfold.
"You pleasured me well; you make a better love slave than I might have thought. You've earned release from bondage for a while. Consider yourself free, Lisa."
"Thank you, Master." She wrapped her arms around my waist and pulled herself around me, holding me almost desperately.
I stroked her head, and her back, patting the ass I had just used so forcefully. In a couple of minutes she calmed down.
Finally, she spoke, "That was incredible."
"It was. Let's clean up, take a shower, have something cold to drink, and then back to join Sheri and Bill."
"You going to tell them?" She sounded nervous.
"No, it's our little secret. What you do as my slave Lyssete, no one has to know."
"Thank you."
"What I am going to do is screw you on the bed they're lying on, and then finish in your mouth - it is time to come in your mouth next, isn't it?" I teased.
"Yes." She smiled an odd little smile that made me wonder what she was thinking.
"Good, start the shower." While she did, I put away the camera, grabbing the video cartridge and placing it in my pants pocket in the living room. When I came back to the bedroom, she had put away the ties, belts, and other evidence.
Fifteen minutes later we had cleaned up pretty well, and were actually feeling a bit invigorated. We had started poker around 7:30, and it was now nearly 1:00am. There was a little playing around in the shower but nothing serious.
** Chapter 6 - Altogether Now **
After we had dried off, I lifted her in my arms and carried her to the guest room. She giggled and called me her good knight on the way.
The queen-sized bed was pretty full. Bill was curled up to Sheri's back, and snoring softly. They were lying diagonally, and the foot of the bed was available; it was there that I put down Lisa, crosswise.
I lay down next to her and started kissing her face, neck and lips.
"Are we really going to do it again?" she whispered into my ear.
"You bet your sweet - and I do mean sweet - ass we are!"
"Shhhhh," she admonished me, then giggled.
"I need to worship your body for a few minutes, I hope you don't mind," I told her as I lowered my head to her breasts. For the next ten minutes I kissed and licked her from head to toe, spending a few minutes on her moistening pussy. I then rolled her over, and did the same to her back, neck, legs and finally, ass. I spread her legs apart, then her ass cheeks, and gently kissed her in her crack, bathing her ass hole with my tongue, caressing the bringer of so much pleasure. She was red there, and a little, sensitive, but I was gentle. Then I turned her back to her front.
I lay opposite her, head by her knees, and pulled her over on top of me. She took the hint and straddled my face. Moments later her tongue was bathing my balls, and her mouth was engulfing my cock, bringing it slowly back to life. I was licking her pussy, and sucking on her clit. I placed my thumb in her pussy, and rested my fingers across her not-so-virgin rosebud. It wasn't long before I was hard again.
I rolled to my side, dislodging her, rolling her on top of Bills feet. I pulled her back to the bottom of the bed, on her side still, and bent her top leg out, while straddling her bottom leg. She was facing Sheri, as I lifted her leg up high, across my body and onto my shoulder. I could feel her hand guiding me into her ready pussy, and then I was clutching her leg with both arms, and fucking her thoroughly. I could see she was chewing on her own arm, which was stretched out above her, towards Sheri and Bill, and playing with her own breasts.
We didn't say anything, just enjoying the sex. I would occasionally move her leg down, pushing it into the bed, penetrating her more from the rear, then later, back up, sometimes kissing and licking her ankle and foot. She made some little sounds of enjoyment, but stayed pretty quiet.
After a period of more aggressive pounding, I noticed Sheri's eyes were open and watching us. Lisa must have noticed, and their eyes were soon locked together. Sheri reached out and held Lisa's outstretched hand.
I decided on a change of position, and I moved Lisa's bottom leg, putting her into more of a fetal position, then re-entered her pussy. She and Sheri never let go, and kept looking at each other.
"You are so pretty," Sheri finally spoke.
Sheri pulled herself halfway towards us, and started kissing and sucking Lisa's fingers.
I rolled Lisa more onto her back, and holding her legs together, placed them over my left shoulder. I grabbed her by the thighs, and started to screw her more insistently.
"Are you enjoying her?" This one was clearly addressed to me.
"She's perfect," I answered.
"What about you, isn't he incredible?" she prompted Lisa.
"Oh, God, thank you for sharing him," she fervently replied, as I pounded away.
Sheri pulled herself the rest of the way down the bed, and was soon taking the best of care of Lisa's breasts. Sheri had told me she'd never done anything with another woman, but during some of our bedroom play I would introduce the idea of another woman and she would respond. Like she was now. I had slowed a bit to watch the show. I spread Lisa's legs apart, an ankle in each hand, for a better view.
Lisa pulled Sheri's head up to hers, and they were kissing, deeply. Bill had finally stirred, and he was back to kissing Sheri's ass and cunt. Sheri spread her legs wider to accommodate him.
Sheri stopped the kissing, and lay with her head on Lisa's chest, watching me fuck her best friend. "That looks so good, can I have some?" She finally asked.
"Of course!" I answered, "But on two conditions."
"Oh? And those are?"
I even had Bill's attention now. "First, I want to alternate fucking both of you, doggy style."
"And second?"
I paused in my fucking. "I have to finish in Lisa's mouth, it's her turn."
Sheri arched her eyebrows and sat up, "Oh really? Her mouth's turn?"
"Yep." I got back to pumping away.
Sheri was looking into Lisa's face; Lisa was blushing strongly. Sheri bent down and kissed her on the lips, and said "Good."
Sheri extricated herself from Bills oral attention, and got on her hands and knees, with her ass hanging over the edge of the bed.
"Mister DeMille, I'm ready for my audition," she hammed it up, and wiggled her butt enticingly.
I pulled out, stood up next to the bed, pulled Sheri's pussy down to the right height, and entered her. She was a little dry, in spite of Bill's help, and yelped when I pushed in deep on the first stroke. A few more strokes and things were as smooth as silk.
"Lisa, please, into position! This is a well oiled machine." I said.
She was laughing now, rolling over, and wiggling her ass backwards, putting it in position for my amorous attentions.
Bill was sitting up, crosslegged, watching the goings on, with a bit of a confused look. I think he was only just realizing I'd been fucking the hell out of his wife.
"Bill, into position!" I told him. He looked at me quizzically. "You should be in front of these ladies, and between them, so whoever is not having her twat filled by yours truly can administer attentions to your little soldier."
Both girls were laughing out loud, as Bill quickly crawled to the edge of the bed opposite, lay back, and held his cock up for attention. Getting into the spirit of the moment, he pronounced 'Ten-Hut!"
Lisa turned and took his semi-flaccid member in her mouth, and worked at reviving him.
With all the activity, I hadn't been concentrating at the work at hand. I grabbed Sheri's ass cheeks, spreading them apart with my thumbs, as I screwed her vigorously. I was rubbing at her butt-hole, "I may have to take my turn here soon."
"Oh no you don't," she laughed, "You haven't come in my mouth or pussy yet, it's certainly not your turn there yet." I laughed with her.
Lisa almost choked. Bill was oblivious.
"Switch!" I announced. I slid over, and quickly entered Lisa, immediately pumping away, hardly losing a stroke. I saw Lisa's head come up, and she moaned loudly; the back of Sheri's head disappeared from view.
While I was pumping away at Lisa's hot little cunt, I imagined drilling her ass, while the others weren't even aware. With my left hand I was working on Sheri's pussy, and with my right I started plugging Lisa's other opening. I gave it another minute or so, then called switch again. I was getting over excited, and new I'd be cumming soon. I now had a thumb in each ass, and in seconds I was fucking Sheri's familiar box again. I started to fuck her fast and hard, while Lisa worked on Bill. I could hear murmurs of encouragement from him, but nothing distinct.
"Sheri, take over for Lisa," I announced, "Lisa turn around, lie on your back, and leave your head half off the bed. I'm getting close, and I'm finishing in your mouth."
Lisa did as she was told, and I fucked Sheri hard for another two minutes, while Lisa watched in anticipation. I knew I was really close.
"Here I come," and I pulled out of Sheri's wet pussy, and slid my cock, slick with the juices of both girls, deep into Lisa's mouth.
I gave her a few seconds to adjust, and soon was pumping my cock down her throat, ending each stroke with my balls on her nose, my entire cock in her mouth and throat. She was certainly a talented fellatrix. I had a hand on each breast, squeezing and rubbing them while I face fucked this beauty.
Sheri had moved across the bed and was straddling Bill's cock. She had her back to him, and was leaning forward, playing with Lisa's pussy. Bill was holding Sheri's waist, raising her off his crotch, and fucking up into her like there was no tomorrow.
"I'm there," I told Lisa, and pulled out so just the head was in her mouth. She opened her mouth wide, and was licking the head. One hand still squeezing a tit, with the other I jerked off into her mouth, coming after only a few strokes. I didn't manage much volume, and she caught all but a few errant drops, which ended up on her cheek and neck. I placed my cock back in her mouth and she sucked me dry.
At the opposite end of the bed Sheri had gotten on her hands and knees and had her head buried in Lisa's pussy. Bill was fucking Sheri doggy style, eyes closed, and loving every moment.
I dropped to my knees, resting Lisa's head on my shoulder, massaging both her tits, and whispering in her ear while I kissed her face. "Don't get too tired, I've got plans for you."
She turned her head to look at me, deliberately licked her lips and said, "Promise?"
Bill was coming in Sheri.
"Oh yeah, guaranteed." I answered.
"Sheri knows, doesn't she?"
"Suspects, strongly suspects."
She closed her eyes and lay back to enjoy Sheri's ministrations. It was an incredible sight, Sheri bent over, enjoying a firm cock, while performing her first oral sex on another woman. She was clearly enjoying it, as was Lisa by every indication.
I placed a small gentle kiss on Lisa's lips, then stood up and carried the pitcher back to the kitchen, where I refilled it with water and a little ice. I helped myself to some OJ I found in the frig, then returned to the scene of the debauchery, with cool libations for the participants.
Bill was now lying beside Lisa, stroking her breasts, and watching the tongue-lashing that Sheri was applying to Lisa's well-exercised pussy. I grabbed a pillow from the head of the bed, and placed it beneath Lisa's head.
I think the party was reaching its physical limitations. Sheri finally sat up, clearly exhausted, her face glazed with juices from Lisa's cunt. I tossed her a towel to clean up with, and brought her a tall glass of cool water, which she downed with hardly a breath.
Bill was conversing softly with Lisa, who appeared half-asleep, and deeply relaxed. He was running his fingers through her hair, and caressing her face and shoulders. There was a smile plastered across her face, that I fantasized would remain long after she slowly faded from view.
Turning back to Sheri, I saw she also was taking in the tender view at the foot of our bed.



"Well, this has been a productive night," she pronounced, "but I'm afraid I'm done for the night. Any suggestions about sleeping arrangements?"
When no one immediately spoke up, I filled the gap. "I, for one, have had an incredible time tonight. I'd like to avoid the morning awkwardness. Does anyone here regret what was done here tonight?" I asked.
Lisa was more alert now, and everyone was looking around, waiting to see if anyone would have any reservations about our evening.
"If not, would anyone be adverse to us retiring to our own rooms, with an understanding?" I further ventured.
"What understanding?" Lisa chimed in from the foot of the bed.
I blurted out my idea. "I'd like to invite the girls to switch rooms in the morning, after our showers, and before brunch, so we can have a short romantic interlude, followed by brunch in town and our drive up the skyline drive."
I was a little surprised to hear Bill chime in, "I'd suggest setting the alarms for 10:00. It's almost 3:00 and I think we could all use some resting up."
Sheri piped in, "I'm in, if you are Lisa. I'd like to try leisurely straight missionary sex with Bill, just for a change of pace." She was grinning as she spoke.
Lisa looked to me, "I'll be in here at 10:30, but I'm only yours until 11:30, then we're headed to Myrtle's 'cause I'm sure I'll be famished!"
On this note Bill got up and helped Lisa to her feet, and they headed off to their room. I stood to close the door, laughing at myself when I got there, wondering what good privacy would do us now. Sheri was tearing the sheets off the bed, and was looking to me for help to put on the new ones she'd retrieved from the closet.
10 minutes later we were in bed, having taken a quick shower, brushed our teeth, and set the alarm.
Sheri was the first to bring up the nights activities. "Jeez, my ass and pussy are raw. If Bill licks me again, I may scream. He's great, but I need a break. Whatever happened to good old fucking?"
She rolled over to her side, and looked at me. "So, am I to understand that my ass isn't the only one that's sore?"
"Mm-Hm," I managed, through my relaxed state.
"Don't you dare fall asleep! I need to know some details." She was shaking my shoulder now, and I knew that my dreams of rest were postponed for a while at least.
"Ok, here's the deal, if you can get me hard, and will ride me, I'll give you every little detail."
Which she did, and I did.
Our lovemaking was gentle and conversational, although I could tell she was getting worked up.
"So what's this slave thing?" she asked me as I was finishing the part where I deflowered Lisa's ass.
"I figure she wears the pants in that family and is looking for a strong man to dominate her a bit. She tells me she'll be my slave on demand." Sheri was still rocking back and forth on my semi-hard dick, and I was fondling her beautiful breasts. Lisa's were nice, but Sheri's were wonderful.
"Are you sure?" she pressed.
"No, but I intend to find out in the morning." I had given up on the fucking, nothing left it appeared, and was starting to dwindle.
"Good. This does have some interesting possibilities." She rolled off me. "Thanks for tonight, you really did maneuver things well from the onset. I was watching you thinking I was in the presence of manipulative greatness." I couldn't tell if she was teasing me, or not.
"No, thank you, for everything. You are the most incredible sexiest woman I have ever known. Tonight I was in awe. And that initial blow job was just genius."
"Yeah, we make a helluva team, dontcha think?"
"Absolutely. You know I love you." It was a statement.
"I know," she responded sleepily, "I love you."
"But of course, you'd be a fool not too." I answered with my stock response.
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When I first read Steve's account of our first time swinging with another couple, his writing fascinated me. I wasn't aware of much of what had been going on, and had a different view of much of the action. We talked about it and he encouraged me to document the events as I saw it. This is my story.
* * * *
When I first met Steve, he blew into my life like a whirlwind. He was the most outgoing guy I'd ever met. From the first time he met me, he pursued me with an incredible dedication. I couldn't deny he was interesting, but I was getting over a failed marriage, and was embarking on a new career and didn't have the time to invest in a new relationship.
He was witty, charming, funny and could talk on any subject. He was a big, muscular jock, with that ex-football player look. He was an aggravating know-it-all, who all too often did know it all. He was extremely romantic and generous. He was an overbearing, egotistical braggart. He was the center of attention in almost every activity, partially from his natural charisma and larger than life presence, and partially from his loud, blustering ways.
Although he could aggravate me to no end, there was no way to deny the fact that in many ways Steve was the embodiment of masculinity. You could walk through Harlem at midnight with Steve, and his easy confidence, imposing presence and relaxed comfort created an envelope of security around him. Countless centuries of evolution left some central core of my self-wanting to be with the big galoot. At times I felt like it was inevitable I would succumb to his efforts to seduce me. I remember in particular one afternoon, finally saying to him, "Fine, let's get a room and show me what you've got." He completely dumbfounded me by saying no, that wasn't what he wanted, he could wait until I wanted to at least give a relationship a shot.
Three months after I met him we went out. I rewarded him for his efforts and a delightful evening with a blowjob. Three nights later he took me to the first Grand Kabuki tour of the U.S., opening night at the Kennedy Center. He went all out, getting a limo, dinner at the Palms, a corsage. He looked so handsome in his tux and was so enchanting to be with, I let him take me to his place, which was impeccable. (I later found out he had hired a cleaning service to clean the place.) We had a fantastic night of pleasure and exploration, and we were living together within two weeks.
He was the most attentive lover I had ever had, and he was obviously enchanted with my body. He LOVED my rear, often following me up the stairs to the apartment, and never failing to compliment me on my 'assets'. I worked out hard, spending at least 20 minutes a day on the stairmaster at work, to make sure I stayed hot in his eyes. The oddest thing was that almost from the day I met him, it was as if he were in a state of constant erection. If I were bent over working at a desk, he would sneak by, and when his hips would pass my butt, I would feel his hard-on press against me. Something about me did something to him, because I could invariably get him ready for action within moments, on demand. Before we were dating, he would go out of his way to run into me at lunch, and when we got up from the table, his obvious excitement level would always be apparent. It was quite flattering and ego building to someone whose love life had been on the skids for about 4 years.
When I met Lisa, she was almost like a project. She was a sweet girl, who wanted to be perceived as worldly, whereas in reality she was about as naive as possible. Her experience with men in general was almost non-existent, and she had no idea how attractive and sexy she was. I got a lot of fun out of talking to her about my love life, much of which I'm sure she thought I was exaggerating. Over the months I would get her to tell me a little of her own situation, until finally the walls crumbled and she opened up to me fully.
She had married young, to the first guy who really desired her and gave her much attention. She'd been a fatty in school, and had worked hard to make herself a new life in D.C. She'd lost weight, and changed her looks and style to what she saw as wild and sexy. She now had a fanaticism for fitness, and was slowly developing an interest in learning a little bit about the whole wide world she'd only recently really become a part of.
What can I say about Bill. He reminded me a little of Mark Knoppfler of Dire Straits. Skinny, he had one of those metabolisms that could make you want to kill him. He would eat everything in sight, and never break 150 lbs. His hair was awful thin for a guy his age, sort of a straggly blonde. Pretty smart, he was a software programmer in Roslyn. Of the four of us he was the only one that didn't work in our two buildings. A nice, easy going guy, always willing to be the one to give-in, he was on the verge of being spineless. He was flexible and amiable. Almost too nice. Any one of the three of us would run right over him. He was attentive, very much in love, and not much more worldly than Lisa.
Oh yeah. Did I mention his family had more money than God? He lived on a 80 acre horse farm in Middleburg. His neighbors included Senator Warner (and Elizabeth Taylor), Jack Kent Cooke - owner of the Redskins, and Linda Carter - Wonder Woman. He and Lisa lived in the guesthouse at the edge of the property, in a very nice 2-bedroom cottage. It was a wonderful getaway, if a bit of a long commute to work.
We pretty much hit if off from the start. The guys both were frustrated musicians, and would jam to Neil Young, David Bowie, Lynyrd Skynyrd, and a strangely eclectic set of different kinds of music. Steve on the guitar, and Bill on the bass, they would play loudly and sing badly and have a lot of fun. Occasionally Lisa would join them on the piano. She was the only one of us with any talent, and could really play. But her taste in music didn't jive with theirs and it was infrequently that we would get any real music out of the bunch.
Steve and Bill were extremely well traveled, and could be very sophisticated and worldly. We had great fun at everything from opera and Broadway shows to country drives and craft shows. We made a good-looking crowd if I do say so myself. We had a reasonable amount of ready cash, and a willingness to enjoy life. Lisa and I both had grown up within spitting distance of where we were born, and were perfectly willing to let the guys expand our horizons.
We were all very happy, and the friendship developed pretty easily. There was clearly a lot of sexual tension between Steve and Lisa, and when we would get together, there would inevitably be a point in the evening where these two would go at each other. Steve teased her mercilessly, and she was quick to find fault in everything he said and did. It never got to the point of viciousness or wrecking our good times, but Bill and I did have to redirect the conversation and the attention of our lovers several times to keep the peace.
So there, I've set the table. Two couples. A nice country cottage. Three forceful personalities. Two relatively inexperienced lovers, a young lady thrilled to be found as attractive and sensual at 27 as she was at 19, and not untutored in the ways of love, and an overheated, testosterone laden lover, who was madly in lust with yours truly, and open to any and everything.
* * * *
It was our second dinner in three weeks, and the last time together had been a really great time for all. Even Steve and Lisa's bickering had been kept at a minimum.
I had insisted on bringing dinner and had whipped up my homemade lasagna. I had already cooked it and frozen it, and just needed to reheat it. Dinner included antipasto, garlic bread, the lasagna, and spumoni. It was a great success, and during our after dinner drinks the subject turned to 'high-school' games, like truth-or-dare, spin-the-bottle, and post-office.
Steve was immediately teasing Lisa who had never played any of these games. Steve had played all of them, and many we'd never heard of. Bill had even played most of the more common ones. I must have led a more sheltered experience, the full extent of my experience being truth-or-dare, spin-the-bottle, and some drinking games like quarters, bizz-buzz, and 21. Lisa didn't even know what quarters was, claiming they didn't play it at Drexel. Right.
Steve regaled us with the many tales of his sordid past, even describing a game he called 'strip-rocks'. This is where two guys and three girls were so drunk, that Steve would place rocks in front of each person, from a pile of 5, where 1 was large, 3 were the same size and 1 was smaller. The person with the smallest rock had to remove an item. If the person with the smallest rock was naked, the person with the large rock could make them do anything for 2 minutes. He claimed they ended up in a huge daisy chain. It was amazing, he always had these kinds of stories, just on the verge of unbelievable, except that he was very consistent in the telling, and every so often we would run into someone who would verify the most unbelievable of all.
We had finished our first pitcher of frozen margaritas, and while Steve was out in the kitchen whipping up a second batch, he shouted out.
"Hey Lisa, truth-or-dare?"
"What?" she asked.
"Truth-or-dare? If you say 'truth' you have to answer any question I ask honestly. If you say 'dare' you have to do whatever I dare you to do. Don't worry, we'll play like we did in high school; so, truth-or-dare."
"Truth." She shouted back, just as he was entering the room, with a completed pitcher.
"You don't have to shout," he teased. "Ok, have you ever stolen anything worth more than 10 dollars?"
"What kind of question is that?" She answered angrily.
"C'mon, it's typical of the questions you might ask," I told her. "They're always either embarrassing, or sexual or both."
"She's right," Bill confirmed, "so, did you?"
"Well...I stole a yearbook from school my junior year, when I lost mine. It was a leftover they hadn't sold anyway."
"You don't have to tell us why," Steve explained. "Congratulations. You've now played truth-or-dare, a.k.a. truth-or-consequences. Now you get to ask the questions."
The game was kind of fun for a while, not much daring going on, but lots of personal questions getting asked. Bill, it turns out, had slept with 4 other women. Steve was proud to tell us he hadn't counted, but he thought it was around 12-15. Everyone now knows I lost my virginity at 16 to my second cousin.
"Dare." I answered to Steve's question, getting up the nerve to change the tone a bit.
"Kiss the front zipper of Bill's pants. For 5 seconds."
"What?" Lisa exploded.
Bill was laughing hysterically. "Oh, God. I remember doing the same exact dare when I was 16."
I laughed, "I think we all did, and I swear, 1/2 the girls chickened out." I scooted over to where Bill was sitting, spread his legs apart, positioned myself between them, and pressed my lips to his crotch. I was a little disappointed I didn't find a rise in them. I knew that Steve would have been hard just from the thought of it.
Steve was chanting out, "1...2...3...4...5." On 5 I pulled away, then impulsively planted one last quick kiss just as a tease. Moving back to my seat, I could see that I was right, Steve was clearly excited, and his pants did much less to hide the fact than Bill's jeans.
It was my turn, and I picked on Lisa.
"Dare." She answered for the second time. The first time, Bill had made her do something silly, like jump up and down on one foot 10 times.
"I dare you to play spin-the-bottle with all of us." I figured it would get us to a little safer game. Truth-or-dare might be safe for tentative 16 year olds, but I didn't trust Steve, or even Bill for that matter, to keep the game within decent bounds. I didn't want Lisa to get too pissed off at all of us if we pushed her too hard, too fast.
As soon as the words were out of my mouth, Steve was clearing off the glass coffee table, and Bill was in the kitchen rooting through the garbage for a bottle.
"How exactly do you play?" Lisa asked.
Steve as usual had the complete answer. "It's the easiest game of all. You spin the bottle. Whoever it points at, you have to kiss. If a boy points at a boy, he spins again. If a girl points at a girl, well that's the luck of the draw."
"That's completely unfair!" Lisa cried.
"Hey, what can I say. That's the way we played it in school. How about you, Bill?" Steve asked, looking for support.
"Pretty much exactly the same way. In college sometimes we spun a second time, and that person got to decide where the kiss went." Bill was just returning from the kitchen with a full plastic bottle of water.
"I don't remember kissing any girls," I countered, "but I guess it's Ok, if it is for you Lisa. But no second spin. I NEVER heard of that rule."
"Well, I guess it's ok, if that's how everyone played it."
Steve grabbed the bottle. "I'll spin it once, as a freebee. Whoever it points at gets to the start the game and gets the first kiss."
"Wait," Lisa interrupted, "does the spinner do the kissing, or get kissed?"
"Receives the kiss," Steve answered definitively. Knowing him, he'd answer confidently even if he were making up the answer. You had to give him credit; he was never wishy-washy, and for the most part, ridiculously fair.
For me, this was the turning point of the evening. We started out with a lot of giggling and joking, but little pecks soon turned to just a little more serious kisses, and it wasn't long until there was clearly some feeling going into the kisses. There was no touching aloud, just kissing. And there weren't many sloppy wet kisses, just sensual, lingering, exploratory kisses. Even Lisa and I were doing some very light tongue wrangling, and I can say quite candidly, I was getting excited.
The tone of the evening had changed, and the air was charged with tension. I didn't think the kissing could go on much longer without someone making a stupid comment, or something happening to change the moment. I was right. Steve with his impeccable timing (Ok, I'm being sarcastic) stopped on his turn to spin.
"I have an idea. This game has been great, but there's a whole world of other games out there. How about if I spin the bottle, and whoever it lands on can pick the next game we play. And to be fair - not like the strip-rocks - I'll even withdraw from play, just you three."
"That sounds fun. We could all write games on a piece of paper and throw it in a hat, the draw from the hat." I answered. Maybe his timing and comment weren't so bad.
"Just spin the bottle," Bill said, "and whoever it lands on can choose to kiss or choose a new game."
Lisa finally added her two-cents. "Ok I guess, but I may need some help coming up with a game and getting the rules right."
"No problem. Ok, here goes..." He spun the bottle hard, and the liquid inside made it do some weird moves across the table, but it finally ended up pointing at me.
"To be honest, ever since I was 17 there's one game I've wanted to play. I even had the chance once, but I chickened out and walked out on the game."
"And that game is..." Bill coaxed.
"Strip-poker." I answered. I'm sure I was blushing. I'd always wanted to play this game, and I figure this crowd was pretty safe. Nothing too weird was likely to happen, and we were all pretty decent looking people so no one should get too embarrassed. We'd all been in bathing suits together, so if we got down to our underwear it should be no big deal.
"Lisa, did you ever play strip-poker?" I asked her, looking to see if she was willing or not.
She laughed out loud. "Are you kidding, no one saw my underwear until I was 20 years old. I never knew anyone who did play that game. Except for Steve here, the amoral bastard who would play strip-rocks with helpless drunken women."
"Hey, they knew what they were getting into. It was just an excuse to do what we all wanted to do anyway!" Steve answered defensively.
Bill, astute as ever, like I, was accustomed to deflecting these little arguments before they got hairy. "I'm getting the cards then. Steve, go over the rules."
Steve explained 'simple' strip poker. "In some games, people play for stakes, using chips, and using clothing to buy chips. That way there's all the elements of real poker, bluffing, betting, and even folding. We're going to play 'simple' strip poker. It goes like this. The winner of each hand gets to choose who removes an article of clothing. We play 5-card draw poker, with nothing wild, which at least introduces a modicum of skill to the game. Anyone, at anytime, can end the game if they're uncomfortable. Private negotiations are allowed, between two consenting parties, to determine what is removed, and in some cases to even allow NOT removing an item. Does everyone understand these rules?"
"Sort of," Lisa answered, "but I don't know how to play 5-card draw poker."
"Neither do I, really," I added. I understood poker, but couldn't remember the order of the hands - did a full house beat a straight? And where did a flush fit in?
Steve and Bill tried to explain the premise of what made a winning hand, and they were writing down the order of the winning hands, when Steve found a card in the deck that showed the order of the hands. Bill found another deck and it too had one of these cards, so Lisa and I were given these as cheat sheets.
Bill won the first hand, and I had to remove a shoe. On the next hand, Steve won, and the stinker made me take off the other shoe. Finally on the third hand Lisa won, and amid gales of laughter she made me remove my socks.
"Oh, come on, that's not fair!" I answered.
"Sure it is," Steve reassured me, "but remember, what goes around, comes around." Another one of his inane sayings. He should have been supporting me on this one. I only had four items left! And no one else had removed anything. I was almost ready to quit.
I finally won on the next hand.
"Ok, Lisa, it's your turn."
"Hey, you should be picking on the guys, they started it," she answered.
"I don't care, payback's a bitch, I want a shoe."
Lisa finally passed over her shoe. The guys won the next two hands and removed Lisa's other shoe and socks. This wasn't working out so well. The guys were fully dressed, Steve had brought out yet another pitcher of margaritas, and both Lisa and I were going to start showing our intimate apparel on the next loss. And the margaritas were really going to my head.
I remember Lisa won finally, and made Bill take off a shoe. Then Steve, who was winning way too many hands, made Bill take off the other, which brought about another bout of giggling.
After that initial play, things went pretty much as would have been expected. When Steve won, Lisa disrobed; when Bill won, I did. And vice-versa for the women.
I don't have the eidetic memory Steve appears to have, and I don't remember the exact order of what happened, or who won with what hands. I do remember that Steve made Lisa take off her pants, but it didn't do much good 'cause of her oversized sweatshirt that hid pretty much everything. When he made her remove her next item, she bribed him with a big wet kiss to remove her bra so nothing would be exposed. As I recall he also got a lot of grab-ass in on that kiss, which was a little overboard I thought.
To get even, when Bill had me remove my shirt, I gave him a bit of a show. I was lucky I didn't fall down, the margaritas were really hitting me hard. I got up at some point and got some water. Steve must have recognized that we were getting too drunk, cause the Margarita's weren't quite as strong in the second batch, and with the third batch he had brought out some popcorn to soak up some of the alcohol.
When Steve stood up to remove his pants, he was clearly proud of his huge erection pulling his underwear away from his waist. There was a wet spot the size of silver dollar where his head was poking out.



It really got funny when we were all down to two items. I was in my underwear, and hoping no one noticed how sopping wet I was. Lisa had on her sweatshirt and underwear, and still wasn't showing jack. Steve was down to his shirt and underwear, and Bill still had his jeans and underwear.
Lisa won and went for the jugular.
"Steve, I'll take those shorts please." Bill and I found this hilarious, but Steve if nothing else is a trooper and he laughingly removed his underwear, releasing his big wang for everyone's view. He was hugely thick, a sure indicator he was really excited. I think Lisa was a little surprised, and she certainly spent a more than necessary time staring at it.
I made Bill take off his pants when I won the next hand, and then I recall that Bill won, and when he asked me for my bra, I figured I could be as brazen as Steve could and see how he liked it. I was guessing that when it came time for Lisa to remove her sweatshirt or if Bill or me had to remove our shorts, that would be the end of the game.
I got unsteadily to my feet, and asked Bill to remove my bra for me. I didn't think I could stand straight and still reach behind me and unhook the straps. And I somehow didn't want to spin the damn thing around and unsnap from the front, which would definitely ruin the moment.
Bill was quite adept at unsnapping, and as he pulled it off, he ran his hands slowly across the sides of my breasts. From my discussions with Lisa I knew that Bill thought I was pretty, and I also knew how jealous he was that I would let Steve do me in the rear, whereas Lisa was adamantly not interested in the least. Lisa had made it clear that one of his fantasies was to have anal sex, and he, like Steve, was clearly interested in my ass.
I decided to give him a bit of a show, and as I turned away, I deliberately lowered the sides of my bikini briefs, exposing fully half my ass to him. It was about all he was likely to see, and I figured this should finally get him excited enough to see what kind of package he had.
Steve won again, and this time, in order to be allowed to take off her underwear, and keep her sweatshirt on, she conned Steve into going into the next room for a 'big' kiss. Sort of like another game from our youth, seven minutes in heaven. I was really surprised she was still in the game. I knew that she didn't even like kissing in public. She was an extremely private person. I couldn't blame Steve much. I, too, wanted to see how Lisa looked au-naturel.
I was suspicious of one thing. I had seen Steve doing his card tricks. He could do one-handed cuts, deal seconds, and force cards to the bottom and top while shuffling. When we were just starting to consider dating, he won a kiss from me by pulling a really sneaky card trick on me. I figured he could probably win at will on his deal, but I didn't see him winning on his own deal at all. I did suspect him of making sure the appropriate person won to keep the balance-of-power even. I wouldn't put it past him.

When Steve and Lisa disappeared into the dining room, I decided to give Bill one more provocation, to see if I could get a 'rise' out of him. I went and sat next to him, and I leaned over, putting my hand on the ground between his legs.
"So, what do you think they're doing in there?" I teased.
"I, uh, I guess they're kissing." He answered hesitantly.
"Would you like to kiss me? It seems only fair." My face was directly in front of his and my forearm was brushing against his inner thigh.
"Sheri, you are soooo hot. Steve is so lucky."
"Kiss me, damn it." I hissed at him. He finally took the hint and we kissed. I pulled his head against mine and kissed him more passionately. I slid my arm forward, until I could feel the heat of his erection against my forearm. Finally, I had gotten the reaction I was looking for.
"Oh, wow Bill, that's nice. I see Lisa is going to be having some fun tonight." I turned my arm and rubbed the inside of my forearm against his hard cock. He moaned a little, and I leaned forward for another hot kiss, really getting off on how worked up I could get him. I could see he was sweating now, and his breath was coming in gasps. I pulled one of his hands up and placed it on my breast. He cupped it, and just held on for dear life.
At this moment, our delinquent partners finally showed back up. Lisa's mouth was red from the heavy kissing they'd been doing, and if I knew anything at all about Steve, I would guess it had been more that just kissing.
We were now all down to one item and Steve's unflagging erection was bared for all to see. I figured this game had run it's gamut, and I was looking forward to getting into my room with Steve and putting that piece of meat between his legs to some good use. I had no doubt, that shy or not, Bill and Lisa would be doing their version of the two-backed beast shortly.
"Gang, this has been fun, but I think I'm ready for bed, how about we call it a night?" I ventured. I gave a big yawn, stretching my arms high, reminding the men of my breasts. I was really in a teasing mood. Shame on me.
Steve, to no surprise of anyone, argued for keeping the game going. He had a pretty sound argument. Funny, he always did. This time, he pointed out, we were just one hand away from having a loser. One more hand, and someone would have to face the task of appearing before everyone else in their birthday suit. Bill was soundly on his side.
That sort of left it up to Lisa.
"What do you think?" I asked her. I figured she'd back me up. I figured wrong.
"I'm ok with it if you are." She answered.
"Ok, what the hell," I finally caved in, "whose deal is it?"
"Yours," Steve answered.
I got a lousy pair of 3s, and an 8,9,10 of hearts. I knew I'd never win anything with the 3's so I kept the others figuring I had a decent chance at a straight, a flush, or at least a higher pair. I really wanted to win. I'd make Lisa take off that damn sweatshirt.
It was not to be. Bill won. And guess who was naked. Shit.
Well I'm not the sore loser type, so I removed my underwear, and gave Bill one last tease which I was afraid might make him blow his wad, right then and there. I passed him my underwear on my ankle, by extending my leg to him, and opening my legs just enough to give him a tantalizing view of what Steve would be drilling tonight.
The game was over. But now I wasn't satisfied.
"Damn, I don't want to be the only loser. We should play until we have just one winner."
"But you're already naked," Lisa contributed, stating the obvious.
"Ok, if I lose, I'll give the winner a rubdown. I'm sure they'll like it."
The guys seemed to think this was fair and we played another hand, with me sweating bullets. This time I got three of a kind on the draw, and although I didn't improve it, it was still enough to win.
"Ok Bill, your turn to join the ranks of the losers."
His cock was really hard and really red. At least three of us were extremely excited by the goings on. It was a nice length, a bit above average, which was a whole lot more than I'd been getting from my ex- before I hooked up with Steve.
"Same rules for me as for Sheri?" Bill asked. "One more hand and we should find out who the grand winner is."
What a surprise. Steve won. He always seems to win when he has to. He personally removed Lisa's sweatshirt, and I must admit she looked great. She had huge nipples on some really sweet breasts. She looked so sweet and petite. Ok, I was a little jealous.
With the game finally over, I figured it was time to pay off our massage debt. I was kind of looking forward to seeing how Steve and Bill handled this affront on their masculinity. Damn Steve would probably just take it in stride.
Bill and Lisa were arguing about something, when Bill left the room and Lisa announced she'd be doing the massage for him. Oh well, Steve had earned this one, so what the hell, let him have his few minutes of fun.
We fondled, rubbed and caressed him all over. I paid a lot of attention to his butt cheeks, teasing him. I watched Lisa as she moved around, rubbing and massaging, but always returning to stare at his erection, which showed no signs of going away. I don't know what came over me, but I decided to tease Lisa a bit as well. I grabbed her hand and placed it on his cock. This thick cock dwarfed her tiny hand, and I helped her stroke it up and down. Steve was going to owe me for this one. Owe me big time.
When Lisa dropped to her knees and licked his cock like an ice cream cone, I was stunned. This I had not expected. What the fuck did she think she was doing? Her HUSBAND was only 30 feet away and sure to be returning any moment now. I stood behind my man, trying to decide what I should do. Should I say something. Steve really should be stopping it, but I had been the one to put her hand on his cock. Shit, shit, shit.
She was just about to take his beast into her mouth when I saw the kitchen door crack open, and could see Bill peeking out. "Yes," I said to myself, expecting him to come in and put an end to this.
But he just stayed and watched as Lisa took almost half his cock into her mouth and then slowly pulled it out.
"Sweet dreams..." she taunted, and I could see there was a lot of serious teasing going on here. I guess it was Ok, and laughed a little sigh of relief, as Bill reentered the room. I was wondering if everything was going to be ok with them, after what he'd just seen. I hope we hadn't gone too far. They were our only real friends and I didn't want to mess that up.
"Ok big guy, you've had your three minutes worth," I announced. "Now it really IS time for bed, particularly for Steve who otherwise might blow a blood vessel."
"Yeah," Bill answered, "how does 8:00am wake-up sound? We'll get up, have breakfast in town, and hit the Skyline Drive early."
"Sounds good," I answered for us. I figured what was good for the goose was good for the gander, and walked over to Bill. "Good Night," I told him, pulling him in for a big kiss goodnight, just a little reminder so that when he was putting it to Lisa he might remember just why he'd gotten that hard-on in the first place.
I pulled away to find Steve devouring Lisa's face, while grinding his cock into her stomach. She had her hands on his ass, holding him tight. "Ok, enough of that," I warned him, pulling him away, "You've got your work ahead of you, c'mon."
I dragged him into our room, and in a moment of insanity that pushed all of our activities for the night over the edge, I told him to leave the door open. One last time, I was gonna show that Lisa just who Steve was with, and to tease Bill with the ass he was going to be dreaming about when he was screwing his wife.
I pushed Steve down on the edge of the bed, and bending over from the waist, giving Bill an eyeful, took Steve's cock in my mouth and proceeded to give him the very best blow-job I was capable of.
Imagine my shock when a short while later I felt Bill grab my hips from behind. I almost choked on Steve's dick. He didn't slow down a second, pushing his cock in my mouth, as I saw from the corner of my eye, Lisa climbing on the bed next to Steve.
Oh my God, I thought, this is really getting crazy. I realized that maybe I was the naive one, because from the looks of things, Steve was perfectly ok with Bill licking and kissing me from behind, so long as Lisa pressed her perfect breasts into his face. And the whole thing was probably my fault. I'd started the strip poker and my teasing of Bill was really going a little too far.
I had to give Bill credit. He knew what he was doing. His tongue and mouth were all over my pussy and ass. He wasn't afraid to tongue my back door, and he really did a great job of finding my little joy button and giving it just the right attention. He was a great cunt-licker, no doubt about it. I looked up to see my fears justified. Steve had his hand in between Lisa's legs, and he was gobbling her tits like there was no tomorrow.
Suddenly I felt Bill's cock in my twat. While I'd been watching his WIFE, he'd stood up and slipped the whole damn thing in me. It was a bit of a shock. He wasn't one for many preliminaries. I looked back to watch him. Well my teasing had worked. He was hot for me. I got him hard, now I was reaping what I'd sown. I could see he was staring at my ass while he fucked me like a demon. Gotta give him an 'A' for effort, he was certainly working hard and clearly enjoying himself. And it really wasn't that bad for me.
Looking back to my knight in shining armor, who should have been defending my virtue, I found he'd left me to Bill, and had pulled Lisa to the head of the bed. He was laying back watching Bill fuck the shit out of me, while Lisa somehow was managing to take Steve's entire cock down her throat. Shit, this was not good. I had tried, but had never managed to come near to doing that without gagging. The little bimbo.
Wow! That Bill was not much for staying power, and certainly did not give a girl fair warning. I could feel his cock deep inside me pouring out his seed, while he stood stock still, crammed into me to the hilt. He had never made a sound, just let loose. I counted back 5 days to my last period, thinking it was a good thing I was on the pill. And good thing I was only his 5th partner.
I felt it was time to remind Steve how things were. I climbed halfway up the bed, and prepared to push Lisa to the side. I couldn't help myself; I had to watch what she was doing. How could she take all 7 inches, as thick as they were, down her throat? I rested my cheek on Steve's thigh, watching her virtuoso performance. Steve reached down, hand in my hair and guided my mouth down to his balls. What the fuck. I licked them and kissed them, and on each down-stroke of Lisa's face, I brushed my tongue against the side of her mouth. She was so pretty, and so innocent, seeing Steve's cock disappear into her face, was getting me worked up again.
As was Bill's tongue in my pussy. I couldn't believe he was back to licking me, this time cleaning up his own mess. Something Steve had never done. I spread a little wider to allow him better access, and raised my hips.
Our attention to his mast was finally paying off. He did have the decency to warn Lisa he was close.
"God!" he groaned, "I'm going to come so hard!"
Lisa backed off his cock, stroking it towards her mouth, and encouraged him, "Come for me baby, come in my mouth." The words seared through my mind.
It was enough for him and he was coming hard. Lisa captured most of his cum in her mouth, engulfing him once he exploded, but it was too much, and at the end a small amount leaked from the edge of her mouth and ran down her chin. She looked so sexy, so hot with my man's cream on her face, I leaned over and licked it off - tasting the familiar tang of his cum.
I was getting pretty worked up by what I'd just done, and Bill's continued oral assault on my pussy. He had two fingers up inside me, and was occasionally hitting some seriously sensitive spots. I was still a bit in shock by what was going down.
Steve was now kissing Lisa, and I just caught the end of some conversation of theirs.
"I'm not done with you yet," Lisa was teasing him. She'd never let go of his cock, and was still milking it, right in front of my eyes."
"Let's help Bill fuck my woman's ass, and then I'm going to fuck the shit out of you," he was telling her. Like I wasn't even to be consulted? What the hell was he thinking? Giving my ass away?
"God, he'd love that - do you think she'd let him?" At least one of them was considering my involvement.
"I'm sure of it." He answered her, while looking at me. Then he was reaching down pulling me higher onto the bed. "Are you ready?"
This was just unbelievable. "Up the ass?" I asked him? Maybe I was missing something here.
He just nodded.
Fine. Fuck him and fuck Lisa. I was going to let Bill fuck my ass. I'd let him do whatever he wanted. By the end of the night, I would have Bill begging to lick my toes. I was going to give him what he'd never get off that tease Lisa, and have him coming back to mommy for candy. Let's see how Steve felt once I made it clear how much I enjoyed having Bill do me.
This was Bill's lucky day.
"Oh yeah," I answered as sexily as possible, rolling over for him. I pulled my legs up high and wide, making my rear accessible. "I'm ready."
Steve was straddling my head, and he grabbed my legs and pulled back, making me even more open. He was telling Bill, who seemed in a daze, how lucky he was and how tight my ass was. Well he'd see just how tight I was. I'd make sure of it. This whole scene must have been doing crazy things to Lisa; she was licking my breast with undisguised passion, until Steve sent her after some Vaseline.
Instead of giving it to Bill, he gave directions to Lisa how to apply it.
She scooped up some and placed it right on my rosebud.
Steve corrected her, "Put it in her ass,"
Lisa looked at me for a second, and then she started rubbing the jelly all around my ass. I felt cool and delicious, and her fingers were so soft.
"IN her ass, Lisa." Steve insisted, and Lisa slipped a finger in me.
I couldn't but help respond. "Ohhhhhhhhh..." Her pretty little face was only inches from my ass, and she was working her tiny finger in and out. The idea of this sexy girl, with her finger up my ass, and two horny men watching me was really making me wet. I was going to say so, when Steve stuck his semi-hard cock in my mouth. God! I was so hot, with his warm cock in my mouth, and her fingers preparing me for her husband's cock.
Steve was still giving Lisa directions, though I could no longer see the action. "You have to give her more fingers and open her up, or it could hurt." I could feel her adding a second, then a third finger into my tight ass. It hurt a bit a couple of times, but she was pretty gentle at first. Soon she was really opening me up; I could even feel cool air entering my bowels. Steve's cock was getting really hard in my mouth, and he was pretty insistent in his fucking of my face. I reached down and rubbed my own love button, using some of my own juices to ease the going. I was seriously ready.
I pulled my mouth off Steve's cock, "Ok Bill, come fuck my ass, fuck me, fuck me now. Fuck my ass like I know you want." Why was he hesitating? "FUCK ME!"
Lisa moved out of the way, and slid up next to me. Steve, on my side for once, told Bill to get to it. And Bill finally took the hint. He positioned himself between my legs and started pressing his cock head against my tiny brown opening.
Steve was pressing his cock against me, trying to get me to suck him, but for now I wanted to watch and enjoy the first few minutes of being Bill's first, and best anal experience.
Bill had managed to get the head of his cock in, which for me was often the worst part. If I wasn't really ready, it could hurt like a son-of-a-bitch. Lisa had done her part, and it was barely uncomfortable. She was clearly as enthralled as I was, and she was continuing to love my breast, while her eyes were riveted on her husband's cock entering an ass for the first time.
I wanted more, and tried to thrust towards him, moaning lightly, but he was still tentative, just diddling me with the first inch or so.
"Jesus, Bill, FUCK her," Steve told him. He understood what I needed now.
Bill with a steady, somewhat painful push, crammed most of his cock up my ass. We'd have to work on his style. I like an incremental intrusion; give me an inch or two at a time, and let me get used to it, before trying to see if you can tickle my tonsils starting at the wrong end.
After waiting a few seconds, he pulled back, and pushed hard again, this time it really did hurt. I could feel his balls slap against me, so I knew he was all the way in. Lisa was doing what she could, rubbing my clitty for me, and tonguing my nipples.



I leaned back and Steve took advantage of my position, to stick his fat cock back in my mouth. I felt like a porn queen. Fucked in the ass and mouth, while my starlet friend encouraged the men who were using me. I could almost feel the cameras on me and imagined a room full of men watching me pleasure these two cocks.
Lisa had her head next to mine, and was whispering to me, encouraging me to take Steve's cock deeper. She tilted my head back with her hands, straightening out the path down my throat.
"Hold your breath, and relax your chin. If you hold it too tight it makes it harder." She was kissing my face, watching Steve's cock piston in and out. From my vantage under his crotch, I could see she was holding his balls, and guiding the depth of penetration. "Here it goes," she warned me, and then I was choking on the fat head of his cock in my throat. He held it there for a second then pulled back out. Lisa pulled his cock from my mouth, kissed me full on the mouth, and then lubed his cock up with her own saliva, before sticking it back in my open mouth.
Bills cock was doing it's own job, slicing in and out of my ass with an almost robotic rhythm. He was fucking me long hard and fast, with much more staying power than this first try this evening. I was loose and accommodating him easily, and my pussy was getting hot again from the action I was receiving.
Lisa didn't give me much of a break, she was again thrusting Steve's cock down my throat, just a little, and soon I was no longer gagging, and I could feel him penetrating further down my throat. When his balls were against my nose, I knew I had the full length, and wanted to stand up and shout look at me!
Lisa had moved her attention lower, and her head was on my stomach, as she played with my clit and talked dirty to her husband.
"So, do you like fucking her ass? Fuck her baby, fuck that tight, dirty little ass while you have a chance. Fuck her, fuck her hard, make her sore. Fuck that ass." She was talking in an almost monotone, almost to herself, as she played with the edge of my ravaged asshole and with my pussy and clit.
The cock in my mouth and throat was a distraction. When Steve pulled it out, I was able to watch Bills cock enter me in a frenzy. He was out of control, fucking me as hard and fast as he could. My legs were sore, as was my mouth. But Lisa had her mouth on my clit now, her eyes locked on my anal assault. It took me over the edge.
I felt my come building fast. I was talking to all three of my lovers, I have no idea what I was saying, but I could here myself talking until a huge orgasm hit me. It was like tunnel vision, and I couldn't see or breathe as wave after wave of pleasure broke against me. I could feel that Bill had stopped his assault, and his entire cock was sheathed in my bowels. When I felt the scalding heat of his cum spilling inside me, I cried out and again, experienced a devastating orgasm.
I lost track of everything for a few moments, then I realized my legs were free and cramping, and I had to straighten them out. I stretched them out, forcefully pushing Bill away, and feeling his cock pop out of my sore hole. Bill lay beside me, gazing at me with big puppy dog eyes, while his wife gently rubbed my pussy, and even softly caressed my aching butt-hole, seemingly trying to soothe me from the effects of her husbands frenzied assault.
I felt a certain level of contentment. I owned these boys. I had finally taken Steve down my throat, and from Bill's looks, I had made his every dream come true. He looked like a lovesick middle-schooler. Even Lisa couldn't keep her hands off my body. Steve had given Lisa a cool towel, with which she was gently cleaning me while Bill cleaned up his own tool. I lay back, queen of my domain, and let myself be administered too.
Bill was nuzzling against me; I moved my arm so he could take my nipple in his mouth, and I relaxed and stroked his hair and back, encouraging him to enjoy my tits.
* * * *
I awoke to gentle oral stimulation. I was disoriented for several seconds, completely confused. I looked down to see Bills blond head wedged between my legs, and the previous activities all came back. Steve and Lisa were nowhere to be found.
Bill was being very gentle and attentive. He was avoiding the sensitive areas, and just gently exploring my pussy. It was very relaxing, and I just lay back and enjoyed it. I could here the mumble of voices somewhere far off.
"Come up here, Bill." I told him.
He climbed up and lay beside me, his eyes inches from mine.
I leaned across and kissed him tenderly. "Did you enjoy splitting my ass open with your big hard cock?"
"I, I didn't hurt you did I? I'm sorry, you were so hot, and so tight, I couldn't..."
"No, baby, it's ok. You hurt me a little but it was worth it. You filled me so well."
"I'm sorry, I can't believe your little hole could open wide enough..." He started apologizing again.
"Don't apologize. I loved it. When I'm a little less sore, I'd love to take you up my ass again." I told him, caressing his shoulder, and reaching over and again giving him a little kiss. He was so transparent. I'd have him eating out of my hand.
"Jesus, I would love that. That was the most incredible thing in my life. Ever."
"You were pretty incredible. But for now, I'd like to taste your big hard cock again, before I let you screw me."
He bounced to his knees, and held his cock out to me. He was already reasonable hard.
"Oh, that looks so nice," I kissed the head gently, caressing him. "Mmmmmmmmm," I moaned, as I took him in my mouth for a few seconds.
I sat up myself, and pushed him down, so I could give him a very visual blowjob. I tossed my long hair over my shoulder away from him, as he sat up on his elbows watching me. I alternately licked and sucked his cock, sometimes staring into his eyes, sometimes closing my eyes while I gobbled him down. He was talking to me telling me how beautiful I was, and how lucky Steve was, and thanking me over and over again.
"Ok lover, I need you in me." I told him, rolling over onto my knees and waving my ass in the air. "Be careful, and stay off my asshole. It'll be a while before I can take anything larger than a pencil back there."
"God Sheri, you have the most gorgeous ass I've ever seen - and the sweetest pussy." He couldn't stop talking as he guided his cock into my wet pussy. "Ooohhh, you feel sooo sweet, god, I can't believe how lucky I am. I've dreamed of this so much. For so long."
"So now I'm your dream come true." I told him, giggling. "It was no dream they way you stuck your huge cock in my butt. I felt like it was a baseball bat. You stretched me sooo tight, I'm sure glad that I had been opened up for you." I hesitated a bit. "You may have scared Lisa away though. After seeing what I had to go through, she may never want to take you in her ass."
"She never would anyway. She's not one for much experimentation, and she made it clear I will never get in her ass." He must have felt he was complaining. "I really love her, I do. I love sleeping with her. But nothing EVER felt like it did when I was in your ass."
He was breathing harder, the idea of talking about butt fucking doing it's magic.
"Mmmmmm, Bill?" I asked softly
"Yeah?"
"Be very gentle, but please, stick a finger in my butt. Lick it first, and be careful, I'm so sore, but I need to be reminded of that sweet ass reaming you gave me." Was I laying it on too thick?
"God, I wanted to do that, but I was so afraid, you're so red there, and I don't want to hurt you..."
"Go ahead, just be gentle."
I could feel him rubbing his finger around the edge of my hole, and very gently insinuating it in.
"Oww! Careful baby, you've already torn me up once. Go slowly." I directed him. For once he didn't apologize, but very slowly worked his finger in to the second knuckle. He just held it there, while he continued to fuck me at a fast pace.
"Oh, that feels so hot. Your finger feels so big in me, how did I ever take your huge cock back there? God, it feels good; now, fuck me gently with that finger."
I was in no pain; in fact it did feel pretty nice. All the talking I was doing was actually sensitizing me to the feel of his double penetration.
"Now baby, fuck my pussy hard, fuck my pussy and my poor abused ass with your finger. I want to feel you come all over my ass." I had my head in the pillow now and was pushing back. He was really giving my pussy a pounding.
He was so guidable. Within moments of my encouragement, he was moaning 'yeah, yeah, yeah' over and over again. Then he pulled out and I could feel his cum splashing on my back and ass.
"Oh yes," I told him, "Come for me, show me how you love my poor little ass and pussy. Ohhh, yesssss..." I collapsed to my side, legs outstretched.
"Bring that big sweet cock up here, I have to taste you." I told him.
He lay down head at my crotch, his cock in front of my face. I took his shrinking cock in my mouth and sucked him clean. He stayed about half-hard, while I really gave him a lot of attention there. He was back to working on my pussy with his mouth, again pretty gentle. This was clearly a boy who didn't find it a chore; he loved licking my pussy. I leaned back and let him eat me.
* * * *
In my dreams I was hiding under my desk. The teacher was insisting there was nothing going on, earthquakes didn't happen in Eastern Montana. But my eyes wouldn't be deceived, I could see the lights overhead shaking, and books were falling off the bookshelves.
I awoke with a start to feel the ground still shaking. I caught my breath, and looked around wide-eyed. Just a few feet in front of me I witnessed the instigation for my nightmare, something that 24 hours earlier would have probably been the core of an even greater nightmare.
Lisa was half turned on her side, stretched across the bottom of the bed, her bottom arm reaching out towards me. She had a haunting look in her eyes, a mixture of lust, fear, and shame, as she chewed on her own arm, trying to keep the moans escaping her lips to a minimum.
Steve, at the edge of my vision, near my feet, had Lisa's top leg slung over his shoulder, as he sawed in and out of her pussy, his eyes closed, clasping her thigh for leverage. The angle allowed me a decent view of his thick swollen cock stretching her pussy. I could still feel where Bill was snuggled into my back, one arm thrown across my waist.
My eyes just ate up this picture. Lisa looked so vulnerable, stretched out at my feet, her sweet breasts bouncing with each thrust. I imagined mine must have looked similar, and I had an urge to hold them in place, as I often held my own. Her hair was wet, I had to assume she'd had a shower, or taken a dip in the pool. Her nipples were heavily swollen, and red from attention they'd received. Memory is a tricky thing, and mine threw me back in time for a moment to the first time Steve and I spent the night together. We had fucked for hours, literally, and I came so many times twice I had to stop and just rest and desensitize for a long while. Twice I fell asleep and woke to him using my body. I wondered how many times he had made her come tonight. I had no idea what time it was, but I imagined he hadn't let her have much rest yet.
I knew she was currently helpless before the onslaught, and could see the uncertainty in her eyes. I reached out her extended hand and took it in my own, giving it a small squeeze and bestowing a smile on her, an accomplices smile.
I could see her relax a bit, her eyes closed, and a couple of stray tears worked their way out of the corners of her eyes. I often forgot how truly new she was to this area of personal relationships and sex, and felt a little bad about my earlier jealousy.
I scooted down a bit, to where I could reach out and touch Lisa's pretty face. I brushed the tears from her eyes, as I took her hand that was extended towards me, and raised it to my lips. I kissed the tips of her fingers, and inhaled her fragrance, looking for His scent on her hands.
She was watching me again.
"You are so pretty," I told her. I wanted to share her with Steve. I wanted to taste those pretty little breasts that were bouncing so deliciously. I reached for her.
Steve chose this time to manhandle her body into a new position. He was in his own world, using her as he would. This time, he just grabbed her hips and flipped her on her back, holding her legs together for a tighter fuck. He squeezed her legs tightly together, and was soon back so screwing at his breakneck pace.
I was a little peeved, at having my first attempt at reaching out to her foiled so carelessly.
"So, are you enjoying her?" I asked him, pointedly.
"Absolutely, she's perfect," was his unabashed response.
I reached out to stroke Lisa's face, and asked her. "What about you, is it incredible?"
She gushed; thanking me repeatedly for sharing him, telling me she didn't know it could be like this. She appeared and sounded to naive and innocent, and she looked so sexy, I could resist no longer. I moved down, paralleling her body, reached out for that breast that was teasing me. I placed my head on her shoulder, and cupped her tit from below, stopping the bouncing somewhat, and ran my thumb over her pointy nipple. I flicked my nail across it, and ran it around watching the light red trails it left. Tweaking it between my fingers, I pulled on it stretching it away from her body, entranced by how it responded. Her continuous moans only drove me onward.
I reached across her body, cupping that breast, while my lips sought to quench their burning by passing the fire to pale skin surrounding her nearest nipple. Each time my lips pressed against her, I could feel the fire instead relocating to my own breasts and pussy. Finally I had to do it, and after flicking my tongue across her nipple, once, twice, I took it in my mouth, holding it there, and using my tongue to explore every little bump and line of her entire aureole.
I was lost in the sensation, all sense concentrating on the breast in my mouth, when a pair of probing hands parted my legs and I knew that my personal little cunt-licker had woken from his sleep, and was back to doing what he loved best. The distraction was only momentary, as I felt my head pulled back by the hair, and lovely Lisa captured my mouth with hers, exploring my face with her tongue and lips.
I was burning up. I couldn't believe how horny I was feeling, after having been through what I had this evening. I turned my face to watch Lisa's pussy get pumped, wanting the feel of that fullness in me.
"Steve," I said out loud.
"MmmHmm," he answered, looking down at me from within the large V Lisa's legs made, as he held her ankles outstretched to the side as wide as they could go.
I confessed my weakness, my need. "I need some of that."
He smiled at me, with that irritating confident look that told me he knew I needed it. "Of course baby, you know I'm yours on demand. Only, I'd ask two conditions."
"Oh really? And they are?" Damn he was arrogant.
"I'd like you girls here, on the edge of the bed, on your hand and knees, so I can take turns enjoying these incredibly sweet pussies."
"I think that can be arranged. And the second?" I asked.
"I'd like to finish in Lisa's mouth, it's her turn." he responded with a sly smile. He was watching me closely, to see if I could share some kind of message here.
Her mouth? Surely he didn't mean...
Shortly after I relented to Steve's desire to take my ass, he confessed a desire to come in each of my openings in the same day. I had no idea where this came from, but he was obsessed with coming in my mouth, my pussy, and finally my ass. I personally would have preferred changing the order somewhat, since by the third erection he would fuck me for ages, and if he spent that whole time in my ass I would be sore for days.
On our first camping trip, Steve made it 'around the world' as he liked to call it, three times. And it always had to be in the same order. Mouth, pussy, ass, mouth, pussy, ass...
"Her mouth's turn?" I asked him pointedly, looking for a giveaway response.
"Yep," he smiled, the huge grin on his face unmistakable.
I looked back to Lisa, whose face had turned a bright red. As if I needed any further confirmation.
"Good," I told her softly, planting a gentle kiss on her lips.
I wiggled my way out of Bills grasp and positioned myself at the edge of the bed, making Steve's target more accessible.
"I'm ready for my audition, Mr. DeMille," I teased him, wiggling my ass. It was a temptation I knew that he could not resist.
Poor Bill had a wounded puppy dog look. I guess he figured Steve was getting all the treats, and he was stuck sucking hind teat. Steve extracted himself from Lisa's delectable nether-grasp, and without so much as how-do-you-do, did his best to shove his entire bone up me in one stroke. In spite of Bills amorous attentions, this was a little more than I was prepared for and elicited a cry from yours truly. Like that worried Steve, who just pulled out and made sure he hit bottom on the second try.
"Lisa, come on now," he was teasing, "this is a well oiled machine, in position please." He was king of his domain, giving orders left and right, and not one to be trifled with!
"And Bill. Don't just sit there. If you want to play in the game, you've got to be in position. Now lay down between these ladies, so whoever is not being distracted by my attentions, can lavish their affections on your 'soldier'."
Even Bill was getting into the playfulness of the moment, holding his little fellow, who was currently 'at-ease', and ordering him to stand, "Soldier, Atten-SHUN."
This drew a laugh out of everyone, and Lisa did her best to help with the wayward fellow.
Steve was playing with my well-abused rear-entry, while filling me so delightfully. "This looks so damn good," he told me, "I may have to take a turn here soon."
"Oh I don't think so," I corrected him. "You haven't come in my mouth OR pussy yet. I hardly think it's your TURN back there yet." I giggled at my own feeble attempt at wit.
I don't know if Steve thought it was funny, but Lisa damn near choked. Bill, as usual, was oblivious to the interplay around him.
Over the next several minutes, Steve would hose one of us, announce 'Switch' when he was ready to move on, and then, once he'd switched places, Lisa and I would trade off on who was working Bill's dick. Quite often, either Lisa or I, whoever was currently receiving it from Steve, would still tag-team Bill's dick, to make sure he didn't feel unloved.
I could sense from the change in rhythm, and the fact that Steve's balls were no longer slapping into my pussy he was getting close.
"Lisa," he directed, "get your head down here, hanging off the end of the bed. I'm gonna come in your mouth, baby."
Lisa did as she was told, and when Steve pulled out of me, I turned and impaled myself on Bill's tool, back to him, so I could watch Steve fuck Lisa's pretty face. Once I saw him slip his thick rod in her mouth, slick with both our juices, I got so worked up I just had to help him double-team our little hostess. Her legs were spread wide open, and her poor, red, well-fucked pussy just shouted for my attention.
I repositioned myself on my hands and knees, telling Bill to fuck me while I ate his woman. He seemed to appreciate the idea as he plugged me harder and faster than ever, while I lowered my mouth to the awaiting target.
The smell was strong, almost overwhelming, of pure sex. I've always been a very 'scent-sitive' person, and Steve's strong masculine smell could make me cream on demand. In this case, the smell of sweat and of Lisa's need almost made my knees buckle. I held her legs open, gently spreading her nether-lips, and lowering my face to within an inch of her, inhaled deeply. With the need within me growing, I flicked out my tongue, teasing first one side, then the other of her pussy. I could feel the thrust of Steve's cock in her mouth and throat, through the shift of her weight and the palpitations of her pussy.



I licked her once, the full length of her pussy, driving my tongue deep inside her. Her taste was so erotic, I could feel my own pussy twitching around Bill's cock as it continued to slip in and out of me. The taste was indescribable, leaving a sense of licking sweat and electricity at the same time. I was teasing her, with darting licks of my tongue, when I heard Steve announce his impending finish. I pressed my mouth down on her clit, sucking it strongly into my mouth, and slipped a finger inside her. My tongue teased her little man-in-the-boat, while I looked up to see Steve thrusting deeply into Lisa's mouth.
Bill was obviously moved by this, choosing this time to fuck me so hard, he almost made me lose my oral grip on Lisa's little treasure. Within moments he was coming as hard as Steve had and Lisa was thrashing mindlessly under me. She came hard, and a new creamy excretion filled my mouth and tingled my tongue. A little sweeter, and certainly with a lot more texture. I licked her dry.
Soon her spasmodic motions ceased, and I returned to more exploratory ministrations. Bill was playfully stroking me with his hands, which was nice. Since I wasn't rocking nearly so much as I had before, I was able to give my full attention to the sweet pussy in front of me.
I could feel Lisa relaxing under my attention, and I decided instead of trying to bring her over the top again, just to gently bring her down. After a couple of minutes of caresses and kisses, I lifted myself from between her gaping legs, my face cold, from the feel of the air on the juices I was saturated with.
I could see that Bill was holding Lisa, talking to her softly, and caressing her upper body, while she lay back, eyes closed, in a completely relaxed state. She looked half-stoned.
Steve was beside me, passing me a towel, and holding a glass of water. I would have said considerate of him, except I figured it was the least he could do after fucking the living daylights out of my best friend, and hardly giving me the time of day. I'm just surprised he didn't fuck Bill - any port in a storm. I sometimes believed he'd fuck a snake if it stayed still long enough. Not that I thought he cheated on me, he was just so damn oversexed.
I was beat. "This has been wonderful but I am exhausted. Any suggestions on sleeping arrangements?"
The silence hung there for just a moment. Before it got awkward, Steve (who else?) broke in. "I for one have had an incredible time. I think we all have, but I would like to avoid any potential awkwardness tomorrow. Does anyone have any regrets over what we've done here tonight?"
We all looked around at each other. Even Lisa had propped herself up on her elbows to see where this was going. All in all, I'd say no one had anything to complain about.
"Good, then if no one objects, I'd say we head off to our own rooms for the night - BUT, in the morning, I think the girls should switch rooms. After our showers, and before we head out for breakfast, we should get to spend a little quality time together so we can re-establish some of the 'closeness' we've experienced tonight." His lopsided grin was almost too much to take.
Bill surprised me by being the first one to chime in. "I'm not getting up before 10:00. It's 3:00am now. Brunch is until 2:00, so we still should be able to make it."
"I'm in if you are, Lisa. I think some old-fashioned missionary work might be nice in the morning." I told her. What the hell. I'd prefer to be ridden by my own stud, but it could get awkward in the morning, and maybe this would head that off. I hoped to God this didn't ruin our relationship, with these our only good friends in the area.
Lisa looked to Steve, and threw down her own requirements. "Fine. I'll be in here at 10:30. But I'm only yours for 1 hour. ONE HOUR. I want to be headed out the door for Myrtle's before Noon, I know I'll be famished."
"Ok, one hour!" Steve laughed. "Like you don't think I can control myself?"
With cries of "No", and "Hell no!" the rest of us answered almost in unison.
Bill and Lisa got up, and after a few delightful goodnight kisses, they were off to their own room.
Looking at the disaster that was our bed, I went to the closet and dragged out some new sheets, insisting Steve help me change them before I would get back in there. I took a brief shower, and drank another 16 oz of water, knowing full well I'd be up in the middle of the night, but so dehydrated I couldn't resist.
Sliding between the new clean sheets, one of the greatest feeling in the world, fresh out of the shower, and so deliciously tired, I was almost ready to drop off, when I remembered about Lisa's turn.
I shook Steve who was almost out as well, and coaxed him into giving me the full story. I was more than a little surprised to hear the extent of his actions that night. Not only did he screw her in ass, but he also tied her down and extracted a commitment from her to do whatever he wanted, whenever he wanted.
His telling of the tale was extremely detailed and naughtily described, and his leisurely amorous attentions to me were almost a distraction. I did feel good, from his discussions, understanding that this was a conquest, and not a relationship. Always one to 'rise' to any challenge, my Steve.
I had to know one thing. "Thanks. I must say you did manage to maneuver things well tonight." I wanted him to admit it; that he was going to get in her pants from the very beginning. "I felt I was in the presence of manipulative greatness. Machiavellian."

"Oh, no - It's you I should be thanking. I was hoping to get a view of Lisa's tits, but the way you lead Bill on... I mean you are the sexiest, hottest woman I've ever known, and once I saw that you wanted this all to happen, I mean, that initial blowjob, that was genius! If not for that we'd have been asleep hours ago! I couldn't believe you were willing to try some swinging!"
Ooops. Heh, well if that was what he wanted to believe, who was I to bust his bubble. Maybe I did want it to happen, I certainly was the one to push the envelope a couple of times tonight.
"Yeah, do we make a great team or what."
He held me tight, his big arm making me feel small in his grasp. "Absolutely. You know I love you?"
"I know." I answered contentedly, "I love you to."
* * * *
So that's what really happened that night. It was the start of a fabulous weekend, and months of incredible sex and expanding horizons. I'm sure Steve will at some point record some of these. Rest assured that I will be looking over his shoulder to make sure he doesn't take too much artistic license.
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When Karen first started working with us, I didn't give her that much attention. She was quite a bit older than me, almost 30, and rather plain. She had a kid and a live-in boyfriend. Not exactly what a guy 2 years out of college, and fresh out of his first serious relationship would consider part of the talent pool.
Most of the 20 or so people in the office were older than I was, and they were often eager for news of my dating life; seemed like the whole lot of them lived vicariously through me. They were certainly full of advice, most of which I blissfully ignored. I'm sure I kept them entertained with my shenanigans. I may not have been the world's most successful Romeo, but it was certainly not for lack of trying. And I did have my successes.
When Karen was tasked to work with me on a new small project, things started to slowly change. The only other person on this project was Brenda, a thirtyish chubby married brunette who was a bit of a prude. Karen would grill me on my dating, and would talk openly of sex. Brenda would act offended, but always managed to stay close and soak up the conversation. There was some friction between the two of them, both being new, and I think Karen went a little overboard just to bug Brenda. Our discussions got more and more overtly sexual and even included some minor office grab-ass.
One thing lead to another, and soon I had Karen giving me hand-jobs in the closet at work, after hours, and on the way back to the office from lunch. She wouldn't do anymore, she said, since she was living with a guy. Our conversations were very personal and she had confessed to me almost every detail of her life. She lived with the guy for convenience. She rented a small townhouse she could barely afford. With him as a roommate, she had a little extra cash. She couldn't really rent out the only other bedroom, since that was her 6-year-old kid's room. She was usually strapped for cash, and didn't enjoy our work that much, but it paid the bills.
Her sex life was less than fulfilling. She wasn't a big fan of oral sex - she sort of doled it out to her live-in as a reward for good behavior. She was getting laid about once a week, and doing the oral about once a month. The more we talked about it and how much her boyfriend loved it, and would jump through hoops for it, the more I was convinced I had to move past the hand stage, and into a more intimate sexual relationship. I thought I should have a fairly decent chance since she clearly didn't love this guy, she basically paid him in sex to be her roommate and share the bills. I don't know what it was about this skinny, bigmouth, dirty-blonde but something certainly pressed my buttons.
Over a period of several weeks, I had been hounding her to get more intimate. I kept describing to her how badly I wanted to go down on her, figuring if I could get her pants off, there was a decent chance of reciprocation.
"You know Karen, we could head to my place for a break. I would love to make you squirm on the end of my tongue," I was teasing her one evening around 7:00pm. She stayed late at work once a week, every Wednesday, since it was the only chance she had to get caught up. Craig, her live-in picked up the kid and watched her on those nights. You can bet I stayed late Wednesdays.
"God, Jack - don't say that around here - anyone could hear you," she admonished me.
I took her hand and placed it on my ever-present hard-on. "I get so hard, just thinking of licking your pink."
"Jack, God! You are so bad. You know I won't do that. You know I'm in a relationship."
"And you're telling me you don't want to trade up?" I told her. I'm not sure why I said that. I wasn't really looking for a relationship with her. I just wanted in her pants. I was actively dating other women, and she knew it. In detail.
"You don't want an old woman with a kid - you're just horny." She was squeezing my cock through my pants, which was a good indicator. With the place virtually empty, I knew I'd be getting my hand-job soon.
"You always make me horny," I responded.
I stood up and drew her after me, down the hall, to a small utility room. She came along reluctantly, offering some minimal resistance. It was all part of the game; this had basically become a ritual for us.
She entered the room behind me, and I opened my pants. My dick flopped out, hard and ready. She sat on a 10-gallon bucket, and started beating me off.
"You have such a pretty mouth..." I started.
"No. You know this is all you're getting, now lean back and enjoy." We went through this all the time.
Karen normally talked incessantly. This was an odd occasion. She was mostly silent, while she slowly worked her hand up and down my cock. After a few minutes of her quietly stroking my dick, she broke the silence.
"Are you still working on buying that house over on Preston?" she asked me, as she worked her hand back and forth. It usually took her several minutes, and she would change hands several times. She had recently taken to letting me play with her breasts while she worked me, in order to speed things up I figured.
I opened her shirt, and slipped my hand in her bra. Her nipple was hard as usual. She might fight the game, but she seemed to enjoy it. She just had her own little rules.
"Yeah, but the house won't appraise, it's in such bad shape. The lot is great and the foundation and frame is good, but it's only livable on about half the main floor, and pretty much not at all on the top floor. I need to come up with about 8K more to get in it." My hips were thrusting in time to her stroking, and I was feeling pretty good.
"You've got the money, just do it." She was in a pensive mode tonight. She often teased my about my relationships while whacking me off, tonight she was a little distracted.
She seemed to think I was loaded. I was an engineer, and she was a graphic designer. I made easily double her money, but it still didn't go that far. If I hadn't received a sizable bonus for completing a pretty tough project ahead of schedule, I wouldn't even be thinking of buying my own place.
"Yeah but I need the cash to fix the place up. You've seen it. It needs a lot of repairs. At least the kitchen is new. On just my salary, I won't have much cash left over to do all the work it needs."
Out of the blue, she leaned forward, and licked the head of my cock. For the first time. Just once, then she smiled a wicked smile and continued the stroking.
"Oh, shit, do that again." I begged her.
"Did you know Debbie broke up with John?" Debbie was a friend of hers. Another single mom, Debbie was 25, and was a knockout. She tended to be very over made-up, with too much eye-makeup, heavy face powder, and bleached blonde hair, but she was a looker none-the-less. And her body was of the type dreams are made of. I had tried to get Karen to hook me up with her in the past.
"Really? Great! You gonna hook us up?" I asked her, leaning forward, trying to get my erection closer to her mouth. I had removed my hand from her tit, and was rubbing the back of her head; of course she knew all my tricks, and twisted away from the encouragement with a little laugh.
"Well she's got a problem, she needs a place to live. She moved in with that bastard John, let her apartment go, and now she's stuck. She'll be staying in my living room for a while. Craig isn't happy about it, but I know he'll be trying to get in her pants. Since he hasn't been getting in mine." She leaned forward, and took my whole cock in her mouth, and with her lips tightly circling the shaft, she slowly drew her head back, holding just the head in her mouth for a few seconds, before she let it pop free from her lips.
"Jesus. That was nice. Don't stop." I told her, gasping.
"How would you like this every night?" She asked me, as she repeated the long slow suck.
"Hunh?" I was young and a little slow on the uptake.
"I was talking to Debbie. You know my lease expires end of next month. If you bought that house, maybe we could all live together. Debbie could stay home and watch the two kids, and you and I could work and bring in the money."
"Karen, I don't even know Debbie, and that would be kind of odd, her in the house..."
"I don't mean just live together, I mean LIVE together. We could take turns sharing your bed. We'd each have our own room, but you could have either one of us every night." She was really excited by the idea, and was stroking me really slowly, while almost pleading with me. "Come on, it has 5 bedrooms. What are you going to do with 5 bedrooms? And the extra income would be great for fixing the place up. We could all save money."
"Are you serious? What does Debbie think of this?"
"Debbie would do anything to stay home and raise kids. She hates working. She wants to be a homemaker. She'll clean, she'll cook, she'll watch the kids, and I'm sure she'll fuck your brains out if you let her be a mommy. I know she thinks you're cute," she said, accenting the last statement with another deep suck.
"Oh, that's nice. Suck me off, so we can talk about this more seriously without the distraction." I told her.
"Wouldn't you rather fuck me in the ass?" She asked. Like she didn't know. She knew everything I liked and wanted. Man this girl was the queen of the hard sell. She was definitely in the wrong profession.
"Are you kidding? Of course! What's the catch?" I asked her.
She stood up, unbuttoned her pants and stepped out of them. "Here's the deal. Friday, you give Debbie the keys to your apartment. Then Debbie and I can spend Friday and Saturday convincing you what a good idea this could be for all of us." She bent over, wiggling her ass at me. "No other strings attached. I haven't told her about this little plan, but I know how badly she wants to stay home. And she DOESN'T want to get married again. Both our kids could use a man around the house, and you know that Craig is a pretty sorry excuse for a man. What do you say - is it a deal?"
"Friday and Saturday, huh? Why not?" I told her, sidling up behind her, grabbing her skinny ass cheeks in my hand.
"Good, now come get a taste of what the good life could be like." She again gave me her mischievous smile.
I rubbed my cock up and down across her pussy lips, mostly by feel; she was not one of those who maintained a closely cropped cunt. I slipped my cockhead between her pussy lips, feeling the wet warmth. I couldn't play around too long, I was pretty heated up from the discussion and the work she'd done so far.
I pushed up inside her, and she pushed back, with a pleased groan. "God, you have a nice cock, Jack. Damn Craig has a needle-dick. It'll be nice to be filled for a while."
"You could have had it at any time." I told her, slowly stroking her pussy. She was pretty wet and the going was easy.
"You now I wouldn't cheat on him. Right now we're not even speaking. He's been talking about a new apartment, but I won't discuss it with him. I think he knows that no matter what, after next month it's over. Basically, we're just sharing a roof now. He hasn't gotten any in about 3 weeks. And isn't likely to get any more. Not if I'm getting this," she told me, with another wiggle of her rump. "You wouldn't want your girls cheating on you would you?"
Man she was talkative. I was fucking her pretty hard now and it didn't slow down her conversation a bit.
I pulled out and pressed the head of my cock up against her tight little brown hole.
"You know, I need to hook you up with Krista some time," she was telling me, as I made my first push into her butt. "Ooooh, gentle lover. Take it slow. Oh! That's it. Krista loves it in the ass, she doesn't look like much, but buy her dinner and you'll get some."
She was crazy. She just kept on with the conversation. I pushed my cock into her ass, with a series of small thrusts until I was bottoming out.
"That's nice right there. You feel so thick in my ass Jack. Can you imagine Debbie licking your balls while you fuck my ass. She'd do it. Ask her Saturday. What do you want for dinner Friday? Or should I just let Debbie make one of her specialties? She's really a great cook."
Incredible. Her ass was wonderfully tight. I was fucking my brains out, and she was making dinner plans. I knew I wouldn't last long now, so I started fucking her butt-hole even harder. "Whatever, I figure fur-burger would be nice."
"You're so nasty. That's for dessert. I'll have her make one of her favorites. You know you can still date other women. We won't be jealous. Neither of us is really that into dating. I think Debbie needs to get it pretty regular, but I don't think that would be a problem for you, do you?"
"Fuck, Karen, your ass is so sweet. I'm gonna come soon. You are so tight." I was really screwing her deep and fast now. I was working up a sweat. I couldn't help but think this would be pretty nice to screw on a regular basis. A little quiet might be nice, but the ass was sweet.
"I know you are baby, I can feel it. I like it. Come in my ass for me." She was smiling at me, an affectionate look on her face, nothing like the pure lust I'm sure I was showing. For some reason, she always managed to make me feel like some kid she indulged.
I finally exploded, deep inside her, telling her how fucking hot she was. I came over and over, then stood there, breathing heavily, while my cock enjoyed the sensation of her ass squeezing away at me. She was doing some kind of Kegel exercise, and it was like she was milking me dry.
"Do you like that, lover?" She asked me teasingly. "That was so sweet, I haven't had a nice dick in my butt for so long. I think I'd like to have you do me like that a little more often. Would you like that baby?"
"Oh fuck. That was intense. So Debbie is up for this?" I asked her, the idea starting to do wonders for my previously wilting cock.
"Absolutely. I'm sure she'll go for it. I'm telling you, this weekend you better be ready, because she can be VERY convincing." She was still working my dick with her ass. I don't even know how she could concentrate on it while talking.
"And if we do this, no teasing right? If I want it, I'm gonna get it?" I didn't want some bait-and-switch game, getting a little action to start, and soon finding myself in the once-a-month blowjob rut. I had grasped her hips and was making some small in-out movements.
Karen pulled off my semi-hard dick, and turned on the water in the utility sink, wetting some paper towels. She stuck some between her legs, then turned and used a few more on me, cleaning me up.
"Well, I'm pretty sure you'll get as much as you want, but we can discuss that this weekend. I gotta get home; Debbie picked up Ashley for me, and is expecting me. Plus I want to tell her the plans."
* * * *
When I saw Karen the next day, she was eager to get me alone to talk. It was driving me crazy. I would normally have had lunch with her, getting my rocks off and finding out the information, but some dingleberry had scheduled a lunch working meeting. It wasn't until around 3:00 that I was able to get her to go outside with me for a walk. We headed down to the shore-walk, and ambled along.
Karen got straight to the point. "Debbie is SO into this. She was almost crying last night. Don't be a bastard now and take advantage of her because you know how bad she wants this."
"Well, Christ! Of course I'm going to take advantage of her." I told her.
"I don't mean that. I mean, well, just don't be mean. She really has been fucked over by the last half-dozen guys in her life. She could use a decent relationship for once."
"You crack me up. You call this a decent relationship? She doesn't even know me, and she'll be my shack-up sweetie just to stay home and have a roof over her head? While you two take turns warming my sheets?" I laughed.
"Don't be an ass. God! You can be a jerk. Think of how bad her life has been, if this is the greatest thing that has come her way in a long time. She's been on her own since she was 17, been a mom since she was 20. I've had good times and tough times, and I know this can work 'cause you're really a good guy; poor Deb is just desperate for some stability of any kind."
I had been thinking about it a lot, wondering mostly how I'd explain living in sin with two single moms to my parents. Then again, they were a long ways away, and I could always claim it was a purely platonic relationship, just renting out rooms.
Just that morning I had set up an appointment with my realtor for that evening to make my formal offer on the house. I was putting almost 30K down on the house, to be able to get into it. I would be almost broke, but I was determined to get me a tax break. And the potential benefits had finally made up my mind for me. But I wasn't about to let these girls know that. Not yet.
"Listen," I told her, "I think you know me pretty well by now. I'm not going to fuck either of you over. I kind of like the idea of this thing. There's some problems to be worked out, but hey, that's what we have this weekend for." I reached across and held out my spare keys.
"I know," she told me, as she took them. "You're aura is way too bright and too blue. I know you think I'm silly, but I'm sure we've been together in a previous life. I just know you too well. You've always been good to me."
Oh. Did I forget to mention that my friend Karen was deeply into the whole numerology, psychic, and past-lives thing? Sometimes I felt she was a certifiable nut. A fun, cheerful, sexy, certifiable nut. What the hell was I getting into?
She reached over and took my arm and held it tight. Almost desperately so. "Please, let this thing work out. I know it'll be great for all of us. Give it a chance." Her head was leaning against my shoulder and we'd stopped walking. We had circled the property perimeter, and were almost back to the building.
"I'm going into this with a very open mind. If we can work this out, I think I'd be willing to give it a try. No guarantees - but I'm open to the idea. Let's leave it at that for now."
Karen took off at 5:00pm sharp as she did four days a week. I went out and bought a love nest.
I won't go into detail, but the house was a shambles. I was getting the place for little more than the value of the land. If I could get it fixed up, it would be worth probably 3 times what I was paying for it.
I would be taking possession in less than 3 weeks. At that time only one bath would work, the kitchen would be in good shape and the bedroom on the main floor was livable. My first job was to re-roof the place. Then I could consider the rest of the work ahead of me.
* * * *
Friday morning, I got up and made my bed - which I rarely did. The night before I had neatened up a bit, so the place wouldn't be a mess.
At work I was in a constant state of arousal. Karen was a horrible tease, rubbing against me when we were alone and whispering "Do you think Debbie gives better BJs?" or maybe "Hope you've been taking your vitamins." She even went so far as to say "You know, I've never been with another girl, you're not going to make us do that are you?" I tried to get her to go to lunch with me, but she claimed she had to go out and take care of some personal business. I must have had an eight-hour erection. Let me correct that. Make it two four-hour erections, I finally ended up going into the men's john at lunch and jerking off. I had never done that before, I mean in the men's room, and I was nervous as shit, but my balls were starting to ache.
Finally 5:00pm arrived. I never get to work by 9:00, and I never leave before 6:00, but today I was willing to make an exception. I walked out to the cars with Karen.
"Debbie is working really hard to make tonight special. Say something nice when you get there," she advised me as we got to our cars.



"C'mon Karen, I'll be nice to her. Hell she's a beautiful girl; you know my weaknesses for pretty blondes. I'll be nice," I told her, as I climbed into my 924. The poor man's Porsche.
She leaned into the car and looked surprisingly sober. "Ok, but I'm serious. She's really insecure and could use some support. Try hard. Believe me, I'll make it worth your while," she made her meaning abundantly clear by reaching in and giving my latest erection, well into it's 5th hour now, a squeeze. (Ok, maybe not quite a continuous erection, but it sure as hell seemed like it.)
I decided I could play the gentleman, so I stopped for some gifts, a bouquet of mixed flowers, and two perfect roses, one red and one yellow. I also bought an expensive bottle of champagne, which was pretty extravagant. Ok, so it was on the verge of stupid, a bottle of Dom Perignon, my first.
Even though it was my house, I decided to knock on the door. I had seen Karen's car downstairs so I knew she had beaten me there. I had expected as much.
The door opened a crack, allowing me a momentary view of deep blue eyes, and platinum blonde hair, and little else. The door closed and the chain was removed. When the door reopened I was rewarded with one of the most exciting views I had every seen in my life.
Debbie stood there, her long hair swept to one side, dressed in an apron, with a white teddy underneath it. Debbie was a fan of the tanning beds, and her skin was a warm bronze. The contrast between the white hair and teddy, and her incredible tanned figure, tantalizingly hidden by the apron, was breathtaking.
I stood spellbound for several seconds. Finally I could breathe. "My God! You are the most beautiful thing I have ever seen." Her makeup, which normally seemed to come from the Tammy Baker School of Beauty, was subtle and enhancing. She smelled intoxicating. She looked a little scared and nervous.
"Is that him?" Karen yelled from the back.
"It's me." I answered, louder than necessary as she entered the room, in a black teddy with red trim, and a matching camisole. "Well, if you don't look gorgeous!" I told her as she stood next to her friend.
"Flowers? How sweet," Karen added, taking the bouquet from my hand.
"Yep, that's for the table, and these," I pulled the two individual roses from the bag with the champagne, "are for you lovely ladies."
I held the yellow rose out to Karen, "Yellow for friendship?" she asked as she took the offered gift.
"Yep. And red for the lovely Debbie." Debbie flushed prettily, and Karen arched her eyebrows at the implication. Debbie had not spoken a word since I'd arrived. I was wondering just how nervous she was.
"There's no thorns on this one..." Debbie noted, observing that I had broken off each and every one.
"Of course not. Would I take a chance that anything I did hurt you?" I smiled my best disarming, charming smile.
"What smells so delicious?" I asked, sniffing the air, as I stepped inside, headed for the kitchen. I was going to place the bottle in the fridge.
The kitchen was spotless. The counters were clear; the dishes all put away. My usual clutter was all set aside. I opened the refrigerator to see it had been cleaned as well. Someone had been hard at work. I removed the bottle from the bag and surreptitiously placed in on its side on the bottom shelf.
"I... I'm not much of a fancy cook, I just made a roast," Debbie answered, apologetically.
"Did Karen tell you that's my favorite? I just love a good roast. It smells incredible. Man I'm starved." I really was, I had skipped lunch, too busy in the men's room.
Karen took me by the arm, "You have to see what this crazy girl has done," she said leading me to the living room. Debbie followed closely on our heels.
I was given a tour of my own place. Every room was immaculate, the bathroom was the cleanest it had been in the 18 months I'd lived there. The bedroom was organized, things put away, and the bed was made with new sheets, turned down on both sides. The sheets were not mine. Someone had gone to a lot of trouble.
Karen talked incessantly praising Debbie's work, while we did the tour. Debbie hung back; I believe she was embarrassed by the attention.
There was still a huge amount of tension in the place, and I wanted to do something about that. I lead the ladies back to the living room, and then I guided Debbie to the couch, where I sat beside her.
"Debbie. You have done a wonderful job here. I can't believe how nice you've made it look so fast." I waited for her to comment but she just looked down.
"Debbie, are you afraid of me?" I asked her.
"She's not afraid she's..." Karen butted in.
"Karen, do me a favor. Pour us all some drinks, and please be quiet for just a few minutes. If Debbie and I are going to be roommates some day, we've got to work something out." Karen took the hint, and stepped to my makeshift bar in the dining room.
"Debbie, are you afraid of me?" I asked her again.
"No. I'm just... I don't know," she was whispering.
I reached out and tilted her head up to look at me. "Debbie, you are one of the most beautiful girls I've ever seen. I want this to work out so bad it makes my teeth ache. If I can buy the house, and get it livable, I'm going to invite Karen and Ashley to live with me. You'll be welcome as well."
I reached across and gave her a small kiss on the lips. Her eyes teared up. "Debbie, I'm not going to make you do anything. If we're going to be living together, we have to be comfortable together. Karen and I have this already. Do you understand?"
"Yes, I'll do whatever you want," she said so softly I could barely make out the words.
"Please relax, and let's just enjoy a dinner together, we can talk about anything except sex. Tonight I'll be sleeping with Karen. You I won't touch. You can stay with us, here tonight, and in the house when we move in. We'll all have our responsibilities around the house. But yours will not include being my sex slave. I will not touch you unless you want me to. Not because I don't want to, I do, I mean I really, REALLY do. But I want us all to be happy. Not just me."
She leaned against my hand, holding it to her face. "I can make you happy. I can," she told me anxiously, with a frightened little girl look on her face, scared to death of rejection.
I don't know who had hurt this girl, or how. I was afraid she was seriously damaged goods. This could be a really bad situation. But as great as the challenge seemed, to a 23-year-old young man, the reward seemed far greater. Not understanding failure, I was going to try to make this work.
"I know you can." I told her, pulling her close and stroking her hair. She shivered under my touch. Karen had seated herself on the far side of Debbie, and placed three drinks in front of us. Looked like gin and tonics.
"The best way you can make me happy is serving me up some dinner. I am famished, and everything smells so good."
It was like I had hit a switch. Debbie jumped up and went to the kitchen. Now she was finally talkative. "It's going to take at least five minutes. You guys enjoy your drinks while I ready the meal. Just give me a sec." It seemed like her homebody persona was a comfortable one for her. That, I was guessing, would be the bridge to everything else if this were to work out.
"That was nice," Karen told me softly, as she scooted over next to me.
"Baby, I've had a hard-on since I got up this morning. Seeing you two in these outfits hasn't helped," I reached out and touched the exposed side of her breast. "I'll tell you what would be nice. Helping me relax before dinner."
Karen already knew where this was going. She took me by the hand, and led me to the bedroom. "Get out of those clothes. We'll dress you in something comfortable afterwards. In the meantime, will a blowjob do for now, or do you want something else?"
"No, I think a blowjob will do just fine." I laughed, removing my shirt and stepping out of my pants.
"DEB, GIVE US A FEW EXTRA MINUTES, I'M BLOWING Jack BEFORE DINNER," Karen shouted across the apartment.
I sat down, naked except for my socks, my cock standing straight up. "Did you have to shout that out? She's nervous enough."
"No socks. Naked means no socks. If you want a quickie somewhere, just a quick zip and suck or fuck that's one thing. But in bed, 100% naked. Is that fair?" She dictated, ignoring my comment, and bending down to remove the offending articles of clothing.

"Yeah, that's ok. I think we can live with that." I answered.
Karen reached down and grasped my cock in one hand while cupping my balls in the other. "God Jack, you really do have a great cock. DEBBIE, COME HERE A SEC!" she leaned over and took my cock in her mouth slowly moving her head in circles, allowing my cock to travel all around her mouth.
Debbie stood in the doorway. She looked to me, "Do you want me too?" she asked timidly.
Karen pulled up, "No, I just wanted to show you this nice cock. Isn't it delicious? Look how thick it is. How big are you Jack?"
"Uhmmm, I'm not sure..." I dissembled.
"Bullshit. Like you haven't measured that thing a hundred times." She was stroking me firmly, pulling me up to my fullest length. "How big?"
"Well, normally just a little more than seven inches. But the size varies by the occasion."
"I'm pretty sure you're bigger than that now." She answered, going back down on me.
"That's probably because I'm a whole lot more excited than usual." I answered, watching Debbie watch us. "How's dinner coming?"
"Oh, I better check on the gravy!" and she was gone, leaving a lingering memory of freshness in her wake. Whatever perfume she was wearing, it was heady stuff.
Karen, in the meantime, was demonstrating her considerable oral technique. She would massage my balls, stroke my cock, and suck the top 3 inches or so. Every so often, she would stop to let her exploring tongue wander up and down my shaft, then gobble up one or the other of my balls while fisting the shaft. After this delightful interlude she would return to sucking.
"God Karen, I've wanted to be in your mouth for so long. It is so nice." It was also incredibly nice that she was completely silent for pretty much the entire duration.
"I'm there, baby, I'm gonna come." I told her.
"You can come in my mouth. You've earned it," she declared, stroking me fast and hard into her mouth.
I looked up to see Debbie watching us. It was too much. I came with a groan, filling her mouth with a huge load. She swallowed it all. I knew from our previous conversations that she normally didn't like to.
She sucked me clean for several seconds, then finally pulled back. "There. Feeling better now? Poor baby, all worked up like that."
"Much better thank you." I looked over to Debbie. "Dinner ready?"
"Yes, I just put it on the table," she turned and headed back to the dining area.
"Oh, did we have an audience?" She looked to me inquisitively while I tossed on some loose shorts and a t-shirt.
"Just for the money-shot." I kidded her.
"Damn, I would have made a better show; next time tell me," she laughed, heading in to dinner.
Dinner was delicious, and Debbie was the consummate hostess. Refilling glasses, replenishing dishes from the kitchen, clearing the table.
I tried to help her clean up, but Karen pulled me back. "Don't, this makes her happy."
It was funny. She did seem happy. The conversation at dinner was not too strained, and we talked about TV shows, about travel to New York. We discussed 1st grade, which the little girls would be entering, and rehashed school days. We talked about things we wanted to do, and places we wanted to go. We all wanted to see the pyramids. We all wanted to party for Mardi Gras in New Orleans.
When Debbie brought out a homemade apple pie, with coffee, we were as relaxed as we were likely to be. Karen brought up the arrangement.
"Did I hear you say you were going to buy the house?" She asked me finally.
"I've got a contract on it. I can take possession in three weeks. But it's still not livable."
"Will it be livable in 6 weeks?" I understood her concern. That was when her lease expired.
"I think so. Most important is the roofing and electrical. Joe and Randy will help me re-roof the place. And Jim has his master electrician's license. He said he'd fix up the wiring at cost. I have to replace three windows, and the back door. That all has to get done in 3 weeks. Then we can live in it, but we won't have a laundry, only one bathroom, and only one bedroom. At least the kitchen and living room will be done."
"The kids can sleep in the living room, and we can share the bedroom, to start." Karen volunteered.
"I don't mind going to a laundromat, I'm used to it," Debbie interjected.
"I think we can do better than that. The workshop on the back of the property has power and is in pretty good shape. It even has a 220 feed. I can put a washer and dryer back there. It'll just require a little walk." I told her.
"That would be great! Can we see the house?" she asked, tentatively.
"I figure we could go out for breakfast tomorrow, and then stop by the place so you could both get a better look."
"I can cook breakfast. Really. I make nice omelets. Or I can make pancakes, whatever you like." Debbie sounded incredibly anxious again.
"That would be really nice, I love ham and cheese omelets. And biscuits. Could we have that?" I asked, trying to recover lost ground.
"Of course, silly! Then we can go right after I clean up tomorrow."
"Sounds like a plan to me," Karen piped in.
We were sitting around, enjoying our coffee. I had retired to the couch, and Karen was trying to help Debbie clean up. I sat back, listening to their chatter, with a self-satisfied smirk on my face. It was comforting and relaxing. I had eaten a delicious dinner and dessert, and had my sexual needs taken care of. I felt a slight breeze and the familiar fresh scent as Debbie walked past me, behind the couch, and headed to the bathroom.
Karen sat down beside me, resting her head on my shoulder, and softly rubbing my growing cock through my shorts. "Isn't this nice?"
"Very." I concurred.
We just sat their, enjoying life, while she slowly worked me up to a full erection. I felt like I was in a damn beer commercial - 'It just doesn't get any better than this'.
I felt the couch give beside me, indicating that Debbie had seated herself as well.
"Debbie, that was the best dinner I've had since I left home. Thank you so much." I opened my eyes and looked over to her smiling.
Nervously she responded. "Is there anything else you need me for? Anything?" She was back in her shell. She couldn't raise her eyes and her voice was a whisper again. This time she had managed to place one hand on my thigh. And she had removed her apron.
She had wonderful breasts, full and firm. They were fighting their way loose of her teddy. Her waist was small and lead to a gentle swelling of her delightful hips. She was seated with one leg cocked up on the couch, and her legs were spread enough that I could see the snap in her crotch. No tell tale signs of whether she was a true blonde or not.
Karen reached across and took Debbie's hand and placed it on my cock. It sat there, with just a hint of life in the form of a gentle squeeze now and then.
Fuck. I had tried to be nice. But if she was going to make herself available, I had to have some of this.
I reached out, and put my hand on the side and back of her head. I tilted her head up a little to look at me. "What did you say?"
"Anything. Anything you want." It was more of a statement this time.
"Everything." I told her. "I want you every way conceivable. Do you want me to?" I asked her urgently.
She lowered her eyes and nodded.
That was all I needed. I stood up, took her in my arms and carried her to my bedroom. Amazingly, she had already been in here since dinner, picked up my clothing, and made the bed. Karen pulled the sheets down, as I placed Debbie in the middle of the bed.

My cock was hard as a rock, and I was done playing around. I reached down and unsnapped her teddy at the crotch. She was completely shaven down there and she looked incredibly sexy. I had to have this beauty. Now.
I climbed between her legs, which she lifted invitingly. Her head was turned to one side, and her eyes were closed. I placed the head of my cock in her tight little opening, and rubbed up and down, finally resting with the head well lodged in her opening. She was very ready for me, moist and warm.
Karen was unusually quiet, lying beside us, and stroking Debbie's brow. I could hear her talking to her softly. "God, you have him so excited, he's huge right now. His big cock looks so good entering you. Debbie, he wants you so bad he's trembling."
It was all true. She looked inhumanly sexy, lying underneath me. I pushed into her, slowly, firmly until I was fully sheathed.
I stayed that way. I laid down on her, resting my weight on my elbows. I turned her face to mine. Her eyes were wet again. But her breath was coming fast. "Can you feel how hard I am. What you do to me?" I asked her softly. No reply.
"You are so hot, you know I'm going to do this every day if you'll let me." I slowly pulled out, until just the head remained in her. I allowed the head to escape, just far enough for her to start to close, then I reentered her firmly and completely.
I stroked her like this several times, looking into her deep blue eyes for some hint of desire, beyond her simple submission.
I finally asked her, "Will you keep my house for me?"
Her eyes opened wider, and she looked directly at me. And nodded.
"Will you cook me breakfast before I go to work?" I continued, while I slowly and continuously pumped in and out of her pussy.
"Yes." She answered me, looking into my eyes.
"Will you have my dinner for me every evening? A wonderful dinner like tonight, no carryout."
"Every night," she affirmed, confidently.
"Will you wash my clothes, and keep me looking good?" I asked her with a little tease in my voice, screwing her a little more deliberately, a bit faster.
"Every day, I'll wash every day," she assured me.
I reached down and kissed her lips, long and tender, softly probing with my tongue. "Will you send me off to work with a kiss, and welcome me home with another?"
"If you want," she answered, kissing me back. Her kiss was warm and though it started out tentative, she allowed her silken tongue to enter my mouth and dance with my own.
Karen had completely slipped my mind. I looked to the side, where she was watching out interplay intently. She smiled at me, then scooted close. She put her head next to Debbie's, so I leaned over and kissed her as well. She was running her hand over my side and back.
"Do you have any idea how sexy you two look. I almost creamed just watching you guys." She turned and kissed Debbie on the side of her face, tenderly, almost sisterly.
My heart was racing like a freight train. I raised up on my arms, one hand on each side of Debbie's head. Karen's chin rested on my wrist. I fucked Debbie hard, desperately, possessively. I was clutching the sheets tightly, so that when her shoulders banged against my arms on each stroke, she didn't go sliding up the bed.
Harder and harder, faster and firmer, I plunged into her. I never tore my eyes from her pretty face. Her eyes were wide, looking at me almost uncomprehendingly. I allowed my countenance to reflect the full heat of my desire. Her mouth opened, and released a silent scream, as she trembled underneath my body. Now I did see something that looked almost like fear in her eyes, as she continued the gasping silent cry, and surrendered to my lust.
I could hold back no longer; with a cry, I claimed her for my own, depositing my seed deep inside her. The exquisite release was so overwhelming, a series of continuous orgasms, that it brought tears to my eyes.



One fell, landing on her lips. She captured it with a flick of her tongue.
I collapsed against her, my head buried in her neck, tasting her sweat, caressing her skin, breathing in my own breath, mixed with her scent.
When my heaving breath slowed I placed my face back in front of hers again.
"When I need you, will you lay with me, sleep with me, give your body to me?" I held her head firmly in my hands, gazing deeply into her eyes.
"When you need me...completely," she answered unhesitatingly, reaching up and kissing my lips.
I believed her.
* * * *
Readers, I'm in a bit of a dilemma here. Perhaps you could help me out. Do you prefer simple stand alone stories, or do you like the ongoing muli-escapade types? The first 3 months I spent with 'Debbie' and 'Karen' resulted in some pretty interesting times. Would you prefer more about these girls, or do I write new stories, based on other events?
For your titillation: Future 'Debbie and Karen' stories would include: Threesomes, foursomes, light BDSM, exotic locations and some sister-sister action.
Otherwise, stories on the backburner, looking for an outlet pretty much cover a huge spectrum, new people, new personalities, new scenarios.
Let me know what you like and would want to see. Feel free to offer suggestions, I would love to involve some of my readers in future tales.
And thank you for voting and for the emails. They are appreciated more than you know.
Sincerely yours,
Tx
P.S. If I didn't reply to an email of yours, feedback or otherwise, it's because 1) no return address, or 2) the return address was broken (this has happened twice).
If you didn't get a response, just wanted to say thanks. And Denise, look for your name in an upcoming release. ;-)
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Why am I standing here in the rain, soggy paper bags in hand, and afraid to knock on the door? I wonder.
My mind wanders back, reliving the events that led to my being here. It all started about 7 months ago...
* * * *
After a long and trying day, I had asked my sister-in-law, Jen, to surprise me with a drink out on the screened-in-porch. (Among the many jobs she had held, bartender was one of the most common.) She came out with a pitcher of some strange concoction, pouring two large glasses.
"Thanks, Jen, after a fucked up day like today, this sure hit's the spot."
"You think your day sucks? I spent the entire day waiting for those assholes to come by and finish the plumbing on my house. The guys never showed, finally calling to say they won't be there tomorrow either. And I can't be there Friday to let them in. Shit I may never have water again. I way as well move in here for good."
She was stuck at our place, ever since her plumbing had exploded. The damn discount plumber her father had found had torn up her kitchen, and left it a shambles, saying he needed some parts. She'd be here at least until the weekend. She'd lived with us for spells before, since we were close to her work and school, and we certainly had the room to spare.
"I'm sure Cheryl will let the guys in on Friday." I tried to reassure her.
"Sure, whatever," she mumbled, downing half of her drink.
"Well this is my last drink for a while. The doctor today gave me a lot of grief. I've been putting on five to ten pounds a years for the last seven years, and now it's causing me knee trouble, and my cholesterol is up. This damn management desk job is going to be the end of me. I've got no willpower for these diets."
"I don't know, you lost a lot of weight last year," she reminded me, encouragingly.
"Yeah, nearly forty-five pounds on that Atkins diet, but I've gained nearly all of it back. I couldn't eat that no-carb thing for another six months. I was dying for pizza almost every day." I had ballooned back up to nearly three hundred pounds. I was a big guy, but should never be carrying more than about two-twenty. Cheryl had done as poorly, going from one-thirty-five to two-oh-five.
"Well you guys are always eating out, and going on vacations. You need to discipline yourselves."
"Easy for you to say, you still have a twenty-year-old's metabolism. Wait until you're my age, and life starts playing its little tricks on you. I notice you can eat anything you want," I added defensively.
"That's because I work out every day. If you and Cheryl would, it might be easier to lose weight."
Being overweight wasn't the only problem I was facing. Lack of fitness was causing a serious problem in my sex life; my wife and I were so out of shape, that sex had become an effort. We only made love about once every few weeks, and then I just laid back, she climbed aboard, and 3 minutes later it was time to clean up and sleep.
"Well, I will say that it's keeping you looking pretty good. I'm kind of looking forward to hitting the beach house in a couple of weeks to see how you look in a bikini this year." Oops. Better ease up on the hard-stuff!
"You wish, dirty old man!" She was giggling. She lifted up her shirt to show me her abs, which she'd been working hard on. "I am finally getting some definition here. It's about time – I swear I've done a million crunches and leg-lifts."
Some inappropriate thoughts raced through my head, as I ogled her 24 year old hard-body. Jesus, I thought, she's not a little girl anymore.
"Looks nice! Bet the boys can't keep their hands off of that," I teased.
"I wish. I haven't had a serious date in ages. My sex life is the shits. What with school, and work, I have no time for anything. I can't go on vacations all the time like some people."
"Try being eighty pounds over-weight, with a partner who's fifty pounds over-weight. Then we'll see how great your sex life is." Shit, I hope I didn't sound as bitter as I felt.
"At least you don't have to sweat every weekend wondering if your tips are going to cover your rent, insurance and car payments. I still don't know how I'm going to pay for that damn software my computer graphics class wants me to buy."
"Believe me, money is always tight. In my case, you just get to keep adding on the debt. You're going to pay $300 to fix your plumbing; I'm already out almost $10,000 this year on repairs to this old house."
"At least you're getting laid regularly."
"If you can call monthly, regularly." Ouch. I probably shouldn't have let that slip out. What the hell was she putting in these drinks anyway?
"What are you complaining about anyway. You look better at three hundred pounds than I do working out every day. Sometimes I hate my dad. It's his fault I look like this!"
We had finished one pitcher of her specialty, and were halfway through our second, deep in the throes of self-pity.
The grass is always greener...
"How can you hate your body?" I asked, incredulous. "You are so pretty, and you are in such great shape."
"I have to work out two hours every day to stay in shape, it's a job in itself. My nose is too big, my hair is too thick, I have a flat ass, and I have no tits at all. How can I have no tits when mom and Cheryl have such big ones? It's not fair."
"Come on, they're not that bad." I had seen her in tight shirts and she was small but nice.
"Oh, please. Without the push-up padded bras, I might as well be a boy."
"Jenny, you're very pretty. And they are not that bad," I answered, perhaps incautiously.
"Oh yeah, look at these! Tell me any guy would want to play with these tits!"
She pulled her tank and bra up, off her breasts, and I could see the story was partly true. She was almost totally flat.
I stared for a moment, stunned, wondering how it ever came to be that my hot little sister-in-law was showing me her tits! Not very large, but I would love to gobble them up.
"See, nothing to say - 'cause you know it's true. I'll never have a boy friend."
She was crying now. Jenny shouldn't cry, it's not pretty, just splotchy. Nose and mascara running, she was successfully countering the effect her bare breasts were having; I pulled her to my shoulder, to give her a place to cry, and tried to pull her bra and shirt back down to cover her breasts.
"It's ok, things will get better."
"Better for you maybe. You can hit the gym and look great in six months. My tits are so small you don't even get excited; you just want to cover them up because you're embarrassed. God, I hate my life."
"Jenny, you are sexy as hell. Sure your tits are small; I would still love to play with them, but I'm married to your sister, so of course, I hold back." It looked like the excess booze and self-loathing was making for a day of true confessions. "Plus," I added, "it's easy to say hit the gym but you've known me for 10 years and I just get worse every year."
"You just have to make it a priority. You can do it. You just don't want to. Your life is too easy."
"So easy it's made my sex life miserable," I replied bitterly.
"So miserable, you have to hide my tits when I'm offering 'em to you for inspection. You've just lost the desire I think, although I can understand you're not wanting mine."
Accepting the implied dare, I reached under her shirt, and grabbed her breast. I rubbed my thumb over her nipple. "Can I kiss them?" I asked.
"Stop teasing me you bastard. You can't be getting excited over these puny little things." She swatted me on the arm.
I took her hand and placed it on my lap, so she could feel how hard I'd gotten. "I guess you're right. I can't get excited over you."
She pulled her hand back. "Oh! I'm…I'm sorry."
I leaned her back on the couch, and lifted her shirt above her breasts. She just watched me. Her bra was off her tits, and I pushed it up the rest of the way. I then kissed each nipple; stopping on the left one to give her breast some much needed attention. Once her nipple was hard in my mouth, I went back to the other. After a few minutes I stopped, and pulled her shirt down.
"You don't have any idea how hard it was for me to stop just now," I confessed. "Things will work out for you, I'll help you if I can. I can help with the computer work. I want you to be happy. How can I help?"
"Well..." she hesitated a moment, then caught me totally by surprise when she blurted, "Can you loan me some money for breast implants?"
"Oh, Jenny, do you really want to do that?"
She looked crestfallen.
"Listen, money's pretty tight at the moment, with the holidays just past. I do, however, have some options that vest in June. I can probably help then."
"Really?" she enthused.
"Sure, our secret. Cheryl doesn't even know about these options – and it's an awful lot of money. I'm planning to pay off all our credit cards and car loans. I can swing enough for implants too."
"God that would be great! I'll tell you what. I'll take you to the gym every day, and be your personal trainer," she offered. "I'll make sure you get back in shape, and we'll both be happy this summer. Deal?"
"Deal," I answered, shaking her proffered hand.
"You know I'm gonna work you hard."
"I can't get much harder," I quipped.
She blushed. "I'm sorry."
"Nothing to be sorry about. Nothing really happened -- just friends working out their problems. Right?"
"Right." She didn't sound any surer than I did.
The silence stretched out, into one of the very few times I felt awkward around my young sister-in-law. She finally broke the silence.
"We better get to bed, early morning workout at the Y tomorrow."
She stood up and headed for the door. She turned back after a couple of steps, leaned over and gave me a kiss on the lips -- my first. "Thanks."
I brushed her breast with my hand, and answered, "My pleasure."
* * * *
By Monday, Jen was back in her place, and I was in pain all over.
After two weeks of investigation, I moved us to a real gym, leaving the Y behind. The Powerhouse Gym was my idea of a gym. Ample cardio equipment, but none of the spandex meat market. Most of the gym was dedicated to free weights, and advanced weight machines. There were still eight each of the gliders and recumbent bikes, and ten each of the treadmills, regular bikes, and Stairmasters. People who came in here came to work and sweat, and not to see and be seen.
For four long months, I hit the gym religiously -- three, then four, then five mornings a week. We did some lifting, but the meat of the workout was cardio, specifically extended periods on the stationary bikes.
Jenny was queen of the bikes; she could out-pedal anyone, and keep it up for an hour easy. I had done a lot of road biking in my youth, including numerous centuries, up through about age twenty-seven. All those hundreds of miles of riding certainly were no help to me now; when it came to keeping up with her.
I was starting to see some pay-off from an improved diet and all that time spent in the gym. I'd gone to six smaller high-protein meals a day, and a variety of nutritional and metabolic supplements. Cut out all soda (at least 5 cokes a day less) and drinking almost two gallons of water a day.
I had reduced my body fat from 30% to less than 15%, and had lost forty-four pounds. I was still heavy, but no longer obese. I was putting on some muscle, and was hoping to lose another twenty pounds, and get my body fat below 12%.
Cheryl loved the new me. She was inspired to diet by my early success, and Weight Watchers helped her to drop thirty pounds. She joked about Jenny and I going overboard with this exercise stuff, but she was encouraging me, and supported my dieting. Our diets were drastically different, as were our exercise regimens, but we were both making a concerted effort. Our sex life was steadily improving - not stellar yet, but better.
Each morning session at the gym, 5 days a week, I watched Jenny on the bikes. She looked so hot, sweaty and sexy in her tight shorts. Too often, I had a hard-on that interfered with pedaling. Since that first evening when we'd made our pact, there had been a little sexual tension, and occasional innuendo in our conversations, but nothing physical had occurred.
One morning I had to broach a subject that had me curious. "Jen, how come you always bike in chase mode, don't you ever want to try intervals, or any of the other dozens of profiles available?"
"Well, it's kind of embarrassing, but I like to play a little motivational game with myself," she confessed.
"And that would be…?"
"It's like a race, and I just can't let the chase rider catch me. Ever."
"And why is that?"
"Then I would be at their mercy," she laughed, a bit too hesitantly.
"And you never get caught?"
"Never." She was adamant.
"So that's why you compare your speeds to the other bikes people are riding, isn't it? I've noticed no one can have a higher setting than you, and no one can finish with a higher distance."
"That's right. No one beats me," she replied with easy confidence.
"But if they do, they get you?" I hinted.
"They never will."
"Ah, but it gives us a goal to work towards." I smiled enigmatically.
She giggled, and hit me jokingly, but that morning she was really spinning hard, checking my speed, and smiling. After 30 minutes, she had done almost a full mile more than I had.
* * * *
Five weeks later, I met her in the parking lot in front of the gym with a big grin.
"And what has you so happy?" she inquired, while pulling her gear from the trunk.
"Three things," I told her. "First, I'm at two-forty for the first time in over ten years."
"That's great!"
"Second, I'm down to under 12%. New goal is 10%."
"Even better!" she laughed, dropping her gym-bag and high-fiving me.
"Finally, I have a surprise. I've worked out a barter deal. I'm doing some database work for a web-design firm, they're doing a web site for Dr. Neil Bardon, plastic surgeon, and you have an appointment for Friday morning to select your new breasts, top-of-the-line."
She looked at me, stunned. "Really?"
"Yep. No workout on Friday; you have to be there by 8:30. But there is a condition."
"What?" she asked.
"When I hit 10%, I get to see the good doctors handiwork. That should give you at least six weeks."
"Of course! You can see them anytime, I mean, are you for real? Really? This Friday?" she was babbling.
"For real." I picked up her bag, "Let's hit the weights."
She jumped up and gave me a big hug. "This is the nicest thing. How can I say thanks enough? Thank you, thank you, thank you."
"Look at me, I'm almost back to college shape. I should be thanking you."
* * * *
Jenny was driving me mad. It was over six weeks since I had surprised her. She wore sweatshirts constantly now, and I couldn't tell anything about the operation. I asked her how it went and she just said I'd see.
For the last few months, I'd been gravitating away from the exclusive cardio and circuit training, and to the weights. My bike time was stable at forty-five minutes, six days a week first thing in the morning before breakfast. I'd added an evening weight-lifting session four nights a week, working about an hour on the free weights, and finishing with another 30 minutes on the bikes. I wasn't working out with Jen much, often doing my lifting in the evening. Although we usually still met for our morning bike sessions.
For almost two weeks I had hit a plateau and ceased all progress. The amount of weight I was lifting was not going up, and my body fat, at least according to my Tanita scale, was not going down. I took a couple of days off from the gym, moved my biking outdoors, and went on a juice diet to shock my system into change. I had been riding bike machines so long, I found I had almost forgotten how to ride a real bike, particularly along some of the hilly terrain along the W&OD trail. I had to relearn shifting, and the difference in using toe-clips and generating power on both the up and down stroke, left my legs burning. I embraced the pain as progress, and lengthened my rides on the weekends to several hours.
* * * *
On Monday morning, after my first century ride in almost 15 years, I was feeling confident. I'd finished the 100 miles in just over 5 hours, along some pretty varied terrain. I was hoping to tell Jen of my progress but she didn't show that morning.
I worked out hard that evening, and bumped my bench-press five pounds to six reps at two-seventy-five. I was stoked. I weighed myself in the gym and almost danced. It looked like I had dropped two more pounds, but their scale was notoriously inconsistent. I was eager to share the news with Jen, and with the possible results I barely slept that night.
Tuesday morning arrived, and I hit the gym for the morning cardio, barely able to contain myself.
"I might be there," I told Jen. "If you've got time, let's hit your place after so I can use your scale and check the body fat level."
"I can't, how about tonight, after work? It's Tuesday. Cheryl will be at Weight-Watchers tonight, doing her weigh-in. How much has she lost?"
"Thirty-eight pounds; she's hoping to hit forty tonight. She was really strict on her diet this week. Ok, how about around 6:00?"
"Sounds good."
* * * *
At 6:15, I was at her place.
"Two-thirty-two and 9.9%," I crowed, "Finally!"
"Congratulations! You look great you know; let me see your abs."
I opened my shirt. My abs were actually just starting to show a little definition. Ten more pounds and I would be sporting a six pack.
"Nice." She ran her hand across my belly. "That's a big improvement. You really are looking hot. I notice some of the chicks in that gym eyeing you. I tell 'em you're taken. They think I'm so lucky." She was laughing, and rubbing my stomach, sides and chest, as she walked around me. From behind, hands wrapped around my midriff, she leaned forward and whispered into my ear, "Do you want to see the other rewards of your hard work?"
"Absolutely!" I answered.
"Then wait here." She disappeared into the bedroom, and I plopped down on her couch to wait.
It wasn't long. Five minutes later she reappeared, in a sexy little red bikini. Her breasts were full, but not huge, not even as big as Cheryl's.
"God, you look great! Turn around."
She twirled slowly for me, sweeping her long brown hair out of the way with a toss of her head.
"Great choice. They fit you perfectly."
"Do they look real?" She held them out, examining them for any fault.
"I think so, come closer." I sat up for a better inspection.
She stopped just in front of where I was sitting on the couch. She bent over to show me some cleavage, then turned again.
"Looks pretty good to me." I tried to sound nonchalant, but an adolescent quiver in my voice may have given me away.
"Steve, do me a favor?" she asked, embarrassed, "Tell me if they seem real. You know, feel them, try them."
"Jenny, I don't know if that's a great idea."
"Nothing serious. Like last time -- just friends, please? I have to know. They look good, but will the guys like them? Well, you know..." She was almost begging.
"Ok. Come sit here." I made room on the couch. She reached behind her and in seconds, the top was gone. Jesus! I hoped she wouldn't look down; my cock was about to burst free from its inadequate confines. She looked damn good. I could feel my mouth going dry.
She leaned back, and I held one breast, then the other, cupping them, weighing them.
"Are they still sensitive?"
"No, that feels nice."
A hint of a smile played across her lips. Perhaps she was testing these in more ways than one.
I slipped off the couch and knelt beside her; I slowly bent over and kissed the near nipple.



"Nice," I said. "I can't even notice a scar."
"Good."
Eyes closed, she had her hand on the back of my neck. I wondered if she could feel the fever in me - I felt like I was burning up.
I started kissing and licking her nipples, then the rest of her breast. I let my kisses wander over her belly and up to her neck, while I continued caressing her breasts. Eventually my kisses reached her lips. She responded hesitantly to my gentle kisses. I pulled back.
"Jenny, you hit the jackpot. With these, you're irresistible. They are perfect."
"Wow, I thought they felt good, but it's hard for me to know." She stood up.
"Jenny, can I see the rest? Take off those bottoms so I can see the whole picture. It's killing me." I hoped I didn't sound as desperate as I was feeling.
She laughed, and slipped off her bottoms. "Well?" She did another pirouette, finishing with her back to me peeking back over her shoulder.
"Irresistible," I asserted, my gaze locked on her tight little ass.
"Oh, sure. I notice you're resisting nicely." She taunted.
As she turned around, I was struck by a realization. She shaved her pussy. I had never seen a shaved one up close. It was too much; I reached forward and pulled her to me, turning her sideways. I kissed that sweet ass, before kissing the top of her pussy, and massaging her butt cheeks.
"Whoa, slow down cowboy. You haven't caught me yet." She laughed, good-naturedly.
I let go. "Sorry I got carried away, you just look so damn good."
She stood there; so close her aroma was maddening me. "No 'sorries', remember? Just friends. And I guess it's partially my fault for leading you on like that; no wonder you're worked up." She was pulling me to my feet. "Tell you what. In my bedroom; I'll cure your little problem. You can't have sex with me, but at least you won't leave with blue balls."
I followed that delicious rear-end back to her room. I figured a hand job from her was better than a self-inflicted one.
Jen's room was messy, clothes strewn all around. Her bed was a mattress on the floor, with the bottom sheet twisted and the mattress half exposed. She cleared a pile of dubious clothing off the bed with the expedient and well-practiced use of a foot, and pulled me down.
Once I hit the bed, she pushed me into a reclining position, and rubbed her hands over my upper body. "God, you feel nice." Then she took hold of my belt, and started to undo my pants. I was soon naked from the waist down, my only concession to modesty my open shirt.
She reached down and started stroking my cock. It was great. I was fondling her ass where I could reach it. Then she surprised me by bending over and kissing the head of my cock. "Mmmmm," she moaned as she took it in her mouth, and starting sucking me off. She turned, lifted a leg, and was soon straddling my head.
I couldn't believe this sweet young pussy was so close, so accessible, and so ready. I could see the moistness at the edge of her pink slit. No hair anywhere to distract or hide the incredibly sexy view. I waited in eager anticipation for the taste of her sweet honey-pot as she lowered her smooth pussy to my mouth. Tentatively, I reached out and let my tongue gently part her lips, eliciting an encouraging 'mmmm' around my cock. I moved the tip of my tongue up and down, penetrating a little further, and sampling her from clit to just below her tiny puckered butt-hole. Soon, I was more aggressive, really applying myself, matching her intensity as she worked on me. I held a cheek in each hand, as I licked and rubbed her clit and pussy, and she swallowed my cock like an old pro.
After a few minutes, she stopped. "Would you fuck my new tits?"
For an answer, I flipped her over on her back.
She lay back holding her new breasts apart; my hands were against the wall behind her head, as she squeezed her tits together around my cock. She was trying to press her nipples together against my hard-on. On each forward stroke, she would reach out with her tongue to lick what she could reach.
"You're a hot little bitch, aren't you?" I told her. "I'm gonna have to catch you on those bikes to see if you are as hot as I think you are."
"You can try," she laughed.
"And if I do...?" I insisted.
"Anything and everything, I'm yours for a day." She said between licks, awarding me with a very direct look, that promised wonders.
I mulled that over as I kept up the stroking. She would occasionally rub the precum leaking from my cock over her nipples.
"Oh, baby, I'm gonna come any second. God! You are so hot!" I was really pumping away.
"Good, try to hit my mouth." She held her mouth wide open, a smirk dancing across her face, her tongue teasingly darting around the perimeter of those full lips.
The wanton sluttiness was too much - I finally exploded and let loose a geyser. The first shot went all over her face reaching to her hairline. The next was mostly in her open mouth. Then, I had my dick in her mouth, and she sucked me off to finish.
Long after the last stream had escaped my cock, I was still stroking in and out of her mouth. I had briefly gone a little soft but the view combined with the sucking action brought me to full attention again. Seeing her beautiful young face impaled by my dick was a fantasy that had played its way through my head a number of times -- often when her sister was performing the action in question. The reality was so much better.
She looked into my eyes, sucking voraciously, lips tightly clamped to the wide shaft stretching her sweet lips. A puzzled look crossed her features. She removed her mouth slowly, with one last tongue lashing of the crest.
"What's the deal? Don't you get soft after coming like that?" she asked petulantly.
"Not always. Given hot enough circumstances, I can definitely double up." I grinned, "Believe me, this qualifies as hot enough circumstances."
"Cheryl never mentioned this."
"Cheryl doesn't necessarily know."
I held my cock back out to her lips softly stroking it, not wanting to lose my erection and an excuse to fuck her mouth. I was still straddling her chest, a little higher for better access to the desired opening.
Jenny thoughtfully leaned forward and engulfed my cock again. Once I was really hard, I climbed off, and lay back. She dutifully resumed her duties, now using one hand to stroke me as she sucked away. She had a far away look on her face, but even distracted, she performed a better than adequate blowjob.
Somewhere inside her head, two plus two equaled four, and she resumed her oral assault with a renewed vigor. She amazed me by arching her back, tilting her head, and with a slow steady thrust, pressing her nose into the hair above my cock. She paused there, seven full, thick inches crammed down her mouth and throat. Then she slowly backed off and proceeded to deep throat me. Each stroke starting with her tongue swirling around my angry red cockhead, and ending with her nose against my belly.
"Fuck, Jenny, what asshole ever let you get away? You are an incredible little cocksucker. Amazing!" I emphasized the last word with a firm stroke of my own, into her accommodating throat.
She must have felt my impending release. She picked up the pace, now bobbing up and down like a jackhammer. She was standing now; legs spread wide apart offering yet another engrossing view. She was bent over from the waist, gripping my hips; nails dug into the side of my ass, and forcefully fucking her face on my cock. It was too much.
"Fuck, Jen, fuck, I'm gonna fill your mouth. Suck me, yeah. Yeah, ooooohh fuck. Fuck. Fuck!" The last was an uncontrolled shout, as I grabbed her head and pulled her face all the way down my cock. I experienced a mind numbing release, buried in her throat.
She pulled off the full length, all but the head, and milked every drop out with her hand.
She was wearing a wicked smile. "Congratulations, you were my first."
"Impossible, no one can do that naturally; who are you kidding?"
Laughing, she jumped up, actually skipped to the closet, bent over, shook her ass saucily at me, and then tossed me an open gym bag.
A huge 9-inch rubber cock, along with an extensive collection of toys, some of which I didn't even recognize, were there, by way of explanation. While I was looking in the bag, the TV came on, showing a pretty blonde slowly pushing a large ball on a string into her pussy; she was saying something but there was no sound.
Wielding the remote, Jenny fast-forwarded the video. "Before I got my new tits, I spent many a night trying to improve the odds that any guy who was with me wouldn't ever want to leave."
"God, I've created a monster!" I howled, collapsing back on the bed.
Her evil laugh only served to start my cock twitching again.
"Oh no, you don't," she cried, noticing the start of my resurgence. "You just came here for a view. The rest was a thank you and an early birthday present. But, that's it! You know what you need to do if you want this." She stuck her ass in my face, fingering her own sopping pussy.
I stood, pulled her up and gave her a kiss. "Thank you very much, I had a delightful evening. I believe I have to go train now." I recovered my clothing and started to dress.
The evil girl parked her butt on the edge of the mattress, and gave me a show with a foot-long, double-headed, neon dildo as I finished dressing. Then escorted me to the door by my hard cock, and sent me on my way.
I think Cheryl was surprised (and delighted) to be the recipient of a protracted bout of amorous gymnastics that evening.
* * * *
My fortieth birthday finally arrived. I was at two hundred thirty pounds, and Cheryl was at one-fifty-five and had started walking five days a week, at the park after dropping our daughter off at Montessori school. In just over seven months, we had made great progress towards fitness and happiness. For my birthday, we went to Ruth's Chris Steakhouse. She surprised me with some restraints, inviting me to tie her down and have my way with her. We had never even broached the subject before.
The restraints were exciting and fun. It was a complete package that included sheets, some Velcro restraint tie-downs you could position anywhere on the sheet, and of course, ankle and wrist cuffs.
We had a great evening of sex, some of the hottest since we'd been married. I would be less than truthful, however, if I denied occasionally thinking of her hot little sister when my cock was buried in her mouth or pussy. I wondered if she fantasized about anyone.
* * * *
I had a plan.
I had continued with my road biking, returning to old trails and familiarizing myself with them. I'd upgraded to a new Cannondale Multisport 800, and was amazed at how much easier the newer lightweight bikes, and advanced gears could make riding.
I'd taken Jen down to the store when I got mine, but she wanted a mountain bike. She settled for a Trek 8000, enamored by the fancy shocks in front, and the easier to access gearshift levers.
We had biked outdoors together a few times, but I had hidden from her the fact that I had put in probably more than a hundred hours on the roads. I decided to challenge her to a race. I had charged the bikes when we bought them, and she was to pay me back.
"Tell you what," I told her when she met me at the beginning of the W&OD trail, just outside of Vienna in Virginia, "let's make this a race."
"You know you don't stand a chance, loser," she teased me. In our last few outings, she had beaten me to the finish each time.
"Then you shouldn't be worried. If you win, the bike is yours, you don't have to pay me back, it's a gift."
"That's awfully generous. And what if you win?"
"Then I will have caught you. You know the penalty."
We hit the paved trail, on a stretch where there was a nine-mile run where we didn't have to cross any streets. It was ideal for racing.
"You know I'm going to catch you." I warned her.
"Right. Not in this lifetime." She retorted.
"First one to the Reston overpass?"
"Sure."
Jenny is a beautiful girl, and in great shape, but not always the sharpest tool in the shed. I had a huge advantage here, and was so smitten with her, I was going to take every chance I could to improve my odds. She didn't know the trail; there were twists and turns and some long hills. About twelve years back I had ridden this trail nearly every day for an entire summer. Recently, I had ridden the path, refreshing my memory during lunch and on weekends, at least twice a week. The nine miles took just about half an hour. I had practiced racing the path at lunch three times last week, unbeknownst to her.
If knowledge and familiarity alone weren't enough, my bike was much better under these circumstances than hers. Her mountain bike might be ok at starts and climbing the hills, but on long straight-aways and particularly on the long downhill segments, my gearing could be a huge factor.
Then there was the biggest, most telling advantage of all. These bikes had gears. The gym ones didn't. Where we had been biking, down by the river, Jenny never had to change gears. Her knowledge in this area was almost non-existent.
The race started out with a series of twists and turns through a park. She got a little ahead out of the blocks, and stretched her lead when I got caught behind a couple of joggers, who didn't understand that the shout of 'on your left' was an indicator to make some room on the trail. I caught her struggling up the first steep hill, getting the hang of the gears. We reached the peak almost together, and I was able to stretch out a lead on the downhill portion.
Jen was already breathing hard after the first hill, and I kept looking back to check her progress. Not smart for a race of any kind, but I may have been a little over-confident. She was pedaling hard as the trail straightened out, for a very long slight uphill run, ending in another steep hill and an overpass.
She made up most of the ground she'd lost on the straight portion, and was on my heels up the hill. I missed the gearing, and lost some momentum, and she shot past me up the incline, showing a much-improved grasp of the shifting. When I hit the top, she was a good twenty yards ahead of me.
Again, I shifted to my lowest gear, and was soon on her ass. I slipped in behind her, willing to slipstream a while, and let her burn up the energy cutting the wind for both of us.
The view from behind was delicious. She had on a sports bra, which exposed most of her back, and the sheen of sweat from the exertion glistened in the sun. Her ass looked scrumptious in her tight pink biking shorts. For almost two miles I enjoyed the view.
The last of the major hills were just ahead of us. There were two hills back to back, but there was a trick here. After the first hill, there was a pretty tight turn at the bottom. If you slowed down too much, you'd lose your momentum for the second hill. There was a section where the trail separated to go to a parking lot. If you took the parking lot portion you could maintain a lot more speed.
I pulled around Jen at the base of the hill and pushed real hard up the hill. She stayed glued to my side, refusing to give any ground, and the steepness of the hill gave her a slight advantage, carrying less weight and having the improved gear ratios. She edged me out to the top, and started down the hill. Again I pushed her, pedaling hard, not quite all out. She was turning the pedals faster to keep up, and breathing really hard now, but again staying a half-bike length ahead.
About twenty yards from the divide I dropped behind her again, and split off to the parking lot side of the trail, as she stayed on the main portion. The squeal of her brakes as she entered the tight part of the turn let me know I had this race won.
I hit the second hill with virtually all my speed intact and pedaled hard, not looking back. At the top I finally ventured a glance and saw I had gained a huge lead, over 20 yards.
From the top of the hill to the end was a little over a mile. I topped the hill, stood on the pedals, and dropped to my lowest gear. I pedaled all out for that last mile. My lungs were aching and legs were burning when I reached the start of the Reston overpass. Looking back, I found Jen only about 30 yards behind me. How she had managed to stay even that close, I have no idea.
I was sitting beside the trail, just regaining my breath, when she dropped beside me, chest heaving, legs shaking. I passed her a water bottle, full of Gatorade.
When she finally spoke a minute later, she was still very red in the face, a mixture of effort, anger and embarrassment.
"How'd you do that?" she demanded.
Yes, definitely anger.
"Jenny, you are a gym biker. I've been a road and trail biker most of my life. It's a different critter. We can work on it, teach you the gearing, the trail, and how to ride in the real world. Then we'll race again."
"NO," she snapped, "you won, fair and square. When will you have your prize?"
"How about this weekend? Cheryl is going to that baby shower in Pennsylvania. She'll be gone from Friday until Sunday morning. Grandma has the kid. How about Friday night until Saturday noon?"
"Well, I guess we can include an overnighter, but only if you bring the dinner."
* * * *
Enough reminiscing. I'm getting soaked in the rain, a bag with, among other things, two freshly steamed lobsters in my hand. I knock on her door, sporting a hard-on I expect I'll have most of this weekend.
"It's open."
I open the door, and she's standing there, wrapped in cellophane, with a big bow around her breasts.
"Come open your prize." She says.
I put down the food, and walk over to her. I give her a big kiss on the lips, then undo the bow. I pull at the cellophane and she starts spinning as I unroll her. At the end she's dizzy, and leans against me.
"You know, I'm glad you won," she whispers.
"I'm glad you're glad, and hope to make you gladder." I tell her.
I scoop her up and carry her to the bedroom. She's actually cleaned the place, and I lower her to the bed.
She watches me undress, leaning back, and talking dirty to me. She's rubbing her breasts. "So, Steve, are you gonna fuck me good? Are you going to make me beg for it? You want these breasts, they're yours, my mouth is yours, my pussy's yours, and I'm yours. You may never get me again, so make it good."
I am so hard I know I won't last long this first time. I kneel between her legs, and without another word, I'm sticking my cock in her wet pussy. I figure seven months of foreplay is more than enough. She's ready for me, clearly.
I lean over, kiss her mouth, and then start fucking her with long firm strokes. She is instantly moaning passionately. After a couple of minutes I pull out and roll over, my cock standing at the ready.
Taking the hint, she squats down, lowers her pussy onto my hard cock, and starts raising and lowering herself onto my prick. Ahhh, the advantages of getting fucked by a girl in shape. Her eyes are closed and she is lifting up about half way, then easing her self down onto me. I reach up and start playing with her breasts.
She drops to her knees, and leans forward. Her breasts are in front of my face and I alternate which I suck on as she rocks back and forth on me. She's talking again.
"You like those big boobs don't you. I can tell by how hard you are. Fuck! You feel good inside me. Don't come yet. Oh fuck, you feel good!"
"Don't worry if I come. I'll be doing that a lot for the next twenty-four hours. Just enjoy it; I know I will."
"Oh, I'm enjoying it; I am." She assures me.
She's impatient, and sitting up she spins around so she's facing my feet, and starts fucking herself on my cock again, harder now, slamming herself up and down. I grab each delicious cheek, and lift her on each up stroke, letting her lower herself back down. Her ass looks so good; I have to play with her little butt-hole.



"Oooohh," she moans, speeding up again.
I'm getting close now. I push her forward, so she's on her hands and knees. I kneel behind her, and enter her again. I've got a hand full of tight, tanned ass, a hot young moaning college girl pushing back on each full stroke, and I'm slipping my thumb in her sexy little asshole. She's talking dirty again.
"Fuck! Fuck me! Fuck me! Yes! Yes! Fill me with your big hard cock. Make me come, Steve, make me come."
I try to oblige. Fucking her hard and furious now, my thumb solidly lodged in her ass, giving me added leverage. I reach forward and push her head down to the mattress, adjusting the angle of attack. I spread her legs, and kneel a little higher, now fucking down into her bald, steaming pussy. I must have found the spot; she's shouting "Fuck! Fuck! Yes! Yes!" alternately with loud moans, squeals and finally a scream as she comes as hard as anyone I've ever seen.
I'm grabbing her hips tightly in each hand and pounding her tight cunt with all seven inches of hardened steel as hard as I can. The sweat is dripping off me, landing in small splashes on her beautiful tight ass cheeks. I can feel the cum rising up, and know it's time.
"Ohhhh, fuck! Take it! Take it! Yessssssss!"
I'm releasing shot after shot of cum deep inside her pussy, and still slamming my cock into her hard, until the last spasm is finished. She's breathing like a hard ridden horse, which I guess is appropriate.
"Oh, I can feel it. I felt each shot. I could feel every hot jolt of your cum deep in me," She tells me, breathlessly.
"I biked at least five thousand miles in the last few months just to get in that pussy. It was worth every inch."
I pull out and lay next to her, holding her in my arms and nibbling her neck.
"You are gonna get more cock this weekend than a two-dollar whore."
"Good, I'm due. Let's have dinner." She says, bouncing up.
God, the energy of the young. "Dinner and a movie?"
"What did you have in mind," she asks coyly.
"Your training videos, and any self-portraits. I want to know what resources I have available to me."
"You set the dinner out on the coffee table, and I'll get my favorite - "Secrets of the Pornstars " - I think you'll like it too. I'm pretty sure I got it back from Marisa."
"Marisa?" I ask, puzzled. "Isn't she married?"
"Married for money, prowling for fun. Or so she tells herself. She keeps telling me she's going to get even with that bastard, but she's a coward."
"That's too bad, she's a nice girl, I thought her marriage was going well." I have known Marisa exactly as long as I've known Jenny. She's been married about three years if I recalled correctly.
"It was, until she found out he's sleeping with a girl that works for him, a real skank, and that he hits on me all the time, and Julie. The dick claims he has needs that Marisa can't fulfill. What a load of crap. He was even pushing for a threesome. Like that's going to happen. What a prick. She should dump him, but she likes being spoiled, and he is rolling in it."
The video is in the VCR rewinding, and I set out the wine. The dishes are set and dinner is ready. I've melted a pound of butter, and pre-cracked the tail and claws. For accompaniment, we have quartered new potatoes with parsley, and a small shrimp salad.
We sit at her coffee table and she's teasing me, eating her lobster as sexily as possible, licking her lips and fingers. Occasionally feeding me morsels. She reaches for the remote and starts the video.
"This is my number one self-training tape. They show incredible techniques for blow jobs, foreplay, delaying ejaculations, various sex positions and the advantages of them - all interspersed with some of the hottest sex from actual movies." She's fast-forwarding through some couples on a bench, apparently talking to an interviewer.
Together we watch an incredibly detailed explanation of a blowjob, with a variety of techniques. Then they're showing a scene with this hot blond swallowing a monstrous cock.
We finish our meal, and I sidle over next to her, as we continue to watch the film. We're not talking much now; occasionally she mentions a favorite action, or asks me what I think. Her hand is in my lap, as she idly strokes my hardening cock.
"There! I want to try that!" she says excitedly. We're watching a segment on toys, and a man is screwing a girl doggy style. She has a string of six balls, at least half an inch across pushed into her ass, one at a time, as he is slowly screwing her. He is picking up the speed of his fucking, and massaging her ass cheeks. Only a string remains of the line of balls. Now she is telling him she's close, she's gonna come, don't slow down, now - now, and as she's coming he pulls the string of balls from her ass one at a time - and she's screaming and shaking all over as she comes and comes.
"I think we can manage that," I tell her, "if you have the accessories."
A few minutes later we're positioning ourselves on the bed. I've got some mystery lubricant from her bag, and the balls on a string lay out next to me. These are pretty big, about three-quarters of an inch across. She's sucking me again, preparing me for our play.
I guess she feels I'm stiff enough; she turns about, ass held way up, clutching a pillow to her chest as she places her head on the bed. I slowly enter her hot juicy pussy, and rhythmically start the action.
After a minute, I take some lubricant and squirt it right on her asshole. She moans loudly and shakes a bit. Using one finger, I start working it in and around her tight little opening, maintaining a steady stroke with my finger.
"You have such a cute ass. Your tight little hole is a nice light brown and looks good enough to eat. Are you ready?"
"MmmHmmm," she responds.
"Good." I take the strand, place the first ball against her hole, and gently push it in. It goes slowly until it pops in.
"Oh, God, that feels wild." Jen is moving her ass cheeks in some kind of wave motion, almost dancing under my assault.
I, in turn, press in the remaining five balls. I have a little trouble when number four tries to pop back out, but finally get them all in. I use my finger to ensure they are in deep enough, to avoid them trying to pop out on their own, then massage her cheeks, pushing them together as I rub her butt.
"Yessssss. Steve, it feels sooo good. Now, fuck the shit out of me - fuck me, fuck me hard."
I need no further encouragement. This scene has really gotten me excited. I only hope I can last long enough for her to reach her own sweet release. There is a loud slapping as her ass cheeks meet my hips with each long, deliberate, hard stroke.
I'm now picking up the pace, screwing her hard and fast. I can feel one of her hands playing around where my cock is entering her. She is thrusting back hard at me.
I'm going like mad, pounding her as hard as I can. The force of my thrusts inches her body up the bed. Her head bends sideways where it meets the wall, and she has nowhere else to go. The hard fucking is shaking the pictures on the wall, and she is crying out- I only just remember to pull the balls from her ass. I know it's time, and on the very first one, she lets out a scream that astounds me. She is shaking all over, her hands clenched into tight fists. One fist is hitting the wall.
I slow down and give her long strokes, the full length of my cock driving in and out, and I pull out the second ball. She raises her body on her arms and her legs are twitching.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhh," her voice is quivering.
The third ball comes out, followed by the fourth.
Her whole body is bouncing now, one hand against the wall as she pushes back against me. On the fifth one, she cries out again, loudly.
"God you are hot," I tell her, "I'm almost there, the last one comes out when I come."
"Yes, yes, fuck me, hurry," she gasps. She appears to be coming in waves.
Grabbing both cheeks tightly I speed up the long strokes, and feel the cum welling up in me. "Yes baby, now, I'm coming now." With the first spurt I cram my dick in her to the root, dumping my seed in her, and pull out the last ball. She collapses to the bed, shaking, curling up into a ball. I fall with her, sliding my leg around, and still fucking her as she lies on her side, knees pulled up to her chest.
"Please, enough, oh, stop, oh," she moans, as she pushes a hand against me. I stop pumping, and lay down next to her, gently stroking her and hushing her, trying to calm her down. Just as I think she's calming, a spasm shakes her body, and I can feel her pussy clenching at my shrinking cock. Another wave, ten seconds later, appears to be the last.
She's breathing very hard, and talking softly, I can just make out her words.
"Oh my god, that was incredible." She is totally spent. "I must have come a dozen times. No-- more."
"You came continuously for the last five minutes. It was the most amazing thing I ever saw."
I get up to get us something to drink, and return to find her sleeping. I decide to clean up our dinner mess, and let her sleep. I still have the morning.
I finish the cleaning and place two large glasses of ice water beside the bed before I go through the bag of toys. I finally settle on some leather restraints, a large vibrator, and a butt-plug for the morning.
I turn out the lights, curl up behind her, and reach around to hold one of her sweet new tits. I fall asleep with visions of her cumming under my ministrations dancing through my head.
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It's true. Jen has converted me into a total gym rat.
It's been four months since my original conquest of my hot little sister-in-law. Through various bets and incentives, we've made love five more times. She is really playful in bed, and we have a great time. After ten years, I'm finally getting to know her. It's only since she lost the bike race that we've really talked a lot.
On the other hand, we're spending less and less gym time together. I'm really working at building up some mass. I've never liked my sloped shoulders, so I've gone to spot training the delts once a week - mostly dumbbell overhead presses, and upright rows, with some flys thrown in.
Forty has come and gone, and I've just had to renew my gym membership. My bench hit 300 lbs, and my arms are over 19 inches. I'm feeling great, and I've really transformed myself. Some of the heavier lifters are working with me now. I'm learning about exercises that shape the muscles. I've only been bulking up until now. My time in the gym is closing on two hours a day, five days a week.
I think Cheryl is occasionally bothered by the time I spend in the gym. But I've cut work back to eight hours a day, so I'm spending almost as much time at home anyway, and since I got down to 220 lbs., and she hit 135 again (even lighter than when I first met her) our sex has been great. She's even become more adventurous, and has wanted to play some light bondage, fantasy games. She's even hinted at swinging (!) a little with a couple of friends.
I'm happy, and feeling great, Cheryl seems happy. Unfortunately Jenny is not as happy as she should be.
"I don't get it," she was telling me, during our latest 'exchange' day (when we exchange 2 hours in the gym for a couple of hours in her bed.) "You have completely redesigned yourself. You have a sexy as shit 6-pack, gorgeous arms and back, and are really hot. In the same 11 months I haven't changed at all."
"I would call a 35 C a bit of a change." I replied. I was getting hard again, and was trying to maneuver so as to get back inside her. She allowed me to lift her leg nearest mine, trap her other leg between my two, and slip inside her. She was on her back, looking at the ceiling. I was laying on my side, at a right angle to her, and had really good penetration.
"You know what I mean. I work out hard, but nothing changes." She continued, "I sometimes feel like giving it up."
"Jen, what do you want to change? You look great - what's your worry."
"I don't know, I just want to be hot. I want guys to gawk at me."
"Ok, let's think about this." I told her, still plying away at her hot pussy. "You already have a great body. I think a makeover may do the job for you."
"You really think so?" She sounded a bit incredulous. "What's wrong with the way I look now? What's gonna make that much difference. What do you think we should do?"
"For now, I'm gonna finish screwing you, then I think we should do some research at the local bookstore, then go on a small shopping spree." With this said, I was clasping her leg tightly, and starting to really fuck her hard. This position certainly did give me deep access to her. It felt great.
"Oh, that's nice," she moaned as the pace picked up. "God, that's it, fuck the shit out of my tight pussy. Do you like how my tits bounce? God they feel so good - fuck me, Steve, fuck me."
Not one to deny a beautiful woman anything, I fucked her hard for another couple of minutes until I could hold back no longer.
"Take it, that's it take it all, fuck.... FUCK." I pulled out, and sprayed cum up her stomach, leaving long white paths from her ribs down to her closely shaved pussy.
"Do you want to help me with Marisa?" she was still half in a trance.
"What?" I asked, thrown off by this new direction in our conversation.
"You know, Marisa." She answered softly. "Her marriage is on the rocks and she's in a 'hate-all-men' mood. I thought it would be nice if you and I showed her the nice side of men. She just needs a good fuck. I was thinking you and me and her, if you wouldn't mind."
"Geez," she said a few moments later, "Are you hard again?"
"Well what did you expect after throwing an offer like that out on the table. On your knees, please, sort of how you and Marisa might be in your 69, while I work on your pussy."
She giggled but obliged and teased me mercilessly, pretending to be Marisa, telling me how much better I was then her husband, AKA Needle-dick Bug-fucker.
"You know," Jen added, just after I had finished, "Marisa loves anal sex. Of course your schlong may be too much for her, but I bet she'll be willing to give it a try. I'd love to see that. I don't have the courage for it, but maybe seeing Marisa will be the incentive I need. Sometimes I do fantasize about taking you back there. With Marisa's tongue in my pussy, well, who knows..."
My cock, like the phoenix, rose from the ashes, and Jen of course had to pay the price for resurrecting him yet again.
* * * *
Marisa has been a friend of Jen's since they were kids. I first met Jen when she was about 16; she and Marisa were best of friends even then.
One of the few times I had really been social with Jen was when she was a senior in high school. Cheryl and I were newly married, and we were over at her parents' house around thanksgiving time. I don't recall the exact circumstances, but I was in the house with Jen, Marisa, and another friend of theirs, Linda. The parents were out of town, and Cheryl had gone on some kind of last minute mission of mercy to a friend's house.
If this were a penthouse forum letter, of course I'd soon be fucking each of the three in every room of the house.
What we did do was drink. They were underage, but no one was going to be around, and we were trying an assortment of shots and drinks. We were talking about experiences, and as the old 'wizened' one, I told them about some spring-break experiences (R-rated) and some drinking games and more.
It was probably the most fun and longest talk I had with Jenny until this year. I tried to be a gentleman for the most part, although we did get into some pretty risqué story telling.
Well, enough rambling. The point was Linda passed out and I put her to bed. The game was splitting up and we retired from the kitchen to the living room for a last drink then hit the beds. The girls went to Jen's room upstairs, and I retired to the living room to watch a little TV before sleeping.
About 15 minutes later Marisa came down the stairs, wearing a sleep t-shirt that did nothing to hide her incredible tits. At 18 she had tits that stuck out like torpedoes. She had an unusual figure - huge breasts- at least a 36D, on a 5'2 frame, with tiny waist and hips. I don't think she weighed over 100 lbs.
She was very drunk. She came over and sat down next to me.
"I just wanted to thank you for not treating us like little girls. And for not being an asshole," she explained. She threw her arms around my neck and gave me a big wet kiss on the cheek. That kiss lead into an extended kiss, some groping, and her coming on my hand before going back to bed.
Nothing had ever happened between us again. We never even acknowledged that 15-minute interlude. But I had fantasized about her a lot shortly after that, and still would like to explore that petite, big-breasted little girl.
* * * *
I had called work and blew off the day. Jenny and I went to the new mall and stopped in at Borders to do some 'comparison shopping' in the fashion magazines. We spent a good hour or more looking through a variety of magazines to find a look we thought might work for Jenny. I was pushing her hard towards the skin-tight short dresses, open waist, and tight shirt looks. She tended more towards baggy everything. She was afraid she didn't have enough butt to carry off the look, but I finally got her to agree to at least try it.
Jen in her own devious little way insisted on inviting Marisa along for the shopping. Marisa has always had an exquisite fashion sense, and when she met us at the mall we let her drive a lot of the decisions in terms of where to shop.
We had a blast. They both modeled for me, and we picked out bikinis, shorts, shirts, sundresses, and even some nice evening dresses. I even bought the girls full-length leather coats. It was kind of fun, playing sugar daddy. The money was not a problem. I had cleared a little more than 400K off options when my company went public and I had about 70K in online trading that I played on the market. We dropped over $4k; it was worth every penny.
While we were at it we bought several new outfits for me, mostly new shirts designed to best showoff my new bulkier chest and arms.
We ended up at the day-spa where we all got massages, manicures, pedicures, and new hair fashions. In Jenny's case, this included going from a natural brunette to a deep copper redhead. With my pretty long natural curly hair, they trimmed the sides short and left it long in the back, down over my collar. I even trimmed off my short beard and mustache.
Jenny was outfitted in the shortest, tightest sundress we had bought. Marisa was wearing a short metallic skirt, with exposed mid-riff, and a tight matching top that left most of the sides open. It was early December and about 60 degrees outside. Most everyone was dressed in jeans, sweatshirts, and sweaters.
I was carrying the ladies coats, and walked between them, as we sauntered through the building.
"Are these the kind of looks you were looking for?" I asked Jen.
"I feel like my clothes are invisible, most of these guys are just staring at my ass and tits."
"Yeah, isn't it great!" chimed in Marisa.
We laughed, and I suggested we head back to Jenny's to evaluate the days progress, and decide on the next step to making Jenny 'hot'.
* * * *
Jenny didn't know it, but I had scored a couple of Viagra pills from the guys in the gym in the event that somehow, the Marisa thing worked out. Rumor had it that 25mg, 1/4 a pill, could keep a guy hard for hours. I took half a pill when we stopped for drinks at the mall on the way out. I wasn't sure I would need it, but if I was going to satisfy two girls tonight, I wanted to be prepared.
* * * *
Back at Jen's I had the girls try on the outfits again, and they performed a mini-fashion show for me. As you might imagine, my cock was hard enough to drive nails.
Once the show had progressed to the bikini stage, I had Jenny pose for us, while Marisa and I discussed what else we could do.
"I think some electrolysis, and a good deep tan would pretty much complete the look." Marisa finally stated after completing her appraisal.
"She needs a belly-button ring." I added.
Jen already had a small butterfly tattoo on her right hipbone. It was tiny and very cute.
"Oh, you're RIGHT!" exclaimed Marisa, rubbing her hand across Jenny's flat belly.
"What I need is a nose job." Jenny said, after reviewing her profile in the mirror.
Her nose was pretty big, a Roman nose, not the pert little buttons that are so popular today. I didn't know what to say. Truth be told, it was her worst feature. Her face was otherwise quite pretty - with a perfect mouth and beautiful green eyes.
"What kind would you like?" Marisa asked.
"I don't know, I guess just smaller, and not the big bump at the top."
Marisa looked at me. "What do we need to do for you?" she asked, eyeing me appraisingly.
At their insistence, I stripped down to my boxers, with a little embarrassment, the shorts doing little to hide my excitement.
"Get all that hair off his chest, arms and legs, and get him a tan." Jenny yelled.
"These little bumps have to go, too." Marisa commented, pointing out a few skin tags I had on my side and near my neck.
Marisa was standing behind me, running her hands from my shoulders down my back, and over my ass. "Not much to change back here. I'd have to say you look pretty yummy."
I almost jumped as I felt a warm tongue start at the small of my back and work it's way up to my side.
Jenny had moved in front of me, and was holding my face in her hands, turning my head from side to side, examining the newly shaven me, with new and improved hair style.
"I like it. I like it a lot." She finally admitted. "You need a nice diamond stud in one ear. You get the stud, and I'll get the belly-button ring."
"I'd like to get the stud..." Marisa intoned while continuing a manual and oral examination of my back.
"Marisa," Jen reached behind me and pulled Marisa around by the wrist, "What do you think of this?" With that said, she dropped to her knees and pulled my boxers down, releasing my cock, which stood at attention for the two gorgeous bikini, clad ladies.
"Oh, all that hair has got to go. I don't want to get any hairs in my mouth when I'm sucking his balls." Marisa answered, tentatively reaching out and grasping it at the root.
The girls lead me to the bathroom, where a shower was started. I was starting to get a little worried at the idea of these girls approaching me with razors. They were fiends, shaving my arms, legs, chest, stomach, and finally trimming all the hair away from my cock, except a little patch just above it. I was really sweating it when they shaved my balls, but they were attentive and careful, and finally I was smooth all over.
Jen retrieved some skin lotion, and with Marisa's aid, applied it liberally all over. When the two girls reached my privates, they gently massaged the lotion all around, up my ass crack, around my balls, and even up and down my shaft. You can imagine the effect it had on me, my cocking standing up like a soldier on parade.
"You look so much better now, a good tan and you'll look like one of those muscle guy models," Marisa informed me as she continued massaging my newly shorn balls, long after all the lotion had been absorbed. Jenny was staring at my cock, as she rubbed up and down the shaft. Marisa scooted around to help Jenny, placing one of her hands at the root of my shaft.
Jen leaned over and took it in her mouth, while Marisa held it. After bobbing up and down, she looked over to Marisa, and pulled her mouth off to lick the base. Marisa, being the generous girl she was, reached her tongue out and softly licked the underside of the head. Shortly she was kissing the head and shaft, and finally she took the whole head in her mouth, making wonderfully sexy 'mmmmm' noises, as she swallowed half my cock.
My legs were getting weak, and I broke the moment. "Ladies, could we please take this into Jen's room?"
"And why do you want to go in there?" Jen asked me teasingly, from her knees, holding my smooth balls in her hand.
"Yeah, what do you think, you're going to get laid, just 'cause you bought us some nice things?" Marisa countered, her pretty little face next to Jenny's, both of their mouths inches from my cock.
"No, I'm hoping that the three of us can go in there, and have one of the defining moments in our lives, as I watch you two make love, and I contribute where I can." I answered, reaching down to their chins, and turning their faces towards each other.
Jenny blushed deeply, looking into Marisa's eyes. Marisa smiled, leaned forward, and placed a tender kiss on Jen's lips. She looked up at me, took my cock into her mouth while looking into my eyes, and after 3 long deliberate strokes with her mouth, she pulled it out and placed it in Jenny's mouth. While Jenny obediently sucked away, Marisa's tongue darted out and licked the corner of Jenny's mouth where it met my cock. She looked back to me.
"I can see why she loves you so much." Marisa said, and Jenny, if possible, blushed even deeper, keeping her eyes down-turned. "You, sir, have just hit the jackpot." Marisa then pulled my cock out of Jenny's mouth and kissed her fervently, locking her hand behind her head, and tangling tongues deeply.
"Take her to the room." Marisa directed me.
I had no idea Marisa could be so forceful. Any ideas Jen had about seducing Marisa were clearly out the window now. On Marisa's command, I scooped Jen up in my arms, I held her there for a moment after Marisa had stood up, so I could bend over and steal a kiss from Marisa, while Jen watched us probe each others mouths directly above her. I carried Jen to the bedroom; on the way, Marisa pulled the strings tying Jen's bikini top and lifted the top away to expose her boobs. I placed Jen on the bed, and reached down to remove her bikini bottoms. She was now as naked as I. As I lay down next to her, I saw that Marisa was as naked as the two of us. Her breasts were fabulous, large and natural, and her dark little patch of hair between her legs was trimmed into a small diamond shape, which seemed to point directly to her clit. Her hair was a dark brown, almost black, which matched the hair on her head.
"Isn't she beautiful?" I asked Marisa, as we both fondled and kissed Jenny’s prone body between ours.
"I think you both are. I'm so happy you called me today." Marisa answered, between kisses to Jen's nipple.
"Marisa, I have fantasized about you since you were 16 years old. You are so very pretty. I can't believe you are here, now." I admitted.
"Well, I've often thought of that night when I should have let you jump my bones. I think it's time we made up for that night."
"What night?" Jen asked, suddenly paying attention.
"The night we drank at your house, with Linda. I came downstairs and tried to throw myself at Steve. We ended up kissing, and he helped me come with two fingers up my horny 18 year old pussy, but he was too much a gentleman to take it any farther." Marisa explained.
"Shit. I never knew that! I would have liked to have seen it." Jenny added, again reclining to submit to our ministrations.
I leaned forward to kiss Jenny, and soon found my tongue competing with Marisa’s for Jenny's mouth. The competition soon turned to teamwork, as we kissed each other deeply and Jenny kissed our faces directly above hers. Jenny squirmed out from underneath us, and soon Marisa was in the middle. Our mouths never separated, as Jenny coaxed her into position.
I had wanted to spend a long time exploring Marisa's body, but found myself under her, still kissing, with Jenny guiding my cock into Marisa's hot little pussy. As I entered her, she finally pulled her mouth off mine, and her eyes rolled back in her head as she moaned out deeply and loud. As she was lowered onto the full length of my shaft, I could feel Jenny's mouth all over my cock and balls, but for long periods she would be gone and I could tell from the moans Marisa made that she had not stopped her licking, just repositioned it.
I held Marisa close to my chest, her face pressed into my shoulder, and I spoke to her gently. "You are everything I imagined. You are sooo tight, and your cute little body fits my big hands so well." I was stroking her deeply, and could still feel Jens mouth at the junction where cock met cunt. I screwed her like this for several minutes.
Marisa raised herself up so she was sitting more upright. I could see her delicious breasts as she rocked back and forth on my cock. Jen moved in and started sucking one of Marisa's nipples while I played with the other. Soon enough, Jen was crying out as she came for the first time, with Marisa’s mouth glued to Jens clean-shaven pussy, while Jen stood over me. Marisa was not far behind and was squealing into Jen's pussy as she came hard on my cock. I, on the other hand, felt like I had a steel rod between my legs.
Jen lay beside us, and kissed us both while I slowly screwed her friend. She finally kissed me hard, then looking into my eyes she spoke. "Fuck her, Steve. Show her what a big dick can do. Fuck the shit out of her."
Marisa agreed. "Yes, Uuuunnngh, FUCK, God you fill me so tight. I want to come on your big, thick cock again. Gaaawwwwd, damn you feel good."



I lifted her easily off my cock, all 100 pounds of her, and place her to the side. I got up on my knees and moved her to her hands and knees. Jenny, seeing what I was up to, crawled underneath her, until the girls were positioned to eat each other, as I took up position behind Marisa.
"Oh, Marisa, you should see how huge his cock looks entering your tiny pussy. MMMmmmmmm, God I wish you could see this, you two look so hot, Mmmmmmmmm. Oh, shit, I can't believe that whole thing is going inside you. Steve, stop when you are all the way in." I was filling Marisa's pussy tantalizingly slow, and stopped when I had reached bottom. Jenny started licking my balls, then returned her attention to Marisa's clit. "Do her, Steve. I have to see it."
I didn't need the encouragement, as I pulled the full length of my cock from her pussy, then holding her hips tightly, drove into her hard.
"FUUUUUCK!" Marisa shouted, then returned to pleasuring the pussy in front of her.
I fucked her hard for several minutes, towards the end she was just laying with her head on Jenny's leg, moaning and grunting under my assault. I noticed she was saying something very softly, and could finally make out her words.
"...oh, there, god, i'm coming, ohhhhh, i'm, i'm coming, yeah, ohh..." Her voice never crept above a whisper. The words just spilled out of her, she was incoherent, just vocalized emotions. I could feel her asshole clenching around where my thumb had entered it, and her body would spasm occasionally. She was coming softly, and was lost in the throes of the pleasure.
When she finished coming, she lay there a bit, then realized where she was and decided to give Jenny some pleasure. Soon her head was bobbing up and down and her hands were working with her mouth to make sure Jenny got her share.
I was starting to feel like I might be able to come soon. Jenny was moaning, openly coaxing Marisa on, and when I heard her coming, I picked up the pace and fucked Marisa for all I was worth.
I was pumping into her hard and fast, with the sweat dripping off of me. I had a hand in her hair and was pulling back on her head, as I plowed her pussy with a vengeance.
My time had come as well, and Jenny must have figured from the way my balls tightened up and the pace accelerated, just how close I was.
"Come in my mouth, Steve. Start in her pussy, then pull out and finish in my mouth. I need to taste your cum. Please. Fill my mouth." Jen was begging me, and I could only oblige.
Once I felt that first heavy burst from my cock, I pulled out and shoved the length of my cock into Jenny's open mouth and throat, "FUUUUCK! Yeah!" I exclaimed as jet after jet of hot cum filled her mouth. Once I was done, I pulled out of her mouth, and placed my mouth over Marisa's ass as I tongued her little hole, while Jenny, underneath, did her best to suck every drop of my cum from Marisa's pussy.
It was several minutes before we calmed. Marisa had rolled over on her back and was ecstatic.
"Oh, you two! That was the best I ever came in my life. To be so filled, and have my clit licked at the same time. It was incredible. Unbelievable. It was so wonderful. My God!"
Jenny's face looked like she'd been mauled by a giant glazed donut. She had a spaced-out funny smile on her face, as she lay beside Marisa, idly toying with her friend's recently well-fucked pussy.
"Jenny, was that your first time with another girl?" I asked.
"MmmHmm," she replied, suddenly aware of her surroundings and smiling at me in assent.
"Damn, you two girls are so hot, I've got to have one of you now. Who will it be?"
"Already?" Marisa asked, looked down at my stiff cock.
"Still." I answered, and Jenny laughed.
"I think you should have both of us. I think it's time Marisa received the benefits of your talented mouth, while I get some of that meat in me."
Jenny was as good as her word, and soon had me prone beneath the two of them, Marisa's sopping pussy pressed against my mouth as I felt Jenny lower herself onto my love pole. I could hear the girls kissing as I thrust up into Jenny's familiar hole. Marisa's pussy was tangy, and the smell of her need was strong. My arms were pinned to my side by her legs, and all I could do was nibble at her lips, suck and tongue her clit, and fuck her tight little twat with my tongue. I must have licked her for five minutes, almost oblivious to the bouncing on my prick. I felt her legs tense and she was coming again, hard. When she came, she came a lot, far more than Cheryl or Jenny, and I could understand why Jen's face was so wet. I almost thought she was peeing on me. I licked continuously, sucking away, rubbing my chin against her clit when I was licking in her pussy. I wanted to get to her ass, but I couldn't reach it. I could barely lick the little stretch of skin between her pussy and ass. I settled into really sucking and nibbling on her clit, until she came again, not quite as hard as before, but for a long time. She fell of my face, and lay beside me breathing heavily, as Jenny continued to fuck herself on my cock.
I hadn't even noticed much of what was going on with Jenny; I was so caught up in eating Marisa. I looked down, and could see my cock was heavily coated with the white cum that Jenny produced. She was bent over, hunched over my cock, and she had her hands clenching my hips as she drove herself down onto my cock over and over again. Her eyes were closed. I reached up and grabbed her nipples, squeezing them. She looked up, her eyes open wide, her mouth gaping, and she slammed down onto me one last time, coming again, silently yelling. I lowered her to my chest, and kissed her tenderly, as her pussy clenched at my cock. I stroked her back to calm her.
"That was soooo sexy." Marisa purred. I turned my head to find her face next to mine. She kissed me. "Can I have another go, can't let that gorgeous cock go to waste."
Jenny giggled, and lifted her leg across me, making me available for Marisa. I continued kissing Jenny.
"God, Jenny, you feel so good. I love making love to you." I told her.
"You love fucking both of us, is what you mean."
"That too, of course. But you, you do things to me that I never imagined."
Marisa had her back to me and was lowering herself onto my cock. I was having a hard time getting in her.
"Just a sec, baby," I told Jenny, as I reached down to hold my cock tight, to keep it upright and hard.
It was only when I popped through, did I realize that Marisa was impaling her ass on my cock.
"Oh my God! Marisa, your ass is so fucking tight!"
Jenny was gone in seconds, down to between my legs, her face inches away from Marisa's pussy, as she watched Marisa try to cram my cock up her tight little butt.
"Oh, Steve, you have got to see this. She actually has your fat cock up her tiny little asshole - oh, that looks so hot and nasty!"
Marisa would lower herself by bouncing just a little on my cock, until she had managed another 1/2 inch or so. Then she would wait there a second, breathing heavily. Jenny was licking my cock near the base, watching the slow progress. The idea of fucking Marisa's ass had me so hard I could feel my cock penetrating farther as it grew inside her.
When she had about half my cock up her ass, she started fucking herself with it. She first raised and lowered herself an inch or so, then about two inches, until she was driving about 3/4 of my cock in and out of her own ass. With one quick movement she finally slammed her whole body down, driving my cock up her ass to the base. "Aaaaarrgghh," she screamed out as she did it.
With my entire cock embedded up her butt, she laid back on my chest, holding my cock, and squeezing it with the muscles of her butt. I could maneuver about two inches of it in and out of her in this position by rolling my ass back and forth. I kissed the side of her face, and rubbed and massaged her incredible breasts. Her breasts had huge aureoles, and her nipples were hard and long. I pulled and tweaked them. Looking down, I saw Jenny repositioning herself, then she was going down on Marisa, licking her pussy like a kitten at milk. Her fingers were rubbing Marisa's clit a mile a minute, as her tongue delved in and out of her dripping hole.
"I did it." Marisa gasped. "I took that monster up my ass."
Jenny was just going to town on Marisa's exposed pussy, when she sat up and cried out for us not to move. She went to the closet and returned with a chrome vibrator, which she held while she stood over us, turning it on and off, and generally teasing us with it.
"Oh, Jenny..." Marisa purred, wiggling her ass trying to fit even more cock up inside her.
Jenny positioned herself between our legs and used that vibrator on Marisa's clit, occasionally slipping it up her pussy. Once she lodged the whole thing up Marisa's tight twat and turned up the speed to high. I could feel it clearly though her pussy wall on my cock, and I jumped, driving my cock ever deeper into her ass and drawing a cry out of Marisa.
"Marisa, your ass is incredible. It's like my dick is in a clamp. You are so unbelievably tight. I can't believe you took the whole thing. God, I love fucking your tight little ass." I was now finally fucking a couple of inches in and out of her butt, keeping most of my cock lodged deep in her while Jenny pleasured her.
"Yeah," she answered, "Fuck my tight ass. Fuck me. Fuck it."
I sat up, with her sitting on my lap, impaled to the hilt. I held her tight around the waist as I stood up, using the desk for balance. Jenny was watching, standing in front of me, and helping lift with her hands on Marisa's butt cheeks. I carried her to the wall, and leaned her against it face first. I held her small legs in my hands right at the junction where legs meet ass, and raised her up off my cock by the strength of my arms. I then let gravity do its work, lowering her the full length of my cock.
"Oooooooohhh," she moaned, into the wall.
Jenny had gotten behind me, and was trying to spread my cheeks so she could lick at my ass and balls. She was insistent. I could feel that she still had the vibrator and was considering another opening now - mine.
Soon it was as if I was in the gym. Marisa was a dead weight I lifted up and down on my cock until my arms were burning, and my cock was ready to explode. I was breathing hard in a pattern Jenny recognized.
"Come on Steve, just a few more, make it burn, fill her ass, come on you can do it."
I was pressing Marisa hard against the wall, her legs splayed, her breasts mashed against the wallpaper. She was pinned there by the weight of my body. Now it was my cock that was going up and down, as her poor abused ass took the full brunt of my effort. I was on my toes, bending my knees, and driving my cock up into her ass over and over.
"That's it Steve, fuck her ass, fill her ass, fill her dirty little ass, you can do it." Jen was whispering in my ear, her hand stroking my ass as I reamed Marisa. The vibrator was now just inside my ass, and the feeling was incredible urging me onward.
Marisa was out of it. Her mouth was open, and drool was dripping from the corner. Her eyes were mere slits, and all I could see were whites. She had her arms stretched high above her, like she was trying to climb away, as she was mercilessly fucked up the ass.
Finally, I was there. I slammed forward hard, exploding into her bowels. I could hear the drywall failing as I almost put her through the wall. With several more thrusts, I finished inside her. Exhausted and spent, I lifted her off my cock, and cum ran out her open hole and dripped onto the floor. I placed her in the middle of the bed and Jenny and I gently fondled her, touching her softly and kissing her, bringing her back from wherever she had gone.
While I continued to whisper to her, and caress her face, Jenny got a moist facecloth and started to clean Marisa. There was a little blood and I felt bad, I had completely lost control there, nothing could have stopped me from coming in her tight ass. Marisa's nipples were red and raw from where they'd been crushed against the wall, and one side of her face was red.
"Jesus." she finally spoke. "Am I a great fuck or what."
Jenny and I laughed out loud. "Yes Marisa, you are a great fuck. That was the most intense fuck of my life." I told her.
* * * *
Post Script (for those who care):
I did have a hard time explaining to Cheryl coming home from work late on a Friday, shaved from my beard on down. I told her I was going to enter a local body-building competition, and needed the look. I avoided naming the day-spa that did the work on me. To give credence to the story, I started practicing some posing.
The following week, we did the instant-tanning thing, and Jen got her belly button ring, and I got my diamond stud earring. We invited Marisa along and I even convinced her that she needed a tiny tattoo just below the small of her back: a stylized 'incredible'. Marisa saw a superman emblem in the tattoo parlor and wanted me to get it on my cock. I laughed at her. No one is sticking a needle into my cock a few hundred times. We ended up back at Jenny's for a quick bout. I got to come in Jenny's mouth and Marisa's cunt, but I was allowed nowhere near her ass, and in no uncertain terms.
I do feel a little bad. Marisa's is actually finally discussing separation and divorce from her husband. I don't want to believe that I contributed to that, but I can't help it. Jen tells me it was a long time coming anyway, and that her husband has fucked half the city and hits on all her friends. But still...
I am such a soft touch. Within the month Jen went back to Dr. Bardon, and I paid for her nose job. I also got the LASIK eye surgery. I'm still bare of hair on most of my body now, and am dieting down to competition weight to see how I'll look.
Maybe we're taking this body-beautiful thing too far, but hey, it's working for me so far.
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After my initial conquest of Jen (documented in "Jen and Me: Sis-in-Law Rewards") things were a little awkward between us. That first weekend had been fantastic, and the sex was raw and uninhibited, but where did it go from there? We had said all along we were just doing this as friends, but there's something about screwing your sister-in-law five times in a period of less than 24 hours that changes the relationship a bit.
After the scene with Marisa ("Jen and Me: Descent into Narcissism") it was clear that we were crossing some kind of boundary, and were more than just friends. I must say however that Dr. Barton is a genius, and once the swelling and black eyes went away her nose was perfect.
We weren't just balling indiscriminately. We did stick to the rules, and we always found some excuse, some bet or little incentive, to find our way back to the sack. It might be a new weight goal, a personal best in the gym, or even a sports bet. But we often limited the activity according to the bet, and were amazingly good at staying within the boundaries of the game.
Cheryl was a little pissed at me. I told her I'd given Jenny the money for her nose job, as a reward for working so hard to get me into shape. Little did I know that Cheryl also had always wanted a nose job. She got one as a Christmas present. And she got her teeth whitened. And she got the LASIK eye surgery. Dr. Barton and friends are doing all right off of us, about $26K spent, but worth it.
The sex between Cheryl and I was still improving. My wife had reached her initial goal for weight loss, but made a new goal, and had moved up to running from walking. She was training for her first 10K and had conned her best friend Denise into training with her, after bullying her into losing the 20 lbs. she'd put on after her first kid.
Our improved fitness, energy level, and stamina had us in the best shape we'd ever been in for both of us. And it was reflected in our frequent sexual bouts and occasional weekend marathons. Cheryl was the happiest she'd been since I'd met her. When our sex had been (much) less frequent, she was often unhappy, worried that it was because of her, and perhaps I didn't love her. Sex restored her confidence and a high level of demonstrative affection had even made her a little wilder and more adventurous than ever before. She wanted to have sex outdoors (still away from any likely viewers) and was encouraging some role-playing in the bedroom. We even had our first (!) light bondage session - after eight years of marriage.
Did I mention that life was good?
My one concern was developing with Jenny. She'd completely stopped dating, and after about 6 months of occasional sex, we were finding excuses to hop in the sack together almost once a week.
Not only that, but we were becoming more than 'fuck-friends'. Once I'd started hanging out with the bigger body-builders in the gym I was privy to the frequent discussions of sex that was going on. These guys were more open about it than anyone I'd ever known, including during my frat days in college. A lot of the guys had 'fuck-friends'. These were typically girls they'd dated, and when they ended the relationship, a lot of the girls were willing to still let these guys screw the hell out of them, sometimes just showing up on their doors for dinner and sex. My guess was the girls were hoping that somehow the guys would come back to them for good. For the guys, it was convenient hot sex, without any of the relationship BS.
Jen and I were going the other way. We had started with uncomplicated, wild sex. One of the reasons I was comfortable continuing the relationship was because I figured there was no risk of serious involvement. It wasn't like Jen was going to try to steal me away from her sister. And a good-looking girl like her should have no trouble finding a man.
But she wasn't trying. Since I'd started working out with her, she'd only had a handful of dates, none in the last six months, and had sex only once in well over a year - present company excluded - and that a pretty miserable event. She was stilling going out on occasions with her work and school friends, but she was turning away the guys without giving them a chance. She and Marisa went out at least once a week. Marisa was trying to get back into the dating scene, but they were both hopelessly picky.
In the meantime, our sex was now ending up in cuddling sessions, long talks and lots of kissing and sensitive actions. Often during our home 'workouts' I'd find myself in the missionary position, relaxed, screwing away almost like old married couples, and discussing our days and goals, and even dreams.
Marisa came over twice (I benched 320!), and we had some nice sessions together, but no anal for either of them, and I left the little blue pill out of the equation. I guess I was enough for both of them without it. The last time out, Jenny was acting a bit jealous over the attention I gave Marisa (she shouldn't have bet on Maryland). I tried hard to make it up to her once Marisa had left.
It was March. Spring was in the air. I was afraid she was falling for me.
The Friday after Cheryl's first 10k, Jen was especially gabby in bed after paying off a bet (whether I could be on time for the gym for an entire week). We were entwined in a figure four, with my cock still inside her, semi-hard, and I was contemplating another quick fuck, while absent-mindedly running my hand back and forth across her ass.
"Don't remind me," Jen sighed, relaxed and resting with her eyes closed after I'd brought her to climax three separate times before finishing myself.
"What?" I asked, puzzled by her comment.
"My scrawny, bony ass. That's what."
"Jen, you have a nice ass, it's tight and sweet."
"How is it you and Cheryl, and everyone else I know can completely change everything about their bodies, and after three years I still have this bony ass. Cheryl got all the curves and I'm stuck with this stick of figure."
I had no idea where this was coming from. We had never really discussed her figure much since her new breasts, except for the one time I've already documented. Mostly it just involved me telling her how delicious she was.
"Jen, if you want to get a round butt, you've got to tailor your workout to it. The workout you're doing now will do the opposite if anything. Endless cycling and light dumbbell work won't do jack for your glutes."
Whereas I'm a voracious reader, and study everything I delve into, Jen avoids books and reading outside of school. Once I picked up bodybuilding and working out, I read dozens of books, and researched everything online.
"Let me work out a plan for you, I'll do a little research, and Monday we'll start a program that will have your pants filling out in back, and the guys pants filling out in front." During our discussion the inevitable had happened, and I was screwing her in a quite leisurely fashion. I was still stroking her sweet ass, occasionally teasing her tight little butthole with my finger.
"If you can get me a round bubble-butt, I'll give you something." Jen answered warmly, grinding back on my insistent cock.
"And that would be..." I prompted her.
"I'll let you fuck my new round ass. You can pound that huge cock up my butt. I know you want to. You can be my first. Ooh, you like that do you? The idea of spreading my tight tiny hole and shoving that big fat prick of yours up my ass so far you'll bring tears to my eyes. I saw what you did to Marisa, you can do that and more to me." She was teasing me relentlessly, pulling my cock out of her pussy with her hand and rubbing the head around her asshole, actually pressing back against it, almost taking the entire head in her ass, before returning it to her pussy.
There was nothing relaxing about the way I was fucking her now, slamming my cock in and out, my thumb embedded deep up her ass.
"Yeah, I'd love to fuck this sweet little virgin hole. And your pretty little butthole is so sweet and cute."
"Bullshit, you just want to screw any ass." She gasped out while bouncing off the headboard.
"No, really. It's tight, just a little light brown at the edges, and so smooth up your sweet little crack. It's the prettiest butthole I've seen."
"I bet you say that to all the girls you fuck ragged."
I had to roll her onto her knees, ass way up high, head down in the pillow. "I just have to see the prize I'll be claiming before too long," I told her as I screwed her pussy with long, deliberate strokes. I was holding her cheeks apart, teasing her asshole mercilessly, with one thumb, then a finger, and finally two fingers. The sight was too much for me, and I finally exploded, pulling out and spraying my cum across her ass. I held her hole open allowing several jets of cum to splash right in her ass, and to drip down inside.
"Damn," she exclaimed breathlessly, "that's quite a response. You DO want to fuck my virgin ass bad, don't you?"
"Be ready to workout on Monday, baby, 'cause I guarantee you, this ass will be mine by spring."
I'd worry about the increasing closeness, and lack of boyfriend on her part, AFTER I'd had my way with that tempting little brown eye.
* * * *
That Monday, Jen and I met at the gym extra early. I had asked her to wear a bodysuit and no shorts so we could see the muscles we'd be working on. We had the place pretty much to ourselves except for Jack the manager, and I took her straight to the free weight area.
"There's no mystery to working glutes. If you're looking for a nice round 'bubble butt' you'll first need to add some more muscle back there. Turn sideways to the mirror - yeah, like that, and clench your butt. See, the muscle is mostly at the bottom, and notice the hard indentation here on the sides. We can fix that."
During the discussion, I had turned her back and forth in front of the mirror, and was pressing on her butt cheeks, to emphasize the areas we were discussing.
"Come over to the squat rack. This is the basic exercise for building glutes and quads. It is the ultimate full-body exercise. But in your case, one little change can really build the glutes." I was placing two forty-five-pound plates on each side of the Olympic bar. "Now I'm going to squat with these weights, and I want you to place your hands on my glutes and feel where the muscles are tightest. I'm using pretty light weight for me, so I can do the exercise real slow and under control."
Jen edged up to just behind me, and placed her hands on my cheeks, about 1/2 way to the side. "Like that?"
"Perfect." I replied. "Now, I'm going to take the weight off the machine, see where the tension is?"
"Yeah," she answered, "It's almost like you're clenching your butt."
"Right. Now I'm going to lower this, a few inches, then stop, then a few more inches, then stop, all the way to a full squat. Feel where the tension is, feel the glutes, quads, lower back, all over my legs. It is important you understand where the muscles are being worked."
I slowly lowered the weight. She ran her hands all over my legs and ass even up between my legs and around my waist. She made continuous comments about where the tension was, which areas were really hard, etc. She was not gentle, probing and pushing to see just where the feel was.
I noticed Jack would occasionally glance our way, other than him, we had the place to ourselves.
From the bottom I raised the weight again, and she continued her touching. I don't know if she noticed Jack observing us, but she certainly didn't act like it.
"Wow! That is soooo cool, feeling your hard muscles work." Softly she added, "You know this is getting me hot."
Squats and dead lifts were a core part of my own regimen and my butt had always been solid. In my new beefed up and ripped condition, my ass in tight jeans got a fairly high level of attention from the ladies. Yeah, I was a little proud.
"Me too, believe me. But this is training and serious. This is going to be the secret to giving you an unbelievable ass." I had racked the weight for a second. A 15 second, single rep squat is hard work. "Now I'm going to do a few more. Feel the glutes in particular. These will be at normal speed." I dropped and did three more.
"Ok, I can see where the work is. My turn."
"Oh, no, not yet. Time for the 'secret sauce'. I'm going to do a subtle change and I want you to feel the difference." This time I spread my feet a little further apart, just a hair more than shoulder width, and moved my feet back about four inches, which resulted in my upper body having a slight lean forward. Just before I started, I concentrated and clenching my abs and glutes throughout the workout.
"Ready? Here I go." I did three straight slow paced squats that way.
"Ohmigod! Your ass was like a rock throughout the entire exercise! I could feel the upper glutes stretching and tensing under my hands. What did you do?"
I explained the concept and let her know it was her turn. I stripped the bar down to about 80 lbs., and positioned her feet. Then I guided her through a single squat, stopping her when her thighs were parallel to the ground. She then powered the bar back up.
"Good. That is the basic exercise. The slight lean will work the glutes more than the other muscles. Now two more secrets. Start the exercise with your abs and glutes tensed, and at the bottom, hold it for about two seconds, and squeeze your ass really hard as you push back up."
I held my hands on her ass, to feel that the muscles were doing as expected. She was such a good student; she did it perfectly.
"Ok, now we'll let you feel some weight. I want to find out just how much weight you can squat." I loaded the bar with 120 lbs. Combined with the weight of the bar it was close to 160 lbs. She managed it, but it was clearly difficult. "That's great, can you take any more?"
"Maybe, a little," she admitted.
I added ten more pounds and gave her a two-minute rest. With just a little help she managed two. "Great. That tells me that your normal workout should start with 80 lbs. for fifteen reps, and ending with 120 for six to eight. If you can do more than eight reps, the next workout we add five lbs. across the board."
"Ok, give me five good reps," I had stripped the bar down to 100. I fondled her ass through each one on the pretext of checking her form. I gave her a little help on the last one. She was grunting hard, high intensity, and her legs were shaking a bit as we racked the bar. "Great." I told her.
Two people had finally come in, so I thought we should move onto something a little less titillating.
"Ok, that is going to do 80% of the work for us. But each Monday and Thursday you are going to do this exercise routine that will have your ass in shape in nothing flat." I took her to the side and showed her a wide-leg dead lift and dumbbell lunges. In each case I walked her through the exercise, and had her feel for the muscles doing the work. I had a logbook I had printed for her, and showed her the exercise progression. Three sets of squats, followed by two sets of dead lifts, then three sets of lunges, in each case higher weights and lower reps to build the muscle.
"No biking, except for our weekend outings for a while, we're going to put you on the elliptical glider with a steep incline to work the glutes. We'll start every workout with thirty minutes of that." I showed her how the Precor machine worked, and how to use the setting I wanted.
"You are going to finish with an ab workout."
"But my abs are great," she interrupted, "I do hundreds of crunches already."
"You have gorgeous abs, and by staying so slim, they really show nicely. But I think you are working almost exclusively the upper abs, and if you follow this routine, you'll work the lower abs and side obliques, that will really give you some definition." I took her to the ab workout room, and showed her V crunches and twisting crunches, doing more lifting of the legs than back. We took turns doing the exercises, with more feeling of the muscles involved. I was touching her lower abs, and let my hands wander lower to rub her crotch. She was soaked through.
"I am so hot; your hands all over me are driving me crazy." Jen reached forward and grabbed my obvious hard-on through my shorts. I leaned back and she lowered the top of my shorts, taking my hard cock between her talented lips. I was looking through the mirror into the main room to see if anyone was headed our way.
"I bet you can't do ten more crunches." I told her.
"You're right, you win, I'm yours, thirty minutes." She said after pulling my cock from her mouth.
It felt like cheating, but I was too hot and horny to care. "Meet me in the sauna, we should have it to ourselves for a while, no one here looks like they're even 1/2 done with their workout." The wet sauna was located between the locker rooms, and accessible from the showers in each.
I took off for the men's changing room, stopped by my locker to dispose of my clothes and grab a towel. Jen was getting there just as I did. She went straight for my towel and within seconds was gobbling down my semi-hard cock. I placed a cup of water on the hot rocks, looked down to see her stroking my hardening cock and talking to it.
"Get hard, damn you, and fuck me good. Fuck me now." Without even acknowledging me, the lowly host of the appendage in question, she turned around, placed one leg on a sauna bench, and slipped my cock into her extremely wet pussy.
"God! I needed that. Now fuck me." She was leaning over, both hands resting on the sauna bench.
Not needing any encouragement, I gave her long hard strokes of my cock, as I dumped another cup of water on the rocks. I wanted to steam up the room, in case anyone finished early and took a shower. Hopefully the steam would hide some of the action.
Looking over my shoulder into the men's shower, I saw Jack, the morning manager, standing against the glass, watching the action. He was obviously enthralled, watching me plow this hot babe in the middle of the gym at 6:30 in the morning. I pressed one finger to my lips, shushing him, and started to really hammer away at her, giving him an eyeful. I could see he was stroking his own cock, which was sticking out the leg of his shorts.
Jenny on the other hand was talking a mile a minute. "Damn, you got me so hot in there, touching me so openly with all those people around, feeling my ass, brushing my twat. I almost came when you put your hand between my legs on that last squat. And the sit-ups, I could see right up the leg of your shorts. Your cock was so hard. God, fuck me, yeah, harder, ohhhhhhh, yeah. God I'm there, I'm there, don't slow down, oh yeah, oh yeahhhhhhh, oh SHIIIIT, FUUUUUCKKK." She was shaking hard as she came, and just as she was finishing, I knew it was getting close to time for me.
I fucked her fast and hard, for another minute. For fun I took a cup of the water and poured it all over her back, watching the water run down the crack of her ass.
"Oh, do that again," she sighed - so I did.
"I gotta come in your hot mouth," I told her, turning her so Jack would be getting a great side view, making sure I turned her away from him. She eagerly turned, and sucked me down. Within about fifteen seconds she was doing her Linda Lovelace imitation and swallowing me to the root. I looked over to see Jack whacking his meat at about 100 miles an hour. He was big; he looked longer than me, if not as wide. Something I would file away for possible future use.
"I'm there," I warned her.
She pulled her head off my cock, and starting stroking my cock, while licking the head and holding it at the edge of her mouth. "Good, I want a full facial, come for me hard." She was stroking hard and fast, just as she knew I liked it.
I looked over to see Jack heading to the shower, leaving a large white pool dripping down the sauna glass door.



"Ohhhh, yesssss," I hissed as I loosed my first stream of cum on her chin. She was leaning her head back as I loosed several long sticky streams of cum all over her face. Her eyes were closed, good thing, because one stream stretched from her hairline, right down her left eye to her mouth. She finally took my sensitive cock head gently between her lips and cleaned me. Cum was dripping down her cheeks and she was giggling as she finished sucking me off.
"I hope no one catches me hopping into the shower," she laughed, and without another word, headed into the girl's shower.
I turned to take my shower. Entering the tiled area, steam was billowing out of one stall, where I could see Jack was cleaning up. I took the shower stall across from him.
I knew Jack moderately well. Jack was attending college nearby, working on his MBA. He was the guy who took my first application to join the gym, and showed me around. Most of the time he worked the late shift, but I guess he had swapped with Michelle to have this morning.
Once I had started seriously working with the weights, he had worked with me on occasion, working on form and appropriate workout set combinations. He was in great shape, could move heavy weights, but he didn't have the mass of a bodybuilder. School was keeping him busy, and he was too poor for supplements, but had told me he'd be trying for his ACE certification as a trainer in the summer. Mid school-year the summer looked to be a long ways off.
"Dude, I hope you don't mind my saying so, but your girlfriend is REALLY hot. I wasn't spying on you, I was just checking the sauna temperature, since I had only turned it on fifteen minutes earlier".
"No problem, that was pretty crazy of us, but it's hard for me to turn her down. She's not my girlfriend though, just a good friend and workout buddy."
"Shit! Are you kidding me? Man how come I can't find a workout buddy like that." He sounded anguished.
"Hell Jack, you remember what I looked like a year ago, damn I was over 300 lbs. Jen has been my trainer and motivator, just to get me in here. Plus she added some 'personal' motivation to help me achieve my goals. I'm in the best shape of my life, and I owe it to her dragging my fat ass in here in the first place."
"Yeah, man, a mouth and ass like that could sure motivate me. And did you see her tits? Awesome. I mean, uh, well of course you saw 'em." I think he only just understood how openly he was talking about a woman I was screwing.
"You know," I confided in him, "she's looking for a boyfriend. She could certainly do worse than you, and you do have school and gym in common."
"She's going to school?" he asked incredulously.
"Sure, studying digital art and some comp-sci stuff."
"Wow. Could you, like, set us up? I'd love to take her out." he was almost begging.
"Let me talk to her about dating and see if she's ready. If so, I'll give you the lowdown that should give you the inside track. But you'll have to ask her yourself." I had stepped out of the shower, and was drying off. I figured Jack must be getting waterlogged.
* * * *
The next evening I called Jen to set up our next workout, wanting to give her a specialized upper-body workout. She was almost crying into the phone.
"Oh, Steve. My ass hurts so badly, I can barely sit. What have you done to me?"
"Come on, you know it's what you wanted. The first few times it's gonna hurt. I'll set you up with some stuff that should help the recovery." I figured some supplements like L-glutamine and creatine would help in the recovery phase.
"Could you come over and help me? I swear I'm miserable. At least massage some ointment into my butt."
"Ok, let me tell Cheryl I'm headed out, and I'll be over in a bit."
I went downstairs to tell Cheryl I was gonna stop by GNC to get some supplements and take 'em over to Jen. I reached the bottom of the stairs and she was waiting for me.
"What's going on between you and Jenny? And don't give me any shit." She was livid.
"What are you talking about?" I answered, puzzled, and frankly a little worried.
"You just had to screw her ass, just 'cause I won't let you do it, didn't you? Tell me the truth! Is that how she paid you for her nose-job?" She was almost yelling.
Puzzled at first, I realized she must have overheard our conversation.
I laughed in relief, "Is that what you think you heard?"
"I know what I heard, and I can't believe you did that. You bastard."
"Cheryl, I gave Jenny a new high-intensity weight-lifting workout that exercises the butt muscles. She wants a round butt, instead of the skinny little butt she has now. She overdid it, and now she's sore."
"Oh really," she snapped.
"Seriously, I was just coming down to tell you I was headed to GNC to get her some supplements that should help with the soreness. You remember how sore I would be after doing a new workout." It looked like I might be dodging a bullet here.
"Then why are you gonna rub her butt, if nothing’s going on? How many butts do you rub?" She was still steamed, but it looked like she might believe this.
"Come on baby, calm down." I was guiding her to the living room. "Listen, why would I want her scrawny little butt, when you are so hot. You know I like a little meat on my bones." There was more than a bit of truth to this. I went more for the voluptuous types typically, and Cheryl knew it.
"So are you going over there to rub her butt?" She was still sticking to the subject.
"Jen and I have used Ben-Gay, and other ointments on sore muscles before. When I first started doing the heavy delt workouts and could barely move my arms, remember? She massaged my shoulders before and after workouts for two weeks with ointments - that didn't seem to bother you."
"Shoulders aren't the same as her butt. Are you going to rub her tits too?" Now she was just being petulant.
"Cheryl. Jenny and I have been working out for almost a year. You can thank her that our sex life is so good - she's the one that got me into the gym, nagging me. As my workout buddy, we take each other's measurements every month, with calipers to check bodyfat. You know we do that half-nude, stripped to our underwear. We've become good friends, but there is almost no sexual tension between us. If I massage her butt, it's to take the soreness out of the muscles. If I massage YOUR butt, it means I intend to lay some pipe, and pretty damn soon."
She giggled a bit at that, but strangely the laugh turned into almost hysterical weeping.
"Cheryl, I didn't screw your sisters butt." I said this vehemently, and honestly.
"Oh, I believe you. I almost wish you had. You know, she hasn't been on a date in probably 4-5 months. She's only been going out with Marisa, and now I think Marisa is moving in with her." she was still sobbing.
"So?"
"So, Marisa is bi; I think Jenny is turning gay."
"Come on, Cheryl, why would you think that. And why would you think Marisa is bi?"
"Jenny told me Marisa was bi, ever since college. And as for Jenny, well for one, she's only dating women - you talk to her almost every day, when was the last time she dated a guy?"
"I'm not sure, late summer I think. I guess that didn't work out too well. Going out with Marisa doesn't mean she's dating her, come on, Marisa's married." The divorce wasn't quite final yet.
"She used to talk about guys all the time, guys from work, guys from school. Now she never does. Does she ever talk to you about guys from school or work?" She asked me.
"No, I guess not. But she never did talk to me about that stuff."
"Well, I know last year she said she was ready to give up on men, and now it looks like she has. Can't you find a guy for her? She's had nothing but miserable lovers and bad experiences for the last 4 years. She needs someone like you. Some guy who can give her what she needs. Don't you know anybody?" she asked, clinging to my arm. Her spare hand was working down to my crotch.
"Well, I don't know. Let me talk to her and see if she is looking to be dating. I haven't heard any mention of Marisa moving in either." I was purposefully hesitant here, thinking this whole thing may work out. I love serendipity.
"One of those young engineers that work for you then. They would love her, can't you set her up with them?"
"Come on, Cheryl. We've tried that, I've brought her to work parties, and she doesn't want to have anything to do with those 'geeks' as she puts it. She is so damn picky."
"Steve, we've got to help her." Cheryl was opening my pants, and pulling out my hardening cock. Stroking it, she looked up to me, "If you can get her laid really good, maybe she'll rethink this. You've got to help me." She stopped talking to take my cock in her mouth and work it up and down. "If you do this I'll do anything you want, ANYTHING."
"Well, I'll try, but we don't talk about that kind of stuff much. I don't even know what kind of guys she likes." It was getting hard to talk. Cheryl's mouth may not be quite as talented as Jenny’s, but who was I to nit-pick.
She pulled up again, "Well, we know she thinks you're cute. She's often told me how lucky I must be, now that you're such a hunk. When you're rubbing her butt, see if you can get her turned on."
"Oh, come on, Cheryl." I said, exasperated. "You don't want me to do that. What would I do if she did get excited? And besides, she's got such a skinny butt, almost like a boys."
"Oh, I don't know. Come on, you've said before that you think she's pretty. Please, do something, think of me when you're rubbing her butt, and of the things I'll let you do if we can just get her a boyfriend." She went back down on me, aggressively, sucking hard.
"I don't know..."
She stopped for just a second. And then she dropped a bombshell. "Maybe I can work out something with Denise spending the night, if you do this. If you can get Jen a boyfriend. Get her laid good."
Cheryl knew that I had always considered Denise the best looking and sweetest of her girlfriends. Denise had married some over-protective loser, and had a kind of dead-end life. She'd let herself go for a while, and put on some weight, but Cheryl had told me that Denise had been inspired by our weight loss and new-found fitness, and had lost some weight herself. Almost 20 lbs., and the running was starting to tighten up her body.
God, she is offering me a threesome, if I would screw her sister and get her a boyfriend. There is a God in heaven.
The offer of Denise, the upcoming ass rubbing for Jenny, and Cheryl's talented mouth and hands were too much for my control, and I let loose in her mouth suddenly, with almost no warning. Cheryl sucked me dry, not losing a drop, then tucked my softening dick back into my underwear.
"Oh, so the Denise thing did the job, hunh? You know, since you've gotten so buff, I've been telling her about our sex and she's just dripping over the idea of how good our sex life is. You get Jenny laid, I don't care how you do it, I don't care if you have to do it. You get her laid, you get Marisa out of the picture, and I'll get Denise to come down for a weekend, and see what we can't work out."
"I don't know, Cheryl. I'll do what I can. But if I do get Jenny laid, and manage to get her hooked up, you and I are going to have some seriously hot fun together. If you get Denise for me, I'm sure that somehow we can find a fantasy of yours to fulfill." I stood up buttoning my pants.
“How do you know we won’t be fulfilling a fantasy of mine as well?” Cheryl joked.
"You better stop teasing me, or I’ll never get out of here. I better go over there now, and see what I can do for her. I'll try to find out about this Marisa thing. But no promises."
"Just try, Steve." She pleaded, "Jenny's just confused, help her, please?"
* * * *
This was certainly a side of Cheryl I'd never seen before. The last thing I would have expected from her was encouragement with her sister OR an offer for a threesome with Denise. I knew she'd once gone down on a guy with a friend, but that was the closest to a threesome that she'd ever been involved in as far as I knew.
I loaded up with a few supplies from my gym bag, and after a quick stop at GNC to get the supplements, I hauled ass over to Jen's place. She only lived about 5 miles away, so it didn't take long.
When I got to her place, I knocked and she yelled, "It's open."
I walked in, and she was lying on her stomach, watching TV, with an ice pack on her butt. "You've crippled me. I may never walk again,” she pouted.
"Ok, enough of the melodramatics, I've got some stuff for you to take. First of all, you know you shouldn't have ice on there, you need heat. Have you taken any painkillers yet?"
"Nothing," she whimpered.
"Ok, take these pills. Just some plain old boring Advil for the pain, and some glutamine to help with the muscle rebuilding. Each day before you exercise, you take 2 glutamine tablets, then afterwards, mix this powder with 12 oz of water, and drink it along with 2 more glutamine tablets. On days you don't work out, take the powder in water in the morning, and 2 glutamine tablets just before you go to bed."
"What's in the powder?"
"Spanish-fly, of course. Really, it's a creatine compound, for added strength and recovery, as well as a variety of amino acids for muscle recovery and added energy."
"Ok, but my ass still is killing me."
"Well," I said, "let me see if I can fix that." I removed the ice pack from her butt, and said, "Let's move you to your room, where I will give you a full back massage, with special emphasis on your sorest areas. You've worked hard lately, and you deserve it. I've got some ointment here we can rub into your sore muscles. "
I reached down and scooped her in my arms, still belly down, and carried her into the bedroom, where I placed her on the mattress on the floor. "Let's get this stuff off you," I explained, as I started removing her slacks and top. She wiggled a little by way of help, and was soon naked.
I started a thorough massage, working my way down from her neck and shoulders to the small of her back. When I got to her butt, I was much gentler, and slowly, easily started rubbing her ass cheeks. I took some of the Atomic Balm I had brought, and started working a small amount into each of her cheeks.
"Oh, that feels nice and cool," she purred.
"Not for long," I warned, as I got up to wash my hands.
"And where are you going?" she asked as I headed out the bedroom door.
"Just to wash my hands, wouldn't want to get that on any sensitive areas by accident." I headed to the kitchen, and used liberal amounts of water and soap to rid all traces of the fiery substance.
"What is that stuff? It's really getting warm." she called out to me.
"It's call Atomic Balm. It's for sore muscles. It gives a deep penetrating heat that should help." I answered as I reentered the room.
"God, my ass is on fire, I think you used way too much, it's really burning." She was wriggling under the intense warmth permeating her ass cheeks.
"I used only about 1/2 a normal amount, it'll stop getting hotter around now, and provide a nice constant warmth for about the next 1/2 hour. When I played football we got the real treatment. It was torture. When we wanted to really get even with an asshole, a little of that worked into their jockstrap would really do the job." I laughed, remembering some worthy recipients of that treatment once upon a time.
I laid a light towel across her butt, to avoid any spreading of the ointment, and resumed the massaging. I was working from the small of her back, down to the top of her thighs. She parted her legs a bit, and I lay down between them, massaging her sore butt through the towel, and planting kisses across that sensitive area where her rear meets her legs.
"Hey, no funny stuff. Did I say you could have me?" She closed her legs tight.
"You're right, I'm sorry. I just got a little heated up." I went back to massaging her legs.
"You know, I just remembered that I did promise you thirty minutes yesterday, but you only used about five in the shower, so I guess you have another twenty-five coming." She spread her legs again, and I accepted the invitation, kissing her ass and legs within a hairbreadth of her hot pussy.
"Wow - that stuff is getting me hot, five minutes ago sex was the furthest thing from my mind, now my ass pain is down to a dull roar, and the fire in pussy is starting to match that in my cheeks." She was still wriggling under my ministrations, making an effort to point her pouty nether-lips in the way of my kisses and oral attention.
"You know where Cheryl thinks I am?" I finally relented, and brushed my lips across the edge of her swollen pussy lips.
"Mmmmm, Where?"
"Here, rubbing your ass, trying to get you turned on." I told her.
"Right. No really, what excuse did you use."
"Is Marisa moving in with you?" I answered.
She raised up a little, onto her elbows and looked back at me. "Maybe. How did you know?"
So I told her about the fears her family had, and about my role in 'bringing her back from the darkside.' It gave us both a chuckle, the irony of it not at all lost.
"Well, with her divorce, she does need a place to stay. And we do get along really well. But I wasn't sure. I think she expects to share you with me, and I'm not sure I want that. But at least it would give her a place to start, and maybe you could help me find someone for her. But I wouldn't want you screwing Marisa behind my back. If you two do anything, I want to be there."
"Well, of course for you I'd make that sacrifice." I was still rubbing her butt cheeks, more thoroughly, still through the towel, and giving a little oral attention to her moist pussy.
"You sure you can handle this?" she asked, jokingly.
"What, seduce my sister-in-law, rescue the lost Marisa from the desperate path of Sapphos, and then satisfy my wife and her best friend for a weekend?" I retorted. "It's a tough job but somebody's got to do it." I was shedding my pants now, my raging hard-on demanding attention. I took two pillows and placed them under her hips, then entered her from behind, gently, while massaging her shoulders and back.
"Aaah, that's nice. I guess you can tell Cheryl it worked. You've seduced me - you brazen bastard."
"No way! You are too resistant, too loyal to your sister, and just not that interested. It's going to take a lot of hard work to seduce you, and finally find you a man of your own. I think Cheryl and her friends will really have to encourage me." We both laughed at that one.
We got quiet for a moment, and the sex got a little more immediate on my part, picking up the pace a bit.
"How come you aren't dating now?" I ventured, "And don't tell me you're not getting any offers."
"I don't know. Too busy with school, work, and the gym, I guess. And I AM getting some great sex, it would be a shame to mess that up."
"Please don't say that our occasional times together are interfering; I don't want that. I want you to have what I have - happiness, companionship, love, family. You know I don't sleep with anyone but you and Cheryl - I do love her very much, but I love you for bringing back the joy to my life. You have made my life with Cheryl so much better, just by restoring my fitness and sex drive."
"Don't forget Marisa, I think you've had at least some sexual contact there," she reminded me.
I was so comfortable with Jen by now we commonly had these conversations during our sex. We could talk about anything, and never lose a stroke. I had worked my knees under her legs a bit and was sitting a bit more upright. I had returned to massaging her butt cheeks, while I long-stroked her.
"Oh, that's nice, right there," she responded to my latest adjustment. "I don't know Steve, dating is such a pain, and things are going so well with us now, I don't want to fuck things up either."



"Well, I'll help you in anyway I can. Hey, maybe we'll get lucky and find a decent, well-hung, funny, charming guy that wouldn't mind sharing, or forming a four-way with you, me and Marisa." The sensation was perfect and unconsciously I had picked up the pace quite a bit. It was getting harder to concentrate on the conversation.
"Right. Like that'll happen. Like I haven't tried to get a guy in the past." She certainly sounded pessimistic.
"Just tell me you'll consider any dating opportunities before dismissing them out-of-hand." I was really going to town now.
Jen was starting to grunt with each pounding stroke into her pussy, she was unusually quiet, just repeating "Oh, yeah," every half-dozen strokes.
"Shit baby, I can just imagine your ass getting rounder and more full with each session, until I'll be here, driving my hard cock into your virgin ass, holding a big round delicious cheek in each hand."
"Oh, yeah, show me you like it, lover, give it to me." She growled.
"Fuck yeah I'll give it to you. I love fucking your sweet pussy, and can hardly wait to plow your tight little ass. Fuck, you are such a sweet fuck. Yeah. Yeah. Yeah." Each of the last statements accentuated with an all out, full force assault on her dripping cunt.
"Fuck me, Fuck me, fuck my ass, like that, oh yeah..." she was gasping.
I could only guess that she was imagining what it might be like when I did win the right to fuck her ass. I looked down as this sweet lonely girl, who certainly deserved better than being the once in a while fuck toy of her brother-in-law, and resolved to really do my best to get her in a decent relationship. If that included occasional carnal visits from yours truly, all the better, but if it ended what we had, so be it.
Then the pace was finally too much. "Oh shit baby, I'm coming, ohh yeah, God your pussy is hot, ooooooohh." I unloaded deep in her, then pulled out and tossed aside the towel, figuring by now the ointment would be fully absorbed, and I massaged and kissed her butt-cheeks. "Poor sweet cheeks, trust me it'll be worth it."
She was quiet for a bit, as I lavished attention on her ass and returned to some gentle massaging of her sore cheeks.
Finally she spoke, rolling over on her side. "Ok, I'll keep my options open. I think Marisa might want to move in this weekend. If she does, can you help?"
"Of course," I replied, indignant. "You don't even have to ask. We'll meet at the gym tomorrow evening, Ok? Well I better be going, and break the bad news to Cheryl, that a) I couldn't seduce you, b) you're mad at me for trying, and c) Marisa is probably moving in."
"You will keep trying though, won't you? Please don't give up on me." Kidding aside there was a hint of desperate truth sneaking in at the edge of her comment.
"I'll never give up on you, I can guarantee that." I wasn't even sure what she meant by that, but I was going to do my best to make this a happily-ever-after scenario.
* * * *
Cheryl met me just inside the door in her nightshirt. "Well, what happened?" I wasn't in the door 5 seconds before Cheryl wanted the lowdown on what I'd accomplished in the hour and a half I'd been gone.
"She told me to leave, she's pissed at me for hitting on her, Marisa is moving in, maybe this week, and she claims she's not given up on dating, just doesn't have the 'time for it' right now." I answered. "I can't call the visit an overwhelming success."
"So, what did you do, you know, did you try anything?" There was no effort to sound nonchalant; she wanted the full scoop.
Time for my story.
"I tried to keep it casual, I got her to lie down on the bed, with just an oversized t-shirt on, and her underwear."
"Sort of like what I'm wearing," she interrupted.
"Yeah, and I told her that I was going to rub some ointment on her sore butt, so I'd have to remove her underwear."
"And," she encouraged me.
"So she said ok, and I pulled them off," I continued.
"Show me how you did it." She was really agitated, I think she was getting really turned on by the thought of me trying to seduce her baby sister.
"Cheryl, I still have some lotion on my hands, maybe it'd be better if I washed up before I touched you. Get this in the wrong place and you'll be really unhappy."
"Ok clean up, take off those silly clothes, and meet me in bed. I want to know every detail." She sounded a bit aggravated with me, and she started walking around turning off everything, as I headed upstairs.
Thank God for quick thinking. I hadn't cleaned up after doing Jen and was sure that there was a good chance Cheryl might notice I'd just finished fucking someone. I quickly stripped, did a quick wash-up with a facecloth, then applied a little Ben-Gay from the medicine cabinet to my hips. Now I was clean, and the menthol smell should cover any other evidence. I finished by scrubbing my hands, and walked into the bedroom to find Cheryl in the center of the bed, on her stomach.
"Ok, show me." She was relentless.
"I tried to be casual, yet sensual," I explained, "so I carefully rolled the bottom of her shirt back, exposing her butt," I demonstrated by performing the same on Cheryl. "I then reached down, like this and smoothly pulled them off."
"Did she help?"
"Yeah, pretty much like you are, she lifted her hips up and spread her legs a bit as I started, then almost closed them to make the panties easy to remove."
"What kind were they?" Cheryl asked a lot of questions.
"Plain white."
"Oh. Too bad, just as I feared. Ok, then what."
"First I placed a small towel across her ass, for a little modesty. Then I pushed her legs together, and straddled them..." I started.
She interrupted again. "Don't just tell me, show me."
So I demonstrated massaging her lower back, under the edge of the shirt, working my hands up her back, and down to the top of her butt, then back up. I started massaging her shoulders, explaining that Jen's shirt started to bind so I convinced her to remove that too. "She told me to go ahead, so I got up walked around her like this, and pulled the shirt completely off." I told her as I removed her shirt.
"Bra?"
"No."
"Did you see her fun-bags?"
"No she just lifted enough for me to get it off."
"So...she was laying naked, wearing only a towel, waiting for you." She whispered, pensively.
"Exactly," I answered, repositioning myself. I explained how I massaged her neck and shoulders, down her back, across her lower back, and finally started to really start to pay attention to her ass. Cheryl had always loved my massages, and was thoroughly enjoying this one. Cheryl's ass was pretty much everything Jen was looking for (and maybe a little more.) After seven years of marriage, her ass and thighs were one of the places where her weight had started to settle, but her dieting and fitness-walking of the last year had gotten her back to nearly the state where she had been when we met. With the running, it was starting to really firm up.
After working on her cheeks for a few moments, I moved to one side and started working my way down one leg, explaining my intention of getting her to open her legs. "As I massaged her inner thighs, she finally spread her legs about a foot apart."
"Like this?"
"A little less. Yeah, like that." I worked all the way down to her calf and foot, finally massaging her foot.
"How was she responding?"
"She was pretty quiet, almost half asleep, occasionally saying "Mmmmm" or "that's nice", always very softly. I then worked my way back up that leg, all the way up her inner thigh, running my fingers within a hair of her, well, you know."
"Say it."
"Well, up to the edge of her pussy. Then I straddled that leg, and resumed massaging her butt cheeks under the towel, before I started working my way down her other leg. During my massaging I kept pulling her leg a little more open, until she was opening up a bit more. This time when I massaged her calf and foot, I bent her knee up, like this and massaged her foot, and gently kissed her instep. She just said, mmmmm, which I took as a good sign. Then I slid her knee open even a bit more as I placed her leg back down, and kneeled between her legs as I massaged both legs back up to her little butt. Like this." I demonstrated.
"Oh, that feels nice. So you could see between her legs?"
"Oh yeah, but she wasn't nearly as wet as you are now." I gently stroked her moist pussy.
"Did you do that?" she exclaimed.
"No, ..." I started.
"Then don't do it now. What did you do?"
So I demonstrated by lying down between her legs, hands kneading her cheeks, arms across the back of her thighs. I then placed a soft kiss on the inside of one thigh.
"Oh that's so naughty. I can feel your hot breath caressing my pussy hairs." she murmured.
"Yeah, on the second kiss, Jenny just sighed a bit and opened up even wider and I could feel the last vestiges of tenseness leave her legs. I let my massaging wander a bit more, up to her lower back, and then down across her cheeks, to between her legs. I pushed the towel away, letting it fall off to one side and continued the massaging. I used my thumbs to gently rub the edge of her pussy, finally opening it a bit and softly blowing on it, like this." I finished with her lips separated just a bit and directing my breath across her wet opening. "She was starting to get wet. She shaves down there, and it was pretty obvious."
"Oh," she was breathing hard now, "I can't believe you had your fingers in Jenny's pussy. What happened?"
"Well, it might have been too early, but I reached out with my tongue and tenderly licked the length of her pussy."
"Ooooohhhh," Cheryl moaned clearly close to coming.
"Jenny finally spoke, saying "Steve..." in a sort of cautious way. I licked her again, mmmmmm, more deeply, my tongue spreading the lips of her pussy. I was massaging her cheeks again, so I couldn't be faulted for not doing my job. Again, she said my name, "Steve..." but nothing more."
"God, you were licking my sisters pussy...ooooohhhh", she moaned.
"Things looked good, so I started really working on her, licking, mmmmm, sucking one lip, mmmmmmmmmm, then the other, mmmmmmm." Here I stopped speaking letting the actions explain themselves. After about a minute I stopped.
"God, don't stop!" she cried.
Ignoring her cry I continued my story, "After a couple of minutes of this, Jenny finally said, "We shouldn't," but since she didn't tell me to stop, I just slowed down a bit and continued placing kisses around her cheeks, thighs, and pussy." I continued with my actions matching my words.
"It was then that Jenny rolled on her side to look down at me, and once again repeated my name, "Steve...that's really naughty." I grabbed her hips and with a twist encouraged her to continue rolling over onto her back. She did, opening her legs for me, closing her eyes, and placing her hands on her new big breasts," I guided Cheryl through these movements, placing her hands on her own breasts, "and massaging them."
"I went down on her, licking her pussy, diddling her clit with my tongue, sucking on it, even working a finger deep into her pussy." I lathered Cheryl's cunt, until it seemed she was about to come again. I then continued the narrative. When I stopped she moaned long and loud, and then started breathing really heavy.
"Throughout this Jenny would moan little moans, and murmur, "We shouldn't", "Ohhhh, Steve", and even an occasional, "Don't". But she was really enjoying it so I finally slipped 2 fingers in her and really worked on her clit, with my other hand reaching up and squeezing her tit, twisting her nipple, and just really rubbing it. Then I ate her hard, like this." With both hands in place, I decided to finally let Cheryl come. I used my mouth and tongue on her pussy and clit until she finally came hard. I kept at her bringing out a second orgasm, which had her crying out "Jenny." I then brought her down slow, finally resting with my cheek on her thigh, and one hand gently rubbing above her pussy.
"After Jenny finally was breathing normal, she sat up, and said, "Steve, I can't believe you did that!" "It was nice," I told her. "It was wrong!" she snapped. I apologized and told her I was sorry, but seeing her beautiful naked body under my hands just overwhelmed me, and the sweet scent of her gorgeous pussy just pushed me over the edge and I lost control. "We can't do anything like that, you are married to my sister!" she told me.
At this point Cheryl was lying back, 2 pillows under her head, and raptly listening to me tell the story.
"I couldn't tell her I had your approval, so I just said, I know, I'm sorry. I then told her if she'd lay back down I'd put the liniment on her and no funny stuff. "Remember," I said, "nothing serious happened, just a little affection between good friends, Ok?" "Ok," she responded, hesitantly letting me turn her over, "just friends. And no funny business." And I started massaging her lower back and butt cheeks again."
I explained how I rubbed some of the Atomic Balm into Jenny's cheeks, then went to wash most of it off my hands, while it did its work. I told Cheryl that I came back into the room and told Jenny that I had to open my pants because I was really uncomfortable, I had a raging hard-on - which I'm sure she could see.
"Jenny said, "Ok, but no funny business." So I opened my belt and the top of my pants. In the kitchen I had carefully put the head through the leg opening so my cock was stuck and pointing straight sideways. "Jenny, I'm stuck, and I'm afraid to touch myself, in case I have any of that on my hands still. It's really hard to get it off. Could you help me? Please?" She looked at me a moment, stared at my erection in my shorts for a few moments, then finally relented. "Ok, but just friends." And with that she got up on her knees, and reached in and pulled out my cock, which stood at full attention."
"Stop." Cheryl interrupted. I had stopped acting out the story ever since she had come. "Show me."
We both got in position as I had described, even though I was naked.
"She held it in her hand. Then to my surprise she bent down and kissed the wet head, which was covered in precum." Cheryl did as I described. All the action up until now, combined with the story I was making up, had me almost as hard as in the story.
"She then placed her mouth over the head, and took me deep into her mouth. She closed her eyes, and started sucking me off, stroking with her one hand, cupping my balls within my underwear with the other. She was sucking me deep, then she opened her eyes and looked up at me. She was so pretty then, naked, my cock filling her pretty young mouth, those big green eyes looking into mine. Suddenly her eyes got big, and she stopped. "What am I doing? What are we doing?" she asked rhetorically. "Please don't stop, baby" I replied, placing my hand behind her head. I pulled her head back to my cock, and she opened wide letting me fuck her face."
Cheryl was eagerly gobbling me down. I had my hands on each side of her head and was driving deep to the back of her mouth. Her hands were clenching my ass. She was occasionally choking a bit from my onslaught, when I pushed in too far. I finally slowed down and let her dictate the pace while I continued.
"Suddenly, Jenny pulled away, and said "No! We can't do this." "Jen, you are so beautiful, so hot, you are driving me insane," I told her, "Watching your mouth engulf my cock, watching my hard dick fucking your sweet face, you're big green eyes looking up at me, it's one of the sexiest things I've ever seen."
Despite the action of the story, Cheryl continued her oral attention.
""Steve, you are married to my SISTER!" she told me, throwing herself back on the bed. "God what have I done?" she asked out loud. With my pants and underwear halfway down my legs, I crawled across her body, looking down into her anguished face. When I stopped, my dick was pressed up between her legs, the head probing for her entrance. "Jen, it's ok," I murmured, softly kissing her face. I was tentatively pushing with my hips hoping that I might happen on the mouth of her pussy. She was wiggling underneath my probing, I believe trying to help. "This is just one good friend helping another friend. You know I love you, and I know you love me." I coaxed her. "As friends," she answered softly. "Friends.""
Cheryl had moved back on the bad and guided my cock into her hot pussy. With one hand she made sure it found it's way and soon I was pumping away, sometimes matching the rhythm of the story, other times, just screwing away.
"Well, I could feel that my explorations had hit pay dirt. The head of my cock was definitely lodged in Jenny's pussy. I started to give it short little pushes, finally feeling the head totally engulfed with her sweet, very tight hole. "Best of friends." I urged, as I grasped her shoulders and slowly drove the entire length of my cock into her hot, tight cunt, only stopping when I was completely sheathed. Her eyes opened wide, and she gasped as I filled her. I don't think she was used to such a thick cock, and I was huge from all the foreplay. She ground her pelvis against me. I reached down with my face to hers, and placing my mouth on hers started exploring her mouth with my tongue. Within moments I was fucking her hard, and she was sucking my tongue deep into her mouth. Her head pulled away, "NOOOOO! We can't DO this!" she cried, and pushed me away. I tried to keep my dick in her as I leaned back, but she twisted underneath me. She was gasping for air, flushed. "You better go now." she finally told me. "Jenny, look at the condition I'm in," I pleaded, indicating my cock. "Steve, go home. Go home and screw your wife." I stood up, and pulled my pants up, tucking my poor cock away."
Actually, I was fucking away at Cheryl's pussy, with a smooth rhythm using full long strokes. It was a good pace and her face was strongly flushed, as she was once again brought to the crest by the idea of me screwing her sister, combined with the actuality of receiving a pretty thorough fucking herself.
"You poor thing, you really tried," Cheryl gasped in between strokes.
"Once I had redressed, I sat next to her where she was curled up on the bed. I gently stroked her hair and shoulder. I didn't know what to say, so I told her I loved her again, and told her I was sorry, but she was so beautiful, that when she was naked and so close, I just lost control. "Oh, Steve. I loved it. It was so nice. I came so hard on your tongue, the first time a man has made me come in years. And your cock inside me was just incredible. But she's my sister," she answered softly. "I know," I told her. Then I leaned over, gave her a kiss on the cheek, reached down and cupped her breast, giving it a little squeeze, stood up and left."
My pace had slowed down to a nice and easy 3/4 penetration. I pulled out and rolled over letting Cheryl climb on top.
"Well," she started, "I guess she still likes men. Did you enjoy eating her pussy?"
"Once I started really massaging her and rubbing her ass, I did get turned on. And as I was eating her, I couldn't help but think of you and Denise, with me eating one of your pussies while the other went down on me. I hadn't tasted another pussy in over 9 years, it was nice." Cheryl was rocking back and forth a little faster now.
"How was her mouth? Tell me." She panted.
"She was nice. She didn't have any great technique, but she's so pretty, seeing my cock disappearing into that sweet face was a huge turn-on. I was very close to blowing my load in her throat when she stopped. You should have seen her, eyes closed, just enjoying sucking my cock. She easily took the width, which surprised me. No, I wouldn't mind a blowjob from her. God that was hot! And when she looked into my eyes, her mouth stretched wide by my demanding cock, I wish you could have seen that."



"Mmmmmm", she replied. "Me too. Tell me about fucking her. You fucked her, fucked my little sister, tell me." She demanded.
I pulled Cheryl down on top of me, and grasped her ass, as I started fucking up into her, fucking harder now, feeling the end approaching.
"It was incredible. Her hard, tight little body underneath me, her hot pussy pushing up to meet my every stroke. Kissing her, feeling her passion, filling that tight pussy, so tight." I was squeezing Cheryl's ass cheeks hard in my hands, raising and lifting her, fucking her hard and fast.
"When I first entered her, it felt like I was huge, and took forever to reach bottom. Then when I was fucking her hard, feeling her little body completely enveloped by me, almost immediately I could feel her coming, her almost virginal pussy clutching and pulsing around my invading cock. I felt so, so... powerful. I was going to fuck her forever. Fuck her tight pussy. Jenny's pussy. Fuck. Fuck her, Fuck Jenny, Fuck Jenny, FUUUUUUUCK." I was exploding in Cheryl imagining it was Jenny's young tight virginal pussy. A mythical Jenny that only existed in this story.
I was almost unaware of Cheryl, who was hunched over biting my shoulder and clearly coming as well.
After a bit of silence as we both came back to earth, I was stroking her back and hair, telling her how incredible it was with her.
Cheryl sat up and had tears in her eyes. She hit my shoulder with a clenched fist. Then a few moments later she hit me again. Then she was pounding on my chest with both hands. "You fucked my SISTER," she shouted at me. "You ate her pussy, you fucked her face, and you fucked her pussy. You FUCKED her."
I didn't say anything, knowing that logic wouldn't work here. This was women's territory, and I was lost.
She collapsed on me. My cock was still in her, and irrationally, was getting hard again.
"You fucked my sister, Steve. You fucked little Jenny." She was whispering now, clutching me. I was holding her tightly to me with one arm, as I held an ass cheek with the other and I started to grind little strokes up into her pussy.
"You did it, you fucked her. You ate her; you fucked her. And you loved every minute of it." She was no longer talking to me. She was talking to herself.
I was fully erect again, and was fucking up into her slow and steady. "Because I love you," I told her, "and because I love Jenny." I was thinking how I might best broach the question of whether I'd earned a weekend with Denise.
"Now what?" she asked me, kissing my neck and shoulder.
"Call her, tell her I confessed all." I improvised.
"What?" she asked, incredulous.
"Call her. Tell her it's not her fault. Tell her we had a deal, since before we were married, that we could each have one affair, no, one every three years, as long as we were open about it and the other approved. Tell her I have three coming, and if I want Jenny to be one that's ok. Tell her you want it to be her, someone you don't have to be jealous about, or worry about stealing me."
I was on a roll. "Tell her she's earned it since it's due to her that I'm in such good shape and our sex is so hot. Ask her to please do this." God, sometimes I was inspired.
I was screwing her steady, when I paused to grab the phone and passed it to her.
"Now?" she gasped.
"Now."
"You're ...serious," she answered, between strokes.
"Only if you are, about Jenny." I replied, slowing the pace.
A few seconds later she had caught her breath. "How about tomorrow?"
"She's probably beating herself up over this, call her now, it would be the kind thing to do." I encouraged.
She sat upright, slowly rocking back and forth on my cock, and called her sister. It had been a long evening and was now after eleven.
As soon as she had Jenny on the phone she was talking a mile a minute. She told her I had confessed. She then proceeded to describe most of what I'd told her. She said it was Ok, that we had an agreement, that I was entitled to several affairs, and she wanted to share me with Jen. She then asked her about my lovemaking, did she like it, wasn't I great, how did I taste. Then I heard Cheryl say yes, he is right now. The discussion was certainly getting me hot, and I was fucking Cheryl pretty hard by this point while she was hunched over me. When she said she wished that Jenny were with us in the room now, too, I almost shot my wad on the spot. Then she told Jenny that she was going to invite Denise down for a weekend, and she'd like Jenny to be there too - they could all three do me, and use up two of my three markers. She was quiet for a bit as Jenny spoke. She then asked me to stop a second, and then she turned on the speakerphone, and got on her hand and knees.
"Ok," she said out loud.
From the phone Jenny's voice rang out. "Steve, I do want you to sleep with me. I wish I were there right now. Put your dick in her Steve, if I was there I'd help. Cheryl, how does that big dick feel inside you?"
I did as she asked.
"Oh god, in this position he penetrates so deep, and feels so big."
"Oh I know, I didn't think I could take him, he filled me so tight." Jenny said. She continued, "I am so horny thinking about you two, I have a big dildo in me and I'm about to work this vibrator into my butt. I wish it could be you, Steve."
"Jenny, you are so sweet. I’m sorry for the way I came on to you." I improvised.
Cheryl moaned, "Ohhh, god he feels good."
"Steve, put your finger in her butt, I would put a vibrator there if I was with you, and then I'd lick your cock every time you pulled out of her."
I licked my thumb and slipped it up Cheryl's butt. It went in easily.
"Oh fuck, fuck, that's nice." Cheryl gasped.
"Wouldn't you like his cock in your ass, maybe with Denise licking your pussy?" Jenny egged Cheryl on.
"Oooooh, I've never, not there. He's so thick..." Cheryl confessed.
"Steve, please fuck her ass for me, please." Jenny wheedled. "Describe it for me, Cheryl, tell me all about it. I've never done it either, do it for me, please?"
Things on our end were quiet, as I continued to pound away at Cheryl's pussy, hardly daring to breathe.
"Please," came over the phone, half moan, half beg.
"Cheryl?" I asked.
"Yessss, fuck my ass with your big fat cock. Fuck me hard. Jenny you listen while he fucks my virgin ass with his great big cock." Cheryl grunted spitting the words out between clenched teeth. She whispered, "I did tell you 'anything'."
I got up from the bed and retrieved a jar of Vaseline from the bathroom. Cheryl had been talking softly to Jenny and moaned loudly as I remounted her, continuing my assault on her pussy, while I prepared.
"OOooh! He's got his finger in my ass and he's working it around. Did you hear that? Did you hear him slathering Vaseline on my tight little asshole? OOooow, ow, gentle, lover, is that two fingers now?"
"That's two and you are about ready I think. Jenny, you should see this. I've got her butt opened up so nicely, and the view of my cock going in and out while two fingers pump her ass - it's amazing." I couldn't believe this was happening.
"Do it Steve, you fucked both our mouths and pussies today, now fuck her tight ass."
"Come on Steve, don't leave me waiting. You've wanted to fuck my ass for 10 years; do it. Fuck my ass, Steve." Cheryl was wiggling her butt, her head pressed down into the pillow."
"Fuck her Steve, fuck her like you'd fuck me if I was there. God I'd lick your ass Steve, while Denise licked Cheryl's pussy. You like that wouldn't you Cheryl, sweet little good-girl Denise, her face shoved into your pussy, seeing Steve split your ass wide open."
"He's starting. I can feel the big head pushing against my tiny hole. GAAAAAAAWWD! Oh, stop- AAAAAHHHH, owwww, oh Jen, he's ripping me apart, owwww, he's sticking a baseball bat up my ass - stop it doesn't fit! JEN!"
"Slowly Steve, let her get used to it - slowly."
"Jenny, it looks so incredible, she screamed when the head popped in, I only have about 2 inches in her. Her ass is stretched so tight."
"Cheryl, how is it?" Jenny asked.
"Ohhh, Jesus that hurt. He's not tearing my ass open, I guess it's ok, it feels odd, oooowwww, slowly, SLOWLY."
I was now pushing for more penetration, short strokes, insistently squeezing in a quarter of an inch at a time. Cheryl was huffing and moaning but I was more than half way in. "Jenny, I'm half in. She's taking it."
"Fuck, fuck, fuck - he's so damn big in my ass. It's like I'm trying to take a dump, and it's stuck. OOOOOOOOOWWWWWWWW, FUCK - STOP!"
I had felt the resistance ease up and pushed most of my cock in. Only about an inch remained outside.
"You did it baby, you took the whole thing," I told her.
"It's in?" asked Jenny.
"The whole thing? That beast is in my ass?" asked Cheryl.
"All of it. Now I'm going to fuck you."
"Slowly, Steve, please." Cheryl pleaded.
"Fuck her" Jenny hissed, "Fuck her butt-hole."
I started fucking her with about two inches, and I could feel as her tight hole finally loosened up enough for more vigorous action. Holding her butt cheeks, I was soon fucking her with my entire cock, long strokes, that actually did bottom out. I was stretching her ass all out of shape; I was so excited.
Cheryl was babbling now, "That's it fuck me, all of it uuuunhhh, fuck, uuuunh, I'm taking it all, up the ass. God, ohh, yeah. Yeah. Like that. You like my tight ass. My tight, tight ass. Who's tight now - FUCK, uuuunh, ooh yeah..."
"Tell me, Steve," Jenny spoke out.
"She's got it all. I'm fucking her with everything I got. All the way out, and all the way back in. It's amazing. She is so tight, I'm gonna come soon."
"If I was there, I'd make you pull out and come in my mouth." Jenny said.
"God Cheryl! Your ass is so sweet! You're sister is listening to me ream your ass for the first time. I'm going to come, feel me getting even bigger? You are going to take my cum way deep inside your ass, tell me if you can feel it, Ohhh, I'm there, I'm there - AAAAHHhhhh", I dumped my load of spunk driven in to the hilt.
"Oh my god, I felt every spurt, it burns deep inside me! God that was the most intense feeling!" Cheryl blurted out.
"God, I came so hard here you couldn't believe it!" Jenny confessed. "Thanks so much for sharing that with me."
"That was incredible," I gasped as I collapsed onto my side.
"You know, Jenny, I'm going to want to watch you try to take him up your ass." Cheryl told her. "Turn about's fair play."
"I know, and when he does, I want you there too. Goodnight now, I love you both."
"Night, sis," Cheryl managed.
"Night Jen, we love you too." I hung up the phone.
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Chapter 4: And Jack Makes Three
Ok, when I last put pen to paper my wife had encouraged me to have sex with her sister, and wanted me to get Jenny a boyfriend. I had some ideas there I was looking to test.
Oh, yeah. And my sweet little sister-in-law had talked Cheryl through her first anal experience. And to thank me for this, my wife was trying to get her cute-as-a-button best friend over so we could seduce her for a three-way, maybe a four-way if I could figure out how to work Jenny into it.
Damn, life was good.
* * * *
But I had responsibilities; that's why I had hit the gym early.
"Here's the deal, Jack. I think she's ready for a relationship; she hasn't had much luck with guys in the last year or two, which is good and bad. Good, because you're not going up against much competition, bad because she's currently going through an 'all-men-are-dicks' phase."
I had stopped by the gym, about an hour before I expected Jen to show up, so I could have a chance to lay some groundwork for Jack. He was number one on my list of potential suitors for my little Jen.
"I still can't believe she's not hooked up." Jack said, shaking his head.
"Yeah, part of it's gotta be working in bars and restaurants. The service industry is full of dicks - I know from experience. Listen, she's really into fit guys, so you have a leg up there." I went on to tell him what I knew about her pet peeves and interests. I told him about her favorite places, vacations, shows, and movies. Whatever I knew.
"She's not into a possessive relationship, but she wants monogamy. I don't know how to describe it. She'll play around, but only if you're there. Just no deceit, no lies - that will stop everything fast. I'd let her broach the subject. If you end up with her, let her bring up the idea of getting involved with others, don't you go there first." I warned him.
"Shit, are you serious? She might be into threesomes?"
"Whoa buddy, your first job is to seduce her. Convince her she's absolutely gorgeous. Respect her work ethic. Talk about futures, jobs, careers, dreams, and travel. Bring up Carnival in Rio, it's a dream of hers. Maybe discuss Spring Break. Go slow. She's not into a lot of physical contact, but I have a plan for that.
"Tonight, I'm starting her on an upper-body workout." I added.
"I'd like to workout her upper-body," he blurted.
"Yeah, and you may get your chance." I grinned. "I'm gonna ask you over as the expert, and you tell her that she's entitled to some free training lessons - since she never got hers, you'll work with her."
"She's been working out for a long time, why does she think she needs training now?" Jack asked.
"She's been into fitness training; now I've got her into body-shaping, trying to build her glutes, improve her abs, build her shoulders, and arms a little."
"Cool, we can do that. Man she'll be hot!" he blurted.
"I know. Now, some more stuff you should know. Keep this secret. Don't let her know you know." I was almost whispering.
"What, dude? Whatever you want, I owe you so big for this one." He joked, "I hope you didn't kill anyone."
"No, it's not that. She's not just a friend. She's my wife's little sister." I confessed.
"Are you shitting me? Damn dude, you're the man!" He threw up a hand for a high-five, which I grinningly smacked.
"Yeah, it all happened by accident, while I was trying to get back into shape and we were working out together for so long. You know, one thing led to another. But I think I'm in the way of her getting on with her own love life, so that's why we're here." I continued.
"So today, remember - lot's of friendly talk, tell her about her good features, and what we can do for her ass and shoulders. Don't hit on her. I'm going to lay some groundwork for that once she knows you a little. There should be a lot of touching, and if this works, I imagine she'll be hot as a firecracker when we leave her. I'll take her home and set up the next step."
"Jeez, I gotta go take a cold shower now, I'm getting a stiffy just thinking about her."
"You do what you have to do. I'm going across the street for a Smoothie, and I'll be back in 40 minutes for our 'workout'." I left him with a dazed grin plastered across his face. I hoped he could pull this off without giving the whole thing away.
* * * *
"Wow, Steve! I can't believe you got Cheryl to ask you to have sex with me. You are one manipulative son-of-a-bitch. I'm glad you're on my side." Jen was gushing from the moment she pulled up in her red Sunbird convertible.
"Believe it or not, she actually broached the subject. But I did play along. Since our sex life has picked up and she's lost all that weight, things are starting to get a little wilder than I ever imagined they would with her. Imagine her suggesting threesomes, or my doing anything with you." I was shaking my head in disbelief.
"She knows you love her. When you're sex life was so-so, she was really insecure, thinking you were tired of her. Now that you nail her three or four times a week, with some of those marathon sessions thrown in, she's more confident." Jen knew what she was speaking of; she'd always had a pretty open relationship with Cheryl.
"Now that she thinks it's her idea, she thinks she's the naughty one, and girls like that. She wants to coerce you to be with who she wants to share you with. It all sort of makes sense. Denise and I know a lot about your love life, and I think it's sort of like she's showing off for us. She wants to show us what she's getting all the time, and let us know she's not exaggerating. I know I'm a little jealous." She was grinning lasciviously, and she reached forward and put her hand on my cock, not so subtly, and licked her lips.
"Ok, Jen. Enough of that or we'll get the wrong workout done," I admonished. "Let's get in there and setup an upper body routine for you. Legs on Monday and Thursday, upper body on Wednesday, and one day on the weekend, Ok?"
"Ok, let's do it. Just don't kill me like you did last time."
"Come on, that didn't turn out so bad did it?" I grinned, patting her ass.
"You bastard. You'll get yours too." She giggled.
"I hope so, although I don't know if I can take much more."
* * * *
It was late enough that most of the crowd was gone. Since she'd switched to the new job, she'd cut back to just a few days a week, and one weekend day of working. She could work out evenings instead of mornings, and was seeing more of me.
I met her by the free weights section, and started telling her about what exercises worked which upper body parts. I stood her in front of the mirror, in her tight T-shirt and sexy short-shorts, and asked her what she liked, and what she wanted to change. She started bitching about most of her body.
"Hold on." I told her, "You really have a great body, we don't have to work everything. Just a sec. Wait here." I walked over to Jack who had casually worked his way over to our area. "You're on," I told him, sotto-voice.
"Jack," I spoke up, "come over here and help me, could you?"
"Sure dude, you need a spot? What are you benching now?" He played along.
"340 singles, 260 sets, but I'm not benching now. Jack, this is Jenny. Jenny, Jack."
"Sure, I know Jen, you and her have been working out here for a while - the queen of the bikes." He smiled.
Jen smiled prettily. "Hi Jack."
"Now Jack, we're going to do some body shaping here, what do you suggest. And don't hold back."
Jack walked around Jen, who was fidgeting. "Stand on your toes a sec, Jen."
She obliged.
"Ok, can you strike a biceps pose for me? Nice. I'm gonna lift your shirt to see your back and abs, is that Ok? Ok. Nice abs." He continued his examination.
"Mind if I feel your shoulders and arms?" He ventured.
"Go ahead." She was curious now, and trying to show off a bit.
"Hmmm. Well I'd say we need to work on the shoulders most. Most women like the wider shoulder look, and you are underdeveloped there. Your calves and legs are great, but you might want to pump up the glutes, to get a more rounded butt. Your lower abs and obliques are not as defined as your uppers, and your upper back and arms could use some definition. All in all, I'd say you look great, but we could probably have you in top shape in about 4-6 months of hard workouts. You have a lower body workout already? I saw you working out Monday."
Jen blushed strongly, and said, "Yeah, Steve got me on squats, dead-lifts and lunges. And he changed my ab workout to include legs lifts and twists. Today my poor butt is still killing me." She laughed.
"What is the best for her upper body, Jack? Incline bench, military press?" I inquired.
"No. No bench, her triceps need a little work, but we don't want to change a thing about her chest. That is pretty much perfect." He smiled.
"No, I'd say dumbbell work. Overhead press, upright rows, all three flys, and some light barbell curls for arm definition. With dumbbells, like all free weights, form is everything. In a month or two we might throw in some incline dumbbell press for the upper chest, just for muscle tone. Girls who are, uhh, 'well-endowed', usually benefit from the muscle tone in the upper chest. It keeps their breasts high and taut. But I don't think that's a problem here," he said, reaching out and rubbing the top of her chest, in an almost detached way. Damn, I should have had more confidence; this boy was good.
"Ok, I figure you never got your introductory three free training sessions, so I'll give you the next two weeks for free, just to get your form right. Let's head over to the dumbbell rack."
Jack worked her through the basic forms, and we did the exercises with her, each taking turns going through the motions, and feeling the muscles on the other, getting the motion just right.
Jack and I discussed her form, and commented on what was working, and what needed to be improved, sometimes almost as if she wasn't even involved. We'd feel her shoulders, arms and back a lot, even the lats near her breasts, without ever getting overtly sexual. But I could feel what this was doing to Jen, whose breathing was starting to get a little ragged. The tent in Jacks shorts matched my own.
When the upper body plan had been completed, and we'd written down a complete workout for her, Jack wanted to discuss her lower body workout.
"All in all, I think it's almost perfect. But I think she should use stiff-legged dead lifts. Here let me show you." He grabbed an Olympic bar, and demonstrated.
"Now you, Jenny." He told her. She did one, a little awkwardly.
"Not bad, but you have to bend over from the hips more, no arch to the back." He guided her through the motion, with one hand on her stomach, one on her back. "Do you mind if I touch your glutes? I want to show you where it will do the most good."
"No, it's ok." her voice was quivering.
"Ok," he placed his hands firmly on her cheeks, "I know your butt might still be sore from your Monday workout, but right HERE is where you should be feeling it. Now do one rep and concentrate on where I'm touching you."
Like he had to add that last comment.
"Oh, yeah, I see what you mean," Jen said, as she slowly worked through three reps in a row.
"Ok, good. Well that's enough for today, I'd say hit the showers and treat yourself to a Smoothie. Good workout, you've earned it. You are a really good student, Jen. You take direction well. And you work hard. You are going to look great - I mean, well you already look great, but you are going to be unbelievable. We may have to have you work out after hours so you don't distract all the other guys in the place." He laughed, and wandered back to the desk area, "I'll see ya later."
"Steve, we need to go to my place. Now." She was pressed against me talking softly, desperately.
"Yeah, I know. I wonder if anyone in here missed the obvious hard-ons both of us had."
"What hard-on? He was a complete gentlemen, and very professional."
"Oh, come ON. Are you kidding me, he was rock hard 5 minutes into the workout. You couldn't have missed it. You are a gorgeous woman and any man who was feeling you up like we were couldn't help but get excited." I told her.
"Are you serious? Oh my god. I never noticed. I was so horny I couldn't even think straight, It was like I had tunnel vision, I just let your hands guide me and did what I was told. I was even fantasizing about him making me suck your cock as part of the workout. You guys probably could have made me do anything 20 minutes into that session."
"Poor baby, I think I better take you home and let you work out some of your excess energy. Before I bust my shorts. Meet you at your place. Just grab your stuff from the lockers and head home, we'll shower after."
"Ok, I'll be right there."
My stuff was in the car; I didn't have to go back to the lockers, so I headed to the front, and Jack.
"Perfect Jack, she is so hot right now, we could probably screw her here in front of everybody and she wouldn't object. You were great."
"Jesus, I kept trying to think of baseball and Mickey Mouse, but I couldn't get rid of my hard-on. So what does she think?" he asked.
"She's intrigued. I think we're going well here. I'm going to take her home and douse the fires; then I'll see what I can find out. I'll let you know."
"Dude, you are great. Thanks, man."
"No sweat, see ya later." I headed out, straight to her place.
* * * *
Jenny came into the house, walked right past me and headed straight for the bedroom, stripping along the way. "Are you coming, or what?" She demanded.
"Here," I handed her a homemade smoothie, "Your post workout drink."
"Mmmmm, pretty good, what's in it?" She asked after polishing off a third.
"Creatine, glutamine, fruit juice, and vodka." I smiled at her.
"Vodka? Now that's part of the regimen?" She took another sip.
"No, but I was hoping to loosen you up so I could have my way with you," I teased.
"Well, today's your lucky day. For the next few hours I am your love slave. Use me. Use me hard. God I need to be fucked right now." Jen polished off her drink, and stood before me, removing my shorts.
Once my shorts were off, she stood before me, looking into my eyes. "Tell me what you want. Anything."
"Ok. Go get a broomstick." I told her.
"Why?"
"Do it. Don't ask questions, do what you're told." I snapped at her.
She hurried out and returned with a mop handle.
"Good, now I want you to show me your starting dead lift position." I took the handle from her and placed it across a couple of books on the floor.
Jen took her wide stance. Legs straight. She bent over from the hips, her back almost parallel to the ground in order to reach the handle.
"Good, now hold that position, chin up." I walked around her. "No wonder we had hard-ons, what a great DP position."
"DP?" She asked.
"DP - double penetration." I stopped in front of her, tilted her face up, opened her mouth, and placed my hard cock in it. "See perfect height." Holding her head, I fucked her face a few times, then pulled out, and stepped behind her. I placed the head of my cock in her wide-open pussy, and grasping her hips, shoved it in to the hilt. "See, wide open, easily accessible." I pulled out and pushed it in harder, rocking her on her heels.
"Yeah, when Jack was holding your butt while you did this exercise, I could just barely resist whipping out my cock and feeding it to you. Remember my tilting your head up to make sure you kept your posture right?" I was now working my cock slowly, very slowly, in and out of her pussy.
"Yeah," she answered softly, remembering.
"Well, I could see Jack staring at your ass, his hard-on about one inch from your butt. I thought for a moment that he might rub it up against you. You had him sweating. Ok, now hold that position a little longer." I pulled out and walked over to her closet where I pulled out her bag of toys. I was behind her as I found what I was looking for. I stepped in front of her, holding the nine-inch dildo.
"Here, get this wet for me," I told her, sticking it in her mouth.
Once she had moistened about half of it, I walked behind her. "Oh look, it's Jack, and he can't resist that gorgeous rear any longer." I stuck the dildo in her tight pussy, and slowly worked it in. "Oh he likes this sweet young thing. So pretty, such a little hard body, so good at taking directions." I had almost the whole thing up her by now.
Jen was very quiet. She was breathing heavy, but even her moans were contained.
Leaving the dildo shoved up her cunt, I walked around in front of her. "What's that you say Jack? Why, yes I do think it's a shame that such a pretty mouth should be unoccupied. Why thank you, don't mind if I do." I held my cock in front of her, slick with her own juices. She opened her mouth wide, tilting her head back making a direct path down her throat easily accessible.
"Say Jack, have you seen how talented her mouth is? She's a good student and has really worked hard at being an expert little cocksucker. Why don't you watch her take my entire cock? Yep, every inch." I was working my cock in and out of her mouth, and started pushing my way in deeper. Soon I had her nose in my little remaining patch of trimmed pubic hair. "Look at that Jack," I said, holding her head while I fed her the entire shaft and held it there. "Every inch." I pulled out, letting her catch her breath. She was cheating a little, resting her hands on her knees, but maintaining the position.
A few moments later I was back behind her, this time with her chrome vibrator out. "What's that Jack? Oh yeah, it's a pretty sweet little butt-hole. Shame that it's empty. Well, yeah, I don't imagine she would mind." I turned the vibrator on and started rubbing it against her little brown opening. I alternated between licking her hole, doing my best to shove my entire tongue up her ass as far as I could, and diddling her ass with the vibrator.
Her legs were trembling badly. I thought it was time for the second part. I pulled the big dildo out of her pussy, and straightened her up. Leading her to the bed, I lay back, still holding the dildo and the vibrator. I placed them to the side. "Ok, Jenny, show Jack how well you've learned your squats." Jen placed a leg on each side of my waist and slowly lowered herself. I held my cock straight up and she took it to the hilt in her pussy. Then she raised and lowered herself onto my cock, fucking me ever so slowly. "Yeah, I think so too, Jack, perfect form. No, please go right ahead, I have no need for her mouth at the moment," I said, as I passed her the dildo which had been up her pussy for the last five minutes.
Jenny dropped to her knees, and started rocking back and forth on my cock, while she closed her eyes and demonstrated the long hours of practice she'd probably had with that big cock in her mouth. When I started fucking her harder, she took almost the entire thing down her throat. "See what I mean? Yeah we are lucky." I reached up and took the dildo from her, then pulled her against my chest.
"Yeah, I think she's ready for it. Go for it buddy." I reached behind her with the vibrator, and by feel, started working it in her butt. "Of course it's tight, you're her first back there, and I'm already inside, filling half the available space." Jenny was finally starting to moan louder, and to stop herself she was chewing on my shoulder.
"Ok Jack, I agree, lets fuck her ragged." I was fucking her hard from below, and working about 4 inches of the vibrator in and out of her ass. She was biting me hard, her fingernails digging into me. Her breath was gasping and suddenly I could feel her coming, her pussy clenching at my stiff cock. She was squealing into my shoulder. I turned the vibrator from low to high, and held it deep in her ass, as I fucked her as hard as I could from below. She was slamming her cunt down onto me. I reached over to her head, pulled her off my shoulder by her hair, placed her mouth over mine, and stuck my tongue half way down her throat. I could feel the end coming and finally pulled the vibrator from her butt, as I unloaded a huge amount of cum inside her. With each stream I lifted her several inches off the bed. On the third lunge she tore her face off mine, arched her back and screamed as a huge orgasm shook her body. I reached up and squeezed her erect nipples, as the final remnants of my own orgasm finally subsided.



She was bent over my body propped up on her hands, eyes closed, breathing like she'd just finished a marathon. I pulled myself out from under her, leaving her on her hands and knees. I grabbed her hair, tilted her head back and placed my cock against her mouth. It was soaked in both our cum. She obediently opened her mouth and cleaned me completely.
Once I was clean, I still did not pull away, but let her continue to pleasure me. It wasn't long before my hard-on was returning, and I was evaluating new ways to use my pleasure slave.
I guided her down to the bed. I had her lay flat, and I placed both her hands over her head. I took a scarf from her closet and wrapped it once, loosely around her wrists, then placed a book on the loose ends. "Now, isn't that a lovely sight, this hot young girl, restrained, unable to move her hands, completely at my mercy." I took two more scarves, and wrapped each around an ankle, tucking the end under the edge of the mattress. Her legs were now spread the width of the double bed, anchored only by her desire to obey my commands.
"Damn, you look wonderful that way. Imagine if you were trussed like that, in the back of the gym, where anyone who happened upon you could, and would use you hard."
"Please, please don't leave me this way. I'm sorry, I'll do anything you want, anything." Jenny was getting into the play. She was writhing her body sexily. "Let me show you how I can make you happy, just you. Please..."
"Shut up, bitch. You had your chance. You WILL pleasure me, and anyone else I tell you to." I looked around the room and spotted a pair of panties and a half-tee shirt lying nearby. I folded the shirt and lay it across her eyes, blocking 95% of her vision, and I placed the panties across her mouth. "That'll shut you up."
I stepped out to the kitchen and got some toys to tease her with. Returning to the bedroom, I placed everything in reach, and decided to give her delightful breasts some much-deserved attention.
I started out kissing and licking each one, massaging them, tweaking the nipples. When her breasts started to show the effects, I pulled an ice cube out of the glass next to me, and rubbed it on her near nipple. She jerked under the attention. I reached up and held her hands down, while I worked that ice cube down her neck, around her breasts, across her nipples, down her navel, and finally rubbing it over her clit. She was really writhing under the cold wet feel. When there was little more than a sliver left, I pushed the remaining piece up her pussy, and grabbed a fresh one. "One down, about 10 more to go." She moaned loudly against her panties, shaking her head and imploring me with whines to stop. The next one was used just on her nipples, alternating between applying the ice, and my mouth. I was kissing, licking, sucking and biting at her very hard nipples. This time, when the ice cube was about 2 thirds done I slipped it inside her pussy, slowly pushing it in as far as I could reach.
All the tit action had me ready for some more fucking. I removed the panties from Jen's mouth, and kissed her like it was the first time we had ever met. I tenderly nibbled her lips and explored her mouth, first hesitantly darting my tongue in to meet hers, then more aggressively exploring her hot mouth. I finished the kissing by licking and kissing all around her mouth, neck, chin and ear. Kneeling upright, I took my rock hard dick and laid it across her lips. She could lick and kiss the bottom of my shaft, and by moving her head side to side, reach from my sack to the crest of my dick.
"I just love those gorgeous tits, I hope you don't mind if I fuck them, do you?"
"Whatever you want, I'm yours, tell me."
"Good." Squatting over her face I lowered my ass down onto her mouth. "Rim me good now, while I fuck your delicious tits baby." I placed my raging hard-on between her tits, and squeezed them together, twisting and squeezing her nipples, as I screwed away. I worked her tits in the opposite direction of each stroke, pulling and pushing them. Jen's tongue was lapping away at my crack; occasionally working it's way into my hole. After a few minutes of fucking her tits I'd had enough of that fun, and settled back to let her lick my asshole and balls. I was half kneeling, half squatting, maneuvering the action by shifting forward and back, giving her access to one ball, then the other, then back to my ass. I finally pushed my ass down on her face, letting her push her sweet tongue up as far in me as she could reach. I was stroking my hard-on and enjoying the sensation immensely.
When I'd had enough of that, I kneeled beside her and fucked her mouth a little longer, before deciding to switch gears.
"Thank you babe, that was delicious, but I feel I'm hogging all the fun." I stood up, wrapped the blindfold a little more securely, and replaced the panties over her mouth, but not before placing a kiss on her lips, and placing an ice cube in her mouth.
I took a break in the kitchen, having a drink of juice, and cleaning up a bit. I went to the front door, and loudly opened it and closed it. I was enjoying the play, I hoped Jen was as well. After a few more minutes, I reopened and closed the door, and walked back to her bedroom.
"Dude! Thanks man, I owe you for this," I yelled out in my best surfer dude imitation.
"Whoa, babe, you are one hot little hardbody. I've seen you at the gym, wigglin' your ass in them tight biking shorts. You've starred in more than one of my dreams babe."
"Man here's those biking shorts you tease us with, I can put these to use." I simulated untying her legs, then I placed one leg halfway in a leg of the shorts.
"I just gotta taste that bare little 'tang of yours." I lowered myself and lapped away at her pussy like a dog at a water bowl. After a minute of this she was writhing and moaning, and I was hard again.
"Ok, let's get you adjusted." I placed her second leg, up to the knee, into the same leg of her biking pants, which held her legs tightly together. I could with one hand move her legs as a pair.
I took her legs and held them straight up, thighs together.
"I figure with the amount of fucking you're getting back here, this will keep you tight for me." I placed the head of my dick at the entrance to her pussy, and slowly drove it home.
"Oooooooooooh," she moaned, through the panties over her mouth.
"Yeah, that's nice baby. You ARE tight." I placed her legs over one shoulder, and bent her over so I could play with her tits, while I screwed her.
I was squeezing and twisting her tits pretty hard. The fucking was becoming more intense, until I had her back arched, her legs almost touching her forehead, and my body stretched straight out, weight on my toes, her tits, and slamming into her cunt with everything I had.
Jen was moaning continuously, the breath driven out of her on every down-stroke.
"Fuck, fuck this sweet little bitch. Fuck her tight pussy. Fuck her. Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUUUUUUUUCK!" I came deep inside her, grinding my cock into her for long seconds afterwards.
"Thanks, babe. Hope to do you again some time," I told her, as I pulled out, gave her a firm smack on the ass, and tossed her legs to the side.
I got up and left the room, leaving her on her side, breathing hard and trembling. I opened and closed the front door for effect, got her a tall glass of ice water, and returned to the room, ready to release her. She was still lying as I'd left her.
Not able to resist, I kneeled beside her head, removed the panties from over her mouth, and placed my cock across her lips. She took me in her mouth without hesitation, and sucked away while I played with her tits. This time I never said a word, never made a sound. When she had me hard finally, I just kept fucking her mouth. After a long period of this, I moved down to her feet. I put her on her belly, holding her hands in place, then moved her legs, still bound together, under her, her knees almost in her chest. Her ass jutted well out, exposing her pussy and ass.
I fucked her like that, hard, for almost ten minutes. I pounded away on her swollen pussy, never speaking. After a few minutes, Jenny started repeating 'fuck' over and over again, almost like a mantra.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck...." It went on and on. I started smacking her ass on every dozen or so strokes.
"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, FUUUCK, fuck, fuck..." Unbelievably she was coming again, wiggling her ass, shouting "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK." No longer in rhythm, just shouting.
She finally exploded, and eventually fell over on her side. I continued my fucking. She was in a fetal position, and oblivious. I fucked her like this for a few more minutes. Finally, ready to come, I got up and stuck my cock in her mouth. She responded like the trooper that she was and finished me, swallowing the little cum I did manage to generate.
I removed the shorts, unwrapped her wrists, and finally uncovered her eyes. I raised her shoulders up like an invalid, and placed the water glass against her lips. She drank eagerly.
I left her there and ran a bath. I went back, carried her back to the bathroom, and helped her settle into the tub. I slipped in behind her, and let her rest against my chest, while I used a soapy facecloth to wash her neck, chest, stomach, and between her legs.
She finally broke the silence. "God, I love you."
Though it wasn't what I wanted to hear, and even though I knew better, I kissed her neck and said, "I know. I love you too. I love you so much."
Jenny was crying. I held her in the warm water, arms around her waist, rocking her back and forth. I turned her face to mine, and we kissed passionately. Then I kissed her tears away.
I was going to have to get her a man of her own. Fast.
* * * *
I was late getting home. I told Cheryl that I had gone back to Jenny's and tried to dissuade her from letting Marisa move in. I also told her about this trainer named Jack who was interested in Jenny, and I was doing my best to help him.
"I also repeated the massage and ointment treatment." I told her.
"Was she nude?"
"Yes. After I massaged her back and butt, I rolled her over and well, you know, licked her." I admitted.
"Did you screw her?"
"No, but I did eventually come in her mouth. Twice."
"Nice?"
"Very."
"Good. Well don't screw her. I don't mind you doing other stuff, but I expect to be around whenever you're screwing anybody. Speaking of which, Denise is coming up next weekend. We told Mark that we'd be training and driving to a 10K in Richmond. She'll be here from Friday, until Sunday evening. Conserve your strength lover, you're going to need it."
Cheryl led me upstairs, and immediately did everything she could to make sure I couldn't conserve my strength, while discussing operation 'Triad', AKA the seduction of Denise.
* * * *
I met Jenny outside the gym.
"Jack's been asking me about you. I told him we were just good friends."
"Why?" She asked suspiciously.
"I think he wants to ask you out."
"And what - you want to get rid of me?" She snapped.
"What, are you crazy? Of course not! But I was thinking of this weekend, one more back to help Marisa move in, and maybe even the potential of a foursome. I might be willing to share a little, but give you up? Never, I hope."
"Well, it could be fun..." she admitted.
"He's a nice guy, single, college MBA, and he thinks you are hotter than sunspots. And if I'm supposed to satisfy both you and Marisa, I could use some help. Hell you wear me out by yourself."
"Who wears who out?" She replied, arching her eyebrows.
"Well, we both wear each other out, but I think it would be nice of us to make sure we wear Marisa out this weekend. Sort of a housewarming gift."
"You really are looking forward to doing Marisa again, aren't you?" she asked teasingly.
"Absolutely. And I'd love to see her get it at both ends. Tell me the idea of three of us pleasuring you doesn't pique your interest."
"I'm a little nervous, but get wet just thinking about it. Let's go workout."
* * * *
Jack worked her out again. I stayed for part of it, then went and did my own workout. When she hit the cardio, Jack stopped by.
"Thanks man. We're going out tomorrow. I got tickets for Tom Petty on the lawn."
"That's great. Did she mention moving day on Saturday?" I asked.
"Yeah. I told her I'd try to make it."
"Make it. There will be two extremely horny girls in that house, and I expect some help." I confided.
"No shit? Cool. I'll be there." He sounded a lot more eager now.
"And tomorrow - she likes margaritas, and to have her neck nibbled. And don't rush her." I slipped him a $50. "Bring her flowers, take a nice picnic. Something simple nothing pretentious."
"Thanks, but I can pay for it..." he started.
"You got the tickets, I'll get dinner. This summer, when you have a real job, I'll let you pay for a double date."
"You're on."
* * * *
"And what were you two talking about?" Jen had walked up behind me on the glider.
"Getting big, gym gossip, and a little about you." I told her.
"Oh really."
"He was asking what you were like, what food you liked, what music you liked, you know."
"So?"
"So I told him a little and told him he'd have to find out the rest from you."
"He seems kind of nice. And you're right. As soon as he starts touching me while working out he gets a nice tent in his shorts. We're going out tomorrow."
"Tom Petty. I'm jealous."
"Of the concert, or someone else being with me." She teased.
"Yes. Give me a call no matter how late and let me know how it goes."
* * * *
The call came at 1:20 am.
"Hello?"
"It was great, he was really nice, and he had a fried chicken picnic basket, and flowers, and the concert was awesome, and I invited him in, and we had some drinks, and watched some tv, and we made out for a long time, and he just loved my tits, thank-you, thank-you, thank-you, and I gave him a blow job, but that was all, and he has a real nice cock, as long as yours, and he told me how wonderful I looked and how sweet I was, and how great I was at blow-jobs, and he's coming over tomorrow, and we have the same..."
"Breathe, Jenny. You are gushing. Now tell your sister about your date."
I passed the phone to Cheryl, who was still a little groggy. We had stayed up until almost one, and she had been just drifting off to sleep.
I fell asleep to the sound of the girls gabbing about first dates, and what good signs were, and expectations. And to images of me and Cheryl, and Denise, and Jenny.
I woke to a warm mouth on my cock, and in my half-dream it was Denise, showing the other girls how she liked to give head. Cheryl had thrown back the covers, and was getting me hard. I was already nearly at full mast, and wondered how long the dream and Cheryl's mouth had coincided. She mounted me and leaned over and gave me a big kiss.
"You are my hero. A week ago I could swear Jenny was turning gay, and now she's having sex with men and may even have a boy friend. This guy sounds really nice."
"He is. I've known him for a year. He's a nice guy, graduates with his MBA soon, and he thinks Jenny is the hottest thing this summer." I told her, enjoying the leisurely fuck she was administering.
"Well, you've earned every reward we can find. If we can get Denise to play along next weekend, you'll get your payoff. Anything else you'd like?"
"Now that you mention it, we could invite Jenny over with Denise. On Sunday maybe." I unconsciously accented my desire by picking up the pace again.
"Hmmm, I don't know. Let's see how things go with Denise." She was more than a little hesitant. I could understand. That sister thing sharing the husband was a little over the line, especially with a friend there to witness.
I pulled her down and spread her cheeks wide as I fucked up into her. The pace was really torrid. I finally came in a series of grunts and thrusts, relaxing back on the bed.
"You certainly have earned it," Cheryl said, still on track from our conversation. "If not with Denise, I'll see what we can do about right afterwards. Ok, lover?"
"More than Ok." I let my mind wander back to the blowjob contest, with Denise in the lead, but Jenny eager to take her turn, as I dozed off.
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Chapter 5: Jack, Jen & I Move Marisa
For those keeping track: In our last episode I had hooked Jenny up with Jack, the trainer from the gym, in exchange for which my wife was promising all kinds of delicious rewards. I had also agreed to help Marisa, that little firecracker, move in with Jenny, and had recruited Jack's help.
I was harboring all kinds of naughty, salacious thoughts, involving Marisa, Jenny, threesomes and foursomes (and more-somes). But for now, time to get to work.
* * * *
Cheryl and I had an understanding. Saturday mornings were mine. I often met the guys from work for golf, but this Saturday I had agreed to help Marisa move in with Jen. Jack had agreed to meet us at Jenny's. We were going to do some organizing before we started over to Marisa's.
I figured it shouldn't take too long. Jen's place was a small first floor condo, just two bedrooms, a living room, a dining room, a study and an eat-in kitchen. Jen had it pretty sparsely furnished. The second bedroom was completely empty except for her bicycle and some sports gear. The study was piled with empty boxes; who knows what they were for. The eat-in-kitchen had a nice table, and the living room had a couch, a chair and a TV. That's about it.
When I got to Jen's place, Jack was there already, sitting in his truck. As I pulled up, he hopped out.
"Hey, Steve, just got here myself. Had a great time with Jenny last night - you sure you don't mind my going out with her?" He was acting a little hyper, too much Starbucks, my guess.
"Hell no. I'm glad you had such a good time. You ready to help Marisa?" I asked as I led the way up to her door.
"Sure. Let's do it."
Jenny was up and dressed - too bad. She had on some Daisy Duke cut-offs and a skintight scoop neck t-shirt. She looked good enough to eat, and don't think the thought didn't cross my mind. She welcomed me with a nice kiss, then welcomed Jack with an even less platonic one. Not aggressive, just sweet and inviting.
"Ok, Jen, we're yours - put us to use." I told her.
"Naughty, naughty," she scolded, "that's only for after the move, and then only if you're very good."
Jack turned red, and Jen laughed, "Just kidding guys. C'mon, help me break down the boxes in the study, and get all my junk out of the spare room. There's a store room off the porch, the stuff in the bedroom can go there."
"Ok, I'll start in the study, and Jen, you can show Jack where Marisa's room will be and where things go." I headed off to the study, figuring it would be nice to give them a chance to get reacquainted after last night's first date - and get any potential awkwardness out of the way.
They didn't spend too long in there alone, before Jack came out with some camping gear for the storage closet. My guess was he was holding the backpack strategically over his crotch to hide a hard-on. Jenny came to see me in the study with nipples that were about ready to poke a hole through her shirt.
As she entered the study, I took her in my arms and held her close. "You look absolutely irresistible. I love the shorts." I slipped my hand down between her legs. It was like a furnace there, and I would bet she would be soaked through within the hour. She fended me off, "Steve! What if Jack saw!"
"I'm kind of hoping that in the not too distant future he sees me do a whole lot more than that to you," I whispered in her ear, still pulling her close.
"Jeez! I don't even know if I'm going to do anything with him - never mind invite you along." She pushed me off once again, but not unkindly. She patted the lump in my shorts, "Calm this guy down, and let's finish up in here. And no funny business."
I gave her sweet cheeks one final squeeze, and went back to breaking down boxes. As we worked I noticed she was teasing poor Jack unmercifully. She would take every opportunity to brush against him, rub her breasts across his arm, or bend down in front of him to give him a show. I couldn't believe his shorts were able to take the strain. She might say she was unsure, but she wasn't going to leave him much choice in the matter.
In less than 45 minutes Marisa's bedroom and the study were cleaned out and vacuumed. Even the closet was emptied, which I hadn't noticed was full of Jenny's old wardrobe, most of which would never fit over her new 'enhanced' chest.
We finally gave Marisa a call to let her know we were headed over, and piled into Jack's F-250. Jenny surprised me a bit, by placing her hand on each of our thighs. "Mmmmm, that was quick. Tell me there's no advantage to having two strong men in your life." I tried to work her hand up higher, but it just earned me a jab in the ribs.
When we arrived at Marisa's she let us know that her ex was gone for the day, so he wouldn't be underfoot during the move. Jack had never met Marisa, but he was certainly presented with an eyeful on this occasion. She had on baggy shorts, where the leg openings were about twice the size of her legs, offering tantalizing glimpses when she climbed stairs, or stood in the back of the truck. Her T-shirt was knotted around her chest, tighter than a Hooter girls’. The armholes were huge, and from the side you could see three-quarters of her breast. Unlike Jenny, Marisa was certainly not a hard-body. She was all curves and smooth skin, but still slender and incredibly sexy.
The girls were packing and gabbing, and Jack and I were loading. We started with a broken-down waterbed, and some bedroom furniture. As we worked at loading the gear on the truck, with the girls back in the house, I stunned Jack. "Best threesome I ever had."
"Fuck! Are you kidding me?" he almost dropped the headboard.
"Nope. Don't get the wrong idea. Jenny's not a slut. I'm the only guy she's slept with in over a year. And we've both known Marisa since they were 16. But when Marisa's marriage was down the tubes, and she was in the 'all men are pigs' frame of mind, a sympathetic evening led to some unbelievable shit."
"Dude. I'm a fan." He laughed.
"Well, if we play our cards right, today could be some more fantasies in the making. I believe an effort like this deserves some reward at the end of the day."
"You think?"
"Just let Jenny steer the way. I'll take care of Marisa to start with." I sounded surer than I felt, but I was going to give it my best 'college' try.
We emptied a guestroom, a media room, with big-screen TV and two love seats, and a walk in closet full of clothing. I didn't think we'd fit it all, when we found out Marisa had a small tow trailer that we hitched to Jacks truck and loaded with boxes from the garage, kitchen, and bedroom. Give Marisa credit, she was 90% ready for us when we got there.
By eleven we where headed back to Jen's. We were still three across in the front seat with Marisa on my lap. The girls had been secretly giggling every time we came in the house for the last three loads, and they would look at each other and laugh in the truck during the fifteen minute ride to Jen's place. I managed to work a hand into a leg of Marisa's oversized pants, and gently stroked her sopping pussy for about half the trip. I think she hid it well, but the smell was undeniable. Well, I had made my intentions pretty clear, and had not been rebuffed at all.
We unloaded the truck, while the two beauties helped with some of the boxes. They then offered to prepare lunch for when we were finished. Unloading went pretty quick, with the last ten minutes spent reassembling Marisa's water bed. The TV and loveseats just fit in the study. The loveseats actually made a V, facing the TV, with the arms touching.
Once we were done, we found they'd set up a mini-picnic on the (empty) dining room floor. Just some small sandwiches, fruit, and lemonade, spread across a blanket. When we sat down, the girls positioned themselves behind us and made a big deal of how hard we'd worked and how worn out we must be.
"I don't know how I'd ever have moved that TV and bed." Marisa cooed. "You guys are sooo strong, but you must be tired now."
"A little worn out, but a little rest and lunch should do the trick." I countered.
At this point Jack and I were both receiving backrubs from the girls, and while Marisa worked on me, Jenny gave Jack a thorough going over.
"Mmmm, that's nice," Jack finally said, as Jenny sat tight against his back, legs on each side of him, as she worked on his neck and shoulders.
Having finished two sandwiches, I decided to lay down, and take advantage of the girls' goodwill. Marisa pulled my shirt off, straddled my butt, and gave me a very good back rub - nearly masseuse quality. It was so good it went beyond sensual to just damn relaxing.
I looked over to see that Jacks shirt was missing as well, and he was leaning back into Jenny's lap and she massaged his chest. Her breasts would rub across his face each time she rubbed as low as his abs. As far as I could tell she was rubbing all the way down to an inch inside his shorts.
I rolled over, and Marisa repositioned herself, her slit rubbing up and down my hard cock as she massaged from my shoulders down to my abs. After a minute of this I could take no more. I lifted my hips and lowered my shorts halfway down my ass, releasing my cock. Marisa raised herself about 6 inches to allow me the room to maneuver. I reached inside one leg of her shorts with my hand on my cock to try to push her underwear out of the way, only to find she had outsmarted me, getting rid of them, and I had free access. I entered her smoothly, and lay back, to allow her to continue the massage.
"Steve," she whispered, "you are so nasty," as she rocked herself back and forth on my cock, and rubbed my chest. She was not looking at me but watching the action next to us. I looked over to see that Jenny had turned sideways, facing us, and Jack's head was completely hidden by her breasts, and her shirt was raised up fully exposing them. One of her hands was tangled in his hair, and the other was deep inside his pants.
"God," I told Marisa, "is that sexy or what."
I held her tight against my lap and came inside her. I didn't give her any warning, and tried to avoid any obvious movements, so I wouldn't disturb the new lovebirds. Marisa's eyes opened like saucers. She smiled hugely as I pumped stream after stream of cum deep inside her. Then her mouth descended on mine and devoured me, before she relented, smiled at me and whispered, "Thank you; that was very sweet. Not anything like last time." She finished with a mischievous grin.
I whispered into her ear, "So do we leave them to their fun, or do we dive in and help."
"I'm all for a little romantic help. Caresses and kisses, but leave the actual act to the two of them. It IS their first time." Marisa explained.
She crawled off me, and positioned herself on the other side of Jack's fully reclined body. I got behind Jenny, and started rubbing her back and shoulders. She tensed up a little, then relaxed as I whispered, "Enjoy, we're just here for support."
I lifted her arms, requiring her to release her hold on Jack's member, and pulled her shirt over her head. Marisa took advantage of the respite to grab the sides of Jack's shorts and pull them down and completely off. He helped by raising his hips. Then Marisa went to work on his shoes and socks, while I talked to him.
"Isn't she incredible," I asked him softly.
"Ohhhh, God," was his only response.
Jack was clearly a breast man, as Jenny lowered her breasts to his eager mouth once again. Looking over, I saw that Marisa was as naked as Jack, as in totally. Marisa was an avid fan of tanning beds, and she must have worn the same bikini every time. The bright white skin exposed only for our view, contrasted so erotically with her otherwise deep dark tan. Small triangles which covered two-thirds of her breasts, and a narrow V from high on her hips, across her tiny patch of unshaven hair, were all that shown white. I lost my breath at her beauty. She moved over to the other side of Jack's head, and placed her rack right up against Jenny's. She pressed her rock hard nipples against Jenny's and Jack did his best to run his tongue between them and all over the bright red aureoles.
I reached down to pull Jenny to her feet. As she stood, Marisa continued to feed Jack her incredible breasts. I removed Jenny's shorts and underwear, leaving on her sneakers and white socks which for some reason I found incredibly sexy. Realizing I was the only one still dressed, I dropped my trou' like a hot potato, and kicked off my shoes.
"Jenny, this poor boy has been constantly hard since 8:00 this morning, you have to do something for him." I told her, as I guided her face down to his cock. Jenny climbed between his legs, and started licking his balls and lower shaft. I moved to Marisa, and pulled her off Jack's face, letting him give his full attention to the beautiful face working on his over-excited manhood.
Jenny proceeded to give this boy her A-number-one-primo-patent-pending blowjob. She would watch him intently, as she would lick the shaft, and at the top slowly engulf the head. Then stroking the shaft, she would bath his balls, taking one, then the other into her mouth, breathing her hot breath across them. I could tell by his wriggling that she was also playing with his asshole, as I knew she often did. He was moaning, dropping his head back, then lifting up to watch the view of his cock embedded in that oh-so-pretty face. He didn't have a large array of expletives to let us know just how much he was enjoying the gift he was receiving. It mostly consisted of 'I can't believe this,' 'Ohhhh,' and 'God'.
Marisa was still caressing his face and shoulders, when she hit pay dirt with her first comment in a while. "Wouldn't you like to fuck her tits?" she asked.
"Unnnnhhhh!" was his response, as he unloaded. Jenny was stroking his cock while licking the lower shaft when he came. The first shot amazed me, shooting a good two to three feet in the air, and landing on his chest, followed by several more explosive streams, none less than a foot high. Jenny waited till he had finished coming, watching in awe, as were all of us, before taking his bright red cock in her mouth and cleansing him of the remains of the last half-hearted shots. Marisa was unstoppable, and was lapping away at the cum on his chest, licking all over, the sweat and cum leaving slick trails across his body. Soon Jenny joined her in the cleaning while I sat back and enjoyed the show.
No one can call Marisa selfish. While Jenny kissed Jack, sharing some of the hard earned cum with him, Marisa crawled down to Jack's semi-hard dick, and took the whole thing in her mouth, working diligently to restore it to it's original glory. I'm not sure Jenny knew of this enormous sacrifice on Marisa's part, until I lifted Jenny clear of the ground, and lowered her onto Jacks waiting tower. Marisa steered with the eye of a shuttle pilot, and mated the two perfectly. She gave me a nod and I lowered Jenny the rest of the way then positioned her so her breasts were over Jack's face again.
"Buddy," I told him, "I am so jealous. I can remember what it was like the first time I made love to this sweet girl. I can make myself come just thinking about it. It was absolutely one of the supreme experiences of my life." I was leaning over Jenny, kissing her shoulders and neck. Marisa, god bless her soul, had found a way to work her head under me, and pressed against Jacks side she was doing her best to give my cock as good a treatment as Jack was receiving.
I was beginning to think that he'd had Jenny to himself long enough, and I was thinking of a way to get involved, when Marisa crawled out from underneath, and pulled me away. "Oh no you don't, I know what you're thinking, and you leave them alone. Maybe later, but let them have this one to themselves."
"Come on Marisa, it wouldn't hurt. And I know she's fantasized about being double-teamed." I looked over to where they were going at it, slowly and romantically, and started to rethink my position.
"You know, if you're gentle, my ass hasn't been taken care of in months." God! She was a devil. She knew how to lure me. "But not here, in the bedroom."
"You're bed is empty," I countered.
"Her bedroom, silly. We'll go in there, and let them make the move to join us, if they feel like it. C'mon stud, I'll make it worth your while." She led me away by the cock, like a dog on a leash.
As we left the room, I saw that Jack was sitting up, and Jenny was sitting on his lap, clinging to him, legs wrapped around his waist, as he lifted her by the ass cheeks up and down on his log. A twinge of jealousy reared its ugly head, but a not so subtle tug by Marisa brought me back to reality. Jenny was just a good friend, hell more than that, my wife's sister, who I loved very much, and she needed a man in her life. I hope I hadn't fucked up bringing in Jack - he did seem like a good guy, but only time would tell.
Marisa got right to the point. She dropped onto her hands and knees, and wiggled her sweet curvy butt in the air, "See anything you like?"
The small white untanned area framing her crack was like a beacon to pleasure. I dropped behind her and ate out her ass and pussy for several minutes, until the juices were flowing down her leg. I then went to Jenny's 'back of tricks' and got some of her miracle lubricant and a cone shaped dildo.
"Careful, lover, I was sore for weeks after the last time." She was hot as Dallas blacktop in August, but still a little cautious.
"I'm sorry baby. I'm going to open you up nice and easy, then enjoy your ass in a way that we will both appreciate." I was rubbing a little lube on her little brown eye, and working it in gently with my index finger. Not one to waste an opportunity, I was simultaneously slowly feeding my cock into her tight little pussy.
"Mmmmmmm, that's nice. Don't get me wrong. I enjoyed the last time immensely - you can't imagine how powerful and sexy I feel making you completely lose control like that. And to feel your body shaking and sweating as you used me like a toy doll, lifting me like some rag-doll, Gaaaaawwwd, filling my ass with that monstrously thick cock of yours. Using me, my every opening completely at your mercy. The strength in your hands, the hard muscles of your arms and chest pressed against me. Clutching me, using me. Ooooohhhhh, Jenny watching you completely lose yourself in me -- Ahhhhhhhh, GOD, I'm cumming, Ohhhhhh, ooooooohhhhhhhhhh, JESUS, Ahhh, Ahhh, shit, shit, shit!" she was trembling uncontrollably, and I had just barely started working the dildo up her ass as I slowly fucked her pussy.
Once her breathing settled, I went back to work, wiggling the dildo inside her, until I had the thing halfway inside her, where the diameter of the thing was over an inch.
She was talking to me again. "Oooh, baby, I'm ready, do me already, I know you want it. You want to be in my ass again. Tell me baby."
"You know it. I've never been out of control like that. Your sweet little hot ass drove me crazy. You weren't my first anal, but God, you were the best I'd ever had." I told her, discarding the dildo, and placing the spongy head at the opening. With a little effort, I popped the head in about two inches, and she grunted magnificently.
Hissing, she asked, "Better than Jenny?"
"I've never had Jenny's ass," I confided.
"Mmmmmmh, well you can have mine. I would never deny you. Come on baby, give it to me."
I started my invasion, slowly working my way in until I was buried to the hilt.
"Please, hold it there," she begged, while she tried to grow accustomed to the oversized invader. "Ok, now slowly, fuck my hot ass."
"Marisa, you are an incredible fuck. I love this little tattoo. I need to see this more often." I told her, as I started driving her ass, still slowly but with long strokes and a nice steady pace.



"Oooh, lover, whenever you want - whenever you want. I'll be your toy." She was breathing heavy, gasping.
I got quiet and worked her ass for several minutes while she wilted under my assault, dropping her head and shoulders to the bed, her ass held in place by my strong hands and implacable cock. She was moaning constantly, clasping the bed sheets. I'd have been a little concerned except for the shit-eating grin plastered across her face.
I pulled my cock all the way out, watching as her hole slowly, oh so slowly closed. She moved not an inch. I scooped my hands under her knees, and flipped her onto her back. I pressed her legs way back, looping her own arms over her legs behind her knees, commanding her to stay that way, as I reentered her sweetly presented asshole. Once I was in again, which didn't take much effort at all, I leaned over her, and worked her ass with short quick strokes as I played with her huge tits. She was such sweet eye-candy, I couldn't tear my eyes off her.
"Lick them for me," I told her, as I pushed the nipples up towards her face. She looked up at me and smiled devilishly, as she licked and sucked one swollen nipple, and then the other.
"You like that? You like to see me suck my big tits? You like to see how hard my nipples are from having you fuck my tight little ass?" The question was obviously rhetorical, but she'd certainly earned a little admiration and affection.
"Marisa, your tits are fabulous, your ass is a miraculous work of art, and that mouth of yours could make the Pope come in his dreams. You are one of the hottest little sluts I've ever known." I was holding her knees together, off to one side, while I worked in and out of that tight little ass. After at least ten minutes of punishment, it was still as tight as a fist on my cock. I was thinking it was a miracle I ever got my head out of there in order to change positions.
"Oh my God," I heard Jacks voice intone from the doorway.
"Unbelievable, isn't it," Jenny added.
I could see Marisa smile in ecstasy, under the adulation her prowess at taking cock up the butt was receiving.
"God, he fills me sooooo nice." She gloated, licking her lips lasciviously, then laughing.
I pulled all the way out, with just the head inside, then slowly drove the full length up her ass. I was twisting her legs to give our audience the best possible view of the anal invasion. I deliberately long-stroked here, a few seconds per stroke, enjoying the attention. Feeling their eyes on me made me even hotter and harder.
"Oooooh, I can feel his cock swelling inside me. I think he really likes performing for you, don't you lover. Fuck your little slut up the ass for these nice people."
"Jesus - I've gotta cum soon, or my cock may be crushed for life by your incredibly tight ass." Just then I felt Jenny's breath on my cock. I looked back to see her on her back, head between my legs, and I could feel her licking away at my balls.
Jack was wearing almost a dazed look as he walked up to Marisa, and placed his flaccid cock against her face. She opened her eyes, smiled, and turned her head to place the entire fellow in her mouth. She kept her nose pressed against his stomach as I started to see her cheeks swell from the results of her actions.
Jacks eyes got big and he looked at me. "Oh my god! I'm all the way in her mouth and she's massaging my cock with her throat to get me hard!"
Marisa finally pulled her head away, and took some deep breaths. Jacks cock was no longer soft, and he re-entered her mouth to fuck her pretty face.
Jenny had sadly removed her talented tongue from by balls and ass, and was watching Marisa with Jack. She maneuvered herself around me, opposite Jack, and lowered her head to softly kiss Marisa's tits, sucking her hugely erect nipples while she watched her new boyfriend receive a blowjob inches from her own face.
For a couple of exquisitely long minutes, Jack and I fed Marisa at both ends, while Jenny gave her breasts all the attention she could.
I was finally on the verge. I spread Marisa's legs wide, and pressed them back, one pressing down against Jenny's back. I clenched her thighs tightly with my big hands, and fucked her poor ass as hard as I could, grunting and puffing away. "Ooooohhhhhhh, yessssssss," I cried as I unloaded my spunk in her bowels.
Marisa tried to say something, but the meaning was lost as her mouth and throat were filled with cock, and then surprisingly, cum. Jack pulled out and squeezed a couple of merely human streams of seed straight into her open mouth.
Jenny leaned across Marisa's body, tits dragging across hers, and pulled Jack to her open mouth, sucking any last drops of cum from his wilting cock. Marisa lay back, legs akimbo, eyes closed, and a devious little smile traipsing across her face, as she licked her lips clean. A small bit of cum escaped her, and slowly trailed down her cheek.
I was laying between her legs, half off the bed, holding Marisa's sweet hips, as I placed some gentle apologetic kisses across her flat belly and down to the top of her swollen pussy. I wanted to somehow convey my desire to comfort and caress her, not abuse her, as I couldn't help but do once I was lodged up her ass. I gently insinuated my tongue among the folds of her pussy, loving her.
"I know baby, I know. You love my ass don't you?" She purred, smiling over her power over me.
Oblivious to the other two with us, I answered, "I love making love to you. I love your teasing mouth, and sweet pussy, but your ass, GOD, Marisa, I can't control myself when it comes to your ass."
"MMmmmmmm, I know." She smilingly answered.
* * * *
We cleaned up a little, took a potty break, and re-hydrated, before we all hopped in the bed for a little grab-ass and some kissing and loving. We took turns adoring the women, who took turns returning the favor. A lot of bed-talk ensued, about how hot the girls were, and how talented, etc. etc. I did manage to get hard again for while, and comfortably screwed Jenny from behind while she lay on her side. She and Jack were staring into each others eyes, discussing who knows what, some new-love drivel, while Marisa of the mischievous ways alternated her oral attention from Jacks semi-hard cock to Jenny's sweet pussy. Although I screwed her deliciously for several minutes, I didn't manage to come, and finally allowed Marisa to climb on top of me where I held her and told her how beautiful and talented she was. I also told her I was looking forward to the day when she brought home a man like Jack, and our four-way could become a full-fledged orgy.
"You gonna hook me up like you did Jenny?" she whispered.
"What do you mean? Jenny met Jack at the gym."
"Oh come on, everyone here knows, you found a decent guy, then served up your little girl-friend to him on a silver platter. Not that anyone's complaining." She giggled, licking my face like a kitten.
"I'm certainly not," chimed in Jack, "I'm going to name our first three children Steve, boys or girls."
Jenny laughed and poked him. She twisted and looked at me. "I know you did it 'cause you love me," she added, "and you certainly managed to make a better choice than I have in the last, oh, say, twenty-five years. And I love you for it."
She gave me a sweet kiss, that Marisa insisted on sharing by licking our mouths as we continued for a lot longer then originally intended. Marisa rolled off me, allowing Jenny, my sweet Jenny, to climb on top of me, and continue with our heartfelt kiss. A tear came to my eye, as I realized I had given away my sweet little lover, who I really did adore in so many ways. I tried to blink it away unsuccessfully, but Jenny kissed it away, only to find her salty tears rolling down her cheeks onto my face. I buried my face in her shoulder, kissing her neck and hair, and stroking her back and hair.
Marisa, friendly helpful Marisa, was between my legs noting my beginning arousal, and orally manipulating a more fully erect state. Her stroking and sucking evolved into her placing my newly erect cock into Jenny's sweet opening. I held her tight, relishing the feeling of being inside her again. I think Jack was a little embarrassed by the sudden turn of events, until I heard Marisa tell him to go with her, somehow she was going to get him to fuck her tits. She was dying for someone to fuck her tits and spunk her face. They left.
"Hush," she told me, as I desperately clung to her, trying to drive my cock deeper into her, although already fully sheathed. "It's not like I'm going anywhere. We can still be together sometimes. I'll always love you and what you've done for me."
She kissed my face repeatedly, then sat up and sensually and lovingly rode me to oblivion, gazing into my face and whispering words of love.
* * * *
Afterward:
Jenny and Jack are still together almost a year later. Marisa is going through one guy after another, and I'm happy to say I've been able to participate in more than one completely debaucherous sexual foray with her, her friends - male and female, and Jenny and Jack.
Jenny and I only get together as a group now, and our lovemaking can run the gamut from sensual and tender to mindless raw uncontrolled sex. I will at some time have to write down at least a few of these encounters. I know I'll hate myself if I don't record for posterity the Superbowl party that lasted two days, and included my first triple penetration of Jenny, and another anal assault on Marisa, in front of at least five witnesses.
Oh yeah, and the time my wife, Jenny, Jack, Marisa and Denise got into some heavy bi-loving. But that's for another time.
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(If you've read the "Jen and Me" tales, the events portrayed here actually occurred the weekend following the "Marisa move".)
* * * * *
My wife Cheryl was quite excited by the idea of our seducing one of her best friends, Denise. For a week we'd been discussing ideas while in bed each evening, and each time she would get seriously worked up. She had nicknamed it the Triad project.
Cheryl is a dear girl, but not quite the most subtle at subterfuge. Fortunately I'm more than sufficiently devious, manipulative, and borderline amoral for the both of us.
I had met Denise several years earlier around the same time I had first met Cheryl. She was a bubbly, bright ex-college roommate, with shoulder length blonde hair that framed an irresistibly cute face. I was immediately struck with her prettiness, and had always found her the most attractive of all Cheryl's friends. The fact that she was the happiest, with a smile that lit up her face like a beacon in the night was only icing on the cake. For years while I was dating Cheryl, none of her friends had steady beau's and I'd always thought that if things between Cheryl and I didn't work out, Denise would be mine.
Cheryl had found recent behavior of mine, 'above and beyond the call of duty', and as such, thought I should be rewarded. I'd already received the first part of my reward, the second part being the potential opportunity of a shared weekend of unmitigated sexual freedom, including our good friend Denise, if we could only get her assent.
Denise was the first of Cheryl's friends to get married, and claimed to be quite happy in her marriage. She had never been quite as open about every facet of her life as Cheryl was with ours, but every indication was her home life was great. They had been together for years, and had a child just a bit older than ours. Her husband Mark and I had never really hit it off, no animosity, and just not a lot of commonality (except perhaps for admiration of his wife's figure!) We'd run into each other maybe twice a year - we lived a good 50 miles apart.
Since Cheryl was a homemaker, and Denise worked part-time, the two full-time mommies still found time to get together every now and then, at least every few weeks, to gab, compare notes, and rehash old times.
The topic of conversation recently, apparently, was the drastic improvement in our love life, and even some discussion of new paths forged, and new frontiers explored. I hadn't seen Denise in quite a while, close to a year, and she had yet to see the 'new' me.
Cheryl's progress towards her goal to get back to her 'college shape' however was quite obvious. At some point she'd recruited Denise into her camp and they'd been running together for a couple of months now. Cheryl kept hinting that if I'd found Denise cute before, her new, fitter figure might be too much for my weak heart too handle. Weak heart!
"So tell me again," Cheryl asked nervously, reclining next to me in bed that Friday morning, having just concluded an unexpected but oh-so-nice morning tryst.
"When she comes down this afternoon, you two go shopping. Tell her that I insist on treating, thanks to a recent financial windfall, and it's time for you two to buy some clothes that fit you that aren't from the 80's". This earned me a smack, but it was largely true. None of Cheryl's clothing fit, except for some few items left from her college days. "It's just a little reward for all your efforts. Just the eye-candy value alone is worth a Neiman-Marcus weekend.
"Of course, Denise might not understand that kind of extravagance. Make sure you shop someplace reasonable so she doesn't feel too concerned with prices since you're buying. And make sure that part of your shopping spree includes lingerie."
"And in exchange for funding our expedition, all you'll ask for is a 'fashion show' of our purchases." Cheryl looked to me for approval, which I granted with a nod.
"Exactly. Let her know about the 'show' before you shop, so she's thinking about that all afternoon. Get some sexy outfits, short skirts, sundresses, shorts, tight shirts, you know. Show off those cute bodies of yours." I smiled, running my hands over the object under discussion. "Our goal is to get her in a highly sensitized mood. We never come outright and discuss intimacy; it just hovers in the background, like white noise."
I pulled out an envelope. "Here are $1500 worth of Mall coupons. They are good in either of the malls. Tell her I got it as a bonus, and want you to spend it. What would I buy in snooty malls like these?
"Some silky teddies would be great, if you can swing it, but she may not bite. I imagine you can probably work in at least a nice nightshirt and panties, if you try. You might even try for some swimsuits if things are going smoothly. You be the judge. Remind her that what she buys should be for show. Tell her how you want her to help get me worked up so that you can get some serious action tonight." I added. "She must know that I've always found her really hot."
"Oh, yeah. She's convinced that if she'd found you first, you two would be together now." Cheryl laughed.
"I don't know about that," I joined in, "but she certainly would be a tasty treat."
"And then?" She asked.
"Let me deal with it after that. I have plans for dinner." I told her. "The rest is up to me, you just have to go along, and do whatever I ask."
"Whatever you ask." She repeated doing her best Spock imitation with her eyebrows.
"Yes, whatever I ask." I smiled.
"We'll see..."
----
I got home from the office early, and arranged a few details for later that evening. My purchases had been completed, and I was relaxing on the screened-in porch.
They burst in the through the front door, giggling and laughing like schoolgirls. I later found out they'd stopped by happy-hour on the way out of the mall to avoid rush hour, and were already feeling very little pain. Ah - I love it when a plan comes together.
"STEVE, get your ass out here and help us." Cheryl yelled.
"Yeah, STEVE, get your buns in action." Denise added, and both girls burst into laughter.
"Ok, I'm here already, what's up." I sauntered in.
"Oh my god, you look great!" Denise gushed, "And you're so big! I mean, well not big like before, but good big!" She reached up to touch my arm and ran her hand from shoulder to elbow. The baggy gym shirt and cotton gym shorts didn't do much to compliment my body, but I was still a far cry from the 300-lb. guy she'd last seen.
She looked fabulous, but before I had a chance to express my views, my darling tipsy wife interrupted.
"No annoying the help, please," Cheryl teased, dragging Denise off of me.
"The bags are in the car, 'James', hop to." Cheryl did not play the socialite ingenue especially well, but I played along, answering 'Yes, Madame' and hoisting about a dozen bags into the house and into the living room.
"Can I get you ladies a drink," I offered, "or perhaps some canapés? I have some exquisite seasonal offerings."
"Very well, we'll take them in the drawing room," Cheryl answered, leading Denise arm-in-arm into the family room. I grabbed the remote and turned on the CD player, preloaded with elegant, sensual, classical music.
I was determined to overwhelm Denise with an assault on all her senses. I brought out a silver platter layered with ice, and heaped with four freshly shucked oysters, four quail eggs stuffed with caviar, and a jar of Beluga, surrounded by toast points, buttered, plain, and coated with cream cheese, as well as a small bowl of creme fraische. Delicate mother-of-pearl spoons completed the arrangement. I situated the platter and removed the blue lid from the jar.
As they 'ooh'd and 'ah'd, I brought out the champagne bucket, and opened the Perrier-Jouet Fleur.
"Oh, you're spoiling us. You must want something," Cheryl giggled, coquetishly.
"Not at all. It's not spoiling if you deserve it. You lovely ladies deserve nothing less. You've been dieting and working out so hard, and so successfully, that when you splurge, you should splurge big. I'm so proud of what you've accomplished, I can't tell you enough. And you Denise, you know you look marvelous, darling." Ok, Billy Crystal, I'm not. I stepped back appraisingly, running my eyes over her body.
"Oh, please. I'm still 10 pounds more than I weighed when I started college." Denise responded, trying to hide within her oversized shirt.
"Bullshit. You are beautiful; you would be way too scrawny if you lost 10 pounds. I keep trying to tell Cheryl that she's at her perfect weight, and she keeps adjusting her target weight. You tell her. I don't want one more inch lost off those yummy boobs and hips. Her butt is the closest thing to perfect I've seen - present company excepted. Stop the insanity!" "Now he is laying it on thick," Cheryl whispered to Denise.
"Oh, no, I like it," Denise whispered back accepting the flute of dry champagne I offered, clinking her glass against Cheryl's in a conspiratorial toast.
I knelt before Cheryl, and removed her shoes, rubbing her feet. "Your poor feet must be exhausted, after a hard day battling the mobs." Cheryl leaned back, caviar toast in one hand, champagne in the other.
"This is the life," she breathed.
I walked around the table to Denise's feet. I took her foot in hand. "May I?" I inquired.
"Mmmmm," she responded, pointing her toe, and extending her leg.
Heh. I knew that Denise always considered her calves, ankles and feet as some of her best features. I'd lean more towards her incredible, edible ass, and her pretty face, particularly the cute little dimples in each cheek.
I removed one shoe, then the other, rubbing her feet as I had previously with Cheryl. Then placing her foot on my shoulder, I initiated a short calf massage, before completing the foot massage. If her skirt was just a little shorter, it might have offered me an enticing view.
I returned to the kitchen where I brought in my own preferred beverage, a large glass of pineapple juice, then climbing over Cheryl's legs, positioned myself between the ladies.
"Allow me," I offered, as I prepared a small scoop of caviar on a bed of plain toast with cream cheese. Turning to Cheryl, I fed this morsel to her, as she reclined decadently into the corner of the couch.
"Oh, that was scrumptious." She announced.
I prepared another bite size morsel, this time layering the caviar, creme fraische, and plain toast, and turned to Denise. "Do you care for caviar?" I asked.
"I don't really know," she answered.
"Then you must experience it. You may find it a little salty, although the Beluga is quite mild. Take a small bite, and if you like it, try crushing the berries with the tip of your tongue against the roof of your mouth." I held the toast to her mouth, and she tentatively accepted a small bite.
"Mmm, that's nice." Denise admitted after opening her eyes.
She opened her mouth and I place the remaining bite in her mouth, lightly running my finger across her lip.
She closed her eyes and enjoyed her first caviar. It was a few moments before she spoke. "It really is not salty at all, and crushed, it's almost like a buttery omelet taste."
"You like?"
"I like."
Turning back to the Cheryl I took a stuffed quail egg, and popped it in her mouth. She never opened her eyes, finishing the egg, and following with a sip of the champagne.
Again, I turned to Denise, who was waiting expectantly.
"What is that?"
"Oeufs a l'amour, quail eggs stuffed with caviar, creme and crushed yolk. This I'm sure you'll enjoy." I once again fed her, and she captured my finger for a second between her lips, as she accepted the small egg.
Denise finished the egg, and her tongue teasingly cleaned the corners of her mouth. "Wufs lamore."
"Oeufs A L'amour, Eggs of Love," I told her, as I prepared the caviar with cream cheese and toast for myself. Unlike my wife, I was not a special fan of sturgeon eggs myself. I went light on the caviar.
Denise was watching me intently, with a curious look on her face. I raised an eyebrow, inviting the question I knew she was harboring.
"What is it you're drinking, a Salty Dog?"
"Pineapple juice."
"Why pineapple juice?"
I leaned over to whisper softly in her ear, "It's a treat for Cheryl, for later."
"How's that?" She asked, intrigued.
"Oh, I really shouldn't say. It's not proper."
"Please, Steve, I can keep a secret." She leaned really close and her lips were in almost constant contact with my ear as she spoke. She was doing her favorite teasing gesture, pulling and tugging at my shirt, then pressing her hand against me to 'flatten' the pull.
My breath tickling her ear, I pulled her hair back and whispered softly. "I discovered on a diet once, that pineapples and bananas give me a delicate sweet flavor, or so a friend told me. It removes the bitterness and saltiness, I might otherwise have." I couldn't resist a light taste of her skin, as I completed sharing my secret.
She was looking very confused, pondering my statement, when she suddenly blushed a deep crimson. Lowering her eyes, she drank half her champagne.
I stood up and refilled their glasses. "Ladies, please enjoy your aperitifs. I have some preparations to make for dinner. If you'll excuse me."
I started the dinner preparations, working on the tenderloin and baked potatoes that would take the longest. When I had finished I returned to the family room, and finding the appetizers gone, I cleared the table. I had only provided a small serving, just enough to whet their appetites.
"Well girls, if you are sufficiently recovered from your arduous workout, perhaps you'd be so kind as to allow me a showing of what my bonus bought today," I said, situating myself in my leather recliner, and sipping my juice.
Cheryl hopped up, pulling Denise by the hand, "Fashion show!" she sang, and dragged Denise off to the living room.
It was a good ten minutes before they reappeared. They took turns standing just outside of the room and announcing each other.
"Presenting Monique, in a divine floral summer smock, designed by monsieur Pierre Poupon, of the renowned J.C. Penoir," Denise announced as Cheryl strutted through wearing her brightly colored sundress.
I was entertained for about 20 minutes. They had acquired quite a few new items. As the show continued the outfits got smaller and sexier. The improvement to Denise's body was nearly miraculous. She might believe she could lose another 5-10 pounds; as far as I was concerned she looked damn good. She came out in torn jean shorts and an open midriff peasant blouse, and my first erection of the evening made its presence known. She had a full, round ass, but no excess fat on her thighs. Her waist was narrow. No love handles, a tiny pooch in the front, and smooth curves. Nothing like Jen's hardbody or even Cheryl's slightly defined abs, but still sexy as hell. Of course all of this was somewhat hard to notice under the distraction of her large, blouse filling breasts. Cheryl packed quite a package on her chest, but I'd have to say I'd be hard-pressed to pick a winner in a battle of boobs. Cheryl came out in some ultra-low slung hip-hugger shorts, very retro, with two zippers in the front, one on each side. These were matched with what must have been the last tube top in the country. I whistled in appreciation.
Finally Cheryl gave me the sign that they were nearly done.
"Hold on a sec please, I must check on the dinner, I'll be right back." The girls returned to the living room to get their next outfits, while I put on the asparagus, and lobster, knowing they would ready in just a couple of minutes.
"I'm back," I announced.
"Lingerie, courtesy of Victoria's Secret," Cheryl announced, as the girls filed in side-by-side, wearing matching white satin nightshirts. Cheryl opened hers, letting it fall off her shoulders, displaying a bright red lacy bra, and matching red panties. Denise hesitantly opened hers, turning quickly one way, then the other, offering me a fleeting glimpse of a teal, extremely low cut bra, from which she was nearly overflowing. Her exquisite porcelain skin was beautiful. Her panties were also teal, very low cut, like hip-huggers, drawing a straight line from hip-to-hip, at the top of which I could see a few light hairs peeking up. I knew that from behind half her crack would be exposed by these.
I clapped appreciatively. "Beautiful, excellent choices. Is that everything?"
"Oh no," Cheryl cried bouncing up and down deliciously. "The swimsuits!"
"Ah the finale. Please ladies, get ready."
While they were changing, I returned to the kitchen, placed the food on their platters, and even sliced the tenderloin.
"We're ready," Cheryl announced.
I hurried back to my chair for the piece-de-resistance.
Cheryl entered wearing a delightfully simple white bikini. The straps between the cups and along the sides of the bottom were striped in black. The cut was daring, but not overly, covering most of her breasts, and being pretty full cut in the back. She paraded around for a moment, stepping right up to the edge of my chair to make sure I was getting the full effect. It was very nice. I couldn't help but think it would be completely see though if it ever got wet.
Denise had to be encouraged to come out, she finally snuck around the corner, arms crossed in front of her. She was wearing a gold suit, a two-piece. The top was a simple band across her breasts, bunched in the middle with what looked like an intricate rope knot. The swell of her breast was clearly evident both below and above the band, where the poor top was not up to the task of completely containing her treasure chest. The bottom was pretty, again gold, with the straps riding high on her waist, accentuating the swell of her hips. As she turned, I saw the back was almost non-existent, a narrow triangle of cloth running up the middle of her delightful rear, ending in a loop, about 4 inches across, where it attached to the rope around her waist. Her ass cheeks were perfect, full round, and incredibly tempting.
"Gorgeous," I announced clapping, "those outfits will raise more than eyes on the beach this summer," I told them. I passed them two heavy Turkish bathrobes. "Put these on, dinner is ready, and we don't want it to get cold."
Step number two accomplished. Get Denise into lingerie or a bathing suit, and get her used to wearing it through the meal. Goal: to make sure she wore only that or less for the rest of the evening.
Dinner went well; it was a simple affair, surf and turf, with asparagus in hollandaise sauce and twice baked potatoes. A ripe '97 Australian Margaret River Chardonnay kept our light buzz intact.
When the plates were relatively clean, I announced that dessert would be served in the family room. The girls returned to the couch, where I soon reappeared with chocolate fondue, and chilled strawberries, banana slices, cherries and seedless grapes. If a more sensual dessert existed, I'd never heard of it. I passed out the small forks, two each.
"Now, I read the rules of fondue." I announced pulling out a little booklet.
"Rule One. Dip fondue in a figure eight, to keep the chocolate mixed.
"Two. Never double dip your fondue.
"Three. Use one fork for dipping and the other for eating.
"Four. If a lady drops her fondue, she must kiss the gentleman to her left.
"Five. If a gentleman drops his fondue, he must buy the next bottle of wine or the next round.
"And last but not least, rule number six. The purposeful knocking off of fondue will not be tolerated.
"Are there any questions? If not, let's dig in."
Of course it wasn't long before Cheryl lost a banana in the chocolate (they were the hardest to keep on the fork). She paid her forfeit happily.



Denise learned the hazards of banana dipping also. "Oh, shit!" she pronounced, when she pulled an empty fork from the fondue. Denise crawled over and placed a delicate kiss on my lips. Her robe gaped open as she leaned over, and provided a nice view.
I lost a strawberry - no, really, it WAS an accident - and asked the ladies what they'd like for a drink.
"I'm fine," said Denise, who was sipping more champagne.
"This isn't fair," cried Cheryl. "We've already got our drinks. I think you should have to kiss one of us."
"Or both of us," piped in Denise, surprising me.
"I believe I am willing to modify the rules in this case and accept that penalty." I turned to Denise and gave her a light kiss on the lips, just a hint of tongue on her top lip as I pulled away. I then turned to my wife, and gave her a long deep kiss.
Several more kisses were exchanged as we worked our way through the remaining fruit. By the last few pieces, virtually every one 'fell' off a fork. My kisses with Cheryl now included some pretty obvious groping inside her robe. Denise's kisses became more and more amorous, first adding a bit of tongue and a nibbled lip, then more tongue and longer duration. The final kiss, my hand was inside her robe, caressing her bare skin, from the edge of her breast, down her side, over and around her hips.
With the last of the dessert gone, I stood, unable to hide my obvious excited state. I refilled the champagne glasses, and cleared the table, returning with one more bottle, which I placed unopened in the ice bucket.
"That was the one of the most wonderful dinners I have ever had. Thank you." Denise proclaimed, half-drunk, leaning back against the couch, eyes closed, and robe lying completely open on one side.
"Steve, you have certainly earned a reward tonight," Cheryl added. "Thanks for the dinner and the clothes."
"And the clothes!" Denise sat up and leaned over, putting her hand on my shoulder, and gazing into my face continued, "Thank you for the outfits. I love them."
"You are very welcome, I'm just glad I can make you girls happy." I leaned forward and gave Denise another kiss, which she returned.
"That's it for my plans for the evening, what do you girls want to do, watch a movie?" I inquired.
"Oh, I'd just fall asleep," Cheryl muttered, "Let's do something else."
"Scrabble?" I asked.
"Oh, come on Steve, you always win the board games." Denise countered.
"I don't see anyone else making suggestions." I replied.
"Well you know," Cheryl said, "we gave you a show, I think you should give us one."
"Oh, c'mon, I didn't get anything new." I quipped.
"I'm sure Denise would like to see the 'new you'. Why don't you show her the posing routine I see you practicing in the bathroom."
"Yes! Please, I'd love to see just what I've been hearing all about." Denise spoke up. "C'mon, baby, show us what you got!" She did a bit of a shimmy, which opened her robe completely up.
"Well, Ok, but really there's not much to it. Give me a minute to get ready."
I retired to the living room where, amid the scattered ladies clothing, I pressed out some quick push-ups, and tried to generate a bit of a pump isometrically. When I could finally feel my muscles starting to tighten a bit I entered the family room.
I was currently down to about 8% body fat. Not quite contest potential, but certainly enough to show my cuts and six-pack. I went through a quick pose down, hitting a few standard shots, double biceps, most muscular, side biceps, and front lat spread, letting them see my chest, arms, abs and quads. I then turned and did a double biceps from the back, which I held for a long time, and then my favorite, the rear lat spread. I have a naturally wide body, and a huge back. When I hit the lat spread, blowing up my back to its fullest size, it looks like I'm taking up two zip codes. Coincidentally, my best showing muscle is probably calves. Just lucky genetically, mine look like two beer cans strapped to each leg.
I don't think even Cheryl had any idea of my muscularity. She never hits the gym with me, and has only seen me doing a pose or two in the mirror in the bathroom. I was holding the poses a long time, and now sweating and trembling a bit. Looking at the girls, I could tell they didn't know what to make of me.
I finished and started shaking out my arms and quads. I was cramping a bit on my left lat, and was massaging it out. At 6'1", 245 lbs. I'm not the biggest guy in the gym, but I'm sure I piss a few people off by being able to build mass so easy. I can only thank my parents.
I took up my seat between the ladies again, wearing not much more than them at this point.
Cheryl asked breathlessly, "Make a muscle again," staring at my arm.
A muscle usually means biceps, so I threw up a right biceps. I supinated my wrist to make it dance, then went back to a natural position and pressed out the hardest peak I could. She touched it tentatively, then strongly. She clung to it with both hands. "I didn't know...It's bigger than my leg." Probably close. At just over 20 inches it was probably as big as our tiny friend Marisa's waist.
"Do that back thing again," Denise pleaded.
I placed my hand just below my lats, then flexed hard. She ran her hands from shoulders down the central column to my lower back, then wide across my back. She reached through my arms trying to reach around my chest. She couldn't even reach both nipples. I could feel hers however, digging into my back as she hugged me tight.
Holding the pose, I cramped again. "Crap," I exclaimed as I dropped my arms and tried to shake it out.
"Oh, I'm sorry, where's it hurt?" Denise asked.
Holding my left arm over my head, I indicated half way down my left side with my right hand.
Denise was trying to massage the muscle, pretty ineffectively, but the kisses she was showering on my side were starting to effect a different muscle. I had no doubt she was at least 1/2 drunk, and in a receptive mood.
"Not to be a party pooper, ladies, but I think I'm ready for bed. Cheryl I believe promised me a reward for my efforts over the meal, and if I don't collect soon, I'm going to split my shorts.
"Denise you know where the guest room is." I turned to face her. "You are welcome to join me and Cheryl in our room, no pressure, no obligation." I took her hands in mine. "I'd love to have you share our bed tonight."
Denise looked dazed. She looked past me, to Cheryl, who nodded. "C'mon up for fun. At the least you can see a little of what I've told you, firsthand. You don't have to do anything."
Denise just stared beyond both of us, then reached out and placed an open palm against my chest. With her other hand she caressed my huge quads. I figured that was about as much of a yes as she was likely to articulate at this moment.
I stood and lifted her, her robing falling completely off, exposing her delightful body to my full view. I cradled her in my arms like a child, and carried her upstairs. She pressed her face into my shoulder. When I reached our room, I placed her on the edge of my king-sized bed, and leaned over to gather in another kiss from the pretty little thing dressed so skimpishly. Cheryl had followed right behind me, and wandered around the room, doing that girl thing, lighting some candles, and turning down the lights. While she was doing this I crawled into the middle of the bed.
I lay on my back and extended my arm out to reach under Denise's head. She turned to me, laying her head on my shoulder, and lying on her side, with her top hand slowly exploring my chest and abs; it wandered like a small lost creature on its own.
Cheryl climbed onto the other side of the bed, burying herself in my other arm. She was hugging my chest, watching Denise. I leaned over and kissed Cheryl, a long sensuous kiss. I then turned to Denise whose head was still lowered. I watched Cheryl's hand cross the expanse of my chest, taking Denise's chin and raising her face towards mine. Denise's eyes were smoldering, the beautiful bright green orbs shining brightly. She was breathing quite heavily, and I wondered how close she was to bolting or if she was committed.
My lips lowered to hers, and my tongue eagerly sought hers. I pulled her up and towards me, so she was half-lying across me. Her top leg encircled mine, and her arm reached over and across my chest. She took command of the kiss, hungrily exploring my mouth as her leg bent forward, until her thigh was in contact with my erection. Our breaths mingled as her chest was heaving with excitement. Unable to resist, I lowered my hand to her rear, first softly caressing her lower back and round butt, then reaching in her suit to grab and squeeze one cheek, then the other.
Denise finally pulled her mouth off mine, and dug her head into my shoulder. "God, you feel good," she told me, her leg moving back and forth, rubbing my hard-on.
I watched as Cheryl took Denise's hand and guided it down to my cock. Denise rubbed it through my shorts, grasping and tugging at it gently. Cheryl then lifted the top of my shorts out, and pulled Denise's hand inside.
"Oh God," Denise whispered, wrapping her legs around my one right leg, squeezing it tightly. I could feel the heat of her need, as she rubbed against my thigh. I flexed my quads a couple of times, spreading her legs each time, and she moaned and squeezed my cock tightly with her little hand. I felt Cheryl's mouth engulf the head of my cock, and Denise was stroking the shaft, basically beating me off into Cheryl's mouth.
Denise moved her head from my shoulder to my chest, and lowered her leg, so she could watch my dick disappear into Cheryl's face. She started building up a rhythm to match Cheryl's head bobbing. Her hand was holding tighter now, and she was able to almost reach around the entire shaft. Hoping for the best, I placed my hand on the back of Denise's neck, and pushed her down to join her best friend, bathing my cock.
She took little encouragement, wiggling down the bed, and placing her face adjacent to Cheryl's. Cheryl abruptly sat up, shook her hair loose, then slid off the bed, grabbed the sides of my shorts and pulled them off in one hard pull. Our state of undress was extremely inequitable, what with me completely naked, and the girls still wearing their new bathing suits, but I was not about to complain.
Denise had never let go of my cock, though she had stopped stroking for a few seconds as I was divested of my last article of clothing. She reached forward and placed a small kiss on the swollen head. The extended period of my erection, combined with the sensuality of the moment and Cheryl's generous oral action, had me about as hard and big as I get. Not huge, maybe 7", but pretty thick around.
Cheryl took up her place on the other side of my leg, and looking into Denise's face, gave me a long lick from bottom to top of my cock, rubbing the bottom of her tongue across the head, then swirling her tongue all around the purple helmet. She placed her hand over Denise's and pointed my cock towards her pretty friend’s mouth. After only a moment's hesitation she performed the same ritual, ending with enveloping the top three inches with her warm mouth, before pulling back.
Cheryl smiled. Both her and Denise's hands were wrapped around the very bottom of my cock, holding it upright. Cheryl performed a series of licks and head bobs, and again held my cock out to Denise, who eagerly matched her actions, pulling my head out of her mouth with a pop, and grinning mischievously back at Cheryl.
This time, Cheryl pointed the head of my cock back to Denise, as she lowered her face to give attention to my balls, thighs, and lower shaft. While Cheryl took one ball then the other in my mouth, Denise lowered her face back to my cock, and sucked it all the way to the back of her mouth, taking more than half of it. She watched Cheryl for a while, then shifting her body, she made a show for me, looking into my eyes as she bobbed up and down on my cock, first very slowly then hard and fast for a dozen or so strokes, and then back to the measured pace. She would pull off for a moment, and bath my cock with her tongue, but it was never more than a few moments before I was back in her mouth.
Soon Cheryl was licking higher on my cock; her tongue occasionally meeting Denise's lowering mouth, and tangling her tongue with Denise's when she pulled my cock from her mouth. Denise pushed my cock into Cheryl's mouth, while she bent down to whisper something in her ear. Cheryl pulled up and smiled, saying, "I guess you'll just have to find out."
"What?" I asked, not like being left out.
Denise interrupted her sucking to look up at me and answer. "You know, is the juice/fruit thing true."
"Well, the good news is, one or both of you will find out shortly." I answered, thrusting up into Denise's lowering mouth.
"Denise, as our guest, I'd like you to be first." Cheryl said, in a hilariously formal tone.
"MMmm, why thank you, I don't mind if I do." She answered politely with a teasing grin then did her best to swallow as much cock as she could, firmly stroking my dick into her own mouth.
Cheryl stood up, removed her bathing suit, and then proceeded to remove Denise's. When both girls were completely naked, Cheryl climbed up behind Denise, rubbing her breasts across Denise's back, and watched her suck my dick. "Make him cum, baby, he's wanted to cum in that sweet mouth of yours for soooo very long. You know, sometimes when I suck his cock he calls me Denise, and fucks my face forever."
Patently untrue. Forever is a really long time. But what the hell, the little deceit hurt no one and I'm sure made Denise feel sexy.
"She's so good baby. Better than I dreamed. God, I need to cum so bad, but I don't want this to ever stop."
"Cum, cum in her mouth, let her taste your sweet cum. Fill her mouth, then let me lick you both clean." Cheryl was kissing Denise's face while she sucked me like there was no tomorrow.
"Ohhh, Ohhhhhh Denise, I'm going to cum, ooooooh, I'm finally going to fill your sexy little mouth." I expected to have her pull back a bit, but she just picked up the pace, bouncing her face up and down on my cock, and her hand worked up and down my shaft a mile a minute.
"Ooooooh, that's it, that's it, Yeaaaaaaaaahhhh, FUCK, FUCK, TAKE IT, TAKE IT, SUCK MY COCK, SUCK UUuunnnnnnghhhh," I burst into her mouth, cumming explosively, releasing stream after stream of cum into her sucking mouth. She swallowed the first couple of streams, but I was leaking out of the sides of her mouth, and she was breathing through her nose hard as she tried to keep me deep in her mouth, sucking hard.
As I slowly relaxed Denise finally relinquished her oral grip on my dick, and leaned her head far back, eyes closed, savoring the reward her efforts had gained. Cheryl was not one to let an opportunity go wasted, and took my still hard cock in her mouth and sucked it clean. She then lay on her back, her head in my lap, her face under Denise's. As Denise leaned forward again, Cheryl reached up and pulled her face down to her own. Denise opened her mouth and let her cum soaked tongue descend into Cheryl's, sharing what was left. They kissed for a few seconds. I could see Cheryl's tongue reaching up and searching for any last traces.
"God, Steve, you have the sweetest cum." Denise finally gasped.
"I know," Cheryl chimed in. "But to be fair it's not always like that, but that fruit and juice thing he does, it's amazing. I can always tell when he's on that nasty protein diet, strong, bitter and sticky."
"Mmmm, I could suck him forever." Denise continued.
"I may take you up on that," I answered jokingly, waving my still hard erection at her.
"Oh, Jesus, that looks good." Denise dropped her head back down to my cock, taking me as deep as possible and just holding me there, enjoying the sensation having her mouth filled tightly.
"I think that can wait," I told her, as with a great effort, I lifted her face off my erection. "I think it's your turn to be pleasured."
I climbed off the bed, took her in my arms, and just to show off, tossed her up in the air. "You have such a sweet, delectable body, I just have to be allowed to explore you for a while." I swung her around and tossed her into the middle of the bed, leaping up and pinning her down with my weight as I licked her tits.
Cheryl was giggling and feeding me Denise's tits. "He's such a tit man, Neecey", Cheryl laughed, "I can't believe he waited this long to snarf yours."
At first, I just had to lower my face into the sexy valley between her gorgeous tits, and just rest there, inhaling her sweet fragrance. Her nipples were huge, easily the size of silver dollars, and after spending a few moments bestowing kisses all around the extensive expanse of her bounteous breasts, I settled in to some serious licking and sucking of one nipple. Once content with the state of hardness on that one, I switched to the other.
Sated for the moment, I lowered myself down Denise's body, while Cheryl repositioned herself, sitting at the very top of the bed, and holding Denise's head in her lap. She was holding Denise's hands in hers. "I know you're going to enjoy this."
When I reached Denise's pussy, I was caught for a loss for just a moment. In all the activity, I hadn't noticed that her nether valley was completely bare. Not a hair to be seen. I looked up to see her blushing, as my eager gaze took in every detail, every fold, and every crease of flesh. I used my thumbs to spread her lips wide, then licked the length of her opening, pausing at the end of each lick to vibrate my tongue over her exposed clit. Within moments her body was jerking and shaking under my ministrations. Within minutes she was cumming hard, crying out, filling my mouth with her secretions. The quantity of her juices was astounding; I'd never experienced such a continuous stream, as she came repeatedly.
I eased up, going into a very gentle caressing, licking mode, slipping a finger inside her and gently pumping her with one, then two.
Denise's breath had returned finally returned to almost normal. Cheryl was talking to her gently when I saw Denise's face screw up and then she burst into tears.
I didn't know what was going on. I was afraid she was having second thoughts, and was considering sinking my cock in her immediately, before I lost my opportunity. I sat up, grasped her thighs near her hips and pressed my thighs against the back of hers, my hard cock resting across her pussy.
"What's wrong beautiful?" I asked the sobbing girl, who had turned her head and shoulders to the side and was crying into Cheryl's thighs. Her lower body wasn't moving, my legs and hands pinning her down, keeping her legs wide open.
Cheryl looked up from stroking Denise's hair, clearly distressed. "I only asked her when was the last time she'd cum that hard on anyone's tongue."
The urge to be understanding finally lost out to my baser, more natural self, and I pressed my hard cock deep into her pussy, making her gasp, among her sobs. Once I was fully sheathed, I leaned over her body, holding her face in my hands, and turning her to face upwards. Her face was a mess, tears everywhere, her mascara having run, her left cheek smeared. Cheryl had some tissues from the side of the bed, and was administering to her face, while I held her. "Don't cry. Please. Just tell me what's wrong, maybe I can fix it." My hips continued to slowly thrust into her, never pulling out more than a few inches, and pressing home hard on each completed stroke.
She laughed almost hysterically, "God, I don't know what's wrong. Everything is wonderful. That's the hardest I've cum in a long time. It's just so weird. And I'm afraid."
"Afraid? Of what?" I had to ask.




"Of us. Of how I'll feel afterwards. Will I be able to look you guys in the eyes? What will you think of me? What do you think of me now? And Mark. What would he think? Will I be able to tell him? Do I want to?" Once the dam broke I was drowned in a torrent of words.
I kissed her lips lightly, as Cheryl continued her cleanup. "Let me answer what I can. We love you. We have for years, and we will long after this night is through."
I held her face in my hands, my arms across her shoulders pinning her down to the bed. With my thumbs I brushed a few stray tears below her eyes. Then, while looking into her eyes, I pulled back and long-stroked her, letting her feel the sensation of my thick cock spreading her tight pussy and slowly filling her. I gave her the full length, pulling completely out, with the head just barely lodged in her opening, and then re-entering her, with one long full stroke after another. The sensation on my cock head was unworldly, and her wet cunt was gripping me tightly. I could feel her muscles massage me as I entered her each time.
"As for Mark. He'd be jealous as hell, but I think that you and Cheryl will be able to get together and show him what a great idea something like this can be."
I think she only just realized that I was fucking her, and her head fell back, her eyes rolling up and disappearing. Her mouth was wide open, and I reached forward, and licked the top of her mouth. She sucked my tongue hard; it felt like she was trying to pull it from my mouth. I pulled my face away, rescuing what was left of my tongue, and continued my assault on her tender pussy. I took her breasts in my hand, squeezing them, teasing her nipples, and playing with the hard little eraser tips pointing to the ceiling.
Cheryl, in a move that surprised me, lifted her hips up and settled her pussy down on Denise's mouth. It wasn't long before I could tell that Denise was not inactive, and Cheryl leaned forward, arms braced on the bed, watching my cock penetrate her best friend.
"Am I gonna get some of that tonight?" she asked me, and I could see a danger of jealousy entering the equation. I had been paying way too much attention to Denise and not enough to my generous wife who had made all this possible.
I reached over and kissed her. "Of course. How does it feel to have her tongue in your sweet pussy?" I asked her. I was now fucking Denise pretty hard, and her body's bouncing was reflected in the jiggling of both hers and Cheryl's tits.
"God, Steve, I am so hot right now. Seeing you fuck her like that, feeling her suck me so desperately hard, it's incredible." Denise was clearly moaning and crying out, between long moments of sucking and licking. With each renewed moan or cry, I could see Cheryl catch her breath, then settle back down on Denise's face.
"Are you gonna cum?" Cheryl asked as my pace picked up once again.
"No, not for a while, but I think our friend is, her pussy is spasming all over my cock." I answered with a smile, listening to Denise finally scream out. Her hands were beating at the covers, then grabbing her own breasts and squeezing them pulling her nipples hard. Her hands were out of control, slapping the bed, grabbing the sheets, reaching out to touch me, grabbing Cheryl's legs. I sat more upright, pulling her ass off the bed, and spreading my legs as wide as I could, so that I was fucking up into her pussy, trying to find her g-spot. While I was repositioning, Cheryl rubbed Denise's clit area, grinning at me with a truly ornery look. Cheryl had raised up a few inches, giving Denise some breathing room, as we watched her lose herself.
"Oh, god, oh god, oh god, oh god, Aaaaaahhhhhhh, oh please, no more, I can't, I can't, oooooooh, aaaaaaahhhh, FUCK, FUCK ME, FUCK ME, Aaaaaahhhhh, SHIIIT, Mmmmmmmm," she buried her face in Cheryl's cunt, for a few moment, her body shaking all over. Her hands grasped Cheryl's thighs as she pressed her mouth into Cheryl's twat, her tongue buried.
When Denise pulled her face out of Cheryl, and renewed her continuous stream of gasp, moans and shrieks, Cheryl scooted back and took Denise's head and shoulders into her lap, stroking her feverish, wild face. "That's it baby, cum for us, cum for both of us." She reached down and kissed Denise gently. The soothing tones and caresses must have been working for Denise was coming back to earth. As her body finally resumed a more normal breathing pattern, I pulled out of her, to a cry of, "Noooooooo..."
I pulled Denise down, so her legs were hanging off the end of the bed at the knees.
"Denise, that was incredible, but I have to fuck my wife. I mean, I've got to fuck her now." I figured it was time to spread the wealth. And at the same time let my wife know how much I loved to screw her, even with a hot new pussy in my bed.
I lifted her bodily and placed her legs on each side of Denise's head. I pushed her head down into Denise's snatch, and spread her cheeks. I looked down to see Denise's eyes wide open, watching me prepare to drill my wife. I smiled, and just for a second, lowered my cock to Denise's mouth. She opened and took it, 'til I pulled out. I reached down to Denise's hands, pulled her hands around Cheryl's legs, and placed them on Cheryl's pussy. "Open her for me."
I was really surprised how readily both these women took to girl-girl activities. From previous discussions, I was pretty sure that neither of them had ever really experimented much in that direction. I wondered about the veracity in the statement that all women are bi-curious, and one bottle away from willing.
Denise used her fingertips to spread Cheryl's lips, pulling them what looked painfully wide. I lowered my dick to her mouth one last time, before I place the head in the opening Denise was exposing. I grabbed Cheryl's hips and slammed forward, sinking hard, to the hilt. I had expected some response, and saw that Cheryl's head was trapped between Denise's thighs.
I smiled to myself, and pounded away. Every few moments, I would feel Denise's mouth work on my balls, or where my shaft entered Cheryl. She was clutching Cheryl's ass tightly and pulling herself up to lick us. Each time I could see the bright white marks around her fingers. She would spread Cheryl's ass wide open, exposing the little target I had only just recently penetrated for the first time.
I reached down and spread Cheryl's legs with mine, lowering her closer to Denise's questing tongue. Taking Denise's hand in mine, I pulled her hand higher, placing her fingertips at Cheryl's tight little butt hole. I gave Cheryl the long stroke treatment, as I watched Denise play with Cheryl's butt-hole, occasionally slipping her fingertip inside. I decided to play along, and taking her middle finger in my hand, I fucked Cheryl's ass with Denise's finger. After a few moments of this, I looked up to see that Denise's legs were open, and Cheryl's head was lying sideways, resting on Denise's thigh. I could just hear her moaning softly to herself.
I pulled out the full length of my cock, so I could look down to see what Denise was up to. Her nose was at my cock, and her mouth was clearly attached to Cheryl's pussy, right over her clit. Her eyes were closed and she was clearly enthralled in what she was doing.
Satisfied, I sank back into Cheryl. I pulled Denise's finger out from where it was lodged, and replaced it with mine. After I had worked it around and loosened her up a bit, I placed Denise's fingers back to the edge of Cheryl's butt-hole. It wasn't long before she had managed to get one inside alongside mine. Soon we were playing little games in her butt, alternating strokes, twisting, pulling in different directions.
I was really getting hot now, and had to give it a try. I pulled out of Cheryl, scooted back and replaced my finger with my mouth, doing my best to stick my tongue all the way up her butt. Denise's finger was still driving in and out, and I was licking all around it.
"Cheryl," I started hesitantly, "You know..."
"Do it," she hissed, "Fuck my ass. Fuck me hard."
That was all the encouragement I needed. I grabbed her knees, and pulled them together and forward, pinning them against Denise's sides. "Hold these for me." I jokingly told Denise, who was stroking Cheryl's thighs, and holding them tight against her. Cheryl's butt stuck well out, and was now a little farther forward.
I backed off for a second, taking a pillow, and placing it under Denise's head. When I kissed her, my ear got wet rubbing against Cheryl's pussy. I leaned over and whispered in her ear. "Do you like anal?"
"Oh, God, no, I mean..." she answered, almost frightened.
"Don't worry, I wouldn't do anything to you to hurt your or that you didn't want." I reassured her, with another small kiss. "Just watch."
I went to get the Vaseline, just in case. I returned and positioned myself. Opening the jar, I placed some on Cheryl's hole.
"Get her ready," I instructed Denise guiding her hand. She reached up to the hole she could barely see, and rubbed the Vaseline into her tight butt.
"Help me. Get her excited," I told Denise, lifting her head a bit, pushing her mouth against Cheryl's slit, I brushed her hair back away from her face gently. Denise extended her tongue and licked the dripping pussy, running her tongue up and down between her lips. Inches in front of her eyes, I took a few fingers of Vaseline, and lathered my cock with it, spreading it evenly.
Ready, and definitely overheated, I placed my cockhead at Cheryl's most private entrance, and slowly pushed. I held Denise's hand at the top of my cock, at the edge of her opening, so I couldn't pop out. Pushing harder, I felt her stretch open, and I popped in, stopping with about two inches inside her.
"Aaarggghhhh, SHIT," Cheryl cried. "GOD that hurts." Her breath was coming in gasps, "What the fuck was I thinking? Shit..." Contrary to her words, she was wiggling her ass, and I could feel her pushing back trying to bury more of me. I helped, stretching her ass cheeks apart as far as I could, and pushing two more inches in.
"FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK, ENOUGH," she screamed loud enough to wake half the block.
"Jesus, how can she take that in such a tiny hole?" Denise asked, entranced by the action occurring at the end of her nose. She licked Cheryl's pussy from clit all the way to where my cock entered Cheryl's ass, then followed her tongue up my shaft and then all over my balls.
"God, that's the nastiest, sexiest thing I've ever seen," Denise proclaimed. "What's it feel like, Cheryl."
"Fuck, it feel like someone stuck a baseball bat up my ass." She was growing accustomed to the feel again, and was ready for more. "Ok, baby, slowly now, no more stabbing like that last one."
I used a series of gently hip thrusts to slowly push in another inch. "God, baby. That's almost it. Your sweet little ass is full." I continued the slow penetration.
"Oh, yeah, FUCK. Fuck my ass with your monster cock you great big bastard. Make Neecy watch you fuck my ass. God, you fill me soooo tight." Cheryl was grunting, spitting the words out between her clenched teeth.
Denise was licking deep in Cheryl's pussy, but her eyes were fixed on Cheryl's stretched asshole. Her fingers were wrapped around my shaft, and pressed against the edge of where I entered Cheryl. "Do it, Steve, finish it, fuck her poor little asshole. Get that whole monster in her. God that's so sexy, you two are so hot!"
Finally with one last thrust, my balls were resting on Denise's face, and I was buried to the hilt. I held it there, letting her adapt.
"I can't believe it, but you've got the whole thing." I confessed to Cheryl. "You amaze me."
"MMmmm, Am I tight?" she asked me.
"Are you kidding me? Like a fist."
"Am I hot?" She rotated her butt, driving me nuts.
"Gaaaawd, hotter than sunspots."
She bounced back against me. "Is Denise licking your balls?"
I guess she could tell. "Oh yeah, baby."
"Who's the best wife in the world?" She was twisted around looking back at me and smiling mischievously. "And you better get this right."
"You are baby, you are the best. FUCK, you are tight."
"Who else shares their best friend." She kept on, teasing me, subtly torturing me.
"Only you baby. You are the best." I was starting to rock back and forth in her ass. I would have said anything at this point to drill that ass.
"Ahh, ahh. Not yet baby." A little louder now, "Neecy, who's got the hottest husband?"
"Mmmm, you do Cee," she answered, slightly muffled.
"Who else shares their big hard man with their best friend?" she asked, reaching down and taking a long lick at Denise's wide-open pussy.
"Ohhhhmmmmmm, Just you, Cee, just you." she gasped.
"Who's going to get you more sex in a weekend than you've had in months?" She asked, burying her face in Denise's pussy.
"Gaaaaawwd, ohhhh, you baby, you, just you, mmmmmmmm."
"Who's the best friend of all Neecy, who is it?"
"Michele? OOOOH, oooh, nooooo just kidding, just kidding, aaaaahh, OOOOOHHHH, YOU CHERYL, FUCK, FUUUUUCK, YOU, YOU, YOU!" She was almost screaming; later I'd have to find out what that was all about you.
"Fuckin' A, it's me." Cheryl wrapped her arms under Denise's ass and grabbed her hips in a bear grip, "Now, Steve, now you can fuck my ass. Fuck me raw. Show Neecy what it's like to get really fucked. Fucked up the ass. Fuck me NOW, AHHHHHHHHHh, FUUUUCCKKK, MMMMmmmmmmm," she buried her face deep in Denise's pussy, when I had pulled out and shoved my entire dick up her ass in one long shove.
"Oh my gaaaaawd. That whole thing up that small hole, I can't believe it..." Denise gasped, trailing off, under Cheryl's attention, and burying her tongue back up inside Cheryl's soaked twat.
I fucked that ass. I fucked it hard like she asked. I pulled way out and hesitating, so I could catch Denise's eye for a second, I would slam the whole thing up inside her. There was no rhythm at first, just pull out, wait, and then slam it home. Closing my eyes, I spread her cheeks and developed a long smooth rhythm, so I could enjoy the sensation. I was speeding up, shaking the whole bed, when I felt Denise's exploring fingers reaching for my own asshole. She was a horrible tease, making me take her finger each time I pulled out more than half way. For a while I would just diddle Cheryl's butt, then pulling back Denise's finger would crawl up inside me.
I could barely make out her muffled words, "How do you like it, huh," she asked finally getting a second finger in my ass.
"I like it a lot," I gasped. I drilled Cheryl's butt, and holding steady, I told her, "Go ahead, fuck my ass."
Denise started really cramming her two fingers up me, hard and fast, and I could feel her trying to get a third one up there. Each stroke of hers made my cock pulse inside Cheryl's worn ass.
"Oh fuck baby, I'm gonna cum." I announced.
"Cum on my face, cum on her ass, cum all over us." She pulled her fingers out of my butt, which put me over the edge.
"Aaahhhhhhhhhh, Yeahhhh," I pulled out, blowing my first load half way down my wife's back. Then I was pointing my dick down at her ass, and aimed a shot in her butt-hole, which still hadn't closed. After that I shot several more streams into Denise's face, and on Cheryl's pussy. I was cumming an impossible amount for a second time after already having cum once already, such a short time ago. I couldn't stop cumming, and it hurt.
"Oohhhh GAAAWD, that was incredible." I cried.
Cheryl was half-unconscious, collapsed fully on poor Denise. I lifted her off and lay her down to the side, still on her belly.
"Who's the best wife," she mumbled, smiling.
"You, baby, you." I looked over to find Denise cleaning up the mess I'd just made, with her tongue.
"But you know, baby, Denise is not a bad best friend." I added.
"Mmmm, I know. I love my Neecy," She purred.
"Yes you did. You both did, and I hope you'll do it again." Denise answered, lying across Cheryl's back while she licked the last traces of my cum off my wife's back.
I wandered off to the bathroom. Nature was calling, and I wanted to clean up a bit. I turned on the shower, took my leak while it warmed up, then hopped in. I pulled the door, only to have it stopped. Denise climbed in, closing the door behind us.
"Steve. Thank you so much." She was holding me tight, desperately tight, while she pressed her head against my chest.
She looked up at me. "That was the wildest, nastiest sex of my life. I can die happy now." She had a cute twisted little grin. She took the soap off the dish and worked up a lather that she applied to my worn out johnson.
"You know, Denise, I've wanted you from the first time I saw you. You are so damn cute you make my teeth ache. Sweet, innocent, little Denise. The college virgin. I thought you'd be impossible to seduce."
She was continuing to lather me, turning me under the showerhead. "I could have been yours anytime. But after I saw you tonight, from the moment I walked in the front door, all I could do was pray that what I thought might happen, would."
"You had an idea this might happen?" I asked, incredulous.
Her hands never stopped. She had a wonderful way of washing my back and ass. From in front, with her tits pressed against my abs, and her lips and tongue cleansing my nipples.
"Well, Cheryl was always talking about how hot your love life had become. Then when she invited me down for a 'girls' getaway, getting me to make up stories for Mark, I wondered if something wasn't up. When she told me you were cooking dinner, and we were going to do a fashion show for you, and none of the other girls from the old college group were going to be here, well, I had to wonder. And the baby was at the grandparents - you know how she loves to show off that little girl, I knew something was up. Just not sure what."
"Hehe, and we thought we were so damn devious." I laughed.
Her hands were working diligently at my cock, which was responding amazingly well considering what it had just been through. "Deviant maybe. You spoiled me so wonderfully tonight. I'll always remember this night even if only for that, and I'll always love you for trying so hard."
"Speaking of hard, may I?" I asked, leaning over and kissing her lips, as her hand continued to stroke my newly erect cock.
"Of course, whatever you want." She smiled to me.
"Whatever I want?" I asked, giving her an extra naughty look.
"This weekend, I will try anything you want, anything." She looked at me intensely, and I knew she was frightening herself with her own offer.
"For now," I reached down and lifted her up by her thighs just under her ass, "This is what I want." And I tried to lower her onto my cock. Stupid Steve hadn't considered how difficult water could make for a dry penetration. I reached my right hand across her ass, and grabbing her opposite ass cheek I told her to lift her legs. Holding her in one arm, I grabbed my cock and worked it into her tight pussy.
"My God, Steve. I can't believe you can hold me like a sack of groceries, with one hand. You are so, so...Oh I don't know. So strong. Such strong hard hands." She was rubbing her hands across my chest and shoulders, feeling my arms, caressing my skin. She leaned into me, reaching around and feeling my back muscles.
"Could you do that back thing again?" She begged, out of breath with desire.
I blew my back up like a balloon. The dozens of hours of practice paid off.
"Ohh, Gaaaawd, You are so fucking big, oooh, fuckk, oooooooh fuck, oooooohhh GOD," she was biting me hard, scratching my back, digging her fingers in deep, then pressing herself into me.
She was impaled on my cock and I hadn't moved. She'd cum from her own feelings. I grabbed her hair, and pulled her head back, not too hard, but forcefully. I pressed my mouth to hers, and drove my tongue 1/2 way down her throat. I pulled her head to one side, biting her ear, and sucking her neck. The water was starting to get cold, so I turned around, dunking her in the cooling water, then turned off the hot water. When the ice cold water struck her back, she shrieked, smacking my back. I held her pinned tightly to me, one hand across her ass, one across her shoulders, and my hard cock deep inside her; she could barely move.



"Kind of helpless aren't we?" I laughed as she sputtered. I released her shoulders, and reached in and grabbed her tit, tight. "Lean back, I want to see your hard little nipples on those delicious tits."
She looked at me, staring into my face, then she locked her feet behind my ass and leaned back. I still had one hand in the small of her back. I know she wanted to cling to me with her hands, but she held them out near me but not touching, as she leaned way back and took the cold stream of water in her chest, and down her front; it pooled where our loins met.
She finally dropped her arms to her side, and leaned her head back, eyes closed, shivering. She looked so damn good, I used my free hand to grab her ass and raise her up and down on my cock. When I first lifted her, she gasped loudly, as the cold water streamed around my cock and around and up her pussy. I thought the water would steam where it hit us.
She was helping the best she could with her legs; I could feel her heels digging in with each downstroke.
I turned off the water. She leaned forward and clung to me. I opened the shower door and stepped out, turning on the overhead heating bulb. Cheryl was just walking into the bedroom with a breakfast tray of snacks and juice. What a thoughtful wife, I thought.
She smiled at us through the bathroom door, placing the tray on the foot of the bed, and grabbing a beach towel from the linen closet, came in and started rubbing us dry.
"So, did you two love birds have fun?" she asked, reaching up to dry Denise between the legs.
"MmmmHmmmm," Denise answered dreamily.
She dried my backside off and dried my legs. "Well, I'm glad you made the big sweaty beast clean up."
"MmmmHmmmm."
I placed my hand back in the small of Denise's back, and grabbing her tit, guided her into leaning back. Her legs automatically clenched around my ass, she leaned her head back, and let her arms hang loose.
"Oooh, looks like someone's given herself over."
"Yep," I answered her, "anything goes." I squeezed her breast, letting the hard little nipple swell up.
"Nice," Cheryl answered, licking the offered nipple, then biting it gently. "Anything?"
"MmmmHmmmm."
"Anything." I looked down at her devilishly.
"Oh, are we going to have fun. I wonder if it's too late to call Jenny."
For the first time we got a bit of response. "Jenny?" Denise asked curiously.
"My sister Jenny. Wait 'til I tell you what this big bastard did to my sister in order to earn this weekend with you."
"Jenny?" Denise asked again incredulously, as I carried her back to the bedroom, and sat her on the edge of the bed.
"I don't know if she'll come without Jack." I told Cheryl. I was holding Denise's legs up high and methodically plowing away at her tight little pussy.
"I'll talk to her, tomorrow. I think we can entertain our guest for tonight. And if Jack is the price of having Jenny over here, well, so be it."
"Your sister - Jenny?" Denise reiterated wildly.
"Wait until you've seen her swallow cock. If she can make it over tomorrow, we're going to have to teach you that trick." I told Denise while I worked her pussy up to a froth.
Cheryl was sucking Denise's hard little nipples and massaging her sweet little tits. "Really? Is she better than me?" She asked in between licks.
"Oh no. Her technique is nowhere near yours. But the deep throat trick, that sure helps her make up a lot of ground. She's close, she's real close." I answered, backpedaling. Well not literally backpedaling, there wasn't a chance of my pulling out of Denise's hot little twat at this moment. I pulled her legs together, applying additional friction, and placed them over my left shoulder, picking up the pace.
"God, Jenny sucks your cock?" Denise shuddered.
"Well, two can play that game. You'll have to teach both of us." Cheryl chimed in, between sucks on Denise's heavily swollen and red breasts.
"Yeah, but she doesn't take it up the ass." I told her. "Only you can take me up the ass, baby."
"Well, we'll see, I think I may have some competition there before this weekend is out." The rotten thing reached behind Denise and stuck a finger up her tight little asshole, eliciting a gasp.
"No competition baby, maybe a partner in crime, but no competition."
"You say the sweetest things," she giggled, eliciting further squealing from Denise as she fingered her asshole, and teased her breasts. "Now quit stalling and make this girl cum, so we can have our snack."
I laughed, and dropped my knees to change the angle of penetration. It was a little hard on my legs, but hey, that's what the hundreds of hours in the gym were for. I pressed Denise's legs back and apart, tilting her pussy up. Cheryl moved, laying beside Denise, head to foot, and laying a thigh across her chest. Her mouth was kissing and nibbling Denise's hip, with two fingers up her ass, and her other hand rubbing away at the front of her pussy.
I finally found the spot I had been looking for. Denise jumped.
"Oooh, Oooh, right there, right there, Steve, GOD, what you are doing to my pussy, ooooooh, Oooohh, that's it, that's it, don't stop, don't stop." Her eyes were tightly closed, and she was biting her bottom lip.
"Cum for us baby, I love to watch you cum," Cheryl whispered encouragingly.
"Ooooohh, Steve, Ooooh Steve, there, there, there, YES, YES YES YES YEEEEEEEESSSSSSS, Ooooh, Oooh, Ooohhhhhh, GOD, I'm cumming, I'm cumming again, AGAIN, AGAIN, YESSS, YESSSS, YESSSS, oooohhhhh, enough, please enough, ooooohhh, no moooore, GOD nnnnnnooooooo, nooo, SHIIIT, SHIIIIIT, FUUUUCKK, OOOOoh, OOOOHhhh, Aaahhaha, Ahhha, Ahhha." On this final one she was thrashing all over the bed, and I was concerned for our snack.
"Shhhhh, baby, it's ok," I told her as I release her legs, and lowered my self down to her body, to stop her thrashing. "It's ok, we're done for the moment." I could feel her pussy throbbing around my cock, pulsing madly. "Cheryl..." I reprimanded, seeing she had not stopped yet.
"Oh, Ok. Party pooper." I could feel where her hands had still been working over Denise. She pulled her hand out from between us.
"Cheryl..." I finally felt the hand in Denise's ass pull away.
"You know, she took three fingers pretty easy. I don't think she'll have much problem with you." Cheryl teased, holding up three fingers together.
Denise's eyes were huge. "Shhh, don't worry about later. We'll have our fun," I told her, corkscrewing my cock in her pussy, and feeling the response. "For now, I think we've earned a snack. Then I think I help you get even with Cheryl." I grinned, planting a kiss on her lips, then pulling out.
Denise propped herself up on her elbows. "Did you say that you're fucking Jenny? Cheryl's sister Jenny?"
Cheryl and I both laughed at her expression and insistence.
"It's a long story. I'll tell you after our snack. I'm sure it'll help us get Steve hard again. I have to see him do her, he gets so hot when we talk about it."
Denise collapsed back, throwing her arms over her head. "Oh. My. God. Who are you people?" She looked over to Cheryl. "You're the one who always says you'd cut his dick off. That you could never forgive cheating. That he'd be out the door. That you'd hire a hitman. What happened?"
"Well, with Jenny, I sort of asked him to. It's a long story. And with you, well it was my idea too. I mean we both fantasize, but I made the offer. And well, if I'm here, it's not like cheating, is it."
"I...I guess not..." Denise answered.
"So do you think he loves me?" Cheryl asked, hugging me from the side and rubbing her hands up and down my body.
"Well, duh. Obviously."
"At least 5 times a week." She grinned. "Do you think he'd ever leave me?"
"He'd be a fool. Who else would do what you're doing, give him your sister and best friend, give him anal, give him whatever he wants." Denise argued.
"Wouldn't you give him 'whatever' he wants. Anything? " Cheryl continued, completing her argument.
"Oh. Uuuhhhh, well I guess I would." Denise agreed.
Smartass me had to butt in. "And they all lived happily ever after. The end. Time to eat."
The punch in the ribs was closely followed by a couple of feet poking me in the belly. "Hey, ouch, careful, don't hurt the merchandise."
"Oh like suddenly you're so worried about hurting the merchandise. Tell that to my poor abused butt-hole." Ouch, another pretty good shot in the ribs.
"Ok, I'm sorry. If you like, I'll kiss it and make it better." I teased, tossing her onto the bed.
"Oh no you don't. I believe that's my prerogative," Denise squealed, diving for Cheryl's butt and trying to worm her way underneath her, with her tongue licking everything in range. I grabbed Cheryl's ankles, twisting her onto her back, and pressing her legs back into her chest. Denise was instantly into her ass with her tongue, licking and kissing.
"No FAIR, you are too strong!" She was squirming hard, but to no avail.
"Let her finish the first aid, or I just might have to have a sequel."
"Don't you dare! Oooh! Ooooooh, Neecy that is soooo naughty. How long is your tongue, my God, oooooh."
Denise pulled away, with a laugh. "All better now. I believe there's no permanent damage, she should be ready for a repeat performance, ohh, I guess whenever you decide you're going to take her there. Hehe." Oh, she was a bad one.
"You bastards." Cheryl kicked her leg loose, and tried to wallop me. Only my catlike lightning reflexes allowed me to dodge her and almost kill myself falling over the end table, spilling two candles, and almost igniting the carpet, which brought laughter to all.
"Hey. It's not my fault. You're the one who promised. Anything. Remember?" I teased, slowly getting up.
Denise answered for both of them. "We promised. Anything, anything you want, stud. Whenever, however, whatever, wherever." She walked up to me, wrapping herself around me. Kissing my chest. Lowering herself to her knees and taking my cock in her hot little mouth.
Cheryl was right behind her, sliding behind me kissing my back, stroking my skin. "Shit, what happened to your back, it's all red and you're even bleeding."
"Casualty of love, courtesy of my dear little cocksucker here." I answered, stroking Denise's hair.
Cheryl continued the caresses, lowering herself, spreading my cheeks, and bathing my ass with her talented tongue. She stopped for a moment. "You heard the girl. Anything. Anything at all." Then her mouth was busy, her tongue doing wild things to me. Denise was trying to take my cock down her throat, I could hear her gagging a bit. The position was all wrong. But you had to give her 'A' for effort. She had 5 inches in her mouth. She'd have bruises on the back of her throat in the morning.
I pulled her upright, she fought it a bit, sucking hard on my cock, till with a loud audible pop, I came free of her mouth. I pulled her off the ground, and brought her face close for a kiss. I spoke to her softly, "That was very nice, but me must save some for later. For now, it's snack time." I clenched my butt cheeks hard, capturing Cheryl's tongue for a second, and pushing her away from sensitized hole.
"Meany." She said, pinching my butt.
"You can put me down now." Denise kicked my shin, teasingly. I realized my hands might be hurting her arms.
"Sorry," I said guiltily, lowering her.
Cheryl already had a banana out, peeled and was simulating giving it head.
"You girls are so bad. What's a guy to do." I laughed, patting Denise on her curvaceous rear, as she dove for the snacks.
"Fuck us, what else." She replied, looking over her shoulder and saucily waving her beckoning ass in my direction. Her pussy was still swollen and red from the last round.
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I woke, a little disoriented, to the aroma of bacon cooking.
I slowly recalled the events of the previous evening. I was lying in my own bed, with a delightfully warm female body pressed against mine. A situation that I was really not too accustomed to but I wasn't about to complain.
I snuggled up to Karen, who guided my head down to her breast. I accepted the guidance, and relaxed, eyes closed, in that half-dream state between full alertness and deep sleep. Her breast was warm and comforting in my mouth, her nipple soft against my teasing tongue.
I could hear the dulcet sound of singing drifting into the room from the living area. Debbie was up and about early, and her voice sounded as if she didn't have a care in the world.
"Mmmm." Karen moaned, in response to my attentions. Her hand reached down to find my morning wood, which was pressed against her hip. "Not too worn out from last night, I see. Poor baby, we need to take care of this." She turned her back to me and lifted a leg up over mine. I was still on my side, and she was guiding my hard-on into her ready moistness.
"You know, I'm a little cross with you. After chasing me so hard for so long, when I finally give you the green light, you spend the whole night screwing Debbie. It's about time I got my hole filled." Her tone was teasing, but I'm sure there was more than a little truth to the sting.
"You silly minx; you and I are already like old familiar lovers. You know me far too well. Hell the only thing missing from our relationship was the actual penetration. Speaking of which..." She had helped me get the head to where it needed to be, and with a steady push, I entered her. She wasn't real wet, but with a little probing, I managed to get fully lodged.
I groaned softly, then maneuvered so I was perpendicular to her, lying across the bed sideways. I squeezed my lower leg under her bottom leg, so I held her leg between mine. Grasping her top leg for added leverage, I worked my way in and out of her, enjoying the sensation. She was surprisingly tight, and then I remembered her comment about her previous lover being a 'needle dick'.
"Oh, that's delicious, sweetie," Karen purred, stretching, then leaning back and closing her eyes, reveling in the sensuality.
As I was continuing to enjoy her, Debbie's voice broke in from the doorway. "Breakfast orders. Ham and Cheese for Jack, how do you want your omelet, Karen?"
"Just one egg for me, over-easy please." She answered readily.
I didn't even slow down; but I watched Debbie watch us from the doorway, for a long moment, then she turned back to the kitchen. "Coming right up. Breakfast will be ready in about 5 minutes," she hesitated, just outside the doorway, "unless you want me to wait."
"No, five minutes should be fine," I answered. From the feeling I was having, my guess was that about two minutes would be more than enough.
"Damn, Debbie got a full two hours of screwing last night, and all I get is a wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am, huh?" Karen teased.
"You know better than that. I'm so excited by just the thought of being in you, it's a miracle I've lasted this long." I gasped, still maintaining pace.
"You're so sweet. Now cum in me, sugar, so we can eat. I'm famished." She was tightening her twat, on each outstroke, and the feeling was incredible.
"That is soooo nice," I told her, "I am right on the edge."
"Good, cum for me. Fill me with your seed. I want to feel you finish deep inside me." Again her tone was more affectionate than lustful.
I exploded in her, thrusting deep and hard, groaning with each additional thrust.
"Yes, baby, I can feel it so nice, your thick cock filling me, and your cum entering my belly. God, I love how it feels." She reached down and ran her hand through my hair, brushing it back.
As my breathing slowed, she disentangled our legs, leaned down and gave me a kiss on the forehead. "You are such a sweet lover," she told me. "But I have to pee like a racehorse!" She jumped out of bed and ran to the bathroom.
I threw on a t-shirt and some boxers, and headed to the kitchen. Seeing Debbie flipping an omelet, I slid up behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist and burying my face in her hair. She smelled of fresh flowers.
"Smells delicious," I told her. Both the breakfast and the girl, I couldn't help but think.
She tensed up a little for a second, at my touch. Then she relaxed a bit.
"Breakfast is just about done. Sit and I'll bring it in." I could see the oven was cracked open, and plates of food were covered with kitchen towels.
She slid the omelet from the pan, turning off the stove burner. I took the opportunity of that moment to turn her towards me.
"Thank you for all you've done around here. Everything looks great." I tilted her face to mine, kissing her lips lightly. She blushed and shooed me from the room. I returned to the dining area and sat at the head of the table.
I had been about to tell her how wonderful the previous night had been, but something had made me change tact at the last moment. I still felt a distance between us, and didn't want to damage any progress we'd made.
Karen wandered in, clad in a shirt of mine that reached to her knees. She joined Debbie in the kitchen and shortly reappeared with a plate in each hand.
Breakfast was delicious, and there was enough to feed a small army. After the workout of the previous night, I polished off enough for three grown men. Any time my plate would start to empty, Debbie would be at my side, trying to refill it.
We talked about the house I would be buying in three weeks. I described the area it was in, and the problems with the house. I knew my words couldn't convey the amount of work we had ahead of us. Once I couldn't eat another bite, I announced we would be leaving in 30 minutes, and it was time to clean up.
Karen and I showered; she kicked me out when I tried to join her, so we bathed separately. By the time I was cleaned up and dressed, the apartment was once again immaculate, and Debbie was pulling shirts from my closet. For ironing she told me.
* * * *
My 924 might look nice, but it was never meant to hold three people. The back seat has zero, repeat zero, legroom. The bench is pressed tight against the back of the front seats.
This didn't faze Debbie. She was excited; she'd never been inside a Porsche. She sat sideways across the back, while Karen took her accustomed place next to me. I opened the sunroof, under a bright blue sky, and drove off to see our future.
* * * *
A widowed octogenarian had occupied the property. When she had passed away, it had passed to her son who lived somewhere out west. The house was old, but well built, sitting on a huge lot with streets on three sides. We turned up the long, overgrown gravel loop driveway in front of the house.
From the outside it was kind of scary. The grass was knee-high, with junk scattered around the yard, including a rusted-out car and boat. Windows were boarded, and the front porch was cracked where it met the house. The front of the porch had settled, and the entire thing was leaning forward about twenty degrees. The door was new, but unpainted. Peeling paint and a clearly decrepit roof completed the 'curb-appeal'.
The outside was the good view.
"It's big," was Debbie's first comment.
"About 3200 square feet. Good size on the inside. The land is almost an acre and a half."
"It looks pretty ratty," Karen added.
I chuckled. "It's worse than it looks."
"How do we get in?" she asked, ever the pragmatist.
"That's not a problem." I took them around the side to the double carport. Telling them to wait there, I climbed up the carport and entered the upstairs through a huge hole in the steeply slanted 'cape-cod' roof.
Coming down the stairs, I opened the back door off the kitchen, letting the ladies see the inside for the first time.
"Wow! I thought it was supposed to be in horrible shape. This is nice!" Debbie gushed.
I almost laughed out loud. "The owners were going to fix the place up, then decided they couldn't afford to, so they sold it as is. This side of the house is all that was fixed. The kitchen is almost brand new. New floor, cabinets, sinks and paint, just no appliances. The master bedroom and bathroom are fixed up, but that's it.
I swung open the door to the living room, and exposed them to reality.
"Oh my god - what happened?" Karen cried, walking through the opening, with a dumbstruck Debbie at her side.
Most of the drywall was missing or kicked in. The hardwood floors had been charred through in several places to the underlying foundation. Holes in the ceiling showed daylight through distant holes in the roof. The broken out windows showed the need for boarding them up. Graffiti covered the walls. It smelled. Bad.
"I guess kids were using it for parties and stuff when it was empty. They trashed the place. Most of the walls and structure are still sound, but the repairs needed are not just cosmetic. In some places they pulled the wiring and plumbing out of the walls. There's a lot of work to be done here. You should have seen the place before they cleaned it up for sale."
The living room was huge, running most of one side of the house. Near the front door, another door stood closed to one side. Debbie opened it and stepped in.
"This is so weird!" she exclaimed.
She was in the master bedroom. It was large, in nice shape, with a new bay window in the front, and doors exiting to a walk in closet and a big new bathroom.
"I thought the bedroom would be tiny, being so old," Karen commented.
"It was. Notice anything else weird about this level?" I asked.
"There's nowhere to eat!" Debbie had noticed immediately. "It's just a kitchen, a pantry, utility room, living room and bedroom suite."
"Yep. The old dining room is now the walk in closet, the big bathroom and the kitchen walk in pantry. The realtor claims the living room could be used as living/dining room. I personally think the owner intended to add a dining room and garage on the side of the house. They had cleared some dirt on that side."
The stairs going up were in good shape. Their original location had been beside the dining room and during the repairs they had been widened and replaced. The girls spent a few minutes carefully walking around the four bedrooms upstairs and the big central open space. There were the shattered remains of a bathroom in the middle. The upstairs was in worse shape than downstairs, with holes in the flooring, and in the ceiling. One corner was missing a chunk of roofing about four feet square.
They came down the stairs quietly.
"There's a lot to do, isn't there?" Debbie asked, voicing everyone's thoughts.
The answer was so obvious no one replied.
We took a quick tour of the property, and I showed them the workshop in the back. It had survived most of the vandalism, and was in effect an office and half-bath, plus a two-car garage and a workshop. There was a driveway to the workshop; it entered the property from a different street than the main drive.
The drive back to the apartment was rather quiet. The girls talked about the kitchen and master bedroom but avoided too much comment on the rest of the house.
Once we had entered my apartment, I thought it was time to get some things straight, and started to establish ground rules.
"I hope you guys are still excited because I know I am. We are going to have a lot of fun rebuilding this place to be just what we want."
Karen, normally the eternal optimist voiced her fears. "There's so much to do. Do you really think we can fix that place up?"
"If I didn't, I wouldn't have sunk everything I own into this. And I wouldn't have allowed you two to be here now under false pretenses. I'm not that much of a dick."
"But where do we start?" Debbie asked hesitantly.
"A bigger question is where do we stand. We must be committed. I'm on a month to month lease, and I'm giving my notice. I'll be out next month. I'm also putting up my life savings, including a loan on my 401K. I'm all in. Karen, how about you, are you still in?"
"My lease is gone next month. I have to stay someplace. Do you really think it will be livable?"
No time for waffling. "Absolutely. I guarantee it. I just need to know you're behind this."
"Ok. I'm in. Let's do this." The words sounded sure, the tone much less so.
I turned to Debbie. "Debbie, without you, I'm not sure we can do this. Are you still willing to live with me and Karen?"
"What do you mean without me? How much help can I be?" she responded incredulously.
"You're essential! You will be running this operation. Under my guidance of course, but for you it will be your full-time job." I told her.
"I can't do that. I don't know what to do. I know nothing about this stuff..."
I stepped to her and took her hands in mine.
"Stop it. I need you to do this. You can. When I ask you to find prices, you call around. When I ask you to get licenses, you go to the city offices. You make phone calls, you follow up. Without you I can't do this in 6 weeks. I can't do this in 6 months. You can do this. Will you?" She looked up into my eyes. She was scared, I could feel it in her trembling hands. I could hear it in her breathing. It was yet another commitment.
"I... if you think..." Her eyes darted from side to side, from me to Karen, to the door. It was if she was cornered and searching for escape.
Karen stepped to her side, and reached her arm around her. "You can do this," she whispered, "you can."
"Ok. I'm in." she finally answered. The effort it cost her was frightening, her lip was white where she'd been biting it, and tears had formed in the corners of her eyes.
"Great!" Karen shouted, laughing and hugging Debbie. "We'll be the three musketeers!"
"This calls for a celebration! Debbie, can you get out the champagne glasses?" I retrieved the bottle of Dom I had brought the night before from the refrigerator. Debbie was just setting out three champagne flutes she'd found under the bar when I returned.
I popped the cork carefully, and filled the glasses, then set the bottle aside and proposed a toast. "To a new home for all of us, filled with happiness, and good times."
"I know this will be great. Jack, you and I alone, our numbers say we'll be too materialistic, and you and Debbie, well, you'll be too self-focused, but together we're a perfect 5, allowing us to live our lives together in harmony. And still the influences of our underlying partnerships will allow materialistic success and the soul relationships. With Jacks protective 33 in his name I know we'll be happy together!"
Debbie and I exchanged conspiratorial tolerant glances, having been the subject of Karen's numerology and astrology studies before. It was a moment. We had something together. I smiled.
"Ladies, do you suppose we might move this party to the bedroom? To celebrate a little more intimately." I asked, reaching my arms around each girl, and guiding them back towards the bedroom. When we reached the door, I realized I'd forgotten something, and rushed back to the living room to return with the half-full bottle of champagne.
Karen already had her shirt off, and was removing her bra. Debbie was standing to one side of the bed, anxiously. I placed the bottle of champagne on the nightstand, and walking to Debbie, I stood before her and unbuttoned her shirt, exposing her simple white bra, and flawless tanned skin. Allowing my wandering hands to caress her skin, as she stood there motionless, I moved behind her. I lowered the shirt off her shoulders and arms, kissing the back of her neck, and softly fondling her front.
"So Karen, doesn't this look like the perfect vessel from which to drink our celebratory champagne?" I asked teasingly.
"And what do you have in mind?"
In response, I scooped Debbie into my arms, and placed her in the middle of the bed. "That adorable little belly button could hold just a taste of the bubbly." I took the bottle, and poured out a bit onto Debbie's stomach. Karen, dressed only in her panties, drank the offering, and licked the area clean.
"Mmmm, you were right. Your turn."
I poured some more into her navel, and loudly slurped it out. Then I probed her belly button with my tongue, getting the first response out of Debbie, a little wiggle and squirm.
We drank a couple more shots this way, complimenting our gorgeous champagne holder. Then Karen pointed out that Debbie must have been getting thirsty.
"Really? And how do you think we should quench her thirst?" I asked.
"Has she tasted your cock yet?"
"Come to think of it, no. I couldn't get nearly enough of her sweet tight twat last night. I didn't even think of anything else."
"Well there's no time like the present." Karen concluded, moving around the bed to be beside me.
It had been entertaining to watch Debbie throughout our interplay. She just lay there, never making a peep. Her head and eyes moving from side to side, like she was watching a tennis match.
As I started to remove my own clothing, Karen slapped away my hands good naturedly, and started unbuttoning my shirt. I stood before her, enjoying the sensation. After two buttons, Karen turned to Debbie, who was still stretched out on the bed and with a raise of her eyebrow coaxed her, "Well?"
Debbie sat up, with my belt buckle at eye level, and unfastened my belt. Karen slid around behind me, unbuttoning my buttons from behind, while peeking around my shoulder.
Her eyes locked for the moment on the task before her, and upon the obvious bulge beneath her hands, Debbie, slowly unbuttoned the brass buttons running down the front of my jeans. By the time she was done, Karen had removed my shirt, and helped Debbie work the pants down my legs. I lifted each leg, and Karen pulled the pants out from under me.
Debbie was hesitating now. My boxers were stretched to the front and the fly opening was gaping, providing an unobscured view of my readiness. Her big blue eyes lifted to catch mine. She leaned forward turning her head sideways, and rested her cheek against my hardness. Almost imperceptibly, she rocked her head side to side, brushing her cheek against me.
Karen on the other hand, was less patient. After watching Debbie for a moment, she grabbed my shorts from the side, and pulled them down. As my cock burst free from its confines, Debbie pulled her head back a bit. Again she looked up to me with those huge eyes, then she slowly opened her mouth, her face about 6 inches in front of me, and waited.
Karen held a glass of champagne out to me, waist high, then helped me dip my cock into it, while trying to avoid spilling too much. From the glass, I moved my cock to Debbie's lips where she accepted my offering, allowing me to guide about half it's length inside.
"Go ahead." I encouraged.
Her lips closed tightly around my cock, and she sucked it clean.
We repeated this scenario several times, teasingly. She took my offered gift, and each time sucked firmly while holding her head still, and I pulled out of her mouth.
"I don't think this is doing much for quenching her thirst," Karen announced after a minute or so.
"Maybe not, but it's helping quench my lust." I quipped back, this time rocking back and forth in Debbie's mouth, fucking her face with short strokes.
"God. She looks so hot Jack. Is that what I look like with a big cock in my mouth. Isn't she pretty? I bet that gets you so hot, watching that pretty face and that little mouth stretching wide to take you in. I bet you'd like to see up both down there, sucking your cock, wouldn't you?"
Taking my grunts for assent, Karen took up position beside Debbie, grasping my cock in her hand, locking her other hand in Debbie's hair. She pulled Debbie back off my cock. For the first time since she'd opened her mouth, Debbie looked away from my face, and turned her head to see Karen.



Karen placed her head beside Debbie's, and pressed the head of my cock first to her own lips then to Debbie's. With a series of teasing licks and kisses, the girls worked together to drive me even further towards the edge of my own release.
I wanted to make this last forever. The pure eroticism in seeing these two sets of lips battling for possession of my cock was as intense as the action itself.
Karen was getting very excited by the scene. Moments later, she was thrusting my cock into Debbie's hot mouth, still controlling her actions by the hand tangled in the back of her hair. With one hand grasping my cock, stroking and guiding it and with the other, pushing Debbie's face forward and back she was controlling the entirety of the action. She would reach out on occasion, and kiss or lick Debbie's face and neck.
"C'mon baby, fuck his cock with your mouth. Fuck it. Doesn't that feel great? Do him baby, make him come for us with just your sweet mouth. You know you're driving him crazy don't you. Feel how hard he is, see how he's sweating, and hear his breathing. Oh Deb, you've got him so close, sooo close."
She was much harsher than I could have been. She was forcing Debbie's face down further and further on my cock, past her gagging and feeble resistance. She released her grip on my cock, and reached down to grasp my balls tightly, getting even more control over my own actions.
It was too much. The situation, the first time in her mouth, the running erotic commentary. I leaned back, head raised to the heavens, and allowed the sensations and the moment to overtake me.
"I'm there." I warned them, clenching holding back for one last exquisite moment, before thrusting forward hard into Debbie's throat, and releasing my cum.
Karen laughed out loud after that first spurt, and pulled Debbie's head back at an angle, so that she too was looking skyward. I looked down just in time to see this action, as the second stream of my cum streaked across her sweet face. Karen leaned forward and licked the head of my cock, interrupting the next release, and catching it on her own face and on Debbie's. Then she was bobbing up and down on my cock, sucking down the last few spurts, until the pain of the sensitivity caused me to pull out of her mouth. She turned and taking Debbie's face in her hands, delivered the last of my cum into Debbie's open mouth, from her own.
"You girls are so fucking hot! You are going to kill me. My heart is ready to burst, and my legs are ready to collapse. You are amazing."
I sat on the side of the bed, then collapsed backwards for a moment, to let my breath return.
Karen stood, and helped Debbie to her feet. Whereas Karen was naked except for her panties, Debbie still was almost fully clothed.
Karen was undressing Debbie, sensuously, slowly, while talking to her.
"You have such a perfect little body, no wonder you drive him so crazy. You know, sometimes I'd have to jerk him off for up to fifteen minutes. In your mouth he didn't last five. Your tits are so soft, so sweet. Your flat little belly so perfect. I'm just glad we're on the same team. I'm sure I'll be getting a lot more sleep then I would if it was just me and him."
I looked over, and realized we still had some champagne left.
"I have an idea." I took Debbie from Karen's hands and directed her back to the middle of the bed. I moved to the foot of the bed, climbed aboard, and lifted up Debbie, flipping her over onto her stomach and pulling her down the bed a short distance. She lay where I left her, on her shoulders and knees, her ass raised tantalizingly off the bed.
I stood up beside Karen, and gave her a warm kiss. "Ok, now for you." I guided her to the top of the bed, her legs straddling Debbie. I placed a pillow under her ass, and tilted her pelvis up.
"I believe we may have a suitable vessel for the last of our champagne here," I joked, bringing the neck of the bottle to her pussy.
"Ok, Debbie, I want you to make sure none of this spills onto the bed. You understand me?"
"Yes." She looked at me with those soulful eyes, a willing participant.
I placed the bottleneck into Karen's moist opening, and tilted it up, pouring a small amount of champagne into her. As I pulled the bottle away, Debbie quickly moved forward, placing her mouth over Karen's cunt, and sucking away with abandon. She may not have much initiative, but what she's asked to do, she does with fervor.
I placed the bottle to my own lips, enjoying the moist taste of Karen, mixing with the dry champagne. I drank deeply.
Looking down, Debbie was licking and kissing around Karen's crotch. She appeared as intent to keep this area cleaned as she did the rest of the apartment. I reached down, lifted her face up, and stole a kiss, then refilled Karen's pussy. As soon as the bottle was removed, Debbie was back to her duty.
I moved to the end of the bed, looking at that beautiful, clean-shaven pussy and tight little butt, rising high in the air. Placing my mouth at the bottom of her pussy, I poured a small amount of the bubbly down her crack, across her tight little butt-hole, and into my waiting mouth. I was saddened to see the last of the champagne run down her ass.
At the head of the bed, Karen was leaning back, moaning in ecstasy, as Debbie continued lapping away. I had never had the opportunity to view such an exciting scene, and I sat to one side watching in admiration.
Karen's legs were spread obscenely wide. Debbie's weight rested on her elbows, as her hands bracketed the target of her attention. Karen's pussy was bright red, almost purple, and her pussy lips were grasped between the finger and thumb of each of Debbie's hands. She would pull the lips apart, and lower her face deep into Karen's crotch, her tongue disappearing up inside her. She'd wag her head from side to side, then finish with a long leisurely lick the length of Karen's lips, before swooping down to nibble and suck on her clit. She'd pull her face back, darting her tongue out for a moment to tease her friend, then after blowing gently on Karen's burning bush, she'd go back to the deep tongue penetration. I watched in awe and in deep burning lust.
A few moments later, I decided I wanted to play as well, and used the neck of the bottle to fuck Debbie for a while.
Well, as wonderful as the view was, and as naughty as it felt to cram that bottle up that smooth little twat, my newly emergent raging hard-on demanded attention once again. Pulling the bottle out with a slurping 'pop', I moved back between her legs and I replaced it with my own stiffness, immediately sinking to the hilt. For several minutes I used her like this, while Karen started in on her commentary.
"I knew you couldn't hold out too long, Jack. This is so wild; I've never had a woman's tongue in my pussy before. I swear she's going to make me cum if she keeps it up. You could take lessons here, lover, she's sooo good. I could tell exactly when you started fucking her; she lost her attention there for a moment. Now you know what, she's sticking her finger up my pussy, as well as her tongue, matching you stroke for stroke. It is so wild. Could you fuck her a little faster baby? Just a little, so she'll do me. I'm, like, on the edge, and I want to cum so bad. Yeah, like that, oh yeah, that's nice, right there."
Amazingly she stopped speaking for a moment, breathing heavily, staring down at Debbie who was intent on devouring Karen's twat.
"God, fuck her hard Jack, fast and hard, I need it fast and hard. OOooh. Yeah baby, fuck her. God, this is so great, faster now, you've got to fuck her faster, I'm so close, please, sooo close, uuuuhhhhnnn, GAAAAWWWD, SHIT..."
Karen had her arms crossed tightly across her chest and was squeezing her own breasts when I saw her cum hard. She lifted her hips high in the air squeezing her legs together around poor Debbie's head, and grabbing a fist full of hair, Karen pushed Debbie's face hard into her cunt. A series of grunts and squeals escaped Karen, as she came for several long seconds.
The whole scene was too much for me, and I felt the impending release of my own building in my balls. I slammed deep into Debbie, and holding myself still. I came intensely, almost painfully. A small thrust and a clenching of my ass followed each spurt, as I poured into her. I held her hips tightly. I looked up to see Debbie's head on Karen's stomach, her face a moist mess, and her mouth gaping open. I finally recognized that she was cumming silently as well. I pumped her forcefully with what was left of my erection, as Karen encouraged her, holding Debbie's head firmly against her own belly, and brushing her hair back. I couldn't hear the words she whispered, but the love and affection were readily apparent on Karen's face.
When I pulled out, Debbie collapsed to her side, pulling her knees up towards her chest and breathing hard.
"Oh God, oh god, oh god," she mumbled barely audible.
I crawled up behind her, enveloping her in my big arms. I curled around her protectively, her head lying on my forearm, as I kissed her shoulder and neck tenderly. From somewhere, Karen produced a wet facecloth, and cleaned Debbie's face of both our juices, and placed the coolness across her forehead.
"You know Jack, if sex is like this all the time, we're going to be so caught up in it all we'll never get that house livable. You're going to have to calm down, big boy. And I'm serious." The mischievous grin on her face belied her words, and I enjoyed lying there, holding Debbie gently but firmly, while Karen alternated stroking our heads. I closed my eyes, listening to the rhythm of Debbie's breathing, as it slowly settled into a pattern matching my own.
I woke to find both girls gone, the house in immaculate order, and a note telling me they'd had to leave to pick up their girls, but they'd be back Sunday for dinner, with girls in tow. Debbie would take the little ones home and Karen would be spending the night.
I rolled over, my self-satisfied grin almost too large to share the bed with me. I drifted back to sleep, telling myself I needed to conserve my energy.
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* * * *
Ok, ask yourself what you would do? You're single, two years out of college, got a good job, a fairly healthy bank account, and are about to embark on purchasing your first home - a fixer-upper.
Two attractive young ladies offer you a deal - live together, share expenses, share beds. They're both single moms, from 3 to 7 years older than you are. Oh yeah, did I mention one was so hot, the ground scorches whenever she walks by?
Well, what would you do? I know what I did...
* * * *
During the two weeks following that first weekend, we started to settle into a groove. I got permission to start work on the house early, Debbie quit her job, and Karen laid down the law: no hanky-panky until we were all living together. I'd tried arguing, but in the end she won out. With twenty-twenty hindsight, I realized I should have worked out the details of our 'arrangement' before committing to buying the house. I'd lost all my leverage. Hell, I wasn't even getting the hand-jobs I'd been getting before the deal. It might have been great incentive to get things done, but at the time I just thought it was damn mean.
I gave my landlord notice. I was responsible for the next month as well, but I was told that if the place were rented out, I wouldn't have to pay for it. Within three days, the place was off the market. I now needed to get the roof work on the new house completed, or face the prospect of living in the house, but from within a tent.
It was no turning back for all of us. Three adults, two small children, and one very dilapidated home for our combined residence.
In one way I was lucky. As a single guy, with time on his hands, I'd always been available to help others in my office when needed. I helped building decks, moving people, even raising a new garage. So I had a lot of goodwill built up among my buddies, and it was time to take advantage of that.
Two friends in particular I would be depending on heavily. Joe was a good friend who I'd know for years. I'd helped Joe build his deck and raise his garage. We'd been friends for years and I knew he would be willing to help me. He also had a secondary advantage; he was one of 8 brothers, no sisters. I was on two softball teams with him, one men's modified fast pitch, and one co-ed. His brothers, their wives, and his father, were all members of the team; there were only three guys and two girls on these teams that weren't family members. We partied a lot together, and I had helped pour a patio for his parents, and helped a brother move, and another build a deck.
His family was a gold mine of help. Two brothers and the father ran a plumbing business, and another brother was in construction as a finish carpenter. Joe had known of my plans to fix the house, and his entire family had offered up their services where possible. They were really great people, and I loved them like my own family. I was a little concerned about how they'd take the living arrangements. Joe's wife Cathy had a very possessive attitude towards me, and had tried to be a matchmaker for me twice. She had set me up with the girl I was currently dating, a sweet young thing named Beth, barely out of high school, who worked in day-care. She was on our softball team as well.
My other key resource was Jim. Jim was an electrical engineer in the office, and had gotten his professional electrician’s license when remodeling his own home. I'd helped when he'd converted his carport into a third bedroom and bathroom, and got my first taste of running a backhoe when we tore up the carport foundation before we poured the new one.
Two weeks after I'd first decided to go ahead with this plan, things were starting to come together.
* * * *
I had moved the settlement up to Friday. I would take a little extra hit on the end of month interest, but it looked like I had a full team available to help me that weekend, and I wasn't about to put that much work into a place I didn't own. Things went pretty smoothly, and I bitched and moaned about some problems that hadn't been disclosed, and over the fact that some work that was supposed to be done never got completed, and managed to get out with a little more cash than I'd expected.
My bank account was dwindling rapidly, but the return of my deposit and last months rent on my apartment helped a little. Karen had offered to donate her rental deposit when it was returned, but I insisted she keep that for outfitting her rooms and her own expenses.
* * * *
I woke up Saturday, alone as usual. I'd taken Beth out the night before. She was a very sweet and innocent girl, but her pants might as well have been made of titanium. After nearly six weeks, we still only went out infrequently, for a movie or dinner, or to an amusement park once, but necking was as far as she'd go. I was amazed I'd finally gotten my hand in her shirt. Between Beth's indomitable will, and Karen's resolve I was going crazy.
I arrived at the house early, for me, which means only about 45 minutes late. It was a maelstrom of activity. People had been there since dawn. There were at least half-a-dozen guys already at work tearing out the insides of the house and ripping off the old roof. Everything looked like it was going great until my heart stopped.
Under the carport, the girls were setting up tables on sawhorses, and portable picnic tables. There were coolers everywhere, and a variety of breakfast foods scattered around. And girls there were aplenty. Debbie and Karen were there of course, as was Cathy who was trying to take control of the situation. Also present was Joe's mother, one of his sister-in-laws, and the lovely Beth.
I hadn't expected all these women to be there. I hadn't invited any of them. Karen and Debbie I'd expected of course, but I'd forgotten to take Cathy into account. Cathy, though, couldn't stand the idea of all of those men out there, trying to fend for themselves. So she'd set up the onsite support kitchen. And invited Beth, thinking to surprise me. She'd succeeded nicely.
To make things worse, both Beth and Debbie had come dressed to tease. If I hadn't known better, I might almost think they'd coordinated their outfits. Both were wearing small, tight cutoff denim shorts, and tight plain t-shirts, Debbie in pink, Beth in white. The view was exquisite, tempting, and very distracting.
As if that wasn't enough, there were also five little girls running around, all between the ages of 5 and 7.
I headed for the carport, determined to find out how much trouble I was in, and looking to get in some damage control.
"JACK, GET YOUR LAZY SLACKIN’ ASS UP HERE AND MAKE A DECISION!" Joe called to me from the second floor, his head sticking out through the slanted roof.
With a hesitant glance back to 'women's country', I headed for the front door, where I met Joe on his way down to intercept me.
"Damn, man! You've opened up a can of worms," Joe advised me, with a laugh in his voice and a shake of his head.
"I can guess. What's going on?" I was desperate for any kind of information that might tell me how bad things had gotten already.
"You are on Cathy's shit list, buddy. I doubt she'll talk to you for a while. What's the deal with Karen and her friend?"
"They're going to live here with me. We're going to finish out the top level, and the women and their kids will share it. I'll get the master-bedroom on the main floor." We weren't alone in our discussion any more; Jim and one of Joe’s brothers had gathered around to get some of the details, and more were approaching.
"Well, that's not the way Karen's telling it. She's let it out that you are dating her and Debbie. She's let Cathy know that this is her house, and they'll be doing things her way. And of course Beth is still in shock."
Jim couldn't help chiming in. "You should have seen when Karen said the important thing was to get the roof up and the main floor done, so the kids could sleep in the living room, and the adults could share the bedroom. I thought Cathy would go into convulsions."
"And mom is still mumbling to herself, but I think she's mostly just laughing," Rob, Joe's oldest brother added.
“Damn, that Debbie is one hot looking babe. How does an asshole like you merit something like that?” This from Eric, the latest brother to approach the discussion.
"Well, I better go out there and see what I can do..." I started to say.
"Son, you're going to go upstairs and rip off the roof, because that's the farthest we can get you away from them." Bob, Joe's father informed me. "And then, you're going to tell us a little more of what you have going on here, you little devil." He was grinning broadly, and guiding me upstairs with an arm around my shoulders. The laughs and slaps on the back let me know that I had at least half the crowd here backing me to the hilt.
Give the guys credit. They could work hard, and listen to my tangled tale at the same time. Of course a gentleman is discreet, but hell, are there any real gentlemen around anymore?
I explained the premise, Karen and I working, while Debbie was the stay-at-home mom. I couldn't afford the place on my own, with the heavy expense of getting in, and the rent from Karen was going to help. I explained the girls being in a bit of a pickle, and needing a place to stay. Of course that didn't cover the adults sharing the bedroom, and before long I was recounting the entire original deal, including some sketchy details about that first weekend.
There was a lot of laughing, taunting, and cheering going on up there, and every time I looked down, I could swear the expressions on Karen's face was getting more and more smug, and Cathy was just getting redder and redder. The strangest part had to be watching Debbie and Beth gravitate towards each other, both in way over their heads, and looking to stay out of the limelight.
We'd finished ripping off the old roofing, and were gutting the upstairs when Joe's mom came upstairs to let us know lunch was served. She approached me with some advice.
"Jack, you've really stirred up a hornet's nest. My advice to you is to avoid any conversation downstairs, and to take no sides. The girls will eventually work this mess out on their own, and then we'll figure out just where you stand. In the mean time, if I were you, I'd keep a looooow profile. You little devil." Although her voice was stern, her grin was wicked, and might I have been mistaken, or was there a glint of laughter in those eyes?
Lunch was an awkward affair. The house was discussed in detail, but no mention was made of the anticipated living situation. Cathy never sat down, and anytime I got within ten feet of her, she'd turn her back to me and walk away. Karen played hostess and chattered aimlessly, while Beth and Debbie worked together to get the kids fed, again staying well to the side and out of the center of attention. Joe's mom and his sister-in-law MaryAnn helped with the serving and discussed where the best places were to get all the things the house would need like furniture, drapes, appliances. They were planning on hardwood floors in the living room. Taking mom's advice, I let them outfit my house and kept under the radar.
After lunch, the group broke up somewhat, and we worked in different areas of the house. I breathed a sigh of relief that I'd made it through the first potential land-mine field with my skin intact.
"Jack?" A dulcet voice stopped me in my tracks, and my breath caught. Perhaps I was celebrating my escape a little too early. I turned to find Beth beside me, very close, with Debbie one step behind her.
"What can I do for you lovely ladies?" I asked, trying to appear harmless - still in my low profile mode.
Debbie answered for the two of them. "Beth and I thought we’d clear out that back building, so we can use it to store our stuff overnight. Can you let us in back there? And help us determine what stays and goes?"
Whew. "Of course, it would be my pleasure." I excused myself from my fellow workers, and headed to the back with the girls.
There were combination locks on the garage doors, and I had a key for the door into the office. I gave Debbie the key to the office, while I showed Beth the combination. When Debbie had unlocked the door, and gone inside, Beth turned to me and threw herself against me, kissing me passionately. She caught me totally unprepared. She pressed herself tightly against me, and a few moments later broke free, and turned to the lock as if nothing had happened.
I'm not rightly sure I knew what was happening, but damn that was a nice kiss!
Give me some credit. I had the good sense to shut my mouth. I unlocked the door, and showed Beth that the garage area was pretty clean. Just some mystery boxes to one side, and stacks of paint cans and wood remnants on the other.
"I don't know what's in the boxes, but the cans and wood can all be tossed." I told her. I turned to face her, and found her inches away from me. Her eyes were seething. She grabbed my sweaty shirt collar and pulled me face down where she kissed me deeply, then bit me on the lip. Hard. Hard enough to bring tears to my eyes.
"You better think about what you want, Jack." With those ominous words she turned away from me, and started gathering up half-empty cans and carrying them outside.
Shaking my head, I turned to the door that went from the office into the garage. It was still locked. I rattled the handle.
Debbie's muffled voice from the other side was barely intelligible. "It's stuck."
I walked back outside, and entered the office from the front. This room was in a lot worse shape. It contained a broken down table, some crummy stacked chairs, and a variety of boxes and moldy books and papers on the shelves.
Debbie had cleared a path to the inside door, and was tugging at it ineffectively.
"Let me help you." I reached past her and grabbed the door handle. It was really stuck. I pulled harder, then gave it a really hard pull, and found myself on the floor, with a broken door handle in my hand.
"Are you ok?" Debbie bent over me, with a genuine look of concern in her eyes. Then she was leaning over me, hugging me desperately. When I took her in my arms, she broke down, sobbing, face buried in my chest. I felt like the perfect cad. I also was completely confused yet again. It seemed like that was a constant problem for me; maybe I had gotten in over my head.
"Baby, don't cry. Everything's going great, don't worry." I tried to comfort her, stroking her hair, and rocking her in my arms. It was a little awkward, doing this from the ground, with my head still ringing from where I'd hit the concrete.
"I'm sorry,” she sniffed. “But she's so pretty, and you're not going to want someone with the baggage I have." I had difficulty making out some of the words between the sniffing and sobs, but the message was clear.
"Debbie. Listen. Whatever else happens, I'm not going to throw you out on the street. You and Karen have a place for as long as you need. If I decide to pursue any other relationships, they'll have to understand that." I was trying for reassuring, but one of my ‘reassuring’ hands had wandered down to her sweet ass, and was pursuing a different message.
Her sobs were coming less frequently now.
"And believe me, baggage or not, I want you very much." I tried to convince her.
"How could you possible want me?" She asked, in all seriousness.
Placing her hand on the lump in my pants, I responded, "How could you doubt me?"
Debbie surprised me then. A big surprise in a day that was full of surprises. She stood up, and as I tried to stand, she wiggled out of her shorts and bent over the table.
"I'm yours." The words were barely more than a whisper, and so wrought with emotion, I didn't know what to do. I could feel the anticipated rejection, hanging between us, and could see she was almost shaking.
Ok. So maybe I'm stupid. With all the people around, and all the trouble already, maybe I should have played it safe. Instead, I bent over and kissed those full, soft cheeks. I pressed my lips against the small of her back. I opened my pants and stuck my stiff cock inside that tempting little target which I had been fantasizing over every night for the last two weeks. In my current overheated state I would be lucky to last two minutes.
Squeezing her ass cheeks, and grasping her hips, I gave that sweet twat a savage pounding. I was happily plugging away, when a shadow crossed the target of my lust, and I looked up to find Beth standing in the doorway.
"Shit," I thought to myself, "well, I didn't really expect that relationship to last this weekend anyway." I smiled sheepishly, and slowed down my pace a bit, but continued to screw Debbie. Beth just watched us for a moment, then turned and walked away. I had a sneaky suspicion that wouldn't be the last I heard of that.
Once Beth had left, I renewed my efforts with Debbie. The imprint of my hands where I grasped her ass stood out in bright red contrast against the paleness of her cheeks and the tanned skin above and below. Even this redness seemed a cruel abomination, and I massaged her butt where I had squeezed it too tight.
I pulled out and pulled her upright, and swept my arm across the desk, clearing everything from atop it. I escorted Debbie around to the other side of the desk and had her lay back down. Her head was a little higher then her ass and she had a tendency to slide down the surface. Pulling her to the edge, I lifted her delicate legs over my shoulders, unable to resist kissing and licking her instep and ankles. I guided my cock back to her pussy, her smooth shaven skin, making her wet readiness all the more apparent. I reentered her with a single full stroke, meeting with little resistance. I then proceeded to screw her.
Looking down at her, watching her watch me, seeing the effect each thrust had - pushing her up the table, shaking her breasts within their stretched constraint; the excitement was almost unbearable. Feeling my release impending, I reached out and stroked her cheek, holding my body still, using just my hips to work myself in and out of her tight confines. I pulled her legs in line, holding the knees together and a little to one side and with a few last strokes brought myself to the verge of completion. Thrusting one last time, deeply, I came. It was so wonderful, emptying my load in that sweet girl, feeling the cum surge forth from deep in my balls, bursting forth to fill her. I released her legs, letting them wrap about me. Debbie leaned forward, her legs holding me tight, still impaled on my rod. She clung to my chest, holding me desperately, clinging with arms and legs. I turned her face upright, stealing a kiss, and thanking her. She finally disentangled herself, retrieved her panties and shorts, and pulled them back on. Then in typical Debbie fashion, she asked if I didn’t have things to do, after which she shooed me out, turned and attacked cleaning that room with a vengeance.
I walked out, ready to go back to the carport and face the music. Beth was just walking out of the garage with an armload of wood remnants. She had a big wheelbarrow there, and was loading it with the trash. I thought I'd find her back at the carport, filling the others in on the vile behavior of the incredibly lecherous Jack of the Low Morals.
I approached her. She shot daggers at me with her glance, then turned back into the garage. I was on some kind of friggin' roller coaster of emotions that day. Up and down, up and down. Once again I felt like the miserable cur I was, knowing I should have broken things off with this girl, or at least given her some inkling of what was going on.



As I got closer to her she spat out, "You bastard." Her words were venomous.
I didn't know what to say or do. So I went for the old standby. I apologized.
"Sorry? What are you sorry for? Do you even know?" Her tone was scathing.
She had me there. I didn't know. Sorry for hurting her I guess.
"Why are you dating me, if that's what you're coming home to? How am I supposed to compete with that? What are you some kind of sick bastard just teasing me?" She had retreated even further from me, and was huddled in the corner.
"Beth, I really am sorry. This happened so suddenly. Three weeks ago, you and I had only just been dating for a short while. I was looking at this place, and Karen and Debbie were in really a tough situation and needed a place to stay."
"Well, you're a pretty sick fuck if you take advantage of them like that and make them sleep with you just to have a roof for their kids."
The words struck closer to home than I cared to admit. "Listen, it wasn't even my idea. It was Karen's and the idea was just that while we were together, we could, well, be intimate. But there was no commitment, other than they had a place to stay, while we all got our lives in order."
"If that's all you want, well I'm not just going to put out for you." She looked miserable.
"I don't know what I want. I was dating you because I liked you. I knew you for a while from our league. I liked being with you. You are so pretty, so cheerful. Yes, I was frustrated because I was getting nowhere with you, but that's not why this happened."
"If you were with me, you know you couldn't be with those women."
"Beth. I don't want to be in a relationship like that right now. I want to finish my house. I want to help Debbie straighten up her life. She's had some really hard times lately and I don't want to hurt her."
"Yeah, I saw the kind of 'hard' time she's had lately." She said, nastily.
"No, really. She had no place to live; she was living in Karen's living room. All her possessions fit in the trunk of her 11-year-old car. I just wanted to help. Then when she made herself available to me, well, I'm sorry. I'm a guy and she's just beautiful. And I wasn't getting any anywhere else. It had been a while. I mean, my God, any guy would kill to be with her, how could I resist that?" Stupid me was digging an even deeper hole.
"I know. I'm just...” she started, hesitating. "She's very pretty. I understand you wanting to be with her. I just thought that maybe we..." She sounded as if she was on the verge of crying.
I moved forward to hold her, and she pulled away from me, hugging herself and sobbing.
"Beth. I'm sorry. I really do like you a lot. But there is so much going on right now in my life..."
"You know, I could do those things for you." She told me, looking at me coldly. "I've never been with anybody. You were going to be my first. You still could be. You could teach me. I could do anything you wanted. Be everything you ever wanted" She looked at me with a strange look, anticipatory.
"Beth, that's not what I want." I was lying of course. I did want that. But I was greedy. I wanted everything. My cake and eat it too.
"I know I'm not as pretty as her, or as experienced. But I thought we had something. I know you wanted me. I could be yours." She was eyeing me intensely, going out on such a limb.
"That's not what I mean. This is not a competition. I don't want to force you into something. You are a very pretty girl, and very sexy, and I love being around you. Of course I'd love to be with you, but not like this."
"You're such a god-damn liar. Last night you would have wanted me any way you could get me." She marched out of there, without looking back. Of course she was right.
* * * *
By the end of the day, the ladies seemed to have come to some uneasy truce. The house was completely roofed, and the old drywall, wiring, and most of the framing for the upstairs were cleared out. Originally, the guys had said that most of them were going to be there the next day. I was wondering how much that was going to change, once they got home and the wives put their collective foot down.
We had a hamburger and hot-dog barbecue feast, which the women orchestrated, and no one left hungry. I think everyone was amazed at how much we'd gotten done, in just a day, and we were all feeling pretty optimistic about what the morning would bring.
I knew however, the phone lines would be singing that night. I shuddered to think what some of those conversations might sound like.
I went home, alone, and spent a miserable night. I was a little surprised at myself over how upset I was over the whole situation. I had always liked Cathy a lot. She had even teased me for years, telling me if Joe ever died, she and the girls would be staying with me and I'd have to take care of them. She was an attractive woman, and we had great fun together. She’d even been known to star in a few fantasies of mine. I didn't want her hating me.
And Beth. Beth. I did like Beth. But to paraphrase one of the great thinkers, two birds in the hand, beat the hell out of one in the bush. She didn't deserve what had happened today, and I was determined that in the near future, I would do what I could to straighten things out, and to finish with her cleanly. I doubted I'd see her anytime soon, after what I'd put her through.
I don't know how long it took, but I did eventually fall asleep. I couldn't even get up the energy that night to jerk-off. I needed help.
* * * *
If Saturday was a maelstrom, Sunday was a hurricane. No, an earthquake. Maybe a huge meteor strike.
Everybody showed up, brothers, friends, wives, and neighbors. It was to the point of being ridiculous. I guess everyone thought that there would be some great fireworks, and I know that some of the guys wanted to see this Debbie they'd heard about, as well as Beth.
I mean everyone showed up. I couldn't believe it but Beth was back. I thought for sure that she'd never speak to me again. Cathy was there, still hot as a Dallas sidewalk in July. She did speak to me. She finally approached me to tell me I could be such an asshole and what was I thinking.
My boss from work was there. Who had invited her to the activities, I have no idea, but when she caught my eye, she had the biggest shit-eating grin. I had no doubt she was fully informed as to everything that was going on. She stopped by to tousle my hair like some kid of hers that was up to mischief.
Half the guys from work showed up, as did all but one of Joe's brothers, and the rest of the men's softball team. Friends of Karen's were there that I didn't even recognize. There was even a little hottie that worked with Beth at the day care. It was a madhouse.
I was a hero. I was a villain. I was a jerk. I was a fool. I was a genius. I was a male, letting his hormones run his life. I was a typical guy, letting the little head do all the thinking.
Most of all I was just a confused guy, in way over his head.
Debbie looked incredible. She was wearing short shorts, and had a t-shirt tied off, hooter-girl style. She clearly was NOT wearing a bra.
Beth looked divine. Open legged shorts, with a very tight, scoop-neck tee, that left about two inches of her midriff exposed.
Karen looked like the cat that caught the canary. She was clearly one of the centers of attention, and reveling in her new role.
There were too many people there. They were getting in the way of each other. Still, it was amazing how much work was getting done. There were little cliques of people everywhere, speaking among themselves. I know there must have been over 40 adults there, and at least a dozen kids. There was an entire contingent working just on the property, mowing, cutting brush, gathering up bottles and cans from the yard.
For the kids it was a festival. There were snacks, and games, and a huge yard to run around in. I was still amazed to find that Beth and Debbie were sticking together running the kid show. It kind of made a sick sense. It kept them away from the cattiness near the carport; they both loved kids, and I'm sure it was a big distraction for them. It also kept them away from the lustful gazes of most of the men, heading off a lot of trouble before it ever happened.
Let me say once and for all, that I was pretty useless. The Howard gang, Joe and his family, were in control, and seemed to coordinate most of the actual work being done. Whatever else, they did a wonderful thing for me that weekend, beyond anything I had earned or could hope to repay.
I did almost no work. I had little say in how things were done. I went from group to group, nominally supervising, in reality being told what they were doing. Numerous trips were made to the store, and I passed out cash like water. Twice I sent out my bank machine card on trips, until I'd withdrawn my limit.
Plumbing, wiring, framing, drywall, cleaning, replacing windows, installing fixtures, there was an incredible transformation going on under that roof. I felt like a cross between an Amish barn raising and the video of the world’s fastest house building.
It was mid-morning when Joe's mom finally took mercy on me, and pulled me to one side. She was sort of the matriarch of the whole women's contingent, and when she had my ear, everyone else stayed out of the way.
"Jack, Jack, Jack. What are we going to do with you? Hmmm?" She shook her head, looking at me like some kid who had been caught in a fib.
I tried out my boyish charm, and sheepish grin. No luck. It earned me a cuff on the head.
"None of that. I've had eight boys of my own pulling that crap for over 20 years now. Now how did you picture this whole scenario working out, Jack?"
"I, uh, guess I didn't really think it out. I just thought we'd live together, sort of as friends with, well, certain side benefits. We'd solve some problems for each other, and keep it pretty private. So I guess that part didn't work out too well, huh?"
"Did you really expect no emotional attachment to those women? What about the kids? You thought you could live with them and not grow close to them? And how were they supposed to view you? Damn it, Jack, you can't let your pants do your thinking for you.
"Listen to me. Right now you have a couple of situations you need to deal with. First, you've got to reel in your friend Karen over there. She's really not helping the situation at all, and if you want this to die down, you've got to get her under control. Second, you need to talk to Cathy, and work out whatever’s eating her. She feels especially hurt for some reason, which has some people wondering, in and of itself. You're not doing anything with her, are you?"
That question hit me from out of left field. "God! Of course not! Joe is probably my best friend. I wouldn't do that. I love that whole family."
"Well, thank heavens for that. No matter. You've still got to talk to her. You don't want to be on her bad side, she will hold a grudge forever, and can be pretty spiteful and vindictive. I love her, but you don't want her mad at you. Finally, you've really been unfair to Beth over there, and you need to fix that. She's just a kid, and doesn't deserve any of this." She caught her breath. I guessed she was looking for a response.
"I know. I've been stupid. I didn't mean for this to happen, I just wasn't thinking it all through."
Mrs. Howard stood up to leave, then leaned over and whispered to me. "You might also try to keep your dick in your pants today. We don't need any more stunts like yesterday, Ok?" She gave my cheek a motherly pinch. I swear she could crack walnuts with that grip. I hoped I wasn't bleeding.
I'm sure I blushed a nice deep crimson, as I nodded my assent.
Ok, first things first. I hadn't said more than a dozen words to Karen in the last two days, and it appeared that she was definitely firmly ensconced in the eye of this hurricane.
I managed to peel her away from everyone else, and convinced her to take a walk with me. She was adamant she was doing nothing wrong, but after 10 minutes of heart-to-heart, I convinced her to at least try to stop antagonizing Cathy, whose family was the key to getting our home into a livable condition. She saw the reasoning in that, and promised to do her best. Whatever that was. It took a great deal of effort for me to get her to agree to leave the meal plans to Cathy, and work with the yard people for a while.
Buoyed by my success, I decided to attack what I perceived as the most challenging prospect, soothing the ruffled feathers of my once-good-friend Cathy. I approached Joe for any insight into how I might go about this, and if he knew what was the biggest problem. He just laughed at me and wished me good luck.
Even Cathy wasn't prepared for the turnout we had that day, and she was busy directing efforts to prepare a lunch and dinner for a troop this size. My idea to order in pizza was met with cold disdain, and I decided to stay away from any more suggestions. They decided to stick with their idea of cold cuts and sandwiches for lunch, and to just fortify their supplies. Through insistence and near begging, I convinced Cathy to allow me to drive her to get the stuff. She'd pick it out, and I'd charge it all, since I was running a little low on cash (at least that was the excuse I used.) We used her truck, since my car wasn't good for carrying much more than two people.
The atmosphere in that truck was absolutely frigid. I've been in warmer freezers. Every attempt at conversation on the way to the supermarket was ignored or parried. We did manage to get to the store and make the purchases without any bloodshed.
On the return trip, I decided to take an even more direct approach.
"Cathy. Please talk to me. I hate this. You must know how much I love you and your family. I don't understand why you hate me now." I tried to keep the whining out of my voice.
"Fuck you, you pig."
I wasn't prepared for the vehemence in her tone. I pulled over, and turned to address her directly.
"Ok, maybe I am a pig. And maybe I’m stupid, and making some bad decisions. But why are you so angry with me? Why?"
"Yes, you are stupid, and I guess that only your dick is doing any thinking for you," she sneered.
I was getting so frustrated. I was getting nowhere. She sat there, immobile, staring straight ahead. This didn't make any sense. Why was she even there if she was that pissed at me? She didn't have to show up today. Was I dense?
I reached out to her, grabbing her shoulder, turning her to face me. She tried to force my hands away, and twisted away from me, facing out the opposite window.
"Don't you put your god-damn stinking hands on me, you pig." She hissed.
Then I did something really stupid. I slid across the seat, my back against hers, and wrapped her tightly in my arms. She struggled against me immediately. My right arm was wrapped over her shoulder, and crossed her chest, grasping her left arm tightly. Her breasts were crushed against her chest, and her left nipple was burning a hole in my wrist. Her head was held tightly between my arm and my own head, and my mouth was next to her ear.
"Please. Help me set things right. What do I have to do?” My lips brushed her hair with each word, and she appeared to be finally settling down.
"Oh, fine. The big strong guy has me helpless now. I suppose you're going to rape me now like you've been doing with those other sluts." She managed to yank her left arm away, which left my hand grasping her breast, as I pinned her to my chest.
"Cathy. Please." I still don't know what possessed me. I pressed my lips to her neck, and kissed her there, tasting her anger. My right hand, seemingly of it's own volition, cupped her breast, and pinched her already hard nipple.
She seemed to relax for a moment, her head leaning back on my shoulder, her breath still coming in gasps. Then she elbowed me hard with her left elbow, calling me a pig again, and then elbowed me yet again. I captured her arm with my left arm and did another even stupider thing. I pulled it behind her, placing her hand in the middle of her lower back. I then pulled her backwards, between my legs, trapping her arm between our bodies, and holding her tight against me by her breast, with my left hand gripping the waistband of her pants. I didn't realize the error of my ways, until I felt her forearm pressed against my crotch. I was embarrassed to realize all this was getting me hard, and there was no chance of her missing that now.
"Cathy..." Again, almost of their own volition, my lips sought her neck.
"Great. I suppose you're going to fuck me now, and that will make everything all wonderful again." She had turned her head, towards me this time, and for the first time, some hint of something other than vitriol came through.
"Cathy. I would fuck friggin' Janet Reno, if I thought you'd stop being angry with me." I almost shouted, exasperated.
This finally elicited a bit of giggle out of her. Her hand between us slid and turned, and she grasped my cock, and gave it a hard squeeze.
"You, know, I believe you would." And then it happened, a hint of a smile.
I was so relieved to think that maybe I was breaking through, I could feel the tears forming in my own eyes. I leaned into her, and place my lips on hers.
Her lips betrayed her. They were warm and inviting, and her tongue was generous in its attention, exploring my mouth, caressing my lips. I don't know how long we kissed, but when we finally broke, her hand was methodically stroking my cock, and my hands were busy caressing her breast, and squeezing her pussy through her pants.
"So now what? Am I supposed to be just another fuck-toy in your life, Jack? Are you going to use this big cock to tame me? Hold me down and rape me, until I do whatever you ask? Now what, Jack?" Her tone was challenging, but her left hand kept stroking my cock, and her right hand was now over my left, pressing it firmly against her mound.
I pulled away from her, and positioned myself behind the wheel. I re-entered traffic, and started down the road.
"Now what the fuck are you doing?" she asked me, and I could feel the anger mounting once again.
"I'm taking you to my apartment." I told her.
"Oh, and like I'm supposed to swoon, and throw myself at your feet?" She asked sarcastically.
"No. You shut the fuck up for the next two minutes. Then you walk with me up to my apartment, to save me the effort of carrying you. And then once and for all you and I settle this."
"With your big cock I suppose."
"Yep. That's part of it."
That finally shut her up.
It was only a couple of blocks away. I got out, and grasping her hand tightly, I pulled her across the front bench and out my side of the truck. She came along docilely enough. She walked up the steps just behind me, and I never let go of my tight grip on her hand. Her hand was hot and clammy.
I have no idea what had come over me. This was unlike anything I had ever done. But I was going to take my best friends wife, fuck her fast and hard, then take her back to the activities, among her friends and family, with my hot cum filling her pussy, and dripping down her leg. I was out of control.
As soon as we were in the door, I turned her to face me. Grasping her hair in my fist, I kissed her mouth hard. She grabbed my shirt and pulled at it, freeing it. Then I was pulling it over my head, and she was fighting with my belt to get into my pants. She was bent over at the waist, leaning over, and tugging at them. I stepped back, kicking off my shoes, and stepped out of my pants. I was not wearing underwear, and my fully hard cock sprung free.
Cathy dropped to her knees and looking up into my eyes, licked the length of my cock, before taking it into her mouth. She was a consummate cock-sucker, playing with my balls, stroking my cock, laving the head with her tongue, and taking me deep in her mouth. She seemed to anticipate my desires, knowing when to speed things up, when to tease, when to stroke me hard and fast. Her eyes would lock onto mine for long seconds, and then her attention would return to the simple feat of servicing my cock, with every bit of her essence dedicated to that effort.



She could even sense when I was getting close to cumming. She pulled away, stroking me firmly, giving me a long lick, and eyes locked with mine, she commanded me: "That's right, cum. Cum in my mouth. Fuck my mouth and pump your hot cum down my throat." She took my cock back in her mouth, fixed her lips tightly around my shaft, and placed my hand on the back of her head.
I grabbed her hair in my hands, and fucked her face thoroughly. Within moments I was there, cumming strongly, gasping with the pleasure, loosing stream after stream of hot seed in her mouth.
She swallowed most of it, allowing a little to escape her lips, and then with her finger cleaning her chin and licking it clean. She then worked diligently to clean every remnant from my cock, licking me like an ice cream cone. I stood there naked, while this fully clothed woman serviced me as no one ever had.
She clearly had additional intentions, as she took my cock back into her mouth, sucking and massaging it back to life. While she sucked me from on her knees, she removed her own shirt and bra, and undid the top of her pants. Once I succumbed to her attention, and was erect again, she stood up before me, her small breasts capped with hardened nipples, her panties visible through the opening of her pants.
"Well?" She asked, posing, waiting.
"That was the most incredible blow-job I have ever had, and I have to fuck you now." I stepped to her, pulling her pants, and then her panties down to her feet. Reaching down, I grabbed the back of her thighs just under her ass cheeks, and lifted her up against my body. I walked her like this over to the table and sat her on the edge, and then gripping my cock, I placed it against her hot, waiting twat, and entered her deeply. She gasped at the sudden intrusion. I adjusted her legs, placing the backs of her knees over my forearms, and lifted her bodily. She wrapped her arms around my neck, helping support her weight, while I fucked her in the air. I squeezed her ass cheeks tightly; lifting her up, and then letting her weight drive her back down onto my cock. She grabbed my head and took my mouth with hers, a vestige of my own flavor lingering in her mouth, as her tongue invaded my mouth in time to my penetrating her.
It was maddeningly intense, but too exhausting, and I took her to my couch. I lifted her off of me, eliciting a cry, and then placed her over the arm of the couch, belly down. Spreading her cheeks with my hands, I once again located her wet slit, and entered her. I leaned over, grabbed her shoulders, and pressing them into the seat of the couch, I fucked her as hard as I could. Very hard, very fast, forcing the couch across the room an inch at a time, knocking over an end table and lamp, until we reached the far wall and could move no more.
Unrelenting, I continued pounding away, to the rhythm of the slap of my thighs against her ass, and the bumping of the couch against the wall. She would push back on every stroke, her entire body strung as tight as a violin. Her hands would be clenched in fists, then they would open and I could see where her fingernails were digging into her palms, before they clenched shut again.
The fucking I gave her was almost vicious in its intensity. I was using my cock to punish her for being so mean to me for the last two days. I knew the front of her thighs would be bruised from the beating, and every effort on her part to move even a little, was met by my restraining hands and the onslaught of my cock. She tried to plant her feet, to adjust her position, but could get no leverage against my assault. After a few minutes I could see her wincing under the continuous pounding, and changed my attack.
I slowed, grabbing her cheeks in my hands, reveling in the deep penetration. In and out, I kept feeding her my cock, using that pussy which had been so near for so long. Looking down at the view of her pink flesh swallowing my cock, I saw the rosebud of her asshole, and forced my thumb into her there. I finally obtained a response, a moaned, "Oh, Fuck."
I diddled her ass, as I continued to screw her firmly. Her ass cheeks clenched and released against my probing, finally accepting the inevitable. When I inserted first one finger, and then a second in her butt, she looked back at me with impassioned eyes, and through clenched teeth she warned me. "Don't do it, you bastard." She was thrusting herself hard against my invading fingers.
The thought was tempting, but I was already on the verge of cumming.
"Not today, baby, soon, but not today." I picked up the pace, punishing her pussy.
"Fuck." She dropped her head back to the couch, and relented, relinquishing all resistance, and allowing me full control.
Within a score of strokes, I was cumming again, forcing my cock as far inside her as possible, and depositing my seed in her womb. I reached down, and lifted her by the breasts, until her neck was accessible to my lips. I tasted her again, the sweat of her desire, and anger mingled.
"Get dressed. People will be getting hungry soon." I told her, pulling out, and walking over to where my clothes lay in a pile.
She moved to hers, and pulled her panties up. I could see a trickle of my cum creeping down her thigh.
"I'm still pissed at you." She told me, not meeting my eyes.
"I know. I'm sorry about how I've handled all this." I had almost finished dressing. I walked over next to her. "It would be perfectly within your rights to make me fuck you, every week, until I've earned your forgiveness."
"You are such an asshole," she laughed, kicking at me.
"I know, and you are a better friend than I deserve. And deserve far better treatment then I have given you." I had to face a difficult moment. "So is Joe. What are we going to tell him?"
"Joe? Joe's known you were going to fuck me for over a year now. We've just been waiting for you to make your move. I gave you every opportunity. I thought you just didn't want me."
Ouch. Now that I thought back on it, the friendly wrestling, the teasing discussions, the occasional flash of a breast, the open bathroom doors, the implicit offers. It had never crossed my mind, and in retrospect it should have. The message was there.
"I really am sorry. You couldn't know how many times I went to bed, jerking off into a sock, images of you in my head. But you were my best friend’s wife. I couldn't do that." I confessed.
"You could and you did," she replied, brushing her hair back, one hand on the doorknob.
I took her in my arms. "I'm such a dope, sometimes."
"Yes, you are." She said with a smile, snuggling into my arms. "But you're forgiven, I guess. We're still going to have to talk."
"Ok." I held her tight, smelling her hair, feeling her warmth in my arms.
"Did you know that you give the most incredible blow-job I could ever imagine." I confided, feeling a hint of resurgence below the belt.
"So I've been told." She smirked. Backing out of my grasp, she opened the door. "C'mon cowboy, the food is getting warm, and it's almost time for lunch. People will talk as it is."
I laughed out loud. "I have no doubt of that, they were talking before we left. I think some people were interpreting your anger as that of a jilted lover."
"Oh, shit! I never thought of that. Well, let them talk." She smiled again, and I felt a whole lot better.
We had been gone well over an hour, and they did talk. Luckily I think most interpreted it as our working through our problems, which I guess was kind of true.
Now, to deal with the Beth situation...
* * * *
Thanks to everyone who keeps emailing me and encouraging me to continue this story. Time constraints have been difficult lately. I’m really going to try hard to come out with the next portion soon and not leave you hanging too long.
And thanks for the pictures from those who sent them unsolicited. They were very nice and greatly appreciated. They make for great inspiration.
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Part 4 of Convenience vs. Need
Ok, I've got a situation most men would kill for, two hot women who will live with me and share my bed, and an open invitation to screw my best friend's wife. I'm still going to have to make sure Joe is ok with that, and see if maybe we can't make a private party out of the whole thing.
But for now, I still have one more problem. Beth. The girl I've been dating for a little less that two months, and getting nowhere with. She's a lovely young girl, just out of high school, tanned, short brown hair, the sweetest disposition, and just bursting with energy and sexuality. She has a classically beautiful body, great hips with a full butt, narrow waist, opening up to a chest a little smaller than her hips, but with picture perfect breasts.
The question was how did I work things out, after she found out that the guy she was dating was about to move into a new house with his two 'sleep-in' girlfriends.
* * * *
Wow, what a difference. Once I'd fucked the anger out of Cathy, she became less of a terror around the work site, and the general air of hostility overlaying our efforts gradually subsided. I was feeling pretty good about how things had gone, and over clearing the air with my best friend's wife. The progress on the house repairs was still being carried out at break-neck speed, and it looked like the place would likely be habitable by the end of the week.
Lunch was a jovial time, with an almost carnival like air about it. The sheer volume of the chattering and laughing gave the place a circus like feel. I actually ate in relative comfort, chatting with the Howard men about the ongoing progress we were making, and receiving kudos for the miracle I had performed with both Cathy and Karen. The only thing casting the slightest shadow over my parade was the still unresolved situation with Beth.
I swear my eyes watered every time I looked at the pair of girls herding the ankle-biters around. It was like looking into the sun, just too intense for direct viewing, best absorbed in sidelong glances and through the reflection of their beauty in the eyes of those around me. Slender, tanned, firm, and near perfectly proportioned, Beth and Debbie attracted glances, longing looks, and outright lustful stares from virtually every man there at some point or another. I still believe neither of these sirens, with their irresistible allure, were aware of the power of their presence over the mere mortals gathered about.
As they had for the first day and a half, they voluntarily segregated themselves from the rest of us, maintaining rule over the horde of little ones clamoring about. They were naturals, adored by the kids, and maintaining a controlling, but gentle hand over all their actions.
After lunch, I headed over to where they were, intending to broach the subject of my situation, and our relationship, with Beth. Once I entered the realm of the little people, like Gulliver, I was subjected to assault from all sides, dozens of little hands trying to pull me to the ground. Most of these kids knew me well, and were used to the roughhousing, boisterous play. Assailants would cling to my legs, and I would snatch them off, holding them high, before tossing them to the side where they would roll to the edge of the action, before leaping up and re-joining the assault. With huge seven league steps, I would march across their domain, one or two intrepid adventurers clinging to my legs, and being dragged along for the ride. Inevitably, their sheer numbers and endless energy conquered my size and strength, and I, the Colossus, tumbled to the ground, vanquished.
The web of little arms and legs, pinning me down, laughing, rolling around in the fresh mown grass, drove all thoughts of my mission from my mind, and I reveled in the play. Scaffolding for their climbing, a tool for their mischief, a bulwark to be conquered, unconscionably I allowed my friends and acquaintances to work at making my home livable, while I played like a 6 year old devoid of cares, worries or responsibilities.
"Ok, enough already," the song of the siren sought to restore order to the chaos that my tempestuous arrival had wrought.
I lay on my back, drained, and allowed my saviors to calm the sea of youth, and steer them to more peaceful pursuits. I was about to stand up, having finally caught my breath, when my biggest assailant to date dropped on me like a rock.
"Ooooof!" I gasped, once again short of breath. Beth had taken over where the little terrors had, and sat on my stomach.
"See what you've done? You're worse than caffeine and sugar for those tykes; they're going to be wound up for hours." Her admonishing voice was only slightly offset by the grin on her face. When I started to grin back, a poke in the ribs reminded me I was still at her mercy.
Debbie was once again bringing the children under control, while Beth was stuck with the job of chastising me for my actions.
I don't know what's wrong with me. Honestly. I must have some kind of hormonal imbalance and one-track mind. Beth's baggy shorts, and her position astride my stomach, allowed me an unobstructed view up her legs, to a pair of light blue panties with a field of tiny multicolored flowers emblazoned across them. Eyes fixated by the implications of that unbidden view, I started to react physically, just below where sweet, unaware Beth was perched.
As one would expect, Beth was soon keenly aware of where my eyes were glued, and she closed her legs at the knees, pushing back away from me, only to find my hard cock in the middle of her back, pushing up my shorts.
"Jeez, Jack," she whispered to me. "Not in front of the kids! God, I can't believe you!" she sounded a little exasperated but not as angry as I feared.
"I'm sorry. It just happened." I closed my eyes and chanted, "Donald Duck, Donald Duck, Donald Duck." My statement of course had her wondering.
"And just what the hell does that mean, calling me Donald Duck?"
"Oh, I wasn't calling you Donald Duck, I was trying to ignore the fact that I have this beautiful, scantily clad girl sitting on my stomach, her bare skin brushing against me, leaning back onto my hard-on. I keep trying to think about Disney characters, and funny cartoons, hoping to distract the little head enough for me to be able to stand up again in the not-too-distant future."
This confession earned me a giggle, and she had the decency to move both legs to one side, and sit upon me sidesaddle.
"You make me nuts. I should be so mad at you, you bastard. I don't know why I'm even here or talking to you. I'm just frustrated with myself for wanting to be near you, and knowing you are such a pig."
"I know. And I'm sorry." I managed to rise up onto my elbows. "I know my behavior has been reprehensible, and that I have the morals of a snake lately. I don't know what's gotten into me." I did my best to sound contrite.
"That's a laugh. Everyone here today knows it's not what's gotten into you, it's what you've gotten into. Or should I say 'who' you've gotten into." She was witty, but there was an underlying bitterness to her tone.
"I'm sorry."
"Damn it! Stop saying that you're sorry. I really doubt you're sorry that you're sticking your dick in those girls."
"That's not what I'm sorry about. I'm sorry that I didn't speak to you about this two weeks ago, when things changed all of a sudden. And I'm especially sorry about yesterday, you're coming here, not knowing what was going on, and the embarrassment you must have felt. I don't think of myself as that kind of guy, who would do something like that. I like you way too much to do that intentionally; I just had so much going on, that I didn't think of perceptions and repercussions, or use even the slightest bit of good judgement."
"Don't beat yourself up over it. I guess I'm kind of at fault myself, leading you on, holding out, wanting to give in, and yet afraid that once you'd had me, well, you know, the free milk and a cow thing..." she bowed her head as she spoke softly.
"Now you're being silly. You have zero blame in the current situation. I would understand if you never spoke my name in public again, and refused to be seen within 50 feet of me. I would be saddened, but I would understand." My erection had finally withered down to a mere lump, and I sat up, shifting Beth onto my lap. My arms wrapped around her waist to set her into her position, and stayed there, enjoying enfolding this soft little bundle of burgeoning femininity and sexuality.
"What are we supposed to do now, Jack? What have you left for us? I'm not going to be some bimbo in your harem."
"I don't know. Maybe we should just let things be for a bit, and in a week or so, I'll give you a call. By then things should have settled down, and maybe we can work this out. If you don't take my call I'll understand." My hands on her bare skin around her middle were gently caressing her flesh, almost of their own accord.
"You big jerk." She leaned into me, wrapped herself in my arms for a moment, then after a kiss on the cheek, she stood and walked away.
I don't know if I had made things any better or worse, but at least we were talking. It was only then that I realized we had an audience. I had been so caught up in her presence, I hadn't noticed the prying eyes of the dozens of voyeurs who had shown up today. They had probably been hoping to see just that kind of scene, preferably ending up in some kind of blow-up with yours truly the target of scorn.
* * * *
In the afternoon, I finally got back to working with the teams, monitoring the ongoing progress, and actually doing a little work hear and there. By the time the groups were winding down and the sun was low on the horizon, the house was a completely different edifice from what had been there only 36 hours earlier. It was at least 90% finished in terms of structural changes, with mostly minor work remaining. It was unbelievable. People were ambling around viewing their own handiwork, justifiably proud of what had been done that weekend.
With Debbie at my side, I toured the work, while the last efforts were being applied to the huge 'thank-you' dinner. Throughout the main floor, all the wiring and plumbing had been completed, and the drywall and ceiling sheet rock had been reinstalled. Except for light fixtures, paint, and some new flooring in the living room, the place was nearly done. Even the broken windows had been replaced, and a heavy-duty new door was hung at the entrance. The front porch was still sinking and uneven, and after discussing it with Joe's old man, we thought the best approach was to tear out the old porch and run a new wooden porch the length of the front of the house. We would extend the current porch roof the length of the new porch. That was a task for another day.
The upstairs was an even more amazing transformation. Interior walls had been moved, and the upstairs now consisted of two large bedrooms at each end, each with a small shower stall and sink installed in the rear corner. The bathroom that had once been along the rear wall was absent. The two central rooms had been refinished, with the center wall being widened and containing the closets for the rooms. What had once been the open area had been closed off as a huge new bathroom, with double sinks, a large tub, shower, privacy stall, and oversized linen closets. The two sinks still needed to be installed, and the mirrors and lighting over the sinks were still missing, but this room also was on the verge of completion. The flooring throughout was intact, simple decking, ready to be carpeted.
Debbie was enthralled throughout. She had not been in the house since Saturday morning, and had not been prepared for the changes. She had tears in her eyes as she walked back down the stairs with me.
Dinner on site was a barbecue again. But unlike the burgers and dogs of Saturday, we had ribs, chicken, pulled pork, sausages, sandwiches, and a ton of sides. Cases of soda and a quarter keg of beer were available to quench the thirsts. There were hot dogs for the kids, as well as a miscellany of PB&J, bologna, and assorted sandwiches for young tastes.
It was one of those rare parties where everything just seemed to go well. Some of the new neighbors stopped by, and most of the people who had helped stuck around for at least a while. We had a volleyball game going until it was too dark, and we tossed around footballs and Frisbees. There was singing, laughing, and joking; all of the ill feeling that seemed to hover around Saturday was banished.
I watched Debbie approach virtually every person there, thanking them for the work they'd done, often meeting them for the first time, introduced by their own kids, more often then not. Nancy helped work the serving line, near Cathy. They may not have been the best of friends, but it was clear that at least a partial truce had been declared.
It was Sunday night, and the festivities ended pretty early. Most everyone had work the next day. I had taken the week off, intending to do more work around the place, and needing to get my stuff out of the apartment by Thursday. By ten, we were just finishing cleaning up, locking up, and heading home.
Nancy, Debbie and I took a last few moments to review the work done, and discuss a little more about our plans. Nancy was going to continue working that week, and next week would start packing. Debbie was going to start watching the kids at the new house, to supervise some outside work we were going to contract. We were looking to have the carpeting upstairs, and flooring downstairs done the end of the week. We wanted to get the insides painted before then, and to get some exterior painting done in the next two weeks. She was going to start shopping for appliances for the kitchen as well.
There were hugs and kisses all around. I invited both girls back to the apartment for a little celebration. Karen reminded me that there was no fooling around until we were moved in, adding the encouraging thought that could be as early as the end of the week for me and Debbie, with her following within a couple of weeks of then.
I went home alone again. Poor me.
* * * *
I had only been home 5 minutes, when there was a knock at my door. I had been headed for the shower, and so I threw on my robe, and answered.
I was more than a little surprised to open the door and find Beth standing there, fidgeting, standing on first one foot, then the other.
"Beth! Hi, um, come in. Is something wrong?" I stood to one side to allow her entrance.
She stood there a moment, looking past me into the room, indecisive as to whether to accept my invitation or not.
"Are you alone?"
"Yes, just getting ready to shower – sorry for my wardrobe."
She decided, and stepped past me into the apartment. "You haven't done much packing yet, have you?"
"Nope. Been pretty busy. But I've taken the whole week off, and will be alternating between working on the new house, packing and moving." I closed the door, and stepped further into the apartment. "Can I get you something to drink?"
"Yeah, something with vodka."
Beth didn't drink. Never had in my presence. She was definitely underage, I didn't think she was even interested. I had been thinking along the lines of a soda or water.
"Ok, make yourself at home." I slipped into the kitchen, pulled the Stoli out of the freezer, and filled an iced-tea glass with orange juice and a double-shot.
While fixing the drink I continued talking to her in the living room. "Thanks again for helping watch the kids today. You did a great job; it would drive me crazy."
"Oh, it's not so bad, you just have to keep them busy, and organized, otherwise they find too much trouble to get into on their own."
I handed the drink to her, and had a glass of ice water for myself. I'd had enough beer at the party, and was a bit fuzzy as it was. I sat on the couch next to her, about a foot of space between us.
"Jack?"
"Yeah?"
"If we were to continue going out, you wouldn't stop sleeping with Debbie, would you?"
I thought it interesting she didn't mention Karen. "Right now Beth, I don't think I'm really looking for any kind of relationship, with building the house, and work, and the commitments to Debbie and Karen, I'm just sort of tied up."
"That didn't answer the question. If you and I were going out, you'd still sleep with Debbie, wouldn't you?"
"For now, I'm going to sleep with her on occasion. Yes."
She sat back, absorbing what I'd said, and took a deep drink from her glass. "Why? If you were getting some from me, don't you think I could keep you happy?"
I scooted closer, placing my hand on her arm. "Beth, I'm sure you could make me very happy, and I could do the same for you. It's just the situation we're in now. I've committed to providing these girls with a roof, a stable situation, and a male figure around the house. They've agreed to provide a nice home environment, help with expenses, and keep me warm at night.
"Karen can roll with the punches, but Debbie's really been through the wringer. I don't want to be yet another guy using her and lying to her. I'd really like to see if I could help her regain some confidence in guys in general. And I have to admit; there's something about her I absolutely can't resist. Even if I told you that I was willing to be monogamous, I know that I'd probably screw up and do what I had to, to get back in bed with her." I was trying to be honest. Trying to do the right thing.
"I know her situation, Jack. We talked a lot about what she'd been through. You know you'll probably never get her head back on straight. She doesn't trust men at all. And that includes you, you know."
I think she liked throwing that in my face. "I'd guessed as much. I don't think we've done a lot to earn her trust. I'd still like to work on that. I'm sorry."
She drank some more of her drink. Then she set it down, and turned towards me. "I thought you liked me." She reached out and placed her hand on mine.
"Beth, I'm crazy about you in a lot of ways. You are so very pretty, and so easy for me to talk to, and your innocence is so enticing, but I don't want to mislead you or treat you any worse than I have. You deserve better than what I have to offer at this moment." I couldn't resist her being so close. I reached out and stroked her hair with my hand.
She leaned into my hand. Then she pinned it against the side of her head with her own hand, and turned her face to kiss my palm.
"Don't you still want me?" She looked at me with those huge doe eyes, almost breaking my heart.
"So bad that I can taste it. I'm just trying to do the right thing." With my thumb I caressed the side of her mouth, while she held my hand against her cheek. She opened her mouth and captured it between her teeth, tickling it with her tongue.
"Are you trying to kick me out of your life?" Her eyes were welling up with moisture.
"No! I mean, I…shit, I don't know what I mean. I don't want to hurt you. I don't want to hurt Debbie. I don't want to lead you on or lie to you. I'm just messed up right now."
"Forget about everything else for the moment. I want to be with you. Don't you want to be with me?" She sounded so intense, so sincere, so young.
"I can't just stop what I'm doing. I'm going to stay with the girls for now."
"I know. I still want you. For tonight at least, can you be with me?"
I hated to see her pleading. "Beth. You don't want this. Throwing yourself away on someone like me."
"You are the only one I've ever really wanted to be with. I want to be with you. Tonight. And I want to be in your life, however I can. I hate myself for it. I just want to be with you, so bad. I can't sleep just thinking about you. I keep thinking about you with them. You with her, like that, like I saw you. Please, Jack."



I leaned forward and kissed her. "You are like a dream for me. You can't sleep; I am in a waking sleep, dreaming this – of being with you."
"Can I stay?" she asked hopefully.
"Of course, as long as you want." I stood, extending my hand to her. She took it, rising off the couch. Side by side we walked into my bedroom.
It's hard for me to describe that night. She was very emotional. I convinced her that we could love each other, without her having to give up her virginity on a whim. Confused she let me guide her.
We kissed, and I helped her out of her clothes, and realized I was still in my robe, and hadn't showered, and badly needed to. She allowed me to completely undress her, and take her to the shower, where we showered together, exploring each other's bodies under the water, for the first time. Hands and lips, I had to touch and taste her everywhere, and as hungry as I was, she was even more curious and we played until the water ran cold.
Drying each other, we retired to the bedroom, naked. Our skin tingling from the rough towels and cool water.
"Tonight, I won't enter you. We can enjoy each other immensely without that, and tomorrow you can still decide if this is what you want to do."
"Show me. Teach me," was her only answer.
I kissed her from head to toe, front and back, my tongue spending long moments exploring her most sensitive regions: by her ears, under her arms, on her breasts, around her navel. I avoided any direct contact with her virgin pussy yet, and bypassed that, still finding time to explore her lower back, the inside of her thighs and knees, her ankles, her tiny feet. I worked from head to toe and back again. Once I had explored virtually every inch of her exposed flesh, I moved back to her face and I kissed her. I kissed her with every ounce of my being, for the moment blocking out everything but the taste of her mouth and the feel of her tongue. I breathed her breath, refusing to break the contact with her lips, first passionate, then tender, teasing, tasting, nibbling, and demanding. She yielded to me completely.
I worked my way down her body once again, this time stopping first at her breasts. I couldn't help think that I was Magellan, Columbus, Armstrong. I was exploring virgin territory. She was extremely sensitive on her nipples, flinching if my teeth touched them. Her nipples were small, and the tips were very hard and red. I sucked and kissed, alternating sides, squeezing them with my hands, pinching lightly and pulling on her points.
I lowered myself to her waist. She was tense as I gently encouraged her to spread her legs apart. Her light brown bush was several shades lighter than her short brown hair, and was lightly trimmed on the sides. Her small bikini line framed her hair, teasing me with the knowledge that what was in front of me was always hidden from view, from all but me.
With a series of tender kisses, slowly encircling her tender opening, I finally ended up taking her small, almost hidden side lips in my mouth, and teasing them open, encouraging them to swell. My fiendish tongue would dart in and taste her for a moment, before relenting and worrying the sides of her opening. I still hadn't directed my attention to the top of her sweet pussy. I pulled back a bit and looked up, to see her face pointed to the ceiling, her eyes tightly shut, her mouth hanging open, breathing heavily.
I reached out with my hands and opened her up. I blew a stream of air across the little man in the boat, encouraging him to set sail. She tensed for a moment, and then tensed up again, when my tongue lingered there, twirling at the tip, tossing him to and fro.
She was moaning now, slightly, just at the edge of my hearing. I took her clit, carefully between my lips, and vibrated the tip of my tongue across the exposed hypersensitive skin. A few moment of this had her squirming under my grasp. I lowered myself further, lapping away at her opening, my tongue deep inside her, tasting her, feeling the softness of her sidewalls. I teased even lower, reaching my hands under her thighs, and lifting her legs high, allowing my tongue to trace that area from her little brown rosebud, across the small stretch of flesh to her pussy, and up again to her clit.
My ministrations continued for a long time, becoming more forceful, until my mouth was clamped over her clit, my tongue lapping at her, as I drove three of my fingers in and out of the tender pussy, hard firm and fast. It had taken me a lot of effort, but I could feel her peaking, breathing hard, her body trembling and throbbing under my touch.
"My god, my god… " she was gasping, when she came with a cry, lifting her waist off the bed, and squeezing her legs tight. She slowly came to earth, eyes wild, nostrils flaring, hands grasping at me.
"I can't believe you could do that." She said to me at last.
"That was nice, you are really sweet, and so responsive." I lay with my head on her thigh, softly brushing the skin within her tan line.
She blushed, from head to toe, it was a very endearing site.
"Show me how to pleasure you," she whispered, pulling me up beside her on the bed.
"You've never given anyone a hand-job or a blowjob?" I asked, somewhat incredulous.
"Never. I've never even really seen a hard one until today."
"I have an idea. Just wait a second." I got up and went to my bottom drawer, where I kept a small collection of 'adult' tapes. I selected one, which I knew started with three girls and a single lucky guy, in a blow job competition. I started the movie, and pulled her up by my side, propping up some pillows, so we could watch the tape together.
Beth was completely naïve about such things, but overcame her shock quickly. She was fascinated, and continuously asked me questions about what they were doing, and if I liked that, or didn't, and why they did some things.
She started out with her head on my shoulder. Her hand was soon grasping my cock, stroking me, sometimes in time to the movie. Slowly, maddeningly slowly, she was settling further and further down my body, until my cock was within striking distance of her tongue. She stroked my cock and watched carefully as a single drop of pre-cum emerged.
"Are…are you cumming?" she asked, hesitantly.
"No, that's just a sign that I'm enjoying what you're doing. It's called pre-cum."
She reached out and touched it tentatively. Pulling her finger away, the liquid stretched, creating a bridge of several inches before breaking. She touched it some more, rubbing it around the top of the head.
"It's sticky." She reached out with her tongue, tentatively, and tasted it. "It doesn't really taste like anything." She took the head between her lips, and sucked the head clean, her tongue moving back and forth across the head.
As she looked back to the screen, the redhead was claiming victory, with the guy cumming in buckets all across her face.
"That's so gross! Why is he doing that?" she exclaimed taken back for the moment.
"It's for the movie. The money shot. A lot of men like to see women getting cum on their face." I tried to explain.
"Why do you like that?" she asked me.
"I don't really. I actually prefer to cum inside of who I'm with. Or inside her mouth. I guess some guys just like the look of it."
"What does it taste like?" she asked, watching the two other girls clean the winners face with their tongues.
"I don't really know." I confessed. The closest I had come was a slight taste after kissing a girl whose mouth I had cum in.
"Do you want to cum in my mouth?" She asked, disingenuously.
"I'd love to, but I think you should make me cum with your mouth and hands, outside your mouth, so you can see what it's like. Then you can see what my cumming is like, and see how much I cum."
"Ok, tell me if I do anything wrong."
She started out stroking me, and then following the style of the first girl in the video, she used her mouth to pleasure just the head, while stroking me firmly. After a few minutes, and a few warnings about her teeth, she sat up and moved down between my legs.
From her new vantage, she explored my balls with her tongue, and licked my shaft deliciously. She was being playful, and inquisitive, not hesitant to try something and ask how I liked it. It was the hottest, sexiest, blowjob I ever had, while being the most talkative and playful. She got a stray hair in her mouth, and coughed a bit, complaining. I said that if she liked, I'd shave. She laughed, and said maybe later.
"Do you know what the last sound a pubic hair makes before it hits the ground is?" I asked her.
"What?" she asked, interrupting her actions for a moment.
I simulated hacking and spitting off the bed, and she laughed so hard she almost cried.
She presently decided to try the style of the second lovely from the video, and drove her head up and down on my cock, holding my balls, and moving her head in circles at the top. She gagged a few times, trying to take me deep in her mouth, and eased back on the depth she'd take me. She would alternate watching me, while she did this, with occasionally pulling back and examining the subject of her attentions.
"You are really hard and red now, Jack. Does it always get like this?" she continued stroking, looking me over.
"I'm getting close. When I get really hard like that, I'm usually really excited and ready to cum."
"Cool!" She returned to her head bobbing, gagging again, and stopped.
"How did that third girl take the guys whole dick in her mouth. He was even bigger than you, and she pushed her face all the way down?"
"It is called 'deep throat'. She's taking him into her throat." I explained eager to get her back to what she'd been doing.
"But how? It makes me gag to have you touch back there, and you still have a couple of inches outside." She slowly put my cock in her mouth, pushing down, until I could feel the head softly press against the back of her throat. She looked up at me, as if in explanation, holding the remaining couple of inches in her fingers, at her lips. Then she closed her eyes and tried to push down further, and soon was gagging again, my cock in her hand.
"It takes practice I guess. And I think certain positions make it easier." I was making small thrusting movements with my hips.
She laughed at me. "Ok, I get it, you want more." She bobbed her head down, then back up. She stopped again. "Tell me when you're going to come. I want to see what it looks like."
"Ok, and when I'm close, use your hand to stroke me fast and firm, after you stop with your mouth."
"Ok." She was as good as her word, and within minutes of continuous action, she had me on the verge.
"God, Beth, that is so incredible. I'm close, I'm really close." She continued, looking at me, then returning to the first girls style, holding the head in her mouth, teasing with her tongue, while she stroked me into her mouth.
"I'm there, I'm going to cum…" I warned her.
She pulled her head back with just seconds to spare, and worked my cock hard with her hand. I came strongly, and she jerked her face back enough to avoid catching it in the eye, and getting it in her hair. The second stream still reached her cheek, and then the rest was pouring out on my stomach, and across her hand. She stopped her hand halfway.
"Don't stop stroking, keep going, please…" I gasped.
She smiled at her control, and kept the stroking going, a little slower, and firmer, seeing how she could pump the cum out of me. As the last little bit tried to find it's way out, she leaned forward, and took my cock in her mouth, sucking the cum off the head, then pulling back.
"Ooow, be careful, I'm really sensitive after cumming, and you have to be gentle." I told her.
"Oh. Like this?" and she reached forward again, taking me deep in her mouth, just barely touching me, her tongue softly brushing the base of my cock, before closing her lips and gently pulling her head back, cleaning the cum from my cock.
"Oooh, shit," was my reply.
"You are really salty, and funny tasting. But it's making me hot." She climbed up my body, and extended her tongue to me. I could see a little of my cum cupped in it.
I opened my mouth to her, and she put her tongue in my mouth, dueling with my tongue, allowing me to taste myself for the first time. It was not a pleasant taste, bitter and slimy, but sexy in as much as it was her tongue that I tasted.
"Was I ok?" she asked me, hesitantly.
"Beth, that was so incredible. You were wonderful."
We laughed and talked about what we'd done, then she asked me to put on the tape again. I rewound the tape, and got us something to drink, and some wet facecloths to clean up with.
We settled back into the bed, and enjoyed the show again. She had more questions this time, and before long, she had me hard again. She was determined to try to get me down her throat like the third girl.
"Let's try a different position," I told her. "If it doesn't get you to dizzy, lay across the bed on your back, with your head hanging off the edge. It will open up your throat more and the angle may make it easier."
She did as requested, and was soon ready.
"The problem here is you can't move much. So you need to put your hands on the back of my legs, and pull me into your mouth as far as you want me to go. You'll have to control how I go in your mouth."
"You can say it. I'll control how deep you fuck my mouth." She told me with an evil grin.
"Yes. I'm going to fuck your mouth, and it'll be your job to let me know how hard and fast. Otherwise I may lose control."
"Ooh, I might like that," she teased before settling back and taking my cock in her mouth.
At her guidance I slowly screwed her mouth with about half my cock, using mostly my hips to do the work. I reached forward to her tempting titties and played with them, as I filled her mouth with cock.
"Oh, yeah, and hold your breath, when you try to take me deep." I warned her, pulling on her hard little nipples.
Her hard pull back was unexpected. She tugged and I obliged, pushing forward firmly. Her tugging didn't let up, and was insistent. I continued my hard thrust, feeling the resistance. I was rewarding with seeing the swelling of her throat, where I entered her. She pulled me all the way in, until my balls were resting on lip. Then she was pushing me away, turning her head and gasping.
She leaped up onto her knees, clapping like a little girl. "I did it! All the way, didn't I?"
"Absolutely. That was amazing. You looked so sexy liked that." I smiled at her antics and joy.
"That was sooo naughty! I can't believe I did that. I could see your balls just above my eyes, and I just wanted to do it, and I could feel you pressed against my throat that time, but it wasn't blocked or hurting, and I just pulled, and it felt weird, and I couldn't breath at all, but you went down there, and I saw your balls moving down my face. I pulled harder, and I could feel your shaft filling me, and my chin was in your hair, and I could see up your butt, and I knew I had all of you in me! Wow, it was so neat." She gushed.
She lay back down, after her verbal explosion. "Again! Fuck my throat again."
Laughing at her enthusiasm, I put my cock back in her mouth, and she almost immediately tried to take me again. This time she ended up coughing and gagging. She pushed me away.
"Just a sec, I know I can do it."
"You can, just be slow, and patient." I encouraged her.
She was and I did. I entered her throat again, and then she pushed me back but stopped me at the edge of her lips. She smiled, and pulled me back in again. She developed a pace of a few short strokes, and then down her throat. After about a dozen times she pulled away, laughing and hugged me close.
"That is so wild! I feel so sexy, so dirty."
"You have no idea. That is so unbelievably hot. No one has ever done me like that."
"Debbie and Nancy don't?" she asked, mischievously.
"Not that deep, not like that." I confessed.
She smiled to herself. "Good. Now fuck my throat until you cum in my mouth, and don't be too gentle with me, I can take it." With a laugh she repositioned herself.
This time we started slowly, but once she was accustomed again to taking me down her throat, I started to take command. I thrust a little harder, and a little deeper. I was fucking her face deep on every stroke. I was holding and squeezing her tits and pinching her rock hard nipples, as I buried my cock in her face over and over. Her hands were grabbing my ass cheeks, pulling me hard, trying to hold me in her throat. She'd wiggle her head a little and her tongue would occasionally make an appearance across the top of my cock.
I could take it no longer, and with a cry, I came, pushing deep in her throat for the first couple of bursts, pulling almost all the way out to finish in her mouth.
She choked for just a second as I pulled from her throat, and then she was sucking the cum from my cock like a calf at a teat. Every drop went into her mouth and disappeared. When I was finally softening, I pulled from her mouth, and looked down at my lovely little teen cocksucker.
Her eyes were closed, and she was smiling.
I sat next to her, and with a tug pulled her up far enough so her head was resting on the bed.
"Are you ok? I didn't hurt you did I? I'm sorry, I just couldn't control myself at the end."
"I know. I liked it." She smiled up at me with her little wicked grin. "I'm fine. Really fine." She crossed her arms across her breasts, and hugged herself.
"Beth, that was incredible." I smiled down at her, stroking her body.
She stood up for a second, then climbed on my lap, wrapping her arms and legs around me.
"Yeah, but was it the best?" She asked, coquettishly.
"Best damn blow job of my life." I reassured her.
She gave me a big kiss, hugging me tight. "Great! I'm going to be the best at everything. You'll see."
I fell back on the bed, pulling her with me rolling her over, and kissing her warmly. "You know, I just may believe you."
I got up and turned off the light.
I climbed back into the bed. "Will you spend the night here?"
"Do you want me to?"
"Very much."
"Thanks. Then I will if you don't mind." She cuddled up against me, that devilish grin back on her face.
I buried my face in her short brown hair, my lips on her neck.
She was whispering softly. "I'll be your best. You're going to love me…"
I wondered if maybe I didn't a little bit already.
* * * *
The stroking of my cock awakened me. In my semi-dream state, I sat back enjoying the sensation. I could feel lips enveloping me, taking my cock deep, pleasuring me.
Slowly the realization it was Beth down there broke through my haze.
"That. Is. Wonderful."
She climbed me, her breasts pressed against my chest, her lips caressing mine. "Good morning, sleepy head." The joy in her voice was unmistakable.
She sat up, taking my rock hard cock, and placing it at the entrance of that sweet pussy. Slowly she lowered herself onto me. Lowering, stopping, lowering again. She gasped as I stretched her, and then I felt the resistance release, and she settled down firmly, my cock deeply ensconced.
In her virgin pussy.
My eyes burst open, and she laughed at my look.
"Beth…"
She bent down, still holding me deep, not moving. She lay her body down on mine. "Don't move, please. You fill me so tight, so full. It's incredible." She held me tightly, her head on my chest.
I hugged her firmly. I ran my hand down her back, caressing the small of her back, before settling on her right butt cheek. With my other hand, I pulled her hair back, so I could kiss her forehead.
After a few moments, I tensed up the muscle that allows me to raise and lower my cock. I could feel my cock swelling inside her, pushing up against her.



She lifted her head up to look at me. "How are you doing that? That's wild."
I smiled back. "It's just muscle control, I'm just enjoying being inside you."
"Mmmmm. I'm enjoying it too."
I lowered my other hand to her tight little ass, and grabbing her two cheeks firmly in my hands, I pulled her up and down on my cock, just a little.
"God, slowly Jack. I'm so full, you're splitting me open. Just go slowly."
"Ok," I whispered. I wanted to fuck her hard – drive my cock into that incredibly tight little sheath. Instead, I released her ass and just held her.
She was kissing my chest, pushing back against my cock, holding it as deep as possible. Her lips trailed all across my chest, from up around my neck, which was as far as she could reach, down to my nipples, which she teased with her tongue, and nibbled at. After a few minutes of this torture, I slid forward, and pushed her shoulders upward, so she was once again seated on top of me.
"Rock back and forth gently, baby, and get used to the feel of me in you. This way you can control everything." I smiled at her, guiding her hips with my hands.
She responded slowly, inching forward and then slowly back. I watched her, amazed at how tight she could be, and I toyed with her tits a while, before moving my hand down to where our hips were joined, reaching in to rub her clit. I elicited a gasp.
"That's it, Beth, back and forth, back and forth," I urged her.
Her hips started rocking. She placed her hands on my shoulders, and she took me deep again, and then pulled forward, hesitating, before pressing back down. The pace picked up, and before long she was just rolling her hips, working me in and out, as fast as she could.
I pulled her down into my arms, slowing the pace, holding her while I thrust into her from below. She was grunting to each thrust, a series of grunts and groans that increased in volume as I thrust harder and deeper. I slowed again, holding her still squeezing those incredibly firm butt cheeks in my hands.
"What are you doing to me?" She asked, eyes wide with wonder, at the sensations she was feeling.
"Nothing like you are about to do to me." I quipped, caressing her ass a little more.
"Sit up." I told her, and she complied promptly.
"Pull your knees up, and put your feet at my sides."
She was now squatting down onto my cock. I reached down to her ass, and lifted her up off my cock, until I was only barely inside her. She couldn't have weighed more than about 100 pounds, she was so small. I released her, and she settled back down, moaning as she went. Again I grabbed her thighs and lifted her, and again she lowered herself, a little faster this time. She leaned forward a little, placing her small fists against my chest, raised herself up, and thrust down firmly onto my cock.
I sat back, and watched, as she took control and fucked herself ragged on my cock. When I saw her legs trembling and her strength failing I caught her, and slowed her down. She was gasping and sweating, with an almost mad look in her eyes.
"No, no, don't stop now!" she cried.
I pulled her forward so I could kiss her, which pulled her off my cock for the first time since I'd been so pleasantly awoken.
I rolled her onto her back, spread her legs, and looking down, I grasped my cock and forced myself back into her. I could see red streaks across my cock, and I realized she'd had her cherry intact, which was the resistance I'd originally felt.
Once I was in her I leaned down, held her face between my hands and kissed her nose, her lips, and her eyelids.
"Are you ok? Before I go on, do you hurt, are you alright?"
She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me again. She stared deeply into my eyes. "I'm wonderful. Really. Make love to me."
I pulled out completely. With the head lodged just inside her lips, I slowly eased my full length back inside her and then paused, holding myself still. Again I withdrew, and re-entered her, stroking her with my full length. Over and over, it was like I was screwing her for the first time, with each penetration. When the sensation grew too strong, and I could feel that I was headed down the path of cumming, I slowed and stopped, to give myself more time.
Before starting up again, I pulled her knees back, and hunching over her, I locked them in place with my arms, tilting her upward, and exposing her to my next assault. I started slowly again, but ended up with my weight on my hands and feet, body stretched out, slamming my hips straight down, driving my cock into her clutching pussy over and over. I could see that this way was driving her crazy, and she was thrashing under me, making incomprehensible noises. I grabbed her feet, straightening her legs out over her own shoulders, seeing her calves bracketing her face. I pounded into her, and could feel my cock driving up and down on the inside of her pussy just behind her pubic mound. She was on the verge of cumming, biting her own leg, moaning constantly. I shortened my stroke and picked up the pace. I raised up onto my toes, leaned over, and placed my mouth over hers, driving my tongue between her lips. She cried out into my mouth, and came hard, almost bucking me off.
As she relaxed after that first intense orgasm, I released her legs, sliding back a bit, and letting them straighten out. She wrapped them around my thighs and urged me into her, spurring me on. I returned my lips to hers, and kissed her tenderly this time, slowly working my way in and out of her, loving her as she'd asked, after having fucked her to orgasm.
I took my time with her, enjoying every moment of my own impending release. I whispered how much I loved this, how wonderful she felt, how I loved being inside her, how I loved waking up to her, how I loved her.
Yeah, I said it. I loved her. She cried she loved me too, and hugged me tight. It was the heat of the moment. And at that moment I did love her; I loved her with a white-hot intensity. I repeated it over and over, as I peaked, and I burst inside her, cumming as hard and powerfully as I had ever cum. She came, crying out my name, her fingers digging into my back, pulling me down against her, her lips seeking out mine.
My arms were failing, and I was afraid of collapsing my weight onto her, so I rolled off onto my back. She climbed on top of me, holding me tight, her head in my neck. She was bestowing little kisses all about my neck and shoulders.
I reached around her, holding her, stroking her skin, kissing her back.
She leaned forward, kissing my ear, whispering to me.
"You love me."
It didn't sound like such a bad thing.
I heard her breathing slow down, and felt her drift off in my arms. I pulled a pillow up on each side of me, trying to keep her from falling off. I wanted as much of her skin touching mine, as I too drifted back to sleep, holding my new young love in my arms.
* * * *
I drifted up from my rest, feeling Beth, sweet Beth, guiding my hard cock back inside her pussy. I helped, arching my hips forward, until I could feel her settling down around my cock, fully sheathed. She relaxed then, and lay back down on me. Like me, she just wanted as much of me touching as much of her as possible, and that little bit extra would have been a shame to leave out. I smiled and settled back into my dreams, while having them fulfilled in the waking world.
* * * *
I woke from the intensity of cumming inside her so strongly. The sun was high in the sky, and was warm on my skin. Beth was still soundly asleep, moaning softly in her dreams, arms and legs akimbo, her body stretched out on mine. I could feel her pussy pulsing around my cock, as I delivered my seed inside of her. I placed my hands on her ass, as I finished cumming, stroking her sweet cheeks, smiling to myself. My cock never fully softened, as I stayed lodged inside her, semi-hard, her legs curling around and under mine, locking her hips against mine.
* * * *
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Part 5 of Convenience vs. Need
Wherein Jack (that's me), a man of extreme horniness and questionable morals, invites his new girlfriend, his other new girlfriend, his best friend, and his best friend's wife into his bed.
You might want to read the other parts of this story first, starting with Convenience vs. Need, if you haven't already.
* * * *
I had to pee so badly, I thought I would explode. I was alone in my bed, but the memories of the previous evening, and that morning, were more vivid then most of my waking moments. I rushed to the bathroom, and struggled to start my stream. I had to pee so bad I couldn't, and finally with a sigh, I managed to start, and finally felt the release my bladder so badly craved.
After about 20 minutes, or so it seemed, I wandered out. I had heard some low noise, and thought the TV was on, but no one was in the living room. I followed the sound to the kitchen where I found Beth and Debbie, deep in a whispered conversation, giggling. Debbie was dressed in shorts and tee shirt, her favorite attire, and Beth was dressed in a tee shirt of mine, which reached to her knees.
They both looked at me, and laughed out loud.
"It's about time, lazy!" Beth teased, rushing to my arms, and giving me a warm kiss.
Debbie was flipping some pancakes I realized. She was smiling, as she turned off the burner, stacked the three perfectly round, perfectly browned pancakes, and opening the oven, placed them with several others already there. She turned to me as well, slipping into my arms, and received a kiss for her efforts.
"I see you had a busy night," Debbie teased me. "I would say breakfast is ready, but it's past noon. Go in and I'll bring you lunch."
I slipped into the bedroom for a pair of boxers, and returned to my seat at the head of the table. It was set for three, and the girls joined me. Breakfast was some reheated sausage from the previous night, and pancakes.
"You know Jack, Debbie and I were talking. I bet we could have a pretty successful little day care business if we wanted. You know we're good with children, and my friend Anne would work with us if she had a chance."
"There's lots of room on the property, and it wouldn't be too expensive to set up." Debbie added.
"Debbie's watching two already, and I'm watching several, but I don't make anything off of them, they pay us almost nothing." Beth chimed in, almost before Debbie had stopped speaking.
"Slow down, girls. Don't you need some kind of licensing?" I asked, between bites.
"It's just a formality, they check your background for criminal charges, and inspect the property to make sure it's safe. We could have the main floor set up in just a few days." Beth was awfully eager.
"If you're going to do something like that, I won't have you doing it half-assed. We'll put an add-on on the side of the house, with a daycare room, and kitchenette and bathroom for the kids. But you've got to be sure about this. You guys hardly know each other. And then there's the whole weird relationship thing here."
The girls looked at me like I'd grown a third head.
"How would you afford something like that?" Debbie asked. "You could barely get in that house."
"Well, aren't you the silly thing now. I put over 20% down on that house, when all I was paying for was the value of the property. If I were to get it appraised right now, it would appraise for double what I paid for it, easy. If it passes city inspection, I can get a home improvement loan that I can fold back into the price of the house. Once we're done with this first set of repairs, we can easily get enough to add on a place for you guys."
They still stared at me, in shock.
"Better yet, we could improve that back building. It's got plumbing, and electricity. It would be really easy to extend the garage area into a bigger care room. Add a bathroom, and prepare the meals in the main house. Enclose a play yard back there. Did you know that this property was previously subdivided into four separate lots? That's why the garage has an entrance from a different street. We could incorporate, lease the property to the day care company, save money, and protect ourselves from liability."
"What do you mean, weird relationship?" Beth asked.
Oops. "You know, three different women in my life. Two living with me, one living at home, all the confusion, and I still don't know how you're all going to get along."
"How we get along is our problem, I would think." This from Debbie, who was a veritable chatterbox this morning.
"Girls, I'll tell you what, let's do one thing at a time. Let's get these house repairs done, get the place cleaned and inspected. Let's get moved in, and out of this stupid apartment. If we work hard, I think we can be ready by the start of next week. If you still like the idea, we'll sit down then and write up the paperwork to get you established as a day-care company. Does that sound fair?"
Several long moments passed.
"I can't believe you would do this." Debbie finally spoke.
"Why not. I like the idea a lot. It'll make you more independent, and I believe it will make you happy. What could be better than being surrounded by beautiful, happy, independent women?"
"Beautiful, happy, horny, independent women?" Beth teased.
"Ok, you got me there. You know what I'd like to do now?" I smiled.
"I hope whatever it is includes showering." Debbie joked, crinkling up her nose.
"Well, it could. I'd like to take a shower with one of the loves of my life, and then have both of us join the other back in my bedroom."
"God, you are incorrigible. You can't really be serious!" Beth exclaimed.
Debbie was surprisingly direct. "If you take the shower, I'll clean up in here, and I'll wait for you in the bedroom." Without waiting for a response, she started clearing the table.
"Join me?" I extended my hand to Beth, who just shook her head, but stood up anyway, placed her hand in mine, and followed me to the shower.
I started the water running, then pulled my shirt off of Beth. Her body was as beautiful as I remembered. I dropped my shorts and took her in my arms.
"Do you still love me?" Beth asked.
"I can't believe how much." I replied, kissing her neck and holding her tight.
"But you still want to do Debbie?" Beth asked.
"You know, I think I love her too. You guys are killing me." I continued kissing her and holding her, leaning back against the wall, pulling her to me.
"I suppose you love Karen too?"
"No. Karen I like, and I enjoy being with, and I'm very comfortable around, and she even turns me on, though I'm not sure why, but that's not love."
"But you'll still fuck her, won't you."
"Yes. But if you and Debbie wanted me to stop, I would. I would still let her live with me."
"Because you promised?" she asked.
"Absolutely." I took her hand and led her back into the shower. We took a long time, once again enjoying exploring each other, soaping each other down, and cleaning our hair. The water was cooling again.
"You are going to make my water bills go sky high." I teased.
"Oh, and is that such a high price to pay for this?" she laughed, holding her breasts, and pirouetting before me.
"Hell, no!" I answered, grabbing her and kissing her again.
The cleaning wizard had struck. The bedroom was neatened up, and the bed remade. Sitting at the edge, was my blonde goddess.
I walked to her, helping her to her feet. Beth watched as I undressed her.
"She is so beautiful," Beth spoke softly.
Debbie blushed deeply.
"You are both so beautiful." I answered, as I removed the last of Debbie's clothing.
I climbed into the bed, and opened my arms. "Please, come to me."
The girls came to me, and cuddled up, one to each side.
"I just wanted to say something here. I think I'm the luckiest guy in the world to have such beautiful women in my life. I don't know why, but I am crazy about the both of you, in different ways, and yet I can't imagine how I lived this long without you two."
I leaned over and kissed first Debbie, and then Beth.
"I need to know if you are ok with what we're doing here. I want to love both of you, heart and soul, and I want to be with you both, but I don't want you to be unhappy, and I don't want you angry and jealous of each other."
They looked at each other, and at me.
"I'll take what you have to offer, whatever you want, you know that." Debbie's whispered reply was almost inaudible.
"Debbie. Please, what do you feel? What do you want? I don't want you to accept whatever, I want to know."
" I just want to be happy for a while. And you make me happier then anyone I've ever known." She was burying her face in my side, her hand reaching across, holding me desperately, her fingers digging into my skin. "I'll do anything to keep you happy, anything to stay with you, please." Debbie was crying and once again I felt like a heel, and I didn't even know why.
"He loves you, silly." Beth, reached across, brushing the tears from Debbie's cheeks. "He told me. He's never going to let you go."
This only caused Debbie to cry more inconsolably, shuddering and shaking in my arm.
I still don't understand Beth, she does more things to make me wonder then anyone. In this case, she climbed off the bed, and climbed back on behind Debbie, wrapping her in her arms as well. Debbie almost broke down then, and turned to Beth, clinging to her, and crying her little wounded soul out. I watched Beth tenderly kiss her tears away, holding her.
I don't cry of course. So I just lay there holding them both in my arms, wiping the sweat out of my eyes on occasion, and bemoaning the fact it looked like I might be coming down with a cold, my eyes kept watering, and I seemed to have the sniffles.
I don't know who kissed whom, but there was no doubt the girls were kissing. In spite of my cold, the sight of that proceeded to do the magic on me, and I found myself hard again, with two naked women in my arms.
Beth broke the kiss, pushed Debbie back towards me, and whispered, "Go to him."
Debbie clung to me, her sobbing finally diminishing, planting a couple of tiny kisses on my shoulder. I pulled her over on top of me, and kissed her lips. "It's true. I do love you. I love both of you."
Sweet Beth reached down between my legs, and guided my stiff cock into Debbie, placing the head at her smooth opening. We both shifted smoothly, she down, and me up, and I entered her. I just held her there, impaled on my cock, tasting her lips, and telling her how much I loved to be in her, with her, around her.
Beth crawled to my side, her head against mine. "I can't believe how sexy that looked, your big cock going in her smooth pussy. Deb, would you help me shave my pussy later?"
Debbie, sniffed, then giggled a bit. "Only if we can get him to shave down there. I hate getting those hairs in my teeth."
"He told me he would, we'll just have to hold him to it."
Debbie smiled and whispered conspiratorially, "He'll say anything when he's hard."
"Hey, HEY. I'm still here, don't talk about me like I'm not here." To emphasize my point, I thrust up into Debbie, reminding her she was in the midst of getting drilled.
Both girls laughed, and Debbie closed her eyes with a sigh, and rested her head on my shoulder. I turned to Beth, mouthing a silent thank you, and kissing her. The kiss grew more and more passionate, and I found myself thrusting up into Debbie, excitedly, while Beth kissed me hard.
Beth broke off the kiss. "Jack?"
"MmmHmm?" I answered, kissing Debbie now.
"You remember what we did last night?"
"MmmHmm!" I answered; I remembered it all.
"Would you lick me again?"
I broke off my kiss. "Of course I will. Debbie, sit up." Debbie did, settling deeper onto my cock. "Now come straddle my face, Beth."
Beth pulled the pillows out of the way, then stood over me, and with a girlish giggle lowered herself down onto my face.
There was no finesse to my eating her out, or to my screwing Debbie. Beth just pushed her pussy down into my face and I licked what I could reach. When possible I sucked on her clit, or drove my tongue into her pussy. Debbie, on the other hand, screwed me at her leisure this time, maintaining a constant slow pace, driving me crazy. I eventually freed my hands, and was able to use them to pleasure Beth. I shifted her forward, and stuck my tongue up her sweet little ass, while I reached around and slipped two fingers in her pussy. The combination pushed her to the edge and over, and when I felt her cumming, I slid my tongue back into her pussy, and slipped a finger from my other hand back into her tight little rear entrance, that my tongue had just vacated.
She squealed, cumming hard on my face, pushing down, almost smothering me. She finally rolled off clutching her hands to her pussy. Debbie bent over and using her tongue, cleaned Beth's juices from my face.
It was at this inopportune moment that the doorbell rang.
"Shit." I moaned, gently dislodging Debbie from her perch, and tossing on my robe. I went to the door and peaked out. Cathy and Joe were there.
I opened the door. Joe marched in laughing.
"It's about time you finally did her." He laughed. "I swear she was becoming almost unbearable."
"Hi Joe, Cathy, I…"
"You gave me the worst bruises, you bastard. Joe had to know every detail." Cathy closed the door behind her, and walked into my arms, kissing me.
"I thought that maybe I could help you this time," Joe said, stepping up behind his wife, and grabbing her breasts, through her shirt, while she ground her crotch into me.
"Umm, I have company, in the back." I tried to be quiet. Cathy tensed up like a steel spring.
Cathy peaked around my side, to see both Debbie and Beth peaking back from around the corner.
Cathy blanched, Beth turned bright red, Debbie ducked back into the room, and Joe laughed like a hyena.
"I can't believe you! Jesus man, I'm a fan!" He put up his hand for a high five, and I couldn't resist smacking it.
In for a penny, in for a pound, I thought.
I reached my arm around Cathy, and guided her back to the bedroom, with Joe on my heels.
"I think that we need to catch everyone up on the news." I said, loudly enough for the girls in the bedroom to hear me. When we entered the room, they were both in the bed under the covers. I was still surprised that Cathy had followed along so docilely.
"Debbie, Beth, you remember Cathy? Well, yesterday, just before lunch, she and I came over her and we had sex." I was standing beside her, and I pulled her shirt off over her head. "She and Joe have wanted me to be with her for a while now, and I just was too dense to know." I dropped to my knees and undid her belt and unsnapped her pants. "That's why she was so mad, and that's why she's here now. They didn't know I had company." I pulled down her pants, and she kicked off her shoes and stepped out of the pants.
"Cathy, last night Beth came over, and we talked things out." I pulled Cathy's panties down, and helped her step out of them. "We ended up in bed, and we've been in and out of it ever since." I stood back up and removed Cathy's bra. "Debbie came over to help me clean up, and was good enough to join Beth and I in some play." I took Cathy's hand, and led her to the foot of the bed.
"Joe, I'm sorry I didn't talk to you before I screwed your wife yesterday, but I didn't know what else to do to clear up what was between us." I looked over to Joe who was still fully dressed.
"Beth, Debbie, would you mind if Cathy and Joe joined us?" I asked. Now for the moment of truth.
Beth reached forward, and pulled Cathy into the middle of the bed, giggling. "Welcome to Jack's harem, Cathy. I'm so glad you could join us." Even Debbie had to laugh at the formality of the tone in Beth's voice.
"Jack, I don't think even you could satisfy all three of us, so I guess Joe will have to join us." Debbie pronounced, adding her implicit ok.
"Yeehaa!" Joe cried out practically jumping out of his pants, while tearing his shirt off.
"Look at what you did to her poor legs, you beast!" Beth exclaimed, seeing the dark bruised running across the front of both Cathy's legs. She leaned down and kissed the bruise on the leg nearest her, and Debbie, taking her cue from young Beth, did the same on the other side.
"Wait!" I cried out before things got out of hand. "This is awful sudden. So I want to take a moment here." The others sat up, expectantly.
I sat next to Debbie, and took her in my arms. "Debbie. I'm not going to go around, giving you out to my friends. You don't really know these people. And if you don't want to do anything, you don't have to." I held her hands in mine, trying to reassure her.
"I know Joe. Joe is one of the main reasons why we're going to have a place to live at the end of this week. When I saw that place, I didn't think it ever would be livable." Debbie, pulled her hands from mine, stood and went to Joe. "Thank you, Joe." She kissed him, then escorted him by the hand back to the bed.
"If it's ok with you Jack, Joe can join us here. I…I don't want to make love to anyone but you, but I'd like to show Joe my appreciation, in other ways." She reached out to Joe's cock, which was standing at attention, and gave it a little squeeze.
"Thank you, God, thank you." Joe added, as he turned his head to heaven and we all got a small chuckle.
"And you Beth," I crawled across the bed to her, a little awkwardly, since it involved climbing over Cathy. "This must be a little overwhelming to you, and whatever you want, you know I'll go along with. Even if that means asking Joe and Cathy to leave."
"Jack. Cathy has been my mentor, setting us up, giving me advice that I was too hard-headed to take." Beth reached out and took Cathy's hand in her own. "I should have known how she felt, she was such a fan of yours, trying to get me set up with you. If not for her I wouldn't be here.
"And Joe? I love Joe. Joe, I'm going to have to show you what Jack taught me last night. I think you'll enjoy it." Her devilish grin was all the invite Jack needed and he leaped into the bed, reaching for Beth.
"Wait! Cathy came here expecting to be shared, but not with women, and not to have her husband shared as well. What do you say, Cathy?"
"I say it's about time you shut up and stuck that big sweet dick inside me you jerk." That was all the encouragement I needed, and who was I to deny such a good, sweet-talking friend?
Amid the chuckles, I crawled between Cathy's legs, pulled her down, and did just as she'd asked. I entered her in one smooth stroke.
I guess Joe was crowded on his side of the bed. He reached out and pushed his wife sideways in the bed. "You always hog the bed," he told her, and I slid with her, moving her to the side, and commencing the screwing.
I leaned over and gave her a kiss. "Thanks for coming over."
"Don't mention it, now shut up and fuck me you fool, and let me watch my poor hubby get tore up."
I couldn't help but chuckle. I pulled out, and turned her on her side. I placed two pillows under her head, and curled her legs up towards her chest. With just the slightest of searching, I was back inside her, enjoying her, while she was able to watch the activities.
Both my girls were giggling, competing to kiss and suck Joe's cock. He had a substantial member, long and thin, leaving lots of room for the girls to play with. He watched the two young beauties eventually take turns gobbling him. Debbie was on her hands and knees, and her ass was well within my reach. I reached out and squeezed her cheeks, then slipped a couple of fingers up inside her.
Joe looked over to see me plowing his wife, and his tender side peeked out for just a moment, as he reached over, and brushed her hair from her face. She reached out and took that hand in hers, holding it tight, while she bounced under my unrelenting attention.



Beth was whispering to Debbie, and they both pulled back.
"Joe, stand up a second." Beth said.
"As you wish," he quipped, standing as requested.
Beth lay on the bed, her head hanging over the side, her legs ending up on top of Cathy's. "Today is your lucky day, you get to be the second person ever to fuck my mouth, Joe."
For once, Joe was dumbstruck. He guided his cock to her mouth, and slid it in a short distance. Beth reached behind him, and as she had done with me, guided the pace, until she pulled him deep into her throat.
"Oh, fuck! Cathy! Do you see this?" Joe gasped, thrusting slowly in and out of her mouth, to a measure beat. Short, short, short, deeeeep.
"Harder, Jack, please, I'm going to cum…" Cathy pleaded, watching her husband fuck that tender young mouth. She reached down between her legs and Beth's ass, and I could see her pushing her fingers into Beth. Beth's legs spread apart at the intrusion, and I had a bird's eye view of Cathy's middle two fingers thrusting away at one end of Beth, while her husband filled the other end.
I picked up the pace, and fucked her mercilessly. Debbie had moved behind me, and was fondling my balls, while she whispered to me. "Fuck her, Jack, fuck her hard."
Cathy's cry alerted me to her first orgasm of the evening. I slowed a bit, fucking her with long hard strokes, grunting as I pounded into her. She was cumming continuously, and her release coincided with Joe's own, as he pulled out of Beth, and jerked off on her tits, splattering her with his seed.
When Cathy stopped cumming, I slowed, and then stopped altogether. I reached down to between her cheeks, and slid a fingertip into her butt. "Remember what I told you yesterday?" I told her, slowly working my finger into her tight ass.
"Don't you do it." She warned me. At the same time she pushed her ass back hard onto my finger. I had no doubt what she wanted.
"Joe, want to watch me fuck your wife's ass?" I had backed out, pulling my cock out of her, and was bent over her ass, pushing a second finger inside.
Cathy was clutching her legs tight to her chest, leaving herself wide open to my assault. She closed her eyes. "God, Jack you are such a bastard. Don't fuck my poor ass."
All the action around me had ceased, and Cathy was clearly the center of attention.
"Jack…" Beth spoke up for the first time.
"Hush, baby, while I fuck her up her ass," I said. I took my cock in hand and pressed the head against her little puckered opening.
"Oh, God, you're going to do it, aren't you?" Cathy moaned.
"Joe, how is her ass?" I asked, pushing just a little.
"Fuck if I know, she won't let me touch it."
"Well, when I'm done here, you can have a turn. In the meantime, if she speaks again, I'd appreciate it if you'd fill her brazen mouth for me."
"You got it, buddy."
"Stop him you wimp, are you going to let him stick his huge dick in my butt?"
"Damn right I am."
I chucked at the interplay, and pushed hard, driving a good two inches into that cherry ass.
"Ooww, ow, ow. Stop Jack, you're splitting me. Stop you beast."
"Cathy, you know I'm going to be balls deep in your ass in just a minute, now relax and enjoy it."
"Fuck you, you asshole." She was now rocking back and forth against my cock, trying to force more of it inside.
I obliged, pushing a little harder, and then working those few inches in and out. Every few strokes I would get in a little farther, to her loud moans, until I was all the way in.
"How does it feel, Cathy."
"Just do it, get it over with. Prick."
I pulled out and slammed my whole cock back into her ass. It was painfully tight. She cried out. I could hear her barely pronounced words, fuck, fuck, fuck.
I did it again. This time she responded loudly.
"Fuck me! Fuck my ass you bastard. FUCK ME!"
Joe was hard again, with the help of Beth's talented hand, and he climbed up the bed, and stuck his cock in his wife's mouth. She looked up at him, eyes burning, as he grabbed her hair, pulling her down onto his cock. She sucked him, stopping every few strokes to moan about the reaming that her ass was taking.
I pulled out, and she whimpered. I pulled her to her knees, and pushed her face back down to Joe's cock, as he seated himself in front of her. Debbie decided to get in on the action, and crawled underneath Cathy sideways, her face under her dangling breasts. She kissed and sucked them, occasionally whispering soothing words to Cathy.
I spread Cathy's legs wide, pushing her knees forward a bit, and plunged my cock back into that tight rear passage. Holding her ass cheeks tight, I renewed my efforts to screw her butt.
Beth must have felt left out. I felt her between my legs, and looked back to see her working her head between my legs from the back. I pulled my cock out and looked down to see her reaching up, and licking Cathy's pussy, while my cocked worked in and out just beyond her tongue.
Back to the task at hand. I fucked her ass, hard and fast, unrelenting. No more talking, no more repositioning, no more joking. I worked her ass, pounding away, while she wilted under the attack. After a few minutes Joe was fucking her slack mouth, as she lay there, arms outstretched, and he used her hair to pump her face up and down on his cock. Her legs gave out, and her full weight came down on Beth's face. Beth kept her mouth at work, and I tried to hold up some of her weight by her hips.
I felt her shudder as she came, but I varied my assault not a whit. The sweat was trickling down my chest, and droplets splattered on her back. Debbie tried to sooth her, kneeling at her side, caressing her, to no avail.
At last, I could feel my end approaching. Grunting, I slammed home into her ass with long, hard strokes, hammering at her. Each thrust forced her mouth down over Joe's cock, pushing him down her throat. Beth pulled back a little, not able to take the pressure against her face, and watched the finish from between my legs.
"FUCK!" I cried, driving into her one last time, and pumping my seed deep into her bowels.
"AAAAHHHH," Cathy cried, pulling her head back off Joe's demanding cock, her eyes rolling back in her head, as she felt the burning heat of my cum filling her ass.
With a few last strokes, I finished I her ass, and pulled out, looking down to see how her tight little hole gaped open long after I was out. I collapsed on the bed beside her, gasping for breath. She crawled over to me, lying across my chest.
"I can't believe you fucked my ass, even though I told you not to." She whined.
"I'll do it again." I told her, pulling her mouth to mine, and kissing her deeply. She responded passionately, until I pulled away, to try to catch my breath.
"I know you will. Whenever you want." She whispered, pressing her lips to my neck.
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* * * *
Part 6 of Convenience vs. Need
For the followers of our story so far: This is not a happy chapter. This is pretty intense and cruel in some places. I exact a price for what Debbie was put through in her previous relationship, a price that is not paid willingly. But it is paid none the less.
I'm not saying that what was done was right. It probably wasn't. But it was the way I handled things, and I'd do it again. The good news is it did solve the problem.
There's not much sex and romance in this chapter of our story. There's a bit of violence and non-consensual sex. If you're just looking for titillation, you may want to scan ahead to the end.
* * * *
Lately, life was feast or famine. I would get my brains screwed out for a weekend, then do without for two weeks. The previous weekend had followed the same pattern, with my life full of wonderful women, then from Monday night through Thursday I was a single man again.
I had been working hard to finish moving my belongings from the apartment into the house, while Debbie had been supervising some work done around the house. Karen was still planning on waiting until the end of the month to move in, and was still working. We'd brought in a flooring contractor to repair the living room floor, and to install some inexpensive carpeting upstairs. She'd also managed to get our gas, water, and phone service turned on, after getting the city inspections completed. She was turning out to be an administrative wiz. We'd hoped to get some painting done, but had been too busy with the move, and inspection paperwork. We were looking at a weekend of painting coming up, which should make the house pretty much complete for move in.
Of course just when things seemed to start running smoothly, somehow, somewhere, things would always get interesting.
* * * *
I was packing the last of my boxes into a borrowed truck, when the phone rang.
"You're dime - go ahead."
"Jack. John's here at the house. He just drove up. Could you please come over, I don't want to see him." Debbie sounded nervous.
It took me a minute to place John; her ex- that she'd left about 6 weeks earlier. "I'm only 5 minutes away. I'll leave now." I told her.
"Thanks. Please hurry." She sounded really distressed.
I didn't bother to answer. I headed straight to the car, and took off for the house. I made good time, the advantage of having a sports car and little respect for speed limits and lights.
I pulled up in front, and found Debbie's old Escort parked there. An Explorer with dealer plates had pulled in behind it. The front door to the house was wide open.
I entered the house, into the middle of a mess.
John was a lanky guy, I'd call him scrawny, but I'm trying to be generous here. He had dirty brown hair, cut short, and was standing in Debbie's face yelling at her. Both the little girls were there, crying to one side. Debbie tried to say something, and he hit the wall next to her head, telling her to shut up, or she'd be sorry.
I was about to announce my presence, and try to defuse the situation, when Debbie's little one, Erin, ran up to John and grabbed at his shirt.
"Don't hit my mommy! Don't hit my mommy!" She was hysterical, screaming at him.
He reached down and pushed her away by the face, hard, and she landed on her rear against the near wall.
I'm not some kind of super-hero, out to right all wrongs. And I had been willing to talk things out, in spite of the way he'd been up in Debbie's face. But this was too much for me. Pushing around 6 year olds was well over the line as far as I was concerned.
I walked up beside him, and hit him as hard as I could, just under the ear.
Now I'm just over six-one, two-twenty. I probably weighed half again as much as he did, and I don't think he ever saw it coming. He dropped like a rock. Debbie scrambled away, twisting sideways, sliding along the wall and never turning her back on the guy.
I watched him, and saw him reaching into his back pocket. I didn't know what he was looking for. I doubted he had a gun or anything, but I wouldn't have put a knife past him. So I committed the cardinal sin of fair play and hit a guy while he was down. More precisely, I kicked him. I kicked him in the side just at the bottom of his ribs, and he rolled up into a ball with a grunt. An oversized folding blade fell out of his pocket, and I reached my foot out and kicked it across the room.
I walked to Erin, who was on the ground sobbing, and lifted her to her feet.
"Erin, you and Ashley go in the kitchen and close the door. Uncle Jack is going to have a talk with this bad man. He won't hit your mommy." I guided her towards Ashley, who was huddled in a corner, and the two of them walked hand-in-hand into the kitchen.
John had rolled to his knees, and looked to be considering getting up.
"Don't get up dick-head." I warned him, stepping between him and Debbie.
"Who the fuck are you. You are really fucked now, you know? You are FUCKED." He was talking tough for a guy sitting on his ass, huffing and puffing, while malevolently looking up at me.
"You are in my house. You are not welcome here. You're going to get the hell out of here, and we're never going to see you again." I spoke calmly and slowly.
"Wrong. Fuck you. This bitch is going with me." He raised himself onto one knee, and I was pretty sure he was looking to try to jump me.
"I don't think so." I stood, waiting, weight on the balls of my feet.
He was predictable. He jumped forward straight at me. I wasn't particularly worried. Growing up, I'd moved a lot, and in the world of juvenile manhood, one of the rites of friendship was fighting. As the new guy, I was always getting in fights. Competing in a variety of sports didn't help; I was ejected from more than one game for brawling. Then, during the first two years of college, I'd been in ROTC, doing the two-and-screw, and got some more formalized training in defending myself. I could protect myself.
I stepped into him, confident in the advantage my eighty pounds of weight gave me in this battle. He wasn't able to fully stand up, and was still bent over when my outstretched arms pulled him forward and down. He stumbled and forward, and I delivered a pretty mean kick to his forehead, snapping his head back. I dropped on his back, grabbing his hair, and gave him a rabbit punch. Only after I had hit him did I realize he was not resisting.
Fight over.
I grabbed the back of his shirt, and dragged him out the door and to the front of his car. Sometime while I was dragging him across the gravel walk, the cobwebs must have started to lift, and he squirmed a bit at the end. I flung him against the side of his vehicle.
"Just be smart and get out of here. Don't let me see you again." I told him. I was really pissed, and was looking for him to talk back, so I could deliver more punishment.
He did a pretty smart thing. He pulled himself up by the door handle, got back in his SUV, and got his keys in the ignition before he spoke.
"You're dead. I'll be back, and you are FUCKED." He drove off, leaving the threat hanging in his wake.
Back in the house, Debbie didn't speak of the matter as we calmed the kids, and bundled them into her car. We took them back to Karen's and I called Karen to get her to come home.
"You know he'll be back. Maybe I should just go with him. He's going to be so angry if he has to come for me again." Debbie said sitting back in the couch, holding herself in a ball and rocking back and forth.
She had stood up so well, with the kids around, until we'd settled them down in their room, working on some crafts. Then she just fell apart.
I wanted so badly to go to her, to take her in my arms, to comfort her. But I wasn't sure I was welcome. I didn't know what to do about her. But I did have an idea about what could be done about John.
"No. That's not the answer." I told her.
"He'll be back. He'll bring a bunch of his friends, and they'll beat you up. And then he'll beat me up. Then I'm sure I'll have to pay him and his friends back for causing this trouble."
I sat down beside her, putting my arm around her. She stiffened noticeably. I couldn't help but think at that moment that I'd get more warmth from a statue. I could feel her slipping away from me. I hated that feeling.
I leaned over to kiss her on the side of the face. I wanted to tell her we guys weren't all that bad. I'd take care of her if she'd just let me. As my lips touched her soft skin, I could see the tracks of the tears silently rolling down her face. She didn't sob, didn't cry out. She wasn't shaking. She just rocked back and forth, holding her knees tight, and allowed the salty sadness to create it's own path to freedom, a freedom she lacked.
Fucking John. I don't know if he had done this to her or if his treatment was just another brick in the wall. All I knew was that he was the source of the current pain, and if there was something I could do, anything, then I was going to have find a way.
I made my plans. For that afternoon. No defense like a good offense. No time like the present.
* * * *
Debbie and I pulled up to John's townhouse. His vehicle wasn't there, which was a lucky break, and meant we wouldn't have to do any hiding and waiting in our car. I knocked on the door, and waited a good long time, just to make sure nobody was home. Debbie still had her keys, and she opened the door. We went in, carrying along a few items I'd brought in preparation.
Debbie was scared spitless and I almost expected her to bolt at any time. I had explained my plan to confront the lion in its den. She argued against the idea at first, but finally agreed. I felt bad pushing her that hard to get her to help me, but I didn't see any other way. I knew that John was the cowardly type, and would stew over how I'd treated him, until he demanded his revenge. I understood that for him, that would probably mean an ambush of me by he and several of his friends. My feeling on the subject was 'do unto others, before they can do unto you.'
I hoped to catch him that evening, and convince him that the continued risk of retaliation from me was much worse then letting this thing go. I wanted him to think of me and cringe. I also hoped to get some incriminating evidence to hold over his head, even if I had to manufacture it. I wanted Debbie to be there, to see her vicious predator de-clawed, and perhaps to get her to participate in some way in the retaliation. I figured she'd earned it and hoped it might be a bit cathartic.
I had Debbie perch on a chair, behind the curtains, watching the walkway. Her job was to watch for John's arrival. I was counting on him being alone, hoping he wouldn't be in a mood to be hanging with his buddies, and figured it was still too early for his own planned payback.
It wasn't a long wait.
"Here he is. Here he is. Oh, shit. Dale's with him." Debbie hissed in a strung out stage whisper.
"Take it easy. Anyone else with him?" I asked her, setting up behind the door.
"Just Dale, from the dealership."
Lousy break. Two was still doable, just a little more risky. I'm just glad that it was only two, any more might have called for plan B, which had the possibility of extreme legal ramifications.
I waited for John to open the door, and he walked in, head turned to the side, talking to his buddy.
"I'm waiting for Ronnie and Bill to call, then we'll show that guy who he's fucking with..."
He turned at the door, right into my baseball bat meeting him in the gut. I kicked hard at the door, slamming it into Dale's face. I turned, and chopped down on the back of John's shoulders with the bat, as he tried to get up, flattening him. Ok, so it wasn't fight fair. This wasn't meant to be a fight. This was a lesson.
Dale opened the door. "What the fuck was...OOOF" He was clearly confused, and the bat in the midsection didn't help. I kicked his legs out from under him, and hit him again, hard, in the lower back, wrenching a cry from him. He put an arm out to brace himself, and I kicked it out from under him and stomped down on his hand, hard.
"Shut the door Debbie." She was already moving; I was proud of her, she might have frozen, but she remembered what I'd told her.
John wasn't moving, so I decided to take care of the bigger Dale first. I dropped to one knee, right across the back of his neck. I quickly pulled his arms behind him, and grabbing one of the oversized plastic zip-ties from out of my pocket, I encircled his wrists and yanked as tightly as I could, pinching the skin cruelly. I wasn't worried about pain, or cutting off circulation, just taking him out quick.
"Fuck, dude, just take the shit." Dale was whining.
"Not that easy, 'dude'." I answered, zip-tying his ankles, and kicking him just out of spite. Adrenaline does that to me.
I was worried I might have hit John too hard. He still wasn't moving. But to play it safe, I zip-tied his ankles and wrists, before checking for breathing. He was breathing. He was probably going to be fine. Too bad.
Some moaning and movement from John finally indicated that he was about to rejoin the land of the conscious.
Dale had spotted Debbie now, and was telling her how bad she'd fucked up, and how she was going to pay for getting me involved. He was struggling to get to his knees. A well-placed foot in the back placed him back on his belly. Without his hands, his chin hit the ground first. He was just lucky the floor was carpeted.
"Asshole," I advised him, "you are talking to the wrong person here. Speak to her again, and I'll kick your kidneys out through your belly-button." I emphasized my intent with a kick just under his ribs, yanking another cry from him. "You're only mistake so far was picking the wrong friend. Play your cards right and you'll probably get out of here alive, and with all your organs and appendages intact."
I lifted the guy to his feet by his ponytail, and pulled him back against the stairway railing heading upstairs. I pushed him along, until his head was at the same height as one of the steps, and I used the handyman's best friend, duct tape, to wrap around his neck, at the bottom of one of the railings. He was going to be standing there, breathing carefully, until I decided otherwise.
When I turned to face John, I saw him lying there, watching my every move, and not moving an inch. He was glaring at me. I looked to see what Debbie was doing. She just stood to one side, shivering.
I walked over to her, and gave her my bat. I told her softly to hit Dale with it if he said another word. I said it just loudly enough for him to hear. Debbie might have been frightened but she was no coward. She stood next to Dale, bat held awkwardly about halfway up the handle. He looked at her, trying to stare her down, and I was overjoyed to see her jab him in the gut with the handle.
"Don't even look at me you jerk. I hate you." She was almost spitting. I guess there was some history there as well. He turned away and looked down. Good for her.
I, on the other hand, wanted to deal with the fundamental problem that had brought us there.
"Why, hello John, have a nice nap?" I asked, walking over to him, and nudging his chin with the toe of my boot.
"What do you want?" He asked, timidly.
I'd expected more defiance, not capitulation so early in the campaign.
"John, now I just knew you couldn't leave things along. You were going to try to get some of your cretin friends and cause some trouble, and I thought it better that you and I work this out before some of your friends got badly hurt." I squatted in front of him smiling down at him.
"No, really. She's yours. I wasn't going to do anything." He tried the lying route.
I don't want you to think I'm a bad guy. I just have big emotions. I laugh easy, I love deeply, and sometimes I get pissed off. I don't lose my temper very often, maybe once a year or so. But when I do, even I don't like myself then. I was very angry. And I had the adrenaline pumping through my veins.
I walked behind him and kicked him between the legs. I then waited a few minutes for him to stop grunting and heaving. Dale watched the scene in silence and obvious trepidation.
"John. You don't know me, and I'm willing to make some allowances for that. But if you lie to me again, I'll feed you one of your own balls."
Could I do that? Probably not. Even pissed, that would have been beyond what I could stomach. I'm sure I'd puke first. But he didn't have to know that. I was a very bad person. And I wanted him to believe that way down deep. He needed to be absolutely certain of that.
I leaned over and showed him the knife he'd left at my place earlier that day. I pushed him onto his back and placed the blade of the knife at his crotch. I then stuck the tip in and pushed, sliding the blade between his pants and skin. I felt a little tug, and figured I might have poked him with the tip a bit. Oh well. I slipped the blade in to the hilt and pulled up and hard, cutting his jeans from balls to belt. He pissed himself.
"You dirty shit. Pissing yourself in front of a lady. You disgust me." I grabbed his pants and yanking them hard, pulled them down to his ankles, dragging him across the floor at the same time. He was crying out some incoherent babble about being sorry, and leaving us alone, but I was afraid that over a few beers, and in the midst of his friends, he'd start getting ideas again, and I didn't ever want to be on the defensive.
Dale decided to add his two cents worth, telling us we'd never hear from them again, he'd make sure of it. Debbie hit him with the bat, in the stomach, making him grunt. He couldn't bend over, from the tape around his neck, and when he pulled forward he choked himself. She hit him again, this time in the ribs, and a third time. I got the feeling she really didn't like this guy.
I grabbed piss-boy's stinking shorts, and heaved hard, tearing them off of him. I walked to Dale, held the disgusting briefs in his gasping face, and warned him. "Speak again, without permission, and I'll shove these in your mouth, and tape them in place. Do you think you'll like that?"
He shook his head, minutely, eyes wide. No.
I placed them on a stair tread, inches from this head. I turned back to the object of my lesson, John.
I hadn't really planned much beyond this, other than to play it by ear. My only goal really had to been to place John at my complete and utter mercy. Give him a taste of discomfort. And convince him that he wanted nothing further to do with me, and by proxy Debbie. Dale showing up had thrown awry any plans I might have had. I remembered one other thing. Debbie had left most of her stuff here when she'd moved out suddenly. We could at least recover anything that she wanted to take back.
"So tell me John, what am I supposed to do with you. I'd just finish your ass, but I'm pretty sure that would upset the pretty girl over there, so you've got that going for you. But somehow you need to convince me that I'll never see you again. Can you do that for me?"
The wuss started babbling. He was sorry, he didn't mean it. He just missed her. He didn't know she was in a relationship. He was sorry. He'd stay away. Far away. He was sorry. He almost sounded believable.
I left him there pleading, and returned to Debbie who was just staring at him in disgust.
"Baby. I know you left in a hurry. I want you to gather up any stuff you left behind, and bring it all down here. No need to abandon it now. We'll take it home. Can you do that?"
"Ok, there's not much. I don't have any way to pack it though." She sounded amazingly calm.
"Just take a bed sheet and lay it on the floor upstairs. Throw everything in the middle of it. I'll come up and get it when you're done. Just yell for me."



She disappeared up the stairs.
I returned to John, who had never ceased his act of contrition.
"Shut up. You're making me sick." I kicked him in the leg.
"Don't hurt me. You don't have to hit me. I'll do what you want." He whined.
I kicked him again. In the hipbone, where it would hurt, and close enough to his crotch to make him flinch badly. "Wrong. I want to hurt you. I like to hurt you. The only reason I haven't hurt you worse is because I don't want Debbie to see. Now that she's gone, we can play a little. You better hope she packs fast." He was lying there, bare-assed, pants around his ankles, in his own waste. I know he was on the verge of crying, from the way his face was screwed up. Time to continue my campaign of terror.
"You know John, I was thinking of a way to convince me that you'd leave Debbie alone." I dropped to one knee beside him, speaking softly.
"Whatever, man. I swear." The snot running down his face was not a pretty sight.
"The way I figure it, if I were to neuter you, well you'd have no reason to chase girls, and Debbie would be safe. What do you think?" I had my blade out and was waving it around his privates, which were shriveled up as if he'd just gotten out of a pool. He tried to back away.
"God, no! I SWEAR. Please." He was trying to wriggle away, digging his heals into the carpet and inching along.
I'd almost forgotten one of the items I'd brought along. I pulled out my digital camera, and started snapping some shots, concentrating on his privates. "Smile. Before and after pictures, you know."
"Don't. Please, I'm sorry. I'm sorry. I'M SORRY!" he was crying.
That was when inspiration struck.
Ok, what I did next was wrong. I know that. But I was really angry. I'm sure you can understand that. And I figured that maybe there was something I could do to really slam the door on this one, and get a little revenge for Debbie, 'in-kind'.
I grabbed John by the back of his shirt and he started to scream. I punched him in the head a few times, to shut him up. Not a particularly good idea, the head is way too hard, and I hurt my hand a bit. I decided to just kick him in the future, which seemed to work just fine. I dumped him at the feet of his buddy, Dale. I pulled out my knife and cut his wrists free from the zip-tie. The knife drew a bit of blood, but nothing serious. He lay there rubbing his wrists.
"Move an inch, and I'll use another tie to zip your hands and balls together, and leave you that way until your balls fall off."
I grabbed my duct tape, and went to Dale. "I bet your hands hurt pretty bad right now."
He nodded. I guess he was still taking my 'underwear' threat pretty seriously.
I reached around him, careful in case he had any ideas about kicking out at me. I cut his hands free; they were almost purple from lack of circulation. I allowed him a moment to rub the circulation back into them. Then I had him extend his arms out to his sides, fully, and duct taped them to the railing. One arm had to be raised above his head, making him look like he was pointing upstairs. I smiled.
"Ok John. Here's the deal. Your mission, should you choose to accept it, is to make Dale cum in your mouth. Do that for me, and I'll believe you really don't care for girls that much, and maybe we can end this."
John cringed, "Fuck, man! I'm no fag!"
Dale started to talk, and I just turned and looked at him, cold. He shut up.
I turned back to John. "Oh, but you're wrong. You are! And if you can convince me of that, why then I don't have to kill or neuter you. Wouldn't that be nice?"
"You're full of shit man." He was feeling brave. That was bad.
"Ok. You're choice. Put your hands together and hold them out." I instructed him, reaching in my pocket for another zip tie.
"Couldn't you use the tape?" he begged, holding his hands out to me.
"Not if I'm going to tie them to your balls." I smirked, reaching for him.
He pulled away, leaning back. I kicked him in the chest, then kicked him about the head while he tried to cover up.
"Stop, stop," he was crying, his elbows covering his face, trying to hold his hands out to me.
"Don't you fucking pull away from me, or I'll have to just kill you, and then I have to kill your friend. Don't make me do that, dick-face." I kicked him again for good measure.
"I...I'll do it." He moaned.
"Do what?"
"I'll make him cum." He whispered, barely audible.
"Good." I pulled him to his knees by one wrist, and dragged him upright. I took his one wrist, and making a rope of duct tape, tied him to the railing on the steps going down from where Dale was tied.
"Entertain me." I pulled up a chair to one side, sitting about five feet away, my bat in my hand, slapping the meat of the bat gently into my open palm. Smack. Smack. Smack.
John never looked up. He took Dale's belt in his free hand, and worked it open. He pulled the pants open, unbuttoning and unzipping them. He tugged them down a short ways.
"Down around his ankles please. Give yourself some room to work over there." I directed.
With a series of alternating tugs, he pulled them down below the knees.
Dale's shorts were bulging. It looked like someone was more than a little interested in what was going on. John was hesitating now, with the full briefs staring him in the face.
"Go on. Don't make me get up, John."
He tried to pull the shorts down from the side, but the waistband got caught up on Dale's package. He had to reach up, and free the waistband, pulling the underwear down from the front. Dale's semi-hard cock flopped out, bouncing. John pulled back. Then he looked over at me with fear in his eyes, and reaching across, worked the briefs down below Dale's knees.
"Good." I encouraged.
John's head drooped to the side, and he looked down at the ground. His free hand found it's way to Dale's erection, and gripped it. He started to slide his hand up and down, about half of its length.
"John, John, John. I know you can do better than that," I chastened.
John picked up the pace a little, a little longer strokes, a little faster. I looked up to see Dale, with his head back and eyes closed. The cock in John's hand was growing, and it was becoming clear that Dale was an 'above-average' kind of guy.
"That's better, but you know, I'm going to have to see your mouth at work if you're really looking to convince me."
John looked to me, then back to the cock he was stroking. Dale was really hard now, a drop of pre-cum glistening. John tilted the cock towards his face, and placed his mouth over the end. He didn't move, just held his mouth there, and stroked that big cock. As John's mouth enclosed the fat head of Dale's cock, a sigh escaped Dale's lips.
"C'mon John. Is that how you like to be sucked? I know you can do better then that." I scolded, before snapping another picture.
Slowly, John took Dale a little deeper in his mouth, then slid him out. He repeated this several times. He took Dale's meat from his mouth, and licked the length of his cock, back to the head, and again took him deep. He was starting to get into it. So was Dale.
"Oh, like that." Dale was whispering, when his cock was pushing at the back of John's throat.
John continued, now more animated, moving his head side to side, sucking tightly as he pulled off. He finally looked up to see Dale staring down at him.
"That's right. Suck me. Suck. Take it." Dale encouraged him.
John tried to push his face down harder onto the cock in his mouth. It made for a great photo. Click. The flash went off, and distracted the boys for a minute, but John just went back to work.
John did a credible job for the next few minutes. I think the position Dale was in was making things difficult on his end; he kept choking against the tape around his neck.
"Jack, I'm ready up here." Debbie called down from upstairs.
"Ok, boys, I'm going to go get her stuff. You keep up the good work. I'll be checking on you. Don't disappoint me." I headed up the stairs, and saw Debbie at the top of the stairs watching John go down on Dale. I couldn't read the look on her face, but it looked like she was enjoying this.
There was a bed sheet open at the top of the stairs, piled high with clothes, toiletries, some books, toys, and a stack of videotapes. I gathered the four corners of the sheet together and pulled up, making a huge sack of her belongings. The sides were open, so I gathered in the sheet from the edges, and when I had a good grip, carried the load downstairs.
Debbie led the way down the stairs, and after reaching the bottom stood over John watching him suck away at Dale.
John was blushing, but didn't let up. Dale was smiling now, thrusting with his hips, speaking down to John. "Suck me, you bitch. Show her how; go ahead. That's it, take it all."
Debbie finally spoke up, "Go ahead, John, take it all." She reached behind his head and pushed his face into Dale's crotch. She was holding his hair in her fist, and after he would back off, she would push his head hard back onto Dale's cock. John was gagging and coughing, but between Dale and Debbie, he was soon taking the whole thing in his mouth.
"That's better. Now isn't that nice?" Debbie asked, sarcastically.
I had put down the load. I grabbed the bat off the floor, and gave it to Debbie.
"I don't want them letting up. If they stop playing nice, remind them with this."
I took the sheet of belongings outside to the car, and put it in the back seat. I came back to the townhouse, and Debbie was standing behind John, pushing the handle of the bat against John's ass.
"Do you like that, John? I bet you'd like this in your butt. You know you want it. Open up for me, and maybe I'll give it to you..." She was teasing him.
I took up position next to her. "John, I'm so disappointed. You should have had him cumming by now. I guess he's not impressed with your oral talents." I pulled my knife out of my pocket, and opened it with an audible snap. "Excuse me, Debbie. I need to get back there. He failed job one, so now it's time for the backup plan. Stop, John. Don't move, or I might cut off more than I intend."
"NO. I can do it, I can make him cum. I'm trying man, I'm TRYING." John was clenching his ass tightly, and trying to cover himself with his free hand.
"Ok, I'll give you one more chance." I reached down, and cut the zip-tie from his ankles. I stood him up, holding on to the back of his shirt. He was completely quiescent, and obedient. I cut his hand free and turned him around, backing him up to Dale. He obviously knew where this was going, and seemed resigned to his fate. He bent over at the waist, thrusting his ass backwards, and placing his hands on his knees.
"Dale, I'm going to make this a little easier for you." I stood next to him, and cut his neck free, as well as his higher hand. "Now if I cut your other hand free, are you going to behave yourself?"
"Yeah. This wasn't my idea, you know." He answered, rubbing at his neck.
"I know, but it is your choice in friends." I cut his second hand free and stepped back.
"Ok, you know what I'm expecting." I stood back just beside John's shoulder, and placed the cold steel of the back of the blade against the back of John's neck.
"Oh, I know." Dale responded. His cock was still rock-hard, and he placed the head of his cock at John's rear opening. "I'm going to teach this stupid bitch a lesson about getting me involved in shit like this."
He was using one hand to push his cock into John, using the other hand to pull John back by the hip. John kept muttering, "Oh shit, oh shit" as he bounced back against the invading organ. I found the statement particularly apropos.
Dale's moment of penetration was obvious, and he thrust forcefully to embed himself deeply in John's ass. John groaned, and let his head droop. Debbie stepped up to John, dipped her mouth to his ear, and whispered, "Now you know; let's see how you like it."
As Debbie and I departed the premises, Dale was treating John to a forceful reaming, aggressively pounding his ass. I had to add a parting remark as I shut the door behind us.
"Enjoy John. Hopefully, for your sake, I'll never see you again."
Dale answered, "I doubt you'll see him again. I'll make sure of that." He didn't even slow down.
* * * * * * OK, the worst of it is over, the squeamish may want to continue from here. * * * * *
We hurried to the car, and drove away. I couldn't help but chuckle, and soon we both were laughing almost hysterically.
Unfortunately, her laugh soon turned to tears, and she cried the entire way home. I just drove along in silence with no idea what to say.
I escorted her from the car, back into Karen's, and sat her down, getting her a drink. Karen wanted the story of course, so I gave her a slightly abridged version. She's more cold, calculating, and vengeful then either of us, and although she was amused by what we'd done, she had numerous suggestions of her own. It hurt me just to hear about them. Ouch. John was lucky it had just been the two of us.
Karen was feeling particularly generous that night, and after we put both Debbie and the kids to bed, she treated me to a blowjob downstairs in the living room. She'd generously given up her room to Debbie. She rushed me through the oral sex, worried that Craig would be home soon, but it didn't interfere with my need, and I was cumming within about 5 minutes. She certainly did have a talented mouth.
* * * *
It was pretty late when I finally drove the final load of my belongings over to the house. I realized that I'd forgotten to bring Debbie's things inside previously, so I took them into the new house, and carried them upstairs to the room we'd designated as hers. I was going to spend the next day, the last day of the month, cleaning my old apartment, in order to get my full deposit back.
When I dropped the sheet in her room, I was reminded of the tapes by the clatter of their plastic. I was curious. Ok, it was wrong, but I took a few of them downstairs to my room, and hooked up my TV and VCR so I could see their contents.
The first video showed a poor quality picture of John and Debbie. It started with John narrating for the video, as he set up the camera on a tripod, and Debbie sat at the edge of the bed, naked. John stepped over to her, stood in front of her with his semi-hard dick in his hand, and instructed her to suck him. For the next 10 minutes she blew him, and then he screwed her doggy style, constantly playing up to the camera, as if he was making the video for someone. The tape contained a few more scenes of a similar type, in which John and Debbie performed for the camera. The only variation in the tapes came in how long she sucked him before he screwed her, and in what position. In one of the scenes he took her up the ass and in another he could never really get hard, and he ended up falling asleep on the bed, while she tried to get him up.
I decided to try another tape.
This one started out with more of the same, but in the third scene Debbie and John were joined by another guy I hadn't seen before. In this scene the guys took turns on her. It started with John getting a blowjob, and then after a few minutes he sat to one side, and watched as Debbie worked her oral magic on 'Ron'. Ron's tool if anything was well below average, but Debbie did a pretty impressive job on him, and had him cumming in her mouth within a couple of minutes. John then climbed back in the saddle and screwed her missionary for a while 'til he unloaded. About halfway through John's ride, Ron lay beside Debbie and fondled her breasts, eventually kissing her. It looked as if Ron was really taken with her, understandably so. As soon as John was finished, Ron replaced him and screwed her pretty thoroughly for the next 15 minutes. She was about as animated as she'd been in any of the videos for him, and they changed position a few times, before he finished inside her while she was riding him, facing him.
I turned off the video. Morbid curiosity made me insert another.
This time it was cued up just after some guy had finished cumming on her face. She was on her knees in front of a guy watching TV. Dale and John were also present in the room. Dale thrust some paper towels in her face, and told her to clean up. She wiped her face, and the camera angle changed, and I realized that this time someone was actively doing the filming. I could now see Dale's cock in his hand, semi-hard, and he was waving it around.
"Get over here, and hurry up. I gotta go at half-time, or my wife's going to be pissed." He laughed out loud, as she settled between his legs, and started to give him a half-hearted blowjob. She was mechanically moving her head, and stroking his cock. He reached out and cuffed her on the side of the head.
"Watch the teeth, bitch."
The other guys just continued watching the game. I shuddered to think how common a scenario this must have been for the sight of that beautiful girl sucking cock to be so matter-of-fact and uneventful.
I felt guilty, watching her degradation, and popped that video out. I took the videos back to her room, and left them there. I then headed back to my room so I could hit the sack early. I was planning on getting up early to finish the cleaning of my apartment.
I was a long time getting to sleep. I couldn't get the image of her out of my mind, being passed around, fucking and sucking on demand. The worst part was, it excited me at the same time that it disturbed and disgusted me. I hated that.
* * * *
The next morning I headed back to the apartment early, so I could finish giving the place a cleaning. There wasn't a lot to do, ever since Debbie had gotten involved the place had been pretty immaculate.
Shortly after I had arrived, while I was finishing wiping down the interior of the refrigerator, Debbie showed up, buckets and cleaning supplies in hand. As usual she was stunning, tight t-shirt tied above her waist, and baggie shorts with a tight belt.
"Hey beautiful, what are you doing here? I thought you had the kids to watch."
"I thought I could help you clean up here, and get you back to where you need to be, getting the house in shape. Beth said she'd take 'em, and drop 'em off when day-care's out."
What I really wanted to do, was take her right there and then. But I was a little worried about how things were with us, after the goings on from the day before, and I felt more than a little bit awkward.
"That's great! How do you want to split this up?" I asked.
"If you'll vacuum the place, I'll clean the rooms from the back to the front. You can then shampoo the carpets while I finish up the kitchen. It shouldn't take more than a couple of hours. We'll have the whole afternoon to ourselves." She smiled so enticingly.
"Let's do it then, and see if we can't get back to the house by lunch."
I took the vacuum back to the bedroom and vacuumed that room, the hall, and the living area, while Debbie put a shine on the bathroom. By the time I'd finished the dining room, and had the shampooer set up, she'd finished wiping down the walls, doors and windows in the bedroom and I was able to start the shampooing there.
Once I finished the bedroom, I paused to watch her at work. She looked so pretty, so sexy. When she bent over to work on the baseboards, I wanted so desperately to just walk up behind her and ravage her, grabbing that delicious ass in my hands.
She caught me watching her, which brought out a hint of a smile, and she wiggled that sweet tush at me. It was all I could do to keep my mind on the task at hand, and start cleaning the hall run.
The shampooing was slow going, and she was done with the kitchen before I had finished the living room.
"Wow, are you done already? That's fast. It's not even 11:00 yet," I said.



"It wasn't too bad, the place was already pretty clean. Want to take a break?"
Break? I wanted to break her in half like a shotgun, and clean her barrel.
"I've just got a little more to do. I'd like to just get this done. No need for you to wait, why don't you head back, and I'll meet you back at the ranch." I walked over to her and gave her a hug. She settled against me, almost purring.
"I…I wanted to thank you for yesterday."
"Nothing to thank me for. Forget about it. I think we've heard the last from him."
"No, really. I don't know what I'd have done without you." I could almost hear the ache in her voice.
"Great. Tell you what, head back and make us lunch, I'm starving, and we'll call it even." I gave her a kiss on the top of the head, and a pat on the rear as I pointed her to the door.
She turned and gave me a big hug before she picked up her buckets and headed out the door.
I was looking forward to lunch, and even more so to dessert.
I finished the room shampoo job in record time, headed back to the office, dropping off the keys and signing some exit papers.
I got back to the house about forty minutes after Debbie had left, and found the place empty. I waited about half-an-hour for her to show, figuring she must have stopped for some groceries. When she didn't show, I fended for myself.
I set to work on the upstairs bathroom. I just had the last sink and the vanity to do before that job was complete. It still astounded me how the place was coming together so quickly.
Footsteps in the hallway announce I was no longer alone in the house, and I crawled out from under the sink to find Karen scowling at me.
"Hi, what are you doing here? Is it that late already?" I asked, as I started to get up.
I was more than a little surprised when she walked up to me and slapped me. "You are such an asshole, Jack."
"What? What did I do?" I asked, bewildered.
"How could you do that." She was almost yelling at me.
"Do WHAT? What are you talking about?"
"How could you reject Debbie like that. She's at my place crying her eyes out, and has been for the last hour."
I stood up, not wanting to continue this bizarre discussion from on the ground. "Slow down. I have no idea what you are talking about."
"I suppose you're going to tell me that Debbie didn't show up at your place, wearing next to nothing. I suppose she didn't throw herself at you, and all you did was send her away."
She was fuming. She looked really sexy angry.
"Karen. She came over to help me finish cleaning the place. She cleaned while I shampooed. I asked her to make lunch, so we could just get away from that place and I figured we had the whole afternoon to be together. I wanted her so bad I could taste it, sort of like how I want you now." I stepped up to her and tried to pull her into my arms.
"GOD! You can be so ignorant." She pushed me away with both hands. "She was all worried about how you'd feel about her after yesterday, and now she's convinced you don't want her anymore. I can't believe you sometimes. You would fuck a snake, but you won't show that poor girl any attention after all she's been through."
"Listen. I'm sorry, I just didn't understand." I tried to explain, still trying to get close to Karen.
"Don't touch me! You need to get downstairs and cleanup. I'm going to go get Debbie and bring her back here, and you need to figure out how you're going to make this up to her." She turned away from me and stomped down the stairs.
Women.
* * * *
I rushed out and picked up a few things at the store, and then dashed back for a quick shower before they returned. I had barely managed to dry off, and throw on some sweats and a shirt, when Karen and Debbie showed up at the door.
Debbie didn't look her best. She had overdone the makeup, and her eyes were red and swollen. I felt like a total ass.
"Debbie, I'm sorry."
"That's ok, there's nothing to be sorry about." She answered gamely, yet not looking me in the eye.
"But there is. Sometimes I'm a little obtuse. Ok, a lot obtuse. You know I'm going to make a lot of mistakes probably, this is my first real relationship, and it is a little out of the ordinary. It's not like I can read a bunch of Harlequin romances and figure out how I'm expected to act."
Karen had to chime in. "No one is expecting you to act, Jack."
"Ok, bad choice of words. I just sometimes don't think things out."
"You can say that again," Karen mumbled.
"Debbie, you are the best thing that's ever happened to me, and every time I see you, it's like the sun rising. You are so pretty I can barely stand to look at you. As soon as I stand in your presence I want you." I walked to her, and took her hand in mine, bringing her palm to my lips.
"That's not what it seemed like this morning." Her softly spoken words were not accusing, just sad.
"Oh, I wanted you. But I did feel awkward, I was afraid you might be upset with me. I showed you a side of myself I'm not proud of. I don't consider myself a violent or vicious man, but I guess I was a little embarrassed over how I behaved yesterday. I didn't want to force myself on you."
"How could I be upset. You did that for me. No one, ever, has stood up for me like that." She was on the verge of tears and I could hear her voice cracking.
I took her hand, and lowered it to the front of my pants. The effect that these girls have on me is only enhanced when they are both there, and I was tenting my sweats noticeably.
"Debbie. I am sorry. I do want you. I wanted you then, I want you now." I pulled her into my arms and held her.
Karen spoke up. "Words are cheap, Jack. We need to see some action here, if you're to be believed."
I turned Debbie to the side and walked her into my bedroom. There were a dozen pink roses on each side of the bed, and a single long-stem lying on the middle pillow. 'I'm Sorry' was spelled out in red rose petals in the middle of the bed.
"Well, I guess that's a start," Karen announced, finally deigning to get near enough to me to give me a hug.
We all removed our clothing, climbed among the rose petals. I was about to clear them off the bed, when Debbie stopped me.
"No. Please, let's keep them here." She asked.
Karen and I guided Debbie to the center of the bed, where we spent the next several minutes kissing and caressing every inch of her fantastic body.
Debbie sat up and pushed me down onto my back, attacking my cock with her mouth. She lay down between my legs and licked and sucked me like there was nothing else in the world but her and my cock.
Karen enjoyed the show for a while, then settled in behind Debbie until her face disappeared between Debbie's legs. Debbie was dedicated, not allowing the distraction to deter her from the task at hand.
I felt myself getting close and tried to pull Debbie up before I got too excited.
"Jack, I want you to come in my mouth. Please." She looked up at me with those big blue eyes. How could I say no?
"I'd love that." I told her.
She smiled and took me in her mouth, working my shaft with her hand. The discussion had attracted Karen, who positioned herself so she could watch the finale.
"Damn, Debbie, you always look so hot with his cock in your mouth. No wonder you drive him crazy. Doesn't she look hot like that, Jack?" Karen reached out and pulled Debbie's hair back so it wouldn't obstruct our view.
"Look at him, Deb. Slowly suck that big cock deep, and look into his eyes. She loves your cock, Jack. Can't you tell? She told me she loves the feel and taste of you. I can't blame her. You look so damn good. Can I taste it?" She leaned forward and kissed Debbie's cheek.
Debbie pulled up off my cock, holding it upright. She leaned it towards Karen's face, and Karen reached out with her tongue and slowly licked the head. She then leaned over and took my cock deep in her mouth, slowly pulling it out.
"Wow. I've never really liked sucking cock that much, Jack, but I love the feel of your cock." She took it back in her mouth and worked on it for a few strokes, before she pulled off and yielded to Debbie.
"Finish him. I know he's close, I want to watch you swallow his cum." Karen leaned over and kissed Debbie again, this time deeply.
Debbie smiled, an almost evil smile, then took me into her mouth again. Starting slowly, she worked herself up to a blistering pace, then when she heard me gasping and straining, on the verge of cumming, she opened her mouth, place the head of my cock at the entrance of her sweet mouth, and beat me off with her hand, fast and furious.
With a cry I came, shooting off into her mouth, seeing my cum bathe the roof of her mouth, and then pool on her tongue. I kept cumming, and she finally closed her mouth over my cock and sucked me dry.
Between Karen and Debbie, it wasn't long before I was hard again, and I spent the next half-hour fucking Debbie in every position I knew, and several that were simply inspired by the moment. I didn't ignore Karen, and several times when we'd change positions, I'd take Karen, and fuck her for a while, but within a few minutes she'd thank me, disengage, and remind me that this afternoon was for Debbie, and that she'd collect from me later.
I was pounding away at Debbie doggy style, and Karen had crawled under Debbie and was licking her pussy where I was entering her.
"I just love this view. I get so hot placing the tip of my tongue just at the point where you enter her, Jack. Nnnnnnn. Right there, where I can feel your cock sliding in her."
It felt pretty nice from my end as well.
"Do her in the butt, Jack, so I can have her pussy. I want to see your fat cock split her ass open while my tongue is inside her."
"Is that Ok with you Debbie?" I asked her, eager to go along with Karen's suggestion.
"I'm yours, Jack. Always. However you want."
"I don't want to hurt you…"
"Geez Jack! She's not some porcelain doll you're going to break. FUCK HER! She needs to be used by you. Just do it."
That was good enough for me. I moved my cock up to the opening of her ass, and pushed against her tight little hole. I was so worked up I didn't open her up slowly, I just pushed until I popped past her tight little ring, and slipped about two inches in. I elicited a moan from both girls.
"That looked so incredible, Jack, you sliding in her like that. Now work it in. I want to watch that whole cock of yours disappear up that poor little butt."
Spreading her cheeks wide, in a series of short strokes I slowly made some progress, then, overcome with my lust, I grabbed her hips and pulled her back hard against me, as I drove the last few inches home with one thrust.
Debbie had twisted her upper body, and was watching me. She was looking straight in my face, and she winced for a moment as I sank home. Then she smiled at me. "Fuck my ass, lover. It's yours. I'm yours."
I pulled almost all the way out, and slid home again. And again. And again.
"That is amazing. Watching that beast slide into her, I swear I'm going to cum just watching you." Karen was breathing hard, and I could feel her fingers stroking my cock as I screwed Debbie.
When I looked down to watch my cock disappear up her ass, I could see Karen below, her eyes right at the level of where I entered Debbie, her mouth working on Debbie's pussy. I looked up and saw Debbie move back between Karen's legs, returning the favor.
Karen hadn't been lying about cumming. I could hear her moaning, begging us both not to stop, and telling us how she was going to cum. It was exciting me, listening to her get so excited and feeling the tight grip of Debbie's wonderful rear.
I pulled completely out of Debbie, and before she could close up, drove myself into her, all the way to the root. I repeated this several times, and the view combined with Debbie's artful tongue must have done the job. Karen screamed out and came hard, driving her face into Debbie's pussy in between gasps.
That was enough for me. "Grab your ass cheeks for me, Debbie, and spread them open."
Debbie reached back with both hands, and exposed herself completely.
I reached for her waist and took it in both hands. While she held herself open for me, I screwed her ass for all I was worth, pounding away, so close to cumming, staying on that ragged edge forever. My breath was coming in gasps and my legs were burning, but I couldn't slow down.
I looked up and found Debbie watching me again.
"Cum for me baby. Fill my ass. Cum for me." She was breathing hard, her nostrils flaring, her eyes burning.
With a groan, I slammed home and emptied my seed deep in her bowels. On the second spurt she cried out, her eyes rolling back in her head, and her mouth gasping. Over and over I came, pushing hard, trying to reach ever deeper within her, until I finally had to be satisfied, and I curled around her body, hugging myself to her back.
"Damn that was hot, you two. What are you gonna do for an encore?" Karen announced. In the heat of the moment I'd almost forgotten her.
I couldn't hold back from gasping out a small laugh, as I rolled off of Debbie and onto my back, exhausted.
I looked over to Debbie. She was lying on her side, facing me, her smile back on her face.
"Ok. I guess maybe you do want me. You're forgiven."
"NO! I can't believe you told him that." Karen sat upright, scolding Debbie. "You know we could have milked this for at least a week. I was hoping to get at least a nice dinner out of this, and maybe a big screen TV. You are just too easy."
She was dead serious. Debbie and I just looked at each other and laughed. It was nice.
At that moment, a car pulled up in the driveway.
"The kids!" we all cried out nearly in unison.
Karen bolted from the room, up the stairs, while Debbie grabbed her clothes and headed for the bathroom.
I tugged my sweatpants on and pulled my shirt over my head, as I walked out to the living room.
Beth herded the kids into the house, where they made a beeline for the kitchen, for an after-school snack.
Beth looked me over, and then looked through the door into my bedroom, where Debbie was walking out of the bathroom, in an extremely disheveled state. She then turned her eyes to the stairs where Karen was calling down to the girls asking how their day was.
Beth approached me and stood up on her toes to whisper to me. "Your pants are on inside out."
I could feel myself blushing.
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* * * *
Where we work out some sleeping arrangements (with a little help from my friends), and complete a few more household projects. Also a new project looks like it might change the office dynamics a bit. I guess we'll just have to see...
* * * *
The two weeks following my move-in were busy but uneventful. We did get the plumbing, painting and floor work done, and were looking forward to getting Karen moved in about two weeks early.
* * * *
I felt a little awkward with Debbie spending the nights in my bed. I'd never lived in a house with a little girl, and I was worried that Erin might pop her head in and see me naked, or worse, in flagrante delicto. Debbie assured me that she would not open the door if it was closed, and reminded me that she'd shared beds before with Erin in the house.
I still felt kind of odd.
Our days were busy. We had a list of projects we were working through, and every night I'd try to put some time into them. We were making great progress, but the lists got larger faster than we could work through them. Debbie would usually work with me on whichever project I was tackling that evening.
Each night was about as close to heaven as I could imagine. Debbie's a bath person, and every evening was an occasion for a bubble bath, whereas I'm a shower kind of guy, and after completing my ablutions, I would await the arrival of my angel. Her baths might take from 5 minutes to half-an-hour, but each would end the same, with this beautiful, naked girl climbing into my bed, and our pleasuring each other until sleep overtook us.
If the awkwardness of the little ones wasn't enough, Beth was over at least every other day. She'd stay pretty late, and I was wondering if maybe we'd all end up in the bed together again. So far all hints in that direction had fallen on deaf ears.
Karen was making occasional appearances, but was more involved in getting her and Ashley's rooms in order, and completing her packing at her townhouse. Debbie was also working over there during the day when possible, helping with the packing and cleaning as she went. I put in a couple of appearances to move a few things over, but we were still waiting for the big move.
During the second week in the place, I came home on a Wednesday to Cathy and Debbie deep in conversation. As soon as I walked in, one look from Cathy and I knew I was in trouble - again. Debbie got up, and said she was taking the girls to a movie, and she headed out with both Erin and Ashley in tow.
Now I was really worried.
Cathy walked to me and took me by my hand.
"Follow me, stud," she told me as she led me by the hand back into my bedroom.
"You look nice," I told her. She looked like she'd just come from the gym. Her short hair looked still wet. She had on some tight stretch shorts, and an exercise halter top that left her midriff exposed. Her ass looked great in the shorts.
"Right." She quipped.
"Really - those shorts look great on you." She'd stopped and turned around to face me, and I moved forward to take her in my arms, my hands on her rear.
"Jack, are you an idiot or do you work at being an asshole." She looked up into my face with an exasperated look on her face.
I had no idea what she was talking about. "What have I done now?" I asked in a tone of resignation.
She had backed out of my arms and she pulled her top off, exposing a running bra. "What's the deal with you and Beth? Are you stringing her along? Are you going to dump her? Are you just teasing her? What's up?" By the time she'd finished her questions her bra was joining her top on the floor.
"I thought things were going great. I see her all the time. She comes over here most evenings. She's been helping around the house."
She stood there staring at me, and looking me up and down, until I got the hint, and pulled my own shirt off.
"Why do you think she comes over all the time?" She continued her line of questioning, now sitting on the end of the bed, and peeling off her skin tight shorts.
"I thought she wanted to be with me, with us. She's a friend. We're having a good time. Chatting about the girl's day-care, laughing. What's wrong?" I was a little quicker at disrobing, and I had kicked off my shoes, and pulled my pants down around my ankles and stepped out of them, by the time she'd removed her shorts and panties.
She leaned forward, still sitting on the edge of the bed, and grabbed my already hardening cock. She stared at it as she stroked it slowly. She looked up at me, and took my cock deep in her mouth, holding it there for a few seconds before releasing it.
"God, you have a beautiful cock," she said, seemingly more to herself than to me.
She took me back in her mouth and worked me with her hand and mouth both for about a minute, until she had me rock-hard. Then she turned around, her feet on the floor, leaning over the bed, resting on her arms, presenting herself to me.
Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I rubbed my hard-on up and down her wet slit, finally plunging in to the root, and pulling her back against me.
"Why aren't you doing this to Beth?" She asked me, gasping, as I worked her with long strokes. I slowly pulled out until I could see the head of my cock on the verge of coming out, and then pushed back in firmly, holding myself deep in her. Once fully in, I'd squeeze the muscle under my balls, to make my cock swell up as much as possible, before pulling out again. I was playing.
"I don't think she wants to, and I don't want to rush her. I keep waiting for her to stay the night, and I've been dropping hints about how great that weekend was with all of us together, but no dice." She was squeezing back, each time I squeezed inside her, the feeling was incredible. I told her so.
"Jeez, Jack, you are so dense. How could God put such a great dick on such a dopey man? Have you ASKED her to spend the night?" Her voice was a little muffled, where her head was being driven into the pillow she was holding onto during each 'in' stroke.
"Well, no. But she knows how I feel." I was getting a little aggravated with this conversation, and picked up the pace, really putting it to her, pulling her back hard on my cock, holding her hip bones tightly, each stroke accentuated by the slap of our flesh together.
"Stupid, stupid, stupid. You've got to tell her. All the time, especially when she thinks her competition has her hooks so tight in you. She's miserable right now. She thinks that because she spent that one weekend with you, and since you've never touched her since, that maybe you just wanted her cherry. She's already told me she's lost you to Debbie." It took her quite a while to get the whole story out, in gasps and short fragments, as I pushed her down onto the bed, and kept plugging away.
The pace was wearing me out, and I had to slow down to catch my breath. As I pulled back, I reached out and rolled her over onto her back, crawling between her legs. She spread them wide for me, and I slipped back inside, my arms bracketing her head, as I looked down into her dark brown eyes.
"You don't seem to have that problem." I told her, watching her breasts bounce with each push into her.
"So I'm not insecure. She is. Rightfully so, and you are fucking up." She told me in no uncertain terms.
"I don't understand you women."
"I know. I'm not mad. I'm a little irritated, but as much at me as you. If you have any questions about this relationship you're diving into, ask me. Please ask me. I've got nothing to gain, and you must know I'm crazy about you, but I'm mad about Joe, so you're safe from me. I'll do what I can to help you. Really. I'd love to help you. Don't mess this up."
She looked so sincere, for once not scolding or teasing, or angry. I slowed to a stop, deep inside her, and lowered myself to her, holding her face, and kissing her sweet lips.
"Thanks," I told her, "I'll do that. Guide me." I lowered my face to hers again, and lost myself in a deep kiss, that went on forever.
She finally pushed me away. "How can anyone stay mad at you?" She pushed me to the side, rolling me onto my back, and straddled me, lowering herself onto my slick and very erect cock.
"She'll be coming over this evening. Ask her to stay. I bet she will." That was the last she said for a while as she rode me hard. I played with her breasts, and then moved my hand between her legs to rub her clit. Soon her fingers were digging into my flesh painfully, as she brought herself off, using my cock as her own pleasure tool.
She sat there, my full length buried, her chest heaving, her breath finally slowing. Then she pulled herself off me and climbed off the bed to my immense disappointment. I couldn't believe she was going to leave me with blue-balls.
She laughed at my look, "I'll be right back, lover. Just hold tight."
She went to the bathroom, and it wasn't long before I heard the tinkle that explained her actions, followed by a flush, and a short while later she was walking back to me, rubbing her hands together.
"Now, I'll let you finish." She rubbed her cupped hands up and down on my cock, and they were cold. She was rubbing some lotion on my dick, which hadn't gone down in size at all. Then she used her hands to make sure I was still ready for action. Smiling as she watched the object of her attention.
She climbed back on top of me, leaning forward, then reached behind her and guided me back inside her. She rocked back and forth, and then she leaned forward and kissed me, as I'd kissed her earlier. Her tongue darted around my lips, caressing my teeth. Her teeth nipped at my lips.
She pulled forward until I popped free, and then she reached back and guided me back in, with an enigmatic little smile. I realized she was pushing me into her ass.
"Jesus, Cathy, I'm so close as it is, if you put me in there, I know I'll pop."
She laughed a little, and then the head was in. She grimaced for a moment, and then smiled a huge smile, as she slowly pushed back onto my cock, until I was almost completely inside her.
"Tell me." She said softly.
"What?" I answered, trying to push into her. She countered by pulling away, until I was barely inside.
"Tell me how much you love it." She grinned, gyrating her hips, but resisting any further penetration on my part.
"I do. I love it. I love your ass. I love being inside you. I loved being the first to ever take you there. I love the nastiness, and I love the feeling I get knowing I'm fucking you in the ass. I love it."
"Good. Then do it. Fuck my ass." She taunted me.
I pushed her off me and placed her on her back again, crawling between her legs, and lifting her legs up high. She looked at me quizzically, until I pushed her knees back as far as her shoulders, exposing her little brown eye.
"Hold these." I commanded. She placed her arms behind her knees, and stayed bent in half. I took my cock in hand, and pressed the head against her tight little opening, pushing forward relentlessly, using my thumb to guide the head, until I'd popped in. Then through a series of short strokes I buried my cock all the way up her butt. She let go of her legs, and spread them wide, but my position kept me firmly lodged.
I leaned down, our faces inches apart, and using my hips alone, I worked about half my cock in and out of her tight little rear.
"I love making love to you Cathy, and I love the feeling of being buried in your ass." I told her softly.
"I can't believe I let you do this to me. I don't know why but it makes me so hot. Come in my ass for me, Jack."
She was clenching her ass around me on each stroke, and it was too much. I exploded inside her, coming over and over again, with each stroke trying to bury myself just a little bit deeper.
I collapsed on her, as she straightened out her legs. She was running her fingers through my hair, hushing my gasps.
"Shhhh, that's ok, lover. Shhhh."
My breathing finally slowed, but I could still hear my pulse beating in my ears. "Cathy, you spoil me."
"I know." She laughed, and then she was crawling out from under me, and getting dressed again.
"Now remember. Shortly after she gets here, take Beth to the side, tell her you've missed her, tell her something, and ask her to stay the night. Be nice. Oh - and change the sheets so she'll know they're new - change them before she gets here."
"But what about Debbie?" I asked. I knew something had been niggling at the back of my brain.
"It was Debbie who brought this whole thing up. She understands. Just tell her Beth is spending the night, and when it comes time she'll excuse herself." She rolled her eyes, like she was explaining something that any idiot should know.
* * * *
I escorted Cathy out, with a kiss at the door, then showered and cleaned up the room, including a new set of sheets. Once the bedroom was back in order, I went back to the chore of the day, which was putting up complete built-in shelves and drawers in Karen's closet. I'd just finished Debbie's yesterday. That had taken two long evenings, but I figured I'd learned a little from the last exercise and this one might go a little smoother. After this, just the pantry and utility room required shelving, and I could finally move on to working at hanging blinds and curtains. The bed sheets over the windows had to go.
* * * *
I felt her eyes on me, and turned to see Beth standing in the closet doorway, watching me carefully marking the wall where the next set of holes would be going. Debbie and the kids still weren't back from the movies yet. It looked like it was getting dark, probably close to eight o'clock.
"The door was open, and nobody answered, so I figured you might be up here." She smiled at me as if she didn't have a care in the world. How was I supposed to know I was screwing up if I didn't get any clues?
I dropped the tape measure, level, and pencil, and I walked over to where she was standing. I placed my hand behind her head, tilting her back, and brought my lips to hers. She returned my kiss tentatively at first, then a little more eagerly.
"I've missed you the last couple of nights. Where've you been?" I asked her.
"Oh, I figured you had lots to do, and I wanted to get some things done around my place." Her place was her parents place.
"I do have lots to do, but having you around makes the chores just a little bit easier to handle."
"I thought maybe I was a third wheel."
"Never!" I turned her back into the room, and sat her on the edge of the bed. I sat next to her, and then pulled her back with me, holding her in my arms. "I've missed holding you. Please tell me that tonight you'll finally stay. I know I shouldn't ask, but I want to be with you so bad."
"Why shouldn't you ask?" she asked puzzled.
"Well, I don't know how you'll feel being with me, with Debbie and Erin in the same house. And then there's the fact that you live with your parents and they're bound to wonder about you not showing up at night. But I want to wake up next to you again. Please say you'll stay."
"You only had to ask - of course I'll stay." She buried her head in my side, and squeezed me tight.
* * * *
It wasn't long before Debbie was back, giving me grief for not having done anything about dinner, and the girls were regaling me with tales from their movie. At that point I figured the closet was done for the night.
The kids had eaten, so dinner was just the three of us. We were making plans for getting Karen moved in that weekend, while discussing what kind of blinds we'd be getting, discussing shades, and sheers, and other window coverings that I had never heard of. Where did these girls learn all this stuff? It must be some genetic thing.
Beth helped Debbie clear the dishes and wash up, while I tucked the girls in. I'd taken to reading them a story each night. Even thought they each had a room, they always wanted to sleep together. Not in Erin's bunk beds, but in Ashley's double bed.
Back downstairs fifteen minutes later, I caught Debbie heading into the kitchen, while Beth was seated on the couch, watching the news.
"Debbie, I asked Beth to stay the night tonight." I was a little anxious and didn't know what to expect. I was almost apologetic.
"It's about time. I love being with you, but God knows you can wear a girl out." She smiled devilishly. "I could use a break."
"You're not mad?" I asked.
She turned and leaned against me. "No. I knew this was coming. If I was going to choose someone to share you with, I couldn't pick better than that girl in there. I think she needs some of your attention. I'll be fine."
We finished the wine we started with dinner, and then Debbie excused herself, claiming tiredness, and headed up the stairs.
"Did you bring anything with you? Anything you need for the night?" I asked Beth, as I walked over to her, and reached out to give her a hand up off the couch.
"Well, I do have a small bag out in the car."
"Good, I'll get it; meet you in my room in 15 seconds." And I left, jogging out of the room, to the peals of her laughter.
I returned in not much longer than that, and found her sitting on the end of my bed, waiting patiently.
"I hope you're going to take a shower, you look a fright." Beth said, as I passed her the overnight bag.
"Only if you'll join me."
"I thought that was a given." She stood and removed her clothes carefully, folding them as she laid them across the nightstand.
Once again we showered until the water ran cold, exploring each others bodies at length. I delighted in feeling the silkiness of her skin, and caressing her young curves.
Back in bed I lay beside her, on my side, taking visual inventory, as I allowed my hand to freely roam all over her upper body.
"You are so beautiful, Beth. I can't believe you are here with me. I've missed you."
"Really? Tired of Debbie already?" she responded. She immediately looked abashed. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say that."
The hint of bitterness caught me unawares.
"No, I'm sorry. I've been so wishy-washy these last couple of weeks. I didn't really know where we stood after that first time, and I've just been letting things go as they will." I crawled up close beside her and gave her a kiss on the shoulder, as I let my hand reach down between her legs and I opened her up a bit.
"Last weekend with you was the most fabulous of my life. As much as I enjoy making love to Debbie, nothing makes me happier than to be with you. I have missed you badly these last couple of nights." She opened her legs a bit, giving my fingers better access, and I slipped in another.
"You certainly didn't go out of your way to show me."
"I know. I still don't know how all this is supposed to work. But I'll tell you what I wish. I wish that I could make love to you every day. I wish that I could wake up beside you every morning." I crawled over on top of her, spread her legs, and with just a little effort, got the head of my cock inside her.
"What about Debbie? And Karen?"
"Karen? Karen is fun to poke, but that's about it." On the word 'poke' I gave a little poke of my own, burying my cock halfway inside her, receiving a small gasp in return.
"Ok, so Karen is no big deal, but how about Debbie?"
"My heart breaks for her. I want to take care of her. She's possibly the prettiest girl I've ever known, and every time I look at her my pulse races. It's crazy, I know. I feel I'm walking on eggshells around her sometimes, and I'm always afraid that I'm going to hurt her in some way. And yet, I can't look at her without wanting to make love to her." Instead, I was making love to Beth, easily, almost casually, as I told her that the girl in the room directly above us was what I desired more than anything. Maybe I really was as foolish as Cathy claimed.



"So, what do you want to do? Not what do you wish, but what do you think we can do?" She didn't sound angry or irritated; she was just discussing things honestly.
I lost myself for a couple of minutes in the sensation of my cock sliding in and out of her tight, nearly virginal pussy. "How often can you spend the night?"
"How often do you think?" She still wasn't very responsive to my actions, allowing me to have sex with her, but not really into it.
My arms were getting tired, and I leaned down and kissed her. Then I rolled over and pulled her on top of me. She guided me back in and was soon laying with her full weight on me, and I caressed her back as I rolled my hips, sliding in and out of her.
"How often?" She repeated.
"I...If I had a place for you, I wish you could stay here."
She kissed my shoulder, nibbling at the skin. "I don't need much room." Now I could feel the rolling of her hips as she responded to my thrusts.
"Would you? Would you live here with us?" I was holding her tightly while I drove in and out of her a little more forcefully.
"I don't know. It depends on a lot of things. I guess you'll just have to make me an offer." She pushed up on her arms and sat upright. She was so pretty, her young full breasts so firm. I pulled her down so I could lick and suck on first one nipple, then the other, while she rocked back and forth on my cock.
She sat upright again, and then climbed off for a second as she turned around facing the end of the bed. She put her hands on my legs just above my knees, and lowered herself back onto my cock. I held her sweet ass cheeks and thrust up into her as she bounced up and down on my cock.
I reached between her cheeks and let my fingertips run from where my cock entered her, back along the crevice of her cheeks across her little butthole.
"Mmmmm, now that's naughty" she moaned.
I let my thumb linger on her ass, nudging the tip into her.
"Sorry, baby, but that's not on the menu...yet." She laughed, clenching her butt cheeks tightly.
"God you feel so great." I told her. "Lean forward."
She obliged getting on her hands and knees, and I pulled my legs out and got behind her. I ran my cock up and down the crack of her ass, pulling the head across her asshole, before I pressed it back inside her. I was feeling pretty close to coming. I grabbed her hips and fucked her as hard and fast as I could, the slap of our skin echoing in the room. There was something about the view of her narrow waist swelling out with the curve of her hips, the heart shape of her full ass, and vision of my cock disappearing into her, that made my blood burn.
"I'm gonna come baby," I gasped.
"Come in me," she whispered back, and I did, thrusting deeply, filling her with my seed.
I collapsed beside her. She got up and came back from the bathroom a few minutes later with a warm washcloth. She wiped me clean, threw the washcloth in the general direction of the bathroom, and climbed back in the bed. I followed her back up and lay beside her pulling her to my side. We were quiet for a couple of minutes.
"I'm so confused, Jack." She finally broke the silence.
"Me too." I closed my eyes and thought about what I'd gotten into, letting my hand caress her shoulder.
I came close to falling asleep. But the creak of the door opening jolted my eyes open. I looked up to find Debbie walking across the room. She came to my side of the bed.
"Jack." she whispered, standing there trembling, wearing only a long t-shirt.
"What's wrong baby." I wasn't sure if Beth was awake or asleep, and I spoke softly.
"I'm...I'm so embarrassed, Jack. I...I can't stand being alone up there. I'm sorry. Can I please sleep in here? I'll sleep on the floor." She couldn't even lift her eyes. "Please."
Beth was awake. I felt her lift herself up on her side, and look across at Debbie.
Debbie looked up and saw Beth watching her. She started crying. "I'm sorry, Beth. I'm sorry, I'll go." But she just stood there shaking and sobbing.
I rolled my legs off the side of the bed, and took Debbie's hands in mine. "I'm sorry Debbie, but it's not my decision to make. Tonight, this is Beth's room." I stood, and threw on my robe, and headed for the kitchen to get a drink, and to see if they could maybe work this out on their own.
I'm sure a lot of people might think I was a coward trying to take the easy way out. Maybe they'd be right.
After getting a drink, I settled onto the couch in the living room. I could hear the murmur of voices behind the closed door. I thought I'd wait until one of them left, or they came and got me. I almost fell back to sleep, before Beth called me from the doorway. "Come on back."
Debbie looked a lot better, she'd cleaned up her face, and she was sitting on one side of the bed. Beth was standing on the other. After a few seconds of silence Beth spoke. "Well? Go ahead." Her words were clearly directed towards Debbie.
Debbie looked up. "Beth says I can sleep here, but you decide where everyone sleeps. I really don't mind sleeping on the floor. Really."
I walked over to Beth. "You don't have to do this."
"I've been thinking, Jack. Here's the deal. I'm leaving myself wide open. But Debbie agrees. You should belong to both of us. Both. Anytime she's with you, I can be there too, and whenever you're with me, she's welcome. But it's our decision. If you share your bed with one of us, you have to be willing to share it with both of us. Can you live with that?"
"I'd love to. I guess this means nobody else. No Cathy, no Karen."
"No. I don't think so. Not for now. But it's our decision. If we say no Karen, then it's no Karen. But for now, as long as each night is spent with us, I think we can deal with the rest of it. Let's just not go adding another pile of lovers to your harem just yet, Ok?" Beth didn't sound quite as confident the more she spoke.
I climbed into the bed, and faced Debbie. "What about you?"
"If Beth will let me, I'll share you with her. I just want to be with you. I can't sleep unless I can reach out and touch you. I must wake ten times a night and each time I have to know you're there. Please."
I turned back to Beth. "Turn out the light and come to bed." I then pulled Debbie back into the bed. She discarded her t-shirt, exposing her incredible body, before she slipped under the covers.
Once Beth was pressed against my one side and Debbie against my other, I turned my face towards Beth's. "Thank you. You know I love you."
"You better."
"Will you live with us? I'll build an addition, dining room downstairs, bedroom upstairs. I want to spend every night with you." I was punctuating my offer with tiny kisses on the top of her head.
Debbie on the other hand, had allowed her hand to roam down my body and she now was gently massaging my cock, and cupping my balls. Even though I'd been just about asleep, she was getting a reaction.
Beth let her top hand brush across my far nipple, and then painted small circles around it, just inches from where Debbie's face was looking back at her from across my chest. "You are a ninny. Don't worry about the addition yet, let's just try to work out all the other stuff going on here." She leaned her head back, offering me her lips. I leaned down and accepted the offer.
I pulled away a moment later. "Other stuff, like the sex?" I asked
"No, I think the sex part will work out, as long as Deb and I come first, and it's our decision. It's everything else." She turned a bit upright, and her tiny pink tongue reached out and licked my other nipple now.
Debbie's hands had brought me to full life again, and she eased herself down my body, under the covers. Soon her mouth was full, and she rested her head on my stomach, as she stroked my shaft with her hand.
I couldn't for the life of me figure out what 'everything else' was. But I guess she was right about the sex. Beth reached down and with a sweep, pulled back the covers exposing Debbie. She then reached down with her hand and stroked Debbie's hair.
Debbie lifted up onto all fours, and pivoted on my cock, until her feet were at the end of the bed. She was now facing us, my cock in both her hands as she raised her face up and down on my cock, her eyes moving back and forth between me and Beth.
Beth traced a line down the side of Debbie's face, to the side of her mouth. Debbie pulled my cock out of her mouth, and turned to Beth. She took Beth's finger in her mouth, then a second finger when it was offered, her tongue twirling around, and then sucking the fingers. After several second of this, Beth pulled her fingers out of Debbie's mouth, and with a gentle push, aimed Debbie back at my cock, where she took the hint and buried my cock in her throat again.
"She really is pretty, isn't she?" Beth said softly. I saw her eyes were closed and I could hear her shallow breath slowing. She was falling asleep on my chest, while another woman was blowing me, just a foot away.
I laid back and let Debbie suck me off. Beth's soft snore was the most wonderful sound in the world, and Debbie didn't seem to mind that it took a very long time before I succumbed to her efforts and filled her mouth with my cum.
Debbie climbed back up next to me. "Good night, Jack."
"I love you, Debbie. I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings tonight." I said sleepily.
I was all but asleep, when I heard her faint whisper. "He loves me."
* * * *
Thursday morning I got called into my boss's office.
I hadn't spoken with Chris since she'd helped out at the 'barn-raising'. I was a little embarrassed not knowing how much she'd been privy to during all the gossip that went on. Joe worked for her as well, and Karen worked on the same floor.
"So, Jack, how's everything going?"
"Pretty good. I'm moved in and the house is looking pretty good. Plus the Gandalf project is completely done now. I'm just working on cleaning up a little documentation."
"Well, you're going to need to finish up what you can, and push off the rest of those." She was smiling, so I wasn't too worried about losing my job or something weird. "The customer has approved your project. They've even picked up some of the options. We're a go. We just have to select the team."
I was astounded. I'd proposed the project over four months ago. It seemed like the customer was really interested, and since it was by brainchild, I was allowed to present the concept to the upper brass. But then it had seemed to die out and I hadn't heard anything about it in at least two months. Now Chris explained it had just been the contract completion and legal business. When she showed me the complete project abstract I was even more surprised to find the team had swelled to four, instead of three, they'd picked up almost every option, and the dollar amount was easily double what I thought we'd be charging.
This was my first real project leadership. We discussed the team at length. Chris was going to manage the whole project and I was going to be the software lead, with the other three engineers reporting to me.
The best part of the whole thing was I'd already done most of the work. I'd been writing some custom software to make my own job easier, leveraging some existing unsupported programs, and thought that the customer could use the same type of stuff at all the field sites. What I'd sold them on was already running on my computer, it just needed repackaging.
Chris wasn't aware of how much was done, and kept hounding me to release more of the work to the others. I was letting them do all the packaging, add some needed features, and do the report generation and improved user-interface, but the guts was 90% done and I was determined to keep possession and dole it out slowly, while rewriting a couple of portions for performance.
Chris was seated next to me, reading over the contract, and she pointed out the completion bonus. Her hand brushed mine, and it was electric. I thought I could feel the hairs rising on my arms.
"If we can get this project done on time, with the features agreed to, and tested, I've negotiated for about $60K to be distributed among the team as a bonus. It's a lot more than usual, since it was generated by us internally. I've got full discretion on the distribution of the bonus money. I figured we'd hold out about 2K for a post project activity. Of the remainder you and I will share two-thirds of it, and the team splits the rest. It looks like a huge amount of work, in such a little amount of time. What do you think our chances are for coming in on time with all the requested features?" She was looking at me pretty intensely.
I'd never really noticed before how pretty her green eyes were.
"I will personally guarantee it. For that kind of money I'll write it myself in my garage if I have to. Did we get the training included in the price?" That would be pretty neat; it included taking the product to field sites on four continents, installing it and training the local staff.
"Yes, training and installation are budgeted, including travel for two, one week at each of the six sites." She pointed out the training budget, over $150k for that part alone. I saw the customer was being charged $150 an hour for my time. Wow, I wished I got a third of that. "Do you think you'll be up to the travel?" She asked.
I wondered if she knew I was 'up' now. "Sure. I'd love it. If my math is right, you and I could be sharing a pretty sizeable chunk of cash."
"That's right. It could be almost 40 thousand dollars. Not bad for a 4 month project. I figure this was your baby, we can split it 40-60, that'll give you around 24 thousand." She smiled at me and I couldn't help but think that her mouth was awful sexy. I was wondering if she'd be doing the training with me. I was relatively certain I'd be half the training team.
"50-50 sounds fair to me. You did the hard part, getting them to sign on the dotted line." Also, since she wrote my reviews, and gave me my raises, I was pretty sure she'd find a way to make up the 4k.
She argued a bit, but finally gave in, without too hard a struggle.
I would guess that Chris was in her late 30's. She had a 13 year old son whose soccer team I had coached. I had to admit she looked great for someone her age. She dressed very conservatively and severe at work, but I had seen her in shorts and t-shirts on the weekends, and she had a nice figure hidden away. She wore her hair up every day, but it looked great down.
It was strange. It seemed the more sex I was getting, the more my mind seemed to dwell on nothing else. I'd never really thought about her that way, but I was wondering just how wild she might be. I caught myself staring at her, my eyes lingering on the gap in her blouse, where her breasts were partially visible, atop a lacy low bra. I was wondering what it'd be like to have my cock riding that valley, her mouth waiting at the end, when I saw that she was blushing at my stare. God, what was I thinking?
* * * *
Karen came over that evening, and we made our plans for moving her in that weekend. She was excited about the prospect, and wanted to do some last minute painting of her kid's room on Friday, so she was taking the day off. Saturday was the moving day, and she was assuring me that she was going to make that evening something special for me, to celebrate the whole thing coming together.
Beth called to say she couldn't come over that night, but she'd be by on Friday. I asked her if she'd please stay Friday night, and that we could discuss some of that 'other stuff' we had to work out, including how to get her moved in permanently.
I did manage to finish Karen's closet. I also gave Debbie a tit-fuck, imagining for a moment it was Chris holding her breasts together for me. The image didn't linger. Debbie herself was far too distracting and beautiful a bed partner to let my mind wander long.
* * * *
I came home from work Friday evening really excited. We'd held our project kick-off meeting. We were still working the "Wizard" project names, and we were calling the project "Oz". I wondered how, after 7 projects that one had been skipped. Everyone was aboard with the concept, loved the idea, and was really motivated by the offer of a substantial project bonus at the end. Chris and I had spent the morning closeted away, working out what the percentages should be for each member, and that afternoon I talked to each member of the software team and showed them their personal stake in the project. It was a top-end of from $5000 to $8000 for each of them, and they were all excited by the prospect. Chris had pointed out the need to hold back another several thousand for nominal bonuses to others who worked on the project from other groups, including admins, purchasing, testing, configuration management, and the doc writers. People from these groups would be part of our final celebration, would get project goodies, like t-shirts or mugs, and a few hundred bucks at the end. This management stuff was complicated. Chris expected to include about 6-8 extra people on our projects, and we'd need project goodies for at least 30, to include upper management, and the customer.
Brenda, from the Gandalf project was rolling over with me to the new project, but Karen wouldn't be on this one - no graphic design on this - straight software utility.
When I walked in the door, I found Beth, Debbie, and another girl seated in the living room, drinking frozen Margaritas. They were discussing opening a day care operation, and were getting loud. I could hear the kids playing upstairs. A full house.
"Hi Jack." Beth called out shortly after I walked in. "This is Amie. I don't think you've met. She works with me. She'd love to work with us in our new day care center."
I stepped over and extended my hand for a shake as I introduced myself. "Sure. I couldn't forget anyone as pretty as Amie; you were at the final day of the house-fixing weekend. Nice to see you again."
Amie took my extended hand and used it to pull herself up from her seat. She was only a couple of inches shorter than me. She had on oversized glasses, which gave her a librarian look. "I think it's so great that you'd help us all do this, and let us use your property. I'd really like to be involved if you do this." She never let go of my hand and kept shaking it with her two. I think they'd all had at least one too many Margaritas and the others giggled at my predicament.
"I'm sure we could use the help, but Debbie and Beth will be running this show; just consider me a silent backer." I extricated myself from her grip, and excused myself. "If you'll excuse me for a minute, I'll change, and join you ladies for a drink."
I was standing in my boxers, picking out a polo from the closet, when Beth walked in.
"You haven't changed your idea about our opening up a day care have you?" she asked, leaning against the wall while she watched me select my shirt.
"Not at all. I think we're just about done with this place, at least as far as the essentials go, and I think we can start planning for the next step. Whether that includes an addition, extra bedrooms, a dining room, or just the day care add-on in the back - that's what we have to workout next."
"That's great. Amie is pretty isn't she?"
Amie was very cute. Tall and very slender with big brown eyes and shoulder length reddish-brown hair, she couldn't have been more than 20 either. She appeared to be legs all the way up to her chin. "Absolutely. Nothing like you and Debbie, but definitely cute."
"Great. I've been telling her a little about our relationship here. If she were to work with us, would you...well, would you want to be with her?"
I was so confused.
"Beth, I'm not sure what you expect here. Do you think that just because she works with us she has to sleep with me?" I was getting a little ticked off.



"I'm not sure what you want. Karen and Debbie have to sleep with you to live here."
"Beth, nobody HAS to sleep with me. I told Debbie that. Karen and I were somewhat involved even before we discussed moving in. It's not like that. I thought we'd discussed this."
"Does that mean you won't be sleeping with Karen anymore?"
She got me there. "Well, no, but that's different."
"How about Cathy, do you still want to do her?" I just noticed that when she had come in the room, she hadn't quite closed the door completely, and I could see Amie and Karen watching our discussion, and probably overhearing too much of it.
At least I had my shorts on now, with a shirt.
"No, I mean, yes, I'll still be seeing her. She and Joe are among my best friends." I was trying to talk softly, and hoping Beth would follow suit.
"But you'll still sleep with her I bet." Beth smirked.
"Listen, if you want, I'll say no to everyone except you and Debbie."
"It's not that, I'm just wondering who you want to be with." She still wasn't getting much quieter. Was this the effect of the margaritas, or too much thinking since last night?
"Beth, let's just drop it. We can discuss it later, Ok?"
"Well just so you know. Amie doesn't know ALL about our relationship here, but she'll probably find out most of it if she's around much." Beth sidled up close dropping her voice. "She hasn't had much experience, two boyfriends, and none in the picture right now."
"Let's go back out there. And no more talk about this, Ok?" I placed my arm around her, guiding her back out.
Beth took a seat on the couch and once I'd grabbed a beer from the kitchen, I joined the girls in the living room.
"So tell me what you guys have in mind for a day care center. When do you expect to do this, how many kids can you handle, who's going to do what," I asked.
Beth took the lead. "I think if three of us worked, me, Deb, and Amie, we could handle about 15 kids. Less with babies."
Amie chimed in, animatedly. "I think if we have some freedom in how the place is set up, we could handle infants a little easier. There's a lot of money in watching the babies, no one wants to do it and they're a lot of work. With more space, a baby proofed room, and a crib room dedicated to the napping, we could handle four or five babies, and another eight to ten kids." She spoke clearly and decisively. She sounded as sharp as the glasses helped her look. Maybe the margaritas weren't hitting her so hard after all.
"What do you think, Debbie?"
"I think I'd want to start slow. If we did take care of any infants, I'd only want to start with two or three, and I don't think I'd want to have more than three kids apiece to start, so keep it no more than 12. Ten if we have three infants. We can always add more later.
"What about licensing?" I asked
The girls looked at each other, and then Beth finally admitted they hadn't really looked into that yet.
"You girls have some homework to do." I told them. "One call to the state department of human resources told me that the maximum size of a home day care operation is 8. Doesn't matter how many people you have. You guys are going to need a full day care center license. That is work. Even then, if you want to have infants, say 6 weeks to 9 months, the maximum size of your group is 9, with two infants and 6 with three infants. There's a reason that people don't watch more infants."
The girls looked at me stunned.
"Listen, I've told you I like the idea, and I'm willing to support you 100%. But I don't want you going into this unprepared. I want you to do some research. Licensing, insurance, benefits, what it takes to do business here. How much you're going to charge, how you're going to handle people who show up late. Write me a business plan, show me this can be profitable, and safe, and make sure we're not at risk to get sued and lose everything. Just do your homework."
"That seems like a lot of stuff to do," Beth piped in. "Why can't we just operate it like the one Amie and I are working at?"
"You can pattern it after that, but I just want you to know this business inside out, before you abandon your jobs and invest a lot of time and money in this. I'll give you two weeks to come up with your first draft. Then we can go over it. If things look good then, we can go ahead with researching what it will take to do the changes here to accommodate you guys. I'm still leaning towards using the back property and expanding the workshop."
Debbie was nodding. "I don't think we're in that big a hurry." She turned towards the other two. "Let's divide up the jobs. I can do a lot since I'm at home now. We should meet at least twice a week for the next four weeks, and we can have all the info compiled for Jack by then."
Karen walked in as the girls huddled together discussing their plans, and how to divide the responsibilities. She looked at me curiously and I explained that they were talking about an idea they had about opening a day care center. I asked her to join me in the bedroom, so we could talk about the move the following day, and to discuss a new project I was working on.
"How's the packing going." I asked, after closing the door behind us, reducing the outside din to a dull roar.
"It's all done. Craig's already out, and all we have to do is get the stuff over here." She was sitting on the edge of the bed.
I sat down next to her. "When do you want us over?"
"I figure 9:00 am should do it - you got any of the guys lined up to help?"
"Just Jim. I figure we can handle it - you don't have that much stuff still there, and all we'll have to do is move it from there to here, since the packing is all done."
Karen reached across and placed her hand in my lap. "I promise I'm going to make this all up to you. I love the closet upstairs. You've been doing great." Her promise was accented with a squeeze and rub that left no doubt as how she intended to 'make it up to me'.
"Karen, you know that project I've been trying to get off the ground..."
"I know. Brenda was eager to let me know as soon as she had word. No big deal, I'll be seeing enough of you here, I don't have to be around you at work all the time, too." Not content with just rubbing, she dropped to her knees in front of me, and was opening my pants.
"Well, you know if there'd been a need for graphic design, I would have pushed for you." I lifted up my hip to allow her to ease my pants down, glancing over at the closed door, to make sure the discussion was still going full bore in the other room.
Moments later Karen had my cock in her mouth, and was working at a feverish pace to get me hard. Quite successfully I might add.
As soon as she had me as hard as she wanted, she stood, kicked her underwear off and hiked her skirt up over her waist. She bent over the edge of the bed, her legs spread straight legged in a visually delightful inverted 'V'.
"I've only got a little while, I want to do some last minute packing tonight, but I think you deserve a down-payment on this weekend."
I experienced a moment of deja-vu as I recalled Cathy in an identical position just two days earlier.
"Well, come on lover, don't leave me hanging. Don't tell me you've already had your fill of me. " She teased as I was lost in thought for a few moments.
I stepped forward and found my way inside her, with the helpful guidance of her hand.
"So tell me something about this project of yours, who's on it?" She asked.
"Chris is PM, I'm lead engineer, and Brenda, Wenli, and Eric make up the rest of the team."
Over the next couple of minutes, she grilled me on the project and I filled her pussy while I filled her in on the details, except for the matter of the bonus, which was going to be a surprise.
I thought about Beth in the next room, and I wasn't sure how much Karen knew about that situation. I had never really brought it up, and I wasn't sure if Debbie had. I was about to mention it, when I thought better of it, and it's appropriateness under the current circumstances. I didn't want her to think I was thinking of other women while doing her.
Jesus, I thought, I still haven't told her about Cathy either. I'm going to have to sit down and talk these things out. Later.
After a few minutes, the leisurely fuck was turning a little hotter, and I could feel myself on the verge of coming, picking up the pace.
"This weekend I think you deserve a repeat of our first weekend together. Me and Debbie both, how does that sound? Maybe this time I'll lick her while you do me. I bet you'd like that. But this time we'll have the entire weekend."
I guess she was right. The image fresh in my brain, I came inside her like a rocket, thrusting so hard I lifted her legs off the ground.
I had completely forgotten about the girls in the room next door in the heat of the moment, and looked over at the door, relieved to see it was still closed, and able to hear a murmur from the other side.
But then again, it might have been interesting to perform for the other three. I wonder what Amie would have thought?
* * * * End of CvsN: 7 Projects and Polyamory * * * *
Things are starting to settle in, and so far, I've been far luckier than any man has a right to. In Chapter 8, Virgin no more, Jim and I help Karen move out of her apartment, and one more person joins our love triangle. (I guess it's a love heptagon, there are seven participants so far).
* * * *
If you liked this story, please vote. It's the perfect feedback, and is greatly appreciated. And keep those great emails coming. Thanks.
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A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Karen finally moves in and she finds a way to reward the help.
* * * *
Saturday morning I woke to the smell of bacon frying, and the sound of laughter. The sun was streaming in through the bay window and the sky was clear and blue as Debbie's eyes. I hopped into the shower for a quick rinse, passing on the shave, and headed out to the kitchen.
Jim had showed up a little after 8:00 that morning. He was showing up more and more often around meal-time. Made sense since he lived alone, had no girlfriend, and had no prospects at the moment. We didn't begrudge him the occasional meal since he was always a great contributor around the house, and had done so much to get the electrical working during the rebuild.
Jim had a small problem. He was horrible with women. I'd set him up on dates three different times, and watched him self-destruct on two of those when we double-dated. Once a girl was out of reach though, like when they were married, or involved with people he knew, he stopped trying so hard, and could be likable. Debbie and Beth seemed to be finally warming up to him, and Karen had been teasing him for ages. His virginity was no office secret, and any efforts on his part to change that status had been completely fruitless so far.
Fortified by Debbie's breakfast, we grabbed our moving gear, and were on the road by 9:00. Jim's truck was hauling an open trailer, and I figured it shouldn't take us more than two trips. Many of the things had been moved piece-meal over the last few weeks, and Karen had spent the last several days packing, with frequent help from Debbie.
Five minutes later we were at Karen's. The door was propped open with a couple of phone books, and the view into the living room was nothing but stacked boxes. Karen met us just inside the threshold. She looked hot and sweaty, and my guess was that she'd already been at work for a couple of hours. Her hair was disheveled, and her shirt was sticking to her.
"Ah, my handsome knights, here to rescue this poor damsel in distress." She stepped forward and took each of our arms in hers, as if we were her escort. "Or are you planning on kidnapping me and taking me back to your fortress where I'm to be your play thing? You know Jack, I've never really forgiven you for doing exactly that back during the Crusades, you brute." That earned me a poke in the ribs.
Jim looked at me quizzically, and I just laughed. Sometimes I wasn't even sure if she was joking or if she really believed all this past life drivel she spouted.
We took a quick tour of the premises and I was pleased to find that everything was packed and almost completely ready for moving.
Under Karen's able and unceasing direction we started emptying the house from the front to the back. She was certainly in a touchy-feely mood, as she didn't miss an opportunity to place a hand on a shoulder, around a waist, or anywhere else she could reach. She also seemed to be making a point of rubbing against us in every tight spot when we were moving the bigger items. Of course we were doing a bit of rubbing back ourselves.
Two hours later we'd completed our first load and had emptied eighty percent of the place. We were dripping sweat. The sun was beating down, and it turned out that Karen had closed out her phone and electric the day before. It must have been 95 degrees outside, and not much cooler inside.
Debbie took a break from making crafts with the kids, and offered us lunch when we got back to the house, but we begged off until we'd finished the move. We did accept the offer of fresh squeezed lemonade, and a couple of cookies fresh out of the oven for energy. It was refreshing to be in the cool house, and I was tempted to take a quick shower, but I knew I'd just get dirty again. Unloading took a lot less time then loading had, and we were back on the road less than an hour later.
Getting out of the air-conditioned pickup and walking back into that townhouse was like walking into a sauna. Just a few minutes after arriving I stripped off my sweat-soaked t-shirt and finished the packing in just my shorts and shoes. Jim followed suit shortly after.
"No fair!" Karen cried when she came out of the kitchen and saw our state of dishabille. Her white button-up sleeveless blouse had started out tucked in, then tied across her waist, and finally had been tied up in a tiny halter, and it was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra underneath it. She was as hot as us, and her shirt was soaked through. Her nipples showed dark and erect against the flimsy wet material.
"No one's stopping you, you know," Jim laughed.
"Oh, I bet you'd like that," she answered, throwing a bunched up sheet of wrapping paper at him.
"You know I would!" he called back hauling another box out to the truck.
She walked up behind me where I was sealing some of the last boxes. I could feel her hands sliding down my slick back.
"The sight of you hunks is getting me hot," she whispered to me. "I've been thinking of ways to pay you off this weekend, and I can't wait to get started."
"I can hardly wait myself. Let's get this stuff loaded and get out of here." I lifted the box I was working on to my shoulder and took it out to the truck. As I walked away her hands ran down and lingered on my ass with a final squeeze.
Returning to finish up the loading, I was surprised to see Karen had risen to the challenge, and had removed her own shirt. We were all bare-chested, but it certainly looked a lot better on her. Her breasts were really her nicest feature. Not very big, but very pert, and perfectly shaped. Her nipples were hard as diamonds, and Jim was straining himself avoiding looking at them, his face even redder than the heat warranted.
As soon as he was out the door with the next box, she burst out laughing, holding her breasts towards me and tweaking her nipples. "I guess you're not afraid to look at me."
"Behave yourself, shameless, or I'll do a lot more than look!"
"Promises, promises..." she muttered, as she headed up the stairs to make sure we hadn't overlooked anything.
As far as I could tell, we had cleared the place out except for the few boxes and some odd shaped and fragile items left in the living room.
Jim came in as Karen disappeared around the top of the stairs, and I finished my visual inventory.
He scanned the room and looked like a baby who'd had his candy stolen, when he couldn't spot Karen.
"Jim, I think we're about done here. We're not going to clean the place now, the girls will take care of that tomorrow. I'm going to call ahead and let Debbie know we're just about on our way. I think I'll have her start lunch. Any preference?"
He never even slowed, grabbing a TV that we were going to put in Karen's front seat. "Nope, I'm sure anything Debbie make's'll be fine."
I headed up the stairs to see if Karen had any preferences, and caught her in the master-bedroom walk-in closet, checking behind the door.
"I'm about to call Debbie and tell her we're on her way. Any preferences for lunch?"
She brazenly walked up to me, pressed her breasts against my chest, placed her hand on the growing lump in my pants, and answered.
"Sausage."
She punctuated the request with a long lingering lick across my chest.
Enough was enough. I stepped back, and pulled my shorts off in a flash. I was wearing loose, knit shorts and no underwear, and the whole act took about two seconds.
"Funny, sausage is the special of the day. No waiting." I told her, and reaching out with my hand behind her neck I pulled her down to her knees.
"What if Jim comes up here?" She said, reaching out and taking my cock in her hand.
"Well, he'll just have to wait his turn." I told her, and winding my fingers in her hair, pulled her face to my crotch.
She must have been as turned on as me. She looked up to me, her eyes locked to mine, and with a long lascivious lick, dragged her tongue from the bottom of my balls, to the crest of my head, where she ran the tip of her tongue all over my purple helmet. A second lick ended with her taking my cock in her mouth and slowly pressing her face down as far as she could take it.
"God that feels good, Karen. I think this is going to be a great weekend." I murmured.
"MmmmHmmm" she answered as best she could, with her mouth full.
She worked her hand up and down my cock as she sucked away on the head. After a few minutes of this delightful treatment, I pulled my cock out of her mouth, and stood her up. I turned her around so she was facing away from me, her head out the closet door, and pulled her shorts down to her ankles. Her soaked white undies followed suit.
"Jack..." she said, reproachfully, but still stepped out of her shorts and panties, kicking them out of the way.
I placed one hand on her left hip, and with the other, pushed her down just behind her neck, until her upper body was parallel with the ground. I spread her cheeks with my thumbs, grasping her hips, looking down at her wet pussy. She was bent over even farther now, almost jackknifed, one elbow on her knee, the other hand opening herself, presenting herself to me.
I took my cock in hand, and placed the head at her opening. I could feel her fingers guide me in the first inch or so, after which I grabbed her hips and pulled back hard, impaling her on my stiff prick.
"Ooh!" she gasped in surprise, at the sudden intrusion, and then gasped again.
"Feels good, doesn't it?" I laughed, pulling out a little, and pushing back hard.
She tried to pull away for a second, but I was having none of that and thrust up inside her, moving my hips side to side, but keeping my cock buried.
"Oh, shit," she hissed, and dropped her head down between her knees.
That was when I saw that Jim had entered the room, and could see her pretty well. I was still mostly hidden behind the door. Our shorts scattered just outside the door, and the bouncing of her body left little doubt what was going on, even if he didn't have a great view of the action.
I saw him turn half away. "Sorry to walk in on you. I just was wondering where you'd gone, and I need help with that mirror. Everything else is loaded." He turned partially, the temptation too much, and watched us out of the corner of his eye.
"Sorry Jim. This little tart has been teasing me, and I couldn't help myself." The exhibitionist in me reared his head, and I stroked myself in and out of Karen's dripping pussy, using full long strokes, while I spoke to him.
"ME! You were the ones teasing me, with your hot sweaty bodies, brushing up against me, showing off. With two half-naked hunks hanging around, how's a girl supposed to behave?" She was looking back and forth between us, and she was pushing back onto my cock with each stroke. Clearly she was enjoying the show we were putting on as well. Her arms were folded across her chest, but careful observation revealed her hands were also squeezing her own tits.
"Well," Jim answered meekly, "I guess I'll wait down stairs."
"Jim." I told him sharply. "This is why you're still a virgin at 26. When opportunity presents itself, you've got to take your best shot."
"Jack! I can't believe you said that. What kind of opportunity are you talking about." Karen snapped at me.
"I'm just saying, here's a pretty woman, naked, in front of him, and he's talking about walking away. Look Jim, she's said you're hot, and that you've been getting her horny. She took her shirt off downstairs to tease you. Her nipples were so hard I could barely resist gobbling them myself. The crack of her ass and crotch of her pants have been soaked through all morning. You could have made an effort to see if there was more to the sexual tension then just teasing. You should have at least tried to press the issue."
"Jack! I can't believe you're saying this." Karen was certainly acting just a little offended. Yet she never stopped thrusting back, and she was playing with her own breasts, right in front of Jim.
She looked at Jim. "Jim is too much of a gentleman to behave like you, you beast." She then let her head drop, and bent almost completely in two, her hands holding behind her ankles and her head between her knees. She was deliciously flexible.
Her ass was taught as a drum, and I couldn't resist pressing my thumb into her highly available butthole.
"Oh God, Jack," she moaned, followed by continued little moans of 'oh'.
"Fine. What should I have done, Jack?" Jim asked, just a little bit angry. I guess he didn't like my blurting out the bit about being a virgin. "I guess I should have been hitting on your girlfriend."
"What I would have done in your shoes, I would have walked right up to just in front of her, placed my hands on her back, my cock inches from her face, and said, "God, that looks great." Then see what kind of response I got. Try it." I was slowly screwing her now, and matching the movements of my hips with the thumb stretching out her ass.
"God, Jack! What are you doing? I hope you're not listening to him Jim, he's a pig!" Karen's cries were getting more exasperated, and she straightened out some, looking between Jim and I.
Jim thought about it a second, and then did as I'd suggested. He walked up until he was facing me from about four feet away. He placed his hands on her back, just behind her shoulders, and he rubbed his hands down her spine to her waist, across the top of her ass, across the swell of her hips, and back up her sides. I felt her shiver under his caress. As his hands glided back across her sweaty back, he almost whispered, "That looks great." You could hear the nervous catch in his voice, as he held his breath. He inched forward, and allowed his hands to reach a little under Karen around the sides, stroking the edges of her breast, his crotch now brushing against her shoulder.
I looked down at Karen, who was twisted sideways, looking up at me quizzically. I couldn't identify the expression, but I was going to hit the ball back in her court. I stopped my motion for a moment, pulled my thumb out of her ass, placed my hands on her shoulders, and slid them down to her biceps. Pulling them slowly straight rearwards, had her arching her back. Her breasts were fully exposed to his view, and her face was up and looking at him.
They stared at each other for several seconds, his hands resting on her shoulders.
"Now, I, personally would figure that if I wasn't kicked out, things were looking pretty good. Those breasts look incredible. The nipples are begging to be touched. She's quivering in anticipation. It doesn't look like I'm gonna kick your ass. What are you going to do?" I made a point of giving her a couple of long strokes of my cock as I spoke, at the end of each pushing up hard until she raised up on her toes, her jiggling tits an almost irresistible invitation.
"Oh, Charles. Not your plaything again..." Karen breathed, in little more than a whisper.
Charles? Not back to that Crusades thing again - she was a nut.
I picked up the pace with which I'd been pounding her, still holding her arms behind her, and using them for leverage. Her whole body was shaking with each penetration. I crossed her wrists behind her, holding the two at the small of her back, and grabbing her shoulder with my other hand, pulling up and back, thrusting her breasts even further out.
I saw his hands slowly reach forward, until they were lost from my view. Karen tossed her head back and to the side, moaning, her eyes closed. Jim was clearly enjoying her breasts.
"K..K..Karen... I...I love your sweet tits. Can I kiss them?"
"Jim. Jim. Jim." I admonished. "Never ask. She's dying for you to take her nipples in her mouth. Just do it."
Not a peep from her this time.
He dropped to his knees and started licking her breasts. He was concentrating on the right breast, and appeared to be suckling like a baby, trying to take half her breast in his mouth.
I slid my hand from her shoulder up to her mouth, sticking a finger in her mouth which she sucked and licked with abandon.
Jim took up camp, shifting and applying his oral efforts to the opposite tit.
I was getting tired from keeping my legs bent for so long, and I'm sure Karen must have been tired as well. I pulled out of her, moved to her side, reached out, and pushed Jim off her tit.
"I'm sorry," he said, as he backed off looking abashed.
I scooped Karen up in my arms, and carried her out to the middle of the bedroom floor.
"Christ, Jim, don't apologize! I'm just changing position." I told him as I relocated myself between her legs. She was watching him intently, strangely quiet for Karen, as I re-entered her.
Once my cock was deeply ensconced again, Karen slowly closed her eyes, arching her neck, and breathed out deeply. Jim looked to me for approval, but I just rolled my eyes at his ineptness. He dropped beside her, and took her breasts in his two hands, squeezing and twisting.
It seemed like this broke some kind of dam in Karen. Her eyes snapped open, and her hands reached out and grabbed his, stopping them. "Jim, you need to listen to your friend Jack here. He's pretty cocky, and a little irritating, but he is keeping three girls happy. Let's see, what would Jack do in your place now? Jack?"
I smiled, lifting her legs high and wide, screwing her with great finesse. "By now, I'd have my pants off, and I'd be offering my cock to her mouth. That's what I'd be doing."
"Thank you very much. Exactly. Now come over here Jimbo, and let's see what you've got in those shorts." Finally. Now that was the Karen I knew and loved. Or at least lusted.
Jim stood up, undid his belt, and pulled his shorts down. A short thick cock was sticking straight out from his body. He stood there above her, his dick at attention, awaiting instructions.
"This is your last chance Jim. Be a man. Don't make me ask for it." She sounded a little cross.
Jim finally got the message, and dropped to his knees beside her head, his cock within reach. Karen leaned over and took his entire cock in her mouth, and held it there for several long seconds, while he moaned desperately.
She pulled back off his cock, and looked back to me. "More than a mouthful is wasted anyway." She grinned evilly. "I feel so slutty. I can't believe you're making me do this."
Of course I wasn't making her do anything. But hey, what the heck, if that's what she wanted to believe, why not.
She turned back to his cock, and stroked it with her hand. She was leaning forward to put it back in her mouth when he cried out. Hunched over, he came hard, shooting cum down the side of her face and into her hair, and then pulling away from her and coming all over the place, shooting streams of spunk all around.
I'm sorry to say I laughed as hard as her, and may have hurt his feelings a bit, but still, that's a pretty small price to pay for a first blow-job.
Karen tried to put a good face on it. "I'm sorry Jim. I didn't mean to laugh, but I didn't think you'd come that quick. Do you think you might be able to get your little soldier to rise to the occasion again?" She laughed again, but clearly with no malintent.
"I'm sure he's had no lack of experience getting himself hard." I quipped.
"Come her sweety, let Karen help you." She reached out for his slick cock.
"Just a second Karen, let's make this a little easier for you," I told her. I pulled out and rolled over on my back. "Hop aboard." She didn't need a second invitation and she straddled me. She raised up on her knees a bit, giving me room to thrust up into her, and then turned to Jim again.
"C'mon Jimbo, bring that sweet thing to mama." She told him, rocking back and forth on my thrusting cock.
I reached up and played with her breasts, as Jim approached her. He was already getting hard again and within a few moments she had him back in her mouth. With her improved position, she was fucking his cock aggressively with her mouth. It's shorter length let her take it all the way to the back of throat, when she pressed her face into his pubes. I figure he couldn't have been five inches long, but he was pretty damn thick around, at least as wide as me.



Jim was looking up at the ceiling, his hips thrusting forward, his hands gingerly holding the sides of her head.
"Damn, Karen. You look so hot gobbling his whole cock like that. I thought you didn't like to suck cock that much?"
She pulled away and stroked him while she responded. "I didn't like to suck Craig's cock. A sweet innocent cock like this one is kind of fun." She licked the member in question, sucked it a couple of times, and then pulled off again. "And of course yours is D-double E-licious. Anyway, what choice do I have?"
She hesitated for a second. "If your back gets too sore on the carpet Jack, I could get on my hands and knees. I could still take you both that way if you wanted" She looked to me hopefully, rocking slowly back and forth, and stroking Jim's cock with her hand in perfect rhythm with her hips action.
"I was thinking the very same thoughts myself. I hope you don't mind, but I'm afraid I have to insist." I told her, playing along with her apparent need to feel out of control. "We're going to fuck you at both ends, Karen, cramming you full of cock at the same time in your pussy and in your hot little mouth."
She climbed off and positioned herself on all fours. I pulled her ass up nice and high, and slipped my cock back in. Jim took up his position in front of her, his cock in front of her face. She hesitated for just a moment.
"Open up and take it." I ordered.
She leaned forward obediently and took his cock between her lips.
"Ok Jim. Match my pace." I told him. I exaggerated my movements as I slowly pushed forward. He did the same. Then I slowly pulled all the way out, and he pulled completely out of her mouth.
"Good." I told him. "Again. Keep up."
I pressed forward the same as last time, and slowly pulled out to just the edge. I hesitated, then slid in again, a little faster. I grabbed her ass cheeks, kneading them with my hands, as I fucked in and out nice and steady. In response he grabbed her head on each side, and matched my movements. After a minute or so I picked up the pace and we really fucked her hard for a while. Every now and then he'd push especially hard, and she'd gag a bit, but she kept taking us on gamely.
"Hold it." I told him, coming to a stop. "Now stay still and we'll let her do the work." I pulled her back onto my cock, until his cock was fully exposed, and then I pushed her forward on her ass, off my cock, and back onto his.
"You heard me, now fuck us with your steaming snatch and nasty mouth." I slapped her across the ass, not too hard, just as encouragement.
She pushed back against me, grinding her dripping slot against my pubic bone, and then slowly rocked forward, sliding half-off my cock, and taking Jim to the root in her mouth. Then back again, still moving slowly and deliberately, and back forward.
Karen developed a rhythm, and was soon wildly thrusting herself back and forth on our cocks. I could hear moans escaping her lips and she was quivering as I helped her, holding her by the hips and thrusting back and forth. Jim got into the feel of the action, and with his hands in her hair, he was thrusting her back and forth.
Suddenly she tore her face off his dick, and screamed out, then grasped Jim around the hips and hung on as she exploded in a huge orgasm. I slammed my cock in and out of her as she came, crying out, biting Jim on the hip. She reached up and grabbed his cock, and he came again, this time all over her tits.
She cried out, "Fuck me, you bastards! Fuck!"
I was getting close, so I continued screwing her hard and fast. She hung onto Jim, her head against his side, her fingers digging into him. I grabbed her cheeks farther in, my thumbs almost meeting at her asshole. I pulled her cheeks apart, opening the little brown eye just a bit, as I thrust deep inside her.
"I'm there Karen, I'm coming."
"Go ahead - fill me with your hot juice. Fuck me. Come in me. Do it. Do it. Do it."
"Aaaaaahhhh!" I screamed burying myself in her, then pulling almost completely out before impaling her as hard and deep as possible, and again, and again.
"Jack!" She cried out my name as her pussy clutched my cock greedily and she came with me.
After several long moments, I pulled out and she let go of Jim and rolled over onto her back.
"God. That was incredible. I can't believe you guys used me like that. I was completely helpless, you could have done anything to me. I felt like I was a porn star, and the cameras were rolling. One cock filling my mouth and throat, and the other so deep inside my pussy. Wow."
Karen looked up at Jim. "Thanks baby. That was really sweet." She reached out and gently stroked his receding cock. "I don't want you to think this is something were going to be doing all the time now. I got lost in the moment, and I did feel I owed you for helping. I'm not saying we'll never do anything again, but if we ever do, well, I'll let you know when. I don't do things like this. I've never been with two men. Not in over 300 years."
"Well," I spoke up, "we still have to finish moving the mirror, and we have to unload at the other end. Are you going to thank him for that?" I was sitting beside her now, my hand caressing her belly, waist, and down to her thighs. I let my hand wander down to her still burning pussy, and slid two fingers into her, slowly massaging her tunnel.
"I'll have to think about that." Her words escaped in small gasps, as she closed her eyes, and pushed up against my probing fingers. With her hands she was rubbing Jim's cum into her breasts. Jim was seated on her other side, looking down at her with puppy-dog eyes, and softly stroking her hair. He was clearly infatuated, hers if she wanted. I wondered how it would turn out.
"Another," she whispered huskily, and I slid a third finger inside her, pumping in and out. I took my other hand, and softly massage her clit, which brought a sob to her lips.
Jim was staring at her writhing on the floor, and I was just a little surprised when he took the initiative to drop down and take her nipple in his mouth. He licked and sucked on it, and I continued my rubbing.
"I've never seen you so hot," I told Karen. "You are like a firecracker. I may have to fuck you again." I thrust my fingers in her roughly. I switched my hands, pressing the heel of my left hand against her mons, slipping two fingers back in her pussy, and using my other hand I eased my middle finger into her ass.
The penetration pushed her over the top and she arched her back, crying out, her hips twitching against my hand. She stayed taut for several long seconds, like a bow pulled tight. Slowly she breathed again, lowering herself back to the floor, and closing her legs. I pulled my hands free, slowly caressing her hips.
"That was beautiful." I told her.
"I can't believe it." Jim added.
"Wow." Karen breathed. "Let's finish the moving. This rug is tearing up my back and knees. I want to go home, eat, shower, and get my brains fucked out."
I stood, reaching down and pulling her to her feet.
"You're wish is our command."
Jim nodded his agreement.
* * * *
Ninety minutes later we were back at the homestead sitting down to our late lunch.
Debbie didn't have to be very astute to see the way that Jim was looking at Karen. He was hanging on her every word, and leaping to help her with anything she needed.
After we'd finished moving and lunch, I offered Jim a t-shirt and gym shorts, and the use of the upstairs bath for a quick shower. Karen retired to her own bathroom for her own cleaning up.
The kids were working in their rooms, getting settled in, under Debbie's direction. She got them going and came down and joined me in my room. When she saw I was getting ready to clean-up she disrobed with me as I stripped down for my shower.
She led me to the shower, soap in hand, and started to lather me down.
"Tell me. What happened. What'd she do?" She finally broke down and asked.
I told her about the teasing that had been going on, the rubbing and joking, and how after Jim and I took off our shirts Karen did the same.
"I can't believe she did that. I could never do that. Not in front of Jim." She was lathering me all over and made certain that nothing below the waist was missed. By this time she was soaping up a full erection.
"Yeah, well, when we were just about done, I was upstairs with her, and she jokingly told me she wanted my dick for lunch. I couldn't help myself and I dropped my shorts and let her suck me right there, just for a moment, while Jim was tying down the stuff in the trailer."
"You didn't!"
"Yep, and after a few seconds, I thought I'd just poke her quick, and I bent her over, and just as I got inside her, well, who shows up in the doorway but Jim."
"Oh my God! So..."
I explained to Debbie how Jim had behaved, and how I gave him a hard time, and convinced him to take some initiative and see where it would take him. She seemed shocked that Karen would allow this, since she was so dominating, and had never mentioned wanting to do anything like that. I gave her the whole story. Some while in the shower, some more while getting dried off, and finishing up while she laid out some clothes for me to wear. She was still standing there delightfully naked while my erection from the initial lathering hadn't subsided.
I walked to her with my hands outstretched, and she recognized my desire, and came into my arms. Laying back on the bed, I watched as she straddled me, taking my cock inside her and lowering herself onto my body.
I caressed her back, as I gently worked my way in and out of her warm, tight pussy.
We were quiet for a while, until I took up the tale again. "Yeah. She said at first, that was the one and only time. Then a few minutes later she was recanting, saying she wanted to get the move done with, get cleaned up, get fed, and, quote, get her brains fucked out, un-quote."
"Maybe she just meant you." Debbie offered, pulling her lips off my neck for a second.
"Do you think so?"
"No."
I reached down and grabbed her ass cheeks in my hand, as I thrust more urgently into her.
She whispered into my ear. "Fuck me baby. Fuck me. I love your cock in me. Make me come on your hard cock. Fuck me, Jack."
I knew what she wanted. Her favorite position had to be flat on her back, her legs wrapped around my back, her pelvis tilted up, and me screwing her hard.
I rolled her over, and drove my cock back inside her, while she clutched me with her arms and legs. My mouth covered hers and we shared our breath, as I thrust into her hard and steadily. My tongue invaded her mouth, deeply, while my cock conquered her. Her fingers dug into my back, and her heels pulled me deep into her on each stroke.
And then she was there, her eyes rolling back in her head, her nails tearing at me, her legs scissoring, squeezing me hard, her mouth limp. Her breathing stopped as it sometimes did when she came really hard.
I grabbed her head in my hands, and slammed my cock down into her as hard and fast as I could, until she gasped. Within moments I was coming myself, and that was enough to push her over the edge again. We writhed in our embrace, the perfect embodiment of the two-backed beast. I finally rolled off, gasping for breath.
Just as my breathing was nearing normal she spoke.
"Do...do you want me to go with you Karen and Jim?"
"What do you want to do?"
"Whatever you want me to do." She responded automatically.
"No. I know that's what you will do. I want to know what you want to do."
"I don't think I want to be with Jim." She said hesitantly, quickly adding, "unless you want me to."
"No. I don't want you to. I don't think I'm going to either, maybe we should just let them play together."
Speak of the devil, at that moment, Karen walked in on us.
"Hey! None of that this weekend, unless I'm involved! Should I invite Jim down here, or do we go up to my room?"
Well, now we know what Karen wanted.
"How about if we just let you two play." I answered. "I don't think Debbie is into this, and I think the three of us can play together later. The kids are still active anyway, maybe after they're put to bed, we can get together. But you two can have some fun time now."
"Oh Jack. Please. I don't know. If it's just me and him he might get the wrong idea. With you there, clearly you're just sharing. But if it's just the two of us, then it's my decision and then I have to turn him away after."
"You don't have to turn him away after." I pointed out.
"Well, I know he's not a bad guy, but I wouldn't want it to start like this. Please, one quick roll, then we boot him out the door, and we have the rest of the weekend for just the three of us. It'll be fun. I promise. You know I'll be helpless for you. You can do whatever you want. Anywhere you want. You can use me however you want, together."
"Go on, Jack. I don't mind. I told Beth I'd be heading over for a while anyway. Remember? And I'll be taking the girls, so you guys should have a little privacy."
Shit. I'd forgotten. It had turned out nobody in the last two weeks had let Karen know about Beth. I had found out that Debbie had told her about Cathy, and they'd had a good laugh over that. But soon I was going to have to give her the low-down on Beth. Debbie was subtly reminding me that Beth was expecting to spend the night that night. I had better get Jim out of there and get some explaining out of the way.
I turned and gave Debbie a kiss. "Thanks, baby." I stood and took Karen by the hand, leading her back out the door. "Let's break in this new boy right. I'm gonna show him things he never dreamed of." I told her, giving her hand a small squeeze.
"Don't get too carried away, ok?" She asked, almost pleading.
"Whatever I want. Anywhere I want. However I want. Remember?" I teased.
"Yes. Just don't be mean or scare him off. Please."
"Don't worry. I'm sure you'll both enjoy this."
* * * *
It started out very calm. The three of us naked, Karen on the bed between us, and my playing the part of a teacher.
"Ok, Jim, for the next hour or so, you get a crash course on how to be the great lover. I'll share what I know, and Karen will guide us, and we'll see if we can't make a Don Juan out of you yet."
He was certainly willing. We talked with Karen and she instructed us on the fine points of foreplay, much of it non-erotic to start. Soon she was working with us on the proper and preferred ways of paying attention to a ladies breasts. Each of us attached to a tit, we performed as she directed, kissing, licking, nibbling, tasting.
"They may not tell you so, but sometimes they like to be handled rough, Jim. I don't mean hurt them. But bite a little harder, twist a bit. Go ahead try."
Karen looked down at me, a hint of concern showing, as I demonstrated what I meant. I squeezed her nipple tight, and pulled out, stretching her breast. I then dropped down and took her nibble in my teeth and pulled. Her breath gasped, and her whole body jerked.
"Karen. I don't want to hurt you. You can tell me to stop." I said, cupping her breast, and squeezing her nipple tight between thumb and forefinger.
She chewed on her lip, nose flared, and just looked at me intently.
"Go on, now." I told Jim.
Jim, pulled lightly, then nibbled on her breast. He didn't tease her nearly as hard as I had, but it wasn't bad.
I finally released her nipple, and gently massaged her breast with my hand, then added my tongue. Jim was copying my actions.
We continued our play, which soon had Jim working his way to that delightful V at the top of her legs. "Do whatever comes naturally," I told him, when his mouth was directly over her pussy.
I then laid down next to Karen, my arm under her head, my hand toying with her reddened tits, and told her to tell me everything he did.
For several minutes I got a running commentary on his actions.
"Now," I told her, "tell him what he SHOULD be doing."
She did, instructing him on how to pleasure her, getting him off her clit, and getting his tongue out of her pussy, and varying his actions to her pace and needs.
"I want you to tell him how to bring you off. I want to watch you come on his tongue. Go on now, tell him."
She continued the instructions, more sporadically as he got the hang of it, until she was finally coming, her legs clenched around poor Jim's head, her hands pulling his head hard into her spasming honeypot.
"That was beautiful Jim, and now I think it's time she returned the favor. Are you Ok or are you about to come?"
"I...I think I'm going to come pretty soon." He confessed.
"Good. Karen. I want to see how long it takes you to make him come. Impress me."
She smiled, and laying Jim back, she lapped at his angry red cock, then took his meat in her mouth while massaging his balls. She pistoned her head over his shaft, and I could see she was stroking the perineum between his balls and his ass. Within seconds he was thrusting his hips eagerly upwards, and as she drove her finger into his butt he grunted and sprayed his load into her mouth. It couldn't have been 30 seconds from start to finish.
"Great, now you've finally come inside a woman. Now it's my turn. She's going to work on me, and I want you back down there, pleasuring her while she does. Ok?"
This was a pretty quiet crowd. Especially considering that Karen was part of it. I leaned back and she climbed between my legs, then spread her own legs to give Jim access to her pussy.
I let her blow me for about five minutes before asking Jim how he was doing.
"Jim, you hard again?"
"Sort of," was his muffled answer from between her thighs.
"Baby, make him hard." I told her.
She did as I asked, and I played with her ass and pussy, as she used her mouth to get his dick hard one more time.
"Perfect. And now for the piece-de-resistance. Jim loses his virginity. Jim, please lay down in the middle of the bed."
Karen backed away, and Jim lay back, his short thick cock sticking straight up.
"Karen, I don't think you need any direction here."
"No. I think I can handle this one. Jim, today is your lucky day." She straddled him, and halted with her pussy just above his cock. "Now don't move, let me handle this," she instructed him.
She lowered herself a fraction, positioning his cock at her entrance. "Can you feel that lover? Your fat cock is touching my pussy, seconds away from being inside. How does it feel?" She was leaning over, her hands resting on his chest, looking down into his face.
"God, I can't believe this is happening. I can't believe you sucked me off three times and I'm about to be inside your pussy. Please, do it." He reeked sincereness and need.
"All in good time baby. All in good time." I watched her settle back a hair, his cock head disappearing. "There, I've got you now. You're cock is in my pussy lover. At least part of it."
"God, don't tease me - please." He thrust his hips upward trying to get deeper.
She pulled completely off. "No - no - no. Do that again, and I'll stop. Now stay still, I promise you'll love this."
He was whimpering, but held himself perfectly still.
"Good. Now where were we? Oh yeah." She held his cock and lowered herself back down over the head.
"Now, I know that has to feel great, but we're just starting. Are you ready for me Jim?"
"Oh, yes, please."
"Ok, here it goes." She lowered herself agonizingly slowly down his cock. Finally she was all the way down.
"Damn, your thick cock feels great Jim. How does it feel to you?"
"Oh God, I can't believe I'm inside you. Oh God Karen, you are incredible. You are so beautiful, your pussy tastes so great, I can't believe how tight you are. God, I love this." His eyes were like saucers and he was almost babbling.
She pulled up a little bit, reached down with her hands and pulled her pussy lips apart, settling down even further on his cock.



"Ah, that's better, I've got you about as far inside me as you're going to get. Are you ready to get fucked, Jim? Ready to come inside my hot little pussy?" She was bent over her face inches from his.
"Yes, please, yes, please..." he gasped.
I watched as she rocked forward slowly and then eased her way back on his cock. She squeezed a long moan out of him.
"Now tell me before you get too close, I don't want you to shoot too early. You understand?" She stopped at the top of the stroke, his cock head barely inside her.
"Yes, yes, I'll tell you." He promised.
I think they'd almost forgotten about me. Karen rocked back and forth on his cock speeding up, and then slowing down, keeping it changing. He was thrusting a little now, and she was allowing him, enjoying her power.
I watched her stop and then she slowly raised up. He gasped, and asked her, "What...what are you doing, what was that?"
She smiled, and answered, "Muscle control, baby, muscle control." She repeated the slow stroke twice more.
"Stop!" He cried out. "Don't move, I'm really close." She stopped dead. She waited about 30 seconds, then asked if it was better.
"A little, I think." He answered.
"Stay still," I spoke up, and I think they both jumped a bit remembering that I was there.
I climbed up behind Karen and spread her ass cheeks to my gaze.
"You know Karen, you were fucked by two men at the same time earlier today, and I think it's time we fucked you together again."
"What are you thinking..." she started.
"I'm thinking a different opening this time."
"Oh, Jack, I don't know if I can," she pleaded.
"Well I'll let you choose."
"Oh thank you, Jack." She blurted effusively.
"Either we share your pussy, or I use your ass, which will it be?" I licked all around her butthole, then dipped the tip of my tongue into the center of her ass.
"Share my pussy?"
"Ok, if that's what you want." I reached down, and slipped my finger into the edge of her pussy above Jim's cock.
"No! I mean, what? How can you share my pussy? Taking turns?" She sounded frantic.
I was sliding my finger back and forth, and managed to slide it almost completely in. "No, I mean at the same time." I was now working a second digit into her pussy stretched tight as a virgin. I think my message was clear.
"God, Jack, your fingers are almost splitting me open now, I couldn't take your cock in there, not now, not with Jim too."
"Sure you could. It's your choice. Decide or I will." I pulled my fingers out and pushed my cock down on top of Jim's, pushing at her pussy.
"No! Jack, stick it in my butt. Please. Not down there." She pulled away from my pressure, and almost pulled off Jim. He just groaned.
I grabbed her hips, and pulled back, settling her back onto Jim's cock. I positioned myself, and worked on her ass with my tongue for a minute, then used my fingers to open her up.
"Ask me again, nicely," I told her, as I moved my two fingers all around in her ass, slowly stretching her open.
"Please, Jack. Fuck me in the butt. Stick your cock in my butt."
I think she actually meant it.
It was time. I pulled my fingers out, and placed my cockhead at her ass entrance. With a little help from my thumb, I pushed the head of my cock into her ass.
"Oh, Jack." She moaned.
Jim moaned sympathetically.
"Spread your cheeks for me." I told her.
She reached behind her and pulled her cheeks wide apart. The sight of my hard cock entering her ass was mesmerizing. I pushed hard, and entered her half-way.
"Christ!" She cried out, and then was gasping heavily.
"This looks so beautiful. You look great being filled in both holes. You are so hot Karen." I pulled out and started working myself back and forth, slowly gaining ground.
"You are so fucking huge in my ass. I can't believe you were going to try to fuck my pussy when Jim's cock was already in there."
"Believe it, baby. I may still do it yet."
"Oh, no, God, just fuck my ass, please."
"I will sweet cheeks, I will."
Jim was trying to lay very still, low groans occasionally escaping his lips.
With a final thrust I was buried to the balls in her ass. She collapsed on Jim with a grunt.
"Is...is that it?" she gasped
"Yep," I told her, "you've got the whole thing. Both our cocks are buried in you. You know you'd look beautiful with one more cock filling your mouth right now."
"You are so bad. You'd make me do that too, wouldn't you?" she asked
"Of course." I started stroking in and our of her ass, and soon she and Jim were moaning together.
"God, Karen," Jim moaned, "you are so beautiful, I have to come, I have to."
"Come for me, baby, come in me," she whispered to him, kissing him tenderly.
He cried out and came. I stopped for the moment, and could feel his cock coming.
"Oh, Karen, oh, I love you, I love you." He moaned clutching her tightly as he emptied his virgin balls in his first pussy.
"I know baby, I know." She answered, tenderly.
His cock still inside her, I returned to fucking that sweet skinny butt. She thrust her hips upward, pulling off Jim's cock and pushing back against me.
"Go ahead, fuck my ass you beast. Fuck me hard, with that big cock. Fuck me, come in my ass," she growled.
"Oh, I will, trust me. In just a moment. Jim, rest time's over. You need to turn around."
"What?" he asked.
"You need to help her. I'm going to really tear up her ass now. What you need to do is crawl between her legs and lick her clit and pussy while I fuck her in the butt. We'll make her come so hard we may have to rebuild this place."
"Uh, Ok, I guess," he answered, and rotated in place.
"And you Karen, let's see if you can get him hard again."
Once they'd settled down, Karen took Jim's soft slimy cock in her mouth and held it there using her tongue and bobbing her head to first clean him, and then attempt to bring him back again.
I looked down and could see Jim sucking on Karen's clit, licking up into her pussy. His eyes were looking up at my cock where it entered her ass.
I fucked her. I fucked her ass hard. I pistoned in and out of her tight ass like a machine, pumping her. She was moaning again, but she was clearly excited again, breathing hard, gasping, and talking to both Jim and I.
"Lick me, lick my slit, go ahead, lick it. Fuck my ass, lick me, fuck me, yes, yes..." she was gasping.
I slowed down, now fucking her with long full strokes, watching as the entire length of my cock, swollen to huge dimensions, pulled completely out of her ass, and then smoothly buried itself to the hilt.
"Gaaaaaaaawwwwddd!" she screamed, coming from the combination ass-reaming, twat-licking.
Just a couple more strokes and I was joining her. I pulled out and shot off into her slowly closing asshole, then all over her ass, pussy, and even on poor Jim. Jim was a pretty good sport and didn't seem to mind.
We all collapsed on the bed, arms and legs akimbo, and waited for our pulses to drop back below 100.
"Jim, you going to stay for dinner?" I asked.
Jim sat bolt upright. "Oh, no! I mean, I have to be at dance practice in, uh, where is my watch, in, oh - eighteen minutes. Can I use your bathroom?"
"Go ahead," I laughed as he was already halfway out the door, grabbing his clothing on the way.
Karen turned and looked at me.
"I can't believe you," she whispered.
"Believe it." I answered back with a smile.
"I'm gonna get you." She said only half-jokingly.
"Probably, but you know what, it was worth it."
"I bet it was."
"You know it was." A few moment later I added, "Karen, we need to talk..."
* * * * End of CvsN Chapter 8 Virgin No More * * * *
I never expected Jim to really show up anywhere in this relationship, he was so hapless around women. But he proved me wrong. Chapter 9, Threepeat is a fun chapter, before things get complicated in Chapter 10. Watch for it soon, on Literotica, the best erotic literature site on the net.
* * * *
I know you're reading these stories. They are read in the 10's of thousands. Won't you take a few seconds to vote (I prefer that little '5' at the bottom). I'd appreciate it, and you'll be rewarded by more antics of "Jack", that's me, when I had more stamina then good sense, and a bizarre opportunity thrust on me. God I hope my Mom doesn't read this. She still thinks I just had boarders. Any questions, comments? Go ahead and email me. Thanks.
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A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Karen and Debbie are moved in. Beth's halfway there. Time for a little celebration, just the four of us.
* * * *
After a day of moving Karen into the house, and some unexpected play which included my good friend Jim, I finally got up the gumption to tell Karen about things that had been going on, and the new living arrangements.
Explaining the living situation didn't go over as well as I was hoping. I tried to be reasonable, and attempted to soothe her feelings, but Karen was volatile, and I had lit her fuse.
By the time Beth and Debbie got back that night, the atmosphere in the house had chilled a good 20 digress, and Karen had retreated behind closed doors in her bedroom where she was unpacking some of her belongings, and ignoring me every time I tried to speak to her.
Beth and Debbie strolled in, happy as can be, with the girls in tow. They were chatting, and carrying groceries, and before long were preparing dinner. It smelled delicious. I was reading with the girls when Debbie asked to talk with me and dragged me off to my room.
"What's up with Karen? What did you do to her?" she asked me. Direct and to the point; that was unlike Debbie. More and more she was taking a lead role around the home, and it was fascinating to observe the changes.
"Things went great with Jim and all. But I had never quite gotten around to telling her about Beth, and when I broke the news, it all went to hell in a hand basket. She took the "Cathy" thing so well, that I guess I thought this was going to be smooth going. I guessed wrong." I shrugged, not really knowing what had gone awry.
"Cathy's not competition. Beth, on the other hand, is more competition than any of us can handle."
"It doesn't seem to bother you that much. I thought you'd be a lot more sensitive to it than anyone else," I told her, sitting on the bed, in a bit of a funk, and confused as usual.
"I know. It's strange. I thought it would bother me more, but she's more like a partner than competition. I don't know why that is. Plus, I've seen what lengths you'll go to for me. Nobody has ever stood up for me like you have. I can't believe I've only known you for a couple of months and already trust you more than any man in my life. Ever." She was opening up to me like a rose.
I pulled her over to me, and wrapped her in my arms. "I know it's been hard for you, and I can be insensitive. I do appreciate it. I love you and Beth so much, but I also owe a lot to Karen, and she's been such a good friend for so long, I don't want to hurt her."
"I know. You hate to hurt any woman. This is going to be your downfall you know. Sooner or later, we're going to expect you to say "no" to some of these girls who waltz in and out of your life. We can only share you so much." She was rocking in my arms, and I knew what she said was the truth. I was easy game for any girl that hit on me.
"You're right. But what am I going to do now?" I asked.
"Let me see what I can do. I won't promise anything, but I'll do what I can. And don't get too frisky with Beth until this is sorted out. Karen had her heart set on a weekend of fun, and in her eyes, three is company and four is a crowd. Especially when number '4' is a teenage beauty with a killer body, who gave her virginity up to you in the past few days." She laughed at her own comment, and extricated herself from my grip before heading upstairs to try and patch things up.
Beth and I chatted as I helped settle her in. She'd brought a suitcase of clothes along, and I made room for her in my closet, and gave her the right drawers of my dresser. She kept telling me she'd be no trouble; I'd hardly know she was there.
"That's not what I'm looking for, Beth." I told her. "I want to find you everywhere I look. I want you to be the biggest part of my life."
She jumped into my arms, and I held her, kissing her, feeling the recurring effect she had on me beneath the belt. I finally had to drag myself away, and suggested we hit the kitchen and check on the dinner, since Debbie was taking so long upstairs.
Debbie soothed some feelings somehow, and before long she came back downstairs to complete the dinner preparations. Karen followed shortly after with the kids in tow, and I got a report on their activities before we sat down to eat.
In spite of the situation, dinner was an almost friendly affair. Beth was very quiet. I had let her know part of the problem, and she did her best to fade into the background, while things were worked out. Dinner was Italian: baked mussels, spaghetti and meatballs, garlic bread, and ice cream. I had always enjoyed fancy dinners, but Debbie made the everyday meal a joy. She was as incredible in the kitchen as she was in bed. She seemed to favor cooking all the basics: soups, casseroles, pasta, meatloaf, roasts, and such. But each one was as close to perfect as I could imagine. She used fresh ingredients, and timed everything just right. I was going to have to start working out more if I kept letting her feed me as she had been doing.
We discussed the day-care plans a little over dinner, and I mentioned my new project and let them know for the first time there probably would be some travel involved. The kids asked about the travel, and of course wanted to go along. I told them when they were older, at least 10. Karen announced that she was totally moved out of her old place, and only had to do some clean-up work the next day.
We adjourned to the living room with some more wine after dinner. We'd killed two bottles with dinner, and opened 'one last one' to maintain the glow. We sent the tykes off to their room with a video before bed, and after Debbie chased everyone out of the kitchen; it was Karen and I on the couch, with Beth sitting quietly on the lounge chair.
We drank in quiet for a while. And then Karen set her drink down and turned to face Beth. I was suddenly afraid. I prayed quietly to myself, and I could see Beth turning red just sitting there.
"Oh this is just stupid." Karen finally spat out. "Why are you sitting way over there? Come over here and sit with us on the couch."
"I'm fine," Beth answered timorously.
"Jesus, I won't bite." Karen scooted to the far end of the couch and pulled me towards her, opening up a space on the other side of me. "I figure you're around here for the long haul, I might as well get to know you. I know you're just another innocent victim, a moth attracted to the flame as it were. If there's one stinker among us, we know who HE is. I just wish I could stay mad at him."
Beth got up from her chair and sat next to me. The two girls already knew a lot about each other, up until recently they were usually central to all the biggest events in my life, and each had heard me talk about the other. Karen knew a lot more about Beth before the house thing started, and of course Beth had been caught up on the state of everything by Debbie.
Karen scooted over to my side, leaning into me and running her fingers through my curly hair. "What the hell do we see in this guy? How is it possible that someone like you, who could have anyone she wanted, is willing to share this bum with someone like Debbie, who is going to cling to him like Saran-wrap, and me, who hasn't been able to distance myself from him in 500 years? When were you born?"
Beth told Karen her birthday, and Karen immediately perked up.
"The 5th? Are you sure? Oh, never mind. Wait," I saw her get the faraway look, while she worked out the numbers in her head, "but that makes you a 5 - What's your full name?"
She got out a pencil and paper and started writing, while Beth spelled her last name out.
"Oh, I see now, this is starting to make a lot of sense. I should have known, it was probably inevitable. It's so obvious. If I wasn't so close to it all, I know I would have recognized this at once." She was rambling in that way that made me laugh inside, but still endeared her to me.
She continued, animated. "I bet you didn't know that Jack was a 22. I mean a perfect 22. And of course I'm an 11. If that isn't odd enough, both an 11 and a 22 in the same household then having Debbie here and the way she perfectly balanced our numbers seemed like divine intervention. But when I cross indexed the numbers, you know using the Chaldean system for the names, things got funny. Then I could see where I might have been wrong, and there was a strong tendency in the house for extreme swings and instability, and possibly a total self-centeredness. Possibly even an internal collapse. But wait, how is your name spelled on your birth certificate?"
"Elizabeth?" Beth answered, looking to me. It was the first time she'd been exposed to one of Karen's spiritual/numerology/psychic rants, and she was obviously completely lost.
"Ah, ha! I thought so. 'Beth' just didn't make sense. Let's see, carry the two, and add the digits. This explains a lot. Jack needed you, we needed you. He didn't even know he needed you, but his destiny cried out for you if he was to fulfill even part of his potential. Jack is the potential, the great builder, but he can't do it alone. He has to build from pieces and we're his pieces. I'm his intuition and soul. Debbie provides the basic stability and love, but he needs the adventure and chance you bring for completion. I can't believe these numbers. It's like each of us is the complete essence of what we bring to the table. Let me check the math again."
Beth and I looked at each other, and I almost broke out laughing, but if this was what it took for Karen to accept her in the house, so be it.
While Karen was writing up her columns of numbers for the third time, Debbie came in, a new bottle of vino in hand.
"Can I refill your drinks?" she asked, and started pouring even before we acknowledged.
"Debbie! Debbie it fits! I was so worried that I would be totally superfluous, but the numbers all fit. She's all we need so we don't slowly spiral away into ourselves locking out the rest of the world. And I'm a catalyst. So I'm not essential, but without me everything will be dimmer, duller, less vibrant, and he's going to need my intuition, to counter everyone else's rationality. It all fits!" She gushed, waving at a mystery of numbers.
Standing, I raised my glass in a toast. "I'll drink to that. Without you, life would be duller, and I wouldn't be sitting here now with three such beautiful women. Thank you, and here's to you, Karen." All the girls leaned forward to clank their glasses.

"Well, I can see we have some toasting etiquette to learn here. Shame on you all!" I admonished them.
"What do you mean? We clinked!" Karen answered.
"Miss Manners would roll over in her grave. Two basic rules of toasting. One, do what the toaster does. Two, never drink to yourself.
"If the toaster stands, stand, if the toaster stays seated sit. And toasting yourself is like clapping for yourself. Don't you people go to weddings and formal events?"
"Actually, No." Beth answered with a giggle.
"Nope," answered Debbie. "Why, is this an offer?"
That brought a guffaw from all of them, and I had to admit she got me on that one.
"Ok, let's try that again." I stood up, holding my glass ahead of me. "A toast to Karen."
Debbie and Beth stood this time, and Karen started to stand up, but Debbie pushed her back down.
I nodded toward Karen, "To the architect of the house that lust built. This palace was your idea, and I'm indebted to you always."
"To Karen and the house that lust built." Debbie added.
We all raised our glasses, and I emptied mine. When the girls sipped from theirs I gave them grief again.
"Do what the toaster does! When I finish my glass, it means that to toast again would diminish the toast. Bottoms up."
The girls finished theirs, and we sat back, while I refilled the glasses but only half way.
Karen stood, with her glass. "Can I make a toast?"
"Of course you can. You don't have to ask. Just stand, nod to the host, and turn to the target of your toast."
"But who's the host?" Karen asked.
"Well, here, nobody. But that's just what you do in general." I answered.
"How do you know so much about toasting?" Beth asked.
"There are lots of reasons, but I'll give you three. One, I'm half Irish. Two, I'm from a huge family and I've been attending several weddings a year for the last few years, and three, when I was in ROTC we had regular formal balls, and heaven help you if you screw up the etiquette."
Karen continued standing. "Ahhumm. Here's to Debbie, with the biggest heart I've ever known, so vulnerable, but with so much to give." Karen toasted.
I leaped to my feet. "And whatever she's willing to give, I'm willing to take!" I added, waving my glass high.
"To Debbie!" Beth added, and we all drank to Debbie. Debbie blushed and smiled. And we once again finished our glasses.
Refilling the glasses again I realized that we had knocked off four bottles. This time I only filled them about a third.
"Here's to Beth." Debbie toasted. "The sweetest thing I've ever known and not a mean or deceitful bone in her body."
"Oh, I can't let you toast to that!" Beth cried, "I've got my mean streak."
"Hush, you!" I told her, "And take the compliment graciously. If you were any sweeter you couldn't bathe for fear of melting away and washing down the drain," I told her, holding my glass high.
"I'll drink to sweet Beth." Karen acknowledged and we drank again.
"I'd like to make a toast." Beth spoke up after we'd finished, and refilled.
"Go ahead," I told her, while I walked to the kitchen to get one more bottle.
"No, I'll wait unit you're back," she called after me.
I returned and Karen was adding in the numbers for Jim and Cathy, and Joe, and discarding them as irrelevant.
"Nope we're complete as is. I can't believe how beautiful these numbers are." Karen sighed. "I swear I haven't seen things come together like this since, geez, it must be almost 500 years now."
"A toast." Beth lifted her glass. "To Jack. For so many reasons. I refuse to boost his ego and name them, but mainly for allowing me to be part of his life. And to my sisters here. We have a hell of a task ahead of us riding herd on him."
"To Jack and his women." Debbie, toasted.
"To Jack and his women." Karen echoed.
"Thank you ladies." I answered, not sure if it was kosher to toast yourself as a group, although I guess they were all toasting each other. Of course it was all starting to get a bit fuzzy.
I stood again, a little wobbly. "With apologies to Mr. Yeats, I'd like to borrow a phrase for the women present.
"Wine comes in at the mouth
And love comes in at the eye;
I lift the glass to my mouth,
I look at you all and I sigh."
The girls got quiet, while I drank my cup dry, and threw it at the wall, shattering it.
"Why'd you do that?" Beth asked, eyes wide open.
"I believe there is no greater toast possible then a toast to you women and how you make me feel, and I shall never drink a toast from that glass again."
The girls loved the idea, and three more broken glasses soon followed. That led to some crying little girls at the top of the stairs, and Karen and Debbie settled them back down, this time for the night, while Beth and I cleaned up the glass.
"You know, this house is nuttier than a fruitcake. What am I getting myself into?" Beth asked, laughingly.
"Don't ask me, I thought you were the one who was supposed to bring stability?" I told her.
"No that's Debbie. I'm adventure. Get it straight cowboy." She teased poking me with the broom handle.
"That's Mister Twenty-two to you."
"You wish. Maybe eight on a good day." Beth teased.
We finished cleaning up the mess, dumping the glass outside in the garbage cans. We went back to passing the half-bottle of wine between us, working on finishing it as well.
"Repeat that last toast for me. Please." Beth asked, tugging me back to the living room couch, and sitting on my lap.
I did, and she asked me who Yeats was, so I berated her for her lack of education concerning the Emerald Isle's greatest poet, and gave her the full quote by William Butler.
"Wine comes in at the mouth
And love comes in at the eye
That's all we shall know for truth
Before we grow old and die.
I lift the glass to my mouth,
I look at you, and I sigh."
Karen walked up behind me as I finished. "Where do you come up with all this shit? You have more strange stuff in your head than anyone I've ever met."
I laughed, and at Debbie's insistence, repeated the toast, as I'd given it, and as Yeats penned it, at least as far as I could recollect. Things were getting a little fuzzy.
"That was incredible. I got wet just hearing you say it." Debbie told me softly, giving me a kiss on the side of the neck. I hadn't even heard her walk up behind me.
The girls exchanged glances, and then Beth stood up, and the three of them led me into the bedroom. Once there, they all helped to undress me, before undressing themselves, and pulling me into the bed. Karen stationed herself on one side of me, and Beth on the other. Debbie crawled between my legs, and laid there, her head resting on my thigh, as she played with my cock, watching it rise to attention.
"Do one of you two want to explain what the relationship and living deal is that you three have concocted?" Karen asked, looking at Beth and Debbie.
"Well, it's all kind of 'iffy'. But Debbie and I have agreed that for us it's share and share alike. If she's with him, I'm entitled to be there as well. And when I'm with him, she's welcome at any time. And it's our say, not his. Now neither of us HAS to be with him when the other is, but there's no locking the other out. Right, Deb?" Beth leaned down and gave my cock a quick suck, while Debbie held it upright. Then she leaned over and Debbie rose up and gave her a peck on the lips.
"Always." Debbie answered, giving my dick a quick suck just as Beth had.
"And just how the hell am I supposed to fit in this?" Karen asked.
"You are the wild card." Beth answered. "If he wants to be with you, he can, and we won't protest. And we have no special right to be there. Cathy is a similar situation. You guys can play, and we hope you invite us along on occasion. But we make no demands. We have laid claim to his bed, this bed, and we expect to be allowed to sleep in it any time we want, so if you all want privacy, it better be in your room."
"And that's it?" Karen asked, directing her question at me this time.
"I guess. They made the rules. But to be with them, I'm willing to live by them." I answered.
"But what if they change the rules?" Karen asked worriedly.
"They can, and I'll decide if I'll follow them. I almost certainly will and I'm afraid they know it. But as long as I'm here, I will not kick you or Debbie out of this house. I will honor that commitment."
"You know, we're all crazy." Karen finally answered, shaking her head.
"You guys probably are; but any guy in his right mind would give his left nut to trade places with me. I can't think of a better way to spend the night than with you lovely ladies, and I'm glad you are all crazy enough to be here now."
"I'd drink to that," Debbie answered, "but I'm out of wine."
"I'll suck to that," Beth answered with a drunken giggle, and bobbed her head up and down on my cock several times before passing my cock to Debbie.
Debbie laughed, and did the same, sucking me deeply and fully several times, then pulling away and pointing my cock at Karen. Karen again shook her head laughing and then took my cock in her mouth and pushed her face down on it achingly slow, eyes locked on mine. She pulled back up and bobbed her head up and down, as the other two had, and then pulled her head away.



"I've got one rule for tonight. Lay off my ass. I'm so sore I can barely sit, you beast." She rubbed her butt with her hand, as if she'd been spanked.
"What is it with you and butts?" Beth asked me.
"I don't know. It's just one more thing I like to do. There's something really naughty about having sex in the ass, and it sort of means the girl is holding nothing back. I don't know. It's different with different people." I confessed.
"You've never touched my butt, Jack." Debbie said.
"With you, it's not your ass you're holding back. I know that you'll give me your body unquestioningly; it's your heart and soul that seem so hard to get. Feeling my emotions returned from you is more intimate then filling your ass with my cock," I confessed to her, running my fingers down the side of her face.
"You know it's yours whenever you want," she told me, "now if you'd like."
"No, not now. Although I wouldn't mind sheathing this damn thing somewhere."
Debbie crawled up and lowered herself onto my cock, rocking back and forth, while we continued this bizarre conversation.
Beth piped in from beside me. "I know you've been playing with my butt, and I've teased you a little, but you haven't really tried to do me there, either."
"My god, Beth, you gave me your virginity in both your pussy and your mouth. How much more can a guy ask for? Someday we may do it back there, but only if you want to. Not that I'd say no to the offer, of course." I pulled her to me and gave her a kiss, which stretched out longer and longer, as Debbie picked up the pace in her lovemaking.
I eventually broke off the kiss, and leaned back, enjoying the leisurely fuck I was receiving.
I finally spoke up. "Karen, there was something you told me we could do."
"And that was?" she asked, her head on my shoulder.
"You said we could repeat our first weekend with the positions reversed. Would you do Debbie, while I take you from behind?"
"Whatever you want. Honestly. Even my ass if that's what you really want. This weekend, consider me your absolute play toy," she told me, very seriously.
"I wonder if I'll survive this weekend." I joked. "Debbie, let's shift."
Debbie got off me, and under my direction, sat at the head of the bed, with a couple of pillows propping her up. I positioned Karen with her mouth at Debbie's pussy, and then lay down beside her. "I hope you don't mind if I watch for a bit."
"Of course not," Karen answered. She hesitated, her face hovering over Debbie's smooth shaven slit. I watched her breathe deep and then shudder before placing a tiny kiss on the side of Deb's thigh. "You know, I've been thinking about this moment from before that first weekend; wondering if you'd expect me to do this. I've always wondered what it would be like. I thought I'd be really nervous." She hushed a second before placing a long slow lick the length of the entire pussy in front of her. "But it's nice. Really. She smells so sexy. And the thought of your fat cock buried inside me while I see how far my tongue can reach is giving me goose bumps." She leaned back in and planted her mouth, her head making small back and forth motions, while Debbie closed her eyes and leaned back.
Beth moved behind me, and stroked my cock with her hand while she watched the little show with me. Karen put her heart and soul into pleasuring Debbie, and was rewarded with a squirming, panting thing of beauty.
Beth soon pushed me onto my back, and used her mouth on me. Once she'd gotten me ready, she tried to work my cock down her throat. The first few efforts she either pulled off or choked, but then she had it, and forced her face all the way down my cock. She pulled off and gave me a big smile, before doing it again, and again.
"Show off," Debbie gasped, watching the job Beth was doing on me.
I eased away from Beth, and took up position behind Karen, then entered her slowly, a little at a time, making that first penetration last.
"Why do you like to see us girls doing things to each other? I would think that as long as someone was working your hunk of meat over you'd be happy." Beth asked this time.
"My, aren't you full of questions tonight!" I laughed as I slowly screwed Karen.
Debbie echoed Beth's sentiment. "Why do you like it?"
"I don't know. It's so incredibly sexy to see any one of you when you are hot and on the verge of coming, it just makes my blood boil. I never really liked girl-girl scenes that much. But with you here, together, it's different. It drives me crazy."
"I can tell," Beth said, stroking Karen's butt, as I was plowing her from behind.
"I have to say, I never thought any of you would do these things. This is so far beyond anything I could ever even have dreamed. You are all so open to everything; I probably just get carried away experimenting with anything and everything I've ever imagined. If it bothers you, just tell me to go to hell. I won't mind." I told them.
Karen pulled her face out of Debbie's open gash, and rested her head on Debbie's thigh. "I don't know about Debbie and Beth, but with you, I feel so feminine, and you are so male, it's as if I was meant to be yours to do with as you please; I just can't find myself saying no. I've always had a hard time saying no to you." She told me hesitantly, breathlessly.
"That's a joke." I told her. "You must have told me no a thousand times."
"And I seemed to be always losing ground, and slowly losing my resolve," she snapped back. "I was in a relationship, yet you convinced me to first rub your cock, then give you hand jobs almost daily, and then let you play with my tits and ass. I was frustrated; listening to all the things you said you wanted to do with me, do to me, was driving me crazy. Finally I just gave up and threw myself at you. I threw in Debbie to sweeten the pot, in case I wasn't enough."
Ouch. True confessions. "Foolish girl, when you made me that first offer you almost stopped my heart on the spot. I thought you weren't into sex that much. You said you didn't like to give blowjobs, but you're mouth always seems ready. I know you talk about it a lot, but it seemed like you were always having to get talked into it, or getting something in trade."
"It's more about who the offer is with. Craig wasn't a bad guy, and he appreciated what I gave him, but he had to fuck me dry more often than not. We went through a lot of KY. You may have noticed you don't have the same problem. Your touch makes me cream." Karen gave a wiggle to her hips, to emphasize her point.
"You know what, Karen, that's one of the nicest things anyone's ever said to me." I pulled out of her, and lay down beside her and Debbie, then helped Karen climb back on top of me, so I could continue my delving of her pussy.
Things were quiet for a bit as the girls caressed each other and me, while my hard-on slid in and out of Karen, who had just bared her soul to us all. The sound of the flesh slapping was only interrupted by the occasional moans and sighs. I took advantage of the position to nibble Karen's delightful nipples. Her tits were really spectacular, and so responsive to my mouth and tongue. I thought about rolling her over and tit-fucking her. I'd never done that to completion. I wondered what it would be like.
Beth laid down next to me, threw an arm across my chest and kissed my shoulder. "I guess with me it's a little different. Everything's new to me, and it all feels so incredibly good. You're my teacher. I'm willing to let you guide me, unless you fuck up. Then we'll see." She smiled. "So far, so good, and I mean very, very good."
Debbie was stroking Karen's hair, as I picked up the pace a bit, and Karen's body rocked under my attention. "I... It's hard for me to talk about it. But I believe in you. And it's just sex. You're my man, and it's right that I should pleasure you."
"Please, Debbie, tell me that's not true." I said. "You mustn't just do whatever I ask, you have to let me know what you like and don't like, and what you want. This should be good for you to."
"But it is. It's never been like this. I want to be whatever you need. That's what I want. To be what you want, how you want it."
"Speaking of want, what do you want me to do?" Beth said softly.
"How would you feel about doing what Karen did to Debbie?" I asked her.
"Uh, Ok I guess, if that's what you want." She answered me hesitantly.
"It's not what I want, not if you don't want to. I just want to know what you're comfortable with." I told her.
"No, it's not that I don't want to, I just don't know how really. I've never really been on the giving end of something like that. And I'm, well I guess I'm a little scared."
"Don't worry. It's a great night for learning." I pulled her around where I could kiss her, fondling her breast, while my hips drove my cock in and out of Karen, seemingly of their own volition.
I eased Karen off my hips, desiring a change in position and opening. As I got up on my knees, Karen said she had to go for a second and she'd be right back.
I put Beth on her back, and lifted her ankles up around her ears for a while, while I plowed her pussy, firmly and fast. I held her arms out to her side, and she was trapped under my body, my weight pinning her to the bed, her arms immobilized, and her tender pussy being ravaged. She was grunting under my attention, the strength of my thrusts driving the breath out of her, and Debbie came over and started rubbing her clit while whispering to her. She came quickly, her pussy clutching at my cock, while I continued to fuck her hard. I released her wrists, and held her shoulders in my hands, her ankles on my shoulders, and made her come again and again on my cock, with Debbie my assistant in passion. When Beth was crying for release, and coming almost on demand, I finally could hold back no longer, I released her legs, lay down on top of her, and covered her mouth with mine, while I fucked her hard until I achieved release, finishing deep inside her.
As she felt me come, her eyes opened wide, and she came explosively on my cock, biting my lip, and hunching up at me, crying out.
"I've never seen anyone come so hard and so long," Debbie finally spoke, running her hands possessively over Beth.
Beth just laid there, eyes shut, breathing hard, moaning. She curled up in a fetal position, and for just a second I thought about taking that third opening of hers while it was so neatly exposed.
Karen spoke from behind me. "Looks like you wore one of us out for at least a while, Jack. Now just two to go." She gave me a teasing smile. "You half finished me off today already, so I shouldn't be too hard, but I'll be interested in seeing you wear out that one," she nodded indicating Debbie.
"Yeah, I've got my work cut out for me." I smiled, only just then taking in why she'd been gone. She had some sex toys laid out on the bed. Dildos, vibrators, butt plugs and a variety of things I didn't really recognize.
"If you want to get started on Debbie, I thought these might help." She said wickedly, holding a massive 18 inch flexible dildo in her hand, and a set of balls on a string in the other. "I had to find out which box I'd packed them in, sorry it took so long."
"What do you think, Debbie?" I asked her.
She laid back her hands behind her head, her legs apart. "Whatever you want. The only thing I ask is that you take me in the rear before this night is through."
"That's the nicest demand I've heard in a long time." I laughed.
Karen and I played with Debbie a long time. Karen had an encyclopedic knowledge of sex toys, and I found out that somewhere between her Tupperware parties, and her most recent job, she used to host Sex Toy parties for the girls. We stretched out beside Debbie, using a dildo and vibrator on her pussy, making her come for us. Unlike Beth, she didn't have multiple continuous orgasms. She would come hard, and then would come down, and needed to be worked on for a while to get her to come again. We turned her over, and while she and I were in 69, Karen worked a vibrator in her pussy. I nibbled on her clit, and worked a small butt plug into her ass, using plenty of lube.
I felt like she was trying to get me to come before she did. I finally pulled away, and she smiled at me, knowing she'd won. We played with her ass and pussy a while, using the butt plugs, dildos, and vibrator. On the advice of Karen I decided to screw Debbie with the string of balls in her ass, pulling them out as she came. I fucked her for at least 10 minutes, while slipping those large balls in her ass.
"I'm going to love using your butt tonight Debbie." I told her while I massaged her cheeks with all the balls inside.
"Do it." She answered me.
With my cock working Debbie over, and the six 1-inch balls lodged deep in her ass, I watched Beth getting herself involved again, sharing an incredible kiss with Debbie, while Karen applied the vibrator to Debbie's clit. I could tell we were building her up to a huge orgasm, and when she pulled her mouth off of Beth's, moaning, I knew we had her.
"Come for me baby, come for me." I told her, fucking her with long, fast and hard strokes.
She cried out loudly, and I pulled the first ball out of her ass, tearing a second cry out of her. On the second and third balls she moaned but on the fourth she shivered all over.
"Oh!" she finally exclaimed on number five. I kept my cock going in and out of her on each of these.
"Only one to go," I told her, very slowly pulling it out. When it was visible and ready to pop out, I held it there, holding her hole wide open, just short of coming out of her.
"God, please Jack," she moaned.
I pulled it out, and without a second thought, I pulled my cock out of her pussy, and entered her gaping ass with one hard push.
"Oh my God!" she cried, her whole body trembling.
Karen slapped me on the back, hard. "You are just plain evil!" she told me.
I was already pretty close, and I drove in and out of her ass as if my life depended on it. She fell to the bed, lying flat, and I grabbed her hips and pulled up enough to continue my assault. I clutched her ass cheeks in my hands and watched my cock split her. Karen started the vibrator on her again, but she pushed it away.
"No more, please, no more vibrator, just his dick in my ass," Debbie gasped. "Come for me Jack, come in my ass," she demanded of me, pushing back against my strokes.
"As you wish," I answered. I drove the full length of my thick cock in and out of her tiny stretched hole. On each stroke I watched as the head came all the way out, and her ass stayed gaping open just long enough for me to fill it again, driving balls deep. The feeling was incredible, and I grabbed her hips tight, screaming out as I filled her ass with my cum, before I collapsed from exhaustion.
"If that was any hotter, it would have set these damn sheets ablaze," Beth told us, caressing us both where we lay, completely spent.
"Two down, one to go." Karen joked, "And it looks like number one is getting her second wind."
I was so tired, it ached to laugh, but I tried.
Debbie rolled over and gave me a kiss. "That was nice."
"Nice?" Beth asked. "Nice?? Oh my God, you all are crazy." she gasped.
It was then the doorbell rang.
"Who the hell could that be?" I groused, getting up and putting on a robe.
I looked out the door, and saw Jim there, flowers in hand, all cleaned up. I almost laughed out loud. I opened the door. "Hey Jim."
"Hi, Jack." He stuttered, taking in my wardrobe. "Oh, I'm sorry I didn't think you'd be in bed, it's not even 10:00 on a Saturday. I just wanted to stop by and say hi for a bit." He was talking a mile a minute, red in the face. He knew that I knew good and well why he was there.
"No, it's Ok, Jim. Mi Casa es su casa. Help yourself to a beer and have a seat in the living room. I'll be right out." I sat him down, heading back to the bedroom.
"What the hell is he doing here, and why did you invite him in?" Beth asked. "Doesn't he know it's after 10:00?"
"That's right Beth; you're not caught up on the latest news. I'm sure Karen can tell you why he's here." I told her, teasing Karen.
"Jesus. I didn't think he'd be back tonight. What am I supposed to do?" Karen asked.
"That's up to you. You can send him home, or you can take him upstairs and play with him. We could even take a break and visit for a while. But he's definitely your problem." I told her.
"That's not fair. You are the one who invited him to use me," Karen hissed.
"I wouldn't put it that way. Debbie was there when you wanted to play after the moving," I reminded her. "I was only along for the ride."
"Shit, Jack. Help me here," she asked, seriously.
"Why don't we toss on some clothes and go out and visit for a while. If you decide you want to get rid of him, let me know, invite me out to the kitchen or something, and I'll let him down easy. If you decide later you want to play, just take him upstairs."
"What about us, tonight?" Karen asked, anxiously.
"We already had 'us', tonight, and we'll have 'us' tomorrow, and the day after. There's no shortage of time for us." I tried to reassure her.
Debbie had already gotten up, and put on her panties, and a t-shirt of mine. Karen and Beth were climbing off the bed, when I heard the front door close.
"Oh shit, I'll be right back." I told my girls, as I made a beeline for the door.
I caught Jim before he could get to his car.
"I'm sorry, it was a bad time. I don't know what I was thinking." He apologized.
"Not at all Jim, it's a great time. The girls have worn me out, and the night is still young. We just had to get a little more presentable. Come on back and visit."
I cajoled him back into the house, and the ladies exited my room in a group, three women running the gamut from cute to pretty to beautiful, all disheveled, and dressed in T-shirts that were far too large. They sat around the living room making drink demands which I fulfilled before joining them.
"You guys are a little loud, want to keep it down just a bit? There're girls sleeping in here," I cautioned them.
"You have MORE girls here?" Jim asked incredulously, nearly choking on his drink. Debbie and Karen broke into a case of the giggles they couldn't stop for a full minute.
"Six-year-old girls," I reminded him.
"Oh. Yeah. Sorry." He mumbled, turning red.
We talked about his dance class for a while. He was on a country line-dance team, and they were practicing almost nightly before heading off to the Nationals in San Diego, in two weeks. I was apparently the only one that knew about it, and it gave us lots of stuff to talk about.
The girls all professed to be bad dancers, and before long we were clearing out the furniture as Jim gave us a little private instruction. We learned a line dance, and then he gave the girls individual dance lessons, and we could all see how the contact with these beautiful women was affecting him.
Truth be told, it was really a good time, and we all agreed we'd have to hit the dance-bars together, even though I was a classic-rock kind of guy, and detested the country twang. I could also see that Karen was thawing to him again, and I guessed he wouldn't be sent out into the cold night anytime soon.
While Debbie got her private dance lesson, I went to refill the drinks and Karen followed me into the kitchen.
"You really don't mind if I take him upstairs?" Karen asked me, leaning into me, her hard nipple against my chest.
"Of course not." I told her, leaning down and giving her a kiss. "I love to see charity work."
That appeared to piss her off, and I knew I'd slipped up. "That was uncalled for. I thought he was like your best friend," she told me icily.
"He is. He and Joe. I'm sorry; that was mean of me. But I've tried so hard in the past to get him hooked up and he always self-destructs. I keep waiting for him to really screw up, knowing it can't last."



"I think he's sweet. Did you see the flowers he brought? And he was going to leave when he thought he was interrupting. You'd never do that. You'd have walked in and joined us. He's considerate."
"Karen, he's a great guy. He's been my friend for ages, and I love him like a brother. I think it's wonderful that you were his first. You are perfect for him, able to take control and guide him, and he needs the help." I told her, taking her back in my arms, and peeking out to see he was dancing with Beth again, and teaching her some twirl that brought her t-shirt up around her waist exposing her tiny panties. Beth was clearly a great dancer, and denying it was just BS.
"I don't think he's ready for the whole gang," Karen confessed.
"No, you're right, and the 'gang' may not be ready for him. I think if you don't want him to head out alone, it would be nice of you to take him upstairs and show him the gentle side of lovemaking."
"Like you'd know anything about that." She laughed, pushing away, and heading back out to the living room where she cut in on Beth, demanding her turn.
We were seated, chatting, and I realized that Karen didn't know how to make the break. I never would have believed it, but I think in some ways she was almost as nervous as Jim.
"Jim, I'm glad you came over, and thanks for helping Karen move today, but I'm beat. I think I'm going to hit the sack." I told him, standing up and stretching.
"Oh, I'm sorry; I didn't realize how late it was." He jumped up, and made to head for the door.
"No, don't leave on my account. Stay for a bit." I told him.
"Yeah, please stay," Karen told him, putting her hand out to him and pulling him back down to the couch.
I walked over to Karen and gave her a big kiss before I helped Debbie and Beth to their feet. They said goodnight, each one giving Jim a friendly kiss, and a decent view down the neck of their shirts, before the pair joined me in front of the door to my bedroom.
"'Night, all." I said, as I guided the oh-so delicious Debbie and Beth back into my room.
We closed the door behind us, and quickly divested ourselves of the little clothing we had on, before climbing in the bed together.
"I know what they'll be doing, I know what they'll be doing," Beth chanted with a giggle.
"Ok, let's be nice girls," I warned them. "It's nice that they're having fun together, and if things work out between them, it could simplify some things around here."
"Oh right," Beth answered. Debbie wasn't likely to answer, since her mouth was already full with my hardening dick. "Like you're not going to pump her when you get the chance, whether Jim's involved or not."
"Please! You wound me. If Karen and Jim become an item, and they want exclusivity, far be it from me to break them up. I know better than to go where I'm not wanted." I acted hurt, devastated.
"But if they're willing?" Beth asked teasingly, caressing Debbie's hair while I received my blowjob.
"I'm willing to play, but not at the expense of us," I answered, a little more breathlessly.
"Ok. As long as we all understand each other." Beth said.
Debbie was looking at me longingly, while raising and lowering her face on my cock. I know what she wanted. I reached down and lifted her face up off of me, and then turned to lay her down in the middle of the bed. I climbed between her legs and was about to put it to her, when I stopped.
"Beth, want to help me here?" I asked as I slid down the bed, bringing my face over Debbie's smooth mound.
Beth hesitated a bit, and finally joined me between Debbie's legs.
We were pretty quiet as we played with the pussy opened up before us. After using our fingers, I decided to step up the action, and leaned down and gave a long slow lick along the length of her slit. I then turned to Beth looking at her. She took the cue, and tentatively leaning close, her small tongue snuck out and traced the edge of one labial lip up to the top.
"I can't believe I did that," she said huskily.
"I can't believe how beautiful it is when you do," I told her. I leaned back in and used my tongue to stroke in and out of Debbie before sliding up to her clit and parking there for a few seconds, slowly pulling away, my lips tugging at hers.
Beth leaned down and placed her mouth over Debbie's pussy. I couldn't see what she was doing, but I caressed her back and shoulders as she did.
"God, that's making me so hot, to have my tongue inside her," she gasped.
"I'm sorry, but I have to interrupt this," I told her. "I have to be inside her."
Beth moved away, laying down beside Debbie, holding her, while I climbed between Debbie's legs, and opened her pussy to my need. Placing the purple helmet against her, I pushed just inside, and then laid on top of her and slowly, gently, made love to her.
"You two look so good together," Beth said, her hand cupping one of Debbie's breasts as she watched us make love.
"She's pretty enough to make even me look good." I laughed.
I spent a long time in Debbie, as she liked it, holding her, my chest against hers, kissing her face, telling her how beautiful she was and how great she felt. How much I needed her. And how much I loved being in her and loved her. I could see her eyes glisten.
"I need to come now," I told her, my breathing shortening, my strokes more hurried.
"Come in me. Please." She answered, thrusting up against me.
I never could say no to a beautiful woman.
* * * * End of Convenience Vs. Need, Chapter 9 - Threepeat * * * *
Things seem great don't they? Things get complicated soon. You won't want to miss Chapter 10, Complications. Nothing we can't deal with, just some odd turns in the road.
* * * *
Thanks for all the votes! I can't believe how great you readers are. Keep voting, and thanks again!
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This story is a little different from most I've written. It seems in the past while writing a lot of my stories, I've tried to keep in mind what people are looking for, what feedback I've gotten, etc. I try to make sure that when splitting stories into sections, each one has a nice 'scene' to it. I've also often sanitized the setting, to make it less obvious exactly where and when it occurred. This time out of the chute, I'm writing this one for me. Just recounting one of the most memorable occasions in my life. I hope you like it. If you don't, that's alright too. It's probably too late for the contest, and not quite titillating enough for most, but it's my favorite Christmas memory of all. (And for anyone keeping track, it's the same Mike from my Road-Trip series.) Thanks for reading.
-----------------------
After my first semester in College, I was eager to go home for the holidays. I was going to school in Rochester, NY, and anybody who'd experienced the lake-effect winters on the Great Lakes would understand my desire to get to somewhere warmer.
For me, that somewhere warmer was a long ways away. As a military brat, home was often a moving target, and that winter it was Santiago, Chile, where my father was stationed and where I'd graduated high-school. It was summer in Santiago, and I was looking forward to a pool-party with my old school mates for the Holidays.
We didn't have a lot of money, but I was allowed to travel space available on a military flight as a Navy ROTC student. I had to get down to Charleston, South Carolina, and catch an international C-141 flight that made a loop through Latin America.
After finagling a ride to Virginia followed by a very long bus trip down the coast, I finally made it to Charleston AFB. ROTC travel orders in hand, I checked in at the desk, and verified I was on the standby list for the flight leaving on the 23rd. I wouldn't get home until Christmas Day, but better late than never.
With pockets nearly empty, a hotel room was out of the question so I slept in the terminal and snacked on the cheapest eats I could get away with. There was a festive mood in the terminal, so many people rushing to get home for the holidays, and I was getting caught up in the feeling, eagerly looking forward to that very long plane ride, first to Panama, then Lima, and finally Santiago.
After what seemed an interminable wait, we were an hour away from boarding when I got bumped off the flight by a group of Marines headed to Panama on Active Duty travel orders. I was devastated. The next flight left early the morning of the 26th. At least that one was a huge plane, and nearly empty so I was virtually guaranteed to get aboard, but what was I going to do for Christmas?
Looking up at the outgoing flight schedules, I saw a flight listed for Tyndall AFB, Panama City, Florida.
"When is the flight to Tyndall headed out?" I asked the airman behind the desk.
"In an hour-and-a-half, and it's all but empty. You want on?" He asked, offering some recompense for my last minute bump.
I'd lived in Panama City during 9th and 10th grade, and still had some close friends there, many I still kept in touch with. Maybe I could find someone to spend Christmas with there. It had to be better than sleeping in the terminal for 2 more days.
"Please," I told him, "but hold my space for Santiago. I'll be back for that flight."
I recalled there being a pretty big Greyhound station in Panama City, so I called Greyhound and checked on a bus being able to get me back in time for the flight. They had one, a 7:30 am bus on Christmas morning would get me back before midnight on Christmas. I could easily make the flight the next morning, even if it were delay a few hours. I bought a ticket, using the emergency AmEx card my parents had given me when I headed off to college. I'd explain the $67.00 to my parents.
I called my family in Santiago with the news. It had to be short call because of the expense, so I let them know I had been bumped but would be there on the 28th. I told them I was headed to Panama City, and would be taking a bus back in plenty of time for my flight. My mother cried, and my father told me to go ahead and use the credit card, but to try to keep the expenses reasonable. By the time I hung up I was pretty depressed, but at least I had a plan.
Before I could try to contact anyone in Panama City, an announcement was made and suddenly I was on my way to Florida for Christmas, with no place lined up to stay, and practically broke. I was feeling a bit melancholy, but was determined to make the best of it.
* * *
So there I was, at Tyndall Air Force Base, at 11:20 pm on December 23rd. I was debating who to try first. I had several close friends nearby and I expected they'd all be home for Christmas. After a short internal debate, I had narrowed it down to two. I had always gotten along well with their entire families, and I was still in pretty regular contact with both of them.
Mike lived the nearest to me in the old days. He came from a big family, with 6 siblings, including Peggy, who'd been one of my first real deep infatuations. When I had been in 9th grade she'd been a senior, and was pretty and sophisticated. My yearning for her was unrequited, but I relished the idea of seeing her again after four years. She was a college senior, and would probably be home. I knew they'd welcome me, but I was concerned it would be an inconvenience. They did not have a large house, and it was bound to be crowded, particularly with three college kids home for the holiday. On top of that who knew if they had anyone else in tow?
Tommy on the other hand came from a relatively well-off family who always lived well within their means. He had an older brother, who was working in Japan and unlikely to be home, a sister, Sheri, just a year behind us in school, and two much younger siblings, who I guessed would be around 9 and 10 by now. They had a spacious house, each kid had their own room, and I wouldn't be putting anybody out if I stayed there. I'd always had a crush on Sheri, but although I'd dated her best friend, I'd never gone out with her. Getting a chance to see her again would be an extra bonus.
Feeling nervous and awkward, I dialed Tommy's number from memory, and luckily got him on the first call. If I'd gotten somebody else, I would have really felt uncomfortable.
Tommy's answer was unmistakable. He had a funny way of saying hello when he answered the phone, and the sound of his voice took me straight back down memory lane.
"Hee-ello," he answered.
"Tommy! Guess who?" I asked.
I guess my voice must have been similarly recognizable, since he didn't hesitate a second.
"Steve-o! What are you up to? Where're you at?" He answered eagerly.
It put a smile on my face. Nice to hear a happy, upbeat voice that seemed genuinely pleased to hear from me.
"Funny you should ask. It's a long story, but I'm in a bit of a bind. I'm at Tyndall, and stuck here until Christmas Day." I told him.
"What happened to Chile, and Rochester?" He asked.
"I was on my way home to Chile, when I lost my seat on the plane in Charleston. I couldn't get out again until the 26th, so when I saw an empty plane headed this way, I just hopped on and hoped for the best." I explained.
"That's Great!" He almost shouted. "Not great that you couldn't get home, but great that you're here. You want to stay with us? You can have Greg's room, he won't be here, and I'm sure Sheri and Mom would love to see you. The place is kind of 'down' with Greg canceling his trip home at the last minute. Having you here should cheer things up a bit." He did sound enthused, and I couldn't help grinning in reply.
"Don't you think you should check?" I laughed.
A scream in my ear was the answer, as I heard half of a shouted conversation.
"MOM! GUESS WHO'S IN TOWN."
"NO, NOT GREG."
"NO, GO AHEAD GUESS."
"GUESS AGAIN."
"OK, OK - STEVE."
"YEAH, STEVE PELLAND. HE'S STUCK HERE IN TOWN 'TIL CHRISTMAS DAY."
"OF COURSE I TOLD HIM HE SHOULD COME HERE, I'LL GO GET HIM."
"I WILL."
"YES MOM...YES...I WON'T...I WILL."
I was holding the phone a little away from my head, and almost missed it when he came back on.
"Where should I pick you up?" He asked.
"The Main Terminal, you know where that is right?" I answered.
"Sure - be there in about 30 minutes. Man, this is GREAT!"
I hung up with a big smile on my face, feeling 100% better than I had just 10 minutes earlier. I stood outside waiting for him, and about 20 minutes later the strings of Christmas lights shut off one at a time, as the place closed up for the night. It was dark and quiet, and I started to get nervous again, wondering if this had been such a good idea. I was 500 miles from my flight home and completely at the mercy of old friends. But as far as friends go, I couldn't do much better than mine, and figured at the least I wouldn't be sleeping in a lonely terminal in Charleston for two days, slowly eating my way through my meager funds.
When Bob pulled up around midnight, I could see he'd gotten rid of the VW Bug he'd inherited from his mother upon turning 16, and was now driving his brother's old Two-tone Cougar.
We spent a minute saying hi, and loading my gear into the trunk, and then we headed back into town, catching each other up on history.
When I had first moved to Santiago, I used to write about once every couple of months, as well as call a couple of times a year. In the beginning I'd written Sheri a lot as well. She was one of the most prolific writers among my old friends, and would typically write twice to me for every one I wrote to her. Over the years, that had degenerated into holiday cards and a surprise call maybe once a year.
I knew he was attending Florida State, and that Greg had graduated from Georgetown, and had moved to Japan on business. That was about it.
Tommy told me all about the old gang, who was in town, who was going to what schools, what people had been up to. I told him a lot more detail about what I'd been up to.
"So," he asked, "Got a girl?"
"Not now. Thought I had one after the ROTC Christmas ball, but that seems to have been my mistake." I admitted.
"Hard to believe. You always had someone. Every letter, every phone-call, just seems like they didn't stay the same all that long." He teased.
"I don't know. I had several relationships last pretty long. Two were more than 6 months long." I argued.
"Ooooh! Six Months!" He laughed.
"How about you then," I asked in defense.
"Still Erin. Almost two years now." He asked.
"Shit. What does she see in you? She could do so much better." I teased.
"Oh really? Like how?"
"Like me!" I laughed.
"Right, like that would ever happen! Don't even think about it, or you'll be sleeping in the street." He was laughing as well.
"Not if I called Erin I wouldn't," I shot back.
I thought it was a great comeback, but it earned me a sock in the arm.
We pulled up to his house, which still looked exactly the same, and things were pretty quiet. They used the same window lights, same roof lights, same bush trimmings year after year. It was just as I remembered. Who says you can't go back?
"Mom's got to work tomorrow, so I'm sure she's in bed, and you know Dave crashes early, so we better keep it down. We've got lots to do tomorrow anyway."
We entered quietly and put my bag in Greg's old room. Tommy stayed and chatted for a few minutes then bid me good night, telling me to sleep in as long as I wanted, as long as it wasn't past 9:00 am, and left me to get settled.
Past 9:00? Now I remembered, they'd always been an early-bird household. For me 9:00 am WAS the crack of dawn.
Tommy and I had breakfast at about 9:30. He was already chiding me for sleeping in and missing the whole family. We had the house to ourselves. He'd been on the phone arranging our day, and once we'd finished the pancakes, we were off to see Mike and his family.
Entering Mike's house was the same as it had ever been, but more-so. People everywhere, noise, laughter, roughhousing, it was all taken in stride by Mrs. Frey. We spent a few hours visiting, and getting fed again before we could leave. Mike's older sister Peggy still looked cute to me, but not the amazing creature my memory had somehow stored away. I had to tease her about the Christmas gift she'd given me three years earlier. She'd bought me a Richard Pryor tape, thinking it was Bill Cosby. When I played it for her in my car, she exploded, calling me names and accusing me of vile intent. At the time I had felt bad, confused, angry and a host of other feelings, now thankfully we could laugh at it. When I'd been 16 I'd been somewhat in awe of her, now things were comfortable.
Mike's older brother was home as well, with his live-in girlfriend who seemed awfully ill-at-ease, and must have been at least 5 years older than Dan, maybe more. That was a story I'd have to hear more about.
The biggest surprise was Alice. She'd been a few years younger than us. I wasn't sure if she was 16 or 17 now, but she was a bombshell. And she was coming on to me like gangbusters. I was really nervous, with her acting all touchy-feely with her mother and Peggy there. I was suddenly glad I had chosen to stay over with Tommy. With a pretty, stacked girl that seemed so infatuated with me around, I'm afraid I might have gotten into a whole lot more trouble than I needed.
When we left there Mike joined us, and it was off to see Jack and Russ. They were a year apart in age. Russ had been in our class, and we'd been friendly with him, but Jack, although a year younger was our buddy. We played on the basketball team together, and when Tommy and I formed our first band, Jack was our bassist.
At the Chambers house, we once again reminisced, and had to relive our first 'gig'. We had decided to play in the school talent show. With Tommy on piano and Jack on bass, I played guitar. We had a fourth guy on drums we'd all lost contact with. We had played Elton John, Deep Purple, The Eagles, and The Beatles. We had opened with the opening riff of "Smoke on the Water", and had been a hit. We were pretty lousy, but the audience was our friends, our parents and the parents of our friends, and at the end the parents even took up a collection for us. Pretty heady stuff. We'd called ourselves Bronze Myth, and had already designed our first three album covers before we had our first birthday party gig.
Jack had been tall then, and had not stopped growing; he was now 6'7" and was attending University of Florida, playing basketball. He reminded me of the time when we went on our first dates together. I had gone with Kathryn Best, easily the most lusted after girl in the whole school, who was in Jack's class a year behind me. Jack, on the other hand, had gone out with our "Valentine's Day Queen", Anne, who was in my class and almost two full years older than Jack. He was always precocious. There had been a third couple with us, Dennis and Suzanne, and Jack broke the news that Suzanne had gotten knocked up, just before I left to go overseas, and she and Dennis had gotten married. There was a huge scandal, but they stuck together, and had the baby. They lived with Suzanne's parents. Dennis was doing alright, working for Suzanne's father.
While we were visiting, several friends dropped in, including the aforementioned Kathryn who lived one street over. Kathryn, the stunning brunette who had the body of a 20 year old when she was 15, and had a beautiful face with features that just slayed me. Kathryn, the very first girl I had gotten to Third Base with. She was as pretty as I remembered, and I found out she was going to be attending Mt. Holyoke the following year, which was an odd coincidence since my girlfriend from High School was a sophomore there.
Going out with Kathryn, a year younger than me had been a total fiasco. We'd sat together on an out-of-town bus trip and ranked high enough in the pecking order that we got the right hand seat second from the back. These trips were our biggest dates back then. Ours was a small parochial school, and on the bus trips, the athletes, cheerleaders and student fans all rode the same bug. The 30-90 minute trips were like pep rallies on the way out, and like the back of movie theatres on the way back. There were frequent "hand-checks" and the lights would come one as our coaches would walk the aisle, but it seemed like after our wins, the checks would be a little less frequent. Our win at Pensacola was my first real 'make-out' session, as we cuddled and kissed the whole trip home. I even got a chance to play with her breast through her sweater.
Less than a week later I asked her to the movies, and we sat in the back with the two other couples, probably both scared spitless and nervous as goldfish in a blender. We'd started necking, which got more and more intense, and my hands boldly went where no hands had gone before. An hour into the movie I was almost out of control, and feverish with desire, and it seemed she was willing to let me do whatever I wanted. If I'd had a little more confidence, or a little more knowledge, who knows what might have happened?
As it is, I went pretty far, probably too far, and I was scared to death afterwards. She was the first girl whose flesh I'd touched underneath her clothing. I didn't call her for several days, and even avoided her at school, not knowing what to say. In short I was a total jerk. Everyone thought we should be together, she was the pretty captain of the cheerleaders, with the big boobs, and I was the Big Jock, playing all the sports, while at the same time excelling in school. She was voted "Most Popular." I was "Most Likely to Succeed." However, in this case it turned out she was "Most Slighted", and I was definitely "Most Inept." After waiting several days, amazingly patient in retrospect, she had tasked her best friend Sheri, Tommy's sister, with letting me know that she thought we shouldn't go out. Next thing you know, she was going out with some geeky looking kid, and she dated him for the rest of the school year. I'd changed schools at the end of that year, and had seen her only infrequently the following year, before moving to Santiago.
Outside in the backyard, Kathryn and I walked off together and finally had a few minutes alone.
"You know Kat, I don't think I ever apologized for being such an idiot, after our first date. I really am sorry."
She was quiet for a while. She had a sad little look. "You know, I waited by that phone night after night, crying myself to sleep. I saw you dodging me at school and it broke my heart."
"I was young and stupid. I'd never done ANYTHING with a girl before, and could hardly even believe I was with the hottest girl in school. After all the stuff I did, God, I was so embarrassed that I'd overstepped the boundaries, and I had no idea what to say." She sat down underneath the big tree in the backyard and I sat beside her on the circular bench around it.
"You could have said something to Jack maybe, or Tommy, and let them tell me. At least let me know that you liked me, or had fun. Something." She looked on the verge of tears, even 3 years later, and I felt even worse.
"I know. I kept kicking myself over it. I was so angry with myself and jealous when you went out with Ricky." I admitted.
"He was nice to me when I needed it."
"But it seemed such an odd fit. He was a nobody; the only thing he ever did noteworthy was date you." I told her.
"He lived two houses down. We'd grown up together, and when my heart was broken he picked up the pieces. He could tell something was wrong, and really made me feel a lot better." She confessed.
That brought on a short period of silence. It did let me think better of Ricky, who wasn't just lucky or an opportunist.



"You know, that was one of the most memorable moments in my life. Touching a girl like that for the first time. I had no idea what I should do, or what I could do, but I kept looking down the row at Dennis and Suzanne, and figured I should be able to do that too. I was in heaven; you were so amazing to be with." I told her, reaching out and taking her hand in mine. Her palm was moist.
"You're telling me? You were the big 9th grader with the learner's permit and motorcycle. Big Man on Campus. The guy every girl wanted. And you wanted me. I had no idea what we should or shouldn't do on a date. I was hoping you knew."
We laughed at that, remembering the intensity of those feelings.
"Given a chance to do it over, I'd have camped out on your doorstep and professed my undying, eternal love the moment you walked out the door." I told her, half serious.
"As I recall, you professed your love for me that evening, just before opening the top of my pants." She said with a wicked grin.
I'm sure I blushed mightily. "I can't really ask forgiveness, but I really am sorry. Sorry now and sorry then. I fantasized about you for years afterwards, thinking of what could have happened if I hadn't been such a jerk. You have no idea how many of my fantasies you starred in back then."
"If only you'd have let me know. Ricky was my first. It could have been you. Given half a chance, it would have been you." She had moved close and was speaking softly.
"And this is my punishment. Knowing how bad I fucked up. Seeing you here, as beautiful as in my dreams, and knowing I've screwed up any chance of being with you." I placed my hand behind her head, stroking her hair.
"I wouldn't say you'd screwed up ANY chance, but you certainly blew that one."
We were looking deeply in each other's eyes, recalling strong, painful feelings. I wanted her now, as I'd wanted her then, with a deep burning need, and I leaned forward those last two inches, and captured her lips with mine.
She slid forward and melted against me, kissing me with every emotion boiling to the surface. She took my hand and placed it on her incredible chest, and I squeezed her breast, my thumb reliving that first caress of her nipple from so many years earlier.
We stayed like that for a couple of minutes, and then broke apart. Her eyes glistened.
"I've got a boyfriend." She confessed.
I nodded understanding.
"If I didn't..."
I reached forward pressing my index finger to her lips. "I know. I missed my chance. It's my loss."
We just sat side by side a minute, in silence.
"You know," she said softly, "what you did to me that night, that was part of the problem."
"I know. I'm sorry if I stepped over the line." I said, even now embarrassed at the liberties I'd taken.
"No, not anything wrong. What you did TO me, how you made me feel. You made me cream my jeans more than once that night. It was the first time I'd ever come. I'd heard about it, but it was almost unreal. Your fingers just drove me wild. It was over a year before another guy was able to do the same." She put her hand between her legs, seemingly remembering that first night.
"That makes two of us. I don't know if you knew, but I came in my pants too, and you never even touched me there. By the time I got home I was a terrible sticky mess. I snuck out and threw that underwear away before my mother could find them and ask uncomfortable questions." I told her, laughing.
She gave me an odd little look, and then slid around the tree, placing its 3 foot wide trunk between us and the house. She reached out for me, and of course I followed.
"Could I...I mean would you mind..." She seemed lost for words.
"What? Just ask. I certainly owe you one." I told her.
She didn't ask, she just started unbuckling my belt. "I always wondered, and never really had a chance to find out." With the belt open she unbuttoned and unzipped my pants. "I mean, that night, you got to find out pretty much ALL about me, but I didn't..." I lifted my hips and let her pull my pants down a short ways, and then she reached up and pulled my underwear down exposing my fully erect monument to her sexiness. "I knew it, you bastard. Look at that."
I didn't have to look. I knew it pretty well. And it was certainly standing tall and making me proud.
She took me in hand and stroked me up and down, which after all the discussion and reminiscing was almost enough to get me off. "I just knew it. This should have been my first." She slowly stroked me up and down, and then she leaned over and took me in her mouth for just a second, sucking me deep and then releasing me.
That was it. It was too much for me, and I stood up and shot my wad a good two feet out from where we were sitting. She giggled, as she helped me through my release, then pulled my underwear up back over my still dripping cock, and wiped her hand on the front of my briefs, before helping me pull my jeans back up.
"If I wasn't tied up, I'd have you paying reparations," she told me as we both stood, and she slapped my hands away from my belt and finished straightening me out herself.
"Let's consider it a delayed payoff. If things don't workout for you, maybe we can try it again. Rochester isn't THAT far from Amherst." Little did I know what the future held in store for us, but that's a different story.
We walked back to the house hand-in-hand, laughing at the folly of youth, from the wizened experience of our 18 and 19 years. She had to leave shortly after, as did we, and I kissed her goodbye at the door.
Once the door was closed I heard an exclamation from behind me. I turned to Tommy who said, "Now I've seen everything."
"Amen," said Jack.
"What?" I asked.
"After how you treated her after our first date, I was certain you were on her shit-list for life." Jack explained.
"Absolutely." Tommy chimed in. "Sheri said that Kathryn fantasized about doing mean and nasty things to you for years. I mean, hell, you did use her pretty bad."
"I was a dope. I did some things I'd never done before, and was so embarrassed I didn't know how to even face her. So I screwed up and avoided her. I just made my apologies and we worked things out. I think she understands that I didn't try to be mean; I was just young and stupid. I didn't know what I was doing, and regretted it for years." I told them.
"Geez. I always wondered how you could pass on that, when she was so available to you. You really did fuck up, didn't you?" Tommy pointed out.
"Yep, not the first time, and I'm certain not the last. But we've buried the hatchet it seems." I answered
"I'm just astounded that hatchet isn't in your back." Jack added.
We left just a short while after that. We had one last visit to make. Teri Branson was passing through town, and wanted to see us if she could. She was just there for the day, and none of us wanted to miss out on that chance.
The summer before 10th grade, I'd practically lived at Teri's. It was football time, and we were doing twice-a-days. We'd have morning practice, then a break so we wouldn't be out all day in the noon-time Florida summer sun. After the break it was afternoon practice. Teri was at our school and I never really knew her until that summer. She lived only a block from Mike, and we had run into her one day out washing the family car. We struck up a conversation, and the rest was history. I spent every football break at her house that summer. Mike didn't play football, but I'd pick him up on the way over there, and we'd hang out. She had a pool table, and a private rec-room with a stand-up arcade game. Her mother would always bring us snacks and drinks.
Teri had not been popular, and was new to the school as well. But in a period of just a few months she went from a boyish figured tom-boy, to a devastatingly beautiful teen. Her breasts seemed to almost explode outwards, and once we'd met her mom, we knew where she got it from. She lost some weight, traded glasses for contacts, grew tits, lost the braces, and suddenly this beauty was in our midst, and nobody even knew about her but us. She was our secret. Tommy was going to a different high-school from me and Mike, but we still hung together most of the summer, and we had to let him in on our secret. The closest we'd come to having anything happen was a bizarre game of spin-the-bottle underneath the pool table. Mike, Tommy, me and Teri. Just an excuse for us to take turns kissing her. Her father was being transferred again at the end of the summer. I told her I was going to have a birthday party, and that we were going to play spin-the-bottle, I had hoped she'd be there, but now she was leaving. We were all upset. Tommy suggested we play now, since she couldn't make it then, and we did. It was strange but wonderful. Two weeks later she was gone.
We met Teri at the mall, our planned rendezvous. We couldn't miss her; she was the center of a lot of attention. And still gorgeous. We ran up to her and had hugs all around.
"I can only stay about 20 minutes," she told us with a pout.
"Damn," was all I could say.
So the three of us toured the mall, observing all the changes. It had been brand new the year we had been together. We grabbed some drinks, and wandered back outside, our time almost up, and barely even caught up.
"Teri, I have a confession." I told her. "I know we acted pretty much like friends, but I was crazy about you. That summer I went home every evening and dreamed of you."
"Hell, we all did." Tommy admitted.
"We were such idiots," she said. She reached up to my collar and pulled me down for a kiss. Teri stood maybe 5 foot 1, so I had at least a foot on her in height. Bent over I let her kiss me, and I returned it eagerly. Finally she released me.
"I was so confused. One day I'd like you, and then the next day you," she said nodding around the group, "and then you. I kept wondering who was going to be my first real boyfriend. I just knew it was going to be one of you. And then it was all over." She looked up at me. "I STILL dream about you sometimes."
All we could do was laugh it off, and say we'd get together sometime. She was living in Phoenix now, finishing high school, and it looked like she'd be going to Stanford. It was going to be hard to ever make that commute work out, not that she didn't seem like it would be worth the effort. Then her parents drove up. We said hi to her mom (who had been a secret fantasy of mine back then) and then with a last set of hugs it was goodbye to Teri.
It was getting late so we dropped Mike back off at his house, driving mostly in quiet. I imagine we were all lost in thought over the quirks of fate and what might have been. For me, it was thoughts of Kathryn and Teri, two incredible opportunities that any teen would kill for, and I'd let them slip through my fingers.
We dropped Mike off, but didn't go inside. As it was we were running late, and knew that if we went in, it would be a while before we got out of there. From Mike's it was a 5 minute drive back to Tommy's, but we drove past Teri's old house, just for nostalgia's sake.
At Tommy's we were running late. Dinner was going to be at 6:00 pm, and somehow we'd burned the whole day. It was 5:45 before we even walked in the door, and we both wanted to clean up before dinner. The kid's rooms were served by two separate bathrooms, one at the end of the hall, and one off of Greg's room. So I stripped down to my shorts, and went to take my shower.
I hadn't expected the bathroom to be full. Sheri was in their, applying the last of her makeup. Fortunately (or unfortunately) she was dressed.
When I walked in, she gave a squeal, and came over and gave me a big hug.
"I can't believe you're here! You're looking good." She said, stepping back and giving me the once over.
"Wow, Sheri, you look great!" was all I could say. She had always been pretty. But the difference between a 15 year old Sheri and this one was night and day. The more mature Sheri was a beautiful young woman.
"Thanks," she said, "I'll be out of here in a second, and you can have the place to yourself. I'm dying to talk to you."
"I'll be here all night." I joked, stepping back into the room I was using, before my underwear had to undergo any more strain.
I sat on the bed waiting, and after just a minute or so she poked her head in and said "It's all yours." She left the door open and walked out the other side of the bathroom. So that was one change at least that I hadn't noticed. Back in the day, this was Greg's bathroom. But since then someone had taken out the linen closet, and the old closet door now opened into Sheri's room. In retrospect it should have been obvious. With Greg away, the bathroom had a lot of stuff in it, although very neat. If I'd opened a cabinet or drawer, I would have seen all the makeup and girl's things. I was using Sheri's bathroom.
I rapidly cleaned up and dressed. I was in a bit of a hurry, wanting to still wrap a couple of small presents for my hosts. I had bought several tapes for my sister as a Christmas present, and decided to gift Tommy with one of them. I also had a photo in a frame for my mom, and decided to make the frame a family gift. It was simple, hand-made by yours truly from apple-wood. After borrowing some paper, tape, and scissors, I was ready to join everyone else just a few minutes later.
* * *
What had started out with the potential for so much disappointment, my first Christmas away from home, was actually quite wonderful. The family embraced me and treated me as one of their own. Dinner was scrumptious, a Christmas ham, with the full complement of side dishes. After dinner we chatted, drank a little too much spiked eggnog, and told stories of the last few years.
I sat close to Sheri when I could, beside her at the dinner table, and next to her on the couch while we had our eggnog. I tried to engage her in some quiet conversation of our own, but the setting was all wrong for that, and I eventually abandoned those attempts. It was nice enough just to be near her.
Tommy's step-father Dave insisted I call Santiago, even though I knew the price would be outrageous, and I did. I gave my family my Christmas wishes, and told them how much I missed them and was looking forward to seeing them in a couple of days. Everyone in the room took a minute to say hello and share season's greetings. I had to spend a few minutes trying to get my Mom to stop crying at the far end, before we finally were able to hang-up.
The small ones had to go to bed relatively early, and so we all got to open one gift the night before, as was their tradition. I gave Tommy his gift, and his mother opened the family gift and everyone acted pleased. In turn, they had bought me a present which I opened. It was two books for the trip, and they had a card for me. Inside was $50. I was completely in shock.
"Dear Steve,
Your short visit was a wonderful Christmas gift to us all. Thanks so much for choosing to spend this Christmas with us. Here's some mad money for the trip home. We all love you.
Dave, June, Robert, Sheri, John and Jean"
I was deeply touched by the gesture. I went over and gave Tommy's Mom a big hug, thanking her for the card and books. The kids jumped up with presents of their own, and I got two new drawings for my dorm room, as well as some mystery invention from John, which was supposed to be a spy tool to stop people from breaking into my room. I thanked them profusely, and they were put to bed shortly after.
Dave, Tommy and I discussed the logistics of my morning bus ride back to Charleston. It left at 7:30 am, but was only about 15 minutes away, so we figured on getting a 7:00am start. We relaxed around the fire, ruminating on the poor souls who had the job of driving that bus all day Christmas day.
There was a guitar in the corner, Greg's. I was surprised he hadn't taken it with him. I went over and grabbed it, and finding it miserably out of tune, I tuned it up.
"Play something Christmassy", Tommy's Mom asked, and so I played a couple of tunes. I'm a fair guitarist; I was studying guitar at the Eastman School of Music since it was convenient, and ROTC was picking up the tab, and had improved quite a bit from the days of our first band. I got rave reviews from my small audience, and took requests for a while, before we broke it up. The parents still had some work to do for the kids, and Tommy and I wanted to hit the hay early, in order to catch that 7:30 bus.
More hugs and kisses all around, with a firm hand-shake for Dave, and I retired to my room to finish my packing. I got ready for bed, dressed in boxers and a t-shirt, laid out my clothes for the morning, and completed my packing. I had one last thing I wanted to do before hitting the sack, so I went back into the bathroom, and knocked on the opposite door into Sheri's room.
I heard a muffled "Come in" or something to that effect, and opened the door to find Sheri sitting up in bed, brushing her long blonde hair. She was dressed in a nearly see-through pale green nightie that took my breath away.
"Hi." I felt incredibly awkward, like I was 16 all over again.
She looked up at me, giving me a quizzically upraised eyebrow.
"I had a gift for you, but I felt kind of silly giving it to you out there. I hope you don't mind that I waited until now." I handed her a small leather pouch.
She took it, laying her brush to the side, and opened it, pulling out a small cross. She stretched out the cord, and looked at me in surprise.
"But this is your mountain cross! You always wear this!" She said, looking at me with a strange look I couldn't quite fathom.
The cross was one I had found mountain climbing several years earlier. I had been in a small accident. I'd fallen into a glacier fed stream on a mountain trip, while collecting firewood in a storm. I'd almost frozen before I'd made it back to the cabin. Literally. I thought I was going to die. I was staggering the last 20 feet to the building, in a daze, when a friend returning from the outhouse ran into me, and dragged me inside to warm up. The next morning I found a small ivory cross on a rotted leather lanyard at almost the very place I had climbed out of the stream, and I had worn it for years since then. Sheri knew the story. I had told her the whole thing one evening when I had been giving her driving lessons.
I don't know what had motivated me to give it to her, but I had had this urge, and I've always been a pretty impetuous person.
"I just want you to have it." I explained.
She patted the bed beside her for me to sit down then she handed me the cross to put around her neck and turned her back to me. I passed my hands over the head, letting the cross dangle in the valley between her breasts, and she reached back and pulled her hair up and out of the way, so I could latch the necklace on her.
When I was done she turned to me, and fingering the cross she thanked me.
"I got the strangest call today." She told me.
"Strange how?" I asked.
"Kathryn called me. We haven't talked probably in over a year, but she called me out of the blue, and we talked about nothing but you for over an hour." She said with a teasing smile.
I could feel my face burning from the blush.
We were real quiet for a bit. Then she spoke up softly, not looking at me at all, just looking down at her hands.
"Do you remember the skating party where you asked me to skate, like 5 times?"
"Do I ever! My hand was so sweaty I was embarrassed to hold yours, but didn't know how to dry it off, and I wasn't good enough a skater to make a real dance out of it." I laughed.
"I thought you liked me, and were going to ask me out, but you never did. Why not?" She asked.
The memory was embarrassing, and I thought about it a bit before confessing. "I had skated with Kathryn earlier in the evening, and she asked me who I liked. I told her I would answer by the end of the evening. Later, just when I was trying to get the nerve up to skate with you again, and ask you to sit by me on the Pensacola bus trip, Jack found me and told me that I had better ask Kathryn to skate. She was waiting for me to tell her something. Well, I did ask her to skate, and she reminded me of our previous conversation.



I admitted that I really liked two people, you and her. Then she asked me if I minded if she 'monopolized' me for a while. I went along. You know the rest. One out-of-town bus trip. One back-row of the movie. And me completely screwing everything up."
She listened without showing too much surprise. "But how come you never tried anything after that?"
"God! How could I? You knew everything that had happened. Don't you remember the time I stopped by when Net was over here spending the night. Every time I passed you guys, you seemed to be laughing at me. And then when you passed me in the hall and whispered, "Oooh, I Love You," teasing me with what I'd said to Kathryn before completely blowing her off, I was just devastated. I hadn't screwed up just the one chance, but you as well."
Sheri had the grace to blush from embarrassment at that. "I really didn't know much of what was going on. Kathryn just told me to go up to you and say that. I'm sorry."
"Not half as sorry as I was." I told her. "You had to know how much I liked you. I was always trying to be around you and do things with you."
"I didn't know how much of that was just being Tommy's sister, or what. I kept waiting for you to try something, anything, but you never did." She looked at me intensely almost with anguish.
I was 16 all over again. I was still embarrassed over my ineptness around women. I had screwed things up with Kathryn. I had screwed up with Teri. And I had screwed up with Sheri. Since then I'd had more than my share of success with the young women I'd known, but all of a sudden, it was like I was a clumsy, scared virgin all over again.
Sheri looked at me for a long while, then finally sighed and looked away, picking up her brush and going back to brushing her hair. "Some things will never change, I guess," she muttered, ignoring me.
I started to get up, to go to my room, knowing this was neither the time, nor the place to try to start something with Sheri, but I just couldn't leave things as they were. I reached out and took the brush from her, which she relinquished slowly. I then took her by the shoulders and turned her away from me, so I could brush her hair.
I brushed her hair in silence for a bit, before speaking. "For at least a year after leaving here, I would dream about you all the time. You were the girl of my fantasies. We wrote so well for a while, and I kept all your letters, reading them over and over again, looking for hidden meaning in the words, wondering if I'd ever get a chance to be with you. I still have those letters." I confessed.
Several long seconds later Sheri reached down to the bottom drawer of her chest, next to the bed and opened it. She reached under her sweaters, and pulled out a pile of letters held together with a rubber-band. I recognized my writing.
She turned to look at me, and her eyes glistened. I dropped the brush, leaned over and nervously kissed her, hoping beyond hope she wouldn't throw me out of her room with a ruckus.
Instead she turned, and returned my kiss with a depth and passion I could only have prayed for.
When we broke apart, we just looked at each other. Suddenly I couldn't help but giggle.
"What?" She asked, almost crossly.
"Do you remember how you thought you'd get pregnant from French kissing?" I recalled.
She blushed again. "I can't believe you still remember that, you beast. How did you find that out anyway?"
"Kathryn told me on the bus trip. I think she was trying to make you seem naive to me, sort of solidify her hold on me." I told her.
"That BITCH! She always denied it, but I couldn't think of anyone else who knew."
We laughed a bit, and gradually fell back into kissing each other.
At the next break in our kissing, Sheri nailed me again. "Tommy said you did it with Angela. Was she your first?"
"No. I never did do it with her. And Colleen was my first." I admitted.
"Colleen?! From yearbook?"
"Yeah. But not until a year later. She went to Mosley with me, and we hooked up at a party. It was weird and nothing much happened of it. Three weeks later I was headed to Chile." I told her.
She just shook her head at me.
"Since it's time for true confessions, who was your first?" I asked teasing. "Rich? Mike?"
"Oh God, no!" she laughed.
"Then who?"
She never answered, just turned a bright red.
"Come on, fair's fair. I told you." I urged her relentlessly.
She mumbled something I couldn't make out.
"I can't hear you, who was it?" I teased again.
She looked up, almost fiercely. "Nobody, all right?"
I was stunned, and the ensuing silence seemed endless.
"You're kidding me." I finally said, hardly believing.
Her answer was so soft I almost missed it. "At one time I thought you'd be my first."
This time when we kissed, I allowed my hands to wander, throwing caution to the wind. I cupped her perfect young breast in my hand, letting my thumb brush across her nipple, getting it hard. We were both gasping when we broke apart.
"Steve?"
"Yes?"
"Go close your door, and turn off your light, then turn off the light in the bathroom," she said softly.
I did, and she had turned down the light in her room. She was lying in the bed, the covers folded down neatly, waiting for me. She was still in her nightie.
I stood beside the bed and made my commitment. I removed my shirt, and then my shorts, sporting a huge hard-on, which she stared at in wonder. I climbed into her bed completely naked.
She had been laying sideways, leaning on her elbow, but as I entered the bed, she rolled onto her back, lying down, waiting for me. She was achingly beautiful in the dim light, and I was afraid I was going to come on the spot if she even touched me.
I leaned over her and kissed her, but this time the kiss never stopped. I lost my soul in that kiss. I lost all track of time and presence. Our mouths stayed connected as we explored and played with our tongues, and my hands embarked on their exploration of the wonders of her body. My hands touched her all over, before finally settling in the warm crease between her legs. She had panties on, and as my fingers rubbed up and down her hidden folds, I found a small wet spot, maybe the size of a dime slowly spreading. Once I was aggressively rubbing her, sliding the material up and down, half-an inch into her by this time, the wetness enveloped the entire area. I slid my hand less than a foot up her body, and let my finger tips creep under the band of her panties. My hand slid down, the soft down of her hair like a magical lure, the gentle pressure of her panties against the back of my hand trapping me.
Our kiss finally broke, and from an inch away we looked into each other's eyes as I slowly slid my middle finger between those forbidden lips, and into her. The aroma of her need assaulted me, and the quiet squish of her wetness against my finger was the ultimate aphrodisiac. I was engulfed with desire.
I started to crawl over her, placing my knee between hers when she stopped me.
"Wait."
Then she raised her hips, and scrunched down, raised her knees, moments later passing me a small, but incredibly erotic piece of plain, white material.
I was beyond reason, and I climbed between her legs. She spread them for me, seeming as eager as I. I grabbed my throbbing rod in hand, and by feel, rubbed the head up and down her moistness, adding pressure bit by bit, until I felt it settle in at the mouth of her pussy. She gave a small gasp, as the head slid in just a bit, not quite in her yet, but knowing that I was one small push from being inside.
"Be gentle," she said, and I could see a hint of nervousness and fear in her eyes.
I leaned over and kissed her softly, and while our lips touched, I pushed, sinking into her. At least for a bit. About halfway in I hit a barrier. I was confused at first. I pulled back and pushed again, a little harder, thinking I was sticking, and she grunted a little as if in pain.
It finally sunk in. I had been with plenty of women, and several who had claimed to be virgins, but none with their cherry intact. I wasn't sure what to do.
I probed again, and this time elicited a small 'ow'. What was I to do? I lay on top of her, my cock buried four inches deep in the girls of my dreams, and I was at a complete loss.
Sheri shifted a bit under me, wrapped her legs around mine, and pulled me close. She whispered into my ear.
"Take me."
It was the sexiest thing I'd ever heard. Nervously I pulled back until I was just at the opening and I drove down hard, feeling just a pinch before my pelvis was grinding into hers. I was completely inside her.
I got up on my elbows and looked down at her. I could see a single wet trail that glistened from the side of her eye to her ear.
"Are you ok?" I asked her, holding myself still, deep inside of her.
"Wonderful," she said softly, tilting her chin up slightly for a kiss.
I accepted the offer, and kissed her gently, while I experimented with moving my cock within her incredibly tight sheath. I felt I was only moments from coming, but I couldn't resist moving my hips just a bit, exploring the feeling of being inside her.
I leaned down and whispered in her ear. "I always wanted you. You knew it. I knew it. But I was afraid. I was afraid of the ribbing from your brother. Afraid of being exposed for knowing nothing about what to do with a girl. Afraid of ruining our friendship. Afraid of striking out, and you telling all the other girls and my being the laughingstock. Afraid of so many stupid things. I was an idiot."
"You weren't afraid of Kathryn," she answered softly.
"She initiated it all. She pushed forward, asking to monopolize me, holding my hand. I probably never would have made the move. If I could change one thing, it would be that skating party. I should have saved that last moonlight skate for you, and asked you out. I should have told Kathryn that you were the one girl I was interested in. Who knows how things might have worked out? Plus, it wasn't as big a deal. If things didn't work out, oh well. But if I ruined things with you, it would have killed all my dreams."
She was hot beneath me, her skin almost burning to my touch, I was finally moving inside of her, but I quickly had to stop, again on the verge of coming, and embarrassed at my short trigger.
"Make love to me Steve," she said breathlessly.
I gave a few more strokes and had to stop again.
"Don't stop," she pleaded.
"I'm sorry, I'm so excited I'm on the verge of coming now. If I move I won't be able to stop," I finally confessed.
"Do it. Pump me, take me, come deep inside me," she answered.
Those words were too much, and with a gasp I drove my cock in hard, and exploded inside her. I pulled back and slammed into her a dozen times or so, making the bed creak alarmingly as I emptied myself inside her virgin moistness.
As my heart hammer away in my chest, and my breathing gasped, she gave me a small joyous laugh.
"Wow, I guess you were close!"
Then she gave a big hug before she pushed me off of her. She climbed over me, her hand pressed between her legs and scrambled into the bathroom, waddling inelegantly but still incredibly arousing to me.
I heard her tinkle, and then return to the bed with a facecloth with which she wiped my semi-hard cock clean. Then she climbed into bed, her head on my shoulder and talked. She recounted almost ever time that we'd been together alone, all the adventures we'd had, the summer we'd learned to play tennis together, and what she'd thought might happen. We laughed a little at my ineptness and her caution as well. Then I felt her hand creep down between my legs.
"Do you think we could try that again?" she asked me hesitantly.
"I'm dying to, but I was afraid I might have hurt you." I laughed my foolish insecure laugh.
"So hurt me," she teased, giving a tug on my cock.
This time I held out a little better. I climbed between her legs again, and made love to her, still gently, still nervous. But before long I was feeling that familiar rhythm of need, and my strokes became longer and more insistent. I had to have her. I had to take her. I had to fill her deeply, completely. I sat up in the bed, discarding the covers, and raised her legs, pushing them back, and screwing her powerfully, shaking her body, crashing into her with a burning need. She was still wearing her nightie, but it had ridden up above her belly button, just a couple of inches below her breasts.
I stopped my motion and whispered to her, "Rise up on your elbows."
She looked at me oddly but did, raising her head a few inches off the pillow. I leaned over and lifted her nightie up above her breast, allowing me to see the objects of my desire and fantasies.
"God, I've pictured those in my mind for four years, and yet never came close to imagining how perfect and beautiful they are." I said, more to myself than to her.
I resumed my fucking, for that was what I was doing now, fucking her. Fucking her hard. She had her bottom lip captured between her teeth, and now she was holding her nightie in her hands, almost to her chin, allowing me an uninterrupted view of her oh-so-perfect tits.
The visuals were all too much and pushed me over the edge once again. The beautiful face, the long hair arrayed across the pillow, the full breasts, bouncing a counter-beat to my pounding, her flat stomach, hollowed, and the light fur of her hair parted to allow my pole to penetrate her again and again. With a moan I came for her again, collapsing beside her, sated, and in complete serenity and joy.
"I guess you really do like me," she laughed, cuddling up to my side. Then she was asking me about my afternoon meeting with Kathryn.
"What did she tell you?" I asked, a little nervous.
"No, you tell me what happened. I don't trust her," she insisted.
I told her the whole story, including the ending. In full short-but-sweet detail.
"I knew it!" She laughed. "She said you tried to come on to her, and made her grab you there, but she turned you down."
"If that's how she wants to tell it that's fine by me. I owe her one; let her have it however she wants." I said
"When you went to the movies, what really happened there?" she asked, with her one-track mind.
I wasn't sure what her preoccupation was but I finally told her the whole scene, everything I'd done, every liberty I'd taken. At the end I waited in judgment.
"She's such a liar. She said you tried to reach inside her pants but she stopped you."
"Hardly, I could smell her on my fingers for day afterwards." I laughed.
Sheri was lost in thought pressed up against me. My hands were idling rubbing her back, the material of her nightie soft and silky against my fingertips.
"I guess there's only one thing she's done with you that we haven't done," Sheri started, and then she slid under the covers and a moment later I felt the warm wetness of her mouth enveloping me.
I could see the covers moving as she used her mouth to pleasure me, taking only a few moments to make me hard, and then sucking me like there was no tomorrow. Which, in a way I guess there wasn't. I wanted to see her, so I pulled the covers back and looked down at her. She continued a few more strokes, then shifted and faced me a little more, finally lifting her eyes to watch me, watching her, suck my cock.
A few more deep strokes and she pulled off with a smile.
"I can see that's one thing you like," she said with a grin.
"Like is an understatement." I laughed.
She gave me a couple more sucks, and then she straddled me, and rose up to take me inside of her again. I wanted her so bad I could almost scream. She got me positioned right, and then slowly lowered herself the full length of my staff with one long, smooth stroke. Then, settled on my hips, my turgid meat buried in her achingly tight recess, she lifted the bottom of her nightie and pulled it up and over her head.
I'd been to several strip shows before that, but never in my life had I seen anything so beautiful or so erotic. I could feel my pulse in my cock, throbbing inside her.
She opened her eyes wide, and looked down between her legs. "Wow, I could feel that. At least one part of you really likes to see the girls," she laughed, holding her breasts cupped in her hands, and jiggling them for me.
"You are the most beautiful thing I've ever seen." I told her.
"Right, and now I guess you're going to tell me you love me, just like Kathryn." She said it with a hint of bitterness I didn't understand.
"The difference is back then it was the hormones of a 16 year old talking. You on the other hand, I've loved for three years. And you know it." I said, and only as I spoke the words did I realize to my very soul, just how true it was.
Sheri didn't answer. She leaned forward and rocked back and forth on my hard cock, enjoying the feeling of controlling the penetration, the pace, the timing. She paced herself to my breathing and excitement. When I started to get really excited she'd slow down and hold me, letting me ease back from the edge. When I was strong and ready, she'd ride me hard. She let my hands explore her as she did the work, and I touched her everywhere I could reach, just wallowing in the sensations. I pulled her down within reach, and tasted her nipples, playing with those perfect globes. The feel of her breasts, that impossible soft pale skin under my lips, making way to the crinkled, tougher skin, peaking to a little nub seemingly designed for me to tease and taste.
Finally after what seemed an eternity of sensual, erotic play, she laid down on me, her breasts pressed against my chest, her mouth on my neck, while she slowly rocked her hips, fucking herself gently on my rod.
"Come for me Steve," she said, almost as a command.
I reached down and took her full, soft ass cheeks in my hands, grasping them tight, and I held her up a bit off of me, so I could us my hips to drive in and out of her channel more completely. I was able to get a good long stroke established, and I could feel the cool air brushing against my wet shaft each time I pulled outward.
We had made love for what seemed ages before she issued that first command for me to come. Now she issued another one.
"Tell me again."
I couldn't hold back any longer, and didn't want to. I was fucking the prettiest girl I'd ever known. The first girl that I had really badly wanted. The sweet little virgin that I had fantasized about for so long. Whose pretty face had been the image I'd been picturing as I filled enough old gym socks with cum to fill a stadium.
"I love you, Sheri. I've loved you as long as I've known you." And with that I pulled her down hard on my cock, coming inside my dream girl again, and absorbing the feeling, knowing I was leaving within hours, not knowing when I'd see her again.
"I love you, Steve," she said, I could feel her tears rolling down the side of my face.
I looked up to see the sky lightening with the coming dawn, and thought to myself, "That's another one you've got up on Kathryn."
I disentangled myself from her limbs and kissed her.
"I have to go. Tommy's going to be looking for me any minute." Somehow we had spent the entire night reminiscing, sharing and making love.
It was so difficult, but I tore myself from her arms, tucked her in bed, and kissed her good-night. "Get a couple of hours of sleep; I'll be able to sleep on the bus." I told her.
She was still wearing the cross I'd given her. She held it now. "Thanks for the Christmas present." She said with a small sad smile.
I kissed her again, and retreated to the bathroom for a quick shower and shave. Back in my room, I dressed, and found a present waiting for me on my suitcase. A 8x10 picture of Sheri, as beautiful as I'd ever seen her, with a small inscription on the back.



"Merry Christmas. Don't forget about me.
Love, Sheri"
I had just finished putting it away when Tommy knocked on my door, dragging me out to breakfast, and then off to the bus.
The rest of that trip was uneventful; I made it home OK, picked up some presents in Panama, saw some old friends, and made it back to college in one piece.
But I'll always recall that first Christmas away from home, and the greatest Christmas present I ever received.
Not my first erector set, or the 114 piece Lincoln Log tube. Not my first really COOL bicycle, a purple spider bike with banana seat, big handle bars and a three speed shifter on the bar. Not my first electric guitar, a Fender, and amp, which I think my parents had some second thoughts about.
No, Sheri's was the nicest gift I ever received, and probably ever will receive, for Christmas.
"Thanks" just doesn't seem to say enough.
---
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* * *
"Please don't make me do this," Krista pleaded, her big blue eyes filling with tears.
"I'm not making you do anything," I told my pretty blonde neighbor, leaning back into the couch, legs akimbo, waiting for my show. I was ready, wearing only boxers and a polo shirt.
Her eyes flickered to the side, once again taking in the collage of pictures on the coffee table.
"You know that if Rich ever saw those pictures he'd kill me."
"So am I supposed to lie to him?" I asked her, pointedly.
She stood quietly, firming her resolve.
"One lap-dance, and you'll give me all the copies of those pictures, and we'll never have to talk about this again. Right? That's what you've promised." We both already knew she was going to do it. But she was still waffling.
"I promise. One GOOD lap-dance, and I will give you every copy of those pictures, delete them from my hard drive, and I promise that Rich will never hear about them from me."
"Why are you doing this, Alex? I thought we were friends."
"Sure we're friends. I want to stay friends. Really good friends. Close friends. Special friends. Ever since that night you and the girls came over trashed and went skinny-dipping, I can't get those images of you out of my mind. I think about you all the time. I want you so bad I ache. I want to hold you, feel you, touch you, kiss you, taste you. I just can't stand it anymore."
"Just this once, right?" She asked for the umpteenth time tonight.
"You heard the deal." With that, I pressed play on the remote, and put the CD player in motion.
Once committed, Krista seemed willing enough to make the best of a bad situation. She started awkwardly, and had a bit of difficulty trying to act sexy while peeling her t-shirt off over her head, but the end result was worth it. Her breasts are very nice, very much an attention grabber, and to see them swelling out of her lacy bra brought on the first twitch in my shorts.
She did a much better job with her shorts, opening up a button, then lowering a zipper, exposing nothing but skin to the eye. She peeled the two sides outward and I was finally rewarded with a hint of black material where her panties started.
Krista completed a leisurely turn, ending with her back to me, before teasing her shorts over her hips. After just an inch or two a thin black string was exposed, funneling down to the crease of her full ass, where the two side strings met and disappeared between her cheeks. Once her shorts were midway down her hips and the going was easier, she bent over almost in two, and slid them down to her ankles, then held that pose a few seconds, letting me take in her all but naked, oh-so delicious, ass.
The naughty thong, worn by such a prim-and-proper lady, was in so many ways very much like her. It always seemed a bit odd to me that such a pretty woman had so little experience. She'd only been with one man in her entire life, her husband of 12 years, who she'd married just out of high-school. She was a good little Southern Baptist wife, no drinking, no swearing, and little in the way of hijinks. Yet she wore very tight and revealing clothes that accentuated all of her amazing assets to their best advantage. She would be very proper and virtuous, and then tease me out of the blue, in a flirtatious almost brazen way.
A mother of two, with the body of a 20 year old, she could make my blood boil. I had rehearsed this scene for weeks, and then carefully planned it out, before I lured her up to my study, and set the whole plan in motion.
Her husband was insanely jealous, and on top of that I knew that their sex life left a lot to be desired. They were on a calendar, and she agreed to let him have sex with her once a week, in order to keep the peace.
And now she was delivering her very best lap-dance, in order to keep her night of skinny-dipping a secret.
"That's nice," I told her, gazing on her heart-shaped cheeks and thinking how nice it would be to bury my face in them.
She stood back up and danced a bit longer before she reached behind her and unsnapped her bra, releasing her full, ripe tits, swaying to the music's beat.
I saw her eyes glance down at the pictures on the coffee table, then at the tenting of my boxers, then back to my face. She was suddenly blushing madly as she tried to cover her breasts somewhat, while turning and dancing before me.
"Come closer," I encouraged her, and she hesitantly did, straddling my leg, dancing with her hips to the hard back-beat.
She suddenly spun, her back facing me, all but naked. She leaned over, hands on her knees and wiggled her ass at me, now no more than a foot away. She turned to see my reaction and gave me another glance at her pendulous globes, now unfettered by bra or hands.
I reached out and ran a fingernail down the outside of one cheek, slowly, and I could see the goose bumps explode all over her body. She gasped, and I could see her legs trembling. I reached one hand out to each hip, and turned her, so she would face me once more.
As soon as she turned her hands went back to her breasts, doing a poor job of covering them.
"More," I whispered huskily.
She slowed her movements down to a simple weight shift on every other beat, and languidly slid her hands back, until instead of covering her tits, her hands were pushing them together and out. Krista leaned forward, her shoulders performing a mesmerizing figure eight, her hands now offering up those amazing mounds for my examination. Her eyes were closed and her head thrown back, as she undulated before me, her breasts a hesitant gift.
I leaned forward in my seat, matching her leisurely pace. Her nipples were small and very hard, begging for attention. Up close I could breathe in her scent, and count each little bump surrounding her aroused nipples. A tiny freckle just below the right one was framed inside her tan line. I wanted to kiss that tiny spot and make it mine. She must have felt my breath on her skin. Just as we were about to touch, she inched back, making me lean forward even more.
"Just this once, right Alex?" she breathed.
"Then they're destroyed. No more hot-tub pictures." I assured her once again.
She leaned back over me, her breasts rubbing against my face. I reveled in the sweet smell of her skin, as she rubbed her full tits against my face, cupping my face in the valley of her untanned skin. I only got a few minutes of this treatment before she backed away again.
I wasn't sure what she was up to, until she climbed forward and put her knee next to my left thigh, and straddling me, she placed her other knee beside my right thigh. I grabbed her hips and roughly pulled her forward, until her hot crotch was firmly pressed against my very stiff cock.
I got a moan from her at that, and she tilted her hips, rubbing her barely covered slice up the length of my pole. My cock was still in my boxer shorts, but desperately begging to come out and play. I bent down and took her nipple between my teeth and pulled on it, before sucking it deep into my mouth.
It was amazing. I worried both her breasts, teasing, pulling, nibbling, and sucking. It was almost beyond comprehension that this innocent beauty was in my lap, those picture perfect breasts available to me. And the shy innocence she displayed on a day-to-day basis disappeared as the sexy, playful, horny Krista made her appearance. She seemed in heat. She was pressing herself hard against my cock, rubbing up and down against it rhythmically. I let my kisses wander upward from her breast to her neck, my hands replacing my mouth on her tits. My lips continued their journey to her ear, and she became even more animated, nearly humping me. I reached my right hand behind her, grabbing her ass and pulling her even harder against me, and with my left hand I turned her face and covered her mouth with mine. I raped her mouth with my tongue and she screamed out into my mouth, grinding her pussy against me, coming explosively.
When her body stopped shivering, she pulled her face away from mine, and shifted her hips back just a bit. Our foreheads touched as we both looked down to where we'd been connected. My cock had sprung from the confines of my boxers through the handy fly, and I could see where it was soaked in her juices from about an inch below the head down to where I disappeared back into the shorts. Her pussy was uncovered, her thong shoved to one side, her lips red and swollen, sticking out lustily, and coated in white juices.
She was breathing heavily, and she slid her hand between us, running the edge of her index finger up and down my cock once.
I was afraid to say a word. This wasn't part of the deal, but it was the goal I'd been dreaming of. I held my breath, and waited to see if she'd take the next step.
Krista pulled her face back about an inch, and looked into my eyes before bestowing a small kiss on my lips. Then she was sliding off of me, between my legs, her eyes locked on the angry red pole rising from my shorts, her fingers bracketing it but not touching.
Her hands crept forward, encircling, and then grasping me, and she slid them up in an unhurried, teasing fashion, and then all the way back down. She repeated this several times, her two hands traveling the full length of my cock. Then she leaned forward and pressed the side of one cheek against me.
"It's...big," she said softly, stroking it again, and then brushing her lips against it, just under the head.
I'm no giant, but above average in length and thickness. And I knew her husband was just the opposite. He'd stepped out of the hot-tub once, and he sported an erection that barely made a dent in his bathing suit.
"Suck me," I asked her gently.
"I don't do that," she answered firmly.
"Please, it's just this once."
"I've never done that for Rich."
"I'm not Rich."
She looked from my cock up to my eyes and then back to the length of meat she held between her hands.
"No, you're not," she said with a grin, and to my amazement, lowered her mouth over my purple helmet. Her tongue was active in her mouth, and her hands pumped me firmly. She pulled it forward a bit, tilting it away from me, and then she pushed her face down as far as she could, before pulling back to the top, and looking into my eyes.
She pulled her head off of my cock and leaned back, moving her hair back with a toss of her head.
"What do you want?" she asked.
"I want to fuck you." I told her honestly.
She laughed out loud. "Oh, I know that. But that's not going to happen. What else do you want?"
"I want you to suck me off." I said it almost plaintively.
"Ask me nicely," she said coquettishly, tilting her head and giving me a teasing smile.
"Please Krista, suck me. Take me in your hot little mouth. Let me watch my cock disappear into that beautiful face. Suck me until I come."
"Ok."
She dived back onto my cock taking me deep in her mouth and used her hands to beat me off. She could only take about half the length, and she gagged several times at that, but she worked hard to pleasure me, breathing deeply through her nose, her hands pumping, occasionally looking up to enjoy the sight of me hypnotized by the show occurring at my waist.
She pulled back a bit and licked up and down my shaft before playing with my balls. She took each in her mouth, tugging and sucking gently, and then licked even further below. I watched her in awe as she pulled my balls up out of the way and licked all the way down to the edge of my ass. Her tongue tickled that sensitive place between balls and ass, before treating my pole to a licking, and once more doing her best to swallow me whole. Now she was in control, and her hands worked me like a piston, tight, firm and fast, dragging me to my climax.
After all the dancing and anticipation I couldn't last long, and I stiffened, pushing my hips forward, advertising my impending explosion. She pulled her mouth back, looking up at me, and stroked me fast and hard with both hands. With a cry I launched my cream into her hair, and after the second spurt, Krista plunged forward and took my cock in her mouth, letting me finish there. When I relaxed and settled back into the couch, my ejaculation complete, she pulled her head back, her lips wet with my cum, and looking into my face she swallowed deeply. making a bit of a face, and then smiled. She took my sloppy cock back into her mouth, and this time sucked it clean, before she leaned back on her heels and smiled at me again.
"Looked like you enjoyed that," she said.
"Now that's an understatement." I laughed.
"Not bad for my first time then?" she asked, and I could feel an underlying plea for approval.
"Incredible. You are an incredibly hot and desirable woman, and your mouth is a thing of beauty and unlimited pleasure."
"I'm glad you liked it." And she blushed.
"You know I did."
"So, a deal's a deal, right?"
"A deal's a deal."
She went over to the coffee table, and picked up the pictures of her and her friends. She was totally nude in all of them. In one she was sitting on the edge of the hot-tub, her friend Misty climbing out beside her. In another she was leaning back, and Misty was rubbing her tits against Krista's; an unidentifiable blonde was turned away from the camera in the background. The third was by far the most incriminating. Krista was in the house, lying on my bed, her eyes open wide and her mouth forming an 'O'. Misty was lying beside her, on her stomach, her legs spread with a clear view to her closely cropped twat. In this one, my wife was sitting on the edge of the bed drying her hair with a towel, her breasts nicely displayed.
"They're really pretty good. It's almost a shame to destroy them." She giggled.
"You don't have to. I promise, they're deleted from my hard drive, and Rich will never see those from me."
She folded the pictures and put them in her purse, and then grabbed her clothes and rushed out to the bathroom to get dressed, suddenly very aware of her state of undress.
When she came out she looked radiant. I had put my pants back on, and was waiting for her. She walked right up to me, pulled my head down to hers and kissed me firmly. She tasted minty; must have found a bottle of mouthwash in there.
"That was nice. You know you didn't have to blackmail me. If you wanted me that bad, you just had to ask," she told me, playing with the buttons of my shirt.
"Maybe. But this way it's not your fault. You don't have to feel guilty. I made you do it." I reached out, unable to stop myself, and placed my hand on her breast, giving it a squeeze.
"Ok, but now it's over. We've had our fun, but we're both married. We can't be doing this." She almost sounded like she was trying to convince herself.
I didn't answer her. I wasn't about to agree to that statement.
"Whew," she finally said, rolling her eyes upward, "It was really nice." She took my hand in hers and walked through the house with me.
"You looked like you enjoyed it there, just a little, at the end." I teased, giving her hand small squeeze.
"Maybe just a little."
"I guess you know that I did as well," I joked.
"I guess a little."
She turned to me at the door. "But we can't do this again. I don't regret it, but I'm afraid of what might happen. I'm afraid of me more than anything."
"No regrets. Drive safely," I told her as she stepped out the door. "I would hate for anything to happen to the prettiest girl I know."
She giggled and turned away, walking with a sway in her step, that started arousing me.
I locked the door and ran upstairs to see how the movies had turned out. I had two separate cameras on us, one from the overhead lamp above and behind me, and one from the bookshelf to my side. I was aching to review them, and was already pondering how much she'd pay to get rid of these.
If naked pictures of her in a hot-tub with her friends earned me this afternoon, I wondered what a movie of her stripping and giving her first blow-job were going to be worth. But first things first. I had a new hard-on I had to do something with, and some home movies that needed watching.
======
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A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Everyone is settled in, and just when things should get easier they get more complicated. Jack, his three girls and his best friends, may be too much of a good thing.
* * * *
Breakfast the next morning was a little awkward. The kitchen table was not meant for seven. The house was big, but it was already feeling a little cramped.
Jim left after breakfast, but was coming back that afternoon to help with some work. Most of the basics had been done around the house, but we wanted to check out the back shop, check the plumbing and wiring, and any structural problems, before we planned any major changes.
Debbie was going with Karen to clean out their old place, with the girls in tow, and Beth and I were going to finish some yard work. She wanted to do some plantings out front, and the yard needed cutting. I also had a truck load of mulch that needed putting down.
My hormones were in full gear, as usual. As I rode around the yard on my new (refurbished) Sears lawn mower, feeling every part the suburban alpha male, I would see Beth bent over the flower gardens, weeding and planting, her sweet ass enticing in tight shorts, her skin glistening in the hot sun. Yet I practiced restraint, and didn't jump her every lap, as I so dearly wished to do.
Over the next few hours we worked up a good sweat, and did a fair job making the property presentable. When we felt we'd accomplished what we'd set out to do, we stripped our grubby work clothes off in the laundry room and headed to the shower for a well earned wash.
I had felt pretty tired when I first got under the jets, but once the dirt slued off, under Beth's attentive ministrations, I started to feel a little more energetic, especially after soaping her down, and rinsing her off. I still loved taking showers with Beth. Debbie usually bathed separately from me, only occasionally joining me in the shower, and usually just for fun. Karen had yet to be in the bathroom the same time as me, she was much more private about cleaning up.
We stepped out, clean and refreshed, and after drying off, fell into each other's arms. I was fully aroused from her attention in the shower, and after a brief kissing session, she pulled out of my arms and laid down on the bed, her head off the foot of the bed, her mouth wide open, beckoning.
"Let me suck you," she said softly.
I took her up on her invitation, sliding my cock in her mouth, and gently fucking her face. She pulled away after a short while, and grabbed my cock in her hand, stroking me.
"I want the whole thing," she said, before licking my balls, and then laying back down, mouth open in invitation. Her hands were cupping her breasts, pulling at her nipples, and her tongue licked her lips in anticipation.
"You are just wicked." I told her, as I slid my cock back home. After a couple of introductory short strokes, I pushed forward firmly, my cock finding slight resistance as it entered her throat, but I didn't stop, keeping up the pressure until my nuts were resting on her nose. She gagged a little as I pulled out, but waited with her mouth open after I pulled all the way out.
I slid back in and fucked her face firmly. I leaned over and drove my cock in and out to the hilt, while I played with her cute breasts. She let me use her, gasping and occasionally gagging, but never pulling away. And when I started to back off, she grabbed me and pulled me back in. I was getting close to coming when she finally pulled away.
"That was incredible," I told her.
"Delicious," she answered smiling.
I crawled on the bed, pulling her up just far enough so her head wasn't hanging off the end, and settled in between her legs. Lifting her sweet calves high, I leaned down to place a small kiss on the sweet, tender opening I knew I'd be ravishing soon. She had shaved recently, and was smooth as a baby's butt down there. I let my lips and tongue just tease her for a bit, exploring and tasting, before I settled down to the serious task of pleasuring her. I had only been at it a minute or so, when she reached down and pulled me forward on the bed.
"Give it to me," she told me softly, drawing me upwards, as I crawled forward across her body.
I spread her legs widely, then sat upright, and held her legs apart while I placed the head of my cock against her moistened opening. I entered her, enjoying the feeling of her wetness, slowly filling her, watching my cock disappear inside her, the lips of her pussy gripping me as I pulled out, looking as if they begrudged every inch I extracted, struggling to keep me inside.
Over and over I stroked the entire length of my cock in and out of her moistness. I was almost hypnotized by the image of my cock sheathed in her pussy, when I heard her gasp.
"What the fuck are you doing?" she cried.
I looked up to find Jim at the end of the bed, his hands on her shoulders.
Oh, shit.
"That looks really good," he told her hesitantly, sticking to the script he'd learned with Karen, but clearly things weren't going as well as last time.
"Jim, why don't you go on out to the living room," I told him.
"But you told me..." he started.
"GET OUT!" Beth yelled, twisting away from me and crawling off the side of the bed, away from him.
He backed out of the door, and closed it behind him.
Beth was nearly in hysterics. I tried to settle her down, and as I took her in my arms, I heard him drive away.
"I'm sorry," I told her.
"What the hell was that. He just came in and grabbed my breasts. What an asshole! Did you tell him he could do that!" She was angry and upset.
I couldn't help but laugh a little, as I told her the story of Jim's first time. As the story advanced, I cajoled her back into the bed, and on top of me. She finally laughed with me, as we discussed poor Jim's ineptness, and before long she had me retelling her the parts where Jim and I both had Karen at the same time. I could tell she really liked hearing the part about us fucking the dirty blonde at both ends.
"Whenever you feel up to it, I'd like to do that with you." I told her as I thrust up inside her.
"Not with him," she snapped, making a face.
"No, I thought Joe would be more appropriate. He's already been in that sweet mouth of yours, and I bet he'd be up for a replay, while I took care of the other end. Maybe we'd even get Cathy to help us take care of you." I told her while she trembled in my arms.
Her head was tucked into my shoulder as my hands held her ass and helped lift her off my cock before driving it back home again, pulling her hard against me. I nuzzled up to her ear. "Can't you just feel it?" I whispered. "On your hands and knees, my cock filling you from behind, Joe's filling your mouth. You back up as far as you can, until my fat cock is buried to the hilt, and yet you can't escape Joe's cock, the head of which is just inside your lips. He grabs you and pulls you forward, until your nose is pressed against his skin, the thickness of his prick filling your throat, you can't breath, and yet my cock is still there, just at the entrance to your pussy, and you feel my hands grasp you around the hips and pull you back hard. Back and forth, unable to escape our cocks, these two men burning with desire for you. You are perfectly fitted to this use, perfectly accommodating, taking every inch we have to offer, filling you completely."
"God, that would be wild," she gasped.
I reached up and slid two fingers in her mouth. She sucked them feverishly while I fucked her. As I got closer and closer I could feel her getting close as well.
"I'm gonna come," I whispered as I squeezed her ass cheek, forcing her down onto my cock. She sucked hard on my fingers, until her lips were halfway to my thumb, as I exploded inside her.
She trembled and came on my cock, still sucking on my fingers, breathing hard through her nose, moaning in bursts.
As she slowly relaxed, I pulled my fingers from her grasping mouth, rolling her over, and kissing her deeply.
"We'll make it happen." I promised her, reaching down and stroking her pussy, as I continued kissing her.
* * * *
Our afternoon delight completed, I decided to head over and catch Jim, and explain the situation to him. Beth was heading down to the pool. I'd known her all this time, and was only just finding out that she was still swimming pretty much every day, and looking to continue swimming competitively. I knew she swam a lot, I just didn't realize it was so structured.
I drove the 10 minutes over to Jim's house, and found him working out back. He was understandably upset and I got him to go inside with me, and have a beer while I explained the situation.
"You've got to watch the signals, Jim. Act on those," I advised him, over a cold Sam Adams.
"I thought I was," he answered. "It's just what you told me I should do."
"No. With Karen, she was flirting with you outrageously. Hell, she took her top off in front of you - that was a signal. She was teasing you all morning, and you were teasing back. She took every chance to rub up against both of us all morning long. I saw her slide between you and the wall, when moving the couch, and her breasts pressed against your back, as her hands lingered on your butt - that was a signal. When you walked in on us, you didn't jump up and grab her, you stood there and had time to assess the situation. When she didn't get upset that you were there - THAT was a signal. That was the time to make a move. And then respond accordingly."
I continued, after finishing my beer. "Accidentally walking in on us in the bedroom, and putting your hands on Beth when she wasn't expecting it, that was a mistake."
"But last night, she was holding me tight, and she let me see her tits while we were dancing," he argued.
"Last night you were dancing. During dancing there's always physical contact. It doesn't always carry off the dance floor. And all the girls were more than a little drunk last night." I explained. "Listen, you've got a good thing with Karen, I wouldn't try to push it with Debbie, or Beth. They both like you, although Beth is a little pissed right now, but they're in a different position. They believe they are in a relationship, whereas Karen and I were just having fun."
"You've got me confused now. What should I have done?"
"When you walked in on us you had two choices. If you wanted to test the waters, you could have let us know you were in the doorway, said something like "excuse me, I'm sorry the door was open" and waited to see what kind of response you got. If you were happy with where things were, you could have just said, "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to intrude", then closed the door, got a beer from the kitchen, and waited for us."
"Shit. How do you know how to always say the right thing?" he grumbled.
I laughed out loud. "I don't. But I've made enough mistakes to learn from them, and I've had the advice of friends, particularly female friends, to guide me. My advice to you is to go to Beth as soon as possible, before her irritation over this afternoon settles in, and apologize. Tell her that she's so damn beautiful you lost your head, but would never want to jeopardize her or my friendship. She'll take it well; she has a big heart."
Jim took the advice to heart, and went back to the homestead with me, to do the work on the shop we'd planned on. Beth came home sometime and brought us out drinks. Jim took the opportunity to apologize to her, then, and several more times that afternoon before I had to tell him enough on the apologies. It looked like all things were back under control.
It was getting late when we finished, and we headed back to the house just in time to see the girls return from clean-up duty. Beth had started dinner, just putting in a lasagna that Debbie had cooked, then frozen. Debbie and I headed to my room to clean up, while Jim made for the upstairs main bathroom, and Karen cleaned up in hers.
As tempting as she looked, Debbie and I only cleaned up. She did spend a few moments cleaning my privates, lathering them up, and rinsing them, then applying the 'taste test' to make sure all the soap was gone. But just enough to really tease me and leave me wanting more.
The table was crowded over dinner, and conversation turned to making changes to the house. We talked about adding onto the main house, for a dining room and family room downstairs, and a hall, bedroom and play area up stairs.
Jim had some experience with additions, having added a bedroom and bath onto his place. I'd helped with the renovations, and had learned some, but we were talking a two story addition here. We retired to the living room after dinner, where we continued the discussion.
Beth was a little resistant, she didn't believe she needed her own room. She was content to share mine. But over time she saw the wisdom and acquiesced. Still the discussions were wandering.
"Karen, isn't your sister an architect?" I asked.
"Not quite yet. She needs three more courses next semester. She's on the four and half year plan." She didn't sound too enthusiastic.
"Do you think she'd be willing to loan us her talents?" I pressed.
"I don't see why not. Might as well put some of that education to use. I can ask."
"Why don't you, while we see if we can get this house appraised and get a new mortgage on it. I'm bound to get a better rate."
It wasn't much later that Karen was shooing Jim away. I think he'd hoped for an invitation to stay, but Karen was not obliging. Shortly after he'd left and the little ones had been put to bed, we were sharing a bottle of wine in the living room, congratulating each other on how far we'd come, and all of us finally getting moved in.
Karen turned on some music on my mediocre stereo, and drew me to my feet for a slow dance. I took her in my arms, as she pulled me close, and we rocked to the music.
"Thank you. For sharing your home with us," she told me softly.
I felt another pair of arms slip under mine from behind, curling up and holding my shoulders, as a body pressed against me. A glimpse of blonde hair let me know who it was moments before her voice echoed Karen's sentiments. "Yes, thank you."
Karen pulled my face down to hers, capturing my mouth with hers. Debbie's hands unbuttoned my shirt, as her lips sought my neck.
Life doesn't get any better than this, I thought, as I finished the dance before retiring to the bedroom for an exhausting night with my three housemates.
* * *
The next couple of days went pretty smoothly. I continued the process of getting my project moving smoothly, and talked Chris, my boss, into letting me work at home a couple of days a week since I had so much to do, and I could get a lot more done without the constant interruptions. We made Wednesdays and Fridays my telecommuting days, and by the time I left work on Tuesday, I was confident that the rest of the team knew what they needed to get done, and wouldn't require my constant supervision. I also started the paperwork on refinancing the house, so I'd have the cash available to do the upgrade.
That evening Karen announced that her sister would be over on Wednesday, to talk about her plans. "She finishes her last final on Thursday, and can't stay late, but we can at least talk it over. I thought we might invite Jim along as well, since he'd probably be helping us with some of the work."
"That sounds like a plan," I answered, between bite of Debbie's famous roast. "I'll be working from home tomorrow, just finishing up some work in the back."
"I've got the late watch at work," Beth spoke up. "So I'm at the mercy of whenever the last parents show up. I might be late. I'll see what I can do about swapping with Amie, and getting her to take the late shift tomorrow."
I was starting to think that getting a dining room, with a bigger table was becoming a priority. The six in our household pretty much filled our existing table. Good thing that was one of the things on our discussion list.
* * *
I'd spent most of the afternoon working in the garage and attached office. With the majority of my work project complete, I was only working about a half day on the telecommuting days. There was so much to do still, it was good to have the extra time. Debbie wanted the kitchen pantry re-done, and the back porch was still leaning. I'd done almost nothing for the garage and work area, and was getting the bathroom back there working, which took most of the day. By the time I got back to the house, I could be pretty proud of the job I'd done back there, and could check one thing off of my way-too-long checklist.
Coming in the back door, I found Debbie at work in the kitchen. I sidled up for a hug and a kiss, and was quickly shoo-ed off to the bathroom.
"You are a mess! You better get in there and clean up, Karen's sister is going to be here any minute."
I got a smack on the hand from her spoon, as I grabbed a chocolate chip cookie from one of the cooling racks. It was worth the whack.
Thirty minutes later I was settled deep in the couch, between two very vocal 6 year olds, engrossed in Scooby-Doo when Karen and her sister arrived.
I stood up to greet them as they entered the house. Karen's sister didn't look much like her at all. She was taller, and had big, almost bug-eyes, and short brown hair. She was slender, with smallish breasts, and was dressed in torn jeans and a cut-off T-shirt.
"Jack, this is my sister Robin. Robin, Jack." Karen said, introducing us.
I reached out to shake her hand, which she grabbed and used to pull me in close in order to give me a kiss on the cheek. She then pulled away and looked me over, almost like a piece of meat.
"So. This is the infamous Jack." Robin said, with a sly smile.
I looked over to Karen, and she looked a little uncomfortable. "I'm going to take her on a quick tour of the house." She announced, giving me a little push back towards the couch, "I wouldn't want to interrupt the intellectual feast your involved in there."
Things started to get busy. Jim showed up shortly after, and Debbie brought some snacks out to the table, along with a bottle of merlot. Karen and Robin returned from their tour, introductions with Jim were made, and the little girls were chased upstairs.

I went into the bedroom and brought out a preliminary sketch of what I had in mind, and sat in the middle of the couch, placing the large pad with the drawing on the coffee table. Robin sat on one side of me and Karen on the other, as I pointed out the addition of a family room and dining room downstairs, and adding a bedroom and playroom upstairs. Robin seemed to be very touchy-feely like her sister, and made a point of sitting very close to me and leaning into me every time she looked at the drawing. With Karen glued to my other side, I was wedged in pretty tight.
Robin took a pencil and started making some changes almost immediately. Where I had a large arch that led into both of the new rooms, Robin created a series of doors changing the flow completely, and making it a little easier to close off the family room, ideal for when the little girls where camped out in there. As for upstairs, I didn't really have a good idea of how to make it work, and Robin changed things drastically. Her version looked to be a lot more work, but it would work out with a large playroom that the girls rooms opened into, and adding a large bedroom with bath and walk-in closet for Beth.
She was just explaining the reasoning for laying it out that way, and how the plumbing would be much simplified, when Beth walked in the door. Debbie excused herself to the kitchen with an announcement that dinner would be ready in just a minute. We had just a minute to start explaining the layout to Beth, when dinner was served. Debbie set the girls up TV trays in the living room, while the 6 adults crowded around our table.



We hashed out the design over dinner, and everyone seemed to be getting really excited.
"Tell me, Robin, would you be willing to help us with this project? I couldn't pay you much, but it would be great experience." I asked her.
"I'd be happy to trade. I need a place to stay for the summer, and I could be your on-site supervisor." She answered quickly.
"I thought you were going to stay with Cindy and Jenna?" Karen blurted.
"Yeah, but I'd be stuck on the couch there, and I'd still be paying them $150 a month. And it's a good 30 minute drive to here from there, and I'd want to spend a lot of time here."
The sisters were looking at each other intensely, and I got a feeling a whole other conversation was occurring that I wasn't privy too.
"But you were going to take that class..." Karen started.
"No, I dropped that when I found out Dr. Samuels was teaching it. He's an asshole." Robin answered quickly.
"And your job?" Karen asked.
"It's just a wait job. It pays crap. I'm sure I can find at least as good near here." Robin answered confidently with a smug grin.
"There's really not much room here though, that's why we're doing this addition." Karen said.
Debbie interjected this time. "Oh, I'm sure the girls wouldn't mind doubling up. They sleep in the same room all the time as it is. I'm sure Robin could stay in Ashley's room."
"That's great! I can move in Friday. I don't have much stuff. And we can get working on this right away." Robin got up and walked around the table behind Karen and leaned over and gave her a big hug. "C'mon sis, this'll be so much fun, it'll be just like old times."
I could swear she muttered "That's what I'm afraid of."
We talked more about the project after dinner, but Robin had to head home before it got too late, with an exam the next day. Jim offered to keep Karen company on the ride, and soon it was just Debbie, Beth and I. Debbie was still cleaning up, as Beth and I went outside to enjoy the cool clear evening.
We were seated on the rear stoop, talking about the day-care plans, when Debbie appeared in the doorway. She walked past us, and laid out a large blanket, anchoring one corner with a basket. She produced the rest of the wine from dinner, 3 plastic cups, and a bowl of grapes.
Beth and I watched her setup and joined her once she looked up to us and gave us the nod. I sat down next to her and gave her a kiss. "Ever the perfect hostess. You are amazing."
"Thanks. But it's easy when you're doing it for people you love." She smiled, placing a glass of wine in my hand.
"We really should put a patio out here, and a table. When the whether is nice like this it's gorgeous out here," Beth observed, stretching out and popping a few grapes in her mouth.
"Just one more item on my 11 page to-do list. I got a feeling this place will never be done." I laughed.
We lounged in silence for a while, watching the distant cars drive by, and just enjoying being outdoors on this clear, balmy night.
"Anyone else find anything weird about that whole thing during dinner?" Beth asked.
"Yep." I answered. "I don't think Karen wanted her staying here. Bet there's a story there."
"I'll be happy to have a dining room, and a little more room in that kitchen." Debbie sighed stretching her legs out and across my lap.
I took off her shoes, and started massaging her feet. I could almost hear her purring. Beth slid around behind her, and encouraged her to lay back into her lap.
"I feel so guilty. You do all the work preparing and serving dinner, and still won't let me help clean up." Beth told Debbie, while gently massaging her shoulders.
"But you had a long day at work, as did Jack. This is my job." Debbie answered.
After massaging her feet, I moved up to her calves. We were all pretty quiet. Beth was feeding Debbie an occasional grape, and I was getting worked up just touching the beautiful platinum blonde. My massage continued it's upward journey, past her knees to her thighs, which she opened for me, invitingly. Debbie was wearing a light button down dress and it wasn't long before my hand were rubbing against her panties, with her dress hem lifted up to her waist. I stretched out between her bronze thighs, and nibbled away, through her panties, enjoying the musty smell of her.
Once Debbie was moaning for me, I got up on my knees to pull her panties off. Looking up I saw that Beth was unbuttoning the long line of buttons down the front of Debbie's dress. With the panties off, I helped Beth with the last of the buttons, and we laid the dress open, feasting on the view of Debbie's near perfect body under the dim light of the stars and the half-moon.
I went down on my domestic Goddess, leisurely, enjoying the act of pleasuring her. Peeking up, I saw that she was trying to pull Beth's shirt off, while Beth massaged Debbie's breasts. Beth stopped for a second to help her, and was soon back to fondling Debbie's mounds, while Debbie returned the favor.
I was as hard as nails by this time, and I moved to the side so I could remove my shoes, pants and underwear. Beth and Debbie were laying side by side, engaged in a deep kiss. Not to be left out, I moved below Debbie, and gently eased her onto her back. Beth followed on her hands and knees, maintaining the lip-lock on our roommate. I opened Debbie's legs, rubbed my stiff member up and down her very wet slit, and entered her with very little resistance. I was in heaven.
I slid my cock in and out of my gorgeous housemate using long slow strokes to just enjoy the sensation. The air was cool against my skin, and refreshing, and a light wind rustled the leaves of the trees. Beth stood up and took off her shorts and panties, and the outline of her body against the star strewn sky was devastating. Once again I could not believe my good fortune to have these two beautiful, sexy women in my life and in my bed. Beth stepped across us and settled down over Debbie's face, while she took my face in her hands and kissed me as if her life depended on it. The background noise of traffic going up and down the street on the other side of the house, added an extra dimension of wildness to our lovemaking. We were out in the open, a sidewalk less than 100 feet away with an almost unobstructed view to us.
Beth got frustrated with my shirt, and tugged it off, and we were all naked, in our back yard, not 30 yards from the street and cars going by.
Beth precipitated a change, and directed our actions, getting me to lie down and getting Debbie to ride me. This was all done in complete silence except for the occasional soft moan, and the noise of the evening around us. Once prone, Beth sat on my face, and I happily lapped away at her honey pot, while Debbie rode me to oblivion. I tried to hold back; I liked making the girls come on my cock, but all the sensations were too much, and I came inside Debbie. It created a domino effect of orgasms, with Debbie coming and crying out softly, and Beth squeezing her thighs tightly and coming on the end of my tongue. Both girls rolled off of me, one to each side, and the light night breeze across the wetness on my face and on my cock felt like a cool kiss.
That cool kiss became a real kiss as Debbie slid down and took me in her mouth, cleansing me of her own juices, and not resting until she had me hard again. She looked up at Beth and me as we watched her go down on my stiffening rod.
Debbie looked proud, as she stroked my firm cock in her hand. "This one's for you," she whispered to Beth.
Beth got up and settled down on my cock, which Debbie held in place, taking it to the root, when a set of lights turned in the driveway.
"The lovebirds are home," Debbie observed quietly. She laid down next to me and we both watched while Beth slowly rode me.
"God she's pretty," Debbie observed softly.
"Yes she is," I said with a smile, "but then, so are you."
Beth was still rocking slowly when the backdoor opened and Karen and Jim stepped out. They looked about and within a moment they had spotted us. They let the door close quietly, and sat on the stoop about 10 feet away, and watched Beth fuck me.
Jim and Karen were whispering but I couldn't hear what they were saying.
Beth rolled off of me and got on her hands and knees, facing the house and our two quiet observers. I accepted the invitation and mounted her from behind, grabbing her hips, and screwing her a little more forcefully. Debbie joined us, sliding underneath Beth with just a bit of gymnastics, and licking us where we joined. From my vantage point, looking across Beth's back to the couple on the steps, I watched as Beth bent her head down to pleasure Debbie, and then rise up and look straight at Karen and Jim while I fucked her from behind. After a few seconds of watching them, she'd go back down on Debbie for a bit.
While we watched, Karen opened Jim's pants, and stroked his hard-on, while he rubbed between her legs.
"Fuck me, Jack," Beth hissed, pushing back hard against me, and pulling me from my reverie.
I had a pretty good idea of what she wanted, and I did my best, fucking her fast and hard, feeling her climb the crest of her orgasm, and crash down the far side with a cry. As she came, we could hear Jim moaning and Karen dropped to her knees and took him in her mouth, as he followed Beth's example. Debbie was still doing her best to kiss or lick whatever she could reach, and I was close to coming as well, and if anything, picked up the pace. I pushed Beth through a couple of smaller climaxes as I finally reached my peak. I looked down across Beth's sweet ass, into Debbie's eyes looking up at me. I shot my first stream into Beth, and then pulled out and fed my cock to Debbie, letting her suck the remaining seed from me, while Beth moaned. While we untangled, Jim and Karen quietly went back into the house.
We languidly followed suit, dumping our gear in the kitchen, and climbing into our awaiting bed. I loved laying down with these two beautiful women, but when Beth started playing with my cock, I laughed.
"I think he's about done," I told her.
"Oh that's too bad, I was just wondering how it would feel in my bottom." She giggled, tugging at it playfully.
She must have felt the instant stiffening in her hand. "Oh shit, I was just kidding," she gasped, yanking her hand away from my rod.
Debbie laughed. "You better be kidding. You know how long he takes to come the third time. He'd ruin you."
We all three got a laugh at that and relaxed again.
I was almost asleep when Beth nibbled on my ear and whispered, "Someday, soon, when it's just you and me."
"I'd like that," I mumbled, turning and giving her a light kiss before nodding off.
* * * * End of Jack's Shack Chapter 10 Family Complications * * * *
Thanks for all the votes! Several new chapters and stories are on their way - Let me know if you enjoy them - just press the vote button! :-)
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The Perfect Party Game - Creation
=================================
Caution - this is a long, highly detailed story about my effort to create the perfect party game, and how things went the first time we played it with my girlfriend, her sister, and another couple. It starts out slow, and you won't see much action for quite a while - hopefully I'll make up for that in the final third of the story.
BTW: I still have the cards, if anyone is interested in getting up a game. ;-)
=================================
When I was 23 years old, I invented the perfect adult party game.
There may be some situations where other games may be preferred, but for my purposes (and probably yours) this was the greatest game ever. I have dozens of friends and partners who will back my claim.
I never chose to share it, rather saving it for my own purposes, but now you will learn the secret that worked so well, so many times for yours truly. It started with a couple of friends, and was refined under use many times and I can proudly state that nine times out of ten, it got me farther with friends and strangers than I ever had before.
Let's start with a simple hypothesis and purpose. I would hazard to guess there are a lot more guys out there that would be willing to play 'adult' games with their friends and neighbors if they could just convince their partners. How do we get those partners to participate?
How do you boil a frog? If you throw him in boiling water, he'll just jump out. But if you put him in water he's comfortable in, he'll just sit there as you slowly raise the temperature, until he's boiled alive.
Combine this concept with just a little bit of misdirection and peer pressure and you're set.
That's all you really need to know to recreate the perfect adult party game.
What? You want more? Ok, let's start from the beginning.
THE CONCEPT
My live-in girlfriend Cheryl had met Denise at work. They had quickly become close friends, and spent most of their lunch hours and breaks together. A lot of people thought they were related, they looked so similar: tall lean blondes, with straight shoulder length hair, and above average, if not huge, breasts. I believe most red-blooded American boys couldn't help but envision a 'twins' or 'sisters' fantasy when they saw these two walking around together. Cheryl knew she was a pretty hot item, but I honestly believe that Denise never understood her own ability to make a man's blood boil.
After they'd been chumming around for a few weeks, we got together as couples and usually had a very good time. Dave and I had several common interests, and he was a pretty sharp guy, with a good sense of humor and obviously similar taste in women. Denise was bubbly and likeable, if not the sharpest tool in the shed, and just a little bit on the naive side. Cheryl wasn't much better in terms of naiveté, but she was sharp as a tack, with an acerbic wit, and a teasing way about her.
We really enjoyed each other's company and over the next few months we found ourselves doing more and more things together. The only detriment to the relationship was that they lived about an hour away, two hours during rush hour.
Cheryl and I had a terrific sexual relationship, she was very accommodating and willing to experiment, and pretty much always ready. I believe Dave and Denise had a relationship almost as good. Over the months, our conversations had gotten a little racier, and Denise was always quick to blush, but eventually even she would joke about a bit. Cheryl and Denise talked about their sex lives, and I would occasionally hear bits and pieces of theirs; it just served to turn me on.
I found myself fantasizing about the four of us in ways I never had before. I imagined having my way with Denise, in every possible position. While lying in bed, even in the after glow of our own lovemaking, I would think about what it would be like to share Denise with Dave, while Cheryl waited her turn, egging us on, knowing she was next. During one of our activities I caught a glimpse of Denise naked after a shower, leaning over adjusting a water knob, and the vision was burned in my brain. Soon, my fertile imagination was hard at work conceiving of a way to bring the group together in a more "intimate" fashion.
We did play the occasional card game, as well as charades, Trivial Pursuit, and a few other games, and although the comments got a little risqué on occasion, no action followed. The subject of Strip Poker had been broached on a couple of occasions before being laughed off by the girls, as if we couldn't really be serious. The good news was that Dave had done the original suggesting.
I let my fertile imagination percolate on the subject for a while, and soon had the first germination of an idea.
Question: Are games fair to all?
Answer: Obviously not. Some people prefer luck games, others knowledge, others skill. Some enjoy Charades, some Trivial Pursuit, others Poker. In our situation, I usually won the trivia games, while Dave's wife Denise loved charades. Cheryl was addicted to card games.
Key Idea: Can we cater to a variety of preferences to eliminate excuses NOT to play?
Question: How do you introduce an adult game to the group?
Answer: Very Carefully. Suggest playing strip poker and get yelled at or teased. Roll out Around the World in Bed, and watch your neighbor's wife stomp out. Maybe you get everyone as drunk as possible, and then suggest turning out the lights and playing hide-the-weenie? There's got to be a better solution.
Key Idea: Is there a way to introduce an adult game that's not an adult game?
Question: Is there any way to eliminate possible initial reluctance especially involving suggestive or sexy situations?
Answer: There's an old saying, "All women are just two drinks away from a girl-on-girl adventure." If this is true, can it be exploited? Some men and women are ready now, but don't want to admit it. Others just don't want to go first. Others just don't want to be the ones to chicken out. Let's take advantage of these mores.
Key Idea: Can built in peer pressure, liquid courage, and self-selective challenges overcome reluctance?
Question: How complex can the game be?
Answer: You've got to be able to teach it in 30 seconds, so nobody can beg the excuse that it's too complicated, and you have to be able to play it drunk off your ass.
Key Idea: KISS - Keep It Simple Stupid
I think the idea came to me late in bed one night, while fantasizing about the four of us. My solution was pretty simple at first, although rather ingenious if I do say so myself.
It was a hybrid of Truth or Dare, Spin the Bottle, Trivial Pursuit, Strip Poker, and many more games, all rolled into one.
I spent a couple of days researching the mechanics and assembling the actual materials, which I did at a very reasonable cost. I started play testing and scrapped two initial ideas before I finally settled on the one that I thought really captured the essence of what I was looking for. After quietly play testing in imaginary scenarios for several more evenings, fine tuning, I went about trying to arrange for the first actual game play.
I had spent more than a month working out the basics of my game, and I felt it was time to give it a try. There was a craft show going on the upcoming weekend, just northwest of Baltimore a little over an hour from my place. I suggested to Cheryl that we invite Dave and Denise to go with us, and that they could spend the night before at our place, so we could get an early start. They'd spent the night at our place several times before, and should be no big deal. The ladies worked it all out, and plans were set for Dave and Denise to come over directly after work. We'd eat dinner out, and stay at our place before leaving the next morning. The scenario was ideal.
THE PRELIMINARIES
I arranged to have lunch with Dave on a Thursday. I'm sure my call surprised him, but I wanted to leave nothing to chance. We typically didn't associate much outside of group outings.
We exchanged pleasantries as we ordered our Barbecue, and found a booth to sit at.
"So Dave, tell me, what is Denise's favorite drink?" I asked him.
"Probably Pineapple Daiquiri's, why?"
"Tomorrow night, when y'all come over, I have a new game that I want to play, and I want everything to be just right, including all the best liquid moral lubricants." I answered with a sly grin.
"Oh really? Tell me more." He leaned over, all his attention off the food for the moment.
"Let's just say that it starts real tame, but it has the capability for unlimited fun, embarrassment and debauchery. I don't want to go into too much detail, but it could get pretty wild. If you could support me on this, I think we may get a chance to see what our girls would be willing to do under the ideal circumstances. I know I'd love to see both Denise and Cheryl pushed outside of their normal 'safety' zone."
"We're not talking Strip Poker or something are we? I can tell you now that Denise will NEVER go for that. I've discussed it in private and she's definitely a no-go." He seemed interested, but worried.
"No, if the game does get wild, it will be so gradual they won't realize it until hopefully it's too late. It's an experiment. If it goes haywire I'm going to claim ignorance about the details of the game. So, what do you think?" I asked.
"Can't you tell me something?" He pleaded.
"In concept it's pretty simple. Each person has a lot of choice in how the game is played for them, and what type of 'forfeits' they pay. There's a gradual increase in penalty, which I have a lot of control over. Consider it a combination of party games you already know, and some more, let's say 'less-inhibited' games."
"Like what's 'less-inhibited'?" He definitely was interested.
"There could be some embarrassing questions, some non-partner physical contact, definitely some drinking, some girl-girl physical contact, even some stripping and more. We may not get that far, but then again, who knows how far it could go?"
"Jesus. That would be cool. And Cheryl is up for this?"
"Cheryl doesn't know either. It's my baby, and only you and I know. I take it you wouldn't mind seeing Cheryl naked, or maybe kissing Denise? Or how about if you had to measure her breasts using your 'tongue' as a unit of measurement?"
"Are you shitting me?" He answered. "I'd probably split my shorts when she opened the first button."
"Like I said, it probably won't go that far, at least not the first time, but the potential exists."
"Count me in. Whatever you need, I'm there. This could be way cool."
"Absolutely." I offered a mock toast with my ice-tea, which he accepted with a shit-eating grin.
THE SETUP
Dinner was a huge success. I'd picked a nearby seafood house which I knew had fabulous food, but not too large a serving size. I didn't want anyone uncomfortably full. It was over dessert that Cheryl dropped the bombshell that almost made me call the whole thing off.
"We've got to get back soon," she said after turning down a refill on coffee. "Beth is going to be over before too long, and I don't want her stuck outside waiting for us."
"Beth?" I asked. "Why is your sister coming over?"
"Oh, I forgot to tell you. She's going to be going to the craft show with us tomorrow, and I figured it would be easier for us all to leave from here. You know what a pain it is for her to get around since she doesn't know the area."
Beth was Cheryl's little sister, just off the farm. She was still a kid, who'd graduated high-school early and decided to go to college near her big sister. She was a few inches shorter than Cheryl, with dirty blonde hair and more curves. She played field hockey, and had a real muscular build, with solid legs. She'd only come to town in the last 3 weeks, and lived on campus about 20 minutes away. She, too, had recently been sneaking into my fantasies, but I hardly knew her as of yet.
On the car ride home, I debated whether to postpone my plans for a better time, but everyone was in such a happy mood, with the girls just a bit tipsy, that I couldn't make up my mind.
With a scrumptious dinner and a couple of drinks under our belts, we were soon reclining in my living room. Beth had not arrived yet. Dave and I normally dressed in suits for work and today was no different, so I announced I wanted to get comfortable before I cranked up the blender. Everyone agreed, and we were soon in our rooms dressing down.
"Are you up to something?" Cheryl asked me as I slipped on some boxers and a comfortable pair of fleece shorts.
"Why?"
"I don't know. But I keep seeing these odd looks, and I could swear you are up to no good." She looked at me with a quizzical gaze.
Damn, she knew me all too well. "Not really, but a funny thing happened at work. You know Lenny, the guy I told you about who once worked for Milton Bradley?"
"Yeah, I remember him, the obnoxious loudmouth." She obviously recalled him from our latest Christmas party.
"He told me about a game he received from a working group he's part of and asked if I could play-test it for him. He says it's a party game. It looks interesting. I told him I was having company over tonight and we went back to his office and he gave it to me." I walked over to my briefcase and pulled out some cards and a spinner, handing them to her. "He called it a cross between a half-dozen party games with a twist."
"So you want to play this tonight?"
"I don't know, but I thought we could at least look it over." I tried to act nonchalant.
The doorbell rang at that moment, announcing her sister's arrival and she dropped the cards on the bed. She had been standing there in her panties, looking at the cards, when the bell rang. She grabbed the shirt I had pulled out for myself and pulled it on, so she could answer the door.
"I guess it's ok, as long as it's not too weird," she said. "But I don't know if Beth should be playing any games that include heavy drinking at this point."
"It's better than watching TV or playing Trivial Pursuit again," I offered.
"Amen to that," she tossed back to me, from the doorway as she headed out to the living room.
INTRODUCING THE GAME
I was the first one dressed, so I headed to the kitchen and mixed up a pitcher of Pineapple Daiquiri's, followed by a pitcher of Strawberry Margarita's, none of them too strong. I also had an ample supply of Budweiser on hand for Dave and Guinness for myself. Beth might be underage, but not in my house. However, she'd have to make do with what everyone else was drinking.
Introductions were made. It was the first time that Dave and Denise had met Beth. Everyone was seated in the living room, drink of choice at hand, when during a lull in conversation, I suggested we play a game that I had just picked up that day.
"It's pretty simple. Each card in these decks has a variety of challenges on them. Before you select your card, you choose which type of challenge you like. There are 7 types. The first three are questions. Number one is a trivia question, two is a tough true/false, and three is a 'word definition' type question. The next three are activity types. There is a charades test where you act out a word or phrase, a celebrity impersonation challenge, and a 'Pictionary' type word you have to sketch. The last is a 'mystery' challenge." I passed around a few of the cards off the top of one of the several decks I had.
"Once you've selected the kind of challenge you're going to do, you draw a card and find out what your actual challenge is. The answers to the questions are on the back of the card.
"If you have a challenge that requires us to guess, you get to select from 1 to 3 'helpers' who do the guessing. If any person gets it right you both get credit for the win.
"After the challenge is over, you pull a card from the second pile, the Payoff. If you failed your challenge you have to perform the penalty on the card. The penalty may require you to spin the dial to select how it's done. If you won the challenge, you get to keep the card. On the bottom of the card is a color. Collect all 7 different colors and win."
"So it should be pretty simple. First, pick the type of challenge; the Spinner has the seven challenges listed around the perimeter in case you forget. Draw a challenge card. If you need a partner select the partner. Perform the challenge. Draw a Payoff card. If you failed the challenge perform the penalty, otherwise you can collect the colors. Collect all 7 different colors and win." Everyone was reading their cards, and I had passed out some of the penalty cards that were getting a laugh.
"Any questions?" I asked.
"What if we don't want to do the penalty?" Denise asked.
"I don't know, let me read the directions." I feigned ignorance. "Ah, it looks like I missed something. Everyone starts with a "Chicken-Out card, which you can use to turn down the Penalty, but you can only use it once. Then there are some "SPECIAL" cards mixed in to the Payoff cards that can change the game, and that includes more "Chicken-Out" cards. It says here you can also decline a penalty by taking a drink, answering a question, and drawing a second penalty card. The second penalty is done or you are out of the game. Finally it says that you can 'barter' to have someone else do the penalty for you."
"Barter? How?" Cheryl asked.
"I don't know, it doesn't say." I improvised. "Maybe you can offer to do one of theirs later, or exchange SPECIAL cards, whatever makes sense."
"Why are there so many decks?" Denise asked this time, peering at the half-dozen separate stacks held together by rubber bands.
"The colors of the decks show the questions getting more difficult. The colors of the penalties I guess are just more challenging as well. I figure we just start with the easiest. As you run out of cards, if the game goes on that long, you shuffle in more decks. So, what do you think?" I asked, looking around and hoping for the best.
Beth spoke up, "Sounds fun to me, I've never really heard of a game like this, but what the heck."
The other girls looked at each other, and Cheryl was the first to blink. "Sure, why not? If it's stupid or boring we can just quit and do something more interesting."
Denise answered in kind. "Ok with me, sounds kind of fun."
And so the stage was set for the first playing of my special game.
PHASE 1 - WARMUP
I gave Dave the two Challenge decks to shuffle together, while I shuffled together two Penalty decks and 5 'specials'. The decks had 30 cards. I figured about 30% would be penalties we'd have to do, or about 20 penalties, around 4 each. Then out of cards we'd have to advance. I pointed out to everyone the decks had labels; these Payoff decks were labeled "Funny (35 cards)" and "Embarrassing (25 cards)".
We pulled the chairs around the coffee table in front of the couch. I was seated in my lounger, with Beth in a kitchen chair to my left, and Denise on my right on the left end of the couch. Beside her was Cheryl, and Dave was seated in another kitchen chair opposite me. After a "Spin Off" Denise started the game.
The play started out well, with a couple of guessed questions, and Denise acting out "revolving door". During her turn we 'noticed' in the directions there was a two-minute limit on Charades, and a one-minute limit on Impersonations and Sketch. We had a one-minute hourglass-type timer I'd 'forgotten' about. Everyone was soon getting in the swing of things and getting louder and more boisterous.
Four of the Specials were picked up pretty quickly. Two were additional Chicken-Outs, that Beth and Dave picked up, one was a Proxy that Cheryl pulled that would allow her to have someone else take her place as a "penalty partner", and finally I picked up the "Time Warp" which would allow me to change the duration of a Penalty.



The game moved along smoothly, with few questions and no need to review the rules. We'd already been around the whole group about 5 times, and we all got three Color cards pretty quick. Only a few of the 'penalties' were doled out, several drinking challenges (which made up almost a third of the early challenges) one declined penalty involving fingers and noses, a personal question ("When was the last time you peed your pants!") and a silly act, ("Bark like a dog."). The game wasn't taking long, with a large number of the Challenges being word types, and either answered or not in just a few seconds.
On Denise's next turn, she went for an Impersonation and failed on Tom Selleck. Her penalty was the first that was moderately interesting: she had to spin the wheel to select a 'master'. She was a dog and the master had to scratch her belly. Her spin landed on Cheryl. She good-naturedly took up her role on the floor, and Cheryl kneeled down beside her and rubbed her belly. Denise was wearing a loose T-shirt, and as she started kicking her leg out like dog getting scratched Cheryl really got into her part.
"Good girl, that's right, good girl. Momma loves her little puppy, oh yeah." As she rubbed, her hand slipped under the t-shirt caressing Denise's belly. Denise started panting like a dog. "Such a good girl, oh yes. You like that don't you? I know you do. I know what you like. Good girl. Momma's good girl."
It was all supposed to be pretty innocent, but I was pretty damn sure that I'd gotten confirmation that Denise was not wearing any panties under her shorts. It was enough to get my blood flowing. Dave called time after 60 seconds. With a laugh Denise rolled over onto all fours, and started back towards her seat, Cheryl gave her a pat on the rump like a dog, and Dave, Beth and I applauded their efforts. Denise was smiling a big silly grin, while simultaneously blushing.
We answered a few more questions, and after some sketching and miming, Dave failed on his Trivia question. He had to tell us about his first hot kiss, in detail. He didn't fail to deliver.
"I was 14," he started, "and visiting with my cousins Virginia and Patty, and my cousin John. The girls were about two to three years older than us, and had just gotten home from a party where there had been some drinking and they were both pretty drunk.
"We were in the basement, with the house to ourselves; the parents were all at my Uncle's across the street. The subject turned to games and the girls showed us how to play spin-the-bottle. They laughed at our feeble attempts at kissing, then turned down the lights, and gave us a lesson in French kissing. We took turns with the two girls for over an hour. I fell in love with Patty that night; she even let me put my hand in her shirt and feel her breasts. I swear I carried a torch for that girl for years." He finished with a far-off look in his eyes.
"Don't kid yourself," Denise chimed in, "you're still in love with her, and everyone in the family knows it!"
We all laughed at Dave's expense, and continued play. A few more rounds, some more silliness including prank calls, play-acting, and of course more drinking, and we were nearly through the deck. We'd been playing almost an hour and a half, and the time was flying, everyone appeared to be having a great time. We had tried all the various types of puzzles, including a couple of "mystery" challenges, one of which had to do with humming a tune and another that was a word jumble. No one was feeling any pain by now and we'd gone through at least three more drinks each just getting this far. Beth had been drinking pretty hard, and mixing. She was new to drinking, and I encouraged her to slow down. Luckily the frozen drinks weren't too strong up until that point.

PHASE 2 - RAISING THE BAR
The deck was down to less than a dozen cards when Beth commented that it was probably time to shuffle in some more. I grabbed the next set, which included several more "intimate" penalty cards, still nothing even remotely naughty, but involving more personal interaction and some kissing.
Most of us had 4 colors at this time, but it was getting harder to get the colors we needed, when we ran out of cards. I passed the Challenge add-in deck to Dave, and kept the Payoff decks to myself. As we shuffled in the new decks, I pointed out that the Payoff deck was labeled "TEASER", and that I wasn't sure what the name stood for. I added a few more specials to the deck and shuffled them all together. Drinks were refilled once more, as well as a couple of potty breaks taken, and then we started back to play on Beth's turn.
Beth completed her challenge, and drew her card. It wasn't a color she needed, but I saw her read the penalty with interest and a quirky smile before finally discarding the card.
Cheryl failed her Word Meaning question, and had to massage the shoulders of someone not her partner, for one round. For a second I thought Denise was going to get the massage, since she was so accessible next to her on the couch, but Cheryl passed by her and went to Dave. She stood behind his chair while we played the next four turns, paying off her card. He got a fairly good rub, nothing too titillating but nice none-the-less. Denise and I both got our 5th colors that round, and we were starting to distance ourselves. Beth and Cheryl still only had four, and Dave only had three.
Dave almost wrecked a table with a somersault challenge, and I decided to pass on a 'foot-licking' penalty and had to confess that the wildest sex I ever had was in a busy public park, under a footbridge, while people walked by overhead. Cheryl turned bright red, and everyone guessed who my partner had been. There was a general clamor for me to provide more details. Beth offered to give me the "Chicken-Out" she had, since she was NEVER going to use one, if I would tell some details. I looked to Cheryl, who to my great surprise nodded her assent.
"Ok, I was horny as hell, and suggested that my 'friend' and I slip under the bridge. We had only been intimate for a short while, and she was undoubtedly the sexiest, hottest person I had ever been with. She agreed, bless her heart, and when no one was in sight, we scrambled down an embankment, and under the bridge. It was pretty private; someone would have to leave the path and scramble through the woods to see us. I just lifted up my 'friend's' skirt, pulled her underwear completely off and put them in my pocket. She bent over at the waist, and what I thought would be a two-minute wham-bam-thank-you-ma'am became a 10 minute protracted pounding with an incredible blow-job finish." I smiled realizing the several 'drink' challenges must be doing their job, as I was feeling little pain, and probably said a little more than I should have.
We were missing more challenges now, and we were choosing more questions than actions. Dave and Cheryl both drank, Dave having to 'finish' his drink. Denise pulled a challenge, and hesitated.
"So what is it?" Cheryl asked.
"Kiss someone, not my partner." She confessed, looking up.
"C'mon, that's not so bad is it? Just come here and give me a kiss on the cheek." I offered. "I'm not that scary, am I?"
She laughingly came over and leaned over to give me a kiss. I turned my face away offering her my cheek, but as she slowly leaned down, at the last second I spun my head around and caught her lips with mine. Her head snapped back in surprise, and we all laughed. She smacked me on the shoulder, but gave a good-natured laugh as well.
Dave got a challenge and had to remove Beth's shoes and rub her feet. Not too difficult a time, since she wasn't wearing any, having shed hers as she entered. He did an artful job but I don't think anyone missed the growing lump in his shorts. I think that Denise got a little irritated at that one. I realized that pretty soon we'd be removing pieces of clothing, and I did a private mental inventory.
Beth, beside me, was dressed in tight jeans, a simple school T-shirt, and socks. I could see she was wearing a bra. I had to assume she had on panties as well.
Cheryl I knew was wearing a sleeveless scoop-neck tee, baggy shorts, panties, and slippers. She'd passed on the bra earlier, which I was hoping might have some interesting consequences. Her long hair was pulled pack in a ponytail.
On the couch beside me Denise was outfitted in t-shirt and gym shorts that showed a lot of leg, and some big fuzzy slippers. I still hadn't verified it, but I was pretty sure there wasn't a whole lot on under that.
Dave was dressed similar to me, in shorts, shirt, and socks, no shoes. I would have hazarded a guess that he was also wearing underwear.
Denise got lucky and pulled her sixth color on her turn after sketching a steer. The picture she was drawing got a little graphic when everyone kept yelling cow and she added on his naughty bits.
I pulled a penalty, pretty much on purpose, and I was wondering if anyone else was doing that. When I drew my card I pulled the Judge off the bottom of the deck, where I'd placed it earlier. It allowed me to set the card aside, and draw again for my real penalty. I had to kiss my partner, but I had to spin to see where. Cheryl was standing in front of me doing a little pirouette, while I spun. Wouldn't you know I had to kiss her butt? It wasn't really an awful chore, but again, probably the raciest thing up until then. I made a big deal of it, grabbing her hipbones, and placing dozens of little kisses across both cheeks.
Afterwards there were some questions about the card I'd gotten, and we discussed the various 'special' cards we'd gotten so far, even though we hadn't used too many. I don't think they minded my being the Judge, since I was the only one who had really read the directions.
There was a round of harmless Payoffs, and a couple of completed challenges, where Beth and Cheryl each pulled their fifth. Dave did a 'palm reading' for Beth, and it was back to me, giving the smallest person present, in this case Beth again, a piggyback ride. It only went as far as the kitchen where I refilled my drink.
Beth, following me, had to show everyone the color of her underwear. Her pants were so tight I suspected she'd have a hard time pulling them down, but she just opened the top button, pulled down the zipper, and spread the opening apart. She had to pull pretty wide, her underwear was riding really low, but she made sure everyone could see they were baby blue. She zipped back up, but I don't believe she ever rebuttoned her pants.
Obviously things were heating up a little. There were fewer drink cards and more action cards that included physical contact. There was no longer any doubt that both Beth and Denise were definitely drunk, and Cheryl and Dave were not far beyond. It seemed every few minutes Cheryl was flashing an enormous grin at everyone present as if she had a private joke she was sharing with no one. I looked at the clock and realized is was after eleven and we'd been playing for well over 2 hours, and the game was still going strong, if anything, it was getting louder, rowdier and stronger.
After Dave got his question right and got his 4th color (finally), and Cheryl got a drink card that required her to lie down in someone's lap while they poured a shot of drink in her mouth, it was Denise's turn again.
Denise failed to act out "Horny" and pulled a penalty.
She pulled a card that required finishing her drink, and announced she was getting full, and so she opted for a new card.
She said the requisite phrase "I'm not THAT drunk yet," took a sip, and read the Penalty Question - "How many partners have you slept with?"
"Seven", she answered carelessly and grabbed a new card, which she read out loud. "Kiss all the other players, 10 seconds each." She looked a little stunned. "Do you think it really means ALL the other players?"
Dave answered, "I would think so, all the other penalties have been pretty clear so far."
I could see her trying to decide if she'd say no. She had a Chicken-Out she could use, but only the one. I don't think she wanted to be the first to use one. She finally said, "What the Hell," and turned to Cheryl on the couch beside her and gave her a very chaste kiss that we counted down for her. I expected her to turn to me next, since I was next to her, but she got up off the couch went over to Dave.
He gave her a deep kiss and a whispered encouragement before she turned back, walked around Beth and came and stood next to me.
She was blushing deeply. She leaned over and put her lips on mine. I kept my mouth closed, waiting for any encouragement at all. After a few seconds, again counted out by our partners, I felt the tip of her tongue nudge my lip. I answered in kind, just gently probing. During the last few moments I was on the receiving end of a very nice kiss, not too intense, but really nice.
I followed her with my eyes as she turned around and sat on the arm of my chair, facing Beth. I knew I'd have a great view of the action from my front row seat. She leaned across, and with a big open smile Beth leaned forward and met her halfway. Beth turned her lips away for a second, putting her mouth near Denise's ear, only inches from me, and whispered "I've never kissed a girl before." Then she pulled back a few inches, her lips right in front of Denise's.
I was mesmerized as their lips touched and their eyes closed. Dave was counting down the 10 seconds and I put my finger to my lips hushing him. He stopped counting around 5 or 6, and the kiss must have lasted at least 15 seconds. I know that according to Cheryl, Denise had never had any girl-girl experience, and I suspected that Beth hadn't either. You'd never know from that kiss. By the time their lips separated, I had to remind myself to breathe, and I had a hard-on that could pierce steel.
As they separated Dave started clapping and I cut him off. "Hey watch it Bub, that could be US next!" The girls got a kick out of that, and it broke what might have been an awkward moment.
It was my turn next, but I noticed we were down to maybe a dozen cards. The game had advanced almost perfectly according to plan, taking just a little longer than I had expected. It was a great test of my concept, now the question was, did I try to push it to the next level, or did I count myself lucky just to get where we had. This time the little head won out.
"We're nearly out of cards again. Shall we do the next deck? I know that Denise only needs a couple of more colors, and Cheryl, Beth and I are just behind her." I told them, picking up the next deck of Pink Penalty cards and shuffling them.
"Of course," Dave answered from the kitchen where he was opening his next beer. I'd lost count at a six-pack.
Cheryl looked at Denise and me, and answered with a smile. "Why not, it's been pretty fun so far, and I still want to see you and Dave go at it."
"HEY!" Dave yelled from the kitchen, "Let's be nice!"
Beth said, "We're this close to finishing we may as well go all the way."
I thought to myself, "That's exactly what I'm hoping."
Denise was giggling, "Sure why not. What does the winner win, anyway?"
"That's a great question. I just assumed they "won". I guess we could decide on some kind of prize. How about this? We all write down what the winner should get on a piece of paper, and we toss it in a hat. At the end the winner draws the sheet to decide the prize."
That idea went over pretty well. It wasn't part of my original plan, but what the heck. I passed out notepads and pencils and we all wrote down our idea of a winner's prize. There was quite a bit of snickering and giggling going around, and Denise and Cheryl were whispering too much and laughing too hard for my taste, but we soon had the selections filled in, folded and set aside.
PHASE 3 - A PLAN COMES TOGETHER
After potty breaks, refreshed drinks and settling back down, it was my turn. I had shuffled in the new deck, as well as the "Specials", and we were all ready. I failed my challenge, what a surprise, and my first payoff was a steep one. Remove one article of clothing.
"Oh, things are getting a little wild I see. Better hurry up and win Denise," Cheryl teased.
"I'm not worried," Denise bluffed, which got us hooting.
I removed my socks, leaving shirt, sweats and underwear.
Cheryl and Dave each actually completed their challenges, and Dave finally got his 5th color. Denise decided to do an impersonation, and chose me to do the guessing. I guessed correctly Marilyn Monroe (Happy Birthday, Mr. President) and we each got a card. Much to her chagrin, I got my sixth color, leaving us tied, and leading the pack.
On my turn, I got a chug penalty after failing my question.
Dave and Cheryl got back-to-back strip cards. Cheryl removed her slippers. Dave claimed his feet were cold, and took off his shirt, to the expected chorus of hoots and whistles. I almost wanted to give him a kiss, taking one for the team like that.
It was interesting. The stripping didn't seem to be bothering anyone, and I realized that since stripping wasn't the object of the game, and getting naked wasn't the obvious final goal, then losing an article or two, was just another embarrassing dare on the way to trying to win. This was working out even better than I'd hoped. The same girls who had both vetoed Strip Poker several times, were laughing as we undressed.
Denise on her turn tried for a True/False and missed. She got a 'whisper' penalty. "Whisper in the ear of the person to your left. Tell them what you like best about their body and why. You have sixty seconds. Use all of it."
She surprised me by climbing in my lap, before placing her lips against my ear.
"Go!" said Dave, after flipping the timer.
"I guess I like your hands the best. You have strong looking hands. They look clean but hard. I...I can imagine you holding me with those hands and I couldn't get away, no matter how hard I tried. When you shake my hand, or hold my arm I can feel the calluses on your fingers and it gives me shivers. I know those hands are strong and could protect me, or control me."
As she whispered into my ear, I let my hand fall into her lap on the outside of her thigh, my thumb in the valley between her legs, and gave her leg a squeeze. I left my hand there, high on her thigh, holding her leg firmly. She gasped when I first grabbed her leg, and then kept going.
"When you touched me while kissing me I loved it. I kind of was hoping you'd pull one of those massage penalties and massage my shoulders and back, or maybe my feet like Beth got. You have really sexy hands."
"TIME!" called out Dave.
Denise pulled back and looked away from me, too embarrassed to look me in the eye. I had never really considered my hands sexy, but was glad I kept them neat, the nails trimmed short, and clean.
We were almost exactly three hours into the game, and everyone was pretty drunk. There was some slurred speech going on, and I was concerned with how much longer the game could actually last. Nobody seemed inclined to quit, but they must be getting tired, and if Beth, Denise or Dave got any drunker I thought they might pass out.
On my turn I decided to gamble. "I'll take the mystery category." I announced.
"Oooh," Dave exclaimed. "This could be interesting!"
I read the card aloud. "Blindfolded, line up X players, spin for X, and identify them by touch in under 10 seconds." I spun a 4.
Cheryl laughed, "I guess that's all of us; let me get a blindfold." And she headed back to the bedroom returning a few seconds later with a sleep mask.
Beth sputtered, "What kind of challenge is that? He gets ALL the luck!" but she couldn't help but giggle herself as she stood up, a little shakily, with the others.
I was soon standing waiting, blindfolded. There was far too much giggling at my expense going on and a lot of rustling and moving around. I had no idea what was taking so long. When they finally thought they were ready, I was told to count to 20 and start with the person directly ahead of me, then work my way to my right. I was also told to wait until the end to make my predictions.



The first one was obvious. Only Dave was nearly as tall as me. Just to be obnoxious, I ran both my hands down his chest, cupping his chest, then down his side to his butt, which I gave a squeeze. A giggle that I knew all too well came from my immediate right giving away Cheryl. After about 10 seconds Dave backed away from my touch.
"Ok, I got that one," I said as I slid down. Reaching out with my two hands about waist high, I found Cheryl's waist. I slowly ran my hands up her sides, allowing my thumbs to brush the sides of her breasts. I ran my hands across her shoulders to her neck, and caressed her face. I brushed my thumb across her lips and she opened her mouth and took it in. With a lingering suck on my thumb she back away.
"Alright, that's two. Now for three." This was still going to be pretty obvious, only one of them had shorts on; Beth was wearing jeans.
Once again I put my hands out waist high, and slid them down the hips of the girl ahead of me. I felt the T-shirt under my hands, and then I was feeling the skin of her thighs. Denise. I let my hands continue their tour of her legs, down her calves and was slowly working my way back up along the inside of her leg when she stepped away.
The last one I already knew was Beth. I reached out with my hands waist high again, but this time I closed until I was brushing against her front. She smelled delightful. Her breasts were lightly touching my chest, as I slid my arms around her, and up her back, then back down across the small of her back, I let them drop to the top of her cheeks, expecting her to step away, but she stood steady. I cupped my hands around her full ass, squeezing. I turned my body part way, hopefully blocking the view from the others, and slid my far hand up between us under her shirt against her bare flesh all the way to her bra, or where a bra should have been. She finally backed away, as I quickly slid my hand out.
"Ok, here's my guess. First, I'd know Dave's sexy butt anywhere, second, those lips were obviously Cheryl's. The third contestant, Denise, had the softest legs, saving the Beth for last." I lisped "thaving" and "latht" for a really bad pun.
I pulled off my blindfold to catcalls and groans, and saw Beth pulling her jeans back on. I had been duped. "Always so smart, aren't you. Well I think you found out that Beth had the softest legs. You lose!" Cheryl told me, dancing around in front of me. Next she and Beth were giving each other high fives, and hugs, and I knew who had been conspiring against me.
I should have realized when I grabbed her butt, that there were no jeans in the way, but I was just too damn confident. "Oops. Well let it never be said I can't lose gracefully. And whatever the penalty, the challenge was definitely worth it. Especially Dave." My capitulation drew more laughs.
"There is one small problem," I continued. "Those jeans have to stay off. The instructions clearly state that any clothing removed for a penalty cannot be put back on unless the penalty specifically states they can be." I was smiling my own best, wicked smile.
"But the penalty didn't make me take them off!" Beth argued, her jeans halfway up her legs.
"Rules is rules you know, but if you'd like we can ask the Judge." I answered, understandingly.
"But you've got the Judge card." Cheryl said.
"That's right, I do, don't I? I guess the rule stands. Pants off, sweetie." I smiled, giving her a nod.
Beth laughed, kicking of the pants, once again exposing her baby-blue panties to our view. "That's ok, it was worth it anyway."
Cheryl pulled my penalty card for me. "You need a spanking, choose who gets to bend you over their knee. Then spin for number of smacks x 2."
"Are you kidding? Let me see that card!" I insisted. I was embarrassed to see that's exactly what it was. "Oh well, as you can guess, I'll pass on Dave. Ok ladies, if I choose you, will you be gentle? Cheryl?"
"What do you think?" She said in an evil tone, leaning down and picking up Beth's jeans and holding them almost like a matador.
"Well this doesn't look too good. Denise?" I asked in my best repentant tone.
"As gentle as you deserve." She told me as she delivered an equally wicked look.
"Beth, tell me you'll be gentle. Please." I turned to my last hope.
"Ok, I promise I'll be very gentle, you'll hardly even feel my spanks." The other girls booed her, but I was saved.
I spun the spinner, getting a four. "Ok, that's 8 spanks from Beth." I crossed over to her chair and lay down across her lap.
"Cheryl, Denise, want to help me? It says my lap, but it doesn't say who gets to do the spanking," Beth giggled.
"Hey, wait a second." I protested, followed by a quick yelp as Cheryl smacked my rear pretty hard.
"That one's for feeling up my best friend. Don't think I didn't see that. Now hush up or it's just going to get worse." Cheryl was standing over me, smiling wickedly.
Beth made a big deal of caressing my butt, "Poor Alex, out smarted twice in a row, and by women! How will your ego every recover?" She placed her arm across the back of my thighs.
Denise spoke up, "My turn!" She acted as if she was brushing off some lint off my shorts, then hauled back and delivered a pretty hard blow. "Two!" she announced.
Beth spoke up, "My Turn. Poor little bum, I'll have to get you a pillow to sit on." She ran her hand across my far cheek, and then gave a soft little pat. "See, I kept my promise. That's three."
Cheryl again caressed my ass, running her hand down between my legs, before rubbing small circles around the cheek that Beth had just tapped. "You have been a naughty boy you know." Cheryl said to me softly. She then gave me a good hard blow. "Four."
"Four." Beth rubbed my butt again, similar to how Cheryl had. "Poor baby. I know that must have hurt. But like Cheryl said, you have been very naughty. Your turn Denise." On the last couple of words she squeezed my cheek in her hand, and then pulled her hand away.
Denise mimed being a baseball player coming up to bat. She windmilled her arms, and then hit me really hard. I know it hurt her hand. "Five. Ouch."
"Damn," I said, "you girls are in trouble; just remember what goes around comes around."
The last word of my sentence was lost under the noise of the smack that Cheryl gave me. It must have been about as hard as she could hit. I know I jumped a little.
"Hey!" Beth said, covering my rear with her arm. "That was supposed to be my turn, you went out of order. No more for you! Now that was six."
"Why don't you take the last two?" Denise told Beth, "My hand still stings from the last one." She then sat back down on the couch.
Beth leaned over and whispered in my ear, while she caressed my butt. "Such a naughty boy! What's that digging into my leg, I wonder? How hard do you think Cheryl would smack you if she knew you were rubbing your hard-on against my leg? Naughty, naughty. You're getting my panties wet." She finished with two soft pats, one on each cheek, and then gave me a little goose. "All done, you've paid your penalty."
"Anything to say?" Cheryl asked me as I went back to my seat rubbing my rear.
"Yeah, I'm glad I didn't roll a six." I told her getting a laugh from everyone.
Beth got a tough Trivia question, and missed. Her penalty was "Give a guy, not your partner, a deep hot kiss, make his toes curl." She smiled at Dave and me, and then leaned over the spinner. "I'll let the fates decide who gets lucky." She gave it a firm spin, and I had mixed feelings when it landed nearest me. I wanted to kiss her, but I was a little worried about Cheryl.
Beth turned to Dave, "Sorry Dave, you just missed out on a REALLY great kiss. Maybe you'll get lucky later." She then turned to me, and planted herself in my lap. She wasted no time, her mouth seeking out mine, her lips parting and her teeth nibbling at my lip. Her tongue was tracing the outline of my mouth, turning, delving into my mouth, and licking the back of my teeth. Her hands were behind my head, holding me, her fingers clutching my hair. I kissed her back, first gently and then as fervently as she was kissing me. My cock was burning where it was digging into her panty-clad ass. It was a wonderful first kiss, and ended all too soon.
Beth finally pulled her head away, placing a last sweet kiss on my lips, giving me a wink. She sat back on her chair. "Your turn," she told Dave, with a look of sweet innocence.
Dave, after missing his challenge, got the "Slave for a Round" penalty. After spinning, he was extremely disappointed to get me as his master. I sent him off to refresh the drinks. I thought it funny that nobody else even seemed to notice him walking around half-naked, shirtless, with a lump in his shorts and white athletic socks.
On Cheryl's turn, she missed on the Word Knowledge. I know she knew that word which confirmed that at least one other person was trying to extend the game. Good Girl.
For her penalty she drew a strip card. This one had a kicker to it. "Let a person, not your partner, remove one exposed article of clothing."
Now I knew that she wasn't wearing a bra, so this would be interesting. Either the shirt or the shorts had to go. She stared at the card for a while, and I would have to guess she was considering trying for a different penalty. She looked at me, then Beth, and finally Denise. Denise had a smug little smile that said "I never chickened out", and you could just feel the sibling rivalry churning between her and Beth. Cheryl finally stood up and turned to Denise.
"Go ahead. I'll let you choose. I'm not wearing a bra." Cheryl had very nice tits, not as full as Denise's but quite an eyeful. So Denise had to make the decision.
Denise dropped to her knees in front of Cheryl, and unbuttoned her shorts. She then tugged them down around Cheryl's generous hips, exposing a pair of almost see-through pink thong underwear. She slid them down her legs, and held them while Cheryl stepped out of them.
"Thanks," Cheryl told her with a sly smile.
Dave missed most of the action, and was just returning with new frozen drinks in hand, as Cheryl turned back around and sat down, her shorts carelessly draped over the arm of the couch. I could see it was killing him. He delivered the drinks, and went back for a new Guinness for me and a drink for Beth.
Denise really tried for the challenge. She had six colors, and I think she really wanted to win. She was picking the True/False pretty consistently, having a 50/50 chance. She won, but drew another non-matching color.
On my turn I gave a joke answer for my question, making it clear how hard I was trying, and went for my penalty. A 3-minute massage from 2 females. I spun and soon was lying down on the floor, with Beth and Cheryl giving me a delightful rubdown. They were positioned on each side of me, and Beth was determined to match her sister, so when Cheryl started at my shoulders, Beth went there as well. When she worked her way down to my rear, Beth followed in kind. When Cheryl straddled my right leg, massaging my hamstring, I soon had two warm rears sitting on my calves. When Cheryl lifted up the back of my shirt to plant a small kiss on the small of my back, I felt a second pair of lips just beside the first, only moments later.
Denise announced the end of the timer having completed three full turns. Dave was back in his seat watching the action with obvious envy.
"Dave, that was so nice, I'd like you to massage my shoulders during Beth's turn." I told him, reminding him he was still my slave. He took up position behind me, while being teased, but gave a nice massage anyway. I looked over at Cheryl with a smile and the look on her face was one I knew well, and I had no doubt that no matter where this went I was going to get some that night.
On Beth's turn she got another Penalty, after basically passing on her challenge, and pulled another kissing card. "Give a Deep Soul Kiss to someone. Spin for who. 2 minutes. Their hands may roam."
She leaned over and was ready to spin when I stopped her, and told Dave to go back to his seat, so there'd be no confusion. Then I told her to go ahead.
She spun and it landed on her sister.
I could see that both girls were thinking, and then Cheryl remembered her proxy card. She whipped it out announcing she could pick a replacement for herself. Then she had to pick. Again I could almost hear the gears churning. She finally turned and pointed to Denise.
Denise's eyes opened wide, but then she laughed and pulled out her own "Chicken-Out". "Not me this time, I'm not THAT drunk."
"Now what?" asked Beth.
"It's pretty straight forward; if the person who pulled the penalty card uses the Chicken-Out the penalty is over. If the person who was picked for the penalty Chicken's Out, then a new person has to be picked as long as one is available." I answered, in my best "I'm sure" tone.
"Ok, but who do we pick." She asked.
"I think we should let Cheryl pick a new proxy." I offered.
"I think I should get to pick, since I had the Chicken-Out." Denise said.
"How about if I just spin for it?" Beth answered. I answered that as the Judge I thought that was fair and grudgingly the girls both agreed.
Beth spun again, and once again it landed pointing almost directly at me.
"Shit," Dave moaned, "I swear I never have any luck."
"Poor baby," Cheryl mockingly teased, rubbing her bare foot on his thigh.
Beth took her seat on my lap once more, but before we could start I said, "Wait a sec." I pulled my own Time Warp proxy off my pile, "Make that four minutes."
I could see that Cheryl was a little miffed at that one. "I'm going to the bathroom, she announced.
Denise said, "I'll go with you."
As Beth once again took her place on my lap, I spoke to Dave. "Slave Dave, go wait near the hall and when they come back from the bathroom, give a cough." He smiled and took up his position.
"Now I'm ready." I told her, with a smile.
This kiss was not as intense as the first one, but much more intimate. I soon had my hand in her shirt, and I was fondling her breast and playing with her nipple as her breath came in gasps. My other hand was down the back of her panties caressing her ass. A couple of minutes into the kiss, I reached down and placed my hand over her hot crotch, and starting rubbing. She moaned. Her eyes were open now, and she looked almost afraid.
I tore my lips off hers, and nibbled on her ear. "You know," I whispered, "I'm going to fuck you tonight if I have a chance." I accented the words by slipping my finger inside the edge of her panties, and up to the second knuckle in her steaming wet pussy.
"Oh, God," she moaned thrusting with her hips against my hand.
I went back to kissing her, moving the hand in the back of her panties up her back. The warning cough came from the side, and Dave was quickly perched on his chair as our kiss toned down, to just a little more than friendly. I slid my finger out of her pussy, and I swear she almost cried, and once the girls were back, my hands were on her legs and back and clearly not inside her clothes.
"Are you guys still kissing?" Cheryl asked sounding a bit peeved.
"Time!" Dave announced, holding the timer in his hand. "Four minutes exactly."
Dave grabbed his penalty card and started reading. I had to remind him he hadn't even done his challenge yet. The girls laughed and he was so embarrassed I think he was going to actually try to get a challenge right for once. The girls made him reshuffle the cards since he'd screwed up the challenge.
I had wandered into the kitchen, to make one more batch of frozen drinks, since the last blender was empty. I was also hoping nobody would notice that I had a big wet spot the size of a silver dollar on my shorts. Cheryl came in and stood beside me.
"What do you think you're doing with my sister?" She sounded calm, a scary, pent-up calm.
"Nothing!" I told her softly, for her ears only. "I haven't picked her for anything, she did the spinning. You could have picked Dave. It's just the luck of the spin."
"Well, remember, she's just a kid. God, she's practically a virgin! I thought if anybody you'd be all over Denise." She looked at me, waiting for a response. I was reminded of the loaded question, 'have you quit beating your wife yet.'
"Listen, I'm sorry that she's all worked up. I think we gave her too much to drink. You want me to call off the game? If Dave sees any more of you, he'll mess his shorts then and there if he doesn't have a heart attack first!"
"You know, when this game is over, I'm going to need some serious satisfying." She whispered, letting her hand slip down into my shorts, and nibbling on my neck.
"If you guys are ready, we can go. I'm going to get that last color if it kills me." Denise said.
Cheryl tweaked my cock, and walked back into the living room. "He should have to do two penalties for cheating."
Denise joined her, "Yeah, two penalties!"
Beth clapped her hands, chanting "Two Penalties, Two Penalties."
Dave in mock surrender put his hands up. "Ok, Ok. Two penalties, just no spanking please!" and we all laughed.
I walked around topping off the ladies drinks, before sitting back in my chair. I noticed that this deck was starting to get low, and wondered if I dared shuffle in the red deck.
Dave was reading his first penalty. "Describe for everyone the last fantasy you had about someone other than your partner."
"That's too easy!" Denise said, "If you haven't fantasized about Cheryl during this game you've got to be dead!" She then looked around at all of us and blushed, realizing what she'd said. As I looked at her I noticed that she'd gotten rid of her slippers sometime in the last couple of minutes. I wonder if she realized what she was doing. Unless I was mistaken that only left her with two items of clothing remaining.
"No, fair's fair." I spoke up. "It's what you drew."
"Well, I guess my latest fantasy had to be when you pulled her shorts off." He said speaking to Denise while nodding at Cheryl. "A whole bunch of fantasies ran through my head, like what if I could pull them down instead, and she wasn't wearing anything, or what if I had to remove two items, or remove two items and massage what they covered, or kiss what they covered. Or what if you had to kiss what they covered... I guess that's about it."
The barefaced honesty had us all quiet for a second, before Cheryl announced, "Time for the second penalty, and I hope it IS a spanking you naughty boy." And once again we laughed, breaking the tension.
Dave took his card and read it. "Make out with each person present. Twenty seconds." He looked up at me and paled, as I'm sure I did as well. I'm sure he was debating the idea of having to make out with me against getting to make out with Cheryl. Finally he said, "I, uh, I'm going to pass and draw again." The girls teased him, calling him chicken, but I had to support his decision, "Good idea, there's got to be a better card in there."
He took his drink, and was once again faced with having to tell the truth. "You're attached to a Polygraph. Be honest. Have you ever dreamed of having sex with someone of the same sex?"
He paled again, I'm sure this was far more than he'd ever imagined. "Oh, geez."
"Come on, it's not that tough. Have you?" Beth was asking.
"I guess I have." He finally answered, blushing badly, fumbling the card.
"Oooooh, Pitcher or Catcher?" Cheryl teased. "You know, I think that's kind of sexy."
"Were there any girls in that dream, big boy?" I teased.
"Of course, lots, I mean, well..." He was getting in deep.
Denise squeezed past Cheryl and sat on his lap. "It's Ok baby. It's only a dream, and I think everyone here knows just how hetero you are." She gave a wiggle in his lap, rubbing her ass against him, before giving him a kiss.



He finally got his new card out, and read it. "One minute, alone with your partner's choice. Anything goes."
He looked over at Denise, a look of dismay on his face.
"No, I'm not going to pick Alex." We all gave a laugh at that; mine might have been a little too quick.
She just stared at him for a few seconds. Finally she leaned back settling into the couch. She looked over at Cheryl. "Well, go ahead, take her in the bathroom, but you better be out here in one minute!" She told him. She reached out and grabbed the timer and said "I'm starting this in 10 seconds whether you guys are ready or not."
Cheryl had a sort of dazed look in her eye as she glanced at me. Dave hesitated for just a moment before he put his hand out to her. I winked at her and gave her a nod as she passed.
"STARTING!" Denise called out flipping the timer.
She looked at me, and I looked at her, and we started giggling. I'm not sure why.
"What do you think he'll do?" I asked her.
"Not much this time, he's too shocked, but if we give him another chance he'll have it all planned out." She leaned forward, scooting to the front of her seat. "What would you do?" she asked me.
"With her?" I asked disingenuously.
"Of course not, with me." I realized she was really drunk, and she stood up and sat on my lap facing Beth. "Tell me." She was seemingly oblivious to Beth only a foot away. Beth leaned over to hear what I was going to say.
I leaned over and whispered in her ear. "With just one minute? I guess I'd pull the legs of these shorts to one side," and I illustrated my answer, doing exactly that, "lift you up, and set you down on top of my hard cock."
I was right. She was wearing no underwear, and her completely shaven pussy was exposed, particularly to Beth. I slid a finger along her slit, rubbing her clit for just a second.
I released her shorts, and reached up under her shirt, and started rubbing her breasts. "Then I'd kiss you as well as I could while fondling your sweet breasts. Then I'd cry when my minute was up." I turned her face to mine and kissed her on the lips. "I hope my penalty card gives me ten minutes with you."
She groaned, and squirmed in my lap. I looked down and Beth had pulled Denise's shorts to the side and was gently stroking her bald mound.
Beth looked at Denise, "Is that comfortable? It looks so sexy, but I'd be scared to death."
I couldn't help myself, and I reached down and pulled the thin piece of cloth over even further, and again stroked that smooth pussy, letting my fingertips penetrate her.
"Oh God. It's not that bad, you get used to it. It itches at first and when it starts to grow in, and I have to be careful about ingrown hairs. I'll help you if you want to do it." She said, her breath husky with lust as I finger-fucked her, and Beth rubbed her clit.
"I think I'd like that." Beth answered, "I'd be too scared on my own but if you helped..."
I pulled back letting my fingers escape her clutch, and gave Denise a little push up off my lap, "Go shake the door handle and tell them time is up."
"You do it." She told me, getting off my lap as the last few sands got ready to trickle away. She was straightening her shorts.
"Ok." I walked around corner and said "Hey, times up in there," and I wiggled the handle. The door wasn't locked, it wasn't even closed all the way, and I got a quick glimpse through the crack of Cheryl perched on the sink edge, her underwear crotch pulled to one side with Dave's face buried in her pussy. I quickly pulled the door handle shut, shaking the handle for effect.
Within a couple of seconds they both came out of the bathroom, both flushed, and Dave obviously very red around the mouth.
We were down to the last few of penalty cards. "Shall I shuffle in the next deck?" I asked. For some reason everyone turned to Denise. "Absolutely." She answered.
We refilled the drinks and I took a leak, before starting the game again. I could hardly believe how far this had gone. It was over four hours of playing. We'd started around 8:30 and it was now after midnight. It couldn't last much longer; either events culminated in the next few minutes or I knew it would all end precipitously. Either way I was sure there was going to be a lot of sex going on that night. I was just hoping I got to share it with Beth and Denise.
Then again, I think we were all guessing that if we started this deck, that there was no limit to what might happen there that night.
PHASE 4 - CRESCENDO
Denise drew her challenge, and gave a joke answer for her Lexicon question, immediately drawing her Penalty card. Her eyes opened wide, as she hesitantly read the penalty. "Play the next round naked."
"Oh, I don't think so." She said, pulling out her lone remaining Chicken-out.
"Oh, yes!" Dave answered whipping out his Cancel-a-card Special.
"I can't believe you!" Denise hissed at him. "You want the whole world to see me naked?"
"Not the whole world, just our best friends. You are beautiful. Show them." Dave was obviously drunk, slurring a few words. He had crawled over to where she was, tugging at her shorts.
"Well, I'm not some kind of exhibitionist like you." She answered slapping his hands away.
I was afraid she was going to back out totally. I didn't want this game to end now.
"Hey guys. I've got trump." They both looked at me, as I threw a special on top. "Any Proxy."
"Oh? Ok, who gets naked?" Denise asked, eyeing me expectedly.
I hadn't even thought that far ahead. I obviously couldn't pick Denise. If I picked Beth the shit would surely hit the fan. Then again if I picked Cheryl, I might be in even more trouble than Dave. There was really only one solution.
"Alright Dave, let's see it. I always wondered if you were circumcised."
He looked at me almost in shock, as the girls clapped and cheered. Then I saw a gleam appear in his glassy eyes, and he went back to his seat coming up with a Chicken-Out.
"I don't think so." The girls called him chicken and there was some clucking going on. "Try one of the others." That quieted the girls.
"He used the Chicken-Out, nobody has to go." Beth said.
"No, you remember, if the person pulling the card uses a Chicken-out it's canceled, otherwise we pick again. Now I want to see some flesh!" Dave argued.
All the prior arguments still held true. So I did the only thing I could. I stood up and pulled off my shirt. "Alright, big boy. If it's flesh you want..." I reached down and pulled off my socks.
"No! You know that's not what I meant." Dave answered.
"The proxy says anyone." I told him standing in front of everyone in just my shorts. I pulled the shorts down and stood up for just a second, flashing my hard cock to all, before placing my shirt on the chair and sitting down again, leaning forward, trying to give a semblance of decorum.
Funny. There were no catcalls or teasing. Denise leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "At least there's one gentleman here." She said before sitting back.
Cheryl came over and kneeled in front of me. She pulled my head down to hers giving me a small kiss. "That was really sweet."
As she went back to her seat, Beth leaned over and whispered in my ear. "I'm so jealous of my sister." Then she made a point of looking down at my cock, the head slick with precum, and then back into my eyes. "She is so lucky."
Of course it was my turn now, and I was already naked.
I asked for the Trivia Challenge, and after the requisite bad answer, had to pull the penalty.
"Retreat to a separate room with any female (spin). You are hers to command for two minutes. Anyone (spin) gets to watch." I read out loud.
I looked around. Beth pushed the spinner over my way. Things were awfully quiet. I spun the spinner. It pointed directly at Dave. But he was not female. Cheryl was the closest. She gave me a big smile.
"Ok, beautiful, I'm yours. Now the question is who gets to watch?" I leaned over again, spinning. It landed on Dave again.
"Ok, this could be interesting." I joked. I saw Beth looking at her own specials, but I guess she didn't want to chance risking the wrath of her sister, so when nobody objected, the three of us headed to our bedroom.
Dave sat on the end of the bed, as Cheryl closed the door behind us.
"What do you want me to do?" I asked her.
"What would you like to do?" She asked me in turn.
"I'm dying to cum, but I don't think even you can have me there in just two minutes." I answered, taking her in my arms.
"Well I guess we'll have to see." She said. She turned to Dave. "I can't believe I'm doing this. But you're going to see the view up close. Now lay down."
He obeyed, and she straddled his head on all fours, her head over his crotch.
"Fuck me, Alex."
I climbed on my knees behind her, and pulled her panties aside. I placed the head of my cock at her entrance, with Dave below us cross-eyed, watching my thick cock penetrate her.
"Oh fuck, I needed that," she gasped, as I slid in to the root.
I started stroking in and out of her.
"Dave," she gasped as I fucked her sweet pussy. "You know what you need to do. I'll make it worth your while."
It was only a few seconds later that I felt my balls drag across his forehead as I screwed her. He was licking her with broad strokes of his tongue, and it wasn't long before his licks were finishing on my cock as it entered her.
"God, that's it," Cheryl cried, "I'm cumming you bastards, I'm cumming..." she finally came hard with a loud cry, collapsing fully on Dave.
"Times up!" I heard from outside the door and regretfully pulled out. I wasn't ready to come yet, no matter how badly I wanted to.
I climbed off the bed, and Cheryl rolled off of Dave, who jumped up, tucking his dick back into his shorts. I could only imagine why it had been out.
Dave literally ran to the door, opening it. Beth and Denise were both there with wicked smiles.
"Did you get an eyeful?" Denise asked Dave, as he walked out, headed for the living room.
"Pretty good, I mean, I couldn't see that much..." He dissembled.
Cheryl was sitting up on the edge of the bed, catching her breath.
"Shall we finish the game?" Beth asked, "I'm next." If there were a double meaning there, I would have to guess it was purely unintentional.
My slick cock preceded me out of the room waving as I walked. There could be little doubt as to what I had been up to. The girls fell in behind me, and we were soon all seated around the coffee table.
Beth started to pull her challenge card. Then she stopped. "You know, it's getting really late. How about if we just play two more rounds, no challenges, and no chicken-outs? Just pull the penalty, and keep the color if it's a match."
That left Dave mathematically out of contention, with Cheryl and Beth almost as bad. Denise and I only needed 1 color each; at least we had a chance of pulling that last color.
"Ok by me," I answered, as the others chimed in their assent. It seems everyone was willing to put aside the challenges for the moment.
"Good." Beth pulled her penalty card. "Oh my god." She gasped, blushing badly as she read the card.
Cheryl reached across and pulled it from her hand. "Show everyone here your favorite way to masturbate for one minute. Don't come. Any clothing removed can be replaced at the end of the round."
Beth just looked around for a second, and then she walked to the middle of the room clad only in her panties and lay in the center of the floor, her legs toward us. Her hands were in her panties, covering her privates and she bent her knees and spread them.
We gathered around her, at her feet.
She was still not moving her hands, and her eyes were closed and her head was turned to the side.
Cheryl reached out and stroked her leg. Beth flinched. "It's Ok; you don't have to do this." She told her.
"No, I can do this," Beth answered, with a deep intake of breath almost like a sigh.
Her hands were moving under the light blue cloth, but it was difficult to tell what was going on. "I'm not usually this wet," she said with a tiny laugh, "so I sometimes rub the whole area a lot until I'm feeling ready."
She was rubbing away, but the tightness of her panties was obviously in the way. With a frustrated, "fuck it", she pulled her panties down past her knees with one quick move, her hands quickly returning to her exposed light brown pubic hair. She was rubbing one hand up and down, using the other hand to partially cover the action.
She continued rubbing up and down, now with each final stroke at the top, she concentrated on rubbing some small circles around her clit. After a few more rubs, she allowed one finger, then two to slip inside her. She was driving the fingers in, while the heel of her hand rubbed her clit. She was breathing harder, thrusting firmly. Her hips were now reacting to the action, rising up off the ground. I watched as she pulled the fingers out to the very tips, and added a third finger, twisting and turning as she drove them in and out.
"Sometimes, I can do this for a long time, but other times I just want to come." Her free hand was inside her shirt, playing with her breast.
"Time." Cheryl finally announced. I realized I would have watched Beth until I could take it no longer and just jumped her. Good thing someone was keeping track.
I helped Beth to her feet, as we all retook our places. I imagine we all knew now that our future was in the cards and the spinner, and things were going to go all the way soon. It was incredible to think about.
I only realized as Dave reached for this card that Beth had left her panties in the middle of the floor as she sat down.
As Dave pulled his card, Beth exclaimed, "I got a match!" she now had six colors, the same as Denise and I.
Dave read his card. "Lie down on the floor. Two members of the opposite sex get to cover your chest in chocolate syrup, and lick it off. Make it good."
He spun twice, and ended up with Cheryl and Denise. Cheryl got the chocolate syrup and while she did Beth got out of her chair, which had its back to the spectacle, and walked over to where I was seated in my chair.
"I couldn't see from over there," she announced as she sat in my lap. She accommodated my swollen member by placing a leg on each side of it, pressing it against her pussy. My cock was sticking straight up between her legs, the head poking up in view, in the midst of the light brown hair of her tight little box.
Cheryl gave me an enigmatic look, but she couldn't see exactly how we were positioned, and then she and Denise were applying the chocolate to Dave. They swirled it all around his nipples, up to his neck, and down to his shorts. As they did this, Beth lifted herself up and scooted forward an inch, settling down over my cock, impaling herself. It was slow going; she supported most of her weight on her arms and slowly let her own weight drive my cock to the root in her incredible hot and tight 18-year-old pussy. At the end she gave a little bounce and wiggle, and settled all the way down. I was sitting awkwardly, my hips thrust forward to the end of the chair, to make enough room for her to sit sideways.
"I guess your wish came true," she whispered into my ear, "you're fucking me."
The girls took an eternity to lick Dave clean. I watched as they're tongues battled over choice areas of chocolate, and couldn't help but think that if I didn't have my cock seven inches deep in my girlfriends little sister, that would have been the most exciting thing I'd seen in a long while. The way I was positioned, Cheryl had her ass towards me and could see nothing of what was going on. When Dave was as clean as he was going to get, Beth pulled off my cock and stood up. "I think that's about it," she announced.
Cheryl and Denise surveyed their handiwork and agreed they'd done an acceptable job. They returned to their seats. I saw Denise look at my glistening cock as she passed, and a smile crossed her lips.
Cheryl took her card, and read it out loud. "Stand in the middle of the floor. Female (spin) will give you the best kiss she can for one minute, while Anyone (spin) stands behind you. Their hands may roam freely. Players will vote on the kiss. If it's not good enough the two kissers lose an article of clothing."
"Wow." Beth said.
Cheryl spun the spinner gamely, and it pointed at Denise. I could hear her sigh as she made it past the hurdle of kissing her sister. She spun again, and this time it landed on Beth. The sisters looked at each other, then gave a quirky smile, and headed for the middle of the floor.
Face-to-face, and half-naked, the similarity in looks of these two beautiful girls was only made more obvious. To the casual observer told there were three girls, two of whom were sisters, it would have seemed obvious that it was the two tall blondes.
Cheryl stood stock still, as Denise and her sister approached her from both sides. She stood with her arms at her sides, merely waiting. Beth made the first move, and her lips were on Cheryl's shoulder and neck, while she rubbed Cheryl's back and neck with her hands. Her lips were the perfect height for the base of Cheryl's neck, and I saw her head cock just a hair to one side in response to the kissing.
Denise cocked her head the other way, and stepped forward until their breath was mingling, their lips just a half-inch apart. Then I watched in lust as her tongue darted forward and gave a quick swipe at Cheryl's pouting bottom lip. Another tongue dart, and then their lips were in full contact, and I could see both girls savoring the taste of the other.
Beth's hands had crept around Cheryl and were inside her shirt, massaging her breasts, while she continued to nibble on and kiss her neck and shoulder.
Their heads were moving in relation to the kiss, their mouths clearly wide open, their tongues exposed for moments, tangling, twisting. I thought they would devour each other.
I looked down at the timer in my hand, to see it had expired. I had no idea how long it had expired. "Time!" I called, and the girls slowly separated, their lips clinging to each other. Beth placed a last kiss on the back of her sister's neck, and sauntered back to her chair.
Denise turned and stood beside Cheryl, their arms around each other's waist. They smiled confident in their performance, and justly so.
"Well?" Cheryl asked.
"I've got to tell you, that was really incredibly hot to watch, I mean REALLY hot. But I have to say I don't think it was your best. What do you think, Dave?" I answered, looking towards Dave for confirmation.
I don't think he even realized his hand was wrapped around his cock inside his shorts. He was mesmerized.
"That was great, I mean really great, but not quite the best. No."
"So you think we should each have to take off an item of clothing?" Denise asked him.
"Uh, yeah."
She looked over to me.
"I'd have to agree. I'd be happy to assist." I smiled.
The girls turned their backs to us and whispered together, then turned back. "Ok, we can accept that." Cheryl answered, and stepped to Dave. "If Alex's going to help Denise, I guess you can help me."
Denise stood before me. "Go ahead, you're choice." Her eyes were burning like coals and I was lost in them for several moments before I even realized what she was saying.
"I'm dying to see those beautiful breasts of yours." I told her, standing up and taking the bottom of her shirt in my hands.
"Go right ahead, lover." She answered softly, raising her arms high.
I slipped the shirt off over her head, and then settled back down onto the edge of the chair. She stood in front of me, her diamond-hard nipples begging me for attention. I leaned into them, and took the nearest into my mouth. My tongue twirled around the tiny intruder, before my lips tugged at it gently.



"None of that, back to your places," Beth teased with a little push on Denise's rear.
Reluctantly she sat back down, clad in nothing but her baggy green gym shorts.
Cheryl was just sitting down as well, still wearing her Scoop-neck Tee. That was all she was wearing, and her underwear were delicately folded atop her shorts, both resting on the arm of the couch.
Cheryl passed the Penalty deck to Denise, who selected her card. She passed it to me without looking.
"Go ahead and read it. I can't. I'm too nervous." She confessed.
"Three minutes alone in a dark room with the player of your choice, anything goes. One person (spin) may stay and listen." I read aloud.
I took her by the hand, and stood her up. "Go ahead and spin for who gets to hear us."
She did just that, and the spinner chose Dave.
As he stood up Cheryl pulled out a Special, and tossed it out on the table. A proxy. "I think I'd like to be part of this." She said standing.
To say I was shocked was an understatement, as I sat down.
"You want to go with me?" Denise asked, hesitantly.
"Yep. I want to listen." She smiled her most devilish smile and then turned to Beth and Dave. "Now you two be good, and let us know when the three minutes are up.
I walked hand-in-hand with Denise into the room, and turned off the lights, but the dim glow from the outside lights through the curtains gave enough light to see what was going on.
Denise and I sat on the bed, and I leaned her back, pulling her shorts off.
"If you're going to fuck her Alex, I want to be part of it. I want to hold her. I want to feel it." She stood a couple of feet away, waiting.
I turned and pulled her to me. "I can't believe how incredibly hot you are. You two are driving me insane." I pulled her head down and kissed her. She continued down, dropping to her knees, and within moments had her lips around my cock. She slowly took most of it and held it deep in her mouth, then pushed hard, swallowing another inch down her throat, opening her lips and reaching forward with them, pulling as much of me as she could down her throat. Several longs seconds later she slid back, gasping.
"I love your cock." She told me, and then stood up and climbed up on the bed. I saw her sit behind Denise, her legs on each side, encouraging her to scoot up into her arms. She cradled her, kissing the top of her head, her hands grasping Denise's breasts.
I separated Denise's long slender legs, and placed my mouth over her pussy for a moment, tasting her, letting my tongue penetrate her, separating her lips, opening her up just a hair. And then I place my knees under the edge of her ass, aimed my cock for her opening, and placed the head just at the edge.
"Are you in her?" Cheryl asked.
"The head is just at the edge. She is completely shaven and so wet I'm sure she can take the whole thing."
"Describe it for me as you do it." Cheryl asked. I saw her hands pull on Denise's nipples stretching them away from her body.
"I'm sliding it in now. She's so damn tight. I've got to pull back. Ok, now I'm sliding in again. God, I can't believe how tight she is. Damn, Denise, how is your pussy this tight? I don't want to hurt her. There, I've pulled all the way out. I've got the head back in. I'm going to do it this time. I'm lifting her legs apart, and NOW." With a strong thrust I buried my cock in her, feeling the pull of her clutching tunnel.
"Oh Fuck! You fill me so good." Denise finally moaned, her pussy spasming around my cock. "Don't move, just hold me, I'm going to cum with you inside me." Her hands were surrounding where my cock entered her, one circling my root, the other rubbing her clit. "Just hold it there, please, oh god, oh - I'm there, GOD!" Her back arched mightily, her head driving back into Cheryl, her legs clamping around me.
Cheryl was hugging her tight, still massaging her breasts. "Cum for us, just like that, that is so nice, cum, cum." She was whispering into Denise's ear as her body twanged like a taut bowstring.
I pulled my cock out its full length, and slid it back in, again and again. After just a few moments of this she was cumming again.
"Yeah, right there, right there, harder now, please harder, yeah, like that, harder, oh-fuck, oh-fuck, oh FUCK." She gasped and curled around herself, and I could feel her twitching around my cock again, doing her best to draw me inside her.
"TIME!" the voices cried from outside the door.
"Time." Cheryl said, with an evil teasing tone to her voice.
"God, this is going to kill me," I answered, pulling my cock out of Denise, and sitting for a moment on the edge of the bed, before standing up and turning on the light. Denise was just sitting up, and I could see the sheen of sweat between her breasts and across her forehead.
The girls got off the bed, and came to the door as I opened it. Beth and Dave were just shouting "TIME" again as it opened.
"Have fun?" Beth asked, looking down at my cock.
I looked down as well and could see it covered in Denise's white cream from where she'd cum all over me. I had never seen anything like it.
We walked out to the living room where I chugged what remained of my beer, and when Denise sat beside me on the couch, I realized we'd left her shorts in the bedroom. She was completely naked. That made two of us. My round of playing naked was officially over, but I wasn't going to make a stink of it and left things as they were.
It was my draw. I pulled a card, and read it aloud.
"Spin for a person of the opposite sex. They must spend the next turn in your lap whenever possible. Both of your hands may roam freely."
I spun and the spinner landed on Dave, but again, more towards Cheryl then Beth.
She came over and stood in front of me. "Scoot forward." She instructed.
I did. She pushed my shoulders back into the chair, and then climbed up onto the chair. She grabbed the high back and slowly lowered herself onto my cock, all the way to the base, and then wrapped her legs around me.
"Like this?" she asked innocently.
"I believe this will work," I answered, spreading her t-shirt around, and blocking the view of what was happening, although it had already been made pretty clear to all.
She sighed, almost purring, and leaned her head into my shoulder.
"Cheryl." I whispered.
"MmmHmmm?"
"Let's move the whole party to our room." I told her softly. I could see everyone was watching and listening intently.
"Why, so you can fuck Denise some more?" she murmured.
"So we can all be together, and do whatever we want." I answered diplomatically.
She sat upright, and looked into my eyes. "I suppose you're going to try to screw my sister, too."
"Cheryl, I'm not going to do anything tonight you don't want me to. You set the rules, and I'll abide." I told her.
"Admit it. You know you want to screw her." She answered hotly.
"Cheryl, she's beautiful and nearly naked just a foot away. I'd love to be with her, but never at the risk of jeopardizing our relationship."
"Don't you touch her! You can have Denise and me, but don't touch her anymore. I've seen you sniffing around her. She's my baby sister, damn it."
The next moment Beth was standing there beside us, pulling on Cheryl's arm, yanking her off my lap. "You and I need to talk right now, Damn it! I'm not a baby." She pulled hard, pulling Cheryl off balance, pulling her by the arm and hair. Cheryl tried to push her away, but Beth pulled harder, yelling at her. The door slammed behind them just before the screaming started in earnest.
"Shit." Dave was sitting on the couch, looking at where the girls had disappeared.
"They've got to work it out." I answered.
"Cheryl's wrong." Denise answered, getting up and coming back into my lap. "Dave, help me here." She put out her hand to him, as she balanced on one leg, and tried to impale herself on my cock.
I took her cheeks in my hands as she lowered herself, her back towards me, down onto my cock.
"I can't believe you, Denise. You're just going to fuck yourself on his cock, while I'm sitting here?" he asked in disbelief.
"You know it's what you wanted." She told him, spreading her legs wide and rocking back and forth on my erection.
"Well, I thought we might fool around some, but..."
"But nothing. You're going to be fucking Cheryl pretty soon, and probably Beth too. What are you complaining about?" She planted her legs to each side, placed a hand on each arm of the chair, and started bouncing up and down on my cock. She reached a hand out to Dave, and put her hand on his cock. "Why are you the only person around here still dressed? Alex here has had his cock in all of us, and yours hasn't even seen the light of day. Poor baby."
Dave took the hint and dropped his shorts and underwear. He moved forward and Denise bent over at the waist, and sucked his cock, while I fucked her at the other end. We were just developing a rhythm, when I noticed the yelling had stopped, and I heard the door to the bedroom open and the girls come back out.
PHASE 5 - BEYOND THE GAME
I lifted Denise off my cock, and stood up and went to Cheryl, taking her in my arms. "Everything Ok?"
"Yeah, I think so." She answered softly, and then added a little louder, "Let's go back into our room. Everybody." She pulled out of my arms, and led me back.
"Can you just make love to me first," she asked me softly as the others fell in behind us.
"I'd absolutely love to." I answered truthfully.
I turned to the rest of them. "Can you all do me a small favor? Give us a few minutes. Then you're welcome to join us."
"Let's take a shower. I know I could use one, and would guess that I'm not the only one!" Denise answered, pulling her husband and Beth to the bathroom.
In the bedroom I settled back into the center of the bed and helped Cheryl take up position above me, until she was lying against my chest, her pussy stuffed with my dick.
"Everything Ok?" I asked.
"Yeah, I guess so." She answered, rocking slowly back and forth.
"Why are you upset about Beth, but you'll help me fuck Denise? She's a grown up girl." I had my hand on her ass cheek, giving her some added momentous.
"So she tells me. She says you've already fucked her."
Ouch. "She sat in my lap earlier, when you were licking chocolate off Dave, and she helped herself then."
"With no help from you, I suppose."
"It was nice. And you three on the floor looked so hot. What's wrong? If you're unhappy about this I'll stop it. We were just having such a great time, and you looked like you were having as much fun as anyone. I know it's gotten a little wild, but like I said, we're all grown-ups and good friends."
"She's just so young, and so pretty, and she's crazy about you..." she said almost crying.
"Oh, come on. She's a pretty kid, who's a little jealous of her big sister." I told her, thrusting into her with a continuous steady stroke.
"I can see how badly you want her. I saw you staring at her." She answered.
"You're not jealous of her are you? Damn Cheryl, she's just a kid, I hardly know her. And even though she's cute as a button, and pretty damn sexy, she doesn't hold a candle to you or Denise. Not to hurt your feelings but I'd pick Denise over two of her anytime. Now Denise does make my blood boil but you don't seem to be as bothered about that."
"I know, but well, look I'm three years older than you. Beth was in high school a few weeks ago. And she's so infatuated with you; she'll do ANYTHING you want. She's so very pretty, with that young hard body, full ass and big tits. I can understand how you might prefer her."
"You must be out of your sweet little mind. You are the one I love; you are the hottest thing I've ever been with. I wouldn't dream of leaving you for anyone else. You know what you do to me. Who else would ever share their best friend with me? I can't believe you." I told her, holding her tight barely fucking into her at all.
"It's Ok. I know you love me. It's just, I don't know. I know I'm just being stupid." She was clutching me tightly.
"This is not like you. Do you want me to send them away?"
"No, I've had fun. This has been wild, but great. And I do want to see if I can make Dave's heart explode. You saw what he did to me in the bathroom, didn't you?" She asked knowingly.
"Yes I did, and it got me hot as hell."
"I don't know why I get jealous around Beth of all people." She finally admitted.
"Cheryl, Beth is a kid, admittedly a very pretty, sexy kid. You are the sexiest woman I've ever known, and I love you. Only you. You have absolutely nothing to worry about."
She took a couple of deep breaths, then sat up a little and leaned down and kissed me on the lips. "I know." She then sat fully upright.
"I can't hear the shower anymore. I expect we'll be entertaining guests shortly." She told me. I could see her tentative smile.
"You're right. Help me come, baby, I want to come in you first. Now." I told her.
She positioned herself so she could get some leverage and starting lifting herself up and down on my cock. I placed my hands under her ass, giving her some added lift, and thrust away at her hard and fast. I had been so hard for so long it was painful, and I was dying for release. We fucked each other harder and harder, until she was moaning for me.
"I'm almost there lover, come with me, come for me. Oh I'm so close, come for me, please..." she begged.
I could feel the tension rising through my legs, and like a spring, loading into my balls. I could feel the impending release, and I pulled her down to me, my hands grasping both of the cheeks of her ass, and manually slamming her down on to my cock, and lifting her nearly completely off, over and over, until with a groan, I exploded into her. I couldn't stop, and thrust repeatedly emptying my balls deep within her, shooting stream after stream into her.
About halfway through my orgasm she joined me, her fingernails digging into me, her breath gasping, her teeth biting, her pussy wringing my cock dry. As I came off my high, she just kept cumming and cumming, driving herself onto me, until she collapsed on me, gasping for air.
The applause in the room was surprising, as our friends gathered around the bed.
"Gee, Cheryl. You are such a hog. I hope you've left some for us." Beth teased.
I answered for her. "I don't believe that's going to be a problem tonight, Beth. If you three beautiful women can't get me hard and keep me hard, I'm going to have to join a seminary."
"Now that would be a waste," Denise said climbing on the bed.
I scooted away from Cheryl, and got ready to lie down, when Beth grabbed me by the hand and pulled. "We're cleaned up. I think a quick shower would do you a world of good."
Debbie helped her guide me to the bathroom, where they both joined me in the shower. Ours is a pretty small shower, and it was wall-to-wall flesh. The girls fondled me all over, soaping me up, and rinsing me off. I enjoyed the attention, kissing them in turn, fondling wherever I could reach, and squeezing their breasts and ass, slipping a finger in them when they'd let me. They took turns sucking on my cock, and had me hard again before I even left the shower.
We dried each other off, and headed back to the bedroom. Dave had Cheryl on her hands and knees and was fucking her like there was no tomorrow. The entire bed was shaking, playing a tattoo against the wall.
Beth turned to Denise. "Which end of him do you want first?"
"How about paper/scissors/rock for who rides the cock? Oh, that rhymes!" Denise laughed.
The girls played best two out of three and Beth won. They laid me down on the bed, forcing Dave to slide sideways a bit. The two beauties worked together to make sure I was as hard as possible, and I was given a wonderful show, watching those two pretty faces taking turns getting filled with my thick cock, while the other used her tongue where she could. They were both as hot as firecrackers, and dying to get their tight little twats filled.
I looked to my side and found Cheryl had turned a little and was watching her sister and best friend go down on me.
"That looks so sexy," she told me, as she continued to be on the receiving end of Dave's attentions, which had slowed down and calmed considerably.
"I see you suitor calmed down." I told her jokingly.
"He's already come in me once, and he just didn't even slow down. Who does that remind you of?" She answered with a smile.
"You inspire us." I told her.
Beth finally sat up. "I'm dying to ride that beast." She looked at Cheryl who was watching her. "Are we cool, sis?"
"We're cool. Just remember that you're just borrowing him." She answered with a teasing tone.
"Keeping' it in the family." Beth answered, as she lowered herself on my stiff cock.
Denise climbed up to where I was laying, and starting kissing me. "You look so good; I can hardly wait to have my turn." She kissed me deeply, passionately. "I'm going to sit on your face now. Show me what you've got." She was as good as her word, and straddled my head, facing Beth.
She had a delightful shaven pussy, and she held it just off my face, easily in reach, without crushing me into the pillow. My hands were free enough to reach around her, around the back of her thighs, and open her up to my searching tongue. I kissed, licked and tongued that pussy for an eternity, until my jaws and tongue ached. She came on me at least twice, without ever pulling away. When she came it wasn't a messy cum, but her taste and texture changed a little, and her pussy lips fluttered, while she moaned. It made me feel great, really powerful, to make her come on my tongue as she did.
While I was eating Denise out, Beth was finding all the different ways she could fuck herself on my cock. Some of the angles she tried were uncomfortable, but she certainly wasn't afraid to experiment, and when she found something she liked, she would ride me hard, before slowing down and trying something new.
Denise finally climbed off my face, and lay down beside me, talking about how Beth was wearing herself out on my cock.
"She's like a kid in a candy store." Denise whispered into my ear, allowing her naughty tongue to wander. "I just watched her as she tried you on in all kinds of different ways, finding what felt best. It's pretty incredible."
Beth was gasping hard, and I could see she was covered in a light sweat, as she bounced up and down on my rod. I reached up and pulled her down to where she was lying on top of me. I held her by the thighs, and fucked up into her, giving her a long deep stroke, as she rested, breathing hard. Denise leaned forward and kissed her on the lips, a beautiful tentative, shy little kiss, which slowly developed into a thing of passion, right before my eyes.
I slowed down, and rolled over with Beth, holding her legs high and wide, and giving her a nice long smooth screwing, letting every inch of my cock penetrate her as deeply as possible on each full stroke. It was strange, watching my cock disappear into a new pussy, and seeing my girlfriend watch me fuck her sister. Dave had finally slowed down and was lying down holding Cheryl while the two of them watched me piston Beth.
Denise got involved again, playing with Beth's breasts, and kissing her while whispering to her. I watched them eagerly, as Beth and Denise got more intimate by the moment.
I pulled Beth's legs together and placed them over my right shoulder, as I put my weight behind my cock, slamming into her as she turned her head away from Denise's devouring mouth, only to face her sister, just inches away.
"Oh god, he's killing me. I swear he's screwing me with a baseball bat." She whispered to Cheryl.
"But it's such a sweet death." Cheryl answered, reaching out and running her fingers through Beth's short hair.



"I'm so close to coming, he's had me on edge forever," she gasped, "I can't believe how long he can keep this up, staying this hard."
I reached down and interrupted their conversation while I repositioned the teenager. I spread her legs apart again, locking the back of her knees against my elbows, as I bent her in two, her pussy angled up for me. I slid back inside of her, slowly and just waited a moment, filling her.
"It's time for you to come for me." I told Beth, giving her long deep strokes that I slowly picked up the pace on. I slid back just a bit so I was fucking into her at more of an angle, rubbing the whole top surface of the inside of her tunnel, and she almost lost her mind right there. Denise reached down and started rubbing Beth's clit in little circles, while watching me screw her.
"There, there, that's it there," She finally moaned, "just like that, oh don't stop, don't stop." She gasped, and I knew I had her.
I shifted to top gear fucking in and out as hard and fast as I could, and a strange cry came seeping out of her, almost like a siren, starting low and getting louder and higher in pitch. She finally screamed out, thrashing under my assault, grabbing her own ankles with her hands, and pulling her legs back as far as she could. She came so hard, I thought she'd bust a blood vessel, and the sight was so incredible, it pushed me over the edge. Just as she was coming off her high, I slammed deep inside of her, and filled her with my seed. Her eyes flew open, and she groaned, shaking.
"Come in me," she gasped. "Come for me," she begged me, her legs trembling.
I drove my cock in and out several more times, each time loosing another stream of scalding cum inside that innocent teenage pussy, while she urged me on.
Once I was completely spent, I pulled out and wiggled my way in between the two sisters.
"Looked like you both enjoyed that one." Cheryl teased, reaching across my chest and tweaking her sister's near nipple.
"My god, sis, how can you live with that? I would go insane." Beth gasped.
"I must be insane to share it." She answered her, in a more serious tone. She kissed me on the cheek. "You got one more of those in you? We're dying to see you on Denise. I told Dave how each time takes you longer. I figure your next one will take at least half-an-hour, maybe an hour before you come. You're going to fuck her raw."
She was right. After a short water break, and with the help of her sister, Cheryl got me ready for Denise. I started in her smooth pussy, in a simple missionary fuck, calm and easy. The bouncing of her tits was a sexy distraction so I fucked that furrow between her full breasts, while she strived to lick the head at the end of each stroke. Not one to deny a beautiful woman her needs, I slid further up her body for a session in her mouth.
The blowjob started relatively calmly as sort of a break, and I was blessed with a view of Dave being given a similar treatment for our little teenager. Feeling the urge coming upon me, I got a little more aggressive with Denise. I used her face pretty hard, holding her head, and pushing further into her mouth, until I was stretching out her throat, and her breathing was labored, trying to get a little air, in between thrusts down her throat, and the occasional gagging.
As wonderful as her mouth was, fulfilling so many of my fantasies, I saw her eyes were watering, and didn't want to make her too uncomfortable. I pulled her face off my cock, and flipped her over onto her hands and knees, to get a view of her incredible ass before fucking her from behind. I was unstoppable. I plowed her from behind, enjoying the deep penetration, and adjusting her position, sometimes pulling her up onto her extended arms so I could reach out and grab her shoulders, pulling her back hard against my thrusts. Other times I'd push her head back down to the bed, her arms stretched akimbo, her cute little round butt pushed high in the air for me. A few times I pulled out completely, unable to resist licking and playing with her bright red pussy, or the little brown pucker of her ass. But never for long. The draw of her sex for my own was undeniable. While I screwed her, the other girls tried to soothe and help her, but eventually she was just a plaything I tossed around and used as I pleased.
Her legs no longer supported her, and she was lying flat out below me while I slammed into her over and over. It seemed time for a change. I flipped her over again, and enlisted the girls to hold her legs for me while I fucked her steaming twat, and encouraged Dave to feed her his semi-hard cock. The sisters teased her, making lewd comments, tweaking Denise's nipples, sometimes rubbing her clit. During this time, she built up to a huge orgasm, crying out, and pulling her mouth off Dave's cock. While her mouth was held in the rictus of her orgasm, Beth leaned over and stuck her tongue in Denise's mouth. Denise went wild, grabby Beth aggressively and sharing a long passionate kiss. Dave at this time switched positions, and slid the cock his hot and bothered wife had firmed up for him, into the tight and tender twat of the teen bent over her.
Denise was starting to get worn out, and relaxed somewhat when Beth was distracted by Dave's amorous ministrations. I slowed down my drilling, and opted for yet another change.
I used her mouth again, but a bit more gently this time, and not for such a long extended session, and then it was back to her pussy. Seeing her back on her hands and knees, the lure of her sexy little butt proved too much, and I started preparing her for penetration there. She seemed willing enough, not in the least hesitant. Cheryl was understanding and pulled a tube of lube from the nightstand, and passed it to me. When I had her prepped, I pulled out of her, the idea of screwing her in the ass, and in front of everyone present, doing wonders for the state of my rock-hard cock.
The lube and her relaxed stated did the job, and I entered her fairly easily, once I'd pushed the spongy head of my cock past her tight opening. She was tight, and accommodating, and I found myself in heaven. I lost track of time, as I stayed there on my knees behind her, shoving my fat cock in and out of her ass with the steady beat of a metronome. I was feeling incredible.
Dave got it up again and screwed Beth beside me. He was obviously enjoying her, but he couldn't keep his attention off what his wife was getting. Once I was in Denise's ass and she had stop complaining about the size, I decided to try to push her over the edge again, and enlisted Dave to lie down under her so we could double-team her. She was obliging, climbing on top of Dave and sliding his cock in her well-used pussy, before laying down on him. I spread her cheeks and forced my cock back into her tight little butt-hole, getting my first strong reaction out of her in a while.
"Oh fuck." She moaned, while I reamed her ass.
We developed a rhythm, and fucked her between us, in a scene out of a porn film. I convinced Cheryl to ride Dave's face, with Denise's face right there for the whole show. I watched as she slowly extended her tongue, licking Cheryl just above where Dave's tongue was working its magic. Then I felt her quiver underneath me.
"Oh my God, I'm coming. I can't believe I'm coming again, oh, harder, harder, now," she moaned.
Her orgasm pushed Dave over the edge, and he was thrusting up into her with all his might, telling her he was coming, as much as he could, with a mouth full of Cheryl's twat.
My cock sawed in and out of her while she finally came, her body tensing, her back arching. She grabbed Cheryl by the hips and shoved her down onto Dave's face, almost viciously, while she came for us.
When she was spent, I pulled out and rearranged things, so I could stand at the end of the bed, and fuck her ass until I came. I lifted her butt up and prepared to enter her again.
"Please Alex, no more." She asked softly. "My ass is so sore, and I can't come any more."
"Of course baby, I don't want to hurt you." I told her, giving her a kiss on her tiny hole where I'd gotten so much pleasure.
Beth approached me with a facecloth, and wiped my cock down, gently, and then put some lotion on it. "That looks like it has to hurt, you look so red."
"Not yet, but I may regret this tomorrow." I told her.
"So, do you have an unfulfilled sister fantasy, that we can help you with." Beth asked me.
"As a matter of fact, several. I would love to see you both share my cock I want to see Cheryl teach you how to suck me the way I like it best." I answered.
"I think that might be arranged."
We all got comfortable, taking in a little refreshment, smoothing the covers, and arranging the pillows, before we were ready. I was in the center of the bed, propped up with some pillows, while I watched the two sisters each perch over one of my legs and begin their oral magic.
Denise was lying next to me, watching the action, while Dave was cuddled behind her, spooning.
"Do you always fuck like this? You're fucking insatiable." Denise asked me.
"Of course not. But I've fantasized about you for so long, just having you here made so many dreams come true, I just can't stop myself. You are so damn sexy, it makes my heart hurt. So many nights I've fantasized about being with you, and now you're here. I can't let a dream come true like this pass by without squeezing every bit of life out of it. There's something about a first time with anyone, and this may be my one and only chance with you. I'm going to fuck all of you girls until I can't. Until I just physically can't."
Cheryl guided Beth onto my cock and entered the conversation. "He's not always like this, but it's not unique either. There have been several occasions where he's fucked me until I couldn't walk. I mean hours and hours of non-stop fucking. You should tell them about the Shenandoah camping trip." She gave me a smile and went back to helping her sister suck me.
"You guys have to understand that Cheryl was like the culmination of all my fantasies made flesh. I just couldn't get enough of her. I still can't." I explained. "It seems sometimes, when I'm overheated enough, and we have a non-stop session, I'll get to a point where I can get hard, but I just can't come anymore. As you might imagine that doesn't stop me."
Beth climbed up and straddled my cock, lowering herself onto it, under her sister's guidance. I was really enjoying the atmosphere of being catered to by the two gorgeous sisters, while the lovely Denise who I had just worn out, hung on my every word, watching my cock first get swallowed by her friends and then get ridden by the teenage hardbody.
Cheryl was positioning Beth for best access, so she could ride me with out getting too tired, and yet give me enough sensation that we were furthering the end.
"That Shenandoah camping weekend I got into that state and couldn't stop myself. I know I had to have my cock buried in her for a dozen or more hours that weekend."
"More," Cheryl interrupted, "a lot more. At least 10 hours that first day." She continued the story. "I blew him in the car on the way up there, and then he fucked me hard up against a boulder, within sight of the road when we started looking for our campsite."
She smiled, remembering, while rubbing her sister who rode my cock. "We set up camp and he wouldn't even let me finish setting up the sleeping bags before he was fucking me again. He bent me over the rolled-up bags and fucked me really nice, cumming in me for the third time in less than three hours. We unpacked and went on a short hike to a nearby stream on the map. He conned me into skinny dipping with him, and he fucked me there under the falls until we had to stop because I was shivering from the cold. On the hike back, which couldn't even be two miles, he talked me into blowing him on the trail, and he came again. I made him dinner, and he insisted on fucking me for dessert. This time he just went on and on until I was sore, but he wouldn't finish or get soft. That was when I offered him my ass for the first time. I'd only done it once previously, but I figured he wouldn't last too long back there, and my pussy was getting so sore."
She was straddling my legs, perched behind her sister, and using her hands and arms to help lift Beth up and down on my cock. I could see Beth was getting a little tired.
"Next sister, please." I said with a smile.
Cheryl obliged, helping the unsteady Beth off, and lowering herself onto the cock that fit her so well.
"God, I love that feeling." She told us, looking around and rolling her hips. "Well, back to the story. It was a good theory, and he jumped at the opportunity to pump my almost virgin ass. I had already told him about my one previous attempt at anal sex, that didn't quite workout. With a little work, he filled my ass, with his cock, and shortly after that, he came again, shuddering as he did. He told me it hurt to come at that point."
"It did. I was completely drained, but being inside that ass was enough to force one more out of me, when there was nothing left."
"It was really pretty nice; he stretched me out nice ahead of time, and took his time doing me. He was only in my ass for a minute or so, before he was done."
She rocked back and forth on my cock, keeping me going. "I figured we were done, but in the middle of the night he was climbing on me. He fucked me for ages in that tent, again never coming. Stupidly I offered him my ass again, so I could get some sleep, and this time he fucked my ass for another hour, until he just pulled out and went to sleep. In the morning I woke to him fucking me again, and when I was fully awake, he fucked my mouth until I complained my jaws hurt, fucked my tits until they were red and chapped, and then fucked my poor pussy again. Then he just stopped and went out and prepared a huge breakfast for us. We went on a short hike after breakfast, although I was tempted to just go back to sleep. The skies decided to open up on us, and the rain chased us back to our tent. We took off our wet clothes, and seeing me naked got him going again, and he asked to go 'around the world' again. He had to explain to me he wanted to use my mouth, tits, pussy and ass again, in order. His cock was almost instantly ready, and even though it never got really hard, it stayed hard enough for another super-session. He got his wish, with my mouth, tits, pussy and ass. This time I let him fuck my ass too long and had to make it off limits for the rest of the trip. I had no sense of time, and we fucked until we ate, fucked until we slept, and then fucked while we slept, and then fucked when we awoke. I thought I'd never be able to walk again."
She climbed off me, pumping my cock with her hand. "He's halfway there again. I can tell by how hard he is that we can get him to come at least one more time. I bet I know the best way." She turned and looked at her baby sister. "Oh, Beth."
Beth came over to where she indicated, and Cheryl had her go down on me. "Now Beth is practically a virgin, this is only her second time having sex. But part of her really is a virgin. I bet if Alex got in that tight little ass, he wouldn't last long."
Beth pulled off my cock, sputtering. "Oh no. Cheryl, I couldn't."
Denise seeing my cock uncovered, climbed down and sucked on it, while the sisters argued.
"You're the one that told me you weren't a baby. You could do anything I could do. Well it's put up or shut up." She told her nastily.
"But he's so big. I know that would hurt so badly. I saw what he did to Denise." Beth whined.
Denise pulled her head off my cock, to ride it herself for a while. "You need to feel what he did to me. It was incredible. That was the wildest orgasm I ever had, with a fat cock in my ass, and pussy, and Cheryl's little pussy on the end of my tongue. You're going to love this. Watch."
She lifted off my cock, and then lowered her ass back down on my cock taking it to the root. "Oh god, he fills me so damn full." She moaned. She then looked back at Beth. "It's incredible." She leaned way back my cock deep inside her, her pussy facing me. "Someone lick me, please." She asked, looking at Cheryl and Beth longingly.
Cheryl climbed off the bed, and dug into her nightstand, coming up with a vibrator.
"Oh God," Denise said, watching her approach. "I'm too sensitive right now; don't touch my clit with that."
"Of course not, nothing that rough." Cheryl answered. She turned it on and we could hear it hum. She bent over and slipped about 4 inches of the vibrator into that pussy, and I could feel it through the wall of her ass. She lowered her face and used her tongue to bathe her clit and pussy, while working that vibrator in and out. The feeling was too much for me, and I knew I would be coming soon.
"Damn your ass is tight, Denise," I told her, thrusting up into her, against that demon vibrator. "I'm going to come in you."
"Do it, come in my ass. Fuck my ass." She hissed to me, trying to help, squeezing her ass around my cock, milking it.
Cheryl turned the vibrator on high, and clamped her mouth down on Denise's clit.
"Oh, enough, enough," she cried, hunching over and grabbing at Cheryl. At that moment I lost it, exploding in her ass, and she screamed, and moaned "oh shit, oh shit," breathing like a buffalo.
Cheryl pulled away and Denise fell off my cock, curled up in a ball. "I can't believe I did that." She gasped.
Cheryl turned to Beth. "I'm sorry, I tried to help you."
"What?" She asked.
"Now when he fucks your ass, he may never come. By the end of this weekend you won't be able to walk, believe me, I know." Cheryl told her sympathetically.
We all laughed at Beth's stunned look, and soon she joined in. After cleaning up, we split up into our rooms, already agreeing that the craft show was off, but we could pick up the game where we left off in the morning.
I fell asleep, with Cheryl on one side, and Beth on the other side, setting a mental alarm clock to awake in a couple of hours and sample the younger sister again.
AFTERWORD
And that, my friends was the fallout from the first experiment with my invented game. I found a lot of things I could improve about it, and went ahead and made the changes I thought it needed.
The next day we played around with the game some more, and with each other even more. I never got Beth's ass that weekend, nor did I get a repeat in Denise's ass, but Dave and I did take turns in Cheryl's ass at one point. And I did get several more turns on both Beth and Denise. During one of our breaks, I asked everyone for thoughts on naming the game, still not admitting it was my own creation. I got some good ideas from the crowd. At the time, my favorites were:
Paradox Lost -- I don't know why, I just liked the name
Froggy -- Named by Dave for the boiling the frog tale
Incremental - Cute name by Beth, referring to our loss of morals, and game values
Seven-Up - Named by Denise for the 7 colors, 7 question types, and 7 inches she got
I'm Not THAT Drunk - suggested by Cheryl, referring to the 'pass' phrase
Ménage - Referring to the mix of game types, and the potential "Ménage" at the end.
There were several other names that were cruder and much more explicit, but I didn't think they would help further the idea of an innocuous little game that could slowly twist your moral fiber.
We went along with Ménage, and discussed some game improvements, and I was overjoyed to hear Denise and Cheryl discuss adding a friend from work and his wife to the game play. Beth wanted to invite her roommate. We decided to see if we could setup a small dinner party at Dave and Denise's and invite Frank and his wife Delara. We vetoed Beth's roommate, but invited Beth along as a single if she wanted to come.



But that's another story - and if you ask nice, I'll write it.
--------------
Please Vote if you enjoyed this story!
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Krista looked at me in horror. "I can't believe you did this!"
"I told you I wanted to fuck you. Now I will." I shrugged. I thought I'd feel a little guilty, but all I felt was lust.
"There's not a chance in hell," she told me through clenched teeth.
"Be reasonable, Krista. You know what's on that movie. What would Rich think? What would your parents think? Or your fellow church members? The parents of your kid's classmates? Really, it's best if this video stays between you and me."
"You would do that?"
"Only if I had to."
"But it would ruin your marriage too." She insisted, still looking for an out.
"Oh, I don't think so. I'm better at editing than that. You would never see much of me, except below the waist. And clearly, you couldn't mistake me for Rich there." I laughed.
"So what's it going to take this time. You have your way with me and I get the movies?" She was angry, almost shaking.
"Nothing that easy I'm afraid. You'll be making payments on this one." I let my statement hang in the air between us. When it seemed she was about to say something, I completed my demand. "Weekly. Whatever I want. For a year."
Krista looked stunned. "You've got to be kidding."
"Actually, I think you're getting off quite easy. Now come to Papa, we've got to get you out of those uncomfortable things." I reached for her but she pulled away.
"Wait. Let me think about this."
"There's no thinking here, Krista darling. You are mine. You will do what I want. Or you will watch your life fall to pieces. You know you want to; now you have to. Why fight it?" I reached for her again and she let me grab her arm and draw her to me.
She stood, shaking, tears welling in her eyes, one lonely volunteer running down her cheek. It should have bothered me. All I could think about was burying my cock inside her tight little gash, and knowing that the hesitation she was feeling now would give way to the hot and horny Krista I'd witnessed once before.
I slowly stripped her, and she stood waiting, naked before me. I removed my own clothing and she could see that there was no need for foreplay; I was definitely very ready.
"Let's watch that movie, in it's entirety." I told her. I hit the button on the remote, and saw my home made title, "Krista's first BJ".
I moved to the edge of the couch, turned her to face the TV, and sat her on my lap. My stiff rod was between her legs, rubbing against the outside of her smooth slit.
My hands explored her body, while she watched herself perform for me on the TV. I whispered into her ear while I played with her tits. "Here, when you lowered your shorts for me, my heart almost stopped. Look how beautiful your ass is. I wanted to eat you then and there." She was squirming in my lap while I rocked my hips, sliding my cock across her moistening lips. Abruptly I felt her hand, cool against my burning rod, pressing, pulling my prick against her. Her hand rubbed up and down my length.
"And here. You offered me your tits so sweetly. You know I've always loved your tits."
"I know," she whispered. The first words she's said since we'd started the movie.
I nibbled on her neck, and grasped her big boobs in my hands, squeezing them and fondling them. "And now they're mine."
"They're yours."
"Look at you. Look at how you rubbed against me that day. I wanted so bad to pull you an inch or two higher, and slip that fat dick up inside you." On the screen she was humping me madly, desperately. Now, watching the action, her hips started to move, a faint echo of the show on TV.
"What were you thinking?" I asked her, sliding my hand down to her quim, squeezing around the edge of my cock to slide a fingertip into her.
"I wanted it. I wanted your big thing in me. I wanted to feel what it was like." She whispered, eyes glued to the screen.
"You still want to know, don't you?" I whispered back into her ear.
"Yes."
I grabbed her ass on the sides, and lifted her hips up off my lap.
"Do it. Put me inside you." I urged her.
She settled her weight onto her feet, and lifted her ass off my lap. Her hand positioned my pole directly below her moist opening, and as she lowered herslf back down, she gave the extra wiggle needed to let my cock slide deep inside her. She stopped about halfway, lifted up again, and then pushed down hard on my pole, taking it to the root. On the screen she was going wild rubbing herself against me.
"So now it's in you. All of it. More cock than you've ever had. What's it like?" I pushed her shoulders forward, making her lift up off of my cock most of the way, and then I pulled her back hard, sinking to the hilt inside her again.
"Oooh." She gasped, then whispered. "Full."
"Full?"
"I feel so full, so complete, stretched and filled."
"Look at the screen." I told her.
As I spoke the TV-Krista was obviously coming, while the TV-me clenched her in my arms. The real Krista just sat there eyes riveted, my cock inside of her, while we watched the girl on the TV slowly come down from her peak, and stare down at where her sex pressed against his, connected, but not quite joined.
"Was it nice to come, pressed up against my cock like that?" I asked her, reaching between her legs and teasing her. I grabbed the remote with my other hand and paused the show, as the Krista on the screen slid down between my legs.
"So nice. I almost never come. Not for years," she confessed.
"You'll come for me. You'll come all the time. I'll make you come so much you'll beg me to stop."
We ignored the screen for a bit, reveling in the sensation of penetration, that one and only time when you share sex for the first time. She was breathing heavily reacting to my every motion, the squeezing of her breasts, the rubbing of her clit, the nibbling of her neck and ears, the continuous plowing of her incredibly tight pussy. I wrapped my arms around her torso and pulled her up a bit, so I could get more action down below, pulling further out, and driving back in, pulling her whole body up and down mine.
"You are a dream come true," I told her while her body arched back, her head thrust back over my shoulder. "I can feel the excitement building in you, like an electric charge, it's building, and building. If I don't let you come soon you'll be screaming for release." I loosed my arms, settling her down firmly on my cock, and grabbed her breasts, squeezing the nipples, and twisting them forcefully, massaging them.
My words were working on her and she leaned over, breaking free of my arms, her hands gripping the edge of the couch seat. She brought her legs together between mine, and planted her feet firmly on the floor. Without warning she was driving herself up and down on my cock. I grabbed her hips and helped her, thrusting mightily. The odor of our sex was intoxicating, and I could hear little grunts escaping her lips.
I let it continue quite a while, until I could hear her breathing becoming rough, and could feel her trembling. "Do you want to come now?" I asked her.
She remained quiet, struggling with herself.
"Do you?" I insisted.
"YES." She hissed between clenched teeth.
"Good, watch the screen." I pressed play on the remote, and Video-Krista started her incredible blow-job. I pulled her back against me, letting her catch her breath a second.
She watched her onscreen-self gobble me, mesmerized by her own wanton actions.
"You were incredible," I whispered, my hand back between her legs, as I massaged her clit. "Was that really your first blow-job?", I asked.
"Yes."
"Incredible."
I put my hand behind her hair and grabbed a fist full of silky blond hair. I turned her head to me, and greedily enveloped her mouth with mine. My arm across her chest, tweaking her nipple, held her high on my body. My other hand rubbed her pussy hard. She was reaching down to touch where my cock was driving in and out of her velvet tunnel, while her other hand was buried in my hair, clutching me. I used my hips to bang her hard, and she had her feet up on the couch and was getting some leverage of her own, slamming down onto me.
I wrenched my mouth off of hers and breathed into her ear. "Come for me."
She moaned and her hips ground into me.
"Come on my big cock."
She was almost crying.
"Come for me, Krista."
"Oh God," she hissed.
"Come."
She threw her head back and screamed, pulling hard on my hair. I continued pumping her and massaging her clit while she shuddered in my grip. Her hand reached down and grabbed mine tightly, stopping the motion, and her entire body seem to lose it's shape as she collapsed against me, her head lolling back, her eyes disappearing back into her head.
I could still feel her tunnel pulsing around my shaft, and reveled in the thought that I could own this beautiful, hot, and desperately horny woman so completely.
On the screen she was sucking me fiercely, and it was only a few moments before I was going to come in the movie. I pushed her head up.
"Watch now. Watch me come for you. See what that pretty little mouth of yours did for me."
She watched, leaning forward, intent on seeing herself suck me to completion.
"You were so damn hot," I told her softly.
"I felt so nasty."
"Here. I come for you."
Krista pulled off my cock and crawled towards the screen, watching the finish. She looked so good on her hands and knees, her ass presented to me, her pussy pink and swollen, I wanted to leap up and fuck her wildly, but just enjoyed the view for a few moments. On the screen I came in her hair, then on her hands and forearms, and finally in her mouth.
"You came so much." She spoke softly. "I thought after the first two shots, you'd be done. But you kept coming and coming in my mouth. I could barely swallow it."
"It was a dream come true. I fantasized about that moment so many times. And now that sweet mouth of yours is mine."
She looked back at me over her shoulder, her eyes smoldering. "It's yours."
I leaned back holding my achingly hard dick up to her. "Show me."
I could see her hesitating before taking my sticky wet sword into her mouth, but she did it, licking me and sucking on me like a baby with a pacifier.
"I think that's the most beautiful sight I've ever seen. My cock disappearing between your lips, your big blue eyes looking up at me."
She locked her eyes on mine, and then thrust up and down on my pole, taking it deeply, while watching me.
"You can be a nasty little girl, can't you? You don't mind taking that slimy cock in your mouth. You know it's your own juices, and you're loving it."
She let me know her answer by stopping, taking her face off my knob for a moment, then taking a long slow lick, like an ice cream cone, before giving me a smile and taking me in her mouth again.
"That's so nice, Krista. You're making me feel so good. I'm going to come shortly. I'll let you choose where I finish. In your mouth, in your pussy, or in your ass?"
She pulled her head back and looked at me with disgust. "In my ass? That's gross. I don't do that."
"You don't suck cock either." I reminded her.
"That's different."
"Trust me Krista, I'll be coming in your ass, and often. But this first time, it's your choice."
"Come in me, then."
"I will, but where?"
"In me, here," she said shyly, gesturing between your legs.
"In where?" I asked her again.
"In my... love hole."
"Your love hole?"
She blushed. Hard to believe. She'd sucked me, she'd fucked me, and she turned red as a beet when asked to talk about her pussy.
"You want me to finish in your love hole?" I said with a grin.
"Yes."
"So you want me to fuck you hard, and come in your pussy?" I asked her teasingly.
"YES!" She said loudly, "Just fuck me Alex."
I laughed, and picked her up and bent her over the arm of the couch. She looked so sexy as I spread her cheeks apart and plowed into her with my stiff meat, meeting little resistance.
The feeling was wonderful and yet it allowed me to screw her for an amazingly long time, considering how worked up I'd been. I massaged her ass cheeks and pounded my beautiful new sex toy with long full strokes. Feeling wicked, I spread her cheeks wide, exposing her tiny little brown rosebud. I worked up a bit of spit, and let it fall from my lips targeting her virgin asshole. She moaned when it hit, and as I enjoyed her, I used my thumb to rub it around and into her back door. Eventually I was fucking her hard, while my thumb was completely buried in her ass.
"Do you like that?" I teased her, moving my thumb vigorously, stretching her.
"It's so nasty. So dirty." She gasped.
I pulled out of her and I spread her cheeks wide while I buried my tongue in her rear, pushing an inch or more of it up inside her.
"God, Alex. That's sick. That's so dirty." But even as she said it, she was reaching back and helping me hold her cheeks apart.
I let go of her cheeks and left the job to her. "Hold yourself for me."
She acquiesced, spreading herself wide.
I slid first one and then two fingers up inside her wet slit, and then worked them in her bunghole. She moaned continuously, and I couldn't resist the temptation.
I pulled my fingers out, and she whispered, "Are you going to do it?"
"Yes."
"Nooo," she whispered, but her actions made lie to her words as she continued to hold herself open for me.
"Yes, although I'll just tease you this time." I assured her.
I aimed my pole at her and pressed the fat purple head forward, against considerable resistance.
"Oww, don't, it won't fit," she moaned.
But even as the words escaped her, I popped past her opening, and suddenly had two thick inches of meat buried in her ass.
"Ah, but it does fit." I told her, pulling her hands back off her cheeks and observing the white and then red stripes her fingers left behind. I waited, letting her get accustomed to my insidious invader.
"This is so wrong, Alex. Stop now. My butt is burning, and this is so filthy, I can't believe you're making me do this."
"Hold still, baby. You can take some more," I encouraged her. I worked to slowly bury a couple more inches into that incredibly tight virgin hole. I peeked forward and I could see she was biting her own arm, just above the biceps.
With almost half my length inside her, I was happy to cornhole her gently, enjoying the tightness, and the view. Before long it was easier, and her ass-ring didn't cling to me so hard on each out-stroke.
"You're fucking my butt," she groaned, "you pig."
"Ask me to stop and I will." I told her.
"Right, you didn't earlier."
"Go ahead, try me, ask me to stop fucking your cherry asshole, and I'll pull out right now."
"Ok, stop." She laughed.
I pulled out, and rubbed her sweet cheeks. I left a small kiss right on her stretched hole, and stepped away from her.
"You really did it!" She exclaimed, turning over and sitting on the sofa arm, looking at me.
"Of course. I've never lied to you Krista. I've tricked you, deceived you, and hidden things from you, but I've never lied to you. You really can't trust me, but you can trust my word."
"You are warped, you know," she laughed, incredulously.
"Suck me," I told her.
"But you were just in my butt!" She sounded shocked.
"Yes, and it's not nice to go from ass to pussy, so suck me. Suck me clean."
"We can wash it clean. Then you can have me again."
"Oh, I know I'm going to have you again, I promise. Now suck me."
She leaned forward and took it in her hand. I don't know why she was suddenly so fastidious, you couldn't even tell where it'd been.
"Go ahead," I encouraged her.
She stroked my cock, and then she lowered her mouth over it, sucking me deep. She bobbed her head up and down several times, then pulled off, licked her lips and pulled back.
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" I asked her.
"You taste nasty." She answered looking up at me. But then she took me back in her mouth, and sucked me long and hard.
"That's likely. But then you're really a nasty little girl, aren't you Krista."
Krista looked up at me, her eyes locked on mine, and slowly worked her mouth up and down my cock twice, before letting me slip out of that pleasure chamber. She gave my shaft another long lick, then leaned back and licked her lips.
"I think you're ready now." She said with a mischievous smile.
I got up and took her by the hand, leading her down the hall to the bedroom. I laid down on the bed, and waited for her.
She climbed between my legs, and stroked me with her hand, seeming to enjoy the stiffness awaiting her. After just a few seconds she climbed up and lowered herself onto me. I was again surprised at how tight she seemed, as she eased herself down my pole.
I can't describe the time that followed. Krista used me. She pleasured herself on my prick. Whether she was slowly rocking back and forth, grinding her hips onto me, crouching over me and slamming her fuck-hole down my swollen shaft, or just riding my entire length in long, leisurely, plunges, she kept herself in almost constant motion. After what seemed an eternity, her hair wet and stringy about her face, her chest glistening with perspiration, she was bringing me to the finish-line, and the closer I got, the more excited she got.
As we neared the end she was thrusting back and forth on me in a steady motion. It was a firm, solid, fucking, and I was on the edge.
"Come for me, Alex. Come for me you blackmailing bastard," she hissed, driving herself up and down my shaft even faster and harder, "You come for me."
I pulled her upper body down to mine, and grabbed her ass with both hands, holding her just above me and slamming my cock in and out of her.
"I'm going to come in you now, Krista. I'm going to come in that hot little pussy of yours."
"No! You've got to pull out." She struggled half-heartedly.
"I'm going to come inside you, I'm going to paint your insides with more cum, and deeper, than you've ever felt before." I hissed, thrusting as hard as I could into her.
Krista tensed in my arms, then moaned "Oh, Fuck!" and as I emptied my balls inside of her, she bit me hard, screaming into my skin, and coming mightily on my cock. With each additional jab inside her, squirting my love-juice deep into her womb, she shivered in my arms, and her whole body spasmed.
As I lay there in the aftermath, my breath slowly returning, my pulse easing back, I recognized that I was still semi-hard, and I rolled my hips, working myself in and out, slowly hardening again. She lay there, spent.
When I felt I was fully hard, I rolled over with her beneath me. I lifted her legs up over my shoulders, and gave her another leisurely fuck, this time taking my time enjoying the amazing sensation of my prick slowly piercing her over and over. I looked down and took in the view of my wet pole disappearing inside her. She was malleable and loose, almost semi-conscious, when I rolled her on her side, and continued in that position. Now I was doing the fucking, using her, and enjoying every stroke I laid to her.
She looked beautiful and disheveled, and the thought of being able to use her on demand, and some of the things I had in mind for her started to get my blood boiling again. I turned her again, on her belly this time, and tucked her legs up under her, exposing her completely to my desires. I re-entered her from behind and pounded away, holding her by the hips and pulling her back against my forward thrusts. I leaned forward, grabbing her shoulders and pulling her back against my thrusts, arching her back. My hands traveled down her shoulders, across her upper arms, down to her wrists. I pulled her wrists back behind her, forcing her upper body down against the mattress. I could see the edge of her big tits splayed out to each side as they were crushed against the sheets. I took both her wrists in one of my hands at the small of her back, using it for leverage as I continued my pummelling of her previously unspoiled pussy.



I wanted to come, and I was close, but the end seemed just out of reach. I used my free hand to slap her butt cheek hard, and she cried out at the contact. I slapped her again, leaving a big red hand print.
"I could fuck you forever," I told her, spanking her again.
She mumbled something, and I smacked her again. Her right cheek was starting to show the effects of my spanking, and was much redder than her left cheek.
"Speak up," I told her.
"Do it," she told me, clearly.
"Do it?"
"Fuck me. Like this. Use me, however you want."
The words were electric, and I felt them to the base of my cock, which suddenly exploded again, once again bathing her inside with my cream.
God, I was going to enjoy owning this girl.
----------------------
I enjoyed writing this little vignette. If you enjoyed reading it let me know! A vote works great. As does email. Thanks to all.
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A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Karen's sister Robin moves in, causing some agitation to say the least. Other than that, it's a typical day at the "House that Lust built". A little more story and a little less sex than most chapters - I'll make it up to you with the next.
* * * *
Office work was moving along lightning fast. Almost too fast. Chris brought me in to her office on Friday and dropped a bombshell.
"We need someone to go to Spain next week, to do a field evaluation of your concept. I can't imagine anyone else being up-to-speed yet to do this, so we really need you to go over. Do you have a problem with going to Zaragoza next week? We'd fly out Wednesday, do customer on-sites Thursday and Friday, returning Saturday."
"Wow, that's pretty short notice." I told her.
"If we don't do it next week, we lose three weeks because of field exercises, and the customer is really pushing for this all of a sudden. It wasn't in the contract, so we're getting compensated for this separately." She explained.
I had never traveled internationally on business, and really had no idea how this would work. I'd never been to Spain, so I was a little nervous. "How does this work?"
"Corporate travel will take care of the details. We'll catch a flight out of Dulles Wednesday evening, arriving early Thursday morning. We'll visit the site in Madrid, for a series of meetings and some field work, spending the night there. The next day we'd fly to Zaragoza early, for our meetings there, returning that evening. We'd leave late next morning from Madrid, and be back here a little after noon." She had her DayTimer out in front of her, while going over the details.
"And what are we doing there?" I asked, still curious about the need for this early trip.
"Basically the same pitch you did a few months back, but this time looking for technical feature feedback, to make sure the end-customer thinks this is useful. Plus, I think it's a political thing, making sure they feel involved in the process."
"Ok. That makes some sense. I guess it should be no problem." I finally agreed.
"Great. Let's leave from here on Wednesday. I can drive. You might as well come in late, we'll leave here around 6:00 pm which should get us to the airport in plenty of time. We can go over our presentations on the plane." She told me with a big friendly smile.
I left Chris's office in a daze. So much was happening, so fast. This project stuff. International travel, and management responsibilities. The addition to the house. The addition of Robin into our already crowded household. The whole day-care operation discussion. Jim's involvement with Karen. And of course my two beautiful bed-mates. On top of all this, Joe was dropping broad hints that he wouldn't mind a little group action again.
I got home late, trying to do a little extra to empty my plate before the next week's travel, and upon entering the house, I was shocked to have Robin run up and give me a full body hug and kiss before I'd hardly cleared the threshold. She nearly bowled me over.
"Mmmm. So he's finally home! The master of the mansion."
"Wow, that's an awfully nice welcome." I answered, but a little put off by her aggression.
"Oh, I imagine you get even nicer greetings than this usually," she laughed, rubbing her hand on my ass a second before turning and flouncing off into the house.
Robin wasn't a beauty by any means, but she had a pretty nice body, and was advertising it well. She had on Daisy-Duke shorts that showed half her ass, and a tight tee-shirt that had the phrase "I'd rather be topless" scrawled across it.
Debbie had been holding dinner, and we all squeezed in at the table. I asked Debbie how things had gone at the bank, getting the paperwork to do a refinance on the place, and she gave me the gist of the situation, and we agreed to look over the papers after dinner. The table was crowded as usual, with Debbie, Karen, Beth and now Robin there. The little one's had been fed earlier, and I knew we had to do something about the eating arrangements. The table could barely squeeze in 6, and with Erin and Ashley we numbered 7 even when we had no guests over.
Just to set the story straight - even in a house with a bunch of young, beautiful, available women, most of our time isn't spent in wanton sex. There are always chores to do, goals and projects to prepare for, and the presence of two pre-schoolers can also put a damper on some impromptu efforts. And of course there are the physical limitations that arise (or don't) even on someone with all the inspiration I had.
This was one of those evenings. Paperwork, discussions, cleaning up, replacing an outdoor light, adjusting a shelf in the pantry that wobbled, you know, the day-to-day grind. Not a crazy over-heated sex-act in sight. I was tired and sore and looking forward to getting in bed, and maybe having Debbie suck me to sleep.
By the end of the evening, Robin seemed to have other ideas. The little ones had been put to sleep a good bit earlier, Robin and Beth were watching the TV, and Debbie was doing laundry. I had no idea where Karen was, and was a little surprised that Jim hadn't made it over. He hadn't missed a Friday in three weeks.
The light on back porch had gone out, and it was about 10 feet up on the side of the house. I really didn't feel like changing it, but I was in chore mode, and so I headed back to the garage and got out the extension ladder and dragged it in place. When I got back Robin was outside waiting for me.
"I thought I could help hold the ladder," she offered.
"Thanks, that'll help a lot," I told her. It would help, I was working in the dark, and the bottom of the ladder was on our rear porch, not the stablest location in the world.
As with most chores, it seems the preparation takes longer than the task. Ten minutes of procrastination, and preparation, and 30 seconds to complete the job. Robin took the far end of the ladder and helped me carry it back to the garage. Once I hung it from the hooks on the side wall, I turned to find Robin standing about 6 inches away. She leaned into me, wrapping her arms around me and laying her head on my shoulder.
"So, Jack, are we ready for some fun? Am I going to be on the receiving end of some of the famous Jack Magic now?" Her hands were anything but still, as she rubbed my back and ass in clear invitation.
"Robin, that wasn't part of the deal. You don't have to sleep with me just because you're staying here." I told her, stroking her hair. I could feel the attention already working it's physiological magic in my pants.
"Who said anything about having to? I want to. Don't you want me?" She rubbed her hand across my growing bulge. "Mmmm, I think you do."
I had to nip this in the bud. "I do want you, but I'm in a relationship right now, and I can't really stray from it."
"What's the relationship? Every girl that walks through the door but me?" She asked, sounding a bit irritated.
"No, I'm in a relationship with Beth and Debbie. They've agreed that I can continue to have occasional fun with your sister and another friend, who I've been involved with since our relationship started, but they've asked me not to wander any further, and I'm going to do my best to meet that commitment." I had peeled her off of me by this time, and was holding her at arms length.
"You're kidding right?" she asked me in mock wonder.
"No, not at all."
"What if they say it's OK? How about then," she insisted, with a nod back towards the house.
"Robin, I'm in over my head already. Four lovers is enough for any man. Why don't we just be friends, and work on our project, and if something comes up over time, we'll see about it then." Damn, I just wasn't good at this rejection thing.
"Are you saying you'd really rather be with Karen then me? Jack, trust me. Let's go inside, you and me, and I will rock your world. You won't be sorry."
She was so confident for someone so young. And it was so tempting, I don't think I'd ever NOT fucked someone I had the opportunity to do. Hell, maybe I was growing up.
"No, Robin. Not tonight. Like I said, give us some time, please. If I wasn't involved right now, I'd love to find out what we could get up to, but this isn't the time." I took her hand in mine and we left the garage and headed back to the house.
"Shit. I'm all worked up. I was looking forward to this all day, all through exams. I've changed my underwear twice today." Robin was at least as open and vocal as her sister. "Ok, we'll play by your rules for a while. You'll see, in a while you'll be dying to get a piece of this."
Back in the house I completed one last chore, putting away the dishes that go on the top shelves in the kitchen. Debbie always leaves them out for me after washing up, and I put them away.
Coming out of the kitchen I announced that I was worn out and was going to take a quick shower and hit the sack early. When I came out of the shower, Beth was waiting for me with a towel.
She helped dry me off, and I almost missed it when she spoke.
"What were you two up to, out there for so long?" Her tone was soft, but I had a feeling this was an important question.
"Just changed the light. We had a discussion. She wanted to do more, but I explained about our situation." I answered, while she finished the drying.
I went to brush my teeth, but Beth wasn't done yet.
"And she just accepted that?"
"Unh-Hunh," I grunted, nodding to make my message clearer, with a mouth full of toothpaste and brush.
"Not even a quick blow-job or anything? You didn't even feel her up?" She was insistent if nothing else.
I rinsed and turned to answer. "Beth. We did nothing. She made a play for me, and I said no. She hugged me and even gave me a bit of a rub, and yes, I got hard, but I laid out the rules, and those included NOT expanding the circle of intimacy at this time. She may even start bugging you and Debbie to get included in the group. But that's it."
A voice from the doorway spoke up. "I told you." It was Debbie.
"I didn't think he would, but I had to know." Beth said acting almost a little ashamed.
I headed back to the bedroom, stopping to give Debbie a peck on the forehead. "You were right to be concerned. I've never been good at saying no. But I'm going to do my best. You two are the best damn thing that has EVER happened to me, and I don't have to look beyond the doorway to this bedroom for anything else in the way of love and affection."
"Except Karen, you mean," Debbie added with a smirk.
"And Cathy," Beth added.
"No. Those are just good friends, and if the sex stopped tomorrow, I wouldn't mind." Well, maybe I would mind a bit. I sat on the edge of the bed, really worn out and ready to drop.
"Girls, I really am bushed, I've got to crash. And we've got an early day tomorrow, with the bank, and lining things up for the addition work, and gosh, I don't know, it seems like a hundred different things need to be done." While I spoke Debbie was removing her clothes.
"I'm going to close up shop," Beth answered, and headed out to the living room. I wondered if 'shop' meant having a little heart-to-heart with Robin.
Debbie, on the other hand had different ideas.
"Roll over," she told me, and I did, stretching out on my stomach in the middle of the bed.
She straddled my hips and proceeded to give me a long, soothing massage. She was thorough, and good, but not always gentle, and worked all the knots out of my system. I must have fallen asleep near the end, but she rolled me over on to my back, partially waking me in the process.
"Mmm, that was nice," I murmured.
I felt her hair drag across my hip, and then her hand took my cock just moments before her mouth enveloped it. She gently sucked me to hardness, almost reverently. I was on the edge of sleep, with all my feelings focused on her actions. When I was sufficiently hard for her, she straddled me again, this time with a difference, my stiff rod buried to the root in her tightness. Again she massaged me, first my upper body, and then she got up, turned around, and resettled on my cock before massaging my legs.
I'm not sure what heaven is, but it couldn't feel a whole lot better than I did at that moment. I was so relaxed, and at the same time enjoying the sensation of being inside the beautiful Debbie.
She eventually stopped the massage and gave her full attention to servicing me. She rode me gently, giving me nice long slow strokes, and it was as if the goal was just the action, not the completion. I was in no hurry to come, nor did I feel eager to. I was locked in a state of semi-consciousness, with my cock being administered to by me expert bed-mate.
When she rolled off of me, without my coming, I groaned a little sigh of disappointment. I needn't have worried. With Debbie curled up beside me, her hands caressing me, and little kisses tap-dancing across my shoulders, chest and neck, I felt a new weight shifting on the bed and I half-opened my eyes to see the equally gorgeous Beth lowering herself onto my waiting pillar.
Hers was a different ride, not quite as gentle as Debbie, but more demanding, more possessive. She was dragging me up out of my half-sleep, while Debbie soothed and hushed me, finally kissing me on the lips with a long tender show of affection.
My hips were responding now, almost of their own volition, and as Beth speeded up a little more, I answered in kind. Now I did want to come. I wanted to fill her with my seed. I wanted to feel that wonderful release, and I wanted it inside of my teen love.
"Come for us, love," Debbie whispered, "come for Beth."
Beth finally gave up on any semblance of gentleness, and she pounded her hips up and down on my stiffness, with a fierce desire. My peak was sudden, and in a moment I was thrusting up hard, coming inside that hot little treasure. It was wonderful.
Beth collapsed next to me, breathing hard, as if she'd run a race. She lay back with her head on my arm, gasping. Debbie on the other hand left my side, and slid down the bed. She was gentle as she cleaned me with her mouth.
"I'm sorry I doubted you, Jack," Beth said at last.
"I can't blame you. It's not like I have a reputation for fidelity" I said softly, enjoying the oral attention Debbie was bestowing.
"But I need to trust you." Beth answered.
"I trust you. You can control who I'm with. As long as you two are part of the deal." Debbie finally finished with me, but left me in a half-hard state. Instead of climbing up beside me, I felt her weight shift towards Beth's side of the bed. Curious, I had to lean my head up and peek down to find Debbie's head lodged in the 'V' of Beth's legs.
"Ohh, Deb, that's so nice," Beth murmured, and I knew that Debbie was finishing up her cleaning job.
I rolled half-way over and gave Beth a deep kiss of my own.
"Beth, I love you so much, I'm not going to fuck things up over a little tart like Robin. You can trust that." I held her and massaged her breasts, just enjoying the feel in my hands, as I started to drift off again. I felt her body tremble as she came for Debbie, and then the deep relaxation that followed. I relaxed myself, well satisfied, and when Debbie's mouth slowly got me hard again, and her mouth worked it's wicked wonders, I hardly even woke when she enticed one last orgasm from me before finally settling in herself.
* * *
Saturday was hectic. Beth was gone early for swim practice, but just before she left she dropped a huge bomb on me. She wanted me to meet her parents on Sunday for an early dinner. Ouch! That was one meeting I was scared to death of.
The bank meeting took a lot longer than I expected. Turns out home refinancing takes a while, and when I told the manager I was working with that I was hoping to get started quicker, he suggested several options, including a home-improvement loan, and a signature line-of-credit. I was very surprised to see he was willing to approve me for a lot more credit than I thought I'd be able to get. I walked out with a re-fi in the works, and access to $20,000 from my checking account. That should easily get me started, and by the time I needed any more money, the refinance should be complete.
When I got back to the ranch, Robin, Jim and Karen were huddled around the plans for the addition, calculating yards of concrete needed, lumber, siding and drywall needs, as well as flooring, jousts, roofing, and who knows what else. The numbers they were throwing around seemed really large, and I was glad to have their help.
My major task for the day was to work on finishing the interior of the garage, to make it useful as a daycare eventually. I planned on walling off one of the garage doors, and adding an exterior door there, carpeting throughout, replacing the hardware between the office and the garage, and hanging a drop ceiling in the garage. Joe had offered to help, as had Jim. Joe was to come over sometime after lunch, and Jim would be available as soon as they completed their calculations and started ordering materials to be delivered or picked up in some cases.
I got going on my own, removing the existing garage door, and replacing the hardware on the connecting door. I couldn't do much towards the framing or drop ceiling since I needed Joe's truck to haul materials. The amount of stuff I can haul in my 924 is not even worth considering. What was worth considering was the possibility of replacing my 924. I loved the car, but as impractical as it was when I was single, it was ridiculous now. God, I felt so domesticated.
Joe eventually did show up, and Jim tore himself away from the materials calculations and we did get a lot done. Didn't finish all of our tasks but we did get the new wall and door in, as well as hung the drop ceiling. I was getting late, and we were hauling all the boxes left over from the old owner into the office so me could carpet the garage side, when Beth showed up with refreshments.
"Debbie's making burgers and home-made fries. How many do each of you want?" She asked while passing out tall iced mugs of Strohs.
"Can you stay, Joe?" I asked, since I knew he had home commitments.
"Cathy's in Waldorf with the kids. I was going to have to fend for myself otherwise." He admitted with a grin.
"I should warn you, Debbie's burgers are about an inch thick. I'm starved but will be lucky to be able to finish two." I told them both.
"One is plenty for me," Jim offered. He was never a huge eater, and at maybe a 140 lbs, would be hard to find room for two burgers and the fries.
"I'll try for two. I can always take leftovers home for breakfast," Joe said.
"Now that would be silly, considering how good a breakfast Debbie makes," Beth laughed, walking back to the house with our order.
Joe turned to me with a quizzically raised eyebrow.
"I don't know what she meant, you'll have to figure that one out on your own." I laughed, wondering myself just what Beth had intended by that if anything.
During the work we'd been giving Jim some ribbing about his new relationship, and asking him if he was looking to get into some sister-sister action. Just before we headed back to the house to clean-up he pulled me a bit to the side and broached the same subject.
"Jack, I think Robin wants me. She kept placing her hand on my thigh, and rubbing up against me while we were working, and she was flirting a lot." He told me breathlessly.
"What about Karen?" I asked him.
"She was there, and didn't say anything." He answered.
"All I know is, if you do anything, and I mean ANYTHING with Robin without Karen's knowledge and agreement, you might as well kiss that relationship goodbye." I told him.
"How come? You can do all these girls, why couldn't I be with both?" He asked, almost defiantly.



"Think about it Jim, these are sisters, there're all kinds of dynamics there we don't know anything about. And my case was different, I walked into an arrangement with two women from the beginning, and the third got involved knowing all about the other two, my commitment to them, and just where she stood. Trust me, this is way different."
"It's not like Karen and I are boyfriend-girlfriend or anything." Jim answered.
"Jim, justify it how you want. But if I were you, I'd lay the cards out with Karen. Let her know that Robin's hitting on you, and let her call the shots. Who knows? Maybe she'll want to play. But if she doesn't then you can choose. The bird in the hand, and all that crap." I told him as we entered the house.
Joe and Jim washed up upstairs, and I cleaned up in my room. I was hoping to catch Beth alone and find out about that 'breakfast' comment, but I found out she was helping set up tables in the back yard. The weather was perfect in the cool evening air, and the girls set up card tables out back for a dinner al-fresco.
We stuffed ourselves, with salad, huge Deb-burgers as we called them, and a seeming never ending stream of french fries, topped off with Baileys-spiked chocolate milk-shakes. The girls were dressed to kill, each trying to outdo the other, with far more exposed skin than covered. The little ones were having a blast acting as serving girls, and waiting on us. I felt like the ultimate Alpha male, showing off my women and their skills to my friends. Damn, life's good.
After dinner we all stretched out, and Erin and Ashley were shuttled off upstairs to watch a video before having to hit the sack. They fought to be allowed to stay up an extra hour, because of the guests, but Karen and Debbie but their foot down.
During the clean-up time, I finally got a chance to talk to Beth alone.
"Ok, what's up?" I asked her, detouring her from the kitchen out to the living room so I could talk to her a second.
"Whatever do you mean?" She asked coyly.
"Telling Joe he'd get breakfast from Debbie, that's what?" I told her.
"Did I say that?" She still was pulling the Miss Innocent routine. On her young teenage visage she could pull that one off very well.
"You implied it."
"I guess maybe I thought you might offer to let him stay. Show him some hospitality, since he really has nobody to go home too, and he did help so much today. It is a big house." Beth peeked over my shoulder to see if the others were privy to our conversation.
I closed on her, our bodies touching, and I leaned forward and whispered in her ear. "I think he would kill to sample your 'hospitality' again. He's been hinting at a repeat pretty regularly. I know Cathy's expecting it to happen sometime."
"Would you like that?" She asked me.
"I have mixed feelings. I really did get a little jealous last time, but I love him like a brother, and it was exciting as hell to see you suck him off." I admitted.
"I...I haven't said anything to Debbie," Beth told me, her breath coming a little faster now.
"I'll talk to her. Why don't you go out and help keep Joe and Jim company. Especially Joe." I gave her a small kiss, pointed her in the direction of the back door, and gave her a pat on the ass, as encouragement.
I walked in to the kitchen where Debbie was rinsing off dishes. Before I could even say something she beat me to the punch.
"Joe's staying?" She asked, peering out the window into the backyard.
"Beth's interested, but it's your bed too." I told her.
"Joe's cool. I think it could be fun." She said.
She always had the ability to astound me. The first time that Debbie and Beth had shared my bed, we'd had a late addition to our party with the arrival of Joe and Cathy. That time Debbie had made it clear she didn't want to screw Joe, but she was willing to show her appreciation in other ways. I thought of her as exclusively a one-man woman, but I guess she was willing to share me with girls. Another guy she knew might not be that far a stretch for her.
"Anything gets uncomfortable tonight, you let me know." I told her, concerned that in her submissiveness, we might accidentally push her too far.
"Ok," she added simply.
I headed back outside to join the crew, and let Joe in on the news. Karen was missing, and Robin was taking advantage of the absence to be all over Jim like a cheap suit. Damn, that boy was headed for trouble.
"Joe, call Cathy and tell her you're spending the night here tonight. That way we can drink like men, and not have to worry about you driving home later." I told him refilling his beer mug.
"I don't know, there's a bunch of things I should do," he answered hesitantly.
"Trust me Joe. Stay here tonight."
I think he heard the words unsaid, and got up quickly asking where the phone was.
As Joe ran off to get approval, and seal his fate for the evening, I borrowed Jim from Robin, who'd been pretty much avoiding me all day, and dragged him to the side.
"Where's Karen, buddy?" I asked.
"I'm not sure, upstairs, I think." He already sounded half-drunk and had a stupid smile plastered to his face.
I guided him to the back-door. "Take my advice, go up there now, and talk to her. At least get the stuff about Robin in the open. Here's a line I might try right about now. "Robin's really coming on strong. It's not that I'm NOT interested, but I wouldn't want to do anything to jeopardize our new relationship." Why not give that a try."
He looked disappointed but he without even a backward glance he headed up the stairs.
Back outside I was confronted by Robin. "So I get it. You don't want to fuck me. Now you don't want me to fuck Jim either. Let me guess, I bet Joe is off-limits too." She was brazen and angry.
I felt like a permanent go-between. I walked with her around the house to the front porch, and had her sit down next to me.
"Robin, you're a sexy little bundle, and I bet a lot of fun, but this house has some precarious relationships running that are still pretty new and who knows how stable. You definitely have the potential to throw everything into a mess. Joe's wife doesn't know you from Adam. She's been in bed with Debbie, Beth and me, with her husband present, and has 'pre-approved' a repeat. Even so, he's still checking in with her. Either you OR your sister would definitely be out of bounds, so yes Joe is off-limits."
Robin gave a huff and just rolled her eyes, crossing her arms across her barely covered chest.
"As for Joe, I think it would be great if he could be with you, but not if it messed up things with Karen. Whatever relationship they have is just barely starting, and I wouldn't want to see that messed up." I told her.
"She's such a dork. She screws up all her relationships anyway." Robin said petulantly.
"I don't suppose you've helped her screw those up in the past, have you?" I asked, betting I knew the answer to that one.
"Nothing she wouldn't have fucked up on her own." She insisted.
"Listen, if you want to be with Joe, why not ask Karen if she'll share? If it's her choice, then maybe it can work out, but if you fuck her new boyfriend out from under her, it's not going to work for anybody around here, and chances are someone's going to have to move out to calm things down. And I've already promised Karen I wouldn't kick her out."
"But you'd kick me out, is that it?" She pouted, almost in tears.
"I'd hate to. I'd much rather have you around. Please talk to her. There are millions of men out there who'd love to be with you. I could call up ten tonight. Don't steal your sister's." I put my arm around her, hugging her to me. She stiffened up at first, then relaxed against me.
"I don't want to steal him, I just, oh I don't know." She muttered.
"What don't you know?" I asked her.
"Why I want him. He's not all that. I guess it's because she has him."
"Why?" I asked.
"Fuck if I know. I would have been happy with you, you know." She sounded a bit angry but she put her hand high up on my thigh to emphasize the point.
"I don't know what's going on between you and Karen, but why not try talking to her? If that doesn't work, come talk to me, and we'll see what we can work out around here. Ok? Jim's just too easy a target, don't mess up both their lives."
I tried to give her a little squeeze, but she hopped up and took off around the house. Oh, well. I'd given it my best shot. Who was I to give out advice anyway, seems like at least 50% of the time I was screwing things up anyway.
Now where had I left Joe, and my two bed-warmers?
-----------------------
Thanks for all the great comments on the previous stories - and remember to keep voting! Thanks.
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Chapter 2 – Playtesting
* * * *
Part II of the Perfect Game
Wherein we give the game a second try.
* * * *
If you've read the first part of this story, you know how I went about inventing my "Perfect Party Game", and the initial overwhelming success we experienced with it.
Plans were going ahead to try it in a group of 7, instead of the original 5, and all the original participants were eager to see if we could corrupt two more friends.
We knew Frank and Delara casually. He was a bit older, in his mid 30's and she was foreign, though I'm not sure from where, maybe Greece or Turkey.
We had been seated next to them at a company function, and I was afraid the grey haired guy next to me was some corporate stick-in-the-mud, with a trophy wife. We were pleasantly surprised to find they were a fun, talkative, and irreverant couple and ended up having a really good time. Frank was charming and worldly, and his prematurely gray hair gave him a look of maturity far beyond his actual age. He flirted brazenly with both Cheryl and Denise, but never quite overstepped the boundaries of good taste. Delara was a quiet young mediterranean beauty, but friendly, and very touchy-feely, which I thought was a good thing, and Dave didn't disagree. She was a tiny brunette with long dark hair, which she wore down to great effect. A few weeks later they had invited us to an event at their home where once again we'd had a terrific time. The wine had flowed easily and the conversation was all over the place. We owed them a social invitation, and this seemed like as good a time as any.
* * * *
During it's first trial, the game play seemed to have been effective. More than I would have ever possibly dreamed. But I was confident it could be improved.
A brief recap of the game might be in order.
The object of the game (nominally) was to collect seven different colored Reward cards for successfully completing a variety of Challenges.
During play we used two decks of cards, one containing challenges, the other containing penalties/rewards. Each person would pre-select which type of Challenge they wished to perform, either knowledge based (trivia, word meanings, obscure questions), or activity based (charades, celebrity improv, pictionary).
After selecting the Challenge type, they pulled a Challenge card and performed the challenge. If they were successful, they received a Reward card which had a colored border, one of seven colors they were trying to collect. If they failed the challenge, there was a Penalty on the card that had to be peformed, then the card was discarded.
There were several supplemental rules, involving avoiding penalties, reassigning penalties, selecting partners for the activity challenges, and other small rules, but the basic game was pretty simple:
Pick the challenge type, draw a challenge card, perform the challenge. Succeed, get a color. Fail, perform a penalty. Collect 7 different colors and win.
The trick was that the questions and activities got tougher, and the penalties got more personal, intimate, and then downright naughty, as the game advanced.
The concerns I had from the first game were several.
1) I thought the game had taken too long. We didn't get into the action until almost 3 hours into the game.
2) The specials were not used at all in the beginning, and were used a lot at the end where it seemed like people had either forgotten about them or were hordeing them.
3) I still wondered what would have happened if Denise had gotten her last color earlier. Would everything have ended abrubtly?
4) The wording on the cards was awkward for some, trying to generalize a card so that it was good for men or women was very tough for some of the activities. In some cases I had even forgotten to generalize.
5) Impersonations were the least used, and Charades was used early but not much later. Maybe that wasn't a problem, it certainly pulled the ladies into the game.
6) The Pictionary questions went well, but needed bigger paper.
* * * *
My first pass at tuning the game including postponing some of the specials until the later play, and adding fewer specials early. For the next pass I was planning on adding only 2 additional chicken-outs and proxies for the first two decks. I created and added several more specific proxies, and some new specials that could change the game dynamics some.
I realized that the game would end sooner with smaller groups, without really advancing to the naughtiest rounds, and may not have a chance to get very far with bigger groups. So I played with a lot of ideas for adding cards in groups, fixed numbers, or per player. I finally decided on making many smaller decks of ten cards and adding those as needed. This accomplished two things. First, it allowed fine tuning of the game during play, and secondly, it allowed adding gender specific cards.
If a card face was printed in Pink with the female symbol in the corner, it was for women only. If a card face was printed in Blue with the male symbol in the corner, it was for men. Printed in black, with the joined male/female symbol, the card was for anyone. This had the added benefit of chewing through more cards in the later rounds, when gender specific activities were more common.
The seven colors were possibly too attainable. I did the math, figuring it would average 16 correctly answered challenges to pull the 7 colors. They would typically get three colors in the first 4-5 correct turns, the next two in 4-5 correct turns, the next one in 4-5 turns, and the last one was a one in 7 chance. Then I had my brainstorm; I would make two of the colors harder to get, and not let anyone know. By reducing their frequency just a little, I could make the game last about 30% longer on average. Then, my evil mind delved a little deeper. I would make the gender specific cards carry shortages of different cards. There would be 5 colors of about 16% commonality each, and two colors with about 10 percent commonality. To make things worse, the 7 percent for two of the colors would be distributed only between the common cards and one of the gender's cards. On a whim I decided to make orange rare and not available in the male-only Challenge cards, and green rare and not available in the female-only Challenge cards.
Finally I eliminated the Mystery category, and the Impersonation category and added a Potpouri, which was listed under the activity group.
With the game play dynamics worked out, I rewrote many of the cards to be gender specific, added some new ideas into the card play, and got everything ready. I playtested it myself with some imaginary scenarios, and then recruited Denise and Dave to give the game another go with us, just two weeks after we'd had our first game, and a week before our scheduled dinner with the Shaws.
* * * *
Denise and Dave showed up on Saturday in the late afternoon, and we caught a movie and dinner before heading back to our place for a little R&R.
We all knew exactly where the evening was going, but for some reason the conversation steered away from any reference to our previous game play or our intentions for that night.
As we settled down, I decanted a large bottle of wine for the girls, and a couple of beers for Dave and I. Cheryl suggested I get the game out, which I eagerly did.
"Well I sent in my feedback, without going into details, and they took ours as well as several others, incorporated some changes, and sent me back a modified version of the game." My original claim that I was play-testing the game for someone else was now coming back to haunt me. I had to stick with the storyline.
"I've looked over the changes to the game play, and they seem minor, but I thought I'd let you see what they were as we played. The only obvious one is that there are only six challenge categories now, impersonations and mystery are gone, and they've added Potpouri." I informed the crowd.
"The only other change is there may be some cards that are for girls or guys only. They are easy to recognize, Pink for girls, Blue for boys. If you pull one and it's not for you, you discard freely and draw again."
It seemed like everyone was at least a little nervous, as I shuffled together the first packs. This time I was only using 40 combined cards for "Funny" and "Embarassing" (level 1) penalties, and that included 4 specials.
Play moved along quickly, with some joking and lots of drinking, and again we each had about 3 colors by the time it was time to shuffle in the next deck. I shuffled in about 40 more level 2 penalties, which I personally nicknamed 'Friendly'. These were meant to have more physical contact, yet nothing beyond a very basic kiss, and some light touching. Nothing personal.
The play seemed a little slow, and I wondered if it was because of the fewer players, or because we were anticipating the game heating up. It was fun, but not nearly as much as the previous time we'd played. I decided that when you already know the game, you should shuffle in the "Friendly" with the first two decks, and use less cards.
When the second deck was mostly used up, we'd killed the first bottle of wine. Denise wanted to continue with wine, so I opened a Chardonnay for her, while Cheryl moved on to beer with Dave and me. The game play was flying along, and a second problem arose in that we were all familiar with several of the questions, and were getting too many right, and not enough penalties. I noted to myself that I needed a large supply of cards to draw from, so they would stay varied.
The natives were getting a little restless.
"This seems a lot easier this time," Denise told us after drawing her 5th color.
"I know, I'm sorry, it's my fault." I admitted. "There's not enough variation in the card selection, and we probably had too many of the innocent card penalties, I should probably have used about a third less."
"How is it your fault?" Cheryl asked. "It's not like you made up the game. Whoever designed it needs to work on it."
I could practically hear the gears working in the minds of both Denise and Cheryl after that comment. I could see the realization that maybe I was more involved then I had previously let on was sinking in.
"Wait a second," Denise said finally. "Where did this game come from?"
"I think I have the same question," Cheryl said. "Where did you say you got this? I thought you got it from the guy at work?"
Damn. "Ok, I have a confession. Don't get mad, but I did invent it." Oh man, oh man, oh man, was I in trouble.
"Are you kidding me? This is something you made up to get into Denise's pants, and to get me to let Dave do what he wanted? Are you sick? I can't believe you did this." Cheryl was fuming, but I don't think Denise was too upset yet.
Time to start back-pedaling. I had thought about getting caught and had a backup plan in mind. I probably should have stuck with the truth, but I didn't cherish the thought of waking up a eunuch.
"I had almost completely forgotten about the game." I improvised. "I made it a couple of years ago in college, and never even got a chance to play it. It was the result of too much frustration and time on my hands. When I was cleaning out my closet I found it in a box of old school stuff, and thought what the hell, maybe it was worth trying. I probably should have told you, but I had no idea it was going to go anywhere NEAR as far as it did, and if it was really bad, or pissed anyone off, I was looking for an excuse to cast the blame elsewhere."
"You could've told me." Cheryl told me, in a tone that was both cross and disappointed.
"I could have and I should have. I'm sorry. There is no excuse for not being honest with you about it." I think I sounded suitably repentant.
"Damn, Alex, you have one devious mind. And pretty warped. I mean some of those penalties were wicked." Denise told me, her grin taking the sting of her words away.
Denise suddenly had an inspiration and turned to Dave. "How much did you know about this, you bastard." She asked him heatedly.
Before he could open his mouth, I spoke up. "Nothing. I did tell him I had a new game I wanted to play, but I told him nothing about it, or where it came from. The only thing I did ask him was what your favorite drink was, so I could have a little liquid moral lubricant to knock down your defenses."
"You planned everything didn't you?" Cheryl asked me. "The whole evening was about trying to get into our pants. I'm so mad I could spit." She was turning red, and looked about as angry as I'd ever seen her.
"No, it was about getting us a litte more intimate. I honestly thought it would get no further than some kissing and grabass at the most. I was sure that when the clothing started going the game would get called. I didn't even remember what some of those advanced penalties were about."
"And you were trying to nail my sister too! That's sick." Cheryl was working herself into a tizzy.
"No, I swear. I didn't know she was coming, remember?" I reminded her. "It was for just the four of us. Beth was completely unexpected. I figured if anything, her presence would make things less likely to happen."
"I can't believe you." She told me, getting up and walking away from the table.
I was about to get up and follow her, when Denise decided to intervene. "You just stay there. I'll talk to her for a bit."
Dave commiserated with me, saying it was too bad, things were going so well, but hey, it had been worth it.
"Maybe." I said. "I swear I didn't think we'd get anywhere as far as we did that first time. At best I figured we might get to play a few times and see some naked flesh; it surpassed all my expectations."
"Buddy, you're a fucking genius. It was the perfect game for loosening inhibitions. If we can get past this hurdle, we'll be golden." Dave reassured me.
We chatted about the game, and why it wasn't playing as well, when the girls finally returned.
Cheryl came over and sat next to me. "Against my better judgment, and largely due to Denise's arguments, I'm going to give you a bye on this one. I can accept that you were just trying to loosen us up, and it got carried away. Even if I had know about the game, I wouldn't have believed it would ever have gone as far as it did.
"And you were right about Beth. That was my idea, but I still think you should have postponed playing for a better time." She sounded a lot less angry. I owed Denise big time. "I guess that's why hindsight is 20/20."
Denise jumped in. "The good news is you now have three willing assistants to work out some of the bugs here. I don't know about you guys, but I still get wet just thinking about that night, and I'm dying to get there again." She blushed a deep red, turning her face away.
"The sex these last two weeks has been incredible for us. I don't know about you, but you guys set off a bonfire in Denise." Dave told us, going to Denise and putting his arm around here.
"I would be lying if I said I didn't enjoy that weekend, and have enjoyed the results of it ever since," Cheryl added with an almost shy smile. "And I've certainly been looking forward to tonight."
"So now what?" Dave asked.
"Let's play." Denise said softly.
"Let's start over, and see if we can make it a little better this time, it was moving pretty slow." Cheryl said.
"I think I know why," I told them. "Two things: we already knew too many of the challenges, and we played at too innocent a level for too long."
"That sounds reasonable, but how do we fix it?" Dave said.
"For now, I'll rebuild the penalty decks, a little leaner. And we'll use the cards from some games we have, Trivial Pursuit, Pictionary, and Charades, to supplement our challenges. How's that sound?"
"Set it up, and let's pretend that we'd never played this before." Cheryl said.
"Why don't we set two extra places and take turns playing for Frank and Delara, and see how it goes." Dave suggested.
"It might take longer that way." I told him.
"It's a good dry run for next week." Denise said, "And we can even discuss why we make some choices, and what would be best for getting them deeply involved."
"I like it," Cheryl said. "Set things up and I'll be back in a second."
I went back to more cards, keeping the 'Intimate' deck out until the first shuffle. I intended to shuffle them in with about a third of the deck left.
My darling Cheryl, naughty devious Cheryl, returned with two pillows she had dressed in our clothing. Panties, bra, t-shirt and shorts on one, shirt, shorts and boxers on the other. We applauded her effort.
"I don't suppose in your college stuff you have an inflatable doll hidden away?" She asked me, half teasing, half challenging.
"Nope. I was frustrated, yes, desperate, no."
With everyone settled back down we started play again, a little more buzzed, and with Dave doing a Frank imitation that was eerily close to Martin Short in Father of the Bride. It was pretty humorous. Cheryl caught the spirit, and put on a bad accent for 'Delara' somewhere between an Italian diva and the Swedish Chef from the Muppets.
"Before we start, everyone gets two colors, and I'm getting rid of half this deck. Just assume we had a mix of play, some drinking and some silly penalties. As a matter of fact I'll deal out two penalties to each person here, and we'll assume they've been done." I passed out the cards and we read our penalties out loud, including Delara's and Franks.
"Ok, let's go." I told them, passing the spinner to Cheryl on my left. The Virtual Delara was actually to my immediate left, with Cheryl next to her.
Cheryl placed the 'Delara' pillow in her lap, her head resting on the top of the pillow, as she held if vertically. "Oh yaah, ees my turnink? I am so, how you say, 'vyorndefordeyvard'!" Cheryl did her comedy bit, and pulled a card.
Play moved around the table with some drinking when Denise got the first 'personal' penalty. It was a kissing card. I think there were 4-6 of them in this deck.
"Kiss someone, not your partner." She read aloud. "So what do you think, if this was the real game, should I kiss Alex, or Frank?"
"Alex, definitely Alex." I answered.
"No really," she laughed. "Will kissing Frank chase them away, or reel them in?"
We discussed it, and thought that we should try to get Delara involved as early as possible and let Frank fend for himself. That way he'd want to start hitting penalties on purpose, and Delara couldn't avoid getting involved. We were developing a strategy. I liked it.
Denise, teasingly stood up, and walked all the way around the table, past 'Frank', past Dave, past Cheryl and 'Delara' to me. She then bent over and gave me a small peck on the lips. Before she pulled away she gave a quick tongue swipe across my lips.
"Oh, you are tricky," I told her, as she laughingly took her seat.
We played through a couple of massages, a few drinks, and another kiss, this one from Dave to 'Delara' who Cheryl was kind enough to accept the kiss for. Just before it was time to shuffle, we had the raciest thing yet: Denise showing the person to her left, yours truly, the color of her bra, black. She unbuttoned her shirt, straddled my legs, leaned in, and opened her shirt wide, so her hands were about even with my head. Her breasts were mere inches away. I tried to lean forward for a small kiss, but she backed off with a teasing laugh, closing her shirt.
At the next shuffle, we were adding the "Intimate" deck. This was where things really got hot quickly last time.
We were having a blast now, much more so than earlier, with the tougher questions and the sideplay of Frank and Delara. Dave was talking about getting into Delara's pillowcase, and we were just generally having fun.
We had a 'whisper' card and a lying down back massage, when we got our first chug-or-strip card.



"I don't remember those," Denise said.
"I changed most of the strip cards to be Chug/Strip or some other activity/strip, to give people an easy out." I told her.
"But that's what the Chicken-outs are for." She said.
"I agree," Dave said, "the plain strip is better."
We amended the card and called it a strip, for Dave who had pulled the card. He took off his shoes, and we discussed the fact that we were wearing too many clothes.
"If we make the dinner casual, and everyone leaves their shoes at the door, that will get rid of one item." I offered.
"If we make it dressier, the girls will be wearing less. Pantyhose, dress, panties, bra and shoes. We can encourage every one to remove their shoes." Cheryl suggested.
"I don't know, removing an entire dress is a big step." I answered.
"I think Alex is right." Denise said. "Let's make it casual. Pants, shirt, underwear, bra and socks. 5 items. Maybe we can add some cards where you get to take something off somebody else, while they take something off you. Get rid of two clothing items and maybe get some proxy use."
"What a great idea!" I told her. "And if we have some footsie, foot massage cards, it will get the socks off for free." I was taking notes, and added these two ideas. "Of course if either of you girls want to start playing the game 'Commando', I'd be the last to complain." I told them teasingly.
"I just might have to think about that one. Then again, I've got some crotchless panties I've never dared to wear out in public. I bet I could put on quite a show with those." Denise answered.
I instantly got hard, just thinking about it.
"If you go crotchless, I'll skip the bra," Cheryl offered. The girls discussed it for a few seconds, and agreed to confirm their dress-code before they started the game next week.
Cheryl said, "Everybody take their socks off, we'll assume we lost them to something else in this and the last round."
We all did, and allowed that it could be Dave's penalty as well.
We continued playing through the cards pretty fast. Some of the new proxies started showing up and they were getting a lot of attention.
"Privacy: Move your penalty to a private room." Denise read, "Now that's a useful card."
"Yeah, but I notice my Proxy is a lot more restrictive," Cheryl said. "Stand-in Proxy: Substitute yourself for a partner that was selected randomly."
"It's true," I told her, "but there are a few more of them, and I was hoping we might encourage their use a little more if they're restrictive and more plentiful. Then you're more likely to use them when you can." I told them.
'Frank' pulled a kissing penalty. Dave continued to play the part of Frank and got a two minute kiss with Cheryl.
"How come I never get to play Frank?" I groused.
"You're lucky we let you play at all. It would serve you right if I took these two back to our room and left you out in the cold." Cheryl told me warningly.
I guess I wasn't quite in the clear, as far as my little tale of the games origination went.
I guess Cheryl felt pity for me, probably recognizing my hangdog look. "Ok, baby, I'm just kidding. Next time, you can both pretend to be 'Frank'. You'll both do his penalty."
"And are you both going to be 'Delara'. Dave asked.
"Ok, already! Anything you do to 'Delara' you can do to both of us." Denise answered.
"Hot damn, now we're getting somewhere!" Dave quipped.
I wanted to agree but figured that the best idea was for me to lay low for a while.
My next turn, I hit the jackpot. "Three minutes alone with any willing partner." I turned to the Cheryl, soliciting her input. "Do you think it would be too soon to take 'Delara' in back?"
"I think it would be Ok." Cheryl said, thoughtfully.
"We need some kind of signalling." Denise volunteered. "I've got an idea. If you rub your chin, you're asking if Delara or Frank would be a good partner to select. Then if we touch anything on our head, the answer is yes. If we touch anything below the waist, knee, foot, whatever the answer is no."
I couldn't believe how well our mates were planning the seduction of our friends.
"Ok, let me try that again." I read the card aloud. "Two minutes alone with any willing partner." I rubbed my chin, "Nice."
I looked around to the two girls who touched their cheek and hair, and Dave, who I guess was neutral, touching nothing.
"My dear Delara, would you do me the honor?" I asked the pillow.
"Oh my Goodiness! This is ya Ok? Yust us?" Cheryl answered.
"Oh yes, this is 'Ya, Ok'." I assured her. "But only if you're 'willing'. You can pass."
'Delara' acquiesed, standing up and offering her my hand. I took it and led her back to our room. After closing the door, I turned and took her in my arms.
"Wait, remember I'm 'Delara'. What would you want to do with her? And how would you behave?" Cheryl asked.
"Oh, Ok." I stepped back a second, and shook loose. I then stepped up to 'Delara', and placed my hands on each side of her neck. "Delara, may I kiss you?" I asked her softly, tilting her face up to mine.
"Yes." She answered simply.
I leaned forward, pressing my lips to hers, and closing my eyes. I pretended it was Delara, exploring her lips for the first time, and as she tentatively gave in to my kiss, I grew more passionate, pulling her against my body, my leg between hers, letting her feel my hardness. I kept my eyes closed, and kissed her all over her face, down to her neck and earlobes. "You are so pretty, Delara, I've wanted to do this all night long." I told her.
"Thank you for picking me." She answered huskily.
"I'm going to pick you every chance I get." I told her.
"Oooh." She gasped. "Cheryl won't get mad?"
"I don't think so, not tonight." I told her, just as the voices from outside chimed "TIME".
"Thank you, Aleeks, dat was nice." Cheryl whispered as I turned to leave, taking her hand.
"No, thank you." I answered her smiling.
Everyone started to take their seat, when I took Denise by the hand.
"What?" She asked.
"Delara, would you do me the honor?" I asked her smiling.
She had forgotten her earlier offer of having them both play the part of Delara. "Oh, yeah, I forgot, I mean, of course, I mean, 'uff corse'!"
I lead Denise back to the bedroom.
I closed the door, and immediately dropped trou.
"What?"
"Damnit Denise, I am desperate for you. This night has been driving me crazy." I told her, dropping to my knees and opening her pants."
She laughed. "But the card didn't say..."
"It didn't say we couldn't." I told her.
She slapped my hands away. "Tell you what, if you get me back here on my turn, anything goes." She reached out and gave my cock a little squeeze, before tucking it away. "But for now I'm Delara, and I want to see what you're going to do with her."
"Ok, give me a sec." I told her, closing my pants with some difficulty.
"I was so jealous last week. I got one little kiss from you, and then you let Beth tickle your tonsils twice before I got to do anything. Next thing I know, I'm on your lap, and you're fingering me and showing Beth my pussy. I couldn't hardly believe it."
I put my finger over her lips, and gave her a long slow soulfull kiss, holding her in my arms, stroking her back, neck and sides, without going to far. Her returned kiss was full of passion, tenderness and emotion. It was undoubtedly one of the nicest kisses of my life.
"TIME" we heard yelled from the living room.
I opened my eyes, in awe, at the wonder of the emotions in that kiss. Her eyes opened just moments after mine, and they were glistening.
"Wow." I whispered.
"'Delara' is a lucky girl." She answered back, softly.
I had to kiss her again, pulling her lips to mine, tasting her again.
The door opened behind us. "TIME ALREADY!" our partners teased.
"We know, we're coming." I told them.
"God, I hope not already!" Cheryl quipped, and Dave laughed along with her.
We sat down and Cheryl pulled a card for 'Delara', and played the challenge, jokingly screwing up the vocabulary word. She pulled the penalty card but before she read it, she stopped and made a statement. "I was thinking. It might be best if we played all the 'private' penalties that involve our 'Frank' and 'Delara' with everyone present. I don't think we have anything to hide from each other at this point, and that way we can decide what kind of private performance will get the job done best."
No one could argue the concept, and we agreed that was what we'd do. Cheryl went ahead and read the card. "Whisper a fantasy to someone of the opposite sex, not your partner."
Cheryl gave a nod to Denise in my direction, and then she went to Dave, kneeled down beside him and whispered in his ear.
Denise settled down next to me. "I have a fantasy," she told me, her soft breath tickling my ear. "I fantasize being with you. Just you and me. I imagine an entire day spent with you, like new lovers, joking hand-in-hand, playing while doing mundane things, and then ending up in your arms at the end of the day, and tenderly giving myself up to you. And as much as I enjoyed being used by you last weekend, I fantasize being made love to by you."
I turned to her, and whispered into her ear, kissing her lobe. "Delara wasn't used by me last weekend."
"No she wasn't." Denise confirmed.
"Tonight's not the night, but I will make that dream come true." I told her pulling back, and kissing her again.
"I'll be waiting." She answered taking her seat.
We turned to watch Cheryl and Dave. Cheryl finished just a few seconds after us and got up with a smile.
"Oh? Is it my turn already?" Cheryl smiled and took a card from the penalty box, looked at it, and put it back, pulling another one. She looked that one over, then tossed it aside. "We need better cards." She announced, looking at me accusingly.
I took the hint and pulled out the 'Naughty' cards. I started to shuffle them in, then stopped. "I want to change some of the cards to "mutual" strips. How about if I do that with a few, while each of you see what you can come up in terms of new ideas for the game. Any category, friendly, embarrassing, humorous, naughty, nasty, or depraved."
They took to the advice and we passed out a couple of sheets of the drawing paper for the 'Pictionary' challenges, while I fine-tuned the naughty cards just a bit. After a couple of minutes I was done, and then got up to refresh the drinks.
"I'm so damned worked up, I can hardly think," Dave confessed, while he worked on his list. I'm sure we could all commisserate. I wanted to suggest just splitting up into pairs and the hell with the game, but I wasn't going to push anything. I was already walking on thin ice.
When everyone appeared done, I collected the sheets and passed the Challenge deck to Cheryl.
"I don't think we need that anymore," she told me, reaching for the penalty deck.
I had left a mutual-strip on top, to see if they liked the wording.
"Spin for a partner. At the end of this turn you have to have the same number of items on. One of you must remove at least one item of clothing." She read aloud. She looked over at me. "That's what I love about you, you are one devious little horn-dog."
She gave the spinner a twirl, and hit 'Frank'.
"Well, what do you have on Frank, shorts, shirt and boxers?" She looked at me, as she said this. "It appears I have one item to many." She stood up and removed her shirt.
I thought her turn was over, but she turned to Dave. "So, what do you have on Frank? Shorts, shirt and underwear?" She asked him.
He nodded.
"It appears we both have to remove an item of clothing." She told him with a smile, wriggling out of her pants, while he took off his shirt. She tossed the pants to the side, adjusting her panties. "These are so damn wet, I can't wait to get them off." She muttered almost to herself. Then she stood up, gave Dave a smile, and announced "Your turn."
I could see the sweat beading on Dave's forehead from where I was sitting. He must have been at least as worked up as I was. He took the Penalty deck from in front of Cheryl, and selected the top card.
"The person of your choice must sit on your lap (or you may sit on theirs) for the next round." He gave a smile, and then rubbed his chin, "I wonder who I should pick."
I rubbed my knee, indicating that I thought he shouldn't pick Delara. Denise caught on and asked why not.
"I was just thinking, if Delara was feeling that things were going maybe a little too fast, this would be a great chance to show that one of you ladies was comfortable with where things were." I told her.
Cheryl added, "I think he may be right, we don't want to pick her every time, she'll think we're picking on her." She stood up and went to sit on Dave's lap. "Will I do?" She asked ingenuosly.
"And then some." He told her, adjusting her in his lap, and placing a hand on her upper thigh.
"Frank's turn," I announced.
Cheryl picked up the deck,and passed the top card to Dave.
"Moon whoever has the most drink in their glass." He read out loud, quickly looking around. It was no contest. Cheryl had refilled her glass while I shuffled in the last deck, and she hadn't touched it since.
I got out of my seat and went over to the pillow that represented Frank. I held it up and lowered the underwear while the back faced Cheryl and Dave. It got a little laugh before I put it back down, and took my seat again.
Denise pulled her penalty card. "Remove two items of clothing. A partner may remove an item of their clothing instead of yours, in exchange for 3 minutes alone after removing the items." She looked to me and raised an eyebrow in question.
"I'd be happy to help you out." I told her. "But I think it's only fair that everyone should know, if I take you back there, I can't be responsible for my actions."
I directed my comments partially to Dave and Cheryl. Dave had his hand in the back of Cheryl's underwear and she was wiggling an awful lot under his caresses.
Cheryl gave Dave a kiss, then got off his lap, and pulled Denise to the side. They moved off to the kitchen where they talked for a bit, while Dave and I discussed what we thought was happening.
"I think the play is over." Dave told me. "You cool with everything?"
"Absolutely. If you don't mind, I'd like to trade off at the end of the night. I'd like to play together for a while, then maybe I can take Denise to the guest room and you and Cheryl can have some time together."
"I think you can read my mind. Let's see if they go for it." He told me, nodding towards the girls who were returning. They were giggling and looking up to no good.
"Ok boys, here's the deal. Denise has 5 minutes to make Alex come with her mouth and hands. If she does, well we have a side bet going, which I'm going to keep secret. But in addition, if she gets you to come, then all three of us will service her until both of you come. If after 5 minutes you haven't come, then I win the bet, and you all have to service me. Does that sound ok?"
"That sounds pretty damn good to me." I answered.
"How about me?" Dave asked.
"Don't worry. While she's taking care of him, I've got a present for you." She smiled, pulling off her panties.
"I'm in." He answered quickly.
Cheryl came over and whispered to me. "Hold out baby, and I swear we'll party with Beth this week. Plus I promise I'll make it worth your while."
Oooh. The pressure was on.
Denise stood in front of me and removed all her clothing and then proceeded to help me remove mine. "Help me, Alex, I promise you won't regret it." She told me.
"I think you screwed up here, Denise. I already dropped two loads into Cheryl today, and I'm going to be hard pressed to snap off another one." I saw the look of dismay in her eyes. "I'm sorry. You are going to lose this one."
Under Cheryl's guidance, I sat down on the couch, and we placed a pillow on the floor for Denise to kneel on. Dave sat down next to me, and Cheryl lowered herself onto his cock with an audible sigh.
"We'll start timing on the minute, in 15 seconds. You can start." Cheryl told Denise.
Denise went to town on my cock. She stroked it. She pumped it. She licked me from balls to crown, and shoved my thick prick halfway down her throat. She pushed a finger up my ass, stroking my shaft and gobbling the head like there was no tomorrow. She was gasping halfway through the five minutes, occasionally choking on how far she was taking it. She looked so incredibly beautiful with my prick in her mouth, I was actually getting that feeling of impending completion. She pulled her face off of me, and pumped my shaft aggressively. "Come on, come for me. Come for me baby." She looked up into my eyes and locked her gaze to mine. "Come, come, come," she whispered, before suddenly driving her face down onto my cock, as deep as she could.
I was getting close, I tensed up my ass, rising up off the cushion, and pushing her face down onto my cock. "I'm almost there," I told her, relishing her incredible oral effort.
"TIME!" Cheryl announced, and Denise pulled away, gasping, and I settled back down with a moan.
"Oh, Shit." Denise gave a heartfelt sigh.
"I would never have believed anyone could have gotten him that close that fast. Not after I already milked him this morning, and right before you guys came over." Cheryl admitted.
"That was truly incredible." I gasped, my wet, rock hard cock, waving of it's own volition.
"A deal's a deal," Denise answered, pouting. "You want to tell them?"
"No, I think we can save that for later. For now, I think I'd like to claim the rest of my prize." She said reaching out for my cock and pulling me towards her mouth.
Cheryl tried for a while to bounce on Dave's cock while sucking me, but it wasn't working too well, so we put her on her hands and knees, and I enjoyed my second blowjob in almost as many minutes, while Dave sawed in and out of her steaming pussy.
Denise was caressing me, rubbing against me, and I started playing with her pussy and ass with my free hand, while my other was used to help guide Cheryl's face up and down my cock.
Cheryl pulled off my cock. "For the last two weeks I couldn't get that image of Denise out of my mind. Speared by both your cocks, one in her pussy and one in her ass as she came so hard. I was so jealous. I've never had two guys. This is my first time. And I want it all." She told us breathily.
"Then you will get it." I told her, standing up and directing Dave to ease off. She turned and sat down.
"Do you care how we do it?" I asked her.
"I just want a stiff cock in my ass and my pussy." She told me huskily.
I sat down on the edge of the couch, and leaned back. "Ok. I want you to stick this thing up your ass, and then lay back on me." I told her, holding my cock upright.
She took up position, straddling my legs, and the lowered herself until my cock was just poised at the entrance to her tight little asshole. I helped her spread her cheeks wide, as she let gravity push her down onto my waiting tool. The head popped in to the noise of an accompanying groan, and she slowly settled herself down on top of me, inching along until I was balls deep in her ass.
I rocked her back and forth on my cock, keeping most of it buried in her bowels, just a couple of inches working in and out. "And now to prepare the way. Denise, would you mind eating Cheryl out, while Dave takes you from behind?" I asked. "Just temporarily, while Cheryl gets used to having my fat cock up her ass." I smiled.
Denise blushed. "I've never really done anything like this." She said softly, leaning forward from the waist and placing her forearms on Cheryl's thighs. She tentatively kissed around Cheryl's mound, while I worked my cock in and out of Cheryl's little brown hole, just inches below Denise's efforts.



Dave took up position behind Denise, and shortly was putting it to his wife, while she got more animated and placed her mouth over Cheryl's pussy and worked her with her tongue. After a couple of minutes of this, I announced it was time, and Dave pulled out of Denise, who positioned herself to the side.
I had my hands on Cheryl's breasts, playing with them, while I nibbled on her neck. Dave reached down and spread Cheryl's legs wider apart, and Denise helped, taking one of the legs in her hand. I reached down with the opposite hand, and pulled Cheryl's legs even wider.
Dave took position, and then I watched as he slowly shoved his entire length inside her, and held himself there, fully sheathed.
"Oh, God, that's incredible." Cheryl gasped.
I could feel his cock enter her, rubbing against my cock for the full depth of her twat, through the thin wall that separated us.
"Do her." I told him.
He started slowly, sitting upright and working his cock in and out of her abnormally tight pussy. Denise took turns kissing me, and then Cheryl, while she played with Cheryl's breasts. When Dave's pace was getting more aggresive, he leaned forward, his hands on Cheryl's shoulders, as he fucked her harder and harder. The harder and faster he went, the more her moans picked up, until she was almost constantly moaning under his assault.
I was manhandling Cheryl's breasts, and I would squeeze her nipple and offer it to Denise's questing tongue.
I was doing what I could in her butt, but most of the action was coming from his slamming into her and pulling her off my cock for a bit, before he pulled back, and gravity settled her back down onto my rod.
After a couple of more minutes of this, I could feel Cheryl tensing on top of me. She was getting close, I could tell, to a huge orgasm.
I couldn't take it any longer. "I'm going to fill your ass." I told her, loud enough for everyone to hear.
"Do it. Fuck my tight ass." She gasped. "Fill my ass with your come."
I was too far gone, and emptied my balls into her with a groan. She came almost as if on demand, and I could feel her ass milking my prick. As she screeched her orgasm, she pushed Dave over the edge, and he pumped her wildly, before pulling out and shooting his wad across her stomach and pussy. He came a huge amount, far more than I usually did, and I felt a twinge of jealousy for a second before I laughed it off.
Cheryl rolled off of me onto the floor, breathing heavy and glowing with perspiration.
"Wow!" she finally gasped.
"I second that," Dave joked, staring at her, his hand idly fondling his semi-tumescent meat.
I caught Dave's eye, gave a downward glance to Cheryl, and nodded towards the bathroom.
Dave gave me a quizzical look, and didn't quite get the drift of my hint, but fortunately Denise did.
"Take her in and clean her up a bit, Dave." She told him with a smile. She then reached out and took me by the hand and guided me to the kitchen. As I followed her, I saw Dave help Cheryl to her feet and head to the back.
"That was so wild to watch," Denise said, while rinsing a washcloth under the kitchen tap.
"You should know, after the last time here." I teased.
Denise quietly cleaned me with the washcloth, applying the taste test to make sure I was thoroughly clean. When she was satisified with the job, I took her by the hand and lead her to our guest room.
"What's in here?" she asked as we entered the sparsely furnished room.
"Us for the rest of the night if you don't mind. I thought it would be nice for you and me to have some time together, and let Dave and Cheryl enjoy the Master Bedroom and each other for a while. That is, if you don't mind."
She smiled sweetly. "No. I don't mind." She pulled back the comforter and we climbed into the bed, after turning off the lights. The room was only lit by the light coming under the door of the adjoining bathroom, and the glow of a night light.
"Could I get a massage? I've been fantasizing about that forever." She asked me, stretching out on her stomach, arms raised above her head.
"Of course." I answered, recalling her 'whisper' challenge where she confessed she loved my hands. "But let's do this right." I got up and went back to my bedroom, knocking before being granted access.
Cheryl was on her back, with Dave's face in her crotch. He was mostly covered with the bedspread, and had a pillow across her chest.
"Baby, could you turn the temperature up a couple of degrees, I'm getting chilled when I'm uncovered, which seems to be a lot tonight." Cheryl asked with a glint in her eye.
"In just a second," I told her, before opening the bottom drawer of the nightstand on her side of the bed. I withdrew the basket from the drawer, and saw her perk up.
"Aww! I'm jealous now," she pouted, looking at my prize. Dave appeared about to look up, but she grabbed the hair at the back of his head, and put him back to work.
"Oh, don't worry. I think you and I can spend a little time next week restocking this, and putting it to good use." I told her, bending over and giving her a little kiss, that turned into a little more.
After we broke apart, she said to my back, "Ok, it's a date."
I hit the thermostat in the hall, and cranked it up to 78 - a nice comfy temperature when in your birthday suit. I also stopped by the bathroom, and turned on the tub.
"What are you doing in there?" Denise called out from beyond the door.
I opened my box and took out some of Cheryl's favorite bath beads, and added them to the tub, then lit the four lightly scented candles we had in there. "Hold your horses, you'll see in a minute."
I went to the guest room we were sharing, placed my basket on the nightstand, and pulled her from the bed into my arms. I gave her a long deep kiss, which she responded to oh-so-nicely. Then I turned her away from me, and took her long hair in my hands. I twisted it into a bun, pinned it up high on her head, and placed a less than sexy shower cap on her. I then brought her into the bath room, and helped her into the tub.
"Relax here for a few minutes, while I get ready for your massage." I told her, bending down low to steal a kiss.
"You didn't have to do all this, I just meant a shoulder massage," she told me, looking a little guilty.
"No. You've made me feel pretty incredible twice now, I think it's about time I returned the favor." I answered, leaving and pulling the door closed behind me.
I prepared the room for her massage in about 5 minutes, then retrieved her from the bath. I helped her from the tub, into an oversized towel, which I used to lightly dry her off. Then I wrapped Denise in my robe, which I knew was only going to be on her for a few seconds.
I held the door into the bedroom for her, letting her enter first and look around. I watched as she took in the whole setup. Candles, new sheets on the bed, and a variety of items placed on the nightstand, including oils, creams, vibrators and sleeves, lubricants, and a few other toys.
"Wow!" She gushed, "You really do go all out for a massage don't you?"
"Just on special occasions. And I can't think of one more special than my first night spent alone with you." I reached around and pulled her robe off, then showed her how she should lay diagonally across the bed, on her stomach.
I gave her the full, treatment, until she was complete putty in my hands. Deep massage with massage oil to start, I worked her from head to toe, on both sides. I then gave her a more relaxing, softer massage, using a gentle lotion, allowing more time for her butt cheeks, breasts and inner thighs this time around. Before I'd completed this part, she was moaning in pleasure almost constantly.
Back on her stomach for the third time I brought out the big gun, our 'Magic Wand' vibrator. I worked it down her back, then up her legs, finally spreading her legs wider apart, and using it at it's lowest power on the crease of her ass. Once she was squirming nicely, I turned her again, running the ball of the vibrator over her upper body, before using it between her legs again. Within minutes I had her thrusting her hips forward, begging for more. Now the play would begin.
I took the vibrator away, eliciting a sad moan, and put her on her hands and knees. She looked so incredible, it was hard to keep from just fucking her right there. But I did control myself, and teased her mercilessly with the vibrator. I took out my second toy, a standard 7 inch vibrator, and used it on her butt for a short bit, before putting a narrow anal sleeve on it. I lubed it up with Astroglide, and teased her ass, opening her, until she was ready to take a decent sized butt-plug. I don't think she was expecting that, but after all the relaxing massage, and then the anal play, with a little lube it popped right in with almost no resistance.
With that end taken care of, I turned her face up again, and pleasured her orally, as much for myself as for her; I was painfully hard. I worked at her until her breath was coming in gasps and she was trembling, I could tell she was close. Time for the Magic Wand again, I used it just under her clit, not pushing directly on it, but within a breath of it. As her body tightened on the verge of her coming, I finally moved it up that last hair, letting it contact her clit directly and she screamed out as she came explosively. I removed it from her clit in case she became overly sensitive, but immediately put the G-spot sleeve on the wand, slipped it inside her and turned it up.
It was like she'd been hit with an electric shock. She came immediately and then came under my ministrations over and over again, until I was afraid she'd pass out. I'd seen multiple orgasms before, Cheryl was multi-orgasmic, but not like this. They just seemed to come faster and faster, and bigger and bigger. Once she'd collapsed, barely conscious, I eased the butt plug out of her ass, and gave her a very gentle, light massage all down her front, while she slowly regained her breath.
"I've died and gone to heaven," she finally breathed, giving an involuntary shudder.
I helped her sit up a bit, then offered her some water, which she gulped down thirstily. I then took her back to the bathroom where I got in the shower with her and rinsed her off. Once dry it was back to the bedroom, where I pulled the top sheet and underlying sheet protector off the bed, exposing nice new sheets for us to enjoy.
"Now you really ARE spoiling me," she told me as she stretched out sexily in my bed.
"You deserve it. After the way I used you last time you were here, I thought a little spoiling might be in order. So, was the massage up to your fantasies?" I asked her teasingly, while letting my hands glide over her upper body.
"Are you kidding? So far beyond my fantasies it borders on the ridiculous. I've never, EVER, come like that. You played me like a well worn fiddle." As my hands passed over her breasts, she pushed forward, encouraging me to cup them and give them a little attention. "So what do you have in mind now?"
As an answer, I took the lube from the side of the bed, and placed a few drops on the head of my still hard cock, and slid my hand up and down, getting slick all over.
Denise spread her legs for me, and I mounted her, sliding in easily, and proceeded to give her a long, easy, screw. We fucked like that for a seeming eternity, at complete ease as we went, talking with each other about the game we'd played, and what we'd enjoyed. When I came inside her it was intense but not wild, and I just buried myself in her while I came again, but not for the last time that night. It was beautiful.
"So, is this game really from your college days?" she asked me as we lay together afterwards.
"Ok. The idea was something that I'd hatched in various forms over the years, since college. But this particular implementation was designed for you." I confessed.
"You know, that's quite flattering. You really went out of your way to try to win me." She said, pulling my hand to her face, and kissing my fingers one-at-a-time.
"I've got to say it's been worth it, and then some." I answered, truthfully.
"I'm glad you did it." She whispered.
"Me too."
------------------------
Now the real question of course is: how do things fair the second time the game is put to use? I think you'll like the answer.
Thanks for the votes for the Perfect Game. I don't know why we authors have this thing about those votes and the emails, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't care. It's nice to know what y'all think - most of the time. ;-)
So once again, I ask you for your vote if you enjoyed the story.
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* * *
I was really enjoying owning Krista. I didn't get as many chances as I'd like, since we were both married, and we had to be selective about our times and places. But we lived very close to each other, and both our spouses worked. I worked from the house, and she was a stay at home mommy. The agreement was for once a week, but that went out the window almost immediately. When she argued the second time I came by, I told her to shut up or start explaining things to her darling hubby. Then I had her suck me off quickly, and I left.
By the end of the second week, we'd been together four times. On three of the four occasions we were pressed for time, but I insisted she blow me every time. She was just so damn beautiful, with a face off the cover of a magazine, that I was consumed with the need to see my cock disappearing inside that innocent mouth. Knowing I was the only one who had ever seen that incredible sight made it even more exciting.
Then I'd give her a hard fucking, making sure she came for me at least once. The fourth time there was a little more to it, and I teased her into a tizzy. It started with a blow-job, of course. But then I returned the favor, extensively, bringing her right to the edge of release and then holding her there, craving it, before backing off. Then I took her from on top, her legs pushed back far, open for me, and rode her to the edge of her own release again, stopping short, her breath gasping, her skin flushed. I took her from behind and again left her hanging. By the time she was riding me she was almost out of control, desperate to finally come, and she fucked me like a wild woman. After she came on me, it was a couple of more minutes before I won my own release, and then I had her lick me clean. She didn't want to. So what. She not only sucked me clean, she sucked me back to hardness, and then sucked me for the next 15 minutes while I watched the noon report. I'm not mean. I showed her how to alternate the oral with her hands, and how to relax her jaw so she wouldn't cramp. I let her get us both drinks, and I didn't really try to hold out, letting my orgasm come when I felt it arising. Nor did I get mad at her for gagging, but she knew better than to spit it out. She'd tried that once.
Going into the third week her early resistance had almost completely disappeared, and she was growing adept in her ways of pleasing me. Almost eager.
Just this morning I'd been over there with only a short time available to play. Certainly long enough for a good blow job, and a chance to drop another load in her deliciously tight pussy.
The conversation had been especially titillating.
"Why me?" she asked, relaxing next to me as I rested and caught my breath, having just filled her still steaming twat. She'd given up asking me to pull out.
"What do you mean?"
"I mean, you had pictures of both Misty and Donna, why'd you decide to blackmail me?" She asked it seriously. She had turned on her side, and was looking at me expectantly.
She had a few drops of cum on her cheek, almost to her ear, from our initial session. I'd spent most of that time in her pretty little mouth. Sexy little mouth. Mustn't think like that. I don't have time for another bout; got a lunch business meeting and really shouldn't be late.
"Silly. Because you're the one I want. You are the one I'd been fantasizing about for months. You make my blood boil, not them." I reached out and drew my finger across her sullied cheek, then placed it between her lips.
Good girl. Suck it with your delicious, tempting little mouth.
No. Don't even think about it. I've got to be in Plano in 30 minutes.
"Well it's not fair. I mean, I didn't do anything they didn't do. And now I'm your damn sex slave, and they get off scot-free." She was pouting. God, she was pretty when she pouted.
"Hell, I probably couldn't blackmail Misty if I tried." I told her, trying to make her feel a little bit better. "If I threatened to show naked pictures of her to Paul, she'd probably ask for multiple copies, insist I give her 8x10's and then ask if I would take some more. I mean, geez, the little harlot just loves to show off her body." I had started out rubbing her shoulder and arm soothingly, but my hand was now at the curve of her waist and hips, and I found my hand cupping her ass.
No. Thirty-three minutes until I was to meet the guys from DG. Don't do it.
"Well, what about Donna?" she asked scooting closer to me, and letting her hand drop down to my partner in crime, who wasn't listening to my arguments about meetings and responsibility.
"What about Donna?" I asked.
"Why haven't you blackmailed her?" Her hand on my cock was tugging gently, and I had to think hard about what she was saying.
"I hadn't even thought about it," I told her honestly. "All I wanted was you." Although the idea was a bit intriguing.
She pushed at my shoulder, encouraging me to lie back, and then she was climbing on top of me, placing my eager member, who was much more irresponsible than I was, back into her warm tunnel. I sighed as I entered her. I love that feeling. And I loved looking up and seeing this 'out-of-bounds' beauty leaning over me, her near perfect melons hanging down, yearning to be in my mouth.
"She wouldn't be that hard to blackmail, you know." She told me, rocking slowly back and forth on my staff. I was getting harder by the moment. Of course I couldn't get that much harder.
"You know her husband is 11 years older than her, and pretty damn insecure. We talk about it a lot. He's just as jealous as Rich, maybe more so." Back and forth, back and forth, her hot little slice working it's magic on my rampant rod.
I glanced over at the clock - 11:20. I was supposed to be there at 11:45. It was at least 20 minutes away. I guessed I had a few minutes.
I reached down and grabbed her hips, working with her, sliding her up and down my happy soldier.
"Maybe, but the pictures of her aren't nearly as good." I told her, in spurts.
"You only need one. She's such a priss, I still can't believe she went skinny-dipping with the rest of us. I mean, she won't even wear a bikini." She leaned further down, letting her breasts come to rest just below my chin. I reached for them and pulled them up enough to tongue her nipples.
"And it's not like she isn't hot. She's got a great body. What do you expect. No kids, no job, personal trainer at the gym. She's, like, 24, isn't she? " She asked, but it was a pretty inopportune moment.
My mouth full of her ample tits, I just grunted my assent.
Donna did have a great body. Not as pretty as Krista. No. But cute, in a bouncy, cheer-squad kind of way. With a rack that could come close to matching Krista's, and a really sexy bubble ass.
"Although I guess she doesn't really know you that well. Not like me and Misty. I don't think she'd be likely to come over to your house to talk." She really sounded very serious about this.
I pulled my mouth free of those incredible globes, at least for a moment. "You're right, I've only been around her half-a-dozen times, and I don't think I've talked to her, just her, for more than a couple of minutes, ever."
Krista leaned over further, her breasts pressed against my chest, her face in the curve of my neck.
"There's gotta be a way," she murmured, nuzzling my neck, nipping at me, tasting me.
I held her hips up just a bit and went to town, fucking up into her hard and fast, the angle working out just right, rapidly bringing me to that ever-so-pleasant precipice.
She gasped for me, "God, you make me feel good." Then her teeth bit down on my shoulder as she came on my cock. It was enough, within moments I was coming with her, holding her hips tight, as I buried my cock as far up her as I could, and bathed her insides with my juice.
I leaped off of her moments later, and started dressing hurriedly, tucking my wet cock into my pants, not even taking the time to clean up. Tying my shoes, I looked over and saw the clock showed 11:33. Shit, I guess if I drove fast, I could probably make up the time.
"I really gotta run. I can't be late for this meeting. We can talk about it later." She escorted me to the back door, naked, and gave me a warm kiss that had me contemplating rescheduling. No. What was I thinking. I jogged down the alley to my house, and leapt into my truck, the taste of her lips still lingering.
* * *
The next day I got a call.
"Did you make it?"
"Hello?"
"Did you make your lunch meeting?" she asked me with a giggle.
"Shit. I had to wait almost 15 minutes for them. I probably had enough time for another blow-job." I laughed in response.
"Right. After coming three times in less than an hour? My jaw would still be aching, and you'd have left with blue-balls. Believe me, I know."
It was hard to believe this was the same little chaste Southern Baptist mommy who'd never even SEEN a hard-on other than her husband's until less than a month ago. The same girl who had delivered her first blow-job, on video tape no less, just a scant three weeks ago.
"I've been thinking about it." She said.
"Thinking about what?"
"About how to blackmail Donna." She sounded peeved, like I should have known.
"Are you still on that? I mean, seriously, not that I wouldn't mind having her, but who's got the time. If I've got some spare cycles, I know who I want to spend them in. Besides, I've still got the home fires to take care of."
"I told you I don't like to hear about that. Please." A little more irritated now.
"I'm sorry." I didn't go any further than that. When I explained what I was sorry about, I was usually wrong anyway. Just get the apology out there, and let them apply it as they will. Shit, I didn't need to apologize anyway. What was I thinking? Hell, it didn't hurt I guess.
The line was quiet for just a few seconds.
"It's ok. But you know it's only fair. If you're going to blackmail me, you really should have to blackmail Donna." She insisted.
This was women's logic as far as I was concerned. I just couldn't get my mind around the convoluted thinking.
"Maybe you're right," I told her, trying to placate her. Anything to just get her off the subject.
"What if I invited her over to my place? When the time is right, of course. And I told her you were threatening to blackmail both of us? Then, if she hesitated, I could give in, and she'd pretty much have to as well. And even if she didn't, if you were to tape our little meeting, a video of her being there while I sucked you off would be pretty damning. I imagine at the least we can get her to strip for you, and that should be enough added evidence to really get her in hot water." She was speaking quickly, blurting it out.
"I don't know, it sounds pretty complicated." I told her, wondering what it would take to get her off the subject. If I had been over there, I could just fill her mouth with cock. That usually shut her up.
"It really isn't. Why don't you come over and I can explain it to you while your fucking me with that big fat juicy cock of yours." She almost purred over the phone.
"Jesus, Krista! I really need to finish this report." I told her.
"You can finish it later. It won't take me too long to lay out the whole plan for you, while you're filling me with that delicious hunk of meet you've got hanging between your legs. Just don't stick it in my butt until I'm done explaining it. You know how hard it is for me to talk when your butt-fucking me."
I didn't really know. I'd only been down that path that first time, but it sounded like an incredibly good idea at the moment. Although I was astounded that she was the one to suggest it. What had happened to the shy, hesitant, reserved Church Lady?
"I'll be there in two minutes." I told her.
"Hurry lover. Come in the back. I'll be in the bed. Oh did you hear me? 'Come in the back'. Not until after I tell you the plan, ok?"
I just hung up, and jogged down the stairs.
* * *
I was fucking her doggy style, eyeing the target I was soon going to be attacking. Incredibly I had completely forgotten to get my "welcome" blow-job.
"Tuesday, next week should be good. We are supposed to go shopping for sweaters, and I can invite her over here first. If we don't get around to the sweaters it's no big deal." She was damned insistent. She had the whole thing planned out, down to where I was supposed to put the cameras. But as I started to think about it, the idea of Donna riding my cock to oblivion didn't seem so bad.
"Bring the pictures in an envelope. All of them. The pictures of all of us." She continued.
"I don't have the pictures of you." I told her, as I enjoyed the feeling of sliding in and out of her from behind. I swear I enjoy the view almost as much as the feeling. Looking down across that delectable ass, to see my fat rod sliding into her, and then her pink lips clinging to me as I pulled back out.
"But they were digital. You just gave me the prints." She sounded perplexed.
"I told you I'd destroy them."
"But when you said you'd give me all the copies, and delete them from your hard-drive, I figured you probably still had a copy on a CD or something." Her breathing was a little ragged. She'd been doing a lot of talking and we'd been doing a lot of fucking.
"Listen. I told you I wouldn't lie to you. I'd trick you and deceive you, but not lie. I'm honest, just not all that moral." I reminded her, giving a few hard thrusts for emphasis.
"That's ok. I still have my copies. I assume you have other pictures from that night?" She was leaning over now, her head and shoulders resting on the bed, while her sweet little ass was raised up nice and high for me. I couldn't resist it any longer and after wetting my finger, I started working it around her teasing little butt-hole.
"I have several others," I admitted. "Even a couple more of you. I got rid of all the pictures I showed you. Not all the pictures I'd taken." I worked at it, my finger up to the second joint.
Her voice was getting more ragged by the minute. "Good! You bring the pictures, and I'll bring, OUCH, gentle back there, I'll bring Krista. You come over by 10:00 and we'll have plenty of time to set up." She barely got the words out before I was sticking a second finger in that nearly virgin ass, and opening her up.
"Christ that hurts!" she cried, pulling away a bit. "Get some lube out of my drawer before you tear me apart, please."
I was a little put-off by her demanding tone, but she just looked at me with those big blue eyes, and I could see the glistening of almost shed tears.
"Please," she asked nicely, looking at me worriedly. I wonder how I must have looked to her for her to get so nervous.
Reluctantly I pulled my wet cock out of her, and felt the cool air against it as I opened the drawer. I spotted a red bottle that said "Slippery Stuff". Bingo.
I was back behind her quickly, putting a few drops on the crack of her ass, and using my finger to apply it. My finger slid into her tight butt easily. This stuff really worked.
"I never would have thought, looking at you a month ago, that you'd have sex lube in your bedroom. You wild thing." I teased trying to get us back in the mood. I placed a bit more of the lube on my cock and rubbed it all over.
"Not my idea." She said softly. Again I could hear in her voice the reluctance to talk about anything personal when it came to her love life.
That's right. No matter what we'd been doing, talking about our spouses and our love-life at home was strictly taboo. Although it was Ok to talk about blackmailing one of her best friends. You figure it out.
"Well, for the moment, I'm glad." I told her lining up my cock, and pressing the spongy head against her little brown asterisk. She was quiet as I got ready to enter her, and then she gave a small moan as I pushed and easily slid a couple of inches into her sweet butt.
"Wow!" She said, with a air of relief, "That wasn't bad at all. I'll have to thank Rich for that one," she giggled, giving her butt a wiggle. "Go ahead, stud, give me some more."
I didn't want to disappoint her, so I held her cheeks tightly and pushed smoothly getting half of my length firmly inside her.
"Damn that feels weird," she told me, gently rocking against my insistent intruder.
"I wouldn't call it weird," I told her, working back and forth, and getting a little further with each partial stroke.
"Maybe not from your end," she said, pointedly.
"Touché."
"Touché, my ass," she said, and then giggled at the appropriateness of the comment as I was sheathing my sword in that self-same ass.
That first time, that first day when I made her mine, I hadn't gotten much more that half my length into her butt, but this time, things were going much better, and I was nearly buried. In order to get that last little bit of virgin butt, I had to shove hard, fucking her ass a little more willfully.
"Oh my God. I just felt your balls slap against me as you pushed that beast almost to my tonsils," she gasped.
"That's it. You've got it all, there ain't no more." I told her, pulling her back hard, my entire shaft invisible, firmly ensconced in her back door.
"Do that again. I want to feel your balls banging against Wilma, as you fuck my butt."
Wilma?
I wasn't about to argue. I wanted it bad. I'd been fucking her for at least 15 minutes, maybe longer. Combine that with being inside that tight ass, and the idea of being the first to fuck her there, and I was ready to really go for it.
"Pretty demanding for a sex slave, aren't you," I teased as I started using more of my length on her. Maybe a solid ass-reaming would be a good reminder of who was in charge here.
"Only because you're such a great owner," she replied, breathlessly.
It took a bit of playing around, but I finally found a rhythm, that had me pounding into her butt, with my balls almost tapping out a counterpoint, slapping against her pussy. She was getting really wet, and the slapping of my balls against her love hole was getting to sound juicier and juicier.
She was moaning loudly and her hands where clenched between her legs. I could feel my balls occasionally slapping against her fingers as she worked herself over. Something else that I would never have imagined in my wildest dreams.
Like a firecracker she popped, crying out, "Oh God, I'm coming, I'm coming, I'm coming," and then moaning loudly, almost crying.
I fucked her harder, not worrying about the niceties of making my balls hit her just right, but slicing that ass up for all I was worth. Bang. Bang. Bang. Pounding my cock into her as hard as I could. Fucking that virgin ass like a pussy.
She cried out, "Yes, Yes, Yes, you fucker, fuck my ass, fuck it! Oh, Oh, OOOHHH," and she was coming explosively again, harder than I'd ever seen her come. It was amazing, and just so damn exciting, I had to join her, slamming in all the way to the balls, and filling her bowels with my jism.
"GOD! That feels so wild, your hot juice filling me," she gasped, reaching back and holding her ass cheeks wide, as I finished in her.
I collapsed beside her, breath heaving, bathed in sweat. She'd have to change the sheets.
"That was the most incredible thing I ever felt." She confessed, wide eyed in amazement over her own strong feelings.
"I told you I'd make you come." But I'd never expected anything like that.
"It's not always like that, is it? I mean, doing the butt thingy." She asked curiously.
"Hardly. Never really. Not even close. You were pretty incredible," I told her. She was stretched out beside me, laying on her belly, and I reached down to rub those curvaceous cheeks of her tempting tail. My finger had a mind of it's own, as it preceded to lodge itself inside her butt again. She just gave a delicious little 'mmmm', and wiggled so I could get it a little deeper.



"We're going to have to do that a little more often," she told me as I played with her well-used hole.
More than once in 30 or so years? I figure that shouldn't be too hard. Anyway, I was planning to get as much mileage as I could out of all her openings.
"So Tuesday's set, right?" She asked me, rolling away from me and heading to the bathroom. "I've gotta run soon. I'm bringing lunch to Derek at school; he hates macaroni day, Ok?"
"Tuesday," I answered.
She came out of the bathroom, putting on her bra. What a sight. This blonde bombshell, a walking wet dream, naked except for a plain white bra. I had just fucked that. Yep. Me. Fucked it in the ass even. And she loved it.
"I don't think we should do anything until then," she told me bending over to give me a kiss,"I want you to have that hungry look you had that first time with me. It was scary. I knew you meant business."
Shit. She was getting just a little bit too pushy. I think I'll go along with her until Tuesday, and then we'll see if maybe a little reminder isn't in order.
================
Hope you liked it. If you did, won't you vote?
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* * * *
Joe stays for a Sleepover. Just a lot of hot, sticky sex. Forewarned.
* * * *
Having at least made an effort towards calming down the agitation caused by our new roommate Robin, and stopping Jimbo from doing anything stupider than usual, I was looking forward to a little relaxation.
Beth and Debbie had decided it might be nice to invite Joe over for a 'sleepover' and I was still not entirely sure what they had in mind.
By the time I made it to the rear porch after my discussion with Robin, it was deserted. I headed inside, stopping to get a drink. I was all 'beered' out, and switched to the single malt. Not always a good idea, but I was so full I couldn't stand the idea of another beer, but a little sipping whiskey seemed to be just what the doctor ordered.
I found a beautiful sight waiting in the living room. Debbie and Beth had Joe bracketed on the couch, and it looks like they were both whispering in his ears. I would have loved to have been privy to those words.
"Where's the rest of the gang?" I asked.
Debbie answered. "I don't know, Karen never came down after putting the girls down for the night, then Jim went up there, and he's never returned, and then Robin headed up there just a minute ago. I bet she's going to really cock things up."
Beth chimed in with her own $.02. "Having her here might be a big mistake."
Joe just looked around at us all confused.
"Thanks. Now you tell me. You never said anything that first night. Hell, Debbie, you offered to double up the girls." I answered, a bit exasperated.
"You're right." Debbie admitted calmly. "And I might have been wrong. What a surprise! First time I ever made a bad decision involving any type of relationship."
Beth looked embarrassed by the words, as did Joe. I tried to calm things down a bit. "I spoke with Jim and Robin. Maybe I talked some sense into them. If we hear shouting from upstairs, we'll know I failed."
We were all a little quiet, each wondering just how things were going up there anyway.
I heard the opening riff from Angie, come over the speakers, one of my favorites, and I pulled Debbie to her feet and into my arms for a dance.
Angie, Angie, when will those clouds all disappear?
Angie, Angie, where will it lead us from here?
"I love holding you," I whispered.
With no loving in our souls and no money in our coats
You can't say we're satisfied
But Angie, Angie, you can't say we never tried.
"Look at our friends," Debbie softly whispered back.
Angie, you're beautiful, but ain't it time we said good-bye?
Angie, I still love you, remember all those nights we cried?
Joe was taking things in stride and was dancing with Beth, just a few feet away.
All the dreams we held so close seemed to all go up in smoke
Let me whisper in your ear:
Angie, Angie, where will it lead us from here?
She felt so good in my arms, smelled so delightful, I had to kiss her.
Oh, Angie, don't you weep, all your kisses still taste sweet
I hate that sadness in your eyes
But Angie, Angie, ain't it time we said good-bye?
"Do you see what I see?" I asked her this time, my breath tickling her ear.
With no loving in our souls and no money in our coats
You can't say we're satisfied
"Mmm-hmmm," she acknowledged, after looking over to see Joe and Beth engaged in a lip lock
But Angie, I still love you, baby
Everywhere I look I see your eyes
There ain't a woman that comes close to you
Come on baby, dry your eyes
But Angie, Angie, ain't it good to be alive?
Angie, Angie, they can't say we never tried
I had the CD's on random-play, and the luck of the draw had that song followed up by the Eagle's Desperado. I turned to Beth and Joe, who had only just ended their kiss, and I passed him Debbie, as I took Beth from him, for a second dance.
"You looked like you were having fun." I teased, swaying with her.
"He's so worked up, he's ready to pop now. Imagine what dancing with THAT is going to do to him." She laughed with a nod towards where Debbie was clinging to Joe.
"Do you have anything special in mind?" I asked her.
"Not really," she said, but I sensed a bit of dissembling there.
"So you haven't really thought about doing anything in particular," I asked her, prodding her.
"What do you want?" She asked.
It looked like she wasn't going to suggest anything, but I remembered some fantasies we'd shared.
"Let's play it by ear. But at some point, I think I'd like to find you filled at both ends." I told her, pulling her hard against me so she could feel my hard-on.
"I think I'd like that." She said softly.
As the last notes of the song died out, I whispered, "let's go," and took her hand leading her to the bedroom. Beth reached out and grabbed Joe's hand, tugging him along, Debbie broke free, and went to turn off the music and turn out the light's on the way.
Once in the room, I let go of Beth's hand, and gently guided her towards Joe. She went to him, and gave him a big hug and a kiss, and as they broke apart she slid to her knees and started unbuckling his belt and pants.
Debbie walked in, and saw the developing scene. She looked over at me seated on a chair nearby and raised her eyebrow, as if asking what's up. I gave a nod towards Joe and Beth, and a little toss of my head, letting her know she could join them. For the moment I was just going to enjoy the show.
Debbie moved in behind Joe, and pulled his shirt off over his head. By this time Beth had his pants off, and was rubbing his stiff cock through his briefs. Funny, I would have thought him to be a boxers kind of guy.
Debbie was funny. She gave a push to his shoulder and plunked him down sitting on the end of the bed. When Beth looked at her, wondering, Debbie pulled her to her feet facing Joe.
"Look at this Joe." She said softly from behind the petite brunette, her hands caressing Beth's front. "This young innocent toy is going to be your play-thing tonight. Can you believe it?" Beth looked behind her at Debbie, eyes wide.
"Look at him," Debbie urged, her voice pitched low, turning Beth's eyes forward. Beth did as she was told, shaking a bit.
Debbie had her hands inside Beth's meager top now, and you could see the outlines of her hands rubbing Beth's breasts. "You're only the second man ever to handle these babies, Joe. Can you imagine that?"
Debbie suddenly tugged the top off over Beth's head, and then she was working on her shorts. She opened them, and tugged them down to her ankles. Beth stood there, in her bra and panties. Damn sexy panties and bra, definitely not daily wear. "Look Joe, at some point she knew she was putting these on for you." Her hand reached into Beth's panties, caressing her. "She's wet. Very wet."
She suddenly snapped off Beth's bra, and Beth's hands automatically leaped up to cover her breasts.
"No, no, no. None of that." Debbie said, tugging Beth's hands back to her sides. "Let Joe see his toy." She then pulled Beth's panties down, and I could see Beth blushing deeply. "Will you look at that? Freshly shaved, too. I wonder who that was for." She laughed, but not meanly.
She turned Beth to face her now, side-on to Joe. "She's so beautiful, isn't she? And so sweet. So innocent, and so willing. So irresistible. God, I should be jealous." She leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on Beth's lips, which she returned, visibly trembling now.
Debbie turned to face Joe. but spoke over her shoulder to Beth. "Unwrap me for him."
Beth again obeyed, never once looking over to me, not saying a word, her shaking fingers undressing Debbie, not in a hurry, but not taking her time either. At a very natural speed.
"Tell me, Joe, if you could have anything, if we could make any one dream of yours come true tonight, what would it be?" Debbie asked him, half-dressed.
"Oh, God, this is already a dream come true." He moaned.
"I mean it, Joe. Imagine this as a once-in-a-lifetime chance. A one-time payoff for everything you've done for us. What happens here stays here. Anything you want. I don't care what it is. If you could have one wish, and the sweet little Beth and I were completely at your disposal what could you dream?" By the time Debbie finished speaking, she was completely naked before him. In all her amazing glory. Debbie is almost indescribably beautiful, and standing there, completely open, with the beautiful young Beth peeking over her shoulder, it was almost enough to make me pop my cork, and I was just watching.
This wasn't what I had expected this to be like, nor, I imagined did Beth, but Debbie was in control now, and Beth seemed to be willing enough to go along. This was a side of Debbie I would never have imagined.
"I...I'd want you two in 69, Beth on the bottom, and I could take turns fucking your pussy and her mouth." He gasped, his hand on his cock, unconsciously stroking it.
Debbie laughed. "Is that all? No spanking, no bondage, no toys, no role-playing?" She moved forward and reached down, stopping his hand from moving, then pulled his shorts off. She then pushed on his chest, pushing him back. "Up on the bed you, I think we can do better than that."
Joe back-crawled up the bed, until his head was by the headboard. My two lovely roommates crawled into the bed after him, and proceeded to give him the most amazing dual blow-job. It was a stunning view I knew well, those two achingly pretty faces working on your cock. Joe was a lucky man.
Joe was also an over-excited man and within a minute he was shooting for my lovelies. Debbie was the boss again, and pushed Beth's face down on Joe's exploding cock. "Don't swallow," she warned the pretty teen.
When Joe seemed to done coming, Beth raised her head and faced Debbie. "Show me," Debbie told her. Beth opened her mouth showing a sticky white mess. Debbie tilted her own head back, opening her mouth wide, and sticking her tongue out. Beth got the message, and leaning over her, let Joe's come slide out of her mouth into Debbie's.
"Oh, Fuck!" Joe groaned, watching the wicked display.
Once Debbie had most of his juice, she sat more upright, and pulled Beth's mouth tight against hers. They shared that cum-kiss for a long time, before slowly separating.
This was so alien to me. Sure, in bed, there'd be occasional contact between the girls, and sometimes they'd do things I'd instigated, but I'd never seen either one really take the initiative to do anything with the other. But now they looked like lovers, toying with their own boy-toy.
Debbie whispered to Beth, who climbed up the bed toward's Joe. She then licked her lips. "That was nice, Joe. I'm sorry that was so quick, but we needed to get that one out of the way, so you can take your time fucking me and Beth's talented little mouth."
Beth had climbed up to the head of the bed, and she leaned over to kiss Joe. He jerked back a second just after they started, but Beth held onto his head tight. I suspected that Beth had never been allowed to swallow her share of Joe's gift, and when she pulled away from the kiss, with a long white string hanging from her mouth to his, my suspicions were confirmed.
These girls were wicked.
"Now before we make your dream come true, we've got a job for you. Get us ready. You don't get to come again until we've come. You can start with your pretty little groupie here. I get to watch this time." She pushed Beth towards him. Beth took the place where he'd been in the middle of the bed, and spread her legs for him. He didn't take long. But he didn't start right in between her legs. He explored every inch of her little hard-body before finally settling in for the real work.
In the meantime, Debbie joined me. "Poor baby, all left out, let's see if we can't do something about that." She quickly helped me to undress, and then she took my stiff cock in her hand, and climbed aboard.
"Wow, Debbie, this is a side of you I've never seen." I told her, as she fucked me.
"God, I'm so excited doing this for you. It's like a live show with you my only audience. It's kind of wild to be in control, and he's got the hots for Beth so bad, he's just helpless to us. A once in a life-time lottery-pick dream for him. And it's yours every night."
"I'm not going to last long," I warned her, as she continued sliding up and down on my shaft.
"Good, let's give ol' Joe a surprise," she laughed devilishly.
Beth was squirming for him nicely by this time, and looked to be on the verge of coming herself.
"Hurry, sweetie, give it to me," Debbie whispered, leaning forward, elbows on her knees, and slamming her hips up and down. I grabbed her thighs and helped her, lengthening the stroke, and then I was there, coming for my devious blonde goddess.
"Deep," she whispered, settling back onto me, while I emptied myself as far inside as I could reach.
As soon as I was done, she closed her legs, and gingerly walked to the bed, stretching out beside Beth. She reached out and took Beth's nipples in her fingers and tugged on them. That seemed to be the cue for her, and Beth cried out as she came on Joe's experienced tongue. He didn't stop right away, but slowly brought her down, coming up with a big shit-eating grin plastered across his face, as well as a whole lot of her juices.
"That was good, Joe, looks like you're half way to having your dream come true." Debbie teased, giving Beth a nudge. "Go take care of Our Man," Debbie said with a nod towards me. Beth climbed off the bed, and headed my way. "On your knees," Debbie warned, and Beth looked confused for a second before she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled to me.
When Beth got to me, she looked up and started talking, "Is she..."
"Hush," I told her placing my fingers across her lips, and tugging her chin down.
I could almost see the argument building inside her, but she acquiesced.
I pulled her by the hair to my cock, which was sticky and semi-flaccid. "Clean me, while Joe cleans Debbie," I whispered to her.
At this time, Joe had performed a similar full body exploration of the wondrous Debbie, and was once again settling in between her legs. As he went at her she started speaking.
"I know I'm a little messy down there, Joe. But I can't come when I'm messy like that. If you clean me nice, lick me dry, I'm sure I can come, and then Beth and I can take that monster pole of yours and wring you dry. You'd like that wouldn't you Joe?" She laughed, grabbing his head and pressing it tightly against her crotch.
Joe didn't seem the least concerned with conditions down there. He seemed to be eagerly fulfilling his end of the duty.
"That's good Joe, just like that. Oh wait a second, sorry, looks like I'm not quite clean yet," she teased. It looked like she was bearing down try to squirt all my juices back out. Debbie looked over at me and Beth, and gave me a wink.
God, all this time I had the devil in my bed and didn't even know it.
"What?" Beth asked, and I realized I must have spoken out loud.
I looked down and saw that I was clean and hard. "Ride me," I told her.
She turned her back to me, facing the action on the bed, and straddled me, taking my cock in one smooth stroke.
I held her there, completely still, enjoying being in her.
"How do you like being the toy, my pet." I asked her softly while we watched Joe eat his way to his own reward.
"I don't know," she said hesitantly.
"You love it." I told her. "You love not knowing what you'll be asked to do, and having to do it. You love being our plaything."
"It's...wild," she admitted.
"Let's have a race," I whispered to her. "Let's see if you can make me come before Debbie does. If you do, then Debbie is going to get a little treat when she goes down on you. If you don't, then tonight may be the night you lose your other cherry." I slipped a hand between us, under her cheeks, and let my fingertip nudge her backdoor, so she was sure to get the message.
Beth was game. She quickly turned around facing me and lowered herself onto my cock again. But now she had some leverage. She was able to put her feet outside my hips, and grasp the back of the chair. She then worked herself up and down on my cock, taking full advantage of my entire length, and working hard. Then she went the extra mile.
Beth leaned over me, her breasts just a hair away from my face while she whispered to me. "So tonight's the night? You're going to split my poor ass with that big fat cock of yours? Almost makes me want to lose this contest. Feeling that big, hard, throbbing cock sinking deeper and deeper into my bottom. Stretching me way beyond anything I can imagine. Will Debbie lick me while you plunder my ass? Can she at least try to take the sting away? It's my last cherry, and it's yours if you want. I want you to have it, fuck my tight ass, Jack. Fuck my ass hard. Tonight."
Her words were working wonders, and I hadn't believed I'd be able to come again so quickly, but Beth had me there, right on the edge.
"You are a naughty one aren't you," I huffed, grabbing her hips and thrusting up into her hard. I was moments away, when Debbie cried out on the bed.
"That was it, yes, Joe, yes, you've earned your reward." Debbie sighed.
At that moment I came inside of Beth, slamming her down on my shaft, and emptying myself deep inside of her.
"Sorry, babe, but Debbie won. And you almost had me. I guess I will take you up on your sweet offer." I hugged her to me, kissing her deeply, before loosening her arms and directing her to the bed.
Debbie was sitting up now, leisurely stroking Joe's erection while he stood at the end of the bed. "How do you want us Joe, how can we make your dream come true." She reached out for Beth to come to her side, then guided Beth to her knees beside her.
"Isn't she pretty Joe? Pretty little Beth, just aching to pleasure you." She guided Beth's hot mouth to Joe's meat. "Give him a taste, baby."
"Do you two, you know, do things together?" He asked huskily, his voice catching.
"Not usually, Joe, but for you anything tonight. Would you like to see that? Do you want to see us play together? Do you want Beth to do what you did, get me ready for your big, fat hard cock?"
Beth's oral attention was easy, just enough attention to keep him going, or so I thought, until I saw his hand reach down and grab the back of her hair, pushing harder into her mouth.
Debbie leaned over and pushed him away. "Silly boy, not yet." As he stepped back, she invited Beth into our bed. I moved my chair closer to the bed and gestured for Joe to take a seat on the hope chest, while we enjoyed the view.
This was interesting. Sure, they'd done a few things together under my direction in the past, but I was curious as to how far this would go, and how Beth would take it.
I needn't have worried. Debbie gave Beth the kind of attention she usually reserves for me. Her every action screamed love and adoration. She didn't ask for anything in response, she just worshipped that sexy little teen hard-body. They ended up in a tight embrace, their legs interlocked, their sex pressed together. I watched their hips remain in action, grinding against each other, while Debbie whispered to Beth, words not meant for us to share. Debbie had Beth worked up like a raw nerve, when she broke away, and laid her out across the mattress, her head just at the foot of the bed.
"We're almost ready for you Joe. Are you ready for us?" Debbie asked, as she climbed on top of Beth, head-to-toe, in the classic 69 position. She lowered her face to Beth's waiting warmth, once again working to bring her back to that hairy edge of excitement. She was imminently in control, and I was enthralled as I watched her slowly lower her hips, her pink opening settling closer and closer to Beth's face.



Beth took the plunge, raised her head, and gave a soft lick to Debbie's thighs, just at the edge of her lips. Another lick on the opposite side. And then a long slow lick right up the middle, that separated those blood engorged lips for our viewing.
"Joe, I could watch this all night," I told him, "but I think it's show-time, and you're on." I nodded toward the end of the bed, and he smiled and walked over to watch what Beth was doing.
Joe got on his knees, and lowered his head right next to Beth's. I couldn't hear his words, but he reached out and used his fingers to open up Debbie, while Beth's artful little tongue drove in deeper. It looked like he tried to lick Debbie as well, but there didn't seem to be enough room so he did the next best thing. He started on the next opening up, tonguing Debbie's exposed brown eye. He worked diligently at it, before he finally stood up breathing hard, his cock pointed straight out in front of him.
He took Beth's face in his hands, drew her back away from where she'd been ministering to Debbie's needs, and leaned her head back.
"Open your mouth," he told her, gruffly.
Obedient, she opened wide, and wiggled her tongue as an enticement.
Prick in hand, Joe laid the head just inside her mouth. "Suck."
Beth's mouth closed over the last couple of inches of his cock, and her cheeks hollowed as she took him literally, sucking voraciously on what he'd given her. Her eyes burst open now and her entire body arched, as Debbie took that moment to give Beth another huge orgasm.
"Now Joe, fuck her mouth," Debbie urged over her shoulder.
Joe didn't need any more encouragement and pressed forward, his substantial rod disappearing to the root down young Beth's accommodating throat.
Debbie raised her hips up a bit, wiggling them, a lure to his need. "How about me, lover? I'm dying to feel your huge meat inside me."
Joe rocked inside of Beth's mouth for a few more short strokes, before pulling out. She gasped, sucking in huge amounts of air, as Joe realigned his missile.
Debbie was looking straight in my eyes, an almost malevolent gleam in them, as she encouraged him. "God, please be gentle Joe, you could hurt a girl with that pole between your legs."
He made his move, and pushed into that perfectly formed pussy, attached to that most perfect beauty, my Debbie.
I was feeling jealous again. Having the girls suck Joe off, and even when Beth took him down her throat didn't get to me like this did. Watching him stick his dick in my girl, I almost wanted to stop him, fight him off.
I think Debbie sensed what I was feeling. She gestured for me to come closer, then spoke again for Joe's pleasure, "Easy Joe, please, I've got to get used to that beast in me, before you pound me like a piece of cheap meat."
She waved me close, and as I leaned in, she pulled my head closer, "He can only touch me on the surface, everything inside is for you." Her whispered words gave me goose bumps.
"Harder now Joe, harder," Debbie told him, and the look in her eye now was absolutely mischievous. She whispered to me, "Watch this," as her body rocked under Joe's increased tempo.
"I know Beth is dying to taste my pussy, straight from your cock, Joe, don't deprive her."
It was like he's suddenly woken up, remembering Beth's mouth down there, waiting for him. He pulled back and fed it to her. I scooted to the edge of the bed, and watched him play. His cock looked red and angry, and now he was taking turns, pushing into Debbie for about half his length, and pressing that wet cock into Beth's waiting mouth. She'd suck him for a few strokes, and then he'd repeat the action. Sometimes he'd just enter Debbie, other times he'd fuck her half a dozen times or more, then each action would end the same, lowering his cock to Beth's open waiting mouth.
"Joe," Debbie called out plaintively, "I need to come. Can you make me come? Please?" She almost sounded like she was begging, but when I crawled up next to her, she was grinning.
"Oh, thank you, Joe. God I needed that, that full feeling. Now fuck me. Fuck me like a man." She almost growled at him, and the teasing look seemed to disappear from her face.
Joe responded well, and fucked her hard, fast and deep. And the harder and faster he went, the more she begged for.
"Harder! C'mon fuck me! C'mon Joe," she cried out, her body shivering under his assault.
Shit, I was hard again, and I shifted sideways, sitting in front of her, between Beth's limber legs. I didn't have to say anything, Debbie got the hint and went down on me immediately.
"Can you believe this?" I asked Joe, with a smirk on my face.
"God it's incredible," he huffed, while pile-driving my woman.
We fucked her at both ends, for a bit, and then she yanked her head off my cock, and cried out.
We watched her come on Joe's cock, and he slowed down, while she finally stopped coming. She crawled off of Beth, and lay down beside her, still head to two, breathing hard.
"God that was nice, but don't waste those things, boys."
We took the hint, and I lifted Beth's legs and entered her, while Joe dropped his cock down to her mouth, and slowly pushed in deeply. It was wildly erotic to see Joe's cock sliding in and out of Beth's hot little mouth, while I gently took her. I was enjoying having her, and was playing around a bit timing my strokes to counter Joe's. When he went in, I pulled out, and vice-versa.
I hadn't been paying enough attention, because suddenly he was crying out, "Damn, I'm so close baby, so close."
I decided to change up my end, and now worked with him. When he went in, so did I, skewering the 18 year old bombshell. We were both fucking her a lot harder, and once again I was astounded at her ability to take a cock in her mouth. She almost never gagged anymore, and just let him face-fuck her, while I drove into her. I fucked her hard, almost in syncopation, pushing her hard against his cock, just after he bottomed out on each stroke. Driving him just a hair farther down her tender throat. She was breathing hard through her nose, every chance she got, and turning red in the face, but refusing to ease up.
Then he cried out, leaning over and squeezing her tits hard, as he drove his cock to the root into her willing mouth. She couldn't pull away, my cock thrusting her back against him, and she took his full load down her throat. He took forever to finish, and then she was pulling her face away sideways, gasping, and coughing.
"Jesus, Joe, a girl's gotta breath!" she finally gasped out, still occasionally coughing. She was still skewered on my cock, but I was just holding her, a sweet young cock-sheath.
Joe almost panicked, dropping to his knees and stroking her head, apologizing.
"I... I forgot, I'm soo sorry, it was so incredible, I just couldn't think. Oh, God that was incredible," he gasped, holding her.
I went back to having my own fun, while Joe stayed there at the foot of the bed, telling Beth how wonderful she was and holding her, while I continued where I'd left off, slowly picking up the pace, until I was pounding her hard. Debbie hadn't given up her involvement, and I watched as her hand crept between Beth and I, and started rubbing her.
I could hear Beth talking back to Joe now.
"Oh, Joe! They're going to make me come, Joe. They're going to make me come so hard. Oh! Oh I'm going to come, here I come, here I come..." her voice slowly melted away, and then her body arched and felt her coming for me.
It was so beautiful, it was dragging me to my own orgasm, and just as she was coming off hers, I was telling her I was about to have my own, fucking her harder, holding her legs tightly, my fingers digging into her flesh.
I exploded, grunting mightily, as I emptied inside her once again.
"I love that," she said softly, taking my cum, as I pounded my way to completion.
Debbie hopped up on her knees, and laughed. "That was a fun start! Who's going to fuck me now? And where?"
It was a good question. Joe and I were both done for the short term. But we lay in bed, playing with parts, and putting mouths to good use, and it was inevitable that we were at it again before too long.
While Beth and I were playing, I watched Debbie ride Joe. Then she looked over to me and said, "I want you, too."
"Really?" I asked smiling.
"You want to suck him again?" Beth asked.
"No," she said breathlessly, still working on Joe.
Beth caught on pretty quick, "Oh!"
It was a hell of an offer, and I wasn't strong enough to turn it down. Debbie got Joe to settle down for a second, and Beth helped get me ready with a little bottle of lube. Then I watched in amazement as my cock slipped into Debbie's tight little sphincter.
She grunted under the pressure, but when I slowed down she moaned, "Don't stop."
I couldn't have if I wanted, and continue pushing forward until my entire cock was crammed up her tight ass.
"That's it," I told her.
"Now fuck me," she gasped.
So I did. Slowly sawing in and out, for about half my length, but once I recognized that she was taking it in stride, I fucked her ass long and hard, just like a pussy, but tight - tighter than Beth.
Beth was close beside me, taking it all in. She reached down and played with Joe's balls, while he did what he could to work his cock in and out of the double-plugged blonde whose ass I was plundering.
"Is that what it's going to look like when you fuck my ass, Jack?" She asked, her tone one of wonderment.
"Not quite. I think we'll take it a little easier on you the first time." I confessed.
"Tonight?" she asked.
"No baby, I don't think so, I think that will be a more private thing," I laughed, taking a short break, and resting with my cock buried in Debbie.
We shifted positions shortly after that, and I laid down, then Debbie took my cock up her ass and laid back on me, face up, legs open and ready. Joe was given a minute of Beth's beautiful oral, while Debbie and I got ready, and I started in. Then he climbed on top of her and fucked her like a madman. Her legs were curled around mine, and my hands were holding her tight by her oh-so-perfect tits. She was immobilized, and he pounded her pussy like there was no tomorrow - which for him was probably true.
The feeling from inside her ass was wild. I couldn't move much, but she was shifting back and forth just a bit on my cock. I could feel Joe's action from inside her, like someone was rubbing my cock through my pants. I would never have guessed I could come like that, with so little movement on my part, but it was happening.
"Deb, I'm going to come," I told her, squeezing those marvelous tits, and whispering in her ear when I wasn't chewing on her neck.
"Hold. On. Just. A. Little." she gasped out softly, then she was urging Joe on, "Come for me Joe! Now, Come in my burning pussy, do it, do it." She cried out.
It was too late for me, and I creamed in her ass, moaning in her ear as I did.
It set her off like a fuse.
"Fuck! Oh Fuck!" she cried out, her ass squeezing me painfully, as her body tensed.
Like domino's, her orgasm kicked off Joe's, who pulled out of her, and came all over her belly, hips, and pussy.
"Ohhh!" I heard, and looked over to see Beth beside us on the bed, her hand half-way up her teen twat, as she joined us at our finish.
That was it. We eventually all cleaned up, and crashed back in the bed, and in spite of a couple of half-hearted attempts to get something going again, we were soon all dozing off. I was half-under myself when Debbie whispered, "God, my ass is sore, you beast." I fell asleep with a smile on my face.
* * * *
I woke up, a little self-concious that I was pressed up against Joe. We had the bed to ourselves, and what might have been Ok, while in the midst of wild and crazy sex with two young beauties, was just so wrong. It took me a few moments to realize what was going on, and I almost leaped out of the bed, suddenly awake.
He was a little slower coming fully awake, and I heard him speaking to me as I did a little of my morning ritual.
"Damn. I'm sore all over. I can't believe you live like this." He said, stretching out in the bed.
"Every night's not like that," I laughed, but had to admit to myself, they were pretty fucking awesome anyway.
"This is going to drive Cathy nuts, when I tell her. She's going to be so jealous that she couldn't have been here." He laughed, walking past me, his morning wood leading the way to the john.
"You're not going to get in trouble, are you?" I asked him.
"Not as long as she hears it from me. She hinted that she expected I'd head over here while she was away for the weekend. She was more optimistic about it than me." He shook his head, deprecatingly, as he leaned over the toilet waiting for his erection to subside enough to let him pee.
It was interesting to see another man going through the same process I went through. Not something I'd ever really expected to see first hand, though.
Beth showed up in the doorway, wearing an oversized Tee of mine, and who knows what else.
"Oh! So they're finally alive? Deb's got your breakfast ready. The whole house is up and awake except for you to. Everyone else has eaten." She told us, a hint of attitude in her tone.
Whatever happened to the sweet little submissive from the night before? Oh, well. Who was I to complain?
It was the start of another day in my own private paradise.
---------------
Thanks as always for reading my work, and watch for yet another lovely joining in soon! And, as always, your vote is appreciated.
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Chapter 4: Donna
"Hi Donna," I spoke from the recliner.
She cried out in surprise, and almost jumped out of her pants. It would have saved us some time.
"Gosh! You scared the daylights out of me Alex. I didn't expect to find you here? Is Rich here too?" She asked, looked past me towards the rest of the house.
"Nope. Just me." I answered with a smirk.
She looked at me bewildered, and turned to Krista who was just stepping into the living room herself.
"Alex asked me to invite you over," Krista said shakily, drinking deeply from a glass of wine that had mysteriously appeared in her hand. "What did you want to say, Alex?"
I just leaned over and pushed the two large brown manila envelopes towards the ladies. Each was labeled with a name.
Donna picked hers up, still looking damned confused, and when she opened the envelope I could almost hear all the breath leave her body. She dropped the envelope and most of the pictures, barely holding onto two of them. Her hands were shaking.
I stood and walked past her, looking over her shoulder. "That's not even the best one," I told her, placing my hand on her shoulder and feeling her shudder.
"Jesus, Alex, what's this all about!" Krista exclaimed in well-acted shock.
"Just some pictures I had laying around. I thought maybe it was time they saw the light of day." I reached down to the pile of pictures at Donna's feet, pulling out a truly damning picture. In it Donna was leaning back in a hot-tub, her arms stretched across the back, eyes closed. Her breasts were well up out of the water, and her nipples were clearly hard. Krista was standing between her legs, and leaning towards her, naked as the day she was born, her delicious ass just hovering at the top of the water.
It looked pretty wild, but Krista had just been stepping past her. The picture made it look like she was stepping into her.
"Now this," I said, handing it to Donna, "was one of my favorites."
Donna couldn't speak, it looked like she was still in shock. But she took the picture and looked at it. I saw her eyes glistening with held back tears.
"Please, Alex, be reasonable. You can't let anybody see these. Rich would kill me." Krista whined.
"Oh, I can be very reasonable." I laughed. "Maybe we can work out a deal."
"What kind of deal? You know we don't have much money." Krista asked, feigning concern.
"I was thinking more along the lines of barter." I teased, walking past Krista, and letting my hand run through her hair.
Donna finally spoke up. "Fuck you, Alex. I'm just going to explain it to Dave. He'll understand."
"Really? That's awfully decent of him. And you'll explain it to your Bible group, and the PTA? I've heard those pictures just might find themselves on the Internet. Hell, I can't quite recall. They might be there right now."
"If you show those to anybody else, I'll call the police." Donna growled.
"That's Ok. I'll take them down as soon as the police ask me to. Not that there's anything illegal here. Hell, it looks to me like you guys are posing for the camera in this one. No hidden cameras, no drugs. Just some wild women crying over spilt milk." I laughed.
I stepped over to Krista and asked her, "How about you? You just going to explain these to Rich, your parents, his parents, and anybody else I can think of?"
Krista stared at the pictures, and then asked me softly, "Can you give us a moment?"
"Sure," I said, wandering off to the kitchen and grabbing myself a cold brew. "Take your time."
Krista led Donna into her bedroom and closed the door. It was a couple of minutes before they came out.
"What's it going to take?" Krista asked, as she and Donna stood before me.
"Make me an offer." I answered.
"We want all the pictures. And your promise that this is the last we'll ever hear of it. Every picture destroyed." Donna spoke up.
"Gee, that doesn't sound like much of an offer to me." I laughed. "Surely you can do better than that."
"You make me that promise." Donna insisted.
"And?" I asked.
"And just this once, you can have 15 minutes with me. You can't do anything with Krista." She sounded really angry, and she crossed her arms looking at me almost begging me to argue with her.
"Damn, Donna, that's a hell of a first offer. But why shouldn't I get something from Krista as well?"
"Take it or leave it." Donna insisted, while Krista leaned in and whispered to her.
"And what do I get for those 15 minutes?" I asked, intrigued. This certainly wasn't going where I'd anticipated.
"Me. Naked. Now."
"So it's a strip show? C'mon, you can do better than that."
"Not a strip show, me, naked, to do with as you please." Donna explained.
I took a moment to ponder the offer. I had cameras in the bookshelf over my shoulder, pointed down towards my lap, and I had two more in the bedroom, focused on the bed. Krista had helped me position them that very morning, and we'd even tested them a bit, just a tease for me, still saving up for the real action. Now I just had to make sure whatever happened, it happened in the right place.
"I'm really not in much of a hurry, why don't we make it 30 minutes, and you've got a deal." I countered.
Donna raised her eyebrows. "Thirty minutes? That should be interesting. And in return we get all the pictures, no copies anywhere, and nobody hears about it?"
I stood up, and extended my hand. "You've got a deal, beautiful." I turned to Krista, "I hope you don't mind if we use your bedroom."
She didn't answer as I took Donna by the hand, and lead her down the path of future ownership.
After we entered the room, she closed the door behind us. She then took off her clothing, very matter-of-factly, folding them carefully, and turned away from me, laying down on the bed. She looked so damn good, her full breasts separating naturally, her fair skin almost immaculate. She had a very light bikini tan, just accenting those naughty areas that were mine for the moment.
As I started undressing myself, she spoke savagely. "You may fuck my body, but I'm not going to help you."
"Now Donna, that's not a very good attitude. It doesn't have to be like that," I told her.
I grinned to myself. I could see the wetness in her panties, and I could smell her from where I stood. She was dripping wet. She pretended not to care, but I saw her watching as I lowered my boxers. I was standing fully erect, and I saw her eyes grasp the full extent of all that she was about to receive.
I thought about playing games with her, but the moment got the better of me. I stood at the foot of the bed and reached down and spread her legs open. I looked at her glistening light brown hair, contrasting neatly with the very blonde hair on her head. I climbed between her legs and placed her calves over my shoulders. Her leg trembled, and I saw a ripple of nervousness run down her body.
I was more than ready. Stiff cock in hand, I rubbed the head over her moist opening, parting the hair, and her swollen lips. Then I placed the shiny purple helmet inside her opening, and slowly slid all the way inside her. It was delicious.
She just laid there, trying to hide any feelings. I smiled, sliding slowly out, and then pushing steadily back in.
"That's not so bad, is it Donna?" I asked her softly, stroking her slowly. When she didn't answer, I took her ankles in my hands and spread her legs in a huge upright V. Then I pushed in hard. Slow out strokes, and hard, insistent in strokes. Her tits bounced with each stroke, providing an enticing show.
After a minute or so of that I released her legs and leaned over her, playing with her breasts. I extended myself over her, prostrate, my face over hers. Her face was no longer looking quite as angry as before. I leaned down, nuzzling her neck, and starting fucking this surprising MILF harder.
"God, you feel nice, Donna. Nice and tight." I whispered into her ear, thrusting firmly. "Too nice. I wouldn't want you getting me all worked up too quickly now, would I?"
I pulled out, and laid down next to her, just playing with her body, teasing her nipples, fingering her squishy wet slit. She wasn't moaning yet, but the whole ice queen thing had definitely started to melt away. I was a little irritated with myself, just jumping on her and riding away, with no thought about tomorrow.
"Now, as I understand our bet, there were no limitations set, were there? Thirty minutes with you naked, to do with as I please. Right?" I asked her, getting up on my knees, and then climbing off the bed.
"Why? What do you have in mind?" Donna asked, lifting up onto her elbows and looking at me a little cautiously.
"I'm thinking that pretty, saucy mouth of yours is something I'd like to take advantage of. And we can do it one of two ways. I can lay you down, tilt your head over the edge, and fuck your mouth and throat raw, or I can let you do the work." I told her, reaching out and running my fingers over her red lips.
"I'm not going to give you a blowjob, Alex. You want it, you take it." She told me fiercely.
Now that was an offer just too good to ignore. Just the thought put the iron in my pipe.
I might have been a tad rough, as I laid her out, repositioning her body in such a way that I could get as much of her on camera as possible, while also getting a clear view of her face and soon to be filled mouth. She looked ferocious as I tilted her head back just a bit further, and gripping her well formed chin, I opened her mouth. I leaned forward a bit, and cock in hand, I introduced the bulbous head to her sweet lips. She tried to stay slack mouthed, but what I was offering was a good bit more than a mouthful, and it stretched her lips nicely as I pushed in further.
I thought she might shy away from the stickiness of her own juices, but she took the first couple of inches like a champ. It was a beautiful thing, fucking her mouth, but I wanted more, several inches more.
"Relax now, baby, and open wide. You might want to hold your breath. Stick your tongue out too if you know what's good for you." I told her, and then I pushed hard, blocked by the back of her mouth. I think she was trying to block my progress with her tongue, but I started shoving, in and out, pushing harder, and I felt myself slide into her throat. She immediately started gagging and I pulled out letting her gasp. She tilted her head to the side like she was going to throw-up, but she just gagged a few more times.
"Push your tongue out and relax," I told her, reaching for her face, and straightening it out again.
"I'm--I'm not used to this," she said, a little more diffidently.
"That's ok, I don't mind." I answered, my cock once again poised at her lips.
I slipped it in, and let her get used to it for a few short strokes before warning her I was going for more. This time I saw her tongue protruding from her mouth, along the top of my cock, and I pushed deep. On the out stroke she gagged a bit, but not enough to stop me from giving another push, and once in her throat holding it there. From this angle I could see a bit of swelling across her neck where I entered her throat, and it was exciting as hell. I gave an extra little push, before I pulled out to her gasping and gagging again.
"Shit," she mumbled, spitting up some saliva, and I could see her debating letting me fuck her throat any more. Her eyes were watering, but still looked determined.
"You're actually pretty good at this." I teased her. "Have you tried to deep throat anyone before?" I asked.
She just shook her head, then of her own volition, she laid back down and opened her mouth for me again.
What a sweet girl. I was REALLY going to enjoy playing with her.
This time I fucked her mouth like a cunt. Just driving into it, pulling out and driving again. She was moaning and gasping as I leaned over and grasped her full tits, squeezing her nipples and pulling up on them, and I entered her throat repeatedly. Her nose and eyes were running, but she didn't fight me until it just got too uncomfortable I guess, and she put her hands up and pushed my hips away.
She rolled over onto her hands and knees, coughing and gasping. Finally she said softly, "It's too much."
"Your call." I answered, I laid down cross ways, again looking for the best camera angle, and told her, "I'll let you drive for a while, if you'd like. Although I have to tell you that I really enjoyed that last little bit. I think I could even come like that."
She got off the bed, took my shirt and wiped her face on it. That was naughty. I would make her pay for that one eventually. Afterwards, though. I'll give her credit, she got back on the bed, and went down on me like a champ. She didn't hold back, sucking and stroking my cock, working it. I suspected she was trying to make me come. But that was Ok. If I did come, I didn't doubt I'd be up for another bout shortly.
I sat back and watched as the pretty young MILF sucked me, and was a little surprised when she tried to take me deep. She didn't make much progress, but give her an "A" for effort.
I was loving it, but again, wanted more, so I eventually eased her away, and sat up. I looked at the clock and already nearly 10 minutes had passed.
"I need to fuck you again, Donna. The blow job was nice, thank you, but that first taste of your pussy really was something. But before I do that..." I reached out and flipped her back onto her back again, spreading those legs wide, and I crawled up between them. "Let's just see what we're working with down here."
She had a pretty little pussy. Neatly trimmed for a bathing suit, but not sheared. Her lips were swollen, red and protruding, and I took them one at a time into my mouth, sucking on them. Then I worked on her clit a bit, licking away the length of the pussy, and resting my tongue over her clit, I shook my head, pressing down, giving her enough pressure for fun, but without pain. I wanted her to want me. I wanted her to get into it. It would look better on camera.
Between my tongue and my fingers I was able to do just that. She was into it. She was trembling and soon moaning, and when I felt her fingers in my hair I knew I had her. I pressed deep with my fingers, turned upright and searching out her g-spot, while lashing her clit with my tongue until she was breathing hard and gasping. I felt her rear raise up off the bed, and just before she could come I pulled up, stopping completely.
"Noooo! Don't stop," she cried out, thrusting up with her hips.
I just smiled for her, and lifted her legs wide, crawling up between her legs on my knees and putting my stiff cock at the gates of heaven. "Should I...?" I teased, rubbing the head up and down her wet slit.
"Just fuck me, you bastard," she growled, pushing her pussy up toward me, trying to get me to enter her.
Fifteen minutes gone.
"What a nice offer, I'd love to fuck you Donna," I replied, and jabbed deep with my cock, pushing to the limit immediately.
"God, that's a lot of cock," she moaned as she sank back into the pillows.
I fucked her then, hard and fast. After the previous build up, within moments she was cresting her own mountain of pleasure, and I helped her along the way, reaching down with my hand and rubbing her clit with my thumb.
The pounding did it's job, and once I had the right angle and rhythm she let me know it. With that as my cue, I worked her just as she needed it, until I watched her finally peak. Just as she was about to go off, I reached forward with my other hand and tweaked her nipple.
"FUCK!" She cried out loudly, and then came hard underneath me, almost bucking me off.
That must have been the signal that Krista was looking for. We really had not planned on anything like Donna's martyr act, and solo offer. Just as Donna came, Krista opened the door and walked in, straight to the side of the bed, and reached her hand out and placed it on Donna's head, stroking her hair. Krista was naked, except for a smallish pair of panties.
I continued fucking Donna hard, now at my own pace, turning her on the bed, almost on her side, and lifting one leg up that I hung onto for leverage. I straddled her other leg and fucked her deep.
"I couldn't stay out there, Donna. I felt guilty, you having to pay the price," Krista told her, as she sat oh the edge of the bed, stroking Donna's hair, while I screwed her to another smaller orgasm. She trembled all over, coming on my cock.
I reached out and pulled Krista to me. I grabbed her head, and kissed her deeply while I pounded at Donna, a little slower now, but the angle was perfect for me, and the long strokes were pulling me right to the edge. Krista put one leg up on the bed, and raised her body, pulling my head down and offering me her tits. I leaned into her, sucking up one of her nipples, then capturing it in my teeth and tugging. I pulled away.
"Straddle her," I told Krista, and she did, right across Donna's waist, facing me.
"Kiss me now," I told her breathlessly, and she did, kissing me deeply, sliding her ass back to Donna's chest, and placing one hand down between Donna and I, her fingers in a 'V' where I entered her friend.
I came explosively, slamming into the immobilized Donna, flooding her with two days worth of cum. I must have shot off nearly a dozen times, the feeling was so intense. God, I loved fucking a woman for the first time, it was so exciting.
I rolled off of her eventually, breathing hard, sweating, and laid down beside her. "Wow, you are a hot little piece, Miss Evans," I said. I peered over at the bedside clock. 21 minutes gone.
"Krista, come here," I told her, and she did, obediently.
"I want to fuck her again," I said, nodding towards Donna, and pulling her head into my lab.
Krista just smiled, and slowly, carefully, licked Donna's and my mixed juices off of my shaft and head, never letting me go completely soft. I was enjoying it, looking at her pretty face swallowing me, while Donna had rolled onto her side and watched.
"Help her," I told Donna.
She looked over at the clock. "Only four minutes left, stud." But that didn't deter her, and she scooted down next to her best friend. Krista moved to the side to make room for her, and for the next couple of minutes I was the beneficiary of an amazing dual blow-job. I never wanted it to end.
But I did have a job to do.
I stopped them, and standing up I quickly pulled Krista's panties off. I put her on the bed on her hands and knees, and approached her from behind.
"That wasn't the deal, Alex." Donna argued, but she took up position next to me and looked down to where I was pointing my cock at Krista's shaven pussy.
"I know, but damn! If she's willing, I'd be a fool to pass. And you're willing, aren't you, Krista?" I said, poised with my new sturdy erection just pressing inside the lips of Krista's familiar folds.
"Ready, willing, and able." Krista replied with a giggle.
All the encouragement I needed. The clock was down to 1 minute. I pushed slowly into her, holding her ass cheeks open wide, so Donna and I could both enjoy the slutty view.
"That looks so hot." Donna confessed, as I withdrew slowly, watching Krista's tight twat resist the release.
"Lie underneath her, and I can take turns fucking you both," I told Donna, leaning over and stealing a kiss. She returned the kiss ardently, ever so reluctant to end it as I pulled away, still slowly fucking sweet Krista.
"No way buddy! Your 30 minutes are up." She laughed. Then she leaned in and kissed me again.
When we broke I teased her, "We're here, you're naked, the deed's done. Let's just play for a bit longer. All debts are paid, this is just because we can."



She seemed to contemplate it. Then she laid down on her back, her legs spread. "I guess I am partially responsible for that hard piece of meat."
I smiled and pulled out of Krista. I then re-positioned the girls. I moved Donna to the edge of the bed, with her ass hanging off the edge, and her legs spread wide, feet on the floor. I put Krista on top, bent low, her ass pushed back, her legs alongside Donna's waist. It looked so fucking incredible.
"That looks so fucking incredible." I had to say it out loud.
I slid my cock into Donna, very wet from our previous turn, and after a half-dozen strokes, I pulled out and gave it to Krista. After a few more strokes in her I re-targeted Donna, and pounded her a little longer and a little harder.
I peeked to see if they were kissing or anything, but I was disappointed there, although Krista was leaning way down, and their breasts were crushed together. Krista's head was beside Donna's.
I switched back and forth, screwing one, then the other. Krista's ass was a strong temptation, so I opened her up and played with her little brown hole, embedding one finger, and then two in her tight butt. It solicited a few heart felt moans. Then I heard her whisper to Donna, "He's got his fingers up my butt."
The fucking was hell on my legs, requiring me to squat for Donna, then raise up for Krista, over and over again. I was getting close, but the trembling of my legs was a distraction.
I finally pulled away, and laid down on the bed. "My legs are ready to give out," I confessed. "Krista, straddle my face, and Donna, well you know what to do." I told my girls.
Krista did as asked, and got off of Donna, climbing up to the head of the bed. Facing the foot, she lowered her delicious pussy onto my face. Blind to the world, I felt Donna straddle me, and lower herself down onto my waiting erection.
I probably didn't do as good a job on Krista as I could have. Donna fucked me very nicely, thank you, and it was only a minute or so before I was exploding into her once again. She rode me to the end, and then both girls dismounted, and looked down on me.
"So we're good now?" Donna asked, the glow of perspiration on her devastating. She looked so hot, I was actually considering trying to get hard again.
"Yes, you're very good." I laughed.
"You know what I mean." Donna quipped, but didn't seem excessively angry about it.
"All square. The pictures out there are yours, and I promise I'll destroy any remnants of them." I answered.
"You know you're a real asshole." Donna said, but her tone didn't match the words.
"You're probably right. But, damn! That was worth it." I laughed.
"I hope so. You know it's going to kill you. Dreaming about this morning, whacking away at that piece of meat between your legs, and knowing you'll never have any of this again." She said, as she moved into the bathroom to clean up a bit.
Krista leaned over me. "Let me get rid of her. Can you come back in about an hour?" she said softly.
"Absolutely. We've got some home movies to watch."
"And more plans to make?" She whispered coyly, reaching down and playing with my cock.
"Definitely."
------
The confrontation, next. Thanks for the encouragement and keep voting!
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Chapter 05: Three to Tango
Things were going well. I'd digitized my home movies, ripping them to my hard drive. Then I'd gone ahead and started building my new movies. The first was for my plan: a carefully edited compilation that explored and exploited the sexual activities of my darling Donna, without showing my face. It was devastating if I do say so myself. The blowjobs, the wanton fucking, and particularly the threesome action painted a portrait of a wild harlot.
It was a work of love, and I spent way too much time perfecting it. I'd added titles and a soundtrack, worked with different camera shots, and careful scene transitions. I had to relieve myself countless times while I was editing it.
The second video was for personal consumption, and left out nothing, including the blackmail session itself. I was about 90% through with this one when a voice from the doorway made me jump.
"What are you doing?" my wife Abby asked from the door to my home office.
I barely escaped blurting out "Nothing," the first refuge of those caught in the act. "I'm taking some of our videos and putting them on hard drive, so we have backups." Just a few weeks earlier I had taken our wedding videos and ripped them. It also explained why I had all the video gear out. I quickly closed my current window, and brought up the Wedding video, with a new title page letting you jump to the portions you wanted: Entrance, vows, reception, wedding photos, first dance, and more.
Abby was walking towards me, across the 20 feet or so from the door to my office desk. My monitor faced away from the door, hiding my actions. I had a couple of machines, and usually had the good sense to have a second computer set up for some innocent work, where a simple press of a button could switch my monitor and keyboard to the second 'safe' computer session. But I'd been lax, and nearly caught. By the time she was at my side I had somewhat hidden my tracks, and the wedding video was waiting at the index page.
I showed Abby the video changes, and jumped forward to one of our favorite scenes, the interviews of our guests. We laughed together at the scene with her grandmother, and I burned a copy of the video to DVD for her to take downstairs to her computer, in a niche off of the kitchen.
As she left my room, after kissing me, I started kicking myself over the near slip. The thing was, I love my wife. I enjoyed being with her, and still loved making love to her, even if we were in a bit of a rut. I loved my family, and my daughter, and had to stop and ask myself why I was doing this? Was fucking the shit out of Krista and Donna worth risking my marriage over?
I knew the answer was no, but that didn't matter. I was addicted. I knew I couldn't help myself and I'd be banging Krista first thing in the morning, and confronting Donna soon, reeling her into my circle of servitude. The real question was: Could I somehow get Abby to go along? I had to, whatever it takes. I was certain that otherwise I'd keep at this deceitful little game until we were caught, and I didn't like the chances of how things would fall out then.
---
"You want to do what?" she asked between strokes.
"Get our spouses together." I repeated.
"Are you insane?" Krista asked, trying to push me off of her.
I leaned over her, grabbing her hands firmly in one of mine and stretching them out above her. I squeezed her breast tightly, beyond comfort, and pounded into her. "Listen to me," I commanded harshly, "and don't try that crap again." I could see a hint of concern in her eyes, as my free hand encircled her neck, holding her gently but insistently.
She looked up cautiously, and nodded just a fraction, about as much as my hand would allow.
"We WILL get caught eventually if we keep this up. What will happen then?" I asked her, pausing a moment to let her digest that. "What if Rich walked in now? What would you do?" She turned her head instantly, in reaction, towards the door. "Hell, your marriage might survive, but imagine if he walked in when I was balls deep in your 'forbidden' ass? How would he take that? How'd he like to see that pretty little mouth of yours full of my cock?" I kept sliding in and out of her during my explanation, emphasizing just what we were doing.
"So what am I supposed to do," she asked softly, tears filling her eyes.
"Work with me. Like you did with Donna. What if we were to push Rich and Abby together? Somehow get them to do something, anything? Then we're in the driver's seat. You're a devious little schemer. We've seen that from our little game with Donna. Just give it some thought. What can we do?"
I released her hands and neck, and turned her over on all fours. I reached into her night stand and pulled out the lube, greasing up my shaft for her. She waited patiently, quietly. As I kneeled behind her, squeezing a few drops onto her beckoning butthole, she said softly, "Well, we know that he likes her, he's mesmerized by her tits, and he's jealous that she does things like blowjobs and this," she emphasized the 'this' by wigging her butt as I opened up her ass with a finger before plunging in for the real deal.
"That's a good start." I told her, as I fed the head of my cock into her tight anal passage. "And Abby's always thought he was cute, and feels a little sorry for him for the same reasons. Plus we know how amorous she gets with a bit of alcohol in her system."
I squeezed forward a bit more, burying about half my length in her upturned ass, as she kept pondering the course ahead. She groaned a little as I settled more and more of my fat shaft deeper into her bowels. Once I'd bottomed out, and was starting a slow and steady reaming of her, she spoke up again.
"He's always wanted to go in the hot-tub naked," she confessed breathlessly. "Maybe the four of us could end up in your hot-tub. Get the kids out of the picture somehow."
"I like it." I told her, using her ass, while I thought it over. I was distracted by the feelings I got from butt-fucking this pretty little church-mouse, and concentrated on filling her with my hot juices, fucking her forcefully, shaking the whole bed. I'd already come once inside her delicious pussy, but I was already feeling the impending release again.
Krista was obviously distracted as well, her own hands worrying her hot twat, while I slid in and out of her rear entrance. She was moaning for me, thoughts of our spouses at least temporarily forced to the side. "Fuck me, Alex, fuck my ass," she moaned, pushing back against me.
I pulled her hips hard against me as I emptied myself into her clutching butt. I rolled over, gasping for air. Krista crept off to the bathroom, and returned with a moist face-towel she used to clean me up, while she told me a few more of her ideas. I guided her face back down to my cock, leaving her to work on that for a bit, while I thought out loud, working through a few possibilities, as Krista's talented tongue slowly restored my steel.
Once more ready for action, she straddled me, and rode me easily while we narrowed our ideas down to one main plan, and commenced on the details. We spent a good 10 minutes on it, and she spent those same 10 minutes on me. Once I finally filled her steaming pussy for the second time that afternoon, we had a coherent, fleshed out plan for dealing with our spouses. As for Donna, that was a lot simpler. Krista had a meeting scheduled for tomorrow around noon, and everything was ready for her induction into my team.
---
Krista answered the door in an oversized T-shirt, and nothing else.
"Jesus, Krista," Donna griped. "You're really running late, you better hurry and get dressed or we'll be hitting rush hour by the time we get back."
"Don't worry, I'll be ready in time." Krista laughed as she led her friend back into the living room. "Remember our little afternoon with Alex?" she asked, turning the corner into the living room and lifting up her shirt bottom so she could back up and lower herself onto my waiting cock, which she'd abandoned a few minutes earlier.
"Damn it, Krista," she said, "what are you thinking?" She stared at me, the anger in her face apparent.
"I think I'm getting fucked delirious," Krista giggled, settling down with her full weight, then peeling her t-shirt off, leaving her naked, stuffed with cock. My cock to be precise.
"We're watching a movie," I said, speaking for the first time. "Care to join us? I think you'll find it interesting."
Donna turned to the big plasma TV, and stepped back involuntarily, as she watched her own pretty face get stuffed with cock as she laid back and took it.
"Oh shit," she mumbled, staggering backwards.
Krista, hit the fast forward a bit, so we could watch the change as Krista eagerly sucked my cock on the screen, giving an obviously talented blowjob to yours truly.
"I like this scene, but it's not nearly as good as when I'm sitting on his face, and you're riding him like there's no tomorrow. Jeez, I got hot watching that." Krista told her, while she rocked back and forth on my hard rod.
"You're a fucking pig," Donna hissed, I think towards me.
"And you're irresistible. You yourself said it. It would kill me to think about that afternoon and knowing I'd never get a chance to have you again. Well I couldn't let that happen," I told her.
"So what is this, more blackmail?" she asked.
"Blackmail's such a harsh word. Let's just have an agreement. I have one with Krista, I've had it for several weeks. I'd like one with you as well." I told her. I then whispered to Krista who dislodged herself from my pole, and settled between my legs to let her mouth take over for a while.
"Several weeks? You mean several days; I'm assuming since the last time you blackmailed us." Donna said angrily.
"No. Weeks. As in weeks before she helped me get this wonderful video we're watching." I answered, stroking the hair of my dear little cock-sucker.
"You bitch," Donna said to Krista, her arms crossed. If looks could kill...
"Aw, don't be that way. Look on the screen." I told her.
She looked over to see herself spreading her legs for me, as I raised my face from between her legs, and fucked her into orgasm after orgasm.
We watched it quietly for a minute, the only noise Krista slurping on my turgid staff.
"So what's your agreement?" Donna asked softly.
Krista pulled her face away from my cock to answer. "Simple enough. I'm his. For a year."
"You're kidding me, right?" Donna asked incredulously.
"Hardly." I told her. "Seems a small enough price to pay. Especially for something you're going to enjoy so thoroughly."
"This is just ridiculous. I'm not going to let you fuck me for a year," Donna blurted.
I just fast forwarded to the threesome scene, where she rode me like a cowgirl, while Krista sat on my face. The camera angle was excellent, and you could easily see Donna getting off on riding me. As she was coming she leaned forward into Krista, moaning loudly, and then their lips met. It was maybe the hottest thing I'd ever seen. I hadn't even known about it at the time, but the video luckily captured every detail. Donna's whole body trembled as her mouth opened and her and Krista's tongue's tangled.
Donna tore her eyes from the TV, and slowly started to undress. "Alex. You've got to keep this secret. Be careful. Dave can never know. Nobody can ever know."
She dropped to her knees beside Krista, and when Krista pulled back and offered my cock to Donna, she lowered her face and gave it a long slow lick, tears running down her cheeks.
"It's not so bad," Krista whispered to her. "I've been doing it for a while. I love it. You will too."
"I don't think so," Donna said angrily.
"And you've got someone to share it with." Krista continued. "I had nobody. I was alone and scared."
"So you dragged me into it," Donna retorted.
I wasn't really interested in their bickering. I wanted to take a further step towards helping Donna accept her new role as a my toy-on-demand. I eased the girls back out of my lap and stood, then taking my girls by their hands, I led them back to Krista's bedroom, where the groundwork for todays induction had been 'laid'.
I guided Donna to her back, in the middle of the king-size bed. I took Krista in hand and leaned her over the end of the bed, guiding her face first into Donna's crotch.
"Alex," Krista whined, as she obediently moved as directed, "please don't. That's disgusting."
Donna, seeing what I intended, closed her legs tightly, crossing them at the ankles.
"This is not a democracy. I'm not going to submit you to public humiliation or degradation, as long as you behave, but you will do what I ask here in private." I moved Krista to the side and took hold of Donna's ankles spreading them apart. As I released them, she quickly closed them again.
"I'm not some God-damned dyke," Donna told me angrily.
I laughed and walked into Krista's closet returning with a handful of ties. I took one and tied it around a bedpost at the headboard. I then held my hand out to Donna, waiting for her to give me her hand.
"You can't be serious?" She said.
I didn't say a word, just looked at her. After a few more seconds delay, she finally reached out and gave me her hand. It took me a couple of minutes but I soon had her tied down. Not tightly, there was still a good bit of wiggle-room, but there'd be no more closing of her legs.
I then sat down beside her, taking in her obvious nervousness. I reached out to her and stroked her hair. "You are so beautiful. Don't fight me." I turned to my knees and fed her my cock, which had wilted a bit in the tumult. She took me without hesitation, sucking me nicely. I looked over to Krista and waved her over.
"Now," I told her, and nodded down to the end of the bed, between Donna's legs.
Donna jerked in her restraints and Krista took up her place between the platinum blonde's spread legs. Krista leaned down and I watched her kiss all around the true target of her attention. Donna was twitchy, and I told her softly. "If you'd like, imagine it was me down there." Donna just closed her eyes, and continued doing her best to suck me using only her mouth and the motion of her head.
I was plenty hard now, and went to the foot of the bed, reaching down and turning Krista around to face me. I kissed her warmly, holding her. "You are so incredible, you know that?" I whispered to her. "You can't imagine how hot I get at the idea of you doing this for me." I turned her around, and pushed at her shoulders, bending her over the end of the bed, and back into Donna's crotch.
This time she didn't hesitate, and Donna immediately cried out, "Oh, shit!" and wiggled up the bed a few inches before she was pulled up short by the ties around her ankles. Krista reached under Donna's legs and tugged her back down, burying her face into the light brown fur. While she did her best to warm up Donna for me, I reached between Krista's legs and opened her up, sliding my stiff meat into her. I took it easy, screwing in and out of my sweet slave, while she devoured Donna, slowly breaking down her barriers.
I saw Donna's eyes close, her breath shortening, and listened while the first small moans escaped her lips. Krista was doing great. I pulled out of her, and returned the favor, using my mouth on her, then moving up and tonguing her tiny brown rosebud. Both girls were moaning and I was in heaven.
I pulled Krista off of Donna, and looked down at my newest conquest, trembling on the bed. She looked so tempting. Irresistibly so.
"That was beautiful, Krista. Don't you think it would only be fair that she give you a little of the same?" I asked her quietly, my lips caressing her ear. Krista looked at me questioningly. "Sit. On. Her. Face." I explained. Krista's eyebrows crawled up her forehead, and then a big smile split her face. "Just wait until I'm inside of her," I told her softly.
I climbed between Krista's legs, and tugged her down the bed, putting the ropes on her wrists under tension, but loosening up her legs. I wedged my knees under her thighs, and then placed the tip of my swollen prick at the warm pink opening I'd been so patiently waiting for. With a little nudge of my hips I opened her up, the head disappeared leaving the rest of my cock exposed. The ankle ties were irritating me, so I loosened and removed first one, and then the other. Grabbing just behind her knees I pushed her legs back almost to her breasts, leaned my weight forward and slowly pressed my rock-hardness into her, all the way to the root.
"God, that's what I remember," I told her, just holding there, enjoying the sensation of being buried inside her. With a series of long slow strokes I renewed our acquaintance. I spread her legs wider, and pounded more insistently, sawing in and out of her. I stretched out on top of her, freeing her legs, holding her face. "You are so beautiful, so sexy, can't you see why I had to have you?" I told her, and then I took her mouth with mine, denying her any chance to respond.
Her tongue tangled with mine, and I could hear her breath as she accepted the ravishment. I sat back up, spreading her legs wide, and fucked her ferociously, pounding that pussy, her body shaking under the treatment.
I nodded to Krista who'd been waiting patiently, and she climbed onto the bed, turning to face me. She straddled Donna's chest, on her knees, and meticulously wedged her ankles under Donna's outstretched arms. She leaned forward, and I met her halfway, kissing her sweet lips. Then she eased back and held herself just above Donna's mouth. Krista bent over and looked between her own legs, watching where her cleanly shaven lips hovered just above Donna's red-lipsticked ones.
"Go ahead," I encouraged her, and I watched as she settled back just a little further, settling over Donna's mouth.
I stopped moving, my cock hovering just outside of Donna's leaking slit. "Go on Donna, it's not so bad." I raised an eyebrow to Krista, who shook her head 'no'.
"Come on," I told my tied up beauty. "Make this easy," I pumped the head in and out of her lips teasing her just a bit. Looking up, Krista caught my eye and still shook her head no.
Time to try a different tack. I lifted Donna's leg across my body twisting her lower torso sideways. With her legs together, to the side, I entered her again, then gave her a couple of long slow strokes. Then without warning I slapped her ass firmly, seeing the imprint of my fingers. She jumped under the attack and I put my hand on her upper leg, just above the knee, and leaned my weight into her. She was pinned firmly between my weight, and Krista's legs and ass perched on her shoulders and face. I spanked her again, with a resounding 'crack'.
"Do it, Donna, it's not so bad," Krista encouraged her, resting on her hands and knees, and holding herself just above her friends resistant mouth.
I saw Krista jerk forward, and then settle back. "Like that, baby. That's nice." I heard her say softly.
I lifted Donna's top leg up over my shoulder and I started working her pussy over. I closed my eyes and just enjoyed the feelings, the sensation of being inside this sweet young thing. I didn't try anything fancy, just fucked away, slow and steady, my entire being distilled into the point of contact where I entered and filled her.
Krista was moaning her encouragement to her novice fur-licker. I sped up, lost in the feeling, a tension building under my balls, knowing I could come like this. I had no reason to hold back, and sped up yet again, now pounding her hard, fiercely, feeling the tension spreading to my thighs, up my abs, gathering in my buns.



"Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" I cried out clutching Donna's leg tightly to my chest, her calf slippery from the sweat running down my chest. With a commanding series of powerful thrusts, I exploded in her, coming for a seeming eternity, wad after wad of my searing juices bathing her insides.
I don't know if it was my coming, or some action of Donna's but Krista followed right behind me, coming loudly, her hands over her head, clutching her hair.
I extracted myself from between Donna's sweet legs, and moved to the head of the bed, where I removed the wrist restraints. Krista had climbed off of Donna, and was stretched out beside our victim, her arm thrown across Donna's chest, her head resting on Donna's shoulder.
I took my place next to Donna, opposite Krista, and allowed my hands to wander over her body. "That was so nice," I told her softly, "you are such a sweet fuck." I reached up and caressed her face, Krista's drying juices proud testament to Donna's successful attention.
"Isn't it enough that I'll fuck you? Do I have to do that too?" Donna asked querulously.
"I love watching you, seeing what you can do to her, and what she can do to you." I admitted.
I scooted down and nibbled on her breast, my hand cupping her mound, massaging her gently, but not entering her. I looked up to see Krista joining me, planting herself on the opposite breast. Her other hand joined mine and we played with Donna's moist slice, taking turns dipping fingers into her. Donna tried to hold her composure, but when we both had 2 fingers each inside of her, and I tugged on her nipple with my teeth, she cried out and hunched her hips into our hands.
I got up and encouraged Donna to get on her hands and knees. She did it willingly, no reluctance this time, and I climbed behind her and entered her wet pussy easily. I waved Krista over, and caught her by the hair, pulling her face down to Donna's ass. After several strokes I pulled out and let Krista take me in her mouth, for a few strokes. Then back into Donna's tight slash for further drilling. Back and forth I went, just enjoying the view immensely.
I lifted Krista's lips to mine, by her hair while I long-stroked her dear friend. "Lay underneath her, baby, head to toe, so you can lick me where I enter her." I told her.
She took the directions well, and scooted underneath the pretty new girl in our lascivious play. I was able to look down, past my cock where it entered Donna, and see Krista's pretty eyes watching the action from up close. I felt her tongue lapping at where I entered that tempting twat in front of me.
"Don't leave her hanging, Donna," I told her. Krista's bare pussy was just beneath her face, and I gave a small push at the top of her back, encouraging her to lower herself and do what comes naturally. A few strokes later I pulled my cock out and slid it between Krista's lips, pushing a little more aggressively than normal into her beckoning mouth. I popped into her throat, gagging her a bit, but I pulled back, letting her catch her breath, before feeding her again. Then back into Donna's very wet and willing opening.
It felt great, and it looked like Donna was at last offering at least lip-service to what I'd requested. Her head was deep between Krista's legs, and moving.
Donna's butt hadn't been on the menu yet, and I didn't know how far I wanted to push things this first time, but I toyed with it nonetheless, working a thumb into her, while I fucked her a little harder. She really had a sweet ass, with nice round cheeks. It was delicious, screwing her like this, but a little awkward, trying to avoid kneeling on Krista's hair, or pounding too hard and interfering with their oral play with each other.
I pulled out and laid down next to them, my head near Donna's. It didn't slow them down, and I could now see that Donna was making a pretty good effort to pleasure the bare little pussy underneath her talented tongue. It wasn't long until I heard Krista cry out, and Donna looked up with a little smile, which she immediately tried to hide.
"Ride me, sweetness," I told her softly, reaching out and pushing her hair back so I could see her pretty face.
Donna carefully climbed off of Krista, and settled herself over my cock, taking her time sliding it in. Then she leaned over me, rocking back and forth on my shaft, making her breasts accessible to my questing mouth. While I nibbled on her hard little nipples, Krista moved up beside me and cuddled in close, watching the action.
I was in heaven. While Donna fucked me, I pulled Krista's head up and kissed her, then encouraged her to straddle my face. I loved the taste of her, the smoothness of her lips, the wetness when penetrated by my tongue.
After a short time spent in the position, I felt like a change again, and with a soft spank on her ass, Krista took the hint and climbed off my face. Donna was riding me hard, and looked almost ready to come, so I didn't want to interrupt her. I just watched her, Krista once more cuddled into my side, while she bounced wildly up and down on my stiff staff. Finally she cried out, slamming down onto me, and curled up almost into a ball, "yes, yes, YES!"
As she came down from her orgasm, I pulled her down onto my chest and held her while my hips kept the action from dying out altogether. When her breath was almost normal I eased her off my cock, and pulled her to my side. Krista wasn't about to leave my sword unsheathed and she took over where Donna had left off.
While Krista pleasured herself on my cock, Donna spoke softly. "Are we just going to be your toys? Do whatever you please?"
"More than toys." I told her, lifting her lips up to mine and kissing her deeply. "Much more."
I nodded towards Krista. "Isn't she beautiful? Just a few weeks ago she'd never had a cock between her lips, or buried in her ass. I doubt she had an orgasm that wasn't self-induced in the last 5 years. Look at her now."
Krista's eyes were closed and she was raising herself up and down on my cock, taking the full length, and carefully pacing herself. Her nipples were peaked and her skin flushed. She looked incredible.
"With me you can be anything and everything you've ever dreamed. Nothing is off limits here. Nothing to be embarrassed about. No worry about what Krista or I will think. You can be the amazing sex goddess you know you are. You are absolutely free." I told her.
"Free? I'm your slave!" Donna answered incredulously.
I closed my eyes, and leaned back, thrusting up into Krista, whose ministrations had brought me to the brink again.
"That too," I said softly, before groaning and loosing another load of my warm cum into my darling slave Krista.
----
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Most of my stories are largely based on real events that occurred in my misspent youth. Some of course are just fantasies, but even these usually have a seed of truth behind them, that sparked the fantasy. And of course I'm not a good enough writer to create people like these. Most are based on real people, or occasionally combinations of people. Of course the names have been change to protect the guilty.
The Serendipity series is different. These are my non-fiction stories, as accurate as possible, with just the slightest artistic license thrown in to make the stories flow. I've played with the idea for years, and over the last half-dozen years had a few worthy experiences, which I may go back and document.
Today however, I had a truly mind blowing time, and I sat down to record it, and share it with you, my readers. This was my day. I think you'll agree it was worth putting down on paper.
--------------------------------
I attended day two of the Learning Annex wealth expo today. Truth is most of it is just a pitch by VERY good presenters, who describe this incredible system for wealth, that only they know, and for a price, which they'll reveal at the end of each "workshop," they'll be willing to share it.
I really enjoy it because if you listen and pay attention, you can learn a lot. Then if you go out and do a little research on your own, you can do the same things they try to sell you, for a minimal cost on your own. I learned some good stuff about legal structure for asset protection in real-estate. I have several rental properties, and even though I KNOW what I SHOULD be doing, I still haven't set up everything in the legal form I should. One workshop alone gave me the whole blueprint for what I should be doing. They offered to sell me the forms to make it easy, for only $5995, but I'm pretty sure just a little research can get me the same things, if not for free, then for just a couple of hundred bucks. Good stuff.
I was also looking forward to the Keynote speakers - Tony Robbins on Day 1 and Donald Trump on Day 2. Tony Robbins was pre-recorded, but it was pretty good anyway. Now it was time for "The Donald". He'd been announced as getting there 1/2 an hour late, so there should be no hurry to get a seat.
I was a little delayed getting to the Hall where he was going to speak, but my red VIP badge got me past the "velvet rope" down to the front 10 rows, which were looking pretty full. The hall was split up into a bunch of sections during the day, with large cloth panels used to separate the VIP purchase area from the hoi-poloi, and to make virtual rooms to one side and the other, as well as to create a backstage area.
One of the ushers waved me over, pointing to one of the few open seats left. I "excuse-me"d down to the spot, and wedged myself in between two attractive women, a blonde on my left and a brunette on my right. Because we were sitting in the rightmost section of the seats, the main podium was over to my left as well. As such you tended to sit turned in your seat a bit, for a more natural view, which placed the brunette "behind" me and the blonde in "front" of me.
Now I'm not a little guy. Not huge, but my shoulders are a good bit wider than most. And at 220 lbs, I'm mostly muscle, though a good way from having 'abs of steel'. The biggest problem is I'm wide. W-I-D-E. Really wide in the shoulders with a 48 inch chest. My Hawaiian heritage. It makes for uncomfortable seating in coach-class on airplanes, and in places like this, where the chairs are locked together, and they're all made for 118# weaklings, and little things, like the size 2 women on either side of me.
A speaker was just finishing up, and when he went into pitch mode, I asked the blonde "How was he?"
"I don't know, I just got here a minute ago too. I'm here for Trump."
Let me get this out up front. I'm a horn-dog, with an addiction to women. I love blondes. And Brunettes. Redheads too. Girls with black hair, purple hair, pink hair all work for me. I'd probably even enjoy a bald girl. If I do I'll let you know.
I'm a married man (I know, shame on me). Happily married to a woman devoted to me, who spoils me terribly. And I have an incredible daughter who is the light of my life. But there is that addiction, and I could feel the symptoms coming on.
"What are you here for? At the Expo, I mean," I asked her, surreptitiously taking in her pretty face, turned up nose, cute eyeglasses, and pinned up blonde hair. Her hands were free of any rings.
"Mostly just hanging out," she told me.
It seemed kind of odd. It cost a couple of hundred bucks to 'hang-out' in the VIP section, less if you signed up early and were on the right mailing list. Maybe a $100. But still pricey for "hanging out."
Even stranger was the way she was sitting. There was another pretty big black guy sitting on the other side of her, and he had all his materials from the day on the floor between his legs, forcing him to sit with his legs open. As soon as I sat down, she moved away from him, leaving a couple of inches gap, and scooted up right next to me, her side pressed against mine. Then she turned away and watched the stage.
We were quiet for a bit, and I tried to start a conversation again. A glutton for punishment, I do this a lot. I like people. I like to talk to people. I guess I'm a bit of an extrovert sometimes. And in a setting like this, anybody could be a great networking contact.
"What do you do?" I asked.
She spoke softly, and I had to bend down to hear her. Damn, she smelled good too. "I own my own business, how about you?" she answered.
"Some real-estate investment, some writing, a real-life job I wouldn't mind ditching. I'm thinking of getting into a gig like this - professional speaking." I told her.
She patted me on the leg, a pretty friendly thing to do, I thought, then said, "Will you save my seat for me while I go take a smoke break?"
"Absolutely. I wouldn't dream of letting anyone else sit next to me." I told her with my most charming boyish smile, which seldom works, but you can't fault a guy for trying.
She patted me on the arm again, giving it a little squeeze, and then eased her way past me and out the row, with a green pack of Salems in her hand. She left her tote bag with all her materials, so I didn't think she was just blowing me off nicely.
As she walked by, I took the time to check more of her out. Definitely a looker, with a light zip-up sweatshirt (unzipped) over a scoop-neck white tee, and a blue jean skirt that hugged her very pleasant looking hips. She had long slender legs, that ended in ankle-high white socks and a pair of black canvas sneakers. Looked like Converse. I estimated her age in the early 20's. Yeah, I know, I'm a dirty old man, getting worked up over a girl 1/2 my age.
I turned to see what the brunette was up to, only to see that she was in a heated conversation with the guy next to her who had his arm around her. Pretty, but taken. No progress there.
I looked around a bit, and realized the guy in front of me, actually in front of the empty seat next to me, had been in another workshop with me and we'd had a nice chat. I tapped him on the shoulder, renewed our acquaintance, and asked him about the legal workshop we'd both attended, mostly to see if he'd bought the program. He was leaning towards it, and if he had, I was considering offering to split the price with him, to get to work with it. Not worth going into, because he hadn't bought it. A little more conversation, with his buddy chiming in, and before I knew it, my blonde neighbor was returning. I sat back in my chair to let her by, and she sat back down, once again sidling right up next to me. I mean close contact.
I have to tell you this was definitely new territory for me. I've known friendly women, and aggressive women, but this woman just seemed to like pressing against me. My mind was spinning trying to figure this out, it wasn't something in my known realm of experiences, and not to brag, but I have had my share.
[I had second thoughts about using this experience to start my "Serendipity" series. I'm really trying to keep the stories as real as possible, and this behavior was certainly unreal to me. So I'll just leave it to you, the reader. You can believe it, or just enjoy it for it's pure titillation. But I digress...]
I continued talking to Martin, and his friend whose name I never caught. After a bit the pretty blonde joined in the conversation, and we just rambled while waiting for Donald Trump's segment to begin. I had a choice of sitting with my arms crossed, and shoulders pulled in, or taking up half the seats on either side of me. But I could also turn a bit in the seat, and put my arm behind the seat to my side, which I did, especially easy since we were in the last VIP row, and there was an open space behind us with the barrier between us and the green-badgers.
"Blondie" must have considered this some kind of invitation. She turned even more into me, and turned her head, resting it on my shoulder. She took several opportunities to pat me on the leg and arm again. I've read a few books on body behavior, and everything I know tells me this was a sign that I could be more forward, but I was still very hesitant. It seemed a spectacularly weird place to be hitting on a strange woman. But my little head was starting to wake up and do part of the thinking for me.
The lights started to go down, implying the start of the next program, and Martin and his friend turned back around, facing forward. Blondie, whose name I still hadn't gotten, leaned forward to take off her sweat-jacket, revealing bare shoulders, and a nice pair of breasts, if on the smallish side. She patted me on the leg again, her hand lingering, and she gave a squeeze.
"This should be good to hear," she admitted. She was turned a bit in her seat, facing the podium and leaning into me, fully half her weight pressed against me. I could smell the baby-powder she'd used early in the day, and the slight hint of where the long day of sitting in cramped quarters was finally winning the battle against her deodorant. The smell of her was getting me even hotter, it was going to be hard to pay attention to Trump. He'd better be good.
I was able to look over her shoulder, and had a pretty good view into her shirt. I'm not a giant at 6'1", but I have a long torso, and when seated I tend to be a head above those around me. It gave for a great vantage point to look her over. Not a lot of cleavage, but I could clearly see her red bra, which had a big red flower, better than an inch across, right where the cup met the strap.
The show helpers were walking down the aisle, passing out signs for us. These read "Trump for President", the ones that we got, at least. There were other ones being passed around, one said "You're FIRED", and there was at least one other one.
My pretty blonde neighbor took out a marker and started writing on her sign. She wrote "Divorced" over TRUMP, and "Is So" between the words TRUMP and For. Then she wrote "Cool" between For and President. I wasn't sure what that message was.
"He is divorced, right?" She asked me, again patting my leg. My leg was beginning to really like that, as my little head reminded me.
"Twice. Ivana, and Marla Maples. He's married again since then." I told her.
"I don't watch much TV." She said, putting down her pen, holding her sign in her lap, and resting her near hand on my knee.
I was really confused. Was she just friendly? Was she coming on to me? What was going on? "She wants you," the little head told me, encouraging my addiction. "Don't be such a pussy!"
She reached up to loosen her hair, and took the bun out. She started to twist it back up, and my little head spoke aloud for the first time, putting words in my mouth. "Leave your hair down," I told her softly. It's something that's worked for me before in the pursuit of females. I've found that if they're interested, they often like a bit of harmless dominance. Tell them to do something innocuous. Let your hair down. Take off that coat. Finish your drink. Write this down. Some silly little comment that you expect them to obey. If they do, you're often on your way to success.
She hesitated, with both hands over her head, her hair half twisted, and an elastic in her other hand. She slowly let her hair back down, and dropped the elastic into her tote bag, then shook her hair out.
At this point the president of the Learning Annex came on stage to announce that The Donald was in the building, and we started a chant of Trump, Trump, Trump, lead by the show workers on stage. A bevy of about a dozen typical Dallas beauties, and a couple of guys.
Donald came on stage to lights and explosions, and thousands of gold foil rectangles burst out over the audience, and trickled down while Donald took his place at the podium. While the clapping continued the gold streamers fell among us, and one landed in her hair. I reached over and plucked it out, handing it to her, and then stroked her hair back into place. It didn't need the stroking, but I did.
Unlike Tony Robbins who wanted you to stand through his whole bit, Trump told us all to sit. Then he started talking about how the show people knew how to "Feed his addiction", and he asked the guys to leave the stage, leaving all the pretty girls behind him. I immediately knew that The Donald and I were kindred souls, sharing that common addiction.
Blondie was sitting leaning against me once more, her right arm casually laid across my left leg, her hand dangling between my legs, near my knees. My partner in crime between my legs was fully awake now, uncomfortably so, looking to stretch out.
Donald was talking about the beautiful women of Dallas, getting lots of cheers from the audience, including from the girls beside me. He went on to say he hated makeup, but when the makeup girl here asked if he needed any, how could he say no? He then called her out on stage, and a gorgeous latino girl with the classic Plano, store bought breasts walked out on stage and he called her over, looking for a hug. Damn, I was jealous. The man had game. I'm sure a few Billion in the bank didn't hurt.
Then he pointed out another pretty woman in the front row holding up his book. She stood up and he invited her on stage. I'd sat behind this girl the day before, a six foot tall Amazon, just graduated from college. She had long very blonde hair, and was a stunner. He kept her on stage, while she asked some silly self-serving question, and he commented again how beautiful our women were, and complained that he was being setup, everyone here know of his "addiction." Again he got laughs and cheers from the crowd. He kept her up there for a couple of minutes, hugged her and whispered to her (a hotel room number, maybe?), then she went off stage, but not back to her seat.
"It's a good thing he can't see you." I told my blonde friend softly. "You'd never get off stage."
She giggled and turned her face a bit to me. "You think so?"
I looked down at her open neck, and saw one of the gold streamers had fallen against her skin. Not quite in her cleavage, but under her neck. I reached forward, brazenly, and slowly lifted it free, letting the heal of my hand rest on her breast for just a moment. I held out the piece of gold foil for her, which she took in her left hand, her other still lying comfortable across my leg. She dropped it in her tote bag.
"Absolutely," I told her.
The lights were down, and Donald was starting to tell his stories. They were pretty interesting, giving us a little of his history. My new found fantasy was still leaning into me, comfortably with her head on my shoulder. Her hand on my leg was idly drawing little circles on my inside thigh, just above my knee, and I was uncomfortably hard. I was turned, my arm behind the seats, just hanging down. I brought it up to rest on the back of her chair, my hand softly touching her bare shoulder. She didn't flinch or turn away.
Donald was talking politics a bit and mentioned getting in trouble for using Condi Rice and "bitch" in the same sentence. He went on to talk about how he wasn't calling her a bitch, just the opposite. He wanted a hard-boiled negotiator, someone who looked polished and professional but could be a bitch when needed. He didn't think that Condi had it in her. When he talked about professional appearance, he pointed out the suits that many were wearing, and the professional looking women down in front.
My little head took completely over again. I reached across and my fingers, with almost a life of their own, slipped into the edge of her shirt, giving a little tug on her bright red bra, underneath her demure white shirt. I held the red rose in my fingers, and teased her. "Professional dress?"
"Bitch in the boardroom, devil in the bedroom," she answered, giving my leg a squeeze.
I tucked the bra-strap away, letting my thumb graze her cleavage, expecting to get shot down any moment. Instead her hand slid half-way up my leg, only a couple of inches away from the jackpot.
Donald started into his diatribe against that "awful ugly creature, the ugliest thing on TV, physically and mentally," none other then Rosie. "She could never have come from Dallas." In the meantime my blood was boiling. I opened my legs a hair, pressing against hers, and I let my arm far arm cross hers in my lap, applying light pressure to get her to slide up further on my leg. I was holding the sign we'd been given, effectively hiding my lap, and her hand slowly gave under the slight pressure, easing up my leg, until her hand was resting against my balls, and my hard-on pressing against her wrist.
"You're enjoying the show," she said softly, without turning her head. Then she gave her hand a little twist and cupped my balls, giving a gentle squeeze.
I slid my hand on the back of the seat under her hair, cupping her neck, and massaging gently. I couldn't resist this amazing vixen.
I leaned in, right to her ear. "I've got to have you. It's killing me."
She turned to look at me. "I really wanted to hear Donald," she said, but her hand stroked my hardness.
I reached down and took her hand off my crotch, (blasphemy!), and stood, her hand in mine. I pulled her to her feet. "You'll hear him." Then I walked out of that row, glad that I was wearing an untucked Hawaiian shirt, which partially hid my state. She followed along, her hand moist in mine.
My mind was running a mile a minute. I thought I had a great chance to do something with this girl, but where? How? I looked over the area we were in, debated trying to get behind the large curtains that separated the stage and the area behind it from the rest of the room. The main entrance was filled almost to capacity with people standing and watching. However the opposite end of the hall from the main entrance was in complete dark. It had been used as part of the registration from some of the classes, and was now shut down, with a rope preventing the back, general admission area from passing through. However on the VIP side of the ropes, there was a space to enter that area. And I decided to give it a shot. All this ran through my mind during the few seconds it took to scoot past the half-dozen people in our row.
I walked confidently past the workers, all eyes on Trump, and out of the immediate Keynote area, past the cloth temporary walls, into a large dark space, somewhat broken up by tables and barriers. Turning to my right was a hall made of these portable walls, maybe four feet across, where people were funneled into a side area during the normal workshops. As we passed the end, I gave the beautiful target of my lust a little tug past me, then turned, moved a folding chair further into the area, and pulled the far wall sideways at an angle, closing off that end. I looked the space over, and thought I could make it even more private. I released her hand, walked the twenty feet to the other end, which ended by a pair of closed doors, and pulled that section closed. Now we were in a closed section, almost a long narrow room. On one side, away from Donald was a large dark open space, empty now. On the other side, maybe 5 feet from the material was the end of the chairs in the back of the Keynote hall. Thousands of people listening to Trump, hundreds of them cheering and clapping just a couple of yards away from us.



My heart was pounding. My crotch was aching, and I could barely believe the audacity I had displayed in bringing this complete stranger into this semi-private space.
She stood there waiting just a couple of feet from the lone chair.
I approached her. I took her by the shoulders and turned her to face the stage, hidden from us. I stood behind her and whispered, "Can you hear him ok?"
"Just fine," she answered, huskily, leaning back into me.
I let my hands slide down her arms then reached around and took her breasts in my hands, cupping them, squeezing softly. I leaned in and kissed her neck, working up to her ear, where I nibbled on her ear lobe, my lips pressing against her two stud earrings.
Her hands slid behind her back, and met at my crotch, rubbing me, while her head tilted to one side, giving me better access. I kissed and nuzzled her neck and chin, then slid around her, regretfully moving away from her hands. I stood in front of her, tilted her chin up, and kissed her.
The crowd burst into cheers and I got goose bumps. She kissed me desperately, fiercely, her arms wrapping around me. I let my hands drop down to her firm, round ass, and pulled her hard against me. She ground her crotch against mine, while our tongues tangled.
I had to break free eventually. As sweet as she was to kiss, I needed more. Much more. I pulled the chair around, facing away from us, and put her hands on the back of it, with her still facing the stage. I slid around her, my hands wandering all over her body, and then when I was directly behind her, I slid my hands down her thighs, and slowly brought them upwards. I lifted her tight skirt higher and higher, encountering a little resistance as they cleared the fullest part of her butt, exposing red bikini underwear, an obvious match to her bra. Her skirt was bunched up around her waist, and I leaned into her, again nuzzling her neck, while my hands caressed below her waist, first through the lacy red cloth, and then sliding inside, exploring her soft flesh. She was bent over just a bit, so she could hold onto the back of that chair, pushing her ass back towards me.
I backed away, dropping to my knees, and slowly slid her underwear down her legs, kissing that sweet, white ass. This was a big deal. I thought I noticed some reluctance from her, and she trembled a bit, but seemed to settle down. This was really happening!
She had a bit of a tan, not heavy, and her tan line was an irresistible attraction. I traced it with my tongue, from the outside of her hip across her ass, and down between her legs. She stepped out of her underwear, then opened her legs wider, bending low, resting her hands on the seat of the chair. It gave me greater access, and I continued the tongue bath, between her cheeks, past the cute little pucker of her ass, until my tongue could just curl up a bit and enter the bottom of her wet pussy. Her smell was strong, and devastating, and I grabbed her cheeks, spread them wider and licked and sucked her bare nether-lips tasting this stranger, and enjoying the action immensely.
I had her trembling. Driving my tongue as far into her as possible, I tongue-fucked her repeatedly, while massaging her ass cheeks. Then I replaced my tongue with my finger, reaching inside her, rubbing the silken inner walls. One finger slowly became two, while I kissed and nibbled on her smooth butt cheeks. A third finger entered her, the going tight now, and my other hand pulled her ass cheek to the side so I could lick her moist bunghole. Her right hand slid back, and pulled her other cheek wide, opening herself up for me. While my fingers slid in and out of her steaming hole, my teasing tongue worried her rear, pushing at that brown puckered hole, until I could just work it's way in a bit, curling it and pushing hard, my tongue tip sliding into her ass repeatedly. While I familiarized myself with her sweet (and tangy) privates, the talk continued, and rounds of clapping and cheering just egged me on.
I could feel her legs trembling, and then her butthole squeezed tight on my tongue and her pussy clamped down on my fingers, milking them in waves, while her juices flowed freely down my palm and the back of my hand. I wiggled my fingers inside her, until she loosened up a bit, and then I turned my hand, so my fingers could face forward. I removed one finger, and then pressed forward hard, searching for her G-spot while my thumb reached forward sliding through the sparse hair to find it's way onto her love button. I rubbed firmly and as she responded, pushing against my hand, I drove my tongue into her ass as far as I could, wiggling my chin as I went, and working a good inch or so into her.
This time she almost collapsed, her knees buckling, and pulling her ass off my tongue. She gasped, but the sound was a whisper compared to the heavily amplified voice of The Donald regaling us with how he liked losers, because they made him feel so good. My hand was soaked in her juices which ran freely down the inside of her thighs. I leaned in between her legs, and licked her clean, up both thighs.
I finally released her pussy, and stood back, looking at this pretty blonde stranger, bent over in front of me, her ass looking delicious, and the red swollen lips of her pussy calling out their siren song.
I unbuckled my belt and slid my pants down, taking my boxers with them. I lowered them enough to free myself, my rock hard mast pointing towards it's desired goal. She never turned around to look at me, instead just waiting, hips thrust out.
Shaft in hand, I shuffled towards her again, and slid the head of my cock between her lips, and with a nudge of my hips, pushed the head just inside of her. I was in heaven. Still holding onto my rod, I rubbed the head in and out, all over her swollen pussy, occasionally pushing an inch or so inside of her, but never really entering her completely. She started pushing back at me when I would get the head inside her steamy opening, and I finally fulfilled both our wishes, pushing my cock inexorably inside of her until I was buried to the hilt. I reached around her, inside of her shirt, and started playing with her breasts. My exploring fingers discovered a front latch and I popped it, allowing my hands unfettered access to her sweet little breasts, not much more than a handful, with hard little nipples that spoke volumes for her aroused state.
My hips started in, slowly fucking her, while my hands played with her breasts, tugging on those unseen nipples.
I was about as big and hard as I get. I'm not huge, but a bit above average in length, and very thick. Sometimes it takes a bit of work to get my full length buried inside some tight young twat, but this pretty blonde had no trouble accommodating my full length and thickness. I let go of her breasts and grabbed her hips, fucking her harder, giving long, full strokes that she eagerly accepted and pushed back against. I was feeling incredible, hard and ready, enjoying the sensation of being buried in this hot little tart, yet feeling no urgent compulsion to come. My legs were tiring a bit, having to stay bent a bit to work her over, and contained in my half dropped pants. I imagined hers were getting a bit tired as well. Between the oral attention and the protracted fucking, she'd probably been bent over, on her feet for more than 20 minutes. But The Donald was scheduled to speak for an hour and a half, and he was just warming up, as was I.
I pulled out of her, and hitching my pants up with one hand, I walked in front of her. I stood her up, and kissed her again, pulling her naked crotch against mine. Then I turned the chair around and sat on it, facing her, my pants dropping to my ankles. I leaned back, holding my cock upright, and waited for her.
She gave me a look, almost as if she was going to call me on my brazenness. With a devilish smile she stepped forward and straddled me, slowly lowering herself onto my ready pole. She reached down and opened herself up, spreading her lips and once I was positioned just right, sliding down my length. God, it felt good.
I put my trust into the sturdiness of the heavy duty folding chair, and used my hands to lift her ass up and down, slowly screwing her with about half my length. She leaned in and started kissing me again, all over my face and neck, then covering my mouth with hers. We stopped moving, our bodies merged, and our lips and tongues explored each other's mouths for an eternity, while Trump talked about seizing opportunities. I would have made him proud.
I lost myself in that kiss, and slowly coming out of it found her rocking up and down on my cock, tugging at it with her pussy, her muscles down there teasing me, squeezing me, begging me to give her more.
My young blonde entrepreneur stood up, and then knelt before me and lowered her face to my lap. I spread my legs invitingly, while looking down at the ground. I was glad we were on a carpeted runner. Purely selfish reasons. I knew it would be more comfortable on her knees, meaning this might last more than just a few seconds.
I needn't have worried. She was teasing in her oral, caressing, kissing, licking, blowing softly, but avoiding taking me into her mouth. She was a consummate tease. She must have spent five minutes at this before she rose up high on her knees, placed her mouth directly above me, and slowly pushed down, her mouth spread wide, as she took the better part of my hard-on into her mouth.
She had a small mouth, and my thickness filled her. She looked so sexy, her head slowly bobbing up and down, while her hand's index finger and thumb created a ring half-way around my shaft, stroking me in counterpoint to her lips. She was still wearing her rectangular 'Lennon' type glasses, and she peered at me over the top of them. I was tensing up. This was feeling, and looking, too good. I could feel a load building up in my balls, begging for release.
My seminar goddess slowly, teasingly, pulled her head off my cock. She kept stroking me, using all her fingers, and moving a little faster. She straightened up and pulled my face forward to hers. She kissed me, sweetly this time, lovingly. Then she leaned in and whispered to me, but I couldn't hear it for the noise, which had just exploded in response to some comment of Trumps. I gave her a quizzical look and she smiled.
"Come in my mouth," she said louder this time, smiling for me.
Taking my astounded look for consent, she went back to blowing me, sucking me aggressively, fucking her face on my cock. I didn't need any more encouragement, and before the next burst of applause could die down, I was exploding.
I felt my cum shoot powerfully, and she pulled her head back, until just the head was buried between those carefully made-up lips. Her hand stroked my cock, milking out the shots. I felt her gag a bit, but gamely she continued, swallowing a load, while still taking all I had to give her. I don't know how much I came, put it was harder and longer than I could remember for ages. I don't come like a porn star, especially not at my age, but this hearkened back to when I was in my early twenties, at the peak of my game. When I finally pumped out the last, she squeezed out every drop she could with her hands, stroking me firmly from the base, up. Then she eased her pretty face off my cock. She smiled, and climbed into my lap. She leaned forward, and her face just inches from mine, she opened her mouth to show a small white puddle on her teasing, talented tongue. Her eyes sparkled, and she waited, obviously intent on the sound of the crowd. After a few seconds, to a sprinkle of applause, she closed her mouth, smiled and swallowed. Once the applause died down, she opened her mouth and showed me the moist emptiness.
She leaned in and uttered one word, "Yummy."
Then she took my face in her hands and kissed me deeply, her tongue exploring every inch of my mouth, while the taste of my own ejaculate was carved into my taste buds.
When she was satisfied, she pulled her lips off mine. "Is there more?" she asked, giving a telling nod and glance down into our laps.
"Absolutely," I told her firmly. I eased her out of my lap, and stood her up. I then stood and turned her around to sit in the seat I had just vacated.
She scooted her rear right up to the edge of the chair, lifted her legs high, and pulled her knees back almost to her armpits, reaching her arms around, and pulling them in tight. She was wickedly exposed, and I could see her pussy really clearly for the first time. She had a bikini trim, waxed clean up to the top of her little clit that was peaking out at me. A soft, short fur grew upwards in a little triangle, the outsides of which were encompassed by a bright white bikini line, almost an inch of bare white flesh framing her blonde bush.
Damn, the only true blonde in Dallas. At 45 years old, I've been eating bush for more than 30 years, and I put everything I knew into pleasuring this gift from God. I ate her until my lips and tongue grew numb, and I felt her come several times, filling my mouth with her liquid mana. With my neck and mouth aching, I finally pulled away from her, and felt that my own stiffness had returned, a delightful surprise. I usually take a good while to return to action. I wasn't as hard as I'd like, but easily hard enough to try for some more. I stood, my rampant cock proclaiming it's willingness, and squatting a bit awkwardly, I fed my cock into her. While I'd eaten her, her legs had rested on my shoulders much of the time, but once again she pulled them back, her calves against her ears. She was flexible, and looked incredible. Some gym, somewhere, was doing it's job admirably.
I reached around her, grasping the top edges of the chair, and by spreading my legs and extending them, I found a position that was moderately comfortable. Pushing in firmly all the way to the root, I plumbed her depths with short, slow strokes, concentrating on the incredible feeling of fucking this total stranger. The intensity of the action was returning the steel to my rod, and it wasn't long before my staff was at full mast, and my stroked lengthened until I could pull all the way out, and re-enter without any help from a willing hand.
We stank of sex, and I could smell it clearly. I wondered how far the smell reached. The screwing was noisy as well, a squishy sound, interrupted with the slapping of flesh on flesh. And my amazing blonde was no longer as quiet as she'd been, talking to me while I fucked her, in words that would have shocked her mother.
But the cacophony of thousands of people, listening and responding to the heavily amplified words of Mr. Trump gave a great cover, and the heavy air conditioning, blowing cold on my back from the ceiling 30 feet above, seemed up to the task of keeping our illicit tryst under wraps.
I fucked her harder and faster, my balls slapping against her ass, as I punished that stretched pussy which had responded so well to my ministrations so far.
She came hard, with her ankles on my shoulders, and she grabbed my head, fists buried in my hair, and pulled my face down to hers, gasping, "fuck, fuck, fuuuuuck," as she stared almost frighteningly into my eyes. Her legs tightened up, and almost pushed me off of her. As she relaxed, she let go of my hair, and pushed on my chest, moving me away.
"I've got to change position," she told me softly, then kissed me warmly before kneeling on the padded seat of the chair, and bending over the back of it. She looked back at me, and smiled. "Enjoy." Damn. What a woman.
It looked so good, I had to tasted her again. I just licked her easily, then played with her ass a bit, sucking and tonguing her there, before I stood up and went for the gold.
Her ass was the perfect height, and although it took a little work to get my meat back into her bright red pussy, the added friction of having her legs together was incredible. It started out as a long leisurely fuck, while I listened to the words of Trump for the first time in over an hour. I pumped her thoroughly, my entire length enjoying the full extent of her fleshy well. I grabbed her skirt, still hoisted around her waist, and used it for leverage, fucking her harder and harder until the chair started crawling across the floor. I got a perverse joy in fucking her about four feet across that space until her face was only about a foot from where the walls met at the end, and we could see through the gap. By shifting just a bit, we could see The Donald holding court at his podium.
I licked my thumb and slowly worked it into her ass. She was tight, as I'd expected, but it was fun to watch my cock piercing her, and her little butt hole opening up to my ministrations.
I was getting ready to come again, a pleasant surprise in itself, but I didn't know what to do. Should I finish in her? Pull out and come on her? I had to do something soon.
I did the only sensible thing. I stopped and leaned forward, speaking into her ear, pretty loudly to overcome the noise of the crowd, as Donald had just announced he was ready to take questions, and a swarm of people started gathering into two lines to wait for a chance to beg of his knowledge.
"I'm going to come soon," I told her, holding very still, to avoid coming right then and there, potentially in a very dangerous place.
She wiggled her hips. "It's safe."
It was all I needed. Before the first question was out of some busty woman's mouth, I was creaming my gorgeous blonde ceo's insides, squirting several times into her unbelievably accommodating pussy. Buried as deeply as possible, I stood shaking, squeezing the last of my juices out inside of her.
I pulled out, my cock red and sore. I couldn't remember the last time I'd gone on that long fucking and sucking. I was suddenly very conscious of the fact that I'd fucked this total stranger without a condom, and was feeling worrisome about it. Of course it wasn't until after the fact that I showed even a modicum of sense about that.
I retrieved our clothing from the floor, passing her the red panties (which would have looked silly on me) and put on my boxers and pants, over my sticky wet cock, before sitting on the chair and lacing on my shoes.
I looked up and she was standing before me, with an enigmatic little smile twisting those sensuous, pleasure giving lips.
I stood and she flowed into my arms for just a moment giving me a hug. "That was fantastic," she told me.
"Oh no," I laughed loudly. "It was much better than that. I'm sorry if you missed anything The Donald said."
She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me again. Tenderly this time. Then she pulled away. "I have to go back. I told Wallace I'd meet him at the back after Trump was done."
I let go of her, giving her ass one last squeeze, then pushed the cloth divider out of the way. I made sure my VIP pass was facing forward, and walked back into the crush of moving people. I never bothered looking to see if there were any astonished faces glancing our way. My blonde bombshell walked past me back to our seats. She walked behind the seats, leaned over, giving me one last look at that incredible butt, easily her best feature, and grabbed her tote bag. Then she walked away, never looking back, while the audience continued to pepper Trump with questions.
I don't know why she behaved as she did when I sat next to her. Leaning against me, touching me constantly, giving me sultry looks, and talking to me jokingly. I'll probably never know, now. It was something unlike anything I'd ever experienced, and it resulted in an encounter I'll never forget. At 6:30 pm I sat beside her. By 8:45 pm I was in the washroom trying to use some wet paper towels to hide the evidence of my infidelity. Five minutes later I was walking to my car, heading home, to tell my loving wife all about my day at the expo, and racking my brain for anecdotes of The Donald I could share.



She went to bed over 5 hours ago. And I've spent the last 4 and a half hours trying to capture on paper this incredible experience. It's 4:00 am now. It'll be a bitch getting up in the morning, but I'm glad I've captured as much of this as possible while it's still fresh in my mind.
-------------------------------------
That's my story. About as wild as anything I'd done for a long time. Maybe a little loose in the facts when it came to the actual laying of the pipe, but an amazing experience for me, dipping my wick in a complete stranger, surrounded by thousands of people. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please consider voting. Thanks.
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Chapter 06: Hot-tub Hijinks
Our little plan to involve our spouses was working to perfection. Krista's boys were off at a weekend camp, and my daughter was at a sleep-over. The four of us had enjoyed a 'grown-up' movie, fine dining, and had returned to my place for a nightcap.
I had just finished adding landscape lighting to the backyard, and we retired to the patio where the guys could enjoy a cigar, and we could all relax over a couple of glasses of wine. We'd shared a single bottle of wine at dinner, and were looking to add to that at home. I cranked up the tunes just enough to drown out the sound of the road out front, made sure everybody was settled in, and using a cedar strip, lit up.
I'd had very little to drink, as the driver, and shortly headed to the kitchen to prepare myself a shot. While there I put another part of my plan into action, pulling out a tray of Jello shots I had prepared earlier. These were no ordinary shots. I had stopped by a friend at the gym who hooked me up with a little chemical assistance for the evening. The pink shots, for the ladies, contained Raspberry Jello, Vodka, and a half dose of GHB. Just a little to get them in the mood. The Blue shot for Rich had half a Viagra pill, and a half dose of GHB. Since the shots are swallowed whole, they shouldn't taste the surprises, and the additives should leave them ready, willing and able.
I headed back out poolside, shots in hand and passed them around. We drank a toast to regular evenings without the kids, and downed our shots. The clock was ticking.
"We should all go in the hot-tub," Abby finally announced, "It's such a beautiful night. And so quiet for once." My wife was a huge fan of the hot-tub. We went in all the time, and she often invited her friends over for a dip. I had been counting on that.
Krista was ready with her prepared response. "That sounds nice, my legs are aching. I think I overdid it in the gym."
Rich, as usual, was eager to find fault with his beautiful wife. "I bought you those personal training sessions. If you'd just call and make the appointments, you wouldn't have to worry about working out wrong, and maybe you could get in shape."
I don't know what kind of shape he was thinking of; as far as I was concerned she was bordering on perfection.
"I'm going to turn the spa on. We'll be going in sooner or later." I told them, excusing myself to turn on the spa and set the temperature. I also turned on the lights inside the pool, and turned off the lights inside the hot-tub, making it just a little more private once we were in.
Krista and Abby wandered inside as I returned to the table, working on my Opus X. I'd given Rich a decent enough Partagas Corona, not wanting to waste one of my few real good cigars on a guy who couldn't tell a Cohiba from a Camel.
"Krista won't want to go in. She'd die before she'd be caught in a hot-tub. She never goes in at home. Hell, she hardly goes in the pool at all. I'll be damned if I know why I built the damn thing," Rich lamented.
"Abby's the opposite. She probably soaks in the hot-tub at least 5 times a week. And you've heard her say it, her birthday suit is her favorite outfit. She wears it for swimming and house-cleaning. I kept having to remind her to shut the shades until I finally had to put up the solar screens on the front of the house just for privacy." I laughed.
"Damn. I wish. Krista's never naked," Rich said, regretfully. "She won't even let me in the bathroom when she's in there. I probably haven't seen her completely nude 5 times in the last year."
I almost wanted to say I'd seen her naked that many times in the last week. But the timing wasn't quite right, yet.
"Well, she might surprise you." I told him, offering him another shot, this one only half-strength and undoctored. I didn't want them to get too drunk; not a good combination with the G.
The girls surprised both of us. They walked out of the house wearing robes, and carrying a stack of towels, and then insisted we turn our backs to them. As soon as we were facing away from the spa, they both climbed in and invited us to join them.
"I don't have a bathing suit," Rich said.
"Neither do we." Abby laughed. "Come on, we won't peak. Much." Krista giggled along with her. "And bring our drinks."
I took my time, transferring the drinks to the area around the hot-tub, and turning off the light over the patio. I brought the outdoor cordless phone over, and I even brought over the Butane lighter in case my cigar went out. Only then did I step to the side of the hot-tub. Rich was already in, and from the soggy state of his underwear, I guessed he'd worn them into the water, and only removed them afterward. I, on the other hand, cheeky bastard that I am, casually undressed, taking off my boxers just before I stepped over the ledge into the spa. Right in front of the controller, and right between the two naked ladies.
"Alex!" Krista exclaimed in false shock.
"What? Everyone else is naked, right?" I asked.
"Yeah, but you could have given us a chance to look away!" She blurted.
"Oh, I don't mind." I teased, easing back into the water.
It's worth noting that my spa is raised about 18 inches over the level of the pool. It makes it easier to get in and out of, and leaves a nice water feature as the water spills over the ledge of the spa into the pool, when the filter is on. It also makes the interior very dark. The yard has a good bit of lighting, from inside the pool, and from the landscape lighting, but all of it at or near ground level, and on a moonless night, it can be pitch black inside the spa, while the whole area around you is lit up.
The girls broke back into conversation about the goings-on up at the school, as I asked Rich how things were going with this new real estate gig. During a lull in the conversation I asked if I should turn on the bubbles.
Abby started pointing out where all the jets were, as if we couldn't tell, with the hot water jetting out of them, and as we adjusted in the water, I reached over to the controller, and accidentally turned on the underwater light instead, giving everyone a quick view of all the nakedness in the water, before turning on the bubble jets and turning off the light again.
"Alex! I can't believe you!" Abby chastened me.
"It was an accident, really. You know I always sit in that corner over there. I'm not so good working the controller left-handed." And if you believe that, I've got some nice Kansas ocean front land for you.
Krista and I had a goal. Get our spouses worked up. Under cover of the darkness, we were to reach underwater and see what we could do to get them feeling good and randy. We were five minutes into that plan, and the conversation had taken a decidedly quieter and more teasing turn, when stage two kicked in.
The phone rang. I picked it up, looking at the caller ID, and answered it. "Hello?"
"Ok, just a minute." I passed the phone to Krista, while my other hand stroked the inside of my wife's thigh. "It's for you."
Krista took the phone, and listened to the message. "All right. You know I'm not happy about this. I'll be right over." She hung up the phone and passed it back to me. "Crap. Nicholas left his contact case and head-gear at home. He won't have it for the entire weekend. I have to bring it to him."
Rich griped, "But that's at least 15 minutes away!"
"I know, but what can I do?" She answered.
"You're in no shape to drive," Abby said. "Why don't you deliver it, Alex? You're the only one completely sober here."
"I don't mind. Where is this place?" I asked.
"If you've never been there, you'll never find it in the dark. I better go with you. We can drive over to our place, pick the stuff up, and be back in half-an-hour. I'm sorry to be so much trouble." Krista said.
"No. It's alright," I told her. "Let's just get this over with."
With that I climbed out of the spa, and wrapped a towel around my waist. I then held up Krista's heavy Turkish robe, and turned my head as she settled into it.
She and I walked into the house to get ready to go. She'd done her changing in our bedroom, so we both went there. "It's going perfect," she said, going over to the window and peeking out the side of the blinds into the pool area. I turned to my laptop, entered the password, exposing a grainy, black and white close up of our spouses in the hot-tub.
Krista looked over my shoulder. "What's that?"
"CCD, low-light, and infrared camera with PTZ, pan, tilt and zoom." I adjusted the picture, switching from infrared to low-light, and getting a dark but pretty visible shot of our spouses chatting amiably, only a foot or so apart.
"They're looking pretty chummy," Krista noted.
I turned to her, and dropped my towel, opening her robe.
"Alex, they're waiting for us to leave," she cautioned me, as she slowly dropped to her knees in front of my rampant hard-on.
"They'll expect us to take a couple of minutes to get ready, since we both need to use this room," I told her, easing my cock between her lips, while I watched the action on the laptop.
Krista sucked nicely, while we both watched the show from the yard. A couple of times you could see Rich looking towards the house, and then we saw Abby climb half-way out of the spa, and bending over the controller, her breasts dangling nicely just a few inches away from Rich. She turned off the bubbles, and settled back into the water.
I pulled Krista off of my cock, and told her to quick throw something on. I yanked on a pair of sweats and t-shirt, set the cameras on record, and logged out. Krista pulled on her pants, no panties, and shirt, no bra. We left the house via the garage, and I shouted over the fence that we were leaving, back in half-an-hour.
We drove to Krista's place, where we parked the truck, and went inside. Within moments I had her naked below the waist, and bent over the back of the couch.
"Feeling a little horny, Alex?" She asked, wiggling her sweet, tight butt at me.
I reached up into her sopping slit, and laughed. "I guess I'm not the only one," I told her, and then slid my cock into her giving a relieved sigh. "Damn, I needed that."
"Mmm, Hmmm," She moaned her agreement, pushing back to meet my thrusts. "God, I can't believe how drunk I'm feeling, I only had a couple of glasses of wine and that Jello shooter." She giggled. "I'm feeling tingly all over."
"Let's hope they're feeling the same," I told her, stroking in and out of her warm, sweet, pussy.
"Do you really think anything will go on?" She asked me, accepting my thrusting eagerly.
"They're naked, drunk and alone. I left Abby hot as a firecracker, I'm guessing you did the same?" I asked, lifting one of her legs up the length of the back of the couch, and opening her up wider.
"He was as hard as a rock, when I left that spa," she said.
"Then I'd say everything was running in our favor." I fucked her fast, wondering what was happening in our hot-tub at home. She moaned under me. That and the squishy slapping of our bodies together was all you could hear. I pulled out of my pretty little plaything, and laid down in the middle of her living room floor. She smiled at me, and then grabbed the phone off the wall before settling over my waist and lowering herself onto my waiting staff.
"Donna? Yeah, thanks. The call timing was perfect." She told her partner in slavery while she rode me steadily.
"I wish you were here now," she said into the phone. "He's really worked up and I sure could use the help," she giggled. "Mmm, hmm. Yep, well thanks, you don't have to call again." She hung up and worked a little more diligently at the task ahead of her, or inside of her, depending how you wanted to look at it.
She was beautiful, leaning over me, her shirt tousled, open at the neck. Her pretty face had such a look of fierce concentration, as if this job of riding my cock was the most important thing in the world. A series of tiny little grunts escaped her on the downstroke, as I bottomed out inside of her. She leaned over, resting on her outstretched arms, and rocking back onto my cock more insistently.
"Come in me, Alex. Make that big cock explode for me." She whispered, doing her damndest to ensure just that.
I grabbed her hips and fucked into her wildly, driving myself closer and closer to that peak.
"That's it, fuck me hard. Take me. Own me." She murmured, surrendering to my need.
I granted her wish, pummeling her pussy, until the urge was just too much. "FUCK!" I cried out, pouring myself into her, over and over again.
She collapsed against me, stretched out chest to chest, her head nestled in my neck. "God, that's so incredible. I can never get enough of that feeling, when I can feel you painting my insides, each burst from your cock creating little shocks all through my system. It's so wild."
Once my breath settled, I stood and put on my shorts, passing Krista her pants. "Shall we?" I asked.
"How long's it been?" she asked as she ran into the laundry room to grab some panties before pulling her pants back on.
"Barely 10 minutes." I told her.
"Great." She put her hand in mine and we walked back down the street to the front of my house.
"You know the story?" I asked her.
"Sure. I called back when I couldn't find the stuff. He had it all along. It was in the side pocket of his backpack." She repeated.
"Perfect." I told her, opening the front door. "Hello?" I asked softly to make sure the house was still empty. We walked to the rear wall of the family room and peaked out. It looked like they were still in the spa. We eased over to the Master bedroom, not turning on any lights, and I logged in, watching the camera output. With the keyboard, I zoomed in a bit more.
"Bingo." I announced.
"What?" Krista asked, looking over my shoulder.
I leaned back and let her see. Rich's hands were clearly on Abby's chest. And it looked an awful lot like her hand was in his lap.
"Oh my God!" Krista gasped. "Somehow I didn't believe they'd actually do anything."
"Oh, they're doing something all right," I laughed as I started to undress again. I encouraged Krista to do the same. As we watched, Abby leaned way back, and Rich leaned over and placed his mouth over the nipple of her left tit.
"Jesus! That bastard!" Krista growled as she stripped back down to nothing. I pulled her face back onto my cock, which had gotten hard once more. She sucked me slowly and thoughtfully, while Rich spent a couple of minutes man-handling and suckling at Abby's incredible tits. Then we saw her lean over and say something to him. He leaned back from her, and she leaned forward, and we could see her hands moving up and down in the water.
Krista sucked more aggressively as Abby worked on Rich. I saw he was talking to her, and she shook her head repeatedly, but then he crawled up and sat on the edge of the spa, and she followed, stroking him. His hand reached out to the side of her head, pulling, but she shook him off, a couple of times while he leaned over and talked. Then she leaned in and licked his little cock. Once, twice, and then lowered her face, pushing her lips down to his pubes, taking all four inches of him into her mouth, and slowly pulling back.
I pushed Krista off my cock, and tossed her the robe. "Now, now!" I told her, wrapping a towel around my waist, ignoring the obvious tenting for the moment.
We eased the back door open and stepped out into the yard, to see my wife's face buried in the lap of my little slave's naughty husband. Rich's head was thrown back as he enjoyed his first blowjob in years. Neither one noticed us until we were almost upon them.
Rich's head came forward and he looked up. His eyes were like saucers as he said, "Shit!" and quickly slid back into the spa. Abby was almost forcefully pushed off of him, and shuffled sideways.
"Fuck, Rich!" she whined, and then saw his look. She turned to see us stepping up to the side of the spa. She quickly slid away from Rich, and turned back to a normal position sitting in the spa.
"False alarm," Krista announced as she took off her robe, and stepped into the spa, just ahead of me. "He had the stuff all along, it was just in a side pocket. I called the camp when I couldn't find the stuff at home."
"That's great," Rich answered anxiously, "saved you a wasted trip all the way out there."
Krista made her way to the far side of Rich, and sat beside him. I made my way opposite her, sitting beside Abby.
"Everything Ok, while we were gone?" I asked. I looked over to see Krista reach down between Rich's legs, doing nothing to hide the fact, and stroking his erection. She whispered in his ear, and he turned bright red.
"Sure. Everything was fine." Abby answered quickly.
"Great," I told her, my hand on the back of her neck, my thumb idly caressing the edge of her jaw. "I wouldn't want anything to mess up such a nice evening." I let my hand slide along the side of her face, and my thumb caressed her bottom lip. Then I slid it between her lips, brushing against her teeth, and she sucked on it cautiously. Her eyes looked fearful.
I leaned forward and whispered to her, "Should we leave? So you guys can finish up?"
She sniffled, and I heard her barely croak out a "no".
"Man, he really was into your tits, though I can't blame him," I continued, reaching out and cupping her breasts, right at the waters edge.
"I'm... I'm sorry," she said softly, her head inclined, speaking to the water.
I turned and spoke across the hot-tub. "No, really. I'd like to see you guys finish. Not behind my back, but right here in front of us. Wouldn't you like to see that Krista?"
Krista didn't answer.
"Come on. I know you, Rich, would love to finish up. Wouldn't you?" I teased, my hand still squeezing Abby's breasts. I turned her to face them, and sidled up behind her, reaching my hands around and fondling her tits, bringing them right up to the top of the water, more than half-exposed.
Rich looked worried. He looked at his wife, than at me and at Abby. "Maybe we should go," he mumbled, standing up to get out of the spa.
His wife pushed back at him, causing him to sit down on the side of the spa. She climbed up beside him, one arm around him, one hand in his lap. She was completely exposed. "I'd like to see it," she said in a scary, calm voice.
"See baby," I told my wife of 14 years. "We all would love to see you finish what you started." I urged her forward, closer to our neighbors. Krista was pulling at Rich's legs, separating them, making room for my wife to take up position.
I whispered to her again, "Blow his mind, she's never given him a BJ, do it."
Abby leaned over and as she reached out to touch Rich's member, Krista pulled her hand away. Abby stroked him slowly at first, and then finally she leaned in and took him in her mouth. She sucked his little cock tentatively at first, and then more and more aggressively. And all the while, Krista spoke to him.
"You like that? You like that strange mouth sucking your cock. Taking that whole dirty cock of yours in her nasty mouth. You'd like me to do that wouldn't you? You want me to let you poke your dick in my mouth. That and in my butt, too, right? She takes it in her dirty little ass. I bet she'd let you fuck her there. In her filthy tight little butt-hole. Is that why you had to have her? Because I wouldn't suck you? Because I wouldn't let you stick that prick of yours in my butt? Is that why? She doesn't mind though, does she. She likes it that way. She likes to have a cock in her mouth. Slut." Krista's monologue was spoken softly, and almost without feeling.



I on the other hand had more pressing needs. I lifted upwards on Abby hips, raising her up in the water, and then put the head of my very stiff cock, at the entrance to her pussy, and in spite of the water, slowly worked my way into her. Within a minute she was fully skewered at both ends, my cock buried inside her tight twat, and her mouth engulfing the entirety of Rich's meat. I reached over and turned on the spa light, and I could enjoy the view of my staff sliding inside of her, while she tried to finish Rich.
Krista slid into the water, beside Abby, and reached around and under her, filling her hands with Abby's sensitive tits. "How about these tits, Rich? Pretty incredible, huh? I bet you liked sucking on them. The real thing, too. Big and juicy. Did her nipples get hard? Real hard? Did you want to fuck these tits? I bet she'd do that too. I don't think there's anything the little slut wouldn't do."
Rich was gasping and the combination of blowjob and dialog were too much. He reached forward and grabbed Abby's head and pulled it into his lap as he cried out and came. As soon as he released her, she pulled her head up gasping and cried out in her own orgasm, pushing back onto my cock and reaching up to squeeze at Krista's hands, on her tits. I kept going, fucking her hard, the water splashing around us, as Rich and Krista watched me finish her, bringing her quickly to the brink of orgasm again, and pushing her over, as I came inside of her.
Rich slid into the water, and I released Abby's hips, guiding her to sit down beside him. I then took Krista's hand in mine, and pulled her to the opposite side, the four foot gulf between us and our spouses a virtual chasm. I pulled her into my lap as I sat, and I whispered to her, "You were great. That went even better than I'd hoped."
"I don't know," she mumbled. "The bastard certainly went along easy enough," her words were spoken softly but probably could be heard across the way.
"Yeah, but they owe us now. Big time." I teased. I gave her a kiss on the cheek, and stood up, letting her stand beside me, her gorgeous breasts exposed to the whole world, or at least the three of us with her. I reached out for Abby, who gave me her hand, and I pulled her to her feet, as I climbed out of the spa.
"I'm becoming a prune," I told everybody present, "and it's getting late. I hope you won't think me a spoil-sport if I call it a night. You all can stay up if you like."
"No," Krista answered quickly, "I think we need to be going anyway, but thanks for having us over."
"No problem, I'm glad you came. You had a good time Rich?" I asked him.
"Uhh," was all his short-circuited brain could manage.
---
They dressed, while we cleaned up after the visit. I walked them over to their house, to pick up my truck. Not a word was spoken on the whole walk. I didn't linger, I just got in my vehicle and drove home. Abby was sitting in the living room dressed in her 'fuck-me' teddy, sitting facing the turned off TV. I locked up and reached out my hand to her as I walked past towards our bedroom. She stood and placed her hand in mine, following docilely.
I left her at the foot of the bed, while I undressed. Then I stretched out in the middle of the bed, and beckoned with my finger. She crawled up between my legs, and proceeded to do for me what she'd just done for our neighbor of 6 years. While she brought me back to life, and continued down that path of pleasure I talked to her softly.
"How long?" I asked.
She choked and pulled up. "It was the first time."
"Right." I answered.
"No, really. I've never done anything like that." She argued.
I reached for her and pulled her face back down into my lap. She accepted the direction and once again did her best to swallow me.
"Who else?" I asked.
She took it easier this time, pulling off and answering softly. "Nobody."
"Nobody? Since we were married? No fucking, no sucking, no kissing? Nothing?" I asked her.
"No." She hesitated. "There was Ken at FMA, but it never went beyond him kissing me, I swear." She eagerly engulfed my cock again, her mouth stretching wide.
"He never touched your breasts, never reached inside your panties. You never came for him? You never helped him come?" I continued my interrogation.
"We never had sex." She said briefly, before continuing to suck me. I didn't answer and eventually she back off. I could see tears in her eyes. "I gave him a few hand-jobs, that was all." She waited for my reaction.
I wiggled my hips upward, and she took the hint and went back to work.
"Never again." I told her. "Never behind my back." I grabbed her hair and fucked her mouth harder, bouncing off the back of her throat. "If you need to be with someone else we can talk about it. I can share. I don't like it, but I can do that. But no more hiding." I warned her. "I hope Krista and Rich survive this, she didn't look pleased."
I let her suck me closer and closer. "You enjoyed being a little slut out there didn't you? Giving Rich his first blowjob, in front of his wife, no less. Getting fucked at both ends. Making two men come hard for you. You liked being our slut, I could tell." She was sucking me like a $2.00 whore, her hand and mouth moving a mile a minute. "You should have let him take your ass, right there. You would have owned him for life. And Krista would have crumbled at your feet. Everything he'd ever dreamed of and couldn't get at home."
Abby pulled her face off my cock, gasping. She scrambled up my body and straddled me lowering herself onto my thick prick. She eased my cock into her, gasping and then she leaned back, spreading her legs wide, and showing me my cock was in her tight little ass, not in her pussy. "Like this? Take his little cock up my ass? Should I have done that? Maybe I could have you fill my other hole at the same time." She sat up and started butt-fucking herself on me.
She continued, "I should go over there right now, and make him fuck me in the butt, after you've got me all stretched out. I wouldn't even feel him. And make his little priss of a wife watch."
I pushed her off, and put her on her hands and knees, entering her ass again from behind. I was so hot, I knew I couldn't last much longer as I pounded away at her. "Never without me. Never behind my back." I fucked her ass like a pussy, leaving her moaning as she rubbed herself. I came for her, and smiled at the thought she'd gotten a load in all three openings that night. Maybe she could be my little slut.
As I pulled off and laid back down, I reminded her. "Never again. And you owe me. Two."
"But Ken wasn't really..." she started in, and I interrupted her.
"Uh-uh. Two. You're lucky I don't charge 2 for 1 for going behind my back." I pulled her up onto my body. "Get me hard, I'm not done with you yet." She reached down and cautiously took me back in her mouth, after having her ass used so well. "That's right. You can be a little slut. A wild little slut. But you have to be my slut." I told her.
"Only your slut. To use as you want." She answered before taking me back in her mouth. It wasn't long before she was riding me again, back in the front hole this time.
"God you were hot, getting fucked front and rear." I told her, while we screwed away. "Did you like getting two cocks like that?"
"It was the nastiest thing I ever did," she confessed.
"And you liked it?" I asked her again.
"I loved it."
"You looked like you liked Krista fondling those tits of yours." I teased.
"I loved that she was playing with me, while I was sucking off her husband, right in front of her, knowing he'd never, ever forget that moment. And neither would she." She told me.
"But you liked her touch too, didn't you." I asked again.
"Yes. Yes. I wish she had to lick me while you and her husband both used me. Everybody's fuck toy." She gasped, fucking me hard.
"Well, we'll have to see what we can do about that." I told her, and relaxed, letting her work her passions out on my cock, bringing me to one last climax that night.
I couldn't help but think things had worked out perfectly. I had to wonder how it was going with Rich.
----------
How crazy can things get? If you're enjoying the story, please vote.
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Wherein Alex, a man of less than ideal morals, maneuvers to convince his wife that she should bring another woman into their marriage bed. One of his 'girls' is also further indoctrinated into what is expected of her behavior, in a public park.
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Chapter 07: Hard Lessons
Abby was quite considerate in the morning, letting me sleep in, and preparing breakfast while I was in the shower.
While lathering I took inventory of my new situation.
Krista was still my fuck toy, but I'd lost a lot of leverage. I still had some. Although Rich was currently in the doghouse, if he found out that his wife had been fucking me well before our little party, or that he'd been set up, he probably wouldn't take it all that well. And there still was the societal pressure - photos to friend and family that would be embarrassing as hell.
With Donna I still had my leverage, but by bringing her into the equation, and letting her know a bit of what we were up to, she had acquired some counter-leverage. If she thought to apply it. I was still convinced she'd be obedient, if a little recalcitrant, as was her nature. I wanted to reinforce the situation, and soon, with that one.
Abby was now under control. I'd caught her in a bad position, and confronted her with it. I should be able to play that up, and it was looking likely that she was a little wilder and more willing to play outside the marriage than I'd ever dreamed. More testing there was needed as well.
Rich was in the doghouse, and I was dying to hear from Krista just what had happened afterwards. He'd also been given a taste of the good life, and I imagined that I could use that to wheedle more out of him if needed. I had to keep Krista from fulfilling any of his desires, to make the possibility of Abby repeating her attention a huge temptation, yet just out of his reach.
My wife worked four days a week, with Tuesdays off, and half-days on Saturday. I knew she'd have to head in to the office by noon. Rich was in real-estate, working for a builder, and also worked Saturdays, so seeing Krista would be no problem. I was dying to get the scoop.
While I ate breakfast, Abby sat across from me, nibbling on a rice cake. We were pretty quiet.
"I don't know what came over me," she finally blurted. "Are you angry?" She looked on the verge of tears.
I felt a tiny bit sorry for manipulating her. For about a full second.
"Not angry, no. Just a little disappointed and a lot surprised. I didn't think that Rich was your type. And even if he was, I'd never have guessed that you'd act on it. Right under my nose." I told her between bites of my eggs.
"He's not. Not at all! I mean he's not bad to look at, but he's a pig, and mean as shit to Krista. But when you left I was so damn horny, and when he reached out and touched my breasts, it was like I lost all sense of right from wrong."
"It didn't take you long, I don't think we were gone 10 minutes, and I came back to find your face lodged in his lap." I told her.
"It was just a hand job!" She whined, defensively. "He was begging for it, and it seemed harmless enough. Then the more he whined and begged, well, I was disgusted, yet I still wanted to see what it was like to be his first, to swallow that whole weenie of his, to make him want me so bad he could taste it. When I sat in front of him, his dick hard, and poking up like that, I just new I could take the whole thing in my mouth without any trouble. It just seemed to make sense. Today it just seems so crazy, like a dream. Like it happened to somebody else."
"Do you want to do him again?" I asked her, as I tucked away the last of my breakfast.
"God no! What I said last night about letting him do me, it just seems crazy. The thought almost makes me want to throw up. I don't want his thing in me. Never." She was most adamant.
"Ok," I said as I cleared my place. She took the plates from me and rinsed them, loading the dishwasher. I sat back down and watched her. She hadn't cleaned up for work yet, and I knew she had to start getting ready soon if she didn't want to be late. But she was still lingering there, looking torn.
"Are you..., I mean do you..., uh, are you going to do Krista?" She blurted, not even facing me.
"Should I?" I asked in response.
"I swear I'll never do anything like that again. I'm so sorry." Her eyes were welling up now, and she was on the verge of losing it.
"I'm sure you're sorry now. Since you got caught. If we'd been gone 30 minutes I wonder how sorry you'd be." I told her.
"Really. I'm just sick about it. Please believe me." She was standing nearby, and I think she wanted to come to me but was still hesitant.
I stood and reached for her and she fell into my arms sobbing. "God, I'm so, so sorry. Please forgive me. I swear I'll make it up to you. Don't go crazy about this. We've got 15 years and Maddy to think of." She was gasping through her tears.
"I've just got to come to terms with it. I don't know how I feel," I told her.
"If you need to do something, don't hide it from me. Please. I'll... I'll go along. I'll help if you want. Just don't make things worse, please, please. You know there's nothing I won't do for you. Nothing she could do for you that I won't do better."
It was so strange to hear her like this. She was a woman that saw the world in black and white. Now that she'd stepped across the line, everything looked to be taking on shades of grey for her.
I stroked her hair, calming her. "I know you have to get ready; go ahead. We can talk about things later tonight."
She left me reluctantly and headed back to the bedroom. I needed to speed things up. I had to pick up our daughter before three, and there were a few things I wanted to do before then.
---
I sat in Krista's kitchen, sipping a beer, while she told me about her evening after leaving us.
"I gave him the cold shoulder. I made him sleep in the boy's room. This morning, he came down early and tried to make up, but I wasn't about to let the bastard off the hook. It was pretty easy to act mad - I was furious. I didn't think he'd really do it." She told me.
"Did you confront him being a cheater?" I asked her, contemplating taking her back to the bedroom for a little play in a few moments.
"Absolutely. I told him I knew there were others, but to do what he did in front of me was the last straw. He denied it at first, but I just kept throwing in his face all the late evenings, and the women he worked with. and he finally admitted fucking that cow of an assistant of his two years ago. He claimed it was just once. He was all apologetic, then he tried to blame it on me for not satisfying him. I told him he'd be lucky to ever be allowed to touch me again. When he left he was all in a huff. How about you?"
I gave her the 5 minute recap of my dealings with Abby, including her asking me if I was going to do Krista. We laughed at that for a bit.
"Is there something wrong," she asked me, giving me an odd little look.
"Why?"
"In the last two months, you couldn't be alone with me for two minutes without sticking that monster cock of yours in me somewhere. Is something the matter?" She seemed genuinely worried.
"I don't know. I'm sitting here, hard for you, and thinking about taking you back into your bed for an hour or so, but at the same time, I feel kind of odd. I'm almost tempted to wait to fuck you until Abby can be here." I confessed.
Her eyes were like saucers. "Really?"
"Almost," I told her smiling. Then I stood and went to her, peeling her shirt off. "You look so much better like that. Take off the rest."
While I was fucking my hot little minx, I had to ask her what she thought of Abby getting double-teamed in the hot-tub. "Ever have any fantasies like that?" I asked her.
She hesitated. "Maybe."
"I bet you were thinking about it last night," I teased her, while she lay under me, legs spread deliciously wide.
"Maybe. But not with Rich. I wouldn't give him the pleasure." She admitted, while we screwed away like old lovers. She was quiet for a bit. "It was pretty hot. I was so damn horny when I left your place last night, I considered going back for a little dose of my own."
"I was thinking of it as punishment for him. Imagine if you were to do both of us, but you only let him in where he was used to, while I got to enjoy one, or both, of your other openings, while he had to see it. He would be crushed." I fucked her a little harder, the thought of cuckolding him getting me even more worked up.
"I hadn't thought of that," she giggled. "It would kill him to see me suck you, even if he was screwing me. Or if he had to watch your fat cock plundering my poor little bottom, and you made me come like you alway do, that would be a suitable punishment for fucking behind my back, don't you think?" She ground up into me, while I pounded her, her words a little more broken up as she spoke.
"You know I can't remember the last time I came while he was screwing me. On the rare occasion that he can get me off, it takes him a long time of parking his face down there. He doesn't seem to mind it much, he loves to eat me."
She never talked about her love life, and this was as open as she ever got.
She giggled again. "You know, he thinks that now that I'm shaved down there, I get so much more excited when he goes down on me, because I'm so wet. I'm so tempted to tell him it's your come he's chowing down on, not mine. I only let him go down on me now if you've been over that day." She was giggling almost uncontrollably, and I realized just how vindictive a little wench she was. "He loves the way you taste. He just doesn't know it."
"You're rotten," I told her, teasingly.
"Really? You always tell me I'm so sweet," She feigned innocence.
"So I was wrong. Now shut up and fuck me, so I can leave your husband a little gift in case you decide to make up with him tonight." I told her, pounding her hard.
She just smiled and pulled her legs back, opening herself up to me even more, until I could fulfill my commitment. Happily.
----
That evening I avoided my wife, putting in some extra hours in my office, getting caught up on administrivia, and writing a presentation I'd been putting off. Since I work at home, and my company HQ is two time zones away, I tend to work shifted hours, rarely starting before 10:00, but often working until 7:00 pm. I also often went to bed later, well after midnight, and nights that I was working after 11:00 pm, Abby usually went to bed before me.
I didn't come downstairs until almost midnight, but Abby had stayed up. When I came to bed, she turned off the TV she'd been watching, and tried cuddling up to me. I started a bit standoffish, letting her try to ingratiate herself to me.
"Krista said you came over today." She told me, dropping a small bomb.
"Yep." I answered non-committaly.
"Any special reason?" She asked, her hand down below my waist, gently stroking me.
"I wanted to see how things had ended up with her and Rich," I told her, which was true, if only a partial truth. "I'm kind of surprised you had the nerve to call her."
"It was hard," she admitted. "But I wanted to apologize for last night, and assure her it was a one-time mistake. I told her I wanted to stay friends, but I could understand if there were issues."
"So how did that go?" I asked her, slowly responding to her hands actions.
"Much better than I'd hoped. She doesn't seem to blame me much, but she's really pissed at him." She peeled back the covers, and slid down the bed to continue working on me, with more than just her hand.
"I know. She said that once she confronted him he admitted to cheating on her before," I told her, while she planted some small kisses down below.
"Really? She didn't tell me that. Though it doesn't surprise me." Then her mouth was too full to speak.
"Yeah. He slept on the couch last night. She even told me she'd considered coming back over here without him last night, for revenge."
Abby almost choked at that, and pulled back for a second. "It would serve him right."
"I didn't say that. Didn't want to encourage any thoughts down that path. It's bad enough one of us is cheating." I told her, while she resumed the sucking.
She seemed to be thinking hard, while she sucked me. I didn't talk, waiting to see how she'd eventually respond.
After a couple of minutes, Abby climbed up and mounted me. "It was just a mistake, Alex. A mistake. I'm not cheating on you. I made one stupid mistake."
I didn't say anything, as she slowly rocked back and forth a while.
"Two mistakes," I finally reminded her.
She didn't answer at first, although she kept up the fucking. Then she dropped another bomb, "It wouldn't be cheating anyway, if I was here when she came over."
I reached down and held her hips still for a second. "Why do you want me to fuck Krista? You keep bringing it up. Do you think that will make us even? Wipe the slate clean?"
"I don't want you to fuck her. I don't want you to 'fuck' anyone but me. And I don't want to be with anyone but you. But if it happened, and I was here, that would be better than you getting even behind my back." She started on me again, bouncing a little this time, an up-and-down fucking instead of the slow rocking she'd been doing.
When I didn't answer she started in again. "I know you like her. I know you think she's pretty. You've said so yourself."
"She's not especially pretty," I denied. "She's got a nice body, but she's a little funny looking, with that space between her teeth, the bump on her nose, and if she doesn't have her makeup on, she's pretty washed out." Lies, all lies. So there were some minor imperfections, but Krista was beautiful, by all accounts.
"I've seen you check her out in her bathing suit. Don't you think I notice things like that?" She answered, screwing me nicely.
"She's attractive. She's got a great body. There I said it." I admitted, "Most of your friends are damned attractive, and you know it. And all that time in the gym isn't wasted on any of you."
"That night they were all in our hot tub, you couldn't take your eyes off of her." We had never spoken about that event, which had given me such a great opportunity in the first place.
"I was kind of in shock. Coming out and finding four naked women in my hot tub. I wouldn't be a man if I didn't look. Besides, I was curious. I'd never seen fake boobs up close, and I know that Misty and Donna's were both store bought, and I was wondering if Krista's were as well. I kept looking for marks from the surgery, but couldn't find any." I answered.
"Not for lack of looking." Abby reminded me.
"But I did manage to restrain myself, which is more than some people can say." I reminded her.
She ignored the barb. "If you could do any of those girls, if one of them could be here right now, which would it be?"
"Would you be here, too? Participating?" I asked her, holding her hips as I thrust up into her.
"Which would you prefer?" She answered softly.
"Participating." I answered.
"Ok, then with me here. Which would you want?" She insisted.
"Which would you prefer to be here with us? With you?" I asked in return.
She looked at me with a look of reproach. "With me?"
"You never know."
She was leaning over me now, her face above me, her breasts in reach. I fondled them while I thrust into her, her hips counter-thrusting. She closed her eyes, and I leaned forward and licked her nipple. Then I sucked on it.
"Krista," she finally answered.
"Me too." I told Abby, fucking her hard while she dropped down on top of me. I held her hips and screwed her like there was no tomorrow.
"Are you thinking of her now. Imagining her here on top of you, instead of me?" Abby asked, cautiously.
"No. I'm imagining finishing inside of you, and then having her eat my come out of you." I told her.
"Oh shit," she moaned, and I felt her orgasm at the thought. I was close enough that it pushed me over the edge as well.
I went to sleep wondering how much more I'd have to do, before my darling wife invited one of her best friends into our bed.
-----
I had only been with Donna three times. The two times I worked up the blackmail, and once more at Krista's house. She was resistant to my coming over to her place, and I was similarly disinclined to have her over at my place. Krista's was so much easier, just a few doors down, and almost invisible, walking down the alley between all the high fences. No parked cars, no prying eyes, unless someone happened to peak out their back upstairs window at just the right time.
But I wanted to fuck Donna. Alone.
The nearby lake has several parks, and one of them is almost unknown. It's hard to get too, and I'd only found it while doing some geo-caching with my daughter. I told Donna to meet me at the parking lot at the entrance, which had been empty every time I'd been there.
She was hesitant at first, but then I asked her if she'd prefer that I come over to her place. That was enough to get her to go along.
When she pulled up she rolled down her window and gave a long look around. "I've lived here all my life and didn't know this place was here," she admitted.
I already had the ramps down, and was backing my Quad ATV out of the bed of my truck. I looked over when she pulled up and watched as she stepped out of the Suburban. Donna had dressed for play. She had a short skirt on, and a light weight tattered tee. When she stepped down I could see that she was wearing plain white panties, and her boisterous nipples confirmed she was sans bra. Good girl.
I went to her and took her in my arms. She smelled good. "God, I've missed you," I told her, before pressing my lips down on hers forcefully.
"It's only been like 4 days, since we were at Krista's," she answered, blushing.
Blushing. How sweet.
I let my hand wander down under her skirt, and I cupped her mound. "Take off your panties. Leave them in the car."
She seemed to ponder it a second then she opened her door, sat on the edge of the seat and removed her panties, tucking them under the seat.
"In the future, when you're meeting me, don't wear bra or panties unless I tell you to. Understand?" I asked her, my hand cupping the back of her neck massaging the nape where hair met skin. She rolled her head in pleasure, and murmured "Mmmhmmm." Sounded like a yes to me.
I drew her by the hand over to the ATV, and I sat down and beckoned her on. She started to climb behind me.
"Not back there. Come up here. Ever driven one of these before?"
"Me? Drive it?" She asked incredulously.
"Sure." I introduced her to the BF650, one of the bigger quads out there, a little high on the HP scale for a new rider. She also balked at putting on the helmet, even if it was only an old shorty that would sit on her head, rather than encase it.
She enjoyed tooling around the open field beside the parking lot, getting a feel for the throttle and braking. She was a bit exposed, wearing a skirt as she was. At first she was constantly grabbing at it, trying to hold it down, sitting on it, trying to keep it from flapping in the wind. It was a hopeless case, and she eventually gave up. After that it was almost constantly up around her waist, leaving her completely exposed.
When I felt she had a feel for the ride, I indicated a main trail to head down. Obviously not very used, it wasn't in horrible shape, and taking it slow it was a pretty easy ride. While we rolled slowly along, I let my hands wander up under her shirt, and eventually pulled it up over her breasts, leaving her exposed both top and bottom. She gave no resistance. Far from it, she leaned into my hands while I toyed with her breasts. About a mile up the trail it opened into another clearing and I had her stop.



"That was incredible," she gushed, pulling her shirt down before taking off her helmet.
She took public exposure very well, even if nobody was around. "You did well, but I'll drive from here." I told her.
She started to get up, but I slowed her down. "Just turn around," I told her. She did, which was a little awkward, but then she was sitting in front of me, facing backwards, and straddling my lap. I was hard, from rubbing up against her, and with a yank on the side of my shorts leg, I was fully exposed.
"Stand," I told her, and she did, her eyes a glitter.
I scooted forward a bit and leaned back. "Now, sit."
She found the right position, and slowly lowered herself onto my hard-on, until I was completely buried inside her. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and her arms around my chest. I was thankful the quad was an automatic.
We took off slowly down the trail, ignoring all safety guidelines. Our helmets were strapped on back, and we were definitely not in an approved two-up riding position. Each bump in the road, bounced her on my cock. The hum and vibration of the big V-Twin passed up through my balls right into her silken insides. Who would ever have guessed that crawling along on a smooth trail would be an adventure in itself?
I stopped before long and peeled off her shirt. She argued a bit, but she acquiesced in the end. She was now naked except for that silly skirt bunched up around her waist. I leaned her back over the handle bars a bit, and stroked her a couple of times, just for fun. The skirt made a great handle for lifting her hips up and driving into her.
I pulled her back hard, settling her back on my cock, and took off down the trail some more. I found the side trail I was looking for and headed down it, a little bumpier now, until I located the clearing by the water. It had two vacant picnic tables, and a great view of the water, only about 20 yards away.
I opened the bag on the back rack, and passed her a heavy blanket. "Put it on the table," I told her, then broke out the outdoor insect spray and gave the whole area a good once over, including our makeshift bed, and the surrounding area.
She was waiting for me, sitting on the table top, knees primly together and tilted to one side, her skirt back in place. Topless, her very nice breasts almost screamed out for attention. As I approached, she leaned back a bit, lowering one leg, and opening up a partial view up her skirt.
"So what did you have in mind?" she asked, as if she didn't know.
I sat beside her, and then carefully eased her back until we were lying side by side. My lips sought out hers, and I enjoyed kissing her, really kissing her, for the first time. I took my time, in no hurry to pound her pussy, which was definitely where we here heading.
I broke off the kiss and lost the shorts. Then I leaned back and waited for her to go to work.
"So it's like that?" She asked.
"Like what?" I answered smiling.
"Just suck you off. No preliminaries, no foreplay." She said. But she already knew the answer.
"Are we dating now?" I asked, amusedly.
"You could be nicer about this," she griped.
"Maybe. But I could also be a whole lot nastier about it. Now suck me." I told her, with an edge to my voice.
She did as I asked, but with less enthusiasm then I'd hoped for. "You can do better than that," I urged her, "or do I need to have a talk with Dave about your technique, or lack thereof?"
She didn't take the comment well. She pulled off of my cock, and held it in her hand. "When did you become such a dick?"
Recalcitrant. Bitchy. Not what I was hoping for at all. But what I'd expected and even anticipated.
I got up and walked to the ATV. "Let me get you a beer, and we can start over." I grabbed my six pack soft cooler, which had a couple of beers, and a few "accessories" I'd had the forethought to bring along.
I popped a beer for her, and passed it to her, while she sat up. I stood directly in front of her, kissed her on the neck, and whispered, "Close your eyes."
I took the beer from her, and gave her a gentle kiss, taking her hands in mine. Once I had them together, it only took a moment for me to loop my zip-tie around them and pull it tight.
"What are you doing?" She cried out, eyes open wide, looking down at her captured hands.
My hand dipped into the bag, and came out with the duct tape. She saw it and really started to worry. "What the fuck is that for?" She asked, almost hysterical.
"Hopefully, I won't need it." I told her. "Now where were we? Oh yeah." I leaned back on the table, slowly stroking myself.
She looked both angry and nervous. I wasn't worried about a little bit of anger, I was much more concerned about compliance.
She sucked me with attitude. Which at the moment was nearly as good as passion. It didn't take her long to get me nicely worked up, and thinking about moving on.
"My hands hurt. Could you just undo this, I'll be good." She asked me nicely.
"I think I can manage that. Just a moment." I went back to the quad, and reached into the big bag, pulling out a plastic coated steel chain. "Raise your foot up for me."
"Why?" she asked nervously.
"Because you want your hands free," I told her.
She lifted up her foot slowly, and I locked a loop around her ankle, and another around the table leg. "Please, Alex, don't." I ignored her until she was well anchored, then pulled out a pair of dykes and cut her wrists loose.
She rubbed her hands, where the plastic had left a red mark. "You don't have to do this, Alex. You know I'll do what you want," she wheedled.
"Let's try that blow job again." I told her. "If you do better, I may not leave you like this when I'm done with you." I said it coldly, matter-of-factly, making sure she got the message.
When I introduced my semi-hard cock to her mouth, she was a new woman. She did her best, sucking me deeply and using her hands to her best ability. Donna had me hard as a rock shortly. I still wanted to fuck with her brain, before I did her body. I eased her onto her back, caressing her body, watching her perky little nipples wake up. I reached into my bag of tricks for another, cruel tool. I pulled out a squeeze bottle of chocolate syrup. She looked at it oddly, and I squirted two dollops on her nipples.
I sucked the chocolate off, teasing and nibbling, and then mentioned casually. "Imagine what it would be like if I left you here, tied down even more securely, but covered you in this syrup, first."
She was nearly in tears. "Please, no. I'll do what you want," she assured me.
"Of course you will. That was our deal. And you wouldn't dream of backing out of our deal would you? I'd be so angry. You wouldn't like me angry." I pinched her nipples, which I'd been playing with. Pinched them hard. She squealed at first, then groaned, as I didn't release them. When I let go, she gasped in relief, but only for a second before I slapped them from the side, stingingly. I backhanded the left one, letting my nails rake across them, leaving little red trails on her skin. She reached up to cover them with her hands.
"Hands to the side. Don't move them or I'll duct tape them in place." I warned her.
She was crying now, softly. Good. I recovered her shirt, and pulled it over her head, not tightly, just leaving her in the dark.
"Just so you understand me, Donna. Bad girls are punished. You're not a bad girl, are you?"
"No," she cried softly.
"Good. And good girls, well, good girls can be rewarded. Are you a good girl, Donna?"
"Yes, I'll be good. Very good." She answered fervently.
I massaged her breasts gently, kissing them lightly. She twitched at first, then lay still. Sitting up, I let my hands move down her body, and drew little circles with my fingers around the next play area.
I massaged her mound, rubbing her pussy, letting my fingers press against her, before I finally let a finger slide into her. She took it quietly. For about five minutes. Then as I worked on her pussy more and more, I had her trembling, and pushing up against me, looking for more. Her hands wiggled, grasping the edge of the table. I could tell she wanted to move them, but she knew better. Good.
"Good girls, Donna, are allowed to come. They are made to come. But only when I let them." One hand played with her breast now, as the other toyed with her pussy.
"You are a good girl, right, Donna?" I asked her, thrusting my fingers in and out of her forcefully.
"God, yes," she whispered.
"So you'll only come when I say, correct?"
"Please," she moaned, her pussy throbbing against my fingers.
"Was that a yes?" I asked, teasing her clit more aggressively.
"YES," she gasped loudly.
I pulled my fingers out abruptly and gave her a stinging slap down there.
"OW!" She cried out.
"Not yet," I told her, massaging her mound again, before slipping a finger back in her sopping slit.
I got off the table and urged her down, bending her over the end of it. I took the shirt off her head, and had her spread her arms wide, holding onto the edge of the table again. She looked incredible, that round white ass sticking up, waiting for attention. I spread her legs a bit, and she could barely reach the ground, most of her weight on the edge of the table.
I spread her cheeks and licked her thoroughly from the vee of her butt cheeks across her tight little sphincter, through her swollen nether-lips, all the way to her peek-a-boo clit. Up and down I licked her, nibbling that clit, tongue fucking her, and poking away at her tight little butt hole.
She was hot as West Texas asphalt, and moaned continuously, her legs trembling.
"Can I come, Alex? Can I come," she was gasping, pushing back against my tongue. "Please, let me come."
I backed away and gave her ass a hard firm slap, I believe you could have heard back at the parking lot.
"Ahhh," she cried out, almost climbing up the table.
"Soon, my sweet, but not yet. Not quite yet." With that I introduced the head of my still swollen cock to her moist valley, and slowly entered her, until I bottomed out. She grunted at the intrusion, but it didn't sound like she was complaining.
"God, you have a sweet pussy. So tight. How often does your husband tap this thing, and don't lie to me."
"Maybe once a week, maybe three times a month, I don't know exactly. He'd like it more," she admitted.
"You're holding out on him?" I asked her, while slowly stroking in and out.
"He's so weird. He comes down from a late night 'work' session in his office with a hard-on and expects me to do him right then and there. I'm not sure I like where those hard-ons came from." She was the opposite of Krista, very open about all this.
"Morning sex?" I asked her.
"Please. He's gone most of the time before I even get up. He's got to hit the gym by 6:00 am. I don't get up until after 9:00 usually. Although I guess that will have to change if we ever have kids." She grunted while I fucked her.
"Anytime soon? Kids I mean?" She felt wonderful. The cool breeze off the water, the warm sun beating down on us, the heat of her tight little twat enveloping my stiff rod.
"We're trying. Nearly two years now." She said. "I've seen a doctor. It's not me."
"Three times a month wouldn't give great odds." I told her, pounding her a little more forcefully. I was starting to get more than a little distracted from the conversation.
"It used to be more than that. A lot more than that. Until maybe a year ago." She gasped.
I couldn't talk anymore, I wanted to just fuck her cute little brains out. The height was very good for me. I could just slam away with my hips, without wearing out my legs.
I pulled out of her abruptly. "Sit up and wave to your admirers," I told her.
She looked up sharply and saw that a bass boat was trolling along about 10 feet off the shore and the guys were watching our interplay eagerly.
"Go ahead wave, then turn over on your back." I ordered her.
She was red as could be but she obeyed, sitting up, covering her breasts with one arm, while she waved a quick princess wave with the other. Then she was lying down, hiding most of her God-given treasures from her new admirers.
I nudged her further up the table, then pushed her legs back until the chain was pretty close to it's limits, and took her again. "Rub yourself for me. You're going to come when I do."
She had a breast in one hand, and the other rubbing circles at the top of her pussy.
"You need any help with that?" One of our voyeurs shouted out.
"Please no, please no, please no. Not them, not now," she moaned to me.
The idea was tempting. But that was a lesson best saved for a more opportune time. I had to be getting out of there soon, obligations, you know. Add two more men to the fray would probably delay us at least an hour.
"Not today guys. Maybe some other time." I shouted to them before I lifted her legs and pounded her harder and harder. It was a little hard on my knees, but worth it.
"Thank you, Alex, thank you. I'm so sorry I was bitchy earlier. Thank you." She was almost crying her relief, and her hand was working a mile a minute down below.
I was glad to see that she took it for granted that I might have said yes.
"I'm close baby, I'm close. You're gonna come for me," I told her, breathing hard, the sweat dripping off of me.
"Come in me, Alex, come in me hard, do it." She said it fiercely.
It was only a couple more strokes before I was ready. "Fuck," I gasped, thrusting hard, burying my cock in her 20-something snatch, and blowing my wad.
She screamed out, her legs kicking free and pulling me deeper, her heels on my ass. "YES, YES, YES!" She cried out, coming hard.
I filled her sweet pussy to the brim, squirting shot after shot of my juices into the back of her tight little chamber. When done, I pulled out and stood beside the table. She stayed on her back, holding her hips high, and crossing her ankles above her. "Was I good enough for you to take me with you?" She asked, giving her ankle chain a jingle.
"Why don't we ask our friends if I should take you with me or not?" I teased.
"Shit. They couldn't handle this." She smiled at me. But I could tell she was still a bit nervous, so completely out of control.
I unsnapped the chain off the table, then off of her leg. She breathed a sigh of relief.
She eased off the table top, closed her legs tightly, and sat on the bench.
"Clean me," I told her, waving my sticky cock in front of her face.
She looked up at me, then looked over at our watchers, who were passing a pair of binoculars back and forth between them. She grinned and gave me the sexiest, most salacious cleaning I could hope for, licking me clean and sucking every drop out of my softening cock. She was well on the way to getting me hard again, when I pulled away, painfully aware that I was running short on time.
"That was nice, sweetness," I told her, caressing her hair.
"It was. Thank you." She answered with a smile.
I got dressed, pulling my shorts back on, and she put her shirt back on and straightened out her skirt, which had somehow made it through the whole affair. I folded the blanket on the front of the ATV seat and let her sit on it, in front of me again. This time facing forward.
"Go ahead, you can drive," I encouraged her.
She surprised me once more. She pulled her shirt completely off, and passed it to me. "Hold this a second," she asked. Then she put on her helmet, and turned the quad around. Sweet little Donna drove down to the shore, and paralleled it, now only 20 feet or so from the men in the boat. As we slowly cruised past, she called back to me, "Play with my tits."
As I did, she waved to her admirers, then drove slowly back to the trail. As she turned onto the main trail, she asked for her shirt. I was tempted to hold out until we got to the parking lot, but I figured she'd been a pretty good girl except for that one little moment, and she'd cleaned up her act after that.
We made it to the cars uneventfully, but I was a little surprised to see another vehicle with a dirt-bike trailer parked beside us. I'd never heard them tooling around the trails, they must have gone a different direction. Luckily for Donna.
I gave her a big kiss at the car, and let her put her panties back on so she wouldn't mess up her leather seat.
She closed the door, then opened her window. "That was so incredible."
"Ditto."
"Call me soon," she said, then started up the engine, and backed out while I drove my quad back into the truck bed.
Soon. Count on it. The lessons have just begun.
-------------
Go ahead, Vote. You know you want to do it.
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A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Amie submits her 'resume', and the sister situation becomes more of an issue.
* * * *
Jim and Joe both decided to stay and help for the morning, so we headed back to what used to be the shop, and was now starting to shape up into a half-way decent place to put the daycare. We had some door-hanging to do, as well as some wiring and carpeting. The tasks around the place seemed endless.
I couldn't resist asking Jim what happened with him.
"Karen made it VERY clear. Robin was 100% off limits." He admitted.
"But I saw Robin head up there, what happened? I didn't hear any screaming, and everyone was alive this morning." I teased.
"This whole thing is so fucked up. Karen had already asked me if I'd fucked Robin. I told her of course not. I was with her, not her sister. I guess that was the right answer. She asked me what Robin had been up to, and I told her, and while I was doing that she took it on herself to try to fuck my brains out. She rode me like a cowgirl at the rodeo.
"Right at the end of it Robin walked in, and then apologized for busting in on us. Karen just told her to sit, then she finished getting me off, while Robin sat in a chair in the room. It was so hot, her watching us, I didn't last another minute." He sounded as incredulous as it seemed.
"Then they had an almost normal chat. Karen suggested I might want to take a shower, and while I did, I heard them getting a little louder, but I couldn't tell what they were saying. By the time I was done Robin was gone."
"So that didn't seem too weird, except for the part of Robin watching you guys." Joe chimed in, reminding us he was there.
"No, that wasn't too weird. But Karen started asking me if I wanted to do her sister."
"Not enough to mess up what we've got going," I told her.
"And what exactly do we have going?" She asked me.
"I'm not sure." I confessed, "But, God, please don't let it stop!"
"She laughed again, and got me worked up again. She likes to be on top a lot, and she rode me a long while, warning me not to screw with Robin, or she'd never touch me again."
I gave him a shot in the arm. "I warned you, didn't I? You got lucky on that one."
"No, that still wasn't the weird part," he answered. "This morning, I woke up and Robin was in bed on the other side of Karen and they were whispering. Then Karen got up to go to the bathroom, and Robin scooted over close to me and cuddled up next to me."
"Oh shit," I laughed at his predicament.
"I tried to pretend I was still half-asleep, but she started nibbling on my shoulder, and then when she reached for my cock, I had to get out of that bed before I was in hot water. I mean boiling water. I stood there beside the bed, hard, with a half-naked girl in the bed, and scared. Then Karen was beside me, and she led me back to bed."
"It's Ok," she told me, and then Robin stroked my cock up and down. Like after just a couple of strokes I was almost ready to come. Then Karen said enough, and she climbed on top of me, and started to fuck me, but shit, I was so worked up, if I didn't have to take a wicked piss, I would have come immediately. As it was I only lasted a little while, and as soon as I came, I had to hurry and take a leak - I swear I almost pissed in her."
"What did Robin do?" Joe asked.
"Nothing. She just stroked me, and then Karen did me, and Robin watched. Didn't say nothing. Didn't touch either of us. What do you think it means?" He asked us.
I laughed. "I have no idea. Welcome to the world of women. Who can figure out what the fuck is going on inside their heads? If you want to, you might just ask Karen. Or just wait and see. But I wouldn't do anything with Robin, without Karen's direct say-so. Capiche?"
"Shit," he mumbled, and we just laughed. He couldn't help it and pretty soon we were all laughing at his plight.
Joe had to leave before lunch, and we never really did talk much about the night before. Jim and I broke for lunch, and we decided to call it a day for the garage. We gave the girls a tour of our 90% complete job before we had our sandwiches. It really was starting to shape up.
After lunch things got weird again. Beth headed out to her parent's house and reminded me that I was to join them around 5:30pm. Like I was looking forward to that. Then Jim headed home, and Karen took her sister across town to get the last of her things. It was just me and Debbie, and I was thinking of having a little playtime to ourselves, but she was headed out to do some shopping, and was taking the little ones for some ice-cream and a play-date with some friends from school.
Just like that it went from a house full, to just me.
So I decided to kick back, and watch the Orioles on TV. It was a treat.
"Hey handsome," a voice nudged me out of my dreams. The sudden earthquake evaporated and I looked up not recognizing what I was seeing. A big pair of glasses. Brown eyes. Reddish brown hair.
"Where is everyone?" she asked.
Amie. That was her name.
"Hi Amie. Nobody here. I guess I must have napped watching the game." I suddenly started, wondering what time it was. I looked around almost frantically. "Shit, what time is it?"
"About 3:30 I guess," Amie said.
"Oh! Ok, thanks," I breathed a sigh of relief.
Amie was sitting next to me. Close. Real close.
"This is the first time I've seen you that you weren't surrounded by your harem," she said, laughingly.
"No kidding. This place is Grand Central Station, although I wouldn't call it a harem." I told her, turning off the TV with the remote. "Hell, looks like Karen got herself a boyfriend, which I guess it probably for the best, and her sister is certainly not part of my 'harem'."
"Cool. Sounds like you might have an opening." She edged closer, turning a bit towards me. "Are you interviewing?"
She said it teasingly, but her offer seemed to be genuine. I looked her over. So slender; she was wearing a short skirt, almost a mini-skirt, and a tight scoop-neck shirt. She looked tasty.
While I was looking her over, she leaned into me, her hand on my chest. I was at a loss for words.
"I know. I'm a skinny boy compared to Beth and Debbie." She sounded almost forlorn.
"No. You're beautiful. But I'm sort of committed to them right now." I told her.
"Beth thinks it would be cool. Us, I mean. It would be cool." She said leaning into me even more, much of her weight on my shoulders, and she was half-way into my lap.
"You're kidding, right?" I told her, my arms wrapping around her of their own volition.
"Nope. She asked me if I was going to sleep with you when we were all doing the daycare. She thought I should." She leaned forward and let her lips brush mine. Strawberry. "Should I?"
My answer was a long warm kiss, that raised a passion inside of me I would have thought was taken care of the night before. Her ass felt great in my hands. Then she was straddling me, and she pulled her shirt off over her head. Her breasts were unencumbered by a bra, and the smallish mounds were topped with the most picture perfect nipples, hard as diamonds against my tongue. She smelled wonderful, my nose buried in the valley of her breasts, and I breathed deep.
She pulled away and I raised my hips while she pulled my shorts down, taking my boxers with them. Without warning or hesitation, she put her mouth over the top of my cock, and tongued the head, while her slender cool hands toyed with my balls, caressing them, feeling their heft. I don't know how much experience she had with men, but I know she was pretty damn comfortable sucking my cock. She went at it with a frenzied zest, pleasuring me shamelessly. It was only the third or fourth time I'd ever talked to this girl, and I was about to empty a load in her warm and inviting mouth. Hell, I'd been half-asleep 10 minutes ago.
I considered warning her, but instead just held her face, while I gave up her well-earned reward. She took every drop I offered, and never even slowed down. I was a little sensitive, but now she was gentle, using her tongue and lips to keep me from getting soft. First sucking me clean, then laving my shaft with her tongue and gently coaxing the steel back into my rod. I was soon as hard as ever, and I watched in amazement as she stood up and reached under her skirt, pulling off her panties. She pulled her skirt up just enough to straddle me comfortably, and lowered her tight little twat onto my awaiting staff. She just eased herself down, oh so slowly. When I was buried inside her, she closed her eyes and breathed a sigh.
We hadn't spoken a word since our first kiss.
"I just had to see if I could take it. You're so much bigger than my boyfriend was."
"Seems like a perfect fit." I told her.
"Doesn't it? Made for each other." She said with a satisfied tone to her voice.
Slowly, so slowly, she worked her way up and down my shaft, fucking herself deeply and thoroughly. She seemed content with that, but it wasn't long before I needed more, needed to assert myself. She allowed me to place her on her back, and fuck her hard and deep. Pulling out, to the sound of her saddened moan, I reached down and slid her skirt off of her, leaving her naked except for her Keds. Her eyes burned with need as she spread her legs wider, holding them just behind the knees. I took my stiff rod in hand, and introduced him back to that sweet young twat. She responded eagerly, thrusting back against my thrusts, taking as much of me as she possibly could.
God, she felt great. But I still wanted more. I positioned her again, kneeling on the couch, her arms and head over the back. I stood behind her and found the position ideal. Her long legs provided just enough rise; I didn't have to bend down too much to enter her. I looked down at her long slender torso stretching away from me. I could see where her skin had rubbed against the edge of the cushions, leaving red marks streaking across her shoulders and lower back, just where her hips swelled out.
Holding her lean hips, her hip-bones like handles in my hands, I pulled her forward and back countering my thrusts, as I revelled in the feeling of fucking this pretty teen. I closed my eyes, losing myself in my senses, my entire being distilled down to the length of meat drilling her slippery tunnel. My sensitivity was increasing, I could feel the tug of her nether-lips holding me, resisting each outward pull. I was long-stroking her, pulling out until my head was barely nestled in her warmth, her walls pressing against the sensitive crest. I'd push steadily, burying my meat, letting the tightness slide up my shaft up to within an inch of my balls.
I had to stop, or come, and I didn't want to come yet.
I pulled out and when she turned around, seemingly ready for anything, I helped her up. She stood there, tall, skinny, her skin gleaming, her nipples bright red and amazingly hard. The hollow of her belly, the little pooch at the bottom, and the ridges of her ribs showing just got me hotter and hotter. Her eyes were bright, curious, her lips inviting. I had to taste her lips again, and kissed her briefly, just teasing myself.
I sat, out on the edge of the couch, and invited her aboard. She smiled beautifully, and straddled me again. She felt so warm, against my cooling flesh, as I was engulfed by her young, lightly furred pussy. I gazed into her youthful face, so smooth and open. I pulled her face to mine, kissing her deeply. She rocked back and forth on my cock. My hands explored her body, slowly caressing her, toying with her tits, squeezing her delicious ass cheeks.
I stretched out under her and let her fuck me again. I was getting close once more, and was ready to finish with her. She was breathing heavily, working hard to get me off. She was moaning for me, screwing me wonderfully. I wanted it. I wanted her to feel my hot cum bathing her insides.
I grabbed her ass, holding it tight, as I thrust viciously, closer and closer. She hunched over, her moans cut off as her mouth bit down on my shoulder. She bit hard as she came on my cock, flooding me with her juices. I'd never known a girl to get so wet when she came. The wetness and the new sound of my slamming into her soaking pussy was enough to send me over the edge, and I followed within moments, my hips thrusting halfway to the ceiling, almost tossing her.
I came down from my sexual high, holding her close, while I caught my breath, and allowed my heart to gradually ease back to a more human speed.
"That was amazing," she whispered to me.
Her voice cut through my lust clouded mind.
What the hell was I doing? Fucking this kid in my house? I could barely keep up with Beth and Debbie, never mind the occasional toss with Karen and Cathy. Yet the first cutie to offer herself to me, I roll over for like a dog.
"I'm sorry," I told her releasing her and easing her off me. "I shouldn't have done that."
"Why not? That was great!" She argued, her hand fluttering across my chest.
"It was wonderful, you were wonderful, but I'm in a relationship," I confessed.
"I don't mind. Really. I share nice too." She teased, reaching lower, her finger toying with my wet, limp cock.
I reluctantly dragged myself away from her, before her soft touch had me going again. "It's not my call to make. I mean that was incredible, really, but I shouldn't have done that."
"Yes, you should have. And Beth wanted me to get with you."
"Let's get you dressed. Anyone could be here any moment. And Beth and Debbie and I need to have a long talk, long before they see you naked around here."
"So you think you might see me naked around here again?" she asked, as she tugged her panties back up her legs, trapping my dripping cum.
"You are a gorgeous, sweet girl, and it must be obvious how much I enjoyed that. If it's alright with Beth and Debbie, I'd certainly love a repeat, but I don't want to be doing this behind their back. Doing it today was wrong. Not because of you, but because of me, and my commitments to them." I was almost fully dressed by the time I got it all out.
I sat down to put my shoes back on, which I had kicked off at some point, and she sat next to me, cuddling up. She had her skirt back on but was still naked from the waist up.
"I won't push it," she told me, while applying kisses to my shoulders and neck that contradicted her words. "But the offer is open. That was really nice, and I get wet and tingly all over thinking of doing you with Beth along to watch and help."
I was finally able to shoo Amie out of the house, and I was feeling immensely guilty. What had I been thinking?
Not too much time for that though, I still had to clean up and head over to Beth's house for the evening.
* * *
The less said about that ordeal the better.
I wasn't really sure what she had told her parents, but over appetizers, I came to understand that they believed she was living in my house platonically, and that we had two other room-mates.
They were interested in finding out more about this notion of hers of leaving her job and starting a day-care on my property. What did I know about the business? Who was this "Debbie" that was going to be her partner? How were we going to come up with the start-up capital? Was I trying to stop her from going to college in the fall? How would this affect her swimming aspirations?
Damn. A lot of questions. But at least ones I could answer for the most part.
The conversation carried over to a good, if not inspired dinner. Of course, I was getting spoiled by Debbie's unreasonably outstanding culinary arts. We talked about the separate building, the business plan, the financing by subdividing and taking out a mortgage on the business part of the property. Talking numbers seemed to make Beth's father, George, feel better. The more numbers the better. I even invited him over to take a look at the place.
Beth's mother on the other hand wasn't so easy to take care of. She wasn't a bad looking woman, carrying a few extra pounds but wearing them pretty well. I could see where Beth had gotten some of her looks from. The rest must have been from the mailman, her old man was down right butt-ugly.
Susan grilled me on the living arrangements. I explained about my room downstairs, and the rooms upstairs for the women. She wanted to know more about the kids. Beth volunteered some information, but Susan wanted to hear it from me, so I expanded on what she had said.
"So, are you dating?" she asked me. "Or are one of these women your girlfriend?"
"I'm not really in a single, serious relationship," I answered, not quite lying. I was actually in at least two. "We do go out some, and I feel a little weird acting like the man about the house for two six-year olds, but we've only been in the house a few weeks now, and life is too hectic to be running around getting involved in dating now."
Of course, they had to know that Beth and I had gone out several times before this whole house-thing had started, but blessedly that didn't come up at the table.
Dinner was mercifully short, and George and I retired to the den while the women cleaned up.
He offered me a drink, and as I sipped on the Scotch and water, he broke the ice again.
"Three women under one roof, and two of them divorced. I don't know whether to envy you, or feel sorry for you." His laugh sounded a bit forced.
"Well, one of them is dating right now, and that may help a bit, but her sister wants to move in for the summer, as if I didn't have enough estrogen in the building." I answered, smiling.
"Once they've been in there a while, and they all get on the same cycle, you may want to move out to that daycare building for one week out of the month."
We both got a chuckle out of that one.
"She's going to college in the fall." He told me abruptly.
"I know she'd applied," I told him.
"Applied, hell! She's got two scholarships for swimming. She turned down Florida for GW. Now George Washington is a great school, and their program is excellent - but Florida? A top 5 school, and a full ride at that? Did you have anything to do with that?" He seemed a little agitated.
"God's honest truth, George, I never heard a word about it until now." I told him honestly. "George Washington is supposed to be a terrific school, though. Maybe it's the academics." I answered.
"That's what she said," he muttered. "How can she turn down a $20,000 dollar a year scholarship, where she'll be the top dog, to move to Florida, and be lucky to swim until her junior year?"
"I don't know much about the swimming world. I think you'll just have to trust her on this one." I told him.
"Yeah, but it's hard. She's our baby. Only child. I only want the best for her," he told me.
"Can't do much better than that, school wise." I answered.
"There is that. She's talking about a Masters in Education. I certainly couldn't afford it on my own."
The women broke in around then, and Beth reminded them that we both had to work the next day. She had swimming at 5:30 am. It was time to move on.
George seemed reasonably calm about the whole thing, but on the way out the door Susan tugged me aside for just a second, and whispered in my ear, "Don't you dare break her heart."
She didn't say it in a joking or even friendly manner.
Crap.
* * *
When I got home, there was an almost palpable chill in the air. The living room was empty. Beth's car wasn't there yet, so the talk I was hoping to have with her would have to wait.
I found Debbie in the kitchen. I walked up to her and wrapped my arms around her.
"Don't tell me what you guys had for dinner, I'll probably end up crying." I teased her.
"Survived the event, did you?" She asked concernedly.
"Barely, but the Mom has her claws out."



"Grrrrowl," she answered, "Momma's gotta protect her baby. What do they know?"
"Nothing it looks like, but the Momma suspects." I sighed.
Debbie seemed a bit subdued. "More chaos on the home front."
"Oh no. What now?" I asked.
"Sisters. Maybe you should talk to Karen. She's upstairs alone." She peeled my arms from around her, and gave me a push.
Sisters. What had I been thinking.
* * *
Karen was in bed, but let me in. She'd been awake, reading, it looked like. She was wearing an oversized tee, crawled back into bed, and patted the bed at her side for me to sit down.
"So you already heard, hunh?" She asked wearily.
"Nope. But Debbie thought we should talk."
Ten seconds later I had a sobbing Karen on my hands. The last thing I ever expected. She was a cruel-world-hardened woman who'd been through a lot. Tears had never been a part of it as far as I knew.
I held her while she sobbed and the story came out.
She'd raised her sister since Robin was fourteen. By the time Robin was seventeen, she'd been a major factor in breaking up Karen's engagement at the time. By the time little sis was shuffled off to college, it turned out she'd slept with at least three of Karen's serious relationships. Including her ex-husband. There was a lot of anguish roiling around in her.
She calmed down over time and talked more in depth about her sister's problems. She always had to chase whoever Karen was with. After two years of college, they had seemed to get along well enough for Robin to move back in with her, but that only lasted a few months, before it happened again. It was like she couldn't help herself.
"What's wrong with me?" she sobbed in self-pity. "Why can't I keep a man?" she asked.
"It's certainly not a problem with this," I told her teasingly, trying to add a little levity by caressing her body.
"For you maybe. You'd fuck a snake if it would stay still long enough," she giggled, sniffing.
"It would have to be a big snake, and non-poisonous," I assured her.
"It sure didn't keep you tethered to me," she whined. "Within two weeks you had a new little chippie, and I was relegated to third string."
"I thought you didn't want any serious relationship with me," I countered.
"I know, but still it's hard."
"Hard, and not looking like it's getting any relief soon," I teased again, thrusting my hips into her side.
"GOD. You are impossible." She growled, but I think she liked the idea of turning me on. She could still do that easily enough. And I hadn't fucked her sister. Yet.
Before I could defend myself, she sat up in bed, and wrestled my pants off of me. Within a twinkling she had her shirt off, and was delightfully naked. She crawled on top of me, slid me inside and rested on my chest.
"I love how you feel inside me," she said softly.
I held her, just nudging my hips back and forth, stroking her back. "Me too."
"Why can't it just be like this?" she asked softly.
"It can, whenever you want." I told her
"It's why I always come back to you. It's never just you and me, but it's always wonderful," she purred, holding me tightly. "At least this time I'm not your damn slave. I mean, not legally."
"What about Jim?" I asked, purposely ignoring her odd reference.
"Oh, Jim's going to fuck her. I know it."
"You want me to throw her ass out? I will."
"I know you will," she said, getting up off me and riding me a little less delicately. "It's nice to know. But I don't think so."
"Having her in the room, while you two are screwing can't be helping the situation." I told her.
"I don't know. She's always done it behind my back. I'm wondering if this wouldn't change things." She told me, her tits rocking back and forth just in front of my face, distracting me.
"Maybe. It seems to be a deep-rooted thing. I don't think she does it out of spite. Maybe she can't help herself." I said, while thrusting a little more urgently.
"I know. She's so repentant afterwards. And once she takes them, she dumps them right away." She had been unbuttoning my shirt. Once she had it open she stopped, resting a bit.
I turned her onto her back, and entered her again, easily. I pealed off my shirt, and tossed it to the side.
"She wants what you have. Because you have it. Maybe sharing with her would be enough." I told her, giving her long smooth strokes.
She had closed her eyes, and now she opened them. I could see a bit of fire in them. "She should just get her own guy."
"I know. Maybe we can help with that. There're plenty of guys at work who could use a girlfriend." I said.
"I wouldn't wish that on anyone," she laughed, wrapping her legs around me, and pulling me in. "Fuck me, Jack, like you care."
"Silly girl." I laughed, thrusting deeply. "You know I care."
"I know. I just need to be reminded."
I didn't know if she meant she needed the fucking or the caring. Probably both. I was willing enough to help out in both areas.
I fucked her hard, holding her face in my hands and kissing that ornery, teasing, talented mouth. She kissed me passionately, gasping and thrusting against me. We fucked in silence, which was highly unusual for us, going on and on until she cried out underneath me.
Gasping, I caught my breath, slowing the pace. I wasn't all that close yet, and I rolled off of her, onto my side, breathing hard.
She lifted her leg, twisting her body, and maneuvered me back inside of her. I was able to screw her again, just using my hips, while I played with her breasts.
"You are so predictable. You just love playing with these puppies." She laughed, a genuine laugh, while she squeezed her own breasts.
"Guilty."
"You going to come for me?" she asked.
"In a bit, no hurry," I said.
"You want something else? I could blow you. Or you could do me back there if you need to."
I held the leg between us, working deeper into her. "Happy as a clam right here."
"Good." She leaned back, letting me screw her. "You're a little too big for my butt, anyway."
"I don't think so."
"I know you don't think so. But my poor worn out butthole does. I'm still sore as hell from yesterday."
"Want me to kiss it and make it better." I asked, innocently.
"Like hell. One second you'll be kissing. Then your evil tongue will be in there, then your un-relenting fingers, and next thing you know I'll be begging you to ream me until I scream. I need a break."
"Works for me. I fought long and hard to get inside this sweet little pussy of yours, and I'm not leaving it."
"Yes, you did, didn't you? Man, you wanted me bad." She laughed again.
"I did, and I do." I told her, once again thrusting with vigor.
"But not as bad as Jimbo. He's definitely infatuated with everything down there." The giggling was infectious and we both starting giggling. She laughed harder, eventually pushing me out.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she gasped in laughter. Then she was on her hands and knees. "Kiss my boo-boo, Jack."
"Karen...'
"Just kiss it," she said, wiggling her ass.
I leaned in and kissed her reddened little back-door. She sighed when I did. I kissed it again, then let my tongue tease it a bit. She reached back and spread her cheeks wide for me, allowing my tongue to penetrate her. She moaned. I pointed my tongue and drove it into her.
"Ohh, I knew that evil tongue would come out and make me feel all better. Didn't I tell you?"
I sat up and slid my cock back inside her warm slice, before nudging my thumb against her ass.
"Gently lover, it really is sore." Then she abruptly pulled away and crawled to the edge of the bed. She opened a drawer and pulled out a tube, passing it to me. "Now do that again."
I didn't need telling twice. I slid my cock back home, then put a few drops at the top of her crack and slowly worked my thumb inside her. I added a few more drops, while I pumped her above and below.
"That's better. A lot better. It hardly hurts at all." She dropped her head back to the bed, and reached back spreading her cheeks wide for me, here fingers brushing my thumb as she opened herself.
I was really hard now, feeling it. I pulled my thumb out, and before I could do more, she twisted her torso sideways, and slipped two fingers into her own ass. It looked so tempting. I squirted a little more lube on her fingers.
"Two fingers aren't bad. You want to try?" she said softly, working her fingers around.
I slid a finger beside hers. She removed her index finger, leaving her middle finger buried to the second knuckle. "Mmmm, nice. Another?"
My second finger slid in beside the first. She tugged to the side, and I could see a dark gap open between our fingers. "Damn, you are a bad boy, didn't I say you'd be slipping your fingers in my ass, given half a chance?"
"I can't help myself around you, you know that. It's always been that way."
My cock was buried in her slippery twat, as we toyed with her well used ass. "I think I could take a little more. Maybe a lot more." She slid her finger out and clutched her ass cheek, pulling.
I wasn't sure why she wanted this, but I was willing. I slid my fingers out, and she straightened on the bed, her other hand now holding the other cheek, as she waited for me spread wide. I could see more of the pink inner surface of her ass, and it was calling me.
I lathered more lube on my cock, and placed the head at her opening. "Let me know if I need to stop," I warned her, and gave a gentle push. I slid in easily, almost halfway with one firm push. She was definitely ready.
"Ream me until I scream," she gasped.
"I won't last long," I confessed, pushing in deeper.
"Neither will I, trust me," she urged, pushing back against me.
I stroked in and out of her ass, using my entire length. She shuddered each time I bottomed out, and then moaned when I pulled away. "Is it good," she asked, anxiously.
"Incredible, you know that." I gasped, pumping faster.
"Yes, fuck my ass, Jack, fuck it!"
I obeyed, shaking the bed with my thrusting.
"FUCK!" she cried out, her hands now working away on her clit while she took my all.
I reached for her shoulders, pulling her hard against me, while I slammed into her a few more times. I couldn't hold back a second longer and didn't want to. I buried my rod inside her tight ass, and bathed her bowels with my burning cum.
"Oh, God, I feel it. I feel it." She cried out, reaching back and grasping my balls, trapping me in her ass.
As I finished inside her, she released me, and slid to the bed. I followed her down, not wanting to back out, enjoying the feel of being so far inside her.
"I can't help myself with you." She said softly.
"Me either." I groaned, rolling off of her, and laying back on the bed.
"You bastard. I knew you'd do it no matter what. Now I'll be sore for the rest of the week." She told me, with a false anger. She got up and went to the bathroom, returning with a facecloth to wipe me down.
"Yeah, but whenever you see me smile, you'll know why."
She washed my shriveling cock carefully, quietly.
"Maybe you're right. I'll share Jimbo, but I'll set the limits. Maybe it's what we need," she said thoughtfully.
"Maybe, I don't know." I was a little worried about the idea, to tell the truth.
"You're not going to fuck her, are you?" She asked me. She was still holding my cock, a little too tightly.
"Hell no. The three of you are enough for me. Too much probably." I laughed.
"Four, with Cathy." She reminded me.
Five, with Amie, I thought. But I kept that tidbit to myself.
* * *
The lights downstairs were off. In the bedroom, both my girls were in bed, Beth stretched out, gently snoring. Debbie turned back the covers for me.
"Did it help?" she asked, cuddling up to me, once I'd undressed and crawled into our bed.
"I think so." I told her a little about Karen's and Robin's problem.
"What are we going to do?" she asked, her hands caressing me, and once more awakening my little friend.
"I think she's going to share him."
"Oh." It was quiet for a bit, but her hand had found my hardness, and she was sliding under the covers. "That should be interesting," she said, her voice muffled.
Her lips found my cock, like a homing pigeon home to roost.
"Hey," she said, "two hours up there, and nothing happened?"
"Front and back, but she cleaned me up." I told her.
"She did a good job." Then she was back to business, and I relaxed and let her suck me.
She was incredible. She could give me the most incredible blow-jobs, slowly working me up, and yet relaxing me at the same time. No hurry, no forced effort, just an all-encompassing devotion to pleasuring me, until I would slide out of lethargy, half-waking, and empty myself into her wonderful, welcoming, warm mouth. Completely selfless, not looking for anything in return, but the complete relaxation of my body. She was incredible.
=========================
Hope you enjoyed it. It's been a while in the works. But the next one should be ready soon. If you liked it, please consider voting.
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Chapter 08: Punished!
Sunday was a day of rest, luckily, and I could certainly use it. Abby was still in her penitent mode, and was talking to Krista more than ever. She was trying to get her to forgive Rich, and they talked on the phone for hours. That evening, we went to bed together, and she updated me a little on what was going on.
"I think it's going to be Ok," she told me, cuddled up against me.
"How's that?"
"She said she was going to let him back in the bedroom, but she was done having sex with him for a while." She told me while her hand slowly stroked my limp cock.
"How's that better?" I asked, enjoying the gentle action.
"She said if he was good, she'd let him go down on her, but that was it. At least it's a start." She was a little harder to hear, as she moved down the bed, bringing her mouth inline with my hardening partner.
"I guess that's good," I told her.
She sucked me silently for a while, getting me fully hard, before climbing on top of me again.
"We're ok, aren't we?" she asked me cautiously.
"What do you think?"
"I think we'll be fine. You know I don't want anyone but you." She told me as she rocked back and forth on my staff. "You know it was just a silly, stupid mistake."
I just grunted my assent.
"Close your eyes for me," she said a few moments later, and then crawled off. She returned with her sleeping mask. "Can I put this on you, please?"
"Go ahead," I told her.
She did, and then I felt her climb off the bed. From the doorway her voice called out. "Alex, it's me, Krista, can I come in?" She put on a thick Texas drawl, and spoke in a higher pitch, doing a surprisingly good Krista impression.
"Sure Krista, I hope you'll excuse me for not getting dressed."
She climbed into the bed beside me, and placed her head on my chest. "I can't get past what he did, how he made your slut wife suck him off. I just can't get past it." Her voice sounded sorrowful, but her hand was caressing my stomach, just an inch or two above my hard cock.
"It was a bad thing," I told her, stroking her back.
"Abby thinks that if I were to be with you, well it would kind of even things out." She said softly. Her hand crept down and touched my cock softly, hesitantly. "What do you think?"
"I don't really know. I guess it would be a good start." I told her, stroking her side, my fingers, caressing the edge of her breast.
"What... what would you want to do with me?" she asked, her hand now more confident, stroking my hard cock, cupping the head, and playing with the slick precum.
"Everything." I told her.
"Everything?" her voice cracked.
"Everything. All the things you won't do with him. Now that would be a payback." I thrust my hand against her hand.
"Oh God, I don't know." The words were drawn out in the western twang, that almost had me believing it was her.
"And Abby would have to be here, I couldn't do it behind her back." I told her.
"She's here now, watching from the door. It's so embarrassing."
"My cock is aching for your mouth, Krista," I told her, pushing her head down towards my waist.
"Please, couldn't I start with something else?" she asked. Yet she scooted down the bed.
"Just explore it. Lick it for me. Place it in your mouth. See what it feels like." I implored her.
I felt her lick my cock, tentatively, then again. Then she put the end of my cock in her mouth and sucked and licked it. It felt great, but weird. Here we were, my wife pretending to be her best friend, practicing her first blow job on me. On the other hand, I knew that Krista was far more experienced at this than anybody could imagine. What a tangled web.
"Was that ok?" She asked innocently.
"More than ok, just move your head up and down more, and take more of me in your mouth." I told her.
She started quietly, easily, tentatively, and with some gentle guidance from me, was soon sucking me with wild abandon. She pulled her mouth off of me with and audible 'pop'. "God, that makes me feel so sexy, it's getting me wet," she said in a quiet voice.
"Wet enough for you to get on top of me?" I asked her.
"I guess we can find out," she answered, and then she was straddling me.
"Damn, Krista, you're tight, you better go slow," I said reaching out and holding her hips.
"It's too much. You're so big, I can't get all the way down, I'm sorry," she gasped, sitting up and fucking the top few inches of my cock. "I want to, I really do." She moaned in frustration.
I reached up and pulled her body down to mine, her head tucked into my shoulder. "It's ok, we'll go slow, you'll get used to it."
"Ok god, I don't think so, you're tearing me open," she moaned.
I held her hips up and fucked her slowly penetrating further and further.
"Slower, please, ow, it hurts," she sounded like she was almost crying.
"I can stop," I told her stopping my movement.
"NO!" She cried out, "Don't stop, just go slowly, please. I can feel your fat cock almost in my stomach," she told me.
I started fucking her again, slowly, but in just a few minutes I had to pick up the pace and I was soon bottomed out in her.
"Oh. Oh. Oh," she groaned at the end of each thrust. "No more, I can't take any more," she cried.
"You have it all." I told her, then held her tight against my cock, completely buried in her. "That's all of it."
"Oh God, I did it. I took the whole thing," she gasped. I felt her move cautiously up and down on my cock, then more aggressively.
"Fuck me," she said softly.
"Happily," I answered and fucked into her hard, pounding her, holding her hips just above mine and slamming up into her repeatedly.
"Ooooh," she cried out, "don't stop, you're going to make me come, don't stop, please."
I wasn't planning on stopping but kept fucking away. It was work, I'd been doing it for several minutes, and I was enjoying the feel, but was getting a little tired. Then she slammed her hips down onto me, grinding, while she moaned.
"Alex, Alex, oh God, you made me come so hard," she said, her lips kissing me all over my chest and neck. "I've never felt anything like it."
"I'm sorry," I told her.
"Sorry?"
"Sorry that you'd never felt anything like that. I'd like to make you feel that time and time again."
She moved to the side, and I heard the drawers on the side of the bed open. Then she was dripping lube on my turgid meat.
"That just leaves one last thing to do." she told me. Then she grabbed my hand and put the bottle of lube in it. "I'm on my hands and knees, with my virgin ass waiting for you. Please be gentle."
The blindfold was getting a little distracting but I managed to sit up and reach out and find her ass raised up off the bed. "You really have a sweet butt," I told her, dribbling a few drops of lube onto her butthole, and fingering her. I gave it a couple of good squirts, getting a little messy, and used the excess to rub over my cock. Then I put the spongy head of my cock at her opening.
"You're going to do it now, aren't you? You're really going to fuck my ass." She said softly, with a ring of fear in her voice.
"Yes, Krista, I'm going to fuck that sweet little virgin ass of yours." At that, I gave a push, and slid the head into her.
"Oh stop! Stop! It's too big. It hurts," she cried.
"Just wait a moment and relax, you'll get used to it." I assured her, adding a couple of more drops of lube where I entered her. Then I pushed a little more, sinking a few more inches in.
"God, that's huge." she groaned. "Are you all the way in?"
I laughed, "I've barely started, my love," and then I stroked the few inches in and out, gaining just a little more ground.
"Please, is there much more?" She asked, panting loudly.
"Just a bit," and then I pulled back and pushed hard, burying the full length of my cock inside her tight little butt.
She screamed out, and then gasped, "Christ that hurts! People like this?" she gasped.
"Just relax, you'll get used to it. You really will." I told her. "Maybe Abby could help a little, licking you down there. It will make you feel better."
"Abby? What are you doing, Oh Abby, I don't know, this is too much, too soon, Oh, Oh, OOOOH!" She cried out.
I eased out and slid back in, hearing her groan. Again, and again I slowly fucked that ass, until the going was easy. I was so excited, I knew I couldn't last long, and I started fucking her hard.
"Oh god, oh god," she moaned, "I can't believe how that feels, it's just so wild," she said. "Don't stop Abby, please don't," she said, her ass thrusting back against my strokes.
I picked up the pace and quickly pounded her, knowing I'd already reached the point of no return. "I'm going to come in your virgin ass, Krista. Tell me you want it."
"I do, oh God I do. Pound my dirty little ass with the great big fat cock. Fuck me, fuck my ass, Alex, come in my ass." She moaned with feeling.
It was enough. I grabbed her hips hard, sunk the full length of my cock into her one last time, and let my balls explode, splashing my cum deep inside her.
"OH GOD!" she cried out, "Oh god, oh god, oh god, it's burning inside me. I can feel every drop deep inside me, oh, oh, OOOH," She screamed out in her orgasm, as I finished buried in that sweet virgin ass.
Then she pulled herself off of me, turned and gave me a soft kiss. "Thank you, Alex. I'm glad it was you." Then she was gone.
Abby pulled the mask off of me, then cleaned me up with a wet washcloth.
"It looks like you enjoyed Krista," she said with a devious smile.
"Maybe, just a little."
"That was really naughty, making me lick her," she said, easing me back on the bed.
"Naughtier than fucking her ass in front of you?" I teased.
"Oh, much naughtier. I thought you were going to make her lick me," she answered.
"That would be round two," I told her with a grin.
"Mmmm. I can hardly wait," she said, cuddling up next to me, my cum leaking out of her ass.
"Me either," I said softly, contemplating the idea with pleasure.
====
Monday morning I had taken a mid-morning work break and was putting Krista through the same paces I'd pretended to the previous night. I told her how the entire scene had played out.
We both got a little laugh out of it, and she went along, moaning how huge I was, and how it never fit. Like that was a problem. We both knew I fit her to perfection.
I was riding her ass, near the end of our play, when the phone rang. She picked it up, and did her best to carry on a conversation, while I plowed her rear.
"Oh, Hi, I was just thinking about you," she exclaimed, listening to the response on the other end. "No, nothing in particular, where do you want to meet?" She asked, the added quickly, "Oh nothing really, I just ran up the stairs and I'm a bit winded." Then she giggled, "I wish! Nope just doing laundry. I really gotta go, but I'll be there at 12:30, see ya then." She hung up the phone and heaped on the grief. "You are so bad! Couldn't you have lightened up for just a second?" She asked as I tugged on her hips and continued plugging her butt, as I had for the entire conversation.
"Nope." I answered, "That's too much willpower for any man, to stop fucking your sweet, tight butt in mid-stroke."
"That's about the naughtiest thing yet, talking to your wife, while your fucking me in the ass." She gasped.
"My wife?" I asked, slowing down the reaming.
"Yeah, we're meeting for lunch in about and hour and a half," she laughed. "I hope you can leave me a nice deposit. I love the feeling of you slowly seeping out of me during the day. Especially seated in a nice restaurant chatting up your slut wife."
I laughed out loud, and slowly picked up the pace again. "Let's see if I can't do something about that. I think if you're a good girl, I could leave a deposit in front and rear." I was actually pretty damn close to dropping that first deposit already.
"You mean if I'm a bad girl, don't you?" she asked wiggled her ass.
"A very bad girl."
=========
I'd been laying in bed, the last few nights, well sated by my darling slut-wife Abby's attempts to get back in my good graces. Even completely drained, I couldn't help but wonder how I could spend more time with Donna. Then it hit me.
That's why Monday afternoon I was parked in front of Donna's, knocking on the door. I could see her blue Suburban parked in the driveway. Not to be confused with Krista's black Suburban. Or Misty's burgundy Suburban. It seemed every soccer mom / MILF in north Dallas drove a suburban.
She answered the door in a light weight, white spaghetti strap top that hid little of her treasure chest. Her shorts looked like men's boxers, large and loose. She looked confused, just staring at me, stunned.
"Invite me in?" I asked.
She looked up and down the street, and hustled me in the door, closing it quickly behind me. "Damn it, Alex! You shouldn't be here. At the very least you could call."
I look at her a little amused. Then I reached for her, spun her around and pushed her up against the door. "Is this where you want me to give you a lesson on manners, you little bitch?" I pressed up hard against her ass, then reached down and grabbed her crotch hard.
"No, please no, I'm sorry. You just surprised me." She gasped, almost in tears.
"This was supposed to be a happy meeting, I had some great news for you. But now you've got me in a bad mood. Why, Donna?"
She cautiously slid out from against me, when I eased back. She turned and hugged me, "I'm sorry, please," she murmured, kissing all over my chest. "Let me make it up to you. I can make you happy; you know I can." Then she was rubbing at my crotch, feeling my response to her efforts.
She escorted me to the family room. She stripped off her shirt, and then pulled my pants off. On her knees she did her best to adjust my mood, putting her heart and soul into the blowjob she was delivering. It was nice. And mood altering. It didn't take her long to put a smile back on my face.
I helped her off the floor, and held her in my arms, hugging her. "Isn't that a much nicer way to greet me?" I asked her, as I slid my hands inside her loose boxers, massaging her ass.
"Much better," she agreed softly. "I was just surprised and scared. Forgive me?"
"Not yet." I sat down in the middle of her couch, "come here, and lay across my lap." I told her.
She was obviously hesitant, but just as obviously didn't want to get in further trouble. She did as told, her cloth encased ass across my right thigh.
"What...what are you going to do?" she asked timorously.
"You've been behaving like a spoiled little girl," I told her, "so I'm going to punish you like a spoiled little girl." I peeled her boxers down to her knees, and looked down at that marvelous round white ass, before I slapped her ass cheek, hard.
"Oooh!" She cried out, but she didn't have time to talk. I lit into her ass with a series of hard smacks, not slowing down and not easing up. I alternated cheeks, working all over her rear, leaving no area untouched. Her ass was bright red and she was sobbing before I started to slow down.
"Please!" she cried, when I took a short break. My hand was stinging, so I know her rear must be on fire.
"Are you going to respect me?" I asked her, smacking her once more hard.
"YES!" she cried out, squirming in my lap.
I reached between her legs, and rubbed her pussy gently, nudging her open. "Do you really think you can remember to be good? Or do you deserve more?" I asked.
"I can be good, I promise." She begged.
I smacked her ass four more times, now catching her thighs a little. "Liar! You've promised that over and over." I paused again, rubbing her steaming dripping twat. "Can you remember to be good? Or do you deserve more?" I asked her again.
"Please," she whined, "I promise, I promise to be good."
I beat her ass several more times. I was a little concerned she'd bruise, but let her worry about that. "You're lying, you know you'll mouth off." This time I stopped and caressed that poor abused butt. Her cheeks were flaming red and felt just as hot.
She was openly crying now, "I know. I'm bad. I can learn to be good. Please." She gasped sniffling, while I continued to gently rub her rear. "Be patient with me, please. I know I deserve it, I deserve more. Give me a chance, I'll try. I'll learn." I pulled my hand away from her butt, and I felt her tense up.
"You do deserve more. How many more do you think?" I asked her.
"However many you decide," she said softly.
"Do you think that this act will make me spank you any less?" I asked her.
"No. Probably more. No more than I deserve," she cried.
"Twenty more," I told her coldly, "Count them off."
She was sobbing before I touched her. Smack. "One," she gasped. Smack, "Two", I could barely hear her. "If I don't hear you, I'll start over," told her. Smack "Three!" she cried out loudly. After five, I stopped and told her to get up. She did obediently, head down. I lead her over to the end of the couch and bent her over the arm.
She looked over her shoulder at me, her face a red blotchy mess, her eyes swollen, her nose running. She started to speak, and then turned and braced herself.
I smiled. Gently rubbing her black and blue butt, I spoke. "That was good. You were going to say something, weren't you."
"Yes," she said softly, her sobbing slowing.
"You were concerned with what I was going to do now. Weren't you."
"Yes," she allowed.
"You were right to worry. From here I can really get my strength behind your beating. I could take off my belt and blister you." She shivered just at the thought of it.
"Whatever you think I need, in order to learn," she answered softly, almost confidently.
I moved closer, and let my painfully hard erection, rub against her. She gasped, and spread her legs wider, pushing back, presenting herself to me. The height of the armrest was almost perfect. I placed the head of my cock between her soaked lips. And then I pushed.
"Six," I told her.
Her sobbing became an almost hysterical giggle of relief, "Six" she repeated.
I pulled back and gave her another, this time rubbing my thumb over her exposed asshole. "Seven," she said.
I pulled out of her, and bent over to lick her ass, tonguing her hole, then opening her a little. I stood back up and smacked her on the ass hard. She jumped and cried out "Eight!"
She looked over her shoulder at me in fear, and I watched the look change to one of resolution.
"Yes," I reminded her. "Just because I'm kind for a moment, or just because I enjoy your treasures, don't think for a second I wont punish you for any transgression."
"I understand, m-m-master," she said hesitantly.
"I don't think you should call me master," I told her lining up my cock again for another shot at that tight pussy.
"I think I should, it helps me remember, master," she told me.
"Remember what," I asked, sliding my cock into her firmly, and giving her red ass an easy little reminder smack at the same time.
"Nine," she moaned. "Remember that you are my master, and that I must be good and obey, at least for one year," she said softly.
"Master has a deeper meaning than that. Complete servitude, ownership." I tried to explain. "If you want to have a term of respect for me, you can just call me, Sir."
Buried in her tight twat, once again I played with her butthole, while she squirmed underneath me. The next stroke of her pussy, I matched with a finger deep penetration of her ass.



"Ten," She said firmly.
I wiggled my finger around, stretching her, then gave her another double stroke, cock and finger.
"Mmmm, EleVEN," she said, starting softly, then realizing her error, speaking up at the end.
"Twelve," she said, as she took the full length of my cock, and two fingers in her ass.
"Thirteen", then "Fourteen." and her ass and legs were trembling.
I reached for her hips and pulled her backward a bit, tilting her hips lower, making her ass more accessible. Then I stopped a second, realizing I might be pushing this a bit too far.
"Have you ever had anal sex?" I asked her.
"No," she answered hesitantly.
"Mmmm," I pondered, "As tempting as that little brown eye is, this isn't the way to break you in." I slipped my cock back inside her, and smacked her ass again, not too hard, but hard enough to feel it.
"Fifteen," she sighed, "thank you, Sir."
"Although this is not the time,"
"Sixteen."
"...I think we should start training your ass,"
"Seventeen."
"...so when I do take it,
"Eighteen."
"...you'll be ready!"
"Nineteen. Yes, sir."
I looked at it, and pressed my thumb against it again, I slipped in easily, and knew that it wouldn't be too much trouble.
"Twenty," she said, then allowed her whole body to collapse over the sofa arm.
I pulled my cock out, feeling a little sorry for her. Her ass would hurt for days. I rubbed her reddened butt cheeks gently, then kissed them.
I heard her breathy whisper. "Please. Don't stop."
I stood back and looked at her, totally submissive, asking me to fuck her. She was waiting patiently, hopefully, her ass up and exposed. I moved behind her, and played with her pussy for a moment, luxuriating in her moistness.
"Why don't you want me to stop," I asked her.
"I...I want to come," she said, embarrassed by her own need.
"Do you think your behavior deserves the reward of being allowed to come?" I asked her, giving her ass another light smack.
"I know I don't deserve it," she said pleading, "but I need it."
I pressed my cock against her exposed pussy once more, and slowly edged it in. She felt good, taking me, and I enjoyed slowly working my way back into her hot little twat.
"What time will your husband be home?" I asked her, once I'd settled down to a rhythm.
"Almost never before 7:00," she let me know, "and he always calls at least a half-hour before, so he won't have to wait for dinner."
"Good." I looked at my watch and saw it was only about 4:30.
"But Courtney, next door, likes to come over for a smoke most days, right after she gets off work, around 5:30. She usually just lets herself in." Donna warned me.
"Ok, I'll take that into consideration." I was enjoying the fuck, but needed a change of pace. I pulled her up off the couch and escorted her back to her bedroom. She walked along docilely.
I stood beside the bed, "Suck me," I told her.
She dropped to her knees, and starting sucking immediately. She took me as deep as she could, gagging, and pistoned her head up and down on my cock. It was a nice effort.
"Now that's a good girl," I told her, stroking the back of her hair. I tilted her head back, so I could look at her eyes while she blew me. "Don't stop," I told her, as she eased her face back and forth on my cock. "That's very good."
I held her chin still, and slowly backed up, extricating myself from her mouth. Then I pulled a couple of pillows out from under the cover. I placed them towards the middle of the bed. "Lay across these," I told her.
She understood, and stretched out face down, with the pillows under her hips. I opened her legs, and crawled between them. Gently, I opened her up, and licked her. My tongue traced her lips, and around her heavily swollen clit. I used my fingers to open her a bit, and licked deep inside her. I lapped away at her open pussy, before sucking on her exposed clit, gently. Then I used my fingers on her, first one and two, and once I had three fingers working in and out of her, I started paying attention to her virgin hole.
I wanted her to come for me. A big, no, huge orgasm. I had both hands working on her, one rubbing at her tender clit, while the other filled her pussy repeatedly, with three curving fingers, searching out her g-spot. My tongue penetrated her ass, over and over, as she slowly loosened the outer ring. It was reaching deeper inside her, while her moans and groans grew.
"You're making me come," she gasped.
I stopped abruptly, and she cried out in frustration, "NO!"
"Your orgasm is a gift," I explained, slowly starting in again, but quickly bringing her back to that edge.
"Please, let me come," she asked me, "I'm so close."
I slowed down, no longer rubbing her clit or tonguing her ass, but still giving her the three-finger fuck.
"You'll come when I tell you," I told her.
"Yes sir," she gasped.
Back to her sweet pussy, I switched around, still rubbing her clit, but sucking and licking her pussy, while my middle finger invaded her ass. Within moments her body was shaking, "Please, please," she gasped, pushing back against me.
I pinched her clit, shaking it, while I slipped a second soaking finger into her butt. "You can come," I told her, once more mouthing her pussy.
She exploded against me, her legs clamping against me, under one arm and over the other. She twisted away from the hand on her clit, shuddering, pulling me with her as she rolled onto her side, forcing her tangy twat against my adoring mouth.
After several long seconds in which I was afraid she might snap my neck, her legs slowly loosened. Then she rolled to her back, cautiously.
"Oh. My. God." She gasped, staring at me with wide eyes. "I thought my head was going to explode."
I smiled and climbed fully onto the bed, my jaw very sore, but I'm sure not as sore as her ass was.
She reached beside the bed, and pulled out several tissues, which she wiped my face with. Then she was straddling me, raising herself over my cock. She halted just before taking me. "May I?"
"Yes," I told her, "Good girls are rewarded and you've been very good."
She rode me easily back and forth, and I just sat there and enjoyed the sensation, occasionally reaching up to play with her delightful breasts. Her nipples were very hard. "Your nipples react easily, don't they?" I asked her.
She blushed. "Too much, sometimes when I go out I put band-aids over them so they won't stick out too much if we go someplace cold, like a movie theater or restaurant."
"That's a shame, they are so pretty. So perfect for you." I squeezed them firmly, rolling them between my fingers, stretching them out.
Her fucking was delightful, and I'd been hard for a very long time. I was getting close. I let go of her breasts, and leaned back closing my eyes.
"Are you going to come for me," she asked anxiously.
"Soon," I assured her.
"Will you come in me?" She asked raising up and pounding her pussy up and down on my straining staff.
"Yes," I groaned, grabbing her thighs, and pounding out my orgasm into her.
As I finished, slowly softening, she rolled to my side and cuddled in close. She placed her head on my chest. Little kissed from her lips fluttered across my skin. I held her close under my arm, then reached across the bed and pulled the bedspread over her so she wouldn't chill.
While she laid there, content, I remembered why I'd come there in the first place.
"Let me tell you about this idea I had..."
========
Where from here? Will Krista be welcomed into the marriage bed? Will Donna behave? Will Abby continue to expose her seamier side.
Voting is certainly one way to indicate you'd like to read more, (hint).
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Chapter 09: A Debt Paid
I got out of there in plenty of time, and headed directly to the gym. I had missed my morning workout, and although I'd had a bit of one already, it didn't really count.
It was after 7:00 when I finally got home. Most of my weekdays were pretty much the same. Get up early, hit the gym. Quick shower there, and if the day looked open enough, stop over at Krista's for at least a quick blow job, more if my morning was open. Then the pursuit of the mighty dollar prevailed, and I hit that hard, until around 4:00. Most people would think me pretty lucky. I could cover 95% percent of my work effort between 10:00 and 4:00, and still have lunch.
After 4:00, I was basically on call for my customers and to deal with west coast business issues, until around 7:00. Two or three days a week, this would take up another couple of hours of my time.
The early evening, 5:00pm to 9:00pm, was family quality time. Doing some chores around the house, working with my daughter on her homework or piano practice. Maybe going outside and practicing volleyball. We tried to eat dinner together as a family, and three nights out of the week, we'd watch one or two TV shows together.
After 9:00pm, I'd put my daughter to bed, and spend a couple of hours on my other job, making money on the internet, which in the last four years had gone from making a couple of hundred dollars a month, to almost matching my salary from my "real job". I would sneak in a few minutes throughout the day, checking site performance, comparing ad results, slowly optimizing sites that would generate cash as fully automated as possible. Once it was polished, I'd do it again. Complete sites only needed a few minutes review a week. I had over twenty of them by now, each the results of several months work. Two had been home runs, and generated more than the others combined. It was a numbers game.
We didn't need for Abby to work, but we were paying down all our bills and socking away the cash for a rainy day. If things kept up the way they were going, we'd be able to burn our mortgage in about six more months. We'd be totally debt free.
It worked out pretty well, but the biggest drawback was that there wasn't that much time for just Abby and me. We mostly lived for our daughter, and the rest of the time went our separate ways. During the day we had our different jobs. Then it was family time. After that I went to my office, trying to make a buck, while she watched TV and spent the next three or four hours on the phone with all of her friends.
After 10 years together, it had gotten us in a bit of a rut, and was partially responsible for where I was today. Our sex life slowly ebbed away, until we were lucky to do it two to three times a month. It was always plain vanilla. But I still had this enormous sex drive, which I buried in fantasy.
I didn't spend a lot of time on porn. I was familiar with addictions and didn't need one in my life. But I fantasized about the women around me all the time. There were pretty women everywhere, down at the elementary school, at the gym, at the office, at the grocery store, everywhere I looked.
A few years back I returned from a 6 week assignment in China. Sitting in the airport, I looked around and said to myself, "God, Americans are fat." In China, the fat person was rare, here it was the majority. On average, most of us just don't look that good, and are carrying 30 to 100 lbs of excess fat, or more. I had just lost almost 15 lbs in China from eating things I probably shouldn't have, and I swore I'd never put those pounds on again.
In the Dallas suburbs, however, I found an oasis of beauty and fitness. Not everyone, mind you, but a far greater percentage than most places. Well, excluding Phoenix, Vegas, San Diego, and maybe LA. Abby's friends bucked the trend even more. Of the dozen or so women she networked with on a daily level, all but three were really nice to look at. And her three closest friends, Krista, Donna, and Misty were all complete MILFs. They'd pop in and out frequently, and I'd just have to look, and revise my fantasies each night.
So as I was saying, it was after 7:00 pm when I got home, and was told to fend for myself for dinner if I wasn't going to call. It wasn't as bad as that, Abby had wrapped up my dinner and I reheated it, then sat down on the couch beside my daughter, and listened to her chat about her day.
We watched a show together, and I cleaned up in the kitchen. Abby was MIA. Probably in the back yard chatting on the phone, where she could have a little privacy from the ears of a ten year old, and the sound of her chattering, and the volume of the TV wouldn't be an issue.
Most evenings she would milk a scotch and soda, or a tall glass of wine, while she got caught up on the latest. A couple of times a week, Courtney our neighbor immediately next door would hang out, usually when it was later - maybe after 9:00.
I wandered out back to check on her, and found a gaggle of girls, giggling away. Abby was there, but she'd been joined by Misty, Krista, and Courtney.
"Now this looks like trouble," I announced with a grin. "I don't think I want to know what this gang is up to."
"We're just waiting until the kids go to bed, so we can get naked in your hot tub again." Misty teased.
"Misty!" Abby exclaimed. "God, don't even joke about it. Do you have any idea how much trouble that caused?"
I started to blush, and looked over to Krista to see what was going on. She seemed to be getting bright red.
"After checking out y'alls goodies, I think I walked bow-legged for two weeks. Hell, probably longer." She laughed. "Hey, what am I thinking. That sounds like a GREAT idea."
"Can I invite John over," Courtney laughed, "he could REALLY use the inspiration."
"Ok, I'm leaving now," I told them, turning away, "I don't think I want to hear anymore."
"Why don't you come back in an hour or so," Misty told me, "and bring us another of those big bottles of wine you keep under the counter."
Shaking my head, I went back inside. I took my daughter upstairs and put her to bed, telling her she could read for twenty minutes, then it was lights out.
I headed to my office, and worked on writing up all the details of the new plan I wanted to implement with Krista and Donna. It was more complicated than I thought, but I struggled with it for about an hour. I couldn't help thinking about what Misty had said, and wondered if it really was possible for lightning to strike twice.
I headed downstairs, checking on the little one for a moment, and got one of the magnums of wine out, as well as a bottle opener. I didn't open it yet, since it would probably be wasted if I did.
Walking to the back, I could see their heads sticking up out of the hot-tub. "It's about fucking time," Misty told me, holding her glass up for a refill. The action brought her left tit right up to the waterline, setting off my fantasies immediately. It was clear she was at least topless. Looking at the stacks of clothing on the table, several topped with panties and bra, I suspected they were all 'au naturel'.
Courtney was partially hiding behind Abby. "I think that's close enough, Alex," she told me.
Krista laughed, "Oh he's been in here with us before, it's innocent enough, just a little eye-candy."
"Yeah, baby," Misty laughed, standing up in the hot-tub and shaking her upper body, "Show us what you got, Alex."
"You are about to be cut off, wild thing," I warned her.
She sat down sulkily, "Party-pooper."
"John would kill me if he knew we were skinny dipping. First for being naked here. Second, for letting Alex see me, and third, for him missing out on seeing all of you." Courtney lamented.
"Hell, he's been in bed for an hour. What he don't know won't hurt him. Besides, we'll never tell," Abby teased.
"Yeah, it's not like we're taking pictures, or anything," Krista added, with a wink to me.
"Stop just standing there, already, and fill our glasses, Alex. We're building up a thirst here." Misty reminded me.
I opened the bottle and refilled all their glasses.
"Are you going to join us, dear?" Abby asked me with a mischievous smile.
"I don't think Courtney is really ready for that," I told her.
"Court!" Krista exclaimed, and Misty chimed in "Come on Courtney."
"I guess if you guys don't mind..." she said.
With her approval, I set the bottle of wine down beside the spa, and stripped down to my boxers, leaving them on momentarily for the sake of Courtney. I then got in the pool, and removed the wet boxers, tossing them to the side.
I sat between the Misty and my wife. They asked me how the work was coming, and I told them a little about meeting a friend at the gym. I was halfway through my story, and was enjoying the feeling of my wife's hand on my cock, which was thoroughly hard. Then I felt Misty's hand on my other thigh, sliding up and cupping my balls, before grasping at my cock.
Abby leaned across and whispered to her, "Misty! Be good!"
I think that was the last straw for our neighbor. She blushed mightily, then finished her drink with a gulp. "I think I better go, in case John wakes up." John wasn't likely to wake up. She was just beating a retreat. But I'll give her credit, she was willing to test the waters.
I didn't have the grace to look away as she got out. I even turned to watch her as she walked to the table and dried off. She watched me watch her, and I expected her to object, but I think she was enjoying the attention. She was surrounded by naked beautiful women, but all my attention was on her. She wasn't shy now - she dried herself thoroughly as I watched, letting me see her naked body. She had a nice figure, a little pear-like with wider hips and a narrow torso. She had smallish breast, especially compared to the girls in the spa. She even turned to dry her hair and then pull on her panties, giving me a great view of her ass. I felt Misty scoot up behind me and look over my shoulder. The feeling of her hard nipples poking in my back made my cock ache.
"Pretty nice, you wondering what it would be like to tap that?" Misty asked.
"Misty, behave," Krista warned her friend.
"What?" she asked, but not before giving me a kiss on the neck and caressing my ass, with the hand hidden from everyone else's view.
Courtney came back to us for a second before leaving. "Stand up," she told me, "fair's fair."
I laughed, "Turn your head girls, if you're easily offended." Then I did as she asked, and stood on the seating ledge, out of the water from my shins up. I was as hard as I get, my erection sticking up at a 45 degree angle.
"Damn. I see why she's bowlegged," Courtney said with a grin. Then she turned and left, "Y'all are just a bit too wild for me," she told us.
"I doubt that," Abby told her. Then she directed her words to me, "Get back in the water, show-off."
I did, and she got quiet for a second. We all did. It was quiet outside, and remarkably peaceful. The backyard was very private, and we could hear when Courtney's garage door opened, then closed to let her in the back way.
Abby seemed to have a plan. She got up, and took Misty by the hand. She stood her in front of me, just a little to one side, exposed from the waist up. Then she led Krista in front of me, also standing, to the other side. She slid behind them and urged them forward, so their legs were brushing against mine, and those delightful orbs I fantasized about where easily in reach.
"So what do you think?" she asked me. "Would this make us even?"
"Even?" I asked, dumbfounded.
"I owe you two. Misty has heard the story, or at least most of it. Krista of course knows it intimately. I know you want them, and have for a long time. Hell, you've been saying Krista's name in your sleep for a while. They're gorgeous. So I'm thinking we can play a little tonight, and then we'll work out a way for you to give each of them your full-attention for a while."
Misty leaned in and put a knee next to me. Her legs straddled my left leg. She leaned forward so her breast was only an inch away from my face. "Say yes, stupid."
I looked at Krista and she smiled and took up a similar position. "You heard the girl."
"Yes, stupid," I said with big shit-eating grin, and enjoyed the feeling of having my face buried in two different boobs. Misty was the quicker, so it was her nipple I was nibbling.
"Here's the rules," Abby said so we could all hear them, once the girls pulled away enough for me to breathe. I was enjoying holding both of my new toys' asses. "Anything goes, as far as I'm concerned, as long as at least some part of your body is in the spa. The girls may have their own limits. Once we leave, it's over for now. What happens in the spa, stays in the spa. Promise?" She asked.
The answering chorus affirmed that wildness was about to happen.
"Misty," Abby said, directing her attention to the undeniably wildest of this wild bunch, "Krista and I are going to go over there, and give you fifteen minutes. You won't have privacy, but we won't interfere. The only rule is you can't make him come." Abby said, then she and Krista took their glasses and sat at the nearby table. They turned their chairs so they could have a clear view.
"I'm yours, Cowboy, what do you want to do?" Misty asked me with a smile. "I know you've already got this planned out in your mind. How many thousands of times have you fucked me already in your dreams?"
"Too many to tell," I told her taking her in my arms and kissing her deeply. She settled into my lap and we made out like teenagers while I played with her tits and pussy, and she stroked my cock. She regaled me with fantasies of her own, and the ways her body could be put to use.
Time was a wasting. "Will you suck me?" I asked her.
"Right to the root. I'll make your toes curl." She told me eagerly. She was good to her word. She had me sit on the edge of the hot-tub, legs splayed wide, and she went down on me like a pro. Someone had taught her tricks I had never even imagined. She could deep-throat me with ease, pressing her nose right against my pubes. After a couple of minutes of curling my toes, she pulled away. "Adequate?" she asked.
"Mind-blowing," I honestly told her.
"Good, but I don't want you to come, yet. What else can I do for you?"
"Can I return the favor?" I asked her.
"Alex, anything you want to do to me, that you're willing to do in front of those two, is alright by me. No opening off limits, no permission required," she said with a smile, taking a seat on the edge of the spa, and opening wide. Just before my mouth made contact we got a time check. "Eight minutes left."
I nuzzled her pretty little slice. She had a light bikini shave, with no hair below her clit hood. I opened her and licked her, tasting and teasing for just a couple of minutes. Then I pulled away.
"I'd love to do more, but I have to fuck you," I told her.
"How?" she asked.
I lifted her bodily, placed her on my cock. Her arms were around my neck and my arms were under her legs holding her weight up. Misty was the smallest of all the girls, only about 5' even and well under a hundred pounds. It was like tossing around a rag-doll. She always looked off balance, with such huge tits, on such a petite woman. It took a few seconds, but I finally found the hole and she settled down onto my shaft. Once I had her full, and I took her word at that, I settled into the water, holding her in my lap.
"It's gonna be hard to give me a thorough fucking like this," she teased, then kissed me deeply.
"I just wanted to be inside of you. I just wanted to feel what it was like." I told her.
"So do I pass your test?" she asked, giving her crotch a good grind against mine. "Wait! Before you answer." She lifted her breasts to my face, feeding me both her hard nipples. The breasts might be enhanced, but the sentiments behind them were genuine.
"Magna cum laude," I told her, lifting her up and down on my cock, just a bit. I was in heaven.
She leaned in and whispered, "I've dreamed about this too. If you want, it doesn't have to be a one time thing."
Her words were almost enough to have me come.
"Time!" Abby announced, and a reluctant Misty left me, while an eager Krista approached the pool.
"That's a hard challenge to beat," she said, dropping her towel at the edge, climbing into my lap and kissing me. She leaned in close, whispering, "They still think I don't do anything but straight sex. No sucking and definitely no ass play," she warned me.
I spent several minutes enjoying her body, which even after the hardy use I had of it lately, turned me on immensely. Her natural tits still trumped Misty's artificial but larger fun bags. I spread out her towel, laid her down on the side of the spa, with just one foot and one hand still in the water. Then I explored every inch of her body. I feasted on her breasts, and between her legs, but made sure to spread my attention all over. Afterwards I laid down myself and asked her to do the same. She went through the motions, but when she neared my cock, stroking me for the fans, they urged her on. "C'mon, Krista, lick it, it won't bite," Misty shouted. "Just give him a taste," Abby encouraged, after "shushing" Misty.
Krista let them talk her into it and finally gave me a couple of licks, then took me in her mouth. She made a big deal out of it, barely holding me there while she stroked me, but the others cheered her for the effort. They were being a little quieter now, not wanting to alert the neighbors to everything we were doing. I noticed there chairs which were originally about 10 feet away, had approached to about half that distance. They were getting quite a show.
I stood with three minutes left, and laid her back down on the edge. I had her place one hand in the water, then I bent her legs back almost to her chest, and I entered her. My back was to Abby and Krista, and they must have had a pretty good view of me fucking their best friend. I kept one foot in the pool and awkwardly had my other foot beside her. I was able to go deep, and she moaned magnificently for the audience.
"Oh my God, he's so fucking big," she gasped. I turned and the other two girls were beside us.
"I didn't think you'd go quite this far, this fast," Abby confessed, looking a little nervous.
I laughed, almost popping out of the pussy I was porking. "You tell me I can have 15 minutes to do anything I want, short of coming, with two walking erotic fantasies, and you're surprised I'm screwing them? Do you want me to stop?" I asked her, wondering if it had gone past her comfort level.
"Don't stop," Abby told me, "Fuck the little tease until she comes."
With a knowing smile, I fucked away at her, using every inch of my long, fat cock to stretch her out, while Abby got a little revenge. She squeezed Krista's tits, pulling on her nipples, tugging away. "Who's the slut now, Krista?" she asked.
"I am, I'm his slut," she gasped while I fucked her with long hard strokes.
Then Abby bent down and sucked on Krista's nipple. "Ohhh," Krista moaned.
"Tell me your a slut for his big cock," Krista urged her, still teasing those big sensitive titties.
"I'm a slut for his cock, his big fat tasty cock," she moaned.
Krista reached behind her and pushed me away, holding me just out of reach. She reached her hand around the head of my clock, squeezing it, stopping me from sliding back into our pretty little blonde friend. "Beg for it, you dirty little slut. Beg me for my husband's thick cock. Beg me to let him fuck you," Krista growled.



"Oh, God, please Krista," she moaned in frustration.
"Say it or I'll let Misty have him," Krista warned.
"Please, please let him fuck me. Make him stick that hard dick way up inside me again, please, I'm begging." Krista begged her, convincingly.
Krista seemed happy enough with that, and she slid her hand up my shaft, and pulled my cock back into Krista's eager slit. As soon as she let go, I was at it again, fucking her, slowly picking up the pace.
Misty was behind me, "I'm so jealous," she told me, "that should be me." She was stroking my ass and rubbing my cock. "Bend her legs forward some more and get more up on her," she told me, "I'm going to diddle her ass."
I did as she asked, and heard the immediate response, "Noooo!" she moaned. "Misty!"
"Just enjoy it, slut" Misty teased.
All the attention put Krista over the top quickly. Not only was I fucking her hard, and Abby was nibbling her chest, but Misty was finger fucking her tight little butt. On top of that, both Abby and Misty were trying to wiggle their hands in and work over Krista's clit at the same time.
She came like fireworks, and I quickly pulled out. "I have to stop or I'll cum," I explained, panting.
"Cum in the tart, your next one can be for Misty. You'll last longer on that one, anyway." Abby told me.
Misty had wasted no time, and as soon as I had pulled out, she was sliding around me and had already laid claim to my suddenly exposed member with her infinitely talented mouth, keeping me right on that edge. It was with regret that I pushed her away and settled back into Krista. Not that I didn't want to fuck Krista, mind you, but the first time in anyone is kind of special, and I wanted to see Misty swallow my seed.
Nonetheless, I reentered my dear sex slave Krista, and fucked her to another series of climaxes, until Krista had to cover the girl's mouth with her hand, to stop her from screaming. "Use your mouth," I told my wife, who looked at me in shock, then obediently did, kissing Krista deeply, as I came deep inside her.
The willingness that Misty and Abby showed, for playing with Krista's body was at least as exciting as the whole scene of having beautiful naked women available for me. I stood there in awe, my hips thrusting, squeezing out every bit of cum into the pretty, pliable Krista.
When I left Krista gasping, trembling from her multiple orgasms, I looked to retreat to the spa for a second and get my breath. I slid into the water. breathing heavy. "You're not done already, are you?" Misty asked.
"No, just recovering a bit." I told her pulling her close and hugging her, tasting those huge distracting tits again. The truth was, I was feeling drained. It had been a very busy day. But I surely didn't want this wonderful opportunity to end yet.
"Oh, I think I can help with that." Then she was dragging me back to the side of the spa, and doing her best to swallow my cock, whole. Abby was soon helping her, and I got to watch my darling wife, and her sexy diminutive friend, deliver a memorable dual blow-job.
Krista slowly recovered, and came to me. She kissed me deeply. "God, I can't believe what we just did," she said. "And you two are the worst! You just couldn't let things be," she grouched at her friends.
"You know you liked it," Misty teased, while letting Abby have sole control over my newly rising erection.
"At least I'm not the only slut for his cock," Krista teased back.
"Oh, I admit it." Misty answered, taking my cock in her hand and poising her mouth over it. "I'd be a willing slave to such a," she swallowed me to the root and pulled off quickly, "hard," she took me again, all the way, "thick," and again, "long", again, "juicy" ... "cock."
Krista slipped into the spa, leaving Misty in the middle, and now I had three faces fighting over my pole.
"Next time he's fucking you, I'm going to find something big and long to stick up your butt," Krista threatened.
Misty laughed. "I guess we all know that wouldn't be Rich."
"Oh! You bitch!" Krista snapped, and she reached out from behind Misty and grabbed both her tits, squeezing the nipples hard.
Misty gasped, then blinked hard, "God, Krista, you're getting me wet." Krista pulled her hands off almost in shock. Then Misty turned around to face her, took Krista's hand in her own, and placed them back on her tits. "Squeeze them, slut," she told her best friend.
Krista looked on her friend, and then squeezed. Misty moaned for her. Krista grabbed the hard little nubs between her fingers and pulled, hard, and Misty moaned louder. My cock was hard enough to drive nails when Krista leaned over, her mouth just beyond the nipple while her hand squeezed the whole breast. "Beg me for it, slut," Krista told her, with no sound of humor in her voice.
"God, just do it Krista," Misty said.
"Beg me, you little cock slut, you dirty little whore" Krista said, flicking her tongue out and connecting for just a second with the swelling nipple.
"Ahh, suck them," Misty groaned out and pulled Krista's face against her breast.
Krista seemed to swallow half of Misty's huge tit, her mouth wide.
It looked so wild but I wanted to play. I convinced Krista to relinquish her hold for a moment, and then I stood Misty up on the seat ledge, her body completely exposed. I moved behind her, bent her over at the waist, and entered her again. Sinking myself to the root in her warmth, I looked her over from behind. Misty was cute as a button, but her butt was her weakest feature. She had almost no curves there, unlike the three other women I'd been plowing lately. She was so thin, and so small, that if not for the huge tits glued to her front, she'd have passed for a middle schooler, even though I knew she was somewhere in her early thirties.
Holding her firmly by the waist, keeping my crotch pressed up into hers, I lowered us both back into the water, nuts deep in the little hellion. I leaned back while she faced away from me, my ass on the edge of the seat, my neck against the spa side. She settled in, with a nice wiggle.
Abby and Krista let me work my machinations in peace. When I reached around Misty and pulled her back against me, squeezing those full mounds, and told them to make her come on my cock, they attacked the vixen with a vengeance. They worked over her breasts, far rougher than I would have been able to. They had their hands between her legs and I could feel them rubbing her and playing with her. Stray fingers squeezed past my cock into her tightly filled pussy. They took turns feeding their breasts to her, and then Abby stood over her, straddling her body, and lowered her twat to Misty's mouth, putting an end to the stream of moans and profanity that had been escaping her.
It was so far beyond anything I'd expected is was surreal. Krista was still being bad, I could feel her hands down where I was buried in the tiny Misty. She was wedging two fingers into Misty's already thoroughly filled pussy, her fingers rubbing against the head of my cock, inside of Misty. It was unbelievable.
It was a long time that Abby stood there, putting Misty's naughty mouth to good use. I watched Abby tremble, and then she stepped away, telling Krista, "Your turn, come all over the little cock whore's face."
Krista had left any role of inexperienced little church mouse far behind. She took Abby's place, and pulled Misty's face into her bare twat. "Lick it, bitch," she groaned, and from all of three or four inches away, I watched the horny little Misty suckle at Krista's dripping pussy like a newborn baby eager for a meal.
Abby's hands joined mine, teasing and toying with Misty's tits. She was much more active, and seemed to be able to elicit moans on demand from the target of our passion play.
I don't know how many times Misty came on my cock, more than I would have thought possible. I whispered to her constantly, how good she felt, how she was built to take cock. How her mouth was a wonder for all the sexes. My hands never stopped touching her all over, playing with her, enjoying her. I wasn't able to get much leverage fucking her, so I just had to sit completely sheathed, while she worked her muscles on me, and I tried to do the same, flexing hard, forcing my cock to swell within her, working the PC muscle to get just a little more action in. Each of her orgasms worked a wonder of its own, the tightening, clenching of her tight twat around my rod, the spasming, not only felt incredible, but the knowledge of WHY it felt so good was just wonderful.
When the girls finally left Misty alone, she was all but used up. She lay collapsed against me. I picked up her buoyant body, and slowly fucked myself with her. I'd lift her up, and then pull her down, hard, while thrusting upward. The water was making things a little difficult, but I was still enjoying it immensely. I desperately wanted to come in her, but it wasn't going to happen in that position. I finally stood her up, leaned her over the edge of the spa, hanging out over the pool, and entered her from behind again. Now I had a good position and leverage, and I was able to fuck her thoroughly, before finally reaching the release I'd looked for.
The ornery girls, Abby and Krista, were just sitting back in the spa, watching Misty get hers. I'm not sure why they enjoyed taunting Misty so much but they were absolutely merciless. When I finished with her, she just remained there, leaning over the edge, her swollen, cum-filled and much used pussy like a bulls-eye.
Abby and Krista sat side by side, and I realized they had their hands in each others laps, just playing away. I had thought my wife was some kind of boring lover, and now I found she might be even more of a freak than me.
Abby was against the wall, so I sat next to Krista, reaching out and playing with a breast just for fun.
"God, I wish I didn't have to go home," Krista bemoaned.
Misty showed the first sign of life, "Shit, no kidding," she sighed, slowly rolling over and stretching out on the side of the spa, arms and legs akimbo. "I don't EVER remember feeling anything like that," she said. "Man, I feel like a used up porn star. My jaws ache, my tongue is raw, and my pussy feels like I've had a baseball bat shoved up me for a few hours. My nipples are so sensitive I'm afraid to even put on a shirt."
Abby got up and stood beside her. "Listen Misty, I don't want you fucking him behind my back. We'll work out something for one of these days I'm off, and give him his second play date, like I said. But only when I say, Ok?" She was gently caressing Misty's body, and her hand slowly traveled up and around her tit. By the end of her statement she had her fingers wrapped around a super-sensitized nipple, and she squeezed.
"Shit, oh shit," Misty gasped, her hands reaching up to her chest. "I understand. Anyway, I'm thinking it might be more fun to play with him when you're there, then with just him alone." She gasped.
Abby released the pressure, and then leaned over and kissed the poor abused nub. "You bet your ass it will be."
"No warning for Krista?" Misty asked, accusingly.
"I trust her to play by the rules," Abby said. "She's not the cock-slut that you are."
"Yes, I am," Krista interrupted, annoyed. "I can be just as big a cock-slut as her!"
"Ok, ok," Abby acceded, holding her hands up. "My best friends are all cock-sluts for my husbands meat."
"Not Donna," Misty teased, with a laugh.
"Like that would ever happen," Abby laughed, joined by Krista.
I watched the girls get dressed slowly, and depart for home. I managed to get a nice kiss from each one as they slipped out the door. Poor, worn out Misty still managed to reach down and give my worn out cock a squeeze.
I took my wife by the waist and lead her back into the house. "That was quite a nice unexpected offer," I told her.
"Purely selfish." She told me.
"You got a thing for them?" I asked, curious.
"No, you ninny! Let me ask you a question."
"Shoot."
"Do you know anybody who would let their husband fuck their best friends, especially friends that look like those two?" She asked me, sitting down on the bed.
"Are you kidding? Of course not."
"Do you understand now, that there is nothing, sexually, I won't do for you? Tie me up. Fuck me hard. Fill every hole. Share me. Use me on demand. I can be your #1 cock slut, and the queen of your harem." She told me. Then she leaned over and took my cock in her mouth, sucking me for just a moment.
"I understand," I said, and I was starting to.
"I'm also the mother of your only child, who you are utterly devoted to." She added.
"Yes, you are." I said.
"Knowing all that, and knowing I can continue to bring those girls to your bed, and more if you tire of them, is there any chance at all you would ever leave me, even if I did do something stupid like I did the other night?" Her hand was playing with me, slowly bringing me back to life, which I honestly didn't think was possible.
"Never," I told her.
"Exactly. You may own me now, but I own you." She gave me a push back into the bed. "Now lay down, relax, and enjoy remembering in detail all the wild things you just were a part of, and I'll suck you to sleep, my stallion." And she slipped under the covers, and gave me the sweetest, easiest blow-job, just pure pleasure, without and pressure to complete the act.
"So are you now my cock-slut too?" I asked her lazily.
She pulled away for a second. "Silly boy, I've always been your cock-slut. I just don't think we ever let each other know it until recently."
She went back to sucking me to sleep. It was nice. I could get used to something like that.
=======
I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did. I know it's not likely, what with me having the lovely Misty, Krista and Abby helping at this end. Still, if you did enjoy it, please vote.
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Chapter 14: Road Rules...
A previously unpublished chapter in the story of Jack, and the home he shares with three lovelies.
* * * *
Travel.
* * * *
I still hadn't broke the news to everyone that I was traveling this week. It was silly but I was almost afraid to do it. I had so much to do. Get some work done on the business project, and make sure the team had guidance for the week. Handle some more house paperwork, and work on the new addition. 101 other chores around the house. Have a heart-to-heart with Beth, about her college plans and about Amie. Yet the date was only three days away. I wasn't usually this bad a procrastinator.
I got to work earlier than usual, and blustered my way through the issues at hand, and dropping a new code point to the team. I was giving them a big chunk, enough to keep them in catch-up mode though this week and the next.
My boss Chris had me in to discuss the upcoming trip twice, piling on the work to make sure all the t's were crossed and i's dotted before we got to Spain. Karen and I found a few minutes to chat, and she was in a much better mood than the day before.
I also ran into Joe, and he gave me a little of the 4-1-1 on Cathy's reaction to his 'sleepover'. Definitely hot. I think he was feeling a little proud.
At some point in the afternoon, Jim hunted me down for a talk. He wanted to take the end of the week off to do some major demolition and foundation work. I explained the travel situation, and that I would be unavailable until late Saturday. Then I had to tear out and let Karen know the travel details before she found out from Jim. I would have liked a little privacy, but my home life definitely had it's tendrils in my work.
She was cool with it, and even invited me to sneak out to the car. We could run an errand like the "good old days", all of 6 weeks ago, and she'd give me a hand-job. It was tempting but the work load was just too hefty, and I had to take a pass. I even called Debbie to let her know I'd be late getting home.
I never had any peace and quiet anymore. Not even at work. It was kind of nice to be in the almost empty office around 7:00 pm, and be able to concentrate. I left a little more relaxed, and headed home for a late dinner.
Beth met me just inside the door, and as I crossed the threshold Debbie slipped off to the kitchen. Beth seemed a little nervous. We hadn't had a chance to talk about dinner at the parents.
After her welcome hug and kiss, she walked with me to the bedroom and chatted as I stripped off the monkey suit, down to a t-shirt and sweats.
"The dinner didn't go that bad, did it?" she said, almost hopefully.
"No. I could easily imagine it having gotten a lot weirder," I told her.
"You did a great job of talking up the Day-Care biz; the parents seem to be a lot cooler about it already." She sat with her legs tucked up, rocking forward and back.
"It might have worked for your old man, but I think your mother has other issues on her mind. Like sleeping arrangements."
"Yeah. She tried to corner me on that over the dishes. but I held my ground. I even left some wiggle room that I'd be interested if we could find the time, but things are just so hectic." She paused. "What were you guys talking about in the study?"
"Someone's college plans." I told her.
She blushed. "I probably should have told you about all that. But I didn't know where we stood, and it was all so sudden. I had these deadlines looming over my head, so I just chose GW."
"And gave up a spot on the Florida team? Hell, I knew you were a good swimmer, but not that good. That's a tough decision."
"It's just, you know, I'm not really a specialist. I'm good at all the strokes, maybe very good at breast, but not really a superstar. At Florida I'd be a great backup to anybody, and a good relay help, but at GW I'll be the big Kahuna. And I can always transfer, if it seems I should." She blurted it out like it was a pre-canned speech.
"Whatever, makes you happy." I told her, taking her in my arms for another hug. She was so delightful to hold.
"This makes me happy," she purred, snuggling into me.
Debbie had my dinner laid out for me, and both the girls sat with me while I ate. I broke the news about the travel that week, which disturbed them a bit, but they seemed to take it well. Much better than I expected. I explained I'd be leaving Wednesday, and returning Saturday.
We talked a while longer, and Beth got the latest scoop on the sisters' situation. I was wondering where they were, and found out they'd gone down to watch Jim's dance group practice. While Debbie cleaned up, Beth insisted I pick out my travel clothing, to see if anything needed to go to the cleaners. When we were finished, Debbie showed up with a bottle of wine in hand, but I begged off, needing to work on my customer demo just a little bit more, and headed out to the garage/daycare/office. I was actually de-featuring a bit. I had learned a little along the way, and knew that the Spanish team would be more likely to buy-in, if they felt they had a little more in the game. So I took out a couple of pretty obvious features and options, and would let them suggest them, and embrace the idea. If they missed them, I was sure I could guide them down that path.
When I next looked up it was midnight. I shut everything down and headed back to the house. The girls were already sound asleep and I stripped down and slipped between them quickly nodding off myself.
(Even in a house full of pretty, even beautiful, willing women, not every night was a mind-blowing sexual thrill.)
----
Tuesday was much like Monday - off to work early, pulling together the final details. A long, hectic day which I couldn't escape from. I got home late again, but Debbie and Beth stayed up with me, giving me a nice little send-off. The only hiccough came when Beth brought up Amie.
"I hear Amie was over the other day, before we went to Mom's house," Beth mentioned in passing, while I recovered my strength, well worn out, but not willing to call it quits for the evening.
"Yeah, sort of surprised me, I was napping on the couch when she showed up." I confessed.
"Is that how she got you to do her? Jumped your bones while you were sleeping?" Beth asked, with a note of irritation in her voice.
Ouch. Well, I'd made a mistake, and better to face it than lie about it. "She came on to me like she'd spent the last 5 years in prison. She figured she had to do me if she wanted to work in the Daycare with you guys. Now where would she get that idea?" I asked.
Beth blushed now. "That's not what I said!" she exclaimed. "I only hinted that it might be kind of expected - I never told her what to do."
"She told me you were cool with it, but I knew it was wrong, and told her so. She still insisted you wanted her too, but I tried to make it clear that I'd have to talk anything like that over with you guys. I mean, really, you two alone are way more than any sane guy can handle, never mind Cathy popping up now and then, or dealing with Karen." I told them.
Debbie chimed in. "I don't think we really need anyone else in this bed right now," she said softly. "I don't mind working with her, she seems nice enough, but there's a lot to deal with now."
"I agree," I told her quickly.
"You don't think she's hot?" Beth asked, "I thought for sure you'd be hounding after her given half a chance."
"She's pretty, but not in the same league as you two." I argued, my attentions turning amorous toward young Beth. "I swear I don't want to do anyone but you two. Honestly."
Debbie didn't add anymore to the conversation. Her mouth was delightfully full. Beth asked a little more about when the business kicked off, but finally accepted that two beauties in my bed were enough for me.
---
The next day was travel day. I went to work as usual, kissing the girls goodbye for the week, and rode in with Karen. Chris and I were leaving from work to catch our flight, but wouldn't leave the office until almost 7:00 pm. I had debated heading home, and leaving from there, but didn't want to leave the car at the airport, especially since Jim had some plans and thought he could use the truck while I was gone.
The trip there was uneventful for the most part. The ride out to the airport was nice, Chris and I went over the customer issues, and I told her about the product de-featuring, looking to get them to have some chips in the game. She was excited by the idea, and let me know how happy she was with my work. I let her know that I liked working for her - her hands-off attitude, supporting, but not micro-managing, was great.
Then it was a lot of running around the airport, dealing with international travel, a change in gate location, and finally getting aboard. Our seats were a long ways apart, in the cattle car section of the plane, and it was pretty full. I had hoped to have a pretty young thing sitting by me, but what was the chance. No, I got an evangelical preacher, who tried to explain to me the idea of giving to receive. Thank God for headphones.
We arrived at dawn in Madrid, and were able to catch a limo in to town to drop off our bags at the hotel. The desk girl was kind enough to find us one empty room to move into immediately, the other wouldn't be ready until after 1:00 pm. We took turns getting ready. I felt a little awkward taking my clothing into the bathroom to clean up and change. Chris went first, cleaning up, and then moving into the bedroom with her gear, while I used the bathroom. She came out wearing the hotel bathrobe, and I still couldn't help myself, wondering what was going on under the rented robe.
When I was done, I came out find her standing there in her bra and panties, completing her preparations. She had quite a nice little body, curvaceous and padded, but she hadn't gone to pot. I enjoyed the view. Her ass looked especially tempting in her tight little panties. They weren't quite thongs, but they were a long ways from the daily cotton panties.
"I hope you don't mind, but my dress is still in the bathroom. I'm letting the steam take out some of the wrinkles. I don't imagine a guy in your position would be bothered by a little underwear." She told me, her hands over her head working on a curling iron in her hair.
I laughed. "I'm sorry Chris, but if your underwear were any littler, I couldn't be held responsible for my actions. I'm just a man."
She smiled at me in the mirror. She glanced down at her rather skimpy, matching black lace panties and bra. "Thanks for the warning. I may just have to keep that under consideration."
I retrieved my laptop and starting checking email, finding out that hooking up to the internet in Spain was a little more difficult than I was used to. It was good, I needed a distraction so that I just didn't stand there, staring at my boss's nearly nude body.
It wasn't long before we were both ready, and downstairs, meeting our hosts.
The meetings went over very well. The fact that I was fluent in Spanish turned out to be a big hit with them, in spite of my Latin American accent. They had a bright Captain there who found the biggest hole I'd left in the program within 5 minutes, and he and I were able to hammer out the details of the best way to deal with it. It took some time, and shot most of the morning. At the end, the plan we hit on was a good 90%+ match with the stuff I'd taken out. A home run for me, and it made him a local hero. Brownie points all around.
We had a long lunch, in the formal dining area on the military base, then were given an extended tour of the facilities. We talked to a couple of different groups about the plans and were really having a nice time. By five o'clock Chris and I were smiling to each other. These guys were definitely in.
They insisted on taking us downtown for Tapas, the classic Spanish never-ending appetizers, and we hit the central square, bouncing from one place to another. One was like a cave underground, with mushrooms and potato omelets, their specialty. Another place was all Bull-fighting with some pretty graphic photos covering the wall. Two of our escorts were giving Chris an inordinate amount of attention, not too surprising since she looked damn fine in her dress, and was the only woman in our group. I realized I'd never seen Chris dressed up before, and she cleaned up nicely. The outfit was a lot dressier than anything she'd wear at home, but she had explained that women dressing to impress was much more acceptable in Europe, southern Europe in particular. The Spanish appeared to be very touchy-feely people, and it seemed someone always had a hand on her, on her arm, her shoulder, her waist, the small of her back. There was a lot of bare flesh showing, and it was often the target of the touching. I was feeling a little lonely for my friends at home.
The night was capped off with dinner at El Botin, possibly Madrid's most famous restaurant, one of Hemingway's haunts, and considered by some to be the longest continual restaurant. Goya, we were told, worked there as a busboy.
We caught a lot of grief from our hosts for not having the forethought to make an extended visit out of our trip, and Chris found herself promising that when it came time for product test and installation, we'd make an event out of it, staying at least a week and the weekend. It was the only way we were getting back to our hotel before midnight, and we had a 7:50 am flight, which we continually reminded our generous hosts.
Chris and I said goodbye to our new friends at around 11:00 pm, with kisses (for Chris) and hugs all around. Feeling more than a little tipsy, I checked in at the desk for my room.
Chalk it up to international ignorance. They gave away my room at 10:00 pm when I didn't check in at 3:00, or call in. I argued for a bit, but was assured that nothing was available. The hostess was able to get on the phone and find me a room not too far away.
"Forget about it," Chris told me. "We've got a room. We're grown ups. We can share it for the next 6 hours before we have to head to Zaragoza. If you move to another hotel, it'll cost us hours."
"Are you sure you don't mind?" I asked her, wondering if she was even drunker than I was.
"No problem," she assured me. "Let's go, I have to get out of this outfit."
We took the old-fashioned elevator to our room, and she was undressing before the key was out of the door.
"God, my feet are killing me," she moaned. "What's with all these Tapas bars having you stand all the time? How can the women here survive in heels all day?"
Her shoes were strewn across the entryway, and her dress was tossed on top of the dresser, by the time I closed the door and locked it. I hung up my coat and tie in the closet. I had only brought the one suit. I stepped into the bedroom area and she was spread eagle on the bed. She had found a t-shirt from somewhere and it covered most of her, but the bottom was in line with her hips, and her panties were in full view.
"Thank God for air-conditioning," she said, her eyes closed, as she cooled off.
Her pose was having the opposite effect on me. I sat on the lone chair, taking off my shoes, socks and pants, then heading back to the closet to hang them up again. I felt a little odd, walking around in my boxers, but I didn't have anything else to wear. I'd only brought the suit, three shirts, and a pair of pants and polo shirt for the flight. I picked up her dress off the dresser, and put it on a hangar as well.
"That was a great day," she said, "don't you think?"
"Absolutely."
"Your idea was brilliant; Perez was like your life-long buddy after you brought him in and agreed to his plan." She said, finally sitting up in bed, and having the decency to pull her shirt down in place before I lost it.
"You certainly closed the deal with the Colonel," I reminded her. "I don't think he was ever more than 6 inches from your side." I took up a seat on the chair, hoping my position would hide my erection. The room only had one bed, and it was probably not much bigger than a double. It had seemed bigger earlier.
"He was nice enough. A little too physical, but not as bad as Enrico. He made a point of pressing his hard-on up against me half the fucking night." She laughed. Then she was leaning over and rubbing her feet, and I could see the red marks on the sides, toes and heels. She must have been pretty miserable.
I stood, figuring that I wasn't going to be able to hide my erection all night, unless I slept in the shower. I walked to the bed, and sat at the foot of it. "Here, let me do that," I told her, taking her foot into my lap, and rubbing her instep and the sides of her foot.
She moaned in delight, and laid back again. "You are too good," she told me softly.
"It's just a foot rub," I told her with a small laugh.
"Mmmm," she answered, placing her other foot in my lap. When she did that, she shifted her other foot, and accidentally rubbed it against my hard-on.
"Oops," she said softly. "Sorry."
"It's Ok," I told her, rubbing her other foot.
It wasn't long until her foot was rubbing me, and not accidentally. She giggled. "Enrico, eat your heart out."
I wondered if it was going to go any further, but she seemed to be content enough to let me rub her feet while she rubbed up against me.
Chris pulled away after a few minutes, making her way to the bathroom to clean up a bit. I did a quick email check, answering a couple of questions from the office, before I had my turn in the bathroom. I performed my toiletries, and when I came back to the bedroom the lights were down. Chris was in bed, with the covers turned down on my side, and the light on that side was the only illumination.
I slid into the bed, and found that I had no choice but to sidle up next to her.
"Kind of close quarters," she said softly.
"I'm not complaining," I told her softly, and cuddled up against her.
She turned to me, and I rolled to my back, allowing her to stretch out against me. She threw a leg over mine, placed her head on my shoulder and reached her arm across my body. She seemed to fit my body perfectly. I waited to say anything, not wanting to spoil the moment. Finally she sighed.
"I was wrong to bring you here," she said.
"To Spain?"
"No, to my bedroom," she answered. "I can't let you have me."
Her actions seemed to dictate the opposite. She was toying with my chest, and her thigh was high up on my legs, and as she moved it, it brushed against my erection.
She kissed my skin, and her hand slid down my body, coming to rest with my cock deep in her palm. "I'm married, Jack."
"I know Chris," I told her. "You are so pretty, and so sexy, and I'm dying to fill you, but I wouldn't ask you to do anything that was wrong."
She reached into my boxers, and fished out my cock. Her hand was warm against me.
"I can feel your heart pulsing in my hand," she said softly.
"Like a hummingbird," I answered.
She stroked me. "I could help you with this," she said softly, tugging on my cock, "but I can't let you put it inside me."
I leaned in and kissed her softly. "Make me cum for you Chris."
She slid down and stroked my cock deftly. She had a wonderful soft but firm touch. My boxers seemed to distract her, and she eventually pulled them off of me. By then I had pulled the single light sheet well back, and watched her. She seemed to be really taken with my dick.
"I bet this guy has seen a lot of action," she teased.
"Better than average, lately," I admitted.
Any further discussion was preempted by her taking the head of my cock into her mouth.
Chris was nice. It was a fun blow-job, without the skill of Debbie or Beth, we won't even mention the remarkable Cathy's ability. But she put quite a bit of enthusiasm into it which made up for a lot. And of course there was the factor that this was our first sexual contact, and you know how exciting that can be. She didn't take me too deep, but her hand was a very nice addition. After a few minutes she took a break, stroking me while she caught her breath.



"Wow," she said, "I don't think Jerry lasts 60 seconds once I go down on him," she told me.
"I'm sorry, but I always take a while. I've never really had a short fuse. I'm not holding back or anything, I'm just enjoying the wonderful job you're doing." I told her, reaching down and stroking her hair.
She seemed on the verge of adding something else, but changed her mind, and attacked my cock more aggressively. I could feel myself bouncing off the back of her throat, and both hands were in play, stroking my cock, and playing with my balls, and even a bit lower.
A couple of minutes later she was slowing again. "If I could see those magnificent tits of yours, I bet I would come faster," I told her.
She sat up and looked at me. Then she was peeling her shirt off. "Ok, but don't try any funny stuff, Ok?"
"Of course not," I told her, as the bra was removed.
"Is that enough?" she asked, holding her tits up for me.
"It will help, but you could help even more," I told her with a smile.
"Greedy, boy," she mumbled, but she did peel her panties off for me, and my smile was all the confirmation she needed.
She went back to work, and I just watched this pretty, naked woman devour my cock. All the attention I received, plus the bonus view put me over the top within a minute.
"Oh God, Chris, I'm going to come for you," I warned her.
She tugged at my cock, "Come on my tits," she said salaciously, laying down for me.
I straddled her waist, my cock rubbing against her nipples as I stroked myself a few more times. With a groan I exploded, a rope of cum streaming from my cock, across her tits, neck and face. The second and third bursts reached her chin, and after that I poured the last few shots all over her tits.
She was giggling after the third shot, and when I finished she got up on her elbows, looking down at her upper body.
"Damn! That's a first for me," she giggled, "a girl could drown in that much juice. Do you always come like that?"
I had placed my cock between her breasts, and squeezed them together while I eased my semi-hard cock back and forth. "No, but I had a spectacular excuse this time," I told her. "You are so damn sexy, Chris."
My cum was dripping down her face, and she scraped it off and rubbed it on her hard nipples. Then she watched my cock head peeking out from between her breasts. She leaned down and licked the head, teasing me.
Then she hurriedly scurried out from under me. "God! Are you hard again?" she asked, pulling away.
"Getting there." I told her with a smile.
"Don't! You are being too bad, Jack! Please don't." Then she leaped out of bed and hit the bathroom. She came back in a couple of minutes cleaned up, with a washcloth for me. I noticed the water on it was cold. She cleaned me up, still enchanted with my stick, but seemingly trying to avoid getting me worked up again. Of course if she wasn't naked, it would have been easier.
She started to get dressed, but I stopped her. "Please don't." I said softly.
"Jack..." she warned, but she stopped pulling on her panties.
"What you did was wonderful, just what I needed. Let's just lay together like this." I told her.
"Right." She looked at me with one eye raised. "You're not going to try to seduce me now, are you?"
"Not tonight." I told her. "But I'd like to hold you."
She reluctantly laid down beside me, turning her back to me. I pulled the covers over us, and cuddled up behind her. She let me place an arm over her and hold her breast.
"Jerry is a lucky man," I whispered, nibbling her neck.
"Please don't," she said, "don't say his name now."
"Ok," I told her, my hand full of her warm breast, her nipple hard in my hand.
I laid there, quiet, trying to rest, and hearing her breath slow. My hand started wandering over her body, touching her, and she didn't stop me, occasionally murmuring an enjoyable "Mmm".
I was half-asleep, and so was she, when my hand reached the V between her legs. I expected to be rebuffed, but she opened her legs for me, and lifted the top one over mine, rubbing her butt up against my hard-on which had returned. It slid between her crease easily.
My fingers slowly opened her, and stroked her gently. I tickled her clit with my thumb, and slid my finger inside of her.
"So bad," she murmured softly.
I adjusted myself until my cock was between her legs and laying across her swollen cunt lips. I nudged my hips back and forth, rubbing her with my cock, while I massaged her clit. I reached down with my fingers and slid the head of my cock between her lips.
She arched her back a bit, giving me more access, and I slid a couple of inches inside her.
"Enough Jack. No more," she murmured.
It was enough, I stroked the couple of inches into her, while I diddled her clit. She was squirming for me, and pushing hard against my hand. Then I felt it, as she moaned her release for me. I slid my cock deep inside her, rubbing her clit and she had a beautiful little orgasm for me. I pulled out of her, not wanting to push things too far.
"I just wanted you to come to," I told her turning her toward me so I could kiss her on the lips. She gave me a warm loving kiss, then turned away, relaxing. The orgasm, long day, and alcohol were catching up to her and she fell asleep in my arms. My hand still held her full tit, but her nipple slowly calmed, and I fell asleep soon after.
====
When I awoke, she was still asleep. I untangled our body parts, and resisted ravishing her. The clock read 6 o'clock, and I knew we had to get up soon. I reached out and played with her tits, until I got her attention.
"Time to get up, sleepy head," I told her. Then I gave her a kiss on the cheek, and hit the head. I took a fast shower, and headed back to the bedroom to let her have the bathroom.
She was lying in the bed, watching me.
"I'm not going to say I'm sorry," I told her.
"Me either," she said with a smile, "but you know you were very naughty last night."
"I warned you about that minuscule panties and bra." I reminded her, pulling on my boxers.
"Yes, you did." Then she climbed out of the bed, still naked, and walked over to her suitcase. She pulled out some of the skimpiest panties I'd seen yet, and a matching bra. She put them on the bed, smiling at me before she disappeared into the bath for 20 minutes.
While she was in the bathroom, I called home and managed to chat with Debbie for a bit. Beth wasn't home yet. She asked me about the trip, and I let her know that things were going well. I also let her know how much I was missing her.
"No little Spanish girls around?" she asked, teasingly.
"There's plenty of them around, but not after hours. I can't wait to be with you again."
"Just another day and a half," she reminded me. "I'll try to make Saturday special, if you're not too jet-lagged."
"It's a date," I confirmed.
Chris and I didn't talk about the previous night anymore, and she was a little more demure as she dressed. But I knew what was under her pretty dress. And I was certain it wasn't an accident that today's underwear was considerably skimpier than yesterday's. I couldn't help but smile when I considered her packing those for the trip. I doubted she wore stuff like that everyday. But then again...
=====
Zaragoza was a short meeting. We provided our demo, and discussed the additions from the previous day's meetings. We had to make it brief, since we had a plane to catch back to Madrid. We were out of there by 4:00 pm, ecstatic with our progress.
There was no doubt that we had won them over, and we were already talking about add on features. By the time we were back in Madrid, Chris and I were walking on clouds. I could already count the money.
"Shall we change, and hit the town?" she asked me.
"Sounds like a plan." I didn't bring up getting another room. I was counting on our sharing a bed one more time.
I dressed down, into my casual pants and shirt, while she put on something sheer and sexy for the night. I felt under dressed, but was able to appreciate how nice she looked.
We had enough time to hit one of the museums. I suggested one of the smaller ones, so that we could save the Prado for our big trip. We settled for the Reina Sofia, enjoying the more modern Spanish art, and of course taking in Picasso's Guernica. We wandered the downtown square, looking at all the outdoor stands, and dined on Tapas, hitting several different places. Chris caught a lot of eyes, and I had to admit I was pretty proud to be her escort and translator.
Madrid probably runs all night, but even though our morning flight wasn't until 9:00 am, we called it a night by 11. By then the sexual tension between us was so thick you could cut it with a knife.
Back in our room, I though things might get awkward. I needn't have worried.
Chris removed her dress, shoes and pantyhose. I took off my shoes, shirt and pants.
She stood before me, watching me look her over, my excitement readily visible in my shorts.
"This outfit small enough for you?" she teased.
"You are beautiful." I told her.
She laughed at me. "Please. I've seen what you go home to every night."
"It doesn't make you one bit less gorgeous and sexy," I told her. "Or can't you tell?"
"Is that for me, or just from all the pretty girls that were hitting on you tonight?" She asked with a nod toward my waist.
I eased my boxers off, letting my cock stand tall and proud. "100% yours."
She walked over to the bed, and laid back on it. I had been a good boy last night. But tonight, I was determined that I was going to fuck my Boss to death.
She sat up and removed her bra. Her breasts were open and inviting, the redness of her bra, leaving lines on her skin. I looked up into her eyes, and she smiled, almost shyly. "It was killing me," she said softly. "I hope you don't mind."
I followed her onto the bed, down by her legs. I caressed her thighs, then sat up.
"Let's get you comfortable," I told her, "it's been a long, hard day." I reached to her waist, and pulled her panties down from the sides. At first she seemed just a bit hesitant, then she brought her legs close enough together to make it easier, and lifted her hips.
She was completely naked, and I just looked, taking in the view. Then I climbed up next to her, and turned her face to mine. I lifted my leg over hers, opening her up a bit, and reached my hand out for her far shoulder, my arm draped across her bare tits.
"You know, I'm just a man." I told her. "And you are far too beautiful, laying her next to me. I have to have you."
She looked at me, her eyes burning, and nodded slightly.
"I've thought about this for such a long time," I told her, my hand moving down and caressing her breast. Then I leaned forward and gave her a soft kiss, just gentle lips and a slight brush of the tongue. She moaned under my caress.
My leg was sliding up and down her thigh, my foot caressing her calf. My hand was rubbing her breast pleasantly, and I pulled away and captured her near nipple with my mouth, giving it a little tug. Her hips responded as if they were tied to her nipple with a string.
I probably should have spent a lot of time in foreplay, but I was hard and horny, and I could smell her need. I climbed between her legs, opening them and got ready to enter her.
"Wait!" she said sitting up.
I stopped and kneeled up high, my cock sticking straight out.
"Oh fuck," she moaned. Then she was crawling forward. "I have to taste you again, just for a second," she said.
I smiled and lowered myself to the bed, laying crosswise. She got down to my waist and started playing with my cock. "I'm sorry, but I have to," she told me while she stroked me, entranced. "I've only seen my husband's before," she explained.
Then she was licking me. "God, you have a big dick," she told me. She sucked the head for just a second. "Are your really fucking *all* those girls in your house?" She asked, stroking my cock, and looking up at me.
"It's kind of a weird relationship," I explained.
"Can't be any weirder than the rumors running around the building, half of them coming from Karen and Jim." Then she gave me a few nice sucks. I reached down to play with her ample firm butt cheeks.
"Two of them share my bed each night." I told her, giving a small thrust against her mouth.
"Wait," she told me again. Then she sat up and straddled my waist, slowly lowering herself onto my cock. "God-DAMN you're big," she groaned, when I still had an inch looking for it's home.
She rocked back and forth on me, and finally settled all the way down. She was almost panting. "Ok, now tell me."
She started a smooth rocking motion while I gave her some of the details.
"So I'm in a sort of committed relationship with two of them," I summarized at the end.
"Which two?" she asked.
"Debbie and Beth," I told her, nudging her back with my cock.
"Debbie's the platinum blonde knockout right?" I nodded. "And Beth was the young one?" Again I confirmed her observation. "Ok, not Karen then." She fucked me for a few seconds, "How did that happen?"
"It was them. I had been dating Beth, but really getting nowhere. Then Karen basically dropped Debbie in my lap." I explained.
"Mmmm, lucky Debbie! It's a nice lap to get dropped into." She said, riding me a little firmer.
"Well, she has a lot of issues, but I'm just crazy about her," I said. "Beth kind of made herself available to me after I was already with Karen and Debbie."
"So you are with Karen?" She asked, sounding confused.
"No, not really. Karen and Debbie were the original deal, and I started with them, but when Beth entered the picture, she and Debbie worked out that they'd be with me all the time. Karen was only for the occasional play."
"Shit, that's really crazy," she gasped, as I held her ass in my hands and thrust into her, while she helped. "What's occasional play?" she asked.
"You know, just now and then, no more than twice a week probably."
"Shit," she said. "I'm lucky if I get it twice a month, and that's maybe 5 minutes a shot."
"Then you're going to get about two months worth tonight," I told her, fucking her a little harder.
I was enjoying it, but wanted more. I eased her off of me, put her on her back, and entered her from above. I was able to kiss her, while I stroked her long and deep.
"Jack, Jack, Jack," she moaned, "you're killing me Jack."
I liked the way my name sounded, coming from her lips.
"I don't think you'll die from this," I teased, fucking her a little more forcefully. Her eyes opened wide, as I ground my pelvis into her at the end of each stroke, striving to rub her clit against the top of my cock.
"Fuck me hard, Jack," she said to me, her voice rising just a bit, "HARD."
I sat up and raised her legs, opening her wide. I put her legs over my shoulders, and pounded her fiercely, my hand reaching down to play with the top of her pussy. I wanted her to come for me. I wanted to watch my pretty little boss come on my cock.
She moaned her appreciation, her hands clinging to the bed, the sheets clenched in her hands. I tilted her farther back, leaning over her, and fucking down into her as hard as I could. She cried out as she came for me, but I didn't slow down, fucking the living daylights out of her.
She came several times, finally fighting to pull away from me, curled up on her side in a fetal ball, moaning, "No more, no more."
But I was still hard as a rock. I pushed her top leg more toward the headboard, exposing her and entered her again, fucking her nice and steady, concentrating on the feel of being inside her tight pussy. She shivered under my touch, and laid there, helpless before my onslaught. When her body relaxed just a bit, I straightened out her bottom leg, and straddled it. I pushed her top leg down, held her hip, and fucked her hard again, getting nice and deep with her exposed so completely.
She was moaning loudly, almost crying, when I lifted her top leg, and brought it up my body, her foot over my shoulder. I was able to grab her thigh and pull her against me on each stroke, filling her completely with each long hard poke. I started getting that feeling, knowing I was getting close, and picked up the pace fucking her as fast as I could.
She cried out, turning her upper body to look at me, her eyes open wide, her mouth gasping. "Oh shit, oh, oh, OOOOH," she cried, and I could feel her pussy tightening against me, as she came for me again. It was enough to put me over the top, and I slammed deep into her, coming hard, releasing a huge load as far inside her amazing body as I could get.
When I came back from the bathroom, she was sound asleep. I curled up against her, and went to sleep myself.
I still woke up in the middle of the night, and fucked her from behind, long and leisurely. I was half-asleep, slipping in and out of full consciousness, and have no idea how long it was before I came.
I awoke to her mouth on my cock. She sucked me to full hardness and rode me easily.
I stretched languidly underneath her, and reached up to play with her nice tits.
"We've been bad," she said, but her smile took the sting out of it.
"I know," I told her.
"When we leave the room, can we put it behind us?" She asked me, stopping her motion.
"Nothing in the office?" I asked her.
"I think that would be best." She said softly, easing back and forth on my cock. "Believe me, this is harder for me than it is for you."
"It is pretty hard, and all for you," I teased her.
"Yes," she said smiling.
"How about next time we're here." I asked her.
"Well, what happens in Spain, stays in Spain, is what I think," she said.
"I think I can live with those rules," I told her.
She smiled. "Great. Now rock my world one more time, before we have to run." She climbed off of me, got on all fours, and shook that sweet ass at me, her bright pink well used pussy clamoring for more attention.
I did my best.
===============
I hope you enjoyed this chapter of Jack and the house that lust built. Please vote.
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I stood in front of Mrs. Moffit's room door, hesitating.
I had asked her if I could stop by after the evening orientation, and find out what I'd missed at the group meeting. I was the only student from our team who had entered both a team and individual event and advanced to the national level competition in both. Now the time issues that arose from competing twice were starting to catch up with me.
It was after 10:00pm. The other two chaperones had rooms on the same hall as the team, but Mrs. Moffit had gotten stuck on the other side of the common area. I had never anticipated I would be so late getting out of my meeting - or I wouldn't have dreamed of asking to come over this late. We had three adult coaches for our group, two teachers, and one parent. I guess I could have asked any of them for help, but hey, it was Mrs. Moffit - the best looking teacher at Heritage High.
At least the light in her room was still on. I guess it wasn't too late. So I got up the nerve and knocked.
"Just a second." I heard her voice softly through the door. Then the curtain beside the door pulled back a bit, and I saw her peer out at me. She released the curtain, but didn't open the door right away. Then she opened it just a few inches, speaking to me through the door crack.
"It's a little late. I thought you'd changed your mind." She said with a bit of irritation in her voice.
"I'm so sorry. I swear the meeting just got over. I hurried over here as fast as I could." I explained. I had stopped long enough to change out of my stinking clothes, throwing on sweat pants and a t-shirt.
She seemed to think about it a second, just standing there, looking up at me.
I, on the other hand, tried to just look repentant, but I couldn't help but let my eyes slowly wander down. She had a fluffy white bathrobe wrapped tightly around herself, with bare legs and feet poking out the bottom. She usually dressed pretty conservatively for class, but nothing could really hide her knockout body. Even this big bulky robe, tied tightly at the waist, only emphasized her hourglass figure.
"Alright, Josh. I can give you about 15 minutes. Let's just go over the instructions as quickly as possible, and get your forms filled out."
The forms were the heart of the issue. Each team member had to have the forms filled out and countersigned by a coach. But I was competing at 8:15 am in the morning, then had to rush to the team competition, halfway across campus. I had missed the group orientation when everyone normally did their paperwork, I had been completing my individual competition papers. Now I had to get my group papers done before I competed in the morning.
We had been late arriving at the competition, because of a flat tire on the mini-bus. We'd gone to put the spare on, and found out the spare was flat. Calling AAA, getting our flat temporarily fixed, then buying a tire in Memphis put us way behind schedule. We were all exhausted and frazzled and really looking forward to some rest. I imagine Mrs. Moffit was more worn out than most, she'd spent the majority of the time driving, much of it in the rain and dark. I was feeling a bit guilty already.
Mrs. Moffit opened the door and gestured me in. I looked around her tiny room. We were all in campus housing, and the rooms were tiny. Each room wasn't much more than 10 feet by 15 feet, with a single twin bed, and a small desk and chair. She gestured toward the desk.
"The papers are there, along with directions. Start filling them out, and let me know if you have any questions."
I sat at the table, my back to her, and starting filling in the 2-page form. I heard a rustle behind me, and my eyes looked up into the mirror on the wall. Mrs. Moffit had removed her robe and was easing under the covers, with the blankets pulled up high, almost to her chin. She had a book in her hand.
My teenage imagination started to run wild, and I had trouble breathing. I was instantly hard in my sweats, and knew it would be a while before I could turn around and face her. The tent I was pitching would be pretty obvious.
The first page was pretty easy, but the second question on the second page threw me for a loop. I decided to skip over it for the moment, and continue filling out the form, between lascivious thoughts of what I'd really like to be doing, here, in Mrs. Moffit's room. When I completed all but that one question, I reread it yet another time, then read the directions again.
I looked up and saw that Mrs. Moffit was reading her book, and was wearing glasses. I hadn't even known she owned glasses. While I looked at her, she suddenly glanced up over the book, and caught my eyes. She held my gaze for a moment then raised her eyebrows.
"I'm not sure I know what to answer for this question." I explained.
"Bring it here," she said, with a sigh of exasperation.
I stood up and was immediately aware that my trouser buddy was still standing tall. I held the papers in front of me and walked the few steps over to her. I stood beside her, not knowing what to do. She reached out for the papers, so I passed them to her, nearly dying of embarrassment, and quickly crossed my hands in front of my crotch. She rolled her eyes as she took them, then settled back to read the question. I saw a puzzled look on her face.
"I thought at first they were talking about the first entry, but then I thought it might be more likely they're asking about our first competition." I explained. At my words she reread the question again, then set the paper down.
"Josh, grab that pile of papers on the end of the desk and bring them here, would you?" She pointed out a stack of paper sitting on a manila folder which I dutifully retrieved. I was more embarrased than ever when I passed them to her, once again exposing my raging hardon, made even more apparent by a wet spot the size of a silver dollar, at the crest of the tent.
She flipped through a couple of pages, pausing here and there, looking for more information. After a minute or so she saw I was still standing there, trying to avoid being obvious as I did my best to look down her top. She had a lot going for her up there, and the sheer slip she was wearing as a night shirt left little to the imagination. She pulled her feet up under the covers, leaving some more room on the bed.
"Sit." She said. Then a few seconds later, "You're right, this could be taken both ways."
She turned sideways on the bed, pulling most of her body out from under the covers. She was holding one of the pages out under the lamp sitting on the bedside table. It had a smaller font than most, and was a bad photocopy. She peered at it, through her reading glasses. I had no idea that people in their 20's even needed reading glasses.
"I took my contacts out already," she explained, "and I can barely see through these old glasses. I need to get the prescription updated. Can you make out what this paragraph says?" She asked, pointing to a paragraph on the page, but still holding it under the light.
I slid up next to her, my leg pressing against hers, as I leaned over. I slowly read the paragraph out loud, verbatim, not sure why it mattered.
"Hmm, that's what I thought." She flipped over to another page, and pointed again, "How about here?"
I leaned even closer, partially across her body, my shoulder touching hers, and this time I had to lean close, as I read the text on an image of a completed entry.
"Shit." She mumbled. I'd never heard her say a curse word. Not the perfect and oh-so-proper Mrs. Moffit. Not even a "gosh" or "heck". She leaned back in the bed, still sitting sideways, and let her head loll back, sighing. "I think we filled out every form wrong. This could have been a disaster."
We were a first year team, and really didn't have much experience at this kind of stuff. First year teams rarely went to State, and never went to Nationals, but here we were. And we were in way over our head.
"Be a dear, and grab me a pencil out of the desk, ok?" She asked, sitting more upright and criss-crossing her legs, indian style, with the manila envelope in her lap. Her top barely reached her upper thighs. That damn manila envelope was the only thing between me and that mysterious "V" between her legs.
I grabbed the pencil, and sat next to her again.
"I'm certain they're asking about our first competition. We're going to have to rewrite these answers. You remember each of the roles, right?"
"After 5 long months or repetition? I hope so." I told her.
She passed me a couple of the completed forms, and then went to work erasing one of the answers. She lifted the pile on her lap to blow off the eraser crumbs, so as not to get them in the bed. When she leaned over I caught my breath. I could see her panties which had been covered by the papers, and they fit her tightly, outlining unimaginable mounds of delight. Her breasts stuck straight out, and I could see that her nipples were hard, poking through the silky material. I quickly went back to my work, correcting Marcia's form.
"I can't write like her." I explained stopping.
Mrs. Moffit looked over and realized the problem. "Hold up a minute." Now she sorted through the papers, pulling out the three guys from the 4 girls. "You fill out these, and I'll fill out the girls," she explained. "Try to write similar but a little sloppy. It'll have to do."
I had filled in my own form, and was working on Kyle's when Mrs. Moffit chuckled. "Listen to this," she said then started reading Alicia's form. Alicia was such a ditz. We both ended up laughing harder and harder, leaning into each other so we could read the form together.
"Damn, I'm going to have to redo half this crap." She griped, then leaned back and rolled her head on her neck. I wanted to lean in and grab those big delicious boobs, but I didn't want to get kicked off the team, or out of school!
I completed my forms, stacked them, and put them on the end-table. Mrs. Moffit was still working on Alicia's form, and had another one after that one. She hunched her shoulders again, and rolled her head and I knew her neck and back had to be aching from the long drive, and the strenuous day.
I took a huge chance. I reached behind her and rubbed her neck, just the way Mom likes it when she gets home from the evening shift, nursing.
I expected to be rebuffed, but Mrs. Moffit just sighed, closing her eyes for a second. Then she reopened them and got back to finishing Alicia's form. After a few moments, she even turned a bit in the bed, almost facing the headboard, giving me better access to her shoulders and back. It also gave her better light from the bedside lamp.
Slowly, I eased my shoes off. I was going to move behind her, and give her a real neck massage. I was good at it. I'd been doing it probably since I was 12, but I wasn't going to drag my grody shoes onto Mrs. Moffit's bed.
Mrs. Moffit finished Alicia's paper, and set it on the bedside table. "Just one more," she sighed, then leaned way forward, stretching her back, arms and shoulders, her upper body almost parallel with the floor.
I slid around her, and as she slowly eased herself back up, I put my hands on her shoulders and neck and gave her my A-#1, guaranteed to please, super, Josh-special massage.
"Josh..." Mrs. Moffit muttered, with a hint of comdemnation.
"You must be exhausted," I explained, "after driving all day, and then having to redo our work."
"To say the least," she answered, back to completing Diane's form, the last one.
My hands did their magic, rubbing her neck, her shoulders, my thumbs running tiny circles at the base of her skull, the heel of my hands pushing through the knots at the top of her back. As time passed, I let them wander further, down her shoulders to the top of her arms, down the center of the back, following her spine, then working out to the sides and back up. My thumbs traced the outside of her spine, and I worked around her scapula, massaging the band of creased skin where her bra had been all day.
I looked over her shoulder and could see she'd finished writing. Now her head was just lolling forward while I eased the tension out of her neck and shoulders.
"Mmmm, you're good at this," she murmured, rolling her head around and leaning even further forward.
"Mom gets pretty worn out at her nursing job. Whenever it gets bad, I give her a neck massage." I explained.
"Lucky Mom," Mrs. Moffit said softly.
"You're back and neck are in knots," I told her, slowly working on her shoulders again.
"There's just so much," she sighed, "the drive here, making sure we have everything in hand, getting the paperwork done, getting to the right places, at the right time, and missing half the orientation day. Then there's the politics at school, issues at home, just so much crap. It's just too much."
She had put down the last of the papers, and was leaning forward. Her legs were still crossed, and she was completely out from under the covers.
"At least this paperwork is done," I told her softly, sliding to the edge of the bed, and picking up the papers. I shuffled them together, and stacked them back in the manila folder. When I turned back to her, she had slipped back under the covers, and was laying on her side watching me.
"Thanks for catching that, Josh. It's late, you can let yourself out." She told me.
"I'm not done with your massage," I told her light-heartedly, sitting on the edge of her bed and looking down at her. I put one hand on her shoulder and gently kneaded it.
She chuckled. "Oh, I think you are. Look, it's after 11 o'clock." But her actions belied her words. She turned away, lying on her stomach, exposing more of her back and shoulders to me.
"Your right, it is late, I'll go in just a minute." I reached across her, slowly massaging her, and easing the covers down her body, as I worked lower. When I reached her lower back, she mumbled. At first I thought I was being given the old heave-ho, but she sighed, and said "That's good, right there."
The bottom of her slip ended right where my hands were, just above the top of her light blue panties. The bedspread covered her legs and rear end, until just the top of the panties were uncovered. I rolled the covers down another few inches, exposing most of her barely covered, round butt cheeks. Then I slid my hands under her top and worked my way back up her back. As I went, the material slid up her body, until it could go no further, because of where she was lying on it.
"Rise up," I told her softly, my hands grasping her sides halfway up her back. She pulled her elbows in, and lifted her torso up, allowing me to slide her slip up to her shoulders, and even over her head. She kept her eyes closed as she lowered herself back to the bed, and I stood alongside her, easing the slip off first one arm, and then the other.
I fully expected to be shot-down any moment, but she just kept her eyes closed, sighing delightfully whenever I massaged a new ache out of her body.
What a beautiful sight. This gorgeous woman, lying on the bed in only her panties, her streaked blonde hair loose, her body barely covered from just below her ass, down.
I climbed back on the bed, and this time straddled her, slowly working my way down her back, working top-to-bottom, side-to-side. As my hands slid down her sides, I could feel the softness of her breasts, and daringly let my fingers wander just a little too far, rubbing the edges of her breasts, not lingering, just completing the coverage.
When I reached her rear, I covered the top, then skipped down a few inches and continued working my way down her legs. I slid the covers off of her completely and worked all the way down her thighs, and worked diligently at her tight calves before lifting her feet, and rubbing them firmly in the arches, achilles, and under her toes. I didn't want her giggling now, so I was careful to avoid any light touches.
Holding her cute little feet in my hands, her toenails polished red, but the polish chipped on a couple of toes, I couldn't hold myself back. I kissed the soles of her feet, and then lightly each toe, while one hand held her foot steady, and the other massaged her calf. We'd both been quiet for a while, but she moaned softly as I took her big toe in my mouth, and sucked on it just a bit. I eased her foot back down, and took up her opposite one, giving it the same tender treatment.
When I set that foot down, her feet were now spread well apart. She'd started with her legs tightly closed, but now, I had a clear view up the inside of her legs, to the dark stain that was spreading across the two inch strip of cloth that covered her forbidden mound. I worked back up the legs, paying more attention to the inside of her thighs than before. As I took more liberties, my thumbs caressing the edge of where her panties ended between her legs, I again wondered if my teacher would put an end to this. When she didn't I was afraid she'd fallen asleep, and would wake up and give me hell. I finally massaged that delicious round ass, and when she didn't stop me, rolled her panties down and rubbed her bare ass cheeks. She moaned, and then murmured "Oh God," and wiggled herself into a more comfortable position.
I stood up, and slid her panties down her legs. She pulled her legs together for a moment, allowing me to remove the panties, then spread them even further apart than before, when she set them down.
I pulled off my shirt, and pulled down my sweats. I was naked, standing over the nude, spread eagle body of my teacher. My heart caught in my chest, and for a moment I didn't have the courage to proceed. Just for a moment.
Once again I straddled my teachers legs, only one this time, and massaged her from her ass to the top of her head and back down again. But now my lips followed my hands, and I kissed and tasted her whole body. On the way down I continued to her feet, kissing and tasting her, but carefully avoiding her most sensitive and off-limits areas. Then it was back up her legs again, working up the inside of her thighs, and finally I was at her hips.
I massaged and kissed, kneaded and licked her ass and legs, working from the outside in, slowly approaching the crease in the middle. Her legs were wide, and my fingers brushed the lips of her soaking slit. I could smell her strongly, and it was like a drug, making my heart race, removing all thoughts from my head except conquering this body before me.
My fingers spread her open, and my tongue reached out and touched her, softly. Then caressed one side, then the other. My thumbs eased down and spread her lips, exposing the pink within, and my tongue traced down the middle, tasting her essence, lingering at the top before crossing that small area of skin and tracing across the puckered star of her butthole.
I licked her the same way again, and on the third pass she moaned out my name.
I was not a virgin. Far from it. But I'd never had a woman so exposed to me as this. My previous conquests were cute enough, and willing enough, but this was a woman. A beautiful off-limits woman, who I had lusted after for two full years. And she was naked, underneath me, moaning out my name.
For the next several minutes I teased, played with and explored this high-school Goddess. I let my fingers enter her, up to three at a time. I used my tongue as another digit, penetrating as far as I could. I savored every moment, every feel every taste.
But eventually this was not enough. My cock ached, and I wanted to bury myself inside her. I climbed off my lovely toy, and carefully rolled her onto her back. Her eyes were wide open, watching me openly, almost curiously. She didn't say a word, just slid back into the middle of the bed. Her large breasts settled to the side, her nipples large, dark brown, and topped by hard little nubs.



I straddled her hips, and placed my hands on her temples and massaged her slowly, until her eyes eased closed. Then I massaged the sides and back of her neck, and her shoulders. I rubbed her arms, and her chest above and beside her breasts, then down her rib cage. Sliding my hands in and up, I rubbed her breasts. I was in unknown territory here. I'd never massaged my mother's front, nor anybody else's, but I wanted to treat this woman to the best massage of her life, before I entered her.
My hands were firm, slow and gentle as I massaged her breasts, missing nothing, squeezing her nipples, rolling her breasts across her upper chest. But I was patient, and continued my massage down her body, not lingering long between her legs, but continuing down her calves, and to her feet.
She seemed to enjoy the attention to her feet, so I carefully rubbed each one, licking and sucking each toe, as she moaned for me. Then I was working back up her body, once again stopping at the fragrant, moist gap between her tanned, slender legs.
I couldn't hold back any longer, I lowered my face between her legs, and tasted her again. I ate her with a passion, and this time she guided me with some sounds, grunts, moans, sighs, and occasional touches with her fingers, moving me, increasing or decreasing the pressure. A rare word would escape her pretty lips, more guidance, "slowly", "yes", "another", "wait", and more. I could feel the change in her body, the tensing, undoing all I'd done with my massage, her legs and abs firming up, her breath changing, her inner thighs quivering. Then she was pulling my face into her crotch, crying out, flooding my mouth with her juices, her thighs clamping against the side of my head. I could feel her opening dilating around my tongue, trying to pull it into her. Her fingers were locked in the curls of my hair, pushing my mouth harder against her mound, my tongue extened to its limits within her, my nose pressed hard against that tiny fold of skin at the top of her slit. It went on and on, her heels kicking a staccato against my back, her fingers loosening, and then intensifying their grip once again, as another flood of juices filled my mouth. I swallowed repeatedly, my tongue moving with a life of its own. My fingers were withdrawn from inside her, and my hands grasped her ass-cheeks, and squeezed tightly pulling her against my frenzied mouth. I sucked on her, wiggling my head side to side, gasping for breath, until she pulled my head away strongly and collapsed backwards on the bed, breathing heavily.
I wiped my face and mouth on the sheets, and raised myself over her. I spread her legs wide, and looking down, placed the head of my cock at her twitching entrance. I eased the head in, just a bit, and looked down at the beauty of penetrating her amazing body.
"Not yet," she moaned, "I don't know..."
I bent over her, leaning down across her body. I took her face in may hands and looked down into her clear green eyes. Then I placed my lips on hers and kissed her for the first time. As my tongue penetrated her mouth, I eased my cock into her as well, and within a few moments, was buried inside her.
She pulled away and turned her head to the side. "Oh, Josh, what have we done?" she gasped, her arms reaching around me, pulling me down to her body, She clung to me, holding me tightly, while my cock throbbed inside of her. Her grip finally loosened, and I pulled up just a bit and looked down into her beautiful face, gathering in every detail, filing them away forever. My lips touched hers, and her tongue darted out and caressed my teeth.
I kissed her desperately, and she returned the effort. I slowly slid my cock out of her, and then slammed it in as firmly as I could. She bit my tongue, arched her back and came again, this time riding my cock. I fucked her with short fast strokes, my hands firmly gripping the back of her neck, pulling her against me. She seemed to come forever, but it was surely only a couple of dozen strokes, and as she started to ease off her peak, I was overcome by my own.
Only once before had I come so quickly, but there was no holding me back. I finished with a few last hard strokes, and then exploded into her. My hands gripped the top of her shoulders and pulled her down, while my cock emptied for an eternity, stream after stream of my juices filling her, painting her insides. She cried out, halfway through my finish, quivering all over. Her eyes stared up at me, frightened, bewildered, before they rolled back up into her head, and she moaned. I thought she was passing out.
She felt so wonderful, I raised my body up, and lifted her legs up and over my shoulders. I looked down to where my cock was inside of her, and gave a little thrust, urging any last bit of my seed to settle down, deep inside my quivering teacher. I enjoyed the sight, and eased my softening, semi-hard member in and out of her, concentrating on the sensation of penetrating her repeatedly. I started with little movements, just a couple of inches, peering past her closely cropped brown hair, and watching my thick tube become exposed for an inch or so, then slide back in. I reached down with my hands, and spread her flesh, exposing the view even more, as I eased in and out of her. I could feel myself hardening, and was able to pull more of myself in and out of her, until in just a very short while, I was pulling the entire length of my cock out of her, the head completely exposed, then slowly driving my pole the full length into her, and at the bottom pushing firmly.
I held the top of her thighs and slow-fucked her, just living for the feeling of being inside her. I leaned across her again, lowering my face to hers, and her eyes opened again, moist, staring into mine.
"You are the most amazing, most beautiful woman," I told her softly, my lips caressing hers. I was still long-stroking her, my cock feeling like a steel rod, sensitive to every inch of her clinging pussy, yet completely in control.
Her legs wrapped around my waist, crossing, and pulling me into her. I held myself over her, not wanting to crush her under my weight. My arms trembled a bit from the exertion.
She kissed my deeply, then put her tiny hands against my chest and pushed me away. I rose back up on my knees, stopping with my shaft completely sheathed. She smiled and ground her hips against mine, then pulled off of me.
"My turn," she said with a devious smile, and she moved to the edge of the bed, encouraging me to lay down where she'd been. I could feel a huge wet spot in the middle of my back, but that thought quickly disappeared as she grabbed my shirt, and used it to wipe down my cock. After a few wipes, she tossed it to the side, and then to my amazement, lowered her mouth over the purple head, and sucked.
I'd had hand-jobs before, and was even sucked off pretty regularly by one little pretty Junior, but nothing like this.
Mrs. Moffit worshipped my cock, licking, kissing, sucking, caressing. I watched my hard length disappear into that beautiful face, and my entire being ached with desire. For several minutes she sucked me, taking me deep down her throat, gasping as she pulled me out.
Then she got up, straddled my body, and sitting as high as she could, placed the head of my cock at her entrance.
"Josh, I'm going to fuck you now, really fuck you, but you are not to come inside me. You let me know when you're going to come."
"Yes, ma'am", I gasped.
"I think you can call me Sharon, when we're alone," she giggled, and then slid down my cock.
That woman near fucked me to death. She started out easy enough, rising up and down, letting me watch my long cock slide in and out of her over and over. Then she settled down on it, and starting sliding back and forth, before she leaned forward, her incredible tits which had somehow avoided much of my attention until then, finally in reach.
As she rocked back and forth on my cock, I first kissed, then sucked, then devoured her tits. Before long they were taken away again, and she was bouncing up and down on my stiff meat. She got up, turned around, and lowered herself again, this time her hands leaning on my knees, limiting how much I could push back, and she rode me hard again, until her breath came in gasps, and her body shimmered with perspiration. She turned again, leaning forward, offering her tits to me once more. With my mouth full, she raised up a bit. "Fuck me," she said, and I did.
I grasped her ass cheeks and pounded up and into her as hard and fast as I could. The sensation was changing, my balls were tightening up, and I knew I was finally getting close.
I let her hard little nipple slip out of my mouth. "Sharon, ride me like you did at first. I'm getting there."
She smiled and sat up. She pulled her feet in, tight against my hips, and was squatting over my cock. She leaned forward, put one hand on my chest, and the other hand on my cock, and raised up.
"Like this," she asked with a teasing grin.
"Oh, yeah," I moaned as she slid down my shaft.
It was hard work for her, and I could see her trembling, but she did it, rising up and down on my cock, our bodies only touching where I entered her, and where her hand leaned against my chest. Slowly at first, then faster and faster until she was impaling herself as hard and fast as possible, over and over. It was too much.
"I'm going to come," I warned her through gritted teeth. She pulled off quickly and sucked me hard while her hand stroked my shaft. Then she pulled back and slid to the floor. She tugged at my legs until I was seated on the edge of the bed. Then she was back between my legs, stroking and licking me.
"Come for me, Josh. Come in my mouth. Drown me in your cum." She looked up at me with those big green eyes, opened her mouth wide, and stroked my shaft. Her tongue slid out and lapped at the head of my cock and I knew I was there.
Instinctively I grabbed the top of her head and slid my cock into her mouth as I came. A long white stream of sticky saltiness, shot into her mouth, some straight down her throat, causing her to cough a bit. But I wasn't done, again, and again, more streams followed, pooling in her mouth, burying her tongue, errant drops splashing on her face. She swallowed, and quickly engulfed my cock with her mouth again, sucking firmly, dragging out every last drop of liquid.
As my cock lost its stiffness, she moved back, finally allowing it free from her clinging lips.
"It seems like you liked that," she said, with a smile.
"You are incredible." I gasped.
Then she looked very serious. She got off her knees and sat beside me on the bed.
"You understand how wrong this was, don't you, Josh. I could lose my job." She said it sofly her arm across my back, hand on my far shoulder. She kissed me on the near shoulder, then leaned her head against me.
"I know Mrs. Moffit." I told her, contritely.
"And I'm married. I'm married, Josh. This could cause me so much trouble." Her voice cracked.
"I'm sorry."
"Please, nobody can ever know of this. You can't go talking about this in the locker room or anything like that." She said. Her hand idly fell into my lap, and she was playing with my cock, while uttering these warnings.
"Mrs. Moffit, I swear, I'll never breath a word of this to anybody. You were so incredible." I was holding her now, kissing the top of her head.
"You know you were very bad, doing this." She muttered, her hand milking my cock, coaching a last few drops from it, which she retrieved and placed against her lips.
I leaned back in the bed, head against the wall, legs hanging over the edge. "I know, I just couldn't help myself. You are the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. I've dreamed and fantasized about you for so long, that seeing you barely dressed, I couldn't think of anything else but touching you, having you." I confessed.
She lay down on my stomach, her head inches away from where her hand was caressing my cock. I looked down at the back of her head. "Josh, this is so dangerous, you have to understand that." Then I felt her breath on the head of my cock, and her mouth enveloping the head. With a little twitch, I felt a stirring of life down there.
"I do understand, Mrs. Moffit, I'm sorry I've put you in this position."
She rolled onto her knees, her mouth holding onto my cock, as her hand continued to stroke some life into it. Then she glanced at me sideways, and lifted her mouth off for just a moment. "You're sorry I'm in THIS position?" She teased.
My cock hardened more, and I reached out and pushed her face back down over my cock, further, further, until her nose was pressed against my flesh, and I could feel myself hardening, forcing myself down her throat.
"Not that position, exactly. That position I want you in every day of my life. God, I want you." I groaned.
"Can you keep a secret, Josh?" She asked me, pulling completely away, my cock stiff and begging for attention.
"Yes, I swear I can, Mrs. Moffit."
She turned in the bed, on her hands and knees, and presented herself to me. "Call me Sharon, when we're alone, Josh."
"Sharon, you're driving me crazy." I told her as I slid up behind her, and rubbed the head of my cock across her opening, until the stickiness subsided with her new juices, and her lips opened invitingly. I pushed, and slid back inside of her.
"Mmm, Josh, that's nice. You know I'm at your mercy. You hold my career and my marriage in your hands. What are you going to do with your poor, helpless teacher?" She wiggled her hips.
"I'm going to fuck you senseless, now and every chance I get." I growled.
"Do it, fuck me." She gasped as I started pounding her.
And I did.
========================
Hope you enjoyed this little story. If you did, please hit the vote button.
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==========================
A misunderstanding?
==========================
I don't like my sister-in-law. Never have. She's a manipulative, deceitful, lying little bitch. And not that particularly good-looking, although she does have the biggest tits of any woman I know. Her husband on the other hand, is a nice guy.
What's strange is how they had gotten together in the first place. My wife's brother is a good looking guy. Growing up and throughout college he had his choice of women, using them like Kleenex's. The little known family secret (shared between just a handful of us, during a drunken bachelor party,) was that Chris dated Sheri as part of a fraternity prank. It was a pig party where the guys all invited ugly girls, with prizes for the ugliest. The girls never found out the nature of the party. And Chris, in his infinite wisdom, went back to the trough for more. We were all shocked when they got engaged. Mr. Popular, and the pig-faced, sow of a girl, with an obnoxious twang.
Chris dropped out of the University, in his third year. Sheri had already graduated. They moved back near his family in Virginia, and his parents set him up with all the equipment and space to start his own landscaping business. That lasted less than a year. Sheri hated the east coast, and made things difficult all around. I'd gotten her a job as an administrative assistant where I worked, and she was just a pain in the ass, with a holier-than-thou attitude. She was very heavy, with short blonde hair, and huge tits that preceded her everywhere she went. She dressed nice enough, and even wore reasonable makeup. My wife used to say that you could tell she'd be pretty if she lost weight; I couldn't see it.
Before the year was out, she'd called home and gotten jobs for both Chris and herself, back in Austin. She worked in sales, and he worked on a loading dock, for an office furniture company. It paid well enough for them to buy a nice house in a nicer neighborhood, just one community over from her parents. She got nice bonuses twice a year, but they never had enough money to come visit the rest of the family.
As families go, we stayed in communication less than usual. The first 5 or 6 years, we might see them once a year, if that. Even that infrequent occasion rarely went well. Then we only kept in touch by phone for another 2 years or so.
Things changed though. Chris, starting at the very bottom of the food chain, was climbing the corporate ladder. He was a hard worker, and was developing great relationships with a lot of the guys at the office, including the owner. After 10 years there he was in sales himself, and managing 12 people. Things were going well for him.
Sheri, on the other hand, quit work when she got pregnant with their second son, and they pulled back on the spending, getting by on his salary.
During this period, somehow, during the last few years, she and my wife started talking more, and more, and as improbable as it seems, they were becoming friends. I had moved to Dallas about 4 years after they moved to Round-Rock, north of Austin. We only lived a couple of hours away, but had only once made it to the house they lived in for the last six years. That was a total fiasco, and they'd never even made the effort to visit us in Dallas. I traveled to Austin regularly for business, at least a couple of times a month, and the idea of paying them a visit never entered my mind. Chris and I got along ok, but really had almost no common interests, while my feelings for Sheri, I've already shared. I didn't care if my wife and she were getting along, I really didn't like her. And I'm a pretty easy going guy who can find the good in most people.
Then one day the hammer dropped. The founder of the company decided to retire, and hired a new President. Within 6 months this joker was replacing all the upper-management. Chris had just been promoted a year earlier, and they had been on top of the world. They'd bought a new RV, had a pool put in, replaced the living room furniture, the works. Now he'd been given a pink slip and 11 weeks severance pay, one for each year he worked. He received no benefits.
I exchanged emails with him, and worked at getting his resume put together and polished up. Then I got an email from Sheri asking for the same, so I put aside my irritation, and did the same for her. I worked up a couple of cover letters for them, and they hit the street looking for work. I even called a few clients, to see if anybody was currently looking.
After two months, he had received a couple of job offers, but only at about half of what he'd been earning before, after bonuses and commission. Sheri wasn't even having that much luck, not able to find anything paying much more than $10 an hour. She had been doing some kind of MLM party business out of her home for the last couple of years, and my wife said that Sheri was working really hard to get that going. I wasn't about to hold my breath over that one.
The next time I was headed down to Austin, my wife told me that Sheri and Chris wanted to invite me over for dinner. I was a little surprised. I hadn't seen them for over 4 years. We got regular pictures of the boys, now eight and six years old, I thought it would be nice to see them. It wasn't their fault they had a bitch for a mom. I agreed. I was going to get my work done, stop in for dinner and a visit, spend the night, and drive the three hours back home early the next morning.
I arrived late, after a long day of business, with a bottle of wine in hand. Jason, the oldest met me at the door, and brought me into the house. "Momma's in the kitchen," he told me, which was a surprise. She could never cook a lick. I remember being invited over for dinner almost 10 years earlier, and she had make spaghetti and meatballs. She put the raw meatballs in the sauce, thinking they would cook. What a disaster.
I let Jason lead the way. "I brought some wine for dinner," I announced. They were big wine drinkers, always had been. They always kept a box in the refrigerator. I hoped they could deal with wine that came in a bottle, and didn't have a screw-off cap.
Sheri turned away from closing the oven, and stood and gave me a smile, walking up to take the bottle and give me hug. I had to admit, she looked 100% better. Her hair was no longer the fake yellow blonde, but a natural light brown hair with red highlights, a little longer than shoulder length. She wasn't skinny, but she was no longer the cow she'd been, with a proportional figure, narrow waist, and pretty good legs from what I could see. She still had big tits, but at least they didn't look like bowling balls glued to her chest.
She gave me one of those artificial hugs and kisses on the cheek, that you save for wedding and family reunions. Then she said, "You look nice," and gave me a second hug, a little warmer. Alarms went off in my head.
"You too," I told her, not wanting to blurt out that she looked the best she ever had. It's amazing what losing 70 or 80 pounds could do for a body. "Where's Chris?" I asked.
She pouted a bit. "He got an interview in Houston tomorrow, and drove down tonight so he wouldn't be late. It was a last minute thing, and he didn't want to take any chances. He's staying with Jerry," Jerry was her youngest brother. She reached up high for a serving dish, and I hate to say it, but I scoped her out. She really cleaned up nice. She was wearing pretty tight shorts, and a t-shirt. The shorts looked good on her. She may have lost weight, but she still had the curves to fill the shorts, and her shirt. If she wasn't such a despicable person, she'd have been totally fuckable.
'Shit' I thought. I wondered how long I'd have to stay to be sociable.
I needn't have worried. I spent a few minutes with the boys, and then Sheri had the dinner on the table. It was lasagna, and surprisingly good. She asked if we could save the wine for another time, and we just had a beer with dinner, she drank an Amstel light. We got caught up on the kid's lives mostly, and I was surprised that I actually had an almost decent time. Still, I was glad when the obligation was over.
"That was nice." I told her, honestly. "Thanks for having me over, but I think I should head out soon."
She looked surprised. "But you were going to spend the night."
"Yeah, but I'm not sure how appropriate that is, and if I leave soon, I can get back home before it's too late." I told her, thinking how sad it was that I'd rather face a 3 hour drive, at night, after drinking, then spend any time with her.
"Can you hold on just a minute? I've got coffee brewing. We can at least wash a little of the beer out of your system. Let me put the boys down, and I'll be right back."
It took more than a minute. More like twenty. I finished cleaning up in the kitchen while I waited for her, and was just wiping down the counters when she showed up again, looking a bit more frazzled than when I arrived.
"Oh, no, Steve, you don't have to do that," she said, sounding almost upset.
"No problem," I told her. "Least I could do after you made such a nice dinner. You've gotten a lot better at cooking, nothing like the last meal I had that you cooked."
She had the decency to blush. "It's the mom thing, you know. Had to put something on the table. Couldn't live off of carryout and TV dinners all the time." She was busying herself putting together a coffee tray with some homemade cookies. At her request I followed her into the living room, and took a seat on the couch, by the cookies.
Sheri perched herself next to me, brushed her hair back and gave a big sigh. "Chris usually puts them to bed; I've got the wake up duty," she said, taking a sip from her black coffee. That was a change as well. She used to drink those coffee drinks that were more like dessert.
"I know," I commiserated. "I've got the bedtime job at home."
Sheri put her coffee down, and took a visibly deep breath. Then she turned to me, her body facing me. "Steve, we need some help."
So that was the catch. I had been half-expecting something like this, but thought that Chris would be man enough to ask on his own.
She leaned forward and put her hand on my arm. It was almost like she could read my mind. "Chris doesn't know I'm asking, please don't tell him. I'm hoping we can keep this to ourselves," she said.
"What kind of help are we talking about?" I asked.
"We can't make the mortgage next month. We've already returned the RV, and lost a lot of money on that. I wish we could return the pool. Our bank account is almost dry, we borrowed against our 401K to put in the pool and fix up the house, I'm working for $9.75 an hour for benefits, and Chris's job search is not looking good. If he took the only job he's been offered, we'd have to sell everything and move into a smaller house. We'd probably go bankrupt." She blurted it all out in a hurry, not even willing to look at me as she said it.
"Sheri, I don't understand. Chris was the only guy I know who actually did keep 6 months expenses in the bank. I know you got a severance package. It's only been 2 months - how'd this happen?" I asked.
Suddenly she was crying, but I didn't trust those crocodile tears for a second. "It was just a bunch of things. One was Quixtar. I was doing great, I was selling lots of stuff, and was making almost a hundred dollars a month. I had a couple of great months, and I could go Silver, I was making more than $300. Then it looked like I was going to lose it, so of course I bought some product and stockpiled it, so I could sell it later."
She caught her breath, wiped away some of the tears and continued. "My upline was helping a lot, and I was going to meetings, helping others buying and selling the sales material, buying more stuff if it looked like I wasn't going to hit my numbers. I was a big success in the group, making $500 a month and more. I even got a $2500 bonus. I don't know how it happened, but I spent over twelve thousand on it in the last two years."
"Twelve thousand?" I asked, incredulous.
"Well, I was getting a lot of the money back, but I was stupid. Instead of putting it back in the bank, we just spent it, like it was money we'd earned. I didn't even realize what we were doing until Chris lost his job and I went over our accounts." She admitted. "When he was fired, we only had $4000 in the bank. Two years ago, before he got his big promotion, and before we did all the upgrades around here, paid off our credit cards, and all that, we had over $30,000 saved."
"So what did Chris say about all this." I asked her, afraid to hear it.
"He doesn't know yet," she said softly. "I thought he'd get a job, and I could use some of the Quixtar money to start rebuilding the bank account, but now he's expecting me to bring in $500 a month with this stuff, and most months it costs me anywhere from two hundred to eight hundred dollars to make my numbers."
"This isn't good, Sheri," I told her, shaking my head.
"Don't you think I know that!" She snapped, showing a little of the bitch I knew so well. Then she calmed. "After I pay the bills next week, we'll have $400 in the bank. We get around another $700 every couple of weeks for unemployment. I won't be able to make the car-payments and electric bill, never mind the mortgage or groceries."
"What about your family?" I asked.
"Mom and Dad are on their pension, and don't have a pot to piss in," she laughed, "34 years with the same company, and Dad can't even golf anymore, can't even afford the cart fee, unless we pick it up. You know my brothers don't make any money, hell we've been loaning them money for the last 10 years."
"Then it's time to get it back," I told her.
"Trying to squeeze blood from a rock." She leaned in closer. "I know we haven't always gotten along, but we're family. We really are in bad shape. The boys don't know the half of it. We're going to have to lose the club membership, they won't be able to golf with their dad anymore. I'm going to have to pull them out of their Tae Kwon Do classes soon."
She closed her eyes, sniffling. "I'm trying Steve. I'm working like a dog. I work 8 hours a day to take home $200 bucks a week, just so we can have benefits. I'm living on the phone, working my downline, trying to get business going, recruiting new people. And I'm still trying to keep this house sane." She opened her eyes, wet with tears and looked at me with what might be genuine desperation.
She sighed again. "I don't want to beg. Please. I know you can help us, if anyone in the family can."
"I don't think so, Sheri." I told her, looking at her crestfallen look. "As long as you're working at that MLM stuff, it's throwing good money after bad. You must know that 99% of the people lose money in the long run. You're just treading water and helping those above you lose less money each month. And your expenses must be huge. You'd be better of just going bankrupt, and taking your lumps."
"God no! Chris would kill me. We're having enough problems. If he found out I'd spent most of our nest-egg I don't think we'd survive it."
Then it happened. She went to the hard-sell. She scooted forward, slid her arm behind my neck, and leaned her head on my shoulder. "Please, Steve? If we just had $10,000 dollars, I think we could make it through the next few months until Chris had a good job. We could probably start paying you back in 6 months." Her free hand slid down to rest on my thigh.
I needed to get away from her. I could smell her and it was exciting. I was disgusted with myself. I'd actually started to get an erection from this deceptive little bitch rubbing my thigh.
"Sheri," I told her, slipping away from her, and turning to face her. "I'm going to have to think about it. If I were to help you, I'd ask you to make some changes. Big changes. I still think I'd just be throwing the money away."
"I understand," she said softly, "just please think about it. Don't make the boys suffer because of some mistakes of mine and Chris's."
I thought to myself the only mistake Chris made was marrying the bitch, and not keeping an eagle eye on the books.
It had started raining outside, and when I went to the door, I really wasn't looking forward to the three hour drive ahead of me, in that soup.
Sheri stood behind me. "Why don't you stay? The guest room is already made up, you know where it is. You can leave in the morning. We can leave the money issue alone for now, I won't bother you about it."
I reluctantly let myself get talked into it. I borrowed an umbrella and went out to the car to get my overnight bag. Twenty minutes later I was ensconced in the guest room over the garage, and done with my evening ritual, laying in bed.
I was thinking about the situation. I could afford it. I wouldn't like to, but the money wasn't the object. The Quixtar situation was like an open vein, draining them dry. The lifestyle they were living was relatively new and just as bad. Their car payments were probably over a grand a month. Thank God they'd had the sense to get rid of the RV.
I was only a little surprised to see the door open. Sheri was framed in the doorway for just a moment, wearing nightwear made more for undressing than sleeping. She had a blanket in her hand, and as she walked towards the bed, the door quietly swung closed behind her.
"I thought you might get a little cold," she said softly, her southern drawl exaggerated.
The room was dark. I leaned over and touched the base of the bedside lamp, which turned it on at the lowest setting.
Sheri looked damn good. The outfit she was wearing was 10% material, and 90% see through. Her breasts pushed the material far away from her body, and her nipples poked through the material, promising wonders to the person who would set them free. The shorts were just as diaphanous, with a small dark patch at the top of her crotch advertising her nakedness beneath the lace. Her stomach was exposed between the top and bottom, and even if she didn't have a six pack, she had gentle curves that made me want to run my hands across her skin.
The scheming bitch.
She put the blanket at the foot of the bed, and sat down on the edge near me.
"How are you at blowjobs?" I asked her.
She acted almost like I'd slapped her. She jerked back, almost falling off the bed. "Excuse me?" she asked.
"Blowjobs. You know, your mouth, my cock." I reminded her, pulling back the sheets and showing her that her outfit was having the desired effect.
She stood up, shaking. "I'm sorry, this was a mistake," she said turning to head back out.
I reached out and grabbed the top of her panties/shorts and pulled her back to the bed. "Mistake my ass. Sit down."
She looked like she was going to say something, then she acquiesced, sitting more carefully this time.
I reached into her top from below and squeezed the nearest tit, cupping it, tweaking her nipple between my fingers. "There's no denying it. You do have pretty incredible tits."
She blushed, and tried to brush my hand away. I just held her breast tighter and watched her bite her lower lip when I squeezed her nipple more.
"As long as you're in here, dressed for play, I really could use a blowjob. I always thought you must be pretty good at that. There had to be something you used to lure Chris into your web."
The look of uncertainty hardened into one of anger at the insult. She worked up enough courage to push my hand away. "I am good. Too bad you'll never know."
I laughed. "Never is a really long time. In this case, I'm guessing less than 60 seconds, unless you're really bent on destroying any chance of my bailing you out of your predicament."
She took a deep breath and tried reason. "Steve, I just came in here to make sure you were ok. I'm married. You're married. My kids are only a couple of rooms away."



"I understand." I told her. "I won't scream when I come in your mouth."
"Don't do this," she said pleadingly.
"Sheri, I'm sure you've delivered hundreds of blowjobs in your life. What's one more between friends? You'd like to be my friend wouldn't you?" I reached down and stroked my cock which was sticking up through the fly in my boxers, which is all I was wearing. Her eyes followed my hand, mesmerized.
She looked at me. "Yes, I want to be your friend," she admitted.
"Good. Go ahead and suck me off, while I think about your problem." I reached over and pulled her head down to my crotch. I wasn't normally such a rude asshole, but it seemed appropriate at the time.
She pulled away from me for a second, and I thought she was going to say something more, but she cooled off, and took my cock in her hand, feeling the heft of the gift I had for her.
"Go on now, show me the magic." I told her, thrusting against her hand.
I saw that spark of life in her hand, and saw the mood turn as she inwardly accepted the challenge. Then she released my staff, and pulled my shorts off. I was lying completely nude in front of her. She was seeming a lot more willing all or a sudden, and climbed between my legs, bending over my stiff rod.
I looked down at her, as she held my erect cock in her hand. She looked up at me, the staff in front of her face, then licked me slowly and deliberately from balls to head. She ran her tongue across her upper lip and made a delightful "mmmm" sound, before licking me again and again. Over time her licks became exploratory, and she was sucking and kissing all around, still refraining from actually taking me in her mouth.
She stopped and sat more upright. Then watching me watch her, she placed her head over my cock and sucked me. She was good, her mouth warm, as she sucked just the end of my cock, holding me in her mouth while she worked me over with her tongue. She slowly, carefully took more and more of me in her mouth, until I could feel myself pressing at the back of her mouth. Pulling back, she crawled out from between my legs, and slid around until she was lying next to me, her face still at my waist. She took me into her mouth again, more aggressively, sucking and stroking, until she pushed down and took me into her throat. Damn, she was talented. I don't know if I'd ever had a more skilled woman going down on me. I had the urge to fuck her face hard, and not especially worried about her feelings for me, I grabbed the back of her head and did just that. She held onto my hips with both hands, and gave me the most incredible deep throat action. I enjoyed every moment of watching the deceitful, selfish, slut devour me. Eventually she fought off my hand, and pulled away gasping, a long trail of saliva hanging from her mouth to my cock. I could honestly say it was the best she'd ever looked.
"Easy cowboy, I'll give you all I've got, but a girl's got to breathe sometime," she said, her chest heaving. She was stroking me fast and hard, while she caught her breath.
She suddenly leaned over and took me to the root, pushing her face deep into my pubes. I'm not small by any means, and have had several women struggle to swallow me, but none ever succeeded like this slut. She pulled back and repeated it several times. Taking me all the way out of her mouth, and then burying my entire cock in her face, her throat massaging my cock head.
She went back at it, and I held her head, my hand buried in her hair, while I fucked her face. She did give me all she had, and I was quite content to drop my entire load in her mouth a couple of minutes later. She lapped it up like cream and cleaned every inch of my cock before sitting up again.
"So, how am I at blowjobs?" she asked coyly, already knowing the answer.
"I think I'm starting to figure out why Chris married you," I confessed.
"Believe me, there's a lot more to it than that," she told me confidently.
Then she stretched out next to me, on her side. Her tit was in reach so I helped myself. This time she didn't fight it.
"So are we friends now?" She asked.
"I think it would take a lot more than that for you and me to ever become friends," I told her honestly. "But I am feeling a little better now, thank you.
A storm crossed her face, but slowly passed. She wasn't giving up yet.
She snuggled in closer, cuddling up to my side. "Mmmm, this feels nice, but it's so different. You're so much bigger than Christopher." Then she giggled, "I don't mean like that. He's got a great big giant peepee, just like yours. It's just that, you know, you're like twice his size. It's nice to be with someone who's actually bigger than me. It makes a girl feel like a girl."
Christopher is maybe 5'5, and 130 lbs soaking wet. He's in good shape, and very active, but he's a small guy. I'm almost 6'2" and about 220. I imagine she might notice a difference. When she'd been married about 3 years, and was at her peak size, she probably had me in weight, at about 5'4". Now I figured she was probably closer to 140-145. Not skinny, but definitely no longer fat.
"Take off your top," I told her, pushing her off of me.
She took it well, releasing those incredible tits back into the wild. "That's as far as I'm going, Steve," she warned me.
I laughed and pulled her over so her breasts were in my face, and I licked and sucked those delicious mounds while my hand slid down to her ass, inside her shorts. She tried to brush my hand away, so I grabbed her arm by the wrist, tightly and pulled her hand down to my cock, which was still semi-hard. "Don't fight me. Friends don't fight."
She moaned when my exploring hand slid past her tight little bunghole to caress the bottom of her moist slit. I was nibbling on her hard little nipple, enjoying the reaction. With a glacial slowness her hand wrapped around my cock, and slowly starting stroking.
I switched tits, worrying the other one, pulling her higher on the bed, so my fingers could penetrate her just a little bit more.
"Please, Steve," she moaned, closing her legs on my hand.
I pushed her off of me, reached down, and yanked the bottoms off. She laid there, looking so sexy, her hands trying to cover her breasts and pussy at the same time.
She looked on the verge of tears. I saw the fear in her eyes. As if she hadn't planned on this all along, coming into my bedroom nearly naked, with her husband out of town.
"Please," she said more urgently. "I'll... I'll blow you again, Ok?"
I laughed. "Yes, you will." Then I climbed on top of her in 69, and fed her my cock which was almost hard again. She took me, without a fight. I spread her legs, needing to apply some pressure. She started to close them again, and I pinched the sensitive skin of her inner thigh, getting her to yelp around my cock. She quickly opened her legs for me and I didn't have to remind her again.
Her pussy was very trimmed, only a small light brown bush above her tempting little chasm. I placed my mouth over her opening and teased her lips apart with my tongue. Then I used my hands and mouth to toy with her, while she sucked away diligently, my cock now a steel rod, headed back down her throat.
A few minutes of this, and I was afraid her infinitely talented mouth and throat was going to finish me again, and I didn't want my last load of the night to occur so soon. I climbed off of her, and pulled her in close, holding her against my side. She slowly warmed to the situation, and held me, her hand caressing my front. My hand found her delightful ass again, massaging those perfect cheeks.
"I thought we were friends once," she said softly. "But that was a long time ago, wasn't it?"
"A very long time ago," I admitted.
She laid there quietly, waiting to see what was next. Her hand's wandering had lead her back below the belt and she was soon holding me, stroking my raging hard-on.
"Do you remember that time, at the Taylor's house, when you walked in on Chris and I doing it on the couch?" Sheri asked me, her hand just playing with me.
I had to laugh, "I never thought you could move so fast. All I saw was a flash of white rear-end, as you leapt over the back of the couch. I didn't think it was fair that you were completely naked, while Chris was mostly dressed. All he had to do was pull up his shorts."
"Well, it was my own fault. He was watching TV, and I sort of surprised him. I figured the parents were away until late, so we had the place to ourselves, and it was really naughty, in their house, facing those big plate glass doors. We had locked the front door, so we would know if anybody arrived," she recounted.
"Yeah, and I showed up on my bicycle, after doing the lake loop, and walked right in through those glass doors." I reminded her.
"How much did you see?" She asked.
"Everything. You were sitting on his cock, facing the doors, bouncing up and down. Your tits were bouncing even more than you, in spite of both of your efforts to control them. It was like you were looking right at me. Chris couldn't see anything." I told her.
"It was so strange. I watched you walk up, and saw you looking at me, but it was like it wasn't real, like it was one of my dreams, you walking towards me, and me ready. Then when you knocked on the glass, it was like a bubble popped, and I could have died," she confessed. "I thought you said that you really couldn't see much because of the glare off the glass."
I liked the feel of her hand on my shaft, but liked the feel of her mouth even more. I slid up the bed, and pushed her head back down to my cock. She went along, if not eagerly, at least not fighting it.
"I thought it was the gentlemanly thing to say. There was a little glare, but once I took my first step towards the house, the glare was gone, and I was watching a show," I admitted.
She started applying her oral attention, and I slid between her lips easily, if only for a few seconds. Then she asked, "How long were you watching?"
"It was probably only about 10 seconds or so, but it seemed like a long time. I thought you were pretty bad. You were looking right at me, and fucking him like it was the end of the world, without a care if I watched or not," I told her.
She pulled her face off of me for a bit. "When I'm really into it like that, and coming hard, I swear I'm oblivious to the world. I still don't think I would have noticed even after you knocked, if Chris hadn't almost thrown me off of him. Shit, I was so embarrassed, tumbling over the couch, getting stuck on top for a second with my big butt pointing at you. I almost died."
"Yeah," I told her, "It was kind of funny, the way you were a complete exhibitionist one minute, and then yelling at me to get out so you could get dressed."
"I'm sorry about that, I was just so embarrassed, and I didn't have any clothes in the living room." She took a suck on my cock, which was fully hard again. "Forgive me?"
"Of course, I'll consider the show I saw payment-in-full."
"I always did wonder how much you saw," she said thoughtfully. "I was always so embarrassed then. I hated for anybody to see me naked, or even in my underwear. Only Chris. Somehow he made it ok to see me naked, even when I was heavy, he always seemed to get turned on by me anyway. For someone like you to see me naked, God, that was just too much, I could have died."
"Like me?" I asked.
"You know, Mr. Perfect, always fit, always popular. I saw how all the women in the office treated you. Hell, your own boss wanted to bend over her desk for you. Patty seemed so lucky."
"Ha. Well I guess you know by now, I'm far from perfect," I reminded her.
"Maybe," she gave me a long slow suck, "but still pretty damn good."
I was surprised by her sudden friendliness. "I think I want to fuck you now," I told her, pulling her face off of my cock.
"I can't, Steve, really. I'll suck you so good your toes will curl, let me do that for you," she pleaded while I pulled her to the middle of the bed.
I felt we were getting too chummy. It reminded me of the movie My Fellow Americans, where James Garner says, "Let's stop talking. We're about to bond. It'll make me vomit." Instead I put her on her hands and knees, and got behind her. The view had changed over the years. She used to have a huge ass, one that looked like it could block the sun. Now it was nice. She had a distinct bikini line, outlining what was and wasn't off limits. Her hips were rounded, and her butt cheeks were full, but not flabby. She didn't have a ton of dimples all over her rear. I stroked her butt, feeling the soft flesh under my fingers.
"Please don't," she said plaintively, when I reached over to the bedside to turn up the lamp to it's brightest setting for a better view.
"Oh God! Don't stare at my fat ass," she mumbled, pressing her face into the bed.
I guess some old feelings are hard to erase. I was about to tell her that her ass wasn't fat, it was pretty tasty looking actually, but again, I wasn't looking for bonding. She had come on to me, throwing herself at me, hoping to get something out of it. I knew what I was getting out of it no matter what. And part of that was a pretty pink slit that was calling my name.
I rubbed my cock up and down her slit, while she shuddered. Then her hand was joining mine and she was guiding me inside her. I eased my length into her, and spread her cheeks wide, looking down past her little brown star to where I was entering her.
It was nice to have this uppity bitch on her hands and knees before me. I was going to fuck her raw. I grabbed her hips, and slammed into her hard, eliciting an "oof" from her, as I tickled her belly from the inside.
I was sliding it to her pretty steady, when she turned her head and looked at me. "How come you don't like me, Steve?" she asked hesitantly.
I was about to lie about it, but thought better of it. We both knew better. "I don't like the way you were back in Virginia. You wanted him to fail at the landscaping, which was the thing he knew best. He loved the outdoors, and you set him up to fail, and then forced him into an indoors desk job." Every few words I'd pull out and fuck her really hard, slamming my cock into her, shaking her whole body. It was anything but a kind and gentle loving. I was just fucking the hell out of the bitch.
"At the same time at work you always walked around like some snob with a stick shoved up her fat ass. You acted better than everybody, never socializing. You just couldn't wait to get away from this family, and as soon as you could, you were gone, never to be heard from again if we didn't contact you. Well I've got something for your ass now," I told her. "What do you say we see how you act with this stick shoved up your ass?" I reached down with my thumb, and pushed it into her, feeling a lot of resistance, but not really caring.
"Please don't," she moaned.
I didn't really want that. I was enjoying her pussy, to be honest.
We were both pretty quiet then, and I resumed the fucking, not quite so angry and rough, just enjoying the velvet grip of her pussy. I pulled out for a second, thinking of how I could use her next. Instead, she turned, put her hand on my chest and eased me to my back.
She straddled me, facing forward, and put my thick cock where it belonged. Even after the screwing she'd received, she was tight, and it was slow getting it back in and buried. She leaned over me, those bit tits calling out to me, while she rocked back and forth, her slippery twat as tight as a teen.
She started to explain. "Steve, Chris knew nothing about business. He wasn't ready to run his own. I tried to support him at first, but he wouldn't take any help. He wouldn't advertise. He had that big sign out front, and yet our yard looked like shit. Who would hire him to do theirs, when the only sample of his work was our dump? He wasn't making any money. He didn't know what to charge. Do you remember how proud he was when he got that big $4,000 project. He worked a week on that, with three helpers, and in the end, after expenses, we cleared less than two hundred dollars. Two hundred fucking dollars! His parents gave him the equipment, the property, and even let us live there for free, and we couldn't make a single payment. I don't think he made three thousand dollars in six months." She told me this while gently fucking me, her body sliding back and forth across mine, her breasts warm and heavy in my hands. She had lost all her resistance, and seemed to be enjoying this fucking at least as much as I was.
She leaned down, her body resting on mine as her hips moved up and down, her soft slit caressing the length of my shaft. Her lips were near my ear. "It was hard for me then. I didn't know anybody. His parents were over at our place all the time. His father came by every day, working on that damn vegetable garden of his. I worked with you, but I wasn't making hardly anything, it was barely giving me benefits, and paying the utilities." She sat up, her hips working some magic, as she continued to fuck me while barely moving.
"It was hard working in your office. All those engineers, and there were only a couple of women. You can't know what it's like to have breasts like these. Nobody ever sees me. All they see is my bra size. Look at them now. You must remember what they were like before I had my breast reduction. It hurt me just to stand around, it was like carrying a baby strapped to my chest." She cupped her breasts in her hands, raising them, offering them for my inspection.
I had forgotten about her breast reduction. My wife had mentioned it in passing. You had to wonder what those tits were like originally, if this was the after picture.
She leaned over, her weight on her hands, as she continued her screwing of me. Her breasts hung down deliciously, and reminded by the conversation, I once again held them, guiding them to my mouth, where I could enjoy them more completely. Her nipples were hard as stones, and I loved the feel of them on my tongue.
"The guys there, Jesus, what a bunch of nerds. They would try to talk to me and then just stare at my tits while they babbled. Any one of them would have given their left nut just to get their hands on these puppies. Then of course, as soon as my back was turned, well, don't think I didn't hear the things they said about me." She sighed, relaxing for a minute, lying flat against me.
"It was a hard time for me. I was alone. No friends. I felt like a beggar, living in a house for free, being given a job, and not being able to contribute. I knew nothing about house-cleaning, or cooking, which is my own fault. I'd come home after a long day, tired, my back hurting, my feet hurting, and Chris would be home half the time, watching TV and drinking beer. He'd want me to make dinner, then cleanup, before going upstairs so he could fuck me. I just wanted to crash, and I'd have to let him climb on top of me for 20 minutes. I'd fake an orgasm just to get him to finish. I guess I was resentful. I started drinking then, even though my father is an alcoholic. I couldn't get into that bed each night without a couple of glasses of grape fortitude. You're right. At the end I just wanted away from there, and when my parents said that position was open at their friend's company, where I could earn some real money, and get back some of my self-respect, I couldn't imagine not taking it." She sniffled some, as she confessed her past to me. I was still lodged deep inside her, and enjoyed the fit, even when we were pretty stationary.
I rolled her onto her back, and took up position between her legs. Her calves and thighs were smooth and sexy, not twigs, but not too large. She was quite flexible and easily let me pull her legs way back, almost to her shoulders as I tilted her reddened pussy up, and slid balls deep back into her. I got on my knees and within a few seconds I was pounding her pretty well.



"Is there anything else?" She asked, cautiously.
"Why did you cut off all relations with the family? You never called, you never visited. After you had kids, it was more of the same. No Christmas presents for your niece, even though we never forgot your boys. And when we did visit, you treated us like crap." It was funny how easy it was for me to get worked up again. I didn't like her for a reason. She was a bitch. I needed to remind myself of that. I pulled out, put her back on her knees and fucked her some more.
"I was bad. I know that now," she managed to say between strokes, looking back at me. "I was hanging out with the wrong friends. We got drunk every weekend. I was putting on more weight and felt bad about myself. I was acting like my parents, and eventually I realized that. But it took several long years, and a complete change in friends before I ever noticed. When Chris got out of the warehouse, and into management, our friends changed. I think I grew up a little."
I grabbed her hair and pulled back, pulling her head up and countering the thrusts from my cock. "Boo-hoo. It was ok to snub the family, because you were drinking. You got drunk every weekend and forgot about the rest of the family. You just ignored them during the week." I twirled my hand in her hair, making a pony-tail which I pulled on as I pounded the selfish little twat.
Her back arched deliciously as she tried to go with the pulling, reducing the tension on her scalp. I was hurting her, and I didn't even care. She was a self-centered, heartless, little whore. I let go of her hair, pushing her head away, hard. She dropped down, her shoulders to the bed, her arms spread wide. Her head was turned sideways watching me. Tears rolled down her cheeks.
I grabbed her hips and fucked her as hard as I'd ever fucked anyone in my life. She shook under the pounding, giving up on explaining herself. I still berated her.
"How about when we came to visit just 4 years ago. You treated us like crap." I smacked her on her upturned ass, reddening her cheek. "I wouldn't treat a dog like you treated us. You dumped us in a room, and told us there was an inflatable mattress in the closet." I smacked her again. "How generous of you. Then you went out with friends, leaving us there to watch your kids." Another swat on the ass, this time harder. "We went to breakfast while you were hung-over, and you started an argument and walked out leaving us with the kids and the bill."
I was angrier than I meant to get, and I pulled out of her and threw her across my lap. I spanked her ass bright red. "Your boys were so mean to my daughter, I had to wonder at how you'd raised them. Then I realized you probably didn't." She moaned as I spanked her and started squirming immediately.
"Oww, please stop," she cried, as I smacked her hard, "stop Daddy."
The Daddy comment was like a slap in the face. What was I doing spanking a grown woman for her bad behavior. She sobbed when I stopped and pushed her off my lap.
I rolled her onto her back, threw her legs over my shoulders and screwed her some more. I reached down and grabbed those huge tits in my hands squeezing and mauling them.
"You wonder why I don't like you? What's to like? How you treated me? How you treated the family? How you treated your own kids? You were selfish and standoffish in Virginia; once you left you were just a bitch." I told her it all. It was a miracle the bed held up under the pounding she was getting. I watch the tears roll down her face, and she bit her lip white, just taking it, both verbally and physically.
Yet the angrier I got, the harder my dick got, until I felt like I was drilling her with a steel rod. I leaned over, released her red tits, and pressed my forearms into her shoulders, pinning her hard to the bed. My hands went behind her neck, pulling her face up.
Her eyes were rolling back in her head, and she was trembling underneath me. "Fuck me for the stupid selfish bitch I was," she gasped, "punish me."
I was stunned by those words, but willing enough to go along. I grabbed her hair at the crown of her head and pulled back, her neck taut, chin jutting upwards. I slowed the pace down a bit, my hips hurting from slamming into her. I gave her deep long strokes, every inch of my cock stretching her out. Her fingers were digging into my forearms, when she finally came explosively, screaming out, her body tensing up like a bowstring, twanging as I plucked it. Her pussy clasped at my cock, clamping down like a vise. It was enough to put me over the edge and I came inside her.
It was like my cumming dropped her into overdrive. She was tossing and turning, nails digging into me, feet kicking and her eyes looked like she was possessed. Her cries of ecstasy became a silent gasp. She was beautiful when she came, completely out of control. I finally saw what my wife had seen. Too bad the pretty outside packaged a piece of shit on the inside.
I pulled out of her, disgusted with myself for enjoying fucking her so damn much. I threw myself on my back, as far from her on the bed as I could get. "Just get out," I told her coldly.
She crawled over to me forlornly, and started kissing all around my shoulders and neck. "Please don't send me away so angry. I'm sorry, please, I'm sorry." I just ignored her, expecting her to leave.
But she wouldn't go that easy. She covered every inch of my body that she could reach with kisses, repeating her endless litany of remorse. "I'm sorry."
How long can a person keep saying the same thing? She repeated it until she was hoarse, kissing me everywhere, then covering my face in kisses of shame. She pressed her mouth against mine, licking my mouth, pushing her tongue against my teeth, until I finally let her in. She explored my mouth with hers, still able to occasionally apologize for the past. I found myself stupidly responding to her desperate kisses, and I kissed her back, which only caused her to collapse against me, sobbing, repeating she was sorry. I did feel a little bad for her. If it was an act, it was an excellent one.
Relentless as the tide, she caught her breath, and started the roaming kissing again, covering my entire body. "Forgive me," went the new chant, and she must have repeated it a hundred times. She ended up hovering over my cock, licking and sucking me to life once again with her intermittent "forgive me" filling the room. The words came more and more infrequently as her mouth was busy dealing with the resurgent hard-on she'd once more managed to finagle.
She got up and managed to get me sitting on the edge of the bed. Then she settled over my cock, wrapping her legs around my waist, and holding me close.
Her breasts felt warm, pressed against my chest. Her mouth was perched at my ear. "I was stupid, and selfish, and I hated myself. I was doing bad things. I was trading sex for contracts," she admitted. "I've never told anybody that. It's why I quit. I made a stupid mistake, and consented to a handjob to win the biggest contract I'd ever seen. A couple of months later, I gave a blowjob to keep that contract. Somebody told somebody else, and I was giving blowjobs for stupid little $30K projects. I found myself in a hotel room with 3 men, in order to close the A&M deal. I bled from my ass for three days. I had become a total whore." She was rocking up and down, just a little to keep me feeling good, at least physically.
She went on. "My mother had brain cancer, and breast cancer, and still wouldn't stop smoking. My father was forced out of his job into early retirement because of his drinking, and still gets drunk before noon, every day of his life. My brother is 28 and married four times. My family doesn't make good decisions." She held my face, looking at me as if every last ounce of her being was captured in the following words. "I was a drunk; I was selling myself for a few grand a year in bonuses; and I thought of nobody but myself. Then one day I snapped. I quit the job, knowing if I didn't, it would ruin my marriage and my life. My husband worked at the same company; how long could I keep a secret like that? I ended my most destructive relationship with my best friend since high-school, because with her all I did was get drunk and get high. I was almost 30 years old and destroying my life. I stop drinking cold turkey. I called everyone I knew and apologized for how I'd acted. I talked to Chris's parents, and to your wife. It was probably the hardest thing I ever did, facing those people, and taking responsibility for years of bad behavior."
She leaned back for a second, wiggling deeper down onto my hard cock. She shook her hair loose, gingerly brushing it down. Then she leaned back into me, wrapping her arms around me. Her face was right in front of mine, our noses touching, side by side, her breath filling my mouth. "Please hold me, Steve. I know I don't deserve it, but please, do it anyway." I held her warmly, my arms loose around her sides, my hands caressing her lower back.
"Close your eyes," she said softly, and I complied.
"Good, now I'm going to tell you "I'm sorry" with every fiber of my being. I want you to feel this, and see if you can find a way, some way, to forgive me for how I acted back then."
Then her lips closed over mine, gently. Our lips stayed connected, and her tongue only caressed me occasionally as our breath left and entered our bodies together. Our bodies clung together, and then I felt the beginning of a rhythm, where my body entered hers. I felt a ripple of pressure, starting at the base, and slowly rising up the shaft. We were both sitting completely still, and I felt it again. Then it was like a pulsing. Sheri was doing things unimaginable, and all with pure muscle control. The ripples became stronger, and I could feel her body tensing against mine, as she varied the tempo. She could squeeze me tightly, seemingly at any point along my cock. She could clasp and hold, or flutter little squeezes at an amazing rate. Her breath was coming faster, as if she was hard at work, running a race. But her body was stone still except where she held me inside her.
I opened my eyes, and looked at her face, lost in concentration. Her eyes were tightly closed, and I closed mine again, once more concentrating on what she was doing to me. I started tensing in time with her, squeezing that muscle below my balls that could make me stiffen and swell. I responded to her actions, pumping my cock full of blood, stiffening, lengthening, thickening inside of her soft, warm, talented pussy. I would tense hard, for just a second or so, and I would feel her tug upwards, creating a wave of tightness from my balls to the head. Each time I pumped, I could feel it in the swollen head of my cock, swelling inside her. I didn't have the restraint she did, and my hands moved down to her ass-cheeks, squeezing them, and ever so faintly pulling her harder against me, in time with my cock swelling.
Our lips separated for just a second, and she repeated it again, "I'm so sorry."
Her tongue picked up some action, darting into my mouth, and playing with my tongue. When I responded in kind I got an extra warm, extra tight pull down below. She taught me a game, with patience and reward, until I could play her pussy with the actions of my tongue. The further I explored her mouth, the tighter she'd squeeze me. As I ran my teeth across her teeth, from right to left, she squeeze higher and higher on my shaft. When I tongued her left most molars, it was like she was rubbing my cock head. Licking the top of her mouth released all the pressure, and I could feel her body respond to the break.
My hands still held her ass, and my middle finger was teasing her little back hole. With just a little nudge, the tip slid into her, and then slowly sank in to the second knuckle. My finger pumped her ass, while my tongue filled her mouth, almost to her tonsils; my reward was a tight squeeze on my cock.
It was the most intense experience I'd ever had. My whole body was responding to her actions, I was sweating and breathing hard, but no more so than she was. I stretched her ass open, and worked a second finger into her, feeling the mucles twitching around them. I had two fingers up her ass as far as they could go, and still she worked over my cock.
She slowly pulled her mouth off of mine, and pressed her lips to my ear lobe. "I'm so sorry. Please come for me," she asked almost piteously, and then her hot little twat shifted into overdrive. I could feel her actions from her thighs, through her ass, into her stomach as her pussy clenched my cock with a passion, stroking upwards, then fluttering across my cock head. It only took a couple of more of those strokes, while I pumped my cock as much as I could. I pulled her against me as hard as possible, stretching her poor asshole, while I exploded into her. As I emptied myself deep inside her pussy, she was still apologizing, over and over again. My fingers slid out of her ass, still toying with the puckered entrance.
I expected her grasp on me below the waist to finally let go, but her pussy drew every drop of cum out of me, and then continued to gently massage my shaft. I was not even able to go soft, while she used her gift to keep me semi-hard.
She leaned back a bit, looking into my eyes. "I really am sorry, Steve. I think I've changed. Can you find it in your heart to forgive me?"
"It's hard," I told her honestly.
She smiled a mischievous little smile, then gave me a good squeeze down below, "Not quite, but almost."
Then the smile left her face as quickly as it had arrived. "I know."
"It's hard to change 10 years of attitude in 10 minutes. No matter how amazing those 10 minutes were." I told her.
She gave me a shy smile and raised an eyebrow.
"Yes, amazing. That was absolutely mind-blowing." I told her leaning forward and kissing her lying little mouth.
Now she was cheating, using not just the muscles of her pussy, but her whole body, sliding up and down my hardening shaft. I was beyond help. I rarely came two times in an evening. This wanton harlot had me almost ready for number four.
She was smiling, but again I saw the smile flitter away, and a sad look, work it's way back. "But can you forgive me?"
"If I do forgive you, chances are I'll still get irritated over things from our past now and then." I told her honestly.
"Just tell me when, and I'll beg you for forgiveness again." Then she settled back down onto my cock, and pressing her forehead against mine, she worked her pussy the length of my cock again, now that I was fully hard inside of her. "I'm not ashamed to show you I'm sorry, in our special way," she said softly, accentuating exactly how she meant to show me.
I couldn't believe myself. I was falling for it hook-line-and-sinker. I wanted to believe it was true so I let myself. I grabbed her tightly, and stood up, holding her body sheathing my cock. I placed her on her back on the bed, and laid atop her. I kissed her face, slowly screwing her, just enjoying the motion. I was past the amazing display of control she'd shown, and the angry grudge fuck I'd thrown her way. I was still remembering the artful blowjob she'd administered. God, she was one talented woman! My cock slid in and out of her, just the natural, man/woman interplay. I kissed her lips and saw her eyes glistening with moistness again.
"I forgive you," I told her, watching her face screw up and the tears boil over. "Shhh," I calmed her, brushing the tears aside. "And I'll ask you to forgive me for holding onto that anger so tightly, and for so long."
"Of course, I forgive you," she said holding me tight.
"I'm going to see to it business brings me down here at least once every two weeks for at least the next few months." I told her. "I'll be back with two grand, and another two grand each trip, for as long as you need." I told her, and she was sobbing again, thanking me.
I owned the company and figured it was time I developed the Austin business a little better. I was making it up on the fly. "I'm going to ask you to quit Quixtar, and your other job. I'm going to put you on the payroll, and we're going to see if you can develop some business here. It'll be good for you to get you back in the workforce, and you can handle the Austin and San Antonio business. Are you willing to do that?"
She just nodded, sobbing.
"I'll have to think out the details, but I'll work it out, and when I come down here next week, we can fill in the blanks." I told her. "I should warn you I can be tough to work for. I'm going to give you some hard to achieve goals, and I'll expect you to make it happen."
She appeared almost in shock, and seemed to have forgotten that I was still driving my cock in and out of her self-centered, talented body.
She wrapped her legs around me, and told me earnestly, "I swear I'll do everything I can. I will. Thank you." She pulled my face to hers and kissed me deeply, thrusting her pelvis up to meet my down strokes.
"We'll have progress discussions whenever I can come down. I expect you to be suitably 'sorry', any time we're below expectations." I looked at her steadily to make sure we were on the same page.
She smiled and let me fuck her for a while, with a knowing grin. Then she pulled me down close and whispered into my ears. "Steve, I do 'sorry' really well, but I can do 'thank you' even better. I think it would be nice if I thanked you for this kindness every chance I get."
"I'll get you an office." I told her, smiling.
"With a comfy couch?" she asked.
"I think it's in the budget." I told her.
"Can you get up a second?" she asked me, pushing her hand against my chest.
I did, wondering what she was up to now.
"I'll be back in a minute, please be patient with me." Then she leaned over and sucked my cock a few times. "And make sure that stays just like that."
I thought about the little curves life throws you and stroked my cock easily waiting for the formerly bitchy, selfish and sluttish Sheri to reappear.
She was true to her word, and had only taken a few seconds. She closed the door behind her again, then gave me a bottle. I could see the words Doc's Anal Lube, in big letters. I looked over to see she'd climbed back on the bed, ass raised high, in expectation.
"I think it's "thank you" time," she said softly. "Lube me up, big boy, I've got a lot of thanking to do."
I rode her ass into the ground, still astounded by just how talented and accommodating this woman was in bed. It took a good ten minutes of anal reaming in half-a-dozen positions to get me to give up those last few spurts. By the time I was done, I was completely worn out, and a definite fan of the Sheri "thank-you".
We laid there side by side, and when my breath was approaching normal, I whispered. "You're welcome."
"In the morning, remind me to buy a quart of that stuff. I think I'll be thanking you a lot over the next few months." Then she rolled over into my arms, and was kissing me all over my chest and shoulder.
"Do you think he might have one more for me in there?" She asked, reaching down to caress my cock.
I almost laughed out loud. "Four is already a record for one girl. But I think I could maybe manage two in the morning instead."
"Mmmmm, now that sounds nice. The boys are off to school by eight-thirty. I think I can pencil you in at 8:35."
"8:35, and again at 9:00, and maybe a 9:30, I'm thinking," I joked.
"You've got it. I think I can find three openings for you. You know I'd love to accommodate my biggest client in any way I can." She had rolled completely on top of me, and was kissing me again. She was suddenly insatiable. Delightfully so.
"Biggest Client?" I asked.
"I'll give you the details, when you fill me in on the whole 'record for one girl' thing." Sheri teased me.



I kissed her and let my hands wander her body, while I let sleep slowly overtake me. My last thoughts were about what other tricks she might be hiding up her sleeve, or other areas of interest.
====================
Sheri paid, and paid again. I think you know her price. And now if you'd be so kind you could pay for this effort with just a little click on the vote button.
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Chapter 10: Basic Training
"Up and at 'em, lazybones," I heard through the mist of my morning daze.
I stretched languidly, then opened my eyes. My lovely bride of 12 years was tugging on the covers, "C'mon, I want to make the bed."
I reached for her wrist, and tried to tug her into the bed.
"Oh no you don't! If I get in there, we'll waste half the morning, and we've both got things that have to get done." She laughed, pounding me with one of the throw pillows, "Your shower is running; now get out of there."
I stumbled to the bathroom, my half-grown morning wood in hand, looking to empty an overfilled bladder. "God, I'm sore," I moaned, the meat in my hand feeling like it had been through the wringer.
"Serves you right, screwing those nasty little sluts, and leaving your poor wife to fend for herself," she called back from the bedroom.
I wasn't going to say a word. Any response would only get me in hot water. And the only hot water I wanted was coming out of the shower-head.
I cleaned up, and looked for Abby. Found her in the kitchen, getting ready to head out the door. "I'm going shopping; the cupboards are bare. Then I'm going to hit the gym. You should try to see if you can get your day cleared for this afternoon," she mentioned, casually.
"This afternoon?" I answered, curious.
"I'm meeting Krista for a late lunch. If she's up to it, I might bring her back for dessert."
With the incentive I had been given, I hurried to my home office. I tore into my workload like a madman, intent on completing the entire day's work before 1 p.m.
=======
Somewhere around two o'clock I heard the door open downstairs and the silver lilt of laughter rising up. I couldn't help but smile. I hadn't quite finished everything, but I was done for the day. I set my e-mail to an away message. I changed my phone answering message as well. Then I shut down the system, and headed downstairs
I was sporting an erection before I made it to the bottom step.
"All caught up, dear?" My dear wife Abby asked.
"Your timing is perfect, I just closed everything up."
"Great! Then what do you say we take this pretty girl Krista back into our bedroom and see if we can't think of someway to pass the time?" she replied with a wicked smile.
Krista looked like a deer caught in the headlights. Her eyes were as big as saucers. I was almost as surprised. I figured we all knew where this was headed, but to have it put so bluntly was a little out of character for Abby, and I think it was a wake up call for Krista and me. Abby and I stripped the surprised little blonde naked within seconds. I picked her up in my arms and carried her back to the bedroom, while Abby rushed ahead of me, and pulled down the sheets.
There were no preliminaries this time. I just threw her down, spread her legs, and fucked her hard. At my wife's urging, I rolled over, pulling her atop me. With her sweet little butt exposed, Abby retrieved some toys from the bed stand, and went to work.
"Abby! What are you doing?" Krista asked - as if she didn't know.
My wife was lubing up her ass, and was using a small vibrator to open her up a bit. Krista looked me in the eye and smiled, then I saw her eyes go wide for a second and she held still moaning.
"That's a good start," Abby said. It's an inch and a half across. You get used to that one, and we can give you the two incher.
"God, it feels weird," Krista told her, "it feels like I have to go to the bathroom."
"You'll get used to it," Abby told her, wandering off to the bathroom. "Now that we're working on one of your hang-ups, let's start on another."
"What hang up?" Krista asked warily.
"First is your anal reticence, second is your oral inexperience." Abby answered, returning with a moist facecloth. She went behind Krista, and checked on her work. Content with that, she encouraged my partner to get up. Krista sat back gingerly, already glowing.
I started to get up, but Abby, pushed me back down, allowing me to prop a couple of pillows behind my head. I looked down to where she was using the washcloth to clean me up.
"Before you leave here today, you're going to learn to suck cock like you mean it, and not that crap you pulled last night." Abby told the observant Krista.
Krista stayed quiet.
"So, we're going to play a little game. We're going to play "Do-as-I-do". I don't think I need to explain the directions, do I?" Abby asked her best friend.
Krista just shook her head no.
Abby stretched out across the bed at an angle. Her breasts were resting on my thigh, and she was perched with easy access to everything. "Get comfy," she told the pretty MILF, "we're going to be here a while."
Krista obediently snuggled in, taking up a position the mirror image of Abby's. I was already so hard it hurt, just looking at those two faces down by my throbbing cock.
Abby gave me a little kiss on the thigh, a couple of inches away from my cock, and Krista followed suit. Another kiss a little closer, with Krista copying her every move, then a flick of the tongue, just barely touching me.
Suddenly she stopped. "There's something here I've just got to take care of." After a burst of activity, a bunch of running around, and the strategic placement of several towels and a bowl of hot water, Abby was back between my legs, this time with scissors and a razor in hand. I'd be lying if I didn't confess to being just a little nervous.
She started in, then paused again, and passed the scissors to Krista, "I think I'll let you have the honors here," Abby told her.
Krista took the tool in hand, and carefully sheared me of most of my pubic hair. Abby helped, holding my erection out of the way, using a small comb to clear out most of the stray hairs, and occasionally wiping me down. After just a couple of minutes I already looked kind of weird, with this little short fuzz all around my cock.
"That's a good start," Abby said, "don't you think?"
"Much better already," Krista replied.
The girls ganged up on me some more, taking my Edge shaving gel, and working up a lather, a little bit at a time. They worked their way slowly from the outside in, shaving me completely bare. They worked top down, and once they were parallel with my cock, they carefully shaved from the outside in. I had to spread my legs wide for them, and I tensed up quite a bit, getting teased for it, when they lifted my swollen balls, and shaved them as well. Handling my cock like a tree branch that was in the way, they pushed and pulled and leaned it from once side to the other, as their razor slowly started around the base and worked it's way up.
It had taken a while, but they finally leaned back and looked upon their handiwork with a smile. "That's better," Abby said.
"He looks even bigger," Krista whispered.
"Yeah, isn't it nice?"
I thought it was time to get back to lessons, but it showed how little I knew. That was just the first pass. They lathered me up again, shaving me easier this time with a new blade. I reached down and felt that I was as smooth as a baby's bottom. Then Abby washed me down, and applied some lotion. I was worried for a second she was going to give me a dose of after-shave down there.
Abby leaned over and rubbed her face against my cock. "Oh, that's soooo nice," she moaned.
She moved out of the way. Krista copied her actions, and smiled. "It makes me want to suck him," she said softly.
The girls left me there, and cleaned up after their activities. I heard them whispering to each other, giggling again, then they were standing at the foot of the bed, dressing. "We have an errand we have to run," Abby explained.
"Now?!" I cried, looking down at my aching hard-on.
"Aww, poor baby," Abby said. "Tell you what," she held out her hand to Krista, stopping her with just her panties on. "Promise me you'll be quick about it, and you can use up that one on our little friend here."
"Hey," Krista yelped, "don't I get a say in any of this?"
"Nope. You understood, once you entered this bedroom, I get to decide what you will and won't do with my husband. Didn't we agree?"
"Ok," she said with just a bit of a pout, "but someday I'm going to get my turn."
"Yes you will, and I'm looking forward to it." Abby laughed.
A few moments later I had Krista on her knees in front of me, and I was plowing her sweet little twat for all I was worth. I could now see the butt plug that Abby had used on her, and I got a little fun out of playing with it, tugging it until it was almost out, then easing it back in. She moaned delightfully. A couple of times I pulled it too far, and had to slow down and cram it back up inside her, but that wasn't such an awful chore. Abby helped me lube it up the second time, and it eased in like butter. Making progress.
I fucked her hard and fast, and combined with playing with her butt toy, and Abby's hands urging me on, I manage to squeeze one off in just a couple of minutes, feeling bad that I hadn't gotten Krista off.
"Oh, don't worry, she'll get hers," Abby assured me. The girls got dressed, and headed out the door, while I fell back, well pleased with myself, and napped.
=====
The rumble of voices woke me up, and I peaked down to see the top of the girls' heads above the chest at the foot of the bed. Abby had taken the spare blankets and pillows out of the chest, and they were tossed to the side.
I scooted up on the bed to get a better view, and caught their attention. Abby looked at me from around the end of the lid. "Oops, didn't mean to wake you up yet. I actually had a fun idea for that," she told me.
"You looked so cute there, your wee-wee so innocent and harmless," Krista teased.
"My 'wee-wee'?"
They both giggled. "Just hold your horses a sec," Abby told me, "and we'll be right with you, ok?"
"Oh, I'm not going anywhere," I told her, "except maybe to take a leak."
"Why don't you take a shower? We'll be a few minutes longer," Abby suggested.
I didn't mind feeling fresh and clean for whatever they had in mind, so I started up the shower, took my leak, and stepped under the water to freshen up. I wasn't overly surprised when Krista joined me a minute later.
We have one of those high tech open showers, huge, with a single large translucent glass wall opposite the shower heads. Short L-shaped sides do a remarkably good job of stopping the water from getting all over the bathroom. There was a bench along the one solid wall, with recessed openings for storage. It had two overhead spray heads, and six wall-mounted spray heads. One simple controller on the wall, allowed you to select from about a dozen standard configurations. If you hadn't figured it out by now, I'm a tech-head, and loved all the devices I had access to through my business. I worked with hundreds of high-tech companies, and was often able to finagle some of the newest wares.
"No funny business," she said, "I need to clean up as well."
"I'll be happy to scrub you down," I told her letting my hands wander already.
"Alex, if you don't mind," she said almost hesitantly, "I'd like just a little privacy in a second."
"Privacy? Like there's any part of you that I'm not intimately aware of, or soon will be?" I asked almost laughing.
"Please, even now, it's really hard for me," she said blushing.
I was still wondering what she was talking about, when Abby entered the shower, which no longer seemed as huge as it used to. She was holding what looked like a large hot water bottle in her hand, with a long tube attached. Suddenly Krista wasn't the only one blushing. I thought I was a man of the world, but this was new to me.
Abby smirked, "You gonna help us? Maybe join us?"
"Uh, I think I'll wait in the bedroom," I said, sliding out and drying off.
Looking back, I could see what looked like Krista laying down on the bench with Abby huddled over her. I had mixed feelings. I was curious, but also a little squeamish. I let Krista's preference for privacy guide me, and left them alone. How did my darling wife know all about this stuff? Who was this wild woman?.
It took several, long, rife with anticipation, minutes for them to show up again, wrapped in robes, which seemed such a shame.
Abby quickly looked at the chest at the foot of the bed. "You didn't get into anything while we were busy, did you?"
"No," I told her patiently, "I've just been waiting for you two lovely ladies."
"Good things come to he who waits," Krista said with a smile.
"Good boys come, too," Abby laughed.
She bounced across the bed, and pulled out a bag from the day's shopping adventure. "Play things for today," she said with a smile. Then she was shedding her robe. "Krista?" She asked her friend with a smile, nodding toward the bed.
Krista slipped her robe off, and climbed into the center of the bed.
"Why don't you two warm up," Abby told us, "while I get a couple of things ready." I could hear her tearing at packaging, and her request was good enough for me.
I took the lovely, naked Krista in my arms and pulled her close. I felt her soft body pressed the length of mine. I kissed her softly, then nuzzled her neck, nibbled her ear. "Are we going to have some fun?" I asked her teasing.
"Your wife is a mad woman," she said. "But I think we're both going to enjoy this."
Then my lips were on hers, and I was kissing her for all I was worth. That kiss lasted an eternity, and I only stopped when Abby pulled me off of her.
"Wow! Looks like you're up for some action," she teased.
Then she was guiding Krista onto her stomach. "I'll give you the honors," Abby said to me, then she passed me a mahogany box. I placed the box on Krista's rear, using her as a table. It was like a wooden version of those boxes that a dozen long-stem roses come in. Engraved in the lid was the word, "Connoisseur." I opened the box, and the lid, which was about 2 inches deep, opened 180 degrees, the whole product lying flat, covering her butt and the small of her back.
"Damn," was all I could say. The bottom of the box contained 10 devices for anal play, each in it's own fitted compartment, and labeled with a small brass-plated plaque. They ranged from a slender anal probe, through a series of ever larger standard butt plugs, to some really unusual designs. One was clear glass, and one was mostly chrome, with a short rubber shaft attaching the plug to the base. Another had batteries next to it.
The top had several more items, a series of clear balls on a string, in three separate sizes. There were two rods, labeled 7" and 9" with a series of jelly bulbs every two inches or so. Finally there was a largish butt-plug with what looked liked a pony tail attached.
I selected the second in the "anal trainer" series, and showed it to Abby who nodded her approval. Then she passed me a pump bottle labeled Liquid Silk. I pumped a dollop of lube into my hand, and started playing with Krista's forbidden back entrance, while Abby put away the toy box. I shuddered to think how much money she had probably spent today.
"Be gentle there," Abby warned, "it's already seen more action than usual."
I was being gentle, and heard no complaints from Krista as I slowly opened her up, taking a couple of minutes to get one lubed finger, then two, inside of her. That seemed enough to try for the plug, and after smearing the thick lube onto the 1.5" plug, I was surprised how easily it slid into her. Then I massaged her ass cheeks, and watched it settle into place. The base was almost diamond shaped, the long ways lining up with her ass crevice. With the butt plug firmly in place, I tugged at it a little to see how easily it would come out. It was in there to stay, unless you really wanted it out.
Krista rolled onto her side, and smiled at me. "I never thought that could be so wild and sexy, but it was great." Then she turned to Abby, "And you're right, I'm a lot less self-conscious now. Your turn?"
"We'll save me for another time," she said. "I think it's time to play with Alex."
Sweeter words I never heard.
I adjusted my position in the bed, still stretched out, but with a couple of pillows behind my head so I could see a little of what was going on. Krista retrieved a bunch of small colored bottles and held them out to Abby. "Which?"
"You choose; anything but mint's alright by me."
"Aww, I like mint," Krista groused.
"Then use that when you're on your own, for now, choose cherry or raspberry."
Krista selected one, and then when she squirted a little on the head of my cock, I could see the bottle label - "Good Head." That boded well.
The stuff was pretty thick, and she slowly rubbed it all over my cock, then bent over and tasted it. "Mmmmm, nice!" she exclaimed.
Abby wasn't about to be left out. She gave me a small lick as well. "Oh! She was right, this isn't bad at all."
That was the beginning of the most prolonged blow-job of my life. Those two women licked and sucked and stroked me endlessly. Throughout the whole procedure, they continued to play the game of Do-as-I-do, with Krista matching every action of Abby's. I noticed Krista was still sticking to the blow-job novice act, as she gagged occasionally, sometimes hesitated, and often looked clumsier than I knew she was.
They moved around trying different positions, seeing how far they could take me without gagging, making almost a game of it. Through trial and error, they found that by laying almost in 69, their asses beside my head, their faces at my crotch, they could take me deeper than ever before. Coincidentally, it gave me pretty good access to the space between their legs. I let my hands wander.
"I think it feels just a little bit numb in the back of my throat," Abby said at one point.
"Put a little more lube just on the head, and see what happens." Krista suggested.
"Cherry this time?"
"Ok, by me," Krista agreed.
Abby squeezed out a little more lube and rubbed it on my cock head, then slowly pushed her face onto my cock. It was wild to watch. She was laying beside me, with her feet pressed against the headboard. Looking back I could see her pushing with her toes, and shoving her whole body downward. She managed to take me a ways into her throat after a few tries. She proceeded very slowly, and then she carefully rocked back and forth, fucking the opening of her throat with my cock.
"Wow, I can definitely feel the difference with that stuff. I only get a little tickle pulling it out, and it goes in real easy." Abby told her partner in crime. "Your turn."
Krista added a few more drops, rubbing them over the head, and took my cock deep. I felt her rubbing the head all around the back of her mouth, at the entrance to her throat, before she did similarly, easing me into her throat.
Abby encouraged her, and when Krista slid my cock out of her mouth, she said, "Look at us, we're halfway there. With a little practice I bet we can take the whole thing."
Krista looked concerned. "I don't know, there's still like three inches to go; that's a lot of cock to swallow."
"I almost wish Misty was here, I couldn't believe how easily she took him," Abby said, stroking my cock while they talked.
"Fuck her," Krista said almost angrily, "I don't want her here - if she's in bed with us, I can't help wondering if we're screwing half of Plano. God only knows who she's been with."



"You really think she does that behind Paul's back?" Abby asked, sucking my cock for a few wonderful seconds.
"What do you think?" Krista asked, taking the passed rod, and matching the actions.
"I think she's more talk than action," Abby said. "What do you think, Alex? Would you want her here, now?"
"Nope." I told her honestly, though I barely had any breath to answer. "I have no desire whatsoever to be distracted from you two. As long as you two are here, I say let her go find something else to work on."
Abby smiled at me. "Good answer." Then as a sort of reward, she tried the deep throat thing again, taking almost a full minute of fucking my cock with her throat. I could feel the change as I eased in further. It was still almost agony, she was so slow and deliberate.
As she took it out, gasping, she turned to Krista. "How much left that time?" she asked.
"Not much more than an inch or so," Krista told her, looking a little worried as she lined herself up to try the same.
Abby watched Krista take most of me, then asked, "You're serious about Misty? You really don't want her in here with us?"
I was almost getting dizzy from the sensation. I think there was a little desensitizer in the lube, and I felt hard as a rock. I was enjoying every moment of their play, but felt no compulsion to come.
"It was kind of fun to fuck her brains out last night," I admitted, "but I can think of plenty of other people I'd invite here before her. For one, I don't know if she has the good sense to shut up about the whole thing."
"That's probably true," Abby admitted. She watched Krista, "That's it, baby, you're almost there!"
I felt Krista push, and my cock started to bend a bit. She pulled her face quickly off my cock, coughing and gagging. She turned to the side, saliva dripping from her face, and reached for a moist facecloth lying there and wiped her mouth. "Shit. I thought I almost had him." Krista gasped.
"No need to rush it," I told her, "you've made incredible progress."
"Hell yeah," Abby cried, sitting up and putting her hand up for a high-five. Krista obliged her. "Within a couple of weeks, I bet he'll be fucking our faces."
Every time she said something like that, my cock reacted. This time she noticed. "Oh! I see you like that idea, fucking our faces." She said, saying to Krista, "Did you see how he twitched, and how his cock swelled?"
"Actually, it was the comment 'a couple of weeks' that got me," I confessed. "I thought this might be a one time thing, at first."
"Fuck no," Krista almost shouted, then quieted a bit. "At least, I hope not."
"Now why would I buy all those naughty little toys for her, if I didn't think we'd be using them all, eventually?" Abby asked.
"I just didn't know," I said.
"Are you having fun?"
"Are you kidding? Ask the barometer," I said, nodding to the rod in her hand.
"Me too. More than I ever thought I would. More than I ever dreamed. I think I could get used to sharing you with Krista. I gotta admit, I got a little jealous last night when you were pounding Misty, but when you do anything with this one," she nodded to her friend, "I just can't help but smile."
Krista sat up a bit, placing her hand over Abby's, stroking me with her. She looked at Abby, "That's so sweet, thank you." Then she leaned forward and tentatively kissed my wife on the lips. Abby returned the kiss for a few second, slowly easing back. "God, I could feel my nipples hardening when you did that."
The moment was charged, then Abby leaned forward, "Let's lick him together."
They both lowered their face to my cock, and slowly started licking every inch of my cock, at the same time. Their tongues collided repeatedly, and then they were fighting over the head, sucking just a little, then sliding away while the other one claimed the purple helmet. I watched, breathing hard, as their lips met surrounding my cock head, then above my cock. They were kissing passionately now. It got wilder. They pulled apart, Abby sucked me deep, then pulled Krista's face down onto my cock, while she nibbled her ear and neck. Krista pulled off, passing my rod back to Abby, and while Abby went down on me, Krista leaned further over my body, kissing Abby's shoulder, stroking her back, running her hand down to her butt.
An hour of cock-sucking hadn't done as much to make me come as the last few minutes had.
Abby moaned while she sucked me, enjoying the attention. Then she pulled off, and turned sideways. She pulled Krista's face up to hers and they kissed again, passionately. Abby turned almost onto her back, and Krista's hands moved to my wife's breast while they kissed.
Abby pulled away. "Finish him," she whispered to her friend, guiding her back to the original object of their attention. "Take him deep."
Krista scooted back to her original position, and looked back at me with a mischievous smile. "You're going to come for me, aren't you?" she asked. "Let me feel your come in my mouth?"
I grunted, and nodded vigorously.
She slipped my cock back into her mouth, and worked it back into her throat. While she played with my balls, and swallowed my cock, Abby got up and climbed onto the bed beside Krista. I watched in delight as she rubbed, touched, kissed and licked every part of the woman that was sucking her husband's cock. She started at her neck and shoulders, and when I could see her right next to me, playing with Krista's ass, teasing that butt plug, and then reaching down below it and touching her swollen pink pussy, I groaned in anticipation of my coming release.
"God, I'm going to come," I moaned, thrusting with my hips.
I only then realized she had taken me to the root. "Oh FUCK!" I cried, and she pulled back quickly and stroked my cock as I exploded into her mouth. The extended attention had produced wonders, and I seemed to come endlessly, until she pulled her face off my cock, and the last few streams splattered her face.
Abby had moved right away and was kneeling between my legs, watching Krista take the deluge. When I was spraying Krista's face, Abby finally got more involved and took my cock in her own mouth, capturing the last little bit.
Krista coughed and spit up a splash of white. She gasped, "I tried, but it was too much too take. He filled my mouth completely," she said. "I tried."
She was turned so she was perpendicular to me, and I could see her face was a mess. Abby took one of the facecloths, and gently wiped her clean, then cleaned up my lap which was quite a mess as well. "I know," she said softly, "we teased him for too long." Then she was kissing her friend's face, softly kissing her lips, her tongue reaching out and tasting me on her best friend's lips. "That was really incredible for one of your first times."
"I hate to leave," Krista said, looking over at the clock, "but the kids are home by now, and I really should be going."
"I know. Ours will be here in half-an-hour, after practice," Abby told her. "Next Tuesday we'll start earlier. Lay down now," she told her friend. Then she directed her words to me, "Help her with that thing in her butt."
I reached down, rubbing the beautiful blonde fellatrix's ass, then starting pulling slowly but firmly at the base.
"Oh, that feels odd," she gasped, and I watched in delight as her little ass opening spread, showing more and more of the plug, until it finally opened enough. The rubbery toy eased out quickly then, and her butt slowly closed.
Abby, had a different one ready, this one didn't come from the box. It was red in color, more tapered, but about the same width. "Use this for a while each morning," she told her, passing her the plug, and a bottle of Liquid Silk. Then they hugged for a bit, got up and started getting dressed.
It's hard to believe how lucky one guy can be.
Now about Donna...
=============
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===========================
A weekend outing goes awry for three couples.
This story was created as part of the NUDE DAY STORY CONTEST 2009. I hope you enjoy it.
It's a little long for a contest story, and I was going to split it up into three parts, but I think it flows pretty well, and there's lot of diverse sexual situations that keep it interesting. Or at least I hope so.
You writers know how these things are: your creations keep surprising you, and sometimes the story takes twists you never intended. Never more true for me than in this one. It ended up very little like I originally intended, and easily twice as long. I have no doubt that someday I'll probably have a follow-up.
===========================
The six of us had been planning on this trip for nearly a month. Three couples, three motorcycles, and a secluded cabin on Lake Texoma.
Dan and Robin had inherited Robin's family cottage on the lake and had invited the rest of us up to 'break it in'. We'd been friends a long time, and had taken some weekend jaunts together to San Antonio and Vegas, but this was going to be different - three glorious days of just the six of us.
We were looking forward to getting some fishing in, and lots of sun-bathing, but not much else. Just a long relaxing weekend, and a great way to ring in the summer. Temperatures were supposed to be in the low 90's that weekend. Warmer than usual, and very welcome.
Everyone met at our house, distributing our gear for the trip. Dan had a nice deuce softail; I had my 'baby', the 100th anniversary Fatboy with about $6K of additional work. They were both gorgeous bikes, getting a lot of attention, but somewhat limited in the 'luggage' capacity. Dan had just picked up a great looking Biker's Friend leather saddlebag that strapped onto the back of the passenger sissy bar. Jack had a custom Road King he'd recently traded up to, and by keeping our traveling gear to an absolute minimum, we could load most of our stuff in his two saddlebags, and Dan's new bag. I had a large gym bag strapped to the back of my passenger upright, loaded with libations, and some towels to wrap them up. With so little storage we were limited to a couple of shorts and t-shirts, a bathing suit, towels, and too much toiletries. We had a good bit of food, a few soft drinks and some more bottles of hard stuff tucked away here and there. We were traveling light, but it should be enough for the short time we'd be away.
The trip was probably only about a hundred miles as the crow flies, but roads were a different matter altogether. We would take the back roads through north Texas, crossing the lake into Oklahoma near Cedar Mills, driving for another hour on paved roads before hitting the gravel, then a dirt road that lead to the old family homestead. Robin's mother had told us that her father had built the original lake house, a real rustic cabin, in the middle of nowhere. The creation of Lake Texoma by damming the Red River made 120+ acres of inaccessible hillside a valuable commodity 30 years later. Most of the lake development had passed them by, and they still had more than 30 acres of property left, including the cabin, a dock, and a swimming platform. We'd heard about the place for years, but had never been out there.
Of course, I would have jumped at any excuse to see the lovely Jill and stunning Robin in a bikini. I'm sure my compadres were looking forward to an eye full of Sheri lusciously filling out her own two-piece.
And yes, Jack's wife's name was Jill. Unfortunate, but none of use was crass enough to every make light of it.
It was a beautiful day for a road trip, and the weather was supposed to be nice all weekend. There was a slight chance of rain on the first day, but clear skies were predicted from then on out.
We were supposed to leave early, getting away by noon, giving us the whole afternoon to settle in. An urgent call for Dan put us well behind schedule, as we had to wait for him to go into the office and get back. The ladies decided to get a small head start on the drinking, polishing off a blender of Margarita's, but Jack and I stuck to a single light beer. Riding a motorcycle drunk was not the wisest of moves. Eventually we got things together and we left our place a little late, but still managed to get on the road by 4:00pm. We would deal with a little traffic, and then should have smooth sailing. We should even be able to stop for dinner. I thought we should have enough daylight, with the sun setting around 8:00pm.
Emphasis on should.
We were making great time, and decided to stop to eat at a local diner that was a favorite of Robin's family, with a good sized crowd. According to Dan, we were less than 10 miles from the turnoff, where our progress would necessarily slow. We settled in for some good home-cooking, and after polishing off dinner and desert, figured we had maybe an hour of sunlight left. After paying the ridiculously reasonable bill, and picking up a bag of ice, we headed out to finish our trip. As we climbed onto our rides, I heard Dan scream out "God DAMN it!"
Turning to look at him, it didn't take 10 seconds to see his problem. His brand new, $250 saddlebag was missing off his bike. Along with it, a third of our gear.
We had a quick huddle, and looked up at the darkening sky. It looked like clouds were rolling in just to make our day that much better. It was decided to quickly head to the cabin, and re-inventory there. We could pop out the next day to replace whatever we'd lost. The missing gear did give us an open place to strap down the ice bag.
We were about 5 minutes down the gravel road when the skies opened up. Soon we were all soaked, but there was no place reasonable to stop, and with just a few miles left, we decided to gut it out. We continued through the darkening evening, and hit the dirt road, with only about 2 miles to go. Of course, God in his infinite good humor thought it would be funny to hit us with one of those real downpours, until we were crawling along at about 10 miles an hour, slipping and sliding through the mud and slick grass, branches reaching out to swat us from the side, and making our little journey Hell on Earth. We were slowly advancing with Dan in the front, since he was most familiar with the unmarked road, followed by Jack, with Sheri and me in the rear getting splattered with their mud.
It was great to see the cabin show up in Dan's headlights. It had gotten as dark as midnight, with the setting sun and pounding storm. We quickly parked in the carport, and stripped our gear off the bikes. Dan wandered behind the building and managed to get the Honda generator running, giving us lights.
The doors were padlocked and windows shuttered to keep out intruders. While Dan was unlocking the side door, we were all complaining about our rotten luck.
"There's not a lot of space inside, and we haven't been here since last year, after Mom passed." Robin informed us. "We have bed linens, towels, fishing gear, swimming gear, and some dried and canned foods. How about if I get some towels for us and we get rid of our wet clothing out here and dry off, so we don't soak the place?"
She had barely gotten the words out of her mouth before we heard Dan bellowing "God Damn it to HELL! SHIT! DAMN! FUCK!"
Now, Dan's a little guy, about 5'4, and pretty quiet most of the time. He'd shaved his head to look a little older, which made him look like a short bald 8th grader. He almost never cursed, but he was certainly making up for it on this trip.
Looking past Robin, which was easy enough - she didn't even come up to my chest; I could see the source of his ire. Someone had been in their cabin, and hadn't left it in as good a shape as they'd found it. Only one light bulb in the kitchen was working but we all filed in behind Robin to see the disaster. Our wetness and muddiness wasn't going to make a lick of difference.
Vandals had broken in through a window on the far side of the cabin. There were beer cans all over the place, piled up dirty bed sheets on the two beds, and water was pouring in through the broken window. Critters had been in the house, and a dead bird was in a corner, with feathers all around. Animal feces were scattered all around the kitchen area. Couches were overturned in the sitting area, their pillows scattered. I watched Jack turn and head back outside, and a few seconds later he had re-closed the shutters, somehow jimmying them shut, stopping the worst of the rain.
You could feel the atmosphere of the place just sinking. The mood was as dark as the sky. Our hopes for a fabulous weekend getaway were getting washed away with the torrential rain.
I walked over to one of the two storage closets that had been looted and found a box of four 17 watt fluorescent light bulbs on the top shelf. I walked around and replaced the lights in two lamps, but it didn't make the place look any better. We were all behaving sort of lost when Jill started cleaning up. "Alex, any towels left in that closet?"
There were some indeterminate cloth objects on the middle shelf. Garbage bags, paper towels, plastic utensils and toilet paper, were on the bottom shelf, with some cleaning supplies on the floor along with a bucket a broom and a mop. I dragged the main cleaning supplies out, setting them to the side and then I started pulling out the contents of what appeared to be the towel shelf, and found we had at least 8 towels. They were mostly pretty threadbare beach towels, with a few hand towels thrown in. I unfolded and snapped each one open, checking for anything living in them. On this one thing we lucked out. They were all in pretty good shape. On the next shelf up I found replacement basic white bed linens. There were some critter droppings on the shelf, but the sheets themselves didn't seem to have been bothered. I passed those out as well.
Everyone pitched in, sweeping, picking up trash, straightening out furniture, mopping up excess water and mud, and anything else that needed doing. Once the worst of it was taken care of, we noticed that we were making less progress as we tracked our own mud and water all over the place. Nobody had wanted to walk around the wooden floors in the shape they were in when we got there, but after an hour or so of teamwork, the worst had been taken care of.
After that, the guys were ushered outside to remove our wet things and dry off, while the girls did the same inside. The place was a one room cabin, with a small basic bathroom added on as an afterthought. This was really roughing it.
I took a seat and scraped the worst of the mud off my boots with a stick while waiting. They had said they'd just be a second, but this wasn't my first rodeo.
The girls kept us outside a good bit longer as they did another floor mopping and passed their wet clothing outside to us. As I saw the ladies soaked undergarments make their way out the door, I started getting naughty thoughts. I'm sure I wasn't alone.
By the time we had stripped down, dried off, hung up some clothing, and re-entered the place wearing only towels, we were in slightly better moods. Dan took on the task of getting the 100 year old stone fireplace cranked up, since it was starting to get a little chilly out. I started shuttling our gear into the kitchen, while Jack made himself useful cleaning up where ever he was directed.
I couldn't help but ogle our women a bit. Wearing nothing but a towel suited all of them. Tiny Robin was well covered, with her towel wrapped around her body and reaching almost to her knees. Sheri looked really tempting. She is the bustiest, and her towel was pretty tight across her chest, looking ready to pop open at any time. Her outfit reached just a hands length below her butt, having the guys hoping and praying she'd bend over for a quick show.
Jill's was a different story. She was tall, nearly 6 foot, taller than everyone there but me. She had incredibly long legs which were a blessing. If her legs had been any shorter, we all would have been getting a show all of the time. In order for her towel to cover her privates, she was wearing it lower on her chest than the other two. It appeared to just barely cover her nipples. Even then, her towel barely covered her ass, and any stray movement gave us glorious hints as to what was just out of sight.
Any stray movement such as when she flipped over the mattresses and brushed them clean. Shame on her. It was blatant teasing. And it was causing a tent in my towel.
Watching Robin move around, I wondered if anybody had told her that she had a large tear in her towel. It was quite strategically place -- a big triangular opening, at least four inches across, which exposed the oh-so-white flesh of her left ass-cheek. I guess God was making up a little for that whole downpour thing.
When Sheri moved to the carport to start hanging up the wet clothing to dry, I couldn't help but notice both Jack and Dan watching her carefully. Each time she stretched up to hang another item on the clothesline, you could just see the bottom of her ass. I bet she knew just what she was doing.
Jack and Robin were going through our supplies, when I heard Robin start giggling almost hysterically. "Of course. It had to happen, on a day like this."
"What?" Dan asked, as he stoked his fire into a bright blaze.
"Do you remember what we had packed in our saddlebag?"
"A bunch of stuff," he answered.
"No. We decided to put the clothing in there, since we could stuff it full so much easier. ALL the clothing." She laughed, nervously.
"What about Alex's bag?" Sheri asked.
"Just a lot of booze, wrapped in what was once paper bags and two soaked beach towels."
Dan headed out to try to find a little more dry wood at the bottom of the woodpile. "Some fucking vacation," I heard him mutter. Poor guy was having a bad day. First the emergency at work, then the expensive bag, then the rain, and now his cabin.
In the carport, he took off his towel, and went behind the hut naked as a jaybird. He showed back up with several pieces of wood, and made a couple more trips, making a dry stack of wood under the cover of the carport.
I noticed what he was up to since I was constantly going in and out, being tasked with taking out the dirty linens, three full garbage bags, and the broken glass from the window. Sheri came out to hang up the wet towels from our bag; she was treated to an eye full as Dan finished his last trip. He looked like a drowned rat.
"Sorry, but I wasn't about to get the only semi-dry thing I have any wetter." He explained to my wife, while he turned his back to her, dried off, and got re-wrapped.
Sheri laughed, making light of the whole situation, taking it better than I could have hoped. "Don't sweat it. I've got a feeling, that we'll all be seeing a lot more of each other than we expected to by the end of this weekend."
Truer words were never uttered.
With the garbage out, most of the place cleaned up, the bathroom, kitchen, floor, and any surfaces we could reached wiped down, and the furniture set right, you could hardly tell it was the same place we'd arrived at just a couple of hours earlier. It was almost a miracle what six people could do in less than three hours. The place was decently lit and smelled of Clorox and Pinesol, which was a whole lot better than it had started out. The front door opened onto a covered porch, which faced the water about 50 yards away downhill. We had the door open, with the screen door closed, helping air out the place. The windows were all still shuttered, except for the two in the front facing the porch. You didn't have to get soaked to open those, and we could even open the windows themselves, with the screens in place.
The storm outside was not letting up, and there was no doubt we were going to be spending the night in this place. I finally gave it a good look over, seeing what we had, instead of what was wrong.
The cabin was basically quartered. Entering from the side door, the kitchen area was on the left. It had a propane stove, an icebox, and a simple sink and some counter space. It also had a table with 6 chairs. The front door divided the front of the house into two, the kitchen, and sitting area. The sitting area had two couches and a table that bracketed the huge fireplace. The back of the cabin had two queen sized beds, some dressers, and the small but efficient bathroom.
Dan was still upset. "I don't understand it. They didn't have to trash the place."
Truth was it could have been a lot worse. I have rental houses that were left in much worse shape by tenants. Whoever had been there had broken the window, letting the weather and animals in, and had left a lot of trash around, but hadn't gone out of their way to damage the place beyond that. They were just slobs.
The storm was picking up intensity outside, which also didn't make sense. The forecast had been for possible showers. Friggin' weathermen.
Robin had done her best to make the beds, with help from Jill, and had complained bitterly that the home invaders had torn down her privacy curtains which separated the two beds and the back of the house from the front. Once she mentioned it, I looked up and saw the evidence of the missing curtains and the busted tracks.
Jill, on the other hand was still bound and determined to make the best of things. "Leave it to Alex to make sure we at least have tequila, vodka, and rum. I suggest we break out the bottles, and just thank our stars that the place is still standing. What if they'd burned it down or damaged the roof? We'd be out in that slop, trying to get back to civilization."
She was waving a bottle of tequila, a salt shaker, and a squeeze lemon. "What do you say, gang?"
Robin plopped down on the couch, in the seat nearest the fire. "Pass it here. I sure as hell need a drink." The couches were in a bit of a V shape, further apart nearest the fireplace, and only an arm span apart at the opposite end.
Within a few seconds we were all gathered in the sitting area, tired and ready for a break, listening to the storm continue outside, and maneuvering for a place to sit. I ended up next to Robin, with Sheri by my side. On the other couch Jack was opposite Robin, Dan opposite Sheri, and Jill was firmly ensconced in the middle. I looked her over, anticipating a great view, but she had her legs demurely crossed.
Robin sprinkled some salt on her hand, licked it and took a drink from the bottle. You could see the surprise on her face. "Wow! That's the best tequila I've ever had. I swear it's like a single malt scotch!"
"El Tesoro Anejo, it's been sitting on my shelf for the last three years. Not the best but pretty damned good." I informed her.
The bottle made a circuit of the room, with the salt leading the way, followed by the tequila, with the squeeze lemon following behind. Before it had completed a second trip, Jill started in again. "This isn't really that bad. I'm just thankful that we have a roof over our heads."
That got a conversation going and it was decided that each person had to say one thing they were glad of on this trip.
Dan had the bottle, and was about to lick the salt off of his hand. "I'm glad that only one window was broken, and Jack was able to close it." He licked the salt, took a swig from the bottle and leaned over to pass it to Sheri, who had just passed the salt to me.
As she leaned forward to take the bottle, her towel fell open giving everyone paying attention, and Dan in particular, a full on view of her chest. She set the bottle down on the table, re-did her towel, and grabbed the bottle again. "Didn't I tell you?" she told Dan who gave her a smile. It was his first smile in a while.
"I'm glad that we remembered to bring the booze," she said, before taking a healthy swig.



On my turn, it was easy enough. "I'm glad that if we're going to have to make the best of a bad situation, it's with you guys." It was true enough. Not only did I get along well with both Jack and Dan, Dan in particular, I was always happy to be around their sexy wives.
Robin took the bottle eagerly without doing the salt. "I'm glad that I found out about this stuff. I swear I'm never drinking Jose Cuervo again." She took her time sipping at the bottle, before deciding to relinquish it.
When she leaned over to pass the bottle, I got a good view of her rear; somehow her towel had gotten bunched up around her waist in the back. It was a very nice rear.
Jack took his turn, "I'm glad that we had clean dry towels," he said, "and I hope we have more tequila; we've about killed this soldier".
I got up with the front of my towel tenting more than a little, and fetched a second bottle of the same. I was a little surprised at how quickly we burned through the first bottle. We only had three bottles of Tequila, and from the way things were going, it looked like we might finish all of them tonight. With about 25 ounces to a bottle, this crowd was taking healthy swigs.
Jill took the bottle from me. "I'm glad we have a fireplace and Dan the man found some dry wood somehow." As she turned to pass the bottle to Dan, I wanted to shout out that I was glad her towel was too short. She had become a lot less ladylike about how she was seated in the last few minutes, and it was clear to me, from where I was sitting that she shaved her pussy. And quite a pretty little pussy it was.
"I'm glad the stolen bag had our clothes, and not the liquor." Dan said, taking a long draw on the bottle.
When Sheri reached for the bottle again, she once more spilled out of her wrap. "Damn it! I need a bigger towel."
"No you don't," Dan laughed, and earned a giggle from everyone present. Jill elbowed him just for form.
Sheri stood up and ostentatiously retied her towel only around her waist, leaving her magnificent tits out in the open. "Fuck it. I'm glad that I'm with people I don't mind showing my tits to." She took her swig, and passed me the bottle.
I was damn near in shock. I never, EVER, would have expected that from my dear wife. Not that she didn't like to go around our house nude every chance she got, nor was she anything but spectacular to look at. Still it was beyond the realm of anything I could have expected from past history. I looked around to see that the other guys probably had never expected it either, but were damned glad of it. Nearly every eye in the room was locked on her massive mammaries, ladies included.
"I'm glad...uh, I'm glad there were no animals living in here," I said. "I'd hate to be fighting for space with a family of raccoons."
Robin stood up and lowered her towel around her waist. "I'm glad Sheri broke the ice. It's damned hot near the fire." She then took her turn on the bottle. When she'd finished she put the bottle on the table, rather than get up.
I tried not to stare too much, but how could I not at least look? Robin's tits were perfect. She was so small, the full melons on her chest seemed to defy gravity, and her pointy nipples shouted out that she was enjoying herself.
Robin had an exotic look. I knew she was part Asian, I think Thai. I had met her mother who was half whatever it was and she looked much more the part. With Robin, it gave her a small, slender body, long raven tresses, and an achingly pretty face. She had a slight, exotic slant to her eyes, but her nose was very Scandinavian, and her curves seemed all-American. She was the best of the melting-pot. I'd had a thing for her since I'd first met her. Having her sit next to me almost naked, tits bare to the world, and both of us half drunk, was an almost unbearable temptation. I badly wanted to use her for my salt-lick on my next shot.
Jack got up and grabbed the bottle. "I'm glad it's hot by the fire," he said with a wink at Robin.
Jill took the bottle and sighed. "Now, c'mon. How am I supposed to compete with those?" she asked, nodding to the two pair of exposed breasts.
Robin piped up immediately. "Face it Jill. We have no clothing. No bathing suits. And I bet the road will be in no shape to go out shopping tomorrow. We have no privacy in this one room cabin. And everyone here has seen your lower half already. Shit, Alex is getting a helluva show right now. Just show us your tits already. It's just tits."
"I'll be damned if the only ones to show skin are going to be the women." Jill said. "Oh, fuck it." She stood and pulled off her towel, turned, folded it and bent over to place it on the couch where she'd been sitting. "I'm glad I lost 14 lbs since February."
Seeing her ass and most of her moist pussy as she bent over, I was glad she'd decided to play the game.
She was stunning. Jill had full, natural breasts, with large swollen aureole. She was blessed with beautiful curves and just a hint of a tummy above a smooth shaven crotch. Her shoulder length brown hair was longer in the front and shorter in the back, where it curled under to her head, normally. Tonight it all hung straight down, curling a little at the ends. She had a natural prettiness, the girl next door look, emphasized by a field of freckles around her nose and across her chest.
I was hard as a rock, and embarrassed that I'd probably have to lose my towel soon as well.
Dan stood and removed his towel, revealing his burgeoning excitement. "I'm glad that everyone here will look damned good naked." Then he looked at me, "Except for Alex. Dude, there's something wrong with a man shaving his chest."
"I don't shave my chest," I argued, "It's just that grass can't grow on a well traveled highway."
Sheri took the bottle from him, stood and removed her towel as well. "I'm glad I waxed this week." She was sporting a very sexy Brazilian landing strip. She took her sip and passed me the bottle, before folding her towel and placing it beneath her.
That little action put an end to any discussion Dan and I were having. And no, I don't shave my chest.
I stood and discarded my towel. I was about as hard as I ever got, and there was no denying that I was enjoying the show. "I'm sorry that Dan lost his new saddlebag, but I'm kind of glad we lost the clothes." I took my sip and passed the bottle to Robin.
Robin stood and removed her towel, folding it in half and placing it back on the couch. She then sat back, with her legs crossed and sipped on the tequila. "I'm glad we played the 'I'm glad' game, but I'm ready for something else. Any suggestions?" Then she quickly stood up for a second, "Oh, and by the way, I'm declaring this cabin an official clothing optional resort."
That got another conversation going, during which Jack finally got up and took off this towel. "I feel stupid, the only one covered up."
We ended up taking turns talking about our worst luck ever, which resulted in some pretty funny stories. The bottle managed to make it around again, with an awful lot of ogling going on, and a lot of slurring of the words. When the bottle passed me, it felt like it was only about a 1/3 full.
Robin insisted on another change. This time it was decided we'd take a turn talking about our worst vacations. It was a lot slower getting around the table, and the chemistry was changing. The tequila was definitely at work. Sheri was cuddling up to me, and Jack had his arm between Jill's legs, lightly stroking her inner thigh. She had spread her legs a bit, and was visibly excited. The only problem with our seating was that it left Dan and Robin unpaired.
While Dan was telling a rambling story, I decided to get the last bottle of tequila and let it start its way around the seating, separately, since it appeared the current bottle had stalled and it was being used as a place keeper. I was painfully hard, and my cock seemed to stick straight out into the center of the room, waving and wiggling as I walked. I expected a lot of teasing, but didn't hear a peep out of them. I couldn't help but notice that both Jill and Robin watched my flagpole with inordinate interest, both going and returning. It was a little embarrassing; I know I look a little different than most guys, though nobody said anything.
When I sat back down, taking a swig, Dan was still telling about his experience getting lost on vacation his junior year in high school.
I passed the bottle to Robin. She looked at the different bottle, and took a hesitant sip, then a heftier one. "God, Alex, you have great taste in liquor. What's this?" she whispered to me, while her half-drunk husband rambled. I hated to break it to him, but I don't think anybody was listening any more.
"Jose Cuervo, Reserva de la Familia. Change your mind about Jose?" I asked her softly.
She leaned back into the corner of the couch, raised her legs and laid them across my leg. "Jose Cuervo is back to being a friend of mine." She took another sip then placed the bottle on the table, where Jack could get it. My hand casually rested on her bare thigh, while my erection threatened to spontaneously combust.
Jack, in the meantime, was staring at my wife who was leaning against me, the tequila having thoroughly kicked in with her. I couldn't blame him; she really was a sexy little thing. His hand had moved higher between his wife's open legs, and his own erection was quite visible. Jill was spread open, one leg looped across Dan's, the other foot resting on the coffee table. Dan's hand seemed to be absentmindedly stroking her inner thigh. His eyes were closed and his head was leaning back as he mumbled something that might have been his story. I certainly couldn't tell.
My wife was almost in my lap, and I had an arm around her shoulders, one hand resting easily on her tit. I felt her hand slide across my leg, and almost lost it when she wrapped her fingers around me, and started slowly stroking.
Robin got my attention by moving her leg and leaning into me. "Dammit! That's not fair. I'm so fucking horny right now." She was looking across the way at Dan who was still leaning back, but his lips were no longer moving. I couldn't believe it but he looked like he was sleeping!
Abruptly, Robin was pulling my hand down between her legs, while she leaned back and watched my wife's hand job. I felt her moistness, and let a finger slide inside of her. God, it felt good. I hadn't touched another woman like that in the two years we'd been married. Across from me Jill had her eyes closed and was lying in her husband's lap while he fingered her, watching my wife the whole time. Sheri turned in place and put her mouth over my cock, and I decided that I wasn't going to let too much tequila ruin what might be an incredible weekend. I regretfully eased my fingers out of Robin, and whispered to her. "I'd love to continue doing that, and so much more, but not like this. It's not fair to Dan."
I coaxed Sheri off of me, and excused myself from the crowd. I picked her up in my arms and took her to one of the two open beds. "I want to suck you," she said, slurring her words.
"I'd like that," I told her, climbing in bed with her. She moved down the bed and started a long slow blow-job. A couple of minutes into it, I watched Robin drag her half-asleep husband into bed beside us, and try to get him hard. It distracted me from the view at my own waist, watching the exotic beauty with her gorgeous body in profile while her face was lodged in his lap, her hands working diligently. He never fully woke up, nor did he manage to get it up, and she finally turned away from him, lay on her side and openly watched us. Our eyes locked for a bit, before I took in more of her body, then turned back to watch my naughty, cock-hungry wife's actions.
The other side of the cabin was getting noisy and I could see Jack on top of Jill, with the couch squeaking merrily away as he tried to push her through the bottom of it. Her occasional squeals sounded wonderful. I peeked over to the side to see Robin watching the couch show as well. She abruptly looked back at me, then came over and sat on the edge of our bed, watching my wife at work. She was playing with herself, and she stretched out, lying against me. I put my arm around her, against my better judgment and fondled her warm tit. Her hand was moving fast between her legs, and I was getting close to coming from the multiple levels of stimulation. "I'm going to shoot for you," I announced, and my wife took it like a champ, swallowing everything, licking me clean. Right in the middle of my explosion, I felt Robin tense up next to me and she moaned as we came in tandem.
Sheri eased off of my rod, slid up beside me and fell asleep against my shoulder. I relaxed with my arm around Dan's wife, whose hand was wandering more than it should have. When it settled over my dwindling cock, I knew I should have done something to stop it, but it felt too damned good. Feeling her breasts pressing against my side, her lips occasionally reaching down to my chest, and her hand gently holding my semi-hardness, I tilted her head back and leaned down and gave her a kiss. It was long and tender, and I hardened in her hand. "Not like this," I told her softly. "I want to. You know how bad I want to, and how long I've wanted to, but not like this." She reluctantly let go of my hard cock, and I kissed her again, and again, and yet again. Somewhere in all those kisses, I finally fell asleep.
I woke to find myself blissfully on the receiving end of another blow-job. Looking down, I could see that it wasn't my wife at work on me, but Robin, who was showing me that she was just as talented at giving head, if not at listening to good common sense. We were very quiet, and I noticed that the weather outside had almost completely subsided, and the fire in the fireplace was nearly out. The room was noticeably cooler. But not where Robin's hot little mouth engulfed me. She was slow and steady, her mouth and hand determined to get me off, without shaking things up too much, and eventually she got her way. Then she climbed off of our bed and moved a few feet over, back to the other bed. I fell back asleep; almost convinced it was a dream.
* * *
I woke up slowly, sticky from the humidity and heat, my head hammering from too much alcohol, and my mouth as dry as the Sahara. I could hear voices nearby and pulled the pillow over my head to block out the vicious light.
"Looks like someone is waking up," I heard pronounced.
"I wonder if his owner is as well."
"Jill!" I heard my wife admonish our friend.
I realized I had a bad case of morning wood, and without a half-bottle of tequila in me, I wasn't the exhibitionist I had been the night before. I moved the pillow from over my head down to cover my waist, which got me soundly booed.
Sitting up and looking at the group I was entertaining, I was glad I was covered with the pillow. The view alone was almost enough to put me over the edge.
All three of the women were in the kitchen, and all were topless, wearing towels around their waists, and nothing else.
"Glurgh aarrhg, uuunh," I mumbled. I wasn't a morning guy.
"Dan is down cleaning up the brush and mowing the grass between us and the water. Jack is scouring the area for our clothing, most of which the wind had its way with last night, and is scattered across 30 acres. Wouldn't you just figure?" Sheri answered, as if she understood my grumbling.
I staggered out of the bed and made my way to the bathroom where I waited patiently for my erection to subside enough to pee through it. I read the plaque above the toilet reminding me, "If it's yellow, let it mellow, if it's brown, flush it down." Just below that was a reminder to keep toilet paper and other paper items out of the toilet. Foregoing the morning flush, I splashed some water on my face, rinsed my mouth with someone's mouthwash, picked the junk out of my eyes, took two deep breaths and went out to face the world. My staff was still semi-hard, in appreciation of the scenery.
"You'd think he'd be in a better mood. God, for how many years has he scoped out our tits? And now with them on full display, he's like the Grinch." Jill pronounced, leaning back against a counter with her arms crossed, which put those yummy looking tits on proud display.
"Look! You got him to smile! He's alive!" My ornery wife teased.
"Water. Food." I grumbled, while they laughed at my misfortune.
"You'd think he'd be bouncing off the walls. If I gave Dan a BJ like Sheri laid on this one, I could probably get me a new convertible." Robin chimed in.
"If you gave Jack one, I'm certain he'd buy you one, before I kicked his ass!" Jill teased.
"Jesus, Robin. Don't remind me! I was so wasted. That good tequila sneaks up on you." Sheri pronounced. "I'm not in the habit of giving public blow-jobs. It must be that damn Te-Kill-ya."
"Amen to that. I'm switching to rum tonight. Tequila makes my pussy sore," Jill complained, almost getting a spit-take from me.
I could barely believe what I was hearing. I'd known these people for at least three years. Both women had been in our wedding party. I'd never heard half as much sexual discussion as I heard in that kitchen before someone placed a stack of hot-cakes in front of me.
Robin couldn't leave well enough alone. "If you get as drunk tonight as you were last night, I'd be surprised if that was the only hole that was sore. As a matter of face I wouldn't be surprised if it was at least twice as sore," she said, with a nod toward me.
We had honey for the hot-cakes, kind of an odd combo to me, but I was ravenous and it hit the spot. "What should I be doing this morning," I asked, slowly coming to life.
"Me!" Jill cried out.
"No, Me! Me!" Robin argued.
I was still a little slow on the take. Looking on in awe as the two gorgeous ladies vied for my attentions. I could feel myself responding to the idea.
"Down boy. They're teasing you. Take a dip in the lake, you stink of booze. Then take a ride up the trail and see how bad it's going to be getting out of here," Sheri told me.
I'm sure I looked like a little boy who'd had his candy snatched out of his grasp.
"Aw, don't pout," Jill told me while she moved behind me and leaned her breasts against my head. She gave my shoulders a gentle massage. "Maybe when you get back we'll let you lather us all up with suntan lotion."
Robin giggled. "Right. You've already promised that to both the other men."
"Hey," Jill argued, "First, there are three of us, and second we need to get covered more than once a day, don't you think?"
"True, true."
"Where's my towel?" I asked, looking around.
"You snooze, you lose. There's a limited supply so we're washing them a few at a time. You don't need to worry anyway. Of course yours would be one of the trousers that managed to stay local. You won't want to head up that trail in just a towel anyway." Sheri informed me.
"You don't need a towel for a dip in the lake," Jill reminded me. "So stop staring already, and get to it, or we'll put the eye-candy away."
I turned on my heel and headed out the front door.
"Wait up, I'll walk with you, I need to check on Dan," Robin said, chasing after me.
We could see Dan at work with a gas weed-whacker down near the waterline. The path down had a decent slope to it, but not enough to make the walk difficult. The path was stone and looked as old as everything else, and just as solid. There was grass, real Bermuda grass, for about 10' on each side of the walk, and then a stretch of 5 feet of plain dirt to the side of that, then more grass. It looked odd.
"Dan does that to keep everything else from overgrowing the grass. I think its overkill. He sprays a couple of gallons of Roundup on it every couple of months all summer. I figure it can't be good for the environment."



"I'm not going to second-guess him. He's the one doing the work, and the grass looks amazing." I had stepped off of the walkway onto the grass, which felt soft and cool under my feet. Robin fell in beside me.
We walked a few steps in silence before she spoke. "I'm sorry about last night."
I laughed. "I'm not. It was stupid and wrong; the place and timing were horrible. Under the right circumstances it could have been one of the most sensational experiences of my life, but hell, I'll take it as it was, and thank my lucky stars."
"You are so bad," she said, giving me a little bump with her shoulder.
"Look who's talking, hot-lips."
"Stop, you're embarrassing me." She said turning away, as we ambled slowly along.
"I don't want to do that; I want to get you horny, like me." I teased. Her husband was only about 40 feet away.
"Mission accomplished. I've been horny ever since I started walking around wearing only a towel, one slip away from being completely nude in front of everybody." She paused in her stroll, and did a spin for me. "Walking around with my tits out, I feel like I'm begging everybody to fondle me and have their way with me," she said, turning back to the lake.
"So can we keep our little mistake last night a secret?" She asked me softly, turning toward where her husband was clearing out the tall weeds.
"I think so," I told her softly. I paused to turn and walk toward the water while she peeled off to check in with her hubby.
"That's good. I figure if I can trust you with one big secret, maybe I can trust you with more in the future. Maybe much more." And with that she turned and walked away.
I walked out onto the dock and took a dive toward the swimming platform about 30 yards out. I used a nice easy freestyle that cut through the cool water easily, refreshing me, and making me feel 100% better. When I got to the platform I climbed up and rested for a bit, letting the warm sun beat down on me. It felt like it was in the high 80's already.
I looked back to the cabin, which was so picturesque perched on the hill. Jill was on the porch, laying towels across the railing to dry, getting the full impact of the sun. Looking down at the water's edge, I saw Robin had entered the lake and was swimming my way, with an easy breaststroke. How apropos. She got to the platform and climbed up the ladder to join me.
"I have so many great memories of this place, growing up," she announced as she shook out her wet hair, and laid down on the wooden platform, taking in the sun. I was taking in the view.
"This area doesn't change. It takes me right back. I love it," she said with a sigh. "Do you know I had my first boy-girl kiss right here on this platform?"
"It's beautiful, the scenery here is amazing." I meant both the natural scenery and the view just a few inches from me.
"Do you always stay hard like that?" she blurted, out of the blue.
"I'm not hard," I told her. But I was getting there.
"I mean full and thick like that, semi-hard. You've been like that since I first saw you last night. You're either hard as a rock or just on the verge of getting hard, like now." She looked at my stiffening rod. "OK, maybe not like now, seems you're hard as a rock again! Naughty boy."
"What do you expect, talking like that?"
"Well? Is it?" She insisted.
"Pretty much," I admitted, "I don't really shrivel up; I stay about 4-5 inches long and pretty thick. Of course, around someone as hot as you, I tend to swell up a bit from there."
"Swell up a bit? You're as fucking big around as a Red-Bull can. I've never seen anything like it." She reached out to me, her touch electrifying. "And the way it just gets thicker and thicker. God it makes me wet to think of that."
"Now you're embarrassing me," I told her.
"Let's get in the water," she said. "I want to hold it again."
"God, you are a bad one! What if someone from the cabin is watching? What will they think if they see us go out of view together?" I asked her, and then eased into the water with the platform between us and the house, after giving a peak over my shoulder and verifying nobody was checking us out.
"I know what they'll think," she giggled, "and rightly so. But they'll still give us a few minutes together." She jumped in behind me, and within seconds had my hardness in her hand. "Jeez, you feel good."
I reached down between her legs and caressed her crotch, sliding a finger in. "Ditto."
We just stayed there, one hand each clinging to the ladder, the other fondling each other, quiet, enjoying the moment.
She pushed me toward the platform. "Raise your hips up to the surface, I'm going to suck you for real this time," she told me very matter-of-factly.
Both the front and the back of the platform had ladders, and I put the rear one to good use. I looped a leg over the rung at the water's edge, and grabbed one of the wooden platform cross-beams and easily lifted my hips up. It was a little work but not too bad. She went straight for it, licking me, and then sucking me aggressively. It took a while to get it right, so she didn't accidentally inhale a face full of water, and to learn to counter the gentle swells of the lake. It was beautiful to watch, and I relaxed, resisting the urge to come, just letting her pretty face get filled with my hard cock endlessly.
"Can I feel it in me, for just a second?" she asked, hesitantly.
I pulled my legs out of the ladder rung, and let my hips sink and reached out to her. Her legs wrapped around my waist and she eased the mouth of her pussy on to me. "Fuck, you're too big. I don't think I can take it," she groaned, with about a third of my length inside of her.
"Oh, you can take it," I told her, pulling her hips inexorably down, penetrating her slowly.
"Stop, stop," she gasped, with just a couple of inches to go. She moaned as she wriggled her hips. "OK, go slow now."
I pushed her down, feeling her press against my pelvis. "That's it," I told her, then started screwing her out there on the lake. After a couple of dozen strokes, she stopped me and climbed off.
"That was stupid of me," she gasped, leaning into me and hugging me. "I'm going to want more of that." She looked over my shoulder, "Damn, Jill and Sheri are headed here; they're already in the water."
"That was mean," I told her, "get a guy that close, and then leave him hanging."
"I'll make it up to you," she teased, then climbed the ladder back onto the platform. I kissed her sweet ass as it passed me, and let my hand slide across her pussy before she was out of reach.
"You are BAD," she hissed, before stretching out.
I let the cool water take down the worst of my erection, and climbed onto the platform just as the other two were getting there.
Jill couldn't resist. "What were you up to? You seemed to disappear from view for a while."
"Checking out the platform tie downs; have to do it every time we come out here. Wouldn't want our platform to float away," she explained easily.
"Mmmm, you have more willpower than I have. If I had the hunk by myself out here, I'd have plenty more to do than check out ropes and stuff." Jill giggled, laying down on the platform. With four of us it was getting full.
"You are so brazen," Sheri told her.
I looked across the sea of flesh, and felt myself responding already. Sheri noticed as well.
"Oh no you don't! You have chores to do, before play. If you don't get started you won't even get back for lunch. And that would be a real shame. I think you'd like to see what's for lunch." She gave a nod back toward the cabin. "Get going."
"Before he goes," Jill piped in. "Couldn't he oil us down, so we don't get burned?"
Sheri rolled her eyes. "You brought suntan lotion out here?"
Jill waved the bottle. "Not too hard to swim with." Then she looked at me, "And since I brought the lotion, you could start with me."
I looked to Sheri, still not wanting to go too far, but she just kind of rolled her eyes, and then tossed her head at Jill, giving me the go ahead. "Just the back," she warned.
Jill pouted, rolling over onto her belly. "Spoil sport."
Her back was still a hell of a thing, and I took my time covering her in the SPF 15 lotion. She was pale, and I thought she should be using something stronger, but used what I had. From her neck and shoulders to her curvaceous butt, I made sure not an inch of flesh went untouched. I carefully extended the lotion down her sides, rubbing the sides of her tits thoroughly. She lifted up a bit, allowing me added access, and as I applied lotion to her firm breasts, my hands slid underneath her and ran across her nipples. She hissed in surprise.
"Careful, bub," my wife reminded me.
I eased down to her lower back, straddling her, my hard cock tracing a path down her ass and between her legs. I applied more lotion and worked my way down to her delicious pale cheeks. She had a distinct tan line, in spite of how pale she was, and I hesitated before breaking any more boundaries. My darling wife was still watching and gave me grief. "Be thorough there, it would be a shame for that pretty little butt to get all burned up, by the sun."
I massaged her ass like my life depended on it, and made sure to get deep within her crack. I moved to the side, straddling only one leg, and opened her up a bit. I took special care around the exposed part of her pussy. I would hate to see that get burned until it was too sensitive too touch. Jill open her legs wider for me, making sure I had good access, which I took advantage of. As I lotioned each side of her moist pussy, I let my fingers rest partially inside her hot slit.
"I think that's pretty well covered," Sheri said softly, her breath shallow. I could swear she was getting excited by my actions.
"Yeah, and speed up a little, or I'll be burned to a crisp before you even get to me!" Robin whined.
I finished up with Jill's legs, working down to the bottom of her feet, working pretty quickly, but making sure I was thorough.
I went to Sheri, but she just nodded toward Robin. "Go ahead and do her, I'll let Jill take care of me - that OK with you, Jill?"
Jill got on her knees and held her open hands out to me, "Give me some of your juice, handsome," she said, and ignoring the innuendo, I squirted some lotion into her hands.
I lathered up Robin even more thoroughly than Jill, since Sheri wasn't quite as observant while getting her own lotion applied. Jill and I ended up working on both the ladies rear ends at the same time. I gave her some extra lotion, and then quickly applied the lotion to Robin's cheeks, before feeling her up thoroughly. I teased her pussy, and massaged her clit, while I watched Jill knead Sheri's ass, wrenching a soft moan out of her. When I finally got Robin to groan for me, Sheri barked at me without even looking.
"Bastard! Do her legs now, and stop teasing the poor thing." Her voice didn't hold any anger in it, and she sighed deeply as her bare pussy was carefully lotioned as well.
With play time called off, I finished Robin's legs, and stood up to leave. Jill had other ideas, and reached out and rubbed a slippery lotioned hand across my full hard cock. "Just trying to help you avoid a burn," she said with a smile. "Robin, get the other side?"
And while Jill straddled my prone wife, she and Robin made sure the part of my body normally covered by my swimsuit, was protected from the ravages of the sun. Jill made sure that the sensitive skin of my cock was especially protected. "Get out of here," she finally growled, "before I get us all in trouble."
Regretfully, I stepped over my wife, and took a dive toward the shore.
* * *
At the cabin Dan was at work in the back and he showed me the work area. Sometime in the past, someone had built a 10 x 12 metal shed up against the main cabin. Dan had been offended by the look, and over the previous summer, had added a rough cut log facade to the thing, matching the look of the cabin pretty damn well. Inside the generator was running, under a large panel and beside a pile of big batteries. There were four Jerry cans of fuel beside it. That and the weed-whacker were the only high tech things there. When I asked for a chainsaw, he just laughed and pointed out a large axe to one side. "We're kind of old fashioned here. Check out the original grinding stone."
He had a treadle powered grindstone, which must have been as old as the cabin. He took a seat at it and gave me a quick lesson at sharpening. He had put some pants on, but I was still naked as a jaybird, and when I went to sit and sharpen my axe, the spinning grindstone, so near to my crotch and the inside of my thighs had me as nervous as a long-tailed cat in a room full of rocking chairs. He took pity on me after about a minute of near disastrous effort and within a minute had the edge of the axe gleaming.
I took my tool, found my pants and boots in the carport and partially dressed. I headed up the road away from the cabin and within a few hundred yards I knew we were in trouble. The backside of the hill was soaked and the road was thick with mud and puddles. A large branch crossed the road just a little ways further, and I got off the bike and carefully walked around it in the dense woods and heavy underbrush. Back on the bike I made it another 5 minutes before I hit a real doozy. A larger tree had been uprooted, with the entire root ball showing, and was leaning across the trail, the upper part of the tree tangled in another one across the way. The only good news was that ahead I could see the turn in the road, where it met the wider, better tended gravel road.
I had my work cut out for me.
Call me a freak, but I like physical labor. Maybe because my earliest jobs in high school and college were all hard labor. Now that I spent most of my days behind a desk, I liked getting out and getting dirty. Swinging the axe, trying to cut my way through a tree a good two feet in diameter, feeling the intense impact, watching chunks of wood explode away from my precise blows, I loved it all. I enjoyed the feel of the wooden handle in my hands, the flexing of my shoulder muscles, the tension in my back. I worked hard, cutting through the tree, and chopping it up into sections less than three feet long. I got good and filthy, stacking the logs at the side of the road, and even trimming the large branches down and cutting them into more usable pieces. My arms and chest were scraped up from handling the rough bark on the heavy logs, and by the end my hands were starting to feel like hamburger. I don't know how long I was at it, but I was surprised when I saw Jill roll up on her husband's Road King.
"Damn, Alex! You're filthy! What have you been up to for the last few hours?" She asked, stepping off the bike. She was wearing her remarkably tight pants, and someone's t-shirt that was way too big. I wanted to rip it off of her. Instead I nodded toward the stacks of wood on the side of the road.
"There was a tree blocking the road," I explained, leaning my axe to one side and wiping my forehead where the sweat was dripping into my eyes.
She walked to me slowly. "You done yet?"
"Yeah. I think this is good enough. I was just going to cut up a few more for fireplace wood, but I think a rest might do me good." Now that I had stopped working, I could feel the ache in my forearms, shoulders and back, and my legs were almost quivering. I'd overdone it, but that was pretty typical for me. Once I got going, I rarely had the good sense to know when to take a break.
Jill walked up to me, and rubbed her hands over my chest and shoulders. "Poor baby, I bet you're completely worn out." She leaned forward and placed a tender kiss on one of the worse scrapes. "And your poor skin! You should have been more careful."
"I just need a break. A short rest, a quick swim, and I can finish that other, smaller branch back there, before sunset." I said, my eyes closed, enjoying the feel of her hands on my skin.
I felt her hands lower to my pants button and her lips traced a patch down my stomach. I opened my eyes to look at her as she unbuttoned me and started to ease my pants down. "You deserve a reward," she told me, her hand rubbing my swelling cock through the thick material.
We were standing in mud, and I suggested we move to the side. She walked past me and sat on one of the wooden pyramids I had created, and beckoned me over. I stepped in front of her, and let her lower my pants and lean forward to give my trouser friend a nice thank you. She had a mischievous look in her eye. "The girls made me promise I would leave your friend here alone," she sighed. "But if you can keep a secret, well, I didn't promise not to let you do what YOU might want to." She leaned forward and opened her mouth just an inch beyond my swollen cock head. "You're not the kind of man to take advantage of a woman, no matter how much she'd been teasing you. I know you wouldn't be as naughty as to stick your cock in my face and use my mouth for your own pleasure, now would you?"
"I hate to break it to you, beautiful, but I am just exactly that naughty." I wiped my hands on my pants, removing as much mud and dirt as I could.
"Oh dear," she said plaintively, "such a strong and virile man, how could I ever stop you? Please don't fuck my face, out here in the open, out where anybody passing could see you take advantage of me!" She opened her mouth wide and closed her eyes.
I smiled and pushed my hardening meat into her mouth. I reached down and with a finger under her chin, had her close her mouth around me. I held her head and slowly fucked her mouth with the end of my cock, while her devilish tongue did absolutely fiendish things to me, out of view. Her eyes opened and she looked up at me with a look of helplessness that just made me harder. I pulled my cock back and pushed it deep in her mouth, hitting the back of her throat. I felt her give a little push back, and started fucking her pretty face just a little quicker and more forcefully.
She's such a pretty girl. Big brown eyes that almost exactly match her hair, except for the shades of red. Her look was very natural: unpainted lips, fair skin with a sprinkling of freckles, and a tinge of red where the sun had brightened her upper cheeks just below her eyes. Her eyebrows seemed unplucked, and almost perfect. I took in every little bump, line and nuance of her visage, as my hard cock enjoyed its warm, if redundant journey.
The constant ongoing teasing and my previous play with Robin had me ready to shoot in no time at all. Or so it seemed to me. As I started to get more and more into fucking her face, her eyes opened wider, and she just let herself go loose, letting my do with her face and mouth what I would.
"Suck it," I told her, holding her face firmly and moving her back and forth slowly on my cock, her mouth and tongue once more working diligently, bringing me that last little bit needed to come.
I felt my breath burning; almost as hard as when I'd been cutting through the main tree. "I'm going to come for you, beautiful," I told her, and she closed her eyes and let me do what I needed.
And what I needed was to fuck her face hard, and cum in her hot mouth, exploding hard, feeling her sucking and swallowing with each shot I took. As my breath slowed, and my movements came to a near halt, with my cock buried in her mouth, she took over, sucking me dry, and adding a little extra, sucking me well after I'd finished and slowly restoring some of the hardness to my partner in crime.
She cast her head down in mock shame. "Oh you cruel, vicious man! How can I ever look my friends in the eye again? How can I be in the same room as you, knowing you've had me, and may do it again, should I ever be alone with you?"
I played along. I grabbed her chin and pulled her face up. "Head up, wench. You're mine now. Any common skirt like you should be happy, nay, proud to be claimed. I will have you again, when we're alone and perhaps when we're not. You'll deny me nothing!" I stuck my softened cock back in her mouth, feeling it harden as she looked at me anxiously, sucking on demand.



When I finally pulled out of her, she sighed. "God, that was incredible. I felt so helpless while you used me."
"You think that's incredible? You should try being on my side of it." I told her, leaning down and kissing her.
"If we had more time, I'd take you up on that. I'd love to feel your tongue in me," she sighed, standing and pulling my face down for another kiss. "Now, not a word of this to anybody." She suddenly tore off her shirt. "I want you to quick do anything and everything you've wanted to my tits for a minute. If I have to confess to any naughtiness, we'll let it be that."
I was momentarily surprised, and then went after her tits. I sucked, nibbled, licked, and even rubbed my cock across her nipples and in the warm valley between them. She held her tits together, allowing me a way too brief tit fuck. Then I gave each one a thorough sucking and nibble, before being shooed away. I looked down and could see that her chest was filthy. I realized my face was probably not as clean as it should be, but probably a bit cleaner now.
She looked at herself and smiled, before donning her t-shirt again. "That's good, real good. I can't wait to 'accidentally' let the girls see that."
"Why are you doing this? Why the sudden wild abandon?" I asked her while pulling my pants back on.
"Oh, don't worry. We're giving all of you guys the teasing treatment, and your 'sweet little wifey' is giving it her best. Those tits of hers are like magnets to the other two."
I must have looked a little stunned. "I don't think they're quite getting the treatment you are," she admitted. "At least I know that Dan's not gotten nearly the treat that you've gotten from me, and from Robin, I suspect. We're supposed to be just teasing you guys mercilessly, so that tonight, we each get the treatment from our own men, thank you very much, with a full days pent up lust ready to burst upon us."
"You girls are very bad, you know." I teased back, once more leaning down for another kiss.
She pulled away after a short while. "OK, stud muffin, I think you're over the limit at the moment." She smiled at me, "C'mon, admit it, don't you think it would be hot to have all three of us couples going at it like teenagers, in the same room? You could be banging your poor wife senseless, and look over and see me riding Jack like there's no tomorrow. Watch Robin take Dan's cock in her mouth and suck him like a Hoover. Doesn't that sound at least a little fun?"
"Shit yeah. I just never would have expected it." I confessed.
"Dreamed, yes. Fantasized, yes. But expected, I guess not. But all this bare flesh is getting to all of us. We better get back, though, before they start wondering about us, and before they can get in too much trouble on their own!" She laughed and walked back to the big bike, the sway in her ass a cry for attention I was dying to answer.
* * *
Back at the cabin I dropped off the axe at the shed, and went looking for a little lunch. I was quickly made aware that I was too dirty to be in the house, and too clothed. Peeking in, I found that Jill was dropping her pants at the entrance.
I turned to head down to the water, and found myself catching the edge of a conversation.
"C'mon, tell us."
"I swear! I didn't lay a finger on his thing."
"You were gone over an hour; you mean to tell us you did nothing?" Sheri teased.
"Well, no, not nothing." I peeked in at the window, and saw Jill peel her shirt off.
"You little slut!" Robin laughed, "I knew you'd go over the limit."
"Just a little," Jill confessed, and I quietly moved away, stripped off my boots and pants, and headed down for a dip.
Halfway there I could see that Dan and Jack were parked on the shore, with fishing rods out, working the edges of the dock. I didn't know what they expected to catch in the hottest part of the day, but hey, whatever floats your boat.
"How's the road?" Dan called out as I walked out on the dock, preparing to cool off.
"Muddy, wet and overgrown. But almost passable now." I told him. I paused while walking out realizing that I didn't even feel awkward walking by the two of them, all three of us naked as the day we were born.
I took a few more steps. "One more branch to clear out and this sun should do the rest by tomorrow afternoon." Any response was missed as I dove, slicing through the water toward the platform. The swimming took the kinks out of my muscles, and I did a couple of laps: out, around the platform and back again.
When I climbed the dock ladder, I felt immensely better. Cleaner, refreshed, and relaxed. And not a whit less horny.
I stretched out on the dock, soaking up the heat once more. Dan and Jack were still making a half-assed effort at fishing, but seemed to be spending more time just gabbing. Kind of unusual for guys who didn't tend to be all that chatty.
"What do you say, Alex?" Dan said. "Do the girls seem to be acting a little squirrelly to you?"
"Squirrelly? They are acting like they're in heat," I laughed. "Your wives, both of them, have been acting sexier, hornier and wilder than I'd ever have thought possible. They are merciless teases today. It must be some kind of tequila overload. I'm never buying cheap tequila again, if the good stuff produces this kind of reaction!"
Jack laughed out loud. "OUR wives? Sure, Robin's been a huge tease, but your Sheri is almost out of control. She walks around with those tits of hers just screaming out for attention, and she hasn't missed out on a single opportunity to get up close and personal with me all day."
"Please!" Dan chimed in, "Jill's been just as bad as Sheri. I've never seen anything like those two. Not that I mind - oh no, not at all!"
I grinned, "I think that's the most important issue here. Do either of you two really mind that our wives are spending the whole day either naked, or nearly so, and showing us a ridiculous amount of attention?"
I asked Jack point blank, "Would it be that bad if Jill teased me almost beyond control? As long as she ended up with you tonight?"
"If Sheri was doing the same to me, I think I'd be cheering her on, if you don't mind," he admitted.
"What if it was Robin paying you the attention," I continued.
He smiled. "I think I could live with that." He realized what he was saying, and turned to Dan, "I mean as long as you were cool with it."
Dan didn't take long to respond. "I don't know what they're up to," he admitted, "but it's been an incredible day. You did get to do the suntan lotion thing too, didn't you?"
"Guilty." I admitted with a grin. "Listen, I overheard some gabbing. It sounds like the teasing is 100% intentional. They're hoping that with all the eye-candy and the overt play, they'll each be at the receiving end of a 'whole lot of lovin' from each of their severely worked up hubbies."
"The plans working for me," Jack admitted. "I'd fuck anything that would keep still for 10 seconds right about now. Their antics have had me aching for hours."
"No shit," Dan laughed. "That lunch scene had me on the verge of shooting several times. You missed out dude."
"Speaking of which, I'm starving." I told them, getting up to head back to the cabin for a well deserved meal.
"Just stick to what's on the menu," Jack yelled.
At the cabin, I had a sandwich waiting for me, along with three beautiful naked women. I was getting hard just in anticipation of being around them again.
"You poor baby," Sheri said, reaching down and giving my exposed hard-on a stroke of her hand. "Girls, can you give us a couple of minutes? I think I'd like to take the edge off for him. Sounds like he's earned it, from what Jill tells." She took me by the hand and escorted me about 10 feet to the nearest bed.
She pushed me down, but before she could join me she had a momentary change of heart, "Damn, I better hit the can first. Girls, entertain him for a minute, will ya? I'll be right back."
She disappeared into the bathroom, and Robin strolled over, with Jill in her wake. "Can we help? Make sure you're ready for her?" She leaned forward, putting one knee on the bed, and then running a finger from my knee to my crotch. "Or maybe you'd like to show my girls the attention you gave Jill's?" Robin said, crawling toward me holding her tits out for me.
I didn't really get an option. Robin's tits were in my face in seconds, and I was sucking away, deliriously happy when I felt Jill's hand on my cock, restoring me to full hardness. Her hand stroked me nice and firmly, preparing me for my wife's attentions.
"Enough, you harlots!" my wife cried out, giggling at watching me get inundated under about 240 lbs of best friend flesh. "Back off and get your own. This one's mine." She emphasized it by planting her lips firmly on my cock, while her friends backed off just far enough to be out of the way.
Sheri loved oral. It's one of the things that brought us together. She just loved to give head, and, surprise, surprise, I loved getting it. I'd never met anyone like her. When we first started living together, we'd hang out naked around the apartment, and out of the blue, she'd go down on me for a while, get me hard, and leave me hanging, just to attack me again an hour later. I'd come for her several times a day. While watching TV, a commercial was an excuse for 3 minutes of oral sex. A boring show might be enough time to actually get off. And public blow-jobs were part of the game as well. I would often try to move her blow-jobs towards normal sex, but rarely was I successful. Our sex was great, don't get me wrong, but 3 or 4 times a week was about as often as we did it, while I probably felt her lips on my cock at least twice a day. On occasion she'd get in the mood for a marathon, and I'd spend half the day with my cock between her lips.
I never got tired of watching her suck me, or just leaning back and letting her have her way.
She loved the fact, and made no bones about it, that I had pretty extraordinary recovery capability. Like a teenager, I could come and be ready to go again in 5 minutes, quite often never even going soft after finishing. I believe it was this added benefit that finally won her over for good. She was a beautiful, sexy woman, and I was always amazed that she had gone for me.
Sheri happily gave a quick demonstration of her magical mouth, while her friends openly watched. I thought I'd be able to last a while, after my recent finish between Jill's generous lips, but once more, the view, the situation, and my wife's extensive experience, particularly where it concerns me, had me blowing after an embarrassingly short time.
After wiping her lips, in an exaggerated gesture, Sheri did provide a little encouragement. "God that was a quick one. Must be the audience. I wish I'd known that was the secret to pulling your trigger; it might have saved me hours and hours of time spent with rug burn knees and a sore jaw." She giggled. "OK, sweetie, enjoy lunch, I'm going to go see if the other boys might need a suntan lotion refresh. Care to join me Jill?"
Jill seemed a bit reluctant, but she eventually left Robin and I alone, except for a thick sandwich. I took a huge bite.
"Give me that," Robin said, pushing the table away from me, and taking the sandwich from my hand and straddling my lap. "You must be worn out, and your arms exhausted from all that work. Let me help you." She fed me a bit of sandwich, and then wiped my lips clean. Her crotch pressed against mine, her tits pressed against my upper chest. She caressed my face with her lips, while I chewed.
She fed me that way, teasing me, touching me, grinding her hips against mine, occasionally kissing me, letting her tongue tangle with mine. The sandwich slowly disappeared, my stomach stopped growling, and my alter-ego strived to gain my lunch partner's attention.
"Are you getting hard for me?" she finally asked, when there could no longer be any doubt about it.
"How could I not?" I responded, pulling her close, while I swallowed the last of my sandwich.
She brushed any last crumbs off my lips, reached back and passed me my glass of water, and after I'd washed down the last remnants, she stood up, still straddling me, her tits right in front of my face. My lips captured the nearest nipple while she peeked out the windows, searching out our companions. She finally drew her nipple out of my mouth and replaced it with her own sensuous lips, giving me a warm, passionate kiss.
"Ok, here's the deal," she told me softly, a minute later, "If you just put it in me, but we didn't really move, then it wouldn't technically be fucking, would it?" She asked, raising her hips up. She reached for me, and placed me at her tiny opening.
"Technically, no." I agreed, while I started to lower her onto my cock.
With a couple of inches inside of her, she gasped. "Slowly! You stretch me so tightly, you have to go slow." I pulled her down a little farther, then worried her tits some more while she got used to being filled.
"Check out if anyone's headed this way," she said, gasping as she squirmed to take more of me.
I stood; with her arms and legs wrapped around me, her weight finally finished the job and helped me to fully skewer her. I walked to the window and looked down to the shore, over her shoulder.
"How bad are they being?" she gasped, holding herself tight against me.
I saw that Jill was with Dan, down by the water's edge. She was sitting behind him, and he was seated between her legs, facing out to the water. She was pressed firmly against his back and looking over his shoulder. "A lot of contact between Jill and Dan, but nothing too naughty," I told her, lifting her up the full length of my erection, and lowering her slowly. Her slender, small body was a relief to move around, after tossing around huge chunks of lumber all morning. And it was a lot softer against my skin.
"You're being bad, Alex," she told me softly, and then kissed me deeply. I could feel her hot pussy clutching at me, pulsing around my cock. "How about the other two? Can you see what your wife is up to?"
I could barely see them out on the platform. "I can't really tell. They're on the swimming platform." I turned sideways, letting her look as well.
"Dammit, I can't tell either," she said while I bounced her on my cock a bit.
"Stop Alex, that's over the line," she warned me, with just a hint of steel in her voice. "Just stay inside me for a while, please." She clung to me, and I felt her tensing up on my cock again.
I held her firmly, one hand holding her tight little butt, the other crossing her back. I concentrated on my stiffness, buried so deeply inside of her. I flexed my ass, tightening that muscle just behind my swollen balls, forcing my cock to swell within her, screwing with her from the inside, if I wasn't allowed to fuck her thoroughly from the outside.
I felt her teeth press into my shoulder. She moaned beautifully, before clasping my face in her delicate little hands, and staring into my eyes.
"Kiss me, Alex, kiss me hard, and make me come on your cock, just like this." She pressed her lips to mine, and I turned and walked with her, kissing her, the motion of our movement creating the little bit of friction she needed. I needed a whole lot more, after my wife's recent escapade, but I was happy enough to give Robin what she wanted, since I'd already been on the receiving side of her lips twice.
My hands clutched her firm ass cheeks, squeezing her soft flesh, and I carried her to the bed where I lowered her onto her back, still kissing her. I shoved hard into her, putting my hands on her shoulders and pulling her down firmly, pushing as deeply as I could. Completely filling her, I let my hands slide down from her shoulders to her sweet tits. I fondled them, playing with her hard little nipples, enjoying being able to hold them, squeezing, twisting, while her breath hissed in my mouth. She ripped her lips from mine, groaning.
"That's it, Alex, I'm coming. Oooh," she moaned, her body quivering, her pussy clamping down on my rod, waves of passion riding my staff deep inside of her. "Don't move, don't you dare move, just a few seconds more, just...."
"FUCK!" she cried out loudly before I could quickly cover her mouth with mine, my tongue ravaging her mouth, while she came on me again, hard, her feet striking my ass from behind trying to draw me even deeper.
The tenseness in her body slowly dissipated, and she melted beneath me. She sighed hugely, her mouth slack, her legs dropping to the bed. She looked at me with her beautiful eyes, and finally gave me a weak smile.
"We were bad, Alex. Very bad. Please don't tell. I couldn't help it."
I pulled out of her and looked down at her red, open pussy. Unable to resist, I lowered my mouth to her crotch and tasted her, just a bit, before pulling away.
I walked away from her, before I lost all control and fucked her senseless.
"Tonight," I told her, "I want you to watch while I fuck the shit out of Sheri. I want you to know that I'll be thinking of you, imagine it's your sweet pussy I'm plundering."
"Mmmm, I like that," she said, laying on her side and watching me. "And when I ride Dan into oblivion, you should know that it's you I'll be thinking of as well."
"You're a bad girl, you know that Robin?"
"I'll be bad for you, given a chance," she said softly, her eyes burning into me.
I had to get out of there. I wanted this vixen way too much.
After almost carving myself up sharpening my axe on Dan's antique grindstone, I headed back up the trail, fully clothed this time. I could feel the tightness of a light burn on my skin, and didn't want to exacerbate it.
Halfway through taking care of the wayward branch, and a few of its buddies, I found Dan working his way up the trail behind me, his weed-whacker announcing his presence before he got to me. He was trimming back the sorry excuse for a road, occasionally taking his machete to any bigger stuff extending out over the 10 foot wide set of twin dirt ruts.
I had the branch cleared out and was cutting it to size, once more creating a wood stack that we could fetch later, when he finally got to me. He shut down the noisy gas tool, and took a breather.
"Sorry it's turning into a working vacation," he said, looking over the work I'd done.
"You should be saying sorry to Jack, if you left him behind for those girls to tease the shit out of him," I laughed.
"Naw, I put him to work with the Round-up, spraying my buffer area. If he finishes that, he's supposed to work on the broken window shutter, doing what he can to repair it. I told him worse comes to worse, just nail it shut. Anyway, the girls were busy airing out the cushions and mattresses on the front porch. Quite a sight that, three naked girls fighting with a queen sized mattress."
We talked for a while, and I walked with him, wielding the machete while he did the weed whacking. We talked about what he could do to make the cabin more secure. He was looking for low tech answers, better shutters, warning signs, locking the interior better. I had to tell him I thought that a determined person could probably get in no matter what. And with the place out in the middle of nowhere, it'd be hard to stop them. My idea was more in line with my technical skills. I thought we could put cameras on the outside, and alarms on the windows and doors that would set off a cellular call to his phone. If anyone did break in, he'd at least know about it, and chances are, he could make the drive up to the cabin in just a few hours and still probably catch the perpetrators. At least he could take care of any damage.
We discussed a few different possibilities and made it as far as the big tree I'd cut down.
"Shit!" He looked over the logs carefully stacked on the side. "I should have known that sucker would fall some day. It had been leaning badly ever since I started coming up here over four years ago. That was a lot of work, I bet." He laughed, giving me a slug. "Better you than me!"



"I didn't mind," I admitted. "I kind of enjoyed it. I like working outdoors. This may sound stupid, but I feel great after all the work today."
"I know what you mean. Robin gives me crap for spending most of our outings up here working on the place, but I love to see the results. There's something really fulfilling about it."
We turned around at the tree. The sun was getting low, and he was afraid if we took much longer, we'd be in the dark before we got back. He was probably right, but we were saved from finding out when Jack showed up to shuttle us back on his bike. He gave Dan a ride back, taking the tools with him, and I decided to jog back to my bike, and head back on my own. It was a tough run, with the mud and pools of water, but I made it before too long, and was able to ride back while the sun was still a good bit above the horizon.
As part of our provisions, we'd brought an entire beef tenderloin with us, and Dan had pulled out an old Weber and was cooking it up by the time I got back. I put the axe away, stripped, and jogged down to the water without even checking in with the others. I felt sweaty and grubby, and wanted to rinse off and cool off before dinner.
Sheri was waiting for me at the end of the dock when I finished my brisk swim, holding out a towel for me. Looking up from the water at this naked beauty, waiting patiently, I had to smile once more at the circumstances that had accidentally turned our place into a nudist cabin. The accidental nudist cabin.
I stood in front of her and she dried me off. It was incredibly sensual, feeling her squat down and drying each of my legs, as if nude swimming was the most natural thing in the world.
She seemed a bit nervous, and started in hesitantly. "You're OK with all the playing around today, aren't you?" She looked up at me, with those big blue eyes. "I mean, we did a lot of teasing, but I didn't go over the line. Not really." She said, almost apologetically. "You had fun, didn't you?"
"It's been a great day," I told her, taking her in my arms. "And I hate to say it, but I really enjoyed watching you tease the guys, knowing how hot and bothered they were getting, and that later on you'd be with me, while they could only wish they were in my shoes. Shoes? I guess that's not the best metaphor." I gave her a kiss. "You OK?"
"Never better." She sighed and sank into me, hugging me almost desperately tight.
We sat down on the dock side by side, looking out over the water. I knew my wife, and she had something to say, but the best route was for me to just wait for her to figure out how she wanted to say it.
It took a while, but she finally spit it out. "I loved it. I loved the attention, and seeing those poor boys getting all hard over me, and leaving them worked up and horny as shit. Maybe not at first, when I was still a little nervous, and worried they might think me trashy, or not like me or something." She giggled, "That certainly didn't turn out to be the problem." She hesitated, "I might have let them take a little too many liberties with me, especially with these," she remarked, holding her tits out for me, "more than I had planned on. I'm sorry about that."
"Don't be." I reached out and caressed her full, firm, tits, my fingers lingering over the reddish areas where I figured someone's stubble caused some irritation. "It was just play. A little fun and games. Nobody here is trying to steal anybody's spouse or anything like that. It's just a kind of wild freedom to indulge a little in each other; all the time knowing there are limits, and wanting to push them just a little. Maybe we just want to think that we're the special ones, the one that our friends would risk everything for."
She giggled some more, "I figured you probably pushed a few limits today too, huh?"
"Absolutely," I laughed. "I had to get out of that cabin after lunch with Robin, before I forgot myself, and did something really stupid.
"You know, I hear about how naturists get so that being around others naked isn't really sexual. I don't know how. Every time I see you women, any of you, out here in the open, completely naked, my heart just wants to burst from excitement. Maybe when there's the unfulfilled potential for sexual activity, it changes things, but I've got to believe that a week from now, seeing one of those pretty girls walking down that trail to me, naked, would lead to an instant hard-on, and naughty fantasies."
"No shit." Sheri said. "When you walk near a guy, brush against him and see his manhood jump to attention, how can you not feel that down in your loins? Immediately, I feel my nipples hardening, and I know that they can see that too, and I know what they want. I know what they want to do to me. Even with their wives just a little ways away, I know they'd take a huge chance just to touch me."
"Pretty intense, huh?" I asked my dear, quivering wife.
"Mmmhmm." She seemed lost in her thoughts and then shook her head and came back to Earth. "We're cool though, right?" She seemed inordinately nervous, and I wonder if maybe one of her barriers had slipped more than just a little. Not like I had room to complain.
"Sheri, you're going home with me when this is all over. That's what matters. If the playing around got a little out of hand, as long as we leave it here, at the cabin, who does it really hurt? I know you love me, and I love you, and everything else is just letting our hair down for once."
She leaned into me, sighing. "You're too good to be real."
"And you're too wild to be caged," I teased. "Although I don't think I ever would have guessed it. You've surprised me this weekend. I have to confess I like it. I like the teasing, and am fine with what's been going on."
I heard Jill's voice from nearby. "Ok, lovebirds! Dinner is about ready, and even though lumberjack Alex may have earned a rest, we ladies have still got to pull a few things together. Coming?"
I hadn't even realized that Sheri's hand had wandered back to my lap, and was bringing me to life, yet again. When I stood, and helped my wife stand up, Jill looked us over. "Jeez, you guys! Alex, doesn't that thing ever go down? You're going to give my man a complex."
Sheri giggled. "Oh, I think your man's been doing just fine on his own. Quite responsive, that one."
Jill laughed. "I bet I'll walk bow-legged for a week after tonight. You've got him primed and ready to go."
"That was the idea, right?" Sheri said as we walked along hand-in-hand.
"Shh! That's our secret. You're not supposed to share that with the enemy!" Jill said, falling in step next to me, and snaking her arm around my hips. I placed my arm across her shoulders, then let is slide down to cup her delicious ass.
The sun was setting behind us, a sliver of orange on the horizon, a little off to our left as we walked up the hill.
"I'm a lumberjack and I'm Ok, I sleep all night and I work all day," I started singing, just happy as could be with wear life had taken me at that very moment.
"As long as you don't start wearing women's clothing, 'and hanging out in bars'," Jill warned me, singing the second half of her statement.
Gotta love an educated woman.
"The day turned out pretty nice, after the rough start we had." I said as we approached the house.
"Nice?" Jill said, almost in shock, "Abso-fucking-lutely incredible is what I'm thinking."
Sheri giggled. "I'm glad we're in agreement. I hope everyone else thinks so."
Jill snorted. "Just stick those big titties out there, and tell the boys what they're supposed to think. I'm sure they'll agree to whatever you tell them."
"Cool. I'm going to tell Jack to fuck your pretty little head off tonight, and I might even give him a flash or two for inspiration." Sheri told her friend.
"Mmmm, maybe I'll do the same for you. With Alex I mean. I mean with you. Oh shit, you know what I mean." Jill mumbled, stumbling over her words.
We saw Jack was tending the grill, with tongs in his hand, and his substantial hard-on, just inches from the hot metal. "Careful, bud!" I called out to him from a few feet away, "Don't burn that thing!"
He looked at me quizzically, and turned the tenderloin with the tongs. "It's doing fine," he said.
"That's not the meat you should be worried about." Sheri warned him.
He looked down and saw his dick was waving in the air only about an inch away from the rounded kettle. He turned his hips toward us, "Whoops! Thanks for the warning. But if y'all weren't looking so incredibly hot, I wouldn't have this problem, you know."
"Thanks," I blurted, "it's nice to know you care."
"Not you, asshole," he laughed. "The other two."
We were standing just a couple of feet away, and I reached out and squeezed the nearest tit on each woman. "Don't you mean the other four?"
Sheri slapped my hand away, but Jill pushed herself against me. "Don't worry; I'll take good care of that bad boy after dinner," she told Jack. I rubbed her nipple just a bit, feeling it responding, then pulled my hand away and gave her rear a loud smack, eliciting a yelp.
Sheri and I entered the cabin, to find Dan and Robin locked in a passionate embrace. "Get a room you two!" I teased.
"We've got one," Dan said with a smile, and then he peeled himself away and finished setting the table, while Sheri and Robin whispered between themselves.
Dinner was a remarkably calm affair, with a wonderful meal, and a gallon of Cabernet to wash it down. As the meal ended, I could feel the tension in the room building. I was certain we all knew where this would soon be heading. The girls once more volunteered for cleanup duty, and Dan started up our fireplace again. It was still warm in the cabin, but with the sun down, and the breeze cutting through the room, it was rapidly cooling off. Dan went to work starting up the fire, and I indulged in one of my worse habits, retiring to the front porch, and lighting up a big old Fuente Double Corona. My little travel wallet held four oversized cigars, and I offered one to Jack, an excellent Ashton, who happily accepted and joined me, looking out over the water.
We just rocked in the chairs, inhaling the strong smoke.
"Best fucking day in years," he finally sighed.
"I'll second that," I told him, and we tapped our cigars against each other, as if toasting.
"I got a confession," he said softly. "I might have gone a little farther with Sheri then she or I planned." He hesitated before continuing, "I don't mean nothing by it, I hope you know, but damn, she's a sexy woman."
I reached out and gave him a playful slug on the shoulder. "It was their game. We're only fucking men, right? Slaves to our hormones, which they so skillfully put into play." I took a deep draw, lazily letting the smoke slowly escape my lips. "I figure I'm just as guilty as you, with Jill. You might find some beard rash on her chest, if you were to look closely. I should have shaved this morning."
He giggled. "Ditto."
"In the end, we know who we're going home with, right?" I reminded him.
"Fuck yeah. What happens in the cabin stays in the cabin," he quipped.
"Then you're forgiven. For whatever happened today, and for anything else that may happen tonight or tomorrow. As long as when we hit the road tomorrow, we're back to status quo."
"Aces," he sighed, leaning back and drawing on his cigar, blowing big lazy smoke rings up into the night.
I sat back, picturing Jill on that path, her mouth a chamber of pleasure, while I used her. I looked over at Jack, who was similarly relaxed; at least most of him was. His hand was at work slowly stroking himself.
"You reliving an especially nice memory?" I asked quietly.
"Mmmhmm. You?"
"Oh, yeah. You, sir, are a lucky man."
"I think we all are, this weekend," he said softly.
Dan showed up a minute later, taking one of the two remaining seats. "Damn. Don't do that!"
"Do what?" I asked.
"Don't leave me in there with all three of them, they're out of control!"
We laughed and I passed him a stogey as well. This was the life. Country life, full belly, a good cigar, and a room of naked ladies getting worked up behind us.
Robin opened the screen door beside us. "Get your asses in here before the bugs eat you alive. You can bring those stinky smoke sticks in if you want; I figure the smoke from the fireplace can use the competition. At least as long as you don't try to go 'Clinton' on me with one of those."
I got up and listened to Jack moan. "Damn it! Why'd she have to go and plant that image in my mind?"
We laughed, and squeezed through the front door. Forty eight hours earlier, if he'd brushed against me naked, I probably would have bolted; but now it was natural, and right.
Jill called out to me, "What have you got on tap for us tonight, Alex?"
I went to the cabinet shelf I'd commandeered, and brought down three bottles. "I've got an excellent sipping rum, Cruzan Single Barrel, for those who would like to try that, and if you'll give me a minute," I displayed the bottle of Bailey's Irish Cream, and the 1/2 bottle of Tequila left from the previous night. I poured half the Bailey's slowly into the Tequila bottle. "We've got a concoction that goes by a few different names, including the 'Naked Orgasm'."
"Real subtle, asshole," my wife commented.
"Hey! I didn't name it, and if y'all had just finished the tequila last night we'd be having Ecstasy shots instead." I told her, carrying the bottles over and placing them on the coffee table.
"What's in that?" Jack asked.
"Bailey's and Vodka," I explained.
"Cool, we can keep that in reserve," Jill suggested.
"Not me. I'm dying to see if the difference between good rum and what I've been swilling is anything like the difference in tequilas," Robin laughed.
Everyone but Dan and I had assumed the same seating as the night before. It made me think of school and sitting in someone else's seat. Dan had slipped out to return with some more wood to stack beside the fire.
I tapped the ash off of my cigar, into an empty mug, before relighting it. My mistake. Dan moved over and plopped down between Robin and Sheri, leaving me the seat next to Jill. Looking across, I could see that Robin already was working on the rum. The little tease licked the entire end of the bottle after her sip, her tongue looking especially sensual.
I took the only open spot, listening in as Jack told a story about early love that ended in an impossibly embarrassing situation. The night was nothing like the previous one. Everyone was in a great mood to start, the weather was ideal, and the conversation ebbed and flowed naturally, with two and even three discussions going on at the same time, without any difficulties. There was a lot of excitement and agitation in some of the discussions, and I just loved watching the girls waving their arms around while talking, and watching the resultant counterpoint activity in the jiggling of their tits.
Damn the person who invented bras!
The liquor smoothly transitioned around the table with Jack, Robin and I savoring the rum, while our partners polished off the 'Orgasms'. Robin made it clear she enjoyed the rum, and it was much improved, but nothing like the difference between good and bad tequila.
"Next time we come up here, I think you should double the stock of tequila," she said thoughtfully.
Easy enough for her to say, at over $50 a bottle. Then again, a couple of hundred bucks was a small price to pay to get her to open up like she had.
Talk eventually got around to our less-than-routine activities of the day. I immediately felt myself responding to the direction of the conversation, looking across at Robin who was being lightly fondled by her husband.
Jill took the bull by the horns. "It sounds to me like everyone had a good time with all the teasing and playing around going on," she stated, looked around for any dissent. She would have had to wait a long time.
She leaned forward over the coffee table, took a quick sip from the 'Naked Orgasm' bottle, and said softly. "Would anybody else like to play a little more?"
I don't know if it was taken for granted that the guys were up for anything. It was a fact that all three of us were 'up' for something. But we seemed to be waiting for agreement from all the girls.
Sheri leaned in, and took the bottle from in front of Jill, and took a long drink, then set the bottle down. "I'm in."
They both turned to look at Robin.
"Are you kidding? Do you even have to ask?" She laughed out loud, a full bodied, tit shaking laugh. "I just don't know how to start!"
And that, really, was the crux of the matter.
"I have a suggestion," Dan said, pausing.
"Fine, then spit it out already!" Jill told him.
"How about if every lady in the room sat on her husband's lap for a couple of minutes, and discussed their expectations of the evening."
For two of the couples, that was a simple shift in position. In our case, Sheri came over to me and deposited herself in my lap, carefully, without impaling herself.
"Where do you think this is headed?" She asked me nervously.
"Only as far as you want it to."
"Where do you think we should draw the lines?" she asked, nibbling on my shoulder, while I fondled her excited tits.
"Any limits on the hands?" I asked her.
"I guess not," she said softly.
"Any limits on your magnificent tits? And before you say anything, remember, the wrong answer here may drive one of these guys to kill himself."
She giggled, "What is it about you men, and a set of big firm tits?"
"Natural tits." I added.
"Ok, big firm natural tits. What's up with that?"
"Why not ask why the sun shines, why a wolf howls at the moon, why birds migrate in winter? It's in our nature."
She was still giggling, and she said softly, "OK, I think there's pretty much no limit on these babies."
"Any limits on our mouths?" I asked, wondering where her perceived limits really were. With her oral fixation, I half expected her answer.
"Not if you don't mind," she said finally.
"I don't mind. I'm thinking I'd kind of like to see that."
"Really?" she asked, cautiously.
"Really. And if you do it, I expect to have a good view." I told her.
She blushed, which was pretty. "I think I can manage that."
I reached between her legs and caressed her, making her moan. "How about this?"
"Nothing bigger than a finger except for you," she said quickly.
"OK, I guess that's settled," I said.
"Is it? What about this thing?" she said, holding my hard cock.
"I'll go by your rules."
"But what if Robin or Jill doesn't have the same rules, are you going to disappoint them?" she asked.
"I think they can survive," I told her.
She was quiet a moment. "What if I don't mind?" she finally asked.
I was a little stunned, "Huh?"
"If they want to go further than me, I don't mind. Like you, I even think I'd kind of like to see it," she said slowly.
"Are you sure?"
"Let me spell it out for you. If Robin is willing to let you stick that inside of her, I think you should." She continued, looking me in the eye. "I'd like to hear her squeal again."
"And Jill?"
"As far as she can take it."
I closed my eyes and thought about it. "I don't know, Sheri. If we go down that road, their husbands might expect the same."
"I'll deal with it. I'm sure I can find ways to get their mind off of that." As if to prove her point, she slid off of my lap and took my cock in her mouth, then licked it casually, looking around at the rest of our play partners.
I caressed her hair while she licked me, and waited to see the outcome of the other conversations. I didn't have to wait long.
"Ladies? How about if you all move clockwise, and tell your new partner where you think the evening should go?" He smiled, looking directly at Sheri, eager to play.



No more eager than Jill it seemed, who was climbing into my lap so quickly that Sheri barely had time to get out of the way.
I looked at the nude Amazon, perched on my lap sideways, her legs extended toward her husband, my hard-on pressed against her hip. I held her easily, one arm around her back, one arm around her waist, just enjoying feeling her, seeing her naked flesh so close. Then she leaned back, almost stretched out, using the couch arm as a back rest. She looked incredible, with all her substantial charms in easy reach.
"Did you hear us?" she asked me.
"Sorry, not a word. Can I kiss you?"
She didn't answer, she just leaned forward a little, and I bent down allowing our lips to meet. We exchanged a long ardent kiss.
As we pulled apart, I asked her the $64,000 question. "Do you want to tell me about your limits, or should I just find out on my own?"
"Full penetration is off limits. That's it," she said. "That and we can't leave this area." She smiled, sat up a little, and kissed me softly. She then ran her hands down her body, in an extremely sexy way. "It's all yours, your own playground," she smiled as she lay back against the couch arm. "I'll tell you now; I'll be paying for this for a while, so I expect you to make it worthwhile."
I let my hand slowly caress her torso, and finally move up to her tit, and gave it a squeeze. "You know, that's a pretty devastating offer." I leaned down and kissed her again, loving the taste of her. "I wonder if Dan has plans for keeping us moving around the table. How much time do you think we have?"
"I don't care. Take your time. If I have to go, I'll be back," she said hungrily, her hand sliding between us and grasping me. "I wish I could let you go all the way, but that's not in the cards, at least not tonight. Not while everybody's awake."
Damn. That was pretty clear.
She stretched, her arms extending above her head, her legs tensing, then separating slightly. Her back arched, pushing her tits to the sky. Then she relaxed, opening up her upper body for me.
Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I put my mouth to good use, leaning forward and taking her tits in my hands, squeezing them, and taking turns licking her nipples and watching them swell. I was nibbling on one, when I heard the chiming of an alarm. My hand had just reached down to the 'V' of her legs. Damn it!
"I think it's time to switch," Dan said, then I watched him take his watch off and adjust it, then lay it back on the table. He definitely did have a plan.
"I don't know how I'm going to sit on his lap," Jill whispered in my ear, and I suddenly remembered the huge difference in size between the two of them.
Robin waited patiently for her seat to open up, and then she was climbing into my lap wrapping her arms around me. "Ready for me, tiger?"
"What do you think?" I asked her with a smile.
"I think you've been very patient, and should be rewarded," she said, giving my hardness a squeeze.
"So what should I know about your limits?" I asked her.
She gave me a huge smile, and then leaned and whispered in my ear. "My ass is off limits to your friend here." She emphasized the 'friend' with a squeeze of my manhood. "Other than that, I'm yours until that stupid alarm goes off again."
It was everything I'd hoped for, and more than I'd dared to dream. "Dan is cool with that?"
"Dan is eager. He wants to see me cum on your cock. We shouldn't disappoint him. He is the host after all." She then asked a little more timidly, "Is that going to be OK with Sheri?"
"More than OK," I told her.
She closed her eyes, and I saw her shiver, "Thank God! I was so afraid that we'd have to stop short." She looked over at my wife, who had Jack's face buried in her tits already. "I'm going to have to thank her properly, when this is over."
"I'm hoping this is never over," I told her, hugging her tightly and kissing her warmly.
She squirmed in my arms, "I want to see what Jill looks like on Dan," she giggled, turning in my lap and facing away. I had one hand on her tit, and the other one caressing her delightful pussy, my fingers teasing her entrance, separating the lips without penetrating. I looked over her shoulder to see Jill straddling Dan, and he was almost invisible beneath her. She was pulling his face against her chest, and looking around to see what was going on behind her. I kissed and nibbled on Robin's neck and ear, getting her squirming, while I played with her body in full view of everybody present.
I was sorry to hear that alarm go off, but I knew that the constant switching and teasing would make the whole thing that more incredible. That Dan was a slick one. I was going to have to have Sheri thank him properly when this was over.
Sheri took no time at all to get what she wanted. She pulled me down the couch a bit, and then straddled me, taking me inside of her. I slid in easily, and gasped at the relief. "Fuck. I needed that."
"Having fun?" she asked.
"Yes. And you?"
"Oh yeah," she gave me a wiggle. "What are their rules?"
"Jill said no penetration," I told her.
"I kind of figured," she laughed, "and Robin?"
"The sky's the limit," I told her.
"Fuck! Say that again, it made my pussy jump the first time," she hissed, clinging to me.
"I'll be fucking her until she screams before the night is through," I told her. "I'm going to stick this cock so far inside of her that I'm going to have her speaking in tongues."
"Jesus," she moaned, moving up and down on my cock, openly fucking me in front of her friends. I looked around and saw our hosts watching.
"Don't look now, but Dan and Robin are both looking so see what I've got in store for her in a little while," I told her.
"Oh God, that is so damned hot." She settled deep onto my cock, then lifted all the way up, and slowly took it again. "How did we get here? Can you believe this?"
"We can thank some damn thief for getting the ball rolling," I told her, "and some naughty, devious ladies for getting behind the whole teasing thing."
"And don't forget Mr. Tequila last night. Without the tequila, I don't think we would have had an observer last night when I sucked you off. That little show had her so hot to play today I was surprised she didn't just jump your bones right in front of everybody."
"So what are your plans for these boys?" I asked her.
"The world's best, most extended blow job," she said confidently. "After this I'm going to spend every minute sucking strange cock. I hope they have stamina, but if they don't, well I'll just have to get them up again. I'd like to go for six." She started fucking me a little more animatedly. "I hope Jill blows you next. I think I'd like to have her get a taste of me." The alarm went off before she had finished speaking.
"We'll see," I told her, watching her take a small sip of the rum before moving on. She went straight to her knees in front of Dan. No doubt about what she was planning.
It turned out that all three of the girls had the same plan in mind. Jill got down in front of me, and I scooted to the edge of the couch to improve her access. She wasn't in a hurry to get to the main course, and she licked me and teased me with her hands, lips and tongue, without taking me into her mouth. She took her time cleaning any trace of my wife off of my hardness, without a hint of fastidiousness. Just the opposite, she seemed to enjoy it. I looked around and watched the other guys relish being on the receiving end of a blow-job from their friend's wives, while their own spouses went to work with their hands and mouths elsewhere.
I watched my wife blow Dan, taking his entire cock in her mouth repeatedly, while he groaned his appreciation. He always looked so young, until you saw that angry red cock of his pointing up, loaded for bear. I swear it looked like she was corrupting a neighborhood youth. I looked over at Jack, watching him scan the activity, gazing down at Robin's active mouth, then glancing over to see what Jill was doing for me, before looking across the way to gaze on Sheri's artful oral play.
Our eyes locked and we both grew immense smiles. If he was jealous, it wasn't showing. I put up a hand for a high-five, and when he smacked my hand with a resounding crack, we got the momentary attention of all the women.
Jill looked over at him with a look of surprise. She stroked my cock with her hand, exaggerating the long slow movement. "Enjoying yourself, Jack?" she asked out loud. "Ready to see your wife take someone else's cock in my mouth? Want to see Alex fill my mouth with this beast?"
Jack just moaned as Jill slowly sank her mouth over my length, taking me deep, pressing the head against the back of her throat. She pushed and pushed, taking even more of me, until she pulled away gasping. "Was that what you wanted to see?"
"God, you look incredible," he moaned, holding Robin's head in his hands and pumping into her mouth.
After that she started sucking me more aggressively, and I just relaxed and enjoyed her efforts at showing off for her husband. The alarm was almost welcome; I didn't want to get too excited.
Robin didn't even get off her knees; she wriggled over and started kissing my thighs. "I swear this is the naughtiest thing I've ever done. I never even did anything like this in high-school or college," she confessed.
"And the night's just starting." I reminded her.
"I feel so sexy, just going from cock to cock, filling my mouth with a different man's pulsing meat." She leaned over and sucked me deep, coming up for air, and licking my rod like a lollipop.
"Are you going to suck Dan as well? Or try something different?" I asked her, marveling that such a pretty girl was so happy to have my cock in her mouth.
"I think I'll just keep sucking around the table until somebody pops!" she laughed.
"Would you like some help with Dan? Maybe Sheri could help you. I'm sure Dan would love to see you sharing his cock with somebody else."
She giggled, and then she was climbing up in my lap, giving me a big sloppy kiss. "Do you think she would?"
"I do."
"God, that would be great!" She turned sideways on the couch, her rear-end raised high and almost in Jack's face, while she went after my cock from a different angle. I was able to play with her tit in this position, and when she moaned, I looked over to see Jack with his hand in the cookie jar, fingering my fellatrix, while my wife worked hard at encouraging him to fill her mouth with more than just his cock.
Dan was staring at his young wife with unadulterated lust in his eyes, while she had her smooth pussy rubbed, and her mouth stretched wide. I looked over at Jack, and he saw me watching. He smiled then leaned over and put his mouth where his hand was.
"Oh God!" Robin cried out, pulling off my cock just long enough to express herself before going after my cock with even more determination.
Jack suddenly leaned back in the couch, echoing her cry, as my wife accomplished one of her many goals for the evening. The alarm went off again, and I almost wanted to throw that damn watch against the wall. I wasn't alone.
"GOD, NOT NOW!" Jack cried out, while my wife sucked him dry.
Robin climbed off of me, quivering. "I need a drink," she said, then headed to the kitchen, returning with a large glass of water.
Sheri, in the meantime came over to me, and wiping her mouth with a big, slutty gesture. "That's one," she told me, reaching down and caressing my hard-on.
There appeared to be a short break all around, with Jack regaining his composure, while his wife sat down next to him, toying with his semi-hard rod. I retrieved my cigar - no reason to let a $20 stick go to waste, and re-lit it, taking a huge draw, and sighing loudly. Sheri sat on the arm of the couch, enjoying her own accomplishment. "I'm sorry you didn't have a better view, but Robin was kind of in the way," she told me softly. "I can't fault her, that pretty little slit of hers up in his face was the extra incentive he needed. I'll try to make sure you get a real good view of the next one."
I grabbed the passing bottle of rum, taking a quick sip, and then said to her softly. "When we start up again, you want to help Robin get Dan off?"
She looked surprised. "Really?"
"Sound like fun?" I asked her.
"We're going to blow his mind," she laughed mischievously.
"I was thinking of something a little lower."
"And what will you be doing, sitting all alone?" she asked.
"I think I'll do to Jill what Jack did for Robin."
"Just remember everything I taught you."
And teach me she had. Sheri was not afraid to let me know what she liked and didn't like. Even though she probably sucked me off 20 times for each time she let me go down on her, from the very beginning she was sure to let me know what worked for her and what didn't, until I could eat her to a series of mind-blowing orgasms on demand.
Dan was playing with his damned watch. "Add another minute to the time?" he asked.
"Either that, or throw the damned thing in the lake," I growled.
The general laughter made it clear I was expressing a common feeling.
"I'll take that for a yes, for now." He said grinning. "I'll take the rest under consideration after another time around."
The girls were settling into their new positions. Sheri stood next to Robin, in front of Dan, and the girls put their arms around each other's waists. Sheri leaned down and kissed Robin on the cheek, "we're going to drive him mad," she said, loud enough for all of us to hear, and Robin pulled her head down and kissed her on the lips. "How's this for a dream come true, Dan?" she said, then kissed my wife again, their lips lingering, while each caressed the other's tits.
"Oh, Fuck," he groaned, settling low on the couch and spreading his legs wide, his hand gently slowly stroking his cock. Suddenly he was grabbing his watch, "two minutes extra," he announced.
"Cheater!" Jack laughed.
Jill was holding her husband, her hand idly caressing his slowly recovering cock. I leaned up against her from behind and tapped Jack, tearing his attention from the hellacious scene in front of him. "Would you mind sharing a little?" I asked, and when his startled look turned into another grin, I whispered to Jill, "Did you see what Robin was doing?"
She scooted back and got on her hands and knees, raising her smooth shaven pussy up to me. Her head went down to her husband's cock, while I started showing her just how much I loved the view from where I was positioned.
The only disadvantage was that I was the only one who couldn't see what was going on across the way. I settled for hearing it, while Dan narrated his desires to the two beauties gobbling away at his very excited rod.
I took my time exploring and massaging Jill's backside and slowly enjoyed opening her up and playing with her.
She was totally smooth, even after two days on the road. "Electrolysis?" I asked, between licks.
Jack answered proudly. "It took almost a year, but it was the best two grand I ever spent."
I licked inside her lips, my nose pressing up between her ass cheeks. I replaced my tongue with two fingers, diddling her. "I'll second that, she's incredible."
I opened her up and slowly started massaging around her clit while my fingers sought out her G-spot. There was little doubt she was enjoying the attention. When I let my tongue tease her little brown star, she moaned for me.
"Her ass?" Jack asked, stroking her hair while she kept her mouth full.
"Uh huh," I said, licking her back there with more determination, pushing the tip of my tongue into her.
"Thought I recognized that moan. She likes that," he said softly, closing his eyes, and leaning back.
I knew I had plenty of time, so I played around with different things, stretching her lips out, using two, then three fingers in her, and massaging her clit, applying pressure from the sides. She really responded to being finger-fucked hard, and I switched to that, three fingers working the inside of her pussy feverishly while my tongue went back to stretching her back door enough to get the tip inside of her. Sheri wasn't a big fan of anal play, but Jill seemed to respond strongly, and I switched to a finger instead of my tongue, slowly working it inside of her.
When the alarm finally went off, it looked like Dan had somehow survived the double onslaught. I grabbed Jill by the hips and picked her up, placing her on the seat where I had been, legs wide open, and I got on my knees in front of her, ready to really work at getting her off. There was no break for the luscious Jill, as my mouth went after her clit, and I let my tongue go wild on her, moving it fast and firmly and drawing her swollen clit out of hiding. She was breathing hard with her hand clutching my hair.
"That's so good, Alex. Lick my cheating married pussy," she moaned, and I did my best to do exactly as she desired.
Our host didn't get a break either. His pretty little wife moved across the way to pleasure Jack, but that just gave Sheri more room to work. I could hear her occasionally talking to him, begging him to come for her, asking him to come all over her tits.
Jill pulled her legs back, exposing herself even more to me, and I went at her with everything. I sucked her hard little clit, my lips curled into a tight 'O', the tip of my tongue worrying her little nub. My fingers were pounding her pussy, while one brazen finger tip searched out her ass again, slowly forcing its way inside of her. My jaw was starting to ache a little when I felt her tensing up.
"There, right there, don't stop," she gasped as the rough surface of my tongue owned her clit and I had my fingers pumping in and out of her dripping slit. The middle finger of my other hand had achieved its goal and I was pulling it just to the edge of her tight little butt-hole, and then sliding it back inside of her over and over again. She was moaning continuously, a series of deep, heavy breathing, long moans. I felt her legs tighten up, and her pussy clenched down on my fingers.
"FUCK!" she screamed, grabbing my head and pulling it hard against her, while her legs clamped around my ears and she rode my face. She became so wet I could feel her juices splashing as I continued to finger her pussy, with one finger buried deep in her ass. I licked her as much as I could from my awkward position, mostly targeting the top of her sweet slit. She seemed to come for a long time, but maybe that's just because I was suffocating. When she finally let me breath, releasing my head from the painful scissors lock, I leaned down and slowly lapped up her juices, running my tongue up and down her open pussy. She finally pushed me away, and I looked over to see where Robin was. She was bent over in front of my wife, playing with the cum that was splattered across Sheri's chest, and feeding it to her, occasionally keeping some for herself. If Jack wasn't back to full staff after watching that, I don't know what could revive him.
With a grin for my first conquest, I wiped my chin. "Sorry, didn't hear the alarm."
Jill leaned forward and took my face in her hands and kissed me hard. "That was incredible." Then she staggered off the cushion, her legs barely working, and made her way over to Dan, who I could now see was no longer hard, but still enjoying the show his wife and mine were putting on.
I watched Sheri who looked back at me, smiling like the cat that got the canary. She raised two fingers.
I caught my breath, and had a drink of water, before rejoining the crowd. Dan was tending the fireplace, and Jack was holding my wife in his lap, his hand between her legs, their faces together for an intimate kiss. I didn't need to worry about his recovery stamina, he was doing just fine.
As I stood, looking over my friends, Robin sidled up, wrapping her arms around me. "Is it time?" she asked, hesitantly.



I picked her up by her hips and sat her on the arm of the couch, then spread her legs and stood between them. I leaned in and kissed her, while my hard-on pressed against her. "I think it's time," I finally told her.
She trembled. "Now?"
I smiled, took my cock in my hand and started rubbing it up and down her wet slit. "Right now. I can't stand to wait any longer." I pushed and felt her lips spread for me as the head disappeared inside of her. Her barely contained little whimper made me even more eager to have her.
I pushed a little further inside of her, running into her resistance as the thickness of my shaft pushed her wider than her comfort level. I leaned forward and hugged her. Then I kissed her hard.
"I'm going to fuck you now, beautiful, and it's not going to be gentle. You've teased me long enough."
She leaned back along the padded arm of the couch, a study in sexiness. Her pussy was still stuffed with almost half my cock, and it looked great, splitting her open. I lifted her legs, pushing them back until her shins almost bracketed her pretty face.
"Hold them," I told her.
She seemed nervous, her position precarious, and the arm that had been holding her steady slowly came off the couch and grabbed the back of her knee. I held her hips, and started.
My cock was aching for release, and I was as hard as possible, and swollen as thick around as I get. I've sometimes felt overly conscious about my penis. Although I stay big when flaccid, I don't seem to grow a whole lot longer. I mean, I'm as long as any guy present; I wasn't short shrifted in that department, but where others guys get a little wider, and a log longer, I'm the opposite. I get really thick. I think it looks weird, with this normal sized head and the shaft just getting wider and wider behind it. I don't reach my full thickness until about halfway down the shaft.
Where I was stuck now.
I looked down at the pretty little girl spreading her legs for me, in front of her husband, my wife and our dear friends. Her position left her completely exposed, with no doubt about what was happening to her.
I pulled my cock out, and started fucking her with the half that had already squeezed within her tightness, pushing just a little bit extra after each stroke. Slowly and steadily, she opened under my ministrations, and I watched my entire rod gradually disappear inside of her petite little body.
She was a vocal little wench, and as I extended deeper and deeper inside of her, she started a litany of moans, groans and comments, which only served to get me even further worked up.
She tried to give me guidance, moaning, asking me to take it easy, to take it slow, begging for gentleness, but I was beyond the ability to take it easy. I fucked her with long firm strokes that opened her to my need, until I was able to slam my entire length into her, eliciting squeal after squeal from her. Holding her hips tightly, I fucked her hard, pounding her, and I watched her resistance change.
"Fuck me," she gasped, holding her legs tight, gasping. "Fuck me with that fat cock."
I looked around and saw that Jack and Sheri were more intent on what I was doing than their own play. They had their hands in each other's laps, and were leaning against each other whispering. I smiled, blew her a kiss, and took to fucking my little toy even harder. Her movement under the hard pounding had her slipping on the arm of the couch.
I pulled out, flipped her onto her belly and laid her back along the arm. I liked the height at which it put her; it fit me easily, without wearing my legs down.
I slid my cock back home, from behind, and held her firm, sweet ass cheeks. I heard the alarm go off, and Dan quickly snatched it up and shut if off. "Ignore that," he snapped. Then he climbed out of his seat, and sat down on the couch right next to us. His face was only inches from hers. "You look amazing," he told her, leaning forward and kissing her. Then his hand was playing with her tit, while I used her hard.
I loved the feeling of being in her, but still wanted more.
"Dan, put a couple of pillows on the coffee table, would you?" I asked him, while drilling his wife.
He got up and put a seat cushion and a back cushion on the low table, completely covering it. Jill had moved the liquor bottles and other stuff out of the way, giving him a clean surface to work with.
I pulled Robin tight against me, entirely buried within her. I grabbed her hips tightly and stood, lifting her off the end of the couch, just hanging there in mid air, her arms and legs hanging down, her pussy firmly attached to my cock. "Damn!" I heard Jill mutter. I turned with her, and brought her over the coffee table, where she reached down with her hands, and eventually her knees, and took the weight off of her hips and pussy.
Positioned on her hands and knees, she bowed her head, gasping, as I once more picked up the pace, fucking her hard in front of our audience. Jack and Sheri had found a position where they could both watch the activity while she sucked on his rod to her heart's content.
I was enjoying this incredible little fuck immensely, and wanted it to last. I pulled out of her and sat her on the table so I could feed her my cock for a while, just to see it. I wanted to see her lick her juices off of me, then do her best to take my cock in her mouth.
As I fucked her face I reminded her, "See where all that teasing gets you? Tease a man too far and he can't be responsible for his own actions." I held her face, using her mouth, letting her tongue do its job as she fully participated in the blow-job. She wrenched her head off of my cock and attacked it with both hands and her mouth, working me hard.
I looked over at Jill, who was wrapped around Dan, stroking his cock for him, while he watched his wife of two years get taken.
"You," I reminded Jill, looking right at her so she couldn't miss the reference. "You were almost as bad as this one. You'll get yours." I watched her turn pale, her breath catching, as her hand paused in its stroking. Then Dan's hand was on hers, reminding her.
"On your back," I told Robin, returning my attention to her.
She acceded quickly, and I opened her legs leaning over her. "I'm going to fuck you until you come for our friends," I told her, easing the head of my cock back into her sweet tightness.
This position was a winner; I opened her legs wide, and pounded her, leaning over and looking down into that beautiful face. I kissed her repeatedly, claiming her, my tongue filling her mouth possessively. As the fucking continued, and her excited moans got louder and more frequent, Jill entered the picture, kneeling down beside her friend, and playing with her tits.
"God, you look so hot like that," I heard Jill whisper, "taking all of him." She bent her head forward and took a hard little nipple in her mouth. I looked over at Sheri to see how she was taking all of this, and was shocked to see her straddling Jack, facing me, his stiff rod clearly disappearing inside of my wife. She looked a little embarrassed, and then gave a small shrug. She leaned forward and slowly eased herself into position to occupy Robin's other tit. I heard the grind of wood on wood as Jack pushed the couch away giving him room to screw my wife from behind.
Robin was going crazy by this point, all the attention, and the extending fucking setting all her nerve endings on fire. I stood more erect, holding her legs in a wide V and watching her pussy getting stretched to the limit at the end of each stroke.
The first orgasm to explode from her came as no surprise, but the continuous, uninterrupted chain of quivering releases almost scared me. I started to slow down, but my wife grabbed my hand. "No," she said. "Fuck her harder."
I did as commanded, gripping her thighs just above her hips, and fucking the poor creature as fast and powerfully as I could. My hips were a blur and my lower back was aching as she split the air with a huge scream, arching below me, and then settling back onto the table. It had pushed me to the very brink myself, and I finished with a series of long full strokes, coming inside the long-time object of my lust. I looked up at her pretty face. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she finally relaxed, for the moment unaware of her surroundings.
I collapsed back on the nearest couch, huffing and puffing like I'd run a marathon. I felt movement at my waist, and looked down to see Jill getting comfortable.
"Hi," she said almost shyly.
I had to laugh, "Hi."
She reached for my cock, gently holding it in her fingers, tugging a little. "Do you think you might have anything left for me?" she asked, softly.
I looked over to the other side of the table and was greeted by a beautiful sight. Sheri was on her hands and knees, taking Jack at one end, while Dan filled her mouth at the other. She looked as happy as a clam. A well stuffed clam.
"I don't think Jack will mind if we bend our rules," she said, "especially since he started it." She leaned in and put her mouth on my cock.
"I won't be up to another session like that for a while, probably not for days," I warned her.
"Good. That's not what I want. I want to ride you into the sunset," she giggled. "Or into the dawn." She put her mouth back down to resuscitate my junior partner. I let her do her job, while I watched my wife get spun like a top, her two partners switching openings. I almost laughed as I saw them 'high-five' over her. While my wife was blowing Jack, he reached down beside him where the stuff from the table was stacked, and took a swig from the rum, then passed it to Dan, who did likewise. He then reached over and came up with one of the cigars.
"Hold on a sec," he told his little cock-sucker, and dislodged long enough to grab a long piece of bark, get it burning in the fireplace, and use it to light his cigar. He took a deep draw and smiled, slowly letting the smoke rise to the ceiling. He looked over to see me leaning back, with his wife attached to my cock and raised his cigar in salute. He seemed to think better of it and scrambled over to where we were.
He passed me the cigar, while his hands glided over his wife. "Just don't break her, OK?"
I laughed, "I should say the same."
Jack caressed Jill's ass, sliding down her crack, "You're OK with this, right baby?"
She took her mouth off my cock, looked up at me and winked, "If it's what you really want," she said softly, tentatively.
"Just this once," he said, looking back over his shoulder to where Sheri's vacant mouth beckoned.
Jill smiled at me and winked again, "Just this weekend, I'll go along with whatever you want, do whatever you want, be your slut-wife." The sound of her voice and the look in her eye were definitely on different teams.
He gave her a kiss on the shoulder, and headed back to my wife, taking the time to light up the other cigar.
"Look at them," I whispered to Jill, who sat up and looked to the side. The image of my wife being assaulted from behind by Dan's insistent pounding, while Jack just relaxed as Sheri swallowed his cock, both men smoking big old cigars, will stick with me for years.
Robin on the other hand just lay there where we left her, semi-catatonic. Jill laughed. "I thought it was just a saying, but I think you literally fucked her brains out."
"Let's give our spouses some privacy," I told her, "and I've got to do something about Robin, I'm feeling guilty."
I got up and carried Robin to the furthest bed, leaning her against the outside wall, covering her with a sheet. She woke partially, moaning, "No more, please, no more." I bestowed a small kiss on her lips before I left for my new partner.
I went back to get Jill, and almost died laughing when Sheri tore into Dan. "If you drop your ashes on me one more time, Daniel, that will be the last time you get any part of me this entire weekend! Jesus, even Alex doesn't do that!"
He acted appropriately contrite, and I was quiet as I escorted Jill back to the same bed I'd tucked Robin into. She hesitated. "Why not the other one?"
"I just thought I'd leave that one for the other three. Right now, I think we're paired up for the rest of the night."
My words turned out to be true. Jill rode me for an eternity, and then we switched places and I was happy to return the favor. She was able to get me to come before too long, but went right back to work getting me hard again for more mutual riding.
Robin's little voice got my attention, as Jill leaned back and admired her latest handiwork, a large thick red hard-on, just looking for a place to call home. "Jesus, Alex. Doesn't that thing EVER go down?"
I reached over and pulled her lips to mine. "Not so long as you two are near me and unclothed."
Jill mounted me again, looking for another orgasm in her long procession of passion eruptions.
Robin crawled closer, "God, I ache all over, and I may never walk again," she moaned. She clutched my arm tightly leaning her forehead against my temple.
"I swear," she said softly, "if you EVER do anything like that to me again..."
I waited, as did Jill, who stopped her grinding for the moment. "Yes?" I finally asked.
"If you do...." she said softly, "I'll be ruined for other men, and you'll have to keep me for your own." She leaned in and kissed me with a growing passion, while Jill switched from grinding to rocking.
I didn't fuck Robin any more that night, although Jill did manage to squeeze another one out of me.
We got to watch the boys take my wife to the other bed and take turns tit-fucking her, and then alternating their use of her. Anytime they left her alone, she made for one of their cocks, her mouth working its wonders. I don't know when they finally gave up; I was long asleep by then.
* * *
Once more I was the last to awake, but this time it was nowhere near as glorious as the previous day.
Not only was I sore from head to toe, but my 'alarm clock' was shaking the bed like a Jiffy-pop shaker.
I opened my eyes and growled, "Enough."
"Man, you're a hard sleeper," Dan teased sitting on the bed opposite. "You already missed all the drama."
A lifetime's worth of amazing memories created in one night. It was all coming back to me. "Jesus! What a night!" I stretched and stood in front of Dan who, reached out with the back of his hand, and pointed my morning wood away from his face.
"Fuck dude! Don't point that at me - I've seen what it can do. I thought my wife was going to have to leave here in a wheelchair."
I walked to the bathroom, leaving the door open and laughed. "Look who's talking. I'm amazed we're not pumping my wife's stomach this morning. You seemed awfully relaxed, smokin' a cigar, having a drink, while Sheri sucked you dry," I reminded him.
"Over and over again," he agreed. "Damn that was hot! I don't know if I could survive too much of that one."
"You'll never get to find out if you keep using her as an ashtray, you dick."
"Shit. You heard that, huh? One fucking mistake, and I bet I hear about it forever."
"Your wife made some comment about my doing the whole 'Clinton' cigar thing on her and the consequences. If it gets too bad for you, I know how we can re-direct the heat."
"So, you've got to tell me, is she often like that? I mean, IN-credible!"
"It's not that bad, she only gets that way about every few weeks or so."
"Sounds about perfect then," he said with a huge, mischievous grin.
I walked back out, headed to the kitchen, looking for a lot of water, and a little snack. "You up to something?"
"Well, now that you've been here, you know what I'm up against. There are just so many things I'd like to do to the place."
"It's a diamond in the rough. Hope Diamond, maybe."
"Exactly, and I could really use some help," he said slyly.
"Shit - here comes the pitch." I said, sitting and eating hard biscuits and honey.
"Think about it. Every two to three weeks, we make a weekend of it. And when we're up here, the same rules apply - the Accidental Nudist Cabin. We get some work done in the day, get a little R&R in, and then we give our wives a well deserved change of scenery in the bed."
"Oh, this is for our wives, huh?"
"Robin's already been nagging me to setup our next trip out here. Just you and Sheri."
I laughed. "Let's see if Sheri makes the same request," I teased.
"No doubt, bro. She's paid a visit to the promised land. She'll be begging for a return trip."
"You are so full of shit. What was that you said about drama?"
He explained that Jack was gone when everyone else started waking up, but he showed up a little later - just needed to clear his head, he claimed. The girls wanted to get out and do some absolutely minimal shopping, just enough clothing to get home without getting arrested, and some provisions for lunch since our larder was just about empty.
Apparently there were some heated words between Jack and Jill before the whole group left. Jill talked about staying behind, if she wasn't wanted, and Jack took that poorly, making some comment about her wanting to stay behind with the two of us.
"Damn, I hate that shit," I told him. "I thought Jack had more sense than all that."
"I don't think any of us expected last night to end up like it did, ladies included, and I'm hoping he just needs some time to work things out."
"You're OK with everything right? You feeling a little weird? Maybe want to punch me in the mouth?" I asked, only half-kidding.
"If you told me three days ago that I'd be chatting with a guy who fucked my wife senseless, and I'd be as happy as I'd ever been in my life, I'd have laughed in your face." He smiled. "You're not going to snake her, and I don't think she'd survive more than once a month with you anyway. How about you?"
"I gotta admit, a couple of times I felt a little bit weird about the whole thing. Sheri passing out BJs was one thing, getting double-teamed by you horn-dogs, that was completely mind-blowing. She had just finished telling me she wasn't going to let anything bigger than a finger inside of her." I grinned maliciously. "Come to think of it, I guess she kept her promise."
"Fuck you too, asshole," Dan laughed. "If you hadn't used up Robin, and then hogged Jill for the rest of the night, we could have all shared like nice friends do."
"You know, I thought I might get upset or jealous, but the God's honest truth is I thought it was great. Now I'm thinking I'm the luckiest fucking man in the world. You get to be the second luckiest."
"But none of this goes on back in Dallas, right?" he asked.
"None. I think the 100 mile rule applies here. 100 miles away from home, if I'm anywhere near your wife, she's fair game. Same goes for you and Sheri."
"Like a Cozumel trip?" he asked smiling.
"Bowlegged for the whole week," I told him.
"Good, as long as we're on the same page," he laughed.
We talked some more about our plans for the place, and it turned out he had big ideas. Of course with 30+ acres of prime land, a couple of hundred yards of lake front, and the legal right to do almost anything he wanted on it, I'd dream big too.
We were starting the shut down process, and dealing with a few issues around the place when we heard the bikes returning. It was hard to miss.
The girls came traipsing along, discarding their clothing almost as soon as their feet hit the floor. All three of them. Then to my immediate disappointment they headed back inside the cabin. The beautiful natural scenery suddenly seemed pale in comparison.
Jack wandered over our way, with a contrite look on his face. "Hey Dan, sorry about the crap this morning. The combination of being hungover, and not getting enough sleep left me in a crappy mood, which was pretty ridiculous after last night. I just wanted to let you know I was sorry. The comment about Jill sticking around for you guys was uncalled for."



"Forget it. It was a pretty weird night. In a good way, I think, but it might take a while to really wrap my mind around it."
"No shit. I guess I just wasn't ready to see Jill like that," he sighed.
He continued, a little awkwardly, "We've got to go early. I checked my messages once I had cell reception, and some crap came up at work. I've got to fly out to San Deigo tomorrow. So I think we'll leave in just a bit if you don't mind."
I wasn't sure if that was the only reason he was headed out, but at least he was out of his funk.
"Don't sweat it." Dan answered. "We're almost done shutting this place down, and we'll be leaving in a couple of hours anyway."
"You need me to take any stuff back for you? I know you don't have much storage."
"We're not taking much of anything back this trip. We ate the food, drank the liquor, and we're wearing all the clothes we brought. Just some toiletries and odds-and-ends that can fit in Alex's bag."
We lost the two of them about 15 minutes later. I did get a nice kiss goodbye from Jill, and a whispered assurance that everything would be OK, and we'd get a chance to play again before too long. The naked hug was nice. She waited until the very last moment to get dressed, bless her little heart.
Sheri and I walked down to the water for a last swim, and a few minutes of privacy on the platform. The water was busier today, and we saw a couple of boats go by at a distance, but nobody came near.
"Quite a night, huh?" Sheri said, as we sat side-by-side and looked across the water at the cabin.
"To say the least. Did you get a final count?" I teased.
"Seven," she smiled, "and that last one took a lot of work."
"I bet." We were quiet for a few minutes. I finally broke the ice, "Any regrets?"
"None. You?"
"Just that I didn't get a turn with you," I told her, completely serious.
"The weekend's not over yet," she assured me, standing up and straddling me before she sat down on her favorite loveseat.
"Robin wants us to come out here again in two weeks," she said softly.
"What do you think?" I asked her.
"Why do you keep asking me? What do YOU think?" she said, petulantly.
"I had one of the greatest weekends ever. But I don't know if it will ever be the same. I'm kind of nervous about the idea of coming out here with the specific intention of wife swapping, which I think is what we're talking about here."
"Let's call it wife sharing. How did you feel about being naked for two days?"
"I loved it. Didn't expect to, but it was great."
"I'd like to try it again," she finally admitted. "And I swear, I don't know if we'd ever find another couple we're so compatible with."
"The fact they have a great little cabin out here ain't too bad, either."
Our conversation sort of broke down, when Sheri thought she'd like to see if she could get one more load out of me, orally. I watched the cabin porch, where Dan was putting it to Robin, bent over and hanging onto the railing. I leaned back, enjoying the distant show and my dear wife's attention.
Back at the cabin, we finished closing things up, including chaining the rocking chairs to the porch. Dan and I settled in for a relaxing smoke before we hit the road, while the girls walked the perimeter.
The day was beautiful, the prettiest yet. "God, I hate to leave. I could stay up here a month and not get tired of this," I admitted.
"I know. After I leave I kind of get in the dumps for a day or two. But I know it's always here waiting for me." Dan said.
The girls appeared from around the building and I looked at them, both so beautiful, and so naked. I wondered if it would be crass to try to have one last go with Robin.
"I saw that!" Robin laughed pointing. "I can't believe that all we have to do is walk up to you naked, to get you all hard! You were normal sized, and in the time it took us to walk around and up the porch, you're ready to go again!"
"So shoot me!" I said. "You both are gorgeous and sexy, and you make my blood boil. Now you know the truth. I see you and I want you."
Sheri was already leaning over caressing Dan's resurgent hardness. "And you're no better! Didn't you just finish doing your wife? What's this for?"
"One last hurrah?" he asked.
Sheri looked over at Robin, her partner in crime. "Do you want to do me a favor and take care of him? It would be a shame to make him ride home like that."
"I will if you will," Robin answered, turning her back to me and trying to lower herself by feel onto my ready rod.
We soon had both girls in our laps, their legs splayed out over the arms of the rocking chair, their worn out pussies condemned to one last beating.
Robin leaned back against me, sighing as we rocked back and forth in the chair, both of us facing out across the water, looking at the beauty of the scene. The rocking was wonderful, it allowed me to stay inside of her, and just get a little play from the gentle movement. Her entire, delicious body was open to me, and my hands wandered over her as if they had a mind of their own.
"This is nice," she said softly.
"Yes, it is."
She closed her eyes, and we spent several minutes just enjoying our last few minutes at the cabin, and our last few moments of intimacy. The motion was perfect, keeping me hard, but not doing much to get me off.
Suddenly she just sat bolt upright, taking me deeply. "Wow! I just had the most incredible vision." She looked around to see if our spouses were paying attention. She sounded as excited as a school girl.
"I saw us, just like this, but like 40 years from now. There was a huge house over there," she pointed to our right, "I mean HUGE, and the woods down there were cleared out for an open field." She indicated an area down by the water.
"It was so vivid, so real. I saw dozens of people running around down by the water, adults and kids, and all of them were naked. There were two docks, and a big-ass sailboat, and some jet-skis, and all kinds of stuff out there. But the swimming platform was exactly the same, as was our walkway, and even Dan's silly dirt path. There were even circular stones out on the dirt path, and I knew that each one had someone's handprints, and there were dozens of them!"
She looked around, as if she could still see it all. "There were trails all through the woods, and a big quad ATV right there," she pointed off to our left. "And I knew that all of it was ours. The kids, the grandkids, the house, the boats, all of it. It was all ours, all four of us." She looked to the side, "We had a flag flying, right there, and the kids knew this building was off limits when Grandma was flying the flag. God! It was so weird! I could almost feel the padding that you added to these very seats, on the arms, so it would be softer on our legs!" She looked at Sheri, "And God, you were beautiful! I was so fucking jealous, how could you age to well?"
Dan laughed, "You didn't eat the tequila worm, did you?"
"Don't make fun of me, Dan! I'm telling you, I swear, it was like Deja Vu, but in reverse. The whole thing just appeared in my head, and it was like watching a movie of our future!"
"Sounds like a pretty good scene to me," Sheri said. "Great friends, great sex, an army of grandchildren, and enough success to make a mansion out here. I could go for that."
I heard Dan giggle. "Shit, Alex. Now we've really got our work cut out for us. It'll mean a lot of weekends up here."
Robin settled down, and leaned back into me, still thoroughly impaled. I started rocking us again, and used my hands on her ass to get a little more action.
"What do you think," she asked me softly.
"Us, sitting her, forty years from now, just like this?"
"Mmmhmm," she murmured, moving with me, letting me get just a little more of the old in-and-out going.
"Just like you described?" I asked, caressing her body.
"Exactly," she said softly.
I turned her head, and kissed her on the lips, tasting her again, feeling the sharpness of her teeth, the moist firmness of her tongue, sharing her breath. She whimpered for me. God, I loved that sound.
"Heaven on Earth."
=============
I hope you enjoyed this entry in the Nude Day Story Contest. I'm guessing if you made it this far, you must have liked it at least a little. If you did, please vote.
And if enough people enjoyed it, I'll share the tale of how Dan and I found our property vandals, and how we got (some of) them to pay reparations.



            Thirty Minutes or Free

            A pizza delivery boy's first naturist experience.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/thirty-minutes-or-free

Title: Thirty Minutes or Free

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Mature

Description: A pizza delivery boy's first naturist experience.

Tags: milf sex, older woman, pizza delivery, nudism, naturist, older




=====================
A pizza delivery boy's first naturist experience.
Everyone in the story is above the age of 18.
This story was written as part of the Nude Day 2009 competition. I began working on it over a year ago, but stalled. The competition was the incentive to finish it. I hope you enjoy it.
=====================
My first two years out of high school, I attended a community college, and worked as a delivery driver for a well-known pizza delivery chain we'll call "Checkers" to protect the innocent.
It was a pretty good job. Most of the drivers were needed in the evening so it didn't interfere with classes. You got paid a salary, tips and commission (to pay for gas) which averaged more than $8.00 an hour when minimum wage was closer to $4.00. And once you really got to know your area, and your repeat customers, you could drive that hourly wage up to over $12.00 an hour.
Heck, I thought it was decent money.
I was one of the top two drivers, out of about 50 in our store. There might be as many as a dozen or more drivers on during a busy evening, but as a top driver you were usually able to pick your own runs. If you could plan out an efficient route, get multiples pizzas delivered on a single run, and get them there on time, you were guaranteed to take 3 or more pizzas out at a time, while the new guys were lucky to get 1 delivered in '30 minutes or less'. It made all the difference. You learned to run back to your vehicle, and into the store, and you avoided high traffic areas. You never turned off your car, and you made change on the way to each delivery for even bill payments. Anything to save a little time here or there. The more runs you made, the more deliveries you made, the more money you made.
Just as important as knowing your area was knowing your customers.
Big Dale, who lived behind the liquor store, ordered an EBA (Everything but Anchovy) pizza every Thursday night at 11:55 like clockwork. It was a short run and a guaranteed $3.03 tip.
A local church group ordered 5 pizzas every other Wednesday right at the heart of our rush hour. It was out of the way and nobody wanted it. I took it every time because the tip was almost always $4.00 and the commission added another $1.50. Worth more than two of most othere delivery trips.
There was a lady on Emerald Lane, in a neighborhood almost nobody could find, at the very limit of our delivery area that would order a pizza every couple of weeks. She only wanted a medium pizza, and she only tipped about $1.00. She always showed up at the door in a sheer black nightgown over black lingerie. I don't think she owned anything else. The call takers would flag me down whenever she placed an order, and I'd do my damnedest to deliver it.
The three guys living on Simmons would only leave about 80 cents tip, but more often than not they'd offer you a beer. You learned to chug it fast.
There was a gay couple in the Monroe towers, 5th floor that NOBODY wanted to take. It would slow you down so much to have to park, go inside, get buzzed upstairs, take the elevator, deliver the pizza and do the same on the way back. I owned that address. They were the nicest guys in the world, tipped $5.00, and would sometimes offer me a beer as well. My kind of customers.
But my favorite customers, hands down, were the Reynolds. The Reynolds lived just outside of our delivery area, but I made the delivery anyway, as a personal run. When the order came in, I drove the 3 blocks outside of the delivery area, made the delivery, which was guaranteed never to be late, and almost always got a $2.66 tip off the deal, the change from $15.00. Even better, I was allowed to buy the pizza at an employee discount, so I made another three bucks off the transaction.
I would have PAID $20.00 to make that delivery. Well maybe not at first.
The first time was an easy mistake. The girl taking the order recognized Nandrell Street as in our area, but left out a digit in the address. Nandrell Street dead ended in a park, and picked up again on the far side, for a distance of three whole blocks, all outside of our area. Anything starting with a '1' was on Nandrell West, and was an address in the 10,000's. She had written down 1042, instead of 10402. I knew it because there were no houses in the 1000 block of Nandrell East.
I was out on the run, and recognized the error only after I'd already delivered one pizza in the area. I went ahead and completed the run.
An attractive older brunette in a robe answered the door. I immediately thought of Dorothy on Emerald Lane, and was almost sorry to have to explain the situation. She asked me to step in while she wrote the check.
"I'm sorry it took a while, ma'am," I told her, even though I was still under the 30 minute limit. "But unfortunately you're out of the delivery area. Our area ends at the end of Nandrell East. I had to drive around the park to get here. In the future, the drivers probably won't be able to make the delivery. Our computer system kicks out the address as out of area, but the pizza girl wrote the address wrong and it slipped through the cracks."
A much older guy, naked as a jaybird walked into the room as I was finishing my explanation.
"Harold!" the lady scolded, then reached for a robe on a hook by the door. "The boy might be offended."
Harold gracelessly took the robe and put it on.
She wrote out the check including a two dollar tip. As she passed it to me she bemoaned the situation. "It's too bad. Nobody delivers out here. What if we met you at the edge of your delivery area, and paid you there? Would that be Ok?" she asked.
"Not really, Ma'am. We're not supposed to do it. Driver's have been robbed, delivering to fake addresses, and we're supposed to call back and verify the number and address." I showed her the address on the check. "They'll catch this one when I go to close-out tonight." The name on the check was Marcia and Harold Reynolds. It matched the 'Reynolds' name supplied on the order ticket.
She looked so disappointed; I wanted to help out if I could. You always liked a two-dollar tipper. And maybe if she understood I went out of my way, she could become a three dollar tipper. Three dollars for three blocks was a pretty good trade off.
"Ma'am, we're not supposed to do it, but if you ask the girl taking the order if Dan is driving, and tell them it's a personal delivery, I'm allowed to deliver it on my own. It's usually for friends and family, off the clock. Just give them the 1042 address, and I'll deliver it when I can. I can't guarantee it'll be in 30 minutes or less, but if it's as late as tonight, I can probably get it here pretty quick."
"Why Daniel! That's very kind of you, but I wouldn't want you to get in trouble."
"I think I'll get by ma'am. I've been there a while, and do a good enough job to get to bend a few rules now and then."
Harold seemed anxious to eat his dinner, and he carried the pizza off to the back of the house. "Let the boy go already, Marcy. He's burning money every minute he's not out there delivering the next pie." At the door he turned, "Thank you young man, your offer is very kind."
"It is very kind, and I'm almost ashamed to say I'll probably take you up on it. Pizza is a personal weakness of mine, and I just hate to go out again once I'm home from work."
"It'll be my pleasure, Mrs. Reynolds. I work most weeknight evenings except Tuesdays. Just make sure you ask for a personal delivery from Dan."
I eased out the door, and ran to my car, in a hurry to get back. Harold was right. I probably lost a run in the time I'd spent there, and the $2.00 tip probably wasn't worth it. Maybe I'd have better luck in the future.
* * *
I'd completely forgotten about the order until three weeks later when Debbie, working the phones, told me I had a personal delivery for Harold. It took a second for that to register and then I checked the address. It was already after 9:00pm so things were really slowing down. "Anything else in the West Falls area?"
Karen, at the next phone station, announced a nearby run she'd taken an order for a few minutes earlier. A two box run, to the right area, with no timer on the second pizza. I was happy to take it.
I got there in 24 minutes. If you've ever been a "Checkers" delivery driver, you get very good at knowing exactly how long each run took.
Harold answered the door again, and I announced the pizza, as was my style, reading from the label. "Large Deluxe Checker's Pizza, one half-no green peppers."
When I looked up I noticed that Harold was naked again. What was that about, was he some kind of damned exhibitionist?
"Harold, your robe." I heard from inside the room, and when I peeked inside the door, I saw a naked Mrs. Reynolds headed my way.
"Jesus!" he griped, walking away with the pizza, sans robe. "It's my damn house."
"Good evening, Ma'am," I said hesitantly, trying to hide my nervousness. "That'll be $12.34." I tried not to stare.
She grabbed her robe from beside the door, slipped it on, and then reached for her purse. "I'm sorry about Harry; he forgets that not everybody is at ease seeing nudity."
She turned and passed me $15.00. "Keep the change, and thank you, that was very quick."
"It was my pleasure, Ma'am," I assured her. "Anytime."
She closed the door behind me, and I tried to recapture that image of her walking to the door, without a care in the world, and as naked as the day she was born. Damn! This topped Emerald Lane by far!
* * *
After a couple of months of occasional deliveries, I didn't get to see Marcia naked again, but I swear Harold never wore a stitch of clothing.
On my latest delivery, I noticed that Marcy was wearing the same robe as every other time.
After she paid me, I hesitated before leaving.
"Ma'am?"
"Yes Daniel? Is there something wrong with the check?"
"Oh no, ma'am. I was wondering if I could ask you a question."
I saw her face light up, a glitter in her eye. "Oh really? I wondered if you'd get around to it."
"Ma'am - are you and Mr. Reynolds nudists?" I asked.
She smiled, "We prefer to use the term naturists."
I was stuck for a reply. I guess I gaped for a few seconds until her pretty laugh brought me out of it.
"Well, that's a unique enough response!" she giggled. "Does it bother you?"
"Oh, no ma'am! I mean, well it kind of surprised me at first, but Harold is right, isn't he? It is your home. I figure you should have the right to do pretty much what you want in your home, as long as it's not hurting anyone else."
"You know, Daniel, that's quite a mature attitude. I only wish that more people saw it your way. Quite a few are uncomfortable around us, even clothed."
"If you don't mind my saying so, ma'am, that's just crazy!"
She smiled. "Yes it is. Thank you, Daniel. She stood before me patiently. "Was there anything else?"
"Uh, no ma'am. Enjoy your pizza!" I took off at a run. It'd be nice to get in a couple more runs before clocking out at 11:00.
* * *
A week later, it was another Reynolds run. 9:10pm. Pretty typical.
I arrived at the door, knocking and waited, wondering.
I didn't need to wonder long. Marcy Reynolds answered the door, saw it was me, and invited me in. She walked to her purse completely naked, and I had the first chance to really look at her. She was very pretty. Slender from behind, with nice curves on her hips and a pretty butt that was exciting to watch as each step put it through its moves.
She leaned over and wrote me a check, and I just stared at her body. Then she stood, walked to me, and handed me the check. I tried to keep my eyes locked on hers.
"Don't worry about it," she said softly, smiling for me.
"About what?" I asked.
"You're expected to look. Just don't stare too long."
I let my eyes slowly run up and down her body, coming back to her pretty face.
"You don't mind, do you? If Harold and I don't go through the pretense of dressing for you?"
"No ma'am!" I eagerly agreed, "Not at all. Not at all."
She had a beautiful smile. She reached out and put her hand on my arm, "You make a girl feel young, Daniel. Thank you."
It was an uncomfortable ride back to the store. I'd have to start wearing loose pants if I continued delivering to the Reynolds.
* * *
After that night our relationship changed. Nearly every week, the Reynolds would order a pizza, and they'd be completely naked when I arrived. I was invariably invited in while they took the delivery, and I slowly grew used to seeing the attractive Mrs. Reynolds in the buff. It didn't change the fact that she was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen.
I still couldn't help but look her over every time, and she caught me every time, smiling. And every damn time I blushed like a little kid.
While I waited, I'd usually take the opportunity to ask a question or two, that I'd been thinking about during the week. They seemed to get a kick out of answering.
Me: How long have you been naturists? Harold: I was born naked boy, where's your brains? Marcy: Since I met Harold, 21 years ago. Me: What was he, a babysitter? Harold: Nobody likes a smartass! (But it did make him smile.)
Me: Are there many other naturists around here? Marcy: There are quite a few. We have several friends in the area, and there are at least two 'clubs' within an hour of here. Harold: We're not into the 'private clubs' mind you. Just the landed ones. Marcy: And we're not so much into finding other naked people, we just abhor being clothed.
Me: You mentioned landed clubs? What's that? Harold: Land? Property? Real-estate? Marcy: It's a club with property. Usually have a pool, hot-tub, a clubhouse, barbecues, and events for crowds. You pay a membership, and most everybody is naked. It's like a private naturist resort. Harold: That's what I said, isn't it? Property?
Me: Uh, are you like, swingers? Harold: Do we look like swingers? Marcy: Swinging is about the sex. Nudism is about being unclothed. It has almost nothing to do with sex. It's about comfort and freedom and relaxation. Harold: Answer me, boy. Do we look like swingers? Me: Uh, no? Harold: Damn straight.
Me: I can't get over the sex thing. If you'll excuse me, I have to say I'd want to be with Mrs. Reynolds all the time. Harold: You're with her now, aren't you? Marcy: Don't tease the boy, Harold. Harold: You're the one teasing him. Marcy: When you're naked often enough and long enough, it becomes less about the person on the outside, and more about the person on the inside. Me: (Grinning) I guess that explains Mr. Reynolds. Harold: Nobody likes a smartass, boy!
Me: Is it common for Naturists to shave down there? Harold: They never used to. It's just a kid's fad. Won't last. Marcy: Many of us do. I've had a treatment to remove much unwanted hair, and it's becoming more and more common. It's whatever you're comfortable with. Harold: Men doing it! It's just showing off, if you ask me.
Me: I'd be scared to death of getting hard all the time. Harold: You get over it. If it happens, don't advertise it, relax, you'll be ok. Marcy: It happens. Nearly all the men we know would simply roll over on the beach, or put a towel over themselves if in public. If it happens in your own home, or in a private setting, what's there to worry about? Me: Easy for you to say. Who would know if you got excited? Harold: Are you being a smart ass boy? Trust me you'd know. Marcy: I believe he was referring to me, Harold. If it happens just relax. Practice good manners, cover up if you're in public, and understand, that over time, it's less and less likely to happen.
* * *
One night, about six months after that first delivery, the girl taking the calls said I had a personal delivery, but they wanted me to call first. It was already past 10:00pm.
I called the Reynolds' number, and Harold answered.
"Say Daniel, I know it's late, but could you do us a huge favor?"
"Certainly, sir, if I can."
"Could you make a stop at the Walgreen's there, and get me a damn corkscrew? We seem to have lost ours. If you could pick up a six-pack of Diet Coke, I know Marcy would appreciate it. I hate to ask, but we're entertaining guests from out of town. If it's too much trouble, just let me know." He sounded a bit concerned I'd shoot him down.
"It's no problem sir. I was about to check-out anyway, so I won't be holding up any other deliveries." I told him.
"Just an excuse to look at my woman, I imagine," he said, but I could hear the smile in his voice.
"But of course, sir? Can you blame me?"
"Nobody likes a smartass, boy," he reminded me.
"Yes sir, so I understand. I should be there in around 30 minutes."
It was an order for two pizzas, and I checked out while waiting. A take-home of $56 dollars, not including my salary. A good night. With the pizzas in my hot-bag, I ran into Walgreen's and got the required items.
I was at the door in 22 minutes. A damned good run, including the Walgreen's stop.
Harold met me at the door. He blocked me from coming in for a second. "Her cousin and her cousin's kid are here. Just so you know. I don't want you to be uncomfortable."
"I don't mind. It's your house, sir."
"Thanks. And thanks for getting the stuff at the store. I really wouldn't have asked normally." He said, opening the door for me.
"Sir. Anytime you'd like me to get something for you, and it's not too busy, just let me know. I don't mind. I imagine you must know that you're not just a regular customer by now. I don't tend to linger in my normal customer's homes."
"She is a looker," he smiled.
I laughed. "Yes she is, but it's more than that. I'm just a little bit fascinated I guess, about the whole lifestyle thing. And I enjoy your company immensely."
I looked into the room and almost dropped everything. Marcy's cousin could have been her twin sister except for very long blond hair, that at the moment had me thinking of Lady Godiva, the end of her hair playing peek-a-boo with her bare nipples.
The 'kid' was a naked girl around my age, a stunning example of what Mrs. Reynolds must have looked like 15 years earlier. It was a little more than my artificially calm demeanor could stand. I was knocked speechless.
"Daniel, thanks so much for everything," Mrs. Reynolds said, coming over and taking me by the arm. "Harold said he thought you might be off for the night, would you care to stay and visit a while?"
I couldn't breathe, never mind talk. I could see the laughter in Mrs. Reynolds' eyes. "It's Ok," she said softly. "We won't bite. Please stay."
I finally managed to utter a few syllables. "Thank you, ma'am. I'd like to stay a short while if you don't mind."
Harold was standing in my shadow. "C'mon in. Why don't you get comfortable?"
I slowly unbuttoned my shirt, still in shock. My brain was in vapor-lock.
"Daniel is a dear friend of ours who's been curious about the lifestyle for a while. I don't believe he's ever indulged around others before." Marcy explained to her cousin.
I removed my shoes and socks, and after some debate, removed my pants as well.
"Daniel, this is my cousin Brenda, and her daughter Alexis, who is attending... where are you going, dear?"
"State. In the fall."
I stood there by the door, in my briefs, my hands crossed in front of me.
"No need to be shy, Danny," Brenda said, "You can remove those."
"I don't think I should," I said embarrassed.
Marcy laughed. "Isn't he darling? It's Ok, dear. An erection isn't going to scare us. To be honest, I'd be a little disappointed if you didn't have one. It's perfectly natural."
I got up the nerve to remove the last article of clothing, and walked into the room, looking for an available seat.
"Goodness!" Marcy said, and I'm sure I blushed three different shades of red.
"Oh! That would have been a BIG disappointment to miss," Brenda said.



Alexis scooted over on the couch, closer to her mother, and patted the small space next to her. "You can sit by me, Dan."
Mrs. Reynolds chuckled. "I think it best if you sit over here, young man. That might be a little too much stimulation over there, and we just shampooed the rugs." She indicated the space beside her on the loveseat.
"Ma'am, I think if we're worried about over-stimulation, it might be best if I sat as far away from you as possible," I warned her.
She blushed for the first time that I'd known her. "Silly boy, you're such a sweet little liar. Have a seat."
Harold harrumphed. "The lad's never lied once to us, and I doubt he's starting now."
I don't know why we went through the seating rigmarole. Within seconds Harold was breaking out the pizza. "It's still hot; I'd rather eat it fresh, than reheat it."
We sat around their kitchen table, and had pizza and wine. They had no problem letting Alexis and I drink. It felt a little weird; the stickiness of the vinyl under my legs, and it was distracting to see all the breasts around the table.
All the women were rather smallish upstairs, no more than a B-cup, but it appeared to keep them firmer than I might have expected. I found myself looking at the difference in their breasts more and more often.
Alexis, next to me gave me a gentle kick. I looked up to see what was up. She smiled, "It's ok to look but it's not polite to stare," she said softly.
I looked around in horror, caught out, only to find a sea of smiling faces.
"He does make you feel young, doesn't he," I heard Brenda say to her cousin.
I stayed for over an hour, and really enjoyed myself, but knew I had to get out before too long. My parents would be wondering, and I did have classes in the morning.
When I finally had to excuse myself, everybody stood, and I found myself receiving hugs and a kiss on the cheek from all of the women. I was still very embarrassed; my erection had never gone down the whole time I was there, although I'd tried to cover it whenever possible.
Brenda shocked the daylights out of me when she patted my erection. "You might want to take care of that before too long. That can't be healthy."
Mrs. Reynolds almost had an aneurism. "For goodness sake, Brenda! He's just a boy."
"He's more man than I've seen in over eight months now," she said. "Hell who am I kidding? He's more man than I've ever had."
I left in a state of complete and utter confusion. But I knew that I had really had a good time, and would do it again on a moment's notice.
* * *
It was two weeks before they called again, and life seemed back to normal. I did stay and chat a while, and Harold even asked if I'd like to visit a while, but I was still on the clock. Under their grilling I admitted that I had a very good time.
"Alexis is quite a pretty girl," Mrs. Reynolds said.
"Yes she is. I imagine if she's lucky she'll grow up to be the spitting image of you."
Marcy, blushed for the second time I knew her, and even Harold chuckled at that one.
* * *
It was a few weeks later, and I'd gotten another late delivery call. A couple of friends and I had been talking about our stranger deliveries, and I found myself holding back about the Reynolds. I wasn't even sure why. Derek and I had been working there the longest, and we both had some pretty good stories, but this one was different. It wasn't a story. It was part of my life.
Whenever the call came in after 10:00pm, I typically tried to check-out before leaving, since the last one was off the books anyway, and I could hang out and chat a bit. It seemed like at least half the deliveries were getting later and later, and I wasn't complaining.
Of course, the Reynolds knew whenever I was off the clock. All the drivers had to wear company shirts, and those stayed at work. It was the duty of the store openers and closers to make sure they got washed and hung up. When I showed up in my own shirts, they knew I could stay a bit.
Mrs. Reynolds greeted me at the door, taking the pizza and heading to the back of the house. "Come on in, Daniel. I hope you can stay a while," she said, walking into the kitchen.
She turned at the door. "Can I get you a drink, maybe a glass of wine, or a beer?"
"Thank you, ma'am. Are you having anything?"
She laughed. "Always the gentleman. I have an open Pinot Noir, if you'd like a glass."
I didn't know a Pinot Noir from Pinocchio, but I accepted gratefully.
She returned with a glass in each hand. When she saw me still standing in the entrance, she pouted.
"Daniel, there's something you should know. We're different, Harold and I, and we know it. When we meet with other Naturists, it's like being with our own. It's Us and Them. We look at the 'textiles' and just don't understand how they can go on the way they are."
She gave me a smile, "When you stand there, completely dressed, it almost makes me sad. I know you're more like us. You're more accepting, and you're comfortable around us and others. But as long as you're dressed, it's like you're on the other side of the line. Can't you just get comfortable and relax when you're here."
I carefully removed my shirt. "I'd like that, ma'am, but I'm still not sure if I should. When the time is right, or not. I guess I'm not sure what's appropriate." I continued with my shoes and socks, setting them by the door.
"Then let me clear that up for you. You are our friend. I meant what I said to Brenda. You are welcome here anytime. And anytime you're here for even 5 minutes, you're welcome to relax with us." She placed the wine cups down at each end of the couch, and waited.
I stood there, still uncomfortable removing the last item.
She laughed, and walked to me. "Daniel. Dear Daniel. Don't be ashamed. It's the most sincere compliment you could give an old broken down lady like me."
"Mrs. Reynolds! Please, you're hardly old OR broken down. You are the sexiest woman I know."
I watched in complete shock, as she dropped to her knees, reached up and pulled my underwear down, carefully pulling it over my hardness, and lowering it all the way to my ankles.
"I find that hard to believe," she said. "A college full of young ladies and you think that I'm the sexiest."
I was almost shaking, looking down at her sitting back on her heels, looking up at me from just in front of my hard cock.
"Me too, I guess. Alexis is as pretty as any girl I go to school with, and yet, I hardly noticed her with you here. I'm sorry. You just drive me crazy. It's nothing you do, it's just you."
She rose up and I watched her hand slowly reach out for me, her open palm gently stroking my staff, softly. "I'm afraid this is going to stand between us and you really relaxing. Let's get this out of the way, so your mind isn't so one-track."
I held my breaths as her lips approached and gave me a kiss just below the swollen head. Her tongue ran along my underside, and she pulled at my cock, which had been pointing directly at the ceiling, and pointed me more toward her, allowing her mouth to slowly engulf me.
I grabbed the table beside me before my legs gave out. "Oh Marcy," I gasped.
Her hand stroked me in tandem with her mouth, reaching beyond her moist lips. It was all too much, too soon.
"I'm going to come, Mrs. Reynolds," I gasped, and she pulled her mouth off of me, her hand stroking me briskly.
"Come for me Daniel," she whispered, and she didn't have to ask twice. I grunted, coming hard, shooting my juices all around her upper chest and neck. When I finally stopped spasming in her hand, she leaned forward and kissed the slick, ultra-sensitive head lightly, a small lick so intense I almost pulled out of her hand.
She stood, and pointed me at the couch. "Have a seat, darling boy."
She disappeared into the back of the house, and appeared a couple of minutes later, cleaned up. She also had a moist hand-towel which she used to wipe me down.
"I don't know what to say, Mrs. Reynolds," I stammered, my mind unable to grasp what had just occurred.
"I believe it would be appropriate to call me Marcy, now, don't you think?"
"Yes, Marcy, thank you." I had to say it, although I'd rather ignore it. "What about Harold, Marcy?"
"Harold understands. That's part of why he's left us alone tonight. I've been known to occasionally have other lovers. I believe he'd be happier if I settled down with one. What would you think of that?" she asked, sipping from her glass, as if she was asking if I like the wine or not.
I sat slack-mouthed, not knowing what to say.
She stood. "Daniel, I'm going back to my bedroom now. I'm hoping you will join me. And you're not hurting Harold by doing this, in many ways you are actually helping." She didn't add anything else, just turned and walked away.
And damn me if I wasn't getting hard again.
I walked into her bedroom for the first time, and she was lying on the bed, a pile of decorative pillows behind her, holding her up. "I thought you said that nudism wasn't about sex, you saw the inner person, not the outer shell?"
She smiled, and leaned back, beckoning me. "Silly. Just because it's not ABOUT sex, doesn't mean we don't HAVE sex. And if anything, it makes the sex better."
"And more frequent, I bet."
She smiled. "Maybe a little. And if the inner person is beautiful is it wrong to appreciate the outer beauty as well?"
I sat at the edge of the bed, shyly touching her, my hand gliding across her leg. "I guess not," I answered, looking at all her 'outer shell' beauty, and enjoying it immensely.
"Appreciate me, Daniel. Appreciate me to your heart's content. Appreciate me in every way you've imagined in the last several months. I need to be appreciated."
I leaned over her, drawn to her breasts, the very ones which had been the center of so many of my dreams. I touched them, gently, slowly filling my hands, feeling her, holding her, daring to lower my lips and see what she felt like in my mouth. I sucked on her nipple, drawing my teeth gently across it, holding it while my tongue flicked across the hardened tip.
I had to have both, and I moved to the further one, leaning across her. My tongue licked her, moistening the whole area, before taking her in my mouth once again. My other hand held her abandoned nipple and teased it, rolling it squeezing it, with just the three fingertips, until both were equally hard.
Mrs. Reynolds sighed, stroking my head and gently encouraging me. As my attention slowly changed, I was sliding down her body, feeling the curve of her ribs before stretching across the expanse of her soft belly. My hands wandered freely, all over, just feeling her skin, growing to know her.
I continued south, moving between her legs, the smell of her stronger, incredibly intoxicating. She was carefully trimmed, and I looked at her, studying her, seeing the little bit that was hidden during all the times I'd seen her naked. I touched her, to see how she felt, how she reacted, and then leaned down to try some of the things I'd heard about, read about, and even looked at, without ever having the chance to really understand.
I tasted her, her fragrance flooding my senses. I touched her, feeling her wetness, sliding a finger inside of her to see what it felt like. I stroked the edges of her entrance, feeling their puffiness, and pushing them aside to see more of what made her different from me. I found myself licking her, repeatedly, every sound she made, every slight moan a scream of encouragement. I wanted to pleasure her as she'd done for me.
I don't know how long I was at it, but she pulled me up after a while. "That was wonderful, but I'm getting sensitive. Isn't there anything else you'd like to do?" Her smile was an invitation to indulge myself beyond my wildest dreams.
I was as hard as possible, and I kneeled between her legs, trying to slide into her, when she reached down and helped, placing the head at her entrance. I pushed inside of her, holding my breath, concentrating on the feel of the penetration. I closed my eyes, and pushed deep.
"Slowly, Daniel. I'm not going anywhere. Take your time."
I tried to slow down, but the feeling was overwhelming. I pulled out to the very edge and looked down. I wanted to watch myself enter her. See my thick rod slowly disappear. Again, I pushed until I could go no further, and then eased back out.
"You're amazing," I told her, as I watched myself drive in and out.
I leaned down, and she spread wider to accommodate me. I braced my arms on each side of her and moved faster, feeling the fire spread through me. She watched me, and I was fascinated with her face and the tiny expressions of change that would dart across them.
She closed her eyes, arching her head back, exposing her long, sleek neck. I leaned down and kissed her neck, my tongue darting out and touching her, running the length of her jaw line, smelling her hair, nibbling an ear lobe kissing her cheek, and slowly moving my lips over hers until I was kissing her for the first time.
She accepted and returned my kiss, her tongue reaching out to my lips and teeth, brushing against me, sliding beside my own tongue. My lips rested, just barely touching hers, my breath coming faster and faster, as my movements speeded up. She was pushing back against me, and I felt the desire to finish nearly overwhelming me.
"I have to stop, Marcy," I gasped trying to stop, holding myself still inside of her, my cock throbbing, warning me I may have waited too long.
"Don't stop Daniel, finish inside me," she said softly.
I groaned, wanting to delay it, to continue thrusting into her, but as soon as I moved, I knew it was too late. I roared as I pushed. I was already completely inside her, but I felt like my entire body was going to pulse out of my hardness as I pushed and pushed, emptying my soul into her.
She held me, as I gasped and trembled. "Thank you Daniel," she said softly.
I felt myself still mostly hard inside her, and I closed my eyes, slowly moving, feeling myself hardening, my movements slowly lengthening, my heart slowing just a bit from the hummingbird pace it had assumed. She still felt wonderful, looser, wetter, but incredible. I felt myself getting longer, harder, thicker.
"Do we have to stop now, Marcy?" I asked.
"No Daniel, we can take as long as you'd like. We can even try a few different things that I believe you may enjoy just as much."
"I find that hard to believe," I assured her. "This is the greatest feeling in the world."
"We'll see."
* * *
For almost another year, I continued to deliver pizzas to the Reynolds, and about once a month, Marcy and I would extend my understanding of love and sex. Harold always made himself absent at those times, and though I felt odd around him at first, I soon got over it, and loved the evenings spent there, visiting and occasionally meeting friends.
I went away to college in the Northeast for my junior year, and we corresponded a few times, but school and my first real girlfriend made me grow lax. When I returned home for the summer, I stopped by the Reynolds house to find new homeowners there.
I never had a chance to see Marcy or Harold Reynolds again. I wish I could have had one last chance to really thank her, and Harold. They changed my life for the better.
Mrs. Reynolds, if you're out there, I thought you'd like to know I'm writing this in the nude. And thanks for everything.
=========
Hope you enjoyed this little story. It's part of the 2009 Nude Day competition, and if you got this far, perhaps you'd be kind enough to vote. Thanks.
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Chapter 11 - Just Business
============
I come up with an excuse for us to be together, without raising too many eyebrows. The idea is discussed at Krista's while Donna is over to play.
This series starts with A Bit of Blackmail, then A Bit More Blackmail, and A Blackmail Buddy. They are numbered after that. I suggest they be read in order.
============
Thursday morning, once Abby was off to work, I didn't wait long before I headed over to Krista's place.
She met me at the back door, and was naked before I got her as far as the bedroom. I was pleased to see the red butt-plug was lodged firmly in place, as directed.
"I didn't know if you'd really go ahead with that," I told her as I gave the device a tap while I walked along behind her.
"Seems like a good idea. That wife of yours is gonna break me, and I better be prepared. I figure an hour or two each morning is about right."
Once in the bedroom, I enjoyed having her go down on me as I explained to her my new idea for tying together a few loose strings.
Of the four girlfriends, we had two distinct financial situations. Misty and Paul had a lot of money; Paul was a co-owner of a very successful software consulting business. Abby and I weren't doing bad either, but of course Abby was the only one of her four friends working, and that helped a lot. In our case my salary covered our bills pretty easily; her $46K a year was gravy, and the money I'd been making online for the last few years was approaching the $100K mark. This had been a big year, the previous year I'd only made about $42K; I'd more than doubled my online earnings in the last 9 months.
On the other hand Rich worked in real-estate, and lived a life of feast or famine. It had been famine for quite a while, and they were watching their pennies. Krista was even talking about taking up day care, as she had when they were younger. The last thing I wanted was to have to compete with a bunch of rug-rats for her time.
Dave, Donna's husband, made decent money, but they were one of those families that lived paycheck to paycheck, in spite of how much he earned. She had been vocal about her concerns of having to reel in the spending and live on a budget when they had kids. Dave was in middle management down at EDS, and didn't really have a big upside on his salary. The company had been in decline for the past few years, and he seemed to be hanging on by the skin of his teeth.
My idea was simple enough. My online business was pretty straightforward. I had a working model, and just duplicating my system slowly increased my income. It had taken me three years to get to this point, and countless late night hours, but it was finally paying off. If I could teach a couple of assistants to manage the existing sites, the advertising, and the return, which had to be monitored pretty carefully, I could create more sites, bringing in more income. Maybe I could even teach them the analysis and research required before I built a new site.
And who better to work for me than Krista and Donna? I could start them on a pretty low hourly wage, with a profit sharing plan. The little extra money would help, but the profit sharing could be a home run. This model reduced my risk to the noise level. And it provided the perfect excuse for me to be around them several hours a week. Hell, maybe several hours a day!
Krista was more than interested. Halfway into my explanation of how it might work, she had to stop her blow-job to get more info. Good girl that she is, she mounted me before getting too distracted by the idea.
She was rocking back and forth on my cock, hammering away with questions.
"Are you for real?" was her first question.
"Absolutely! Why not? I think you and Donna could make a few bucks, I could make more money, and we'd have a great excuse to see each other."
"But what would we do?"
I explained the process of managing the incoming traffic, dealing with advertising, making sure that the incoming money was greater than the advertising, and that nothing weird happened to create a sudden burst of expenses.
"It sounds complicated," she pouted, slowing the riding pace.
"Not really. At first it may be, but it's mostly just monitoring a few websites that report how we're doing. I'll give you some spreadsheets to fill in, and it will let us know how the business is going. If the results go out of the expected range, one way or the other, we'll change the process. Sometimes that means cutting back or shutting down, sometimes it means beefing up the spending. It shouldn't take more than a couple of hours a day, once you've got it down."
"What about that other stuff?" She asked, her interest peaking again. Her actions matched her interest, speeding up her movement, getting those gorgeous tits moving around on their own. I was slow in responding; once again, I was reminded of just how pretty and sexy Krista was, and I was lucky enough to be laying in her bed, casually screwing her. Life was good.
"The research and marketing will be for later, once you've got the system down. Hell, we might even get you building the sites. I also could use a virtual assistant - to do research for me, make calls, line up some business relationships, anything I can think to offload that allows me to concentrate on bringing in the money. At the same time I may use your help dealing with issues from my real job, making appointments, sending out thank-you's, keeping my database up to date, there's so many places that I could simplify my life."
"So what are we talking here, realistically?" She asked, now leaning over and impaling herself deliciously on my stiff rod, with long deep strokes. The view was just too good, and I reached up to capture her dangling tits, slowly massaging them, feeling their weight in my hand, playing with her hard nipples.
"I'm thinking 3 hours a day each for you and Donna, at $10 an hour, to start. Then each month we'll see how much profit the sites made, after advertising, your salaries, and other expenses. I'll pay you each 5%. That would have been about $400 dollars last month. Sound fair?" I asked.
"What's that, about $150 a week, plus another $400? That's like a thousand dollars a month for working 3 hours a day. I'd say that's pretty good." She was smiling at me, no longer rocking. She was sitting more upright, and her hips were doing figure-eights on me. She had my steel shaft traveling all around inside of her. I liked it.
"Don't forget, the whole reason we're doing this is so we can build more sites and make more money. If it works out, we'll add a little more time to your schedule, and the profit sharing could go way up. It doubled in the last year, and I did that by myself. If it doubles again, well, your monthly bonus could be over a grand."
She had a worried look on her face. "You're not just paying us so you can fuck us whenever you want, are you?"
I laughed. "Seems like I can do that now." I got serious for a second holding her still. "I've been slacking, unable to find the extra time to put into my business, and my real goal is to make it a full time thing, getting rid of the brick and mortar job. Even that's been suffering a bit since I developed this new hobby of mine." I nudged her with my hips, pushing up into her, leaving her no doubt what that hobby was. "With you two helping, I think there's a good chance I can make some serious money. I made almost $100K online in the last year." I told her.
She looked shocked. "A hundred thousand dollars? On a part-time job? Holy shit!"
"It took me about 5 years of different ideas and failed launches to get here. Last year was the first time I really made a decent profit. But now that I've found a working system, it's just implementing and duplicating, until the market changes. This year has been great, but it's taking too much of my time to manage it, and not enough time building more income. A couple of distracting women, one in particular," I nudged her again with my cock, so she'd know EXACTLY who I was referring too, "have been a huge time drain as well. With you and Donna working for me on this, I think I can easily double the business this year, maybe more. If so, I could finally kick the old job."
"What will Abby think?"
A good question.
"She knows that I tried outsourcing this stuff twice now, once to India, and once to the Philippines. It was cheap but it didn't work out. At all. One month a single screw up cost me over $1500. The time zones difference was a pain, and it required a lot more of my time to manage than I wanted. She knows I need the help. She has no interest in doing it at all. And she hates the endless late hours I put into it. I can only imagine she'll love the idea of getting you involved." I explained, at the same time as I tried rationalizing the idea myself.
"And she won't think about alternative agendas?" My little tramp asked as she got back to some serious fucking.
"With you, of course, but I don't think that will be a problem. Donna? She probably will be happy to have Donna involved, hoping that will keep you and me under some kind of control."
"What does Donna think? Have you told her yet?" She certainly had a lot of questions.
It was getting a little hard to concentrate. Her actions were setting me off. "Some. Not all. You first." I grunted, then knew I couldn't hold out much longer. I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her as hard and fast as I could, finally cumming deep inside her. She lowered herself down to lie on top of me as I slowly caught my breath.
"I'd love to do it," she said softly, "if Abby's cool with it. Why don't you come over tomorrow morning, and I'll invite Donna over. We can go over the idea more then."
"Sounds like a plan," I told her. "In the meantime, whenever you get a chance, you might drop hints to Abby that times are hard, and you might be looking for a part-time job. Maybe we can even lead her to the idea on her own."
---
That night I headed upstairs to work on my projects earlier than usual, spending most of the time putting the documents and processes in place to bring on my two possible helpers. I hadn't create a new site in over a month, and my revenues were down about 10%. Shit. I stayed and worked extra late, not coming down until well after midnight. Abby called up to me around 11:00, saying she was going to bed, but I begged off, telling her I was getting behind.
As I slipped into the bed, the clock read 12:50. Abby woke up a bit as I crawled in beside her.
"If I didn't see the checks coming in, I'd be worried that you're just another one of those porn junkies up there so late," she teased.
"Like I need porn, with a wife like you and friends like yours. I live porn."
She giggled. "Yeah, but sometimes I hate that room up there. You just disappear for hours and hours."
"I know. I've got to figure out a way to offload the crap work," I told her. Hint. Hint.
"Just don't try that India shit again," she reminded me with a big yawn, before giving me a quick peck and rolling over.
I rubbed her back, and she purred. "I won't try that again. Next time it'll be someone who speaks English, and is in at least a similar timezone."
She just gave me an "Mmmhmm," and eased back to sleep.
First seeds sown, time to water them.
----
I had gone over the first glimmering of an idea with Donna early in the week, after her punishment, and before all the hot-tub action and the aftermath. I had not really gone into any details. She seemed to be of a mixed mind. The money was marginally interesting to her. I think the idea of being with me for legitimate reasons both excited and scared her. Good.
I arrived at Krista's early, and had her on her knees blowing me, while I watched for Donna to drive up. Damn, my hot MILF neighbor looked amazing with my dick in her mouth. If it wasn't the most beautiful sight in the world, I'm not sure what was. I didn't have to wait long, and when I saw my second girl coming up the walk, I sent Krista to let her in, and headed to the bedroom, my wet, stiff cock leading the way like a dowsing rod.
Krista guided her buxom friend into the room a minute later. Krista was still clad only in a t-shirt, that ended just past the bottom of her bare ass. Donna was wearing a light sun dress that looked cute and sexy. Bright yellow, with a muted flower pattern, the thin shoulder straps barely held up the halter-style top that was filled to overflowing with her huge tits. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra. The hem only reached about half-way down her thighs. She looked amazing.
I opened my arms to her, and she came to me, easily, without hesitation. She gave me a warm kiss, while I reached under the bottom of her skirt and verified she was naked underneath the bright yellow outfit.
As my hands cupped her bare ass, I massaged her cheeks gently. "Good girl," I murmured. "They're not still sore are they?"
She seemed to hesitate just a moment. "No, not really."
I pulled away from her and sat at the edge of the bed, my legs open wide, my cock standing straight up. She got the message, and dropped to her knees immediately, licking my cock. I reached over and grabbed a pillow which I passed to her. She put it under her knees and went back to work. She was a good little cock-sucker when she put her mind to it.
Krista stood behind Donna, reached down, unzipped the back of the dress and pulled the thin straps out to the side, freeing Donna's bodacious ta-tas. The dress slid to the ground around her knees. I heard Krista gasp.
"Shit, Donna! What happened?"
My darling fellatrix had learned her lesson. My rod in her mouth, she looked up at me quizzically, still sliding my staff in and out of her warm lips. I nodded to her.
She stood, the dress spilling around her ankles, leaving her naked except for her strappy yellow shoes. Then she walked to the dresser and looked in the mirror sideways. I could see that her rear end was still badly bruised. The blues, yellows and red's seemed almost an abomination against her smooth skin.
"I was bad," she said, then rubbed her ass with both hands. "It looks worse than it feels."
"Come here Donna," I told her and she hurried over. "On the bed, on your knees, please."
She obediently climbed on the bed, her butt right at the edge. "Did I do something wrong?" she asked timorously.
"No dear," I told her, caressing her cute butt. "Not at all."
"Krista, can you do something to make those poor cheeks feel better." I asked, then I went around the bed and laid down in front of Donna so she could put her mouth to good use once more. As soon as I was in place, she lowered her face and proceeded to pleasure me again.
Krista returned from the bathroom with some lotion which she warmed in her hands, and then set about massaging it into Donna's abused rear. She took her time doing it, spending a little time working her way down the crease as well. I enjoyed watching her. "Take off your shirt, Krista."
She did, and went back to massaging Donna's butt, now naked. It was a great view.
"You know, Krista, Donna's still an anal virgin. I think it would be kind of you to make sure that when she loses that cherry, we make it easy on her. Can you do something for her? Break her in a bit?"
Krista knew the answer to that one, and retrieved her bright red butt-plug from her bedside drawer. With a little lube she was soon working that toy into Donna's butt, accompanied by the delicious Donna's groans and grunts, until it finally slid fully in. I heard Donna moan around my cock as it sank home.
I beckoned Krista over and pulled Donna's face out of my lap.
"I'm going to fuck your friend now, Donna, and then I'm going to take her ass. I want you to prepare her for me. Lube her tight little butthole for me. Do a good job for her, because when I take yours, she'll be the one doing the preparing."
I had Krista on her hands and knees, and I slid my cock home, into her delightful pussy. I started a slow screwing, while Donna retrieved the lube that Krista had left on the bed stand. Donna was cautious placing a few drops over Krista's little brown star.
"Talk to her, Krista, tell her what to do."
"You've got to get it in me, Donna," she explained. "Use one finger, then two, and finally three. If you don't loosen me up, he'll tear me open. Use lots of lube."
Donna still seemed nervous, but she but a few more drops on her finger and slowly started toying with Krista's back door. She started slowly, seeming cautious as her fingernail finally disappeared from view. Most of her fingertip was still in view.
"That doesn't hurt, does it?" Donna asked
"It's nice. More," was Krista's quiet response.
I watched, mesmerized by her slow moving finger as it slowly disappeared into the little brown star. Buried up to the second knuckle, Donna started to twist it around a bit, then put a couple of more drops of lube where her finger disappeared into Krista's ass. Finally she started sawing back and forth, until her finger was doing about as much as it could.
"Oh, that's good," Krista told her, "fuck my ass with your finger."
I screwed her slowly, giving her a tempo to match if she so desired.
Donna added another few drops, then slid her finger in and out faster, twisting on the 'in' stroke.
"Good, that's nice, now give me another."
The sight was exciting, and I was feeling it deep in my balls as I slowly fucked my hot little neighbor.
Donna worked two fingers into Krista's butt, opening her up more.
I reached out to Donna, grasping her by the hair and pulling her mouth to mine. I kissed her long and hard while my fat cock and Donna's slender fingers, both penetrated the amazing Krista.
"Can you feel that?" I whispered in Donna's ear. "She's loving it. She's getting off on your fingers in her slutty hot ass."
As if too confirm my words, Krista shivered. "That's sooo good, Donna, can you do three?" Krista moaned. She had dropped her head and shoulders to the bed, and her tempting little butt was even more exposed. She reached back with her hands and spread her cheeks wider.
"God Alex, I don't know," Donna wavered, her two fingers still sawing away at Krista's open butt, but noticeably slowing down.
I reached down and grabbed Donna's ass cheek and squeezed it hard. She cried out.
"I thought you were learning to be a good girl," I told her.
"I am, I am! I swear, I just don't want to hurt her," Donna whined.
"Don't act stupid. She's asking for it! Do it."
Donna added yet more lube, and the shininess all around Krista's crack was calling to me. Donna's three fingers drove into that tight little ass, all the way to the knuckles.
"God, that's it," Krista groaned, "open me for him."
Donna had finally given up any reticence and she reamed her good. I pulled her mouth to mine again, enjoying kissing her while fucking her friend. I pushed her face down, until she was just inches away from the action. She eventually adding her pinky to the mix, and I watched as most of her four fingers slid in and out of Krista's ass.
"Fuck me, Alex, fuck my ass now, please," Krista finally moaned.
Donna looked to me and I nodded. She pulled her hand away and I pulled out of Krista's pussy and switched holes. My cock slid halfway into her ass with very little resistance.
"You did good, Donna," I told her, easing my cock deeper into the wonderful Krista.
"Perfect," Krista murmured.
Donna watched, entranced, as my cock sank deeper and deeper into Krista.
"Just think, that will be you, some day soon, when you've earned it." I told her.
"Earned it?" Donna squeaked.
"Someday, I think. You are learning," I told her, grabbing Krista's hips I started to long stroke her incredibly tight asshole.
"Now if you'll just lay down in front of her, I'm sure Krista will thank you for taking care of her."



This was a big test for Donna. She had always resisted any overt girl-on-girl activities. I saw that flash of willfulness burning in her eyes again. As my eyes locked with hers, she wavered. Too bad. There was something about her fighting back against me that got me off.
"You're not thinking about disobeying me are you?" I asked, running my hand across her butt cheeks, as a not so subtle reminder.
"No sir!" she cried out, and hurriedly sat in front of Krista, her legs spread wide. She acceded easily enough, but there was still that little look of irritation peeking out.
As I fucked Krista's tight rear, she went down on her friend, paying her back for the favor done, opening her up.
"Play with your tits," I told Donna, while I slowly fucked Krista, trying to make it last.
Donna's hands crept up to her breasts, and started slowly squeezing and pinching her own nipples as Krista licked her. After a couple of minutes of this, Donna's eyes started to glaze over, and she leaned her head back against the headboard, letting Krista's actions do their job.
I wanted to fuck Krista hard, but I didn't want to distract her too much from what she was doing to Donna, so I maintained a nice steady stroke into that sweet butt. Watching Donna slowly get off on Krista's tongue, combined with the ongoing blow-job, then doggy-fuck and now the ass reaming was just too much.
"I'm going to fill your ass," I told Krista through gritted teeth, as I grabbed her hips and plowed her thoroughly, finally dumping a load deep inside of her.
I pulled out,laid down beside the girls, and watched their interaction. Krista was doing her best and Donna seemed completely open to being pleasured. My incredible dream girl, who until weeks ago seemed impossibly out of reach, the good little Christian wife, was going down on her best friend at my command, while simultaneously playing with the large object lodged in Donna's ass. I moved beside the newcomer to our play, the hot voluptuous platinum blonde, who was slowly learning to submit to me completely. I leaned over, reaching an arm underneath her neck and her eyes fluttered open. I leaned her head up and kissed her deeply, while my hand reached out for her delicious tits.
Donna was squirming and breathing hard; I could see she was getting close.
"Don't come yet," I warned her.
"Oh God, Alex, I'm close," she moaned.
"Not yet. Tell her how good it feels," I told her, twisting her hard nipple.
"Fuck!" she moaned, pulling back from my hand, while pushing her hips toward her best friend.
"Tell her." I grabbed her other nipple and pulled on it.
"I'm so close, Krista, so close," Donna moaned.
"And..." I encouraged.
"You do that so good. You know how to make me boil." She gasped, while Krista worked to make her disobey me by coming early.
"Ask her to make you come, beg her." I told Krista, still squeezing her nipples, alternating between the two.
"Please Krista, don't stop now, make me come for you, make me come," Donna was moaning constantly as she hovered on the verge of a huge orgasm.
"Good, you can come for us now," I told my recalcitrant one.
Krista went to town on her and within seconds she had done it. She had wrung an explosive orgasm out of Donna, who screamed out as she came on our hostess' tongue. Krista didn't let up, and Donna cried out, coming repeatedly, until she couldn't take any more. I watched Krista finally sit up, a devilish grin plastered across her beautiful face, coated with her friends copious juices.
With a smile I retreated to the bathroom where I cleaned up.
A couple of minutes later, I let the beauties blow me in tandem as I explained more about my business ideas to both of them. It was the first time for Donna to really learn the details, and she had more questions, but Krista was happy enough to take up the slack when Donna's mouth was otherwise occupied. After about 15-20 minutes of explanation, it seems I had finally dried up the question well.
I didn't ask Donna if she wanted to be involved. I simple told her to plan on three hours a day, at least 4 days a week.
"What if Dave doesn't want me to?" she asked.
"Not my problem. You can convince him, I'm sure." She still seemed a little hesitant. "Would you rather I told him?" I asked.
"No! No sir! I can take care of it, I'm sure." She looked over at her partner in infidelity who was still sucking away blissfully. "Krista can help me if I need. Can't you, Krista?"
Krista rose up just long enough to answer. "For my sister, of course."
Donna slowly climbed up the bed, cuddling in close to me. Her lips pressed close to my ear.
"My turn?" she asked softly.
I realized that she'd only been allowed to kiss me and suck me so far, although she had come on Krista's tongue.
I put my arm around her, and held her close. "Krista, your behavior is improving, but we've still got to work on it."
"I know," she told me hesitantly, her head bowed.
"You can't be rewarded until things are made right."
Krista stopped her actions below my waist, and within moments I was bracketed by my two lovelies.
"Alex, she's been good, you don't have to punish her," Krista said.
"No, he's right," Donna answered.
I gave Krista a squeeze. "I'm glad you care enough. I'm going to let you decide how many strokes she gets. You can pick a number from 1 to 20. But here's a hint, the fewer the number, the harder the stroke."
I felt Donna tense up beside me.
Krista reached out across my chest and placed her hand on Donna's arm. "10?"
"Ok. And Donna, you have to do something for me. Krista needs to learn a little lesson about interfering. So I'm going to split the strokes between you. I'll let you decide how many each of you get."
"Same rules about the fewer the harder?" Donna asked hesitantly. She was wriggling against me as if in anticipation of her upcoming punishment.
"Nope. That was decided when Krista set the number."
She didn't hesitate at all. "I'll take nine." She peeled herself off of me, and stood beside the bed, waiting.
I turned sideways, swinging my legs off the bed. "Krista, why don't you come over here as well?" I indicated a place to stand beside me. As she took her place, Donna came over and stretched across my lap, her still bruised rear-end accusing me. The weight of her on my lap was incredibly arousing.
She was still wearing the butt-plug. I'd almost completely forgotten about it. I took it in my hand, and wiggled it in her tight little ass. With just a little work, it finally came out, leaving her hole gaping for a second, before it slowly closed.
"Thank you," she said softly. Her hand, almost of it's own volition, reached back and one slender finger caressed her brown little star, running in little circles. That looked so tempting. But now was not the time. I rubbed her ass cheeks. "You Ok?"
"Yes, Alex," she said softly, pushing her ass back against my hand.
I caressed her smooth, round ass, and I could feel her breath coming faster. "I want you to count them off, and you will thank me for each one."
"Yes." She said softly, then uttered, "Master."
I gave her a quick hard smack, and she jumped. "You have a bad memory, sugar." I squeezed her ass cheek. "Don't call me Master." I caressed her butt. "And remember to count them off if you want them to count, can you remember that, sweetness?"
"Yes, I'm sorry." I could hear the trembling in her voice.
I spanked her firmly. A quick open palmed smack that sounded worse than it was.
"One. Thank you."
Another, on the opposite cheek.
"Two, thank you."
I smacked her sharply across the top of her thighs.
"Th..three," she gasped, "thank you."
I hadn't been striking her too hard, but I could still feel the sting on the palm of my hand. I welcomed the feeling.
I caressed her rear, letting my hand stroke down the crease of her ass, brushing my fingers across her wet pussy. "How many more?"
"Six more, please." Smack. "Oh! Four, thank you."
I worked through the next four pretty quickly, still taking it pretty easy on her, as she counted each one off. After eight, I stopped looking down at her pinked up cheeks, and caressed her again.
"Krista, come here. I want you to give her the last one."
"Me?" She asked, coming over to stand next to me.
"Just the one. But remember if you don't do it right, I'll have to do it over, and I'll add another to yours."
I was a little surprised. She didn't need any more encouragement, and she wound up and slapped Donna across the ass hard enough to leave a hand-print.
"NINE!" Donna cried out, "thank you, thank you."
I let my hand wander down between her legs, and caressed her.
"I'll do better," Donna moaned, "I promise. You'll remind me if I do anything wrong?"
"Of course, that's part of my job." I told her. "And I'll punish you when you need it."
She crawled off my lap, and climbed on the bed behind me. She wrapped her arms around me and nibbled on my neck. While she positioned herself behind me, Krista took her place across my lap. "You remember the rules?"
"Yes," she answered hesitantly.
I ran my hand across my dream girl's firm flesh. She tensed up a bit and I could feel her trembling. I had never spanked her before.
I hauled back and gave her a hard smack, the sound of our skin meeting echoed in the room.
"Oww!" she yelled out twisting in my lap.
"One. Say it!" Krista whispered to her partner in crime.
"One!"
I smacked the opposite cheek, equally as hard, leaving a hand print.
"Oww! What was that for?" Krista cried out.
"You forgot to thank me, you'll have to start over." I reminded her.
SMACK, my next blow landed on the same cheek.
"One, thank you!" Krista cried out quickly.
I rubbed her butt for just a second. "That was better. It wasn't so hard was it?"
"It hurt!"
"Of course it did. That's the idea. It'll help you remember now, won't it."
She hesitated and got up, rubbing her ass cheeks with both hands.
"I'd say so. Not like I'd want that again," she complained.
I suspected Donna might not feel quite the same about the punishment.
I turned on the bed, and Donna dropped onto her hands and knees presenting her ass to me. I could see the pinkness of my latest punishment overlayed over the marks from earlier in the week. I slid my hard cock into her easily, she was soaking wet and desperately ready. I grabbed her warm cheeks and squeezed as I slid in and out of her. She moaned in appreciation.
I couldn't help but think about being able to use her to my hearts content once my latest plan was fully implemented.
- I wonder what Abby would think of breaking in this one.-
-----
Hope you enjoyed this installment. Don't you love it when a plan comes together?
And remember, votes are always welcome!
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Chapter 12 - The Good Neighbor
============
A quiet weekend ends with a new player entering the game. Abby suggests adding someone else to the mix, and Alex's business plan gets Abby's approval.
This series starts with A Bit of Blackmail, then A Bit More Blackmail, and A Blackmail Buddy. I suggest they be read in order.
============
For the first time in a while I had an almost normal weekend.
Friday night we have a standing family dinner date, and this one ended with a rental movie, and I fell asleep with my wife in my arms without having sex for the first time in a while.
We'd had plans for a while to head down to Austin and visit with relatives. Abby had taken Saturday off, for the activity. My cousin's birthday was an excuse to get a bunch of family together. Barbecued brisket, fajitas, and too many beers was the short version of Saturday, and Sunday was a huge breakfast, followed by poolside burgers and margaritas. The drive home with my wife and daughter both sleeping left me free to think about all the things going on in my life. And I wasn't complaining.
Monday morning when I awoke Abby was gone. I tried to get some work done, but I was feeling randy. I was getting used to almost unlimited sex, and three days doing without suddenly felt like an eternity. I cruised over to Krista's but her car was gone. Damn!
Back in my home office, I called Donna. She picked up her cell, but was halfway across the city. So I settled back into work, getting paperwork caught up, making a few calls and feeling sorry for myself. At one point I even thought of giving Misty a call, but had the good sense not to go there. Things were working out too well to fuck 'em up that badly.
I was eventually able to bury myself in my work, to the point where I didn't even notice that the girls were home until my daughter burst into my office with her mid-term report cards. She had gotten straight-A's again, moving two B's to A's from her last grades. To celebrate we offered to take her anywhere she wanted to go for dinner, which turned out to be Chinese food, as it did 9 times out of 10.
We got home and put the little one to bed, then Abby invited me to join her in the hot-tub. I broke out Scotch and a cigar for myself, and a Corona for her, and found her waiting in the pool.
"Isn't the water cold?" I asked her.
"Yeah, but I thought it would be nice before getting in the spa."
I placed our drinks on the spa edge, and joined her in the pool. It was as cold as I expected, but once you got in, it wasn't so bad. And it gave the hot-tub a little more time to warm up.
As I swam up to her, she gave me a hard time. "Did you really just jump in the pool with your naked wife, wearing that stupid bathing suit?"
This was a new change. Abby loved walking around the house naked, but almost never went into our backyard naked, even though it was pretty private. Even when she got in the spa naked, she usually wore her bathing suit into the yard, stripping it off before getting in.
Tonight I didn't see a bathing suit or even a robe anywhere.
I took the hint and divested myself of my own suit, and took her in my arms.
"It is getting cold out here, I'm ready for the spa if you are," she admitted after just a few seconds.
In the hot-tub, we sat close and she spilled her day to me. Her work was a madhouse and she always had stories of people not showing up, in-fighting, people not doing what they should, and all the office politics you could imagine. I sat back, sipped on my single malt, and smoked my cigar while doing my best to respond as expected to her comments.
Darling Abby slid even closer, reaching out to me. I was leaning back with my eyes closed, relaxing, while she gently stroked my semi-stiff cock, still chattering on about her day. That all changed when I heard a call from around the driveway.
"Abby, you out here?"
Our neighbor Courtney's voice was unmistakable. Most nights, Abby and Courtney go for an evening walk to stay in shape, and just chat. Court also is a secret smoker. She comes over to our place to have a smoke so her husband won't find out.
I guess I have a confession. I have a vice. Other than blackmailing and screwing my wife's best friends. I'm a cigar smoker. Yep. Several days a week I'll light one up, and relax with it. No as often as every day, but more than once or twice a week. In our back yard we have a covered porch attached to the house, where we can have a smoke in inclement weather. Courtney will sometimes come over and have a smoke there. She even keeps a bottle of lotion and perfume there to hide the smell of the smoke.
I could make a comment here about hiding things from your spouse, but I guess that would be a little hypocritical.
Our neighbor let herself into the backyard, and turned toward the porch at first, then heard the noise from the hot-tub and hesitated a moment before walking our way.
"I guess a walk is out of the question," she said with a grin.
"Why don't you join us?" Abby told her.
She stood there looking at us. Abby had moved back just a bit, no longer stroking me. "C'mon," Abby encouraged, "have a drink, relax, have a smoke. Just take it easy."
I expected a little more resistance, but our neighbor slipped her shirt off. "Aw hell, why not?"
She stepped out of her shoes and shorts and put them on the table, standing in her underwear. She started to approach the spa, then stopped. "Are y'all naked in there?"
"First rule of the spa," Abby said.
"First rule?" Courtney asked.
"Yeah. After 10:00pm naked hot-tubbing only."
"Any other rules I should know about?" Courtney asked while unsnapping her bra and releasing her cute tits.
"Rule #2, what happens in the hot-tub, stays in the hot-tub." Abby told her with a giggle.
Courtney sat on the edge of the spa, slid her panties off, then spun and slid into the water smoothly hiding her treasures from view.
"And rule #3?" Courtney asked.
"I'll let you know when we think it up." Abby said.
Courtney reached to the edge of the spa and pulled out a cigarette. "Can I get a light?"
I took my cigar out of my mouth and flicked off the ashes. Then I placed it back between my lips and leaned forward with my face close to hers, and put the end of the cigar just beyond the cigarette between her lips. She leaned forward and inhaled while I did, lighting her smoke. It was far more sensual then it should have been and I was pleased to see her blush.
"Want a drink?" Abby asked. "We have beer, booze and wine coolers."
"Rum and Cock?" Courtney blurted, "Oh God, I mean Coke! Rum and Coke."
Abby turned to me and raised an eyebrow. I was on the bar. I stood, my cock semi-hard from all the activity, and stepped out of the hot-tub. I went into the kitchen and made a tray with all of our preferred libations, so I wouldn't have to make another trip. Then, inspired, I ran upstairs to my office, and turned on the outdoor camera, zooming in on the spa, and started the recording. Just in case.
I passed out the drinks, and listened to Abby describing a bit of what had happened the last time the spa had been full of naked people.
"Abby! I thought what happened in the hot-tub, stayed in the hot-tub," I reminded her.
"And where are we?" She asked with a grin.
"Ahh, OK."
"It's not like it's a state secret," Courtney laughed. "Anyone outside that late would have been deaf not to get an idea of what's going on. One of those girls is a screamer."
"That would be Krista," Abby laughed.
"Thank God there's only a few houses within hearing distance," I chuckled.
Abby had slid back next to me, and her hand was once more filled with my cock, which was hardening up nicely.
"So the rule was, 15 minutes, anything goes, as long as they were in the spa. That meant that some part of their body had to be in the water at all times. Oh yeah, and they couldn't make him come." Abby explained.
"Who went first?" Courtney asked, obviously enthralled by the story.
"Misty."
Courtney seemed to notice for the first time what Abby was doing under the water. "Are you doing what I think you're doing?"
I reached over to the controller and turned on the spa light. We didn't have the bubbles on so the water was crystal clear.
"God! You two are so bad." She gasped, watching Abby's hand stroke my cock. She managed to tear her eyes away from the action and I turned off the light. "What happened then?"
"Do you want the R-rated version, or the X-rated version?" Abby asked her softly.
She didn't hesitate long. "X"
"She sucked his cock, out in the open for us to watch. It was the most amazing thing. You've seen how big he is, well she took the whole thing and made it look easy. She's so small; who would ever have guessed she could manage it?"
Courtney looked at me for a second. "Good?"
"Toe curling. Nobody EVER did what she did." I admitted.
"But we're trying," Abby added.
"Trying?"
"Yeah, Krista and I are practicing to get that good. I'm blowing him almost every day, although this last weekend was a little dry. I'm surprised he hasn't blown his wad already." She suddenly turned to me. "Hey! You didn't play without me today, did you?"
"Hell no." I told her truthfully. "Although I'll have to admit, our friends did cross my mind a couple of times."
"A blow job every day?" Courtney almost squealed. "That's crazy. We don't have sex more than a couple of times a month, and blow-jobs, maybe a couple of times a year."
"You don't like to do them?" Abby asked.
"Actually, I don't mind at all," she said, again blushing for us. "It was all the rage in college. But I don't think John likes them all that much."
"Are you fucking kidding me? I don't know a man alive who doesn't love to watch a pretty face going down on him." I had to chime in.
She looked sad. "I guess he doesn't like mine."
Abby spoke up, giving me a jab. "Listen to you. For the last 10 years, you gotten maybe a dozen a year, so I guess it's not all that surprising. It's not like we were doing it more than once every couple of weeks."
"What changed?" Courtney asked.
"I'll tell you but you've got to help me, my arm is getting tired." Abby said.
"Arm?" Courtney was a little slow on the uptake.
I reached out for her hand, and pulled it toward my cock. She went along easily, placing her hand over Abby's.
"I shouldn't," she started.
My wife reached out and placed a finger across her friend's lips. "What happens in the hot-tub, stays in the hot-tub," Abby reminded her, then pulled her own hand off of my staff. I sighed as Courtney's hand slowly traveled the length and breadth of my cock, growing familiar with it. Within a few seconds she was stroking me lightly.
Abby started in. She explained that we had been in a bit of a rut, and that she did something stupid and I found out. She then went on to say she realized that she didn't want anyone else, she wanted me, wanted excitement, and desperately wanted to make me happy.
"So I decided to take a huge chance. I'd give myself up to him. Do whatever he wants, do everything I can to keep him happy and satisfied. Wear what he likes, give my body over to him completely, at all times. Share my friends with him. I'm his completely and totally, with absolutely no reservations."
"Oh my God, you're his slave?" Courtney asked, in a hushed whisper, her hand grabbing tighter around my pole.
"Not at all! I decide. I treat him, reward him, surprise him. He doesn't demand anything from me, well, not much. I just give and give and give."
"And?" Courtney's hand loosened a hair and returned to stroking me.
"Ask him." Abby said, leaning over and cuddling into me.
Courtney slid closer, her hand stroking me more firmly. I hadn't touched her, other than to guide her hand onto it's current resting place. My arm on her side was resting on the side of the spa, and as she moved in, her near breast was just a breath away from my touch.
I slid my arm down and brushed my fingers across her nipple. "It's been the most amazing few weeks of our marriage. I love her so much it hurts. I could never imagine being with anyone else but her. It's impossible to imagine anyone who would do so much for me so willingly. When she makes my pleasure her goal, the only way I can respond is to try and do the same."
My hand cupped Courtney's breast and squeezed softly. "Our sex has been nothing short of amazing. Mind-blowing. I've gone to sleep with her beautiful lips wrapped around my shaft, and woken to the most loving blow-job imaginable. If you hadn't come over when you did, I was about to spend the evening ravishing my wife in every way imaginable."
Courtney looked at me with a burning gaze I'd never seen from her before, and leaned her face in close to mine. "Don't let me stop you."
I leaned toward her, closing the space between us, and pressed my lips against hers. Her mouth opened to me and I explored her mouth with my tongue.
Abby tapped me on the shoulder. "Up on the side of the spa, cowboy."
I pulled away from kissing my next-door-neighbor for the first time, and her hand reluctantly let go of my cock. I moved a couple of feet sideways and sat on the edge of the spa, my cock standing proud and eager.
Abby pulled Courtney over close, while she stationed herself between my legs. "Come see what my practice has taught me."
For the next several minutes, Abby licked and sucked my cock as if her life depended on it. She took almost all of it down her throat, gagging a bit, licked and sucked my balls, and did everything she could to worship my cock.
Courtney edged closer and closer, until her chin was resting on my thigh, her cheek pressed against my side. She had about as close a view as possible. My hand strayed to the side and caressed her hair as she watched.
Gasping, Abby pulled her face away for a moment, and faced her friend. "Help me?"
Courtney shuddered, "Oh Abby, I don't know..."
"Please?" she asked, then licked me from balls to crest. She leaned my cock over toward our guest until my cock was pressed against the side of her face. Courtney's tongue reached out and brushed me.
"Oh Shit!" I gasped. I had never expected this from Courtney.
"God, he liked that." Abby said softly.
Courtney leaned forward a bit and gave me a long lick, placing a kiss on the top of my swollen head. She then pushed my cock back to Abby.
Abby tugged her arm and pulled Courtney around my leg, facing my cock straight on.
"Suck him for me." Abby urged.
Courtney licked me again and this time settled in at the top, opened her mouth and took me in, swallowing half my length. I could feel her naughty tongue working me over.
"God Court, that's wonderful." I told her
Abby moved behind my new cocksucker, and caressed her back, sides and finally front, while the pretty little neighbor sucked me better and better. She was good. Not in Misty's class. Not even quite up to Abby and Krista, but damn good.
"Courtney, it's a mortal sin that you aren't using your talented mouth to drain a man more than a couple of times a year. It's a sin, and a waste." I told her.
While her head bobbed up and down on my cock, she opened her eyes and looked up at me. That's a huge personal turn on, and I could feel my balls swelling.
"I'm going to come soon," I warned them both.
"Do you want to finish him?" Abby asked.
"Mmmhmm," Courtney answered with her mouth full.
"Share it with me afterwards," Abby said, kissing her friend on the neck.
Courtney's eyes got big, and just then I reached the end of my rope. I exploded, several days worth of pent up cum, and filled my oh-so-friendly neighbor's mouth to overflowing. She finally pulled away, and the last few shots sprayed across her chin and cheeks.
"That was wonderful Courtney," I told her.
Abby turned Courtney's face toward her own, and lovingly cleaned every trace of my cum off of her face. Then I watched Courtney open her mouth, and display as much cum as I'd ever seen come out of me. Her mouth was solid white. Abby leaned in and place her mouth over Courtney's then leaned back allowing much of my seed to flow into her own mouth. Courtney pulled away, their lips slipping apart, sticky strings of cum stretched between them. She closed her mouth and swallowed deeply, then leaned between my legs again, looked up and displayed her open empty mouth to me. She seemed surprised when she felt my hard cock spring up and nudge her chin.
"Oh my God! Are you still hard?" She gasped.
"What man wouldn't be, after watching a sexy scene like that?" I reminded her.
"Fifteen minutes," Abby said softly.
"What?" Courtney asked turning to look back and forth between my wife and I.
"Fifteen minutes, anything goes. Only you set the limitations," my wife explained.
I slid into the water, pulling her into my lap, feeling her crotch press against me. I pulled her mouth to mine and kissed her deeply, still finding a faint remnant of my own taste.
She pulled away, hugging me tightly, and whispered in my ear. "What are you going to do to me?"
"I'm going to start by returning the favor."
"And Abby?" She asked, nibbling on my ear.
"For now, she'll just watch." I stood, easing her off of my lap, and grabbed her hips. I turned with her and lifted her up to the side of the spa that had no seat in front of it. I slid my neighbor's ass to the front edge of the ledge, and opened her legs for me. She leaned back as I leaned forward and started paying close and intimate attention to the entire area around by final objective. After several minutes of teasing licking and kissing, I settled my lips over her clit and let my tongue go to work as my fingers entered her moist pussy.
She was a quiet one. I could barely tell when she finally came for the first time, her thighs tensing around my head. A couple of more minutes and she was coming repeatedly, gasping, making quiet mewling noises.
I finally stood just in front of her, lifted her off the edge and eased her down onto my cock. I slid into her, easily, her own body weight forcing her tight opening down to the very base of my cock. She clung to me tightly, her arms around my neck, her legs clasped around my waist.
"God, Alex, you are huge inside of me," she murmured into my ear.
"You're OK with this, right?" I asked.
"This is so wrong, I've never cheated on John," she confessed warily.
"Cheating is what got Abby and I here." I told her, my cock swelling within her.
"I don't know," she moaned, but her heels dug into me, pulling her deeper onto my cock.
"Would you be willing to share John with Abby?" I asked her.
"I don't think he'd survive it."
"Soon, the four of us in the hot tub. You'll give him Abby for the night, or maybe Krista." I told her, lifting her up and then settling her back down onto my cock.
"I might lose him," she said softly.
"Give yourself to him, completely, give him your friend, role-play with him. You know he loves you, we'll get him to lust for you again." I urged her, as she rode my cock for the first time.
"I'll have to think about it."
"Talk it over with Abby, she'll help." I held her close, my cock buried to the hilt. "You're OK with this?"
"What happens in the hot-tub, right?" she answered warmly.
"Absolutely."
"Fuck my brains out."
I did my best, screwing her standing, then laying her down on the side and taking her like that, finally bending her over the side and fucking her from behind, much as I had done with Misty. She had a wonderful full ass, and I reveled in squeezing her full butt cheeks while plowing her from behind. I finally found a wonderful rhythm, giving her several minutes of long deep strokes, which had her coming for me again, almost crying now.
"I'm almost there," I warned her. "Can I come in you?"



"NO, please, come in my mouth." She gasped, before coming hard on my cock again.
I took myself right to the edge, then pulled out and spun her around. Even so, it took another aggressive minute or so for her to finally wring out my cum. I came hard, looking at her cute face filled with my cock.
This time she managed to take it all. She pulled away from me, and walked over to Abby who had sat at the edge, taking it all in quietly.
Abby slid into the water to meet her, and when Courtney leaned her face forward, Abby met her lips with her own. Once more they shared my essence, for a very long time. Abby's hands were all over her friend until they finally separated.
"Thank you, Abby," Courtney said softly. "I'll never do anything like that unless I can share the results with you at the end, I swear."
Abby giggled. "We may have to stop sharing, I think you got him hard again."
Courtney turned quickly and almost fell down. "Are you fucking kidding me? What the fuck's wrong with you?" She asked looked down to where I was stroking my thick meat.
"Nothing my amazing wife can't solve. Abby, I'm pruning up, let's you and I move to the bedroom." I turned to my darling neighbor, pulling her into my arms. "Courtney, that was just incredible, thank you, but I'm going to take my wife into our bedroom now. I hope we can play again later some time." Then I kissed her warmly, holding her close.
"Thanks, that was absolutely incredible." She turned to Abby, and gave her a big hug. "And thank you, I can't believe you shared him with me."
"We'll play again some time, it was fun to watch you. Good thing I didn't have a clock, though. I think y'all went a good bit over 15 minutes. I got so wet, you can't imagine."
I watched my demure neighbor get dressed again, still in wonder over what had just occurred. As she headed out the gate with a wave, I cleaned up around the spa, while Abby retreated to the bedroom.
When I got there she was waiting for me in her famous 'fuck-me' teddy, that she knew I loved so well.
She spoke up with a little grin as I entered the room. "Well, that was unexpected."
"No shit. Who would ever have believed that of Courtney."
"Did you have fun?" she asked beckoning me forward.
"Absolutely. As if you didn't know."
She giggled as I laid down beside her and started caressing her body. I loved the feeling of popping open the two snaps that kept her teddy shut at her crotch. It was like opening a Christmas present.
She sighed as my finger entered her. "God, I got so damn horny out there watching you fuck 'Miss Nosy.' She's a great friend and all, but she's so damn into everyone else's business. Like she didn't know we were in the hot-tub when she came over."
"I'm sure we had her imagination working overtime after she left us last week." I told her.
"I never expected her to be that easy to corrupt," Abby said softly.
"Did you want to? Corrupt her?" I asked surprised.
"Absolutely. If you're going to be doing Krista regularly, eventually it would come out. Misty, Donna or Courtney would sooner or later figure it all out. So now Misty and Courtney have plenty of reason to keep our secret."
I stayed quiet, letting that sink in. My darling, devious wife. Wow.
"You're awfully quiet. I expected some kind of comment, you know."
"Like?" I teased, as she slowly climbed over and mounted me.
"Oh, I don't know, let's see, like...How do we go about fucking Donna, to keep her quiet?" she asked.
As she rocked back and forth on my cock she seemed to be waiting to see if I had any ideas.
"That one might be tough." I finally admitted.
"You want to give it a try?" she asked.
"Let me think about it. Can we use Krista?"
"Any and every way you want. That one is ours completely."
"You know, I had an idea for my work..." I started.
"Is this going to take a while to explain?" She asked.
"Probably."
"Good, then let me change position." She climbed off of me, licked me clean, then reached into the side bed-stand and came out with her new favorite lube, cherry 'Good Head'. She applied a dollop to the head of my cock, and a little more directly to her tongue, then she started sucking, practicing taking me as deeply as possible.
I enjoyed the action until she stopped. "If you want me to keep this up, you better start explaining your idea."
With encouragement like that, I sprung into action. I told her about expanding the Internet marketing business, and thought maybe we could use both Krista and Donna part-time, 3 hours a day or so. I explained that I could pay them a little more than twice what I'd pay someone in India, but they'd be local, same time zone, and available for face to face meetings.
She giggled and pulled off my cock. "And face to cock, face to pussy, face to face to cock, should I continue?"
"But it's a great benefit. I think it will grow the business a lot. Letting me work on what's important. And it gives us an excuse to be together a lot more. And together, maybe Krista and I can slowly work on Donna, get her to join our merry little band of adulterers." I started to go into detail about the things I could offload to them, including generic personal assistant stuff, when I felt things start to change where sweet Abby was working on me.
I watched as my darling wife made an extra effort and swallowed most of my cock. She pushed hard and I finally got to see her lips reach the base of my cock, with the rest of it inside her hot little mouth.
"Amazing, Abby, I never thought you'd be able to do it." I told her, reaching out and caressing her butt.
She pushed her face back and forth, just fucking the back of her throat, before she pulled off, gasping. "Wow, that feels so wild once you get it. I'll be damned if Misty's going to deep throat you and I can't."
She wiped her hand across her mouth. "I know Krista could use the money. I'm sure Donna could as well, but I don't know if she'd admit it. Krista's been talking about doing the home day-care again; that would really suck."
I spoke up. "I figured if the business grew, I could do some profit sharing with them. It would really make it worthwhile financially, and it wouldn't cost us anything - they'd only make money on any growth income." I explained, while my wife applied a dab more lube, and then proved to me that the first time wasn't a fluke. She sucked me to the root like she'd been doing it every day of her life, until she gagged again, yanking her head off and gasping.
She sat back and caught her breath. "I need a break." She stretched, then slid her teddy off, leaving her breathtakingly naked. Once more I was struck by just how pretty my wife was.
"You are so beautiful; I owe you so much." I told her, climbing between her legs and leaning over her.
"How's that?" she asked curiously.
I scanned up and down her body. "I don't know what was wrong with me. I just took you for granted. You are so incredibly beautiful, and yet I didn't even notice for years and years. I look at your body now, and can imagine how others must lust after you, and yet, each night you come home to me, and give yourself to me completely. I don't deserve you." I placed my lips on hers and kissed her lightly.
"None of us deserves anything as overwhelming as love," she said with tears in her eyes. "It's an incredible gift. I don't deserve yours." She reached between her legs and guided me back inside of her.
As I slid in and out of her, she arched her back beneath me, and sighed. "God, I needed this. I love feeling you inside me, filling me completely."
I smiled as I gave her more of just what she was looking for.
"It sounds like a good idea. Let's start on it as soon as possible. We can offer the opportunity to Krista when she comes over Wednesday. If we time it right, it will be impossible for her to say no. You do remember we're spending the morning together, right? You've cleared your schedule?"
I couldn't remember final plans being made, but I assured her my schedule was clear.
"Good. Now how about lunch tomorrow?"
"How about it?" I asked.
"I thought I'd take a long lunch break. Misty's been begging to get together again, so I thought we could have 'Funch', and I could leave her with you for the afternoon. Use her as long as you want, and kick her out when you're done, as long as it's before school's out."
"You are too good to me," I told her fucking her harder, deeper, faster.
"Maybe, but I like the rewards," she moaned as she leaned back and accepted my increased attention.
Within a couple of minutes I had her where I wanted her, coming hard on my cock, begging me to fill her. I was happy to. It was the least I could do.
* * *
I did get up in the middle of the night to shut down the camera filming the spa before my entire hard-drive was full. I'd have to do some editing on that file, and soon. It would be fun to see how much I really was able to capture.
============
Is it really possible to have your cake and eat it too? The story is developing and the next two chapters are almost complete.
And as always - please vote. Thanks.
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Chapter 3 - Girl's Night In
* * *
Part 3 of the perfect game - Playing the game under conditions I'd never quite planned for. Time to see how it adapted to very uneven odds.
* * *
The last week had been a bit awkward. Cheryl couldn't make up her mind whether she should be pissed at me, or to screw my brains out. Denise had called me at work twice to tell me what an incredible time she'd had, and we'd engaged in phone sex the second time. It was a good thing I had my own office, and had moved out of the cubicle farm a couple of years earlier.
Denise was pressuring me to get us all together again, and if not all of us, then a one-on-one revisit wouldn't be so bad. Dave's job involved travel at least a week out of every month, and in her mind, she could hang out with Cheryl and I the next time that he had to leave town. It wasn't what I had in mind originally, and though the temptation was huge, I was really worried about what might happen between Cheryl and me if Denise got her way. Things were happening fast, and I was still astounded by the results of my initial foray into game design.
We were still working on getting together with Frank and Delara, but the schedules weren't helping. Dave and Frank both were traveling, and then Frank and Delara were going on a vacation for two weeks at the end of the month. We were still working on it.
Young Beth, on the other hand, I hadn't heard from in weeks. I guessed that she and Cheryl were staying in touch, and I suspected we'd see her before long. She had come over for at least one evening every week since she'd moved to town, for a free meal and so the girls could call their parents.
During breakfast on Friday, Cheryl had a request.
"After work can you pick-up Beth? She's coming over for dinner, and spending the night." She looked at me expectantly, waiting, I thought, to see if I'd jump to any conclusions. She HAD promised that we would 'party' with Beth, during our last escapade with Dave and Denise, but I was just barely out of the dog-house, and wasn't about to press things.
"No problem. I should be able to break free by 5:00, we should be home before 6:00." I answered, between bites of oatmeal. (I know, I know, how boring.)
"And don't screw around, come straight home, alright?" She pestered.
Ok, so I had a rep for taking my time on all errands. Heck, going to Lowes for a hinge might take an hour. I was assuming her warning not to screw around wasn't the carnal screwing I might be tempted into upon seeing her voluptuous little sister, but my typical dilly-dallying.
"Straight home, I promise." I even crossed my heart for her.
"Good." She had put her dishes in the dishwasher, and bestowed a kiss on me before heading out the door.
I followed suit shortly after, but couldn't get the picture of the two sister's going down on me out of my head. I drove to work hard, but was proud of myself for not doing anything about it.
* * *
Beth lived in an all-girl dorm. Supposedly better for studying - less distractions. I'd only been there once before, but I did enjoy walking down the hall to her room, surrounded by the young girls all about. She lived on a freshman hall, and the place was pretty active; not surprising for 5:00pm on a Friday. I was passed by a girl in a towel, and nothing else, heading back from the showers. Passing another room, the door cracked, I saw a cute little brunette in her underwear primping in front of a mirror. Damn, I missed those days.
Beth met me at her door, and threw herself into my arms, delivering a huge kiss that curled my toes.
"I've missed you." She told me with a smile, when I finally broke free.
"Ditto, beautiful." I told her smiling beyond my control. I had to look over her young, taut, curvaceous figure. Nothing like her statuesque, tall blond sister, who warmed my bed by night, and fed my fantasies by day.
"ANNE - YOU READY?" She called out leaning past me down the hall. If you'd seen her figure you could forgive my casting another quick glance down to her full round, still virgin ass.
"Just a sec," I heard from further up the hall. The accent sounded distinctly southern.
"Who's Anne?" I asked.
"My roommate. She's coming with us." She answered, before stepping forward and giving me a big hug, "Damn, I really have missed you."
My hands caressed the back of her head, as I asked, "And Cheryl knows about Anne coming over?"
"Yep, I called her at work, and she said it was no problem. Anne has no family in the area, and is jealous of all the real meals I get to eat. Plus, I think it would be good for her to have a little getaway."
"Does she know about, you know..." I asked, my hands having found their way down her back to cup her round, tight butt-cheeks.
"Know what?" I heard a definitely southern accent dragging the 'what' out into two syllables.
Beth pulled away, grabbed a small gym bag and tossed it to me. I nearly dropped it as I turned and let her roommate Anne slide past me into the room.
Anne was a real cutie, with an impossible to ignore rack. She had big platinum blonde hair with dark roots. She was as short as Beth, but slender, except for those huge mounds on her chest. Sparkling brown eyes looked toward me, still waiting for an answer.
"She knows my sister is the best damn cook in our family, and her lasagna is a good bit better than the slop we get here," Beth answered for us, deflecting the question. I had to guess that meant she didn't know about our previous party actions.
I was the porter, lugging their bags down to the truck, while the girls chatted. If they were roommates you'd figure that they'd have plenty of time to talk together, but they gabbed like they hadn't seen each other in ages. I sat back, only rarely dragged into the conversation, sulking just a bit. I had really hoped that Beth coming up meant a full bed for the night, but I didn't think that likely with Anne along.
I was driving the F-150, and that meant the three of us were sitting in front. I didn't have one of those big four door trucks. My hip was pressed against Beth's and I could feel the warmth of her pressed against me.
Damn it!
* * *
It was a day for surprises.
When we got home, I brought up the rear, carrying the bags again, and watching the two 18 year-old jean-encased butts precede me up the stairs. Anne was fun to watch, a little shorter than Beth, with a kind of odd figure. Narrow waist and small hips, flaring out to very large breasts on her skinny little frame. I'd have guessed they were fake, they were so large on such a tiny figure. I swear she looked like she was ready to tip over at any time. If it wasn't for the tits, I'd figure she couldn't weigh 100 pounds soaking wet.
As I entered the apartment, I was greeted at the door by my lovely live-in, and as I gave her a hug after dumping the bags by the door, I saw her clone in the kitchen, an apron wrapped around a form-fitting sheath dress, while she was working on some dish. Denise? That, I really hadn't expected.
Over the home-made lasagna dinner, I got more of the story. Denise had dropped off Dave at the airport, and Cheryl suggested that she stop by for dinner, rather than dine alone. We were only fifteen minutes from the airport, and she'd have had to face rush-hour traffic to get home otherwise.
The only downside was that there wouldn't be much left-over lasagna, my favorite, with all these guests. Cheryl usually made enough for left-overs for a couple of days, and her lasagna was one of those dishes that was even better reheated.
We were just finishing up. I was helping with some of the dishes, while the coffee was made, and Beth and Anne were dumping their gear, which had never made it any further than the front door, in the guest room. I dried my hands and nodded to Denise who was waving the Bailey's over my coffee, offering to spike it. I took it to the living room and sat in my chair, relaxing after the feast, and enjoying the view.
"Why don't we play a game?" Beth asked from the kitchen, foregoing the coffee for a beer from the fridge.
I almost did a spit-take, and burned my lip on the hot coffee.
"Like what?" Denise asked, pleasantly.
"Oh I don't know. Alex didn't you say you had some new game you wanted to try out?" Beth replied, looking at me teasingly.
"I'm not sure if I even have it here," I said, wondering what she was thinking. Her sister was going to kill her. And probably me too.
Cheryl was gazing at her sister with a very strange look on her face. I was ready for the fireworks to go off. Denise was standing next to Cheryl, just watching the whole thing unfold.
"I guess we could play Trivial Pursuit," Beth answered slowly.
"We could play quarters," Anne offered. She was looking at Beth's beer, and I realized I had never offered her a drink.
"Anne, would you rather have a beer or a drink, instead of that coffee?" I asked, trying to be the good host.
"I don't know. I really shouldn't drink much. I'm not all that good at holding my liquor," she answered with that sexy southern drawl. "What do y'all have?"
"Pretty well stocked bar, and a few types of beer in the fridge," I said.
"Why don't we have strawberry margaritas? I saw frozen strawberries in the freezer," Denise offered.
"That sounds nice," Anne answered, "I guess one wouldn't hurt, please."
"I'll have one too," Cheryl chimed in.
Beth got up from her seat and joined her sister and Denise in the kitchen, and they were speaking softly. I thought hostilities might be in order, but a couple of giggles and snorts allayed my fears.
"What are you studying?" I asked Anne who was the only one in the living room with me. She was seated in the center of the couch, a few feet away, speaking in bursts between the loud grinding noise of the blender in the kitchen.
"Undeclared yet," she confessed. "I'm not sure what I want to study. I was leaning toward sociology, but it's not a great field for jobs, and Daddy wants me to study Political Science, sort of the family trade."
"Family trade?"
"He's a state senator. I've worked in politics since I was old enough to pass out a flier. But I'm kind of looking for a break." She leaned back in the couch, stretching, her arms reaching out across the back of the couch.
She was easy on the eyes, and her shirt was so tight it created a delightful little tug across the front. I could easily see the outline of her bra underneath it. I'd dated a lot, but never a girl with such large boobs, at least not in proportion to her body.
I realized I was staring, and I looked up enough to catch her eyes.
"That was pretty good, really. Most guys would never have made it through dinner without getting lost down there for a bit." She teased, letting her eyes dip down to her own rack for just a second, giving a hint of a shimmy. "Then again, I guess I have a lot of competition here."
Just then a tall glass full of frozen margarita was placed in front of her, and I looked up to find Cheryl eyeing me.
Damn! Damn, Damn, Damn.
"Why don't you go and see if maybe you do have that game you were talking about back there somewhere. I figure it's as good a time as any to give it a try. What did you say it was called?" Cheryl asked me, a smirk on her face.
"Uh..." I couldn't even speak. Was she serious?
"Incremental?" Beth asked, once again pushing her favorite choice for the name of the game.
I suddenly realized that I didn't even know if Beth was up-to-date about the last time the game was played, and the resulting revelation that I'd actually created it.
Denise sat down on the far side of Anne, drink in hand. "New game? What the heck, count me in. I've got nowhere I've got to be anytime soon." She crossed her legs, and my eyes were drawn to the gap between her thighs, where her mid-thigh dress ended.
I got up and headed back to the bedroom to bring out "The Game".
Hot Damn!
* * *
Game Time
---------
I brought the shoe-box of pieces out and placed the spinner in the middle of the table. The girls were asking about the game, all three of the vixens acting as if they'd never heard of it before. I felt a little dastardly, like we were all ganging up on the little cutie seated between my live-in girlfriend, and my new 'occasional' girlfriend.
"It's pretty simple. The object of the game is to collect seven different colored 'Reward' cards for successfully completing a variety of challenges." I started explaining, showing the colors on the front of the Reward cards from the pile on my right.
I held up the cards from the pile on my left. "Each card in the 'Challenge' deck has a variety of challenges on them. Six to be precise. Before selecting your card, you choose which type you are going to do.
"The choices are: trivia question, a tough true/false, a 'word definition', charades, a 'Pictionary' type, and finally Potpourri. The challenge types are listed on the outermost edge of the spinner." I pointed out the choices on the spinner, as I passed around a few of the cards. I felt kind of silly giving cards to Cheryl, Denise and Beth, but was willing to play along.
"After picking your challenge type, you draw a card and find out what your actual challenge is. The answers to the questions are on the back of the card. The challenge cards are kept in this box, like Trivial Pursuit, so nobody can see the answers.
"Once the challenge is over, you pull a card from this pile, the Rewards. If you failed your challenge you have to perform the penalty on the card. The penalty may require you to spin the dial to select how it's done. If you pass the challenge, you get to keep the card. On the bottom of the card is a color. Collect all 7 different colors and win."
"There are a few little extras. There are some 'SPECIALS' in the deck. You can tell because it has a black border. It can be used to change how you play challenges and stuff. Everybody starts with one Special, a Chicken-out, that can be used instead of doing a challenge. When you draw a Special, you keep it and draw again."
"So it should be pretty simple. First, pick the type of challenge; the spinner has the six challenge types listed around the edge in case you forget. Draw a card from the 'Challenge' deck. Perform the challenge. Draw a 'Reward' card. If you failed the challenge perform the penalty on that card, otherwise you can collect the Reward Colors. Collect all 7 different colors and win."
"What if I don't want to do a challenge?" Anne asked. Everybody's favorite question.
"Well, you have your Chicken-out, that will get you out once, and you might draw another one. Also, you can try for a second, hopefully better challenge, by chugging your drink, and answering a question from the little pile that has question marks on the back. If you still won't do the challenge you lose, and are out of the game."
Beth was reading one of the cards I'd passed out. "Mine says to do something for two minutes, do we have a timer?"
I opened the blue "Crown Royal" bag I was using to hold the rubber-banded decks, and pulled out a little wind-up egg timer - an improvement on the one-minute hourglass timer we'd been using. Too much maintenance remembering to flip it on two and three minute challenges. "Yep, here we are."
"Sounds like fun to me," Denise offered, tossing the card she'd been looking at back into the pile. "I'm ready for something different."
"Me too," Beth piped in, pulling the sample Reward cards into a neat pile.
"Why not," Anne finally answered, "how bad can it be? If it gets too boring we can always try something else."
Boring was not in the cards. At least not in THESE cards.
* * *
Deck 1:
-------
We turned my chair so it was facing the couch across the coffee table, and added another chair from the dining room. Beth was perched on the chair to my left, while I was facing the three blonds on the couch. Cheryl was across from me, with Anne in the middle, and Denise to my far left, across from Beth.
I spun the spinner dial to see who would go first, and realized I was getting hard already from the memory of what had happened the last time I'd played this game. Or should I say the previous times?
We started out smoothly, with everyone testing the different types of challenges, and going through a few silly dares and a bit of drinking, while we also gained a color or two.
I recalled how Denise's had been a 'puppy' the first game, and smiled when Anne got her first 'active' challenge. She had to do 5 jumping jacks. She was game enough, and the girls teased her as her melons 'rose' to the occasion, bouncing up and down enough to hurt somebody.
We had our first 'declined' challenge shortly after. It was Beth surprisingly enough. A partner was supposed to feed her something from the refrigerator, while she was blindfolded. It could be anything. She wasn't feeling that adventurous. Beth chugged her drink, which was almost empty anyway, then answered the question "Have you ever stolen anything worth more than $20?"
"Nope."
"Beth!" Cheryl interrupted.
"What?" Beth replied cautiously.
"How about my clothing?" Cheryl said firmly.
"That was borrowed." Beth said.
"Borrowed! I've never seen any of it again." Cheryl exclaimed.
"Ok. I stole my sister's hand-me-downs."
"Hand-me-downs? My new Christmas sweater was hardly a hand-me-down."
"Ok, ladies." I finally butted in, with some trepidation. "Missing clothing. We get it. Let's move on."
Beth's challenge was to do the "Hokey Pokey" and we found that her singing definitely left something to be desired.
I got slammed by Denise on the next challenge. After her failed Pictionary attempt at drawing "Lazy", she had to describe someone using words that began with the letters of that person's name. She spun and landed on me.
"Let's see. Alex. A-L-E-X. A is for ..."
At this point she got a lot of suggestions from the peanut-gallery. "Arrogant", "Asshole", "Archaic", "Antagonistic", "Attitude."
"A is for Athletic, L is for Liar, E is for Egotistic, and X, X is for..." she seemed stuck again.
"X-rated," Cheryl chuckled, and Denise laughed and repeated the suggestion "X is for X-rated; or so we're lead to believe."
Ouch. The "Liar" and "Egotistic" hurt. I really was a pretty honest guy, or so I liked to think, but I guess I was still suffering the fallout from lying about the origins of the game.
There was a lot of joking, teasing and drinking going around, and at times I would almost forget where this was supposed to be going. Everyone still was eagerly tracking the rewards progress.
I got the only even somewhat risque challenge for that first round. "Go into the bathroom and come out with your underwear on the outside of your clothes. Wear them that way for the rest of the round."
I came out a short while later with my boxers, on the outside of my Dockers, to hoots and catcalls. As soon as Cheryl answered her Trivia correctly, I was happy to go change back.
Five people, four turns each, and the pile was dwindling. Denise had pulled one of the Specials, the Twin, which we explained allowed her to make someone else do her part if she was chosen to participate in a penalty. Nobody had used any of their "Chicken-Outs". Time to add the next decks.
* * *
Deck 2:
-------
I explained the concept of incrementally harder challenges and new rewards, and shuffled in the next set with a couple of new Specials.
Beth and I got off easy with the next set of challenges, but Denise got the first new interesting one.
"Show us how you flirt by demonstrating on (any-spin)". She spun and hit Beth. She didn't hesitate, and got up and stood next to her.
"Gee, Beth, you look nice tonight." She reached out and let her fingers caress Beth's arm a bit before tugging on her shirt, "Is this new? I really like it." She was speaking softly, head canted a bit to one side. She stood very close, "Are you enjoying the game? I know I am." I saw her lick her lips slightly, and then she picked up Beth's drink, "What's this?" She tasted it, her teasing tongue darting out, "Mmm, that's nice but you better be careful. You don't want to get too drunk, someone might try to take advantage of you." She brushed her arm down Beth's arm, and now Beth was blushing. With the blush, I guess Denise figured she'd won. She turned, gave a small bow, and retook her seat.



And just like that, I was fully hard. I shouldn't have worn dockers; they didn't do a thing to hide my new status.
Anne was next, and she missed her word definition. Who knows what a 'Jodhpurs' is anyway? She decided she didn't want to demonstrate a severe constipation problem, so she did the chug & question. "What is one talent most people here don't know that you have?"
"I'm double jointed. I can do full Chinese splits, or even put my feet behind my head." She answered with a laugh, after finishing the dregs of her Margarita, not a great drink for chugging.
Damn! Getting harder!
Her new challenge was better. "Give a foot massage to the first willing person to your left. 1 min." She looked to Cheryl who just kicked off her slippers, and smiled. It was a nice, simple, thorough foot massage, and I was feeling slightly envious again. The new timer showed its value, as the loud 'DING' indicated the end of the one-minute turn. Nobody had to keep a close eye on the timer now.
I noted appreciatively that Cheryl left her slippers off. Thinking about later in the game, I looked her over and mentally counted her clothing items. T-shirt, sweat-pants, bra, panties. Four.
Cheryl passed her challenge, and bragged about getting her third color.
On my turn, I didn't make much of an effort on my Trivia question (which once again turned out to get picked almost 1/2 the time) and I got an interesting one. "Give (any-spin) a hug." I landed on Denise and realized that because of the way we were sitting, Anne was the least likely to ever get chosen on a spin. Because nobody was sitting at the ends of the table, one end was split between me and Cheryl, while the other end was split between Denise and Beth. You had to point almost directly as Anne to select her. Too bad, I would have liked to have felt her chest pressed against mine.
Denise was a nice alternative, and she stood up and went to my arms when I had to hug her. I held her warmly, not too tight, and she whispered in my ear, "You might be getting REAL lucky tonight, huh?"
Now it was my turn to get a little red in the face.
"I can't imagine luckier than being with you, if it's in the cards," I told her.
She rolled her eyes at me as she pulled away.
While I was standing, I offered to refill the drinks, and replaced the Margaritas with wine coolers for all but Beth, who stuck with Corona. I was still working on Guinness. The alcohol was starting to hit the girls, especially Anne and Beth. Anne was already giggly.
Beth had to let someone pour a shot of drink in her mouth, while she laid in their lap. Anne won the honors, and did well, even using her finger tip to retrieve a few stray drops from the side of Beth's mouth, then licking that fingertip.
We went through a few made challenges, with Denise getting her fourth color, then Cheryl got the first kiss card. I knew there were 4 kissing cards in this deck. Two that said kiss the opposite sex (spin), one said kiss the opposite sex (choice) and one kiss any. She got the kiss opposite sex - your choice. It was a nice little kiss, almost chaste.
I followed that immediately on my turn with the kiss opposite sex (spin). When I spun, I landed on Denise, just missing Anne. Anne actually spoke up, complaining that the spins never landed on her. Cheryl made the observation I had noticed earlier, that Anne's chance was much less because of the way we were seated. She suggested we just use the spinner sections.
What a great idea. In order to make the spinner multi-purpose, it consisted of several concentric rings. The inner-most ring was split in half, white/black. The second ring from the middle was in thirds, Red/Blue/Green. The ring layers continued, divided in fourths, fifths, sixths, sevenths and eighths, as each ring got larger. Each ring was only about half an inch wide.
Cheryl pointed out that if we turned the spinner so that one of the fifths was centered in front of Anne, we'd all have our own section, and there'd be no question about who the spin landed on.
We agreed that I would spin again, and this time it landed on Beth. I knelt in front of her, while Denise pouted, and leaned in for my kiss. She gave me a warm one, with a little tongue. But it all went mostly unnoticed, since my back was to everyone else, and we didn't make it that long. Unnoticed, except for maybe the partner in my pants, who was definitely into this game.
Denise was the next to fail a challenge, and she got the 'lap-shot' that Beth had hit earlier. She spun, and mine was the selected lap. My chair made the challenge too awkward, so I sat on the floor, and Denise stretched out carefully on the floor, her head in my lap. While we got comfortable, Cheryl retrieved some bottles from our bar, and insisted that Denise get a 'buttery nipple'. We poured a little butterscotch schnapps, and some Baileys in her mouth, which she accepted graciously.
Anne failed her challenge, willingly I would have guessed, and drew a kiss card. The kiss (spin-any).
"Does it really mean, any?" She asked shyly.
I explained. "The selections are "choice" where you choose, "spin opposite" where you spin for someone of the opposite sex, "spin female" or "spin male", where you spin for the sex listed, or "spin any" where you spin and everyone is game.
"Of course you don't have to," Beth spoke up. "You could just chug and try for a new challenge, or even use your chicken-out."
Anne looked thoughtful. "No, I'll spin and take my chances." She leaned over, and once again I thought she might tip over, then gave the spinner a twirl. The pointer landed right on Cheryl, no doubt about it.
Cheryl, fingered her cards, pondering, I assumed, her own chicken-out, and then she put her cards down, and waited. Anne leaned in and gave her a short sweet kiss on her lips, and my blood pressure continued to soar. It only lasted a few seconds, but it was devastating to see Cheryl kissing this teen hottie.
I got a 'play footsie for a round' dare, and ended up with Cheryl as my partner. I kicked off my shoes, and we rubbed our feet together. I thought it would be a pretty blase dare, but in front of everyone else, and with the undercurrents of our bad influence on the guest, and the possible direction the whole night was going, it was pretty hot.
The only other interesting dare was a back-rub that Denise had to give to Beth, another one of those 'any' spins.
We had a couple of interesting questions, on dares and on a declined dare, when Denise decided she didn't want to do a hula dance.
Denise read her question aloud. "Would you rather tongue kiss someone of the same sex (anyone, your choice) or kiss the most revolting person that you know, who is of the opposite sex?"
"That's the stupidest question. I'd lip-lock any girl here, before I'd kiss a random guy, never mind a revolting one." She answered.
Cheryl had an interesting one as well. "Describe your first slow dance."
"Oh God," she laughed. "It was sixth grade, my first real boy-girl party. We were playing a stupid game, I can't remember what it was called, but the boys and girls paired up and slow-danced. I was with John Delaney. I was so jealous of Mary Thomas. She was with Bob Leyton and I was just crazy about him. The couples had to pass around an empty pop bottle, and when the music stopped, if you had the bottle, you had to kiss the person you were with. Then you changed partners and danced again. I remember I got to dance with Bob, and tried to hang onto the bottle on my turn, and Sheri said I was hogging it. I was so embarrassed."
We all laughed at her childhood memory, and play continued.
The liquor was going down easy, and the cards were slowly disappearing. When Denise observed our card stack was getting low, we took a much needed potty break, refilled a few drinks, and I shuffled in the cards that would escalate the game. I had to wonder, just how far Anne would go? She seemed to be taking everything in stride.
* * *
Deck 3
------
I had purposely waited until Cheryl had her turn before I reloaded the decks. I could at least ensure that a couple of us went before Anne had to draw a potentially game halting card. I had 30 new cards folded in, with several left from the previous round. Add another three 'specials' to that, to fill out our new deck.
With the third deck, the cards changed dramatically. After the last 'test play' it worked out that almost half of the cards involved removing an item of clothing in one way or another. There still was drinking of course, more kissing, and lots of opportunities for physical contact.
I missed my Trivia question (what a surprise!) and I drew my card. "Give someone of the opposite sex a hot back rub. Spin for who." Ok. I'll admit I cheated. I knew that card was a fairly tame entry into this part of the game, so I maneuvered to make it the first.
Spinning, I landed on Denise. I got up to go to her, and she got off the couch, letting me take her place. Once I was seated, she sat on my legs and I massaged her easily and sexily. I would have liked to massage her skin directly, but she was still wearing a dress, so I had to be satisfied with rubbing her through the silky material. I was also feeling the closeness of Anne, who watched what was going on with unabashed interest.
While I was giving Denise her massage, Beth started her turn. She drew her card, and read it aloud.
"Share a hot kiss with someone of the opposite sex. Someone (spin - ANY) kiss the back of your neck." She smiled, pulling the spinner over in front of her. "That sounds like fun." She gave the spinner a twirl, and it landed on Anne.
If I had been worried about the new girl's involvement, I needn't have. As the DING sounded from the previous penalty, I extricated myself from behind Denise and stood to take Beth in my arms, bending down for my kiss, I could see Anne quickly climbing around the table not to be left out. I settled my lips over Beth's, her tongue quickly searching out mine. I kept my eyes open and looked into Anne's as she nibbled on Beth's neck, pulling her T-shirt to the side so she could work on her shoulder as well. Her head tucked in next to mine, the edge of her forehead pressing against mine, I saw her tiny tongue darting out and tasting her roommate's skin.
"TIME!"
The voice dragged me out of my trance and I slowly pulled away, sad to go. I hadn't even heard the timer go off. Anne seemed just as reluctant.
As we sat down, Denise was already pulling her own card.
Things settled down for a bit, with a couple of challenges completed by both Denise and Anne. Cheryl got off pretty easy with a dare to blow in somebody's ear. To my surprise, she leaned in to Anne, and nibbled her earlobe and teased her ear a bit. When it was over, her hand was casually resting on Anne's leg. Yowza.
I didn't want to make it too obvious, and I actually completed a challenge myself. Then Beth started things rolling again. "Remove an item of clothing from the player of your choice." The sweet young thing knelt before me and took my shoes off.
Denise got another fun one, after botching her challenge. "Whisper to (any-spin) what you have dreamed of doing to them." I wondered what would happen if her spin landed on Anne. She'd just met the girl, what could she have possibly dreamed? Instead her spin landed on Cheryl. She squeezed between Cheryl and Anne on the couch and spent what seemed like a pretty long time whispering to her. How I would have loved to have heard that one. She left Cheryl blushing.
Anne made a brave attempt at her challenge, but failed to have anyone figure out "Riding on a subway" when she tried to act it out. She pulled a special, the Time Warp, which would let her adjust the time of a penalty, longer or shorter, then hit a fun one. "Have someone of your choice take a drink, then remove one article of your clothing."
"Cheryl, you need a drink," she said, then reached down and slipped off her sandals. Again, I took a mental inventory of her clothing - jeans, shirt, bra and panties, 4 here as well.
Poor Cheryl followed that one with "Take a drink, and remove an item of clothing." As she read the card, I think she finally realized that she'd left her slippers off. She hadn't worn socks, so it was the first interesting item of clothing to be lost. She was wearing sweat-pants and a t-shirt, and one would have to go.
She finished her back-to-back drinks, stood and removed her shirt. Now we were getting somewhere.
I looked around, noticing how the rest of the group was dressed. I still had on my pants and shirt, boxers and socks. No shoes, thanks to Beth. Now she was fully dressed, jeans, shirt, shoes and socks, and underwear. My hugs and kisses led me to believe she wasn't wearing a bra. Denise of course, was the wild card. She had on a dress, and pantyhose. It looked like panties and bra as well.
On my turn, I hit one that was a little over the top. "You are the star of a short movie (2 min) on how to perform a sexy strip-tease. Remove 2 items you can put back on when you are done. (any-spin) is the Director, (opposite-spin) is the camera operator. Have fun!" I was set to trade it in, but the heat I got from the girls made me go ahead with it.
"Fine." I finally grouched. "But you guys are just mean!" My spins landed on Cheryl as director, and young Anne as the camera operator.
They had to make a big deal about it, moving the table, re-seating Beth on the couch so that she and Denise could be my audience, and Cheryl moving to her "Director's chair."
All the movement gave me some indication of just how drunk the girls were getting. Denise seemed the only sober one. Cheryl's drink penalties had now pulled her into a three-way tie with Beth and Anne, to see who could stumble, slur their words, and just wear a silly smile the best.
"Alright. First, give me those silly socks. You're not going to strip off those, and you'll just look silly with them on." I obediently passed them to her. "Let's lose that shirt, Alex. Amateur Strip, Scene I, take 1," she barked out, "Action!"
Anne positioned herself to my right front, and held my beer mug up like a camera, sighting through the end. It wasn't empty, and she ended up pouring bear down her front, which put the whole act on hold for a minute while we got things cleaned up.
Beth took her back to my room to get a spare shirt, and I cleaned up the beer off the table, refilling my glass. Cheryl got a wild idea, and when Anne returned, embarrassed but none the worse for wear, Cheryl gave her our video camera to use. Denise had turned on the stereo, looking for an appropriate song. What had started as a stupid little dare was evolving into a big production.
Damn!
I don't know why I found it so embarrassing, but I did. In spite of my qualms, I did my best, while the girls on the couch whistled and called out to me to 'take it off'. Cheryl called out directions now and then, telling me to turn, or to slow down, and when I finally tossed the shirt to the side, she spoke up again, "Now the pants, big boy." She was also giving Anne camera directions, moving her around a lot.
I was blushing as I slipped the pants down, and was happy to see that the ordeal had left me only semi-hard, and I wasn't likely to pop out of my boxers. Anne circled me with her camera, and on Cheryl's direction 'zooming' in on my crotch, until the audience on the couch shouted "Down in Front!" I was hoping they were referring to Anne blocking the view, and not the fellow in my pants, who wasn't going to be going down any time soon.
After an eternity, the timer expired and I quickly slipped my pants and shirt back on, while the girls giggled at my expense.
Beth hit another "Kiss (opposite-spin) deeply - have fun!" card and almost leaped into my lap. While we shared another passionate kiss, Denise complained that Beth was getting all the good cards.
It was clear everyone was pretty drunk at this point, and most of us were not making very good attempts at completing our challenges. We were chewing through the Dare cards at a pretty good pace. Denise was stuck on five colors, Anne had four, and the rest of us were on three. Denise made another half-hearted attempt at a Trivia question, then pulled "(opposite-spin) is going to fill your belly button with a drink. They will lick it dry when done."
Being the only guy in the game was keeping me busy.
Then I realized - she was wearing a dress. There was only one way she was going to expose her belly-button.
Denise took it in stride, and slipped her dress over her head, while Cheryl hit the kitchen. Her underwear were sexy as hell, matching red lace panties and bra, with the panties not much more than a thong. Only the panty-hose interfered with the nearly perfect view. Cheryl came back loaded for bear. She had Denise stretch out on the end-table, then placed a lemon slice between her lips, scattered some salt between her breasts, and filled her cute little belly-button with tequila.
I took my shot, taking my time making sure that I left no stray salt grains behind. I then cleared out the gorgeous blonde's belly-button, finally settling my lips over hers to retrieve the lemon slice.
I heard Beth whisper to Anne, "Pretty wild game, huh?"
Anne answered, "Oh my God, are you kidding me!" She didn't seem in the least bit disappointed.
As Denise slipped her dress back on, she also took her pantyhose off. "These damn things are driving me nuts," she laughed, tossing them to the side.
Anne hit the jackpot on her dare. "Remove at least 1 piece of clothing from (opposite-spin), and they will remove at least one from you. At the end of the turn you have to be wearing the same amount of items."
It was then that I realized I'd never put my socks back on. I was only wearing three things.
Anne seemed to stagger a bit as she stood up, but she was slow and deliberate as she rubbed her hands all over my upper body, before slowly taking off my shirt. Two items left now.
Damn! Anne was going to go from almost fully dressed down to her underwear in one turn!
She stood in front of me, waiting. Since she wasn't wearing socks, I started with her shirt, which after the beer fiasco, was actually my shirt. When I grasped the bottom of her t-shirt, she lifted her hands over her head. I slipped the shirt up over her massive breasts, and looked down to take in what I'd uncovered. She wore a simple white bra that was overflowing with her bounty.
"That's one," Beth said.
"That's all," Anne answered with a smile.
"No, you have to both be wearing the same amount of clothes."
"Well, he's wearing his pants and boxers." Anne replied.
"Yeah," I said.
"I'm down to two as well," she said teasingly, then opened up the top of her jeans, and gave us a flash of her pubic hair. "I need to do laundry," she giggled. The damn girl didn't even have the decency to button up again afterwards.
Cheryl pulled her card. "Whisper something to (opposite) that will make them blush." She sauntered over next to me, and rubbed her hands on my exposed chest.
"I want to see you fuck those huge jugs tonight." She whispered, while teasing my ear. "I want Denise sitting on her face, and Beth licking her."
"That worked," Denise laughed, as I turned a couple of shades of red.
"What about you?" I said softly.
"I'll be taking the pictures."
As she took her seat, I finished my beer, then went and got another, needing the breather. I asked around and topped off some drinks before I settled in again.
* * *
Deck 4:
------
As I took my seat, Beth was shuffling the cards. "The deck was getting kind of low, I thought we could use a few more."
I don't know why I even made the effort, I gave the trivia question a throw-away answer.
My dare was a simple one. "Kiss (opposite-spin) deeply, your hands may wander. 2 minutes."



The spinner had barely stopped moving before Anne was out of her seat, and plopping herself in my lap. "It's about time," she laughed tipsily. She dropped her time warp Special from early in the game onto the table. "Double it."
Then she leaned forward and whispered in my ear, "Don't hold back."
I stopped and reached for my own pile. "Privacy: Move any challenge into the bedroom."
I stood and took her hand in mine leading her to the bedroom. "You've got four minutes," Denise called out.
As soon as I shut the door she was in my arms. Our kiss started out nice and easy, slowly developing into more. My hands caressed her back and sides, and as our kiss grew more heated, my hands grew more daring. Before long I was squeezing and massaging those incredible tits of hers, wanting to rip that damned bra off of her. She tugged me over to the bed and pushed me to sit down. Then she reached behind herself and unsnapped her bra, leaving it hanging loosely. I accepted the implicit invitation took her into my lap, and reached under the material, cupping her warm tit and squeezing her nipple. She moaned into my mouth and wiggled her hips against my lap.
I rolled to the side, pulling her down with me. She followed easily, and my lips left hers, as I lifted her bra out of the way and tongued her nipple. My hand wandered down her belly, reaching between her legs, and cupping her tightly through her jeans.
"God, this is incredible," she said softly, pulling my head into her tit.
Then she pushed me away, rolling me onto my back, and straddled my hips. "How far does this whole thing go?" She asked while she ground her hips down against my hard-on.
"Until you stop it." I told her, before leaning forward to suckle on one of her tits again.
"And Cheryl won't mind?" she asked her hips still grinding away.
"She suggested it."
The teen hottie leaned down and covered my lips with her again. The kiss was wild and passionate.
My hands cupped her ass, squeezing, when I heard the damnable cry from outside the door. "TIME!"
Anne slowly eased off of me, and stood, straightening herself out. Her bra remained loose, only partially covering her wonderful assets. I led her back into the living room, with Beth, our timekeeper, in tow.
Once at the table, Beth didn't even make the effort to pretend to play. She went straight for the Challenge card. "Kiss and lick (female-spin)'s neck. Make her hot!" She leaned over and gave it a spin. Right at her sister.
"Fun is fun," she laughed, drinking her drink. "But I think I'll try again." She read the question she had to answer before going on. "Have you ever slept with two (M:women)(W:men)?"
She answered pretty quickly, "Same night, yes; same time, not yet."
"You little slut!" Anne teased.
"Hey, don't knock it 'til you've tried it," Beth argued.
"Oh, don't worry, I'm a slut too!" Anne laughed.
That got a laugh from most of us, and another jump in my pants.
Beth pulled her second card. "Take (opposite) into a dark room, give them a tour of your body, leaving your clothing on. 3 min." She looked over at her sister, "That Ok?"
"It's what the card said, right?" Cheryl answered.
So I took my girlfriend's teenage sister back to our bedroom.
I closed the door behind us, and when I turned around Beth had lowered her pants and panties to her ankles.
"Technically, they're still on. See anything you'd like to tour?" she asked, bending over from the waist and offering me her rear.
I dropped to my knees and licked her slowly, wringing a shriek out of her. I only had time to taste her for a few seconds, I badly wanted to bury my cock back in that sweet young twat.
I dropped my pants and pressed my hard cock against her once furry little lips. With a nudge and push I entered her, and finally breathed again.
"God, I love that feeling," she sighed, giving a little wiggle.
"You used to be a little furrier down there," I teased.
"I took Denise's advice," she answered.
"You should have taken her up on the offer to help," I told her.
I held her hips and slowly fucked her with long slow strokes. I was in heaven. I didn't want to come, and even though I was really worked up, I figured I could probably last the two minutes we probably had left.
It was just a tease. I screwed her for the short amount of time we had, until I heard the knocking at the door. Regretfully I pulled out, and got dressed. But I was pretty certain I didn't have to worry. I'd be buried back in her steamy snatch before too long.
Denise was at the door when we came out. "I am so fucking jealous. Let's hurry and finish," she told us.
"Ditto," Beth answered.
Denise made a beeline for the cards and pulled her dare card. The challenges were all but forgotten.
"(any-spin) has 1 minute to make you laugh. If you do remove an article of clothing, if not they drink. If you're already naked drink and draw again."
Her spin landed on me. I just looked at her. "Laugh."
She giggled, and then blushed. "You bastard," she laughed, then slipped her dress off, sitting back down in her frilly undergarments. And no pantyhose now. Just two, wispy little items left. She looked incredible. My mind was almost short-circuiting. I wanted her. I wanted Beth. I wanted Anne. I wanted them all.
She handed Anne the dare cards, and she pulled off the top one. "(any-spin) gets to spread chocolate syrup on your stomach. (opposite-spin) will lick it clean."
The spinner landed on Beth, while I fetched the chocolate syrup. I was glad we had some handy.
When I returned from the kitchen, Anne was stretched out on the end-table. Beth took the bottle from my hands, and then hesitated. "I wouldn't want to mess up your clothes," she said softly, then slid Anne's loose bra off of her arms, leaving her topless before us. Anne just smiled.
Beth raised the syrup bottle high, and started painting little circles on Anne's stomach, which eventually made their way up to her breasts. Seeming to think about it a second she gave a strong squeeze on the bottle and painted her breasts in chocolate as well. "Oops!" she laughed.
"Beth!" Anne cried out, "That's cold!" Then she reached down and using her fingertips made sure the chocolate syrup covered her nipples which became hard as rocks.
I leaned over and started licking her clean, working my way up from her lower belly. I was only half-way done when I took a breather. "That's a lot of chocolate. I could sure use some help." Then I started on my way up her near breast, quickly zeroing in on her nipple and sucking it deeply. A motion next to me got my attention, and I groaned as I watched Denise's talented tongue start up on the opposite breast. Then Beth was pushing me over, and cleaning up any remains I might have left on her belly.
"God, you guys are making me so fucking hot!" Anne gasped, reaching out and pressing Denise's face firmly into her breast.
It must have taken us five minutes to get her really cleaned up. A wonderful, incredible, five minutes. At one point Denise and I had a tongue fight over who'd get access to Anne's sticky nipple. We shared it. Afterwards, Cheryl showed up with a moist kitchen towel, and she carefully wiped the teen heart-throb down, paying careful attention to those wondrous breasts.
When Anne took her seat again, she didn't bother with the bra. Just jeans left. One item.
Cheryl pulled her card. "Moon the others briefly. Women, you may choose to flash them instead." She just sat there for a second. "Oh the hell with this, Beth, pass me the next deck of cards."
* * *
Deck 5:
-------
Beth, didn't hesitate, passing her the next deck. Cheryl gave them a quick shuffle, and then picked one.
"Rub two ice cubes on your exposed nipples until they are very hard. (opposite) and (female) will lick them warm again."
"Denise, I'll need your help with this one," she said with a smug grin, "Beth, get me an ice cube, please." Then while Beth retreated to the kitchen, she took off her bra and stretched out on the table.
When Beth returned, Cheryl just held her tits, "Go ahead, Sissy, do the honors." Beth took the ice cube and rubbed them on her sisters nipples, back and forth, long after they were hard as diamonds. When the ice cube was all but gone, she popped the remnants in her mouth. "She's ready."
So for the second time, Denise and I shared a delightful pair of tits, while our designated victim moaned her appreciation. Finally Beth dragged us away, passing me the deck.
I pulled off the top card. "Spin for a number from 1 to 6, you can remove that many items of clothing total from those present."
"Wow," Beth said softly.
As I gave the spinner a good spin, I heard Denise say, "Come on six".
Close. I did get a five. "The great equalizer." I said with a grin. I turned to Cheryl first, "Please stand, dear." She stood before me. I eased her sweat-pants off, leaving her in her panties. I placed a small kiss at the junction of her legs before turning to her sister.
"That was one." Beth stood before me, and raised her hands so I could slip her shirt off. Sure enough. No bra. "That's two." Then I knelt before her, and with a little work took off her tight jeans. "And that's three." She stood before me in her panties and socks.
"Denise?" I said softly, and she approached me. I reached around her and unsnapped her bra, exposing the last pair of covered breasts. "Four."
"The next one should prove most interesting," I told them. "I think I'll spin for it." They all leaned over to see where the spinner would land. It was close, between Anne and Denise, but it looked to be just slightly on Denise's side.
"Do you mind," I asked her, standing close.
"Don't make me beg," she answered huskily.
I reached out and slowly slid the panties off of her, leaving her completely naked. Deliciously so.
Beth took her card, her hand shaking slightly. "Whisper to (opposite) what you want them to do to you now, in front of everyone. They must do it or drink. Repeat until someone is willing. 1 min."
She leaned over to me, not whispering at all. "Lick me." Then she laid down on the table.
The hell with it. I was up for anything. I settled in between her legs, lowered her panties enough to get them loose in the crotch, then pulled them to the side. I peeked up to see Anne rubbing Beth's breast, and tweaking her nipple. I let my tongue trace Beth's smooth nether lips before I did my best to suck and lick her sweet young pussy for the full minute allotted while she moaned her appreciation. I hated hearing that little "DING!"
Things had gotten awfully quiet. It had to be pretty obvious even to our new playmate, just where everything was going. Nobody was going to put on the brakes unless she did. I had warned her already, but this should have made it clear. I was going down on her roommate, my girlfriend's younger sister, in front of everybody. This was pretty brazen.
Denise already had her card in her hand. "You are to suck and kiss (any-spin)'s neck while rubbing them from behind. You may touch their entire body. One minute."
The spinner landed on Cheryl. Both girls stood up, and met in the middle of us all. Cheryl turned around, facing Anne, and flipped her long hair to the side, exposing her neck to her best friend. Denise scooted up behind her, and her lips pressed against that flawless skin, as her hands cupped my girlfriend's breasts. She squeezed and massaged them for most of the minute. Near the very end she let her hand wander below, and slid it inside Cheryl's panties. We watched as she reached lower and lower, until Cheryl gasped. Then she pulled out her hand, and teasingly sucked on her finger.
As the timer went off, Anne reached for the pile. She almost seemed hesitant. Things were definitely getting out of control. Cheryl and Denise settled down on each side of her again. They both were flushed. The entire couch looked unbelievable, three beautiful girls, one naked, two dressed only in panties. One I slept with every night. One I could sleep with anytime. The other? God willing, I'd be drilling within the hour.
Anne's hand had stopped on top of the pile. She must have felt like a rabbit in a wolf's den. Everyone there was leaning over the table in anticipation, eager to eat this tasty morsel, who had entered the wrong cave. Was she even aware?
"Y'all play some pretty wild games," she laughed, her chest heaving. "I've never done anything like this before."
Denise leaned into her, putting her arm around Anne's shoulders. "You don't have to do anything you don't want to, here, honey."
"It's not that I don't want to," Anne confessed. Then she leaned in and kissed Denise on the lips. "It's just that I never really expected so many fantasies to become reality."
Cheryl's hand reached out and stopped Anne's before she could pull the card. "What is your fantasy?"
Anne flushed. She looked around at all of us.
Denise leaned in and kissed the teen's shoulder. "No judgement here, what happens in the game, stays in the game."
"I want to be," she hesitated, closing her eyes. "I want to be the center of it all. Hands and mouths all over me. Touching me, penetrating me, pleasuring me."
Cheryl looked at me and nodded. I pushed the table to the side and picked up Anne in my arms.
"What... what are you going to do with me?" She asked, her eyes wide.
"Everything. Over and over again." I warned her, as her roommate led the way, opening the door to my bedroom. "Until all your fantasies come true."
* * *
Game Over:
----------
As I placed her on the bed, I looked around to see Cheryl and Beth removing their panties, joining Denise in her nakedness. I guess the game was officially over. I dropped my shorts, leaving the object of our attention as the only person wearing anything. She seemed so out-of-place, still dressed in her jeans, surrounded by four naked people.
Cheryl and Denise were crawling on the bed, bracketing the pretty platinum blonde, just as they had on the couch. They were talking to her softly, their hands wandering over her body, their lips touching her occasionally, about the shoulder, neck, cheek.
"I think I'm jealous," Beth told me softly as she sat on the edge of the bed, near the end, and pulled me over by my rod until I was in range of her talented little mouth.
"Me too." I laughed as I watched the two Amazons caressing the tiny teen's breasts, each in full control of one. Cheryl's lips were locked on Anne's, with Denise waiting patiently for her turn.
Beth on the other hand, had her mouth put to excellent use, sucking my cock. I was a little concerned that I'd come too soon. I tried to put it out of my mind, but watching the action in the middle of the bed was too much.
"Beth, I'm going to come if you keep that up." I warned her softly, not wanting to distract the others.
She quickly pulled her mouth away, holding my cock. "Where do you want to come? My mouth? Inside me? With her?" She asked with a nod to the middle of the bed. She gave the head of my cock a little tweak, which eased the urge to come.
I smiled. "In you would be nice."
She eagerly spun around and leaned over the bed, "All yours."
Leaning over the bed, she reached up about as far as Anne's knees, which were still mostly together. She spread them enough to lean between them, her chest almost to Anne's shins, her mouth just above her roommate's knees. She held still while I rubbed my over excited cock between her legs, opening her up. Shaft in hand, I nudged the head between her lips, and entered her about halfway. God, I was a lucky man! With one small shove I was balls deep in my girlfriend's beautiful 18 year old sister, while I watched the ravishing of a pretty teen, by two of the sexiest women I knew.
Once I was pumping Beth, holding her hips firmly and sliding my cock in and out smoothly of her tight little twat, she reached her hands up and started tugging on Anne's tight jeans. Slowly they responded to the constant tugging, inching around her hips and ass, until they suddenly were free, and easily slid down her legs.
Beth's actions were a little distracting, but watching Cheryl gnaw on Anne's huge tit, while Denise had her tongue half-way down the kid's throat was almost ready to put me over the edge again. Then Cheryl looked up at me and smiled, giving me a wave to come over and play. I suspected that I knew what she had in mind.
I slid out of Beth, who didn't seem overly concerned with the loss. She was crawling between her roommate's legs, licking and kissing her smooth thighs along the way.
Cheryl whispered to Denise who got up and met me half-way around the bed.
"God, I feel so nasty and depraved," Denise confessed with a giggle.
"I wonder why?" I asked, taking her in my arms and nuzzling her neck.
"At least I didn't invent the damn game, you horn dog."
"No, but you inspired it."
"Aw. That was sweet. I think I'll give you a treat for that," she told me before sliding down my body and going straight for my cock.
She gave me a few wonderful licks and sucks, then pulled back a bit. "Whoa, this guy feels like he's ready to blow at any moment." She sucked me all the way down, then bobbed her head a few times over the crown, making me dizzy.
"Cheryl says you're going to fuck those titties. Guess I shouldn't interfere with that, but you owe me." She said with a smile.
"Should be interesting, playing with those, but you know I'll always find time for you."
"Big talk. You need to stop by sometime and back it up." She dug into the end table next to the bed, coming up with a couple of bottles of lube. Cheryl and I had experimented at one time with different types of lube, and we had a drawer with half-a-dozen bottles there. Denise remembered many of them from our last experience after the game. Denise was waving the WET, and ID Millennium. Both good stuff, but I thought the ID would be ideal here. It didn't get sticky, didn't taste bad, and lasted a long time. I nodded to her right hand, and she tossed the other bottle back.
She turned to Cheryl, who was still playing with those incredible orbs while watching Anne's reaction to having her roommate go down on her. It was nice to watch. Denise waved the bottle under Cheryl's face.
"Here, lube those babies up." She told her, and Cheryl took the bottle with a smile.
A couple of spritzes from that bottle, and Anne's tits were slipperier than an eel.
I straddled the young co-ed, just above her waist, and laid my steaming cock between those nearly perfect globes. So large, so smooth, so round. So real. Even lying on her back, as they settled to the sides, they were incredible.
Anne looked down and smiled. She cupped her hands around her own tits, squeezing them together, as I slid forward within the slippery channel formed. My cock head peeked out the other side, and inched forward, before sliding it back where it completely disappeared in the valley of her tits.
Cheryl was whispering to her, and I found that Beth had retreated from her adventure and was watching with Denise, while I tit-fucked our new found friend.
Anne was twisting her own nipples, and rolling her tits against each other while I stroked away, happy as a clam.
"This is so hot," she moaned, "everyone watching while you fuck my tits." Then she leaned back, pulling on her nipples, and closing her eyes, almost panting.
Denise had enough of the voyeurism, and wanted back in the game. She climbed on the bed, and straddled Anne's head, lowering her smooth pussy down onto the Freshman's open mouth. I watched in delight as her hips ground down onto Anne's face. Her back was to me, and only inches away. Anne was still doing the work of holding her tits together for me, so I was able to lean forward, wrapping my arms around Denise and squeezing her breasts while I fucked the mammoth pair below me.



Then I felt movement behind me, and Beth was taking up residency between her roommate's legs again, sucking away at her with total abandon. I looked for Cheryl, and found her returning from the living room with our cameras in hand. What a slutty picture we must have made, just using the sweet young girl who'd wandered into our home, for our own enjoyment. I watched in amazement as she circled the bed, the same camera used for my strip-tease act, now taking in this amazing tit-fuck, while she gripped our digital still camera in her other hand.
Denise turned to kiss me, and as our lips settled onto each other, tongues tangling, I felt the flash from the digital camera go off. I went off with it, cumming all over Anne's breasts and neck, and on the back of Denise's sweet ass.
Denise quickly climbed off of Anne's face, and turned to help Cheryl clean up the mess I'd created. Even Beth climbed up Anne's body and all three girls were licking and sucking every inch of Anne that was exposed from just under her tits to her turned up little nose. It was a devastating sight, watching these three beauties gobble up my cum from the tiny teen's huge tits.
I moved up to the headboard, and leaned back, straddling Anne's head, but higher now. I reached down and grabbed Denise by the back of the head, guiding her mouth to my soft, sticky cock. She went along willingly, licking and sucking for a bit before going back to sucking on Anne's delightful fun-bags. Cheryl tugged me forward a bit by the root, settling my balls directly above Anne's mouth, and as I lowered myself, I felt her tongue teasing and tickling me. Cheryl, on the other hand sucked me easily, a nice smooth steady stroke designed to put the full steel back into my half-mast cock.
Beth scooted forward and took her turn licking my now almost fully hardened cock while Denise was still playing with our new teen toy. Cheryl had changed places and was behind Denise, using her tongue to clean up any evidence that might have accidentally strayed onto her back while I was bathing Anne in cum.
I looked down at the open space between Anne's legs, and knew I'd found myself a home. I gingerly moved off the bed, trying to avoid pulling anyone's hair, or kicking someone. Moving to the opposite end of the bed, I climbed back aboard, planting myself between Anne's slender legs. I leaned in to taste her. She had a nicely trimmed light brown bush. Easily the most pubic hair in the room. Beth was almost completely shaved now, emulating Denise's lead, and Cheryl always had a very short bikini cut. Anne trimmed but hadn't cut way back. I opened her with my fingers, and let my tongue explore her moist cleft.
I was only down there a few moments before the urge to fuck the little beauty overwhelmed me. I sat up and spread her legs wide, guiding the head of my cock into that tight little hole.
"Wait," Anne cried out before I entered her.
That got everyone's attention, and they all shifted in place. Looking up at her, the head of my cock nestled in her open lips, Beth was on my left, and had been kissing her roommate. Denise was on my right, having just given up control of Anne's nearest breast. Cheryl was cuddled up behind Denise, her body stretched the full length of her best friends. Her top hand was draped across Denise playing with her breast.
"Is something wrong?" I asked, wondering what could be the problem.
"No, it's just that, well, I thought you should know... well, I'm a virgin," she said softly.
For just a second you could have heard a pin drop.
"A virgin,", "Are you kidding me?", "Oh come on," the statements flew fast and furious.
"No really. I mean we did a lot in high school. Everybody gave head, and I did a bunch of hand-jobs, and you can probably guess they were lining up to play with these girls," she said indicating her swollen mammaries. "But there was a lot of pressure to be good from the parental units, you know, the whole 'public eye' thing, and I just never went all the way. I'm sure my cherry's long gone, my collection of vibrators has taken care of that, but I've never been with a man. Not like that."
Beth leaned in and said softly, "You never told me that; we've always talked about doing guys."
"I didn't want you to think I was a prude." She said.
Beth chuckled, looking her over and raising her eyebrows. "Nobody here thinks you're a prude."
Denise crept in closer. "If you don't want to, we don't have to do that. I'm sure Alex can find someone else willing to harbor that trouser monster of his."
"Oh NO!" Anne cried out. "I want it. I want it ALL. I just thought you should know."
Cheryl giggled. "I bet it's been a while since you could say you had a virgin, huh Alex?"
"Longer than I can remember," I confessed. "But I'm willing to make the sacrifice."
"Oh, I bet you are," Denise chimed in as quick as a flash.
Beth was lying down now, cuddling up to her roommate. "You're going to love this," she told her.
Denise turned her face and kissed the platinum tressed teenage hottie. "We'll make sure he takes care of you right," she told her, reaching out and fondling her nearest breast. "God, I still can't get over these things. You're sure they're real?"
Anne giggled. "As real as they get."
Cheryl came to my side and scooted me over a bit. Then she took my cock in her mouth, and sucked me, getting me good and hard. When she was content with my state, she pulled away from me. She faced Denise. "Lube him. Just in case." Then she settled down between Anne's legs, helping ensure she was good and ready.
"Oh GOD, that feels good," Anne moaned as Cheryl fingered and licked her.
I, on the other hand, was being taken very good care of by my loving friend Denise, who had the lube out, and ensured I was thoroughly taken care of in that direction.
"He's good," she finally announced, her hand stroking me nicely.
Cheryl pulled away with a glistening smile, "This one too."
With that she pulled away, leaving the space between the virgin's legs to me. Denise took up her position opposite Beth, and as I guided my cock between Anne's swollen lips, I looked over to see Cheryl zooming in with the camera on where my prick was about to take our new playmate.
The lube did it's job, and I was able to set the head in place and with one long, firm push, bury almost my entire cock inside the hottie, before I hit bottom.
"Oooh," she gasped, as I plundered her depths for the first time.
I leaned over her, carefully placing my hands so they wouldn't hurt any of the three laying there. I lowered my face to hers. "It is Ok?" I asked.
"God, I feel so full," she gasped, wiggling just a bit below the hips.
"But it doesn't hurt, does it?" I asked.
I eased my cock out about halfway, then slid it back in.
"That Ok?" I asked.
"More than Ok," she told me with a smile, presenting her lips for a kiss. Which I was more than happy to oblige her with.
I gave her a few more short strokes, watching her reaction. She didn't seem the least bit uncomfortable, which encouraged me to give it a little more action. Long full strokes of my cock only seemed to make her happier, and all concerns for her ability to take what I was offering disappeared.
Denise smiled. She leaned over and told Anne, "I think he's really going to fuck you now," then her hand wandered down to feel where I was entering the teen.
I tilted Anne's legs back, and my lovely female helpers each took hold of one. I took a grip of her thighs and started to really drive my cock deep into her. I could tell I was bottoming out occasionally, but it didn't seem to bother her like it did some.
"Is that uncomfortable?" I asked after slowing down and pushing my cock in to it's fullest, bumping the back.
"God, no, it feels wild," she answered, and her heavy breathing seemed to confirm it.
That was great, the only other girl who I used to bottom out in regularly, was usually doggy style, and it made her uncomfortable, giving her cramps. This one had no issues at all with it.
I fucked her fast and hard, while Denise and Beth played with her nipples. My nasty live-in, Cheryl, was wandering the room, capturing the entire deflowering on tape. I reached down and started rubbing Anne's swollen clit, while I hammered her tight pussy. I shifted a bit, and encouraged my assistants to pull Anne's legs farther down, to where she was almost broken in half, her shins by her ears. She seemed to have no problems with it, and I remembered her comments about being double-jointed.
I lowered my hips and fucked upward more, looking to get her G-spot. When I felt her jump and groan, I knew I was on target, and long stroked her there, watching that tiny teen tense up for her first big cock-induced orgasm.
"Oh, that's good, that's good, that's good," she was muttering, breathing hard while I stroked that pussy. I rubbed her clit some more, and watched while Denise and Beth leaned over Anne's outstretched legs, and went to town on her swollen hard nipples.
"Shit. Shit, I'm going to come, shit, shit, I'm going to come," was my platinum blonde temptress' new mantra, which was the encouragement I was seeking to pick up the pace.
Cheryl leaned over my shoulder, capturing the shot straight down where my cock was disappearing into the young girl. "Fuck her hard now, Alex."
I obeyed willingly enough, still aiming up into that extra sensitive region, while my thumb was going crazy over her clit. She was crying out now, all kinds of filthy things blurting from her mouth, until she exploded over my cock, her body trembling, her tight 18 year old pussy clamping down on me like a fist. Her entire shoulders and breasts turned bright red as she came, and I eased up on her clit, not wanting to over sensitize her. I was nowhere near done with her.
Cheryl was filming her face now. "She's so pretty when she comes."
The girls let her legs free, and they slowly came forward, until I held them while I slowly continued the screwing.
She was looking at me with something akin to worship in those eyes. I felt incredible. My already over-sized ego probably grew to double its size.
"My God, that was the most incredible feeling," she confessed, then I watched her eyes fill with tears, and she was tucking her head into Beth's shoulder while crying.
Denise got up and hit me. "You BASTARD. What did you do!" I was half in shock.
Anne sat up quickly pulling away from my still rampant hard-on. "Oh no. Don't. He was great. I was so afraid it was going to be bad, I'd heard so many stories, but it was so incredible. So fucking incredible." She crawled to me and wrapped her arms around my body, hugging me tight. "That was so wonderful, thank you."
I pulled her chin up and kissed her on the lips. "You were wonderful."
Denise was suitably sorry for smacking me. "Sorry about that. I guess I owe you one."
Laughingly I took her into my arms, and kissed her deeply. "You can never owe me one; I'm so far in your debt it's disgusting." Then I eased her to her back, and turned her in the bed, so her head was just below my cock. Then I turned to Beth, and with a nod to Anne, I told her "time for a little different position for our cock novice."
She guided Anne over Denise's body, on her hands and knees, with her pussy poised over Denise's willing mouth, and open to my amorous attentions. Anne's face hovered over Denise's open crotch, and she dropped in willingly, her head bobbing delightfully over Denise's treasures.
Cheryl was right beside me. "Don't you want to play?" I asked her.
She whispered to me, "I can't believe it but I am SO getting off on filming this. I already came once, can you believe it? I think I'll sit this one out, if it's Ok with you. I think three should be enough for you."
I leaned over and gave her a kiss before returning to the task at hand.
I guided my cock down to Denise's open mouth, letting her suck me a couple of times, before entering sweet Anne from behind. The fit was tight and delightful. It was a wonderful fuck, a steady stroking for many long minutes, broken up intermittently with a quick dip into Denise's hot willing mouth. Beth kept us company, stroking, touching, kissing the two girls beneath me. Then she got up on the bed, sitting between Denise's legs, and rubbed herself right in front of Anne. I watched her scoot down, and Anne suddenly had her choice of pussies to pleasure. Cheryl seemed to like that idea, and positioned herself there, capturing the shots of Anne working over first one, then the other of the two pussies offered up.
Twice I watched Denise enter the throes of orgasm due to Anne's loving attention. Then Beth was coming on the end of Anne's tongue, and I was starting to wonder if I'd be able to hold out until Anne came. With Denise's mouth working over Anne where I entered her, it took a good long while but eventually I saw her riding that tide to her own peak once again. Beth crawled off the bed and came to watch where the action was. Our wandering camera woman followed her over. Beth leaned over Anne's round butt, kissing those porcelain ass cheeks, and squeezing them, massaging them with her hands.
"God, I'm there Alex, I'm there, fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!" Anne cried out, slamming her hips backward into me. I held her hips and fucked her as hard as I could. Beth upped the ante by licking her finger and sliding it gently into Anne's tight ass.
"Oh FUCK!" Anne cried out, and I could feel her whole body tremble as she came on my cock again. It was more than enough to put me over the edge. I'd been struggling to keep from coming, and now I let loose, slamming my cock into her and coming over and over again.
"Oh my god, my god, I can feel that. I can feel the heat where he's filling me. I can feel his cock throbbing inside me." Anne announced, gasping, while the naughty Beth continued to finger her ass and I vacated my balls deep, deep inside of our new playmate.
Anne rolled onto her side, gasping. Denise gazed up at me, looking exhausted. She made an elaborate gesture of wiping her arm across her soaking wet mouth. Beth on the other hand was raring to go. She slipped down to her knees and went to work on my cock immediately, licking and sucking me clean. I jumped a bit, still sensitive after coming, but soon grew accustomed to her sweet mouth. I looked over to find Anne stretched out on the bed, and sweet Cheryl doing her best to clean up the creampie I'd left her, inside of that delightful 18 year-old recently virginal pussy.
Denise got to her knees, and leaned into me.
"Are you done with the new girl? Gonna find time for your old friends?" she asked in a teasing tone that was bordering on scolding.
"You should know me by now. I gotta get those quick ones out of the way. I'm gonna need some real stamina to take care of you two." I reached down with one hand and stroked pretty Beth's hair as she went down on me. The other hand slid down Denise's back and cupped her delightful ass.
"Oh really? And how exactly are you planning on taking care of us?" Denise asked.
"To be honest, I've been having some very naughty thoughts about this one." I said, indicating the sweet brunette whose lips surrounded my cock. "I'm thinking it's time to break in her back door, and was hoping you could help me."
"Help with Anne, help with Beth, I'm kind of feeling taken advantage of here, Alex."
"We break in Beth, and I'm yours from then on." I told her, pulling her over to give her a warm kiss.
"Hey, don't I get any say in this? It is my butt we're talking about!" Beth griped.
"Nope," Denise said with a laugh. "But if you don't want it, I'll take it."
She stood and came into my arms. "I'm really kind of scared. It looked like you were killing this one last time," she said, with a nod to Denise.
"I'll be gentle with you. And we can stop anytime you want. I'm sure Denise will take over for you if there's any problems."
"Mmmhmm!" Denise agreed.
"C'mon," I told the teen, tugging her down with me, "let's just start with some old fashioned fun, and see where it goes." I laid back fully, my cock standing tall, encouraging the kid to take a ride.
Beth couldn't find fault with that idea, and she mounted me, looking so good sitting there on my cock. She was an active cowgirl, and pumped herself thoroughly on my stiff meat.
Denise cuddled up next to me. "She's fun to watch, isn't she? A complete no-holds-barred fucking machine when she's on top."
I giggled. "She knows how to have fun, that's for sure."
"Hey! I'm right here. I can hear you guys." Beth reminded us as she turned sideways, trying a different position for kicks.
"Can I have a ride too?" Denise asked softly. "I'm going nuts here watching you stick that in everyone but me."
I leaned over and kissed her, stretching the kiss out. "I'd love to have you ride me a while."
Beth in the meantime, was still bouncing away with wild abandon. I don't know how her legs could take it. I reached up for her, and pulled her down to my chest, so I could reach down, grab her hips, and fuck up into her for a bit, giving her a little rest.
"I love this feeling," she told me.
"Me too," I said. "Let's let Denise have a turn."
"M'kay," she murmured contentedly, rolling off opposite Denise. I only then noticed that our other two participants were missing.
I leaned up and looked around.
"Sounds like Cheryl's running a bath." Denise said. Then she got up and straddled me, slowly sinking my slippery cock into her wonderful slice.
I watched as she closed her eyes, smiling, and ground her hips around in small circles, settling down even further. "Mmmm," she moaned softly. Then she leaned over me, and started rocking back and forth. "Finally," she muttered.
Beth was clinging to me, cuddled in tight. "What's it like?" she said just barely above a whisper.
"You know," Denise said with a smile.
"Not that, I mean the other. In the back." She said.
"It's nice. I mean it's uncomfortable to start, and it feels odd, but it's a real power trip, to see how bad he wants it and how worked up he gets. And you feel so sexy - I mean dirty, nasty, just plain sex, sexy." Denise stop her rocking and leaned over to lick Beth's nipple. "Like that. That's just naughty. I'm here with his cock in me, fresh off of coming out of you, and I can lean over and lick my best friend's little sister's tit." She laughed out loud. "Just a few weeks ago I'd never done anything more than kiss another girl. Today I came on a girl's tongue twice, who I'd only met today. Sexy, naughty, crazy." She was rocking back and forth now, with a nice long stroke, doing a great job of fucking me.
"But what does it FEEL like," Beth asked, frustrated by the answer.
"It would be silly to try to explain it." Denise said. "When you can feel it for yourself. I promise you, you'll love it. After tonight you'll dream about it."
"How can you know that?" Beth asked.
"Because while his cock is in your tight little butt, I'm gonna make you come so many times you're going to beg for mercy." Denise said, as serious as can be.
Denise climbed off of me then, and reached for the lube we'd gotten out earlier. "Sweetie, I think it's time."
I could almost feel the teen shudder against me.
"It's Ok. I'll make sure you're good and ready, and then we'll let you control the show." Denise told her. "Now get back on top of him and keep him hard."
"Like that's going to be a problem," I laughed.
Beth mounted me once again, then slowly leaned down, until her full body weight was on me. Her head was just below mine. I turned her chin up so I could kiss her.
Denise got behind her, and starting greasing up my plaything.
"Oh! That feels weird," Beth whispered to me.
"What does."
"Her finger in me."
"Hurt?"
"Not at all, it just slid in real easy. Oooh, another one!" she gasped, giving a little wiggle.



I lifted her hips a little with my hands, so I could fuck up into her just a bit while she was made ready.
"How's that," Denise asked.
"Wild." Beth admitted.
"Not scary?"
"No, just kind of weird."
"And this," she asked.
Beth groaned, "God, that feels so nasty, your fingers in my butt, while he's doing that."
"Three fingers," Denise confirmed.
I continued to screw sweet Beth, while Denise loosened up that virgin ass.
Beth's breath was coming heavier, in little gasps. "Oh fuck, that's wild," she moaned, and then she kissed me deeply, her tongue driving into my mouth. When I returned the favor, she moaned deeply.
"Sit up, sweetness," Denise said, "it's time."
Beth sat up and shifted her legs under herself, rising up and pulling off my cock. Denise slid her fingers out of the teens rear, "Just a sec," she said, then applied more of that slippery stuff to my cock. "Ok, go for it."
Beth bit her bottom lip as she lined up the pole and the hole. I watched her slowly ease down, and felt just a momentary pressure as I passed her tight anal ring, then she slid down my cock, easily taking most of it in one smooth motion.
"Oh my God. I can feel all of it, so fat and hard." Beth gasped. Then I watched as she leaned over, put her hands on my chest, then raised and lowered her hips a few inches at a time, fucking herself.
"Ok?" Denise asked.
Beth groaned, "It feels like it's too much, so much, stretching me."
Denise was running her hands across Beth's smooth ass, "Take your time."
But Beth was Beth. And on top, she was crazy aggressive, even now. I watched in amazement as she forced herself further and further down my shaft, taking longer strokes, determined. She was grunting, then she pulled about halfway up, closed her eyes, and pushed down hard, sinking all the way down with a moan. "Fuck!" she groaned, sitting there, full.
"God you're tight," I told her, feeling her crush my cock.
"And you're fucking huge in my ass," she murmured, and then smiled.
She raised up again, and Denise leaned in and applied another squirt of lube to my cock. "That should be enough," she said, getting up and putting the lube back on the end table. As Beth reamed herself a couple of more times, Denise took up position between my legs again. She leaned into Beth, her hands wrapping around and holding the teen's full breasts. "Turn around and face me, sweetie."
Beth lifted all the way up and off of me, then turned and face the gorgeous blonde. I held my cock for her as she once again settled onto it.
"Take it all, as far as it will go," Denise told her, moving forward on her knees, until she was face to face with the teen, their breasts touching.
Beth did as told, squirming a bit to get every last bit of my cock buried in her ass.
"Good, now lay back," she ordered, giving a push. I reached up and took Beth's weight as I lowered her onto my chest. She was fully reclined. I reached around and took her sweet tits into my hands. We both watched as Denise leaned over and started keeping her promise.
I could see almost nothing, but I could feel it all, as Denise used her mouth to get Beth off. The first orgasm only took a couple of minutes to achieve, and I felt the shock of it around my cock. I was trying to work my hips enough to get a little motion in her sweet, tight butt, but I was limited in what I could achieve. Denise didn't let up, however, and within a few more minutes she had Beth crying out again. I was loving the feeling, playing with her hard little nipples, and chewing on her neck and ears, as my cock quivered in her ass while she came on Denise's talented tongue. After the second orgasm, Denise allowed her to relax a bit.
"Now for the real thing," Denise announced, "roll over."
We tried to roll together, but that wasn't happening. Beth rolled away, my cock slowly easing out of her butt. Then Denise was getting back in the game, getting Beth on her hands and knees, while Denise laid beneath her in the classic 69.
With the girls in place, I got behind my favorite teen, and spread her cheeks. Looking down into Denise's pretty eyes, I eased my cock head up to Beth's ass, and pushed. Again, I slid in without too much difficulty.
"Slow," Denise said.
I slowly worked my cock into her, inch my inch, each stroke gaining a little more ground.
"It feels tighter this way," Beth said softly.
"It's Ok?" Denise asked.
"It's great."
That's what I wanted to hear. With just a few more strokes I was finally completely buried. "That's it," I announced.
"God, I wish Cheryl could see this," Beth said.
"She will, if not now, soon," Denise said. Then she reached up and tapped my leg. "Bring her down."
I tugged Beth's hips back, bringing her lower to the bed, as I spread my own knees further apart to stay at the level. Then Denise tapped me again, and I stopped. I could feel the immediate change in Beth as once again Denise applied her magic.
"Oh, that's so nice," Beth moaned, then I watched her lean down, her face lowering, returning the favor.
For me, it was time for action. I started my fucking again, looking to make some progress toward filling her ass. The changes, lack of motion, and tightness had really kept me from getting overly excited, even at the prospect of fucking my girlfriend's teenage sister's virgin ass. But now I was back in control, and within a few strokes knew that I'd have to be careful to pace myself, or I'd blow right away.
I held those sweet pale cheeks, spreading her wide, so I could watch the spectacle of my rock hard cock splitting her open. Her ass clung to me on each out stroke, even with all the lube we'd used. But she was becoming less tight, and the going was easier.
"Beth, I've got to tell you, you've got the sweetest little ass," I gasped as I fucked her harder.
She pulled her head up, "Fuck it, fuck it hard, fuck my ass Alex, fuck my dirty little ass."
I raised up a bit, fucking down a little more, and getting enough leverage so I could fuck her with longer, full strokes. She was moaning constantly, and I could feel her grinding her pussy down onto Denise's generous and willing mouth. It only took a few more minutes for her butt-hole to completely relax. I could pull out and see her gape open for a few seconds before slowly closing. What an incredible view.
The enjoyment was threefold. The feeling of penetrating her tight, virgin ass. The view of my thickly swollen cock stretching her wide as I pierced her over and over again. The knowledge that I was fucking the living daylights out of my girlfriend's little sister, while the incredible Denise licked her satiny smooth twat.
If that wasn't enough, I watched as my girlfriend brought my recent conquest back into the room, and they sat on the bed and cuddled as I plundered her sister's tight little butt. It was only a few moments later that, Cheryl got off her rear and started in with the camera work. "Beth's first anal, courtesy of the insatiable Alex," she dictated for the camera.
I heard Beth crying out as Denise once again took her to the heights, while I pumped her tight ass like there was no tomorrow. I wanted to bathe her bowels with my cum while she reached her peak. I wanted to make her cum for me with my cock buried in her ass, in front of her sister and roommate. I squeezed those beautiful, full butt-cheeks while I long stroked her asshole.
"I'm going to come in your ass, Beth," I told her. "I'm going to come in your sweet, young, virgin ass."
"Yes, yes," she cried out, "fill my dirty ass."
"Do it," Cheryl added, bringing her camera in for a close-up of her sister's first ass-reaming.
I wanted so badly to hold out until she came again, but it was too much. It all felt too good. I looked over to see Anne watching me intently. I locked my eyes on hers, smiling. I never let my eyes wander as I finally was able to hold back no longer. I slammed into Beth and shot off like a rocket. It felt like my cum would come out the other end, I shot so hard. As I pumped her full of my cum, she finally reached her own orgasm, crying out as she quivered in pleasure.
"It's about time you nailed that ass," Cheryl laughed, reaching out to smack her sister's bubbly butt.
"Christ, I've never felt so FUCKED!" Beth moaned, rolling onto her back gasping. I watched as her hands slid under her butt, caressing her well used rear.
"Welcome to the club," Denise teased. Then she turned to me, "You. How about you go in and clean up a bit before I finally get to try that thing on for size."
All this time, Cheryl was rolling her dear sister onto her belly, checking out her abused hole. "Poor baby, should I kiss it and make it feel better?" She leaned in and dragged her tongue across Beth's reddened rear opening.
"Oh God, sis, that was so wild," Beth sighed.
Cheryl's only response was to spread Beth's legs and bury her tongue in her sister's butt.
I headed to the bathroom for a quick cleanup. A clean cock is a happy, well-used cock. The door creaked closed behind me as Anne, precious, beautiful, naked Anne, joined me in the restroom.
I turned to her, my hand still rubbing the warm facecloth across my tender prick.
She came to me, slowly, then wrapped her arms around me and pressed her head against my chest. I reached down and held her, while she clung to me.
"That was so nice," Anne said softly. "Thank you."
"It was amazing," I told her, "I hope we can do it again some time."
"Tonight?" she asked.
"I think I owe Denise a little attention," I told her, "but I hope you're spending the night. I'd love to see you riding my cock in the daylight. I'm dying to see those amazing tits in action while you ride me into oblivion."
"Gee, Alex, you say the sweetest things," she giggled. "You can bet I'll be staying until your generous roomy kicks me out."
She dropped to her knees, her eyes locked on mine, as she grasped my cock. "I think I better check your cleaning job." She took my flaccid cock in her mouth, her tongue, lips and perfect teeth urging me back to hardness.
What a wonderful evening. I had taken this teen beauty's virginity within the hour, butt-fucked her roommate, and was about to plug every hole in the gorgeous Denise. And the incredibly sexy Anne was sucking me wonderfully, preparing me for my upcoming bout.
Even fully hard, I let her continue her actions, enjoying the benefit of her expertise. She was good, not in the league of Cheryl or Denise, but damned good.
I was a little disappointed to see her pull back and stand up.
"I'm dying to feel that inside me again," she confessed.
"A little taste wouldn't hurt," I told her. I turned her around and bent her over at the waist. She spread her legs wider and rested her hands on the closed toilet seat. I rubbed my cock up against her warm slash. With a nudge I entered her. She sighed as I pushed deeper. "Oh God, that's good."
Grabbing her hips I fucked her for a few seconds, just a tease. It was delightful, looking down on her, and I was tempted to pick her up and take her back into the room to fuck her pretty little brains out, but I had other fish to fry. I pulled out of her, and turned her back around. I held my cock out for her to devour again, leaving me clean as a whistle for dear, deserving Denise.
Back in the bedroom, the fabulous Denise was waiting for me. Beth looked to be resting, watching while Cheryl and Denise were intertwined, arms wrapped around each other, legs scissored together. They didn't take long to detect my presence. Cheryl rolled over onto her back, pulling Denise with her. Denise puller her legs in, raising her ass up, beckoning me.
I entered her from behind, while she and Cheryl continued for a bit longer, then Cheryl pulled away and went after young Anne, while I worked over her best friend.
Denise was a fuck-fest. God, I loved doing her. While the other two, then three played together, giving me an incredible amount of eye candy and inspiration, I did my best to satisfy the nearly insatiable beauty.
Fucking Denise was a joy. I screwed her forever, in every position, from every angle. I used her mouth aggressively and banged her sweet pussy for all I was worth. I never tired of sliding my cock in and out of her, and she responded so wonderfully.
I was enthralled with how deeply Cheryl was getting into playing with Anne and her sister. It was more than I had ever expected, and incredibly sexy to watch. A couple of times, I had to take a break from working Denise over to poke an opening in one of the threesome, but just for fun. Never for too long, not long enough to let Denise cool down.
In the end, I finished her from behind, while she laid there, well used and relaxed, satiated for the moment. I held her by those sweet hips, watching her sweet ass-cheeks, and perfect back. I looked over at the spent and worn-out girls scattered across my bed, and finally achieved my release within the warmth of my long-time fantasy girl.
I collapsed in exhaustion, reaching my arm around Denise and pulling her close. I closed my eyes and wondered what the morning would bring.
---
I awoke to the urgent need to pee, and untangled my legs from the bodies around me, blindly making for the bathroom. With that taken care of, I decided to survey the damage, but it looked like my little soldier had survived the onslaught none the worse for wear, although a little tender.
Light was coming in the windows, just barely. Must have been right around dawn. I cleaned up a bit and decided to head into the kitchen to make some coffee for anybody who wanted some. That plan kind of fell short.
Walking by the guest room, I peeked in to find Beth and Anne sprawled naked on the bed, tangled in a single sheet. I went in with only the noblest of intentions, looking to cover them up. Things went Ok with Beth, as I extracted her arms and legs from the mussed sheets and got her covered. She rolled over and settled back into slumber.
It was on the other side of the bed that I fell victim to circumstances. As I loosened the sheets from Anne, she rolled onto her back, cracked her eyes open and smiled at me. Then she scooted over, making room for me. I held the sheet up, looking down on her incredibly sexy body, while her hand slid across the sheet next to her in invitation.
I'm just a man, with a man's normal weaknesses. I slid into the bed next to her letting my hands wander her delicious taut teen body. I reached between her legs, careful to be gentle. She'd been licked, poked and rubbed continuously for hours, I could only imagine how tender she must be. My fingers slowly, cautiously opened her up, gently parting the sticky hairs, caressing her lips, teasing her open. She parted her legs wider, throwing the near leg over my hip, presenting herself to me. All the play had restored the iron to my rod, and I adjusted myself in the bed, sliding my hips down, until my cock was in position. I entered her with care, slowly working my way in, until I was fully sheathed. Heaven. She twisted her upper torso toward me, and purred in delight while I gently fucked her. I was able to play with her beautiful boobs, teasing her hardened nipples, while I slid in and out of her with a comfortable ease.
"Good morning to you, too," she said with a smile, turning to me for a kiss. My lips had only just left hers, when she pulled off of me. Then she was crawling on top of me, settling over my staff, until I was once more buried in her personal slice of heaven. She slowly bounced up and down, her massive tits moving in counterpoint. It was utterly mesmerizing. I reached up to take them in my hands, feeling their weight, twisting the nipples as she rode me carefully, trying to avoid disturbing our sleeping bed partner too much.
"It this what you wanted to see?" She asked with a sleepy smile.
"Incredible," I told her.
"Mmmm, thanks."
Then she yawned hugely, stretching her arms out. She looked so petite, perched on my cock, and so young.
Slowly she eased herself down to my chest. She stretched out across my body, her tight little twat stuffed full of my throbbing cock. She cuddled in tight, wrapping her arms around me. I reached down for the sheet and covered us both, holding this delightful little angel in my arms as she slowly descended back into sleep, content to be had.
I reached down, holding her sweet, tight ass in my hands, as I screwed her. Between my hands moving her back and forth, and my hips driving in and out, I was able to put nearly half my length to use. She was only half-asleep, moaning and sighing occasionally, but utterly relaxed other than that. I closed my eyes, settled back, and developed a slow rhythm while I used her. I would rest every few minutes, letting my cock desensitize, fondling her soft smooth body. Then I would start up again, enjoying the feeling of tightness. I wondered if she'd dry up on me, but it never happened, she stayed moist and open, and incredibly hot.
My need to come snuck up on me, and all of a sudden I was just a few quick strokes from my release. I grabbed her butt-cheeks firmly and pounded into her with a series of firm, deep thrusts. Her head suddenly reared back, her eyes wide open, as she popped out of her sleep to feel me cumming deep inside her. She looked scared for a second, lost, and then her eyes focused and a smile slid back onto her face. She tilted her face back in an invitation to kiss her. I responded gently, while my cock twitched within her, doing it's best to complete it's mission, depositing as much cum as deep as possible inside the tiny co-ed.
I felt her pussy throbbing around my cock, pulsing, as I enveloped her in my arms, my cock fighting to stay hard. I kissed the top of her head, settled into the bed, and adjusted the covers around us once again. I nudged my cock back and forth within her. If I could keep it semi-hard, I could stay inside her. Caressing her sweet little butt, and sliding my hands across her soft skin helped, and then I felt her pussy once again massaging my cock. It was perfect, I was no longer getting soft, but getting firmer again, able to pull out just a little further, and push in a little deeper. Back and forth concentrating on how deep I could get.
I was sliding in and out of sleep. When I was aware enough, I'd push my cock into her, reveling in the feeling. Then I'd find myself calming, slowing, and resting while holding her against me. I awoke to find myself fucking her again, holding her tight, while my cock penetrated her eagerly. Then I slowly relaxed once more, and fell deeply to sleep, my cock still buried in my new plaything.
---
Beth was a breakfast treat. We were alone in bed, and a little early cuddling lead to an easy screwing. I made the mistake of fondling her ass a little too intimately, and she let me know that particular aperture was off limits for the near future. Which was fine by me, my cock was a little too tender for that kind of energetic action.
Brunch was interesting. Denise had left early, and eating a meal with three gorgeous girls dressed only in t-shirts was a great start to the day. All the girls wanted to do was discuss last night's evening activity, and it wasn't long before the co-eds both found out that I was the author of our new favorite game.
"Can we play again some time?" Anne asked.
"I don't know if I can survive odds like last night again," I advised my conquests.
"I think Dave deserves some play-time as well," Cheryl pointed out. "The least we can do after his letting Denise play along."
"Maybe a campus game?" Beth offered. "I can think of a few young men who'd kill to play along. You should come down sis, maybe even give studly a break."
"Now that's just mean!" I interjected.
Cheryl laughed. She reached out and caressed Anne's cheek. "Don't worry sweetness. We'll play again some time. And I'll see if we can't even out the odds. I think you'd be beautiful skewered."



"Oh! I better get a towel to sit on if you're going to talk like that." Anne laughed.
"Why don't you two get better acquainted?" Beth told her roomy, then glancing over at me. "I think sis and I are going to clean up then do a little shopping."
"I can leave you two alone, can't I?" Cheryl teased. "I'm sure I can count on you both to misbehave."
Anne wiggled in her seat. "Mmmm. You guys are too good to me."
Beth got up and leaned over her from behind, giving her a kiss on the cheek. "Get your fill, Annie, it could be a while before your next."
With my girlfriend's blessing, Anne and I played around with the game, discussing tweaks and new challenges appropriate to games with uneven odds, and came up with some ideas for special "Booster" decks that would cater to unbalanced groups. She even made suggestions about player challenges for those who might prefer more same-sex interaction - more "Booster" packs.
When the sisters finally left, Anne and I didn't waste much time retiring back to my bedroom. We whiled away a few delightful hours and by the time we retired to the shower, I knew every inch of her young body like the back of my hand. And every inch of her magnificent chest even better.
The sisters showed up a short while later, and I was given directions to take the co-eds home, but no lingering. I didn't have the strength to argue or linger.
By the time I got home again, I was ready for rest, but Cheryl had other ideas. She met me dressed in new lingerie, part of the day's shopping, I'd guess. She led me into our bedroom where she had the videos from the previous evening setup for review.
We spent the next few hours in a variety of positions that would allow her to watch the TV while either reminiscing on our recent randiness, or proposing further acts of debauchery and wildness with either old friends, or friends yet to be discovered.
She spent nearly half that time with my cock in her mouth, whenever she was content to just watch. When she wanted to talk, she'd typically just get up and mount me, or present herself on her hands and knees for another bout of doggy style.
It was delicious and wild, especially watching the working over we gave Anne. Cheryl seemed to enjoy her sister's anal deflowering an awful lot, but then again so did I, both then, and in review.
Any concerns I had with Cheryl's willingness to continue to play this game were well put to rest long before I was.
-----------------------
I hope you enjoyed this chapter. Let's see if the next chapter doesn't even up the odds, and then some. And as always - all votes and comments are welcomed and even treasured!
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=========================
What to do when the girl next door is all grown up and looking for fun? How do say no? I couldn't.
All characters in this story are at least 18 years old.
=========================
They'd been our neighbors for over 9 years. We'd both moved into the community when it was first built, and watched as it filled out and grew, as did our children, moving up from elementary school through middle school and into high school.
We were as close as most neighbors could be, easily at home with each other, free to come and go in each other's yards and garages, and even into the house. Our only child and their youngest, Cory, were only a year apart. Cory was almost like an older brother to our Dani, easing her way through the transition from elementary into middle school.
The wives were best friends, talking every day, walking evenings, and shopping together. Rob and I were casual friends, hanging out in social situations, but nowhere near as close as the women.
But this story is not about them. It's about their hellion of a daughter, who I'd had the opportunity to watch grow into a mouth-watering little hottie. She'd been a nice girl when she was just getting into high school, but a change of friends, and a change in values had slowly morphed her into something else. She was always in trouble now, sneaking around, lying, getting bad grades, all the stuff you hope will never happen to your kid.
She'd also changed physically. She'd never gotten tall, still only about 5'2 or so, and was achingly pretty. She spent the whole summer in our backyard pools, and I had memorized every inch of that sinful young body. She was slender, almost skinny, and her boobs had finally grown in. She had a very narrow waist, almost no belly, and the tight, sleek legs and ass of youth. It was the look that all the teens were trying for, and little Holly had nailed it.
It was the early days of summer, and I was staying busy. I'd just finished a customer lunch visit, and was home early. As I got out of my truck, SHE was there, helping herself to a soda from the garage fridge.
"Hi, Mr. K," she said with a smile, as she stood dripping in the garage, a Coke Zero in her hand. "I hope you don't mind." She waved the soda in her hand.
"Of course not Holly. You're welcome any time." I tried not to stare at her tempting body, barely clad in her white string bikini.
"Mom wanted to know if you could come over and check out my computer again; it's working really slow."
"If you let me get settled in, I can be over in a few minutes, OK?"
"Great! You can come around the back."
I unloaded my stuff, checked my email, and dressed down. Shorts and a T-shirt were good enough; I hoped to hit the gym afterwards, if this wasn't another one of those multi-hour sanitations their computers sometimes required. I grabbed a cold one out of the fridge and headed over with my PC-repair USB in hand.
Holly was completely out of control. I don't blame it all on her - her mother should shoulder most of the responsibility for what she was becoming. She was more interested in being a friend, than being a mom, and was living vicariously through her popular daughters wild activities.
Every time I was on her computer, it was full of malware. She didn't have the sense to clear her history or logs, and I was at first stunned to see how much time a teenage girl would spend on porn sites. A lot of the sites she visited were questionable. A few months ago she'd started in on the video cam stuff as well. Right in her My Documents directory I had found almost 20 Gig of videos of her. Apparently she really liked dressing as skimpily as possible, and dancing in front of her cam. Her cousin Sara seemed to join her quite often. She'd filled her machine up and convinced her mom to buy her a new huge external drive. I was conned into installing it, ever the good, helpful neighbor.
That was the first time I started thinking of little Holly as more than just a little girl.
I let myself into the backyard, and Holly was laying on her back, topless. Her breasts, though not large, were full enough, and her little pink nipples were standing tall. The little tease had flashed me a couple of times before, but this was beyond anything so far. She just lay there smiling at me, absorbing the sun and my stare. Her breasts looked incredible, with the tan lines creating a white triangle on each, her nipples off center, but attention grabbing.
She stretched as she stood up at my approach, disdaining any effort to become more presentable. "God, I love the sun. Don't you Mr. K?"
"I do. It beats the heck out of overcast and rain."
She giggled. "You don't have to say 'heck' around me. I think I'm grown up enough to hear the word 'hell'. Don't you think I'm grown up?" Her girlish stance, her extended arms clasped behind her back, pushing those tempting titties forward, spoke just the opposite. She was still a girl, in a woman's body.
I let my eyes roam her body, knowing how wrong it was. "Yes, Holly, you are very grown up."
Her laugh was like silver bells, as she bounced onto her toes and almost skipped to the door. "Follow me."
It wasn't like I didn't know where her computer was. I'd been in their house at least once a week for years. And I'd been taking care of her computer issues since she was old enough to use a keyboard.
I got seated at the computer desk in her room, and gave it a quick manual scan. Yep. Somehow she'd gotten it infected again, and her anti-virus wasn't working.
"Every time I use the Internet, I get lots of those stupid windows popping up, and they just never seem to stop." She was right behind me, leaning over my shoulder, and pointing to the screen. She was still topless, and her left breast was almost in my face. I was sporting a painful erection which didn't look like it would be going away anytime soon.
I loaded my software to scan and clean the computer. "I'm going to run this program to find out what we have on here, and see if I can clean it up that way."
I looked up into the mirror above the desk to see Holly peeling off her bikini bottom. The stark white of her previously covered skin contrasted strongly with her deep tan. Her breasts were somewhere in between, reminding me she probably tanned topless with some frequency.
"I've got to take this off before I get my bed or chair wet," she explained, standing behind me naked as the day she was born. She went over to the corner, where I could see her out of the corner of my eye, and grabbed a towel off the chair, which she started drying herself off with.
My hands trembled as I pressed the button that started the scan. Almost immediately a threat notification popped up. She moved up behind me again, leaning into me this time, as she looked at the screen.
"Yep," I confirmed, "two viruses already, this will probably take a while." As I turned, once more her breast was in my face. I let my face brush against it.
"Oh, I'm sorry Mr. K.," she said softly, "does that bother you?"
I closed my eyes and let her breast caress the side of my face. "Of course not, accidents happen."
She slid around the edge of the chair, the towel tied around her waist. She kept her chest in my face, rubbing her nipple across my face. I finally opened my mouth and sucked it in, tasting it, teasing her hard little nub with my tongue.
"Oh!" she gasped, turning her body as if offering me more.
I pulled away while I still had some modicum of self-control. She backed away sitting on the edge of the bed, her arms behind her, legs spread. Then she opened the towel and spread it out beside her, exposing herself in all her youthful glory. The pinkness of her tender slit was almost glowing in invitation. She had trimmed her hair to a small heart shaped patch just above her clit. She looked at me in anticipation.
"Holly, you shouldn't be teasing me like this. I'm just a man." I told her, trying to control my breathing. My hard-on stuck out in front of me, tenting my shorts.
She stood up and slowly walked to me, stopping only inches away. She looked up at me with those sparkling green eyes. "I'm not teasing, Mr. K.; I'm begging."
The moan that escaped my lips when her hand eased forward and cupped my cock was probably all the answer she needed.
She reached for my shorts and worked them open, pulling them down. "Oh, nice. No underwear," she said softly, "and such a big, thick cock. You'd be a hit at some of our parties."
I didn't even want to ask what kind of parties.
"Mr. K., I'm going to suck your cock, and you're going to come in my mouth. I think you'll like this, I'm pretty good." Then the little devil was on her knees, licking my cock.
I watched, enthralled as she licked from my balls to the head of my cock, working her tongue around the ridge below the head. She grabbed the staff and pointed my rod forward, bending her face forward and slowing taking just the tip into her mouth. Her tongue tortured me, teasing, flicking, darting into my pee hole, all within the confines of that pretty little mouth. My cock looked so big beside her elfin face, I wondered how she managed to take it in at all. The edges of her mouth were white from the stretching of her lips - and this was just the head.
She carefully moved on, taking in more and more of my cock, her tongue still active, her hand stroking the full extent of the cock outside of her mouth. She was taking half of my length into her mouth, and I was bumping against the back, while she strove for more.
Watching my hard meat disappear into her pretty face was almost too much to take. She obviously had a lot of experience and knew just what she was doing. She used her hands and mouth well, stroking and sucking in tandem. After a minute or so she got up and guided me to the bed, where I laid back under her guidance. Her mouth enveloped me again, but now I could stroke her body, touch her, feel her smooth skin, ease my hand between her legs, while she sucked me with a passion.
She pulled away for a second, and shook her hair. Then she smiled for me, her mouth red from the heavy action. "You're a tough one. Most of the boys come pretty quick. Hell, most of them don't last 10 seconds. You're not holding back on me are you Mr. K?" She teased.
"No, you're doing wonderfully." I told her honestly. "And you can call me Alex."
"I don't think so, Mr. K.," she laughed again. She laughed so easily, I wanted to hug her to me and hold her, absorbing her joy. "Now don't hold back, because I'm not going to let you put this monster inside of me until I get a mouth full of your cum first."
More exciting words were never spoken.
Then she was back at it, sucking my cock, filling her mouth, playing with my balls. She was more accessible now, her saucy, tight rear-end only about a foot away from my shoulder. I watched her push herself further and further down my cock, working hard to take more of it. My hand was now fondling her ass and between her legs.
She pulled off for a second, turning her head to look back at me. "Damn Mr. K.! Only Derek's got anything like this, and he's got a hair-trigger. It's a lot of work to make this thing squirt."
"You're doing a great job, trust me."
"Of course. I'd trust you with my life, Mr. K." Holly once again resumed the sucking, now pacing herself, her hand doing much of the work.
I reached between her legs, and peeked over to see how pretty she was. My thumb nudged her lips apart, and the sticky secretions created little strands between the lips before my finger broke them, sliding into her tight teen pussy. She hummed her appreciation, and I felt it echo from cock to my toes and back. I finger fucked the high-schooler in time with her own actions, as she got wetter and wetter. I tried to slip another finger into her, and found it difficult. She was so incredibly tight, I was afraid to hurt her. I finally settled for swapping fingers, seeing how far my middle finger could reach inside of her.
I looked down to watch her as she got aggressive again, pounding her head up and down over my steel rod, and I knew she had finally gotten her wish.
"I'm almost there, almost... oh," I groaned as she pulled her lips tight, bobbing up and down on the top of my cock, while one hand stroked the rest of me, and the other played with my balls.
I came without anymore warning, enormously. I felt it build from deep below my balls, and explode forth, spasming over and over, filling her pretty little mouth. She took her time swallowing my cum, licking me clean, bathing my cock with her tongue. Then she straddled my body and leaned over me. She had a wicked naughty little smile plastered across her face, then she opened her mouth wide, sticking out and wiggling her tongue. Clean as a whistle.
"That was some load, Mr. K." she said. "Almost too much for me."
"That was incredible." I told her.
"I know," she said softly, stretching out across my body, her head on my shoulder.
She felt so wonderful, her petite little body laying atop mine.
"How long before you'll be ready to go again?" she asked softly, her lips nuzzling my neck. "I can't wait to feel that beast fill me up."
My hands were caressing her back, down to her sweet little ass. I cupped her cheeks in each hand giving them a squeeze. "I'm almost there now," I confessed.
Holly moved over, and placed her mouth on mine. Her kissing was almost hesitant, and I let my tongue tangle with hers, while I felt my partner in crime rise to the occasion once more.
She pulled away a second. "God, I've wanted this for so long."
"How long," I asked, curious.
"Ever since I watched you screw those ladies in your hot tub back in June."
I almost jumped. "You saw that?"
She got up and went to the window, pointing. I stood beside her and looked. Most of the hot-tub was visible if you looked from the far left of her window. Then she reached up to the bookshelf nearby, and came down with a pair of binoculars.
"Mine is the only window with a view. I've watched you out there more than once Mr. K."
"You've been bad," I told her, reaching my arms around her from behind and pulling her against my body.
"I know. I think it's time you punished me." She said squirming in my grip, and setting the binoculars aside.
She broke free and went after my cock again, her mouth like a guided missile, going right to the target and completely engulfing me. It was only a few moments before she was satisfied with my hardness, then she hopped into the middle of the bed, legs spread invitingly.
"I can't wait any longer," she said huskily.
I was ready to fuck her brains out, but couldn't resist taking at least a small taste of her smooth young pussy. I was a bit selfish, not overly concerned with getting her worked up for me. I just wanted to taste her, lick her, rub up against that smooth young slice. I licked and sucked her young twat and was pleased to find her as sweet as she looked. She must have been more worked up then I thought. I plumbed her depths with one finger, slowly, carefully working up to a second one. My fingers felt like they were surrounded by a rubber band where they entered her. So deliciously tight. She seemed to enjoy the added pressure, as my two fingers filled her, and as I sucked on her swollen clit she exploded underneath me, crying out as she came hard, her legs clamping my head, her fingers grasping my hair painfully.
"Ohmigod," she gasped as I pulled away, quite a bit later. "I wasn't ready for that. That was great!"
I smiled as I pulled her legs apart, and readied myself between them. She held her legs open for me, her hands behind her knees, as I placed the swollen head of my cock at her tiny entrance.
She seemed nervous for the first time. "Be gentle, please, it's... it's big."
I held the head at her opening and pushed forward with my hips, but to no avail. I was concerned that I was off target, and lined things up with my fingers again, pushing with no more success this time. Her face was wrinkled up in discomfort, and she gave a small cry as I tried to use a little more force.
"I'm sorry," she said, her eyes looking fearful.
"No, it's ok. I'm sure we can work this out. Take me in your hands and guide me in." I told her.
She hunched her body up, reached down and took my cock in her hands, again guiding me home. I gave a push, then a harder one. I was afraid I was going to bend my cock in half. This was crazy. There's no way that I shouldn't fit. Those things were made to let an 8 lb baby out.
"Relax, baby," I told her softly, when she looked almost in tears.
She let out a long breath, and then another. I took my cock and pushed, holding my staff tightly just behind the crown. The head slowly disappeared, and I managed to squeeze another inch into her before I looked up to see her biting her lower lip, tears leaking out of her eyes.
I stopped and pulled back out. She sighed in relief as I left her body.
"I'm sorry Holly, but I don't think this is going to happen," I told her.
She pushed away from me and ran out of the room.
I sat, despondent, head in my hands, as I wondered what I was doing here, trying to fuck my neighbor's young daughter, who was clearly not physically ready for the moment.
Holly showed up in the door, holding a bottle labeled "Slippery Stuff". She smiled for me. "Let's try that again."
Then she dropped to her knees in front of me, and took my flagging cock back in her mouth, quickly erasing all my previous misgiving, and restoring the steel to my shaft. She squeezed out a generous dollop of the lube and rubbed it all over my shaft, and gave extra attention to the head of my cock.
She leaned back in the bed, opened her legs indecently wide, then added another generous helping of the lube to her tight little fuck hole, paving the way. She was able to slide two of her fingers in easily enough, and worked the lubed deep inside of her.
She placed the bottle to the side, wiping any last traces of the lube onto her breast. "Come and get it," she said, with a teasing tone that mostly covered up the fear laying just beneath the surface.
Once again I lodged myself between her legs, grasping my shaft tightly and aiming the head toward heaven. This time I had more success, feeling her tightness give just enough to lodge the head of my cock inside of her this time. I looked up to see how she as taking it, and saw a delightful smile on her face. It might have been uncomfortable, but it was clear it was what she wanted.
I pushed forward, meeting a little resistance from her tightness, then felt the glory of filling her, as my cock smoothly entered her, until she was half full.
"Stop, stop," she cried out, "let me get used to it."
I stayed there, propped up on my arms as I held my cock still buried inside this tiny teen. I started to press forward slowly, pushing more of my cock into her, until I met more resistance.
"Oh stop, please," she gasped, but still a third of me was outside of her.
I slowly pulled back, all but the head, and then again filled her carefully, making it a little past halfway again, before she stopped me. She let me start stroking a little more, speeding up just a bit, but I felt like I was teasing her, screwing her with only half my length. Then she was stopping me again.
"It's uncomfortable. Can we wait just a second?" She asked.
I stopped the motion, with just a little of my rod inside of her, afraid that if I pulled out, I'd never get back inside again. I leaned down and kissed her warmly then passionately. I tried to fuck her then, her attention distracted, but when I pushed harder, I felt her grimace and had to stop.
I had an idea that might change things. I pulled out of her, against her wishes, then rolled over onto my back, my raging hard-on sticking straight up. I reached to the end-table and got another good bit of the lube and lathered up my cock, while she watched.



"Straddle me and lower yourself onto it. Take only as much as is comfortable." I told her.
She smiled shyly, and then stepped across my body and squatted over my hips. My hands were holding my cock straight for her, and she reached down and guided the head back into her incredibly tight snatch.
I watched the chain of feelings and emotions wend their way across her face as first she let me in, and then slowly took more and more of my cock inside her. It was like forcing my cock through a keyhole, she was so unbelievably tight.
I could see each moment of the action reflected so openly on her face. The pain, the pleasure, the satisfaction, the comfort, the ache, all of it portrayed in smiles and frowns, wrinkles across her forward and around her eyes. I saw the decision, and then she screwed up her face and forced herself down onto me, my cock finally almost totally buried inside this sultry, slutty teen.
Her eyes burst open and her mouth gasped. I reached down and rubbed her little clit, while she rested there, completely filled with my thick, long cock. She leaned forward and scooted back and forth, just a little, working the last little bit of my cock slowly into her, while I continued to massage her clit. I watched in amazement as she pushed down hard against any last resistance, then came on my cock, crying out as she spasmed up and down my shaft, crying out and finally collapsing on me.
"Oh God, I thought it was going to kill me," she gasped.
"It was beautiful. I loved watching you come on my cock," I told her.
"And I'm supposed to believe you stuck this up one of those women's butt?" she groaned.
"How would you know that?" I asked.
"With my window open, I can hear pretty well what's going on over there. And that one lady was pretty vocal," she admitted, her hips wiggling a bit as she played with the feeling of being so full.
"That ass was nowhere near as tight as you are," I told her. "I've never felt or seen anything like it. Is it always like this?"
She hesitated. "This is my first time."
I felt like she had slapped me. I knew she was seeing guys. She had confessed to giving many blow jobs. Had she been a virgin?
"But all the other stuff...?" I started.
She finally moved, sitting up and sliding herself back and forth on my cock slowly. "God, you are so big inside of me," she moaned. Then she smiled at me. "Everyone does blow-jobs. I have for years. But that's it. Nobody wants to be thought of as a slut. If I slept with any of those guys what's the chance it would stay a secret? And none of them ever offered to do to me what you did with your mouth. They're just stupid boys."
"They're your age," I reminded her.
"Yeah, but I wanted to know what it was like to be with a man. A real man who knew what he was doing." She told me, working herself up and down on my cock with greater ease. "And from what I got to see, you REALLY know what you're doing."
I could see she was getting a little tired, and I was hoping that she'd be loosened up enough that I could fuck her now. I pulled her down to me, held her tight and kissed her again deeply. I reached my hands down and lifted her by those sweet, smooth ass cheeks, raising her up off my cock, so I could now thrust with my hips, fucking up into her, a little harder, a little deeper. She was moaning continuously but it wasn't the moans of pain I'd heard earlier.
I settled fully into her, then rolled her onto her back, never pulling out. Now I was on top. Let's see what she can take.
I started with the slow, long stroke. I pumped her with the entire length, the head coming right to the edge on each stroke, pushing through resistance to enter her time after time, slowly driving all the way in, pushing past the last bit of resistance to rub my pelvis against her clit. Slowly I increased the pace, fucking her harder, and faster, holding her down, plundering her virgin pussy, driving her frail little body into the bed. She cried out, begging for more, and I was only too happy to oblige. I got up on my knees, lifting her legs into a huge 'V', holding her ankles, and I fucked her as hard as I could from that position. She took the pounding, slowly being driven up the bed, until her head was pounding against the headboard. I released her ankles for a moment, placed a pillow between her head and the headboard, then pulled her legs up almost to her ears. She looked at me in astonishment, and maybe just a little fear. I took her arms and locked them around her legs, holding her bent in half. My cock had come out of her, and I looked down at that sweet, innocent and oh-so-tight pussy, and I had to have a taste again.
She went crazy under the attention, as I ate her up. But as much as I wanted to live between her legs, I needed to come. I placed the head of my cock back at her newly stretched out entrance, and forced my cock back inside of her. I was perched above her, my body fully extended, supported only on my hands and toes, and then I pushed my cock inexorably onward, filling her, until I could go no further.
I pounded her then, slamming my hips down repeatedly, using my entire body to fuck her. I thought I might be too rough, until I saw her slowly climbing that peak of orgasm. She was getting off on getting fucked this hard. And it was doing the same for me.
"I'm going to come, beautiful," I told her, the sweat streaming off my body, my breath coming in gasps.
"Come in me, come in me, let me feel it," she begged from underneath me.
I was finally there, and I slammed my cock down hard, and loosed a stream of cum deep inside of her.
Holly's eyes burst open, then her mouth slowly opened into a silent scream, that eventually developed into a full fledged shriek. She came on my cock, as I bathed her insides repeatedly. Her orgasms sent spasms down her pussy, milking me dry. I finally collapsed, and rolled to the side. I couldn't catch my breath. We lay in silence, side-by-side. For me, the guilt was returning. I wondered what she was thinking. Would she regret it?
"Oh. My. God." She sighed. "Sara's never going to believe this."
"Please, Holly, you can't tell anybody about this." I told her as the cold fingers of fear traveled up my spine.
"Sara's different," she started to explain before I interrupted.
"Please Holly, if the word got out it would ruin me. And it wouldn't be so good for you either," I warned her.
"But Sara's different. We've been sucking her old man for months and we've kept it a secret. We could keep this a secret."
The words hit me like a cold splash of water. "You've been doing what?"
"Her dad. He lets us suck him and helps us do better. But he won't do anything else."
"Holly, please. We can't talk about that. Do you know how much trouble he would get in? That's illegal."
"I know. That's why we needed someone else for the real thing. You get to be our coach." She explained cuddling up to me, and reaching down to play with my cock.
I was speechless.
"It'll just be Sara and me. Nobody else. Nobody has to know, not even her father. She wants to lose her virginity so badly! Please?"
I envisioned the bubbly little Sara naked, going down on me, her inviting curves singing out to me. I knew the right answer was no, hell no, no way. But my cock had other ideas, and Holly squealed in girlish delight as my cock twitched in her hand, slowly filling back up with blood, thickening, lengthening, in anticipation of having its way with another of these cute little teenagers.
"Oh, thank you, Mr. K.! I promise you won't be sorry," she told me before bending down, and showing me once more the delightful tricks she'd learned from Sara's father.
I watched her fill her face, while I wondered just what I had gotten myself into. My thoughts wandered, to what it would be like to have two young girls down there. Such thoughts lead to madness...
"Mr. K? Can you show me what 'doggy style' is?"
This was probably going to kill me, but what a way to go.
* * *
Holly had been hounding me for the last week to find a time when I could be home in the afternoon. When I drove up into the driveway, I saw that her backyard door was propped open and she was watching from a float in the pool. At least she had both parts of her bathing suit on.
As I watched she slid into the water, and then was out of the pool, jogging over to where I was parked.
"Hi Mr. K.," she said with a knowing smile.
"Hi Holly, you're looking as beautiful as ever."
"Are you going to be able to come over in a bit, there's something I'd like you to look at." The mischievous look on her face already had my blood boiling.
"Give me about 15 minutes, and I'll be over." I told her, knowing that it was the wrong answer, but not strong enough to give her a different one.
I had spent the afternoon with her just a week earlier, and I'd experienced one of the most memorable and exciting times of my life, getting blown by her and popping her cherry.
Now she was leaning in the window of my truck, barely clothed in the few strings of cloth she called a bathing suit. She leaned in, kissed me on the cheek, and danced away from the vehicle.
"You're the greatest, Mr. K." she cried out as she jogged back to her home.
I unloaded my gear in the house, and quickly dressed down to something more "comfortable". Fleece shorts and T-Shirt seemed just about right. I headed next door and opened the gate to the backyard, but it was empty. I went to the back door and entered the kitchen.
"Holly?" I called out.
"Up here, Mr. K., c'mon up."
The voice was coming from her bedroom, where I'd had so much illicit fun just last week. Heading up the stairs, I saw the door was almost closed.
"Holly?" I asked again, softer.
"Can you wait just a few more seconds Mr. K?"
"Of course," I told her through the gap in the door. It was more like a couple of minutes, before she told me I could come in.
I opened the door, and walked into her room. She was standing just opposite the door, at the end of the bed, wearing bikini bottoms and nothing else. When she saw she had my full attention, she stepped away from the bed, and looked down at it. I followed her gaze and saw the most remarkable sight. A gorgeous teen lay naked on the bed, except for three ribbons with bows. One across her full breasts, and another across her hips, the bow strategically placed over the meeting of her legs and body. Both ribbons were a good two inches wide, and were wrapped completely around the bed, effectively tying her down. The third ribbon was holding her legs down, and I could see that each had taken a turn around her ankles. Her legs were spread apart a good three feet. There was a bow over each ankle. Her arms were stretched over her head, and I finally notice that each wrist was tied to the headboard, with more ribbon.
"Happy Birthday, Mr. K." Holly said, then ran over and gave me a big hug.
I was struck speechless. I looked at the girl laying there, recognizing her best friend Sara. Sara was looking up at me with fire and desire in her young eyes.
"Do you like my present for you?"
"Holly, it's not my birthday for two more weeks." I confessed.
"That's ok. I think we'll celebrate it all month long," she whispered, running her hand down to my crotch where my cock was already hard.
She looked over at her partner in crime. "You've got to see this, Sara," she said and dropping to her knees, she slid my shorts down my legs. My cock stuck straight out.
Sara finally spoke for the first time, her head arched up to look at us. "Oooh. You were so right. He's HUGE!"
Rather than answer, Holly but her mouth to much better use, licking the object under discussion. I only got a few seconds of that attention though, before she pulled away.
"Well go ahead! Open your present."
Knowing it was so wrong, in so many ways, being here in my neighbor's house with their daughter and her best friend, I still couldn't resist. I stepped out of my shorts, and walked around to the side of the bed. I looked down at the offering, and knew that wild horses wouldn't have been able to stop me from that point on. Naughty little Holly was behind me, and I felt her pulling my shirt up. I let her have her way, leaving me completely naked.
I sat down beside Sara and ran my hands over her taut young flesh. I caressed her waist and belly, slowly sliding my hands up to her breast and squeezing them. Under my attention, the ribbon slid up her chest, holding her shoulders down, leaving her big young titties uncovered.
"Isn't she hot?" Holly asked, then leaned over and kissed her best friend on the lips, their mouths glues together as Sara squirmed under our dual attention.
I didn't answer. My mouth was full of 18 year old tit. But my eyes were glued to the extremely sexy action occurring just inches away.
Holly moved away from her friend, then climbed off the bed. She removed her bikini bottoms, the last one of us to get completely naked. Then she climbed back on the bed between her friends legs. She tugged on my arm to get my attention.
"Check this out, Mr. K." she said, holding the ribbon that covered her friends crotch. "Slide it up."
I took the ribbon, and slid it up several inches until it was around the narrowest part of her waist. Sara was carefully trimmed, her pubic hair reduced to a simple little V pointing down. The V was underlined.
"It's a K," Holly explained. "We did it just for you."
Sara had her hair trimmed down to a K. Unbelievable.
"I told her what you did for me," Holly said with a smile, and then her hand was over her friends mound rubbing it with the heel of her hand.
I took the hint, and slid between her legs, bringing my mouth down to the girls smooth twat. The moment my tongue touched her, she shivered all over her body, and then cried out as she came.
When I had licked Holly, it had only been for a minute as a prelude to the fucking I was determined to give her. With Sara, I took my time. Holly watched, playing with her friend's breasts, while I ate her into oblivion. Something about having the high school senior tied down and helpless, and knowing she was also a virgin, if Holly was to be believed, was immensely exciting. I fingered her tight little pussy while tasting and licking her thoroughly. I let my fingers slip down and tease her innocent bunghole while I drove my tongue in and out of her hot young twat. She squirmed and wiggled under my attention, coming several times, her juices flowing freely. Finally she moaned out, "Please, no more," gasping as I gave her some long slow parting licks.
"She needs to be fed," Holly told me, caressing my hair as I pulled my face away from her friend's tasty pussy.
I crawled up the bed, kneeling beside her head. Her eyes were drawn to my cock. Her skin glistened, her hairline was moist, and her breathing was still heavy. I placed my cock across her lips and her tongue darted out and licked the bottom of it. I rubbed the swollen head all around her mouth, and she opened wide to accept it; an offer I was incapable of refusing. I eased my rod into her mouth, and she turned her head to accept it more readily. With some short thrusts of my hips, I was sliding half my length into her young, moist mouth.
Holly bounced across the bed, parking herself on the other side of Sara, and held her friend's head as I fucked her mouth. "C'mon, Sara, take it," she said softly, and pushed the tied-down girls face forward against my invading rod. I pushed a little more insistently, and Holly did the same at her end, until poor Sara was taking almost my entire cock. It was beautiful.
Then Holly leaned over, laying atop her friend, and opened her mouth for me. I was happy enough to let Holly suck me for a while, but she maneuvered us until my balls were being licked by the restrained Sara, while Holly gobbled me aggressively.
After a minute or so, Holly had me straddling Sara's head, while she straddled the girl's hips. Once more she was sucking me wonderfully, with far more talent then any teenager should show. Sara was licking me with abandon, bathing my balls. Their combined efforts were getting me close to coming.
Holly pulled away, when I started to tense up. "Give it to her," she said.
I lifted up onto my knees, and let Holly point my cock down into her friends mouth. I dropped into 69, once again licking the tight teen twat, while my hips fucked the helpless Sara in the mouth. I might have been a little overly aggressive, as I plunged deeper and deeper into her warm mouth and throat, and it was only a few seconds more before I shot my wad. She took it all like a pro, accepting nearly my entire length, and sucking me dry.
I pulled off of her, gasping at the pleasure.
Holly was beaming. "God, that was so hot. You fucked her face so hard!"
I gazed into Sara's face, feeling guilty. For so damn many things. "Are you ok?"
She smiled for me. "That was fucking amazing," she said. Then she licked her lips. "You sure came a lot, I didn't know if I could swallow it all."
Holly chimed in, "You could have shared, you know."
"Not the first one," Sara said with a teasing glint in her eye.
"Bitch."
"Slut."
"Oh, just fuck her, already, so I can have some," Holly finally giggled.
I looked down to see that I hadn't gone soft. I guess there's something about two beautiful naked teenagers that changes my recovery time. We learn something new every day.
Holly had gotten off the bed, and reached into her desk coming with up with some lube. She walked over to me with a saucy sway in her step. She dropped to her knees tugging me to the side of the bed, and used her mouth once more to make sure I was hard enough to give her best friend what she needed. Once Holly was happy with the amount of steel in my rod, she pulled her face away and poured plenty of lube over the swollen purple head. She popped up and leaned over Sara, pouring more lube all over her young slice. She reached down, and rubbed it in, sliding her fingers into her friend, adding more lube.
"All yours," Holly finally announced.
Good enough for me. I positioned myself between Sara's legs, pointing my cock at her waiting gap. "Are you OK with this," I asked her, in one last attempt at being, if not chivalrous, at least thoughtful.
"I'm dying for it," she said softly, her hips twisting and grinding in front of me.
"Would you like me to untie you?" I asked her, with the head of my cock positioned at the mouth of her young cunt.
"Do whatever you want with me, Mr. K.," she said, "but do it soon."
I pressed forward, and my cock eased into her just an inch or so.
"Oh, FUCK," she cried out, and I looked down at her in amazement, as she pushed up at me, trying to take more.
I pushed, slowly easing my entire cock into her tiny body. She took it much better than Holly had, accommodating my length and thickness. She groaned; it was a tight fit, a VERY tight fit, but it wasn't long until I was buried completely inside her.
"Isn't it incredible," Holly asked.
"God, I never knew," Sara gasped, and I could feel her tight pussy spasming around my cock.
"Fuck her, Mr. K. Fuck her hard." Holly encouraged me.
I couldn't let her down. I leaned over Sara, and started to long stroke her, pulling almost all the way out, and then methodically filling her again. I developed a steady rhythm, fucking the sweet young thing to my heart's content. I lowered myself and kissed her on the mouth, for the first time, while I fucked her a little faster, a little more insistently. Our tongues tangled, and she sucked on my face like she was starving. I felt Holly caressing my cock where it entered Sara, and felt the cool moisture of more lube being added to my cock. I raised up onto my toes and hands, my body stretched out straight, and pounded down into her, feeling the mattress give under my efforts. Sara was moaning constantly now, and I watched in immense pleasure as she flushed, her breathing becoming heavy, her eyes shut, her forehead wrinkled in concentration. Just a few more full strokes and she was coming on my cock.



"Oh God, oh god, oh god," she moaned, then bit her lip and squealed as she clamped down hard on me.
I pulled her down the bed as far as I could, putting some slack in her legs. The ribbon that had been around her chest was now laying across her neck, the waist one just under her breasts. I got on my knees, wedging them under her thighs, grabbed her waist and fucked the little tart as fast and hard as I could. I owned this young pussy and drilled it thoroughly. She came again for me, gasping, and I looked up to see Holly untie the ribbon that was across Sara's throat. She leaned down and kissed her friend, then eased her own body onto the bed, straddling her friend's hips. Holly tucked her knees in tight, and gave me an open shot at her beckoning pink slit. I could see where she had already lubed herself up, in anticipation.
I pulled out of Sara for a moment, tugging Holly's hips lower. Rising up onto my knees, I eased my cock into Holly, tight young Holly, and with only a little less effort than the first time, finally buried my cock in her. I fucked her hard, and experienced that feeling of impending finish. That was my internal signal to finish with her, and plug young Sara again.
Holding Sara where her thighs met her waist, I fucked her wildly, my hips a blur, right up to the moment when I couldn't hold back a moment longer. I slammed my cock into her, buried to the root, and emptied my balls inside of her, feeling the pulsing of my cock echoed by the quivering of her snatch. Sara moaned loudly.
"He's coming, isn't he?" Holly said suddenly, "He's filling your pussy now, isn't he?"
I stroked into her gently, squeezing out every last drop of juice, before I finally pulled out.
Holly had climbed off of her friend, and was seated next to her, caressing her face. Sara looked shocked, her eyes open wide, her whole upper body red and flushed, her hair soaked.
"Wasn't that great?" Holly asked her.
"It was incredible," Sara finally said, looking at me in wonder.
"He's going to teach us everything," Holly assured her friend, "everything."
Sara slowly smiled. A huge, illuminating smile that lit up the room. "He can teach me that again."
Holly was untying her wrists, rubbing the redness the ribbons had left. I followed her example, untying the ribbon around Sara's ankles, freeing her legs. Once untied she pulled her legs up, then stretched them out again. Damn, she was pretty.
A minute later she was completely unbound. She got up on her knees and stretched, her hand reaching toward the ceiling. She stood on the bed and walked down to me where I was seated near the end of the bed. She stood in front of me, her well used pussy in front of my face. She straddled my hips and lowered herself into my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. She brought her lips to mine, and we kissed, long and warm, my hands caressing her back, her crotch grinding against mine.
She eased her lips off of mine. "Thank you so much," she said softly.
"I should be the one thanking you." I admitted.
"You should be thanking ME." Holly said, "it was my gift to you."
"Thank you, Holly, it was an amazing present."
Sara's lips were back on mine, kissing me again. It was delicious. My hands rubbed her breasts, while she continued to rub her hot little cunt against me. I felt myself miraculously responding. She pulled her face away again, rising up high enough to feed me her full breast. While I nibbled on her hard nipple, she reached down for my newly stiff cock, and settled herself onto it, slowly sinking down and taking the whole length.
"You little whore!" Holly cried out, reaching between us and feeling where I was buried inside of Sara. "You know it's my turn!"
"Of course it is," Sara sighed, "I'm just warming him up for you." Then she eased off my lap, which wasn't empty long. Holly quickly took Sara's place. That included sliding my cock back into her tightness, and locking her lips on mine.
I opened my eyes and found myself staring into Sara's. She was behind Holly, her arms holding her friend, her hands cupping Holly's young firm tits. "I want to see you fuck her as hard as you fucked me, Mr. K."
"That's going to be hard, Sara," I told her, after I peeled my lips away from out hostess.
"I know you can do it. And I'm going to watch while I'm sitting on her face and she sucks every bit of your cum out of my pussy. I bet you've never seen anything like that!" Sara said with a knowing smile.
Holly had started bouncing on my cock, and I was enjoying it immensely. "I would love to see that," I told her, I leaned forward and she kissed me while her friend rode my rod.
"Then you can watch me eat her dry," Sara continued. "I love the taste of your cum, Mr. K., and I'm going to suck every last drop of it out of her."
I'll have to say this for Sara, she's one young lady who's true to her word.
* * *
It was a pretty amazing summer. No doubt about it. I was able to spend some time with Holly nearly every week, and had several more encounters with the both of them. I'm still amazed we were never caught, and by the end of summer, I was really hating the thought of the girls going away to college. Yet go away they did, and although Holly emailed me regularly for about two weeks, telling me all the nasty things she wanted to do over Christmas break, she eventually found a boyfriend at the school, and the emails dwindled away.
Somewhere around November I guess her infatuation with me ended, and our Christmas tryst never came into being. But I'll always have the memories of that one sweet summer.
And of course there was the spring break episode with Sara, but that would be a different story.
==================
I hope you enjoyed the story. If you did, won't you please vote?
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"What kind of incentive are you talking about?" my sister-in-law Jenny asked me, suddenly intrigued.
"I'd like to tell you, but then I'd have to kill you," I answered with a grin, sipping on my half-full mug of Guinness.
"Come on! I'm desperate for some kind of motivation to get me off this plateau," she pleaded. "If it worked that well for you..."
"Oh, it wouldn't work for you anyway."
"And why not?"
"Remember, I was a 20 year old male."
"So I'm a 27 year old female, and...?"
"For all men, there is one ultimate incentive, and at 20 years old, it's more incentivizing than ever."
"What the hell are you talking about," she said, frustrated. "Can't you just tell me?"
I relented. "S-E-X. Of course. I'd known that girl, Donna, for about 3 months but we'd never even dated. Just worked out together occasionally in the gym. When she told me that if I could lift that weight that had me stymied, she'd give me a, quote, 'weekend-to-remember', I went nuts working out for the next three weeks, and she teased me constantly. But in the end, it was just the motivation I needed, and she was as good as her word. Better."
"You are so full of shit. You expect me to believe that all a guy needs is a little T-and-A, and he can work miracles." She laughed. Her speech was a tad slurred, owing in part to the empty pitcher of Mud slides still sitting on the kitchen counter.
"Behind every great man..." I reminded her.
"Right."
"I'm not kidding. I wish I could get that kind of incentive now."
"I'm sure Holly would give you whatever you want," she answered.
"It's not the same. God, I wish it were. But I know I can get that anyway, so why would I bust my ass over it?" Maybe it was too much of the Guinness, or the late hour, but I was suddenly going beyond where I'd intended.
She looked at me for a while, sipping her chocolate colored frozen drink. She appeared to be studying me, wondering just how much of what I was saying meant anything.
"Fine," she finally announced. "So men want sex. What do women want?"
"You're the woman, you tell me."
"You've got it all figured out. If I knew, don't you think I'd be doing something about it?" she snapped.
"Ok. What do women want? Stability, attention, independence, financial security, beauty, health, romance, affection, mystery, status, bragging rights, sex." I rattled off. "Go ahead stop me anytime."
"C'mon. You know what I mean. How would you motivate me?" She asked intensely, leaning towards me, looking very serious.
She had turned toward me, her leg folded under herself, half 'indian-style', on the couch. Her other leg's knee was wrapped over her ankle, her foot waving in the air the more agitated she got. Her small black dress was riding high on her hips, exposing a lot more of her tiny panties than she would normally allow. She had been half-drunk when she'd gotten home from the wine-tasting, and the frozen drinks and animated conversation were driving all thoughts of decorum out of her mind.
"Well let's see. You'd like success in your personal training business. You love the beach. You love to dress nice. Your car needs help desperately. You need more clients for your training. There are so many ways."
"So get specific."
"Ok. Here are some incentives. One, a fixed air-conditioner and complete tune-up for your car. Two, a $250 gift certificate to Lord and Taylor. Three, a Master Fitness Certification course at the Cooper. Four, 2 new Clients, putting you over 40 hours a week. Five, a weekend getaway to the beach."
She stared at me, dumb struck. "Ok, now who do I have to kill?"
I laughed.
"No really. So it's obvious I'd love all that stuff. But how am I going to get any of that done. I can't even really cover my bills yet, and I'm still paying off the IRS from last year." She insisted.
"Ok, how about this? You know I want to lose about 25 lbs and get cut-up. For each 5 lbs I lose, you get an incentive. When I'm under 10% body-fat again, you get the 'grand prize'."
"Now you're talking nonsense," she answered. "Why should I get rewarded for you losing weight."
"You're the personal trainer. Help me."
"But you already know what you need to do."
"So, motivate me." I told her, looking straight into her eyes. I couldn't believe I was saying this. I let my eyes wander down her hard young body. Her nipples stood out as little bumps on the smallish mounds pushing forward within her tight stretch top. Her narrow waist had her skirt bunched around it, and her legs were spread wide enough that I had a pretty clear view of her red-trimmed, narrow black thong. Her skin still had that smoothness of youth and she was deeply tanned.
Her eyes suddenly opened just a hair more, and she became aware of the position she was sitting in, bringing her leg up on the couch and her knees together. She looked away from me, searching for her drink. She had finally figured it out.
She held her glass, trying to drain any last bit of drink out of it, then put it down and turned to me again. I could almost see her gathering her thoughts.
"Are you serious?" She said softly. All joking aside.
"I can be. We can go in and weigh me right now. If I lose 5 lbs, I will fix the air-conditioner in your Mazda, and give it a tune-up and oil-change." I leaned towards her a little, letting her know I was totally serious.
"And what do I have to do?" She asked.
"Nothing. If I lose 5 lbs, you get it." I told her. "I'll get on the scale now." I got up and headed for my bedroom. She followed behind.
"I'm going to strip down to my underwear, to be fair. That won't bother you will it?" I asked her, not waiting for an answer but already pulling off my shirt.
"No. I guess not."
I sat on the edge of the bed, removed my shoes and socks, and pulled my jeans off. I was wearing Joe Boxer boxers, and checked to make sure my semi-hard cock wasn't falling out. I looked up and Jen was making a half-hearted attempt to appear interested in the books at my bedside.
I walked to the digital scale, and kicked the front button on. "Two-Twenty-Three." I announced. "I'd really liked to get down under 200, but for now, the 5 pound goal is 218."
Walking back to the bedroom, I pulled my shirt back on, and walked back out through the living room to the fridge where I pulled out another Guinness. Even in a can, it was better than that other slop. When I got back to the living room she was seated on the couch again. I sat down nearby. Very nearby.
"Good Luck!" I told her, toasting her with my beer.
"How are you going to lose 5 pounds drinking all that beer just before you go to bed?" She asked me, almost shrilly.
"Good question. I guess I won't." I laughed.
"You need to get rid of that beer and get back on your diet. And you need to hit the weights more than once a week. And you need some cardio." She told me vehemently.
"I know, but I've had a tough time staying on any diet for more that a week or two in the last year - that's why I've put on almost 20 pounds."
She thought about it. "If you diet and exercise, I promise I'll do the dishes everyday, and take out the garbage," she offered out of the blue.
I smiled, chuckled, and took a sip from my frosty mug. Smooth.
"What if I woke you up each morning, and I gave you a personal training session using your weights, and your elliptical machine?"
"That would help." I told her.
"Would you diet?"
"I will, but I swear, I'm so weak-willed, it's hard for me to stay on any diet. Sometimes I get so tired of dieting and cardio."
"How about..." She hesitated, licking her lucious lips, "how about, if you lose 5 pounds, I'll show you these?" She glanced down at her breasts, whose nipples seemed unusually perky.
My eyebrows climbed a short ways up my forehead as I considered her first really interesting offer. "That would be nice," I told her. "You know I think you're beautiful. You have a great body. I'd love to see more of it." She smiled, until I took another sip of my Guinness.
"And you do have nice tits, at least what I've seen," I kidded her, swirling my dark beer around the cup just in front of my face.
I could see her arguing with herself. She lost. "Ok, I'll let you see me completely naked. But no touching." The words rushed out of her almost of their own accord.
I smiled and put the beer down. "Wow! Now, THAT would be great. For how long? You're not just going to flash me are you?"
"No. I mean, how about 10 seconds," she stammered.
"How about two minutes, and I can ask you to pose, turn around, but nothing nasty." I countered.
She looked concerned.
"Come on." I told her, picking up my beer, "Naked's naked. 10 seconds or 10 minutes."
She reached out and plucked the mug out of my hand. "Ok. One minute. Nothing weird."
I took her hand in my own, shaking it. "It's a deal."
"I'll be waking you at six." She told me, carrying the mug to the kitchen and emptying the beer into the sink. "And I'll be putting you on a diet as of tomorrow."
"I'll order the parts for your car tomorrow. I'm sure I'll be installing them soon."
* * *
I went to bed that night thinking about Jenny sleeping upstairs, and what the chances were that I'd be seeing her naked soon, and who knows how much more might happen after that?
My wife was in Delaware with her family, our young daughter in tow. I had to pick her up at the airport the following Monday. Her younger sister Jenny had moved in with us about 5 months earlier, finally getting out of the bar/restaurant business, and trying to turn her love of fitness into a career. We'd helped her out, giving her a car to drive, and letting her live with us for free. She'd studied and trained for her first ACE fitness certification, and had gotten a job as an aerobics instructor that had worked its way into a personal fitness trainer job. She was doing well and was slowly developing her clientelle. She was a hard worker and was really giving this a great effort. But the pay was low to start, compared to what she'd been able to make in an upscale restaurant or as a bartender.
Just two months earlier my wife had told her she could stay as long as she wanted, with my blessing, but she had to contribute to the food bill and to the utilities. She was really struggling to get along, and still hadn't developed good spending habits, so she often ran out of money before she ran out of week.
Over the last couple of months I'd walked in on her naked twice. The first time was in the laundry room. She had been taking off all her workout clothes and putting them in the wash, prior to taking a bath. She was in there with Holly, and I walked in, my laundry in hand, and got a quick view of her naked from the side. She almost screamed, diving for the clothes pile and coming up with a hand towel to cover herself with, in the process giving me a much better view than she had intended. She and I laughed about it afterwards. We joked about how she didn't pay much in rent, but the view of her naked was a nice 'bonus'.
The master bedroom had a huge bathroom, including a large marble Jacuzzi tub. Both Holly and Jenny liked to take long leisurely baths in there. One afternoon I'd walked into the bathroom, having stripped down to my underwear, heading to the walk-in closet at the far end. I thought it was Holly in there, and I said "Hi, Baby," as I walked in and it wasn't until Jenny curled up and tried to cover herself, that I realized it was the wrong sister. "Sorry, need to get a shirt," I told her as I continued through, non-chalantly, grabbed a shirt and walked back through the bathroom. On the return trip she'd been leaning back in the tub, her hands partially covering her breasts, and had joked to me that it must have been time for my monthly bonus. "Only a partial bonus this time," I had quipped, and she'd given me a naughty grin and flashed me her tits for just a second, lifting her hands and covering them again.
I'd beaten off to that image several times since. Including that night.
* * *
Jenny prodded me awake.
"Get up! C'mon lazy, time for your cardio. Thirty minutes."
I pulled the covers a little tighter around myself.
"C'mon Alex, get up! I've got less than an hour before my first appointment." She was pushing at my shoulder.
"We can start tomorrow," I mumbled.
"Now!" She almost shouted, pulling the covers off me.
I sleep naked. I also had a typical case of morning wood.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she gasped, turning away, after getting a full frontal view including my fully tumescent rod.
I sat up in bad, rotating my legs over the side. "No problem. It's my fault, I shouldn't have stayed up so late. You were right to make me get up." I mumbled, stretching. I climbed off the bed, and headed for the bathroom, my hard-on waving before me like a divining rod, as she beat a hasty retreat.
Once I stepped out of the bathroom, still naked, but no longer erect, I headed for my dresser where I grabbed a pair of knit shorts and a t-shirt.
The study next to the bedroom had been converted to a makeshift gym over a year ago, and had seen little use since. I had put in an elliptical machine, an incline bench, and a set of selectorized dumbbells that went from 5 to 85 pounds. Jenny had preceded me there and was setting the exercise level and time on the elliptical machine when I arrived.
"20 minutes, level 4 to get started, with a 5 minute cool-down," she told me as I climbed up on the machine.
She was wearing an oversized tee, and not much else from what I could see. When I was perched up on the machine and she leaned in to adjust the speed setting, I had a nice view right down her open neck. Jenny had small breasts, no bigger than a 'B' I'd guess, but nice for her lean figure. Her nipples were very responsive and I often found them erect when she came into the house. The cool air indoors, compared to the hot Texas sun, usually elicited the nice reaction.
She looked up and caught me peeking. "Shame on you. You haven't earned that yet," she teased me, standing back upright, and pulling her shirt back.
I worked up a good sweat, burning around 300 calories according to the readout. I heard the kitchen alarm go off, as I finished the cool-down session. Jenny waltzed back in, her hair wet, wearing the tights she trained people in.
"Great! 310 calories is a great start, and getting that in before breakfast is even better. Now hit the shower and I'll have breakfast ready for you."
I took a quick shower, threw on jeans and a polo-shirt, and headed out to the kitchen.
"Ok. Here's a breakfast shake. These Tupperware containers have your meals and when you're supposed to eat them," she announced, pointing to a stack of containers. "My last appointments are at 4:00 and 6:00 today, so I can train you at 5:00 or at 7:00, just let me know when you can make it. I'll check my schedule for Wednesday and Friday when I get in."
I drank the shake, listening.
"Here are some supplements to take." Again she pointed to a pillbox split into days of the week, with several openings for each day. She pulled out a strip, and I saw it was actually seven different containers, one for each day, each one split into 4 parts. "Take the first ones now. The next ones just before lunch, and the third before your afternoon meal." She dropped the strip of pills into a bag which contained the soft sided cooler with my Tupperware containers.
"Remember, only water, and drink lots of it. And I'll be asking you how you did today." She smiled. "Do a good job and you might get a reward."
"A bonus?" I laughed.
"Maybe, we'll see."
* * *
I arrived at the gym at 5:00 pm.
"I told Rob that I wanted to train you, and that you were family. Instead of the usual $50 a class he'll settle for $50 a week, but I won't get paid for it and won't get credit." She told me as she gave me a quick tour of the facilities. "Is that Ok?" she asked, "$50 a week?"
"That's fine," I told her, "but I won't be able to keep it up long."
"That's not what it sounds like to me, late at night," she teased.
She'd never even really hinted at sex around me before, and I didn't even realize at first that she was making a joke. "Like what you hear?" I whispered to her.
"Maybe," she answered softly.
In the gym she took my measurements as they did with all clients.
"73 inches, 222 pounds, 18% body fat. That's not bad." She told me.
Jenny took me through the paces, as she would with any client, and tested my strength on a variety of devices so they could determine my starting point for my program. At the end of the hour I was pretty tired, but not overly so.
"That was pretty easy, a testing day. Wednesday, come in at the same time and we'll put you through the wringer." She told me on the way out, as she got ready for her last client. "You been good today?"
"Perfect on the diet," I told her honestly.
"I'll be home around 7:30 and I'll make dinner. Wait for me."
"Of course." I smiled.
* * *
Dinner was chicken breast and salsa, and I had a supplement/protein cocktail just before I went to bed. Jenny insisted I go to bed early, that I needed at least 8 hours recovery sleep each night, even though I usually got by on 6 or 7 hours.
I was turning off the lights downstairs, and she was walking by the second floor banister which had a view down into the two-story family room.
"You were perfect on the diet today. I'm proud of you, stick to it." She told me leaning over the railing.
"Thanks. I'm going to try to be good," I told her looking up.
"I promised you a reward didn't I?"
"You said I might get one," I answered.
"Just a second." She turned her back to me. Then she pulled her top off, and she was naked from the waist up. "Good night, sweet dreams," she announced, as she walked to her room, giving me a few seconds view of her naked torso from the side.
I was going to get blisters on my palms at this rate.
* * *
Tuesday through Thursday she woke me each morning, but she refrained from tearing off the covers any more. She woke me at different times, between 5:00 and 7:00 depending on when her first client was. Wednesday we had a fully body workout that just wore me out, leaving me very sore on Thursday morning.
When I complained about the soreness, she just laughed. "You'll be even more sore tomorrow."
I started slowly on the elliptical that morning because of the soreness. She walked by and frowned at me.
"You've got to do better than that."
"I'm just warming up." I told her, a little crossly.
She walked up and looked at the level setting, four. She pressed reset, set the level to five, and pressed thirty minutes. "Burn 400 calories, and you'll get a very nice reward."
I worked the hardest I had so far, doing two minute intervals of all out effort, followed by about two minutes of medium intensity. I hit 400 calories with over two minutes to go.
She walked in on me just before the end. She was wearing only her underwear, a light colored bra, and an off-white thong. She looked at the display. "Very good, I knew you would do it. Now hop in the shower, but don't get dressed after. Call me when you're dried off." She headed back to the kitchen.
I called her a few minutes later. I was dressed only in a towel, and my imagination had gotten the better of me, I was sporting a full erection, creating a very noticeable tent in the towel.
"Naughty boy." She laughed, looking at my tenting towel. "Now drink this shake and lay down."
I drank my breakfast and lay back on the bed, my cock standing up in the towel like a snow-covered volcano.



"On your stomach." She told me, putting some cream in her hand.
I did as she said, and she tugged my towel loose, spreading it loosely across my rear. "Now relax," she commanded as she straddled my body, rubbing the ointment into my shoulders, arms and back. She followed the rubbing with a pretty good massage, and the warmth of the ointment was starting to really get strong, when she moved from my lower back to my legs.
"Keep up this good work, and we'll make sure that the massage gets more and more complete," she whispered to me, leaning across my back.
Then she hopped off. "Gotta go," she announced, and headed upstairs to finish getting ready.
I got up and closed the door, then laid back down, my erection almost painful. I closed my eyes, and slowly stroked my cock, imagining her giving me a full massage that ended with her hands relieving me. Slowly at first, then faster, I stroked with my right hand, my left hand playing with my balls. My right hand went faster and faster, my left hand now loosely cupped and just teasing the head. My breath gasped as I could feel myself on the verge of coming. Finally I exploded, my cream reaching just past my belly button, pooling there.
I opened my eyes, and Jenny was standing in the doorway, which was open only an inch or so. She opened it a few more inches when her eyes caught mine. I turned several shades of red, embarrassed to be caught masturbating, but I continued to slowly stroke my cock, which was instantly responding to the situation.
She walked past me, into the bathroom, where she moistened a face towel. She stood beside the bed, and wiped me clean, slowly and carefully. As she was wiping my stomach clean, my hand was very slowly stroking my resurgent hard-on. She grasped my wrist, tilting my cock straight up, and cleaned the head of my cock with the towel, after wiping my torso clean.
"You shouldn't tease a girl," she told me, tilting my hand back down so my cock was pointed up my body again. Then, holding my wrist in her small soft hand, she guided my stroking back and forth on my cock, beating me off slowly with my own fist.
"God, Jenny, you are driving me crazy."
"I bet you're close to losing your weight. Why don't you check it now?" She told me, loosening her grasp on my hand.
I knew I stood a good chance of being at goal, since I always weighed less in the morning than at night, when I'd originally weighed in, plus the usual early diet water weight loss. She stood to the side as I got up, completely naked and went and stood on the scale.
She stood achingly close, looking down at the reading, past my hard cock. "Two-sixteen," she announced. "Seven pounds! Congratulations, I knew you could do it. Come back to the bedroom and I'll give you your two minutes." Our final deal had been for one minute, but if she was willing to offer up two minutes, who was I to complain?
I sat on the edge of the bed, fondling my hard cock, as she stood in front of me. She seemed embarrassed now, but she slowly removed her top, setting it beside me on the bed. She was braless and I got my first close-up view of her pretty breasts. She stepped out of her black shorts with the word DANCE emblazoned across her rear. Her underwear came off last, exposing her completely bare pussy and curvaceous ass. I realized I wasn't breathing, and gasped.
She leaned towards me, her small breasts leaning forward, her nipples hard, and grabbed my wrist, moving my own hand up and down my cock. She continued leaning forward, until her lips were brushing my ear.
"Come for me." She whispered, as her tongue darted out and briefly teased my lobe. Then she stood before me, letting me see her in all her glory.
I let my eyes gather her in, every inch of her from her soft, wavy, shoulder-length brown hair, past her intense blue eyes, across her unadorned full lips which were gently parted. She turned slowly in front of me as my eyes continued their exploration. I studied her slender neck, round shoulders, and smooth back, which tapered down to her narrow waist and concave lower back before swelling back out to her most spectacular feature, her full, curved ass. The small hint of a tan line showed in two separate patterns, one where her bathing suit crossed halfway across her cheeks, and again, where she wore a thong suit in the tanning booth, a small white V seeming to invite my view down the crack of that sweet ass.
She continued turning, watching my hand pick up the pace as I stroked my cock for her. I started at her neck again, as she turned to face me, her hands holding her breasts out for me, her index fingers grazing across her nipples. I moaned when I saw that and she smiled. Her hands lowered themselves across her front, bracketing her small vertical belly button, sweeping across the slight mound of her lower belly, before one hand slid across her bare mound, and reached down between her thighs. Her right hand returned to her breast and she squeezed her nipple as her eyes closed and her head tilted back. A gentle moan escaped her lips and was echoed by my own.
Her left hand was lodged tightly between her legs, and I imagined that she was playing with herself. She turned slightly so that she was standing almost between my legs, her side to me, but still quarter turned so I could see a little of her front.
I couldn't resist, and I reached my free hand around her ass, cupping her near cheek. She leaned into my hand as my fingers entered her crease and trailed down her rear. I could feel the moist bump of her anus as my fingers continued their journey sliding between her legs, until my fingers touched hers where they were sliding in and out of herself. She suddenly moaned loudly and then shuddered, her legs clamping tightly together her butt cheeks squeezing hard.
I came explosively, a small stream shooting out, creating a glistening trail from her hip bone down the front of her thigh.
She sidestepped away from me, looking down at me with sultry eyes, before picking up the hand-towel from the floor and wiping her skin clean. She tossed the towel into my lap where I was still grasping my now soft cock.
"That was incredible," I gasped softly.
She picked up her clothes and started to put them back on.
"You were naughty you know. There was no touching allowed. You owe me."
"How about if after I fix your car this weekend I give it a good cleaning?" I responded, finishing cleaning up with the sticky towel.
"That would be a good start."
=========
The story is just starting - how far will Jenny really go? Why not Vote and find out?
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2: "Handy" sis-in-law
===================================
Progress pays in many ways.
And the rules change just a little.
===================================
As part of our deal for getting me to lose 5 pounds, Jenny had just spent several minutes naked in front of me, teasing me, while I whacked my way to my second ejaculation in less than 10 minutes.
Still trying to catch my breath, I had apologized for breaking the rules of our agreement by touching her. As amends, I agreed to not only fix up her car that weekend, but to also give it a thorough cleaning. Two minutes earlier she could probably have coerced me into cleaning it with my tongue.
She leaned forward, fully dressed now. "So you're at two-sixteen. Two-thirteen would be 10 lbs. What do I get if you lose 10 lbs?"
"How about a shopping spree at the clothing store of your choice, up to $250?" I offered.
"Make it $300 and at two-thirteen, it'll be my hand, not yours, down there." She countered, glancing down between my legs.
"You've got a deal." I answered immediately.
* * *
Even though it wasn't a workout day, I put in an hour long bike-ride that evening before Jenny got home.
I was in the kitchen preparing another healthy dinner when she showed up, looking worn out but sexy as hell in her tight workout clothing.
"Hi beautiful," I greeted her. "Chicken Fajitas won't be ready for another 20 minutes."
She gave me a funny look, then cleaned out the cooler she took to work, regaling me with a little bit of the 'office politics' down at the gym.
"I'm going to take a bath. Call me when dinner's ready." She headed back to my bedroom and soon I could hear the water running. She appeared to be in a bit of a sour mood, so I decided to let her be.
When the fajitas were pretty much complete, I put the fixings under cover and put my cast iron grill on the stove to heat up. I then went in to announce that dinner was ready.
The door to the bathroom was mostly closed, so I opened it and walked in. "Dinner's ready if you want to throw on a robe." I crossed over to where my robe hung from a hook and held it open for her.
"Alex, you should knock before you come in here, and I'm not going to stand up naked for you." She sounded genuinely irritated.
"I'm sorry, but I thought you told me to come get you when dinner was ready, and, well I figured it's not like I haven't seen you naked." I answered looking down at her incredible naked body covered in water and bubbles.
"Please get out," she answered coldly.
I placed the robe on the chair and went out to the kitchen where I pulled the last few items of the dinner together and set the food on the table.
We ate in silence at first, seated at opposite ends of the table, she dressed in my robe.
Halfway through the dinner I heard a big sigh.
"I'm sorry." Jenny almost whispered.
"No. I'm sorry, I made some assumptions I shouldn't have. I should have knocked." I told her.
"I just feel strange." She stared at her nearly empty plate for a minute, then pulled her robe more tightly closed. "You know for a while there I forgot you were my brother-in-law. I just saw the man who wanted me. It's nice to be wanted."
I was about to speak when she continued.
"But you are my brother-in-law. You are married to my sister. This is wrong."
I stood up and cleared the table while she watched me waiting for a response.
"You are my sister's husband, Alex."
I walked over to where she was seated and held out my hand to her. She took it hesitantly and stood up.
"I know. But you are so pretty, walking around so scantily clad, living under my nose for the last six months. I think about you all the time. Your young hard body makes my blood boil, after glimpsing it so teasingly those few times. I dream about you all the time. I fantasize about you when I'm in bed with your sister. You are driving me crazy." I confessed, as I held her hand in mine standing before her.
"I'm sorry, I know I should get an apartment, but I just wanted to get caught up," she gulped on the verge of tears.
"This is working so well. You have me dieting better and working out harder than I have in years. I know with your help I'll be where I want to be within a couple of months. You are really helping me a lot." I told her intensely pulling her closer to me, looking into those deep blue eyes.
"When you said 'Hi beautiful' today, it gave me goosebumps. Anyone will be able to tell something's going on between us. I got so wet today thinking about rewarding you after losing 10 pounds that I had to go to the bathroom to clean up. I'm sure everyone could smell me, I know I could. Until today I never really thought I could have you. It's all I thought about today." She leaned forward into my chest.
I ran my hands down her back, comforting her, caressing her.
"You're right, we'll have to be careful. But next week you're house sitting right? So you won't be around as much. And when you are around, I'll work in the garage, or media room or something to keep us apart so I won't go nuts."
"Yeah, I'll be at the Ferguson's for the week. That should give us a little space. But I'll expect you to keep working out hard." She answered me, slightly muffled, her head pressed against my chest.
"Just thinking about you when I'm working out keeps me hard." I teased.
"I can't believe you." She giggled, which was nice to hear.
"Can we change the rules a little?" I asked, my hands caressing her back down to her ass. She had been relaxing against me, and I felt her tense up.
"How do you mean?"
"Let's make the goals cumulative. Once I've seen you naked, I can keep seeing you naked, as long as I haven't gained weight. That way there are no weird feelings like when I walked in on you in the bathroom." As I said this I pulled her away from me and slowly parted the front of her robe to see her body.
"Are you going to be able to avoid pressing for the next step? I don't think I could stop you if you did." She answered, standing there before me, her beautiful young body framed by the bright white robe opening.
"I won't have to for long. I know I'll be at the next step this weekend. Even if I have to fast." I told her, reaching up and sliding the robe off her shoulders where it pooled on the ground, revealing her completely in all her youthful splendor.
She stepped closer to me, her hand reaching forward and brushing against my cock. "Show me how you'd like me to handle you when you reach your goal. Show me what you like."
I took her hand and guided her to the bedroom a few feet away. I sat her on the edge of the bed, then disrobed completely in front of her.
She was sitting upright on the edge of the bed. I set a couple of pillows at the head, then picked her up, my hard cock pressed against the side of her hip, and set her back down at the head of the bed, against the pillows. I reached out and positioned her legs in a wide V, her knees raised. Jenny watched me intently, quietly, allowing me free reign. I was tempted to climb on board and fuck her then, and all day long afterwards. I'm pretty sure she wouldn't have stopped me, but I was also enjoying the anticipation.
"I'll show you what I like; you show me what you like." I told her, sitting across from her, my hand enveloping my swollen meat.
"Oh, God, Alex. I don't know, I've never done anything like that."
"Yes you have, just yesterday." I reminded her.
"That was different, it just happened. This is so brazen."
"Show me." I told her, reaching forward and grasping her hands, pulling them down to her own bare pussy.
She rubbed her fingers across the top of her mound, caressing it softly, her fingers spreading into a small 'V', bracketing her opening, spreading the lips a hint exposing the pink treasure beneath.
"I'm stopping unless I see some movement on your end," she told me, her fingers closing, covering herself.
I took the hint and I knelt before her, upright, my crotch at eye level, and I slowly started stroking my staff, from the crest, down to the bottom, pressing into my pubic area, making it stand out as far as possible. My movements were slow and deliberate, and they yielded the desired results, a firm hard-on, and a renewed movement of Jenny's fingers, rubbing herself in rhythm to my own actions.
"Closer," she whispered huskily, sitting more upright, her face moving forward. I scooted forward, the front of my thighs pushing hers more widely open, my cock within inches of her face.
"Faster," she moaned, leaning forward, her breath caressing my balls. I could look straight down at my cock, seeing her pretty face inches from my hand, knowing I could rub my cock on her face with the merest motion. Past my cock, I was looking directly down into her lap, where her fingers were rubbing small circles rapidly across the top of her gash. Her pussy was bright pink, and every few seconds, her first two fingers would travel down and enter her opening, pumping in and out before returning to their small circles. I sped up moving faster, stroking just the last few inches, working up the sensitivity.
"Faster," she urged me, leaning forward until her cheek was resting on my hip, her tongue creeping out and touching me softly just shy of the base of my cock. My hand moved faster at her insistence, until it was almost a blur. My own breath was heaving. I jerked away, on and on, feeling the hardness increase.
"Closer," she teased, as she started leaning back, reclining again, and I followed her, crawling up her body, my legs bracketing her torso, my thighs pressing against the side of her breasts. My left hand kept me upright, leaning into the wall behind her, my entire body taut, my right hand stroking smooth and fast the length of my cock, twisting at the end to tease the head. My cock was just above her neck, and I was eager to spray my juice across that pretty face.
"Oh, God, I'm so close," she cried, her whole body trembling. I could feel her strokes of her own pussy, where her upper arms crossed my thighs and disappeared behind me, into that hot pussy I yearned to be deep inside of.
"Come for me," she begged, "Now. Now."
I couldn't hold back any longer. With a moan, I exploded for her. She cried out trembling when the first stream landed on her face, tracing a line from her hairline down to her chin. I continued coming, loosing stream after stream of white lava, painting her. I laid my cock against her cheek, then dragged it down her neck and between her breasts. I cupped her breasts around my cock, stroking back and forth, drawing out any last drops, and cleaning myself between her small mounds.
I rolled off of her, breathing like a buffalo, my hand still stroking my softening cock.
"That was incredible," I told her, reaching out and caressing her nearest breast.
She slapped at my hand. "Stop that. That's twice you've overstepped your bounds. No touching, remember. You're going to owe me big time."
I gazed at her; her face, neck and chest dripping with my cum. I guess I had overstepped the bounds, just a little bit.
* * *
Friday morning Jenny woke me and chased me onto the elliptical. Level 5, 40 minutes. I was still aching from the Wednesday workout. She was right, it was worse the second day.
"I need 500 calories this morning." She told me, stroking her hand down my side. "Your workout this evening is 6:00. I'm going to hurt you tonight. Are you going to stay on your diet today?"
"If humanly possible," I told her, slightly out of breath. The aches were slowly working their way back into my consciousness.
"Good. I'm dying to hold that fat cock of yours." She emphasized the statement with a brush across the front of my shorts.
Again I worked the intervals and managed to pump out 520 calories. Jenny came in at the tale end, and smiled. "You are incredible."
"So are you." I answered with a smile.
"Shower and massage. Let me know when you're out of the shower," she said, disappearing through the door.
I showered and shaved, and brushed my hair. When I stepped out of the bedroom Jenny was waiting for me completely naked.
"Lie down," she told me, taking me by the arm and leading me to the bed. I lay down on my front, and she straddled me, massaging me from my neck to my calves. I needed the help, I was aching badly.
She didn't skip anything this time, spending considerable time working the knots out of my butt cheeks.
When she had completed a deep massage from head-to-toe, and back again, she had me turnover.
I was rock hard again.
"Is that for me? How sweet! Now don't move." She climbed up, and used her hand to press my cock flat against my body. She straddled my hips, lowering her pussy down across my cock. I could feel her wetness against me. She started massaging my shoulders and chest, and while she did, she rolled her hips, rubbing her pussy up and down the length of my cock.
I moaned pushing back against her, feeling my orgasm approaching already.
"Naughty, naughty. Stay still." She rubbed down my arms, and back to my shoulders. She grabbed my shoulders and thrust her self back and forth across my cock, her movements growing longer and harder. Her hair was hanging down around my face, and she squeezed my shoulders with a steely grip. Her back was arched, pushing her clit down against my cock.
She screamed out, coming, pulling herself up then pushing down hard. I felt a bending pressure on my cock, then felt it slip inside of her, at least half-way in. She gasped, and pulled herself off me, rolling to the side and crying out. It was too much, and I came immediately, bathing my abs.
"Oh, I'm sorry," she gasped, holding her hands between her legs, trembling.
"Now you're the bad one. I guess we're even." I joked.
"We're even? Because I let you inside me? Are you crazy? Now you really owe me."
"Now that's not fair. If I had come in you, or if I'd been the one to initiate it, maybe. But this was your doing," I reminded her.
"Ok, I'll give you a 'bye' on this one. But you still owe me for the last two times." She was reaching over and painting designs across my chest with my own cum.
"Jesus, I gotta go, I'm going to be late." She jumped up and tore off for upstairs.
* * *
That evening she was true to her word, and she worked me hard. I was dreading how I was going to feel. I went home and had dinner alone. She'd already had plans to go out with her friends, and never made it home, spending the night at her girl friend's place.
The next morning I got up late, after 9:00, and hit the elliptical again, an easy 30 minutes this morning. I barely worked out 300 calories. I hit the shower, letting the pulsating jets beat on me. A couple of aspirin and I almost felt human again. I stepped onto the scale. Two-twelve. Yee-ha!
My plans for the day were to install a new garage door opener, and to take care of Jenny's car. I was nearly done with the first task, and looking forward to lunch, when Jenny rolled in.
"Nice night?" I asked.
"Don't you look yummy," she answered.
How I could look yummy, all sweaty and greasy, I have no idea. I was wearing just my shorts, work-belt and boots.
"I can already see the changes. Your love handles are disappearing." She rubbed her hand down my side as she walked by.
"Two-twelve this morning." I told her as she opened the door to the back of the house.
"Already? Wow! You deserve everything you've got coming. Let's make a night of it." She smiled at me, a warm inviting smile.
"Sounds like a deal to me. You had lunch?"
"I haven't had breakfast," she answered.
"I should be done here in about 15 minutes. Can you make lunch?"
"Got it."
* * *
Lunch was followed by work on Jenny's car. I gave her the use of mine. She had clients from 1:00 until 5:00. By the time she got back I had the compressor replaced, the freon recharged, the oil changed, and I was on the final wax.
The car was running well, the air-conditioner blowing ice-cubes, and the inside and outside the cleanest since she'd had the use of it. I even set up a compartment box in the trunk to organize her stuff.
She got out of the van, and gave the car a tour, whistling in appreciation. "It's like a different car."
"So I take it you approve? My debt paid off?" I asked.
She sat behind the wheel, basking in the cold blowing air. "All paid up."
"Then let's go in and see if I can't get myself back in debt again."
I took a shower while she started dinner, and I joined her to finish the preparations.
We had dinner, a few drinks, and then Jenny stood, took my hand and led me to the bedroom.
"You can touch me, but no penetration, and keep your mouth in line." She told me as she undressed in front of me.
Again, I watched her, unabashedly admiring her young, firm body.
"Aren't you going to get undressed? Or am I supposed to do you through your shorts?" She teased, poised on one foot, pulling her panties off the other.
"I thought I'd let you do the honors," I told her with a smile.
She grinned at me mischievously, then stepped forward and unbuttoned my Hawaiian shirt. She planted a couple of kisses on my chest, then kneeled before me and tugged my knit shorts down around my ankles. I wasn't wearing underwear, and my semi-hard cock flopped out before her.
She grabbed my cock in her hand, for just a moment then stood and pulled me toward the hope chest at the foot of the bed. She seated me there, where I could lean back against the bed itself, the edge of which was about a foot higher. She positioned herself between my legs.
Jenny leaned over and took my cock in her hand. She slowly stroked it downward, alternating her hands, one over the other.
"You really have a nice cock. I love the look of it, the thick vein running down the middle, the fat head, your large hanging balls. Ummmm."
She placed both hands around it, her fingers interlocked, and stroked it up and down.
"You get so hard. So incredibly hard. I can't believe how stiff it is, and yet it feels so soft and the head is so, oooh."
She leaned forward and placed a kiss on the very tip, her lips lingering for only a second.
"It would be so nice in my mouth, filling me."
She let go of me for a second, and stepped to the bedside, where she opened a drawer on Holly's side, and pulled out a small bottle of lubricant. She sidled back to where I was and positioned herself back in front of me.
"I want to make it slick. Slippery, like if it was in me." She kneeled close, holding it against her body. My balls were at the V of her legs, and the head of my cock was just above her belly button. "Look how long it is. Imagine if it was in me, how far up it would reach. God, you would fill me so deep and tight. Can you just imagine it?"
She rubbed herself against my cock for just a second, then settled back down onto her heels. She took the lube and dribbled a little of it on the head.
"It looks like cum. I want to lick it so bad. But I can't do that yet. I can't wait until you've earned that. I want to taste you. I want to feel your fat cock in my mouth, exploding down my throat."
I was rock-hard now, and she stroked it, varying her style just a little every few strokes. Sometimes she'd hold the bottom of my shaft, as low as possible, holding me upright, while stroking the other hand up and down. Or she'd play with my balls, feeling their heft, caressing them. She'd occasionally bring her mouth down to the level of my cock, and reach her tongue out to just touch my skin, or place a small kiss on my cock, the head, the balls, the shaft.
I was burning up. I wanted to hold her head still and fuck her pretty face. I wanted to throw her down on my bed and pound my shaft into her until she was Jello beneath me.
I sat there, my fingers clenching and unclenching to keep from reaching out for her, watching her drive me insane.



"I can't believe that for six months this incredible cock has been so close, while I was upstairs, going to sleep frustrated, rubbing myself off." She closed her eyes and leaned her face against my hard-on. Her cheek pressed against it, she rubbed up and down, like a kitten, begging to be stroked.
"Can I, just for a second, hold it in my mouth?" She asked, opening her mouth just above the head. I grunted my assent. She lowered her mouth, my cock barely brushing against the edge of her lips. The head had disappeared from view, when she pulled back abruptly.
"No. That's not for today, as bad as I want to." She looked into my eyes, smiling a teasing, evil smile. "God, there are so many places I'd love to put this thing right now." She stroked me firmly, a little faster now. She reached down and licked the head once.
"Do you want to come for me?" She asked, ingenuously.
"I want to come in you." I answered breathlessly.
"I'd like that, but you'll have to earn that one. Soon I hope." She stroked me faster, the lube letting her hands glide over me. She was squeezing tighter, alternating hands, her strokes fast and firm.
She was going too fast and had to pull one hand away. The other raced up and down my cock while she moaned. The view was amazing, her breasts on each side of my cock, her face just above it, intent on it, oblivious to all else. Her hand glistened as it glided up and down, the sound of the flesh so much like the sound I'd make if I were in her.
She slowed down, keeping the pressure on. She opened her mouth again, her tongue out, and rested the head of my cock against her tongue, while she pumped me. Her tongue waggled from side to side, slowly covering most of the head. She paused to kiss it a few times.
"Would it be bad if I let you come in my mouth? I want to taste you so badly. Would that be wrong?" She asked me, her big eyes blinking, her breath shallow.
"No, that would be nice." I was getting close, and her teasing mouth was a big part of it.
"Come for me, Alex?" she asked, placing her tongue against the purple helmet.
She closed her eyes, pursed her lips, and rubbed the head of my cock all over her mouth and cheeks, while keeping up the irresistible stroking. Her other hand slipped down between my legs, below my balls, and started teasing between my cheeks, her finger tip just penetrating my ass.
My balls tightened and I couldn't hold back any longer. She sensed it, and drove her finger into my ass, while I came on her face. She kept her lips closed, pursed, just at the top of my cock, and my cream boiled out, cascading down the head and shaft over her fingers. The first release had splashed against her mouth, and it covered her lips and chin.
She opened her eyes finally, looking into mine. Her tiny tongue crept out and captured a little of the sticky whiteness from her lips. She smiled at me.
"That was nice. I can hardly wait for the real thing."
I knew that with Jenny as my personal trainer, I was going to do whatever she asked to achieve my next goal.
"Four pounds from now, that will be in my mouth. And you will be doing the same to me. My body will be yours to play with, except for actual penetration."
"You're going to kill me at this rate." I warned her.
"I don't think you'll die from this. That would be a real shame, missing the final goal and reward."
She stroked my sticky cock. "Are we going shopping tomorrow?"
"Of course, it's not like you haven't earned it."
"Afterwards, maybe we'll play again. Not quite so intensely, just a little hand-job for fun. Assuming of course you don't put on any weight." Her gentle stroking was starting just a hint of feeling down there, and I saw the head twitch.
"I won't. I can guarantee that."
"Good."
====
Things are speeding up a little - more is yet to come. Please Vote.
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===========================
A surprise prelude to a goal, then fun under the sun.
All characters in this story are over the age of 18.
===========================
After a light cardio workout the next morning, I went with Jenny to the local mall, where I let her roam the stores. I had a $250 gift certificate left over from a project bonus, and I was going to make up the difference in cash. She asked if she could split the shopping between Macy's and Victoria's Secret, so I gave her the certificate and fifty dollars.
"Knock yourself out." I told her. "I'll be in Galyans."
"Don't you want to see me try on the stuff?" She teased.
"I think it's better you do this on your own; maybe you can give me a private show later." There were way too many people I knew in town who might wonder at me shopping in Victoria's Secret with a beautiful young girl who wasn't my wife.
We finished the shopping and decided to catch lunch at the Cheesecake Factory, since there were a lot of relatively healthy meals there, in spite of what the store name might lead you to believe.
We sat across from each other, and I almost jumped out of my chair when her toes caressed the inside of my thighs on the way to my crotch.
"I love my new stuff," she purred. "I can't wait to show you some of the things I bought."
"I'm looking forward to it." I answered, reaching into my pants to straighten out my cock as it hardened. "What else do you have planned for today?"
"Nothing really. I'm dying to catch the Nicole Kidman movie. You want to try and make the next showing? It's in about 50 minutes?"
We agreed and rushed through our lunch to head upstairs just as the previews were starting. The place was pretty empty, a Sunday Matinee, one of 16 movies being shown, but Jenny led the way to the top row, which we had to ourselves. Our only nearby company was a young couple one row down and about 5 seats over.
Her intentions where obvious immediately, as her hand dove straight for my lap. "God, I feel like I'm sixteen again," she laughed softly.
I leaned back, put my arm behind her seat and pulled her toward me. She looked almost scared as I tilted her face to mine, seeking out her lips. We kissed like kids, long and exploring, her hand rubbing me through my pants. I reached over and opened her shirt, my hand inside her bra, playing with her nipple.
"I can't wait for you to lose about 12 more pounds," she whispered into my ear. "You'd be fucking my brains out right now."
She reached for my pants and unbuttoned the top, then unzipped me. I scooted forward on the seat, giving her better access, but my underwear was still in the way.
She looked at me askance, as I pushed her away. Then I peeled my pants off one leg, and pulled the underwear off that leg, then put the pants leg back on.
"Naughty boy," she murmured, as I reached in my pants, pushed the underwear halfway down the leg, then reached up and removed them from the bottom leg opening.
She took them and put them in her shopping bag, then made a show of removing her bra from inside her shirt, slipping the straps off one arm then the other. She held the bra up where I could see it, almost showing it off, before depositing it in the same shopping bag.
We made out for the length of the preview and opening credits. When the movie started, she told me to lean back and enjoy.
We watched the movie in quiet, my hand in her pants, her hand stroking my dick. We spent almost half the movie this way. She came on my hand a couple of times while she was playing with me.
"Let me know when you're going to come," she told me.
A short while later I was ready. "I'm almost there," I warned her.
She leaned over and put her mouth over the top of my cock, her lips pressed against the head. That action put me over the top and I came strongly. She took the head in her mouth and caught every drop, gagging for a second, catching the attention of the young girl in the row ahead of us. They had been pretty busy themselves. Hard to believe we could distract them.
Jenny drained me, letting her mouth do a little extra play, then leaned back.
"That last part doesn't count. I just didn't want to make a mess." She finally said, her hand back to stroking my now soft member. She took a big sip from her Diet Coke and gave me a sly smile.
"I'm not complaining." I answered.
We watched the movie, and before long I was diddling her again, and she was pulling on my resurgent hard-on. We could no longer ignore the couple ahead of us. They had been peaking back at us occasionally, and we made no effort to hide what we were doing. No one else was within five rows, and from the way that she kept disappearing from view, it was clear they were up to some hijinks of their own. Now they upped the ante. They moved to our row, and watched our play for a while occasionally performing some of their own. They were young, maybe just out of high-school. She was the furthest away, and when she went down on him, he would pull back her hair, giving us a clear, unrestricted view. When the action on the screen was bright and well lit, so was her performance. Eventually she sucked him off to completion, while we watched. When they were done with their little show, she nodded to us, and Jenny, bless her heart, took the hint.
It was a little awkward, but luckily the arms of the seats at the theater could be pushed back. Jenny leaned over again, this time taking my cock in her mouth and pistoning up and down. She would occasionally look up at the couple two seats down, then go back to the sucking. The other couple were whispering, and they moved down again, switching places, until they were right next to us. I was now seated between the two girls.
Her hand reached out and touched my cock where Jenny's mouth was working its magic.
Her boyfriend pushed her head down to my lap, and whispered to me, "Let her help. She loves to suck cock, man."
Jenny pulled up, and the young girl replaced her, sucking me to the hilt on her first try. Jenny leaned back and whispered in my ear. "How do these things happen to you? Damn, you're spoiled."
"Yes, I am," I responded, my hand in the stranger's hair, while she bobbed up and down on my slick cock.
She turned in her seat, getting on her knees with her ass in the air, and her boyfriend flipped her skirt up, exposing a bare ass. I couldn't see what he was doing to her, but she was like a wild-woman, gobbling my prick.
With a gasp, she pulled back, holding my cock out to Jenny, who responded in kind, going down on me aggressively, pushing my cock down her throat. She sucked me a short while, eventually letting our new playmate have a turn.
The young tart was determined to finish me, stroking me firmly while alternating the occasional suck. Every few times she would keep her head down there for dozen bobs or so, then renew the stroke/suck rhythm.
I was about to come, and I let them know.
"I'm close, very close," I whispered.
The girl looked up, but never pulled her mouth off of my straining cock. Jenny leaned over and whispered, "Go ahead."
The nasty little stranger sucked me deep again, setting me off. I came for her, not nearly as much as earlier, and I was super-sensitive as I finished, but she cleaned me up, sat up, and gave me a kiss on the cheek, while her boyfriend put up his hand for a high-five. They then got up and walked out.
"Now you owe me again." Jenny told me, while I sat there still trying to get my breathing in order again.
I just nodded, incredulous at the sudden change of fortune in my sex life.
* * *
"Holly comes home tomorrow," Jenny reminded me over dinner, "and Tuesday, I start the house-sitting job."
"I know."
"We're going to have clean up our act, you know." She sounded somber.
"I know."
"But I expect you to keep working out and keep dieting. We can still do the workouts at my gym, but you're on your own for the cardio." She finished her wine; we'd had a glass each. "I think I can still manage to reward you for good behavior, so be good, and I'll make it worth your while."
"What's our next goals?" I asked.
"For you it's 208 pounds. I imagine it's going to start getting tougher, those first few pounds come off easy, but then it becomes work. Your incentive is...me. Naked, at your pleasure, anything goes except penetration below the waist."
"And your incentive is?"
"You tell me."
"I believe it was a certification," I answered. "You were going to sign up for one of the advanced classes at the Cooper, last I spoke with you. Why don't you do that, and I'll pick up the tab."
"You've got a deal." She told me. "I have to hit the sack early, 6:00 am customer tomorrow, but I think you've received more than enough incentives today to keep you running for a while."
"I think so."
* * *
Holly immediately noticed the weight loss when she got off the plane, even though it was only about 15 pounds.
"You look great. What have you been up to?" was how she greeted me when I met her by the luggage area.
I told her I was back on my diet, and doing the morning cardio thing. She was a little surprised by that. I work from home most of the time, and a lot of my clients and contacts are on the west coast, so I tend to get up late and work late. Morning cardio was not what one would normally expect from my schedule.
"I also worked out a deal with Jenny and her manager, and I'm getting half-price training from her at the gym. She fits me in wherever she has an opening." I told her. "I'm going to pick up the price of her getting her advanced training as a payback for helping me get in shape."
In general my motto was stick to the truth whenever possible, if not the whole truth.
Holly was worn out from a long day of travel, but promised me that the next day she expected us to catch up on some sorely needed 'quality time'.
* * *
By Thursday, I was within one pound of my goal. Holly and I had previously been in a bit of a rut, doing the sex thing maybe once a week. We were always worn out from the day-to-day routine, and having difficulty finding the time. After our extended break, the last two nights had been great, a lot like the first year, including protracted bouts of lovemaking at night, and even a brief interlude in the morning.
Thursday evening we'd had some time to ourselves while our daughter was with the neighbors in the pool. I had just finished showering after a bike ride, and Holly walked into the bedroom while I was still naked.
She dropped to her knees and proceeded to suck my cock.
I had been with her for almost eight years and she'd never done that. She was happy to give me oral sex as part of a lovemaking session at night, but not spontaneously like this.
I'm a firm believer in the best defense is a good offense.
"I see someone's been teaching you some good habits." I told her, while I slid my prick in and out of her inviting mouth. "I should be jealous."
She choked and pulled off, turning very red.
"What's that supposed to mean?"
I hadn't expected her to get so flustered from my teasing, and wondered if maybe I'd shot a little too close to the mark.
"Nothing, baby. I'm just kidding. What you were doing was really nice, but it wasn't something you normally do. I don't care why you're doing it now, just don't stop." I encouraged her to continue by stroking the side of her head, while I held my hard-on pointed toward her.
She pushed me back to sit on the edge of the bed, and continued from where she had left off.
She rarely finishes me in her mouth; it's usually a prelude to the rest of the act, but today she wasn't going anywhere. As I got closer to coming, she started using her hand more aggressively, finally finishing me outside her mouth, my cum spilling over her hand. She licked the head of my cock, then bestowed a small kiss on it, before going to get a face cloth.
"That's it," I announced. "I'm sending you away for three weeks every other month. I can't wait to see what you come up with after your next trip."
"I can't believe you're saying that! You'd send me away to learn sex stuff from someone else? As long as I brought it home to you? That's sick."
That wasn't what I had said, but I was in no position to argue semantics. "I'm just kidding. I would never want you to have sex behind my back." I told her.
"Oh. But if you knew about it, and I was learning new tricks for you, that would be Ok?" she bridled.
"I didn't say that. I just said that behind my back was the worse. If you wanted to try something new, I'd want to talk about it." I told her as I got dressed.
"I can't believe we're having this conversation!"
"Listen. I've been with you 10 years. You're the mother of my child. I love you. And I love being with you. But if you are missing something, and wanted to 'expand your horizons' I'd just want to talk about it. If there's a problem, I'd rather work it out, even if that meant going areas I might not be comfortable with. I'd rather do that than lose you." I grinned at her. "Especially with your new found skills and appetite."
"I saw Donald while I was at the beach," she blurted out.
Huh? "Donald?" I asked.
"He was my boss when I worked down on the Eastern Shore. He took me out for drinks. He wanted to do more but I didn't. We just had drinks," she confessed.
"That's Ok," I told her, "I trust you."
That seemed to irritate her even more.
"Guys hit on me you know. There's a lot of guys who would love to be with me. Don't think I couldn't get a guy."
"Of course you could. Your beautiful, you have a great body, and terrific breasts. I just trust you."
"You drive me crazy!" she exploded, and marched out of the room, leaving me wondering.
* * *
Friday, Jenny called me and let me know she had a two hour break in the middle of the day, if I wanted to see the house she was sitting.
I took her up on the offer, and headed over around 1:00. Her next client wasn't until 3:00.
She gave me a tour of the grounds first. They had a tennis court, and a great swimming pool with a lot of landscaping to give the appearance of a grotto. It was very private, the house sat on a fenced, wooded lot that was at least two acres. The interior wasn't huge, and it only had four bedrooms, but all the rooms were spacious, and the decorating everywhere was gorgeous. After the tour she took me back out to the porch.
"Let's go for a dip," she said as she started stripping off her workout clothing.
I started to do the same, when she stopped me.
"Wait. You did hit 208, didn't you?" She asked, standing before me topless, her hand on my shoulder.
"Barely. 207.5 on the scale this morning." I confirmed.
"Thank God." She laughed, and stripping out of her shorts and panties, she made a beeline for the pool.
I followed just behind her, diving in and coming up underneath her. I grabbed her ass as I surfaced, pulling her against me. She laughed and pulled away swimming for the shallow section.
The pool had a beach entrance, that slowly rose up to the surface, giving a gentle ramp into the pool. Jenny climbed the ramp and lay down upon it, most of her body out of the water. Her legs were completely under from the knees down, but the water only reached halfway up the side of her thighs, and the top of her body was completely out of the water, enjoying the rays of the sun.
I lay next to her, touching her neck, shoulders, chest, and waist. I followed my touch with my lips, kissing her all over. I had never really had a chance to play with her as much as I'd like, and I devoured her breasts, alternating my attention, rolling her little hard nipple around with my tongue.
I moved between her legs, and traced down her belly, lingering on her belly button, before continuing down to her smooth mound. She must have shaved it very recently; it was as smooth as a baby's bottom.
Lying in the water, I was immersed halfway up my back. She scooted up the ramp a bit, and her pussy was exposed to me, the water lapping at the very bottom of her delectable ass.
I spent the next several minutes finally doing what I'd wanted to for so long. I licked and sucked her until my jaws ached. Then I'd finger her and play with her until I could lick and suck her some more.
Jenny was so responsive. She came for me repeatedly, my mouth clamped to her clit, my fingers deep inside her, massaging the inner walls of that sweet pussy. She cried out, oblivious of our surroundings, her legs clamping around my head. She raised and lowered her hips out of the water, splashing water up into my face and over her pussy.
Finally she pushed me away, and rolled over on her stomach. "No more," she moaned, "I'm too sensitive."
I massaged her back, slowly working my way down to her tiny waist. I continued working on her divine ass cheeks massaging them and kissing them. I worked my way between her legs again, this time licking and kissing from the top of her cleft, down across her ass, all the way back to her still sensitive slit. I spread her legs wider, spreading her ass cheeks wide, and tongued her asshole, driving the tip of my tongue in as far as I could, accompanied by her continuous moaning. I moved down to her pussy, and licked and sucked everything I could reach.
Moving back to her ass, I tongued her again, before placing my finger at the same opening, and slowly working it's way in. The view was unimaginable, her ass spread wide, my finger gliding in and out of the brown and pink hole, under the bright Texas sun. Her back was sweating, and droplets where running down to the small of her back, as she lay their under my ministrations.
When she was relaxed and her moans were quieter, I opened her ass up more, sliding a second finger in beside the first. She moaned out again.
"You have the most incredible ass." I told her.
"I love what you're doing to me," she said softly. "I wish it didn't have to stop."
"It doesn't," I assured her leaning over and tonguing her ass beside where my fingers were penetrating her.
"It does, or I'll be begging you to stick that big fat cock of yours in there, and that's not on today's menu." She sighed, reaching a hand back and pushing me away from that perfect rear-end of hers.
"That was unbelievable." She told me with a kiss. "And now it's your turn."
She slid down the ramp, encouraging me to take her place. The sun was hot against my skin. She moved away for a second, ducking under the water, then surfaced and pulled her wet hair back and to the side.
"I'm kind of pissed at myself for giving you a preview of this, but what the hell. I think you'll enjoy the real thing, even if it's not the first time my lips have touched your cock."
I was hard as steel, from the attention I'd given her, and the anticipation of nearly getting to sheath my shaft in her sweet butt.
She stroked my cock slowly, watching the reaction. Then she leaned over and kissed the head, briefly. She peeked up at me afterwards, a little smile tugging at the corners of her lips. She stuck her tongue out, the tip caressing just under the ridge of my crown. She placed a small kiss on the side, then slowly licked from my balls all the way up my rod, bringing her mouth over the top, and settling down onto my cock. She slowly pressed her face down until I could feel the pressure from the back of her throat. She gamely pushed on, forcing me down her throat, and then waggling her head back and forth, when her lips were pressed to the base of my shaft.
I groaned, and she slowly pulled back, lingering at the head, before releasing it with an audible 'pop'.
Her smile was erotic. "I thought you'd like that."
She repeated the entire scenario, from the initial lick until her head was ready to pull off again. This time she opened her mouth and let her tongue come out and lick the base of my shaft, while my cock stayed at the opening of her mouth. She looked at me often, her eyes capturing mine, while she used her talented mouth to pleasure me.



Grasping the shaft of my cock in her hand, she slowly started pumping my cock into her face. Up and down my cock, her face went, meeting her hand coming from the opposite direction. Her tongue danced over my cock head as she sucked me, teasing where I was most sensitive. After a couple of minutes of this pumping she pulled away. She stroked me with long firm pulls, while watching my cock, and occasionally licking and sucking the head.
"Where do you want to come? On my face? In my mouth? On my tits? What do you want?" She asked me, sliding her hand up and down my shaft the whole while.
"Where would you like it?" I asked.
She thought about it for a bit while she stroked me. She took my cock in her mouth for a second, then pushed her way all the way down the shaft again, holding there, my cock lodged in her throat. She finally pulled back, gasping for air.
"On my tits and neck I think." She answered, letting go of my cock and rolling onto her back.
"Fuck my tits, and finish wherever you want." She told me, holding her tits for me, squeezing her hard nipples.
I kneeled astride her chest, the pool surface a little uncomfortable but hardly noticeable under the situation. She must have noticed though, because she made me wait, while she placed a foam float mat under her back crosswise, giving me a soft place to kneel.
She smiled at my wonder. "Trust me, we girls know what it's like to have something uncomfortable under you when you're on your knees. Guys would get a lot more blow-jobs if they'd take that into consideration."
I took my position again, then slid my cock up and down between her small breasts while she pushed in from the side. It was fun to watch, but it wasn't working for me. There wasn't enough surface, and there was no lubricant so I was sticking to her skin.
She laughed. "Ok, not the best of ideas." She stood up and walked to a lounge chair. She stood beside it. "Lie down."
I did, and she climbed above me in the classical 69 position. I watched her smooth pussy lower to my face as her mouth went to work on me. She was diligent, her mouth and hands going at me with a vengeance, as I licked the lips and pink opening I was offered. I reached around and started playing with her asshole again, while I licked her. She grunted her appreciation, and continued her effort to make me come.
As I got closer again, she pulled her head back, and almost leaped off me. "Move," she gasped, and then she lay down where I had been, her heading hanging off the end.
"Ok, fuck my face, like you mean it, and come on my neck and tits," she commanded me.
I slid my cock into her mouth, the sensation so different coming from this side. I fucked the end of my cock in and out of her mouth. She reached behind me and pulled hard at my ass on the in stroke, encouraging me to get more aggressive.
I did, pushing harder and faster, slowly working my way up until I was shoving my cock deep into her face, leaning over her, squeezing her tits. I finally put all consideration to the side, and tried to fuck her face like it was her pussy, freely stroking away. She was gagging some, but showing no hesitation. I fucked her pretty young face with long full strokes, pulling all the way out, and then pushing in hard, until I could go no further. After only a few strokes of this, I could feel the tightening of my balls and need to come. I kept going, until I could feel the cum bursting forth, pulling out and watching it splash across her chin and neck all the way to the valley between her tits. I reached down and stroked the juice out, coming all over her chest, and then placing my cock back in her mouth, when I could come no more. She sucked me gently, licking me, until I was completely done.
As I pulled away, she rubbed my cum into her skin, all over her breasts, upper chest, and neck. "It's supposed to be good for your skin," she told me with a smile.
I lay back and collapsed on the chair beside the one she was on. "Wow," was all I could say.
She stood up and came over to my chair. She straddled my lap, her butt resting on my thighs. She played with my cock, pulling on it, getting its attention. She had me semi-hard when she slid forward.
She spread her legs wide, her red opening beckoning. She placed the head of my cock, which was suddenly getting harder, at her opening, pushing the head just inside her.
"I just wanted to see what it was going to look like if you work hard all week." She said, holding my cock and diddling herself with the end of it. She was obviously wet, and the wetness on my cock was extending, first just on the tip, but with her continued play, close to an inch beyond the head.
She leaned over me, and pushed back, settling down on my cock. It was now definitely hard again, and I could feel it penetrate deeper inside of her as it hardened.
"Don't move a muscle," she warned me. She then got her feet underneath herself, and raised herself straight up in the air, until just the end of my cock remained sheathed. She looked between her legs and watched as she lowered herself the full length of my cock, settling firmly down upon me.
Jenny adjusted her position, her knees still beside me, but the tops of her feet were on my thighs. Her hands were on my shoulders, and I could feel the full weight of her on my shoulders and thighs. She started fucking herself, using my cock.
"Don't you dare move. I need this, but you're not allowed to fuck me yet. So just stay still until I'm done, and don't you dare come until I'm ready." She hissed, fucking me hard.
I did as she instructed, holding myself stiff as a board, concentrating on the feeling of my cock disappearing inside that incredibly smooth, tight pussy. Her tits were just above me and I wanted to reach up and suck them so badly.
She fucked me hard, riding the full length of my rod, pushing down to get the full penetration. Head bent over she worked herself into a sweat, her breath coming in gasps, her nipples standing out like hard little erasers.
"Oh, God, I'm there, I'm so close, I'm so damn close," she moaned.
I couldn't take it any longer, and I grabbed her by the hips, lifted her up and slammed my cock into her. On the third stroke she screamed. I held her just off my hips and fucked up into her hard and fast, hammering her, until I was ready to come as well. I pulled her down hard, and came inside her, a series of small thrusts helping me empty my balls in my sister-in-law's, young, tight, shaven pussy.
She was lying on me, clutched against my chest, her breath ragged, hot and sweaty in the midday Dallas sun. Holding her ass cheeks in my hands, I pushed in and out of her, as much as I could, my cum mixed with hers, making us so slippery, and my dwindling hardness making it harder to stay inside. I popped out, and she sighed, then she raised her head from my shoulder and kissed me deeply, while my cum ran out of her, dripping onto my leg and the lounger.
"You keep breaking the rules, you bad boy. What am I going to do with you?" She whispered, her lips caressing mine as she spoke.
"You'll probably make me service you. It's such a severe punishment." I kidded her.
"I'll have to think about that." She rolled off me. "I'm burning up," she announced as she made for the pool.
I was right behind her, hitting the refreshing water with a splash. I took her in my arms and kissed her madly, all over, playing with that wonderful body. I reached down and put my hand against her pussy, slipping a finger inside her.
"That was incredible." I told her. "I can't wait until we get to play again, and I'm in control." I accented my intentions, by lifting her off the bottom of the pool, my left arm behind her back, my right hand stroking in and out of her. She leaned back, her breasts rising above the water, where I could lick and suck on her sensitive nipples. Her waist remained below water, allowing two of my fingers to now screw in and out of her.
"You are a fiend," she moaned, "I have to go, I have a client."
"Just a minute," I told her, guiding her to the side. I let her lift her arms over the side, then I lifted her legs over my shoulders, in about 4 feet of water, crouching over. I held her pussy just out of the water, and ate her firmly, my tongue fucking her, when my mouth wasn't nibbling her clit. Within a few minutes I had her coming again, moaning loudly, and kept at her until her breath finally slowed.
"Oh. My. God." She heaved. She dropped down, wrapping her legs and arms around me kissing me deeply.
"I have to go to work, and you HAVE to lose 5 more pounds. Fast. Please!" She told me, disentangling herself and heading straight for the porch.
"I'll do my best. I promise." I answered, following her, just a bit more slowly.
She wiggled her cute little butt at me. "I'm sure you will. You'll work HARD."
* * *
I worked HARD on this story, if you liked it you could show your appreciation a lot easier than Jenny does. Just Vote!
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Chapter 04: Carrot and the Stick
===========================
Alex misses a goal and Jenny comes up with a punishment.
===========================
With all the progress I'd made, and the lure of continued 'incentives' ahead of me, I continued my training diligently. It was getting harder to lose the weight. I was putting on muscle with all the increased exercise, which meant I had to lose even MORE fat to get down in weight.
I took my morning cardio outside, getting an early run in. I'm not much of a runner, but the machines do get monotonous. I also had a new dilemma. Holly thought the exercise deal with Jenny was so good, she wanted in on it. Not the secret incentive deal, but the half-price training. Jenny's schedule was getting full and she was concerned her boss might not appreciate all the discounted training, so I let Holly take on my time slots, and I decided to continue on my own, out of my home gym.
After a year of being nothing but a glorified clothes hangar, my exercise equipment was finally getting some use. I was also doing extra cardio before and after my workout, which I was performing daily. Mostly dumbbell work, I wasn't pushing the heavy weights, just looking for many reps and reasonable weights for all the muscle groups.
Jenny signed up for her classes at the Cooper Aerobic Center, which was taking up lots of her time. We weren't getting together at all, except for a quick visit at the house under conditions non-conducive to trying any funny-business.
It didn't stop me from sneaking a quick grope and/or a kiss when I could, usually getting reprimanded for it. It had been more than a week since our poolside interlude and it finally looked like I was going to get her alone for a bit. She had stopped by the house a couple of days earlier and let me know that she'd be home that evening and that I should stop by, given a chance.
I hated to do it, but I called her at work that morning, and let her know that I hadn't hit my weight goal. I was sitting at 204, still a pound too high.
"Please tell me you're kidding," she said.
"You have no idea how much I wish I were," I confessed.
"But you were at 207.5 almost two weeks ago! It was only 4 and a half pounds," she sounded exasperated.
"I know, and I'm working hard, and dieting pretty well, but the fat is just not dropping."
I waited at the end of a quiet phone line for what seemed an eternity.
"I gotta go. Derrick is here for his workout. But why don't you come by tonight anyway. Maybe you just need some more incentive."
"OK, I'll be there," I told her.
"Good." Click.
* * *
I walked in the door, and she met me dressed for action, in spite of the bad news.
"Did you really miss your weight?" she asked me as soon as I cleared the threshold.
"204 this morning. I'm still not there," I admitted. I looked her over. She was dressed in an incredible sexy outfit. The top part was red lace and mostly see through, lifting her breasts up and half exposing her nipples. The bottom part was red and black, high on the hips, and from the look of it, open in the crotch. I really DID wish I was kidding.
"I think you're right," I finally said. "I think I need more incentive."
"I think you need to be punished." She crossed her arms, trying to look angry, but it just made her look more erotic, her exposed breasts peeking over her arms.
"Oh really? Like what did you have in mind?" I asked her, amused.
"Follow me."
She lead the way back to the bedroom section of the house. We entered an immense bedroom, dominated by a 4-post king-size bed, raised on a 4-inch high central platform.
"Take it all off, and get on the bed," she told me, before heading into the walk-in closet to one side.
I did as she asked, and lay down on the massive bed, awaiting my punishment.
She walked out sporting a great big grin, and holding a mahogany jewelry chest in her arms. I watched as she set the box beside me, and opened up the top, pulling out a leather cuff.
"Uh-oh," I said when I saw it.
"'Uh-oh' is right," she told me as she took my arm and snapped the cuff around my wrist. The inside was soft, probably suede, the outside stiff black leather, with two buckles and a D-ring.
I contemplated what she was up to as she attached the 3 additional cuffs to my other wrist and my ankles. Then she pulled out some adjustable straps which snapped on to a ring embedded in each post of the bed, and then connected to the cuffs I was strapped into.
"I told you if you made your weight, I'd be yours, completely. But now you are mine. You owe me."
As a final act, she pulled a hood out of the box. I had never seen anything like it. It covered most of my head in soft leather with openings for the nose and mouth, but completely blocking my vision, and muffling most sound. The hood was not complete until she slid a leather bit between my teeth, not quite gagging me, but when I tried to speak, all that escaped was a mumble. I began to wonder what kind of people lived here; they definitely had interesting toys.
She responded to my incoherent gurgle. "Shh, Honey, I want you to think about how you failed me. Don't say anything yet."
She left me there for a while. I was hard by the time she was finished tying me up, but after a seeming eternity of lying there naked I was wilting and just getting cold.
I thought she'd just tie me down and ride me hard, but this was a lot weirder and kinkier than that. I started to sweat a bit, wondering what I'd gotten myself into. I'd certainly let myself get put into this compromising position pretty easily.
Finally I heard the sound of music in the room. It must have been loud, I could still hear it pretty clearly even through the hood. It was classical, sounded like Bach. I had to wonder what that might portend.
I didn't have to wonder long. Her hands were cool as they slowly caressed my thighs on the way to cupping my balls and tugging on my cock, encouraging it to harden. Then she was touching my stomach, caressing up to my nipples. She was stroking my biceps, my thighs, my cock, my neck, all at once.
Jesus! There were more than two hands on me! I was pretty sure there were more than four hands on me. Then there was a mouth on me. On my cock to be more precise, and another mouth on my left nipple, licking and teasing me.
"What the hell is going on?" I almost shouted. "Mmm unhh unhh ummm uuugh ummm" is all that they heard.
I felt a tugging on the side of my head, and suddenly I could hear. First from the left ear, then the right.
"I know that feels nice baby. Don't worry, I'm going to take good care of you." Jenny's words pretended to console me, but the giggling in the background belied her intentions. Even as she spoke, a warmth was engulfing my cock, and I was achieving full hardness in a stranger's mouth.
"MMM mmm UUUG UNN ummm mm" was all I could respond.
I felt a coolness on my cock before it was enveloped again. Within seconds I suspected this was a new player, a little more aggressive, and willing to take me a lot deeper. I could feel the pressure as I hit the back of their mouth, then settled even deeper into their throat. God - this person was good.
"I'd like to ungag you. It seems such a shame to leave your talented tongue out of our play. Will you promise to be quiet if I do?" Jenny asked, her fingers tracing around my mouth.
"Mmm unnn mmm" I answered.
"No, just nod your head if you can keep that promise."
I hesitated, then nodded.
The gag got tighter for a second and then it was finally absent.
"Jenny," I started.
"Shh. You promised. If I have to gag you again, the next gag won't be nearly so pleasant." Again, the giggle in the background, and then some whispering I couldn't quite make out.
I wasn't in much of a position to argue, so I nodded. At the same time what I guess was the first mouth retook my cock, and went back to work again, this time a little less tentatively. Concentrating on that part of my anatomy, I could now recognize that one mouth was coming from one side of me, and the other from the other side. Plus the current one had long hair that tickled my hips while she went down on me.
Two strangers blowing me. I guess this tying up thing wasn't so bad.
Then a big weight shift just beside my head, and flesh against my shoulder gave me a moments warning before a warm crotch settled over my face. I reached out with my tongue, and was able to trace the outline of a moist pussy. It was bare of clothing, but lightly furred with hair. So this wasn't Jenny either. Was it the talented second cock-sucker, or was there a fourth person at play?
I stopped wondering and worked hard to pleasure the exotic tasting pussy offered me. It was tangy, quite different from either Jenny's or Holly's. Whoever it was seemed to be enjoying it, and was pulling my head into her pussy, while she ground against my mouth.
Then, cool air on my cock before someone decided to slide it into a more appropriate orifice, as the full weight of one of the participants settled onto my hips. At the same time the crotch pressed against my face lifted up for a moment.
"Now, don't you come yet." Jenny warned me. "Let me know before you do, and we'll see if we can't slow you down a bit."
And so I was used. I ate out two of the ladies to orgasm, multiples for the second, quite bald, pussy. And I was fucked repeatedly. Whether it was two or three or more people changing positions and taking turns, I couldn't tell, but I could tell that one of them was noticeably heavier than the other, or others. Whoever they were, they were really worked up, and the girls riding me seemed to come pretty often, in spite of changing places frequently.
It was one of the most purely sexual and erotic things that had ever happened to me. Serving as a fuck toy for complete strangers, over and over again. As exciting as it was, it was also pretty uncomfortable, being ridden strapped down as I was, and being half smothered by one demanding pussy after another. My tongue and jaw ached, and my lower back was getting sore. The discomfort was enough to distract me from the incredible fortune of keeping my achingly hard dick buried in twat after twat. Even so, I eventually felt the end approaching. I turned my face away from the juicy slice I was lapping away at.
"I'm getting close, real close," I warned my new band of lovers.
My current rider dismounted, and some hands replaced her. One was pushing hard, just above my butt-hole and below my balls, another was squeezing the head tightly. It served its purpose and slowed me down. After a few seconds the hands receded, to be replaced again, this time with a warm wash cloth, and then a soft pair of lips.
"He's been very good, why not let him talk?" A soft, pleasant but unrecognized voice asked.
"Shh. Outside." Jenny said, but she didn't sound angry.
I was alone again for a while, and then I heard them come back.
"Ok, Jonah," I heard Jenny announce. "You did well for round one. But you've still got a lot of fucking ahead of you. We're all going to come on your cock. If you come first you will be punished. You need to stay quiet. No questions, no talking. But you can still warn us if you're going to come, and we'll try to help you last."
"Thank you," I offered, resigned to my task. The name "Jonah" set me back a second, and then I realized she was probably just trying to hide my identity. I was going to fuck three or four women until they came. All but one, complete strangers.
"To help you, we'll let you get us warmed up with your mouth. You can say thank you."
"Thank you," I answered dutifully.
Two mouths went to work on me again. Easy to tell now, because they were switching back and forth frequently, and whoever wasn't sucking me was working on my shaft and balls. And then I was distracted as I was once again treated to a pussy lowering over my face. This one I was pretty sure I recognized as Jenny's sweet love hole.
I did my best, and I know that two of the girls who were taking their turns on me came hard.
But then I was thrown a curve ball.
"I want him in my ass," one of them said. I thought it was the girl who'd spoken earlier. My cock twitched in response, and then I felt my stiff rod getting lubed up, in preparation of a new treat.
Then it was happening, I felt my cock held erect, as it was pressed hard against a resistant opening. Suddenly I was in, and my meat was being crushed by the tightest opening I'd felt, probably ever.
"Damn, he fills me nice." My anal angel purred.
I just moaned as she slowly settled herself down on my cock.
"God, I could never do that," another voice murmured.
The girl with the incredibly tight ass fucked me slow and steady. At first I tried to hold still, but after a while I found myself thrusting up into her for all I was worth, while her moans and groans escalated.
"Fuck my ass, Jonah, fuck my dirty little ass with your fat cock," she growled, no longer the soft spoken angel, picking up the pace.
It was too much. I hated to make it end, but I was getting too close. "Stop." I gasped, "I'm really close, stop, or I'm going to cum."
This just seemed to energize the fiend whose ass was swallowing my cock. She slammed herself up and down on my cock, taking every inch of me to the root. I felt the whole bed bouncing underneath me.
I answered in the only way I could, thrusting back hard against her, while she pounded up and down on me. Finally she screamed, "FUCK!"
Unfortunately, the excitement of this stranger coming with my cock in her ass pushed me over the edge and I cried out as I emptied my balls into her bowels.
"Ahhh!" She wailed. "He's coming in my ass; it's like fire."
The feeling was mutual.
"Teri! You know that was for Julie," Jenny barked, and then a sudden hush fell on the room.
"Outside." I heard her say, and I was left alone again.
A short while later I was being cleaned again, and offered a drink. Not water this time, but beer.
"You failed us Jonah. But we're giving you one last chance. Forget everything you heard. Can you do that?"
"Forget what? I don't remember hearing anything," I offered.
"That's good. We're going to change your position; don't fight it." Jenny said, and I felt the restraints on my right side loosening.
"Roll onto your left side." I did as I was asked, and then realized what they were doing. They attached the restraints to the opposite side and then loosened my left side restraints.
"On your stomach now."
I was starting to get worried. But Jenny anticipated my concerns. "We're going to leave you enough slack to ride the last person from on top. Now raise up on your hands and knees so we can get to that sweet hunk of meat and ready you for one last ride."
I considered fighting the situation, but decided to go along, and I did as they asked. Moments later I was burying my face in a bush, as someone did her best to resurrect my pole.
Then, as a bonus, I felt a mouth licking from my balls to my butt hole, and settling in there, reaming me thoroughly. It did help to get me hard. My 69 companion moved away shortly thereafter, and a new body worked its way under me, their legs wrapping around my waist. My cock was guided into their awaiting slit, and once again I was fucking a stranger. She pulled my face down to hers and kissed me deeply.
"Fuck me Jonah," she said softly. "Fuck me hard and cum deep inside of me." It sounded like a hell of an offer, so I settled down onto my elbows, spread my knees out a bit, and stroked her long and deep.
A mouth was back on my ass for a second, but my actions made that difficult. A finger replaced that mouth, and slid easily into my ass. Very easily. Some damn good lube there was my guess.
"Hold still a second baby," the girl underneath me asked, and I pushed deeper inside of her and paused, filling her.
Then the finger was gone, and it was suddenly replace with a different invader, a relentless invader which was distinctly uncomfortable for a second, opening me wide before the pressure suddenly changed.
"Oh, shit," I mumbled as I realized someone had shoved something rather large up my exposed ass. I'd never had anything bigger than a finger up there, but it was pretty easy to guess what had happened.
"I warned you, there would be consequences," Jenny giggled, as she massaged my ass around the alien invader, helping it settle in firmly.
"Fuck me, Jonah," the girl under me implored, and I did.
I fucked her for all I was worth, sometimes slowly, sometimes fast, sometimes easy, sometimes hard. I seemed to go on forever. Eventually she was coming repeatedly, screaming at me to fuck her, to come for her, and then exhausted, pleading with me.
"Come. Come in me, please," she moaned.
I heard a voice whisper, "Damn, he's killing her." Another responded, "Shit, he can kill me like that anytime, lucky bitch."
Finally I was there, ready to unload for the third time. "I'm coming baby, I'm going to come." I warned her, finishing with lengthy strokes that shook her. I exploded inside of her, my mystery fuck, and she whispered in my ear. "Do it, give me a baby, do it."
I was shocked by her words and almost pulled out, but the damage was already done. Someone eased the plug out of my ass, and replaced it with their tongue, as I rested on the Mommy-wannabe.
"5559293" she whispered.
"Huh?" I answered.
"Shh. 5559293. 5559293" she whispered again.
"Up," Jenny commanded.
So I raised up and let her out from underneath me. Let Julie out from under me. Julie. 931-9293. Then I was alone. An eternity later Jenny was unfastening my restraints, and removing the hood. My head felt hot and sweaty, and I was exhausted, and a little irritated.
"That was a little much, don't you think?" I said to her.
"I told you, you needed to be punished." She said, but she was red; I think a bit embarrassed.
I didn't say anything.
"You're not too mad are you? It wasn't that bad, was it? It sure looked like you were having a good time.
I still didn't say anything, but I couldn't help thinking that after losing two more pounds, she was mine. And turnabout was fair play. Of course there was Julie, also. 555-9293.
=====
Hope you're enjoying this one. Comments and votes are always appreciated!
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Ch. 05: Hot Tub Interlude
===========================
Girl's night out becomes a wet and wonderful thing. Holly has friends too.
===========================
Whether I liked it or not, the little episode with the bondage and strange women was just the motivation I needed. I became very strict with myself when it came to dieting, not lowering the calories any, but eating clean, and making sure I spread the 6 meals equally throughout the day. I added the ECA stack to my supplements, Ephedrine-Caffeine-Aspirin, despite the fact that Ephedrine was "officially" frowned upon, and was even considering getting something even more powerful.
I'd also gotten away from the early morning/pre-breakfast cardio, and I made a point of rolling out of bed each morning and heading straight for 45 minutes on the elliptical. That early morning workout also served a dual purpose, allowing me to mentally get my day in order, as well as concentrate on achieving the peak physical conditioning I was looking for.
I had added a short run at lunch, 20 minutes or so, and an evening workout that I followed with a 45 minute bike ride. I was pondering doing my first triathlon, a half-Ironman, if I could just find the time to add swimming to my rather full schedule.
At the same time, three days after the 'fuck-fest', Jenny's house sitting was done, and she was moving back into the house. I knew I was going to be at my goal weight any day now, and was wondering how I was going to pay off my next 'reward'. I'd promised her 2 new clients, if I reached the next target.
To cover the first client, I just started paying for Holly's sessions. She was happy because now she could get a fixed time slot, instead of having to settle for whatever openings showed up in Jenny's schedule. And of course Jenny was happy that she was now getting paid for the sessions.
I don't think it was a coincidence that this 'happy' Holly did something that completely blew my mind. She usually went out for a 'girl's night out' about once every two-three weeks. The day after I told her about the new paid sessions, she and two of her best friends came over after the carousing, and insisted I make them drinks which they wanted out by the pool. I mixed my favorite 'relaxer', Long Island Ice Teas, and headed to the backyard where I found the three of them in the hot-tub. Naked. Or as our west Texas friend Dawn liked to say, "Nekkid."
You couldn't see much, it was pretty dark out there, but they were obviously trashed. I started to rethink the Long Island Ice Teas, they were awfully potent, and I hadn't recognized how drunk they were to start with. It was surprisingly early for them to be this gone; these flings of theirs usually lasted until midnight, but it was barely 10:00. I gave them the drinks and chatted, hoping to see a little more, but after a bit I was directed to get another round. I didn't want the girls passing out, so I made them some sipping shots, and some shooters that were a little more risque but a little less powerful. By the time I walked back out, I had a tray with two full shakers on it, 3 plastic shot glasses(filled), a hip flask, some lime slices, and a salt shaker. As well as the beginnings of a plan.
"You took long enough!" Dawn griped. "What have you got for us?"
I placed the shot glasses along the edge of the hot tub. Each one a couple of feet apart.
"Blow-Jobs," I announced with a smile.
Dawn looked at me with a glint in her eye, but Holly and Beth had a more confused look.
"Why don't you explain how it works, Dawn?" I said. The hot tub was a large, rectangular pool, raised about a foot from the patio, next to the swimming pool. It had a built in bench along the two short sides, and the near long side. The side facing the pool had no seats. It held 6 pretty easily. I sat on the corner nearest the house. Coincidentally it was the corner nearest Dawn, and furthest from my wife.
Dawn giggled and stood up facing the other girls. I had an amazing view of her breasts for just a second before she turned away from me. "You put your hands behind your back," she said, doing as she described, and then she hesitated, and turned to me, hands still behind her back, her large breasts pushed out toward me. "We have any extra over there so I can show them?"
"Absolutely," I told her tits.
She turned back to the other girls for a second, then said, "You have to drink them like this," and at that she kneeled on the bench bringing the edge of her closely cropped pussy to the top of the water, and bent over from the waist, taking the shot glass in her mouth, hands behind her, then threw her head back draining the shot. She held that position for a bit, head back, breasts thrust out, back arched, her crotch barely visible at the edge of the water. Then she lowered the cup back to the ledge, her tits hanging nicely as she bent over. I was in sensory overload.
She looked at me with a twinkle in her eye. "I didn't think I'd be doing a blow-job tonight. How'd I do?"
I tore my eyes off her naked body long enough to refill her shot glass.
"Very good, Dawn. It'll be interesting to see who does the best blow-job out of the three of you. It certainly looks like you have the most experience." The obvious sexual overtones of the whole conversation were not likely to be missed by anyone.
Beth spoke up, "What's it taste like?" she asked, looking askance at the drink in front of her.
"Give it a taste," I suggested.
She did, dipping her finger into the shot glass, tasting the Bailey's and Amaretto. "Not bad," she said, sucking on her finger.
I was ready to bust my shorts.
"So is it a contest?" Holly asked, with a smirk.
"Just a friendly competition," I answered, returning her smile. "All right ladies, assume your positions."
Beth suddenly realized she'd have to lift up out of the water to do the shot. She hesitated while Holly and Dawn got on their knees, then joined her drunken buddies. Beth's breasts were the smallest of the group, but that would be the same for about 90% of the female population. Both Dawn and Holly had certified 'bodacious ta-tas'. Beth's were merely amazing.
"Ready..." Each of the girls put their hands behind their backs, tits on display.
"Set..." The three mommies leaned over, carefully maintaining their balance, boobs hanging down. I leaned to the side and enjoyed a great view of all of their asses, coming up almost completely out of the water, as their mouths settled over the top of shot glasses.
"GO!" They all leaned back and chugged their drinks. Dawn did it too quickly and fell into the hot-tub coming up sputtering. Beth had to give it two tries, before she took the glass from her mouth and placed it on the tub edge. Only Holly finished it in one shot, and then leaned over and put the glass back where it belonged.
The girls all settled into the tub, and I proudly proclaimed my wife the winner.
Holly leaned over and pressed the controller next to the hot tub. It turned on the lights inside the pool. "Losers have to jump in the pool." The pool was probably pretty cool at that hour.
"Holly!" Beth protested.
Dawn didn't say a word. She stood up, got out of the water just inches away from me, and stood on the edge of the ledge for just a minute, doing a small pirouette, displaying all of her charms to me before jumping into the pool with a splash. She'd always been a show-off, but I didn't realize how much of an exhibitionist she could be. This was definitely turning out to be a memorable night.
"You too, Beth," Holly teased, pushing Beth toward the edge.
I don't know if it was the alcohol, or what, but Beth came over in front of me, and held out her hand, looking for help getting out of the water. I gave her a tug, and she hopped out, into my arms.
"Oops. Sorry." She said, leaning into me for a bit, before pulling away. "Looks like I got you wet," she said softly.
Daringly, I replied, "I hope I can say the same."
She blushed, before leaping into the pool herself.
I'd seen both ladies in their bikinis, but this was so much more exciting that I was afraid my heart was going to stop.
"Why don't you strip down to your shorts, and come in?" my wife Holly encouraged.
Interesting suggestion. She didn't suggest I get naked, but she did invite me to participate. I wasn't sure what it meant, but I wasn't about to over analyze it. I took her up on her suggestion, stripping down to my boxers, my erection standing straight out. Before I got in the hot-tub, I refilled the shot glasses from the second shaker.
By the time I was done, Dawn and Beth were slipping back into the hot tub, complaining about the cold. Their nipples were reflecting the coolness of the water. Dawn had large aureole, which crinkled up with the cold. Her nipples stood out almost as big as the end of my pinkie. Beth had smaller nipples. The deep pink color wasn't much larger than a quarter, and almost disappeared when the nipple got hard. The hardened nipples were even longer than Dawn's but smaller around.
"What do you have for us now, Alex," Dawn asked, her hand holding the new shot, but her eyes lingering on the tent in my shorts.
"Buttery nipples," I answered with a wicked smile.
"There seems to be a theme to these drinks, doesn't there," Holly said, giving me a bit of a cautionary look.
I just grinned sheepishly.
The girls took their shots in hand and tasted them. I slipped into the water among them, my embarrassingly hard tool hidden under the water.
"Take it easy girls, these are just for sipping." I announced.
"Aren't you drinking?" Beth asked.
"I thought I might have some body shots off my lovely wife." I answered.
"Alex!" Holly squealed, but at my encouragement she laid down on the pool edge, her hands clasped below her waist, giving her a modicum of modesty. I placed a lime wedge between her teeth, sprinkled some salt on her hip, and took my flask and poured a small shot into her belly button. I then licked the salt at her hip, sucked her belly button dry, and bit down on the lime wedge she held between her lips. As soon as I was done she was slipping into the water.
Beth, spoke up. "That was the wildest thing I ever saw," she said breathlessly.
"It feels even wilder," Holly admitted. "You should try it."
"Oh, God, I couldn't, I mean, oh!" Beth seemed bewildered and shocked.
"I'm game," Dawn laughed, laying out on the poolside. "I've always wanted to do this."
I looked over at Holly, to see if this was what she really wanted.
She smiled, as she took the ingredients and prepared Dawn for the body shot. Dawn was less modest in her pose, one arm tucked behind her head, her legs spread a bit, one foot dangling in the water. Holly placed the lime in Dawn's mouth, filled her belly button, and then shook a liberal amount of salt no more than an inch away from Dawn's nearly clean shaven pussy. Now that I could observe it at leisure, I could see that she had shaved it down to a small triangle, pointing toward the center of pleasure. It looked a little prickly, and I thought she could use a touch up shave. I wouldn't mind helping.
"Ready, Dawn?" I asked.
"Do me," she said huskily.
I leaned over and licked the salt, a long slow lick that ended just brushing her clit. I then slurped up the tequila, and went for the lime. If it was in Dawn's mouth, I couldn't see it. Then she opened her mouth wide, and I could see it was deep in her mouth. I didn't hesitate. I leaned over and placed my mouth on hers. We tangled tongues before she pressed the lime forward into my mouth.
Dawn stretched, raising her outside leg, and stretching her arms over her head. "God, that was nice." She then slowly settled back into the water. As she slid past me, her hand brushed against my cock, quite firmly.
"One to go, Beth," Holly said.
"Oh, Holly, I don't know." She said, but I watched in awe as she slid out of the water and sat on the edge of the hot tub. She eased back, her hands covering the glory between her legs, and my wife guided her body into place. Holly prepared her as well, but when she went to put the salt on her, Beth had most of the her hips covered with her hands and forearms. Holly settled for sprinkling it at the top of Beth's abs, just below her breasts.
As I licked the salt off of Beth's body, I could see her breasts rising and lowering with her shallow excited breath, and could feel her pulse on my tongue. Pulling away, my tongue 'accidentally' brushed her breast. I lingered on her navel, tracing its perimeter, before I emptied it. Beth held the lime high in her mouth, just allowing our lips to meet. Still, by the time I was finished, I was almost ready to come without anyone even touching me.
Beth quickly slipped back into the water, and took her shot glass in hand, which she promptly pounded. It looked like maybe I got to her a bit.
"I need a refill," Dawn said.
"Me too," answered Holly.
I got the shaker and refilled their shots, my hands trembling. When I was done, I was seated in the corner, between Dawn to the outside, and Holly. Beth was sitting almost opposite me, and I had a great view of her breasts bobbing at the water's surface.
Holly took that moment to turn on the bubbles in the hot tub. I was a little disappointed, because it blurred the view under the water.
I was a little less disappointed when Holly's hand started stroking me underwater.
We chatted a bit, and it was obvious they were all too drunk to carry on much of a conversation. I did find out that the girls left the bar because they'd been getting a little wild, and when one of the guys showed too much interest, Dawn dumped a pitcher on him. They figured their welcome was worn thin, even though the bartender encouraged them to stay. While they continued their tales, I had to wonder if everyone knew my wife was beating me off. The girls were slurring their words, and getting distracted, and you couldn't help but notice how trashed they were. Then Dawn realized her shot glass had been empty a while, and she wanted to do another round of blow-jobs.
"Let's do it. Alex can be the judge, the winner gets to set up the next round of body shots." Dawn insisted.
The girls acquiesced, and before long I was on the outside of the pool again, setting up the drinks, and looking at the incredible sea of womanhood presented before me. My cock was tenting my shorts badly, but there was nothing I could do about that. Even my wife couldn't blame me, this time. I was wondering if they'd be able to finish, they were appearing more and more drunk by the minute.
On the command of "GO!" the girls once again drank their shots down. But this time Holly fell into Beth, knocking them both backward. Dawn on the other hand finished her shot neatly, then she brought her hands forward, lowered her face and pressed her tits together to hold the shot glass in place. Then she looked up at me and licked it clean, her tongue caressing her breasts as often as cleaning the shot. She then took the shot glass back in her mouth, and placed it, clean back on the edge. I couldn't believe it. I was jealous of a damned shot glass.
"I'd have to say that makes Dawn the winner, this round."
"Ok, you first Holly." Dawn announced, pushing Holly to the edge. It took some work; Holly was really feeling the effect of her evening of drinking. Once Holly was in position, Dawn put the lime slice within the valley at the top of her breasts. She filled Holly's belly button with the Tequila, and then sprinkled the salt in a line from her navel to the top of her bush. Holly looked like she'd had about enough, and appeared to be half-asleep, with a silly little grin plastered on her face. She allowed Dawn to do as she wanted, even letting her position her arms and legs.
"Dawn!" Beth exclaimed.
"Relax, it's her husband right?" She answered.
I licked the small salt trail up to her navel, before draining it slowly. I looked down on my wife who seemed to be completely out of it. I placed my face between her breasts and retrieved the lime slice.
"Delicious," I announced. "Thank you."
"Next," Dawn announced.
"Give me a second," I told her. "Holly?" Holly hadn't moved and her eyes were closed. I gave her a little shake.
She slowly opened her eyes. "I have to potty," she answered, slurring. It was as if the liquor had hit her all at once. She slid off the ledge and headed in.
"Maybe we should all head in. I can take you home, you're in no shape to drive." I told the girls, thinking it might be time to call it quits.
I expected an argument from Dawn, but it was Beth who answered me. "Ok, let's just finish our shots, and we can go."
She raised her Buttery Nipple, which she had just refilled, and wiggled it. She then filled Dawn's shot as well. While she was doing that, Dawn turned off the bubbles, allowing the water to settle.
It was much quieter, and we could speak softly without having to make ourselves be heard above the noise of the jets. We passed some pleasantries about how nice the drinks were, and I gave them the ingredients. It was a little awkward all of a sudden. Misbehaving, with my wife there to egg us on was one thing. Me, sitting in a hot-tub with two beautiful naked women, married, naked women, was something else.
Holly didn't come back out, and after a couple of minutes Dawn announced it was time for my next shot. Beth didn't need much encouragement this time and she laid down before me. It took two tries, the first time she slipped off the edge back into the water, coming up sputtering. But finally she was there, laid out in all her MILFish beauty, and this time not bothering to cover up that sexy V between her legs.
Dawn was absolutely wicked. She went down between Beth's legs, and opened them slightly. I watched as she set the lime wedge between Beth's legs, almost pressed against her extended pussy lips. Beth surprised me again by allowing it to happen. Then she filled Beth's belly button again, finally taking the shaker and liberally sprinkling salt on both of Beth's tits.
Unbelievable. Dawn was just aching to cause trouble, and Beth was further out of control then I ever had imagined possible. I wondered just what thew limits were here. For a second I hesitated. Perhaps it would be better if I set some limits. My wife had been more than generous in setting up this whole opportunity. But then, maybe she had left on purpose, leaving us to play. Decisions, decisions, decisions.
I couldn't help myself. I went at Beth's tits like a newborn baby, licking and sucking and nibbling for an eternity. I kept glancing toward the house out of the corner of my eye, watching for Holly, who remained a no-show. My hands assisted, holding her tits, squeezing them, guiding them to my mouth. Beth was moaning loudly when I licked her navel dry. I went to retrieve the lime, but Dawn stopped me, turning Beth sideways, so her legs were in the pool, and her ass was just on the edge.
"Raise up," she told Beth.
Beth did, obediently, and Dawn placed the lime out of sight under her ass.
"Get it big boy." Dawn announced.
I required no more encouragement; all reason had fled several minutes earlier. I ignored the lime, and ate out the hot little mother of two like there was no tomorrow. The wetness of the pool, slowly replaced by her own seeping lubrication urged me on. Her smell was almost lost in the tangy odor of the chlorine. It was only a couple of minutes before she came heavily on my face. I couldn't stop myself, lifting her legs high and driving two fingers inside of her, while I captured her clit and tongued it firmly. She cried out, coming hard again, her hands grasping my hair and pulling me into her slit. I think it was only then that she realized what she'd done. She pushed me away, her breath heaving. She looked dazed for a second.



"Oh, I need to use the powder room too," she murmured, climbing out of the hot-tub and almost running for the house.
I turned to look for Dawn, and she was sidling over next to me, until her body was pressed against mine.
"You are bad," she told me, belying her own words by letting her hand settle on my aching cock.
"Look who's talking," I answered, my hand sliding down her side and caressing her ass.
"That was incredible. I never dreamed she'd allow that to happen. She sounds so cold when she talks about her sex life, but, Damn, you had her hot!" Her hand wasn't still, as she slowly stroked up and down my full length.
I whispered, "Your turn?"
"Maybe you'd prefer a 'Buttery Nipple' to start," she said. "But before that you HAVE to lose these stupid boxers." As good as her word she tried to tug them off me. I let her.
Dawn pushed me back to sit on the underwater bench, then sat in my lap, my cock pressed up between her legs. She dribbled a few drops of her shot onto her right nipple. Then held it up to me. I saw the tiny brown drop, almost fall from her nipple, and my tongue darted out, almost involuntarily and caught the drop of liquor, following up with a lick to her pronounced nipple. She poured the rest of her shot all over her breasts, and I couldn't deny the offer. I dove in and sucked and nibbled on her magnificent full breasts as I had done with Beth.
After a minute she grabbed my hair and roughly pulled my head back, lowering her mouth onto mine and kissing me fiercely. Our tongues dueled, as her crotch ground against me. Breathless, she pulled away, hugging me tightly and burying her face in my neck.
"I need to cum, Alex," she purred. She climbed off and sat on the edge of the hot tub, her legs open. It took me several minutes, and my tongue was numb, but cum she did. We were alone the whole time, with neither Beth nor Holly joining us. Dawn was slow to reach her peak, and seemed to hover just around it. Finally she clasped me tightly and came fiercely. She was as hot as a firecracker.
Dawn slid back into the water, then slipped into my arms kissing me deeply. "Get up on the edge," she told me.
I did, my cock standing up proudly, arrogantly.
"I'd love to let you fuck me with that big fat cock, but I've never cheated on JT, and I don't think I want to start when I'm this drunk." She reached over and stroked my cock. "So you'll have to be happy with this." She stroked me smoothly, up and down, easily beating me off. She seemed enthralled by the action, her face getting closer and closer, until I heard her mumble, "Fuck it". At that she put her mouth over the head of my cock, and proceeded to swallow me. Slowly, until more than half had disappeared and I was pressing into the back of her throat. She pushed harder, taking another inch, and holding it there, before she pulled off of me gasping. I was impressed, and said so.
She pulled her head back and smiled. "I'm glad you like it." She went back to sucking me, and then she was grabbing my hands and placing them on her head. I was trying to stay in control, but that was too much, and I took her head in my hands and fucked her face. Up and down on my cock I forced her, penetrating deep into her throat, listening to her gasp as I let her off. She was growling and mewling as she sucked me ferociously.
It was only a couple of minutes later that I announced to her "I'm cumming." She immediately pushed down hard, taking nearly my entire cock, and I creamed down her throat. It was the most incredible feeling. I never saw a drop of my cum. As I finished inside her mouth, she slowly drew back, sucking me clean the whole way. At the end, she pulled off of me and smiled. She opened her mouth to show it completely clean. She then took my flask of Tequila and took a shot.
"God I needed that," she murmured. "We better go in."
Holly was passed out in the bed. Beth had gotten sick in the bathroom, and was helpless, sitting on my couch. She wasn't unconscious, but she was certainly dazed. Dawn headed back to the bedroom, to dress herself. Unbelievably I heard the hair dryer go on. I looked down at pretty Beth, and found her bra. I pulled her forward as I tried to put it on her, attaching it behind her back. I was getting hard again, just from being around her like this.
She reached out and grabbed my cock, tugging at it as she slid back into the couch. I leaned over her, while her hand gripped my hardening cock, and I nibbled on her ear and neck.
"Don't you want me?" she murmured, drawing me closer, and stroking me.
I did a bad thing. She was in no shape for it, but I couldn't help myself. As her hand guided my cock between her legs I went along, and when she placed the head at the opening of her nether-lips, I pushed. A couple of shoves later and I was balls deep in this sweet, innocent and incredibly drunken beauty. She seemed content and leaned back into the pillows, her eyes closed.
And I fucked her.
I fucked her with long full strokes, enjoying the sensation of her moist pussy, my hand cupping those perfect breasts, playing with her nipples, and just using her. There was a rhythm to the sound of the hair dryer, almost like a humming, and I fell into that rhythm, short strokes when called for, longer strokes when necessary. I was only in her about 5 minutes, and I was ready to come again. But the rhythm of the hair dryer hung onto me, controlling me, driving me in and out of the semi-conscious nearly naked beauty. Then abruptly it shut off, and I slammed into her, driving my cock mercilessly against her open pussy. I was coming inside of her, thrust to the very root, recklessly filling her womb with my seed. I quickly pulled out and slipped her panties up her legs, following these with her pants. I was glad she hadn't worn tight jeans.
"I'll finish dressing her, you better put something on." Dawn said from behind me, as I turned Beth's shirt right-side out.
"Ok, I'll be ready in a sec." I went to throw on gym shorts and a t-shirt.
I tucked Holly under the sheets, and she mumbled, but rolled over and let me tuck her in.
Semi-dressed, I guided the two thirty-something hotties out to Dawn's suburban. I would drive them home and walk the 4 blocks back. We took Beth home first even though she lived the furthest away, since I had to end up at Dawn's. I wondered if Beth would catch hell for getting so drunk - her husband was a jealous guy. Dawn escorted her in while I waited.
She came out angry. "What a fucking asshole. She should leave the fucker. Fuck him."
"What happened?" I asked her, concerned for Beth.
"Just the usual. He was calling her names, insulting her for being a slut, and then for being frigid. What a jerk. Then he started in on me, blaming me for her condition. She deserves better than that prick."
We were quiet.
"I never expected anything like this night," I confessed to Dawn, at a stoplight.
"Nothing happened, Ok?" she said to me, leaning back in her chair, eyes closed.
"Nothing," I agreed.
"Good. I hope we get to do nothing again sometime. Soon." I looked over and saw a smile on her lips.
"Me too. Maybe even more of nothing." I reached out and let my fingers cup her near breast, before they settled down to her crotch, rubbing her pussy through her tight jeans.
"Mmm. That would be nice," she giggled, pushing up against my hand.
We were about two blocks away, when she told me to park, opening her jeans and tugging them and her panties down around her ankles. The car was barely in park before she was thrusting my hand back between her legs. I pulled my hand away and she almost cried. I climbed into the back seat, between the captain's chairs and she followed me.
"Alex, we can't do it," she warned me.
"I know," I answered. I sat back, and guided her next to me. She turned and laid down in my lap, giving me easy access to her burning twat. My left hand caressed her face and breasts, through her shirt, while I fingered her. It was only a couple of minutes before she was coming hard on my hand.
She sat up and kissed me warmly. Then she was opening my pants.
"Dawn, you don't have to..." I tried to tell her.
"No shit. I don't HAVE to do anything," she told me diving mouth first for my cock. She was an incredible cocksucker. But after just a few seconds she pulled off of me. "Where has this been?" she asked. She licked it again. Then she looked at me with a look of surprise, "Oh, Jesus, you ARE a bad boy!" I guess maybe I should have cleaned up after I used it on sweet Beth. It didn't seem to deter her, and she gobbled me like it was the only thing that mattered in the world.
Once again she pulled off, and then she shocked me, pushing my legs down, straddling me, with her back to me, and pressing my thick, wet cock, against her bare pussy.
"Don't you dare come in me. I just want to get a feel. It's so damn thick." That settled, she eased down onto my cock, taking the entire length easily.
She fucked me. I don't care what she calls it. She fucked me and fucked me well. I held her warm round ass in my hands, helping her raise and lower herself on my throbbing meat. She had to bend over, after bouncing her head off the roof a couple of times, but it didn't slow her down a bit. With a gasp, she pulled off of me, then turned around, pulled me forward on the seat, then settled on my lap, facing me, taking me inside of her again. She leaned back, her exquisite body stretched out in front of me, while I delved her depths. I fondled her breast through her shirt, and she reached down and peeled her shirt and bra up and over her huge tits, pushing them out for me. When she was gasping from the exertion, I turned her around and leaned her over the console, wedged between the two front seats. Grabbing her hips in my hands I fucked her forcefully, pounding her, making her cry out. I looked down, by the dim light of the street lamps, and grasped her ass cheeks in my hands, spreading her open, so I could see both her tight little brown hole, and the view of my cock sliding in and out of her repeatedly. I was in heaven. When I told her I was getting close, she pulled off, twisting from between the captain chairs, and wrapped those naughty lips back around my yearning cock. She sucked me and stroked me, and it was only a few more moments before I finished in her talented mouth.
She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, then looked at me and gave me a wink. "Couldn't have you making a mess in my car now, could I?"
I zipped up and climbed back up front, while my wife's best friend got her panties and jeans back on, which was a bit of work. Damn, they were tight.
Then I was dropping her off. JT met us at the door.
"Sorry, buddy. They weren't too much trouble were they? You know how she gets when drinking." He looked askance at his wife, who was wobbly.
"They went skinny dipping. Surprised the hell out of me," I told him.
"Yep," Dawn replied, "and we were nekkid."
"That's kind of implied when we talk about skinny dipping. All three of them?" he asked, and I nodded. "Shit. You didn't tell Eric did you? He'll have a cow." he was holding Dawn so she wouldn't fall over.
"Hell no! The fucker was yelling at her for getting home late and drunk," Dawn interjected. "The asshole asked her why her hair was wet, and she said she'd gotten sick, and rinsed her hair under the faucet."
"Damn, I don't want to hear about this from him," he said to me. "He always blames this one." He wiggled her under his arm, and she groped for his crotch.
"I'll leave you to take care of her, I've got one to take care of at home."
"You need a ride?" he asked.
"I need a ride," Dawn whined.
"Nope, just a short walk, I'll see you later." I started heading down the driveway.
"If they go skinny dipping again, I'd like to see that." He said to my back.
"Sounds like a plan to me." I told him, wondering how far it could go, openly, between four consenting adults. Maybe five with Beth.
=====
I hope you'll forgive the little detour from the main line of the story. Don't worry we'll be back on track in the next episode. And if you liked this one, please take the time out to vote!
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"I just can't stand him!"
"Now Heather, he IS your father. Have a little respect. Things are hard for him right now; just try to keep the peace," her mother replied from 1100 miles away.
"When are you coming home?" Heather whined.
"Not until the end of the month. It's a great job and we need the money right now. And to be brutally honest, young lady, I don't need the added stress."
"He won't let me do ANYTHING!" Heather continued.
"Then stop screwing up and get in his good graces. I don't have time for this right now honey. Just obey your father, and try to be good for a while..."
Heather hung up on her mother, and screamed in frustration as she ran up the stairs to her room, slamming the door behind her. If she expected that to somehow make things better, she was sorely mistaken.
Ever since her mother had gotten the contracting job in Manhattan for the entire month of July, life had been miserable.
Under the best of circumstances, Heather and her father barely communicated. Her mother was the glue that held the family together, such as it was.
Now that her father had been laid off after 22 years at the same job, he was even harder to put up with.
Summer was usually a great time. With the parents gone each day she got to sleep in, lie around the pool, hit the mall, gab on the phone, and just do whatever she wanted.
Not this year. Within the first week of summer vacation, she'd lost her cell phone privileges when her grades showed up in the mail. It wasn't her fault the science and history teachers didn't like her. And she had managed to pass both courses. By the skin of her teeth.
The whole party incident the next week could hardly be blamed on her. She had intended to leave before midnight, as she'd promised, but Derek and Rob had taken her car keys and wouldn't give them back until she joined them in a round of shots. Ok, a few rounds. Fine. And a few games it was probably best her parents never found out about. Figure in another 10 minutes just to find her bra. What? Was she supposed to just leave behind a $40 bra? And it was ridiculous that cops could park outside of a party and try to trap drivers when you're only driving like 4 blocks away! When her father finally picked her up at the police station, that was the end of car privileges for the summer.
Of course, if her stupid friends hadn't pushed the patio table into the pool, she wouldn't be stuck at home alone all day, with no visitors allowed. Alright, maybe she shouldn't have dared them, but who would have guessed they would be such idiots to really do it. Or that it would be so damned hard to get the stuff out the next day. Or that they would leave rust stains on the bottom of the pool
Damn! This was supposed to be the best summer of her life. She was finally 18, and would be going off to college in September. If she could finally get one to let her in, that is. She'd just die if she had to go to DCCC. Community college was for losers.
Heather looked at her svelte form in the mirror. She was 5'4" tall, and weighed exactly 108 lbs that very morning. She had long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and a body most women would kill for. Jaw dropping 34D breasts, a 22 inch waist, and 32 inch hips turned heads wherever she went. Which was nowhere for the moment. Damn her luck. What a waste.
* * *
Harold Payne was pacing his office, oblivious to his daughter's tantrum. He had bigger things on his mind.
Getting laid off after 21 years wasn't that bad. He had a good pension, and he'd worked a lot of overtime in the previous two years, upping his final wages. He'd gotten a decent severance package on top of that, 2 weeks pay per year of service, and had immediately applied for unemployment.
For once in his life, he had the time and the means to do what he wanted to do. He didn't need to look for a new job yet; he could wait until the end of the summer.
He'd always wanted to get involved in local politics, and with things the way they were, it was more important to do that now than ever before. He'd been active in the union, and people had always told him he was a convincing speaker.
He stopped and admired his physique in the mirror. At 42 years old, he could easily pass for 30. Barely a hint of gray hair, hardly a wrinkle on his face. At 5'6" he was average in height, but his running and yoga kept him lean, and his vegetarian diet kept him healthy. Harold smiled at his reflection. His wife, Janice, had nothing to complain about.
No need to rush things, however. He'd worked hard for over 20 years. He deserved a little break. And his new computer was opening all kinds of new vistas to him. A couple of weeks of R&R, especially with his wife off of his back, everyday checking on his job hunt progress. And he had a little 'fund' the wife wasn't even aware of - his vacation and sick pay came in a different check, that she'd never even seen. Sitting in a brand new bank, with a brand new ATM card, and a brand new mailbox that received the bills.
Of course the cloud hovering over the whole situation was his irresponsible hellion of a daughter.
Decisions, decisions.
* * *
"Heather?"
"What?" her voice let him know this was a horrible time to interrupt her, in the middle of a TIVO'd episode of Sex & the City.
"You're not just going to sit around and do nothing all day, every day. With your mother gone, we both have to pick up the slack. I expect you to do the laundry, keep the place generally neat and clean, and do the dishes."
"Jesus! Do I have to do everything with Mom gone?" Heather griped.
"I'll deal with the shopping, the cooking, the trash, the yard, and house maintenance, and, oh yeah, the bills. Breakfast and lunch, you're on your own, but I'll take care of Dinner. Got it?"
"Fine. Whatever." She said, turning away and taking the show off pause.
Harold ignored the blatant disrespect, and returned to his study where he carefully unlocked the door, and locked it behind him.
Finally. His sanctuary. The one place where he had a little privacy and didn't have to listen to the bitching and moaning. He turned on his computer, entered his password, and opened his browser. Time for a little well earned relaxation.
Heather wasn't too worried. Her conniving little mind was already hatching a plan. A bad plan. But she was a bad girl, after all.
* * *
When her father went out shopping, warning her to get the laundry started if she didn't want to lose some more privileges, she was up from her perch in front of the TV like a sprinter out of the blocks.
She ran and dumped an armful of clothes in the washer, and turned it on. There. Now he couldn't complain.
Then she headed straight for his 'study'.
She giggled to herself as she pulled out her keychain and quickly unlocked his door. When he'd installed the new lock on his office several months ago, she'd taken the packaging out of the trash and headed down to the hardware store. The guy at the key machine was happy to make a key for her, based on the code of the tumbler.
She'd be damned if she'd let him keep a locked room in the house without knowing what was going on there.
The computer was a different problem. She'd tried guessing at his password but no such luck. A few minutes online with some friends and acquaintances and she had a couple of new approaches lined up. Now was her chance to test them.
Expecting to be working at this for a while, she was amazed when the very first suggestion worked. Hitting the 3-finger salute at the login screen popped up a login window. She entered "administrator" as she'd been told, without a password, and - miracle-of-miracles - she was in, with full access! Two minutes later, following the instructions on her cheat sheet, the administrator account had a password, her password, and she had unlimited access.
She pulled out the USB flashdrive, with all the software she'd been given for this task, and ran the first two. Just like that his entire Internet browser was backed up to her little device. Another click and she was running her own browser, with all his bookmarks, history, saved passwords,
Now to see what the old man was up to....
* * *
"OH, GROSS!" she exclaimed, actually turning away from the screen. She'd been able to bring up his browser and visit the sites in his browser history. THAT was an education.
She was getting nervous, he wouldn't be gone much longer. She shut down everything, pulled her flashdrive and shut things down. Locking the door behind her, her mind was still reeling with the new found knowledge.
There had to be a way to use this. Maybe this wasn't going to be such a bad summer after all...
* * *
Harold was pleasantly surprised by his daughter's new behavior. She'd accepted her responsibilities, performed her chores without complaint, and was able to converse without obvious condescension.
She'd also started taking care of herself again; cleaning up each morning, and wearing nice clothes, not sweats and dirty t-shirts. He wondered what had gotten into her.
For the past few days, she'd slowly cleaned up her act. She still could be slow to respond to his questions, and she'd put off her chores until the last minute, but they were getting done. She'd even stopped whining about how bad her life was.
The change was so noticeable, he'd even brought it up with his wife on her nightly call. Janice's suggestion had been to give he room and show a little appreciation. He thought he'd give it a try.
Over lunch, which they'd eaten together for the first time he could remember, Heather confessed.
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I've been thinking about things, about my future, and I've really been messing up. I'm going to try to do better."
Harold was slightly taken aback. "You haven't been that bad, nothing we can't recover from. I'll help you in any way I can, you know that."
"I know. Lynn's been telling me that I'm spoiled rotten. She'd never get away with the stuff I've done. Last time she got home past her curfew, she could barely sit the next day."
Harold found his palms itching. Lynn? Barely sit? Jesus. That's a dream come true.
"I've always thought she was the best of your friends, Heather." What he really thought about the little waif was not something he'd willingly share.
Heather got up and cleared the table, then returned and stood beside her father, leaning back against the table.
"Daddy? Do you think that something like that might help me?" She asked quietly, her head bowed.
"Like what?" Harold asked.
"Punishing me when I'm bad. Not just take things away, but... you know, like Lynn."
"I'm not sure I do. How is Lynn punished?" He asked, intentionally obtuse.
"She gets spanked."
"Oh." Harold was lost for words. Could this be for real?
They were both quiet. Several seconds of utter silence.
"Do you think that might help? I really do want to do better." She asked, pushing.
"I...I guess it might. I mean, immediate feedback is always good. And that way the punishment is over with and you can go ahead with trying to do better."
Heather leaned down and hugged her father tightly. "Thank you, Daddy. I hope I'll never need it, but I'm so glad you're willing to help me. Thank you."
Harold could barely think straight. The image of his daughter bent over his lap, lifting her skirt and spanking her firm ass was burning in his brain.
Heather walked away with a smile and a sway in her step. "There," she thought, "that was easier than I'd expected."
* * *
The next day, she maintained the good girl routine, and after dinner, Harold thought she deserved a reward. While she loaded the dishwasher, he retired to the family room, and waited for her. When she appeared in the doorway he broke the good news.
"You know, Heather, I'm proud of you. Really. I don't say it very often but I am. And I think we can return some of your privileges. You can have your phone back, and you can have a friend over."
She ran to him, and climbed into his lap, something she hadn't done in years. "Oh! Thank you Daddy. I'll try to keep you proud of me." She hugged him, and wiggled in his lap.
"Now don't get carried away. You're not off the hook yet." He explained, shifting a little, feeling an uncomfortable stirring. "None of those boys are welcome over yet. You can have one of your girl friends visit, but you have to let me know."
"Thank you, thank you!" she gushed and gave him a big kiss on the cheek. She slowly crawled off of his lap. "I'm glad you believe in me."
She disappeared into her bedroom, and Harold thought some time spent in the study would be really good right now.
He shut things down before 10:00pm, thoroughly relaxed. He expected Janice to call soon, and check in. Her nightly calls were like clockwork, usually just for a couple of minutes. He wanted to update her on Heather's new behavior.
Janice's call was on time, as always, and they shared a short chat before he let Heather say hi. He told his wife that things were going well, and Heather was still behaving. He explained he'd returned her cell-phone to her.
"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Janice asked.
"No, but really she's been so well behaved, I think she's earned it."
"That's a pleasant surprise. I'm glad you're getting along." She didn't add the words 'for once', although she thought them.
When the call was over, Heather stood in front of him, looking awkward. She was dressed in her nightshirt, and kept shifting from one bare foot to the other.
"What's up, baby?" Harold asked. He looked her over, happy with her new look. She used to walk around with a tight t-shirt and panties, which seemed so sluttish for a teenager. Tonight she was wearing a long oversized t-shirt, light pink with a big eyed puppy on the front. She had big pink slippers on, as well. Damn she was cute.
"I've got a confession. I told you I'd applied to some schools, but I haven't. I'm afraid it's probably too late. I shouldn't have lied about it."
Harold took a deep breath. He had suspected as much. "I'm disappointed in you."
"I know. And I thought I might have Lynn over tomorrow to help me fill out some applications. She's already done all hers, and is going to Tech. She can help me."
"I'm glad you're taking responsibility for it. Thank you for being honest with me. If you need me to do anything, let me know."
"I'll need some checks to send in with the application." Heather said softly.
"Just let me know how many and how much." Harold told her. He expected her to go, but she just stood there, as if she was waiting.
"Is there something else?"
"Are...are you going to punish me?" she asked.
Harold caught his breath. "I guess that would be the right thing to do. Even though you're doing the right thing now, you shouldn't get the impression it's easy to get away with bad things."
Harold walked into the family room and sat down on the ottoman. Heather was right behind him and as soon as he was seated, she leaned over and laid across his lap, her rear end positioned just over his right leg. She reached back and pulled her nightshirt down to cover her panties, but it just barely managed that.
Harold rested his left hand on her back, and tried to ignore the feeling of her nubile breasts pressed against his thigh. He slapped her far cheek, not too hard, but hard enough to make it felt.
"Oh!" Heather cried.
He stared at the thin material stretched across her firm young ass, and smacked the nearer cheek, just a little harder. He heard his daughter hiss between her teeth.
He smacked her again, alternating cheeks, and let his hand linger a little longer after each one, until he was almost caressing her rear with each stroke.
On the sixth one she cried out, "Ow! Daddy, I'm sorry I was bad."
He gave her a couple more firm strokes, the last one the hardest yet.
"Please, Daddy, no more, I'll be good. I promise!" She was wriggling under his attack, and her night shirt had pulled up, exposing half of her panty clad butt. She reached back with her loose hand to cover her bottom, but Harold leaned across, catching her wrist in his hand, and kept her exposed.
"Two more, Princess. I hate to do it but you have to learn," he lied.
He spanked her softer, landing on her bare panty, the angle of his blow exposing her rear even more.
He gave her the last smack. It was almost a pat, rubbing her, and he let his hand linger longer than he should, giving her ass a little squeeze as he finished. "That's it."
She slowly got up and to his surprise sat in his lap, apparently unaware of his hardness. Her eyes were red and her cheeks were tear-stained. "I'm sorry Daddy, but thank you for punishing me. It'll help me remember." Then she hugged him tightly.
He held his baby girl in his arms and rocked her. "Whatever I can do to help you, you know I always will."
She hugged him tighter, wiggling in his lap. "I know Daddy."
He held her for a long time, gently in his arms, while his hands stroked her back and calmed her.
Once she'd gone to bed, he hurried to his study. He felt guilty as hell for the thoughts running through his head. He wondered if Jeff, Lynn's father, felt the same.
* * *
While the girls frolicked in the pool, Harold watched them from the window of his study. He found himself continuously dreaming of bending them over his knee, while they took turns being punished. He pictured there sweet young asses, barely encased in their bikinis, quivering with each blow. In his dreams they fought over who would be spanked first. Of course he'd noticed how attractive they both were in the past, but never before did he have thoughts like these.
"I thought you'd be grounded for the rest of the summer," Lynn remarked, as she stretched out on the lounge chair for some sun.
"I'm working it out. I think I should be out of the doghouse pretty soon." Heather said, drying herself off before laying out.
"That would be pretty amazing. How's that possible?" Lynn asked, curiosity getting the better of her.
"The old fart has a thing for spanking schoolgirls. You should see the stuff he looks at on his computer."
That got Lynn's full attention. "You're shitting me!"
"Not a bit. What's with these dirty old men? Can you believe it? Both our fathers. Is it some kind of suburbia epidemic?" Heather laughed.
"So he's spanking you now?" Lynn asked
"Just once so far. I hinted at your getting it too."
"Heather. Please, tell me that you're kidding."
"Nope. You inspired me." Heather laughed, stretching out.
"Jesus, Heather. You didn't say anything about Jeff spanking me, did you?"
Heather sighed. "I had to do something."
"Fuck! I'm dead." Lynn whined.
"Oh, come on. He's not going to say anything. And you told me how after you got yours, he felt so bad he finally bought you that sweet car," Heather said.
Lynn was quiet. "Heather. I didn't tell you everything. He's been looking for reasons to spank me, and they're getting a little out of hand."
Heather turned on her side and looked over at her friend. "How's that?"
"He expects me to be bare-assed when he does it, and he's been touching me during and after," Lynn confessed. "Sometimes he wants to use more than his hand."
"Oh my God, Lynn! Did you tell your Mom?"
Lynn just looked at her. "I don't want to." She hurriedly added, "He treats me so good now, buys me anything I want, I could get away with murder, and it would only earn me another hot whipping."
Heather looked at her friend in amazement. "Wow. Do you like it."
Lynn looked almost in tears. "I hate it." She heaved a big sigh. "I love it."



"Shit. Which one is it?"
"I hate that I love it."
* * *
Lynn had just left, and Harold was writing out three checks and closing the envelopes when he heard a crash from the kitchen.
"You Ok, honey?"
"Just a minute, Dad."
He heard the noise of cleaning up and went to look in on his only child. She was bending over, cleaning up a broken plate. She was still wearing her bathing suit, demurely covered with a nice coverup, which was almost covering her head as she bent over. Her bikini was stretched tight across her tail, exposing those succulent cheeks.
"God, I'm sorry Dad. I was trying to juggle too many plates, I was in a hurry to get everything put away, and I just lost one. I hope you're not too mad," Heather explained, standing with the dustpan and brush in her hand. She dumped the dustpan in the garbage, and straightened her coverup, hiding the treasure underneath.
"No, but I still think you'll have to be punished, to learn to be more careful," Harold said, trying to hide the eagerness in his voice.
"Of course," Heather answered, hiding the eagerness in her voice.
* * *
She came and stood before him, while he seated himself in preparation. She felt herself blushing, knowing her skimpy bathing suit was all that would be covering her rear. She was glad she wasn't wearing a thong; she didn't think she was ready for that.
"Ready?" she asked.
Harold just patted his lap.
She stretched out across him, and waited.
Harold had his legs closer together, and he raised her rear-end higher, forcing her to lean over and keep her balance with her hands on the floor. She felt the blood rushing to her head, and spread her legs a big to help maintain her balance. She felt so much more exposed than the day before. The slope of her back had her coverup sliding down her body. It was covering nothing but her shoulders and the back of her head.
Harold could barely think straight. He was getting hard even before she was in place. He reached out and placed his hand on her ass, just feeling it, before he drew back and gave her the first blow. She flinched a little.
"Oh!" she cried, just like the first time.
His left hand was just resting easily on her back, feeling her young smooth skin, holding her in place.
He alternated spanking her cheeks, enthralled by how they pinked up and the outline of his hand remained for a moment. After a dozen or so he rested his hand on her ass, gently caressing her.
"Are you Ok?" he asked.
"Yes," so softly he barely heard it.
He spanked her lower, on the bare flesh, where her legs started. It was louder, and yielded a delicious response as she squirmed underneath him, yelping.
After each smack, his hand remained longer, now obviously stroking her ass, gently squeezing her cheeks. She was moaning a little, in between her cries, and pushing herself back against his hand.
On the next blow, on the near cheek, he left his hand where it landed, his fingertips brushing against the bit of cloth covering her crotch, feeling the puffiness of her flesh there.
"Oh, Daddy," she moaned. "How many more? It hurts."
"Just a few more, baby," he answered, sliding his hand between her legs for just a second, rubbing against his daughter's barely covered pussy.
He caught himself, thinking he might have gone too far, and finished with two more easy smacks, right in the middle of each cheek. Then he caressed her ass cheeks, "That wasn't too bad was it, angel?"
"No, Daddy," she told him, once more climbing into his lap, pressing against his hardness. "I'll try to be better."
"I know you will," he told her, holding her gently, while she sniffled.
* * *
"Daddy, I thought Lynn might come over again, if it's Ok. She'll have to wait until her Dad comes home though, her car's in the shop."
"Why don't you go pick her up. You haven't been out of the house in weeks, and you've certainly earned it. Here, take my card and do a little shopping. You could use a new bathing suit; the old one is pretty faded. Just make sure you're back before 2:00." Harold told her, car keys in one hand, the ATM card in the other. "Don't go crazy - I don't want you to spend more than a hundred dollars, Ok?"
Heather leaped into his arms and gave him a quick peck on the lips. "You're the greatest! I promise I'll be back on time."
Harold secretly hoped she'd be late.
* * *
The girls got back by 1:45, to Harold's chagrin, and Heather modeled her new, very small bikini for him when she returned. Lynn was wearing one that didn't cover much more. She wasn't as developed as his little girl, and didn't fill out her bikini quite as fully. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a cute pony-tail; her body was much paler than Heather's.
"Do you like it?" Heather asked.
"It's kind of small, don't you think?"
"Oh Daddy, it's just for wearing here. I can get more sun this way. I've got one Mom would approve of for going out in public," Heather explained, twirling and letting him see that the back of this one was no more than a couple of strings disappearing down her crack.
"I guess it's Ok then."
"Ok? Don't I look nice in it?" Heather asked.
"You're beautiful," Harold told her, hoping it didn't sound as bad as it felt.
"Doesn't Lynn look nice?" Heather teased.
Harold looked her over. She was so cute. Her breasts were small, barely denting her top, and her hips were smallish, but her round little butt stood out nicely in back.
"Lynn always looks nice, she's a lovely girl." Harold said with a smile, and Lynn blushed nicely.
Heather ran to him and gave him another big hug and a kiss, her lips pressing firmly against his for just a second, before the two sirens headed out to the pool.
Harold headed to the study. And locked the door.
* * *
"Daddy?"
Harold jumped when he heard the knock on his study door. He quickly pulled up his knit shorts, and turned off his monitor.
"What is it, baby?"
"Can I come in?" Heather asked plaintively.
Harold got up and unlocked the door, opening it for his daughter. God she looked good. She had her cover up on, but it was open in the front, showing off her young body.
Heather walked in and closed the door behind her.
"Where's Lynn?" Harold asked. She couldn't have gone home; it hadn't been an hour since they'd gotten back.
"She's by the pool." She seemed nervous, "Daddy, I have a confession,"
"What's wrong?"
"I went over your limit. I spent about $120 dollars."
"Heather, you know I was very specific," Harold told her, his pulse suddenly racing.
"I know, and I'm sorry." She walked past him and leaned over his desk, her ass inviting his attention. "I know what I've got coming."
Harold approached her, his shorts tenting obscenely. "Yes, as much as I hate to do it, you need to be reminded to follow the rules."
"I know Daddy, I was wrong. I shouldn't have bought the skirts I bought."
Harold was mesmerized by the view in front of him. Heather was stretched across the desk, and her feet were spread about a two feet apart, giving him a full on view of just how little the thong covered.
"Not too hard, please, Daddy," Heather begged.
"If I don't spank you as hard, I'll have to give you more," Harold warned her.
"I understand."
The spanking was not like anything he'd done before. He spent several long minutes alternating occasional firm smacks, with little more then pats and overt caresses. Harold was squeezing and fondling his daughters bare ass, pulling her cheeks apart to see the string barely covering her puckered butt hole. He could see the lips of her young pussy exposed on each side of the string pulled up inside of her. His actions had her moaning openly, squirming, and crying out with each surprise real smack. It had started slowly, but the continuous spanking and the intermingled hard slaps had her cheeks almost cherry red.
"Daddy," she gasped, "you might have to stop."
"Do you think you're punished enough?" He asked his baby girl, his hand squeezing her butt cheek, his fingers caressing her exposed labia.
"I feel funny," she gasped, "just a few more."
He was using two hands now, squeezing and caressing one cheek, while he patted the other one. "Just a few more," he agreed.
Switching sides, he smacked her firmly right between her legs, spanking her right on her pussy.
"OH!" she cried out, and then shivered while he caressed her ass, and his hand cupped her pussy, massaging it. "Oh, shit," she groaned, her feet kicking up, her whole weight resting on the desk. He felt the moistness soaking through the thin cloth.
Had his daughter just come while he was spanking her?
He let go of her incredible rear, and pulled her upright, pulling her into his arms. She clung to him, her hips pressing hard against his erection.
"Am I forgiven?" she asked, her lower body grinding against him.
"Of course," he told her, reaching down and cupping her ass, pulling her against him. "Have you learned your lesson?"
She pressed her lips to his cheek, just beside his ear. "I was naughty."
Harold tensed up, but Heather turned her face and kissed him on the lips, firmly. He felt her moist tongue brush across his lips.
"I'm sorry dear, if I got carried away," he murmured.
"Oh no, Daddy. I deserved it. I earned it."
* * *
"Where were you?" Lynn asked as Heather approached.
"Getting my just rewards."
"What?"
"I was getting a spanking, for spending too much money at the mall," Heather laughed, turning and showing her friend her reddened cheeks.
"Oh my God, Heather! He just now spanked you?"
"And pawed me nicely, thank you," Heather laughed.
"God now you've got me jealous," Lynn confessed.
"Want me to get you a spanking too? I bet Dad wouldn't mind. You're even more his type than me," Heather teased.
"Don't you dare!" Lynn shrieked. "How was it?" She finally asked.
"I came," Heather whispered.
"Damn! You little slut!" Lynn giggled.
"Lynn, I hate to ask but would you put some aloe on my butt? It still stings."
"Jesus, Heather! Here?"
"Please. But do it nicely, I bet he's watching."
Lynn took her time, thoroughly taking care of her best friend's tingling tail. All the while she could feel eyes burning into her scantily clad flesh. She was going to be a bad girl when she got home. She needed it.
* * *
Harold checked his watch as Heather walked in the door. He was surprised that he'd missed having her around all afternoon. He'd allowed her to spend the day over at Lynn's house. He never would have guessed he'd actually want her around.
"Heather, what time is it?"
"I know Daddy, I'm late. I'm sorry. Lynn's Dad wanted us to clean up her room, and it took longer than I thought; I lost track of time."
"And you didn't think of calling? You did have your cell phone, right?" Harold demanded.
"I forgot to charge it, I haven't used it in a while. I'm sorry."
"Do I need to take the phone away again? If you're going to be allowed to have one, you can't turn it off when you're away, or let it charge down. I need to be able to get ahold of you."
Heather approached her father, and put her arms around his neck. "Please don't take it away, Daddy. I promise I'll do better. Please."
"I can't let this go unpunished," Harold told her.
"I know Daddy, and you're right."
"Take your shorts off, little girl." Harold commanded.
"Off?" she asked, hesitantly, as she worked the tight jean shorts down her body, exposing her thong underwear.
"Blue Jeans are too much protection."
Harold sat in the middle of the couch and his only child laid across his lap. She hung one leg off the couch, as the other stretched along the length of it, spreading her legs wide open.
Harold spanked her diligently, more forcefully then he had been lately. "I've got to really make sure you remember dear. The phone is your lifeline to me. You need to have it available." His first dozen strokes traumatized her tender cheeks. This was unlike her previous spankings.
"Oh, Daddy, please, not so hard, it hurts!" Heather cried out, the sound of his open hand smacking her fair skin echoing off the walls. She kept reaching back to cover her butt with her hands, and he grabbed them, crossed their wrists, and held them tight while he smacked her even harder.
"If you fight me, it just gets worse," Harold warned her.
Harold eased back, admiring his handiwork, her ass nice and pink. He took his time, smacking her firmly now and then, but in between caressing her ass and squeezing it. His blows were all over the place, on her ass cheeks, on the back of her thighs, a few even falling on her womanhood.
"Please, Daddy, please," Heather cried, sobbing.
Harold massaged her ass, while he explained himself. "Heather, you are being punished for three things, you understand that?"
Her words skipped between her sobbing, "I-I-I guess, so-o."
He smacked her hard, making her cry out. "One. You were late."
"I'm sorry!"
"Two you didn't call," Harold continued, smacking her other cheek equally hard. It stung his hand.
"Ow! Daddy!" Heather cried out.
"Three, I couldn't reach you on your phone," Harold told her, smacking her firmly between her legs.
"I'll be good, I will!" Heather gasped.
Harold continue to paddle her pussy, smacking her right across her swollen lips, using just his cupped fingers to punish her. She was squirming and writhing under his hands.
He released her hands, reached down and pulled her legs open even wider, then slid his fingers underneath her thong and pulled it aside, exposing her pink lips to his view. She was dripping, and his continued smacks on her pussy sounded obscenely wet and moistened his hand. He rested his hand on her mound letting the length of his finger settle between the lips. God, he was fondling his daughter's pussy! Pulling his hand slowly away, he let his finger momentarily slide within her lips, penetrating her for about half his finger length.
"Will you remember this lesson, little lady?" Harold asked, giving her pussy another stinging smack.
"Yes, yes," she moaned.
"Have you been punished enough?" Harold asked, rubbing her teen pussy with complete disregard for right and wrong.
"Just a few more, Daddy, please," Heather asked softly.
Harold smiled, and patted her pussy, alternating it with firm wet smacks on the cheeks of her ass. He could feel her excitement level rising, and as she moaned louder, he firmed up the smacks on her ass, just as he became more invasive, rubbing her swollen nether-lips.
"There, spank me there," Heather begged, as his hand cupped her mound, his finger tips rubbing her hidden pleasure center. He diddled her clit, opening up the hood, and using his finger tips, swatted her exposed nub of flesh until she came hard. He immediately ceased the slapping, and slid two fingers deep inside of her, causing her orgasm to burst into a continuous explosion. He fingered her while she trembled, and as she slowly relaxed, he pulled out, adjusted her underwear to cover her, and caressed her reddened butt cheeks. As she slowly crawled off his lap, he brought his fingers up to his nose, inhaling his daughter's amazing fragrance.
Heather turned and straddled her father, hugging him closely. "I'll be better Daddy, I promise." She kissed him on the neck, and on the cheek, before finally kissing him on the lips. Their mouths opened just enough for their tongues to touch, and run across each other's lips. Harold cupped his daughter's warm ass and stroked them lovingly, gently.
"I know you will, pumpkin."
* * *
Harold sat back and watched his child cleaning the living room, wiping down the surfaces diligently. She looked so pretty. Just as he remembered her. Her hair was up in pig tails, just as she'd worn it all through middle-school. Her skirt showed off her slender legs, her feet were bare.
"Is that a new outfit?" Harold asked.
Heather skipped over to where he was sitting and did a quick pirouette for him. "I got it at the mall the other day. Do you like it?"
Harold loved it. The plaid mid-thigh skirt reminded him of the school girl skirts of his youth. Her simple white polo shirt matched it wonderfully. "It's... very nice."
"I'm glad you like it, you bought it," she answered, giggling. She did another spin, a little faster. Her skirt flew up, giving her father a rather indecent show.
"Heather? Are you wearing underwear?" Harold asked.
Heather stopped and hung her head. She moved over to stand right next to her father. He pulled up her skirt and saw she was completely naked underneath.
"I'm sorry Daddy. I was doing the laundry and just added my panties at the last moment since I was doing delicates," Heather admitted.
"Young lady. You know that's not appropriate," Harold scolded.
"I'm sorry," she said softly.
"You don't have a shortage of underpants, do you?"
Heather took her father by the hand, and lead him to her room. He followed as she took him to her furniture.
Heather opened the top drawer of her chest, and displayed a drawer full of neatly folded underthings.
"So it's not because you don't have any, or because they're all dirty," Harold confirmed.
"No Daddy, I just didn't want to wear them."
Harold sat on her double bed, and patted his lap. Heather climbed up on the bed and crawled across his lap. Settled in place, she felt him lift her skirt completely out of the way, exposing her bare ass. She opened her legs, eager for his touch.
"Heather, that was very inappropriate. What if someone came over, or what if we went out and you'd forgotten. This can't be allowed." Already his hand was fondling his daughter's bare butt. He let his hands roam quite freely, between her thighs, up along her crack.
"I know, Daddy."
Harold swatted her cheek, and she suddenly sat up. "Oh, please, just a second." She got off the bed, and unzipped the side of her skirt before removing it. "I...I'm afraid I might mess it up."
"Oh." Harold nodded. "You might want to take off your shirt too, just in case," Harold cautioned.
"Ok, if you think so." Heather pulled her shirt over her head, and Harold only then realized she wasn't wearing a bra either. His little girl was standing in front of him, as naked as the day she was born. Looking down at her exposed crotch, he noticed she didn't have much more hair than back then either.
Heather turned away and went to her desk where she folded her clothing and carefully placed them next to her computer. Where she stealthily clicked an icon and then turned off the monitor.
Turning back to her father, Heather stretched out across his lap, her legs spread wide in anticipation. She eased her hand between them as she got comfortable, resting her palm on his stiffness.
Harold was in absolute heaven. He toyed with her butt, before starting his careful ritual. A pattern of firm smacks and caresses began, pinking up her cheeks, and warming her up. His blows fell with more accuracy, cheek-cheek-thigh-thigh-crotch, while his baby girl twitched and squirmed beneath him. After several minutes of continued spanking, with her cheeks bright red, the pretense of punishment was abandoned. He proceeded to get his daughter off, patting her pussy, massaging her clit and fingering her. With his moistened fingers he rubbed her little puckered butt-hole, and she groaned, reaching back with one hand to open herself up.
It was only then that he realized where her other hand was, clutching his erection tightly.
He scooted further back on the bed, easing her forward on his legs, so his crotch was no longer beneath her. His daughter's hand continued to hold him, now slowly moving up and down his shaft, through his shorts.
"Turn over," he told her. He barely recognized his own voice.
Heather released his cock, and did as commanded. She lay across his legs, the small of her back centered between his open legs. Blatantly, she reached for his cock again, holding it firmly.



At first Harold just caressed the gorgeous flesh laid out before him. Then he reached for her crotch and slid two fingers deep into his daughter's quim. His other hand had found her chest and a nipple was in his firm grasp. As he slid his fingers in and out of Heather, she matched his motions with her own, stroking his aching cock through his shorts.
"You must miss Mom a lot," Heather gasped between strokes.
"Of course I do. Why?" Harold asked slowing down, wiggling his fingers inside of her.
"Since she's left you seem to be hard all of the time. I've read a man has needs, but I didn't really understand." Heather told him, her hand clutching his erection.
Harold fondled her full tits. "I guess that's true."
Heather stopped her stroking. "If you'd like, Daddy, I could help you with that." Before he could answer, she slid her hand inside his waistband and felt his fleshy hardness for the first time.
"Oh baby. It feels wonderful, but we really shouldn't. It's wrong." Harold argued.
"Any worse than what you're doing to me, right now?" Heather asked as she hunched her hips into his hand.
"That's different. It's too teach a lesson, not just for our pleasure."
"I want you to teach me a lesson now, Daddy. Teach me what to do with one of these. Someday, somewhere, I'll have to know. Can't you show me?" Heather asked, her hand still caressing him.
Against what was left of his better judgement, Harold eased himself out from under his 18 year old daughter, and dropped his shorts and underwear. His meat was standing at attention, ready to be the center of instruction.
The lesson only lasted a few minutes and Heather was able to see him up close, and the strokes of her hand had him shooting soon thereafter. She giggled as his essence boiled over. "That should help a little," Heather whispered. "If you need more help, you know where to find me."
* * *
In the room alone, Heather cleaned up, then gingerly sat down at her computer. The camera had worked fine. She thought Lynn would get a kick out of the show.
* * *
"Daddy?"
Harold looked up to see both Lynn and his daughter standing in front of him. Lynn's newest bathing suit gave Heather's a run for it's money.
"What's up, Angel?"
"There was an accident at the pool." Heather said, and Lynn nodded her head in agreement.
"What kind of accident?" Harold asked.
"I think we broke the vacuum," Lynn answered in a whisper.
Harold stood up and walked out to the pool with the two girls. The in-pool vacuum was laying on its side on the bottom of the pool. The hose connector was hanging loose in the pool. While the girls watched he reeled in the hose, and saw the tear where it attached to the cleaner.
"How'd it happen?" He asked calmly.
"We were just playing around," Heather started.
"No we weren't," Lynn interrupted, "I pulled on it to block her in Marco Polo, and I pulled too hard. When she hit the hose it came apart."
"Heather, I think maybe you should take Lynn home now. You and I can deal with this once you get back. Lynn, I'll call your father and let him know you're on your way," Harold said.
"Please don't call my Dad, Mr. Payne. Please. Can't you just punish me now?" Lynn asked.
As tempting as that sounded, Harold couldn't see anyway for things to work out for the better after spanking Lynn's ass.
"Lynn, I'm not going to punish you, and don't worry, I won't tell your father what happened," Harold assured her.
"Damn it! Heather didn't do anything. If you're going to punish anyone it should be me!"
"Lynn, leave it alone," Heather said. "It's my pool, you're my friend, and I'm responsible."
Lynn stomped her foot. "Mr. Payne, I'm going inside. I demand you give me my punishment."
Harold and Heather just looked at her, as she turned and walked inside.
"What have you told her?" Harold asked his daughter, nervous to hear the answer.
"Just that when we have problems we deal with them immediately, and in proportion to the problem. She knows that you've been spanking me, but just that. Just as I know that Jeff spanks her." Heather told her father.
Entering the house, they called out for Lynn, and finally found her waiting in Heather's room.
"What are you doing in here?" Harold asked.
"Jeff always spanks me in my room." Lynn answered.
Harold was all set to send her home, when Heather put her hands on his shoulders and encouraged him to sit down on the edge of the bed.
As soon as he was seated, Lynn went to stand beside his leg. She reached to her sides and slid her bikini bottoms down her legs, to about mid-thigh, before bending over his lap.
"Lynn," Harold gasped, "why did you pull your bottoms down?"
"Jeff always insists I get punished on my bare butt." Lynn explained as if it was obvious.
Harold looked down at the pretty girl with the tempting bare butt. He reached out and spanked her far cheek, with a nice easy slap.
"Daddy, she's used to being spanked a little harder than me," Heather whispered.
With the encouragement, Harold slapped her friend's ass harder, leaving a handprint impression.
"You're right Lynn," Harold explained, smacking her in smooth rhythmic blows. "You're a good girl." -smack- "But even good girls" -smack- "do bad things" -smack- "sometimes."
"Yes, Mr. Payne," she gasped.
"Breaking the vacuum was a very" -SMACK- "bad" -SMACK- "thing!" -SMACK-
"Ow, Ow, I'm sorry, Mr. Payne," Lynn cried after the painful blows landed.
Harold's hand was now caressing her bright red cheeks, giving them a small squeeze. He started in again, now playfully. Once again he alternated moderately firm blows with caresses and gentle pats. And, as with his daughter, he allowed his hand to target the area between her legs, where Lynn responded similarly to his daughter. If anything, maybe even more enthusiastically.
"Thank you," Lynn moaned as her pussy responded to the attention and it wasn't long before the tiny girl came for him.
Moments after she was climbing off of his lap, Heather was taking her place. She had dropped her bikini bottoms as well.
Harold didn't try to argue the point, he just lit into his daughter's bare bottom, wrenching moans and cries out of her in a series of hard and soft slaps that could be clearly heard across the house.
"Not too hard, Mr. Payne," Lynn said softly, now clinging to his side and watching her best friend's ass get blistered.
He worked at it, brazenly making his daughter come from his ministrations, his fingers buried deep within her pussy, while Lynn took it all in, giving advice now and then.
"Harder now, Mr. Payne, shove it in her harder," Lynn gasped while her hands ran over his body.
When Heather came, screaming, Lynn leaned over and slapped her ass hard, leaving a bright white, then red handprint.
Heather finally slid off of his lap, gasping and moaning. "Jesus Daddy! That was hard."
Lynn stretched out on his lap again, "Just a bit more, Mr. Payne. To make sure I understand?" This time her suit bottoms were completely gone.
Harold reached out and caressed her ass, squeezing her bare cheek. With an easy smack, he admitted that it was what he wanted too.
Heather slid behind him and then reached around and fished his hard cock out of his shorts. She stroked his cock while he spanked her best friend.
"Oh God," Lynn moaned, looking back at what they were doing. "That's so hot."
Harold spanked little Lynn firmly, but still spent half his time fondling her privates, penetrating her with his fingers, working to wring another orgasm out of her.
Heather encouraged him shamelessly. She whispered in his ear, while she stroked his hard cock. "Spank the little tramp, Daddy, spank her slutty little butt. Abuse her filthy little pussy, Daddy. Do it. Finger her hard, just like that. God look at the little slut squirm. Spank her some more, Daddy. Spank her hard. I want you to come on her. Come on her for me, Daddy. Squirt your nasty hot cum all over her."
His daughter's stroking hand and nasty words, the incredible view in front of him, and the act of punishing the naughty Lynn pushed him over the edge. He shoved his finger's deep and hard into the friend, while his cock finally unloaded, shooting a load of thick white cream all over Lynn's bare back.
"FUCK!" Lynn cried out, coming hard as his cum burned into her skin.
* * *
Heather looked over the videos she had. It was all coming together. Mom was supposed to be home within the week. She'd have to step up the time table.
* * *
"Daddy! Look! I got into 'State!" Heather cried out waving the admissions letter.
"That's great, honey," Harold started, then lost his train of thought when his hot little daughter leaped into his arms.
He hugged her. "Let's celebrate tonight. Put on something nice, and we'll go out to dinner."
Lynn squealed and disappeared into her room, not to appear for nearly an hour. When she walked out she looked devastating.
The couple had a pleasant dinner, and when they got back, Heather begged for permission to have some wine, which they shared. With half the bottle gone, Heather went to the back of the house.
"Daddy? Can you help me?" she yelled out.
Harold went to her room. "I wanted to change, so I wouldn't ruin this, but I can't reach the zipper, can you help me?"
Harold eased the zipper down, then let his hands stroke her shoulders.
Heather stepped out of her dress, and stood in bra and panties. "That feels so much better." She stretched, then turned to her father. "Daddy, don't you want to get comfy?"
Harold had already removed his coat and he loosened his tie in response to her comment.
"C'mon Daddy, loosen up." She took his tie off, then started working on his shirt. When she wasn't rebuffed, she turned to his pants. With his pants around his knees, she pushed him back on the bed, took off his shoes, socks and pants, and looked down on him, laying there in his underwear.
"I had a great time tonight, Daddy. It was just like a real date. It was wonderful."
"I had a great time too," Harold admitted, watching his daughter.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, darling?"
She unsnapped her bra in the front and tossed it to the side. She then stepped out of her panties. "I think you're about to have an even better time."
"Oh, Really?" Harold answered with a laugh.
She grabbed his underwear and tugged them down his body, leaving him completely naked, with his hard-on standing tall. "Yes, REALLY."
She climbed on the bed and went immediately for his hard cock. "God, you are so BIG Daddy, how does Mommy ever manage to take it all? I can't believe that would fit inside of somebody. It would tear me open."
"Oh, I think you'd find a way to accommodate it," Harold told her.
"Daddy, I'm going to suck you now, Ok? I've never done this before, so you'll have to tell me what to do. You'll teach me, won't you." Heather asked, her face inches from his swollen cock head, her eyes looking up into his.
"Heather, dear child, I'd love to be your teacher in this."
As her mouth closed over his cock, Harold couldn't help but reflect - what a difference a summer could make.
Heather gave it her best, licking and sucking under her father's direction. She practiced stroking and kissing, sucking him deeply, and using her tongue on him while in her mouth. Getting the swing of it, she turned to make sure the camera had the best view possible, and bobbed her head up and down on his mighty staff, stroking in time. Her father's hands wandered blithely over her teen body, and as he reached his finish, his fingers worked her insides.
"Angel, I'm going to come," Harold gasped.
Heather came up for a breath, "In my mouth," then went at him even more aggressively, staring into the camera attached to the top of her monitor.
He exploded, grunting, holding her head, while he filled her mouth.
Heather took it gamely, getting of on getting her father off. God, the power was mind-boggling. She swallowed repeatedly, sucking her father dry.
* * *
Heather stayed up late, editing the video, working on it until it was just what she was looking for. It was nearly 2:00 am when she finally mailed off the two copies.
* * *
"What time's your mother getting home?" Lynn asked.
"Supposed to be around 6:00," Heather answered.
"So what time should I spring it on Jeff?"
"I think 4:30 would be good. You Ok with this?" Heather asked nervously. A whole summer's efforts depended on this.
"Fuckin' A. This should be wild." Lynn laughed.
"Cool, see you then."
* * *
Come 5:00, Heather was getting nervous. Just as she got ready to give Lynn a call, the front doorbell rang.
"Daddy? Can you get that, I'm in the bathroom," Heather called out. As she heard her father leave his study and head to the entrance, she slipped down the hall to follow him; she didn't want to miss a moment of this.
Her father looked out the peephole, and called back loudly, "It's just Lynn. You didn't mention she was coming over."
Harold opened the door and was stunned to see Lynn's father, Jeff, was there as well.
"Why, hello Jeff, what...Oooof" he cried out as Jeff stepped into him and punched him in the gut as hard as he could. Considering Jeff's 6'2 stature and 200lb mass, that was pretty damned hard. Harold dropped to a knee, gasping, unable to catch his breath.
"Dirty little fucker!" Jeff yelled, then grabbed the back of Harold's shirt and dragged him a dozen feet into the family room.
Harold was dazed and suffering, he tried to ask what it was about, but his breathing was only just coming around. He looked up at Jeff to get an explanation, but he got a full swing backhand across the face that tumbled him to the ground. He could taste the blood in his mouth where his teeth cut his lips.
"Stay down, and don't get up if you know what's good for you," his assailant warned him. Harold scooted back to the couch and leaned against it, wiping his sleeve across his mouth.
Heather ran into the room, "Daddy! Mr. Davis! What are you doing here?"
Jeff just waved at the TV, "Turn that thing on!" He had loaded a DVD into the player.
Heather picked up the remote and turned on the TV. Within seconds, a scene of Harold spanking Lynn appeared. Lynn's bare ass was reddening after just a few strokes. There was no sound, but none was needed.
"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" Jeff yelled, facing Harold and yelling down at him. "How DARE you expose my daughter, or lay a finger on her."
"Please, Jeff, calm down, it's not what you think."
"It's not what I think! Ok, let's just watch for a while. Maybe you're right, maybe it's not what I think." Jeff sat down on the couch. When Harold made a move to get up, Jeff leaned over and backhanded him hard across the temple, making him see stars.
"Don't move asshole." Then he turned to the two girls. Lynn was dressed in a light sun dress, and Heather had on her Daddy's favorite plaid skirt and tight white top. "You two sit down."
The girls obediently took their seats, Heather as the end of the couch, and Lynn in the lounge chair.
Jeff took the remote and examined it, then hit the rewind button, rewinding back to the beginning. "Let's see here, yes, I believe that is my daughter Lynn, naked from the waist down, laying across your lap. Oh yes, and now I see that you're spanking her bare ass. Your hand's lingering a little long on her naked ass, don't you think. No, never mind, don't say anything. I need to watch this, in case it's not what I think."
"Lynn, that is you, isn't it?" Jeff asked his daughter.
"Yes," she said softly.
"Just wanted to make sure. Now you're really laying into her aren't you. That's quite a severe beating for, what was it, Lynn?"
"Pulling the hose off the pool vacuum," she answered.
"Yes, quite severe. Not very good aim there either was it, Harold? Looked like you might have accidentally contacted her privates, oops, there you go again, oh, and again! Maybe it's not incidental. Jesus, your spanking my daughter's naked pussy! No, I guess it's not what I think."
Jeff continued to give a scene by scene voice-over for Heather's spanking as well. Near the end of her ordeal, he really got worked up. "Am I seeing things right. Are your fingers buried up inside your teenage daughters twat? Fuck, Harold what were you thinking?"
Harold had his legs pulled up to his chest, as much to make himself as small and invisible as possible, as to hide the erection he was getting from watching the show.
"I just..." he started, before getting another backhand, right on the ear, that hurt like the devil and left his ear ringing.
"Shut the fuck up," Jeff said offhandedly.
"Fine, as if beating my child once wasn't enough, you've got to have your way with her again. But this isn't punishment, it's just plain molestation. God, you made your daughter beat you off, while you fingered poor Lynn. Look at that, look at what you're doing. Their just fucking high-school kids, for Christ's sake."
Jeff took a long breath, "No, wait, let's not jump to conclusions, maybe it's not what I think it is. Now let's watch carefully, maybe you're just trying to help them out. Nope, that's clearly three fingers stuffed up my daughter's twat, you bastard. Oh, nice. It's not enough that you finger-fuck her, but you've got to give her a beating as well. But wait! Wait! That's not the worst of it, is it? Your daughter's hand is still at work, isn't it? Isn't this where, oh right, I shouldn't jump to conclusions - there! I thought so, you just spunked all over my daughter. What the fuck is that!"
Jeff stood up and started pacing back and forth, then rewound the last part and watched Harold finger his daughter before spraying cum all over her back.
"Jesus, you fucker. I could just kill you. I should. I should fucking kill you."
Heather went to him, "Please, Mr Davis, he just thinks he's helping by punishing us. He didn't mean any harm."
"He's fucking molesting two teenagers, including his own daughter! How the fuck is that not harm?"
"What are you going to do?" Heather asked.
"What should I do, Harold? Should I give you a taste of your own medicine? How would you like it if someone beat your child and molested them? How would that be?" Jeff asked, pulling Heather over to him, and reaching down and squeezing her breast. "How do you like that?"
"Don't do it," Harold said angrily.
"Oh! Didn't like that? How about this?" He reached down and smacked Heather's butt, through her skirt.
"Stop it!" Harold shouted jumping up, and running at Jeff.
Jeff Davis stopped him with a couple of well placed blows, including one between Harold's legs, that had him moaning and clutching at himself, curled up in a ball on the floor.
"Girls, bring two of the dining room chairs in here. One with arms, and one without. NOW!"
Heather and Lynn ran to do his bidding.
"Great." He leaned over and dragged Harold into the chair with arms and sat him there. "Very good. Now Lynn, you will undress Heather down to her panties, and use her clothing to tie her father down. Understand?"
"Please, Mr. Davis. Don't do this," Heather gasped.
Lynn started removing Heather's top, and Jeff went and stood in front of Harold. "Stand up, asshole."
"Don't hit me," Harold moaned.
"Fucker. Stand up and give me your belt." Jeff said calmly.
Harold stood and started removed his belt. He held it out, "Please don't hit me," he pleaded.
"Now drop your pants, I'm not going to hit you."
Harold lowered his pants.
"Underwear too."
"Please, you don't have to do this," Harold said before the slap snapped his head back. He quickly lowered his underwear.
"You said you weren't going to hit me!" he whined.
"As long as you obey, fuckwad. Now sit."
By this time Heather was nearly naked. Lynn used the clothing and Harold's belt to tie him down. She looked up and Jeff passed her his own belt, "Here, for his other foot."



Then he pulled the other straight back chair directly in front of Harold's. He sat down and summoned Heather over, who was naked except her panties.
"That's fine, you can leave them on for now. Come here."
She slowly moved beside him, and then under his guidance, leaned across his lap.
"Please, Mr. Davis. Please, don't do this," she said softly.
Jeff ignored her. "How does it feel, eh, Harold." He patted Heather's scantily clad bottom, "How about this?" He gave her a half-hearted smack, eliciting a small cry. "How do you like it now?"
When Harold turned to look away, Jeff barked at his daughter. "Stand behind him and make sure he doesn't look away."
Lynn placed herself behind Mr. Payne, put her hands on each of his cheeks, and guided his gaze back upon his daughter.
Jeff was ostentatiously caressing Heather's butt, "Nope this isn't quite right is it? What's wrong? Oh yeah!" He grabbed Heather's underwear and pulled them down her legs, exposing her ass. "Now this is more like it, isn't it?"
Harold hated to watch. He hated even more that it was exciting him to see his pretty little girl manhandled. He was a sick excuse for a father, and deserved what he had coming.
"Don't take it out on her," Harold finally gathered enough courage to say. "I was the bad one, not her."
"Oh you don't want me to do something like this?" Jeff asked, before cupping Heather's pussy, and roughly shoving his middle finger up her.
"Oww! Don't!" Heather cried out.
Jeff played with her tight little pussy, then pulled her upright and sat her on his leg, facing her father. "Look at him Heather." Jeff reached around her, and once more grabbed her crotch, sliding a couple of fingers inside. "Look at him. He's hard. He's excited by what I'm doing to you."
"Fuck you!" Harold cried out, while Jeff held Heather diagonally across his body, one hand roughly fingering her, the other, manhandling her breasts.
"Untie his arms, Lynn." Jeff laughed, while Heather moaned in his arms. "Tell you what, Harold. I'm going to do you a favor. You can play with yourself while I play with your little girl. And as soon as you cum, I'll let her go. Now isn't that nice of me?"
"You're an asshole," Harold muttered as Lynn finished untying his hands.
"Did you say asshole? Not a bad idea." Jeff flipped Heather over like a rag-doll, and laid her back across his legs. Then he spread her legs wide, and pushed his finger into her butt.
"AWWW! NO, IT HURTS!" Heather cried out as his thick callused finger forced its way into her.
Harold at that time was stroking his cock fast and hard, hoping to end his daughter's awful treatment. He almost died when Lynn's hand reached down and cupped his balls while he jerked himself off.
"Hurry and cum, Mr. Payne, or he might hurt her for real."
* * *
Janice Payne looked in through the open garage door, and couldn't believe her eyes. Jeff Davis had her baby across his lap, and she was naked. He had his fingers between her legs, and was obviously handling her badly. She turned back to the garage and pulled out a long handled shovel. She only wished she had a gun.
Jeff was facing away from her at an angle, and as she snuck in the house, she noticed there was someone else there. As she got further into the room, she could see the edge of a chair. Peeking forward, she saw her sorry excuse for a husband sitting in a chair watching, while little Lynn Davis help him masturbate. As she watched, he came all over her little hand.
She blew a fuse.
She screamed as she ran into the room and Jeff turned just enough to catch the back of the shovel across the side of his head, instead of the back. His eyes rolled back in his head, and he collapsed to the ground. But not fast enough to avoid another shovel swing that connected full force on his upper arm. You could hear the snap of the bone.
"Thank God you're here!" Harold cried out just before catching his own shovel blow on the top of his head, turning out his lights.
Lynn was crawling away from the scene as fast as she could, "They made me!" she cried out.
Heather ran to her mother, "Oh Mom, finally you're home. You wouldn't believe what they've been doing to us."
"It's alright, honey," Janice gasped. "You too, Lynn. It's Ok now, those bastards won't hurt you again." She spit at the man at her feet. "Now go get some rope and tie them up before they wake up."
Both girls felt a little nervous when Janice added, "Then we'll see how they like it when they're on the other end of the beatings."
"So you saw the video?" Heather asked.
"Yes. I never would have thought he'd have gone that far. I'm sorry, baby, I would never have left him alone with you."
"Oh Mom, it's been a nightmare," Heather whispered.
The two teens walked out to the garage to get some rope as directed. Heather still hadn't had time to put anything on.
"Didn't I tell you?" Heather giggled.
"Yes, you were right, as usual," Lynn laughed. "Did he hurt you?"
"Naw. I mean the finger up the ass was a little unexpected, but I'll survive."
"How about your Mom with that shovel? Wow!" Lynn joked, as they found a long laundry line.
"You call your Mom?" Heather asked.
"Shit, I forgot, I'll call her now," Lynn said, pulling out her cell phone.
"So what did I tell you. Worst summer to best summer in 4 weeks. I mean, we should be able to milk this for all it's worth." Heather laughed.
"I know, but I'll miss the spankings."
"Yeah, me too."
*******
Don't forget to vote!
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===========================
Another goal, another hole, and Holly plays pretend
===========================
I looked down at the scale. 202. At goal, minus an extra pound. Jenny owed me. And I was bound and determined to collect. Let me rephrase that. I was determined to collect, while she was bound. Oh, she wasn't bound yet, but after her little game with her friends, tying me up, I was going to make sure I collected in kind.
But fair was fair, and before I did collect I was going to make sure I could pay off my side of the deal. In this case, it was two new clients for Jenny. I'd already arranged for the first, by paying up Holly's training in full. That had turned out to be an incredibly good investment.
As for the second client...
* * *
"So how much do you want to lose, Alex?" I asked my office-neighbor.
"I don't know, probably around 40-50 lbs." He answered. We were at lunch. I was eating grilled mahi, with a side of steamed veggies. The fish was good, the veggies, Ok. His bacon-double-cheeseburger looked a lot more tempting, but the reward on the horizon made the clean-eating decision a lot more palatable.
"Ever thought about a personal trainer?" I queried between bites.
"Is that what you're doing? Must be a helluva trainer." He laughed.
If he only knew. But then again, in just a moment he would.
"So seriously, what would it be worth to you to lose all that weight? Get back in really great shape?" I pushed.
"Shit, the sky's the limit, for a guaranteed lean-mean body, but that doesn't look likely. I mean, I've been on and off diets and workout regimens as long as we've known each other. I must have spent $4000 on gym memberships and dues alone. Never mind another two grand on a 4 month boot-camp, which didn't do much. I even thought about going to one of the full-time camps, using my 10 year sabbatical. Six weeks of forced dieting. Then I saw the price. Ouch. Can you imagine 8 Grand for three weeks? Maybe that lapband thing is what I need."
"Let's just say 40lbs. What's that worth, do you think?"
"Shit, I'd pay 5 grand easy."
"Well, brother, I may have the solution for you," I told him lowering my voice.
* * *
It was late and the house was pretty quiet. Holly had gone to bed a while ago, and I was working in the media room when Jenny got home. I heard her putter around in the kitchen a bit before heading upstairs to her room. Heading down the darkened hallway, she couldn't help but notice the lights on in the media room at the end of the hall.
The media-room was pretty isolated from the rest of the house. It served as my home office, and was a large enclosed room over the 3-car garage. It was at the end of the hall of bedrooms upstairs. The order was: my daughter's room, her bathroom, the first guest bedroom, which Jen was using, the Jack-and-Jill bathroom for the two guest rooms, and finally the second guest bedroom, which was currently empty. Just last year I'd added a door to the end of the hallway, just before the media room, so I could have a little quiet while I was working. I usually just left that door open.
Jenny walked in and said hi, taking a seat on the couch in my room. She sounded a little nervous.
"Hi, long day?" I asked pleasantly.
"To say the least. I don't have that many customers, but I've really got to work on the scheduling. Killer days like today followed by half-full days. Plus the typical slow times in the early afternoon." She was just blowing off steam.
I opened the mini-fridge next to my desk and gave her a beer, which she didn't turn down.
"How's the workout coming?" she asked, after a sip.
"I'm at 201," I told her with a bit of a smirk.
"Wow! I knew you could do it." She was still acting nervous, and took a long drink.
"Now what was our deal?" I asked, slipping up next to her.
"At 202 pounds you'd be at goal, and you get to have me." She answered softly, reaching out and softly touching my leg.
"And what does 'have you' encompass?" I asked her.
"I've been thinking about that. How about if we say my mouth and my pussy are yours?" She looked over at me coquettishly.
"And what did you have in mind for the final goal?" I asked her, reaching out and stroking the side of her face.
"I'm yours. Whatever you want. Your toy. All openings, no rules, no holds barred." She said.
I couldn't believe it, she was blushing.
I was working in sweats and a t-shirt, so it didn't take much for me to drop my pants right in front of her. I wasn't hard yet, but that was easily fixed. I reached forward and pulled her pretty face toward my cock. She opened her mouth and took me inside, warm, wet, eager.
"I'm dying to fuck you, beautiful, but now's not the time. I think I'll just take a down-payment." I told her, sliding my pole between her lips.
She drew away. "How about just a taste? I'll be quiet. We won't count this as full payment."
"What exactly did you have in mind?" I asked her, curious.
"Let me clean up, and get ready for bed, I'll be back in a few minutes." She took a last suck on my cock, then disappeared down the hall.
A few minutes turned into about 20. Then she was walking through the door, and took care to close it behind her. She was wearing a long night shirt, that reached halfway down her thighs. It was almost sheer and it was clear that she was naked underneath.
I was relaxed, sitting on the couch, watching the TV. My pretty sister-in-law didn't hesitate to take up residence between my legs, and went about bringing me back to the state she'd left me in a few minutes before. I just sat back and enjoyed it, watching the sports recap, while this hot young girl sucked on my cock languidly, not working hard to get me to finish, just to pleasure me. I was hard, but not in urgent need of coming, and she kept at it, for at least 10 minutes, until the show ended. God, I was a lucky man. I caressed her head, running my fingers through her hair, enjoyed her warm mouth, and watched the news. Eat your heart out.
I turned off the TV with the remote, and she immediately pulled off of me, climbed onto the couch beside me, on her hands and knees. Her rear-end was raised in invitation, t-shirt hanging down, just barely covering her sweet ass.
God she looked tempting. I flipped the end of her shirt halfway up her back, exposing her ass and pussy. I rubbed the head of my sturdy cock up and down her slit. She was very moist, clearly ready to be filled. With a slow, fluid motion I answered her need, filling her. This was the fourth time I'd been inside of her (counting the blindfolded session as one), and I loved the feel. But I wanted to fuck her, fuck her hard, make her cry out. I'd never been in charge before, and yet I still had to maintain some control. So I screwed her slowly, watching that sexy little butt, picturing my cock penetrating her tight asshole, applying the full length of my cock to her burning tunnel. I wasn't in the least concerned with her pleasure this time. I was just going to enjoy fucking this beauty, until I blew my load inside of her, and thanks to her protracted oral attention that time was coming soon.
She was moaning, but I didn't care. I was close, and brought up the pace, pounding her, holding her hips tightly as I plunged her depths. I didn't even warn her, just slammed deep inside, and filled her with my searing cum. She whimpered, taking it, until I was done, and pulled out. I sat next to her, breathing heavily, as she turned to me wrapping herself around me.
"Thanks," I told her with a kiss, "that was nice."
"Mmmmm," she purred.
I watched as she reached out and delicately touched my half-hard cock. It was messy, and where she touched me she drew her finger away, with a combination of our juices, stretching like a string between us.
"You sure made a mess," she teased.
"Why don't you clean me up?" I told her.
"I'm comfortable, I don't want to get up right now." She pouted.
"You don't have to get up," I told her pushing her head toward my crotch.
"Oh, gross," she said, turning away.
"My cum grosses you out? You've had no problem with it before," I told her.
"It's not just that, it's the whole mess." She answered, leaning forward and appearing to smell me.
That looked naughty enough to cause me to twitch, and she jerked back.
"Suck me Jenny. Suck me clean, then suck me until I cum again." I told her, guiding her head where I desired.
"But you'll probably take forever," she hesitated, allowing her face to be dragged down to my crotch.
"Then you better get started," I teased.
She accepted her fate, and let her tongue reach out and taste me. Flick, hesitation. Flick, more hesitation. Then a longer lick, followed by another. Then she looked up at me as she cleansed me thoroughly, licking away at my cock until it was clean, before she actually went down on me again.
She sucked on me for about 10 minutes, then complained.
"My jaws are getting sore," she said, massaging her chin.
"Then ride me for a while, but I still want to finish in your mouth."
She sucked me for a bit longer, but gave up on getting me to come immediately, and finally lowered her slippery twat over my cock. I enjoyed her for a while, then I felt like I might come soon. I told her, and she quickly slipped off, and took my sticky, slimy cock, once again covered in both our juices, and swallowed it to the root. She bobbed away aggressively, and I enjoyed it, but the feeling of urgency departed. She pulled her mouth back and started stroking me feverishly.
"Sorry, false alarm. I thought I was going to come, but maybe not yet. Your hot little pussy *was* feeling really nice," I confessed.
She took the hint and rode me again. I was in heaven. When I was ready to finish, I told her.
"I'm almost ready to come, but don't stop yet, just be ready." I told her. She bounced away, drawing me onward.
"Now," I told her, pushing her away. She turned quickly and stroked my cock rapidly, her mouth open, wantonly, eagerly awaiting my deposit. She didn't have to wait long, as her actions delivered the desired result, and I unloaded in her mouth. She was careful to capture it all, sucking me clean again.
* * *
My wife is an early riser. Most nights she's in bed by 10:00pm. During the week, I usually go to bed with her, but usually get back up after she's asleep, and work on my side projects until about 1:00am. She's up by 6:00am and takes care of getting our daughter off to school. I used to wait until about 8:00am to get up. With my new exercise itinerary, I was getting up around 7:00, the extra hour spent working out. I'd started making sure I was in the sack no later than midnight.
Although I went to bed when Holly did usually, over the past several years it hadn't meant we'd been having sex. We had sex about once a week, rarely on the weekends, and almost never in the morning. Once the exercise program had started and Holly had returned home, we were going at it noticeably more often. I think the added fitness level was helping a lot, as was our slightly more in-sync sleeping schedule. It had been four days since the hot tub escapade but we hadn't talked about it. It was 10:30pm and I was lying down next to her, but thinking about getting up as soon as she was asleep, and letting Jenny suck me off again. She wasn't home yet, but I imagined she would be soon.
"Blow-jobs, huh?"
I turned with a start. Had I said something, half-asleep? I looked at my wife, looking at me.
"Where'd you come up with a drink like that?" She asked.
I answered sheepishly, "We had that full bottle of Bailey's, and I was going to make B-52's but we were out of Kahlua. Well, a B-52 without Kahlua just happens to be a Blow-job."
"And I'm supposed to believe that?"
"It's true! Of course once I had the idea of making Blow-jobs, well we had to go with the whole drinking method." I told her, almost believing it myself.
"And 'Buttery-Nipples'?" she kept on.
"Jeez! I had the Bailey's out anyway, so I just added some butterscotch schnapps, and voila."
"It was getting pretty wild out there; I'm sad I missed the end. What happened?" She asked. The question seemed simple enough, but the ramifications could be huge.
What did happen? How much could I say? "I suggested going in, but they wanted to finish the last shots..."
"The body shots too?" she asked, interrupting.
"Yeah, they had refilled their shots, then Dawn suggested that Beth be my first body shot, which was a little wilder than the previous ones, with more contact than I expected, and then Beth was done for the night, and headed in." I admitted.
"More contact?"
"Dawn salted her breasts," I confessed.
"That little slut. So she went in leaving you alone with Dawn." She added, pointedly.
"Yeah, and she was pretty much out of control. I mean as soon as Beth was gone, she wanted to do some necking, and stuff, but it didn't get too far out of line, and then I did a last body-shot on her."
"Did you fuck her out there?" She asked, and I didn't know if she was curious, or what.
Luckily I could answer this one honestly. "No. She fondled me a lot. She even talked about doing it, but she said she'd never cheated on JT and wasn't about to start on a night when she was that drunk."
"That's kind of an interesting statement," She laughed.
"I thought so to," I told her. "We got them dressed, and I took them home. Eric blew up when Beth got home, bombed. We obviously didn't tell him anything. Then I took Dawn home. When we got there I thought JT might be a little irritated, but he was more sorry that he wasn't there with us, with you girls skinny-dipping and all."
"You told him that?" she asked, sounding a bit shocked.
"Yeah, but that was all. Although I wouldn't be surprised by anything Dawn told him."
"When we went skinny-dipping, I never thought it would end up like it did." She admitted.
"Are you sorry?" I asked her.
"I don't know. I had mixed feeling afterwards, but during, damn, it was hot. I was really having a good time. I know you were." She confessed, with a laugh.
"If you girls ever get in that pool naked again, we're going to have to invite JT over," I teased.
"Maybe next time we have a 'girl's night out' you should invite JT over to watch a game or something," she said with a smile.
"You know, I think I'll do just that," I answered, bending over and giving her a deep kiss.
All I could think about was the likelihood there'd be a next time. I knew JT and I were up for it, I didn't doubt for a minute Dawn would play again. Now I knew that my loving wife wouldn't mind another round of naked night swimming, and maybe whatever else happened along with it. I hoped we could keep Beth involved. Who knows, maybe even drag in the sister.
The kiss developed into more than a kiss, and we settled into an easy rhythmic session. I enjoyed her, slowly, and she whispered to me, when my eyes were closed, "Which are you thinking about, Dawn or Beth?"
"Neither, honestly, I was just enjoying the moment." I told her.
"If you could have one of my friends, underneath you, legs spread for you, just like this, who would it be?" She asked huskily.
Crap, this was a dangerous line of questioning. I was wondering if it might not take a tangent into the area of her resident sister, which could really unravel things.
"I guess it would be Beth," I admitted eventually.
"Oh! Not the wild Dawn, but the ice queen Beth? So you think you could thaw her, huh? Maybe you could at that."
She thrust up at me, rolling her hips, moaning, with a southern drawl. Quite a decent imitation of our blonde neighbor. "Oh Alex, I've never felt anything like this, you're so big, so hard, filling me. Fuck me, Alex, fuck me hard, with that fat cock. Stick that monster cock up where no other man has been."
I couldn't help it, I was responding to the idea, both of fucking Beth, and of my wife encouraging it. I fucked her hard, "Like this?" I asked her, thrusting deeply.
"Gawd you're good, filling my pussy so tight," she murmured, still effecting the drawl. "Do you like doing this to me? Making me come for you?"
"I love fucking you. I love making you come." I answered.
She pulled me down close, "Close your eyes," she whispered, in her own voice. Once I did she held me tight. "Fuck her, fuck that uptight, silly dope, Beth. Fuck her hard, for me," she hissed. Then in her Beth voice, she encouraged me again, "Yes, fuck me Alex, stretch my pussy with your fat cock, so Eric won't even be able to feel the edges with his needle dick. Stretch me wide. Fuck me hard."
It was pushing me over the top. I fucked her wildly, pounding into her, pushing her legs back, spreading her wide.
"Do you like fucking me? Tell me you love it. I want to hear my name from your lips. Tell me." She was laying it on thick, her voice caressing me.
"I love fucking you, Beth," I whispered into her ear, "I'd love to fuck you all night, sweet, naughty, Beth."
We'd never played games like this before, but it was obviously getting to her as well.
"That's right, who am I? Who is your secret lover, Alex," she moaned, thrusting hard back at me.
"Just you, Beth. Sweet Beth. Hot little Beth. My hot little slut Beth," I groaned.
The last line pushed her over the edge and she was coming underneath me, moaning loudly, "fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," repeatedly, as she came on my cock.
Then I was coming in her, coming inside Beth/Holly, painting her insides with my hot cum. When my thrusts finally slowed, I rolled off of her, breathing hard.
"Whew! That was naughty," she said softly, with a giggle. "I almost thought I was her, feeling your fat cock for the first time, coming for the first time in years." She was quiet for a minute. "I don't want you trying anything bub. Don't get the wrong idea."
"Like that would go anywhere." I laughed.
"Just remember, you're mine. And if, and I mean IF, we were ever going to let you do anything like that, it's my decision."
I didn't know what to say, so the better part of valor told me to stay quiet, and pretend to be falling asleep. While my dear wife considered the possibility of seducing Beth for me. I changed my idea about getting up and letting my sister-in-law suck me off.
What a week.
* * *
The next day I ran into Beth at the local Lowes. I recognized her from behind, and slipped up next to her, falling in step with her.
"Hi gorgeous," I said.
She jumped a bit, then recognized me. "Hi Alex."
We chatted about our shopping, but I could tell she was nervous, and maybe a bit embarrassed.
"Are you thinking about our night-time swim?" I asked her finally.
She hesitated, and then looked down. "Yes."
"I'm sorry if we got you in trouble at home," I told her.
"No more than usual. Everything I do is wrong." She said bitterly.
"Hardly. Everything you did that night was very, very right." I answered glibly.
She stopped, and then looked around and pulled me down an aisle. "What did we do?" she asked me, anxiously.
"What do you remember?" I asked, cautiously.
"I have glimpses, scenes in my head of us doing some pretty wild things, some very naughty things. Some nasty things." She said, clearly embarrassed.
"That's about right." I told her, "and you were incredible."
"Oh Shit. And Dawn was there, wasn't she? I don't remember Holly being there when you were really bad, but Dawn was, wasn't she?"
"Dawn encouraged me to lick you, and she was there when you came on my tongue." I told her, leaning over and speaking softly in her ear.
"Were we really that bad?" she gasped.
"I loved tasting your tits, sucking your hard little nipples, and licking your pussy until you screamed." I leaned in very close, whispering in her ear, my lips brushing against her ear lobe. Facing the shelves, I eased a hand up to squeeze her tit.



"Oh, God, it was real," she said, dreamily.
"Amazingly real," I told her. "You know I fucked you last night," I teased.
"Last night?" she answered, bewildered.
"In my bed, with Holly underneath me, pretending to be you. I fucked your sweet little brains out. And you loved it."
I left her then. That should get her juices going.
I needed to hurry anyway. Holly was out for the day, and Jenny had a three hour gap in her schedule, and would be home in under 30 minutes. Time to collect a debt.
Which reminded me...
"JT? I know it's short notice, but any chance you could break for lunch, take off for a couple of hours and help me with something?... Yes it's important... Great! I'll pick you up in 10 and explain then."
========
We're halfway there - if you enjoy the story, please vote.
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Chapter 07: Payback's a Bitch
===========================
Two threesomes, can you guess who?
===========================
I met Jenny at the door, and she fell into my arms. I kissed her deeply, picked her up and carried her to my king-size bed. Laying her down on the bed, I looked her over appreciatively. She was still wearing her work outfit, tight shorts, and a fitted T-Shirt that read Ultimate Fitness, with her name emblazoned over her left tit.
"I always wondered..." I started, hesitating teasingly.
"Wondered what?" She asked.
"If that baby is named Jen, what do you call the other one?" In case she didn't get my drift, I pointed out her name and then caressed the breast underneath it.
She slapped at my hand playfully, and giggled. "Maybe I'll let you name it."
"When do you have to be back?" I asked her.
"Appointment at 3:30." She answered.
I glanced over at the clock that read 1:10. That gave us a little more than two hours before she'd have to leave.
You couldn't say she wasn't willing. She sat up and peeled off her shirt, tossing it to the side, and her bra quickly followed. Then she was arching up, peeling off her shorts and thong as one, and kicking it over to land with her shirt. I still lost my breath seeing her naked, so toned and pretty, young and willing.
She smiled at me. "C'mon, big boy. I can't do this by myself." Then she reached down between her legs, rubbing herself a little. "Then again..."
It took me about 5 seconds to get naked and to climb into bed with her. I stretched out, letting my hands caress her for a few moments before I started working on her cute titties. Just a few moans later, I worked my way down her flat stomach, and started targeting her sweet little pussy. She'd been growing a little strip of hair down the front, and wasn't as bare as when I first saw her. The hair was just coming in, but it was sexy as hell.
Her legs opened wide, and she pulled them back, opening herself to me completely. I gave her a pretty complete taste test, then went to work on her clit, while my fingers played with her soft moist opening. Two fingers, then three, and it wasn't long until she pulled my face hard against her and came for me. I didn't relent however, keeping her on edge; not too hard, just enough to keep her worked up. She was already begging me to fuck her, but it was far too early for that.
I rolled over onto my back, propping myself up with a couple of pillows, and encouraged my wife's sister to return the favor. She crawled between my legs, and gave me her best vacuum impersonation, before working over my cock like a dog worrying a bone. I just watched her face fill with my cock, and thought back to something my uncle had told me: "every woman looks better with my cock in her mouth." It was an excuse he had for picking up barflies as last call approached. Turns out he was right, and it even works for the pretty ones. Really pretty ones at that.
I peered into the darkened bathroom, and could barely make out JT sitting there quietly, awaiting the sign. "Soon," I thought.
Feeling primed and ready for pumping, I eased Jenny off of my cock and onto her back again, climbing between her legs. She reached down and guided me into her, but I resisted any deep penetration, just lodging the head in the mouth of her pussy, and enjoying the sensation of her warm, wet flesh enveloping mine.
I looked down on my young beauty, and slowly pushed in, until I was buried in her. God, she felt wonderful on my cock!
I reached for her hands and brought them together, then crossed her wrists and placed her hands over her head. I leaned over, my cock throbbing inside her, and held her wrists in one hand, stretching her out, while the other caressed her breast.
"You know, that little trick with the blindfold and your horny little buddies was a bit over the top," I told her, easing in and out of her, just smoothing out the path. I gave her nipple a tweak for emphasis.
She looked a little nervous. "I know, it just got out of hand. I was going to invite one special friend over, and you know how these things go. Someone overheard part of a conversation, and then next thing you know, it's becoming a party. You're not mad, are you?"
"Not mad, no." I told her. "But I do have a surprise for you."
Now she looked distinctly uneasy. "Nothing bad, I hope." She said trying to add a forced chuckle, while struggling lightly against my hand.
"No. Not bad at all. Pretty good I think." I looked over to the bathroom and gave JT a nod. He walked into the room, naked as the day he was born, his hand slowly stroking his substantial member. Clearly Dawn had nothing to complain about.
"Jen, you know JT," I told her, giving a glance his way.
"Oh Shit, Alex, I can't believe you!" She gasped, yanking one hand free and using it to cover her breasts.
"Damn, she's everything you said, and then some!" JT said, sitting down on the bed next to her. He was still turned away a bit, but she had a great view of his meat, which if anything was longer than mine, if not as thick around.
I was still sliding in and out of my prize. "I invited JT here for a couple of reasons. You know he works out at the Y, and has thought about getting a personal trainer for a while now. When he saw the progress I'd made, he had to know who I was working with."
Now JT didn't have the same issue with losing weight that I'd had. For as long as I'd known him, he worked out during lunch every single day. "As you can see, he doesn't need the kind of incentivizing I did, he just wants someone to push him."
"Yeah, but Dawn's a different thing," JT added. "I've been trying to get her to use a trainer for years now. She's always resisted. It's not like we can't afford it. So I'd like you to see about getting her and Holly to workout together. Give them a full hour together, twice a week, and I'll pay the difference between that and what you're getting now."
Jenny was looking lost, almost in shock, but her legs were still open for me, and I was still enjoying a leisurely ride.
"So his won't be a deal like ours," I added.
"Why's he here then?" she asked.
"As a gift to you." I told her. "For getting me this far."
JT leaned over and lifted her hand away so he could let his fingers trace small circles around her nearest breast. "I've been playing with store bought ones for so long, it's nice to see the real thing." He leaned down and took her nipple in his mouth, sucking while I continued on my own mission.
"Oh God, I can't believe I'm letting you do this," Jenny moaned, her eyes closing and her head leaning back.
With that comment, I knew we'd made it. I had been concerned she might have thrown a fit, or thrown JT out. Hell, maybe me too. Now it looked like that was the last thing on her mind.
I pulled out and crawled up the bed. Jenny's eyes opened, and she watched me with some trepidation. I kneeled next to her head, and turned her face toward me, pointing my hard, wet cock right at her lips. She hesitated only a moment, then opened for me, allowing me to drive half my cock into her mouth.
"Isn't that beautiful?" I asked JT, sliding my cock in and out of her pretty face, while he took a break from her breasts.
"I'm jealous, man," he chuckled, still massaging her breasts. "Damn sisters, and one just as sexy as the other. You must be living right."
I stroked her hair and let her do most of the work. Meanwhile, JT slid down her body, and took up a new position, face first, between her long tan legs.
"What a sexy pussy." He said softly, "You're going to have to convince Dawn to get a Brazilian too. She keeps herself pretty trim down there, but this is just incredible." That was the last he said for a while as he did his best to impress her with his hard won knowledge of the female anatomy, and how to pleasure it.
Whatever he did was working and within a couple of minutes she couldn't concentrate on my cock, as she moaned her way to another orgasm.
JT came up, looking like the cat who'd got the cream. He was smiling a sloppy smile from ear to ear, and then he was kneeling opposite me, his cock standing straight out. Jenny turned toward him, and he rubbed his cock against her cheek. She turned slightly enveloping the head between her lips, and he shuddered.
"Jesus," he moaned.
She was definitely getting into the game. She alternated between us, sucking first one, and then the other, using her hand on whoever was unfortunate enough to not be inside her warm accommodating mouth. Then she turned her torso a bit, and made a little better effort at pleasing JT.
I waited until she'd gotten used to the idea of sucking him, then I reached down and started turning her over, helping her to her hands and knees. JT never let his cock stray more than a few inches from her face, and soon enough she was sucking his cock, while I prepared to take her from behind doggy style.
This was all new to me. I'd been with my share of women before I'd married, and even been involved in a couple of awkward threesomes, tag-teaming a couple of girls back in college. I'd even been on the receiving end of a couple of sorority pledges back in the day. But never anything like this. Not that I wasn't willing!
I reached down and opened her up, spreading her legs wider, then eased my cock into her. She moaned with her mouth full, but didn't stop her work on JT. I pulled back and gave her a nice firm stroke, rocking her body forward a bit, right onto JT's stiff rod. Then I pulled her hips back as I pulled back, and pushed forward firmly again. She looked incredibly sexy, stretched out between us, getting it from both ends. I started a steady motion, in and out, then stopped and held myself still, while I pulled and pushed her back and forth on my cock, not only making her fuck me, but sliding her on and off of JT's staff. I was pleased when I let go and she kept up the rocking motion, fucking the two of us on her own, impaling herself at one end and then the other.
I heard JT cry out and then he grabbed her head, and I watched him thrust into her mouth, emptying himself between her lips. I was getting worked up now, and as he caught his breath, I fucked her long and hard, pounding away at that sweet tight pussy I was becoming addicted to. Jenny was crying out constantly, carrying out a continuous litany of moans, squeals and cries of abandonment, now that her mouth was no longer stuffed. I wanted to come in her just like this, and I eased my thumb into her ass as I fucked her like there was no tomorrow.
She came hard, her back arching as she cried out, then she dropped her head and shoulders to the bed, her upturned ass the focus of all her attention. Fucking her wildly, I picked her up by the hips, and laid her on her side, legs tucked up, and continued my pounding. Holding her legs together, I could feel every stroke right down to my balls. Ready to come I pulled out of her and pulled her head into my lap. She sucked me eagerly, for just a few seconds before I exploded between her lips. She wasn't ready for me and lost about half of the load, before she could capture the rest.
I hope she wasn't hoping for a rest. Before I was even done, JT was taking my place behind her, easing her onto her back, and putting his renewed staff to use, opening her up and plumbing her depths. He wasn't much into preliminaries; as soon as he was inside her, he was off to the races.
I caressed her hair and stroked her face while JT tried to fuck her brains out. He lifted her legs up high, ankles on his shoulders, and leaned into her, his hips driving back and forth incessantly. The whole scene was too hot to just be an observer, and I turned her face to the side again, and placed my semi-hard cock against her lips. She was half out of it, and I slapped my cock against her cheeks until she opened up and I could slide my cock into her mouth. She was almost slack jawed, but I was happy enough to fuck her face, until she reached up with her hand and took over some of the action.
JT pulled out of her, gasping. "I don't want to come yet," he said before leaning down and lapping away at her ass.
I pulled my cock out of her mouth and laid flat on the bed. "Ride me."
She climbed aboard and rocked back and forth on my cock, fucking me hard, just as we'd fucked her. I just lay there, enjoying the view of her breasts bouncing while she did me. When she looked to be tiring, I put her on her side, and fucked her from behind. JT took the opportunity to lie down on the other side of her, with his cock poised at her lips while his own face was down between her legs. I could feel his breath as he nibbled on her clit while I screwed her. I was suddenly very conscious of how close he was to my cock, and felt a little uncomfortable. I guess he didn't have the same qualms as me, as he lapped away at her, occasionally grazing my cock where I entered her.
I almost shit myself when I slid out of her on one of my more aggressive strokes, and I felt his mouth brush against my cock for just a second before he guided it back into her.
When I pulled out to adjust my position, he pulled Jenny firmly on top of him, in the classic 69. She was dutifully working on his cock, while he ate her out. It was weird, looking down on his face when I entered her from behind, fucking her with long slow strokes, building myself up to the finish.
I could feel his tongue teasing where I entered her, and then it was caressing my cock on the out stroke. I had never dreamed of anything like this, certainly not from JT. The whole scene pushed me over the top, and I slammed into her, coming hard, holding onto her sweet hips while I pulled her against me, trying to unload as far inside of her as possible. Over and over I creamed, harder than I could have imagined, coming for what seemed an eternity. Gasping, I collapsed beside her, and watched as JT devoured her. It was only a few seconds later that she came, moaning, and then he was coming in her mouth.
When she'd sucked him dry, she rolled off, between us. "Un-fucking-believable," she said softly.
"To say the least," I murmured.
JT was already climbing off the bed, and getting dressed. "Shit, I've got a 3:00 meeting I'll be lucky to make," he told us, almost apologetically. Half dressed, he leaned over Jenny and kissed her softly on the lips. "You were incredible," he told her softly. Then putting on his shirt, he reminded her, "Give me a call and let me know what opening you have around the lunch hour, twice a week."
"Ok," she answered sheepishly.
"And don't forget to check out what you can for Dawn." He added, tying his tie before he headed out the door.
Jenny laid back in the bed. "Shit, I'm going to be useless the rest of the day. I've never, EVER done anything like that. Two men is just too much. I can't imagine how things would be if you guys weren't in a hurry."
"And now you've got to go and juggle your schedule even more, find room for JT. At least Dawn you can just add to Holly's time, and don't be afraid to charge him, he's loaded." She looked so damn hot, naked and worn-out. I fondled her while we laid there, taking pride in ownership. The spirit was willing, but the flesh was weak, and my trouser pal didn't seem to be up to the occasion.
"I guess that's the two clients you promised. Two and a half." She said, smiling.
"As a matter of fact this one was just a bonus. I found another client, if you're willing," I told her.
"If I'm willing?"
"He needs a deal a bit like mine," I confessed.
"You are kidding me right?", she answered, sounding more than a little cross.
"Before you kill me, let me tell you this much. Forty lbs. Five Grand. On TOP of your fees."
"Five thousand dollars?" she asked incredulously.
"Five thousand. I think you can do incremental payments even. Maybe something like five hundred for the first 10 lbs. An even grand for the next ten. Fifteen hundred for the next, and two grand for final goal. Of course it's up to you." It didn't look like she was going to terminate me after all, and I went back to playing with her nearest breast.
"And what kind of incentives, do you think he'll need?"
"Up to you again, whatever you think will get him there." I told her.
"Am I going to have to fuck all my clients now?" she wondered aloud.
"At five grand a pop, you'd be sitting pretty if you did." I teased.
----
My life was incredible. I was busy as hell. Work had picked up, and I was still putting in 2 hours of exercise most days. Add in another hour for travel back and forth to the gym. The exercise was working out. I was getting stronger all the time, and the fat was slowly, ever so slowly melting off.
Holly was ecstatic to be working out with Dawn, and they were closer than ever. Two weeks after JT and my teamwork on Jenny, I came home late to find Dawn and Holly trashed in the living room. They had a magnum sized bottle of wine out, and it was all but empty.
"Hi, honey," I greeted Holly, and leaned over to give her a kiss hello. She clung to me, prolonging the kiss.
When I was released from her clutches, I turned to put my briefcase at the foot of the stairs, and Dawn piped up. "How about a 'hi' for me?"
"Hi, Dawn, you're corrupting my wife again." I teased her.
"Not that kind of 'hi'. The kind SHE got," she insisted.
I smiled, and went over and leaned down to give her a kiss, but she pulled my face down and stuck her tongue half-way down my throat. These girls were really trashed.
"Dawn!" I told her, with feigned shock.
"Not like we haven't done more than that. Or have you forgotten?" She teased.
"Dawn!!" It was Holly's turn to apply the brakes.
"Damn Holly. It's just a kiss. He's done shots off my naked body. What's a kiss between friends? Tell you what. When JT comes to pick me up, you can kiss him. Twice even." She leaned back smiling.
"And give him a couple of body shots?" Holly asked, "Maybe feel him up a bit? Let him take some liberties?"
"Hell no! That's only for the hot-tub, and Beth's gotta be here too!" Dawn laughed.
"You all are too wild for me," I told them, retiring to the bedroom to change out of the office clothes.
I had hung up the suit, and was picking out some shorts and a shirt, when my drunken wife entered the room.
"Mmm, you look good enough to eat." She teased, walking up and caressing my ass.
"You are being bad," I told her, but I wrapped an arm around her for a second.
"You having second thoughts about your choice?" She asked, reaching around to give the front a caress as well.
"Choice?" I asked.
"You know. Dawn or Beth. If you'd chosen Dawn you might be on top of her right now." She gave my swelling cock a squeeze for emphasis.
"I'm not going to stay out there, if all the playing is going on in here." Dawn spoke from the doorway, causing me to jump a bit.
"Dawn!" Holly yelped.
"Shit. I've seen him naked, and harder than that. It's no big deal." Dawn laughed.
"Thanks a lot." I griped. "No big deal."
Dawn almost spit out her wine. "I didn't mean it like that! It was a big deal. A nice big, thick deal." She said staring at my cock, which had definitely risen to the occasion.
"I can't believe you, sometimes," Holly answered her, but I noticed she'd kept her firm grip on my cock, and it was scooting up and down just enough to drive me crazy.
"Damn Holly. The man's in need. Why don't you just finish him up. I promise to be a good girl, keep my hands to myself, and not say a word. Go ahead." She went and sat on the far side of our bed, waiting.
Holly looked up at me, and licked her lips. Her hand moved just a little more.
"Go on. You know you want to. I want you to. And you KNOW he wants you to." Dawn told her.
Holly made a decision I swear she never would have made just a few weeks earlier. She slowly dropped to her knees in front of me, and eased my boxers down, releasing my fully charged staff to the light of day.



She didn't say anything, she just licked me several times before taking me into her mouth. She sucked me for a minute or so, then got up. "That's hard on the knees," she admitted, then she guided me back to the bed, and when my legs bumped against the end, she gave a little push, so I sat back, then laid out fully, my cock sticking straight up.
She climbed on after me, opposite the side Dawn was on, and kneeled down perpendicular to me. Her face was back in my lap and she was going to town. I was enjoying every minute of the blow-job with an audience, and then watched in wonder as Dawn put her drink away, and slid down to put her face just inches away from Holly's.
"Dawn..." Holly said warningly, pulling off for a second.
"Not a word. I swear. And my hands to myself," Dawn answered. Then she leaned in and opened her mouth wide right next to my cock. She closed it for a second, then said "I'll be good, I promised." Then she opened her mouth again, waiting.
Holly looked at her best friend. Then looked up at me. Back down to my cock, then back to Dawn. She sucked me firmly and deeply. Then she made up her mind, and took my cock out of her mouth, and tilted it toward Dawn's.
Dawn leaned in and gave it a gentle lick. My heart was beating a mile a minute.
Holly pulled it back, and sunk her face over it again, bobbing her head several times. Then she pointed it back to Dawn. Dawn smiled, took my cock in her naughty mouth, and sucked me sweetly, eyes closed, sliding up and down half my length. Then she eased off and smiled.
As Holly took me back in her mouth, Dawn sighed. "Thanks. I've been dying to do just that ever since I saw that thing."
Holly gave me her best, then pulled off and said to Dawn, "Go ahead, help yourself." Then she leaned in and licked my shaft. Dawn scooted closer, and licked my stiff rod, opposite Holly, their tongues brushing each other. God it was an incredible sight.
The girls took turns sucking me, while the other did what she could to lick my balls and any exposed part of my cock. I wanted it to last forever, but my cock was saying otherwise.
"It's too good, ladies, I'm getting close." I warned them. Of course they were experienced enough to notice the signs of my body tensing up and preparing to unload.
"Do you swallow?" Holly asked Dawn, and it nearly put me over the edge.
"This one I will," Dawn told her.
"It's yours," my darling wife said, and then she scooted up the bed to put her face next to mine, and watch with me while her friend got me off.
"I'm not sure you deserve this," Holly said, in an almost accusing way.
"Oh God!" was all I could manage, as I slid deep into Dawn's throat.
"You owe me," Holly whispered softly, into my ear, her tongue outlining it.
"Fuck!" I moaned, reaching down and grabbing Dawn's head, while I exploded into her mouth. I came hard, in appreciation for the amazing effort these two ladies had expended. I shot over and over again into Dawn's talented mouth, and she gamely took everything I had.
When I could finally breath again, I settled back into the bed, as Dawn provided more amazing after BJ service, sucking me gently and warmly, draining me throughly, and being careful not to be too rough with my overly sensitive head.
Dawn eventually relinquished her oral control over me, and slid up next to me, looking across my chest to Holly.
"Enjoy?" Holly asked.
"I didn't mean for this to happen," Dawn said softly. "I was just teasing."
"Bit off more than you could chew?" I asked.
"Not more than she could swallow," Holly laughed.
"I am so hot now you can't believe it," Dawn admitted. "I loved that, performing for both of you."
"It looked like it," Holly said softly.
"I'd love to do it again. And more." Dawn told us anxiously. "Whatever you want me to."
"I'll have to think about it, Dawn," Holly answered a little hesitantly.
"And maybe we could invite JT? He's always fantasized something like this, and he'd kill to have you do what I just did." Dawn continued, almost desperately. "He's talked about it," she said quickly, afraid of being interrupted, "but I've never wanted to with anyone else. Never wanted to let any other woman touch him. Until now."
"I think the next time we girls go out, he should come over and hang with Alex. Then when we all end up in the hot-tub, we can see how things workout," Holly told her with a smile.
Dawn squealed in delight, and crawled across me. She pushed Holly's shoulder back onto the bed, and planted a big wet kiss on her, that started out a friendly thank you, and devolved into a cock-hardening passionate embrace.
The doorbell rang, and Dawn pulled herself off of my wife. "That's gotta be JT." We heard the front door open, and JT's voice rang out, "Dawn, show yourself!"
Dawn looked down at my new hard-on and laughed. She gave it a quick suck, then told Holly, "That one you're going to have to take care of on your own." Then she bounced off the bed and ran to her husband.
Holly got up as well, and turned to me. "You stay right there," she warned me. "I've got a kiss to collect." Then she headed out after her friend.
Later that night, I took turns fucking Beth, Dawn and my wife. Ok, the accents were a little hokey, but the intentions were wonderful, and I wore out all three of them. Life's good.
And think, just one more pound, and it would get even better.
========
I hope you're enjoying the story. The next chapter is done and will be posted soon after this one, after one more edit.
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Chapter 08: The Calm
===========================
A lot of loose ends come together. Plans are made for some future activities, and we make a new friend at Hooters.
===========================
When I first started traveling for business I thought it was great. Fly around, see new places, old friends. I'd commonly extend a trip for two or three extra days. Over time, however, travel becomes more of a burden. You try to make it as easy on yourself as possible. Travel off hours, catch the earliest flights since they're most likely to be on schedule. Take things casual.
The next step is just get it over with. Get up at the crack of dawn (or two hours earlier) get to your customer, tell them you need to be gone by 3:00, and head home the same day. No overnight, no meals out. Just get it done and over with. You're not saving money (well, you are, but that's not the purpose), you're saving your sanity.
Unfortunately I was abruptly dragged into an escalation at a customer, who was more than willing to pay the usury that we charged for emergencies, and I was stuck in Scottsdale for a solid seven days, including the weekend. Wednesday to Wednesday, what a bitch. There are worse places, much worse. But I didn't want to be there.
The good news was, the job was strictly nine-to-five, and I was able to dedicate early mornings, and late afternoons to health and fitness. The region is also very well setup for healthy eating.
I was eating clean, working out, and dreaming about getting home to the various women in my life. I was as lean as I'd ever been, and was feeling pretty good about it. Evenings I might head out for a nightcap, to one of the many available places, but I wasn't chasing the skirts, and I was sticking to maybe one straight scotch. Maybe a cigar if I was feeling stressed.
By the time Wednesday rolled around, I was dying to get home. I still ended up working until 2:00 pm before I was able to get out and catch a flight home, not arriving until pretty late. A long fucking week, and I was worn out.
My wife was kind and generous, welcoming me home, and letting me hit the sack without too much quizzing.
I woke the next morning to an ongoing blow-job. That hadn't happened in longer than I could remember. It was delightful, and although I was tempted to get more involved and jump my dear wife's bones, instead I let her maintain control. I relaxed, letting my cock be the end-all-be-all of my existence, and let my thoughts wander to some recent BJs that I'd had, including Dawn, (both hot-tub, and shared with Holly), Jenny, particularly that first one, the stranger at the movies, and the friends of Jenny's, even though I wasn't too clear on who did what. I moaned my appreciation as I let her take me all the way to conclusion, just relaxing and enjoying the incredible treat.
As I probably mentioned, she usually gets up before me, and handles the school duty for our daughter. My customers are predominantly on the west coast (I'm in Texas) and I run a later day, starting late and finishing late. The Jenny workout program had me getting up much earlier than usual, but I was still no early bird.
By the time I was rolling out of bed, Holly was almost out the door, on her way to running the 101 errands she seemed to have to execute everyday. She usually got in a lunch with the girls, and/or a Starbucks run or two.
"Give JT a call sometime," she advised me.
"Why? What's up?"
"It's girl's night out. Dawn's got a sitter for her brood. Her sister is in town and is staying with them. She's going to let ours stay for a sleep over as well. You and JT might want to be around late this evening. Looks like hot-tub weather." It was a good answer.
I smiled. "Will do. I'll call him soon."
She gave me a peck on the cheek, and hustled out of the house. The kiss seemed so odd in contrast to her method of waking me that morning, or her off-hand evening escapades invitation.
* * *
I took a couple of hours to get caught up on some emails, administrivia, writing up my trip reports, and filling in my on-site work summary and charges. It was almost noon by the time I shut down my PC, and gave JT a call. Turned out I had just missed him. I was told by his admin that he was off to the gym. I finally recalled that Thursdays, 12:30, was training with Jenny.
I took a quick shower and got dressed in sweats and a t-shirt. I decided to kill two birds with one stone, and meet JT over there. I could also let Jenny in on the news that I'd hit my final goal, and we needed to plan a payoff party. Then I'd hit the gym.
I got there just as JT was working on his last sets. Jenny usually had her clients finish with ab work and today was no different. He had a couple of hundred crunches lined up, and was still going to be busy for a few more minutes.
Jenny came over to the front and spoke with me. "So, what's up?"
"Just wanted to let you know it's official. I'm at 196 today. Two pounds below goal. We've got some logistics to work out." I told her softly.
She looked around to make sure we were private. "I could jump on you right now. What's your plan?"
"Holly's been talking about a Hot-Springs getaway for the girls. I'm going to encourage it. If it goes through, we'll have the entire place to ourselves for a day and a night, and I'm going to wear you out," I told her, whispering in her ear.
"We'll see who wears who out. In the meantime, one of these nights you're going to have to come upstairs late and pay me a visit. Maybe I can give you a little taste of things to come."
"You can bet on it." I told her.
"Great. I gotta go deal with JT. He's such a slacker. I don't know how he stays in shape. If you don't ride him, he'll always ease back and cut corners." She said, sounding a little exasperated.
"So you ride him?" I teased, for her ears only.
"Not since you made me, you sneaky bastard. But I may consider another one, if you want to let him play with us. He's nice." She said, before jogging across the gym to hassle JT.
"C'mon, Julie, you've got to at least try," I heard a familiar voice yell.
"Dammit Teri. I am! I just can't do it."
I looked down the aisle, and saw a pretty blonde trainer chewing out her customer. There was a curvaceous little brunette, who I thought looked pretty damned good, struggling to do a pull-up. She was cute as a button, and filled her shirt nicely. Her curves would be frowned on in here; to get that lean trophy wife look she'd have to lose another 15-20 pounds. It would be a shame.
"You can do it on the assisted machine, why can't you do it here," the trainer growled, and I saw her name tag: Teri. "Jen! How do you get her to do anything?" Teri whined.
"Sugar and Vinegar," Jen told her. "Too much vinegar. Try sugar with her. Incentivize her."
"That's right, she'll work her ass off for the the right incentives." Teri laughed, and the two girls started giggling. Jenny glanced my way, and everything clicked in place. Teri. Julie. Incentives. 931-9293.
Teri followed Jen's glance, and looked straight at me. I'd seen her around when I had worked out here, but never really thought about it. Now her eyes popped, and she quickly turned away, blushing as red as the girl she was training. For vastly different reasons. I wondered it she recalled her ass-reaming as fondly as I did.
She hustled Julie to the back of the workout area as JT approached. "What's up, Bud?"
"Free up your evening." I told him.
"Way ahead of you. Dawn's scheming again." He stepped onto one of the open ellipticals. "Work with me," he said, nodding to the empty device next to him. The place had about a dozen cardio devices and they were never full except during the morning and afternoon bootcamps. I hadn't seen the big boss around, so I jumped aboard, and started an easy workout.
"What have you heard?" I asked him.
"Not much. Just that I was supposed to hook up with you this evening," he admitted.
"It's hot-tub night." I told him.
"Are you shitting me?"
"No way. Dawn, Holly and Beth. Tonight. I've been advised it would be a good night to be home, late in the evening."
"Hot damn," he said with a smile.
We worked out silently for a minute while Jenny started in with her next client. Teri and her client Julie still had not made an appearance from the back. JT was watching Jenny as well.
"Man, this is tougher than I thought. Working out with her gets my juices flowing. I'm constantly in danger of getting a hard-on around her. You're one lucky son-of-a-bitch," he laughed.
My mind was getting the better of me.
"Man, I gotta tell you something." I told him.
"Shoot."
"Remember last week, when the girls got into the wine early?"
"How can I forget it? Your wife put a lip-lock on me that almost took my tonsils. And said it was Ok by you, and Dawn!" he laughed.
"When I came home and was changing, Holly ambushed me in the bedroom. Just as we were starting to get friendly, your minx of a wife walked in, and announced her attention of watching."
"Damn it! When she gets drunk she is just out of control. I'm sorry about that."
"No. I need to apologize. We went ahead as planned. And half way through our voyeuristic blow job Dawn joined in." I almost blurted out the last words and waited to see how much ire they would generate.
"For real?" he asked, appearing shocked. "We've talked about shit like that, and she's a big tease and all, but she ain't never been with anyone but me since Freshman year at Tech. She talks a good game up until it's time to put up or shut up. Then she shuts up," he told me. "Did you do her?"
"No. She just participated in the BJ. It was pretty amazing watching the two faces working together down there," I confessed.
"It's hard to believe. She never goes beyond the teasing," he looked more than a little surprised. Not overly upset, more astonished.
"Not this time. Then she mentioned that you guys had talked about being with someone else, and she thought we'd be good candidates. Holly said she'd think it over, and then suggested you come over on the next 'girl's night out'." I looked to see how he was handling this extra info, and he looked to be taking it well. Really well.
He was quiet for a few seconds, contemplative. "Man, oh man, oh man," he said softly, shaking his head. Then he smiled a huge smile, and looked over at me. "You, bub, are my hero. I mean, first the sister, who you're kind enough to share, and then my cock-tease of a wife, and now maybe the whole fucking smorgasbord. I am a fan," he laughed, and gave me a less than gentle shot in the arm.
"I just wanted to get that out in the open. Seriously, it wasn't planned. But it was pretty intense." I smiled.
"Hell yeah. Best head in the House, back in the day," he said wryly. "I'd be lyin' if I didn't admit to lusting after Holly a bit now and then. Maybe more than a bit." He looked embarrassed to admit it.
"We're men," I reassured him. "It's our duty to lust after our friend's wives. At least the hot ones."
"Amen to that. And there'll be three hotties in the water tonight, I'm thinking."
"That's the truth. And what Eric don't know won't hurt him." We high-fived over that one, each contemplating fucking the other's wife, with the pretty little Beth thrown in for good measure.
"How far do you think it might go, tonight?" he asked, quasi-seriously.
"Chemistry is your friend. Come loaded for bear. I think it may go as far as we'll let it."
"Fuck. I'm leaving here and heading home. I'm going to take a nap, get rested up. When do you want to meet?"
"How about Hooters at 8:00?" I asked.
"Catch whatever game's on, enjoy a little eye-candy, get a head start with a few beers - sounds like a plan," he agreed.
Just then I saw Julie wandering away from Teri. It looked like her training session was over. She looked at me and JT and kept going without hardly a second glance. Ok, maybe a glance or two, but no sign of recognition.
"Hold on a sec," I told JT. I stepped down off the elliptical and got to the door just before Julie did.
"Julie?" I asked.
"Yeah?" she answered with a soft voice I remembered well.
"We only met once, but I wanted to tell you I was going to call, but things just got a little out of hand." I told her.
"Call?" she asked, still confused.
"931-9293." I told her softly. "Jonah, Jenny's friend."
Her eyes nearly bugged out of her head. She turned away and looked at Teri, and then Jenny, both of whom appeared to be avoiding her glance. She stepped back, and almost tripped over the garbage can by the door. Her hands were wringing her workout bag like a chicken neck.
I stepped out the door ahead of her, and held the door for her. She hesitated a second, then walked out, slowly watching me fall in step as she headed for her new H2 Hummer. She was someone's spoiled girl.
"Really. I'm sorry I didn't call. Would you take my call now? Even though it's 3 weeks late." I pulled out my cell-phone, and pressed Contacts/J and scrolled down to Julie. While she watched me, I hit Dial.
Her phone rang. She leaned back against her car, reached into her bag, and pulled out her cell. She looked at the caller. Then she flipped it open. "Hello?"
"I've a confession. My name isn't Jonah. It's Alex. I really enjoyed the time I spent with you." I told her, holding the phone, but talking directly to her.
"I did too," she said softly.
"But it was a little crowded. I'd love to get together sometime, just you and me." I pushed.
"Really?" she asked.
"Oh. Most definitely."
"You know, you're calling back a little late. I'd pretty much given up on you."
"I am sorry. Why not let me try to make it up to you?" I looked in her eyes. 'Let me fuck your brains out,' I was thinking, working hard to convey that message through my look.
She pulled out her Dayrunner, and glanced in. "How about next Thursday and Friday?"
"They're both good for me," I told her. "Which is best for you?"
"Both, if you'd like."
"I like."
"Between 1:00 and 3:00, both days. I'm at 2425 Meadow, in the Trails," she told me.
I hung up the call, and edited her contact, saying out loud "2425 Meadow".
"Exactly."
I looked around and we were pretty well hidden from view. I moved right up next to her, and leaned down, taking her chin in my hand, and placing my lips on hers. I kissed her warmly, for a few moments, then released her. "Thanks for taking my call. See you next Thursday, then."
"Yes," she said breathlessly.
I turned back to the gym, and ran into JT at the door. "Jesus! What are you, some kind of machine?"
I laughed. "It's a long story. Ask me about it at Hooter's tonight. Like I said, a long story, but a pretty good one."
"You bet your ass I will." He answered.
"I gotta do one more thing," I told him.
"I'm dying to see what."
I went in and looked for Teri. She was nibbling on a protein bar by the cold drinks, and quickly put it away and wiped her mouth when she saw me coming.
I stuck out my hand. "Hi, I'm Jonah."
She almost coughed up her bar. "Hi Jonah, Teri" she finally gasped, shaking my hand.
"A couple of weeks ago, I had one of the most memorable experiences of my life. Absolutely incredible. If you would ever, ever, consider a repeat of one special part of that event, well, I'm at your beck and call." I told her, not releasing her hand.
"Really?" she said, with almost a mocking grin.
"Cross-my-heart, and hope-to-die," I intoned seriously.
"Damn. I've got a client in 10 minutes," she said seriously. She walked over to her schedule book. "I'm really busy, I mean almost all the time." She told me scanning through several pages. "Tuesday, I have a cancellation at 10:00 am. Stop by and if I don't have any last minute changes, we can discuss things then."
"Thirty minutes or one hour?" I asked her.
"One hour." she said. "Plenty of time."
I reached for my wallet, and pulled our $80 bucks. "I really need a workout. Let's book your time."
She frowned. "It's not like that."
"I know. I just want to lock up the hour. It would kill me to think some last minute interloper interfered with our discussion." I folded the money and put it on the table.
"It's only $65," she argued.
"You can give me the change then." I told her.
"You are crazy, you know?" she told me, picking up the money, and sliding it into her shorts pocket. Then she scribbled, "Trial Workout" on the big schedule, on Tuesday, under her name. "Ok, you're on the books."
"I appreciate it." I told her with my best smile.
"I'm sure you will," she said grinning, "eat your Wheaties, and save your energy."
"You too."
JT was still waiting outside. He just shook his head at me. "I don't think I want to know. What's the story? Don't EVEN tell me you're tapping that as well!"
"Hooter's. 8:00 pm. I told you, it's a REALLY good story."
* * *
Hooter's was a trip. It's only a block from my office, 10 minutes from the house, and a popular hangout when we do business lunches, or the occasional happy-hour. I can honestly say that not all Hooter's are created equal. Some are more equal than others. This place had some really impressive looking girls, even for DFW. They openly bragged about their calendar girls. Tony, the manager on duty was a casual friend. Of all the strange things, his daughter and my daughter were on the same 6-7 year old cheerleader team. So we became friendly enough, and he'd comp me occasionally, and it was cool for the girls to sit with me for longer than usual; they'd get a pass from Tony if the place wasn't too busy.
JT and I got there just in time to order some wings, beer, and catch the end of a Mavs game. We were just working on the wings and I had barely started my story, when Tammy sat at our table. She'd come off duty, and was just hanging out. She went to the local college, and usually worked after lunch. Not the cutest girl in the place, but friendlier than most, and nice as can be. She also had numerous piercings. In her ears, which she hid behind long hair, since they were forbidden, and a few others she'd hinted at but never exposed in my presence. A tattoo on her lower back, that I had been shown, was a real attention grabber.
"Start over," she said, as I mentioned being tied down, "and don't skip any details."
"Shit, Tammy, you're not old enough to drink, you're sure as hell not old enough to hear this kind of stuff." I teased her.
"Fuck that. Now spill, or I'll put you on the shit list," she told me, shaking her hair back, and showing her ear pierced with a long bar from the side, through to the top.
"Shit list? You mean spit list, don't you?" I told her, investigating the wings in front of us.
"That too." She smiled a big mischievous grin. "And introduce your buddy here, or didn't your momma teach you no manners?"
"JT, Tammy. Tammy, JT." Then I started back in on my story, leaving out Jenny's relationship to me.
I tried to keep the story, well, soft-core, but Tammy would settle for nothing less than XXX. I kept peering around, wondering who could hear our conversation, but she wouldn't let that daunt me either. When our server, Alexis would stop by, I'd drop the volume, not sure how she'd take it. Tammy would wait until she left to start prodding me again, so it seemed like the right move.
"Did you like the leather mask?" she asked, as I got into the details of my restraint.
"Not really. I mean, it was interesting to not be able to see what was going on, and to be anonymous, but it was hot and sweaty," I recalled.
"Yeah, but it's better than latex," she answered.
I continued my story, and again she interrupted. "So you had all those hands on you. Did you think it was women or men and women or what?"
"I don't know. I didn't think about it right away. I guess I assumed they were all women. They were."



"Too bad. I know a couple of guys who would have loved to play along. And they really know what they're doing when it comes to blow-jobs." This girl was just dropping surprises on me left and right. We'd talked several times, but not once did it get sexual. This was intense.
When I got to the first mouth going down on me, she piped in again. "How long before the first one had to go for it? How long did they tease?"
"Oh, maybe 4 or 5 minutes, seemed like forever," I told her.
"Shit, I would have had you begging for it for at least 20 minutes. You'd be dying to have somebody touch you." She accentuated her comments by rubbing her finger on my arm.
I was getting hard over her comments. It was distracting.
I told about getting ridden hard, at both ends, and at Tammy's insistence I admitted that I thought it was four women, but the mask made it hard to even identify the women when they sat on my face.
"Any jewelry?" she asked.
"Jewelry?"
"When you were going down on them," she said, as if I were a remedial student.
"No, I don't think so."
"Then the answer is no. You'd remember." she pulled my hand into her lap, and rubbed my finger against her, I could feel a ring.
"You?" I asked, rubbing her curiously.
"Three of 'em," she laughed, pushing my hand away. "Just tell your story, horn-dog."
JT seemed to be enjoying the show. Maybe a little too much.
I was able to finish the telling of the first session, without too many more interruptions, and only one Guinness refill. Tammy bugged Tony a couple of times, and he finally asked me, "She wants a hard iced-tea. I don't allow them to drink during work hours, especially illegal, but if you're cool we can make an exception."
Hell, old enough for three genital piercings, old enough for a drink, I figured. Her next iced-tea refill seemed to make her a lot happier.
When I got to the part where Teri took it in the rear, Tammy almost cheered out loud. "Damn. Now that's a girl I wouldn't mind partying with it! Taking the bull by the horn like that. Was she good?"
"Incredible. I couldn't control myself. She got my second load." I admitted.
"Figure she probably earned it. Anyone else take it in the back-door?" Tammy asked.
"Nope," I told her.
"Chicken shits. You need better playmates," Tammy blurted.
I had to wonder how much was talk, and how much was experience. I continued my torrid tale, and the extended fucking of Julie, with the audience comments. I mentioned the baby-comment and Tammy cracked up, almost spitting out her drink.
"Shit! Man you were used, weren't you?"
"Ridden hard, and put away wet." I laughed. "But I'm not complaining."
"I bet," she laughed.
"So Julie was the cutie at the gym?" JT asked.
"Yeah, she whispered her number to me at the end but I never gave her a call. Looks like I'm on for next week."
"Must be her peak days," Tammy giggled.
"And the anal joy-ride, that was Teri?" He asked, unbelieving. "She's such an untouchable bitch at the gym."
"She's touchable, alright."
It was getting late, and JT and I had someplace we had to be. We got our bill, and Tammy asked. "So what are you up to now? No good I bet."
JT and I looked at each other. "The hot-tub at home should have 3 hot naked women in it by now." JT said with a huge grin.
"Fuck me! Damn Alex, I thought you were some sorry old married prude. I mean you never hit on anyone here. Hell you never even flirt much. Who would guess?" Tammy looked at me differently, and my hard-on just got harder. "Could I tag along?"
Wow. What a question.
"Tammy, I'd love to have you come over, but we're already pushing the envelope with one of the girls, and I'm not about to add any unexpected wrinkles this time." I told her.
"Shit." She said, looking really disappointed. "Maybe some other time."
"I bet we'd both like that." I told her.
"I know you would," she laughed. "I play real nice in groups."
I passed her my phone. "Give me your number. If anything should change, I'll give you a call."
She took my phone and programmed her number. Under name she put "Tammy Hooters". I would have put Wild Tammy after our discussions, but Tammy Hooters would work. I'd remember that easily enough.
=====
Sorry for the lack of action - I promise you the next chapter more than makes up for it.
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Hot tub for five, no holes barred. Plus a late surprise
======================
JT and I pulled up to my house, parking out front. We didn't want to announce our presence quite yet. We could see Dawn's suburban, and Holly's van parked in the driveway, which was a pretty good indication the girls were back from their fun.
Entering from the front of the house, we made our way to the Master Bedroom, and peeked out the window, without turning on any lights. Sure enough, the spa heater was on and at temperature, and there were three women reclining in the hot tub.
"Shall we check in on them?" I asked.
"Got a beer?"
"We'll go to the garage, hit the beer fridge, and see how they're doing." I told him.
"Now that sounds like a plan," JT answered with a smile. On our way into the garage he pulled out a little yellow pill. "Want one?"
"What is it?"
"Cialis. If you're going to party like a rock-star, why not use the same pharmaceuticals." He passed the pill to me, and passed me a beer. After cracking his own, we toasted and downed our little helpers.
We walked out to the back yard, brew in hand, and approached the raucous threesome.
"So what do we have here?" I asked.
"Just your wildest dreams come true," Dawn laughed. "Three beautiful naked drunk horny women in your hot-tub."
"So did y'all have a wild time tonight?" JT asked, one foot up on the edge of the spa, looking down into the dark spa, trying to see the forbidden.
"Nuh-uh." Holly interjected. "We're not talking until you boys are in here with us."
"Naked," Dawn added for effect.
I laughed, and looked at Beth to see if she was a party to this madness. "What do you think?" I asked her.
"Naked," she said with a salacious grin.
I wasn't about to argue and stripped down, folding my clothes and leaving them on a nearby table. I left my boxers on until I got back to the hot-tub, then took them off, and slid into the hot water. JT was already ahead of me.
"Is that better?" He asked.
"Much," Holly admitted, with a silly grin.
"So how was your evening?" I asked again.
All the girls started to speak, but Dawn gained the floor. "It was the wildest time. We had a contest going to see who could get four phone-numbers first." She had sidled up next to me, at the far end of the line. Beth was between JT and I, and Holly was on the far side of JT. It was cozy.
Holly added her two cents. "Dawn was out of control, she was just walking up to strangers and asking for their phone numbers, it didn't take a genius to figure out that this contest wasn't going to last long."
"Yeah," Beth chirped in, "but then Holly went over to a table of business men and returned with 5 phone numbers in like 1 minute."
"She cheated!" Dawn fumed, "Go ahead, tell them."
"I just said it was a contest, and that if they gave me their numbers, once I had four I'd show 'em my tits." Holly admitted.
"And..." JT had to ask.
"Well, of course I did, but only for a second."
"And Beth may have only gotten one number, but that guy picked up our whole tab, and then put us on his." Misty laughed, "She saved y'all a lot of money, cause we're not cheap drunks."
"So what was the contest for?" I had to ask.
The girls looked at each other and finally quiet Beth took up the challenge. "Well, you see, Holly and Dawn kind of explained that they expected you two to show up tonight, and that things might get a little wild. They asked if I minded and would I stay. So I thought, well, Hell Yeah! and told them they couldn't make me leave. Then we were stuck with an odd number of us, like two men and three of us, so the contest was who got to choose who would get the one-on-one attention, and who would have to share."
"So I won," Holly announced cuddling up to JT.
"And you have to share us," Dawn explained.
Wow, now that was some contest!
"Do you girls need more drinks?" I asked, a little stunned by the whole way things had played out.
"Just wine now," Beth said, "I've got a nice buzz now, but don't want to ruin things."
"Let's move to the pool," Dawn said, "It's too warm out to take too much of this spa thing." She stood, her entire naked body inches away, and stepped out of the hot-tub, walked to the steps and down into the pool.
Beth followed suit, and I jumped up to follow as well. I gave one last look back at my wife and friend. Holly looked up, gave me a wave then whispered in JT's ear.
The pool was well lit, and when I moved to where the girls were, I could see their bodies clearly through the crystal clear water. I walked with them toward the deeper end, a little over 5 feet deep. I could stand easily enough, but it was over their heads, and they had to cling to me to keep from sinking or drifting off.
"I've gotta tell you both, I wasn't really expecting this," I told them.
"Shut up and kiss us," Dawn said, so I did, exchanging kisses with both of them, holding their incredible bodies against mine, their arms around my neck and each other. The each had one leg wrapped around me, clinging tight. I was hard as a rock within moments, and it didn't take Dawn long to notice.
"Look Beth, I think he likes us," she teased.
Beth, to my shock and delight, reached down and grasped my hard cock with her small hand. "Oh! I think you're right! At least he likes one of us."
"I'm crazy about both of you; I just can't believe this." I confessed.
"So what are you going to do with us," Dawn asked coquettishly.
"Do?" I answered a little slowly.
"Do. As in do with us whatever you want," Dawn explained.
I looked over to Beth, who blushed, nodded, and then kissed me.
Dawn slid sideways, moving behind me, and Beth followed, moving in front of me. I reached down and grabbed her ass cheek and lifted her higher in the water. With my other hand, I cupped her breast and lifted it to my lips. I sucked on her hard little nipple. "Is this Ok?" I asked.
"More than Ok," she answered softly.
"What are the limits?" I asked her softly.
"Just your imagination," she told me, then she let go, slid down my body, and sucked on my cock underwater for just a second, to make sure I understood.
As if they had rehearsed, she slid behind me, and Dawn moved to my front. "Fuck me, here now, just for a moment." She told me clinging to me tightly and whispering in my ear. Her legs were wrapped around my waist, her arms around my neck. "I need to feel you in me."
I held her ass cheeks and lifted her to the head of my cock. She reached down in the water and opened herself for me, bouncing down until she managed to get my cock lodged in her tight slit. It took a little negotiating, and some careful nudging and pushing but after a few seconds, she was seated on my cock, floating in the water. I had full access to her full breasts, while her legs wrapped around my ass, kept her lodged on my pole.
"Now that's naughty," Beth said hanging on to me, and watching the action. She whispered in my ear, "You're going to fuck me too, aren't you?"
"God, you know it," I told her, turning and kissing her while I reached down and screwed Dawn with short little strokes.
Dawn leaned upright, arms around my neck. "Let's move this inside. Can you walk with me like this? That would be so wild."
"I don't see a problem with that." She probably weighed barely 100 lbs. It was only about 20 feet or so once we left the pool. So I walked with her to the steps, and climbed out of the pool carefully. My only fear was slipping, and once we got out of the pool, it was a short trip. Each step jolted her a little, bouncing her body on my stiff cock. Beth held the door open for us, and even threw a towel down on the bed, which I placed Dawn on. Then I tilted her legs back and pumped her for a minute or so, while Beth dried herself off, then me, and finally Dawn. Beth climbed onto the bed, and asked for a bit of attention. "I'm getting lonely," she said.
"I'd hate to hear that," I told her, and eased out of Dawn, who seemed Ok with it. "What did you have in mind?" I asked her.
"Make me come again?" She asked almost plaintively, blushing, her hands placed suggestively between her legs.
I crawled between her legs, which she opened for me, and I once again licked and sucked her. She smelled like chlorine again, I was wondering if I'd think about her tight pink pussy every time I smelled chlorine. I loved licking her, and fingering her, but after a couple of minutes Dawn interjected.
"This is a waste," she said.
Huh?
She pulled me away from Beth and told me to roll over, I started to see where this was going. "Go ahead Beth, sit on his face." Dawn explained, while she proceeded to go down on me, restoring my cock to its full hardness.
Beth didn't need any more encouragement, and offered her pussy to me again. I had a little less control now, but did my best to nibble away at her. Just as I finally got her going, Dawn changed things up again by climbing aboard and riding my cock. I wasn't going to let that distract me and forged ahead, finally hearing the squeal I'd been hoping for as my pretty little Beth came for me.
Beth rolled off, and we both watched while Dawn rode me. "I love your fat cock," Dawn told me, as she rocked back and forth.
She looked over at Beth, and slowed down. "God, I'm hogging him, aren't I?" she said, then she got off of me and moved next to Beth.
I moved between Beth's legs, and she asked softly, "How do you want me?"
"Just like this," I told her, lifting her legs high, and placing my cock at the entrance to her inviting pussy. Dawn, ever the helper, got up on her knees, and helped guide me into her best friend. It was just amazing.
I tilted Beth's legs back and fucked her at a nice leisurely pace for a couple of minutes. I just loved being inside her, loved seeing her body responding to my thrusts, loved watching the emotions playing across her face. I let go of her legs and leaned over her, my face over hers, and then kissed her deeply while I stroked in and out. She kissed me wildly, then turned her face away.
"Oh god, oh god, I'm going to come, I'm going to come again." She moaned.
It was all the encouragement I needed and I stroked her firmly and rapidly, pounding her, until she cried out, throwing her arms around me and clinging to me fiercely.
When I eased off her body, Dawn was waiting eagerly. "That's two for her, and none for me." She reminded me, "You owe me."
I put her on her hands and knees and went back after her hot hole with my mouth and tongue. I spread her wide, diddling both her holes, while I nibbled on her clit. With a little work I went from a using a finger on each hole to two at once, and eventually two fingers in each hole at the same time. The image of Spock's vulcan greeting came to mind as I sawed my hand back and forth aggressively in her two clutching holes. It took a while, but eventually I had her crying out. Just as she came, I climbed behind her and buried my cock in that warm slit, fucking her for all I was worth. She was losing it and started to fall to the side, but I wasn't allowing any of that. I followed her down, pushing her top leg over, and fucked her on her side. I slowly shifted her onto her back, maneuvering her legs at my pleasure, until I placed her flat on her back, and bent her in half, calves against her ears, while I pounded her like a piece of cheap meat. I was getting closer and closer and I told her so.
"You're going to make me come, Dawn, I'm going to come for you. All over you, you are so fucking hot, Dawn." I gasped it out between strokes.
"Make me come again, do it, pound my pussy, make me come for you," Dawn moaned.
Beth surprised me by intervening then, leaning in from the side and tweaking Dawn's breasts. Her friend lurched on the bed, groaning and pulled away from Beth's relentless grasping fingers. It was useless, she wasn't going anywhere and Beth sat up and put both hands to work, grasping, squeezing and teasing Dawns huge, store bought fun-bags.
I did my best to hold out long enough to get her off again, and just as I couldn't stretch it out any longer she screamed out for me. I sprayed her insides with my cum, and she came explosively, crying out as I finished coming by spraying her down with a half dozen ropes, reaching almost to her chin. Then I was back inside her, easy fucking her with what was left of my erection.
Naughty Beth was scooping up the cum from Dawn's body and feeding it to her, putting two and three fingers deep inside her mouth. Again, I had to recalibrate my ideas about this one. She may have spent her entire life with one a-hole, but clearly she was not the innocent little church-mouse she displayed on a day-to-day basis.
When she'd done what she could to feed my seed to her well-fucked friend, Beth finished up by using her tongue to cleanse any last traces of my effort off of Dawn's delicious body. She worked her way down from Dawn's face and upper chest, down her breasts and abs, and in one of the hottest things I'd ever seen licked all around Dawn's almost bare pussy, where I was pushing in and out of her, with my emerging hard-on. Beth looked up at me and opened her mouth in invitation, while her cheek rested on Dawn's crotch. I slid my sticky cock out and fed it to her. She sucked me clean, and back to semi-hardness.
"Damn, I love making you hard, feeling you change in my mouth, feeling that soft tube thicken and harden, completely filling and stretching my mouth." Beth told me, sitting back to look down at the results of her oral exploits.
Dawn moaned from underneath us. "Jesus, that was incredible. I feel like I've died and gone to heaven."
"Pool break?" Beth asked.
"Sounds like a plan to me." I laughed. I figured my hard-on wasn't going to go to waste with these two MILFs around.
* * *
We jumped in the pool for a second, and then I pulled myself out of the pool, and peeked into the hot-tub. JT and Holly were tangled but looking pretty pleased with themselves.
"Intermission?" I asked.
"Just a short timeout," JT laughed.
The other two were right behind me, and slid into the warm waters.
"How's it going?" Holly asked her friends.
"Amazing", "Incredible" was the answering chorus.
"I hope you took your vitamins, Alex," my darling wife teased.
"I'm thinking he's taking something," Dawn laughed.
"I know; it's the work out supplements. As soon as I start taking that Nitric Oxide, and those protein shakes and supplements, I get harder, stay harder, and come a ton. I'm not sure what it is, but I have no doubt it's something in those damn supplements." I explained. It was true as far as it went. The only question was how the Cialis was going to add to the mixture.
"Blessed supplements, I think you mean," Beth corrected me, reaching down and giving me a rub.
JT got up and refilled refreshments all around, and we cranked up the bubbles in the hot-tub. I was personally waiting to see if JT and Holly wanted to take advantage of the bedroom a bit. If not, I was willing enough to take my two back in there for another go. With the bubbles hiding the action, Dawn and Beth were naughtily playing with me, and had me hard once again. Or maybe I should say, still.
Dawn couldn't bare the idea of my hard cock staying uncovered for very long, and without an ounce of shame in her hot little body, she straddled me, and eased my hard shaft home in her delightfully tight twat. Once settled down, she offered me her delightful tits for play. Of course I accepted.
Beth was cuddled up next to me, and teasing her friend. "Fine, it's yours for now, but don't you dare make him come until I get a turn."
JT and Holly were teasing Dawn as well when the backyard gate opened and Jenny appeared in a bikini and a towel.
A hush fell over the spa, as we all wondered how to address this new twist.
"Wow, a full house," Jenny laughed as she approached the spa. As she got close enough I think she finally realized that she was overdressed. "Ohmigod! Are you ALL naked?"
Leave it to Jenny.
Dawn answered for us. "Completely. No Bathing suits allowed." She had stopped moving but was still obviously sitting in my lap, straddling me, naked as the day she was born. Her full breasts were only inches from my face.
The bubbles may have hidden what was happening under the water, but what was showing above the waterline was as incriminating as hell. Holly was sitting sideways in JT's lap, her hands out of sight between them.
"Sis?" Jenny asked.
Holly just gave a little smile, and then blurted, "Ok, you caught us."
Things got quiet for a second, and then JT answered her. "We, uh-mm, kind of left our inhibitions with our clothing."
Dawn leaned over my shoulder toward Jenny and whispered, "C'mon in. It's incredible." Coincidentally, that put her breast in my mouth, where it stayed while I nibbled her hard nipple.
Jenny looked around a bit, then dropped her bikini top and slid into the hot tub, near her sister, between JT and me. A few moments later she had tossed her bikini bottoms out of the spa.
"Oh my God! Who would ever have thought that my big sister, the always behaved, always obedient, disgustingly honest, would be the wild one!" Jenny eased off the seat and stood up, then reached out to the side controller and turned off the bubbles, and turned on the spa light. Suddenly, there were no more secrets in the hot-tub.
"But you're married!" Jenny said, looking around between Holly and I, then realizing the full extent of it, looked at JT and Dawn. "Oh my God! Is this an orgy?"
Beth giggled. "I hadn't thought about it, but I guess you can call it that."
Jenny moved just a little closer to her sister, and reached out to rub JT's arm, then asked hesitantly, "Can I play?"
Holly seemed slow to react, which I could understand. This was a pretty big step for her, one it seems like she hadn't considered when planning for this evening.
Jenny didn't push it. She just waited on her big sister's decision.
Holly finally just gave a strange little laugh. "What the fuck. Why not?"
Jenny gave a cry of delight, jumped forward and planted a huge kiss on her sister.
"Damn, Jen! Him, not me!" Holly cried out, getting a laugh out of all of us.
Jen got on her knees and kissed JT instead, who responded eagerly.
Dawn was back at work on my submerged missile, sliding up and down its length. "God, he's getting so spoiled, I don't know how I'll put up with him after this," she sighed, watching my wife and sister-in-law both using their hands on her husband.
That love trio didn't look overly interested in making the move to the bedroom, so I encouraged my own two lovelies to move our party back to the bed, and they came along easily enough.
Five minutes later, I was leisurely enjoying an indescribable duel blow-job, when the other threesome made their way into the room. We moved around a bit and were grateful we had a California King, with a padded chest at the foot of it. Six of us on that bed was awfully crowded, but a beautiful thing to see. JT seemed to like what he was seeing, and parked himself next to me. A little close for normal circumstances, but then again, these circumstances were anything but normal. Jenny and her sister gave him the same sort of attention I was receiving.
JT and I looked at each other and smiled. He put his hand up for a high five, and I had to smack it. "God, does it get any better than this?" he asked.
I looked down at the sea of fabulous feminine flesh working diligently to pleasure us. To my right was Dawn, then Beth between my legs. Jenny was between JT's legs, and Holly was to his left. Their mouths were taking turns engulfing us, but they all were sharing beautifully.
Holly broke me out of my reverie, when she slid off the bed. "Girls, everyone shift over one." Then she walked around the bed and waited for Dawn to crawl between my legs. JT was now being service by Beth and Jenny, and Beth seemed determined to put on a show for him. I realized this was probably the first time she'd touched him. Good for her.



As for me, I was experiencing a bit of deja-vu, while Holly and Dawn took turns sucking and licking me. I noticed Holly looking over, several times to see what Beth and her sister were up to.
"Switch," I heard her announce, and was hoping for just a few seconds respite. This was too exciting too endure for too much longer.
After the shift I was treated to a vision I had never really dared to hope for. Holly and her sister were sharing my cock. Jenny was a bit hesitant, perfectly understandable considering the situation.
"Jesus, Jen, is that the best you can do for the man who puts a roof over your head, gives you his car to drive, and puts food on the table?" Holly told her sister, then I watched as she grabbed the back of her sister's head and pushed her face down onto my cock. "Come ON! Suck him like you mean it."
Jenny didn't need any more prodding after that, and sucked me with complete abandon.
Holly smiled up at me. "God, you are SO going to owe me after tonight."
"Absolutely. Anything. Hell, you can have my first born child." I gasped, while Jen did her best to finish me off. I was getting close.
"Do you want to come in my little sister's mouth? Is that what you want? Do you want to make her drink your hot cum?" Holly asked, her hand resting on her sister's head, following the aggressive motion as she worked her hands and mouth on me.
"I'd love to fill little Jenny's mouth," I groaned after a few seconds, not knowing if that was the right thing to say, but helpless to deny it.
"Fuck her mouth, Alex," she told me, drawing my hands to her sister's head. "Fuck her sweet little face and empty your balls in her nasty little mouth."
I held Jenny's head, and started moving her up and down on my cock, forcing myself deeper down her mouth, banging against the back of her throat.
"FUCK!" I heard JT cry out, and looked over to see Beth taking his load in her mouth, while Dawn had her hands buried in her friend's hair, holding her face hard against his meat.
"God," I groaned and felt my own cum bursting forth.
Jenny stopped her motion, and used her hand to coax all of my seed out of my shaft and into her warm, welcoming mouth. I gladly delivered all I could, and laid back on the bed, gasping in delighted pleasure.
"That was just fucking incredible." I said.
After a bit of shifting around, I found myself lying back, still pressed against JT, with Beth at my side. I had my arm around her, and she was relaxing with her head on my shoulder. I stroked her back and side, and let my hand wander down and rub her incredible butt, while Dawn took a leisurely approach to restoring the lead to my pencil.
Next to me, JT had Jenny at his side, with Holly between his legs.
"So what do you think, bub? Don't our wives look beautiful with their mouth's full?" he laughed.
"Incredible. I thought I'd feel jealous, but after the first shock of seeing her on your lap in the hot-tub, I don't know. I just love the way she looks, going down on you." I reached across his body, and tilted her head up to watch her while she sucked my friend. "I don't know. Maybe I'm broken. But at this moment, I'm not jealous at all. I mean, shit, that's like the sexiest thing I've ever seen."
My harlot of a wife opened her mouth wide, pulled off his cock, then after a long slow lick of his entire length, she went back down on him, taking it all.
"Ditto, man. I thought I'd shit when you walked out of the pool with her lodged on your dick, but DAMN she's never been sexier than tonight."
I was pretty firm by now, and I watched as the wicked little Dawn put on a show for her husband, slowly sucking me all the way to the root, while her eyes were locked on her man the whole time. Damn, it was hot.
I heard Beth's tentative little voice from beside me. "Dawn?"
"MmmmHmmm," she moaned, her mouth too full to speak.
"I have to leave in like 20 minutes. Would it be OK, if I...if I did... if I was with JT before I went?"
Dawn popped up off my rod, and leaned over and kissed Beth's thigh, the part of her she was closest too. "You poor thing. The rest of us all get a sleepover, and you've got to go home to Dickless." She caressed Beth's leg. "I think we should let the boys have their way with you while the rest of us take a short break. What do you think, Holly?"
Holly drew herself away from JT's long cock which she'd been working on so sweetly. "Amen to that. My jaw is getting tired. I could use a pee-break, a nice drink, and a short rest before I ravage that man of yours."
* * *
And that was how JT and I found ourselves fucking the living daylights out of Beth with our wives and my sister-in-law in the next room over, sipping on wine. At first we took turns just screwing her straight up. Seeing her laying there and getting used so nicely, I couldn't help but move up the bed and feed her my hard-on. She was a little too distracted to give me her best, but it was still cool as shit to slide in and out of her slack mouth, while she gasped at getting rammed so thoroughly. At the next switch JT and I just switched positions, while I filled her puss and JT probed her tonsils. Somehow, that lead to her on her hands and knees getting skewered at both ends. That's when she first started coming for us. Nasty little thing, getting off on getting used hard like that. She felt wonderful to plow from behind, and I played with her tight little butt-hole, getting a very, very naughty idea.
"Let her ride you, JT," I urged him.
"Sounds like a fantastic idea to me," he laughed, pushing her face off of his cock, and laying down in the middle of the bed. She climbed aboard and rode him beautifully. I went over to the bedside table, and pulled out a bottle of lube which I used to slick up my cock. JT saw what I was doing and he pulled Beth down to his chest, kissing her and holding her firmly. His hips were still nudging in and out of her, when I squirted the lube on her ass, and used my thumb to rub it in.
"Oh God, Alex! What are you going to do?" she moaned, as if she didn't know.
"You and Dawn said no limits, right?" I reminded her of the pool conversation which now seemed so long ago.
"No limits," she gasped, tucking her head in and reaching back with her own hands to open her cheeks up.
I put the lubed head of my cock up against her ass, and pushed, sinking about two inches inside of her.
"Jesus!" she cried out, then JT was holding her head in his hands and kissing her on the mouth, shutting her up. Amazingly, she was still holding her ass open for me.
I slowly worked the rest of my cock into her tight hole. "That's all of it." I finally announced, and Beth shuddered, letting go of her own cheeks. She'd been gripping tightly, and the finger marks lingered against her porcelain flesh.
"Fuck, that feels so weird, Alex." Beth groaned, but her body slowly squirmed underneath us.
I began slowly, easing in and out of her rear chute, looking down at the sexy site of stretching her ass. It never was difficult or painful, at least on my end, and I picked up the pace a bit, pushing a little harder on each 'in' stroke, feeling her whole body shift below me. I started fucking her harder, letting the motion draw her up and down on JT's cock simultaneously. After only a minute or two of this, she was moaning continuously, and I screwed that tight little ass without mercy.
When she came, she came explosively, grunting and crying, and the more I screwed her, the harder she came. No doubt about it, she was getting off on having her ass invaded. When I pulled out of her she cried out "No!" but I was just changing positions. I laid back on the bed, and encouraged her to lower her ass over my cock once more, taking me to the very root. She faced away from me, and I pulled her thighs open wide. JT moved in front of her.
"Oh my God," she hissed, "you two are going to kill me."
JT leaned over and went down on her for a bit, which was great for me. She was wiggling all over the place, and her tight butt-hole was clamped onto me like a fist. When he got up and eased his cock into her, she immediately came, thoroughly impaled on his shaft. He started banging her like he wanted to push both of us through the bed. I clung to Beth, my hands gripping her tits tightly, squeezing her nipples, my teeth caressing her shoulder, as her body was shoved up and down my cock.
Beth came again, screaming this time, "FUCK ME!"
Our other house guests couldn't resist their curiosity and came into the room to watch Beth get her brains fucked out.
Dawn, laughed, "The little slut! I didn't think she had it in her!"
Holly seemed almost in shock. "She sure as shit has it in her now."
Jenny heard the commotion and peaked in as well. "Holy Shit!" she cried out, then squeezed around her sister to get a closer look.
JT was fucking like a jackhammer; I don't know where he got the stamina. Beth was crying now, her whole body spasming. "Fuck, fuck, ooooh, I can't stop cumming, FUCK!"
My arms were wrapped around her torso, sliding her up and down my body, my cock slowly grinding in and out of her butt, while JT became the human vibrator. His hips were almost a blur as he pounded her with short fast, almost vicious, strokes. She cried out continuously as her body reacted within my grasp.
JT finally came in her with a groan, and she laid back on me, gasping. If she thought that was the end of it though, she had another thing coming.
I pushed her forward onto her hands and knees, and fucked her tight brown butt-hole fast and hard. The lube was holding up nicely and it wasn't any more difficult than fucking her normally, it just felt a little tighter.
The rest of the women were taking up positions around the bed, commenting on the action. I couldn't believe that I was going to fuck every one of them before the night was out. It was just too much stimulation.
"I'm about to cum," I warned her.
"Do it, fill my ass," she gasped, her arms spread wide, her hands gripping the bed spread tightly.
Beautiful words. I grabbed her hips and slammed into her, emptying my balls deep in her ass. I collapsed on the bed after giving that sweet, round butt a smack on the cheek. "God you have a great ass, Beth."
She slowly crawled up next to me, and clung to me tightly. Her lips pressed against my ear. "Don't say anything, but that was my first time back there."
"Amazing," was all I could say.
"Fuck! You're telling me?" She giggled then got up, stretching.
"God, I feel used and abused. I'm going to take a quick dip in the pool before I go. Damn, I'm jealous of y'all who get to stay."
Jenny laughed. "You? Jealous? After that? Fuck, bitch, you're my hero!"
That started a round of the giggles, which couldn't hide the underlying current of what was going to happen very shortly.
Round Two. (Or would that be round four? Thank you, big pharma!)
======
This party isn't done yet - stick around and see. And thanks for taking the time out to read all 9 chapters of this little work. I hope you're enjoying it. All the votes are greatly appreciated.
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Chapter 10: No Rest for the Weary
======================
The morning brings more fun, and lots of changes in personnel. Holly makes a commitment.
======================
With Beth out of the picture, that left five of us to play. As Jenny had first suggested, it started to degenerate into a full-fledged orgy - just a pile of bodies on a bed, never quite knowing where my cock was, and touching, fingering, tasting any feminine parts in reach.
We were getting worn out, and I found myself half asleep, my head between someone's legs, just easily lapping away at her pussy, my nose half-buried between her cheeks. My cock was being taken care of, a mouth or hand being put to good use.
I woke with a start my mouth still pressed against a moist hole. I peeled myself off and looked around to see the most delightful daisy chain, where I'd been licking Dawn, who'd been going down on Jenny, who was still gripping my cock, all but asleep.
I eased out of bed, and did a quick bathroom break, before returning to the scene of debauchery with a couple of warm washcloths, and wiped down my girls. I could only assume that Holly and JT had found a less crowded bed to relax in. As I arranged the girls under the covers I made a space for myself between them. A large bottle of water beside the bed would take are of any hydration issues. I pulled up the covers, slid in between the two lovelies, and lifted Dawn's leg, who had ended up on her side, her back to me. In our new position I fit within her nicely. I had a nice relaxing fuck, and fell asleep buried in her well-used well.
* * *
Jenny woke me briefly for a goodbye quickie, before heading off to work. She rode me sweetly, with the rising sun, and wrung a quick load out of me before heading upstairs to clean up and head off to the gym. I drifted off, but not for long.
When I awoke next, I could feel my cock under a determined oral assault. The covers had been thrown back and Dawn's face was buried in my pubes, my rod buried down her throat. She was moving a lot, and I realized she was on her hands and knees getting drilled by her husband.
"He's awake," I heard JT announce with a laugh. I could smell something cooking in the background.
Dawn pulled her face up and quickly climbed on top of me, mounting my staff then leaning over and pressing her huge tits against my chest.
I watched JT take up position between my legs and guessed what was coming next.
"She wants a taste of what Beth got. Who am I to say no?" JT explained, and I felt his tiny, 100 pound waif of a wife shiver as he buried his long cock inside her butt.
"Stop. Just hold it there," she cried out to her husband, slowly growing used to her newest invader.
She sighed, relaxing, her full weight on my chest. "You guys are perfect for this. Alex is so big and thick, making my pussy feel to incredibly full." A wiggle of her hips emphasized her comment. "And your wonderful prick is so long and just the right thickness to enter my butt and not tear me apart. Now, let me feel the whole length of it. Pull it all the way out and shoved it all the way back in." She released one long moan as JT did as requested. "I can't believe Beth let Alex fill her ass with that salami between his legs. She'll be stretched out for days."
A damned treatise on double-penetration. That's all we needed.
"Shut up, gorgeous," I told her and brought her mouth to mine. Our breath wasn't the freshest, but the situation made up for it.
JT went to town and drilled her diligently, her whole body rocking under the assault.
She was breathing hard now, taking the fucking and pushing back when she could. "God, it's good, so good." She was moaning almost continuously. "Slow down, slow down, JT, please."
When JT did slow down, she turned her head and looked back at him. "Can we try it the other way? With you on the bottom. Like you guys did last night?"
We obliged her, and JT let her mount him reverse cowgirl, his cock buried deep in her belly.
I moved down to where my face was just above her, and started playing with her cute little pussy. She did have a pretty one, with a nice little landing strip indicating the road to pleasure. As fun as she was to taste and tease, I didn't have the patience for it, and after a very short session going down on her, I moved on to the main show.
I settled over her, placed my cock against her pink pussy, and gave a push. I slid right in, and could feel the added pressure of JT's cock tightening her channel.
"Do me, Alex, please," Dawn asked. And that was the last she spoke. JT held her down while I fucked her as hard and fast as I could. I wanted to come. I wanted to fill her belly with my hot cum while her husband held her down for me. I wanted her to feel my thick cock filling her, while her ass was full to the brim. I wanted to start the day off with a huge orgasm for my guest, before I went out and greeted my wife with another woman's juices on my drained cock. And I wanted breakfast.
I was famished.
I did my best JT imitation, finding just the right position and angle, and then just hammering away at her pussy until she was ready to climb the walls. Her first orgasm built pretty quickly, while she was doubly penetrated and JT was working over her tits. She screamed out her pleasure, but I didn't slow down a hair. Instead I reached down and massaged her hood, while fucking her long and hard.
The added rubbing of her clit put her over the edge again, and into a loop of quick explosive orgasms that died down to one continuous twitching of her body, while the grunts and sounds from her lips stopped being anything close to English.
The feeling was great for me as well, and when I was finally ready to come, I pulled out and sat her up, her full weight settled on the long shaft up her ass. I pulled her face to my wet cock and slipped it in her open mouth. She raised up enough to allow JT to move underneath her, and I felt each of his strokes echoed on my shaft. She quickly sucked me to completion, allowing me to blow all over her face. She seemed to be reveling in it, turning her face to catch my cum on both sides of her face, and rubbing it all over her mouth. I guess JT liked the look of that, because before I was finished he was lifting her hips up and slamming his dick into her butt, coming at the other end of his hot, delightful wife.
I slipped my cock back between her lips, while JT finished inside her, letting her clean me off.
"Fuck!" She finally gasped, when I eased her face off of my staff. She pried herself off of JT's cock and went to look at herself in the bathroom mirror.
"God, I look like such a cum whore," she said turning her face left and right, getting the full impression. Then she turned to us, and used her finger to clean her face and deposit the results in her devilish mouth.
"You are. You're our little cum whore," JT told her.
"JT, you say the nicest things," she teased, before wandering back to the toilet and out of sight.
"What a way to start the morning, huh?" JT asked me.
"Amen to that."
"We gonna give Holly the same treatment?"
"If she's willing," I told him.
"Oh, she's willing. More than willing. She wants a third party."
"Third party?" I was a bit surprised, to say the least.
"Yep, Darling Dawn, between her legs, while she's on her hands and knees skewered from both ends."
"Now that sounds like a plan."
* * *
Breakfast for the four of us was unique to say the least. It started out normal enough, four adults seated around a breakfast table. Of course the fact that we were all clad in t-shirts only, was a little odd. We had hand towels laid out on the chairs to sit on, which again was a bit on the weird side. It got really different when the girls started teasing us, in the way they were eating their food, fruit in particular. It ended with JT and I seated with our wives in our laps, impaled on our ever-hard poles. We fed each other, and talked about the high-lights of the night before.
"Any regrets?" I asked my darling, daring wife.
"Just that we never tried this before. You?"
"Are you kidding? How often do all your dreams come true?" I laughed. "How about you two?" I asked the couple seated across from us.
"You know, we'd talked about things like this for years, but I never really knew if I'd be able to go through with it," Dawn said, after polishing off a grape. "I thought seeing JT with somebody else would drive me crazy. Damn, was I wrong. I loved every minute of it."
JT laughed. "I do worry a bit."
That got a rise out of all of us.
"No really. I mean, where do you go from here? How do you top this? And what do I do for fantasies now that your vixen has cleared the slate?"
It was a good question. "Do you think this is a one time thing?" I asked Holly, while holding her hips and adjusting inside of her.
"I hope not." She said, then turned to Dawn, "How about you?"
"I think Girls Night Out should become an institution. Once a month would be just about perfect, I think."
We discussed the idea at length, and came to the decision that once a month was just right. We also agreed that Beth should be part of the game, if she wanted to keep playing.
That was when Jenny's name came up for the first time. "What are you going to do about Jenny," Dawn asked my wife.
"She's a grown girl I figure. She made her bed, let her sleep in it."
"Like what's that supposed to mean?" Dawn pressed.
"She's been living her pretty much rent free for the last several months. I think we've figured out a way for her to pay the rent. That Ok with you, Studly?" she asked me, grinding her hips against me.
"I don't think I see any problem with that." I confessed, then leaned forward and kissed my loving wife on her oh-so-naughty mouth.
When we broke apart, she giggled. "Not so fast bub. There'll be some rules, and we'll have to see if she'll agree, but I think we've crossed a line that it's awfully hard to go back to."
JT and I cleaned up after breakfast, while the girls took care of their personal hygiene. After a shower and a very close shave, at the insistence of Dawn in particular, we all felt 100% better, more rested, and ready for a little more action.
With new sheets on the bed, and the washer running merrily away, we laid down together, and I had Dawn's T-shirt off before you could say Bob's your uncle. A little heavy necking, and some wonderful oral attention, had JT and I ready and raring to go.
"Holly, you know how Dawn started her morning, right?" JT reminded my wife.
She pulled up and stroked his cock. "I'd be surprised if half the neighborhood didn't have an idea. That girl is loud!"
"Alex and I think you should be the focus of all of our attention for a while. If that's alright by you." JT said, pulling her to him.
"Alright? I've been dying for my turn," she said with an enormous grin.
"Dawn, do you want to play along?" I asked her softly.
"What did you have in mind, or should I guess?" She said with a mischievous twinkle in her eye.
"Would you be able to lay underneath us, and provide her with even more attention?" I asked, my fingers inside of her, slowly stroking away.
"Shit. I haven't done anything like that since I was a Sophomore. Did big-mouth over there tell you?"
"No. I was just hoping." I told her. I didn't remind her how I'd found her last night, between Jenny's legs before we all passed out.
"I don't know if I want to make it a regular thing, but I think I'd love to see her getting plowed up close, if you know what I mean."
I kissed her warmly. "You are such a fucking dream come true. Let JT and me get started, and you can join in whenever the whim hits you."
JT had my wife on her hands and knees, and was enjoying the use of her pussy, while Dawn and I worked out our own details. I got up on my knees in front of Holly and she eagerly took me in her mouth, getting filled at both ends.
I took it easy to start, letting JT set the pace of the action. As he got into the groove of things, she started rocking back and forth, taking my cock deep in her mouth on every stroke. I pulled her hair to the side so I could watch the action.
She was really getting into it, groaning and squealing, when Dawn slid in from the side and positioned her face under where JT was entering her friend. JT took control and slowly spread Holly's legs wider, lowering her until she came to rest on Dawn's teasing mouth.
She pulled her mouth off my cock, gasping. "Oh shit, Dawn, that's it, right there, that's it," she cried out, then sucked my cock into the back of her mouth while she came hard.
JT and I switched places, and while we were repositioning ourselves, Holly started reciprocating with Dawn. Our gorgeous wives were in a tight 69, and I didn't have the heart to interrupt them.
"God DAMN, that looks hot," JT said, echoing my sentiments exactly.
After a minute or two of my only contribution being to caress my wife's full butt cheeks, I needed some action myself. Dawn had adjusted her position, and had better access to Holly's juicy bits. As I got in position, Dawn tilted her head back and opened her mouth in invitation. I dipped my wick in her welcome mouth, and she gave me a little treat, before I pulled out and slipped inside my wife. She had already come a few times, but looked ready for almost unlimited action. JT was parked at the other end, and when he saw I was engaged, he pulled Holly's face up from Dawn's crotch, and slid his dick between her lips.
We played with her, trying different rhythms, faster and slower, and just having a good old time using my wife's mouth and pussy. Dawn got into the game, and started guiding and controlling my actions through the careful placement of her hand around my balls, and a finger two knuckles deep in my rear. I let her drive for a while.
She also made the decision to move to the next step. "Alex, lay down, it's time for Holly to have the ride of her life."
I pulled out and stretched out on the bed. For just a moment I was irritated that JT was going to be in my wife's butt, where nobody had ever been but me, but the feeling passed and I felt a little ashamed for even thinking that way. Holly was climbing on top of me, and settled all the way down before lying on my chest.
"Hold me," she said, with a hint of nervousness.
I looked over to see Dawn pulling the lube out of the bedside table drawer. I'd have to buy lots more of that stuff, I thought to myself. Then Holly hissed as her friend and new lover prepared her ass for penetration.
I could feel when JT made his move. Not only from Holly's actions, but inside her. I looked at her as her eyes rolled back, and then she gasped. "Oh my God - I feel so fucking full."
JT didn't give her much time to settle in; I could immediately feel his plundering of her tight ass through the thin sheath that separated us. Holly was a trooper, raising up onto her hands and pushing back against JT's forceful strokes. I just hung on for the ride.
That was the position that Beth found us in when she entered our bedroom, stripping off her clothes as she approached the bed. "God, I hope y'all slept at least a bit."
Holly lowered herself back onto my chest, and I noticed that Dawn was right beside us. She turned my wife's fact to her own. "Go with it," she whispered, then their lips met and my cock responded inside of her, swelling and throbbing. I held my wife tightly, settling her back onto my cock whenever JT's activities threatened to dislodge me.
"I can't believe this," she finally gasped, "God, I can't believe it. I'm going to come. I'm going to come from having my ass fucked, oh God!" She started a litany of groans and 'yes' and could feel her tighten up, wound up like a spring, ready to explode at any moment.
JT started answering her, "Fuck Holly, it's too much. Your ass is too good, I have to come. I have to. He cried out "FUCK! Take it, take it, TAKE IT!" as he ravaged her rear and came deep inside her.
That was enough to set her off, and she screamed out and bit me hard as she came on my cock, while JT filled her ass.
When he pulled out, and collapsed next to us, she rose up on her hands and started fucking me hard. "You too. Come for me damn it! Come in me!" I looked over to see Beth seated watching us while fingering her own pussy. Dawn was behind her, whispering in her ear and her hands were filled with Beth's breasts.
I grabbed Holly's hips and fucked up into her as best I could, while she rode me hard. It was enough to send me over the edge. "I'm coming for you baby, now, now, NOW!" I thrust up and sprayed her insides, while she finally collapsed on me. My hands clenched her ass cheeks, pulling her against me, as I completely voided myself inside of her.
I almost blacked out from the intensity of it, and the next time I was aware of my surroundings, Dawn had cleaned me up with a warm washcloth, and was settling back down to try to restore my poor cock to hardness. She was making good progress, but when Holly joined her, and they licked me together, their mouths battling for my cock head, their lips coming together frequently, their tongues tangling before one or the other would break free and suck me, that was too much and I was soon back to best form.
I placed Dawn on her back, lifted her legs high, and screwed away. JT was nearby, having his way with Beth while they both laid on their sides, watching us. As I pounded Dawn's pussy, Holly straddled her head, and lowered her pussy down to Dawn's waiting mouth.
"You were naughty to get involved, Dawn," Holly told her friend, "so now you have to clean me up."
It was yet another great experience, my wife and I both using her friend, while her husband and our hot little neighbor watched.
"Wow," Beth spoke up, "I see I did miss something!"
"Yeah, a little." JT said, stroking inside her, "but now that you're here you can get all caught up."
Several minutes later, when I'd finished inside of dear delectable Dawn, and Beth had managed to bewitch a load out of JT, I got to see just what he meant. I went out to get a drink of water, leaving those four to play, and what a sight I returned to. Beth was on her back, with Dawn riding her face, and Holly going down on her. JT was behind my wife, fucking her while standing at the side of the bed.
"Jesus! A guy can't leave for a minute around here!" I laughed.
Dawn beckoned me over, and I stood in front of her, my feet straddling Beth, while she put her own mouth to excellent use.
When Holly got tired, JT took her place, eating out delicious Beth. Once he'd gotten her off, he screwed her for a while before asking to switch places with me. Dawn stayed perched on Beth's face while I took a turn between Beth's legs, first licking her, then screwing her with abandon. She came hard on my cock, and I finally pulled off. JT moved away from Dawn's mouth and pulled her with him, leaving a dazed, facially glazed, Beth behind.
"Wow," she sighed. "Damn, that was intense. I never could tell who was doing what to me down there. I think I came at least a dozen times."
JT was putting on his pants. "I hate to say it, but we really have to run. Should have been home 10 minutes ago as it is." He went to Holly and took her in his arms, then lowered his face and kissed her warmly. "You were incredible. Thank you so much for this."
Dawn slipped into my arms while JT said his goodbye. "I had fun," she said with a grin.
"Fun? That's the understatement of the year. You nearly fucked me to death, woman!"
"Good. Cause I won't be able to walk normal until our next Girl's Night Out, you beast." She pulled me down for a hot kiss, before dropping to her knees and giving me a short little goodbye suck.
I laid back on the bed, and Beth crawled over and finished what Dawn had started, while our favorite couple finished dressing and made their way out. When Holly returned from escorting the wild one's out, she cuddled up to my side and we watched Beth first suck me for what seemed like an eternity, then ride me to her own completion. Even then she didn't give up, but continued on diligently, trying to get me to shoot one more time.



"She looks good on you," Holly teased.
"Yes she does," I laughed.
"How long can you stay?" Holly asked.
Beth pouted. "Just a few more minutes. Eric and I made up a little. We're going out this afternoon."
She raised up off my cock, which was getting close, repositioned herself and slowly sank back down on my cock. When she reached bottom she leaned back and showed us that she'd switched holes.
"I bet I can make you come now," she said with a teasing giggle, then started rocking back and forth, her sweet tight ass doing just what she promised.
"You better come for her, if she's willing to go that far," Holly told me.
"Oh, I will," I gasped, "soon, soon."
Beth was leaning over and my hands went up to her dangling tits, squeezing them, my thumbs rubbing her nipples.
"God, you feel great in my butt," Beth gasped, "come for me, come in me, make me come for you."
I grabbed the little hellion, pulled her off and put her on her knees. I was back inside her ass in moments, fucking her hard. Holly moved beside us and reached underneath to tease her friend.
"Come for me Alex, come in that nasty tight butt," Beth moaned as I fucked her harder and harder.
"I'm there," I told her, my hands gripping her hips tightly. I closed my eyes and quietly filled her ass.
"Oh, God, YES!" Beth cried out and then trembled as she came as well.
I collapsed back on the bed, almost thankful she had to go. I was completely worn out.
"I'm not too late, am I?" Jenny asked as she entered the bedroom, already stripped down to her shorts.
Damn!
Holly laughed out loud. "Beth has to leave, and we're going shopping. But I think we'll have time enough to play later."
"Damn it! I knew I should have had Teri take my lunch appointment." Jenny said. "I'm going to go clean up, see ya in a bit."
Beth was cuddled up to me. "Man, I can't believe I waited so long to try that. Twenty years wasted!"
"We'll just have to make up for past time," I told her, only half kidding.
* * *
By the time Jen came back downstairs, I'd said goodbye to Beth, and took a well-earned shower.
"So what's this about shopping?" I asked Holly as I dried off. Jen had just entered the bedroom and was helping Holly make the bed.
"I have several things in mind, but I guess we should start by clearing up at least one issue."
"And that would be?" I asked.
Holly addressed her sister, who was straightening out the pillows on the bed. "How are you with everything that went down last night?"
"How am I? I'm still so damn horny over the whole situation I'm thinking of wearing a pad instead of soaking through another set of panties."
"But how about us? Are you cool with being there for Alex? Being a regular part of our love life?" Holly asked, all humor and kidding set aside for the moment.
"A short while ago, I've gotta admit, I think it might have freaked me out. But right now, there's nothing in the world I'd rather do. Are you saying you might be willing to share him with me? For real?" Jenny asked, seated on the bed.
"I don't know about any permanent arrangement, but as long as you're under this roof, I think it would be cool if you were available." Holly told her.
"Available? To who? You, him, whoever?" Jenny asked, the first hesitancy coming up.
"Alex." Holly said firmly. "Not that there won't be other playing on. I'm pretty sure at least once a month we'll be entertaining JT and Dawn, and probably Beth as well. But that's purely up to you."
"But Alex isn't up to me?" Jen asked.
"Nope. Once you agree, you're his. And then we have some shopping to do."
"Shopping?" Jenny asked, still curious.
"Well, I don't think our bed will comfortably hold three on a regular basis, and I've been looking for an excuse to replace our 7 year old mattress set anyway." Holly said.
"Then I think it's time for us to go shopping!" Jenny laughed.
=====
We're almost there - only a couple of more chapters. Please be patient. And vote. ;-)
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What kind of slave would you be for halloween?
A Halloween 2009 Contest Entry. Hope you like it.
===========================
Things were getting crazy.
There were three of us, couples that is, that had been holding Halloween parties for several years. It all started when we had scheduled a party the same day as the Thomases seven years back. We weren't close friends but we had many friends in common, and after some discussion, they agreed to attend our party, cancelling theirs. We would include their guest list, and the following year, it would be their turn.
By the time the following Halloween had passed, the wives where thick as thieves, and Wendy, the original mediator, wanted her turn hosting the Halloween party. Of course Dale and Erika Thomas had done their best to out-do ours, so Wendy and Victor upped the ante once more. We all had our own businesses, and the party was tax deductible, so the expense wasn't a major concern.
Each year the parties became more extravagant, the decorations more elaborate, and the costumes, well... another case of oneupmanship there. For the first 4 years the parties kept growing, with nearly 30 couples invited at the peak, as well as a few singles. In the 5th year Vic and Wendy reduced the guest list by a good quarter, and last year we reduced it even more. The parties were becoming more exclusive, with very few 'new' couples added, fewer singles, and the event became a local legend.
The costumes were getting sexier, year after year, and the women joked that they no longer worried about getting ready for swimsuit season, it was Halloween season which drove them to their personal trainers.
Last year, we upped the ante yet-again, creating the first 'themed' party, a Pirate Party. Since the first year, we'd been giving out prizes to the best costumes, by closed ballot. For the Pirate Party we had first through third place awards for the best Pirate Wench, authentic silver reales set in silver necklaces for sexiest costume and most original, and set in gold for best overall costume. As you might imagine, some of the outfits were simply unbelievable. One young lady showed up in little more than thigh high boots and a leather thong and bustier; she still only managed to pull third place. Wendy took home first place that year with a gorgeous traditional wench outfit, made mostly of see through material, and a short skirt, slit right to the waist. She wore her award necklace regularly, and every time I saw it, I remembered that outfit.
It was pretty crazy, the whole party set us back about three grand, with nearly a third of that tied up in the prizes. We had a full cemetery out front, with humorous headstones, now numbering around 30. We actually hired day labor to dig up the lawn, create the cemetery, and replace it the following Monday. The key decorations were a ship's mast, in the center of our two-story family room, and ships railings across the rear wall. The party was a huge hit, but we knew that no matter how high you raised the bar, somebody was bound to try to set it higher yet.
When we got this year's invitation, we knew the gauntlet had been thrown down.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * Dallas Slave Auction by invitation only
The Master of this household is invited to the Dallas Slave Auction. You are required to bring at least one slave that will be auctioned to the highest bidder for the evening. All slaves will be freed at the end of the evening, with the best slaves being rewarded as well.
Slave control and training devices will be available, but you are encouraged to bring your own.
RSVP with any questions * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
By agreement, all invitations were sent out in September, giving the invitees sufficient time to prepare. Last year we had caught some flack for only giving 5 weeks notice. It turns out that some people had been planning their costumes for months, and our 'theme' threw a monkey-wrench in the works. This time we had about 6 weeks to go.
I immediately began to wonder just what constituted a 'slave'. A costume was one thing, but 'control and training' devices and auctioning off the women seemed to be going quite a big further. Would our friends go along with this? Or would this be the smallest turnout ever.
I managed to corner Dale and grill him about the party. He wasn't saying shit about what the plan was. He finally confessed he didn't even know the full extent, his wife Erika and her cousin Michelle were running the show. He did bemoan the fact that it looked like it was going to be twice as expensive as the last one. I finally got around to asking him how the responses were coming.
I needn't have wondered. Within a week, they had nearly a 100% acceptance to the invitations. Fifteen invites, thirteen accepted, one still trying to work it out. No fear or hesitation in this crowd.
Which was good. Life seemed to be in somewhat of a rut again. The Halloween parties were the most exciting thing all year, by far, and it would usually lead to a pretty hot night of sex, something which, I'm sad to say, was becoming more and more infrequent.
How does it happen? I married a stunning woman, absolutely gorgeous, the envy of all my friends. And here I was, 10 years later, ready to pose her for one of those demotivational posters: "Reality - As good as she looks, someone, somewhere is tired of her shit."
My lust for her had all but dried up. She was the most boring woman in bed I'd ever been with, and even the slightest suggestion to open her up was met with hostility and usually a several week hiatus in lovemaking.
In truth, she rarely turned me down, but she made it seem like such a chore. And I guess it was. When we first got together, it was God's greatest gift that I could climb between her legs, and fuck her repeatedly, spending thirty minutes or more pushing us over the peak. Unbelievable that I could be with this stone-cold fox. Our lovemaking was always extensive, and exhausting. She was hard to bring to orgasm, and as the years passed, little else changed. With enough coercion she'd lay back and open her beautiful legs for me, and I would be allowed to enter her. It would often require lube, since she wasn't excited, nor was she interested in allowing me the opportunity to excite her. I was less interested in working myself to death on top of her, than in getting my rocks off, and 5 minutes later I would roll off and we'd talk about the kids.
Why? How? What could I do?
Over time I found myself initiating the act less frequently. When the guys would rib me over going home to such a hottie, and having that available all the time, I'd just laugh and agree. How do you tell anyone your dream babe is a dreamsicle.
It was only at Halloween that she opened up a bit, and I could usually expect some extra loving leading up to the event, and for a short while after. Around Halloween, lube was rarely required, she'd be ready for me, and even respond underneath me. I loved Halloween.
My darling wife Amanda had been in discussions with Wendy almost constantly for nearly four weeks, and they hadn't come up with a costume yet. That was unusual for those two, especially Wendy, who was one of those 'crafty' stay at home moms. She always made home-made cards, invitations, and gifts, and was quite talented at it. Her artistic bent usually showed up in her original costumes.
I came home to find them discussing the topic one evening, and sat with them for a few minutes. It sounded like Wendy had come up with an idea for their costumes, and when I showed some curiosity, she laughingly pulled out a folded up piece of paper and showed it to me. It showed a model with a couple of pieces of fake fur draped across her chest and across her hips, barely covering the essentials.
"Something like that, but sluttier," she giggled.
It always amazed me how these women could dress so conservatively all year long, and then just go nuts one night a year. Not that I was complaining.
I looked up at her and scanned her body with a smile, "Looks competitive."
"Yeah, we thought getting away from the expected might work, and a captured slave cavewoman seems like a winner. I can play the fearful, uncomprehending, captive thrust into a future society. Could be kind of wild."
Wendy was always a favorite going into the contest. She was quite a looker, and I'm certain I wasn't the only husband each year fantasizing about the tasty MILF. She was tall, just a couple of inches shorter than me, and commonly wore 3" heels with her costume, towering over all the other women. If that wasn't bad enough, her long legs were impeccable, her round ass delectable, and her sweet tits, always showcased and presentable. Her outfits were always designed to emphasize her formidable assets.
"So have you worked ours out yet?" I asked my wife.
At 34, she still had a dynamite body. Where Wendy might be found on the cover of Vogue, Amanda was much more likely to grace the center of Playboy. She was an amazing natural beauty. If we ever did a Baywatch themed party, Wendy could do a fair Alexandra Paul (if just a little too busty), and Amanda would be a dead ringer for Erika Eleniak (think Under Siege, not Celebrity Fit Club).
She had asked me for ideas, and I had dug out an old Gor novel for her to read. I'd run into John Norman's Gor novels in college. My fraternity had nearly the entire series in their library. It was a world where warriors were the top of the social ladder, where women were natural slaves, and technology didn't work. It created a mostly agricultural world of constant battle, dangerous beasts, flying mounts, and casual sexual usage of women. Slaves were both the lowest and highest in worth, some bought for a few coppers, others sitting beside the highest of leaders. On Gor all women are gorgeous, and the most beautiful women of Earth are commonly kidnapped and taken to this barbaric planet, where they are considered to be among the best suited for slavery. The writing is average to poor, and the sex scenes are not graphic, but they are a titillating read for a young man.
She'd given me enormous grief over that, asking if that was how I viewed women. Laughingly, I explained that it was the most ritualized and best described fantasy slave culture I knew of. I also reminded her that as far as costumes go, Gor presented the most choices for incredibly sexy outfits. I didn't mention the bonus fact that it was the most overtly sexual.
"Admit it. It's just another sick male fantasy, where women let their 'true slave' out, and collapse in a heap of desire from the mere touch of a real man. It objectifies women as if they were nothing but unthinking, out-of-control sperm receptacles."
"It's not just another sick male fantasy," I argued. "For many it's THE male fantasy."
"Maybe your fantasy, you pig," she answered, smacking me.
I reached for her, "YOU would be my fantasy."
She seemed almost shocked by the statement. "Liar. We all know your fantasies live inside your laptop."
I shook my head and turned away. "You were my first fantasy. You're still my greatest fantasy."
I closed the door behind me.
Days later while we were watching TV, she asked me again. She'd been studying and was profoundly curious.
I told her it was commonly how men fantasized about women, whether they'd admit it or not. I was surprised when she asked if I had any more books in the series, and I gave her the first, then hit the used bookstores for a few more.
"It's so violent!" she remarked a few days later.
"Yes. Many men still dream of being in a culture of might makes right. Competing against other men for the spoils of war," I acknowledged.
"The violence is against the women too. It's so misogynistic."
"Just the opposite, I would say. The violence against the women is usually disciplinary not violence for its own sake. The discipline is designed to let the woman expose her true self. The worst that they describe is much less violent than the real world slavery atrocities of the last few centuries."
"So it's Ok to tie up women, drag them by their hair, whip them, gang rape them, make them servants by day and whores by night?" She asked.
"What do you think? In the stories, who wins in the end? Which of the women don't end up happy with the man they want? The men are tortured, starved, beaten, teased, humiliated and often killed. It's a violent, barbaric, fictional world. In the end, often as not, the slave girls conquer the master."
"It's stupid." She announced, ending the conversation.
And yet that night, when I cuddled up to her she turned to me readily. She touched me with care and opened her legs for me. When I entered her she was ready for me, and she moved beneath me, as if she enjoyed it. She even allowed me to change position, sitting up and lifting her legs wide. It was incredible being able to look down at my cock sliding in and out of her.
"Are you looking at it?" she asked, watching me intently.
"It's amazing," I gasped. "You're amazing."
For the first time I could recall in years, she came with me.
Afterwards she lay in my arms, and I looked down at the beauty I held and wondered how I could give her up. I thought she was nearly asleep when I heard her mutter, "Grow a beard."
Unfortunately that night was an aberration.
Now, two weeks later, we were back on the subject. This time with her friend Wendy there to keep things interesting.
"I haven't quite nailed it down yet, but I'm getting close. That Gor stuff, there's like a whole culture of it on the 'net. Someone just showed me the Second-Life Gor. It's hard to believe it has so many followers. But I will admit there's a lot of good ideas there for dressing up and playing the part of the slave," she confessed.
Wendy chimed in, "I gotta say, it seems kind of weird. The books are strange enough, but then I see all these women online going along with it. I mean, I've heard of submissives and all, but this is really strange."
"I read that over 3/4ths of the players in SL Gor are women, averaging mid 30's with 2 kids. Almost half play slaves. There are something like 11,000 females characters, and 6500 males characters. They have over 600 merchant shops for the players and only a handful are exclusively for men. It's so bizarre!" Amanda said.
Wendy laughed. "I never would have guessed that that many women had even read the series."
"I wouldn't be surprised if many of them hadn't," I said.
"Tell him about David," Wendy told Amanda with a nudge.
Amanda nodded and continued. "I just heard that Kim and David might be changing things up. Alice says she's got him dressed up as a Roman fighting slave, a Spartacus thing, and she's going as a wealthy patrician owner. How does that sound to you?" She asked with a twinkle in her eye.
"It could be fun, but I figure most of the women aren't going to pass on a chance to dress as wild as this, so there won't be many female owners to bid on him. And I know I'm not going to buy him!"
Wendy chimed in, "You wouldn't have to buy only him. It sounds like there's going to be several more slaves than masters. The invitation allows a 'Master' to bring more than one slave. I know that Alice is bringing her sister. And of course Erika's cousin Michelle is in. Now that Teri and Bill have separated she's looking to latch on with another couple, rather than try to find someone else to go with her as a slave. We thought about bringing her with us, but Vic was just a little too interested."
Wow. I don't know a man that wouldn't like to have Teri as his slave, her slender, firm body his to conquer. She'd been coming to these parties since the very first one. Why she and Bob ever broke up was a real mystery. Shit. What was I thinking? I was considering doing the same, or worse. Everyone would think I was fucking nuts.
I smiled for Amanda. "You interested in being 'first slave'? Having your own servant working under you? I don't imagine you would want to be a slave to a slave."
"You are such a pig!" Amanda snarled. "Is that what you want? One slave isn't enough, you need a harem?"
I was surprised at her response. "Hey! I'm just looking to help you out. You could be a pleasure slave, set her up as a household slave. Maybe I could sell you both as a package deal, to some poor unsuspecting fool," I teased. When I saw that I was further irritating her, I backpedaled. "Who're we kidding anyway? You know I'm leaving this in your hands. In the end, you'll only be as much of a slave as you want to be."
Little did I guess just how much that might be...
* * *
With two days to go before the party, I came home to a locked door with the house alarm set. We never set the alarm during the day.
"Is that you, Jack?" I heard my wife call, as I hurried to disarm the alarm.
"Who else?" I said, a little irritated by the rigmarole I was going through. I set my briefcase down and headed to the bedroom to get casual.
I walked in to quite a sight. Amanda was standing, wearing the simplest of costumes, a rough poncho-like outfit that barely covered her. The sides were open, and a rope belt held the sparse material tightly against her delicious form. The end of her outfit hung about half way down her thighs. From the front it was almost respectable. From the side it was absolutely pornographic. All of her amazing curves were on display, her soft, tender flesh very exposed. She had a leather collar around her slender neck. That was all she was wearing. It was an image right off the cover of a Gor novel. She would have done Boris Vallejo proud.
As I stepped forward, turning the corner, I saw what I hadn't been able to see at first. Teri Griffith was kneeling beside my wife, wearing only a loincloth, and a scrap of nearly transparent silk stretched across her breasts. The loincloth was made of white material hanging from a silver chain that encircled her tiny waist. Her legs were together with her hands crossed in her lap. She was sitting back on her heels, her back very straight, her head down. Her long black hair was hanging loosely over her shoulders. A collar around her neck was attached to a leash my wife held.
I was struck speechless, but my wife wasn't. "Nadu!" she barked.
Teri was instantly in action. She spread her legs widely, her hands opened and turned palm down on her thighs. She raised her head, tossing her hair back, and turning her head slightly, exposing her neck and shiny collar. It was the Gorean command for the slave to assume the pleasure position, and Teri had responded to it perfectly.
I stood in place, in shock. My eyes were drawn to our neighbor's open legs, the loose piece of cloth all that covered her womanhood from my view. A single piece of thin material was drawn between her thighs, tight against her crotch, then looped over the chain circling her waist, both front and back. From where I sat it was translucent and I could see the outline of her thighs and that precious 'V' between her legs. The outline of closely cropped dark brown pubic hair was clear. She seemed to tremble holding the position.
I tore my gaze away, back to my wife who had dropped down to a matching position. Her outfit wasn't able to cover her completely, and I now saw she was wearing the smallest thong possible, an inch wide shred of cloth barely covering her. My breath caught in my chest.
The outfits suited them perfectly. My wife was the more voluptuous of the two, and the rough cloth seemed only to accentuate her curves. Teri was slender, bordering on skinny, but the outfit she wore let her dark nipples peek through the material, hinting at their nature. The loincloth, hanging about 4 inches below her crotch, and only about 6 inches wide drew the eyes to the subtle curves of her hips and the space between her legs.



"Does this girl please her master?" I heard my wife say softly.
"Jesus. That's fucking amazing," I finally managed to speak.
"Belly!" She hissed. Teri threw herself forward onto her stomach, her head turned to the side. Her hands went behind her back and crossed at the wrists, while her legs opened wide.
"Stupid slave," Amanda growled, rising up on her knees, and pulling Teri's hands to her sides, just a few inches from her body. She then smacked her across her tight little ass with the end of her leash.
"Ooh, please Mistress," the pretty brunette whined.
The blow from the leash had pulled the girl's loincloth to the side, exposing more of her rounded cheeks, and the crease of her ass. Clearly, she was wearing nothing under the loincloth. My wife reached over and carefully pulled it back in place.
Amanda stood, and walked to me. "Command her, Master. 'Nadu' for the pleasure position."
"Nadu," I said, hardly recognizing my own lust filled voice.
Teri was good. She slowly, enticingly, folded her legs forward and rose into the open legged kneeling position she'd assumed previously. In her movements she couldn't control the motions of her loincloth, and I was granted a brief glimpse of her pink treasure, and I was enthralled.
"Would Master like to use his slaves now? Take us to his furs and slave rape us?" My wife asked softly, leaning over Teri and caressing her hair. She reached down with the leash end, softly rubbing it across Teri's breast, then giving a soft tap right on the nipple causing the pretty brunette to shiver.
"Shall I help you break this one, Master?" Amanda asked, reaching down and caressing Teri's breast.
My heart nearly exploded, and my cock was as hard as ever I remembered.
Then the girls were standing, clinging to each other, laughing hysterically.
"Oh my God! You were so right," Teri gasped.
"We are SO going to win this thing," Amanda said, raising her hand for a high-five.
"You two are evil," I said, still worked up over their little act.
Amanda stretched her hands over her head, her wrists crossed, and rolled her hips, her whole body an undulating mass of sexual energy. "Master, use your slaves; slake our thirst; fill our holes, fill our need." She was teasing me blatantly. "Dance for him, Teri."
Teri just shook her head, carefully rearranging her outfit.
"This is why they have whips on Gor." I growled. "A few disciplinary strokes and you'd behave." I reached out and took a swipe at my wife's rear, barely connecting as she dodged, rotating her hips out of the line of my fire.
"Yes, we should get you one for your costume. The brave man who beats his defenseless women," Amanda laughed.
"The Warrior who disciplines his slaves," I corrected, "with relish."
Their laughter rang in my ears as I walked back to my closet to change in peace.
That night I was shot down again. What a teasing bitch. I fantasized about Teri, and that little piece of cloth, so easily moved. So easily removed. And still, my bitchy teasing wife snuck into my fantasies.
* * *
At lunch I hit the gym again. I guess in some ways I was as vain as the women. Knowing I'd be wearing something as revealing as a barbarian outfit, I had started hitting the gym hard for the last several weeks, and dieting down. Just 10 lbs, that's all I wanted. Thankfully, my beard had gotten past the itching phase.
I put 40 minutes into the treadmill, then moved to the elliptical for a cool-down. As I started in I looked over and was astounded to see Teri sweating away next to me.
She was plugged into her music player, oblivious to the world. I reached over and gave her a tap on the shoulder. She turned to me, popping off an ear-bud, and gave me a big smile.
"Hi, beautiful, what's got you down here?" It seemed odd to find her here, 10 miles from our neighborhood.
"Couldn't come in the morning, like I normally do, but I didn't want to miss a last chance to workout." She slowed down the pace a bit, and used her towel to wipe down the sweat off of her face and her upper chest.
"I mean here," I explained, gesturing around us. There were plenty of closer gyms to our neighborhood. This one was right next to my office.
"Oh. After Bill left, we dropped the gym membership to save money. My sister put me on her membership for $10 a month. I save ten bucks a week. Except for the gas."
We put in our minutes for a bit before I broke the quiet again. "Would you mind my asking, Teri, what ever happened between you and Bill? I never really knew anything was wrong, and then one day I hear he's moved out."
She seemed to hesitate a moment. "Same old story. Boredom, complacency, taking things for granted. Too much mommy, not enough wife. I was still a bit surprised but probably shouldn't have been. We hadn't been intimate for over six months. Course he left with a bang, suddenly adventurous and amorous for one wild weekend before taking off. I never saw it coming, really, but it seems half of the couples are in similar straits."
"I know what you mean." I looked over at the little beauty, and had to wonder where we all went wrong. "What happens to us, Teri?"
"Don't say, 'Us', Jack. You've still got something there," she said intensely. "Your wife still loves you."
"Don't bet on that. If she does she has a strange way of showing it," I told her.
"Bet you got some last night. You both were hotter than hell," she laughed.
"I'll take that bet," I grumbled.
She looked like she was shocked. "Didn't you even try?" she finally asked.
"Tried, and shot down."
"Oh, Jack. I'm sorry," she said, and sounded sincere. "God, if you two can't make it, who can?"
I just pumped the pedals for a while. "Never mind me, I'm just a little grumpy today. I'm sure we'll work things out. Please don't say anything to Amanda."
"Of course not, Jack." A few minutes later she was finishing up. She stopped then reached out and put her hand on my arm. "It was nice talking to you. Thanks for sharing. And don't give up, please."
I smiled for her. "Thanks Teri. Trust me, I'll give it my best. Especially this time of year. It's the only time I'm pretty much assured of getting at least a pop or two. Amanda loves Halloween."
"Don't we all?" She said as she turned away. Looking pretty damn good in retreat.
* * *
Thursday evening, the night before the big party, it was all anyone in our circle of friends was talking about.
I got home from work, and heard the entry alarm again, but was much less irritated about it this time.
My wife strode out to meet me in her outfit, and I noticed some new details, carefully placed tears in the material to expose her flesh, additional hook and loops on the sides to hold it tighter to her body just below her breasts. She had some simple beads on as well. The length looked to be a little bit longer; I guess she had let out the hem.
"I want you to try on your costume, in case we have to adjust it," she told me, after giving me a cursory kiss at the entrance.
A little peck on the cheek. Dressed as she was, I wanted to throw her over the end of the couch, fuck her delicious brains out, and make her scream for me. I wanted to kiss her with the Master's kiss, forcing my tongue deeply in her mouth. I couldn't remember the last time I'd felt her tongue against mine.
She took me to the bedroom and helped me with my outfit. It was very simple, a natural leather wrap around the waist, rough edged on the bottom, reaching a couple inches short of my knees. She insisted I wear it with nothing underneath, like a kilt. The outfit also had fur-topped leggings and leather sandals. A thick leather strap ran diagonally across my body and held a sword at my side. To top if off, I had a headband that reminded me of the Conan outfit. Amanda pulled a tooled leather bag out and attached it to my side, opposite the sword. She finally pulled out a large gaudy necklace, with a heavy chain which she placed over my head.
"Not bad," she observed, making small adjustments in the waist wrap, and marking where the wrap reached around me. She started working her way around me, marking the length of the waist wrap, for alteration.
"Can you put the skirt and straps in the smoker? Darken them and make them a little more authentic. It would be cool to smell the smoke of battle."
"Sure. Do I want to know how much this is costing me?" I asked, adjusting the waist so it didn't pinch.
"Don't be a baby. It's a bargain. Turns out you can buy like a whole deerskin hide for under $200. We've rented more expensive outfits in the past. You must know that the slave outfits hardly cost anything. You should be worried about how much you're going to spend at auction tomorrow."
I looked in the mirror. I wasn't a hard-body, but I kept myself fit. I thought I didn't look half bad. Sometimes, while sweating 40 minutes into my run, I wondered who I did it for. It wasn't like Amanda appreciated it.
"Try on the wig," Amanda said, passing me a clump of hair.
After a little work I had a barbarian wig on, with long braids down the front. I felt like Heidi.
"Forget the wig. What do you think, Teri?" Amanda asked, looking over my shoulder.
Surprised, I turn to see Teri standing in the doorway. She was wearing the same outfit as the day before, with a change to her top. Rather than wrapping around her body, it looped down from her neck, the sheer material spread wide across her smallish breasts. A simple silver chain connected the material between her breasts, and a longer silver chain ran from the outside of each, across her back. White linen, white silk and silver chains. It was perfect and as sexy as hell.
"Masterful," she decided. She smiled for me, then spoke sharply. "Nadu, slave!"
Amanda dropped to the slave pleasure pose, quickly. Teri walked behind her, and I saw that she now had a short riding crop in her hand. She used the instrument to tap the small of my wife's back, urging her to sit taller, and another tap on the inside of a knee to spread the legs wider. As she walked around my wife, I saw two clear welts on Teri's white skin, one across her butt, the other across her back between her shoulders, as well as a couple of more isolated markings. A couple looked like they might bruise.
Content with my wife's position, Teri came to me, placed the whip in my hands, then stepped back and stood beside my wife. She pushed one leg just a few inches forward, tilted her hips and stretched tall, her wrists crossed and held above her head. It caused her top to narrow, exposing tender white flesh that was normally covered by her bathing suit.
Though she was standing still, she still seemed to slowly, teasingly writhe. It was impressive.
"Do your slaves please you, master?" Teri asked.
"Their beauty pleases me greatly. Their teasing does not," I told her, taking on the part I was wearing.
"Yes master. That is why the teasing slave is no longer first slave," Teri told me, reaching out to my kneeling wife.
"Did I say you could break position?" I barked at her, and her eyes popped open wide. She rapidly assumed her previous position.
"Belly," I barked, and she dropped to her stomach, remembering to place her hands correctly. Her head was turned away from me. I approached my wife, stepping close and walked around her. I saw that she, too, had felt the whip already, two reddened welts on her body, matching Teri's, as well as a few of the triangular markings that seems to match the end of the whip I'd been given.
From behind her I reached beneath her legs and rubbed her with the crop. She almost fell, and struggled to keep her position.
"I see you've both felt the sting of the lash already." I leaned over and drew the end of the whip down the center of the brunette's back. "Did you enjoy it, Kajira?"
"No Master," she moaned, her body twisting as I tapped her on the side of her butt. She instinctively pulled away from it. With just the slightest twist of my wrist, it still landed firmer than I had thought it would. "Master will never have cause to whip this obedient girl," she said.
"Speak honestly, slave. Did it hurt much?"
"Horribly, Master. It still stings and throbs now, over an hour later."
I stepped a few feet away into the bathroom and returned with some aloe lotion. I placed some in my hand and gently rubbed it first into her back, and then, slowly across her tight little ass cheeks. My hands slid under the scrap of her loincloth, thoroughly covering her rear. I was meticulous, removing any trace of the lotion from my hands.
"This salve will help, Sweet One. But remember the pain. Imagine how much worse it would be delivered with a man's full strength."
I turned to my wife, who still held her position, after watching me rub my hands over her friend's back. She seemed a little shocked.
I ran the crop over the blonde slave's body, down her sides, across her shoulders, under her chin, circling her breasts. I stood before her, and slid the whip between her legs, pushing against her. I saw her tense up. I pulled back and gave her the softest of slaps against her inner thigh. She cried out.
"Tell me, Kajira, did you enjoy the taste of the lash?" I asked as I moved around her, then traced the welts with the end of the crop.
"No...Master," she admitted, through gritted teeth.
"You wear the clothing of a slave, a slave's collar surrounds your neck, you assume the position of a slave, yet still I feel you do not consider yourself a slave," I told her, my hand running through her hair.
I stepped back to the brunette. "This one knows her place. Don't you, Sweet?"
"Yes Master."
"What are you?"
"La Kajira, Master. I am a Slave."
I ran the whip across the inside of her thigh, then brushed it across her barely covered opening. I noticed another change in the outfit. Yesterday, the cloth between her legs had been wider, bunching up between her legs. Now I could see that she'd trimmed it, so it was pulled smooth against her, less than two inches wide where it covered her. As I rubbed the end of the crop between her legs, I was even able to work the edge under the cloth a bit, making her writhe against it.
She moaned. "Thank you, Master."
"Yes. Kajira. A delicious one at that."
I turned back to my wife, the blonde rebellious slave. She had not let the role take her.
"You have presented yourself to me as a slave. Willingly. You sit here in the pleasure position, yet you hold yourself back. So I ask you, do you truly desire to be my slave?"
Her eyes looked up into mine in defiance, then she dropped them and whispered, "Yes, Dammit!"
I reached out with the crop and switched the side of her ass, drawing a cry from her.
"Answer correctly."
The brunette pleaded for her companion, "Please Master! Don't hurt her; she is yours, truly. We are both yours completely. Don't punish her."
I reached down and grasped the recalcitrant one by her hair. "What will it be?"
"I am your slave, Master. La Kajira," she whispered, yet her eyes still argued.
"I wonder. Perhaps I should just throw you out. Let you find another Master to protect you, to clothe you, to provide for you. You hardly seem worth the trouble."
"Jack..." she whispered.
"Silence, slave! Do you think I won't beat you, if you deserve it?"
She shook her head. I tilted her head back, grasped her firmly by the hair and thrust my mouth down on hers, my tongue ferociously invading her mouth, pressing hard against her, biting her lip. She moaned into my mouth. I could feel my blood boiling for her. I kissed her for a long time, reaching down and caressing her breast. When I pulled away she looked at me in wonder.
I stepped back and placed the end of riding crop against her cheek. With just a little pressure I turned her face away from her friend, and toward the wall.
I moved away and went to the prostrate partner. I nudged her with my foot. "Bara." The command for submission.
She crossed her ankles, and crossed her wrists behind her back, in preparation for binding. I removed my sword belt, and used it to loop around her wrists. I removed my waist belt, discarding my pouch, and used it around her ankles, binding her, effectively controlling her.
I ran my hand down her body, "Such a pretty little slave. So sweet, so docile." I loosened the rear loincloth with a tug, and pulled it to the side exposing her sweet ass to my view. I flipped the end of the cloth over her bound hands, and then nudged her knees apart. She hastened to open up and obey the unspoken command. "You will be a pleasure to use, Sweet One, but not right now. Still, I enjoy viewing your beauty." I reached between her legs and gave a tug on the material, pulling it a couple of inches away from her skin, then touched her lightly, eliciting a wonderful moan.
I went back to my wife, and stood in front of her. "Pleasure me," I told her.
She glanced over at her friend, who was still facing away from us, nearly nude. Then she looked up at me with a look that I couldn't quite interpret. It was part anger, part lust, part need, part submission.
"Do I need to repeat myself? Or would you prefer I get my pleasure from the first slave, and give you only a beating?"
"No Master, this girl is obedient," she said, reaching up and rubbing the bulge in my leather kilt. She reached her hand under my outfit and I loosened it. The outfit closed at the side, and the material divided there, almost like a slit skirt. I turned the outfit, moving the opening to the front. My slave girl parted the leather and exposed my hardness. Once more she glanced over at her friend who was laying quietly, still facing away from us.
Her hands worked my staff. She looked back and forth between my rampant hard-on and my face, taking in how she was affecting me.
Then she leaned forward and took me in her mouth. I was pleased. She rarely used her mouth on me anymore. Before we were married, I was given a number of delicious blow-jobs. Watching my cock disappear into that beautiful face was an amazing thing. But that was a thing of the past. I don't think I'd had my cock in her mouth for at least four or five years. It was nice to break the drought.
I think she was trying to be quiet and subtle, but I would have none of that.
"Your mouth feels good around my staff, Pretty slave girl." I told her, feeling her stiffen up at the words. I reached for her head, and thrust her back and forth on my rod, for once not caring how she felt, just using her mouth freely. "Suck me, slave girl."
As she grew more active, I reached down for the bottom edge of the leather skirt I was wearing and pulled the two pieces up and tucked them into the waistband, leaving me fully exposed from the front.
I heard a moan from the girl beside us, and I could see she was squirming, perhaps feeling her own need. My wife pulled back a bit, and turned her head, looking over at the girl laying beside us. With a nudge of the riding crop on the back of her head, I directed her attention back to my aching cock.
"Yes Pretty, your mouth is a wonder. I will use it often." I pulled out of the orifice under discussion. "Sula."
She looked up at me, then teasingly stretched out on her back, opening her legs, and spreading her hands wide. "This girl obeys gladly, Master," she said with just a hint of challenge in her voice.
I imagine she thought I would climb on top of her and have my way. Instead I reached down between her legs. "Do not move."
I roughly thrust two fingers inside of her, forcing her to gasp. She pulled away a bit. I extracted my fingers from her and slapped the inside of her thigh firmly, making a loud noise. "Do NOT move," I reminded her. "I will not repeat it again. The next time it is the whip."
"I'm sorry, Master," she gasped as once again I roughly thrust my fingers inside of her.



I was surprised to see how well she was behaving, finally accepting the role she was dressed for. I don't believe I had ever touched her as roughly as I did then.
I was kneeling between the girls who were positioned on the floor in opposite directions just a few feet apart. I faced the blonde's feet, as she lay to my right. The pretty little brunette lay on my left, and I faced her head and torso. I looked down at her exposed ass, and caressed it.
Pausing in my caresses, I stopped to untie the brunette, then turned back to the blonde whose real training was about to begin.
I reached out with my hand and turned my wife's face toward the wall, and teased her womanhood mercilessly, trying to force her to respond. My other hand reached out and softly landed on Teri's thigh. She groaned, and whined in her need as I caressed her legs and butt gently but intimately, reaching between her legs, inside of the cloth and lightly petting her cleft.
Meanwhile I toyed with my wife, fingering her fiercely, pinching her clit, slapping her pussy, forcing three fingers deeply inside of her. She was trying to stay still but was losing that battle.
"M...Master," she groaned, "I must move."
"Move at your own peril," I growled squeezing her pussy hard.
"Please Master, please!" She gasped. Her hands were clenched in fists and her face was contorted in pain and pleasure. It was what I was looking for. I slid a finger into the quiet slave, once, just as a tease, then turned to the slave who was in need. I climbed between her legs, rubbing her clit hard, feeling her body twitching almost out of control. "Master!" she cried out, begging.
I leaned forward, and in one hard movement drove my entire length into the quivering slave girl. She screamed out and I heard a moan from beside us and saw that Teri had turned to face us, watching me take her sister in slavery.
"You may move, Pretty one," I told the slave underneath me.
She yielded to me completely, thrusting against me, crying out, wrapping her legs around me. I leaned over her and pounded her viciously, thrusting my fingers, wet with her own juices into her mouth. She sucked on them, her tongue bathing each independently. She was incredible, so alive, so vibrant. I'd never seen her so hot, and so sexual.
My new slave, still unsullied, was watching lustfully. "Master, please," she called out to me, reaching a hand out to brush my leg. I pointed to a spot beside me. "Nadu, Sweetness."
She eagerly moved to where I indicated, assuming the classic pleasure position. I reached out and moved the silk on her chest aside, exposing her breasts one at a time. She held her position, her eyes locked on where my body continued to pleasure her friend. With a tug, I released the loin cloth from the front chain and it fell beneath her, leaving her totally exposed.
"Yield to me, Pretty one," I ordered the girl underneath me, rising up on my knees, lifting her hips off the ground, and thrusting fiercely into her.
She was groaning continuously and a stream of words flowed from her. "Master, master, I love you master. Rape me. Rape your slave. Use me. Use me hard. Love me, Master."
"Punish her for her teasing, Master," Sweet whispered. "Punish her hard. This girl would never tease you and leave you unfulfilled, Master."
I looked over and found that her hands had moved between her legs and she was pleasuring herself. She had inched forward, as slave girls might tend to do, if not monitored carefully. Her knees were brushing against the girl I was using.
"Slave Lips, Sweet one" I said.
She puckered her lips and leaned forward. Only my kiss would free her.
I eased the girl beneath me back to the ground, and raised her legs to my shoulders. I leaned over her, fucking her as hard as I could, into the unyielding floor. She cried out for me, and I saw her looking at her competition, kneeling so beautifully beside me, so in control, while her own body betrayed her. I leaned toward my unused slave.
"Kiss me."
She leaned in and placed her lips on mine, kissing me hotly, her tongue alive in my mouth. I bit down on her tongue, hard, reminding her who was in charge. Her hand was still moving frantically between her legs.
Pretty screamed out her pleasure, yielding completely once more. I felt Sweet trembling against my lips as she approached her own finish. I reached between her legs and trust my fingers into her, making her scream for me.
It was enough. I finished inside my well used slave, thrusting to completion, filling her with my seed. She cried as she came with me inside of her. The pretty brunette cried out as well, her arms clinging to me, and her hips thrust against my hand, desperately, wringing from her body continual rolling waves of pleasure.
In one final paroxysm, Sweet fell to the floor, an arm thrown across her sister, trembling.
I took my fingers, slick with the brunette's juices, and placed them in Pretty's mouth. She sucked them, while I continued to push in and out of her, my cock remaining semi-hard.
Sweet clung to the girl I continued to use, her lips pressed against an exposed shoulder. Her hands moved down to untie Pretty's waistband, and expose her body to me.
A body I knew so well.
I reached down between the brunette's legs and wet my fingers again, feeding them to the gasping blonde.
"What are you, Pretty one?"
"Kajira, Master," she gasped.
My cock had remained hard enough to move in and out of her carefully, but the excitement was firming me up, making me harder, thicker. My movements lengthened and I was able to apply my full length once more.
My slender brunette was becoming more active, drawing the outfit of the slave beneath me up and over her head, exposing her excellent body. Then she moved forward, placing her face right above where I was entering the blonde.
She looked up at me, her large brown eyes glistening. "It has been long, Master. So long. Allow me to pleasure you." She opened her mouth before me.
I could almost feel the testosterone coursing through my system. Yes. This slave also was mine to use freely. She had offered herself to me, understanding full well what that entailed. The Blonde had brought her into my home, dressed her, and presented her to me. I would have her.
I eased my hardness out of the moaning Pretty, and with a slight raising of my hips, eased the head into Sweet's mouth. She closed her eyes and moaned as I slid a few inches between her lips. I eased my cock in and out of her mouth several times, before burying it once more between the legs of my first conquest.
Sweet kept her eyes closed, and her mouth open. Her tongue quested out, almost begging. Again, I withdrew from the wet cavern beneath her, and pressed into her warm mouth.
Back and forth I switched for a long while, the previous completion giving me added endurance, as did the constant change from one opening to the next. My motion into the tiny brunette's mouth became more aggressive, gagging her, and yet she pushed back hard, determined to service me.
Looking at the pretty face engulfing me, while my first love lay beneath her, I was getting too excited. My hand was behind her neck, pulling her forward, and I was thrusting into her throat, getting deeper. When I pulled out she gasped, staring up at me. When she caught me looking into her eyes, the she-devil licked her lips and opened wide again.
But tonight was about taming the blonde, not indulging in the brunette. A man, a warrior, did what was needed, not always what he wanted.
My pretty blonde slave moaned when I pulled out of her, but shrieked when I reached down and grasped her roughly, lifting her off the floor and tossing her on the bed. She felt like a feather to me and I was fearful she would land off the far side of the king size bed.
I removed the leather surrounding my waist, while I gave the slave on my bed directions. "On your knees. Head to the furs, hands to your head."
She only hesitated for a moment before moving to her knees, lifting her rear into the air and dropping her head to the bed. Her elbows were out to her sides; her fingers were intertwined behind her head. She trembled. "Please, Master, not like this," she said softly. "Not like an animal."
I climbed behind her, then looked for my brunette, and again pointed beside me. I looked down at the incredible ass presented before me. I caressed her butt cheeks, before smacking her ass sharply, eliciting a yelp. "I will use you however I wish. Your childish preferences mean nothing to me."
I lined up my cock, rubbing it against her wet opening, and then thrust into her mightily, pushing her forward on the bed. She moaned out loudly, and then, to my immense pleasure, pushed back against me.
I fucked that sweet pussy for a minute before I gave directions to my second girl.
"Get my binding straps. Bind this one's wrists behind her."
While I pounded my gorgeous slave the new girl tied the blonde's wrists together behind her. I reached forward and tested the binding. Adequate.
Holding her by the wrists I hammered her harder, delving her depths. It wasn't long before I could feel her responding again.
Briefly I thought of the 10 years of vanilla sex I'd endured. In over 10 years, we'd never played in bondage of any type. No role playing. No domination. Certainly no additional company within the bedroom.
"If only I'd known what a hot little slave you were, Pretty. There is much I would do to you."
She gasped, pushing back at me. "Always yours, Master. Always. Always here for you. Use me."
I pushed her to her side, and she couldn't help but fall to the bed, with her arms immobilized. I lifted her leg and used her hard. With her leg over my shoulder, my hands were free to play with her, tease the area between her legs, pinch her nipples, squeeze her full tits.
Sweet had done her best to console my Pretty, and now she cuddled up to her and held her, whispering to her. Her hands caressed the delicious body I owned so thoroughly, while her lips were pressed against her neck.
I reached for the brunette's leg and pulled her closer, so I could reach down and touch her. She shuddered when my fingers penetrated her.
The blonde was approaching the fullness of slave orgasm again. I could hear her gasping, and her body fighting for more. I pulled her legs together, tightening her opening, and pushed them back, achieving even greater penetration. This lovely piece of flesh was going to push me over the edge again.
"Yield to me, Pretty. Surrender." I growled.
She sobbed, gasping. "Yes, yes. Again. Again!"
My little brunette reached for her slave-sister's swollen breasts and squeezed them, twisting her hardened nipples.
The Blonde screamed out, a harsh gut wrenching scream, and then surrendered to her passion, heaving, thrusting back against me, crying out over and over. By the time I finished inside her, she was barely conscious, breathing hard, her eyes unfocused, gasping.
I left her on her side, the sweat glowing on her.
"Clean me," I directed my sweet little brunette.
She hurried to me, and took me in her mouth, taking her time, sucking me absolutely clean. I had hoped to harden again under her ministrations, but it looked like I was done for at least a while.
I lifted her to my lips. "You were wonderful tonight, Sweetness. I promise, your time will come. After the party tomorrow, you will come home with us and spend the night. I will own you once again."
She clung to me, pressing small kisses into my flesh. Her teasing tongue darted out and laved my nipples. "Thank you Master. I shall."
I pulled her off of me. "Take care of her." I nodded toward my wife's body, her hands still bound behind her.
I wrapped my waist cloth back around me and headed out of the bedroom.
I was hungry. I considered calling out to my slaves to serve me, but smiled when I saw the prepared dinner covered on the stove. I would let them rest.
I heard footsteps. Teri stood beside me, wearing a robe. "Amanda says to take those off before you make a mess of them. And don't forget to smoke the leather." She retrieved a bottle of water from the refrigerator and turned to head back to the bedroom. She hesitated and leaned over whispering to me. "Buy me tomorrow. Buy me and I'll be yours, completely, in every way." Then she kissed me lightly on the cheek, and wandered off with a mischievous giggle.
That night after Teri left, Amanda and I talked. Really talked. In ways we had never talked before. We opened up and discussed our desires and needs in ways I'd always avoided. There were some tears shed, and some defensiveness on both our parts, but it was an amazing breakthrough none-the-less. I coerced her into riding me, for the first time in our marriage. She was beautiful to watch, leaning over me, her beautiful breasts moving with her motions, her hair hanging loose, her face so expressive as she was able to find what felt best, and ride that feeling. She came on top of me, and berated herself for not having done that before. I fell asleep spooning her from behind, my cock pressed between her legs. It was the most amazing night in 10 years of marriage.
How sad it is that Halloween only comes once a year.
===============
Thanks for reading my entry for the Halloween Contest, 2009. There are lots of great entries this year. Please enjoy a few - and remember to vote!
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Ch. 11: The Aftermath

======================
A little family shopping, and paying the babysitter. Just a short scene before the end.
======================
Jenny found someone to take her 4:00pm clients but warned us she had 6:00 and 6:30 clients she had to be back for. Holly assured her that wouldn't be a problem. I made a few calls and cleared out the rest of my Friday. It wasn't difficult, nobody in the office was foolish enough to schedule anything for after lunch on a Friday, except Jean, the office manager, and she was in Europe for a couple of months now. It seems Holly had already planned on taking Friday off, so was ready long before we were able to finally pile into my truck.
It's true. Holly had been talking about replacing our bed for at least a year, probably longer. Flipping the mattress was doing nothing for the sagging on each of our sides, and all the advertising for the Dux, Sovn, Sleep Number and other beds had us at least wondering. Now we were throwing a bigger wrench into the mix. An over-sized bed.
Finding a bed larger than a California King is difficult but not impossible. Especially when you live in a city like Dallas. The Sleep Number store had a "Grand King" which was about 30% larger than a standard king, but it had the two separate chambers for adjustment, and we were looking to put it in sideways. It would still be 80" long, the same as a king, but 22" wider. But after an hour in that store, we figured we were wasting our time. Plus, the Grand King cost twice as much as their other beds. Ouch.
We started calling around, and within an hour we were at a high-end all-natural latex mattress manufacturer who assured us we could have a pillow-top bed a full 9' wide by 8' long, nearly three feet wider and a foot longer than a king-size bed, ready for us within 10 days. They were happy to order 4 sets of custom sheets for us. Happy, I'm sure, because the total cost was well over 3 grand.
A stop at JoAnn Fabrics and another 30 minutes later we had enough material for a custom bed spread, pillow shams, and dust ruffle. I have no idea who Holly had in mind for actually sewing the bed cover.
Our next stop was Sara's Secret, where the girls managed to thoroughly embarrass me on the way to purchasing lubes, lotions, vibrators, games and other sundry sex toys. Another expensive outing, but who was I to complain?
I had mixed feelings everywhere I went. I was proud to be standing alongside two attractive, sexy women, but felt a little awkward around the open comments of threesomes, foursomes and moresomes. And any time a 'sister' comment was dropped, I had to briefly check around and see if anybody was putting two and two together.
I was also thinking about the luck that had brought all this together. It seemed I had a green light to be with my sister-in-law, just as our little project was completing. I had made my goal and delivered on all my prizes except the final one: a beach getaway.
My wife had turned a corner in her thinking, opening up our bed to her friends and at least one of their spouses. More surprising events I couldn't imagine. And yet, she seemed the happiest I'd seen her in years.
I still had standing dates with Jenny's co-trainer Teri, and Julie, the mommy wanna be. And an open invitation from Tammy at Hooters. When did life become so damn complicated?
I had to seriously ask myself: What did I really want? I had been willing enough to risk my marriage for a shot at Jenny, when things seemed to be in a rut, and I let the little head do the thinking for me. But now? Jenny was mine. My wife had become a wild woman in bed, and was showing me more attention than at any time since before we were married. I had an invitation to bring Dawn and Beth into our bedroom once a month. If I screwed this up, there was a more than decent chance I'd never, ever have anything half-as-good again in my life.
"A penny for your thoughts?" Holly asked, loading my arms up with purchases on our way out of Sara's Secret.
The comment caught me off guard. "They're complicated. Worth at least a nickle."
"How about this: A Jenny for your thoughts."
I laughed. "Ok. Truth is, I was thinking about what an idiot I've been sometimes. You seem so happy, and I know I'm walking on cloud nine, and even Sour-Jenny seems to be as cheerful as I've ever seen her. So I've decided that no matter what, I'm not going to do anything to jeopardize this. And I'll do anything in my power to make you as happy as you deserve to be, and make our somewhat unusual situation work out."
"Hey! You guys were going to leave without me!" Jenny shouted, chasing after us across the parking lot.
I finished loading the packages in the back of the truck, and turned to my wife's baby-sister. I stepped to her, swept her up in my arms and gave her a big tight hug. "Silly Jenny, I'd never leave you behind. You're my muse, my inspiration!"
Holly giggled. "You're in a weird mood today."
I opened the door and climbed in the truck, waiting to see which of the sisters would climb in first and be the one sitting next to me. That's one thing I love about owning a truck. That great feeling when a woman slides across the bench to sit next to you, even when there are just two of you, leaving the far seat empty. Holly had claimed that middle seat during our first few trips, but this time she pushed Jenny in ahead of her.
"Weird mood? Like I don't have a good reason? Last night I had one of the wildest and most exciting evenings of my life, and today I'm driving around with two of the prettiest girls in DFW, outfitting my home for a non-stop erotic party."
"I hate to break the news, bucko, but non-stop is not quite right. As a matter of fact, it's about to pause for several hours. We've got to pick up Erin now; Dawn's been watching her since she got home from school, and will probably start charging rent soon. Although I imagine you wouldn't mind making that payment." Holly reminded me of the one real situation that could place a huge crimp in our style.
I looked at the clock on the dash. It was after 4:15 already. School had been out since 3:30. "On my way." I told her heading out of the crowded parking lot. The girls were whispering which should have made me suspicious.
As soon as we were on the main road, sweet Jenny was dropping into my lap, opening my pants for some immediate action.
"Jenny!" I laughed as she fought with my belt. "What's got you so worked up all of a sudden?"
Holly hushed me. "Don't say I don't pay my debts. I promised you a Jenny for your thoughts, and a 'Jenny' is what you're going to get!"
My alter-ego was feeling a little raw from the intense action it had received in the last 24 hours, but Jenny's warm and willing mouth was enough to push those concerns out of my mind, and respond to her oral caresses.
It was about a 10 minute drive to JT's, and the below-the-belt action was intense, but the distraction of driving kept me from completion. Still I enjoyed holding her head and feeling her hand stroke my shaft while her mouth made love to my swollen, aching, bulbous head.
I wasn't quite ready to pop when I got within two blocks of Dawn and JT's. So I pulled into a nearby church parking lot, and hoped God wouldn't strike me dead for the impertinence.
I leaned my seat back, pushed away from the steering wheel, and let Jenny go to work. I watched in delight as her face pumped my cock and she did her best to finish me. Listening to my wife urge her on was icing on the cake.
God, she was good! I felt myself reaching the end of this short journey, and warned her. I didn't want a mess in my truck. "That's it Jenny, I'm going to come for you," I groaned.
"Save a little for Dawn," I heard Holly tell her baby-sister, which was more than enough to push me over the edge, and fill my sister-in-law's hot mouth.
With my head a little less likely to explode, I zipped up and pulled out of the Church parking lot, and headed over to JT's. Beside me Holly was insisting on seeing how much of my cum Jenny was saving. Jenny showed her, out of my view, and got commended by her demanding, domineering sister.
We all went to the door, and Holly rang the bell. Delightfully, Dawn answered it, and Holly gave her a big hug and kiss. Jenny followed in her footsteps and fell into Dawn's arms to do the same. Dawn almost fell down, then sucked on Jenny's face like it was mother's milk.
"You nasty little slut! How long have you been saving that for me?" Dawn laughed, her hand teasing Jenny's red mouth.
"Just a few blocks." Jenny confessed.
"That was the sweetest thing. I'm going to have to find a way to pay you back for that one, you know."
Jenny just leaned in and gave her another peck. "I'm sure you'll think of something."
I received the last hug and kiss. "Mmm, I can't stop thinking about you."
"Ditto. But the good news is, at least once a month, we're going to get to do something about it, with the full approval of both of our spouses!"
"And if anything should happen to 'accidentally' pass in between?" she asked softly while my wife was tracking down our daughter and all of her belongings.
"Ask yourself, Dawn. Do you want to jeopardize what we've got here?" I reminded her, my hand around her hips, her ass cheek firm in my hand.
"I guess not. But where does that put us?"
"For now, I think that means serious flirting, and even beyond, but no real sex. For now." I told her.
"Does that mean a blow-job is out of the question?" she asked, 'accidentally' brushing her hand across my trousers front.
"I think you and Holly need to sit down and have a heart-to-heart. You two iron out the details, and I'm pretty sure that JT, Jenny and I will follow along." I told her, turning her and giving her a hug. "And if you should manage to work out anything about us getting together a little more often than once a month, well, I wouldn't be adverse to it."
"I bet!" she laughed. "I might have to let JT do the same."
"Fair's fair."
My wife showed up with the kid's stuff, but not the kid. "They're watching the end of a movie. It's got less than 10 minutes left in it. So if you wanted to take Dawn upstairs and thank her properly for watching Erin, I think we can hold down the fort."
I was surprised, to say the least. "So Dawn, care to show me your etchings?"
Upstairs, Dawn escorted me to her bedroom, which I'm ashamed to say I'd never been in before, and locked the door behind us. She pulled up her dress and dropped her panties to the ground on the way to their luxurious king size bed. She sat on the edge of the bed, and turned to help me get my pants off, but I was way ahead of her. Shoes off, pants and underwear in a pile at my feet. I stepped out of them and into her warm oral embrace.
"God, Alex, I love your fat cock," she told me just before I watched it sink slowly into her mouth.
"Please, I've seen what JT is carrying. That's a lot of meat."
She extracting her face from the member under discussion, and starting singing "Long and thin goes too far in and doesn't please the ladies. Short and thick will do the trick and bring out proper babies."
"Short and Thick?" I teased, pushing my cock through her hand which was slowly doing its job of restoring my hardness.
"Ok, so I don't know any rhymes about long and thick. How about 'long and stout will make them shout, and drive them fuckin' crazy.'" She finished her statement by devouring my meat, and proving the crazy part.
I laughed at her, then eased her off of me, and lifted her onto the bed. She flipped up the back of her dress, exposing her gorgeous ass to me, as she positioned herself on her hands and knees, right at the edge of the mattress.
I took half-a-step forward and rubbed my throbbing member up and down her eager slit, teasing her, making her wet, easing her open.
"Oh Fuck, Alex. Stop fucking teasing me and give it to me!" she cried out when her efforts to push back and impale me were met by my slight withdrawal.
I pushed her hips forward a bit, then placed my cock-head at the entrance to her pretty little pussy, and watched as it slipped just inside. "You want it, Dawn? You'll have to take it."
I stood stock still, while I watched her push back and settle onto my cock. "God, I love that, I love that feeling," she moaned, then pulled away as far as she could without losing me, and pushed back again, firmer. She gave a sweet little wriggle, seating my dick properly within her warm sheath, and then started a wonderful, slow rocking motion, fucking herself beautifully on my willing rod.
Damn, but that woman is responsive. It was so nice to watch her slowly get herself worked up, fucking me harder and faster, watching my thick cock slide in and out of her, her skin clinging to me on each out-stroke. When she was fucking me as hard and fast as she could from that position she finally cried out to me, "Please, Alex, finish me! Fuck me, fuck me hard."
I grabbed her hips and stopped her motion for a moment, slowly pulling all the way out, as she cried, "Noooo!" But I didn't leave her a chance to catch her breath as I slammed into her deep, and started pounding her tender pussy as hard and fast as I could. It only took a few dozen strokes to finally set her off. You could have heard her screams from across the street. I continued screwing this beautiful MILF, with a long, slightly slower motion that was designed to get me off, not her. The fact that it had her tight little slit clutching at me as she cried out some more was just a bonus. I held her ass cheeks and found the rhythm that was going to complete the job. She collapsed to her elbows, and looked back at me, her pretty face set in a rictus of pleasure.
"Come for me Alex, fill me one more time," she asked plaintively.
I was never one to turn a beautiful woman down. I slammed into her and released whatever was left after coming so many times in the last day. I don't know how much there was, but it sure as hell felt great leaving it inside of her burning twat.
We quickly dressed, had a quick intimate kiss, and headed down the stairs.
"Are you Ok, Mommy?" Jim Jr, asked his mom. "Aunt Holly said you had an 'owie' and Uncle Alex was fixing it."
"Yes, baby, Uncle Alex took care of mommy," she told her middle child, dropping to her knees and giving him a hug.
God, she looked good on her knees.
* * *
Hope you enjoyed this little scene, the ending is on its way.



            Sis-in-law Incentives Ch. 12

            Sisters, sisters, there were never such devoted sisters.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sis-in-law-incentives-ch-12

Title: Sis-in-law Incentives Ch. 12

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Sisters, sisters, there were never such devoted sisters.

Tags: sisters, ffm, anal, sis-in-law, oral, fffm, blow-job, first

Series: Sis-in-law Incentives


Ch. 12: Sisters, Sisters

======================
Where do we go from here?
======================
By the time we got home, got the truck unloaded, and had settled in, it was well after 5:00. Holly was folding clothes, including a hamper full of sheets, while listening to Erin ramble on about her day. I was given leeway to go up to my office and do a little work. Jenny had to get ready to go back to work for a while.
I was just starting in on my email, when Jenny came into the office.
"Hi handsome," she said approaching me in her tight little workout uniform.
"Mmmm, if it isn't my favorite sister-in-law." I laughed, turning my legs away from the desk and facing her.
"So where do we stand now, on our incentive program?" she asked.
"I made goal. You owe me everything. Unlimited access. I owe you a beach getaway, which I believe we should start planning on soon."
"You want it tonight? Unlimited access, in bed with my sister there?" she asked, almost taunting. "Or would you rather wait for the payoff. Maybe when you're a little more 'up' for it. I imagine you must be pretty worn out by now."
"No, tonight would be great. And it would take more than 24 hours of nearly uninterrupted sex to stop me from being 'up' to taking you."
She leaned in and gave me a kiss. "Sometimes, Alex, you say the nicest things."
She turned at the door. "Oh, by the way, you remember our rule that the goals are cumulative?"
"Uh-hunh."
"I told Holly that I was yours, but I was holding one little thing back. According to our updated rules, you get me, complete and total access to all parts of me, as long as you stay at weight. So don't think you can take it easy now that you've got me. I'll be asking you to do weekly weigh-ins."
"You're rotten." I told my devious young sex-pot.
"No, you'll need to stay in shape to keep us all happy. And don't worry, I'm going to be staying on JT as well," she finished, leaving me to my work.
"I'm sure you will," I called out after her.
Once she was gone I got back to work, designing a custom made 9' by 8' platform bed, with a couple of special features. I had a pretty good workshop in the garage, and I figured I could probably talk JT into helping me out. Especially if the girls were willing to pay his going rate.
Dinner was late, waiting for Jenny to get home, but it was the weekend, and we let Erin stay up until 10:00 on Fridays and Saturdays. I had a pretty good start on my design; I'd purchased an e-book all about building platform beds, and spent an hour scanning different designs, and getting ideas for what I wanted to do. I was to the point where I think I had the basics down, and now had to do my blueprints and written design work. I'm pretty handy with the tools - not a finish carpenter by any means, but had built a complete wall of built in cabinets and bookshelves, built a loft for my daughter's playroom, and had done a ton of work on my back yard, building a board-on-board cedar fence, a covered patio, and some built in benches.
Like most men, each project was an excuse to get another tool I absolutely had to have, and by now, almost one entire bay of the garage was my workshop. Between that and my workout space, we could barely fit one car in the extended three car space. And for the next couple of weeks, that space would be occupied by my bed design.
I was getting antsy, waiting for the kid to settle in so I could retire to the bedroom with my wife and sister-in-law in tow. I let my thoughts wander while we watched a Netflix movie, and the next thing I know, my wife was teasing me about the lump in my pants.
Finally, the kid was in bed, and I was able to take a quick shower, and a second shave. I stepped into my bedroom as my wife Holly showed up chatting on the phone.
"I know! Speak of the devil, he's standing here in nothing more than a towel, recently cleaned up and all hot and bothered about having his turn at Jenny." She smiled at me and then reached out and pulled off my towel. I was already firming up in anticipation of the play to come.
"Nope, he's droopy. You know, semi-hard," she said and then was passing me the phone.
"I'm so fucking jealous!" I heard Beth's voice utter. "If I was there you'd already be in my mouth, and I'd make sure that by the time I left you'd filled every one of my holes to overflowing. I swear I'm going to bribe your wife into giving us an afternoon together. I'm going to fuck you ragged. Don't you want to hear me cry and swear and tremble as that big fat juicy cock of yours makes me come over and over again? I may even make your wife film it so I can have a video to jill off to. Jesus, you make me horny! Give the phone to Holly."
Holly took the phone. "Yep, hard as a rock. You are so bad," she laughed. "Oh, I think maybe we can work something out. We'll talk later. We'll go to lunch Monday, and YOU are buying. Gotta go, the sister-slut is here, and I'm dying to see where this goes." She was looking out the door, watching as her young sister came in wearing a t-shirt, and my guess was, nothing else. "God, yeah, my pussy is so sore, I think I'd pass out if he stuck that in me. Never mind my ass. Nobody's touching that for at least a month. I think this one is just for the sis. Of course once everything gets going, who knows what'll happen?"
The sister in question was looking at me with an eye raised, and I beckoned her to come over to where I was standing, already hard and eager to put my tool to the test. I wrapped my arms around her, tilted her chin up and kissed her warmly.
Holly was still gabbing on the phone. "Nope. Don't you dare! This one is just for her. I told you we'll work out something, but if you show up I swear I'll call the police on you, you little cum-slut." She laughed but it looks like the message got through. "Cool, gotta go, I don't want to miss this." She laughed again, "Ok, so let's say I don't want to miss ANY of this. Love ya."
She stood up to hug us both while we kissed. "God, you two look so good together. I'm getting turned on just watching you guys." She kissed me on the shoulder, "Here's the first and last thing I'm going to say on the subject. As long as she's living here, I don't care what the two of you do together. Just please don't try to steal him away from me," she said softly directing the comment to her sister. "No don't say anything. I know you won't but I had to say it." She continued. "You'll keep your own bedroom, but ours is open to you all the time. I expect that once we have the new bed in place, you'll sleep down here with us pretty regularly, but nobody's forcing you to. We'll be open with Erin about sharing the bed, but not about what goes on inside it. When she's home, we play behind locked doors." She turned and went to the door, closing it completely and ostentatiously locking it. "That means if you're going to screw around in your office, you'll need a lock on that door."
Her hands were caressing us both, and she took a breath. "The deals with Dawn and Beth still need to be worked out, and we can talk about that later, but as far as this household goes, imagine that Jenny is your second, junior wife. And Jenny, imagine that he's your husband, and I'm the senior wife. Well, I guess that's it." She stepped back waiting to see our reactions.
I turned to her, and scooped her up in my arms, then leaned in and gave her a kiss. "You set the rules. I'll live by them. If they become too onerous I'll let you know." I set her down on the bed. "Now, shall we see who gets worn out first, the young personal trainer, or the old dude?"
"Bring it on, studly!" Jenny laughed, falling into the bed beside her sister, and peeling off her t-shirt.
My hard-on had wavered during the discussion, but Jenny set to work making it right. After just a minute or so she had some help from her sister. "That didn't last long!" I teased, "I thought you were going to be a voyeur tonight?"
"My ass has been fucked raw, thanks to the threesome you pulled on me, or should I say foursome, and my pussy is so sore I'm afraid to wear pants, but my mouth is just fine, thank you. Maybe a little tired, but still quite up to the challenge."
"That's the best news I've heard so far." I sat back and watched the two sisters practice the art of the dual blow-job. They were learning from each other, and were already developing a knack for wrapping their lips around me from both sides, and sliding up and down. It felt almost as good as it looked. After a few dual mouth strokes, they'd duel over the head, until they slipped off, sharing the bit of pre-cum they'd milked out of me. Jesus, they were hot!
Holly sat up taking a deep breath. She looked down at her sister, nibbling at my cock head, reached over and pushed her down, until I was lodged in her throat. Only when she was gagging did my naughty wife let her up.
"I can tell you're getting close, I think I'll sit this one out, and enjoy the show." She pushed the padded chest away from the foot of the bed, and sat on it, her hand softly caressing her own pussy while watching her little sister suck her husband with abandon.
I was determined to do what Beth had talked about: fill all of Jenny's holes to overflowing, and I was happy enough to start with her sexy little mouth. She sucked me beautifully, lovingly, passionately, and once I had warned her that she'd performed the job to perfection, she did her best to finish me.
With a groan I came in her mouth, watching intently as she swallowed my cum, then went to work cleaning me up. When my cock was clean enough for her she got up off the bed.
"That was beautiful, Jen. You did a great job on him," Holly said, before her sister leaned over and pressed her lips to her sister's, sharing my essence.
The kiss was as unlike the one with Dawn as night and day. Their eyes were closed and their mouths were wide open. I was soon as hard as I'd been before the whole thing had started. When Jenny finally pulled away, she placed a small kiss on her sister's lips.
"I don't know how to thank you for this," she said softly, then hugged her sister, her body shaking. I saw tears spring forth in Holly's eyes. I moved to get up off the bed, but Holly gave a short shake of her head, and I kept my place, while she held and consoled her younger sibling. I contented myself to watch the unfolding, and stroked my hardness, staying ready for round two.
When Jenny's breathing had steadied, Holly pushed her away, toward me. "Go. Show him. Show him how you feel, how you've always felt."
Jenny quietly pushed me back on the bed, and climbed on top of me, sliding my steel shaft deep inside of her warm wetness.
"What was that about?" I asked, "If you don't mind my asking."
Jenny looked like she wanted to say something, but caught her breath and then was clinging to me, sobbing, while she rocked back and forth on my cock. My beautiful wife had climbed up onto the bed, and was soothingly stroking her little sister's back. Then she kissed me on the shoulder, her little tongue darting out and tasting me.
"She's wanted you since you first showed up at our house when she was 15. She was so mad at me for years! She always thought I didn't treat you well enough, and every one of her relationships she compared to you, and they'd come up short. I knew something about it, and could always tell there were hard-feelings but I didn't know the full extent of it."
Jenny had stopped the sobbing and was holding me tight, her mouth leaving hundreds of small kisses on my neck and shoulder while her body eased back and forth across mine, slowly fucking me.
"When I went home with Erin, I think my eyes were opened to a lot of things. Some of it, well, I don't know if I'm ready to go into yet. But I spent a lot of time with Katrina, Jenny's best friend from high-school, and boy did I get an ear full. Twelve years of history, and much of it came as a complete surprise. When I arrived back here, she and I had a heart-to-heart. The kind of talk sisters should have, and that we never really did." She reached over and rubbed her hand down her sister's back, touching her softly, letting her hand wander down to her sweet butt and caressing her cheek. Reaching between her legs, she let her finger tips feel where I was entering her.
"I realized how I was letting my life just drift away, almost meaningless, with a mind-numbing, day-to-day boredom. I don't want that. I don't want boredom. I want excitement, adventure, and most of all passion! And I know that in spite of all the wasted time behind us, you were still the one I wanted it with. When I looked at you through my sister's eyes, and then through the eyes of my friends, I realized I was probably losing you. That was one thing I could not let happen. Would not let happen!" She got up and pulled her sister upright on my cock. She kissed her and eased her off of me, and then mounted me herself.
"You are MINE Alex Monroe!" She told me through gritted teeth, grimacing as she pounded herself with my hard rod. "You are MINE and nobody is going to change that. I will fight for you. And I will not lose. You are MINE! You don't want to know what I'll do to keep you. For better or worse. You said the words! For better or worse. I'm going to make it 'for better'. For so fucking better you'd DIE before you'd leave me. Do you understand me Alex? We are going to live the best life we possible can. Together. Always. Do you understand me, ALEX!" She was as passionate on my cock was she was with her words. Fucking me like a mad woman, beating on my chest with her little fist, accentuating her demands.
I pulled her down and kissed her hard. She bit my lip, pulling at it hard. "Fuck me, use me, share me," she gasped, "I don't care as long as you love me, really love me. Not the 'love you' of a goodbye kiss on the doorstep, but the groaning, moaning, heart-rending 'I Love You' that I deserve."
I held her still, my cock ready to burst inside of her. "Stop. Feel it." I told her. I held her face in my hands, pushing my cock into her, kissing her sweet, passionate lips. I felt the impending release and I pulled my mouth away. I pushed up hard, and felt the cum explode out of me, deep inside of her.
"I"
Another push and another delivery.
"Love"
Another hard push, my hips raised off the bed, lifting her with them, the last streams of my orgasm pulsing forth.
"You."
She came hard on my cock as I held her tightly, whispering. "I've been a fool. I swear I will never take you for granted again. I will take every opportunity I can to show you how much I love you. Far more than I did a dozen years ago, when I didn't know you but I lusted for the package. When I didn't share a life and a child with you. I swear, all the love you feel for me and show me, I'll return twofold."
She pulled up off of me, wiping her tears away from her eyes. "You silly boy, that's impossible. There's not that much love anywhere. And anyway, I get to use TWO people to show you how much I love you, because, though I hate to admit it, Jenny may love you almost as much as me." She leaned over and gave me another kiss before her baby-sister dislodged her with a well placed shoulder.
"Get OFF!" She growled in mock anger. "This was supposed to be mine, you promised, and you already stole one." Her face went to work, cleaning her sister's juices, and mine, off of my limp dick, slowly urging it back to life.
Holly stroked her sister's hair as she went down on me. "I don't know why she's had this mad crush on you for over 12 years, but it's the damnedest thing. I was getting to the point I was afraid to leave you guys alone together, afraid that she'd try to steal you from me."
Jenny pulled up from her blow-job, still stroking me with both hands. "You couldn't understand. You've never felt it like I have. I saw him walk in the door all those years ago, and it was like somebody punched me in the stomach. During dinner, I could barely breath, every word he said made me tingle. When I got up my panties were soaking wet, and I didn't even know why. When I went to bed that night, I masturbated for the first time just thinking about him."
She laid her head on my side, and watched her hand move up and down my cock, restoring its hardness, watching it lengthen and thicken.
"I couldn't understand it. I wanted to stop and beg him to wait for me to get older. When he sat down and spoke with me, he didn't treat me like some little kid, he treated me like an adult. Over the years I could always see how he looked at me, seeing my body, appreciating me, but respecting you enough to never make a move, never take that first step, which I would have gladly welcomed. Every family gathering, every time I came by and stayed with you, every fucking time I saw him, I felt it and wanted him desperately, and he was there, so much what I needed, and just out of reach."
Jenny got up on her knees and faced her sister, while she sucked me. She made a nice show of it. She pulled up again, stroking me while she spoke to Holly.
"I've loved him longer and deeper than you. Almost half my fucking life I've spent fantasizing about him. Even when you first started going out with him, I knew I loved him then, and you didn't even seem to care about him at first." She sucked me hard, just for a second. "I never would have taken him for granted." She put her mouth on my cock head, sucking and twisting her face, aggressively claiming me. "I never would have said 'no' to him, not once." She took another go, pounding her face down onto my cock, gagging herself, "And I certainly would never have cheated on him!"
The words hit me like a ton of bricks, in spite of my suspicions, and Holly looked up with a look of utter terror and surprise. She got off the bed and ran into the bathroom, slamming the door behind her.
Jenny ran to the door, knocking on it. "Oh God, Sissy, I'm so sorry. I'm so, so, sorry. It just came out. I'm sorry! I'm such a fucking idiot. I fuck up everything in my life." She groaned, dropping to her knees in front of the door and openly crying. "Please come out, please. I'm SORRY. I didn't mean to say it. I'm an ungrateful stupid little cunt. Here you are giving me my life's dream and I just fuck it up like I fuck up everything. Please, sissy, please, please." At the end of her begging she was lying on the floor, in front the of the door sobbing. "I'm sorry...I'm sorry...I'm sorry."
Cheated?
The door slowly opened, and Holly appeared. She stepped over her naked sister, looking down at her with a look that was part anguish, part anger, part sadness. Then she dropped to sit beside her, her knees bent, tucked to one side. She reached out and placed her hand on her sister's head, stroking her hair.
She was quiet, and I was waiting to see if she would blow up. Instead, it seemed like just the opposite was happening, as she held her sister tenderly.
"Do you remember how you went through that phase where you wanted to wear your hair in braids? The Little House on the Prairie years. And every morning I would braid your hair before the bus came. You had such pretty hair. I loved that time, and didn't even realize it for years. Now I think about it all the time. Sometimes we don't even realize how wonderful something is, until it's gone. Sometimes only time can show us what was important."
Jenny moved just enough to wrap her arms around her big sister's waist, her head at her hip, clinging to her fiercely, still sobbing.
Holly sighed, running her finger's through her sisters hair, parting it, separating in into three separate portions and interweaving them together. She hummed while she did it.
Then she looked up at me, her hands on autopilot. "Yes, I did it. I was going to tell you about it. And it was more than once."
She bent her head down as if ashamed.



"I don't want to know." I told her, climbing off the bed and settling down next to her. "I don't care. Would you do it today?"
"God no! I'd do anything to take it back." She said while her shaking hands slowly worked their magic on her sister's hair.
I got up with a smile, went to the bathroom and got the hair ties she used on our little one's hair. I passed it to her and she smiled, tying off the braid, on one side of her sister's head. Then she urged Jenny to turn on her side, so she was facing away from her, and started on the other one. I could picture a young Jenny with pigtail braids jogging out of the house to catch the bus.
"We have a new start. You swore to me you'd make it 'for better'. So let's leave any old crap behind us; it doesn't matter today. Today I love you, and you love me, and we will not cheat on each other, wouldn't think of it. But that doesn't mean we can't share."
I was right in front of her now, leaning toward her, caressing her face. "From this day forward. Every day is better. Everything I do, I will do thinking of what you would like and want, and I hope you will do the same for me." I gasped a bit when Jenny's hand reached forward and pulled my softened dick to her mouth. She was just able to suck on the end of it.
"God!" Holly said with a sound of exasperation, pulling the end of the braid tight and tying it off. "My baby sister is a complete cock-whore for my husband, and I'll be damned if I'm not going to encourage it!" She grabbed her sister's braids, close to her head, and used them to pull her toward my cock, forcing the tart to get off the ground and onto her knees.
She tugged her face back and forth on my cock, and then passed the braids to me. "Don't waste another load in her mouth; she doesn't deserve it, the little witch."
Holly got up and kissed me. "Past is done. I'm sorry for anything I did that would have hurt you, whether you knew about it or not. I swear I'll do anything to make you happy. Just give me a chance." Then she stood up.
I followed her lead, standing, pulling up Jenny by the braids, keeping her mouth on my cock, fucking her face, while she stayed on one knee, ready to move with me if she had to.
"Past is past. And I'm sorry as well. We'll be deliriously happy together. Sound like a deal?"
She pushed up close to me, kissing me, hugging me tight. She pushed her hips toward mine, her sister's head in the way, forcing her down onto my cock until I was buried in her throat. Our kiss was long and warm, and when she pulled away, Jenny pulled her face away, gasping.
"That was mean!" she gasped, when she stopped gagging.
"You have no idea! I may forgive you, but you're still going to have to pay the piper. Not tonight, no, tonight is still yours, and he's going to fuck you until you can't walk." She reached down and rubbed her thumb across her sister's lips. "But you will pay, trust me, and afterwards, you'll think twice about angering the senior wife."
"So I'm still the junior wife?" she asked, plaintively.
"No divorces here. Happily ever fucking after." Holly told her, her thumb in her sister's mouth, where she sucked on it.
Jenny got up and gave Holly a big hug, "Thank you," she said before kissing her hard.
Holly pulled away, "God, you are bad, you incestuous little cock-whore lezbo tramp!"
"Cock-whore, lezbo?" Jenny said then she quickly leaned down and grabbed her sister's tit, sucking on the nipple. Holly gasped and started to push her away, then moaned and pulled her harder against her breast. While Jenny gobbled her sister's sensitive tits, her free hand slid behind Holly's back and disappeared in the crease of her butt. Then Jenny was wiggling her hips, in what I could only interpret as an invitation.
I stepped behind her and slid my cock home in her tight little slice. While I fucked her, I watched the older sister deal with her younger sister's affection. It was a beautiful sight.
Jenny pulled her face off of her sister's tit, then gave her nipple a big lick. "Cock-whore, lezbo, slut, tramp, whatever you want, I can be it for both of you." She was pressing back against my onslaught on her pussy, while one hand squeezed her sister's tit, and the other was working between her legs.
"I'll make mistakes. I always do. I know I'm a fuck up." She gasped, and her sister tried to quiet her, unsuccessfully. "Shit! I know it. But if you'll forgive me, and be patient with me, I swear I'll make it worth it. And I think that maybe with time, well, maybe I won't screw up so much."
Holly grabbed her sister's braids, and tugged her toward our bed, ignoring Jenny's "Ouch!" She sat on the edge and pulled Jenny to her tit, feeding her nipple to her sister. Pretty fucking hot if you asked me.
I had slipped out of her on the turn, but I was soon back inside my young cock-whore-lezbo-slut-tramp, fucking her with long, smooth strokes, getting off on the idea of the sisters becoming closer. Much closer.
Jenny's hand settled into her sister's lap, and went to work. Her arm and shoulder was moving hard and fast, and I could just picture the results of those movements on my wife's twat. I leaned forward, grabbing Jenny by her tits from below, and fucked her harder, pulling on her tits for extra leverage. She pulled her mouth off of her sister's nipple just long enough to moan "Oh, fuck, like that," and returned to the full on suction.
Holly finally gasped and pushed Jenny's face off of her tit, lying back on the bed. That just made her even more available, and Jenny, naughty little incestuous-cock-whore-lezbo-tramp-slut, dropped her face into Holly's crotch and did the unthinkable. Or maybe the inevitable in our case.
Holly cried out, "No, JEN," lifting her legs up, but Jenny just grabbed them tightly, held them against her shoulders and licked her older sister into submission.
This was all too much for me, and I was getting dangerously close to coming, so I slowed down my actions, easing in and out of Jenny, trying to reel back the urge to finish.
Jen on the other hand, seemed to have her situation well in hand. She hadn't given up her spot between her sister's legs, and Holly was moaning loudly, "Oh, you nasty little slut, you little bitch, oh FUCK, right there, there, there, Oh FUUUUUCK!"
All attempts to control my tempo were lost when I watched my wife come on her sister's face for the first time. I slammed my cock hard and fast into Jenny, whose body rocked back and forth, transferring the pressure onto Holly's pussy. "Oh GOD!" my wife cried out, "I'm coming again!"
And that was that. I blew my load in Jenny's hot twat, not even trying to get her to come, just happy to have filled another hole, and looking forward to the next one.
I collapsed into the bed, bracketed by my two 'wives', worn out for the moment. I think the whole emotionality of the evening was as exhausting as the sex, but of course, I was working on a shortage of sleep, and a surfeit of sex.
"Jesus, Jen! When did you become such a slut?" Holly asked from my left side.
"I think it was right around the first time my lips wrapped around his fat cock and I knew I would do anything I could to repeat that feeling." Jenny said, reaching down and caressing my wilted manhood.
I couldn't but help think back to our time in the movie theater, which definitely was slutty.
"Yep, that would just about do it." Holly said with a sigh.
"I'm thinking maybe you should have invited Beth over after all. She could have been our fluffer." Jenny giggled.
"That's not a bad idea. I think I'll text her." Holly said reaching for her phone.
"Oh please," I said, "like she'd come over just to suck me hard enough to fuck Jenny."
"Ten bucks says she will," Holly said, her phone in hand, her fingers moving a mile a minute.
"I was just joking," Jenny said. "I'm perfectly capable of creating my own erections, thank you very much."
"Of course you are." Holly answered. "There. Sent. Let's see what she says. She sounded so eager to come over earlier, I'm betting she'll jump at the opportunity to spend even 10 minutes over here. And since she's only about two blocks away, she could probably slip over here without anybody over there even noticing. Eric won't leave the 'porn room' for anything less than an earthquake before midnight."
Her phone beeped three times, two short and one long, letting us know that she'd gotten a reply.
"Go unlock the back door, Jen, she'll be here in two minutes."
"You guys are just completely nuts!" I finally had to say as Jen got up to do as requested. "What is happening here?"
"That's easy enough to answer. You are now the central figure in an ongoing sex story, involving four very attractive and highly sexed women. Fortunately, you do have your sexy sidekick JT to occasionally share the burden."
"What was that crack about the 'porn room'." I asked as Jenny entered the room with a couple of bottled waters. She placed one on each side of the bed, before disappearing into the bathroom.
"You know, his 'office' where he spends every evening downloading porn. He'd rather beat his meat to movies of strangers, then bang his own wife. They haven't had sex in like three months."
"That's so hard to believe. She's gorgeous." I said, wondering what the hell was wrong with him.
"And she always seemed undersexed until we had that first hot-tub party. I'm still not sure what happened, but since then, she's been a whole new girl." Holly said.
Jenny had returned from the bathroom with a warm facecloth, and she proceeded to clean me up a little before our friend arrived.
Which it turned out wasn't long. I had barely finished a sip from the water bottle, when our pretty little neighbor showed up in tight shorts and a tighter t-shirt. It was obvious she wasn't wearing a bra, even more obvious once she'd removed her shirt.
She was stripping off her shorts, and Jenny had locked the door to bedroom, when she turned to my wife. "So what's the deal, exactly."
"We need you to suck him back to life for another shot at Jenny." Holly told her.
Beth was between my legs in a heart beat, putting my soft cock in her mouth. She sucked and pulled on it for a few seconds before pulling off for a moment. "Do I get to stay and watch at least?"
Holly laughed. "Of course. And once he takes her ass, who knows what he'll be up for?"
Beth went for it. "Let's get this going then, I only have like 30 minutes." Her face was back to my cock, and her pretty little mouth was doing its damnedest to resurrect me.
"So this is it, huh?" Jenny told me softly as we all watched Beth get down to business. "When that thing is nice and hard you're going to ravage my poor ass, aren't you?"
"Absolutely." I admitted.
"God, you're so big, you barely fit in my pussy, I don't know how I'll ever manage to take you back there. If it hurts too much you'll stop won't you?"
"Of course. I'd never hurt you. But I think you'll be able to handle this."
Between Jenny's talk, and Beth's actions, I was slowly returning to form. As I got stiffer, Beth got more inventive, using her hands and mouth for several minutes to get me rock-hard once more. Even then she didn't slow down, and I didn't ask her to. I was in no danger of coming anytime soon, and I was thoroughly enjoying her every effort.
It was Holly who interrupted our little performance. "Great job, Beth. I knew you were the right one to do this." She passed her a bottle of one of the new lubes she'd picked up that day. "Be a dear and lube him up."
At the same time she was getting Jenny ready. "You've done this before, right?"
"Not really. I mean I tried a couple of times, but it never really worked." Jenny admitted. "I'm a little nervous, to tell the truth."
Holly had her sister lie back and put a large pillow under her hips raising her up. "Hold your legs back for me," she told her. She pulled out a spray bottle and gave her a couple of sprays right on her asshole, and then I watched her pull out a small vibrator and lube it up, before using it on her sister. She was able to slowly work three or four inches inside of her, constantly adding lube to the vibe and working it in her.
Jenny moaned and I watched most of the vibrator disappear inside of her. "It doesn't feel as bad," she admitted, as her butt clamped down on the invader.
"The spray helps numb you a bit, and the lube gets you ready." With a slap on the rear, she backed away taking her vibrator with her. "All yours cowboy. Time to ride this filly."
I retrieved my cock from Beth, whose idea of applying lube was an absolutely wonderful hand job. Placing my stiff rod at Jenny's prepped entrance, I was surprised when an easy push got my head inside of her, with almost no resistance.
"Ow!" Jenny said, "God, are you in me already?"
"Just a bit, how is it?"
"Just a little stab to start, then not so bad. It feels really weird."
Holly pulled one of our newest purchases out, the Hitachi Magic Wand, which the sales girl had talked her into buying for the bargain price of about $50. To me it looked like a huge club, but the girls at Sara's swore by it.
I had let Jenny get used to me, and was slowly screwing her tight little butt hole, and making damn good progress. I had more than half my length inside of her before she asked me to slow down. Beth reached between us, and added some more lube to my cock. Then her hand reached up between my legs and started massaging my balls while I slowly started filling up the little sister once more.
Holly had found a place to plug in our new toy, and she brought it into the picture. With a flick of a switch we could all hear the buzz of the vibrator.
"What the fuck is that?" asked Beth. Understandable, the machine is a little intimidating.
"You'll see," Holly told her then slowly started circling around Beth's clit, while I penetrated her further.
When she put it right over Jenny's love button, she rocked her world. Jenny cried out, and shivered in my hands. I took advantage of the moment to push deep, finally sliding completely inside her.
Beth had taken up shop beside Jenny, opposite Holly, and was toying with the little sister's breasts. Just teasing them, with little squeezes and tugs. Up to no good, that one. I was proud of her.
The Wand was a huge help, completely distracting her from any discomfort. With Holly working over Jenny's front, I started to really start screwing her back end.
"How is it, Jen?" I asked.
Her head was tilted back and she was moaning almost constantly. At first I thought she hadn't heard me but she answered through gritted teeth. "God, it's fucking incredible. Fuck my ass, Alex, fuck me."
That's exactly what I was hoping to hear, and I started ramming her seriously. Holly was playing games now, lowering the wand to rub my cock every couple of strokes, and placing it right where I was entering her sister. That little motion served a dual purpose. It felt great to me, and it got the top knob wet with her juices before going back to work on her clit.
Let me get this out in the open. That machine is the devil's work. It had Jenny multi-orgasmic within minutes, and before long she was coming several times a minute, until she begged her sister to stop. The whole time I pummeled her ass with the steadiness of a metronome.
With the Wand out of the picture, I was able to fuck her thoroughly, the full length of my cock disappearing into her with ease.
"Still Ok?" I asked her.
She had her hands over her own pussy now, gently rubbing. "Never better. Fuck me hard Alex. Make me your anal slut."
I grabbed her legs behind her knees and tilted her back further, fucking her ass like a pussy. With the lube it was almost as easy. She felt tight, incredibly tight, but smooth and giving. I should have been paying more attention to my naughty wife, however. I heard the Wand start up again, and felt it pressed just below my balls. It was like an instant goad to come.
"Shit! I'm going to shoot, Jen!"
"Do it, fill my dirty little ass," she gasped, two fingers lodged deep in her pussy while I slid in and out of her back door.
The Wand was relentless, and I slammed forward into my wife's sister, filling her ass. When I had stopped coming, the Wand finally fell quiet, which was more than I could say for Jenny.
"Oh. My. God. That was so fucking incredible. I can't believe taking that telephone pole up my ass could get me off like that!" She was gasping her pleasure as my cock slowly succumbed to her anal pressure and popped out.
Beth was wiping me down even before I was prostrate on the bed. "You guys have me so fucking horny, I'm going to die if I don't feel that thing in me."
I think the miracle was, she did manage to get me inside of her again, within a few minutes, and with Jenny's blessing. "I'm used up," she claimed, "help yourself."
She rode me at her leisure, and I had to be revived a couple of times in the middle of things, but she had no problems putting my sticky cock back in her mouth and working me over every few minutes. I never managed to come for her, but she got off a couple of times before she begged off and headed home, 20 minutes later than she'd planned.
The sisters relaxed and enjoyed the show. Jenny was snoring beside me before it was all over, and Holly made a few trips to the bathroom to clean up the toys and put everything away before climbing back on our bed.
Once I'd escorted Beth out the back door, claiming a kiss before going, I locked up. I loved kissing Beth. She made the most delightful mewling noises, as if my kisses were the sweetest thing in the world. Each one sounded like a mix between a sigh and a moan, and I found them very sexy and erotic. If I'd kissed her much longer, I would have had to fuck her again before she left.
Back in the bedroom I downed half the water bottle before laying down between my wife and her thoroughly fucked sister.
"Rest up, darling. Tomorrow's Saturday, and I have plans for you." She kissed me goodnight and I laid beside her wondering if I should start worrying or not. I couldn't take much more of this.
Of course that didn't stop me from waking up just before dawn and fucking her sweet sister as we both lay on our sides. I don't recall if I finished or not, but I sure as hell knew I loved being inside her. I'm pretty sure it was her pussy I stuck it in. At least I think so. She seemed to enjoy it either way, even half asleep.
* * *
So that's pretty much my story. I'd be remiss if I didn't add a few last details. Monday I called Terri and told her I couldn't make our appointment. As much as I had loved what we did together, I wasn't screwing around any more.
"Settling down is good," she told me. "But if you ever decide to change your mind, you know where I am."
The call to Julie was a little harder for me to make. I explained that as much as I'd love to come over, I was unable to, and that I was in a committed relationship.
"That have anything to do with why Jenny's high as a kite lately?"
"Partly."
"Ok. I understand. I'm kind of sorry, but I understand." She told me, and sounded honestly sad.
I thought about hooking her up with a friend, but didn't know where to go with that. I decided that she and the gym girls could figure things out on their own. If things came to a head, Jenny could always intercede.
JT called on Wednesday and invited me to join him for lunch. Tammy waited on us, and begged us to stay until 3:00 when she got off, but we had to pass. I did promise her that the next time we had a Girls Night Out, JT and I would let her know and we could have a drink together. I even told her I'd try to finagle her an invite.
During lunch JT hit me with a blockbuster. "Buddy, my company's got our Board of Directors meeting in Cancun in a couple of weeks. Dan from InterWorx can't make it; his wife is pregnant and due any day, so we're stuck with two open seats. Interested?"



JT was a co-owner of a successful consulting business, and every year, the owners took a 'working' vacation down to Mexico, on the company payroll. They spent an hour talking work plans and going over the company financials from the previous year, and spent the next five days luxuriating in a 5 star all-inclusive resort. Dan was an original investor.
"Damn straight I am, what would it cost?" I asked.
"On us. I'd add you to our board, pay you a $100 attendance fee, and the trip's on us. If you wanted to bring Jenny, that would be cool. You'd have to pick up the price of her ticket, but she could stay in your room. Or mine if you don't have the room."
"Man, that's a great offer. I want to say yes, but I better clear it with my women. I'm pretty sure we'll be able to help you out getting rid of those tickets."
"Fuckin' A. You want to stay around and see if that Tammy is as wild as she seems?" he asked.
"Can't do it. My days of screwing around are over. Any extracurricular bedroom activity will be with the open agreement of Holly. For now, those two sisters plus Beth and your Dawn are more than I can handle." I didn't want to pressure him but thought I'd at least make the effort. "It might be a good idea for you to do the same. We've got a good thing going."
He seemed to give it some serious thought. "Yeah, I probably would be smart to play it the same way. I've got a great thing going now. Dawn has always been a pretty good lay, but she's been even better about everything lately. She even talked about inviting Heidi over - remember her? Split up with her husband last year. Dawn thinks maybe we should give her a toss. And once a month with your women and Beth to boot, well hell, that's a good bit more than any reasonable man could ask for. I guess I'd be stupid to throw that away over a little Goth tail."
"Don't forget, we might even convince the women to let our Hooters girl stop by on the Girls Night Out. Have our cake and eat it too!"
"You're a fucking genius. If you can work that one out, the sister's tickets are on me too."
"Let's just see what we can manage."
JT toasted me with his G&T. I lifted my Guinness in return. "Life is good, isn't it."
"Life is great. And only going to get better." I told him.
"I'll drink to that."
======
I hope you enjoyed this saga. That's it. I'm afraid after this things would just seem a little repetitious. You know, constantly screwing the same four women, in all kinds of fun and exotic locations, with the occasional new hottie thrown in for good luck. Unless Eric got wind of things; or Dawn's sister started acting up. Or ... well anyway you look at it, THIS series is done. But that doesn't necessarily rule out the possibility of another series with the same players.
But I have to finish a few other ongoing stories first. Yes, I've gotten the emails, and read the comments urging me to add to the Blackmail Tail and CvsN series, and even add more chapters to the Perfect Game. I hear you and am diligently working on it. Really.
And as always, the sincerest appreciation is a vote and/or a comment. They are deeply appreciated. Thanks.
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Heather has been bad, very bad. Can she turn over a new leaf?
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"I just can't stand him!"
"Now Heather, he IS your father. Have a little respect. Things are hard for him right now; just try to keep the peace," her mother replied from 1100 miles away.
"When are you coming home?" Heather whined.
"Not until the end of the month. It's a great opportunity for me and we need the money right now. And to be brutally honest, young lady, I don't need the added stress."
"He won't let me do ANYTHING!" Heather continued.
"Then stop screwing up and get in his good graces. I don't have time for this right now honey. Just listen to your father for once, and try to be good for a while..."
Heather hung up on her mother, and screamed in frustration as she ran up the stairs to her room, slamming the door behind her. If she expected that to somehow make things better, she was sorely mistaken.
Ever since her mother had accepted the short-term project in Manhattan for most of the summer, life had been miserable.
Under the best of circumstances, Heather and her father barely communicated. Her mother was the glue that held the family together, such as it was. Now that her father had been laid off after 22 years at the same job, he was even harder to put up with.
Summer was usually a great time. With the parents gone each day she got to sleep in, lie around the pool, hit the mall, gab on the phone, and just do whatever she wanted.
Not this year. Within the first week of summer vacation, she'd lost her cell phone privileges when her grades showed up in the mail. It wasn't her fault the science and history teachers didn't like her. And she had managed to pass both courses. By the skin of her teeth.
Her mother had given her the phone back, the night before she left for New York. She understood the importance of having a phone. Then that bastard had turned off the service. She'd pleaded with her mom over the phone to intervene for her, but so far, she was still without a cell.
The whole party incident the next week could hardly be blamed on her. She had intended to leave before midnight, as she'd promised, but Derek and Rob had taken her car keys and wouldn't give them back until she joined them in a round of shots. Ok, a few rounds. Fine. And a few games it was probably best her parents never found out about. Figure in another 10 minutes just to find her bra. What? Was she supposed to just leave behind a $40 bra? And it was ridiculous that cops could park outside of a party and try to trap drivers when you're only driving like 4 blocks away! When her father finally picked her up at the police station at 2:30 am, that was the end of car privileges for the Summer. On that issue, at least, her mother had gotten the old fart to make it for just four weeks, if she'd stay out of trouble.
Of course, if her stupid friends hadn't pushed the patio furniture into the pool, she wouldn't be stuck at home alone all day, with no visitors allowed. Alright, maybe she shouldn't have dared them, but who would have guessed they would be such idiots to really do it? Or that it would be so damned hard to get the stuff out the next day. Or that they would leave rust stains on the bottom of the pool. That had lead to this latest call with her mom, but for once, an exasperated Janice told her she'd have to live with her actions.
Damn! This was supposed to be the best summer of her life. She was finally 18, and would be going off to college in September. If she could finally get one to let her in, that is. She'd just die if she had to go to DCCC. Community college was for losers.
Heather looked at her svelte form in the mirror. She was looking more like her mother every day. A slow started, she had finally filled out this last semester. She was already a little taller than her Mom's 5'3" and weighed exactly 108 lbs that very morning. The Nordic look, the long blonde hair, fair skin, and big blue eyes were more of her mother's genetic donation. Her father's family did seem to be responsible for the curves, which she had in abundance, if she did say so herself. She frowned at herself, and turned, looking at the pooch of her stomach, her too big ears. She ran her hands across the bottom of her rib cage, sucking in her belly to see if she could make it stand out. Her left tit was still bigger than her right one, but she was still growing there, maybe they would even out. Eight more pounds and an ear tuck, and she'd have a body most women would kill for. Locked behind these damn walls for her first legal summer. Damn her luck. What a waste.
* * *
Harold Payne was pacing his office, oblivious to his daughter's tantrum. He had bigger things on his mind.
Getting laid off after 22 years wasn't that bad. He had a good pension, and he'd worked a lot of overtime in the previous two years, upping his final wages. But collecting on that was still 8 years away. He'd gotten a decent severance package as well, 2 weeks pay per year of service, and he had immediately applied for unemployment. For the moment, money was not the issue, no matter how gloomy his wife made it sound.
For once in his life, he had the time and the means to do what he wanted to do. He didn't need to look for a new job yet; he could wait until the end of the summer.
He'd always wanted to get involved in local politics, and with things the way they were, it was more important to do that now than ever before. He'd been active in the union leadership, and people had always told him he was a convincing speaker. Completing his education on the company's dime seemed more valuable now than ever.
He stopped and admired his physique in the mirror. At 42 years old, he could easily pass for 30. Barely a hint of gray hair, hardly a wrinkle on his face. At 5'7" he was average in height, but his running and yoga kept him lean, and his clean diet kept him healthy. Harold smiled at his reflection. His wife, Janice, had nothing to complain about.
Thinking of Janice brought a frown to his face. Twenty-three years they'd been together, and except for a few rocky months back when Heather was still in her terrible two's, they'd had a pretty good thing going. He'd always been proud to go anywhere with Janice beside him. At any event they were among the best looking there. He felt enormous pride when his friends and coworkers looked her over. She was a beautiful woman still, even if there was a little more woman there now; she wore it well. Their love life had been good, if not spectacular. He'd always fantasized, what man didn't? But he hadn't strayed more than a couple of times in all those years, and never at home. And why would he? She was loving, attentive, kept a good house, and kept herself looking great. They shared values and dreams, and had been blessed with the most beautiful, perfect daughter in the word.
Things had changed, as their daughter had. Janice seemed much more distant. Their bedroom antics which were always pretty adventurous, or so it seemed compared to most of their friends, had become much more plain-vanilla. Now, in retrospect, he realized how much he missed the ways things were, and how good he'd had it.
Now she was always irritated with him, blaming him for the way that Heather was turning out. He'd given up on the hellion years ago, letting Janice spoil her rotten, and guaranteeing that no matter what the brat did, there'd be no consequences. When she'd brought home her first F's at 15 years old, after 9 years of A's and B's, Janice just wanted to console her and took her out for a spa day. When she'd started lying to them all the time, Janice covered for her. When she'd wrecked her car, Janice had tried to get it secretly fixed so he wouldn't even know. He'd argued. He'd yelled. He'd threatened. He'd even pleaded, but in the end he couldn't make any changes in their daughter, with Janice sabotaging every effort. It had broken his heart, and he'd found himself bitterly angry with his wife, who was so good in so many other ways.
She was off in Manhattan, doing who knows what with whom. He didn't trust her boss a whit, and in her latest mood, he wasn't sure how far he trusted Janice. Now he was stuck with the monster child, a completely out of control brat. At least for once, he could show her that behavior had consequences, without Janice interfering.
He did need to think about what to do with his life, especially with Heather headed off to college at the end of summer. No need to rush things, however. He'd worked hard for over 20 years. He deserved a little break. And his new computer was opening all kinds of new vistas to him. A couple of weeks of R&R, especially with his wife off of his back, checking on his job hunt progress everyday. And he had a little 'fund' the wife wasn't even aware of - his vacation and sick pay came in a different check, that she'd never even seen. Sitting in a brand new bank, with a brand new ATM card, and a brand new mailbox that received the bills.
Of course the cloud hovering over the whole situation was his irresponsible headache of a daughter.
Decisions, decisions.
* * *
Janice hung up the phone, after the abrupt conversation ending with Heather, and took a deep breath.
"Everything Ok?"
She looked over to Roger, who sat on the edge of the bed, waiting for her to get ready before going out to dinner. He'd shown up early and made himself at home with same cocky confidence he did everything.
Roger was a big man, in every way. At 6'3", he still had that jock look from his college days. He still carried himself with confidence, and why wouldn't he? A VP at just 45 years old, devastatingly handsome, he had the golden touch. Which was one of the reasons she took the project. With Roger working on it, it was almost guaranteed to be a success. His were coattails she wouldn't mind riding.
He was big in other ways, too. When they had danced together just three nights ago, she had felt him rubbing against her, and she almost fainted when she realized the size of the bulge that was pressed against her belly. Harold was above average in those things, but this man was a giant! When his huge hands held her, touched her, it made her seem to small, so fragile. So different.
He made her feel like a woman. A highly desirable woman.
Now he was sitting here, in her hotel room, watching her finish getting ready. They both knew that there was electricity between them. Janice just had to wonder if she was ready for this. In over twenty years she'd only strayed once, more than 15 years earlier. If she crossed the line this time, she didn't know if she'd come back.
Lost in her thoughts, she'd almost forgotten to answer his question. "Everything's fine. Well, maybe not fine. Our daughter's feeling a little frustrated with her father. He's a good bit stricter than I am. She's screwing up, and he's showing her that there are consequences." Janice went back to the bathroom where she could finish her hair, but she left the door open so they could still talk.
"Sounds like that's a good thing. I've heard your stories. She's out of control."
His voice sounded louder, and she looked over in the mirror, and saw him standing in the door of the bathroom watching her. His eyes devoured her, and she felt wanted - more so than she had in years. He couldn't seem to take his eyes off her ass, tightly encased in her skirt. She was acutely aware that underneath she was bare except for her pantyhose, not wanting any panty lines to ruin the look.
"Yeah. I've tried to be a friend to her, and help her out. Give her all the advantages I never had. Help her be popular, which I never was. Maybe I should have been stricter." Janice said, bringing her arms down and turning to face Roger. "Ready."
"You look delicious," Roger told her, and she knew he meant it. "Let's get going - I want to make sure everything's in place before the clients arrive."
When he placed his hand on her upper arm, it nearly undid her. Her legs grew wobbly and she almost fell off her 3 inch heels. She never could get used to those things.
Oddly, as they headed out the door, she thought of Harold. She felt bad. Not for what she was considering doing here, maybe that very night. No. She'd left him with a spoiled, out of control brat for the summer, and she was hoping beyond hope that somehow he'd be able to reel her in, get her under control, help her straighten out her life. She could privately admit she was mostly responsible for the way things had ended up with Heather. And now it seemed like it was too late. As a mother she was a failure.
Perhaps taking the summer off between jobs would be Ok, if it meant he could dedicate some of that time to a last ditch effort to help their only child. She wasn't a bad kid. Not really. Was she?
* * *
"Heather?"
"What?" her voice let him know this was a horrible time to interrupt her, in the middle of a TIVO'd episode of Sex & the City.
"You're not just going to sit around and do nothing all day, every day. With your mother gone, we both have to pick up the slack. I expect you to do the laundry, keep the place generally neat and clean, and do the dishes."
"Jesus! Do I have to do everything with Mom gone?" Heather griped.
"I'll deal with the shopping, the cooking, the trash, the yard, and house maintenance, and, oh yeah, the bills. Breakfast and lunch, you're on your own, but I'll take care of dinner. Got it?"
"Fine. Whatever." She said, turning away and taking the show off pause.
Harold ignored the blatant disrespect, and returned to his study where he unlocked the door, and carefully locked it behind him.
Finally. His sanctuary. The one place where he had a little privacy and didn't have to listen to the bitching and moaning. He turned on his computer, entered his password, and opened his browser. Time for a little well earned relaxation.
Heather wasn't too worried. Her conniving little mind was already hatching a plan. A bad plan. She was a bad girl, after all. Everybody said so.
* * *
When her father went out shopping, warning her to get the laundry started if she didn't want to lose some more privileges, she was up from her perch in front of the TV like a sprinter out of the blocks.
She ran and dumped an armful of clothes in the washer, and turned it on. There. Now he couldn't complain.
Then she headed straight for his 'study'.
She giggled to herself as she pulled out her key-chain and quickly unlocked his door. When he'd installed the new lock on his office several weeks ago, she'd taken the packaging out of the trash and headed down to the hardware store. The guy at the key machine was happy to make a key for her, based on the code of the tumbler.
She'd be damned if she'd let him keep a locked room in the house without knowing what was going on there.
The computer was a different problem. She'd tried guessing at his password but no such luck. A few minutes on-line with some friends and acquaintances and she had a couple of new approaches lined up. Now was her chance to test them.
Expecting to be working at this for a while, she was amazed when the very first suggestion worked. Hitting CTRL-ALT-DEL at the login screen popped up a login window. She entered "administrator" as she'd been told, without a password, and - miracle-of-miracles - she was in, with full access! Two minutes later, following the instructions on her cheat sheet, the administrator account had a password, her password, and she had unlimited access.
She pulled out the USB flashdrive, with all the software she'd been given for this task, and ran the first two programs. Just like that, his entire Internet browser was backed up to her little device. Another click and she was running her own browser, with all his bookmarks, history, saved passwords, cookies, and more.
Now to see what the old man was up to....
* * *
"OH, GROSS!" she exclaimed, actually turning away from the screen. She'd been able to bring up his browser and visit the sites in his browser history. THAT was an education.
She was getting nervous, he wouldn't be gone much longer. She shut down everything, pulled her flashdrive and shut things down. Locking the door behind her, her mind was still reeling with the new found knowledge.
There had to be a way to use this. Maybe this wasn't going to be such a bad summer after all...
* * *
Harold was pleasantly surprised by his daughter's new behavior. She'd accepted her responsibilities, performed her chores with minimal complaint, and was able to converse without obvious condescension.
She'd also started taking care of herself again; cleaning up each morning, and wearing nicer clothes, not sweats and dirty t-shirts. He wondered what had gotten into her.
For the past few days, she'd slowly cleaned up her act. She still could be slow to respond to his questions, and she'd put off her chores until the last minute, but they were getting done. She'd even stopped whining about how bad her life was.
The change was so noticeable, he'd even brought it up with his wife on their nightly call. Janice's suggestion had been to give her room and show a little appreciation. He thought he'd give it a try.
"You don't think she's up to something, do you?" Harold asked, still a little wary of her behavior.
"Hard to say, maybe she's realizing that her past behavior was getting her nowhere. Do you still have her grounded, and cell phone taken away?"
"Yeah, but I'm thinking if she can keep this up a while, I might slowly start loosening the reins. How's things at your end?"
Janice had to stifle a giggle. Her 'end' was doing just fine. Roger's hands were fondling her there, and she could feel him trying to nuzzle up behind her and slide his huge cock back inside her. She slapped him away, teasingly.
"Just fine here," she answered. "It sounds like you've got things under control. I'm glad."
She gasped a bit as Roger got a little more insistent, lifting her leg high and jabbing into her. Even after the recent pounding, he still felt enormous entering her. She couldn't believe she'd ever get used to it.
"You Ok?" Harold asked, hearing the sharp intake of breath.
"Oh! I just stubbed my toe. Gotta go sweetie, we're having drinks with the client in just a few."
"I miss you." Harold said, meaning it.
"Me too baby, love ya, bye-bye."
* * *
Harold's political aspirations were taking a turn for the better, after working his network, and calling all the local party groups. He was scheduled to go in to talk to some movers-and-shakers the next day. Things were certainly moving along better in his life. He just wished Janice was around to share it with. They'd never been apart for more than a week before. At over three weeks now, he felt lonelier then he had in years. If not for his daughter, that is.
Even Heather was becoming less of a pain, and more of the little girl he recalled so fondly.
Over lunch, which they'd eaten together for the first time he could remember, Heather confessed.
"I've been thinking about things, about my future, and I've really been messing up. I'm going to try to do better."
Harold was slightly taken aback. "You haven't been that bad, nothing we can't recover from. I'll help you in any way I can, you know that."
"I know. Lynn's been telling me that I'm spoiled rotten. She'd never get away with the stuff I've done. Last time she got home past her curfew, she could barely sit the next day."
Harold found his palms itching. Lynn? Barely sit? Jesus! That's a dream come true.



"I've always thought she was the best of your friends, Heather." What he really thought about the little waif was not something he'd willingly share with his daughter.
Heather got up and cleared the table, then returned and stood beside her father, leaning back against the table.
"Daddy? Do you think that something like that might help me?" She asked quietly, her head bowed.
"Like what?" Harold asked.
"Punishing me when I'm bad. Not just take things away, but... you know, like Lynn."
"I'm not sure I do. How is Lynn punished?" He asked, intentionally obtuse.
"She gets spanked."
"Oh." Harold was lost for words. Could this be for real?
They were both quiet. Several seconds of utter silence.
"Do you think that might help? I really do want to do better," she asked, pushing.
"I...I guess it might. I mean, immediate feedback is always good. And that way the punishment is over with and you can go ahead with trying to do better."
Heather leaned down and hugged her father tightly. "Thank you, Daddy. I hope I'll never need it, but I'm so glad you're willing to help me."
Harold could barely think straight. The image of his daughter bent over his lap, lifting her skirt and spanking her firm ass was burning in his brain.
Heather walked away with a smile and a sway in her step. "There," she thought, "that was easier than I'd expected."
* * *
The next day, Heather maintained the good girl routine, and after dinner, Harold thought she deserved a reward, a little positive reinforcement. While she loaded the dishwasher, he retired to the family room, and waited for her. When she appeared in the doorway he broke the good news.
"You know, Heather, I'm proud of you. Really. I don't say it very often but I am. And I think we can return some of your privileges. You can have your phone back, and you can have a friend over."
She ran to him, and climbed into his lap, something she hadn't done in years. "Oh! Thank you Daddy. I'll try to keep you proud of me." She hugged him, and wiggled in his lap.
"Now don't get carried away. You're not off the hook yet." He explained, shifting a little, feeling an uncomfortable stirring. "None of those boys are welcome over yet. You can have one of your girl friends visit, but you have to clear it with me, and no sleep-overs."
"Thank you, thank you!" she gushed and gave him a big kiss on the cheek. She slowly crawled off of his lap. "I'm glad you believe in me."
She disappeared into her bedroom, and Harold thought some time spent in the study would be really good right then.
He shut things down before 9:00pm, thoroughly relaxed. He expected Janice to call soon, and check in. Her nightly calls were like clockwork, usually just for a couple of minutes. He wanted to update her on Heather's new behavior.
Janice's call was on time, as always, and they shared a short chat before he let Heather say hi. He told his wife that things were going well, and Heather was still behaving. He explained he'd returned her cell-phone to her.
"Are you sure that's a good idea?" Janice asked.
"No, but really she's been so well behaved, I think she's earned it."
"That's a pleasant surprise. I'm glad you're getting along." She didn't add the words 'for once', although she thought them.
"Your project still going well?" Harold asked, not wanting to hang up quite yet.
Janice was reclining in the bath tub, soaking her aching body. Roger was only staying over every two or three nights, but she was still sore all over from the previous night. He was so rough while they made love, tossing her body around like a rag doll, stretching her legs out like some high-school gymnast. During the moment it was wild and wicked, but afterwards it was just painful. The relaxing bath was perfect.
"Great. We're still lining up our two key partners, so we can present a complete solution to the guys from Singapore. It looks like we may be able to lock-in our first choice. Tomorrow we could make the partnership official."
"I'm so glad the trip is paying off. I may have a possible job lead here as well, pretty exciting, as an aide to Bart Quinn." Harold broke his good news.
"The congressman? That's a change." Janice was pleased to hear him looking for work, but wasn't sure if that was the best direction.
"Yeah, but it's nearby. It's a first step into local politics, and although it doesn't pay a lot, the potential is there, and there's even the possibility of a second pension, if I stick with it. The title is staff assistant, but the next step up would be aide."
Janice was surprised at how excited Harold sounded. It was good to hear him happy for once. "That's great honey. I'm sure you'll knock their socks off."
In spite of Heather's being just across the room, Harold couldn't help himself. "I wish you were here, knocking my socks off."
"Just a couple more weeks, babe, if everything goes well. Then we'll see if I can't knock a lot more than your socks off."
"I love you. Talk to you tomorrow?"
"Of course. Love you too," Janice responded, unexpectedly meaning it.
When the call was over, Heather stood in front of him, looking awkward. She was dressed in her nightshirt, and kept shifting from one bare foot to the other.
"What's up, baby?" Harold asked. He looked her over, happy with her new look. She used to walk around with a tight t-shirt and panties, which seemed so sluttish for a teenager. Tonight she was wearing a long over-sized night-shirt, light pink with a big eyed puppy on the front. She had big pink slippers on, as well. Damn she was cute, and looked so much like her mother.
"I've got a confession. I told you I'd applied to some schools, but it was only one, and that's not looking too good. I'm afraid it's probably too late for any others. I shouldn't have lied about it."
Harold took a deep breath. He had suspected as much. "I'm disappointed in you."
"I know, it was stupid. And I thought I might have Lynn over tomorrow to help me fill out some applications. She's already done all hers, and is already accepted at Tech. She can help me."
"I'm glad you're taking responsibility for it. Thank you for being honest with me. If you need me to do anything, let me know."
"I'll need some checks to send in with the application," Heather said softly.
"Just let me know how many and how much," Harold replied. He expected her to go, but she just stood there, as if she was waiting.
"Is there something else?"
"Are...are you going to punish me?" she asked.
Harold caught his breath. "I guess that would be the best thing to do. Even though you're doing the right thing now, you shouldn't get the impression it's easy to get away with bad things."
Harold walked into the family room and sat down on the ottoman. Heather was right behind him and as soon as he was seated, she leaned over and laid across his lap, her rear end positioned just over his right leg. She reached back and pulled her nightshirt down to cover her panties, but it just barely managed that.
Harold rested his left hand on her back, and tried to ignore the feeling of her nubile breasts pressed against his thigh. He slapped her far cheek, not too hard, but hard enough to make it felt.
"Oh!" Heather cried.
He stared at the thin material stretched across her firm young butt, and smacked the nearer cheek, just a little harder. He heard his daughter hiss between her teeth.
He smacked her again, alternating cheeks, and let his hand linger a little longer after each one, until he was almost caressing her rear with each stroke.
On the sixth one she cried out, "Ow! Daddy, that hurts."
He gave her a couple more firm strokes, the last one the hardest yet.
"Please, Daddy, no more, I'll be good. I promise!" She was wriggling under his attack, and her night shirt had pulled up, exposing half of her panties clad rear. She reached back with her loose hand to cover her bottom, but Harold leaned across, catching her wrist in his hand, and pulling it up to the small of her back. He caught the edge of her night-shirt, and it came with her hand, leaving her pink bikini panties exposed.
"Two more, Princess. I hate to do it but you have to learn," he lied.
He spanked her softer, landing on her thin underwear, the angle of his blow exposing her rear even more.
He gave her the last swat. It was almost a pat, rubbing her, and he let his hand rest on her rear longer than he should, giving her ass a little squeeze as he finished. "That's it." He couldn't help himself, and gave her butt another rub, "I hope that didn't hurt too much, sugar."
She slowly got up and to his surprise sat in his lap, apparently unaware of his hardness. Her eyes were red and she looked on the verge of tears. "I'm sorry Daddy, but thank you for punishing me. It'll help me remember." Then she hugged him tightly.
He held his baby girl in his arms and rocked her. "Whatever I can do to help you, you know I always will."
She hugged him tighter, wiggling in his lap, pressing against his hardness. "I know Daddy."
He held her for a long time, gently in his arms, while his hands stroked her back and calmed her.
Once she'd gone to bed, he hurried to his study. He felt guilty as hell for the thoughts running through his head. He wondered if Jeff, Lynn's father, felt the same.
* * *
When he got back from his morning meeting, he headed for his bedroom and changed out of the suit into sweats and a t-shirt. He was riding high on excitement and adrenaline. The interview had gone so well, he half expected them to offer him the position on the spot. He would report to Martha Abbot, the congressman's aide, but she insisted he have a meeting with the congressman himself, when he was in town the following week.
Harold headed to his study to compose a thank you letter for the meeting, and heard the voices of Heather and her young friend coming from the backyard.
While the girls frolicked in the pool, Harold watched them from the window of his study. He found himself continuously dreaming of bending them over his knee, while they took turns being punished. He pictured their sweet young asses, barely encased in their bikinis, quivering with each blow. In his dreams they fought over who would be spanked first. He'd lover their bikini bottoms and expose those tight little butt cheeks, before turning them pink. Of course he'd noticed how attractive they both were in the past, but never before did he have thoughts like these. Shaking his head, he powered up his computer and started his letter.
* * *
"I thought you'd be grounded for the rest of the summer," Lynn remarked, as she stretched out on the lounge chair for some sun.
"I'm working it out. I think I should be out of the doghouse pretty soon." Heather said, drying herself off before laying out.
"That would be pretty amazing. How's that possible?" Lynn asked, curiosity getting the better of her.
"The old fart has a thing for spanking schoolgirls. You should see the stuff he looks at on his computer."
That got Lynn's full attention. "You're shitting me!"
"Not a bit. What's with these dirty old men? Can you believe it? Both our fathers. Is it some kind of suburbia epidemic?" Heather laughed.
"So he's spanking you now?" Lynn asked
"Just once so far. I hinted at your getting it too."
"Heather! Please, tell me that you're kidding!"
"Nope. You inspired me." Heather laughed, stretching out.
"Jesus, Heather! You didn't say anything about Jeff spanking me, did you?"
Heather sighed. "I had to do something."
"Fuck! I'm dead." Lynn groaned.
"Oh, come on. He's not going to say anything. And you told me how after you got yours, he felt so bad he finally bought you that sweet car," Heather said.
Lynn was quiet. "Heather. I didn't tell you everything. He's been looking for reasons to spank me. It's like every other day now, for any stupid little thing, and they're getting a little out of hand."
Heather turned on her side and looked over at her friend. "How's that?"
"He expects me to be bare-assed when he does it, and he's been touching me during and after," Lynn confessed. "Touching me a lot."
"Oh my God, Lynn! Did you tell your Mom?"
Lynn just looked at her. "I don't want to." She hurriedly added, "He treats me so good now, buys me anything I want. I could get away with murder, and it would only earn me another hot whipping."
Heather looked at her friend in amazement. "Wow! Do you like it?"
Lynn looked almost in tears. "I hate it." She heaved a big sigh. "I love it."
"Shit. Which one is it?"
"I hate that I love it."
* * *
Lynn had just left, and Harold was writing out three checks and closing the envelopes when he heard a crash from the kitchen.
"You Ok, honey?" he called downstairs.
"Just a minute, Dad."
He heard the noise of cleaning up and went to look in on his only child. She was bending over, cleaning up a broken plate. She was still wearing her bathing suit, demurely covered with a nice cover-up, which was almost covering her head as she bent over. Her bikini was stretched tight across her tail, exposing those succulent teenage cheeks.
"God, I'm sorry Dad. I was trying to juggle too many plates, I was in a hurry to get everything put away, and I just lost one. I hope you're not too mad," Heather explained, standing with the dustpan and brush in her hand. She dumped the dustpan in the garbage, and straightened her cover-up, hiding the treasure underneath.
"No, but I still think you'll have to be punished, to learn to be more careful," Harold said, trying to hide the eagerness in his voice.
"Of course," Heather answered, hiding the eagerness in her voice. She followed him back into the family room.
She came and stood before him, while he seated himself in preparation. She felt herself blushing, knowing her skimpy bathing suit was all that would be covering her rear. She was glad she wasn't wearing a thong; she didn't think she was ready for that.
"Ready?" she asked.
Harold just patted his lap.
She stretched out across him, and waited.
Harold had his legs closer together, and he raised her rear-end higher, forcing her to lean over and keep her balance with her hands on the floor. She felt the blood rushing to her head, and spread her legs a big to help maintain her balance. She felt so much more exposed than the day before. The slope of her back had her cover-up sliding down her body. It was covering nothing but her shoulders and the back of her head.
Harold could barely think straight. He was getting hard even before she was in place. He reached across with one hand, and held her hip, steadying her. He placed his other hand on her ass, just feeling it, before he drew back and gave her the first blow. She flinched a little.
"Oh!" she cried, just like the first time.
His left hand was just resting easily on her back, feeling her young smooth skin, holding her in place.
He alternated spanking her cheeks, not too hard at all, enthralled by how they pinked up and the outline of his hand remained for a moment. After a dozen or so he rested his hand on her ass, gently caressing her.
"Are you Ok?" he asked.
"Yes," so softly he barely heard it.
He spanked her lower, on the bare flesh, just past the edge of her bikini. It was louder, and yielded a delicious response as she squirmed underneath him, yelping.
After each smack, his hand remained longer, now obviously stroking her ass, gently squeezing her cheeks. She was moaning a little, in between her cries, and pushing herself back against his hand.
On the next blow, on the near cheek, he left his hand where it landed, his fingertips brushing against the bit of cloth covering her crotch, feeling the puffiness of her flesh there.
"Oh, Daddy," she moaned. "How many more? It hurts."
"Just a few more, baby," he answered, sliding his hand between her legs for just a second, rubbing against his daughter's barely covered pussy.
He caught himself, thinking he might have gone too far, and finished with two more easy smacks, right in the middle of each cheek. Then he caressed her ass cheeks, "That wasn't too bad was it, angel?"
"No, Daddy," she told him, once more climbing into his lap, pressing against his hardness. "I'll try to be better."
"I know you will," he told her, holding her gently, while she sniffled.
That night, on the call with Janice, he didn't mention the spankings again.
* * *
Things were pretty quiet for a couple of days, resulting in an almost normal household. He'd even dropped Heather off at her friend Teri's house, letting her spend the day there, while he got caught up on a few chores around the house. When she called asking if she could go to a movie, assuring him that Teri would give her a ride and she'd be home before 11:00, he decided she'd earned that much.
"So, is our little princess around," Janice asked on the call that evening. She always spent a few minutes talking to Heather at the beginning of the call.
"I let her go to a movie," Harold explained.
"Really? I guess things are getting better there. Anything else going on?"
Janice was delaying. Roger and Dan Jones, the president of their new corporate partner were in the living room of the huge suite that Dan had. She was back in the bedroom, making the private call, and more than a little worried about where the evening was headed. Roger had picked out the clothing she was wearing, what little of it there was, and Dan had been very touchy-feely all evening. She wondered how she'd ever gotten herself into this position.
At the other end of the line, Harold was eaten up with guilt over what he was doing with his daughter. He just blurted it out. "I spanked her."
Janice wasn't sure she'd heard him correctly. "You did what?"
"I spanked her. Twice now. Over my knee."
"Jesus, Harold! How did that happen?"
"You're not going to believe it Janice, but it was her idea! Her friend Lynn gets spanked when she's bad, and I'm thinking Heather would rather have the 5 minutes discomfort from a spanking, then lose phone or car privileges."
Janice was more than a little shocked by the whole idea. She imagined her little girl bent over Harold's knee, getting her tushy smacked. It wasn't hard to picture. During their own sex play, it was fairly common for her to play the bad girl and have to get paddled, bare-assed, before the punishment got even more intimate.
"You're not crossing any lines are you?" She asked. She found herself getting a little excited by the whole idea.
"No, she's kept her clothing on, and it's not been anything too drastic. Just a dozen or so solid smacks on her rear." His mouth was dry, and he was nervous admitting it. He was also getting hard, just talking about it.
"Is it working?" Janice finally asked.
"Amazingly so. She's so well behaved, courteous, and obedient." He told her, "It still makes me nervous doing it. She's not a little girl anymore."
Janice could hear the underlying hesitation. "Listen Harold. If it's working, I think there's nothing to worry about. After the last four years, anything that brings her back in line is Ok by me. Anything." She thought about her own situation. "Sometimes, I think the ends DOES justify the means."
"God, I wish you were here, Janice." Harold told her. "I really need to be with you. I'd be lying if I didn't tell you that I'm getting myself worked up, and it's hard to have you so far away."
Janice giggled. "I imagine it's hard. Really hard. Is it hard now?"
"Yes."
"If I was there, I'd let you spank me, for going away for so long. You'd lift my skirt, and pull down my panties, and blister my ass for staying away. And when you saw the juices running down my thighs, you could punish me with that hard cock of yours, over and over again."
"God, promise me it's true." Harold gasped, his hand going a mile a minute.



"It's true, baby. Just a little more than a week from now. Think about it."
"I miss you so much," he said.
"I know. I miss you too. Just keep up your good work with our wayward daughter, and I promise you I'll show you how much I appreciate all you're doing. Good-night, and know that I'm wet for you right now."
Harold could barely gasp out his own goodnight, as he filled a fist full of tissues.
* * *
Harold was watching for her, and saw Teri's car pull up to the curb at 10:50. He was a little disappointed, at first. Then he watched as his daughter stayed out in the car, not entering the house until 11:10. A boy climbed out of the car, and opened the door for her, pulling her close for a kiss before she pushed him away and made her way to the front door.
"How was the movie?" He asked pleasantly. He was seated in the middle of the couch, watching the news.
"It was pretty good."
"Just you and Teri?"
"No, we met some friends, there were about 8 of us altogether." She was fidgeting and he could see the redness around her mouth, and another bruise on her neck that looked like it might turn into a hickey.
She walked over and stood directly before him. "I'm sorry I'm late, time just got away from me."
"It's only ten minutes," Harold reminded her, "it's not a capitol crime. But if you're going to make out with boys, I'd prefer if you didn't let them chew on your neck like some cheap little tart."
"You're right. I think I need a better quality of man in my life. Derek is such a jerk. If it wasn't for him I'd have been on time." She was still fidgeting strongly. "I'm sorry, and I'm ready to take my punishment."
Harold watched her peel off her tight jeans, down to her red thong underwear. Her ass was completely exposed.
"Just don't be too hard on me, please?" She stretched out on the couch, her rear centered in his lap.
He took his time, slowly spanking his baby girl, alternating a continuous parade of carefully placed blows on her sweet ass. As she slowly pinked up, getting redder and redder, his hand rested longer on her skin, in between smacks. One of her legs fell off the couch, spreading her legs wide, and he looked down at her, gazing at the slender piece of material covering her privates. With each blow, she'd moan and flinch. He watched her hands stray back to cover her ass cheeks, and he brushed them away, just swatting her harder for her efforts.
"Move your hands, angel. If they're in the way, I'll just start over."
She sobbed and held her hands still, just above her ass, still grunting sexily after each new blow shook her.
His spanking slowly changed. His hand would land on her flesh, and he'd hold her, squeeze her skin, always pulling away from the crease of her ass. On the near cheek he'd tug with his fingers. On the far cheek, he'd push away with the heel of his hand. And with each new contact, he'd open her up a little. He looked at the string like material covering the pucker of her little asshole, the gentle change in coloring, shouting out to him. He found his hand was striking closer to the center, and his fingers were curling down, his fingertips brushing, even pulling at the little piece of red material covering her.
The spanking was little more than open fondling, his hand patting coming down at the bottom of her ass, and his fingers brushing across her moist pussy. She was moaning for him, and not a moan of pain.
"Harder, daddy," he heard her say softly, and he picked up the pace a bit, adding just a little more force, and targeting the space between her legs with more frequency. Her legs had spread even wider, and he was hypnotized by the view. Every third or forth stroke was now landing across her barely covered mound, and his hand lingered even longer, pressing against her. She was struggling against him just a bit, trying to avoid the more sensitive places, but he just held her tight and continued.
He brought his second hand into more intimate play, holding her far ass cheek, squeezing it, opening her up, exposing her more completely. His hand that was holding her was pulling her open, and in a burst of insanity, his fingers reached out and slid under the material. His next blow landed directly on her swollen pussy, and as he pulled away, he let his fingers on the opposite hand push inward, his fingertips entering her slightly. On the next blow she gasped, and he could feel her coming for him.
He landed a couple of more gentle swats for form, one for each pink cheek. He gently released her, and turned her over pulling her into his lap. She leaned against him sobbing, holding him tight.
As he held her, he caressed her more openly than ever before, stroking her reddened ass, the inside of her thighs, and her back and shoulders.
He felt her lips pressed against his neck, kissing him.
"I'm sorry I'm such a bad girl, daddy."
"I love you pumpkin, and you're not bad, just a little naughty," he told her tilting her face up and giving her a kiss on the lips. They lingered before she finally slid out of his embrace.
"Thank you for letting me go out tonight. You're not going to ground me again for being late are you?" She asked softly as she picked up her clothing.
"No, you've had your punishment for that. You've been very good otherwise. Although I still think you can make better boy judgements."
"I'm trying," she said as she walked away from him, her bright red ass a testament to how hard she was trying. "I think I'm just starting to learn how I'd want a man to treat me."
Harold thought about his conversation with Janice, once more ashamed at the liberties he'd taken with his daughter. Did the end really justify the means?
* * *
It had been two days since he'd spanked her. She was sitting in front of the TV, killing brain cells.
"Heather? Have you ironed those shirts as I asked? I need them for my interview."
"Geez, Dad. You have plenty, do you have to have that one?" She responded, falling back to her old ways.
"If I had a dozen and I asked you for that particular one, I'd still expect you to do it and not to be talk back." Harold reminded her.
"That's just stupid! If you had a dozen you could wait."
Harold walked to the TV and turned it off. "Stand up."
She rolled her eyes sullenly, but stood up in front of him.
"I will not stand for you being disrespectful. I won't stand for it!" He barked. He grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her over to the couch. "I think it's time I taught you to keep a civil tongue in your mouth."
Heather was more than a little irritated. She didn't want a spanking right now, she was in the last 10 minutes of her show. She opened her mouth to tell him so, and was surprised when he reached up and pulled her roughly across his lap. "C'mon Dad! I didn't do anything!"
He reached out and pulled her loose shorts down. For just a moment her underwear slid down her ass with them, but she reached back and pulled them back up urgently.
Harold slapped her ass hard, and she cried out, twisting in his lap. He reached out with his far hand and grabbed her by the back of her neck and stretched her out. She was stunned to feel how strong his hand was, and shivered.
"You will respect me and your mother!" Harold told her, and quickly delivered a dozen or more hard blows to her ass. He had her crying out and begging him to stop, as he showed her just a little of his strength. His had stung, so he imagined his message was getting through.
"Ok, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" Heather cried out, she reached with her hand to protect her bottom but her father shifted her in his lap, and captured both her legs between his. He let go of her neck and grasped her tightly around the waist, immobilizing her ass.
"This is not a game, young lady. You will learn respect, and you will do as you're told, or you WILL pay the consequences. Do you understand me?" During his entire lecture he slapped her ass every couple of seconds, each blow stinging hotly.
"I understand," she swore, then after a particularly strong smack, she cried out. "I do! I understand Daddy! Please, it hurts!"
Harold looked down at his daughter's reddened cheeks, and slowed down. "Ten more, and I just might believe you." He spanked her hard on her far cheek. "I think you should count them off for me." He smacked her again. She mumbled something. "I can't hear you, and if I can't hear you I'll just start over."
"Two!" She cried out.
Harold rubbed her cheek gently, "That's one. Now start counting."
She counted them out from two through ten, and at the end he was just barely swatting her, letting his hand rest on her ass in between strokes, and rubbing her. The panties were a tease to him, and he longed to pull them down her butt, and spank her bare cheeks, but he was afraid that was taking it a little too far.
At ten, he caressed her ass for a few more seconds, then released her.
"Do we have an understanding?" Harold asked.
Heather turned over nervously. This one had been a lot harder. It had hurt. And strangely enough she felt as hot as she ever had. She needed to get back to her bedroom. "Yes Daddy, I'm sorry."
"And my shirt?"
"Right now. I'll take care of it right now."
"Good."
* * *
"Daddy, I thought Lynn might come over again, if it's Ok. She'll have to wait until her Dad comes home though, her car's in the shop."
"Why don't you go pick her up. You've barely been out of the house in weeks, and you've certainly earned it. Here, take my card and do a little shopping. You could use a new bathing suit; the old one is pretty faded. Just make sure you're back before 2:00." Harold told her, car keys in one hand, the ATM card in the other. "Don't go crazy - I don't want you to spend more than a hundred dollars, Ok?"
Heather leaped into his arms and gave him a quick peck on the lips. "You're the greatest! I promise I'll be back on time."
Harold secretly hoped she'd be late.
* * *
The girls got back by 1:45, to Harold's chagrin, and Heather modeled her new, very small bikini for him when she returned. Lynn was wearing one that didn't cover much more. She wasn't as developed as his little girl, and didn't fill out her bikini quite as fully. Her long dark hair was pulled back in a cute pony-tail; her body was much paler than Heather's.
"Do you like it?" Heather asked.
"It's kind of small, don't you think?"
"Oh Daddy, it's just for wearing here. I can get more sun this way. I've got one Mom would approve of for going out in public," Heather explained, twirling and letting him see that the back of this one was no more than a couple of strings disappearing down her crack.
"I guess it's Ok then."
"Ok? Don't I look nice in it?" Heather asked.
"You're beautiful," Harold told her, hoping it didn't sound as desperate as it felt.
"Doesn't Lynn look nice?" Heather teased.
Harold looked her over. She was so cute. Her breasts were small, barely denting her top, and her hips were smallish, but her round little butt stood out nicely in back.
"Lynn always looks nice, she's a lovely girl." Harold said with a smile, and Lynn blushed nicely.
Heather ran to him and gave him another big hug and a kiss, her lips pressing firmly against his for just a second, before the two sirens headed out to the pool.
Harold headed to the study. And locked the door.
* * *
"Daddy?"
Harold jumped when he heard the knock on his study door. He quickly pulled up his knit shorts, and turned off his monitor.
"What is it, baby?"
"Can I come in?" Heather asked plaintively.
Harold got up and unlocked the door, opening it for his daughter. God she looked good. She had her cover up on, but it was open in the front, showing off her young body.
Heather walked in and closed the door behind her.
"Where's Lynn?" Harold asked. She couldn't have gone home; it hadn't been an hour since they'd gotten back.
"She's by the pool." She seemed nervous, "Daddy, I have a confession,"
"What's wrong?"
"I went over your limit. I spent about $120 dollars."
"Heather, you know I was very specific," Harold told her, his pulse suddenly racing.
"I know, and I'm sorry." She walked past him and leaned over his desk, her ass inviting his attention. "I know what I've got coming."
Harold approached her, his shorts tenting obscenely. "Yes, as much as I hate to do it, you need to be reminded to follow the rules."
"I know Daddy, I was wrong. I shouldn't have bought the skirts I bought."
Harold was mesmerized by the view in front of him. Heather was stretched across the desk, and her feet were spread about two feet apart, giving him a full on view of just how little the thong covered.
"Not too hard, please, Daddy," Heather begged.
"If I don't spank you as hard, I'll have to give you more," Harold warned her.
"I understand."
The spanking was not quite the same as the last one. He spent several long minutes alternating occasional firm smacks, with little more then pats and overt caresses. Harold was squeezing and fondling his daughter's bare ass, pulling her cheeks apart to see the string barely covering her puckered butt hole. He could see the lips of her young pussy exposed on each side of the thin material pulled up inside of her. His actions had her moaning openly, squirming, and crying out with each surprise real smack. It had started slowly, but the continuous spanking and the intermingled hard slaps had her cheeks almost cherry red.
"Daddy," she gasped, "you might have to stop."
"Do you think you're punished enough?" He asked his baby girl, his hand squeezing her butt cheek, his fingers caressing her exposed labia.
"I feel funny," she gasped, "just a few more."
He was using two hands now, squeezing and caressing one cheek, while he patted the other one. "Just a few more," he agreed.
Switching sides, he smacked her firmly right between her legs, spanking her right on her pussy.
"OH!" she cried out, and then shivered while he caressed her ass, and his hand cupped her pussy, massaging it. "Oh, shit," she groaned, her feet kicking up, her whole weight resting on the desk. He felt the moistness soaking through the thin cloth.
Heather was definitely starting to enjoy these little spankings.
He let go of her incredible rear, and pulled her upright, pulling her into his arms. She clung to him, her hips pressing hard against his erection.
"Am I forgiven?" she asked, her lower body grinding against him.
"Of course," he told her, reaching down and cupping her ass, pulling her against him. "Have you learned your lesson?"
She pressed her lips to his cheek, just beside his ear. "I was naughty."
Harold tensed up, but Heather turned her face and kissed him on the lips, firmly. He felt her moist tongue brush across his lips.
"I'm sorry dear, if I got carried away," he murmured.
"Oh no, Daddy. I deserved it. I earned it."
* * *
"Where were you?" Lynn asked as Heather approached.
"Getting my just rewards."
"What?"
"I was getting a spanking, for spending too much money at the mall," Heather laughed, turning and showing her friend her reddened cheeks.
"Oh my God, Heather! He just now spanked you?"
"And pawed me nicely, thank you," Heather laughed.
"God now you've got me jealous," Lynn confessed.
"Want me to get you a spanking too? I bet Dad wouldn't mind. You're even more his type than me," Heather teased.
"Don't you dare!" Lynn shrieked. "How was it?" She finally asked.
"I came," Heather whispered.
"Damn! You little slut!" Lynn giggled.
"Lynn, I hate to ask but would you put some aloe on my butt? It still stings."
"Jesus, Heather! Here?"
"Please. But do it nicely, I bet he's watching."
Lynn took her time, thoroughly taking care of her best friend's tingling tail. All the while she could feel eyes burning into her scantily clad flesh. She was going to be a bad girl when she got home. She needed it.
* * *
Janice had a hard time working up the nerve to call her husband. The night before had gone pretty much as she'd feared in her worst scenarios. For two nights, she'd been part of the festivities, with both Roger and Dan manhandling her, groping her and kissing her. Luckily she hadn't been alone, and Melissa had been there for their attention as well. Those first two nights she'd managed to escape their clutches back to her room, and Roger had followed her the first night. She wondered if Melissa had been as fortunate.
Last night had been different. Melissa wasn't there, and she was alone with the two. After a couple of bottles of celebratory champagne, Roger had insisted on holding her in his lap and kissing her, still celebrating their success. Then he'd lifted her and placed her in Dan's lap, where they'd celebrated in the same way. The two men just passed her back and forth, kissing her, fondling her, charming her, complimenting her, and undressing her. They'd taken turns using her, and then used her together. For the first time she felt what it was like to have cocks in her mouth and pussy at the same time. Repeatedly.
All through the night, they'd wake up and use her, sometimes just one, sometimes both. Dan had even screwed her in the ass, and she was still sore there.
She'd had to sit in conference rooms with both men all day, burning with the shame of being their sex toy. She had to wonder if everybody else noticed the way Dan looked at her.
She'd watched the two men walking off with Melissa from accounting, at the end of the day, and she was glad for the respite. Let Melissa be their plaything for the night. She needed a break.
Ten minutes into their conversation, she asked Harold about Heather.
"Is she around?"
"Nope, she took Lynn home, but should be home by now. I'm surprised she's late, she's been pretty responsible lately."
"Does that mean you'll be punishing her tonight?" Janice asked.
"Yes, I imagine I will."
"Have you spanked her lately?"
Harold had already alerted her to the spanking Heather had received for getting back late from the movies, and for being disrespectful.
"Yes, just this afternoon for spending more than she was supposed to shopping." Harold explained.
"It sounds like it's a zero-tolerance program over there."
"Pretty much. Most of the time, when she's done something wrong, she comes right out and confesses it, and takes her punishment on the spot."
Janice thought about that. "Are we still being good?"
Harold hesitated. "She's still dressed, but she seems to be enjoying it an awful lot. She came today."
"Oh my God! Harold, are you telling me she came from being spanked on the ass?" Janice asked, pointedly.
"Some of the smacks have fallen away from her butt. On her thighs, or even on her privates."
"Jesus, Harold. You're spanking her pussy? That might be a little much, don't you think."
"Yes," he admitted. "I can barely help myself. Please come home soon."
"Just a few more days. I can hardly stand it myself. Until then, keep up the good work."
"Good work?" Harold answered, incredulous.
"You do have her behaving and responsible for her own actions, don't you? In my book that's a new miracle. Good night, and think of me."
"Every night."
* * *
Harold checked his watch as Heather walked in the door. He was surprised at how much he'd missed having her around all day. He'd allowed her to spend the day over at Lynn's house. He never would have guessed he'd actually want her around.
"Heather, what time is it?"
"I know Daddy, I'm late. I'm sorry. Lynn's Dad wanted us to clean up her room, and it took longer than I thought; I lost track of time."
"And you didn't think of calling? You did have your cell phone, right?" Harold demanded.
"I forgot to charge it, I'm sorry."
"Do I need to take the phone away again? If you're going to be allowed to have one, you can't turn it off when you're away, or let it charge down. I need to be able to get hold of you."



Heather approached her father, and put her arms around his neck. "Please don't take it away, Daddy. I promise I'll do better. Please."
"I can't let this go unpunished," Harold told her.
"I know Daddy, and you're right. Can you punish me later?"
"Later?"
"I'm still a little sore from this afternoon," Heather admitted.
"Take your shorts off, little girl." Harold commanded.
"Off?" she asked, hesitantly, as she worked the tight jean shorts down her body, exposing her thong underwear.
"Blue Jeans are too much protection."
Harold sat in the middle of the couch and his only child laid across his lap. She hung one leg off the couch, as the other stretched along the length of it, spreading her legs wide open.
Harold spanked her diligently, more forcefully then he had been lately. "I've got to really make sure you remember dear. The phone is your lifeline to me. You need to have it available." His first dozen strokes traumatized her still tender cheeks. This was the worse yet.
"Oh, Daddy, please, not so hard, it hurts!" Heather cried out, the sound of his open hand smacking her fair skin echoing off the walls. She kept reaching back to cover her butt with her hands, and he grabbed them, crossed their wrists, and held them tight while he smacked her even harder.
"If you fight me, it just gets worse," Harold warned her.
Harold eased back, admiring his handiwork, her ass nice and pink. He took his time, smacking her firmly now and then, but in between caressing her ass and squeezing it. His blows were all over the place, on her ass cheeks, on the back of her thighs, a few even falling on her womanhood. For several long minutes he spanked her.
"Please, Daddy, please, it hurts too much," Heather cried, sobbing.
Harold massaged her ass, while he explained himself. "Heather, you are being punished for three things, you understand that?"
Her words skipped between her sobbing, "I-I-I guess, so-o."
He smacked her hard, making her cry out. "One. You were late."
"I'm sorry!"
"Two you didn't call," Harold continued, smacking her other cheek equally hard. It stung his hand.
"Ow! Daddy!" Heather cried out.
"Three, I couldn't reach you on your phone," Harold told her, smacking her firmly between her legs.
"I'll be good, I will!" Heather gasped, struggling to move away from the continued strokes of his hand.
Harold continue to paddle her pussy, smacking her right across her swollen lips, using just his cupped fingers to punish her. She was squirming and writhing under his hands.
He released her hands, reached down and pulled her legs open even wider, then slid his fingers underneath her thong and pulled it aside, exposing her pink lips to his view. She was dripping, and his continued smacks on her pussy sounded obscenely wet and moistened his hand. Heather was sobbing, but her resistance had finally ceased, and she seemed to be pushing back against his hand now. He rested his hand on her mound letting the length of his finger settle between the lips. God, he was fondling his daughter's pussy! Pulling his hand slowly away, he let his finger momentarily slide within her lips, penetrating her for about half his finger length.
"Will you remember this lesson, little lady?" Harold asked, giving her pussy another stinging smack.
"Yes, yes," she moaned.
"Have you been punished enough?" Harold asked, rubbing her teen pussy with complete disregard for right and wrong. His finger slid inside her again, stroking her.
"Just a few more, Daddy, please," Heather asked softly.
Harold smiled, and patted her pussy, alternating it with firm wet smacks on the cheeks of her ass. He could feel her excitement level rising, and as she moaned louder, he firmed up the smacks on her ass, just as he became more invasive, rubbing her swollen nether-lips.
"There, spank me there," Heather begged, as his hand cupped her mound, his finger tips rubbing her hidden pleasure center. He diddled her clit, opening up the hood, and using his finger tips, swatted her exposed nub of flesh until she came hard. He immediately ceased the slapping, and slid two fingers deep inside of her, causing her orgasm to burst into a continuous explosion. He fingered her while she trembled, and as she slowly relaxed, he pulled out, adjusted her underwear to cover her, and caressed her reddened butt cheeks. As she slowly crawled off his lap, he brought his fingers up to his nose, inhaling his daughter's amazing fragrance.
Heather turned and straddled her father, hugging him closely. "I'll be better Daddy, I promise." She kissed him on the neck, and on the cheek, before finally kissing him on the lips. Their mouths opened just enough for their tongues to touch, and run across each other's lips. Harold cupped his daughter's warm ass and stroked them lovingly, gently.
"I know you will, pumpkin."
* * *
It had been a great day. A secondary job interview he'd aced, a well behaved daughter who was really a pleasure to be around, and the time to relax and do whatever he wanted.
After dinner, he'd been reclining his his lazyboy, when Heather peeked in to see what he was up to.
"How was your day, pretty girl?" He asked.
"Nice. We just hung out at Lynn's place. She must have been bad this morning, her butt was lit up like a Christmas tree, when I got there. But her Dad let us order in pizza for lunch, and took us down to Best Buy to get some music. How about you?"
"A great day. I think I've got this new job in the bag."
Heather climbed into his lap and hugged him tightly. "I'm so glad. That will make Mom so happy too."
He expected her to crawl away, but she just twisted sideways, and held him. "What are we watching?"
"Just a rerun - My Name is Earl. Just started."
"Cool."
She settled in and he was surprised at how easy it was to take her weight in his lap. The chair must have absorbed some of it. He just sat back and held his little girl, while she hugged him, played with his hair, and snuggled up to him. It hadn't been like this since she was 12 years old.
He found his hands caressing her legs, her hips, her back.
When the show ended, she climbed off of him. "Oh, I'm sorry, I must have been heavy."
"Not at all," Harold told her.
"Well, I'm going to hit the hay." She stretched in front of him, and lascivious thoughts exploding in his brain. "Good night Daddy," she leaned in and gave him a warm kiss on his lips, her tongue brushing against him, "sweet dreams."
===============
Hope you enjoyed the rewrite!
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Harold sat back and watched his child cleaning the living room, wiping down the surfaces diligently. She looked so pretty. Just as he remembered her. Her hair was up in pig tails, just as she'd worn it all through middle-school. Her skirt showed off her slender legs, her feet were bare.
"Is that a new outfit?" Harold asked.
Heather skipped over to where he was sitting and did a quick pirouette for him. "I got it at the mall the other day. Do you like it?"
Harold loved it. The plaid mid-thigh skirt reminded him of the school girl skirts of his youth. Her simple white polo shirt matched it wonderfully. "It's... very nice."
"I'm glad you like it, you bought it," she answered, giggling. She did another spin, a little faster. Her skirt flew up, giving her father a rather indecent show.
"Heather? Are you wearing underwear?" Harold asked.
Heather stopped and hung her head. She moved over to stand right next to her father. He pulled up her skirt and saw she was completely naked underneath.
"I'm sorry, Daddy. I was doing the laundry and just added my panties at the last moment since I was doing delicates," Heather admitted.
"Young lady. You know that's not appropriate," Harold scolded.
"I know," she said softly.
"You don't have a shortage of underpants, do you?"
"I am running kind of low," she answered.
"Really? Show me."
Heather took her father by the hand, and lead him to her room. He followed as she took him to her furniture.
Heather opened the top drawer of her chest, and displayed a drawer full of neatly folded underthings.
"So it's not because you don't have any, or because they're all dirty," Harold confirmed.
"No Daddy, I just didn't want to wear them," she finally admitted.
Harold sat on her double bed, and patted his lap. Heather climbed up on the bed and crawled across his lap. Settled in place, she felt him lift her skirt completely out of the way, exposing her bare ass. It had been three days since he'd last punished her. She opened her legs, eager for his touch.
"Heather, that was very inappropriate. What if someone came over, or what if we went out and you'd forgotten. This can't be allowed." Already his hand was fondling his daughter's bare butt. He let his hands roam quite freely, between her thighs, up along her crack.
"I know, Daddy."
Harold swatted her cheek, and she suddenly sat up. "Oh, please, just a second." She got off the bed, and unzipped the side of her skirt before removing it. "I...I'm afraid I might mess it up."
"Oh." Harold nodded. "You might want to take off your shirt too, just in case," Harold cautioned.
"Ok, if you think so." Heather pulled her shirt over her head, and Harold only then realized she wasn't wearing a bra either. His little girl was standing in front of him, as naked as the day she was born. Looking down at her exposed crotch, he noticed she didn't have much more hair than back then either.
Heather turned away and went to her desk where she folded her clothing and carefully placed them next to her computer. Where she stealthily clicked an icon and then turned off the monitor.
Turning back to her father, Heather stretched out across his lap, her legs spread wide in anticipation. She eased her hand between them as she got comfortable, resting her palm on his stiffness.
Harold was in absolute heaven. He toyed with her butt, before starting his careful ritual. A pattern of firm smacks and caresses began, pinking up her cheeks, and warming her up. His blows fell with more accuracy, cheek-cheek-thigh-thigh-crotch, while his baby girl twitched and squirmed beneath him. After several minutes of continued spanking, with her cheeks bright red, the pretense of punishment was abandoned. He proceeded to get his daughter off, patting her pussy, massaging her clit and fingering her. With his moistened fingers he rubbed her little puckered butt-hole, and she groaned, reaching back with one hand to open herself up.
It was only then that he realized where her other hand was, clutching his erection tightly.
He scooted further back on the bed, easing her forward on his legs, so his crotch was no longer beneath her. His daughter's hand continued to hold him, now slowly moving up and down his shaft, through his shorts.
"Turn over," he told her. He barely recognized his own voice.
Heather released his cock, and did as commanded. She lay across his legs, the small of her back centered between his open legs. Blatantly, she reached for his cock again, holding it firmly.
At first Harold just caressed the gorgeous flesh laid out before him. Then he reached for her crotch and slid two fingers deep into his daughter's quim. His other hand had found her chest and a nipple was in his firm grasp. As he slid his fingers in and out of Heather, she matched his motions with her own, stroking his aching cock through his shorts.
"You must miss Mom a lot," Heather gasped between strokes.
"Of course I do. Why?" Harold asked slowing down, wiggling his fingers inside of her.
"Since she's left you seem to be hard all of the time. I've read a man has needs, but I didn't really understand." Heather told him, her hand clutching his erection.
Harold fondled her full tits. "I guess that's true."
Heather stopped her stroking. "If you'd like, Daddy, I could help you with that." Before he could answer, she slid her hand inside his waistband and felt his fleshy hardness for the first time.
"Oh baby. It feels wonderful, but we really shouldn't. It's wrong." Harold argued.
"Any worse than what you're doing to me, right now?" Heather asked as she hunched her hips into his hand.
"That's different. It's to teach a lesson, not just for our pleasure."
"I want you to teach me a lesson now, Daddy. Teach me what to do with one of these. Someday, somewhere, I'll have to know. Can't you show me?" Heather asked, her hand still caressing him.
Against what was left of his better judgement, Harold eased himself out from under his 18 year old daughter, and dropped his shorts and underwear. His meat was standing at attention, ready to be the center of instruction.
The lesson only lasted a few minutes and Heather was able to see him up close, and the strokes of her hand had him shooting soon thereafter.
She giggled as his essence boiled over. "That should help a little," Heather whispered. "If you need more help, you know where to find me."
* * *
In the room alone, Heather cleaned up, then gingerly sat down at her computer. The camera had worked fine. She thought Lynn would get a kick out of the show.
* * *
"Oh please, Harold, you didn't!" Janice gasped, listening to his tale.
"God, Janice, it's out of control. As I was spanking her she just grabbed my hard-on and wouldn't let go. Things got completely carried away."
"How bad?" Janice asked, lying on her own bed, naked, preparing for the big night.
"Bad. She was completely naked in my lap, and I had two fingers inside of her making her come."
Janice found her own hand reaching between her legs.
"Harold, how come you're telling me everything? You could have tried to keep it a secret. You could have gone further."
"She's our daughter. You need to know. I'm not proud of what I'm doing, but I couldn't keep it from you. Not this. You're too important to me. I couldn't keep a secret like this from you. I wouldn't." Harold was adamant.
"Anything else I should know about?"
"She did the same for me. She got me off with her hand. She begged me to. She pleaded with me to teach her."
"How was it? What was it like to have your little girl stroke your cock until it exploded?" Janice was stroking her own pussy, which was leaking heavily.
"Unbelievable. I thought my head would explode. It was like being with you for the first time, all over again."
"Harold, try to keep in under control. I don't want you fucking our little girl. I'll be there soon and you can play out all your dreams and fantasies on me. I promise."
"God, I miss you so much Janice. Are you lonely there?" Harold asked.
She hesitated. "They're keeping me awful busy, and there's a lot of entertaining and visiting with clients and partners, so I don't think about it most of the time. But I do miss you terribly."
"Come home, Janice."
"Just a few more days, it's almost all over."
It wasn't all over for Janice yet. Today was the second day of meetings with the customer, a team of three from Singapore. Things were going really well, and Roger assured her that she'd made a huge difference in the success of the project, and would have a bonus suitable to her contribution. He'd been hinting at large 5 figures. If she could just last 2 more days.
She needed to get dressed. Tonight was Karaoke night, and Melissa would be by any minute to meet her so they could join the negotiating team.
* * *
Lynn was over again, and the girls were making another last minute attempt at blasting out a dozen or more college applications. They were all past the deadline, but they'd lowered their standards and were taking their chances.
Harold had just gotten back from his third meeting with Martha, and this time Bart had spent 20 minutes with him as well. The man was walking charisma. Incredible. When he stood and shook Harold's hand, welcoming him to the team, Harold had almost wanted to kneel and kiss his ring. The salary was under 40K, half of what he'd been earning, but God! what an opportunity.
He was dressing down, and had only gotten as far as getting his sweatpants on when an enormous crash from down the hall had him bolting out the door. Looking into Heather's room, he could see her bed had collapsed, and the mattress was hanging at an angle, half on the floor.
The girls were sitting on the floor, looking half in shock, half ashamed.
"What the hell happened here?" Harold shouted.
Heather climbed to her feet, dressed in her bikini and her pool wrap. "We were playing around, and the bed just gave out."
Lynn stepped forward, her young body even less clothed than Heather's. She was dressed in her bikini only. "It was my fault Mr. Payne. I was teasing her, and started tickling her. When she got away from me I jumped on her and the bed gave out."
Harold just shook his head. "Just get out of here for now. I'll see what I can do."
The girls shuffled out of the room, head down. They picked up the pile of applications they'd been working on and headed downstairs.
Harold meanwhile surveyed the damage. It looked like nothing major. It was an old bed frame and one of the cross-members had come apart. The metal looked bent. He retreated to the garage for a couple of tools, and had it back together in less than 20 minutes.
When he headed downstairs, he sought out Heather working at the dining room table.
"Heather, can I see you alone a minute, in my study?"
Heather got up and walked over to him, "I'm sorry Daddy. It was an accident."
He turned and walked to his study, his daughter following closely behind. He waited for her to enter the room and was about to close the door, when Lynn showed up in the doorway.
"It was my fault. If you're going to punish anyone, it should be me," Lynn argued.
"Lynn, when Heather has friends over, she's responsible for their behavior as well. Even if you did it, it's still her responsibility."
"Please, Mr. Payne! She tried to stop me, honestly. It was all my fault."
"No, Lynn. It's my fault too. It's Ok," Heather told her friend. She leaned over her father's chair, kneeling on the seat, her body over the back, her arms resting on his desk. Her ass stuck out provocatively.
Lynn wouldn't give up. "Please, Mr. Payne. Let me share in the punishment. I'll hate myself it she has to take it alone." She rushed forward and leaned over the desk beside her friend, her own rear end jutting out. She opened her legs wide to steady herself. "Just a little, please, so she doesn't bare the whole brunt of it. I swear I'll never tell or anything. Please."
Harold looked at the little girl, and his hands were already trembling. He glanced over at his daughter.
"Yes Dad, it's Ok. Let us share this one."
Harold closed his eyes and took a big breath. When he opened them, his daughter had gotten up and was standing beside her friend, holding her by the shoulders. "Lynn first."
Harold stepped up to her. "This isn't play, you understand. I'm punishing her."
"Punish me," Lynn answered softly.
He brought his hand down firmly with a loud crack, wringing a yelp out of the teen. He was hoping to scare her off.
"Again, Daddy," Heather told him.
He cracked her again on the opposite cheek and she jumped. Two more quick blows and she was squirming away from him.
His hand came down again, not quite as hard, and lingered, on the tight little ass, which was already showing the red imprint of his hand. Again, opposite cheek, and he gave her a little squeeze.
"Thank you, Mr. Payne," Janice gasped, "I'm sorry I broke the bed."
He leaned down and reached around her waist, bringing his face closer to his work. He started a steady spanking, moving his hand around, covering her ass, and the back of her legs. When Heather reached down and pulled Lynn's bikini up and into the crack of her ass, leaving her butt cheeks completely bare, his hard-on actually started to become painful.
He smacked her ass, grabbed a handful of pale white cheek and squeezed tightly. When he did it again, Lynn moaned. She'd been crying out and twisting under his previous beating, but now she held very still and he could see her legs trembling. He did it again, lower, his fingers just lightly brushing her mound.
She gasped. "Hard, Mr. Payne, spank me hard, now."
He hauled back and walloped her, stinging his hand, and gave her another half dozen good smacks. When his fingers came down on her pussy, he saw her own fingers were already at work there. He gave her a couple more quick blows, her ass bright red, and he saw her legs give out, her entire weight resting on the desk. She was moaning non-stop.
"That's enough, Daddy," Heather said softly, reaching down and rearranging her friend's bikini bottom.
Lynn stood up and turned around, her face covered in tears. "I'm sorry, Mr. Payne. It won't happen again."
Heather looked at Harold. "Hug her, Daddy, and tell her it's Ok."
He opened his arms to her and felt her lean into his erection. She threw her arms around his waist, holding him tight. "It's Ok, Lynn. You're forgiven. I know it was an accident." His hands caressed her narrow back, as he held her. She was rubbing her face in his shirt, wiping away the tears, and bringing her sniffling under control.
When he released her, she turned her head up, and looked into his eyes expectantly. Her arms stayed around his waist. He leaned down and gave her a little kiss, which she returned warmly, finally releasing him.
Heather pushed her father back into his chair, and took the two arms and rotated them backward, opening up his lap. Then she took off her wrap and leaned across his lap in her bikini. Lynn stood next to him.
He started in slowly, spanking her smoothly and consistently. Her bikini bottom covered more of her rear then Lynn's had, and it was harder to see how it was affecting her.
Apparently Lynn thought so too, and she leaned in and grasping the edges of Heather's suit, pulled it down off her ass. It was stopped by her spread legs, but Heather pulled her legs together, and Lynn finished the job, stripping her bottoms off.
It was obvious where the suit had been, her rear was much less red there. So Harold made it his duty to get her butt at least as crimson as Lynn's had been. After a couple of dozen firm strokes, Heather was crying, begging for forgiveness, asking for it to end, struggling mightily. His blows became softer, more caressing, and his hand landed occasionally between her legs, getting her to jump each time.
"She doesn't like it hard like me," Lynn whispered in his ear. "don't hurt her."
Harold looked down and saw how thoroughly he'd spanked his little girl. His hands caressed her abused flesh, rubbing her softly, all over. He allowed his hands to shamefully caress her between her legs, rubbing her thoroughly.
When his hand rested on her pussy once more, his fingers opening her up, he found Lynn whispering in his ear again, "Three fingers deep inside her would be a good punishment for any girl. It's how I like to be punished."
Harold's hand trembled as he slid two fingers deep inside his daughter's twat, pumping her. Her moaning was continuous, and when he pressed a third finger into her, her entire body shook.
"Now, Mr. Payne, spank her there now, quickly!" Lynn urged him.
He pulled his fingers out and spanked her bare pussy quickly and firmly and was rewarded with his daughter crying out and soaking his hand.
Lynn leaned in and kissed him on the cheek. "You're a good Dad, Mr. Payne. You can punish me anytime."
He took his daughter in his arms and held her, while Lynn hugged her as well. "I'm sorry I got you in trouble, Heather."
"I'm sorry you had to take part of the punishment," Heather told her, then the girl's leaned in and kissed each other.
Harold had to shoo them out of his room quickly before he made a mess in his pants.
* * *
"What did I tell you?" Heather laughed.
"Jeez, he's a bigger horn-dog than my old man! Do you really think it'll work?" Lynn asked, rubbing her own ass, which was still tender.
"What do you think?"
"I think we could get him to do just about anything."
"Yep. Me too."
* * *
Lynn didn't call that night. It was the first time in over 6 weeks she'd missed their call. Harold called her room a few times, but with no luck.
He watched his video again. The camera on top of the computer didn't capture must of the action. Lynn had been at a bad angle, and Heather had blocked the view, and while Heather got hers, his head had blocked the view. But the audio came in loud and clear. He closed his eyes, put on the head phones, and leaned back to relive the episode, his hand at work completing the scenario.
* * *
"Daddy?"
Harold looked up to see both Lynn and his daughter standing in front of him. Lynn's newest bathing suit gave Heather's a run for it's money.
"What's up, Angel?"
"There was an accident at the pool." Heather said, and Lynn nodded her head in agreement.
"What kind of accident?" Harold asked.
"I think we broke the vacuum," Lynn answered in a whisper.
Harold stood up and walked out to the pool with the two girls. The in-pool vacuum was laying on its side on the bottom of the pool. The hose connector was hanging loose in the pool. While the girls watched he reeled in the hose, and saw the tear where it attached to the cleaner.
"How'd it happen?" He asked calmly.
"We were just playing around," Heather started.
"No we weren't," Lynn interrupted, "I pulled on it to block her in Marco Polo, and I pulled too hard. When she hit the hose it came apart."
"Heather, I think maybe you should take Lynn home now. You and I can deal with this once you get back. Lynn, I'll call your father and let him know you're on your way," Harold said.
"Please don't call my Dad, Mr. Payne. Please. Can't you just punish me now?" Lynn asked.
"Lynn, I don't think I should be punishing you. I think things can get carried away too easily. If you're worried about it, I won't tell your father what happened," Harold assured her.
"Damn it! Heather didn't do anything. If you're going to punish anyone it should be me!"
"Lynn, leave it alone," Heather said. "It's my pool, you're my friend, and I'm responsible."



Lynn stomped her foot. "Mr. Payne, I'm going inside. I demand you give me my punishment."
Harold and Heather just looked at her, as she turned and walked inside.
"Heather, I can't be doing this."
"It's Ok, Daddy. We share everything. She knows all about my spankings, just as I know all about hers. Jeff spanks her all the time, and she always goes back for more. It's alright."
"Her father has the right to spank her of course. But I'm not sure I should."
"Jeff spanked me." Heather confessed.
"He did what!"
"Don't be that way. It wasn't like ours. Just a dozen or so smacks for lying about something. It's Ok," Heather assured him. "Lynn won't tell him. She doesn't tell him anything. They're not open like we are. I can tell you anything, can't I?"
"Of course you can."
"Ok then. I'll tell you this. She wants it. She thinks you're hot and is dying to get her ass tanned again by you again. Let's do it." She turned and headed to the house.
Harold shook his head and followed.
Entering the house, they called out for Lynn, and finally found her waiting in Heather's room.
"What are you doing in here?" Harold asked.
"Jeff always spanks me in my room." Lynn answered.
Harold was still leaning toward sending her home, when Heather put her hands on his shoulders and encouraged him to sit down on the edge of the bed.
As soon as he was seated, Lynn went to stand beside his leg. She reached to her sides and slid her bikini bottoms down her legs, to about mid-thigh, before bending over his lap.
"Lynn," Harold gasped, "why did you pull your bottoms down?"
"Jeff always insists I get punished on my bare butt." Lynn explained as if it was obvious.
Harold looked down at the pretty girl with the tempting bare butt. He reached out and spanked her far cheek, with a nice easy slap.
"Daddy, she's used to being spanked a little harder than me, remember?" Heather whispered.
With the encouragement, Harold slapped her friend's ass harder, leaving a hand-print impression.
"You're right Lynn," Harold explained, smacking her in smooth rhythmic blows. "You're a good girl." -smack- "But even good girls" -smack- "do bad things" -smack- "sometimes."
"Yes, Mr. Payne," she gasped.
"Breaking the vacuum was a very" -SMACK- "bad" -SMACK- "thing!" -SMACK-
"Ow, Ow, I'm sorry, Mr. Payne," Lynn cried after the painful blows landed.
Harold's hand was now caressing her bright red cheeks, giving them a small squeeze. He started in again, now playfully. Once again he alternated moderately firm blows with caresses and gentle pats. And, as with his daughter, he allowed his hand to target the area between her legs, where Lynn responded similarly to his daughter. If anything, maybe even more enthusiastically.
"Thank you," Lynn moaned as her pussy responded to the attention, and knowing what she wanted, he picked up the pace and the force. She was crying out, moaning, and it wasn't long before the tiny girl came for him.
Moments after she was climbing off of his lap, Heather was taking her place. She had dropped her bikini bottoms as well.
Harold didn't try to argue the point, he just lit into his daughter's bare bottom, wrenching moans and cries out of her in a series of hard and soft slaps that could be clearly heard across the house.
"Not too hard, Mr. Payne," Lynn said softly, now clinging to his side and watching her best friend's ass get blistered.
He worked at it, brazenly making his daughter come from his ministrations, his fingers buried deep within her pussy, while Lynn took it all in, giving advice now and then.
"Harder now, Mr. Payne, shove it in her harder," Lynn gasped while her hands ran over his body.
When Heather came, screaming, Lynn leaned over and slapped her ass hard, leaving a bright white, then red hand-print.
Heather finally slid off of his lap, gasping and moaning. "Jesus Daddy! That was hard."
Lynn stretched out on his lap again, "Just a bit more, Mr. Payne. To make sure I understand?" This time her suit bottoms were completely gone.
Harold reached out and caressed her ass, squeezing her bare cheek. With an easy smack, he admitted that it was what he wanted, too.
Heather slid behind him and then reached around and fished his hard cock out of his shorts. She stroked his cock while he spanked her best friend.
"Oh God," Lynn moaned, looking back at what they were doing. "That's so hot."
Harold spanked little Lynn firmly, but still spent half his time fondling her privates, penetrating her with his fingers, working to wring another orgasm out of her, the old fashioned way. When he had three fingers plunging into her deeply, he could feel her respond.
Heather encouraged him shamelessly. She whispered in his ear, while she stroked his hard cock. "Spank the little tramp, Daddy, spank her slutty little butt. Abuse her filthy little pussy, Daddy. Do it. Finger her hard, just like that. God look at the little slut squirm. Spank her some more, Daddy. Spank her hard. I want you to come on her. Come on her for me, Daddy. Squirt your nasty hot cum all over her."
His daughter's stroking hand and nasty words, the incredible view in front of him, and the act of punishing the naughty Lynn pushed him over the edge. He shoved his finger's deep and hard into the friend, while his cock finally unloaded, shooting a load of thick white cream all over Lynn's bare back.
"FUCK!" Lynn cried out, coming hard as his juices burned into her skin.
* * *
Heather looked over the videos she had. It was all coming together. Mom was coming home any day. Time was running out.
If this latest didn't do it, she didn't know what would. Well, maybe there was one more thing she could do...
* * *
Janice had spent the morning in tears, and the afternoon in the hotel spa, on the company's expense.
It had been worse, far worse than she had expected. She'd tried to back out of it but Roger had been insistent, coaxing, threatening. He told her that her job was riding on this. She could go along and be a hero, or back out and pay the price. He reminded her that her share of the bonus would be over $60k if things went through. She finally capitulated.
The men had ridden her throughout the night. The presidential suite was gorgeous, but she didn't see much beyond the ceiling of the main bedroom. The visitors took turns on her, while the men partied in the main room. After each had his turn, they started coming back, sometimes singly, sometimes in pairs. Dan and Roger would join them on occasion, as did Jerry, the CFO. She was fucked as least twice by everyone, although three of the visitors really liked blow-jobs. Hard, aggressive face-fucks would be a better description.
Janice could hear Melissa in the room next door doing her best to bare her share of the burden. Janice wondered how much she'd get out of this.
At one point, while Roger was fucking her and Warren from Singapore was shoving his dick down her throat, Roger complained that she was getting too loose, turned her over and shoved his beast of a cock up her ass. Even though two of the visitors and Dan had already taken her there, taking on Roger's thick pole was too much, and she cried as he plowed her painfully. He just laughed, pulled her on top of him, and insisted Warren finish in her pussy, which almost split her in two.
When she awoke in the morning, she was a total mess, ached all over, and was bleeding from her rear. She had bite marks all over her breasts, and her stomach was aching. After throwing up in the bathroom and washing her face, she felt marginally better. When she finally made it out to the main room she found a note from Jerry, telling her they had the signatures, and commending her for a great job.
She headed for the bath, and heard sobbing from the other bedroom. She opened the door and found Melissa in the bed, curled up around a pillow and crying her heart out. Janice could only hope she didn't look as bad as the girl from accounting.
* * *
The spa service did a pretty good job of relaxing and restoring both of the well used women. It turned out Melissa was married too. Her husband also worked for the firm, but Roger was his boss, and he'd sent him to France on travel. It was a choice assignment that he leaped at, not knowing he was leaving his young wife at the mercy of the callous Roger.
They both agreed that the bonuses would be useful, but swore they'd never get involved in anything like that project again.
* * *
"Harold, I'm coming home the day after tomorrow. We'll have to talk. I've done some things here that I shouldn't have. One thing lead to another, and I've done some bad things, terrible things. I'm sorry."
"Just come home Janice. Come home to me. One quick spanking and all will be forgiven," he teased her.
"This might take more than one spanking," she confessed.
"That's Ok. We have time. If I have to spank you every night for a year, in the end you know all will be forgiven. Come home to me."
"Don't make promises yet. It's bad."
"I understand bad. I spanked Lynn and Heather. They were naked. They came on my hand over and over again, and I came in Heather's hand, all over Lynn."
"Oh Harold! What's happening to us?"
"Come home. I need you. I love you."
"Day after tomorrow. I love you too."
* * *
"Daddy! Look! I got into 'State!" Heather cried out waving the admissions letter.
"That's great, honey," Harold started, then lost his train of thought when his hot little daughter leaped into his arms.
He hugged her. "Let's celebrate tonight. Put on something nice, and we'll go out to dinner."
His daughter squealed and disappeared into her room, not to appear for nearly an hour.
Harold got in a quick call to Janice, leaving a message, when he couldn't get hold of her.
"Heather got accepted at State. We're going out to dinner to celebrate. I just wanted to let you know because we probably won't be back before you call. I miss you and I'm dying to see you tomorrow evening."
When Heather came out, after her preparations, she was devastating. His little girl looked like quite the woman. Too much so.
The couple had a pleasant dinner, and when they got back, Heather begged for permission to have some wine, which they shared. With half the bottle gone, Heather went to the back of the house.
"Daddy? Can you help me?" she yelled out.
Harold went to her room. "I wanted to change, so I wouldn't ruin this, but I can't reach the zipper, can you help me?"
Harold eased the zipper down, then let his hands stroke her shoulders.
Heather stepped out of her dress, picked it up and hung it up. She stood before him in bra and panties. "That feels so much better." She stretched, then turned to her father. "Daddy, don't you want to get comfy?"
Harold had already removed his coat and he loosened his tie in response to her comment.
"C'mon Daddy, loosen up." She took his tie off, then started working on his shirt. When she wasn't rebuffed, she turned to his pants. With his pants around his knees, she pushed him back on the bed, took off his shoes, socks and pants, and looked down on him, laying there in his underwear.
"I had a great time tonight, Daddy. It was just like a real date. It was wonderful."
"I had a great time too," Harold admitted, watching his daughter.
"Daddy?"
"Yes, darling?"
She unsnapped her bra in the front and tossed it to the side. She then stepped out of her panties. "I think you're about to have an even better time."
"Oh, really?" Harold answered with a laugh.
She grabbed his underwear and tugged them down his body, leaving him completely naked, with his hard-on standing tall. "Yes, REALLY."
She climbed on the bed and went immediately for his hard cock. "God, you are so BIG Daddy, how does Mommy ever manage to take it all? I can't believe that would fit inside of somebody. It would tear me open."
"Oh, I think you'd find a way to accommodate it," Harold told her.
"Daddy, I'm going to suck you now, Ok? I've never done this before, so you'll have to tell me what to do. You'll teach me, won't you." Heather asked, her face inches from his swollen cock head, her eyes looking up into his.
"Heather, dear child, are you sure you want to do this?"
"I've never wanted anything more. Don't send me off to college a complete sexual idiot."
"Baby, I'd love to be your teacher in this."
As her mouth closed over his cock, Harold couldn't help but reflect - what a difference a summer could make.
Heather gave it her best, licking and sucking under her father's direction. She practiced stroking and kissing, sucking him deeply, and using her tongue on him while in her mouth. Getting the swing of it, she turned to make sure the camera had the best view possible, and bobbed her head up and down on his mighty staff, stroking in time. Her father's hands wandered blithely over her teen body, and as he reached his finish, his fingers worked her insides.
"Angel, I'm going to come," Harold gasped.
Heather came up for a breath, "In my mouth," then went at him even more aggressively, staring into the camera attached to the top of her monitor.
He exploded, grunting, holding her head, while he filled her mouth.
Heather took it gamely, getting off on getting her father off. God, the power was mind-boggling. She swallowed repeatedly, sucking her father dry.
Afterwards, she relaxed in his arms, her lovely young body pressed against his. She thanked him for all he'd done for her, and apologized for her behavior the last few years. Then she decided to show him her appreciation and lovingly explored his body, while he did much of the same.
The second lesson in blow jobs was even better than the first.
* * *
Heather stayed up late, editing the video, working on it until it was just what she was looking for. It was nearly 2:00 am when she finally finished her masterpiece. Boy was Mom going to be surprised!
* * *
Harold sent Heather and Lynn out with his credit card to get a couple of new outfits for school. He gave them until 4:00, and a budget of $200 each, from his private account. They both gave him big hugs and promised to be back promptly, at 4:15. They both had mischievous smiles, when they announced their intention to be purposefully late.
He just shook his head.
"Jeff? Harold. Heather's Dad. Can you come over for a few minutes. We should talk." Harold knew that Jeff worked from home, and Lynn had reported that he'd been hard at work when she left.
* * *
Jeff Klein, looked a little nervous when Harold opened the door. Harold passed him a beer as he crossed the threshold.
They were seated in the family room when Harold got straight to the point. "I spanked Lynn. Twice."
Jeff responded as if he'd been slapped. "You did what?"
"I spanked her. I've been spanking Heather for a while, trying to straighten her out, and the two of them first broke her bed, then they broke the pool vacuum. Lynn insisted that if I was going to punish Heather, I should punish her as well. She told me that you spanked her regularly, then told me about how you did it. I don't know what was true or false, and I'm the last person in the world that should be judging anybody, but I wanted you to know."
Jeff seemed to wilt in his chair. "When?"
"The last couple of days."
Jeff was quiet, trying to absorb it all. He was shaking his head. "Do I want to know what she said about getting spanked at home?"
"Probably no worse than what Heather's been getting."
Jeff sat quietly and nursed his beer. "It started about 8 months ago. I was furious and told her if she was going to act like a six year old I'd treat her like one." He took a deep drink. "God, I know I shouldn't be doing it, but I can't help myself. She goads me into it. She's always breaking little rules on purpose, then insisting on her punishment. I can't say no. I'm both praying for and dreading her going off to school." He finished his beer and put it down beside him. "I spanked Heather about a week ago. I'm sorry about that."
"I know. She told me."
"Jesus, Harry! How long have you known?"
"Just a few days. It's getting bad. Heather gets off on it. And she's trying to make it more sexual. So is Lynn."
Jeff just shook his head. "Can I get another beer?"
Harold got up and returned with refills for the both of them.
"Now what?" Jeff asked.
"Does your wife know?"
"Christ, no!" Jeff exclaimed, "Does yours?"
"From the beginning. She's been on travel, but I keep her updated each evening. It's not something I'm proud of, and she doesn't exactly approve, but I think she understands. She's had a few spankings of her own."
"God, what I wouldn't give for that! Mary is not very open about things sexual, and anything even borderline kinky shuts her down completely."
"The girls are going to be here in an hour. They've already told me they're going to be late on purpose. They're expecting to get punished," Harold explained.
"That's just like the little monster. She's always flouting my rules - just a little, just enough to cause more trouble," Jeff laughed a short, bark of a laugh.
"I'm going to ask you something, but you don't have to answer it. I hope you won't take offense," Harold said, taking a deep drink from his own beer.
"Go ahead. I won't say I'll answer though."
"Are you having sex?" Once the words left his mouth, they sounded accusing. Harold quickly continued, "We're not fucking yet, Heather and I, but she's pushing things that way. The last few times have ended with both of us coming."
Jeff stared at him for several long moments, took another drink and seemed to make a decision. "No. Not yet. But it's been damned close. A few weeks ago she used her mouth on me for the first time. And I've been real close to doing the same with her. Just this week I started down that road. I know it's so wrong, but it's also so incredible."
"I don't want to fuck my daughter." Harold finally said. "I do, God, I want to so badly, but I don't want to take it that far. And I'm afraid that's where it's going. These girls are so insistent, so demanding, and so damned sexy."
"Fuck. I know what you mean. Lynn's even asked for it. I don't know how I've managed to say no so far."
Harold licked his lips, his mouth suddenly gone dry. "I think we could teach them that this much teasing has its consequences."
"You don't mean we should do it, do you?" Jeff asked, startled by the turn in the conversation.
"I do. Just not to our own daughters."
Jeff just stared at Harold for a moment. He was trying to dry his sweaty palms on his pant legs. He grabbed his beer and finished it off.
"I think I'm going to need another beer."
* * *
"What time's your mother getting home?" Lynn asked.
"Supposed to be around 7:00," Heather answered.
"So what time should I spring it on Jeff?"
"I think as soon as you get home, after our 'punishment'. You Ok with this?" Heather asked nervously. A whole summer's efforts depended on this.
"I don't know, things are really going pretty good right now. It'd be kind of a shame to mess it up," Lynn laughed.
"C'mon Lynn! It's our plan! Things will only get better after this. We'll get whatever we want!" Heather insisted.
"Ok, I guess, it is the plan, right?"
"Cool, let's go and get our just desserts."
* * *
The girls walked into the house, giddy over their purchases. They'd timed it perfectly, right at 4:15. Fifteen minutes late.
"Daddy! We're home. Sorry we're late." Heather called out.
"Yeah, Mr. Payne. I couldn't find my size so it's really my fault. We're ready for our punishment..." Lynn's words trailed off as she entered the living room and saw her father sitting there, opposite Heather's father.
"Oh, uh, Hi Mr. Klein," Heather said as she took in the lay of the land.
Jeff shook his head. "You girls know you had a deadline, and yet you purposely missed it. This is becoming a bad habit. I don't think the punishment is proving to be the deterrent it should be."



Lynn stopped in her tracks. "It was only fifteen minutes. Really, we're sorry."
Heather chimed in, "And we were late getting out, so it really shouldn't count."
"And we stayed within our budget," Lynn continued the argument.
Harold had been quiet up to that point. "Heather, you understand the consequences here don't you?"
"Yes sir."
He stood up and went to her, took her by the hand and guided her to Jeff. "I think she needs a good spanking." He turned to Heather, "Take off those pants, and take your punishment."
Heather turned bright red. It was one thing to tease her father, but to get spanked, by Mr. Klein, in front of her father? She hesitated a moment too long.
"Young lady, it's just going to get worse for you if you don't do as you're told." Harold warned her.
Heather unbuttoned her pants and lowered them, exposing her small white thong. She stood in front of Jeff, and when he patted his lap she bent over his knee.
Harold, in the meantime, sat back on the couch.
Jeff was patting Heather's bottom, almost unable to believe the situation he was in. "Lynn? Do you think Heather is the only one who should be punished?" He completed his statement with a nice stinger on Heather's near cheek, getting her to cry out.
"No, Daddy." She walked over to the couch and lowered her pants. She stood there in her panties, building up the courage to have Heather's father spank her in front of her own father.
"Lynn, what are the rules we have about spankings?" Jeff asked, his hand massaging Heather's firm ass cheek before snapping off another sharp blow.
"No panties." Lynn said softly, then removed hers before stretching out across Harold's lap.
Harold couldn't believe how excited he was over the opportunity to spank this cute little teen, while watching his own daughter get her rear worked over.
"Heather, do you think it's fair that you should have panties, when Lynn doesn't?" Harold asked, starting a series of gentle little smacks on the bare cheeks before him.
Heather moaned, "No Daddy." Then she reached back and lowered her own panties, bringing her legs together and pushing them down as far as she could reach.
"Let me help you with that, dear," Jeff told her, leaning down and pulling her panties the rest of the way off. While he was leaning over, he pressed his lips against her sweet, full bottom.
The men went to work, slowly working over the two girls' butts. It was distracting for both of them, to see their own little girls, just a few feet away, getting spanked and fondled, while they did the same to the girls on their laps.
"Jeff, you're little girl is awfully wet," Harold announced. "I think she's enjoying this more than she should be."
"I know just what you mean. Heather here is absolutely dripping."
The girls didn't know all that was going on, but the men had a solid plan. The spankings continued, but the groping and fondling were much more open. Jeff turned his chair a bit, so that Harold had a clear view between his daughter's legs, while he used two fingers on her, pumping her steadily.
Harold stopped his own actions for a moment, and had Lynn turn around on the couch so her own ass was now facing her father. Harold pushed her legs lewdly apart, and quickly crammed two fingers up the teenagers twat so her father could see.
The men alternated the spankings and fondling doing their best to get the girls off. Heather was the first to lose it.
"Oh God, right there, Mr. Klein, right there," she moaned, before she cried out, coming on his fingers.
"I think it's Ok if you call me Jeff, Heather, since we're going to be getting to know each other so well." He caressed her ass, then continued with the gentle spanking of her crimson butt cheeks.
"Spank me hard, Mr. Payne," Lynn hissed, squirming in his lap.
"Call me Harold, child," he said, following her directions and applying himself more diligently to her spanking.
"Harder, Harold, please," she moaned.
Harold smacked her harder, rotating through his targets, one cheek then the other, then right on her pussy. It only took a few more smacks before she cried out for him. He stuffed her full with his fingers, while she shook in the throes of her orgasm.
"That was beautiful, Harry," Jeff told him, his fingers slowly sliding in and out of the Heather's tight pussy.
When Lynn finally relaxed, Harold sat her up in his lap. He held her close and whispered, "Take off your top and go to your father."
Lynn brazenly kissed him, sliding her tongue in his mouth, while her hand reached down and pressed against his hard-on. Then she got up and stood beside her father removing her top. She hesitated just a moment before removing her bra and socks as well, standing completely naked.
Jeff pulled his fingers out of Heather, and pulled her into his lap. He turned her face to his and kissed her. "Go to your father, sweet girl."
Heather was breathing hard, when she stood. She saw Lynn standing there naked and imitated her friend, undressing completely. She watched Lynn hesitantly stretch out across her father's lap.
Heather's ass was burning, and she was hoping that their punishment was almost over. She laid across her father's lap, feeling his hard-on press against her.
Harold just caressed his daughter's poor abused bottom, then gently fingered her, his other hand caressing her back. "You've been a bad girl lately, haven't you?"
"Yes, Daddy," she moaned, responding to his touch.
"Turn over."
She did as she was told, and rolled over. Her father put a pillow under her butt, and scooted over a bit so her back was across his lap. His hands slowly wandered over her body, exploring her. Heather closed her eyes enjoying the feeling. When she felt the sharp smack against the side of her tit, she cried out.
"Your spanking isn't done yet, pumpkin," Harold warned her.
He interspersed his caresses with a series of smacks to her tits, her inner thighs and to her bare pussy. They were stinging and Heather cried, "Please, Daddy, I'll be good, I promise. Please Daddy!"
Harold squeezed her firm young tits, tweaking her nipples, while his other hand plumbed her depths. A series of sharp swats to her bare mound following by some hard rubbing had his baby girl coming for him. When she had finally finished he sat her up, and kissed her deeply. She reached for his cock and held it, feeling it pulse in her hand.
"Your punishment is almost over, baby. Now you need to go back to Jeff, and thank him properly for punishing you. You'll probably need to help him take his pants off to do it."
"Oh, Daddy, do I have to?" She asked. "Can't I thank you?"
"Maybe later, but for now, go to him. Understand?"
"Yes, Daddy."
Harold looked up to see Lynn was already coming to him, while Jeff looked at his daughter with unabated lust.
"Mr. Payne, could you stand for me, please?" Lynn asked softly.
"Of course," he answered, standing quickly.
Lynn reached out and undid his pants, lowering them to the floor, then followed that with pulling his boxers down as well. "Sit for me," she said, then dropped to her knees and removed Harold's shoes, pants and underwear.
Harold looked over to see that Heather had taken a different tact, and had Jeff raise his hips so she could pull his pants and underwear off from her knees as well.
Looking away had him missing out on watching Lynn slide in close and bring her face next to his hard-on. She leaned forward and licked him. "Thank you for punishing me. I know you're trying to make me a better girl." She couldn't say anymore with her mouth surrounding his cock head.
Heather, on the other hand, was stroking Jeff's cock with her hands, looking up at him. "Thanks Jeff, I hope you don't mind if I help you with this."
"Not at all, darling. Not at all."
Harold had been hard for so long he knew he wouldn't last long with this beautiful young brunette's mouth sliding up and down his hard cock. He reached out and brushed her hair back, watching her. She looked up at him and smiled, taking his cock out and making love to the swollen head with her mouth.
"Gee, your awfully big, Mr. Payne. I'd be afraid to put this big thing inside of me."
"Don't worry, dear. I think somehow you'll manage it just fine. And even come to enjoy it. And when we're as intimate as this, it's perfectly fine to call me Harold."
She couldn't believe what he'd said. Was he going to actually fuck her as well? She shivered as she went back to sucking him strongly, using her hands just as her father had taught her.
Heather was licking Jeff cock like a lollipop. "Tell me what you'd like me to do, Jeff."
"Suck me, please," he gasped, reaching for her.
She smiled to hear the need in his voice and took his cock in as deep as she could. After only a few strokes he came for her, filling her mouth. She swallowed the slimy offering, and sucked him dry, until he eased her off his rod, asking her to be gentle. She looked over saw that Lynn was still working on her father. She peered up at Jeff, "I'll be right back. I promise."
She scooted over next to her best friend and watched Lynn suck her father. "Fill her mouth Daddy, like Jeff filled mine. Shoot in her wicked little mouth." She reached out and pulled back Lynn's long hair so that everybody could see the teenager working so hard for her reward.
Harold groaned to hear his daughter begging him to come in her friend's sweet mouth. He exploded with a grunt, and thrust his hips upward, shooting stream after stream across the teen's willing tongue.
Lynn took her time finishing him, slowing to swallow the load in her mouth. Then she turned to Heather and smiled. She opened her mouth, showing it empty.
Heather laughed. "God, you're such a little slut, Lynn!"
"Look who's talking! Like you haven't already done the same."
Heather went back to Jeff and sat in his lap. "Is my punishment over, Jeff?"
"Do you want it to be?" He asked, his hands wandering over her tender young body.
"No more spanking, right?" She asked, "My ass really does hurt."
"No more spanking."
"Then you can punish me more if you'd like," she said softly.
"Sit where I'm seated," he told her, sliding her off of his lap, and offering her the chair.
Heather did as she was told, feeling the warmth of where he'd been sitting. Jeff, got to his knees, and spread her legs wide. "I'm going to give you a taste of what you did for me. Then he leaned in and tasted her, allowing his tongue to run the full length of her slit. She moaned deliciously, and he set about showing her all he'd learned in 20+ years of eating pussy.
Lynn was perched in Harold's lap, and they were making out like teenagers. Coming up for air, Lynn looked over and saw what her father was doing. "Oh, God, that looks so wild."
"Would you like some of the same?" Harold asked.
"Would you do that for me?" she asked softly, almost shyly.
"I'd love to." He eased her off of his lap and laid her back on the couch, legs open. He stretched out between her legs, and teased her all around her tight little hole, kissing and licking, tugging at her lips, before finally settling in to do his best to get her to come on his tongue.
Heather screamed out as she came for Jeff, pulling his head against her, coming in waves. Jeff didn't let up, riding through the first orgasm, teaching the teenager the meaning of multiple orgasms.
Lynn wasn't far behind, coming hard with Harold's mouth attached to her sensitive clit while his fingers thrust up inside of her roughly, pounding away at her. After coming for what seemed an eternity, she groaned and pushed him away from her tenderized clit.
Looking up she saw him crawl over her, his cock hard once more, opening her legs wide. She watched him take his staff in his hand and place the head at her virginal opening.
"Are you ready to become a woman?" Harold asked tenderly.
"Be gentle, please. It's so big," she said nervously.
Harold eased the head in, giving her time to get used to the girth, then he pushed slowly, burying himself inside of her. She moaned continuously as he filled her tight pussy.
"Oh, God, stop, it's too much," she finally gasped.
With one last nudge, he bottomed out. "You have it all, dear child. All of it."
"Hold me?" she said softly.
He leaned down and held her, bringing his lips to hers and kissing her deeply. As she slowly responded he eased back and slowly started fucking her incredible tightness. She groaned each time he pushed more than halfway in.
Lynn finally drew her lips away and looked over at her father. "Look at me Daddy, I'm a woman."
Jeff was laying on the floor on his back, watching the amazing young teen he'd been punishing straddle his hips. She reached down and guided his hard cock between her lips and slowly sank down onto him. He moaned loudly.
When his daughter spoke her words, Jeff looked over to see her responding to the fucking she was getting. "You're beautiful, Lynn baby. Just beautiful."
Harold looked over and saw his daughter, just a couple of feet away, losing her virginity in his presence. He watched her as he started fucking the skinny little brunette harder, using his full length on her.
Lynn let out a sigh, "Jesus, that feels good."
Harold smiled, returning his attention to the young sexpot he was fucking. "Yes it does." He grabbed her legs and pulled them back, opening her up even wider. He raised up and pounded her for all he was worth, then reached down and rubbed her clit. She screamed out and came on his cock, and within a dozen more strokes he was filling her young pussy with his searing cum.
Heather was bouncing up and down on Jeff's hard staff, like a girl on a mission. She leaned forward, placing her hands on his chest, and thrust back against him over and over again, taking his full length. Jeff pulled her down to his chest and grabbed her tender, abused ass cheeks, and lifted her up, thrusting up into her mightily, his hips almost a blur as he fucked her with a fierce need. She was crying out for him, begging him to fuck her, fuck her hard, and when he changed his motion to a series of long hard thrusts, her entire body shook while she came on his cock. Satisfied that he wouldn't leave her hanging, he lifted her hips up again and found an angle and motion that gave him the most incredible feeling. His hands grasped her ass cheeks hard, dragging a moan from her, as he finally achieved his goal and sprayed her insides, holding her tight against him. Gasping, he let go of her, and leaned back, spent.
The girls excused themselves to the bathroom as the men got dressed.
"Think they've learned their lesson?" Harold asked.
"I hope not. The deal still on?"
"Absolutely. Whenever she gets too out of hand, I'll send Heather to you for her 'extended' punishment." Harold said.
"Exactly. Lynn will still get her regular spankings, but I'll send her to you for her weekly attitude adjustment." Jeff agreed. "If you want, we can always give them a dual punishment at my place during the day, when the wife's away."
"Not to interfere, but if I were you, I'd try to work out something with your wife. Come clean on the spankings at least. If you can."
"I'll think about it. I'm not sure our marriage is up to it. But I see what you're saying." He hesitated. "You see, it's only a month or so more until she's gone you know. Then I won't have to hide anything."
"Except holidays and summer break. For the next four to six years." Harold reminded him. "Hell, she's only two hours away. Throw in weekends too."
"There is that."
* * *
"Oh my God. That changes plans, don't you think? No use in surprising Dad with our videos now." Lynn said.
"Some. I still think Mom is in for quite a surprise." Heather told her friend.
"Why? Is this so bad? Why do you want to mess it up?" Lynn asked.
"I don't know. Teach him a lesson I guess. I'm still a little pissed he took everything away."
"Think it over. I wouldn't do it if I were you. We've got a good thing. I mean, I NEVER felt anything like that before. Jeez, you're old man is hot."
Heather laughed. "I know what you mean, I could spend an entire afternoon with your Dad between my legs, tongue and cock. That was pretty intense. We're not going to be the most ignorant girls on campus after all."
"Think about it, please. As for me, I think I'm going to go home and be naughty. See if I can't get the old man to do me, too."
"Good luck with that. They had this planned. I guess they just felt that fucking their own daughters was a little too much." Heather reminded her.
"Not too much for me. I'll get him to give in."
"I bet you will."
* * *
Heather was busy setting the table, vacuuming the floor, and getting everything ready for her Mom's return. She'd even made a big banner that said "Welcome Home Mom" and "We Missed You." On the dining room table they'd set out fresh flowers and had her school acceptance letter and Harold's job offer letter setting on her plate.
Dad was working in the kitchen, pulling together her favorites for dinner, including a standing rib roast and asparagus. The bathroom had been converted into a huge candle lit homage to decadent bathing, with perfumes, bath oils, and over-sized towels and robes.
They were still finishing the last touches, when Heather saw the airport taxi was parked outside. "She's here!" she shouted across the house.
Harold headed to the door, and hurried down the sidewalk his wife was trundling up, laden down with bags. When she saw him, she let go of everything and ran into his arms, hugging him desperately, clinging to him.
Heather was surprised. She always got the first hug! She always came first with Mom.
Not today. Janice just held her husband tightly. "Never again," she murmured.
"I've missed you so badly," Harold told her, stroking her hair, leaning down and kissing her neck.
"Me too," Janice said.
"Hey, what about me? Old first born only child!" Heather reminded her parents from just inches away. She was surprised once more when instead of getting a hug from Mom, her parents opened their arms and pulled her into their hug, both of them showering her with kisses. It was nice.
Harold took the bags and followed his wife and daughter as they headed into the house, hand-in-hand. If the smile on his face was any larger, he'd give the Joker a run for his money.
Janice stopped just in the doorway. "Oh, it's too much. Please, I don't deserve this."
"Of course you do Mom! We missed you." Heather reminded her.
Harold stepped up behind her and wrapped her in his arms. "You deserve this and more, much more."
Janice started crying and pulled away, running to the bedroom and shutting the door loudly behind her.
"What's wrong with Mom?" Heather asked.
"She had a very hard time in New York," Harold explained, "and she's feeling down on herself. I think she's also just overwhelmed by the change in her wonderful daughter. What kind of reception would she have gotten 6 months ago? Maybe you'd peel yourself away from the TV long enough to say hi?"
"Very funny, Dad."
Harold knew it wasn't funny at all. "Go start her bath, while we finish getting dinner ready, would you, pumpkin?"
Heather knocked on the bedroom door, and let herself in. She made a beeline for the bathroom, starting up the tub, and lighting the candles.
"You're supposed to take a bath before dinner, to relax after that long ride," Heather told her mother. She brought out a glass of wine. "This might help a little too."
Janice took the cup and put it to the side. "Come here and give your old Mom a big hug."
Heather flew into her arms, hugging her tight, and feeling tears in her own eyes. "You were gone so long, Mom."
"Never again, baby. I'm sorry I left you two alone like that," Janice said softly.



"It wasn't so bad. We kind of worked things out, you know?"
"Whatever you did, it was wonderful. I kind of expected to come home to World War III, not this haven."
"Take your bath, Mom, we can talk about it later," Heather said, wondering if maybe now was the time to spring her surprise videos on her Mom, putting Dad in his place.
While Janice undressed, and soaking in the luxuriating bath, Heather took her DVD of the monthly shenanigans and loaded it in the bedroom player. She barely had it set up before her father showed up with Janice's bags. He laid them out on the bed, and opened them.
"These look like they're mostly clean. I guess the hotel laundry took care of it. Why don't you be a dear and put these away." Harold said. He approached her and took her in her arms, "I've missed your Mom immensely you know, but I wouldn't have traded the last few weeks for anything in the world."
Heather laughed, "I bet you wouldn't, you old horn-dog."
Harold laughed with her, "Look who's talking! But that's not what I'm talking about. When did we ever talk? When did we ever just sit and watch TV together, or go out. Our date night was one of the best moments of my life, even before we got home and got comfy. I love you, pumpkin."
"I love you too, Daddy," Heather answered pulling him down for a warm kiss.
Harold left her to her task, and hustled back to the kitchen. It was such a pain to bring all the elements of a dinner together. He was taking the drippings and make a gravy, waiting for his girls to come out.
Heather was putting away the clothes, and three separate times she walked toward the TV to pull out the DVD and forget everything. Three times. But in the end, she couldn't. She'd just put too much effort into it. With most of the stuff tucked away, Janice entered the bedroom, wrapped in a huge fluffy robe.
"God, I needed that," she sighed. She looked around, "What are you up to? Putting my stuff away?"
"Just hanging up the clean stuff. Now that you're home, I think I'll let you deal with the dirty laundry again," Heather giggled. Then she got sober. "Mom, why don't you sit down, I want to show you something." She guided her mother over to the end of the bed, and sat her facing the TV. She picked up the remote and pressed play.
The picture started with a naked Heather from the back walking over to lay down on her father's lap. It was obvious they were in her bedroom. Her ass remained facing the camera. There was no sound, but you could see her reaction as Harold spanked her ass, first firmly, then more caressingly, and finally playing with her pussy.
After an eternity of fondling, she rolled over in his lap, and you could see her hand grasp his cock through his shorts. Harold continued playing with his daughter, massaging her tits, and fingering her. Janice couldn't believe how intense it was to watch her husband man-handle their baby, even knowing all about it.
Just before Heather slid off of his lap in the video, and started jacking him off, she started a quick commentary. "He was crazy Mom! He was spanking me like every day. It was bad enough when I was wearing underwear or a bathing suit, but then he wanted me to take my pants off, and here he wanted me naked."
She gasped, watching herself get her father off. "The spanking hurt, and the groping was bad enough, but he started on my friends too."
The camera switched to Lynn stretching out on his lap and Harold spanking her before he started fingering and fondling her as well. When the girls switched places, Janice reached for the remote and turned it off.
"We'll talk about this later," Janice said softly. "For now, let's just have dinner."
Heather had expected more. Yelling maybe, or screaming. Not this quietness. The quiet calmness had her scared. Maybe she'd gone too far.
The subject was never raised over dinner. They talked about college, and getting everything ready, finding out who else from school was going there, and making rules about cars, insurance, grades and an allowance. She even agreed to come home every other weekend to start with. The fact that they would only give her an allowance in person contributed to that agreement.
They also discussed her father's new job, which would start in only three days. He was excited and told them what he expected to be doing, and getting advice on a new wardrobe, since his old one wouldn't do. They talked about the congressman's views, and where he was going. Unlike most politicians, he was a retired doctor, not a lawyer, and that pulled a lot of weight in the current climate of health concerns.
Janice tried to avoid most of the discussion about her work in New York. She did give them an overview of what they were trying to do, and told them they'd won the business they'd been working on. She even revealed she had an offer to move to the New York office. Which she refused flatly.
Harold and Heather cleared the table, and shooed Janice away when she tried to help with the dishes. She finally insisted, and the kitchen was full of jostling bodies as they quickly cleaned up after themselves.
"I wouldn't have believed it if I didn't see it with my own eyes," Janice finally declared.
"What?" Harold asked.
"The difference in this place. It's a home, not a house. And we're a family, not 3 stranger's sharing a roof." She took Heather in her arms and cried over her. "I'm so happy with you," she sobbed, "that's what makes this so hard."
"Makes what hard, Mom?" Heather asked, but secretly delighted. She suspected it was time for the proverbial shit to hit the fan.
"Let's go into the living room." Janice said softly, tugging her daughter along by the hand.
Harold was thoroughly bewildered. He sat in his recliner, while the girls sat side by side on the couch.
"Do you know what your daughter did, while you were finishing getting dinner ready?" Janice asked.
"Put away your clothing, I hope. I had asked her to." Harold replied.
"Yes, she did that as well. But she also showed me a video of you spanking her, and taking some liberties with her as well. She even had a video of you taking turns spanking both her and her friend Lynn, with both of them naked."
Heather's heart was in her throat as she saw the look of disappointment on her father's face. "I had to tell her, Dad!" she finally cried out.
Janice turned to her baby, and took her hands in her own. "Darling, do you think there is anything your father does that he doesn't share with me?"
Heather just looked at her stunned. She turned to look at her father who was shaking his head, then back to her mother."
"But Mom! He touched me down there. He fingered me. He made me come!"
"Dear girl. If I thought it would bring around the change in you I've seen for myself, and heard about from both your Father, and friends, I would have stripped you naked myself and held you down while he fucked your ass raw. You know that don't you? That's how much I love you and want the best for you."
Heather just slumped in her chair, devastated. Her plan. Her wonderful plan. Ruined.
"Now Heather, if I were you, I'd go to your father and apologize for trying to stir things up around here. If I were you, I'd beg him to punish me. Because if he won't I certainly will. There won't be ANY pleasure in it for you if I have to whip you. And I'll tell you now, I won't be using my hand. You won't sit for a week if I have to do it." Janice squeezed her girls hands painfully tight, letting her feel her strength.
Heather stumbled off the couch and dropped to her knees before her father. "Daddy, I'm sorry. I am. I knew I shouldn't do it, and I tried to stop myself, but I put so much effort into it, I just had to follow through. Lynn warned me not to do it, and tried to stop me, so don't blame her. It was all me, and I'm sorry." She pressed her face against his legs and started crying like a little girl. "I don't know why I did it. I would never do it now, I swear. I love you, Daddy."
"And I love you, Heather. More than almost anything in the world."
"Please punish me Daddy. Punish me and put this behind us."
Harold nodded to his daughter, who quickly stood up and removed the dress she'd worn for the evening, and dropped her panties as well. Janice beckoned Harold to her side, and when Heather climbed in their laps for her well deserved punishment, her chest and shoulders were in her mother's lap, while her poor butt, still sore from the earlier treatment, was lying across her father's knee.
Janice looked down at her daughter's bottom, and reached out and stroked her. "Poor baby looks like she's already been punished recently."
"Very much so, just this afternoon. She was trying to play Jeff, Lynn's father and I against each other. She had a video for him just like ours. Jeff and I thought it was time to teach both these little devil's a thing or two. I'll tell you all about it later."
His hand came down like thunder across his daughter's tender butt, and she screamed out. He walloped her for at least a dozen very hard swats, before he let up. She was crying hard, begging him to stop. Janice felt horrible, and wanted to tell him to stop, but she suspected he knew what he was doing.
Finally she had to speak up. "Don't go too hard on her dear, please."
Harold turned to Janice with a hard look on his face. "Are you going to interfere with how I punish my daughter? Again?"
"Never," Janice answered quickly, taken aback by his angry tone, "It just breaks my heart, to see her hurt."
"It hurts me as much," he said, and she saw the tears in his eyes. "I should have done it years ago. I was such a coward, I should have stood up to you, and given her what she needed." He had stopped, and he lifted his hand up and wipe his eyes. Then he leaned over and his hand crashed down on his daughter's bright red ass cheeks, causing her to jump and scream out.
"Please, Daddy!"
Janice wanted to fight him. Pull her daughter away and protect her. Instead she held her little girl firmly. "I'm sorry I said anything. You're right. Go ahead."
Harold lifted his hand high, and Heather begged and squirmed, while Janice held her only child and whispered to her. His hand came down hard. They both cried out.
Then his hand was resting on her ass, caressing her bruised and swollen ass. He eased his hand between her legs and started patting her pussy, tapping away at her clit, rubbing her, and feeling her squirm beneath him.
Janice caught her breath and watched her husband distract his little girl from her blazing buns, and slowly climb her way to an incredible orgasm. When she cried out, with Harold's fingers driving in and out of her, Janice reached down and caressed those poor abused cheeks.
Harold choked up a little, "Please, baby. Don't ever try to break up this family again."
Heather rolled over and climbed into her father's lap, hugging him, then kissing him. "I'm sorry Daddy, I'm so sorry. I didn't think about how bad it could be. I just wanted my way. Please, please forgive me."
He kissed her back. "You know the rule. The punishment is passed, and the act is forgiven. Now thank your Mother, for all she does for you, and how much she's tried to do for you all these years."
Heather scooted over to her mother's lap and hugged her tightly. "Thanks Mom, for everything. For trying to protect me just now. I'm sorry." Janice was shocked when her baby girl leaned forward and kissed her firmly on the lips, even more so when her child's tongue pushed past her lips and brushed against her teeth."
Heather gingerly got up, hold her ass in her hands. "God, Dad, that was the worst ever. Please don't ever do it that hard again. Jeez, I won't be able to sit for days."
Harold just shook his head. "That was the worst thing you ever did, little girl. I pray to God I never have to give you a beating like that again. It fucking broke my heart. I couldn't stand it. Next time I'll have your mother do it."
Heather looked down and saw her father wasn't hard. It was the first time she hadn't left him hard. She knew she'd gone too far. She dropped back to her knees and reached for his pants, rubbing him, blatantly right in front of her mother.
Janice looked shocked, even knowing all that had been going on.
Heather spoke up, "I'm so, so sorry, Daddy. I don't ever want to leave you soft after a spanking." She took her bra off and climbed into her father's lap, straddling him, kissing him desperately. "Tell me you still love me, Daddy," she gasped, grinding her hips against his. She lifted her breasts to his face, something she'd never done, and guided her nipple to his mouth. "Please, tell me I didn't ruin everything. Tell me you don't hate me." She was crying now, hugging her father's face to her chest.
Janice reached over and caressed her daughter's poor red cheeks.
"Please Daddy!"
Harold pulled her away by her shoulders. And smiled. "Don't ever ask a man to say anything with your wonderful titties in his face. A nipple like yours is the best gag there is." He leaned over and gave her tit a quick suckle.
"I love you, pumpkin. Nothing you can do will ever change that. I may be disappointed in you, or angry with you, or even tired of you. But I will always, always love you."
His ornery daughter, chuckled and gave him another big kiss. "Will you take off your pants for me?" she asked softly, whispering in his ear.
Janice intervened. "I may not interfere with his punishing you, young woman. But now that I'm back home the only one getting your old-man's rocks off will be yours truly, thank-you-very-much."
Heather leaned over, still pressing her bare crotch against her father's new and very hard erection. She pressed her lips against her mother's and kissed her deeply, relentlessly, until Janice relented and returned the ardor. She lowered her hand to her mother's chest and rubbed her breast, tweaking her nipple, drawing a gasp from her mom. Harold's mouth had returned to Heather's nipple and was driving her crazy, almost as much as what his hands were doing below her waist, with two fingers sliding in and out of her pussy, while another devilish digit was buried in her back door.
When she came for her father again, she pulled her lips from her mother's and gasped, squeezing her Mom's tit hard. "Oh, God, that's good," she moaned. Then she looked her mother in the eye. "Maybe some day I could help you, you know, with Dad. There's so much I want to know, and you could teach me, Mom."
Janice's pulse was racing. She looked at her husband. "You poor man. I left you alone with this?" She grabbed her daughter's face between her hands and kissed her hard, pushing her tongue into her mouth, biting her lip. "I'll think about it. Now be a good girl and leave your father and I alone, we have a lot to talk about."
Heather retreated to her bathroom for a long hot bath, and afterwards headed to her parents room to say goodnight. Opening the door, she was shocked to see her naked mother stretched across her father's lap, getting her ass blistered. He was holding nothing back, and she was sobbing, crying hard.
"I swear, never again, please Harold, please!" she gasped, squirming and twisting away from the endless rain of blows.
"Never again is right," he growled, suddenly shoving several fingers up inside of her, and twisting them roughly.
"I swear it. I'll be nobody's slut but yours, yours only. Whatever you want, however you want," she gasped, "just for you."
Heather closed the door and quietly backed away from the room. She returned to her own room and laid down on her stomach, listening carefully to the cries and gasps from the room next door. Her ass still burned like lava, but she fell asleep with a smile on her face.
===================
Hope you enjoyed the rewrite!
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================
Coming home from travel, Robin gets frisky, and the girls act up.
================
Arriving at Dulles International and going through customs with my boss definitely felt awkward. Here we were trying to act normal, and I was getting hard just from being around her. She was the oldest woman I'd ever been with, almost 35 years old, and had been a complete wild woman in bed. She'd come for me like a string of Black-cat firecrackers. Bang. Bang. Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang.
How'd I'd act around her at work was already a huge concern on my part. Equally so on her part, I imagined.
We made it through the endless waiting, and loaded her car. She'd offered to give me a ride home when we left, and I'd accepted, not wanting anyone to have to drive all the way out to the airport, since Chris and I only lived a few miles apart.
"Stop that," she blurted, about 20 minutes into the drive.
Hunh? I hadn't been doing anything. "Stop what?"
"Stop looking at me like that! Jesus, Jack, everyone's going to know."
I realized she was right. I'd been sitting sideways in the chair, just looking at her. Wondering how I'd missed the signs. She was so pretty, so hot, so wild. And I thought she was mostly just another number pushing middle manager.
"Sorry. This is going to be hard, you know. When I look at you, I see you last night, in bed, and, well, you can imagine how I feel," I confessed.
"Please, Jack. Don't. We agreed," she said softly.
"I know. I'm sorry. I'll do better."
We rode in quiet for a while. "I've got so much at risk, Jack. You understand. A husband, a marriage, children. My job. This was such a mistake."
"I understand. From now on, you're just my boss. My pretty, friendly, and wonderful to work with boss, but that's as far as it goes."
"And you can remember that?" she asked.
"Until Spain," I reminded her.
She shivered. "Don't speak about it. I can't even think about that right now."
"Four weeks."
She giggled. "Hell, my pussy may even recover by then." She suddenly brought her hand to her mouth. "Shit. I said that out loud, didn't I? Shit - shit - shit."
"Rest up. Next time we'll be there for a whole week."
I watched her blush, and let the subject drop. We turned to discussing the project and equally safe subjects.
I wasn't ready for what awaited me when I got home. Jim had been as good as his word, and as soon as we drove up into the driveway, I could see my home had been devastated.
Jim loved the big machines, and I could see the front-loader he'd rented for the weekend parked to one side. It was almost hidden behind the cement truck, creating a grey pool on the left side of the house.
It was only early afternoon, but I'd been up for about 20 hours already, and was dragging. I hadn't gotten all that much sleep the night before, thanks to the amorous mood of my boss, which I'd been more than happy to contend with at the time. Now I was feeling a bit guilty.
More than anything, I needed rest. Unfortunately, that didn't look all that likely.
I managed to unload the vehicle, say a platonic goodbye to Chris, and make my way into the house without generating any attention. One nice thing about having a cement truck around, nobody notices the sound of a little car.
I headed through the living room and the giant 16 foot wide gaping hole in the wall, peeking out through the large plastic covering to find Jim working to float the cement, while the delivery vehicle left for parts unknown. To my amusement Robin was out there working with him and they were in an animated conversation. They both looked grubby as hell, which reminded me how badly I needed a shower of my own. I will say grubby looked better on her. Short shorts, a light shirt tied up halter-style, and a speckling of cement all over, looked sexier than it should. Beth was present as well, dressed down and helping clean up some of the construction mess. A line of bulging black contractor bags gave me the impression she'd been at it for a while. Debbie was out of sight, probably back in the kitchen, preparing my welcome home dinner. Yum.
I turned tail back toward the bedroom. What I really wanted to do was hit the sack. If the noise of the construction wasn't enough to deter that idea, the knowledge that I likely had a house full of women and kids waiting for tales from far away Spain put that thought out of the way.
In minutes I had my suitcase dumped into the dirty laundry, along with my ripe clothing from the travel. I grabbed one of the big thick towels that Debbie was so fond of, and stepped into the shower, luxuriating under the high pressure of the downpour, in stark contrast to the misty drizzle of the showers in Madrid.
My head was tilted back, letting the water wash out the shampoo from my hair, when I felt a cool breeze across my skin quickly followed by the someone brushing up against me.
"No fair," I laughed, quickly wondering which of my beauties it was. "I've still got shampoo in my hair."
My shower-friend slid around me pressing her body against my back and side, reaching her arms around my body and sliding them up and down my torso. It wasn't long before one hand was stroking me to firmness, while the other continued its exploratory journey.
With the soap rinsed out of my hair, I rinsed my eyes clean and turned to my teaser. Robin smiled up at me as she slid in close, pressing my erection against her belly, and pulling my hands up to her tits. I was speechless, completely surprised, and while I stood there, frozen, she reached up to my head and pulled my face down for a kiss.
"Robin! What the hell?"
She giggled. "I'm not allowed to shower with Jim-Bob, so Beth told me to shower in here. I never thought she'd be so willing to let us play together." Her hands were still busy, holding us together, and stroking my hardness. I'm somewhat ashamed to say my hands were still glued to her chest, which really was pretty nice, if not quite up to her sister's. "Nice cock you've got here," she said with a smile, stroking my firmness.
"I'm sure she didn't know I was in here," I countered, while her lips stopped making words, and started kissing their way down my torso.
I reached down, as difficult as it was, and encouraged her to stand again, just before her active mouth reached my needy hard-on.
"That concrete gets everywhere, and seems to start hardening immediately. Reminds me of somebody." She teased, turning away from me, and backing up, pressing her sweet round butt against me. She had her hands on the soap, and was lathering up her body. "The least you could do is help me clean up," she said, reaching for my hands and placing them back on her breasts.
While I let my hands fondle and caress her slick flesh, she continued rubbing her butt against my steely shaft. She raised one foot up onto the corner ledge, opening her legs, and reached back to grab my cock and slide it against her.
I don't know how I get myself in these situations, but I bent my knees, lowering my hips and bringing my aching cock in line with where her hands were guiding me. We both pushed, and I felt myself slide into her, smoothly. Three quarters buried, I released her tits, grabbed her hips, and pulled her back, hard, filling her.
"Fuck!" she gasped, grinding her hips against me. "Damn, I needed that. My sister has had me in a constant state of teasing for over a week now." I looked down at the sexy thing, getting a good view of her tramp stamp for the first time. She had a four-leaf clover centered on her lower back, with intricate vines curling away. Looking carefully, I could see that the vines on the left side spelled out "Lucky" in cursive, on the right side, it read "You." Lucky You. Nice.
I turned with her, pressing her against the wall, while I slowly drove in and out of her warm slice. I reached up to turn the shower head away, and then thought better of it, turned it to massage, and aimed it at where we were joined. "Tell me about the teasing."
"She's such a bitch. She has me in the room with her and Jim all the time now, whenever they're going at it. I'm sometimes allowed to play along, even suck him and ride him, but never to completion for either of us. It's killing me." Her words arrived in bursts, interrupted by intermittent gasps. Her hands were spread wide, bracing her against the sides of the shower, as she thrust back against me with her hips. I felt her shiver. "God, Jack, you feel huge inside of me."
We were no longer talking, and I was pounding her pretty hard. Her gasps turned to a series of long moans, until she cried out for me, her entire body trembling. Her legs almost gave out, and as she slid down, I lifted her back up, grabbing the back of her thighs and raising her off the ground, eliciting a surprised squeal from my little friend. I pinned her to the wall and fucked her viciously. She came in waves, but before I felt the need to come inside her, I eased back and set her down on the ground, her trembling legs slow to accept her weight.
She felt good sheathing my cock, but I was already feeling horrible about what I was doing. How Karen would take it. Never mind Beth and Debbie. I had to stop. I pulled out of her, leaving her moaning. "We can't be doing this, Robin," I told her.
She looked up at me with eyes glistening, silent, angry. Then I saw the change, just before she leaned forward and clung to me. "I know. I'm sorry." She held on for a long while, the water pounding against my back.
"Let me help you with this guy," she finally said, grasping my still hard cock and dropping to her knees. "You definitely took care of me. I can't leave you like this. It'll be our little secret, I promise. Besides, I'm dying to feel this monster in my mouth."
I didn't know if I trusted her promise, but her mouth was quite the persuader, and in only a couple of minutes she had me on the brink of unloading. But that devil of a conscience of mine was kicking in overtime, and I reasoned with myself that if I didn't complete the action, it didn't really happen after all. "Please, Robin, stop now." I followed my words with a slow retraction, pushing her head away while I turned my hips, slowly drawing out of her talented mouth. It was hard.
"I'd be happy to finish that for you. It's the least I could do," she said with a taunting smile.
"Thanks, but you've helped enough. That was nice," I told her.
"Nice? Fan-fucking-tastic, I would hope. We didn't have to stop. I promise I can be discreet. This can be our little secret. I'd be happy to put that beast to use any time you feel up to it." She leaned against me, holding me tightly. "Maybe you can even talk your lady friends into letting me play along some time for real."
I was letting my hands misbehave once more, as were hers. I had to push her away from me, before I got carried away. Even so, my fingers lingered on her hard little nipples. "Get everything worked out with Karen first. Once that's completely resolved, I'll see what I can do about a play date."
"Working on it," she said, turning off the water which had started to noticeably cool. She stepped out and started drying herself off, and a few seconds later I was beside her, and we were talking about the addition as if nothing had ever happened. I guess not completely as if nothing happened. She kneeled behind me and dried off my legs, working up to where they came together. She made sure my rod was thoroughly dried off, while talking about load-bearing beams, foundation curing and other less intimate subjects. It didn't stop my cock from responding to the stimulus, maintaining its rock hard state. I wrapped myself in a towel and stepped into the bedroom to get dressed, eager to distance myself from the little hellion in the bathroom before we got caught.
"Jack!" I heard from behind, and barely had time to turn around before Beth leaped up and wrapped me in her arms and legs. "God, I've missed you!"
I felt her tense up, and figured rightly she was probably looking at Robin drying off in our bathroom. The best defense is a good offense...
"Imagine my surprise when you sent Robin in to help me in the shower," I told her, before planting a big kiss on her.
"I didn't! I mean, I didn't know. Jesus, Jack, did you shower with her?" Beth sputtered.
Robin walked into the room, wearing only a towel. "Don't fret it, sweety. He's a good boy, but I think I got him ready for you." She reached out and stroked my hard cock where it was tenting beneath the towel wrapped around my waist. "Damn, you're a lucky one. I'm out of here. Bad enough I have to watch Karen and Jim go at it; I don't think I could stand to have to watch you two."
Beth still seemed taken aback. "I can't believe you showered with her!"
"I was in the shower, shampooing my hair when she surprised me. When her hands started wandering I figured it was you, but it wasn't until I was able to rinse clean that I figured out who-was-who."
Robin spoke up. "I wanted to play but he shot me down. He was kind enough to help with the lathering and cleaning up. It was nice to get a bit of a rise out of him. Makes a girl feel appreciated." She had been headed out the door, but turned back to us, moving in close. "If you'd like some help taking care of that," she said, her hand once more reaching down to caress my straining rod, "I'd be more than happy to assist." She leaned in and whispered to Beth, "Honestly, how does it feel to have that whole thing buried inside of you?" She gave a tug at my towel, and it opened, falling to my feet. Her hand slid down and went straight to my cock, unapologetically.
Beth seemed to be a mass of conflicting emotions, but she eventually answered, glancing down at my hard meat, grasped in Robin's active hand. "Incredible."
I felt like a piece of furniture being discussed.
"Can I help?" Robin asked, moving in close to Beth. Very close. Her hand was still touching me, now cupped around my cock-head, and rotating on top of it.
Beth was breathing heavily, and she possessively reached out and grasped my staff. Robin leaned in and slid an arm around Beth's waist, while her other hand joined Beth's and together they stroked my rod. Robin's lips moved to Beth's ear. "I'll do whatever you want. Anything. You'll be in complete charge. Tie me up, spank me, use me, abuse me, just let me play."
Beth's voice trembled. "We can't. We have plans for tonight. With Debbie."
Robin leaned in and gave her a soft kiss. The whole scene combined with the hand action was working its miracle on me. "You're not going to leave him like that until tonight, are you?"
"No, but I can take care of this one alone," Beth insisted.
"Maybe some other time," Robin finally said, letting go of my cock, but taking one last opportunity to draw her hand down Beth's bodacious body, her fingers brushing against the teen's breasts, down her belly, and even down to the opening between her legs.
"Maybe," Beth said softly to Robin's retreating back.
She turned to me, studied me for a second, then pushed me down onto the edge of the bed before dropping to her knees, between mine. "God, she's a bad one. I'm sorry I sent her in there. I didn't know you were back yet." Then her mouth was too full to explain more.
A few seconds into my wonderful blow-job, Robin made a reappearance. She walked past us headed for the bathroom. "Never mind me, I just forgot my underwear." She stopped by on the way back out, dropping to her knees next to Beth. She reached out and brushed back Beth's hair, while my little teen tongue lasher gave it her best. "God that looks wonderful. Can I have just a taste?"
Beth pulled off of me, and I suspect she had some harsh words for Robin, but they never escaped her lips. Robin trapped them in with her own. I watched her kiss Beth like her life depended on it. She pulled away gasping. "I can taste him."
Beth rested her head on my thigh, looking on in disbelief at this wild woman with us. Robin grabbed Beth's hand and placed it on the back of her own head, positioning her mouth just beyond my trembling hard-on. Then she placed her own hands behind her back. "Use my mouth. Fuck him with my face." She waited, and when nothing happened she pleaded, "Do it Beth, please. Force me down on him, make me take him, shove his fat cock down my throat. Use me."
Beth was slow to accept the role, but she finally closed her hand, gathering in a fist of Robin's hair, and pushed her face down onto my cock. Then she slowly pulled her away, watching her closely from only inches away. "Suck it. Suck it hard," she finally spoke on the fourth repeated stroke.
It wasn't long after that until Beth was standing behind Robin, both hands clasping the interloper's head, as she pulled the girl's face back and forth on my cock, angrily, viciously, forcing my cock deep into Robin's mouth, down her throat, forcing her to gag and cough. The harder and more forceful she became, the more submissive Robin became, begging for more. She ripped the towel from Robin, and used one hand to guide her head up and down my cock, while her other hand reached around and tugged at the sister's nipples, squeezing and pulling hard. I saw Robin wince, and then moan, as she was forced to take my entire length. Beth pushed her face down roughly, holding her there, breathless for many long seconds, with Robin's lips pressed against the skin beyond the base of my cock. The fierce blow-job was painful at times, but I wasn't about to say a word.
I was surprised and a bit frightened by Beth's sudden behavior. She squatted down behind Robin and reached between the girl's legs as she allowed my cock-sucker to pleasure me in a more even and steady fashion, long-stroking my cock between her lips, from the head to the balls, on each stroke, Robin's moans interrupted at the end of each stroke. A little hitch in the motion occurred each time my swollen cock-head penetrated past the back of her mouth into her throat, and the sensation on my side was incredible. I watched Beth's fingers disappear into Robin, making the newcomer's moans more desperate.
Beth was studying me and recognized the signs. "Tell me when you're going to come."
"Soon," I admitted.
She was so aggressive, far beyond anything I might have expected. She increased the action of her hand down below Robin's waist, and eased up on the forced cock sucking. I could see Robin was close, so very close, and when she cried out, pressing hard against Beth's hand, Beth pushed her face down onto my cock, to the very root, choking her once again. I looked into Robin's ecstatic face turning red, her eyelids quivering, and knew I was going to come.
"Now Beth, now!" I gasped.
Beth yanked Robin's head away, replacing the almost unconscious girl's mouth with her own. She used her hand and mouth eagerly to milk my rod. I came hard for her, filling her mouth, gasping as I achieved release.
Then Beth, sweet darling Beth, reached down to Robin who was lying on the floor, grabbed her head, opened the girl's mouth, and gave her the entire load of cum she'd worked so hard for. She stood and took my hand, tugging me off the bed. She stepped over Robin's trembling body. "Let's get you dressed. And not a word of this to Karen or Debbie, Ok?" Then she reached out a foot and poked Robin in the side. "Not a word right? Not to Karen or Debbie or anybody."
Robin slowly got to her knees, clutching her towel in her one hand, and the underwear she'd come back for in the other. "Not a word. I promise. As long as you promise we can play again."
Beth giggled. "Sometime. I promise."
I was still stunned. What had just happened? And where the hell was this going?
* * *
Dressed and satisfied for the moment, Beth took me on a tour of the work. I could see that Jim was still outside at work, and knew that Robin had retreated upstairs. I still hadn't seen hide nor hair of the other two women, and I said so.



"Deb's out doing the weekly shopping, with the tykes in tow, and apparently they've authorized overtime in the office, and Karen is working Saturdays for the next few weeks." She stopped me and gave me a big hug. "God, Jack, it's just not the same around her without you."
I laughed easily, waving at the hole in the wall. "It's not the same around here, even with me!"
"Jim is completely out of control. He showed up at about 7:00am yesterday, and spent the whole day tearing up the side of the house, digging around that old foundation, and putting chunks of wood all over the place."
That 'old foundation' was no longer visible. It had been absorbed into a new, larger foundation, along the side of the house. It looked big. Really big.
Jim finally spotted us, and came trouncing over, wearing a shit-eating grin, and splattered with fresh cement from head to foot. "Step one's just about done. Let this cure overnight, and we should be good to go tomorrow."
I had to laugh at my buddy. You know the type, 'in for a penny, in for a pound'. "You are a nut, Jim. This is a huge job to be taking on right now. How long do you think we'll have to live with open holes in the walls?" I asked our self-designated contractor.
We discussed the work we had to do, and tried to come up with a tentative plan. I knew it'd be hard to take much time off at the beginning of the week, getting the team up to speed and all. But we figured we could make a long weekend of it, and have the place reasonably habitable in a little over a week. Jim still insisted on taking the full week off, working both on his own home, and my little love hovel. I thought he was being a bit optimistic. Robin showed up, all cleaned up and respectable, about half-way into the conversation. She was wearing a tight t-shirt, with her latest motto emblazoned across her delightful chest, "Sleeps Well With Others." We'd have to see how much truth there was to that statement.
We continued our discussion over a beer, and Debbie arrived, loaded down with groceries, and with our two ankle-biters in tow. I was recruited into bag duty, unloading the car and restocking the pantry, feeling only the tiniest bit slighted that my only greeting from the stunning blonde after 3 days away was a peck on the cheek.
While I carried out the loading and unloading, I was grilled by the hyper 6 year olds who wanted to know everything about faraway Spain. I told them what I could, and after stocking the cupboards, retreated to my room to retrieve the presents I'd brought them. They were ecstatic about the snow-globes and stuffed animals - not quite so keen on the pictures. Admittedly Guernica was a little weird, but I thought the cartoon-like look would appeal to them. Dali's "Girl in the Window" was a beautiful serene picture, before surrealism took over his works. It caught on a little better, especially after I informed the tykes that the girl was the artist's sister.
Dinner was a crowded event, once more reminding me of the need to complete the extension so we could actually have a dining room. Debbie fed the kids first, then we squeezed the six adults around our kitchen table. I was bracketed between the lovely Debbie and sweet Beth, and Jim, seated opposite me, was surrounded by the sisters. I couldn't help but ponder the circumstances that lead to my being able to have any girl at the table - pretty much on demand. And though I hadn't been celibate the last few days, I had been without Debbie's attention, and just seeing her, in her domestic role, had me wanting her. Badly. The meal was excellent, as usual, and the conversation revolved around two subjects: my trip, and the work on the house.
After dinner I begged off any living room conversation, still jet-lagged from the trip and really starting to feel it. While Debbie and Karen put the little one's to bed, I made it clear that I wasn't too far behind. Robin was acting flaky - no surprise after our afternoon activities, and Beth seemed almost as bad, refilling my wine glass, and insisting I at least help them kill the last bottle before turning in. We talked a bit about my project and its likely success, and before long Debbie and Karen had rejoined us.
I was seriously drifting, and had to say my good-nights to Jim and the sisters. I wanted to talk to Karen about her situation with Jim and her sister, but the moment was anything but right for that. I figured the following day would be fine for that subject, so with a kiss goodnight, I finally broke free and made it to my bedroom.
If I thought the night was over, my two hot bed-warmers thought otherwise. My girls followed close on my heels, and insisted I take a seat on the settee. I stripped down to my boxers, dying to slide between the sheets, but still terribly curious about what they were up to in the bathroom.
They didn't leave me waiting long. And the wait was worth it. Debbie showed up in the doorway and my eyes nearly popped out of my head. She was wearing a tight, teasing black corset which lifted her perfect breasts and thrust them out to be admired. Her nipples were bright red, and looked to have been made up. Her own makeup was nothing less than spectacular, and her hair was up in a high swirl. She reached back and tugged Beth forward.
Beth appeared, clad in what looked to be not much more than a ragged torn t-shirt, with numerous gaps showing quite a bit of skin. The T-shirt came down to her mid-thigh, and a rope tied around her waist kept it close to her skin, accentuating her fabulous figure. A second rope was wrapped around her neck, the end of which was in Debbie's hand. In Debbie's other hand was a riding crop, which surprised me a bit. She gave a tug, drawing Beth after her, before stopping just in front of me. The gorgeous blonde gave another tug, and Beth dropped to her knees.
Even after this lead-in, I wasn't prepared for the play the girls had prepared. Debbie's British accent was a big surprise. And young Beth's role-playing was inspired.
Debbie knocked on the side of the door, and called out, "Sire, it is I, Penelope. May I come in?"
I smiled and leaned back. This should be interesting. I wondered what part I would hold in their little play. Suddenly, I wasn't quite so tired.
Jack: "Enter, please."
Debbie: "Lord, I regret interrupting your sleep, but you asked that I bring her to you the moment she arrived."
Jack: "Her?"
Debbie: "Lord, the footman's delivered Sir Alfred's get, as you demanded."
Beth: (raising her head, pulling at her ragged outfit) "Please, cousin. Why have I been treated this way? I don't understand? What have I done?"
Debbie: (pulling the brunette to the floor, by the rope around her neck, then stepping on it, pinning her head to the floor.) "Silence, wench! Feigning ignorance, when surely you expected this. Your scoundrel father has had weeks to make good on his commitments. He knew he'd pay one way or the other."
Beth: (crying) "I don't understand, please, Lord! How does this involve me."
Debbie: (pushing the brunette onto her side, still pinned down) "Speak to the Master again, at your peril. I'd like nothing better than to let you feel the lash." (running the crop down the girl's side)
Beth: (moaning) "Please, mistress, this isn't proper."
Debbie: (laughing) "Proper? That's correct, this is in no way proper. All propriety was abandoned when your father decided he didn't need to pay his debts. Now that burden rests on your slender shoulders."
Jack: "Let her rise, Penelope."
Beth: (crawling forward, once she'd been released) "Please, Lord. There must be some mistake."
Debbie: (pulling Beth back by the hair) "Speak when spoken to, or pay the price. I won't warn you again."
Beth: "Yes, Mistress"
Debbie: "Sir Alfred insists he only needs a few more days. He begs your indulgence, in taking his daughter as collateral. He claims she's pure, and hopes you'll return her that way."
Jack: "Pure? Is this true?"
Beth: "Of course, Lord."
Debbie: "If it pleases your Lord, I believe it would a kindness, and more than he deserves, to allow Sir Alfred a week, in which we would spare his only child's virginity."
Beth: "Oh thank you, Mistress!"
Debbie: "Of course, it's only fair that you be allowed to take some payment for his lack of integrity and indiscretion."
Jack: "Only fair. Stand, child."
(The daughter stands, trembling)
Jack: "Let me see what I have to work with."
Debbie: "You heard the Master. Disrobe."
Beth: "But you agreed I could retain my virginity!"
Jack: (standing) "Oh, I believe we can work around that. Now, must I repeat myself?"
Debbie: (reaching forward and stripping the young girl to the waist, shredding the shirt.) "Young Miss, you'll pay for that one later, trust me."
Jack: "Don't be too harsh on her, Penelope. I believe I'll only make her acquaintance tonight. I'd like her to be able to perform for me tomorrow."
Debbie: "Of course, Sire. I won't leave her injured or broken." (Turning to the daughter) "Child, the Master appears to need some attention."
Jack: "On your knees, girl. It's time to earn your keep."
Beth: "But surely you don't mean..."
Debbie: (striking the girl with the crop) "Now, ingrate! Or not only will you lose your virginity, but I'll strip you down, tie you up and toss you to the stable hands."
Beth: (dropping to her knees, and bowing her head) "What would you have me do?"
Jack: (indicating the tent in my shorts) "Use your imagination."
Beth: (moving forward, on her knees) "Please Lord, this is so coarse. Is there no other way?"
Debbie: (Grabbing her by the hair, and lashing her again.) "You are angering me."
Beth: (Crying, and pulling down the shorts) "Oh no! I can't"
Jack: (Pulling her head forward) "You can. You will."
Debbie: "Open your mouth, girl. You'll learn to enjoy this."
Beth closed her eyes, and opened her mouth. Even though I knew it was all an act, I found myself extremely excited by the situation. I pushed my hips forward and slid my cock head between her lips. The young girl remained completely pliant, and I eased my shaft deeper into her mouth.
With no reaction from her, I held her head and moved her face back and forth, penetrating deeper until she gagged.
Debbie took command again, grabbing Beth by the hair, and pulling her away roughly. "You ignorant child. Watch and learn. And if you don't do better, believe me when I say I will whip you raw."
Debbie pushed Beth aside and proceeded to do her best to provide the tutelage needed. She sucked me well and eagerly, loudly, sloppily. After only a minute or two, she backed away smiling. "Now, child, make us proud."
Beth leaned in. The tears in her eyes were a beautiful touch. I don't know how she did it. She took me in her mouth and did a wonderful job of sucking me while seeming as innocent and unwilling as possible.
Caught up in my role, I berated her for her father's misdeeds, and fucked her mouth roughly, while she gasped, gagged and cried.
Beth pulled away, gasping. "Please, just a second."
I sat back down and opened my legs wide, making room for her. "Take your time." Turning to our other actress, I continued the game. "Penelope, I weary of this child's amateurish ways. I think we needn't concern ourselves over maintaining her purity. Prepare her for me."
Beth crawled forward, "Please, no! I can satisfy you this way, Lord, I swear."
Debbie grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her away. "You had your chance, slut. I'll enjoy watching watching your deflowering."
Beth struggled mightily, and pulled free, crawling back to me. "Lord, one more chance. Please." Even before I could answer, she was devouring my cock.
Debbie growled, "You'll pay for that, bitch."
"Easy, Penelope. We'll give the child one more chance. If she can't impress me, we can always do it your way."
While we talked, Beth did her best to change my mind. And Beth's best was far better than average. Debbie approached closer and observed the performance. "Quite a change, wouldn't you say?"
I closed my eyes, leaned back and enjoyed the girl's actions. My exhaustion was catching up to me, in spite of their remarkable performance. I let her continue for several minutes, until I could hold back no longer. Reaching down I held her head and finished with a grunt. She gagged, but kept still and let me finish.
Beth finally pulled away, gasping. "Was... was that acceptable, Lord?"
I laughed and pulled her into my arms. "It was adequate, child."
Debbie sidled in for some attention of her own. "I didn't hurt you, did I?" she asked her play-mate.
"You are a beast! Next time I get to be the one with the whip," Beth pouted.
"Of course! And I promise to put up a good fight. You both can punish me severely."
I didn't hear anything more, until I found myself naked in the bed, between my lovely roommates. "I missed you."
"Shhh, sleep now, tomorrow's a big day," Beth warned me.
Tomorrow. That would be interesting.
* * *
Sorry for the long absence, hope you enjoyed this installment of the CvsN series. There are three more completed and they'll be coming along soon.
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Chapter 01: Beth
---------------------
Beth suggests a summer pool payment plan.
---------------------
The kids were swimming out in the pool and I was watching them from the deck while I tried to get some work done. Thanks to modern technology and wireless networks, my office was outside as often as not. I found myself enjoying the backyard, as long as the weather held out.
We had a relatively full house. Our neighbor Beth was there with her two boys. My daughter of course was running around like a banshee, and the kids from next door were over as well. My wife works Tuesday through Friday, long 10 hour days, so once summer break kicked in, I started working from home a lot more, so I could watch over our little one. If I had to be out, we could always depend on our friends and neighbors to assist whenever possible. We were a pretty close knit group, and helped each other out whenever we could.
Beth was looking as hot as ever and I couldn't help but get a little lost in reminiscing about the one and only time we had hooked up, nearly 2 years earlier. We never talked about it since, but with a few drinks inside of us, the flirting could be pretty outrageous, especially away from prying eyes. It had been one incredible night of almost non-stop sex, and I fantasized about it often. Today she was wearing a small bikini, and working on her tan. Fuel for the fire.
The kids didn't really need too much watching; they were all decent swimmers, and the eldest girl from next door who was our usual babysitter was capable of supervising the crowd of 7 to 11 year olds.
I realized I was staring at Beth, and I was getting excited. I had pitched a tent in my bathing suit, and was afraid of getting caught, so I closed the lid of my laptop, excused myself and went inside to get a drink and cool off. I grabbed a soft drink from the fridge and headed back to my room where I could watch through the window. The bedroom windows were west facing and we had installed dark solar screens to keep out the worst of the hot Texas sun.
A voice from the door broke my reverie.
"Everything Ok?"
I turned to find Beth standing in the doorway, a look of concern on her face. God, she was hot.
"Everything's fine," I answered, and watched her gaze lower to my bathing suit which was standing straight out in front of me. "I got a little distracted out there by a particular beauty in a bikini and decided to come in rather than treat the kids to an eyeful."
"I'm sorry."
"No it's not your fault, you weren't doing anything wrong."
"Well I hope it's my fault, and not anyone else out there," she teased, "although I gotta admit, little Jill is looking all grown up."
"Oh! Of course it was you. I just meant you didn't do anything to cause it."
"I know. I'm just kidding you. But I do feel kind of bad." She walked into the bedroom, pulling the door closed behind her. "I don't want to wear out our welcome here."
"You know better. You're always welcome."
"But I shouldn't be driving you from your own yard."
"I'll be Ok in a bit." I answered. "Maybe I'll just take a shower."
She had started about 10 feet away and had slowly been approaching. She was now only an arm's length away. "How about if I help you with that little problem? Then I won't feel so guilty."
I was about to make some kind of comment about how she didn't need to, but as she sidled up to within a couple of inches of me, I thought 'To Hell with it'. I reached down and pulled the tie string and let my swim shorts fall to my ankles.
Beth reached forward and gently took my shaft in her hand. "Sit back," she murmured softly leading me to the edge of my bed.
I did as she asked and was rewarded with the sight of her grabbing a pillow from the head of the bed and throwing it at my feet. She kneeled on it and leaned forward until her mouth was just at the head of my cock. I moaned lustily as she pressed her lips briefly to the swollen head, then slowly licked her way from my balls back to the top, before taking me in her mouth. She gave me a couple of nice warm sucks, then pulled off.
"Damn, just as I remember," she said, giving me a firm stroke, and looking me in the eye as she leaned in to swallow me again.
Beth was a great cock-sucker. I knew that well from our one previous experience, and she gave it everything she had this time. When she had me as hard as I could possibly get and I wanted to fuck her again, I reached down to pull her up.
"No, Alex. This is as far as I'll go." She told me firmly. "I can't get in the habit of letting you fuck me." Then she gave me that dazzling style. "But I'm not the kind of tease who would leave you like this. I will finish you given a chance." She stood up and pushed me back onto the bed, before climbing up beside me, perpendicularly, and resuming her incredible oral ministrations.
"You are driving me crazy. That is soooo nice." I told her softly.
She looked up at me, her eyes smiling, while her mouth was full of my throbbing member. Holding my eyes with hers, she slowly pushed her face down as far as she could, taking three quarters of my length, and holding it there. I could feel the pressure of pushing against the back of her throat. She pulled off just as slowly releasing me with a pop.
"I'm glad you like it." She stroked me with her hand, her head resting on my leg as she spoke. Her eyes were glued to my prick as she slowly worked her hand up and down. "I was kind of feeling guilty, dropping in on you like we have. Maybe, if you like, I could sort of 'pay my way'."
"Consider it paid, and with interest." I agreed.
"I was thinking a weekly payment plan would be fair." She answered with that same irresistible smile, and her eyes looked up to mine, with a mischievous glint.
"More than fair." I offered.
"But only this, no sex. Ok?"
"You drive a hard bargain, but Ok."
She shifted position and was soon sucking me again, much more aggressively and I could tell she was trying to get me to come. Beth definitely knew what she was doing, and once she made up her mind to finish me, she quickly succeeded.
I thought about warning her, but I figured she was a big girl and knew what she was getting into.
When I succumbed to her fellatio, she pulled most of my cock out past her luscious lips, holding just the head in while her hand pumped me dry into her warm accommodating mouth. She quickly swallowed the first load, and then sucked my cock clean. I never saw a drop of what felt like a huge amount of cum.
"Whew! Have you been saving up for me? That was almost too much." She laughed, going back and giving me another quick suck, before she hopped off the bed and retrieved my swim shorts and tossed them back to me.
"No, just inspired."
"Good. I hope that will tide you over for now, I better get back out there before they kill each other."
"Thanks, Beth, that was great."
"No, thank you. See you out there in a bit?"
"Yep, I'm right behind you."
I sat there a while, shell shocked. I had never expected things with Beth to ever start up again, not even under the limitations she was demanding. I looked out the window and watched her calmly talk to one of the kids.
There was a hell of a hot woman inside that usually quiet, reserved exterior.
I took a peek at the clock at the side of the bed. In just 8 minutes, my life had changed drastically. For the better, I was thinking.
* * * *
Yes, there's more to come. If you could find the time to cast a vote below, it would be greatly appreciated.
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=======================
To what lengths would YOU go to avoid getting caught?
This is an entry in the Nude Day Story Contest.
=======================
I had mixed feelings about coming home for the summer. I was already in hot water for blowing the first semester grades with too much partying. Four A's and a B in the second semester were all that kept me alive.
Dad wanted me to work for him for the summer, Mom was all for me doing an online repeat of one of my 'C's from the first semester. I wanted to hang out and take it easy, maybe go to the beach for a couple of weeks, head up to the lake to visit my new college girlfriend (woohoo!) when she and her school friends (WOOHOO!) got the use of it.
I was mainly looking forward to seeing my old high-school gang. I was the only one going out of state, in this case to Rutgers, Dad's alma mater. Why I needed an MBA to take over the family business was a question I didn't even bother to debate.
In the end I was willing to work out a compromise. Working with Dad at his AC repair company paid well, and got me out of hot water, but it put me in 125 degree attics day after day. I had hated it in high-school, and hated it even more now. I'd also be spending half the summer retaking the course online. Some compromise, huh? At least I was going to be allowed to go to the beach some weekends, and to have one week off to hit the lake with my college friends.
That first week back from college was deadly. I'd forgotten just how hot it got up in those attics. Words can't do it justice. And the beginning of summer was our busiest time. I almost wished I could take the evening shift - we provide 24 hour emergency service, seven days a week, at a price. The evening shift was cooler, and paid better, but the regular guys got the good runs. The summer temp help, even if he was the son of one of the owners, got the crap jobs.
I'd been able to spend very little time with Rory and Jan, my two closest friends. Together for as long as I can remember, all my best memories somehow or other involved those two. Jan lived directly behind us, and Rory lived across the street at the end of the block. Crossing that street to hang out with the coolest kid in first grade got me one of the first beatings I remember, but it couldn't stop me. After about two weeks of punishment, the parents finally gave in and gave me the run of the block. We'd been pretty inseparable ever since. And it had been the first real glimpse of a stubborn streak in me, that was both bane and boon.
The fence between my yard and Jan's had a gap in it we'd carefully tended since second grade, and I was still as happy to see my buddy appear out of the bushes as I was when we first created that opening. Jan was my best friend and confidant, the first to know all of my secret crushes, and failed attempts at becoming cooler and more popular, especially with the likes of 'it' girl Cindy Pepson and queen cheerleader Nanette Quinlan. We'd played doctor and learned about the difference between boys and girls in her bedroom, as young kids, and even more as middle schoolers. She'd been my first kiss, and we'd even practiced for the real thing, pretending what it would be like with a real boyfriend / girlfriend someday. After middle school she'd been my adviser, and fall back 'partner' when we couldn't get dates to the prom or the Valentine's day dance. What we had now was a purely platonic relationship, although on occasion I'd thought about pushing the envelope, and she'd appeared, to my chagrin, in more than a few of my fantasies.
I knew nothing would ever come of it. She was too important to me to risk our friendship, no matter how tempting the thought was. And late at night, with the lights off, when my hard cock's only companion was my hand, it was VERY tempting.
I got home from the last service call a total wreck. My day started at 7:00 am, and ended when the final customer was service, often after 6:00 pm. Yet today, I was pulling into the driveway by 2:30. I was a little surprised that Dad let me take off early on a week day. Business must have been a little slow. Or maybe he understood how hard that first week of 10 hour, 120 degree days, was for me. I didn't know how I was going to survive a summer of that torture.
Walking in the house, Rory was in the kitchen talking to Mom about his school year, and his 4.0 GPA, making me look bad. The bastard. Everything came so easy for him. I was a little surprised he'd decided to stay local to go to school. I mean, sure, SMU is a great school and all, but he could have gone everywhere.
Jan, on the other was doing her first two years at the Community College. Her family didn't have a lot of money, and it seemed a good way to get her grades up and save a few bucks.
I took a quick shower, to clean up and cool off, but 10 minutes later I was still burning up. It was 102 degrees outside, another typical north Texas day. Mark and I headed to the backyard porch with our beers, Mom was pretty liberal about that stuff, and a sandwich which I didn't really have an appetite for.
Rory was giving me a hard time about working all summer. No chance to head down to San Marcos for some tubing, or Galveston for some beach fun. Not for me. Oh no, I would be sweating my balls off in some stranger's attic 10 hours a day for $15 bucks an hour. Everyone else got $30+. Being the owner's son wasn't all it was cracked up to be.
He was grilling me about my new college girlfriend, Jessica, and wanted all the intimate details.
"Got any pictures?" he asked.
I pulled out my wallet, and showed him her photo. She was pretty, and I was proud of it. We'd been together for almost 8 weeks, and the night before I left, we'd finally done it. Almost 19 years old and I was no longer a virgin.
"Fuck that," he said tossing it back. "Got any good pictures? You know, showing a little, hell, a lot more?"
I reached behind the first picture, pulling out a winner. Jessica looked great, posing in a lacy black bra, skin-tight black shorts, and a fedora tilted back and showing her pretty face and long brown hair. We'd been practicing taking 'glamorous' shots, and this one was the best.
"Pictures of who?" I heard Jan's voice, just moments before she appeared through the hedge.
"His college sweetie. She puts out." Rory practically yelled.
"Shh! Cool it Rory, my Mom is in the kitchen," I reminded him.
He just laughed, taking the wallet from me and looking her over. "Better. Now where's the good stuff?"
"Well it's about fucking time!" Jan laughed, stealing my beer. She was in jean shorts and a bikini top that she had probably worn when she was in 6th grade. She wasn't much bigger on top now than she was then. She was cute, don't get me wrong, and looked great in shorts, but as far as tits go, she really got the short end of the stick. We didn't tease her about it much, she was pretty sensitive about it. It only came up when we were really fighting, which was about ever other month. Sometimes I was still surprised that the three of us had remained such good friends all this time. She had a temper that was absolutely volcanic, and Rory was a horrible tease, and an obnoxious flirt. Of course it was up to me to resolve all major issues, the glue that kept this trio together.
Rory, with the athlete's body, big brain, and natural good looks. Me, the lanky (I prefer that to skinny) computer geek who was always an outsider, and Jan, the real trouble maker, who'd been suspended three times in High School alone, always the rebel, never afraid to take a stand no matter how ill considered or stupid. Her short, bright pink hair was an homage to her uniqueness. And yet, as odd a match as imaginable, there we were.
Jan took the wallet from me and looked over my freshman conquest. "Not bad, Derek my man. Who'd have thought you had it in you? Or had it in her? You're coming up in the world." She laughed, passing me back my photos.
"I'd say coming anywhere other than a sweat sock is up for this guy," Rory teased.
"Really? And how about you? Doing any better?" I asked him.
I should have left it alone. He pulled out his iPhone, entered a password, and passed it to me. He must have had a hundred pictures in there of himself with at least five different girls in numerous poses, all naked, and more often than not attached to his nether appendage. The bastard. He'd done Ok in high-school, usually had a girlfriend, and was the first to lose his virginity as a sophomore. He rubbed that in our faces for years. But this? This was ridiculous.
Jan leaned over my shoulder while I breezed through the pics. Apparently I was going to fast for her - she grabbed the phone from me, and took control of the picture display. "God, the sluts at SMU must really be desperate. I hope you've been getting regular checkups. I can see you don't have the good sense to use protection. Hell, I think I saw this skank on Real Sex the other night. And that blonde, what's she, an old folk's home escapee?"
He leaned over and looked. "Naw, that's Tina, the blonde in the other picture's Mom. Man, she was hot to trot."
"You are such a fucking liar, Ror," Jan told him.
"Keep looking."
Sure enough, a few pictures later, the older blonde was standing side by side with her daughter, smiling for the camera. The resemblance was undeniable. "You're a real piece, aren't you." Jan finally admitted, shaking her head.
"You're welcome to find out anytime," Rory told her. "Always time in my busy schedule for old friends."
"You wish, you sicko. I'd never let you put that thing in me. I KNOW where it's been."
The two of them were at each other all the time. I was kind of surprised they'd never gotten together. Jan and I, on the other hand, didn't have the same kind of relationship. Ours was a lot closer, but not nearly as teasing or open about things sexual, not since we'd been able to do something about it. I think we knew just a little too much about each other's love life, or lack thereof. I was looking forward to getting together, just the two of us, and catching up on the long year we'd spent apart.
"What are we doing out here, melting in this sun? Why don't we hit the pool?"
The community pool was only about 4 blocks away. When we were younger we'd spent most of our summers there.
"I was by there earlier. You couldn't find enough open water to get your toes wet. Every brat in the area is there with their mommies and nannies.
"All those MILFs? I'm surprised you didn't stay," Jan said.
"Yeah. Me too. I hate to say it but I've missed you guys. Even your skinny ass."
"I knew it. We're here ten minutes, and you're already fixated on my outrageous body, perv." She did a slow pirouette for us, arms raised high, teasing as always. She might have been skinny, but her ass was the exception. It belonged on a girl about half again her size. Bodacious.
We talking about hitting the mall, or maybe even catching a movie, at least it would be cool in the theater, but I think we all just wanted to spend some time together. Like the old days.
"Let's hit old man Wilson's pool," Jan finally suggested.
"Shit, Jan. I was grounded for two weeks last time we pulled that stunt. The guy has no sense of humor." I reminded her. The Wilson's were two doors down from her place, and you could get there by sneaking behind their neighbor's fence. The Wilson's had a huge yard, built for entertaining, with a long gorgeous pool, a patio, and even a hot tub. And it was always empty. Always. They never used it. It was a frigging shame.
"It's not even 3 o'clock yet. They won't be home for hours. What they don't know won't hurt them." She stood up and headed for the back-line. "I'm going. Who's gonna join me?"
As usual, it was hard to say no to Jan. She would go without us, and berate us for days for being cowards. Always the wild one. And it seemed that I was the one always paying the price. Rory could talk his way out of anything, and Jan's parents pretty much had given up trying to control her. Me? I was the one with the parents who still thought I wasn't too old for a whipping, or for being grounded. Already in trouble to boot.
And yet, there I was, following in Rory's footsteps, head bent low, sliding between the hedge and the fence, until we were standing next to Jan, peeking into the Wilson's yard.
"Coast is clear. I told you so. Damn, that water looks good." She hopped the fence, and sprinted 20 yards or so into the shade of the gazebo.
The yard was nice, but kind of weird. The Wilson kids had been years ahead of us, and I don't even remember what they looked like. Yet the yard was still set up for young kids, with a swing-set, a trampoline, and an honest-to-God playhouse that had seen better days. The back yard was huge, but the pool was right up by the house. You had to cross about 30 yards of open space to get to it, and I always felt like someone was watching from one of the upstairs windows.
It took us less than a minute to strip down to our underwear, and sneak into the pool. Even knowing the house was empty, we still kept it down, not wanting to alert the neighbors to our trespassing.
Rory had a pair of loose boxers that could have been a swim suit. Jan, on the other hand, wore a pair of small pink cotton panties that barely covered half her ass. I was wearing the usual. Dammit.
"Aww, Derek, still rocking the tighty-whities I see. And you still managed to score in college. The Rutger's girls must really be hard up." Jan teased.
"I wasn't planning on going swimming," I reminded her, splashing her.
We were horse-playing, splashing around, and mostly just hanging out, recalling some of our high-school shenanigans.
"Remember when we went skinny dipping here? Right before graduation?" Jan asked.
"Remember? Three in the morning, and the police cars show up out front. Damn old man Wilson. I lost my shorts and my Aerosmith t-shirt that night. I really loved that shirt." Rory recalled.
"I almost got caught sneaking in the house naked," I reminded them. "If I hadn't ducked into the laundry room I would probably have been grounded all summer, instead of just two weeks.
"Let's do it again." Jan suggested.
"Skinny dipping? Now? In the day-time?" was the best reply I could muster.
"Sure, why not?" She reached down below the surface of the water, coming up with her wet panties. She waved them above her head, and tossed them to the side of the pool. "C'mon, the big college boys aren't shy, are they?" She reached behind her and pulled off her top, exposing her small boobs capped with large swollen nipples which seemed completely out of place on her. The nipples and aureole, the way they were now, nearly doubled the size of her tiny knockers. I'd never seen them in that state - I'm sure I'd have remembered. Not that I was complaining. Not by a long shot.
Rory was always up to her challenges, and tossed his boxers onto the diving board. "Up to you, Derek."
I was nervous. I'll admit it. The first time, I'd been drunk, it had been late, and it was pitch black outside. This was in the middle of the day, and I was way too sober. It would be bad enough getting caught, but getting caught naked?
"Stop thinking about it D, and just do it," Jan griped, exasperated.
I reached down and pulled off my underwear, tossing it just beyond where her clothes lay. I stayed apart from the other two, and contemplated turning to face the pool wall, at least for a while. I was getting hard, and if they noticed I'd never hear the end of it.
Jan went for a dive underwater, swimming between us, reaching out and poking us both in the butt. She came up sputtering. "Jesus, Rory. What's got you all hard and horny?"
He just smiled at her, not the least bit ashamed. "What do you think? You're looking pretty good there, girl. Naked suits you."
She blushed, for once at a loss for words, and took another dive, coming up right in front of me. "Wow, D, nice one. Looks like you're enjoying the view too." She bounced up in the water, bringing her tits above the waterline, giving me another look at those oversized nipples,l easily within reach.
I didn't know what to say. She was pretty as could be, naked as the day she was born, and leaning against the wall about half an inch beyond my achingly hard cock. If I had the balls to try it, I could be inside of her in seconds. Hell, if Rory was standing where I was, I bet he'd give it a shot.
Whatever I was going to say, would have had to wait. Suddenly, the speakers beside the pool starting blaring music, and we knew our collective gooses were cooked.
"Shit," Rory swore, and took off for the end of the pool to collect his underwear off the diving board, while Jan and I scrambled like mad out of the pool making a run for our underthings. Looking back, I could already see the screen door opening. We were done for.
The kid's playhouse was about 5 feet away, and I made a dash for it. I squeezed through the minuscule door into a tiny space, maybe three feet all around. I was just turning sideways, when Jan's face came in through the door. "Move!" she hissed.
"Where?" I whispered, turning as best as I could and getting my head up into the raised space in the back. It was a lousy position, all cramped and I couldn't see anything but the roof.
Jan wasn't to be stopped. I felt her crawl on top of me, knees, elbows and hips poking me hard. It only took her a few seconds to squeeze in there. If I bent my head down and sideways, I could just see her back. She was sitting on my thigh, and looked to be, if possible, even more uncomfortable then I was.
"I think we got away with it," she whispered very softly, easing the door closed behind her.
It was hot in there. In more ways than one. "Who is it?" I asked.
"I think it's their daughter, Denise, and some guy, maybe a husband?" she answered. "He's in the pool and she's sunning herself, nude."
"Really?" Then I realized what that meant. "Shit. We may be in here a while," I groused.
"It's an adventure," she reminded me. "Just be patient."
I tried to be good and held my position for a few minutes. I was afraid to move, afraid of poking her with my hard-on, or touching her in places that I shouldn't. I didn't want her to think I was trying anything. But the ache in my legs and back were building up to be almost unbearable, and I was starting to get a cramp. "I've gotta move."
"Go slow," she whispered. "And don't move forward or I won't be a virgin anymore."
I giggled. "Right, you a virgin. I thought Bobby took care of that senior year?"
"I'm still a virgin in that hole," she said. Suddenly I felt her ass rubbing against my still hard rod. "So be careful." I felt her weight lift up off of me, allowing me some room to adjust.
I managed to move sideways a bit, and pull my head out of the awkward opening above. I could now see that she was curled up almost in a ball, her back arched, her naked ass pointed right at me. She was balanced on her toes and fingertips. The view was mesmerizing. "Hurry and get comfortable. I can't stay like this forever," she reminded me.
What I wanted, more than anything else right then, was too dirty for words. In our current situation, I'd have had to be a contortionist. Oh well.
I turned a bit, and slid one leg over her back. I shifted and put my back against the rear wall, spreading my legs and bending my knees. My head was pressed against the ceiling, and I had to slide my hips forward about a foot just to fit. I was wedged in good and tight, but I was resting against the three walls, and my feet were pressed against the fourth. I was moving slowly, distracted by the smooth, sexy ass about a foot away from my face. This was a better view of a girl's privates then I'd ever seen in my life. Jessica liked the dark.




Looking down, I realized my stiff cock was only about an inch away from her pink little girl parts. Smooth and moist, not all that different from what I'd first seen all those years ago, hiding under her covers. All I had to do was grab her hips and pull her back. That was all. I might as well have tried to climb Everest barefoot, for all the likelihood of that happening.
"I don't suppose you could convince that thing to do down, could you? It's taking up half the space in here." Jan whispered.
"With a view like this? Not in this lifetime. I'll probably be hard until August." I couldn't believe the words coming out of my mouth. I sounded like Rory.
I almost died when she reached behind her and took my hard rod in her hand. She bent it forward, and sat on me just behind it. When she released it, I could feel it pressing against her. My imagination ran wild.
She slowly unfolded, moving my legs at will, wrapping hers around them, and sitting back. She was laying against my chest, her head beside mine at an angle. "Damn, I almost cramped up. My thighs are killing me."
Always the gentleman, I reached forward and started rubbing the backs of her legs, from just behind her knees, all the way down to her delightful butt. Damn, it felt good on my end.
She turned to look at me, but didn't say a word. There was a slight smile on her lips that I wanted to erase it with my own daring lips. I wanted to press my mouth against hers, feel her lips open up, her tongue twining with mine. That's what I wanted to do. Instead, I smiled back, and held her, my hands already daring far more than I would ever have dreamt of, squeezing the back of her thighs, almost at her butt, my fingertips just inches away from her warm, dark secrets.
Our bodies were already sweating profusely from being in the dark, cramped space. The threadbare carpet underneath us was rough, and smelled of decay. The cramped hot space reminded be of being in that attic all day, and had me second thinking my job just for a second, before I came back to reality, and the glorious present, with my naked best friend laying on me, her entire spectacular nudity on display. I'd suffer the heat.
Her eyes slid past mine and peeked out the window next to us. "Oh my God, we might be here a while."
I looked out to see that the woman, Denise if our guess was right, was giving the lucky guy a blow-job. She was in the water, and he was seated on the side of the pool, maybe 20 feet away. They were turned sideways to us, and I could clearly see his rod disappearing in her willing mouth. The lucky bastard.
We both watched them for several minutes. I was getting hornier by the moment. My hands were still massaging Jan's long slim legs, but I'd moved to the inside of her thigh's without even realizing it. She was breathing hard.
"Shh," I whispered, almost in her ear.
She started to turn a little and almost slid off my lap. I reached for her sides, holding her still, and left my hands where they'd landed, one of them half covering her breast, my fingertip just barely brushing her hard nipple. She adjusted just a bit, and settled back. She was soaked in sweat, as was I, and our bodies were slippery against each other. I could feel the sweat rolling down my chest, pooling against her back. The aching in my stiff cock was unbearably distracting.
"Sorry," she whispered so softly I had to lean even closer to hear. "This is a precarious position."
"I don't mind, get comfortable," I told her generously.
"Comfortable? I'd be happy with pain-free."
While we watched the extended blow-job, and I have to say, the guy had stamina, my hands moved in and found her breasts. I was in heaven.
"Geez, Derek. Here?" she asked softly, but twisted against my hands, her slippery butt, sliding lower, pressing my hard-on against her.
I squeezed her breasts, pulling her tight against my body. My head was in the crux of her neck, and I tasted her skin. My hands had a mind of their own, capturing her hard nipples, pulling and squeezing.
"God, look at that," she gasped, still staring out the window, while my hands had free reign.
I turned and looked out our little cross-hatched window. The mystery couple had switched places and the man's head was between her legs. She leaned back on her arms, eyes closed, big breasts rising and falling with her deep breaths.
"Now those are some tits," Jan said softly, resentfully.
"No thanks," I whispered, kissing her moist neck, tasting her saltiness. "I'll take these over those fake things any day."
She twisted and looked into my eyes. "Oh really?"
"Absolutely," I said. Still fearing rejection, I hesitantly leaned forward and kissed her. She parted her lips and her tongue brushed my teeth, making my aching hard-on twitch. Sweet Jesus! I was kissing her!
She pulled away slowly, with a big smile. "Careful down there; I felt that."
She leaned back against me, my hands still playing with her adorable little titties, tugging on those amazing nipples which were hard and had swollen to take up two thirds of her breasts. She sighed and we watched the action outside together.
"That's making me so damn horny," Jan confessed when our lady friend screamed out her first huge orgasm.
"You?" I laughed, catching myself from being too loud. "I'm rocking a twenty minute hard-on, and the sexiest girl I've ever known is naked in my lap. I swear I'm about to explode."
"Poor baby." Her hand reached down between her legs, and I felt her fingers slowly stroke me. "I don't recall this guy being so big."
"I guess things have changed a bit since 7th grade." I closed my eyes and concentrated on the feel of her hand.
"Shit, I wish I'd known. I'm sure I could've gotten you laid with this thing. You've been keeping secrets."
"Not from you," I reminded her. "Never."
Her motion changed and she caressed my cockhead. "I know. No secrets between us, ever."
I squeezed her, kissing her neck. "Speaking of secrets, when did you start shaving down there? I was hoping to see if your hair was pink all over."
That earned me a sharp elbow in the ribs. I figured it was worth it.
I moved one of my hands off of her breast, and slid it down her slender belly, reaching down and touching her moist folds. I loved the feel of her fat pussy lips, and rubbed her. My middle finger slowly entered her folds, feeling the moist heat of her insides.
"God, you're being bad, D," she murmured, rubbing her hand across my throbbing cock. "Look, there they go."
I peeked, and saw the couple walking to the nearest lounge chair, not much more than a dozen feet away. The man sat down, his hard cock standing straight up. The lady leaned over and sucked him, then straddled the chair and sat down on his rod. She slowly sank down, squeezing her big breasts. His hands reached up and joined hers, manhandling those massive tits, while she started to move up and down.
The scenario made me braver than I would ever have thought possible. I pulled my fingers out, pulled my cock back toward her, and slowly pushed the head into her sopping slit.
"Not now, Derek. Not like this," she said softly.
I wasn't to be denied, not now. Not with her naked in my lap. "I have to," I confessed. I wriggled my hips, pushing up, my hand guiding me deeper into her, until I had at least half of it inside of her. Her tightness was almost unbearable, and I had to concentrate not to explode inside of her immediately.
"Derek, please. We can't," she murmured, but didn't do anything to stop me.
"Just this, Ok?" I asked her, closing my eyes and savoring the feeling of being inside of her. Ignoring my own words, I nudged further into her.
"Damn it, D. Stop and think what you're doing," she groaned, leaning back and closing her eyes. "It's me, Jan."
"I've thought about it for years, Jan." My stubborn streak was kicking in, and after going this far, there was no way I was going to stop. I pulled her up my body, pulling part way out, then slid her back down my sweaty torso, sinking back inside of her.
"Gentle," she moaned. "You're bigger than my boys and my toys." She arched her back pushing down on her hips, and I slid in even deeper. Incredible. I was inside my best friend, and loving every moment of it.
I reached down with my hands and grabbed her soft butt cheeks, my hands slipping until I got a nice good grip on her ass. I lifted her up, getting a little space between us. It allowed just enough maneuvering room for me to thrust up into her. Up and down, deeper and deeper, taking this steaming hot girl. My very best friend. The little girl I'd walked to elementary school with every day. The girl who'd given me my first kiss. The girl who'd shown me the difference between boys and girls, under the covers with a flashlight, uncovering one of the great mysteries of life. The girl who helped me drown my misery in half a pepperoni pizza and a double chocolate shake, after Cindy shot me down in flames, laughing at me, embarrassing me in front of everybody that I thought mattered back when. The girl who shared all her dreams and fantasies with me.
Fuck fantasies. This was sooo much better.
The effort on my arms was more than I could sustain, and just when I thought I'd have to lower her, her slippery butt slipped out of my hands, dropping her down, impaling her. She surprised me by leaning forward, bending almost in two, and grabbing my ankles. She pulled her feet in closer, forcing my legs together. Jan, sweet Jan, lifted her hips up, then slammed them down onto me, taking me completely in one stunning move. When she lifted her hips again, I could see her sweat slick ass perfectly, and watched my rod disappear into her as she started fucking me, her hips rising and falling, taking my entire length over and over. The sight of it was mind-blowing.
The sweat poured off of my forehead, and I grabbed the only cloth available, her tiny panties, and wiped my face. The smell of chlorine and her own musky scent hit me like a Mike Tyson uppercut, and I inhaled deeply, stunned, laying her soaked panties on my chest.
I suddenly realized, she'd never even tried to put them back on. The teasing hussy!
I pressed back against the rear wall, lifting her up by her full ass, and thrusting against her as she came back down. I was afraid I was going to push through the rear wall of the old playhouse, bringing the old building down on us.
The whole thing was too much for me, and I felt the tension in my nuts. "I have to come," I warned her.
"Do it. Come for me," she hissed, her pale cheeks bouncing up and down with abandon. I grabbed her hips and pushed up into her, coming hard, painfully so. It wouldn't stop; I just kept shooting into her, for what seemed like ages. Even when I thought I was done, with a push from my hips I exploded into her again. And again. Finally I released her, massaging her where I'd been squeezing, trying to erase the red marks I'd left on her fair skin, and she sat down and back, collapsing on me.
"Wow," she murmured. "That was unexpected."
We both giggled at that, while I caressed her long slender body.
I was still inside her, and I reached around and started playing with her pussy, stroking it, rubbing it, pressing down on her clit, waiting for her to stop me. Waiting in vain.
I found a motion she seemed to like, two fingers in her pussy, pushing in above my cock, which was staying semi-hard. My other hand was rubbing her clit in little circles that had her whimpering. It sounded so sexy, I was going to do whatever I could to get her off. I kept up the same steady motion, rubbing her clit, and fingering the inside of her, while my cock started to harden. It took a few minutes, but I was learning her body, enjoying the hard won knowledge. I nudged my hips back and forth, moving just a little inside of her tightness. Her hands reached back and gripped my sides, painfully, her nails digging in, and I saw her bite her lip and grunt. I could feel her pussy tensing around my fingers, as she came for me. It was beautiful, and too damn hot for words.
Yeah. I did that. I made the wild thing come for me. For once, I really felt like a man.
She turned and clung to me, kissing me, her tongue exploring my mouth. I was hard as a rock, and was almost willing to go outside and face the music, just to have enough room to fuck my lifelong friend with complete abandon.
It took some work, but I managed to bend her over, and leaning one way, then the other, positioned my legs outside of hers. It felt like I was getting a back full of splinters as I pushed against the roof and got over her, on my knees, my chest to her back. Reaching between us blind, I pushed and probed, wringing a few giggles from her, which turned into a huge sigh when I finally found her opening and slid into her. I fucked her like it was my mission in life, plowing into her fiercely, bouncing her head off the far wall.
"Easy, D. I don't want to go home with a concussion," she warned.
The music from the speakers was still going, and I could hear the faint strains of Dire Straits, Brothers in Arms, setting a rhythm for me. I slowed down and found a comfortable pace, as comfortable as was possible in our predicament. It was so right, so natural to envelope her in my arms, while my thick cock, fed her insides. Before the song ended I was amazed to hear her moaning that she was going to come for me. Yes!
I fucked her through her delightful orgasm, my thighs burning and on the verge of letting me down. I wanted more, so much more, but I'd have to move before I screamed.
I pulled out, and with a lot of awkward and sometimes painful movements and contortions, including one particularly hard knee to the head that had me seeing stars, I was able to lay her on her back, her legs pulled back, shins beside her head. I leaned over her, bracing my feet against the wall behind me, and slid back into her. Bending over as far as I could, my knees embracing her hips, I fucked my beautiful friend, kissing her and mauling her sensitive titties.
I felt like Superman, pounding into her. The man of steel. I couldn't move more than a few inches in any direction, but my hips had free reign, and I stroked her long and deep, on and on, like I was never going to stop. It was epic. She shifted a few times, moving about, until she found a position that seemed less difficult, and pulled her knees down beside her tits, raising her hips to me. I tried a few different angles, as much as I could without knocking out a wall or two, settling in for the long haul when she whispered, "There, right there. Fuck me D."
God she felt good. My cock swelled and filled her, while I plunged her depths. Wild horses couldn't have pulled me off of her right then. After several minutes I saw the changes in her, her face flushing bright red, her legs tensing, her moans quickening, and she started to come on my cock. Christ, she was responsive! I kept at her, steadily, fucking her hard, and her orgasm seemed to be unending. On and on it went, her eyes open wide, unseeing. She was moaning out of control, senseless sounds pouring out of her, and I put my hand over her mouth, trying to keep her quiet, while her pussy spasmed madly over my cock.
She squirted on me, soaking my cock and balls, and feeding my fragile ego. Fuck yeah, she was enjoying this, maybe even more than me! Just when I was afraid she'd pass out from coming so hard, she lost that glazed looked and stared at me in wonder.
I grinned stupidly. "I love you too."
I picked up the pace and fucked her harder, grabbing her shoulders and pounding her as hard and fast as I could. I was afraid I was going to bring the house down on us. It was rattling but I couldn't stop, wouldn't stop. Sadly, I felt that feeling of impending release, knowing this ride was all but over. I leaned down and kissed her hard while I filled her sweet, tight pussy once more, grinding into her, draining my need into her delicious opening.
I was gasping in the stifling heat, beyond exhaustion, when I heard a chuckle from outside the playhouse. Anxiously I turned and looked and saw a face looking in each window.
"You guys can come out now, that can't be comfortable," I heard one of our unknown hosts say.
Embarrassed, and yet regretful, I pulled out of my old friend and new lover, and squeezed back into the corner so she could escape our confines. Jan crawled out on her hands and knees, moving tentatively. I couldn't help myself, and I ran my fingers along her pussy and ass, as it departed from view, suddenly nervous that I might never see that incredible sight again.
I grabbed our scraps of clothing, and followed after her, ready to face the music.
Our hosts were standing before us, as naked as we were. They were probably in their late 20's, maybe 30, and looked even better up close. The woman had curves on her curves, and big round tits that probably deserved their own zip-code. They had to be store bought, the way they stood up high and screamed for attention. The man was tall and fit, towering over all of us, with dark hair and a very shortly trimmed beard. I was almost afraid to look below his waist. They were the epitome of good looks and sexiness. Damn, this was so much better than getting caught by old man Wilson.
"Hi, I'm Denise, and that's my playhouse you just defiled," the woman said with a smile, holding out her hand.
We introduced ourselves, still feeling awkward, our underthings in my sweaty grasp.
"You better leave before Mom and Dad come home," Denise said. "I don't think they'd approve of naked strangers rutting in their yard." She smiled, taking away any sting her words might impart. "I have to say, having you two watch us was one of the sexiest things ever. That, and seeing you in that tiny house, fucking like rabbits."
"Sorry," I said. "We just came over for a quick swim, and well, we hid in there so we wouldn't get caught. I guess you know the rest."
"God, it was hot watching you two," Jan remarked. "Off the hook."
"We'll be here the whole month. Next time you feel like a swim, or whatever, just come on over. I think we could be good friends," Denise said.
Her words and open admiration of our naked bodies had me believing that the opportunity might be there to be REALLY good friends. I looked her over smiling, and as unbelievable as it was, felt myself getting hard.
"Look, Mark, I think he likes me," Denise giggled.
He grinned, reaching out and cupping her ass. "What's not to like?"
Jan looked down and saw my reaction. "Jesus, Derek. Again?"
I reached over and pulled my friend, my very special friend, close. "I think we might just take you up on that offer sometime."
"Great. Come over any time. I'll let the parents know you're guests. But next time bring a suit, just in case." Denise came over and gave us each a hug. "Don't be strangers, and don't make us wait too long." Her hand reached down and brushed my awakening cock, sending shivers down my spine. Shivers? In 100 degree weather? I guess I did like her.
They turned and left us, heading back indoors, looking just as hot from behind. Jan and I made a beeline for the gazebo where we got dressed, silently.
I had just fucked my best friend. Even after she asked me not to. I had fucked her over and over again, like an animal out of control. What was I thinking? I was no better than Rory. Fuck.
I didn't know how badly things were messed up between us. Jan looked quiet and pensive as she covered up her sweet body, turning away from me, giving me one more long look at her oh-so-incredible ass. I wanted to say something. Tell her how special she was. How it wasn't an accident, I'd wanted her for years. I couldn't help myself, I would explain, she was too hot, too naked, too available. Fuck. I didn't know what to say. I had to say something. Had I ruined everything?



"I guess Rory made a clean getaway," I finally blurted.
How lame.
"Like I really give a rats ass?" Jan answered.
Shit. I had totally fucked things up. Fifteen years of friendship down the drain. The best and worst day of my life, all in a span of 30 minutes. I could at least be a man about it. I wasn't going to let her see me cry. Not this time.
She reached over and took my hand, and lead me back between the houses. When we got to our yards, she turned left heading toward her place, still pulling me along by the hand.
"My parents won't be home for hours. Let's see if it's half as good, with a real bed under us. And this time, let me breathe when I'm coming."
It was going to be an awesome summer.
----
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Any hopes I had of sleeping in were destroyed with the cacophonous pounding.
I looked over at my alarm clock and growled when I saw it was a few minutes past 9.
Heathens.
As the pounding continued, I knew I'd get no more rest. I struggled through my morning ablutions and a little more ready for the world, headed out to find out what the bloody blue blazes was creating such a racket.
There was a crowd just outside the house, sawing and hammering away. Exiting through the plastic sheathing in the living room, I found Jim at the center of things, with Joe and his youngest brother Eric working off to one side. Even the girls were hard at it, providing extra hands where required. I saw Beth and Robin hauling wood from the backyard, Debbie and Amie were holding boards in place while the guys looked to be framing the walls. I was a little surprised to see Amie there, after the little escapade we'd had before I left. Even the tykes were at work, tasked with picking up the scraps and even given some holding and measuring jobs.
I'm not much of a craftsman, but fortunately we had Eric's professional help, and I'd worked with both Joe and Jim before, building garages and porches, and this seemed to be pretty much the same. It was a pretty big space, now that I looked it over, and Jim confirmed it was 28' by 20', big enough for our new dining room, and an additional family room. It nearly ran the entire length of the house.
"It's about time, slacker," Jim ragged me. "Now we can have two teams. You'll work with me; we'll leave the pros the hard stuff," he added, nodding toward Joe and his brother, who didn't do much more than give me a nod.
"Not 'til he's eaten something," Debbie announced from behind me, placing a bacon and egg sandwich in my hand.
"Jesus, Debbie. He's spoiled enough, already," Jim said.
I shut up and ate, wondering what this was costing me - in dollars and in favors. Looking around I saw that the sills had already been lined up and drilled and they were laying out the walls on the ground and framing them complete before standing them upright.
By the time we broke for lunch, we had nearly finished the walls. Karen had showed up, from God knows where, and together with Debbie had setup make-shift tables in the back yard.
Once again, at lunch, I recounted a bit of my tales of Spain, while we discussed the progress. Joe was seated next to me, and leaned in. "Who's the new babe with the glasses?"
"Amie? She was here when we did the original work," I reminded him.
"I thought so. Any chance of an introduction for Eric? He's smitten."
That would be nice, I thought. And it would help get her sights off of me. "I'll see what I can do."
Eric was acting tongue-tied and nervous, bracketed by Beth and Robin, while the girls grilled him. With a couple of sandwiches in me, I drew Beth aside, and got her buy-in. We agreed to push the two together.
It was fun to watch the interplay, as most of us worked to get the two together, while trying not to be overly obvious. Since they were the only ones not in some kind of relation, it wasn't too hard. And he wasn't a bad looking guy. Hell, none of Joe's siblings were.
By the time we called it a day, we had done the lion's share of the work. The walls and trusses were up, and the exterior sheathing was in place. An interior wall nearly bisected the space creating a 20' x 13' dining area and a 20' x 15' family room. Still a lot of work to do, but most of the rest could be done a little at a time, with the exterior elements at bay. It had seemed like we'd built a really strange roof on the extension, and I figured they were making attic storage space, but Robin and Eric explained that the idea was to make it easy to extend the upstairs if we ever felt the need. Extend the upstairs? With the new addition we were already looking at over 3000 square feet. Never mind the exterior buildings.
When Debbie took a dinner head-count, Joe called home, and instead of abandoning us, convinced Cathy to come by, and bring the kids. By the time we'd cleaned up, covered the windows and the exterior side door, Debbie had our meal ready, and Cathy was hard at work beside her. There was still some light left, and with such a big crowd, we ate outside again, this time a huge spaghetti feast, with what looked like about a hundred meatballs, although Debbie assured me there were only 30 or so. Only. Each one looked like a meal in itself, nearly the size of a baseball.
Our efforts at pushing Amie and Eric together seemed to be paying off, as they sat together and chatted, with Beth seated by Eric on the other side, and playing matchmaker. Debbie and Cathy were bracketing Joe, and the teasing looked relentless. At one point he almost spit out a mouth full of food, and I wished I was close enough to hear more. I was between Beth and Karen, and with Jim and Robin seated a good bit away it seemed like as good a time as any to work on the 'Sisters Issue'.
"What's the latest on you guys and Robin?" I asked, innocently enough. "I know the three of you are together behind closed doors a lot. The "sharing" thing working out?"
"Jack, I don't want to talk about that here," she said softly.
I laughed aloud, "Look around, nobody even knows we're alive." I nodded toward Debbie, on Karen's far side, and at Beth beside me. "They're too busy giving the Howard boys a hard time. So spill."
She heaved a sigh. "It's not bad."
"I bet Jim's loving it. Going from nothing to you two wild things."
"Well, we're not quite all the way there yet."
"Not 'all the way'? What does that mean?"
"Damn you're nosy! It means that he doesn't get to fuck her," she said so softly I could barely hear her. "She gets to help, but that is it."
"Really. And how long do you think that's going to work?"
I was surprised to see her blush. "I don't know. It's just so hard to take that next step. I've come close a couple of times, but I just can't do it."
"Maybe tonight would be a good time. Make it a sort of reward. And make it clear you're in charge," I encouraged her.
"Could you help?" she asked, unexpectedly.
"Help?"
"Yeah. You know, if you joined us, you could make it happen, and it wouldn't be all on my shoulders."
"Karen, as tempting as that sounds, I don't think Beth or Debbie would look kindly on my adding your sister to my 'friends with benefits' list."
"Why not? She's the only one here over the age of 10 you're not screwing already?" She pointedly looked around the table, and I realized she was almost right. So far I had been with every woman at the table, at least once. Her sister's little scene the day before was the only one she didn't know about.
"I still think you'd be better off doing this one on your own."
"Please, Jack. If you were just there, it would be so much easier for me. You know I can't say no to you."
I closed my eyes and stopped to ponder the complexity of my life. I turned to her and gave her a hug. "I'll see what I can do, Ok? No promises yet."
She reached over and put her hand between my legs. "Thanks Jack. You've always come through for me. As far back as I remember, you've used me, and even abused me, but you've never let me down. Well maybe that civil war thing, but that wasn't your fault."
I leaned in to Beth to see how things were going over there. "Progress?"
She leaned toward me and whispered, "Almost closed the deal. He's a little slow, but he's coming around. I think with a few more beers in him and with a little more work on my part, we can get over that first big step."
"I'm working on the 'Sisters Issue'," I told her.
"That's good. If we could just get them to play nice, it would make everything around here a lot better. I mean it's already a lot better, but Robin, well you know."
After the previous day's shared experience, we both knew. Young Robin was wound tighter than a clock spring.
"I know. That's what I'm working on. They're playing house together, but Robin only gets to play half the game. Karen's on the brink of letting her sister have a full share."
"Tell me later," she murmured, with a quick kiss on the cheek, then turned her wicked intentions back to the nascent couple we were trying to bring together.
After dinner, I made an effort to help put things away, but I was told, in no uncertain terms, that my first priority was to get myself cleaned up. The other gentlemen present were given similar edicts, and when Eric made as if he was going to head out, he was encouraged to just take a quick shower here, since we had 4 and a half bathrooms anyway, and I'd loan him a clean t-shirt and shorts. He didn't put up much resistance, and was sent off to use the big bathroom upstairs.
While we settled who was going to get cleaned up, and where, Karen and Cathy ushered the kids into bed. They were beat, after the day's events, and even having visitors over wasn't enough to keep them from dreamland.
Beth showed up at the beginning of my shower, giggling. I watched her strip and climb into the shower with me. "This could be interesting." She informed me. "Whatever you're doing must be working. I saw Jim and Robin head off to shower together."
"And Karen isn't monitoring the situation?"
"Nope. She and Cathy are dealing with the little ones, and helping Debbie clean up. Amie's using my room upstairs to shower. Come to think of it, that may be the first time that shower's ever been used." She passed me the soap, and I helped lather her up, then she returned the favor. "So, what's the scoop?"
"Karen's letting Robin play around, but she's not allowed to screw Jim."
"That sucks. And?"
"And she asked me to help them take the next step." It was nice to rinse the soap off of her smooth young body.
"Help them? How? Don't tell me they don't know how to screw," she sounded a little irritated, and her lathering of my 'boys' was a little rougher than I'd prefer.
"She just wants me there, sort of the directing force behind going all the way. When we're together, she always gives in to me, and she thinks that it'd be easier for her that way. I think she's nuts."
"Don't you dare fuck Robin," Beth said.
"I don't plan on it."
"I know about you and your plans. I don't care what she or Karen wants. Don't do it. If you ever go down that path, it'll be with me there, right?"
I wondered if that was a hint at the previous day's escapade, and a possible future replay. "Absolutely." I pulled her close and let my hands wander freely. "It's not like I really want to anyway. Not with you here."
"Don't start, Jack. Everyone's out there waiting for us."
My hand had reached between her legs, and I was rubbing her. "Let 'em wait a bit."
"Damn, can't you wait a little while?"
"I was hoping you'd take care of things, sort of take the edge off before I head up with Karen and Robin. Last thing I need is to be all worked up in a room with those two."
"Jesus, you are so bad."
"And you're so good, beautiful girl." She leaned back into me, as my fingers plumbed her depths.
"At least let's finish up in here, before we use up all the hot water."
With an 80 gallon tank upstairs, and the Master Bedroom using its own tankless heater, that wasn't a likely danger, but I went along rather than argue the point. Who wants to argue with a beautiful naked teenager anyway?
We dried off together, and I waited in the bedroom while she dried and brushed her hair. She was in such a hurry, but still had 10 minutes to spend on her hair. Eventually she made it to the bedroom, where I was waiting patiently, just as naked as her.
She walked over and sat beside me, reaching over and caressing my cock which had wilted while waiting.
"Looks like there's no edge left to take off," she teased.
I reached over and pulled her down to the bed, kissing her, and once more letting my hands wander where they would. Her hand didn't do much wandering, staying focused between my legs.
As I firmed up, I moved between her legs, opening her up and positioned myself to enter her. She reached down and lined me up. With her guidance, I slid inside, ecstatic to be where I was. I kissed her deeply, and thrust home, filling her.
"I can't believe I'm letting you screw me, with an entire house full of guests just beyond that door."
"Just don't scream too much," I teased.
"You wish, buster. You'd love that, having me screaming out so everyone would know just what you're up to."
"And right now, I'm up to about 8 inches deep in the sexiest girl I know."
"Liar. Debbie's still out there," she reminded me.
"You are just as sexy as her," I insisted, thrusting into her hard, reaffirming my feelings.
"I wish," she said softly.
I stopped my motion, lingering above her with my cock head barely buried. "Don't. You are an absolutely amazing woman. Don't you know by now what you do to me?"
"I know. I know you want me. Sometimes I just don't understand why. And if you did want me that much, why do you always go back to Karen and Cathy, and even girls like Amie, Robin and who knows who else?"
"Say the word, and I'll never touch another one of them again."
"I don't think you could."
I slid my cock deep inside of her. "Try me."
Before she could answer me, I heard a pounding. "You guys going to come out and join us?" I heard Karen call from beyond the door.
Beth started pushing me away, leaving me hard and wanting. "Damn! I'm so embarrassed. Get dressed; you'll just have to wait a few more minutes to fuck Karen with that thing."
I stood beside her, while she climbed off the bed. I took her into my arms. "The hell with her. The hell with all of them. Let's just lock the door and break the bed."
She hugged me tight. "It's Ok. I know you love me. I'm just feeling a little insecure right now."
"I'm sorry. You should never feel insecure. I love you madly, and I'm lucky to have you in my life."
"I love you too, but we've put a lot of things in play, and I think we'd better head out there and deal with 'em. I think Amie needs some help landing Eric, and if you can do anything to resolve the sisters thing, it would make all of our lives a little easier." She released me, and went to the closet to get dressed. I just threw on some shorts and a t-shirt.
We were already late for the party going on in the living room. The laughing and ruckus gave every indication we hadn't been missed too much.
The couch was already full to overflowing, with Joe wedged between Cathy and Debbie, and Karen seated at the end. The love-seat looked to have a bit of room, which was quickly remedied by Beth scooting in on one side of Eric, with Amie already perched on his other side. Her added presence required Eric and Amie to get even closer. Amie had obviously found plenty of time to clean up. She was wearing a long t-shirt that reached halfway down her thighs, and if my guess was right, not a whole lot else. Her hair looked wet, and was tied back. She looked good - really good. Lucky Eric.
My favorite recliner was still open, but I felt a little lonely sitting there by myself. It did give me a great view of all the interactions, and it was entertaining. When Amie moved, I had a good look up her legs, and strove to see if my guess was right.
I wasn't lonely long. Robin came traipsing down the stairwell, and after a quick survey of the room she bounced over and planted herself in my lap - with a teasing little wiggle.
"Have a nice shower?"
"Not as nice as yours, I imagine," she laughed, adding another wriggle.
"I behaved myself, mostly, I'll have you know."
"Oh, too bad. Mine wasn't completely innocent, but not as naughty as I'd wish. I'm telling you, Jack, Karen's driving me nuts with this deal of hers."
"I'm glad you're sticking with the plan, though." Her constant rolling of her hips in my lap was resulting in a perfectly reasonable response.
Jim showed up around then, and after a quick glance around the room, seated himself at Karen's feet, getting involved in that conversation.
Robin leaned back, wrapping an arm around my shoulders. Her face was close to mine and she whispered, "Lots of subplots going on here, where do you thing this is all going?"
I had to admit I had no idea. "My guess is that Debbie and Cathy will be taking Joe into the bedroom before too long, and make his day." I was a little surprised at the thought. It wasn't like Debbie, even though she'd been with Joe a couple of times already.
"And what are Beth and Amie up to?" She asked, bringing my attention to that group, nibbling on my ear at the same time.
"I don't imagine they'll be going too far, but I imagine before Eric leaves here, he'll be working on a way to be with Amie, let's say, more thoroughly."
"I hope she doesn't let him close the deal too quickly. We could sure use a couple more days of his help," Robin chuckled.
"I guess that Beth will do her best to be the regulator of that relationship. She seemed eager enough to bring them together."
"And that leaves you and me, and Karen and JimBob," she observed.
"I guess it does."
Debbie extricated herself from the couch and came over to me. "Help me out in the kitchen a moment, will ya, Jack?"
I dislodged Robin, and walked across the room with the incomparable Debbie. Once in the kitchen she turned to me. "Cathy wants to stay tonight. And she'd like me to stay with her and Joe. What do you think?"
I smiled and pulled her close. "You two have been teasing him unmercifully all night," I observed.
"It's too easy." She smiled, and I knew she was having fun. "Would you mind, much?"
"If you're Ok with it, I think it'd be a nice thing to do."
"Care to join us?" she asked, her hands rubbing up and down my sides.
"If it's alright with you, I thought I'd try to help Karen, Robin and Jim resolve a couple of issues. I'm not going to do Robin, but Karen wants my support while she finally lets the other two get together."
"Jeez. What have they been doing up in that room?" She asked, surprised.
"Apparently everything but the real thing. Karen just wants me there to sort of 'encourage' her to let the other two seal the deal. I don't imagine it'll take all that long. I'll join you after."
"Don't take too long," she said. She leaned in and gave me a warm kiss. "I'll be waiting." She turned and headed back to the living room.
I sighed, and then followed her back in. I went over to Karen. "Say your good-nights. I think it's time for us to head up."
I took my own advice and thanked Eric and Amie for the help, and gave Beth a quick kiss. "I'll be back before too long."
"Don't be in too much of a hurry," she answered softly.
As I turned and headed up the stairs, Robin trotted over to my side. "What's going on Jack?"
"That's up to your sister," I told her, tugging her up beside me and patting her ass, on the way upstairs.
With the four of us in Karen's room, I directed my attention to Robin. She seemed surprised when I sat on the edge of the bed, and pulled her close. "Let's see if that t-shirt is true." The words written across it, 'Sleeps Well With Others,' might well be tested.
I peeled the shirt off of her, exposing her breasts, and pulled her close enough for a taste. After a minute or two, I undid her pants and lowered those as well. She was going commando, no surprise there. I stood, picked her up and laid her out on the bed. Within minutes I was between her legs, getting my first taste of her. Feeling a shift on the bed, I looked over to see that Jim was back to his old tricks, playing follow the leader. Still half-dressed, he was going down on Karen.
My purpose was simple enough, and after a couple of minutes of fun, when I had Robin really worked up, I climbed off of her and got undressed. She bounced off the bed and helped me, then dropped to her knees and I once more had a chance to sample her excellent oral skills.



I wasn't easy on her, and fucked her face pretty aggressively, but couldn't get Beth's admonition out of my mind. I looked around and saw that Jim was seated on the bed behind me, and Karen was hidden from my view. I had a pretty good idea what she was up to. I pulled my cock out of Robin's warm and willing mouth and helped her stand, then took her hand and guided her around the bed.
I sat beside Jim, and encouraged Robin to get back to work. It was fun to watch, the two sisters doing their best to satisfy us. After a minute or two it looked like Jim was getting too close. I leaned over and tapped Karen on the shoulder. "Ease up sweetheart, and come over here and help your little sister."
Jim seemed a little surprised, but Karen had a big smile and was soon settled between my legs. This was obviously something new for them, sharing, and they started a little awkwardly. They seemed to compete a bit at first, and then I heard Robin giggle. That had Karen joining her and they took turns a little more easily. They even started working together, and seeing their lips side-by-side, sliding up my cock was a complete turn-on. The girls soon got into it, and were playful and sexy, giving me an amazing dual blow-job.
I teased Jim, who was watching unabashedly. "You lucky bastard. These two are pretty amazing. You must love this."
He pouted. "Two at once? That's your specialty. I'm happy enough to get one or the other."
Good answer, I thought. "Well, tonight, that's going to change. Let me have this one, and you're next."
The girls giggled and went at me even more aggressively. A couple of more minutes and they had accomplished their immediate goal. I was ready to pop and let them know it. The sucking sisters backed off and took turns sucking me down, just a few strokes each. I wondered who was going to win this little contest, then decided to settle the issue. When Robin had me in her mouth, I reached forward, thrust into her mouth, and held her head while I brought myself to completion, and filled her talented mouth.
Sighing, I leaned back on the bed, closing my eyes and letting the two delicious sisters finish me and clean me up. "God, that's nice."
A few seconds later the two girls had Jim stretched out on the bed, and they were delivering another sexy dual blow-job to my partner in crime. Watching the girls at work, I wondered at what was going on downstairs among the rest of the gang.
I got behind Karen and played with her while she and her sister applied their attention to Jim. It didn't take them long to carry him to the point of no return.
"Nice, huh?" I asked him, while I filled Karen's pussy with a couple of fingers.
"Oh, God!" he groaned.
"Finish him Karen," I told my plaything.
She did as directed, thrusting her face down on his cock and receiving his involuntary offering.
"Robin, come her, you sexy little slut, and get me ready for your sweet sister."
The troublesome little sister eagerly came to me and one more got me ready. She was good, no doubt about it, and it didn't take her long to have me hard and ready. I was even starting to regret not using her mouth more frequently. That wouldn't have really been cheating. With the ice broken, I'd have to see what I could do to follow up on that.
Karen was watching, with Jim cuddled up behind her. When I was good and stiff, I separated myself from Robin's ministrations and lay down on the bed. "Come here Karen, I need you."
She didn't need to be asked twice. She straddled me, and soon was riding me sweetly, those big breasts of hers above me, begging for attention. Instead, I pulled her down, holding her close. "Now. Let him have her," I whispered to her.
She gasped while I held her ass tightly, and thrust into her.
She rose up and looked behind her. "Jim, don't leave my poor sister hanging."
Jim lay down beside me, and Robin took a couple of minutes to get him ready for her. Karen sat upright, fucking herself thoroughly, while watching her sister and her lover. When she observed he was fully hard, she made the big step. "Go ahead, Robin, fuck his brains out."
That was all Robin needed to hear. She quickly climbed aboard, and used him hard. After a few minutes, I eased Karen off. "Sit on his face."
She was obedient as usual, complaining about my dominant, forceful ways, but settling down over Jim's mouth, facing her sister.
I, on the other hand, stood between the sisters and took turns feeding them my cock. There was something especially naughty about sliding my cock between each of their lips while Jim was buried beneath them.
I watched Karen move as Jim dislodged her from his face. "I'm getting close," he warned her. Robin started to rise up, but Karen pushed her back in place.
"Finish him," she said softly, then leaned forward and hugged her sister, before climbing off and letting the couple finish in peace.
We watched them get off together, and Robin did not disappoint, riding Jim hard until he cried out and grabbed her hips, thrusting madly into her.
I leaned over and turned Karen's face to mine and kissed her gently. "You guys have fun."
I left the three of them to find out what was happening elsewhere in the house. I felt proud I hadn't come in either one. It showed restraint. Blow-jobs don't count anyway.
===
Beth and Amie were parked on the couch, chatting quietly, with the room to themselves.
"Eric took off?" I asked.
Beth giggled, and moved to the side, making room for me between the two of them. I was dressed just in my shorts, and still sporting a hard-on from upstairs.
"Didn't want to spoil him too much on our first night," Amie explained, leaning into me. "What have you been up to?"
Beth was curious as well. "How did the sisters experiment go?"
"Much better than anticipated. I don't know if that will settle everything, but it's one more hurdle overcome." I said.
"And you and Robin?" Beth asked pointedly.
"No me and Robin," I told her.
She leaned in and grabbed my hard-on. "I guess that explains this."
"And the others?" I asked her, while her hand clutched my cock tightly.
"Tucked away in our room."
"If you listen, you can hear that they're playing well together," Amie added, then leaned in and placed her hand over Beth's on my cock. "You know, I could play well together too."
Beth laughed. "You had your chance, Bimbo! Are you going to go straight from making out with Eric, to this?"
Amie smiled. "Why not? It looks like you plan to."
"Oh really?" I asked.
Beth blushed hard. "We were just playing. I was just helping things along."
"Oh, PuhhLEASE," Amie exclaimed, sliding her hand under Beth's and giving me a delightful squeeze. "If I can share with you, you could at least do the same."
Beth let go of my cock and left it to Amie's attention. "What do you think, Jack? Should we let her play, just a little?"
"Oh no you don't! I'm not going to let you put this on me. You and Debbie make that choice. I'm a two woman man."
"Two? How about Cathy in there, or Karen?" Beth reminded me.
"It's your call. You and Debbie are more than enough for me." I held firm to my shaky ground.
Amie was anything but idle, and had slid her hand inside the waistband of my shorts and was stroking my hardness with naughty intent. I could grow to really like this girl.
"I guess a little play wouldn't be too bad," Beth finally said, and slid off the couch. She grabbed my shorts and pulled them down, leaving me naked on the couch with Amie holding onto my cock.
That was all Amie had to hear, and she leaned over and took me in her mouth. It was pretty wonderful. I was becoming more and more surprised by Beth and her willingness to bend her own rules so easily. Especially after the bedroom scene with Robin. Go figure.
Beth stood and undressed quickly, then perched beside me on the couch and guided my mouth to her perky tits, while her friend went down on me.
Some loud cries from the bedroom got the attention of all of us. It also got Amie moving. She lifted the bottom of her shirt, confirming my earlier guess about her underclothing state. Or lack thereof.
She climbed onto my lap, guiding my hardness between her legs. I felt the pressure of her tight pussy gently ease and let me enter her partially. "God, you are so big, Jack. I don't know if I can take it all," she gasped, slowly settling down.
"Oh right," Beth quipped. "We all know it's fit at least once before."
Amie turned red, and moaned as she settled even further down. "I don't know how. Fuck, he's big."
"If it's a problem, slut puppy, I'll take over," Beth said.
"Not yet, please," Amie begged. "Just let me get used to it for a bit."
I didn't want her to get used to it too much. I was ready to fuck her delightful red-haired brains out.
"I'll give you a couple of minutes, and then we share," Beth warned, then turned my face back into her tits, which I gobbled gratefully.
Amie grabbed my shoulders, raised up and then settled down again. It took a few tries, but she eventually took the whole thing. Once she'd managed that much, she rose up and dropped down quickly taking me to the root, and wriggling her tight little butt, pushing me even deeper. "God, that's amazing," she sighed, then leaned into me and hugged me.
My cock felt huge inside of her. I turned away from Beth's tits, and pulled Amie's face to mine and kissed her deeply. Pulling away, I told her softly, "Fuck me, you sexy little beast." I looked into her big green eyes, her glasses exaggerating their largeness.
She smiled then did her best, riding me wonderfully, while my darling Beth watched. Beth got off the couch and reached between my legs, fondling my balls while Amie bounced up and down. I was in heaven. Who was I kidding? I imagined half of heaven would have traded places with me in that moment.
I watched Amie, who had closed her eyes and was ecstatically using me, while I caressed her ass. Beth stood and reached around her friend, reaching up inside her shirt and squeezing her tits. "Not too much yet, Greedy. It's my turn."
Amie took a few more strokes, then slowly climbed off of me. "Wow."
Beth quickly took her place, facing away from me, and soon was riding away as well, letting loose the slut cowgirl inside of her.
Amie cuddled up to me. "Damn, Jack. You're one lucky man."
I leaned back on the couch and pulled Beth with me, with a squeal. I had her by the thighs, and fucked up into her, pounding her as hard as I could from that angle. "I'd never argue that. I'm the luckiest man in the world."
Amie reached forward and caressed Beth where I was entering her. I felt her fingers probing, sliding in around the edge of my cock, wringing a long drawn out moan from our plaything. "She has the prettiest pussy, I'm so jealous."
I slowed down, long-stroking the gorgeous brunette. Amie leaned over and kissed me hard. When she pulled away, she turned toward the couch end, getting on her hands and knees. She flipped the bottom of her shirt up, exposing herself, and asked plaintively, "My turn?"
Beth turned and looked at her friend, then reached out fondled her awaiting ass. She languidly sat up then climbed off. "Go ahead, give it to her."
I wasn't one to argue, and took my place behind the oh-so-willing Amie. It didn't take me more than a few seconds to lodge myself inside of her pink tightness, and I started pounding away at her skinny ass. She groaned, and dropped her head to the arm of the couch, moaning almost continuously.
Beth kneeled beside her, reached out and grabbed the red-head's butt cheeks in her hands, spreading them wide open and squeezing tightly. "Fuck her, Jack. Fuck her hard."
I pounded our slut mercilessly, listening to her slowly peak. Beth continued her teasing, sliding a finger inside the pretty red-heads tight little bunghole, making her scream. God, that looked tempting. I was fucking her viciously, completely unmerciful, using her as hard as I could. She moaned continuously, until she cried out, quivering, coming hard on my cock. Then Beth was pulling me off of the pale beauty, pushing me back down on the couch, and riding me again.
She was an animal, fucking me wildly, her hips almost a blur as she used me for her own selfish pleasure. Gasping, she lowered herself to my body. I reached down and raised her hips up enough for me to fuck up into her powerfully, with long, full strokes.
"Jesus," she moaned. I looked over her shoulder and saw that Amie had recovered and had her hands between Beth's legs.
"I can feel him inside you," Amie told her friend.
"Oh god, that's so wild," Beth gasped. "How many fingers is that?"
Amie grinned, "Two. Your ass is so tight, I'm not sure I could fit another one in there. Want me to try?"
"Ok," Beth said softly, then moaned again.
I screwed her slowly, still holding her hips, while she trembled.
"Flip her over, Jack, and we can trade holes." Amie suggested, wickedly.
Beth raised her head and looked at me. She looked nervous. And excited.
"Shall we?" I asked her.
She hesitated, then nodded.
I let go of her hips and she sighed. Then she rolled over, still on my chest, and pulled her legs back almost to her full tits. I felt Amie's hands take hold of my cock and gently guide me into Beth's tight ass. She held me firmly and I gave a thrust, pushing hard against the tight opening, feeling resistance before popping through. Beth gasped, and I felt a couple of inches slide into her.
"Oh shit. Stop, stop!" She cried out.
I held her still, letting her get accustomed to me.
"Fuck, that hurts," she groaned. She breathed deeply. "Ok, slowly now."
I pulled back a hair, and pushed forward again. "Stop!"
I held perfectly still. It was a bit of a strain, because I was holding her up by the hips, and if I let go, she'd be skewered.
"Amie, get some lube from the bedside," Beth asked her friend. "Hurry."
As Amie made a dash for our bedroom, I tried to calm my sexy, but sore, little teenager. "We don't have to do this now. Hell, we don't have to do it at all."
"No. I can do this. I'll be damned if you can screw everyone else's ass, and not mine," she insisted.
"This wasn't how it was supposed to be," I told her, kissing her cheek.
"You think? You weren't supposed to tear my ass in half, leaving me a screaming, helpless invalid." She teased, giggling, then groaning as she settled just a bit down my cock. She turned her face and looked at me, wide eyed, then gave a little nod.
"Slowly," she whispered urgently.
I lowered her just a bit more, and felt when we'd reached our limit, and her ass was clinging too tight to make any more progress.
"Is that almost all of it?" she asked.
How could I tell her it was less than half? As I was about to break the news, Amie finally showed up with bottle in hand.
"What the fuck, Ames? That took forever!" Beth hissed.
"I'm sorry, but there was an uncovered cock in there I just had to have a little taste of." She looked suitable ashamed.
"You are such a fucking cock slut. Now help me before I'm ruined."
"Lift her up a little," Amie told me.
My arms were really feeling it but I managed. If Beth would just let go of her legs, it would have been a lot easier. "Should I pull out?"
"No!" Beth growled. "I don't know if I could ever get it in there again."
Amie got the exposed part of my cock well lubed up, and I lowered Beth a bit, feeling the immediate difference. I was able to lift her up more easily the second time, and I felt more of the cool lube just below my buried cock head. Holding Beth still, I pushed up with my hips, gaining more ground, then pulled back even further. I could feel my cock almost come out, the head barely lodged inside of my sweet little roommate. Amie came to the rescue, rubbing even more lube on us, and when I lowered Beth, I sank a good half-way into her.
"Are you Ok?" I asked
"God, that's so much better. It feels tight, but it doesn't hurt. Try some more."
I carefully pressed into her, pushing in and out, working my way deeper, inch by inch. Amie continued to help, her hand on my cock, feeding me into her best friend's tight butt-hole. It took a while but I finally felt her ass settle all the way down as the last of my cock filled her.
"That's it," I told her.
Beth groaned. "God, I can't believe you're in my ass."
I held her still, while she got used to me. That was too much a temptation for Amie who leaned down and pressed her lips against Beth's open, exposed pussy. I could feel her chin pressed against my cock.
"Oh, my God," Beth gasped, "Oh God, Ames, that's it!"
I nudged my cock in and out of her, as much as I could from where I was, while Amie tamed her. She was driving Beth crazy, and I was happy to be along for the ride. Beth's moans and groans grew more insistent, and her hands reached down to hold Amie's face against her. I could feel Amie's fingers through the thin walls of Beth's pussy, and found I was able to fuck her butt more completely, sliding in and out of her for at least half my length, her tightness and her complete abandon driving me crazy.
I turned her face to mine, and thrust my tongue into her mouth, thrusting harder into her. She was breathing hard, through her nose, and moaning into my mouth. When she came she almost bit off my tongue, screaming into my mouth. Her mouth became slack, and I probed her mouth deeply with my tongue, fucking her even harder.
"God, that looks so amazing," I heard Amie say.
I looked down and saw our friend was sitting up, her hand still working away at Beth's young pussy. I reached out and pulled the back cushion off the couch, making a little more room. I rolled with Beth, staying buried in her virgin ass, until we were both on our sides. I lifted the teenager's top leg to get a little more leverage, and began to fuck her tight ass for real. She gasped on each full stroke, while I pounded her hard.
"God, that's good Jack, you're fucking my ass so good."
I was, and I was feeling the impending undeniable need to come inside of her. "I'm going to come for you, beautiful," I told her softly.
"Come for me. Come in my ass. Do it," she gasped, pushing back on each stroke. I peeked over her shoulder, and watched Amie kneel beside the couch and lean forward to kiss my sweet young roommate.
With a groan I emptied my load in her ass, feeling a burning fire pulse down the length of my cock, as I sprayed her continuously, burst after burst filling her. I was breathing hard, gasping, as my hips finally slowed and then stopped, still completely sheathed.
Amie smiled. "That was incredible."
Beth giggled. "You should try it from this side. I won't be able to sit for a week."
"I didn't hurt you, did I?" I asked, worried that I might have gone a little too far. Even with the lube, it was a thorough ass pounding. Especially for her first time.
"Of course you hurt me, you jerk. You stuck a fucking baseball bat up my ass and reamed me senseless with it," she growled. I eased my cock out of her butt, and she sighed when I finally was out.
"I'm sorry, baby, but it felt so incredible." I explained, nervous that I might have really pushed things too far at the end.
"God, I'm not. I don't know if I ever came that hard. We are SO going to be doing that again, once I've recovered. Debbie's going to have to see this." Then she turned to her friend. "This was all your idea, you know. Making him rape my ass. I swear I'm going to cheer him on when he splits you open like that."
Amie leaned in and kissed her again. "It may kill me, but when we play again, I'll let him take that cherry, if you'll help." Then she leaned over Beth and kissed me. "Would you like that, Jack? Would you fuck my virgin ass, and make me cry for you? Stick that beast of a cock so far up my butt that I can taste it?"



"I'd love to, given half-a-chance," I admitted freely.
Beth giggled. "I guess we'll have to schedule a play date."
I watched the two stunning teenagers hug, and already felt myself responding to the idea of burying myself in Amie's butt. I sat up and looked for some napkins on the end-table to clean myself up a bit. I watched Beth waddle off to the bathroom, walking tenderly, while I wiped myself clean. Turning back I saw Amie bending over spreading her ass cheeks for me, the little pink star of her butt-hole calling to me. "See Jack? Never been used. Not even a finger." She giggled when I groaned.
Then she turned around, pulling my hands and the napkins away from my semi-hard cock. She smiled at me. "I think you'll find that I can be a very naughty girl." She lowered her face and took my sticky cock in her mouth, sucking me gently and thoroughly, until she backed away from a clean and nearly fully erect staff. She came to me, straddled my lap and lowered herself down onto my cock. She held my face in her hands and kissed me while she settled all the way down.
"I'm going to be your little slut, Jack. You and your girls can do whatever you want with me. Fucking my ass raw is just going to be the beginning. I want you to tie me up and use me like a Kleenex." She leaned in and kissed me more aggressively, grinding her hips down. She sighed, stood up, leaving me wet and hard. "But I have to go home now. Think of me when you're pounding that into one of your ladies."
I watched her dress, stunned by the turn of events of the evening. God she looked good. Beth came out just as she was finishing and walked her to the door, where they hugged once more. My teen beauty came back to me, raising an eyebrow at the state of my cock.
"Jesus, Jack. My ass is still burning. That was wild, but I think it's going to have to be a very occasional thing, even with lots of lube. Remind me to go shopping for about a gallon of that stuff." She stood and took my hand drawing me off the couch. "I guess Amie was right. She does play well with others. Shall we see what's going on in our bedroom?"
I was almost afraid to walk the 10 feet to our bedroom door. Almost.
* * * *
I hope you enjoyed this new chapter. Watch out for that Amie, though, she's trouble. Oh yeah, and as always, if you liked it, please vote.
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----------------------
Trophy wife Lisa's willing to Pay to Play as well.
----------------------
Three days after Beth instituted the Pool Payment Plan, I had a pretty good crowd over again. This time Lisa was there with her brood, three kids, ages 6 to 10. The neighbor's kids were over, as were the kids from across the street.
Lisa had one of the best bodies that money could buy. She was tiny, weighing barely 90 lbs, or so she claimed, with a sweet, tight ass, and very large, very firm, breasts. When I had first met her she'd been almost totally flat. She was the first of the gang to get some of the infamous Dallas work done, and it looked great on her. She worked out hard to maintain her figure, and stayed looking amazing with the help of the best area hair salons and day spas. Her husband was a partner in a local software business, a real workaholic who required a trophy wife, and she didn't mind putting his hard earned money to work making her look the part.
She was wearing a very small bikini, nearly falling out of the top, and was seated next to me, in the shade, as we watched the kids at play.
She had been chatting about an upcoming trip to San Antonio that four of us couples had discussed. I found myself paying too much attention to her chest and not enough to the crowd by the pool.
"It's really great that you don't mind us coming over and swimming during the day," she said, changing the subject.
"It's why we built the pool. We've got a ton of money poured into this little back yard retreat. Let the kids make it worthwhile."
"But I know it's a pain, especially with a crowd this size."
"Not really. They pretty much take care of themselves. Especially when Jill is here from next door."
"Still, it's really nice. I really appreciate it. Really."
Things got quiet for a bit and her voice seemed to crack a bit as she broke the silence. "Beth told me she was paying you for letting the kids spend all their time over here."
Oops. I wondered what that meant. "She's just silly. She has her own pool; they don't even need to come over here."
"It's tiny. Yours is ideal, and the kids love the diving board and slide. The gazebo is great to get out of the sun, and the hot tub is perfect for the littlest ones. This way the kids can all play together."
"I guess."
A few moments later she dropped the bombshell.
"She told me how she paid you."
"How?"
"In the bedroom, how."
"Shit."
"I," she hesitated, "I could pay you."
"Lisa, you don't have to do anything like that. You and the kids are always welcome. Especially if you wear an outfit like this one," I teased.
She refused to be diverted. "I'd like to." She whispered softly, not looking up from the deck where her eyes were glued. "I'd love to."
I wasn't too surprised by her offer. Not only were Beth and Lisa best friends, spending nearly all their mornings together, but rumors about Lisa's wildness had run rampant for a long time. On "Girl's Night Out" she tended to get the wildest, and when you put a couple of drinks in her, her inhibitions seemed to just disappear. I figured the secret wouldn't keep for long. I had hoped for more than 3 days.
I had bought a used Margarita machine a few months earlier. It had a dual hopper, and I loaded one side with slushes for the kids, and the other side with something for the adults, usually Strawberry Margaritas, Rum Runners, Peach Bellinis or some such concoction. I kept it running in the garage, next to the soda fridge, and I'm certain it was one of the other reasons that our house was so popular with the kids, and some of their parents. It seemed a little extravagant at the time, a $1000 toy that we'd use a few times a year at parties, but as a pool-side addition, it was a huge hit, and a worthy investment.
Lisa was working on her third Piña Colada, and I had to wonder how much liquid courage had been involved in that announcement.
Alcohol enabled or not, it was a devastating request, and I was far too much a gentleman to deny a beautiful lady her wish.
"Are you sure?" I asked.
"Absolutely. And I can keep a secret. I've never told anybody about your night with Beth, have I?"
Ouch. I thought that had been a complete secret, just between Beth and me. I should have known better.
I reached across and placed my hand on her forearm. I could feel goose bumps rise up almost immediately, in 100 degree weather. I looked over and saw her nipples were standing out like jujubes trying to tear a hole in the front of her bikini top.
"You know I would love that." I stood up, closed my computer, which hadn't gotten much attention lately, and walked inside. I didn't close the door behind me.
When I got to the bedroom, I waited, but not long. Within a handful of seconds Lisa walked in past me and sat on the edge of the bed. I closed the door behind her.
I walked over to where she was and leaned over her. She turned her face up to mine, and I lowered my mouth to hers. I'd kissed her many times over the past few years, but only as a friend. A few times at parties, it had gotten a bit friendlier, and I'd gotten a little tongue, but nothing like this. She started out tentatively, then reached up and grabbed my head and pulled me down with her while she aggressively explored my mouth with her tongue.
I found myself laying half across her, kissing her deeply, and my hand reached out for her tit almost of its own accord. I squeezed her large globe, then tugged at the bottom of the cloth, and lifted it over her tit, exposing it to the light of day. When I tweaked her nipple she moaned in my mouth.
I pulled away and lowered my face to her breasts, where I took my time devouring her. Her nipples were very sensitive, and I just loved having my face deep within her cleavage. Whichever breast was not getting the benefit of my mouth was getting a lot of attention from my hands.
I slowly climbed down her body, kissing and loving my way across her very flat and toned belly, down the top of her tiny bikini bottom. When I scooted around between her legs and reached out to the sides of her suit, she lifted her hips and let me draw them down her thighs.
Lisa, the perfect little trophy wife, was naked on my bed.
When I went to bury my face between her legs, she pulled up and pushed me away. I was confused a bit before I understood. A few seconds later I was on my back in the classic 69, my face buried in a light brown, neatly trimmed bush. I worked around the area, teasing, nipping and licking, and slowly zeroing in on the center of her need. I alternated between teasing the little folds at the top of her slit, and doing my best to take her with my tongue.
As much as I enjoyed pleasuring her, I partially regretted not being able to just sit back and enjoy the attention she was giving my cock.
I heard a squeal from outside and Lisa popped up and looked out the window, as did I. We could see that the kids were fine; it looked like there had been some excessive splashing, but the neighbor girl, Jill, seemed to have it under control.
I pulled Lisa up to lie next to me for a minute, after our interruption, and kissed her lips gently.
"So what did Beth tell you she was paying?" I asked her.
"What every man wants, for 15 minutes a week," she answered. "So I figured I'd offer you the same deal, 15 minutes a week - whatever you want."
That was a little different than Beth's offer. Beth was just giving me blow jobs, and I didn't remember any kind of time limit, but who was I to argue semantics?
"What I want right now," I told her, "is you on your hands and knees and me deep inside you."
She didn't require any convincing; she turned, facing out the window, ass high in the air, waiting for me to take her. I slid up behind her, and took my cock in hand, sliding the head up and down her moist slit. I could feel myself positioned at her opening, and with one quick push I entered her for at least half my length.
"Beth was sooo right, you have a great cock," she gasped as I pumped in and out of her, achieving further penetration, until my balls were slapping against her with each stroke.
I didn't think that'd be a big concern for Lisa. Unlike Beth, Lisa's husband was a big good looking guy in great shape, and I assumed a decent package of his own. Also, unlike Beth, I had reason to believe their love life was in order. More than once I know she had bribed her husband with sex to get her way, once in the master bathroom at my house during a party, just to be allowed to stay a little later and catch a ride home with a friend.
She was moaning a little, and then she leaned way down, her head and shoulders resting on the bed, and turned her face toward me while I continued to abuse that tight little hole.
"So I take it we have a deal?" she said to me with a wicked little smile plastered across her face. "I can bring the kids over, and you get this, or whatever else you want, once a week."
"I'll take that deal," I told her, slowing down my actions and giving her a few very long slow deliberate strokes. "Although limiting myself to 15 minutes may kill me; I swear I could fuck you all day long."
"Ah, but this way you won't get tired of me," she teased, giving her butt a wiggle, which dislodged me for a second.
I picked her up and flipped her over onto her back, pulling her ass down to the edge of the bed, lifting her legs up high onto my shoulders. I pushed against her, and with a little help on her part, I entered her fully with one long stroke.
She looked incredible splayed before me, her hands cupping her huge breasts, hair wild, legs draped over my arms, her flat tummy hollowed. With each stroke her body quivered under me, breasts bobbing, and I could view the length of my cock sliding in and out of her, slick with her juices, her lightly covered pussy clutching at it on each out stroke.
I ground against her, taking in her amazing naked body. "I don't deserve this. You are amazing."
She giggled. "Of course you don't. But I do. Give it to me."
Give it to her, I did. I fucked her hard, her tits flying all over the place if she didn't squeeze them tight. She was sliding up the bed, from my efforts, and I pulled her back down roughly, dragging her ass half off the bed, not letting up.
She was so petite, so small, so lightweight, I found myself picking her up and moving her at will, turning her every which way, sometimes lifting her half off the bed and fucking her viciously in mid-air. Screwing Lisa was different from every other woman I'd ever been with. It was less like fucking a person, and more like her body was a tool for my gratification, to be used however I wanted. Her enjoyment was an incidental benefit, although it seemed considerable.
A few minutes of this, and I was getting that familiar feeling. I lifted both of her smooth, slender legs together, crossing her ankles and placed them over my right shoulder. I wrapped my arms around her legs just above her knees, and pounded her hard, enjoying the added friction that pulling her legs together offered. With my left hand I reached out and squeezed her breast, my right arm still clutching her legs, and controlling the angle at which I penetrated her.
I bent her farther back, her knees approaching her full chest, and lifted one foot on to the edge of the bed. I was now able to really thrust into her, pounding down with almost my full weight. She started to get loud, and I reached out and covered her mouth with my hand, not wanting to alarm the kids or notify the neighbors of our lascivious actions.
Eyes tightly closed, she bit my hand, and squealed deep in her throat. I thrust hard and came deep inside her. Her eyes burst open wide, looking at me almost in shock, as I creamed her insides, flooding her. I loosed her legs pulling her left leg back over my head, and as she slowly spread them apart, to stretch them, I drove my cock hard into her, working to squeeze out every drop.
"God, Alex, that was incredible, but you have to pull out!" She gasped, her entire body glistening, her chest heaving.
"We'll have to work on that I guess." I laughed, slowly sliding in and out of her, hoping to get hard enough to fuck her again.
She put her feet against my chest and pushed, sliding up the bed and dislodging me from her warm hole. "You're so bad!" she admonished me, grabbing at her bikini.
I pulled on my bathing suit, and stood beside her, waiting for her to finish.
"God, I'm dripping," she hissed.
I took her in my arms and gave her a big kiss. She was hesitant a moment, then melted against me.
"Thanks," I whispered, "you really are incredible."
"You can remind me of that next week," she answered softly, brushing her hand against my cock, before sashaying out the door back to the pool.
Damn, two women in one week. I was now walking a very dangerous path, and the secret of me and Beth had become a lot less secure in a matter of days. Now I had another secret. While I was fucking her, I was in heaven. But now, in the aftermath, I had to wonder about my decision making. Did I really want to go down this path?
-----
What should I do? What did I do? Stay tuned - and remember - please vote!
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Chapter 3: Lisa off the Clock
A divine afternoon alone with Lisa.
----------------------------------
Two weeks after Beth and Lisa decided to reward me in "favors" for the use of the pool, I realized I lived a truly blessed life. The previous week, both women had taken a moment out of their busy day to 'pay' me for the use of the pool. It was just as sweet the second time, maybe more so, with the expectation building all week long. I was looking forward to the upcoming week's payday.
Monday was overcast and drizzly and the wife was home, but Tuesday was clear and hot and I had a relatively full cast again. The ice cream truck came by shortly after noon, and I gave the kids $2.00 each and let them buy what they wanted, if they agreed to eat them outside, and wait 20 minutes before they went back in the pool.
Shortly afterwards, while the kids were sucking on their ice-cream pops, Beth was working on an 8-inch sucker of her own. I made a half-hearted attempt to get into her pants, but she was steadfast, and although I was allowed to play with her breasts a bit, her pretty little mouth was the beginning and end of my pleasure that day.
I don't know what she got out of sucking me off, but she seemed content enough, and who was I to complain?
When Traci got home, Beth was still there, and the girls chatted over a couple of frozen drinks while I monitored the kids. When Traci went in to get into her bathing suit, Beth gave me an especially naughty look, licking her lips for me. She came over and sat by me, then reached over and squeezed my soft cock.
"Beth!" I hissed.
She giggled, and stroked me to hardness. "Go do Traci. And don't touch that blind" - she nodded to the blind to our bedroom. When she was seated in the chair at the end of the table, she was just at the edge of the window - and I realized she could see along the edge of the blind into our bedroom.
"You are bad," I whispered to her, but turned and went inside. It'd be a shame to waste the hard-on I was sporting now.
I caught Traci in the act of putting on her bikini bottoms. God she had a sweet ass. I sidled up behind her and started rubbing my cock against her rear while holding her hips.
"What, Beth got you worked up and you thought you'd use me to relieve yourself?" She asked, somewhat snidely.
It hit so close to home I didn't know what to say. So I kissed her, long and deep, in a way I hadn't for quite a while. When I broke off the kiss, I stepped out of my shorts, my cock stiff. "This is all about you," I told her, placing her hand on it.
She stroked me a bit, then dropped to her knees to suck me. Traci liked to suck my cock. Our sex play almost always started with that, although she was hesitant to let me return the favor. I held her head, while I slid my meat in and out of her lips. Looking up, I saw a blue eye and a wisp of blond hair peeking at us through the window.
Rock-hard, I pulled Traci up off her knees and sat her on the edge of the bed. I quickly pulled off her bikini bottoms, leaned her back and entered her smoothly. I fucked her like that, slowly and steadily, building up steam, picking up the pace, until I was pounding her, enjoying the view of her natural tits jiggling with my strokes.
"God, you're horny, aren't you? You like knowing Beth's right outside, don't you?" She teased me, gasping.
"Looks like I'm not the only one," I laughed, fucking her with long hard strokes.
"If she knew what she was missing, she'd be in here fighting me for you." She looked toward the back yard, and I wondered if she could see the watcher peaking in at us.
"Can you blame her?" I teased, diddling her with just the tip, for several partial strokes before sliding deep inside her.
"No, now stop teasing and fuck me," she growled.
So I did. Deep and hard. I knew her, and knew when I had her where I wanted her, as she squealed her impending release. I finished strong, squeezing her tits just when she was ready to come, getting her to cry out, just moments before I emptied my balls inside her.
"Jesus," she gasped afterwards, coming out of the bathroom and putting her bikini back on. "I'll have to leave you and Beth together more often. She definitely brings out the best in you."
I laughed along, pondering the feasibility of pushing that idea just a little further.
---
Lisa came by a couple of times, but it wasn't until Friday, when Jill from next door was over, that we were able to break away from the kids for a bit. By the time we made it inside, she'd had a couple, and was feeling pretty randy.
"Are you going to fuck me, Alex? Fuck my poor little pussy raw again?" She was undressing for me as she spoke and she sat back on the edge of the bed, legs open, displaying her pussy to me in all its shaven glory. "I can't believe I'm letting you have me just to let the kids use the pool. I could join the Y for $40. You're going to get to do whatever you want with me four times a month. It's like I'm selling myself to your for ten bucks a shot. You're making a little whore out of me." She was rubbing her pussy in anticipation.
I stood in front of her and started to undress, but she seemed compelled to assist, and soon had me out of my clothes and on my back on the bed. She spent a few seconds with her mouth glued to my erection, but with Lisa as inspiration, I didn't need a lot of help getting hard. She straddled me then posed with her tight little twat resting on the head of my cock. "God, I've been thinking about this all week. Your big fat dick fills me sooo nice." With that said, she slowly lowered herself down my cock, until she was sitting firmly on my hips, my entire length inside of her.
Fucking Lisa from below is a treat both visual and physical. She is so pretty, with her fat firm breasts easily accessible, that I just stare at her, hardly daring to believe that she's got my cock buried in her tight little twat while she rocks back and forth on me.
She's also a bundle of energy. She has one of those crazy fast metabolisms where she can eat quite a bit without gaining weight. But she's paranoid about being flabby or out of shape, so she also works out regularly. When Lisa rides you, you KNOW you've been ridden. The only problem is she can get a bit noisy, so I have to keep reminding her to take it down a notch, and when she's coming, I often have to cover her mouth, sometimes with mine, sometimes by burying her head in my shoulder.
She gave me the full 15 minutes treatment, but pulled off when I warned her I was coming, and jerked me off onto her breasts to finish the deed. Then she casually walked back outside after rinsing off, as if nothing had ever happened.
---
The following week several of the kids were going to a birthday party on Tuesday, so I volunteered to drive them over in the Suburban, and Beth offered to pick them all up and bring them home. Lisa asked me to stop by her house on the way back after dropping off the kids, and when I got there, her littlest was at the neighbor's and and my diminutive pool buddy informed me that we had some time to kill, and she had the way, if I was willing.
If I had thought that alcohol was a primary contributing factor in our earlier trysts, I was shown it didn't have to be. Lisa was sober as a church mouse, and she was complaining that she'd gained 3 pounds in the last few weeks, partially due to too many Margaritas, and not enough exercise. That afternoon we made up for the exercise, off the clock.
She brought me upstairs, and into her bedroom. I pulled out my wallet and counted out a Five and five ones. She had started to undress, but stopped to watch me.
"Ten dollars," I announced, "and I expect to get every pennies worth."
She looked a little surprised. "Is that all I am to you, your $10 whore?"
"More than I've paid for any other slut, and happy to do it."
"I think it's time you got your ten dollars worth," she said, sexily, undressing me and pulling me into her bed.
I fucked her tits, for the first time. I'd done similar things before, but never with anyone so well endowed. She put some lube on my cock and between her breasts, and pressed them together around my cock. Her nipples were pressed together and my entire rod disappeared from view, the head briefly appearing near her chin at the end of each stroke. It was a wild feeling, and an especially provocative visual, her mouth opening to invite my cock to make that little bit of extra distance to her red lips. After a couple of minutes of this, she invited me to finish in her mouth, and I took her up on the offer, letting her suck me to completion.
Just after I exploded in her mouth, I had to ponder the luck I had. I was getting more oral sex now then I had for ages. Someone up there had to love me.
Lisa wasn't done with me. She squatted over my face, and continued to go down on me, trying to resurrect my trouser soldier. I ate her aggressively, using my fingers on her where I could reach, licking deep inside her, sucking on her lips, teasing her clit, rubbing on her tight little butt hole. When she had me in the state she wanted me, she pulled me over to the edge of the bed, and sat me there. She then climbed aboard, facing me, her legs wrapped around me. It was a very intimate position, her sitting in my lap, faces just a few inches apart, her eyes staring straight ahead at my lips, her breasts pressed against my chest.
"Do you like me, Alex?" she asked out of the blue.
"Now that's a silly question," I told her, "of course I do. Look at us."
"I know you like fucking me," she answered, very seriously. "But do you like ME?"
"Come on Lisa, we've known each other for three years. You know I'm crazy about you. Who do I spend the most time with at all of our parties?"
"I didn't know if you were just trying to get in my pants or what," she answered.
She was somehow maneuvering herself up and down on a couple of inches of my cock. She had her hands cupped around the back of my neck and our breath mingled, our lips an inch apart.
"Lisa, I like you. You're fun. You're pretty, you're sexy as hell, and you're not afraid to get a little wild. I like that. I also love doing this with you. You are an incredible woman in bed." I used my hand to lift her up a bit and get some more in-and-out penetration.
We screwed slowly and then our lips came together, and we kissed. It was more than a kiss, it was a continuation of our joining below. For an eternity, we shared ourselves, holding each other warmly, kissing, my cock barely moving inside her, her tight pussy clenching me sporadically. She eventually pushed me backward, our lips never separating, and she rode me while our tongues played. I was having fun but wanted more. I rolled her over onto her back, and made long slow love to her, while we continued our playful kissing.
I felt her body tensing up beneath me and her mouth was going slack. I grabbed her shoulders and fucked her more intensely, a little faster, quite a bit harder.
"Fuck me Alex," she whispered through gritted teeth. "Fuck me hard, fuck me now."
I did, giving it to her for all I was worth. Her voice started rising, almost like a siren, a low moan becoming a higher pitched moan, almost becoming a scream.
"Oh, FUCK!" She cried coming hard underneath me. Her excitement was taking me to the edge, and I fucked her even faster, my hips a blur, riding out her orgasm, until just as she was coming off her high, I was ready for my own release.
"I'm there, Lisa," I groaned, warning her. She had been asking me to pull out the last couple of times, but I wanted to finish in the saddle.
"Yes, fuck me, fill me." She gasped through clenched teeth.
I came then, hard, spraying rope after rope of my cum deep inside her. It pushed her over the edge again, and she cried out, her fingers digging into my back. She arched up underneath me, her big tits pressing up against me.
When we could breath again, she rolled off of me, and went to the bathroom to tinkle, while I relaxed, exhausted. She wandered downstairs, and returned a couple of minutes later with a couple of glasses of water, and a chunk of French bread that we shared. A couple of crumbs fell on my chest, and she leaned over and licked them off. Then I saw her get a devilish glint in her eye, and she was gone. She returned a minute later with a tub of sugar free Cool Whip in her hand.
"This is on my diet." She laughed, taking a little glob and placing it on each of my nipples before licking it off. She put a dab on my nose and licked that off, and dipped her breasts directly in the tub, and offered me my own treat. I licked them clean, taking my time, and then she crawled down the bed with her bucket of fun, and lathered my shrunken cock with the creamy treat. She lapped a way like a cat with cream, licking all around my balls and shaft, and taking my entire cock in her mouth and sucking eagerly, completely cleaning me.
The attention was producing results. I slowly hardened, rewarding her. With each little bit of added stiffness, she worked that much harder to tease and enjoy my tool. Even when I was fully hard, she took no chances and kept working at me. She was now sticking my cock all the way into the tub of Cool-Whip, and then licking it completely clean. After licking it clean, she'd take it in her mouth and suck it thoroughly, removing every shred of evidence. After a few dips, she'd take a drink of water, and offer me a taste on her nipples again. I was in heaven.
I was being teased beyond control, and finally I had to take the whipped cream from her, and roll her onto her back. Before she'd let me in her, she reached into the chest at the side of the bed, and got some more lubricant for me. Slicked up I spread her legs and entered her. This one was different. It was a long leisurely fuck. We chatted while I screwed her for at least 20 minutes, just enjoying her.
We discussed fantasies we'd had of each other, and she told me of a couple of times at parties when she'd considered pushing the boundaries of our relationship. She teased me about brushing against her tits and ass whenever it got late or I got drunk, and how much she enjoyed it, how horny it got her. It was a surprise to me and a major ego boost.
We talked about the kids, about our high-school days and our first times. It was really wonderful, and I loved the easy fucking while we got to know each other.
When we'd been at it a while, the conversation had died, and I was starting to really get back into it. She pulled me down to her and wrapped her arms around me, at least as far as they could reach.
"God, Alex, I can't remember the last time someone made love to me like this, don't stop. Don't ever stop." She whispered, hugging me tight.
As if there was any chance of that.
I raised up on my knees, spread her legs wide, and drilled her. I had her breathing hard again, and I was enjoying the power I had over her. You could smell her need, and I knew I was answering it as completely as anyone ever had.
I wanted to take her from behind again, so I did. She was so small, so light, so flexible, I found myself just enamored with being able to use her for my pleasure, putting her into any position I wanted, at will, no discussion. Her mouth and pussy were freely given, and gratefully accepted. She was the most willing lover I'd ever had. I flipped her over, and she raised her ass for me, in invitation. Her pussy was very red from all the attention she'd received, and appeared as a bull's eye. I entered her from behind, grabbing her hips and fucked fiercely, looking for my own finish. Her little brown eye looked so good I used my thumb to open her up there, and worked it inside her butt, while I screwed long and hard. She moaned loudly when I buried my thumb inside of that sweet ass.
Incredibly I was ready to come for my third time in just over an hour, and I did, buried to the hilt inside of her, pulling my thumb out of her ass just as I came, putting her over the top and leaving her a quivering mass as I finished.
Ten minutes later I was out the door, her kiss still on my lips, headed home so I could be there when the kids got out of the party.
She walked me to the back door, naked, and gave me a big hug. "That was nice."
"It certainly was," I laughed. I pulled my wallet out again and drew out another $1. I gave it to her.
"What's that?"
"A tip. I never tip, but you were incredible." I told her.
She giggled, rolling the bill up and putting it behind her ear. "So, you got your money's worth, out of my poor worn out body?"
"Absolutely."
She pulled me down for another kiss, "Anytime you want me, anywhere, show me a ten-spot, and your little whore will earn it from you."
"I'll be sure to always have one handy."
"But now it's the back-door for you." She teased with a push.
"Promises, promises," I teased her, glancing down to her own sweet ass.
"Oh, God! You know what I mean." Incredibly, she blushed.
"I hope so," I laughed, then stepped back to her giving her a big hug and kiss. Just before I released her, I let my hands wander down to her tight ass, giving her ass cheeks a quick squeeze, and then slipping my right hand down her crack, and giving a small push on her butt hole.
"Geez, you're an insatiable beast," she said, giving me a small shove and punch on the way out the door.
I left feeling giddy; she'd never said no to the obvious hints I was giving her. Maybe that sweet tail wasn't off limits. If not, I'd be playing in her backyard soon. Traci's ass was normally out-of-bounds. I hadn't had a lot of experience playing in that field, but was looking forward to it. Of course that got me to thinking about Traci again, and wondering about what I was doing, and the sense of it all. I really should put an end to it. Someday.
* * * * *
Thanks for reading my little story. I hope you're enjoying it, and if you did, won't you please vote and let me know?



            Pool Payments Ch. 04

            Beth's late fee - reluctantly paid in full.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pool-payments-ch-04

Title: Pool Payments Ch. 04

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Beth's late fee - reluctantly paid in full.

Tags: wives, late, cheating, oral, beth

Series: Pool Payments


Chapter 04: Beth's Late Fee
Beth misses a payment, I insist on a late fee.
-------------------------------
Funny thing, the week that Lisa had me over for fun, Beth and I never quite found the time to be alone.
I wasn't doing without; ever since my extracurricular activities had started up, my love life with Traci had slowly started to grow. She was often tired or worn-out from the days activities. So I found myself pampering her a bit more, and giving her late evening massages while in bed, which I really didn't feel the urge to pursue beyond the love and intimacy. And yet, about half the time it did end up with us doing something. We'd been in a bit of a rut, nothing terrible, but about 3 times a month were all we'd been doing it. Now it was closer to two to three times a week.
The fourth week of our "Pool Club" found Beth visiting with the kids, and I was on a ladder working on the back of the house.
"What's up?" She asked.
"I'm installing a camera here that I can watch from anywhere in the house, on any TV." I told her. I didn't have to explain, she immediately understood the implications.
Even though the kids were all good swimmers, we didn't like to leave them out there unattended. So unless there were other parents around, or unless our baby sitter Jill was over swimming/tanning, it was hard for us to get inside for some private moments.
Once we had it set up, we had to give it a try, so we left the kids on their own, and turned on the TV in the bedroom. "Try Channel 6," I told her. She switched to channel 6 and there they were, horse-playing in the pool. "Turn up the volume," I encouraged her, and we could hear the splashing, and giggling.
"Wow, that's cool! Could we get that?" She asked me, enthralled with the view of the kids playing.
"Sure, but this method is a bit pricey. If you don't mind connecting to a dedicated monitor or viewing only the security camera on channel 3, instead of a VCR or DVD, it's a lot more reasonable." I didn't go into the whole technology of single channel CATV digital elimination, but I priced it for her - about $200 for an inexpensive, base system, a little over a grand for the setup I had.
She was seated on the edge of the bed watching, and I sat behind her, wrapping my arms around her, and nuzzling her hair. She didn't have a bathing suit on; she was in shorts and a halter, and I could just barely look down her halter top, and see a hard little nipple waking up.
"I believe I owe you for two weeks worth." She said softly, caressing my leg where she could reach it.
"And a late fee, of course." I added.
"A late fee?"
"Of course. For every week you're late, you have to make an additional orifice available," I told her. "You've got to be careful not to be three weeks late."
"I don't remember that part of the deal." She laughed, turning around and pushing at me. "How does that work for Lisa, since she's already putting out for you?"
"Same. But if she's even one week late, there's only one opening left," I teased. It was the first time either Beth or Lisa had referred to the other since we'd first started.
"I don't think so, Alex. You know our deal." She was holding firm.
"C'mon Beth," I asked sweetly, undoing her top and the first button of her shorts, without too much resistance. "You are incredible, but I don't think I could survive 30 minutes of you going down on me. After 15 minutes, I'm so sensitive I could almost scream."
I had her shorts open and around her ankles, and her top was laying on the floor next to her.
"So what exactly did you have in mind?" She asked me, providing little resistance to my pulling her panties off.
"Forget the time for the oral for now, I'm just dying to be inside of you again," I confessed.
"So isn't having Lisa screw your brains out enough?" She answered, with a little hint of hostility in the air.
"Please! Lisa may want to do all sorts of things, and she might be fun to play with, but there's nothing she could do, nothing, that could be as good as being with you."
"Are you sure about that? I hear she may be willing to let you do things she's NEVER done before."
"Beth, you are the girl in my dreams. All the time. God only knows why. You're not that much better looking then Lisa or any of the rest of them. But something about you makes my heart race." Her legs had opened enough to allow me to slide her panties down over her ass, and with a little tug, they joined her shorts on the floor. I had her naked except for her tennis shoes and socks.
"OK, this one time. But I don't want to hear about this from Lisa. What you and I do in here stays in here."
"Look who's talking. I've never said a word to anybody - you two are the ones talking, and it was you who got Lisa going in the first place." I replied with a laugh.
"I don't tell her anything," she said almost sorrowfully. "Somehow she guessed that we were up to something, so I admitted that we were playing around a bit. I had no idea she'd do what she did. Believe me, it's the last thing I wanted."
I pulled her glorious naked body forward, kissing her belly, and wrapping my arms around her hips and rear. "Whatever rules you want, I'll follow, whatever it takes to be with you." I let my kisses wander lower, tracing down to the smooth shaven triangle where her legs met.
Beth stepped back, but I followed her, dropping to my knees, my lips and tongue seeking out the folds of her skin. She stopped with her back against the dresser, and I held her there, my tongue exploring her as she gasped. Her fingers were in my hair, playing, then grabbing and pulling my face hard against her. I lapped away at her wetness, letting my tongue bury itself in her, before my lips took her clit in and the tip of my tongue went to work on it.
I needed more freedom, so I picked her up and laid her on the bed, immediately taking up position between her legs, letting my mouth go to work again. I stayed there until my lips and tongue were numb, and she'd cum on my tongue at least three times. She finally cried out and pulled away, curling up into a ball and gasping for air.
I followed her closely, my cock rock hard, and eager for action. Curled up as she was, lying on her side, her arms squeezing her legs to her chest, her ass and pussy were available and inviting. I reached down, lifted the top cheek a bit, and found enough room to slide my cock into her warmed up slice.
I used her gently, while she stayed in the fetal position. It was unbelievable. I rubbed her back softly, soothingly, and stroked her shin and thigh, while my stiffness penetrated her again and again. Her arms finally loosened, and her legs crept away from her chest a bit. I took the opportunity to lift her top leg up a bit, and achieve a little more penetration, as well as a bit more leverage. Her bottom leg straightened after a bit, and I lifted my leg and straddled it with my knees. I could now give her everything, so I picked up the pace, and used long strokes on her. With each full hard stroke, I felt myself bottoming out, to a series of little grunts from her.
"God, that's so good," she moaned softly. "So fucking good."
I rolled Beth onto her back, now that she wasn't as tense, and lifted her legs back on my elbows, as I hovered over her. It amazed me how tight she could be, while married with two kids. Once again I long stroked her, and she lifted her head up, to watch my thorough penetration of her. After a minute she whispered, "Faster", and I straightened my legs out, almost in a push-up position, and pounded her with short fast strokes. I leaned forward to kiss her, and she bit my lip. "That's incredible; you're incredible" she moaned, before looking into my eyes and making a new request - "Harder."
I got up on my knees and lifted her hips high off the bed, her body arching back away from me. I grabbed her hips tightly and slammed into her as fast and hard as I could. Within seconds she was crying out, and climbed up me, her arms pushing me back, until she was riding me like a wild woman. It seemed like she was coming continuously while using me for her pleasure. I was on my back now and she finally collapsed against me, huffing like a water buffalo. I was close, and went for the finish. I lifted her hips a few inches up off of me with my hands, and fucked up into her hard and fast. Soon she was helping me, and I knew I couldn't hold back any longer.
"Now, Beth," I grunted, and grabbing her upper thighs, I pulled her down hard onto my cock, emptying my balls to the tune of her gasping cry. Two, three, four, five times I lifted her and drove another stream of my seed into her belly. Until I was completely done. I collapsed back, and she laid there, along the length of my body, my cock losing its hardness, but not all of it's size.
Beth turned her head and watched the kids jumping off the hot tub ledge into the pool, while I nudged my hips up and down, letting my hands wander across her heavenly body, feeling my cock recover just a bit of it's sturdiness. I massaged her ass with my hands, and nibbled on her neck while she lay there, putty in my hands.
I thought I might get another chance, but she slowly rolled off of me, and waddled to the restroom. She came back a minute later, tossed me a moist facecloth and started getting dressed, but I had other ideas. I tugged her toward the bed, and she resisted a bit.
"Alex, enough is enough," she murmured.
I kissed her holding her body against mine. My hands reached down and grabbed her sweet ass cheeks and massaged them as we kissed. When we stopped I was hard again.
"You wouldn't leave me like this, would you? We still have 12 minutes left," I told her.
She sighed. "You are so bad." Still, she sat on the bed and sucked me wonderfully for a couple of minutes, getting me rock hard.
I was soon inside of her again, fucking her easily, enjoying her.
"Do you ever think about that night?" she asked me, after a bit.
"Ever? How about always."
"Mmm, me too," she sighed. "I swear, I'd never been fucked like that. It scared me."
"You were incredible. I can't tell you how many times I've fantasized about that night. How many times I've tried to screw up the courage to try it again, sober" I told her, while our bodies merged repeatedly.
"I know. But I'm afraid. I liked it too much. Way too much. I could abandon myself to you so easily, but where would that get us? We're married, kids, all that."
"I know. I also know that nothing makes me feel like you do."
"Don't say that, Alex. Please. Let's just enjoy this for what it is, and let's be careful."
"Beth, I'll take whatever you're willing to let me. And I'll follow any rules you want, just don't shut me out."
"Mmm," she sighed. "God, you do such amazing things to me. I come more for you then I do in a month of Sundays without you."
"Good." I picked up the pace, enjoying the playful fucking, but feeling the need for more.
"Ok, lover, finish me," she groaned, spreading her legs wider for me and pulling her legs back, opening herself.
I did. Hard. She trembled and cried out when I finally came inside of her again.
"Angel, you are incredible," I told her, taking her in my arms.
"You know, I might have to be late again, sometime." She giggled, before peeling my arms away and retreating back to the yard.
* * * * *
It's not too late for you to vote. Go ahead, it feels good.
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CvsN 17 - Sisters and Friends
================
Working out some house issues, and putting the teenagers through the paces. With a little mid-week boss thrown in for good measure.
================
The bedroom wasn't the scene of ultimate debauchery I might have imagined. Joe appeared to be passed out between Debbie and Cathy. They were all naked, laying atop the covers, and Cathy rolled over with a groan when I opened the door.
Debbie appeared to be wide awake, and was looking right at us as we entered. She opened her arms to me, beckoning.
The bed looked a little crowded, but I was helpless to turn down my beautiful roommate. Debbie loves the intimacy of face-to-face, so I crawled between her legs and stretched out over her. I was still sporting most of the hard-on Amie had been so kind to bestow on me before heading out, and as I lowered myself onto her, I felt Beth's intervention, as she held my cock and rubbed the head up and down Debbie's sticky slit, before guiding me home.
"I knew you'd come for me, though you took along enough," Debbie scolded before allowing me to kiss her and press my way home.
"Sounded like you had things under control." I looked over to see Beth disappearing into the bathroom. I couldn't help but wonder how we were all going to fit in here.
Debbie raised her extended finger to her lips, shushing me. "Shh, Later." She gave me a wink and mischievous grin which lead me to believe she had a story for me.
I slowly ground into my dream woman, just taking it easy, luxuriating in the feeling of being sheathed within her, looking down on her perfect features and amazing body. God, I was one lucky man.
I kissed her again, and just after our lips separated she whispered, "And Karen?"
"Share and share alike," I confirmed.
"Wow. You ARE my hero. You deserve something special if you managed to pull that one off." Her teasing grin was devastating.
"Please. What could be more special then this, right here, right now?"
She laughed out loud, almost squeezing me out. "A little more room, a little less company, a little more energy, and I sure could use a bath."
I heard Cathy mumble, "A little less bed-shaking, and a little more quiet would be nice."
Debbie and I were working hard to hold back a giggle-fit, when Joe rolled over on to his side, blinking sleepily. I watched a huge grin envelope his face, before he leaned over and gave Debbie a kiss on the cheek. "Thank you. You were amazing."
She smiled for him, easily. "It's the company I keep."
Joe leaned in and kissed her again, on the lips. Then he rolled off and started tugging his recalcitrant wife off the bed. "Ok, you, time for us to move on."
"No."
"C'mon, we can't stay here all night. The dogs haven't been out, the kids have to be ready by 8:00. Time to be a wife and mommy again. No more wild-thing."
Cathy slowly rolled over with a devilish smile. "I was a wild thing, wasn't I?"
Joe kissed his wife hard. "Just like old times."
She looked over at me and pointed accusingly. "And you missed out! Don't you tell him anything Deb. If he wants to know, well, next time he can show up and find out for himself."
Debbie mimed locking her lips and throwing away the key.
"Good." Cathy was slowly retrieving her clothing and making a mildly humorous effort at getting dressed. She was still out of it. With Joe's help the two of them did somehow manage to pull it together.
Incontrovertible sex-fiend that I am, I continued to give it to Debbie, slowly and easily while our guests got ready and prepared to leave. I was going to just wave them goodbye, but my partner in crime pushed me away. "Get up and say goodbye; I'm not going anywhere."
That was a mistake.
Cathy insisted on showing me a little of what I missed, and dropped to her knees, sucking me aggressively. She pulled back harshly, standing up and turning around, then yanking her shorts to the ground. She never had managed to get her panties on. "I need just a taste," she said in mid-turn, "come on and give it to me, big guy." She was still slurring her words, a combination of the wine and the tiredness. She reached back and held herself open for me.
I felt a little awkward, strangely enough. I was hesitating, and Joe took a seat on the chair. "Go on, or we'll never get out of here."
Five minutes later, after a rough bit of upright fucking, Cathy groaned out "Enough," and pulled away. "God I'm sore," she mumbled, pulling her shorts back up, before giving me a kiss, first between my legs, then up a little higher. "Next time..." she started, then waved as she walked away, her husband in tow.
Beth was already giggling. "Damn, looks like we missed out on a pretty wild party."
Debbie was pulling out new sheets from the closet. "We keep this stuff up, we're going to be needing plastic sheets."
Beth and I worked with her to get the bed stripped and remade. We were pretty experienced at it, and the truth was we all confessed to a love of slipping between fresh clean sheets.
"So spill already," I teased my platinum blonde goddess.
"No way. I gave my promise. You'll just have to find out on your own. I bet you could figure out a way to get her to tell you," Debbie teased.
"Don't encourage him," Beth warned. "He's bad enough as it is."
"When he's good, he's very, very good. But when he's bad he's better," Debbie answered, sliding between the sheets and beckoning me.
"Damn Deb! Like he needs his ego fed anymore."
My hard-on was off, but I knew that being on top of Debbie would likely restore me to my glory. I climbed above her, entering the embrace of her slender legs. "Believe me, Beth. Every night I spend with you two is about as ego boosting as it gets. Face it, being with either one of you is the ultimate male fantasy. But the two of you? Jesus, I'm not worthy."
Beth was cuddling up to Debbie, while I leaned down and kissed first one, and then the other. The verbal teasing had stopped, and the girls turned toward each other, bringing their mouths closer and closer together as I continued my alternate kissing. After a couple of minutes we were in an amazing three way kiss, and the steel had definitely returned to my rod. Debbie reached between us and guided me home, and once again I thrust into her, buried. I stayed there, unmoving, as our intense three way kiss continued. When I backed away, the girls continued without me and I watched them while I started sliding in and out of the fabulous Debbie. I watched her close her eyes and relinquish herself to our attention. She relaxed her mouth, submissively, while Beth kissed her harder and deeper, sliding closer, moving over her face. It was more then I was used to seeing from them.
I held Debbie's leg tightly, lifted it up over my shoulder and used the leverage to fuck her deeper, still taking care to not jostle her too much. I didn't want to interrupt the girl play. My other hand caressed our teen bedmate, fondling her delicious butt which I'd recently become so much more intimate with, and teasing her between her legs.
Beth slowly moved back to her side, her hands caressing Debbie, while she watched us. "Damn, she's so pretty, and so damned sexy." She touched where Debbie and I were joined, her fingers soft and gentle.
I peered down at my sweet Beth. "Look who's talking. Our own teenage walking Viagra."
"You are so full of shit," she said, but I saw the smile.
Being inside of Debbie was having its usual effect, and I was getting close. So was she, breathing harder. When Beth directed her hand to a more concerted effort, Debbie gasped and we both had the opportunity to watch her come for us. I loved that feeling. When she relaxed once more, I was ready to fulfill my own needs, pounding her hard.
After just a few seconds of that, though, Debbie was pushing me away, guiding me between her and Beth. Gasping, I lay back and once more enjoyed the feeling of her climbing under the sheets and using her talented mouth to finish me. Beth was cuddling close, her head on my shoulder, drifting off. With a groan I finished for Debbie, and after a bit of after-play, she slid back up the bed, and mirrored Beth's position.
Who could blame me for falling asleep with a smile on my face?
---
Half the household had to work the following day, leaving Debbie, Robin and Jim working on our new addition. I felt kind of weird leaving them like that, but after the trip to Spain, there was a lot to be done at work if we were supposed to have a functional prototype ready to take on-site in four weeks.
I did my best to play it cool around my boss, and thought I pulled it off pretty well. I really did have to be careful. Karen could sniff out stuff like we'd been up to a mile away, and she was not known to be good at keeping secrets.
Karen and I had carpooled, as we often did. Neither of us were morning people, and the drive in was pretty quiet, especially for her. The same could not be said for the ride home.
She was all chatty about our little party the night before, particularly the part in her bedroom. "You must be rubbing off on Jim. He insisted on having us both again after you left. And you know? It wasn't bad."
"That's great. How about this morning?"
"I felt kind of odd, leaving the two of them in bed together, after last night, but I got him to promise not to go all the way without me there. I thought I'd get some resistance but Robin swore she'd wait for me. I never expected that."
"I'm glad. You think that's going to make things a little better for now?"
"I guess," she said. Then she leaned back and I saw an odd little smirk flit across her lips. "You know Jack, the house that lust built is a pretty fucked up house."
"Not the most conventional, I'll admit. But with you for an architect, I didn't expect any different."
"I thought Robin was the architect?" she countered.
"Just of the addition." I reached over and placed my hand on her thigh, giving her a squeeze. "You having regrets?"
She was quiet a while, as if thinking. "Oddly enough, no. As a matter of fact, I haven't been happier in a long, long time. Like centuries."
"You and Jim are good for each other. And working things out with Robin, that's priceless. Family is what it is."
"I know I have you to thank for a lot of it. You're always so good to me, taking care of me. I just have to remember that. Even when it seems you're being bad, usually it's the right thing for me in the end."
"And a very sweet end, I might add."
"Jesus, Jack. You are so bad!"
"And you are so good. Jim is a lucky guy."
She smiled settling back in her seat before reaching her hand across the console and stroking the lump in my pants. "Yes he is, isn't he?"
---
The week was pretty quiet, which was a nice change of pace. Not completely uneventful, but compared to my recent past, almost dull.
For instance, Wednesday, I found myself entering my boss Chris's office, and closing the door behind me.
"Can I help you?" she asked, as if I was a door-to-door salesman.
"Hi. I just wanted to talk a second, if you don't mind," I told her.
"Do we have to? I thought we'd agreed..."
"People are talking Chris." I told her.
"Talking?" She looked nervous, and was fiddling with the pencils on her desk.
"They think we had some kind of fight over there. You hardly speak to me in public. We were always friendly, but now you're acting like I'm some kind of pariah." I walked around her desk, and sat on the edge of it. It gave me a nice view down her shirt. Shame on me.
"I just don't know what to do," she said softly. "I'm afraid I'll show how I feel if I say more than a few words to you."
"I know. It's probably partially my fault as well. I'm having a hard time not letting my feelings show as well. But we can't be acting like strangers out there."
"I know, I know." She turned her chair a bit, facing me a bit more directly. "But every time I look at you, I can't help but think about our last night there."
I smiled, reached out and touched her cheek. "I know. It's hard to not think about it. I've been acting a standoffish myself, but it's an act. I loved every moment I spent with you over there. Every time I look at you now, I get hard just thinking about it."
"Please. An old married woman like me getting you excited? Remember, I know what you're going home to."
I took her hand and placed it on my crotch. She didn't resist. "Every time I see you."
"Jesus, Jack!" She gasped, but her hand squeezed me.
I reached out and lifted her chin so I could lean down and kiss her. She responded nicely, her hand still grasping my hard-on. I pulled away and opened my pants. Chris helped, and I didn't complain. When her lips closed around my cock, I sighed and sat back, letting her do what she did so well. And she did it awfully well.
It only took her about 5 minutes, and she sucked me dry, not losing a drop. She looked like she was going to try to get me hard again, but she pulled away suddenly. "What are we doing? Oh God, I knew this was going to happen."
I pulled my pants up, and then kneeled beside her. "That was amazing. And it's still our little secret. We just have to act natural for a few weeks, Ok?"
"Alright," she said, "but do me a favor. If you have to come in here, don't close the door."
"It's a deal, if you'll do me a small favor."
"What kind of small favor?"
"Just button one more button. Or maybe you could even wear something a little less exciting."
"Less exciting? This is hardly exciting clothing. What would you have me wear?"
I finished buckling my belt. "A burlap sack maybe?"
She missed me with the pencil she threw.
---
See what I mean? Almost dull. No new women, nobody walking in on anybody, nothing weird, perverse or seriously out of the ordinary. No threesomes, foursomes or moresomes.
Then there was Friday. All week Jim had been working on the house with Robin and Debbie helping where they could. Each evening after work I'd put in a couple of hours as well. I'll hand it to Jim, he's a workhorse, and he was doing wonders both on the house and on adapting the garage into a daycare center.
Friday, he encouraged me to come home early if possible. Eric had the afternoon off and would be coming over to help again.
I headed home at lunch and got there just in time for sandwiches. With Eric working with us we made great progress putting up the drywall. The girls turned out to be even more help than I might have imagined, especially when it came time to put the sheetrock up overhead. When Debbie and Amie showed up, after a long day of herding preschoolers, things went even faster.
Eric and Amie seemed to be starting up just where they'd left off the previous weekend. Mischievous Beth was right in the mix, teasing and encouraging the potential couple.
The evening was warm; half t-shirts and short-shorts were de rigueur. Amie had shown up in her day-care clothing and when Robin offered to loan her some work clothes I knew I should have stepped in. She walked out with a t-shirt that was torn and barely covered her breasts. In small letters across the front it advertised, "If you can read this, you're probably going to get laid tonight." That Robin was a bad influence. Of course her outfit wasn't much better reading "TGIF" in huge letters, with an explanation below "(Tongue Goes in First)".
The girls were amazing to look at, and Eric was in danger of getting whiplash.
We split up into teams so we could work on the garage-to-daycare conversion. I ended up with Jim, Robin and Karen working on the addition, while Eric, Beth and Amie worked on the garage and Debbie started dinner. As Eric and the teenagers headed to the backyard, I watched the girls slide their arms around his waist then down onto his butt, before I lost sight of them. I suspected that group was up to no good. I didn't expect a lot of progress out of them. At least not on the day-care space.
I should have been giving consideration to my own teammates.
Robin sidled up to me while we were taping the drywall. "We could use your help again."
"How's that?" I asked.
She looked around and leaned in close, "She's hogging the boy-toy again. No love for the baby sister." She slid her arm around me, "Of course, there's more than one way to solve that little problem."
I let her know I'd look into it, and after a while, when our work brought Karen and me together, I kept my word. "How's the new sharing thing going?"
Karen turned red. "Pretty good."
"Pretty good for everyone? Or just for you."
"Damn it Jack. It's hard."
I pulled her close, turned her so she was backed against the wall and pinned her there. "I know it is. Robin has a bad history with you, and it's hard to trust her." I leaned in and gave her a small kiss. "If it's not going to work out, if she's up to her old tricks, just say so. I'll kick her out."
Her hand moved between us and was rubbing against my burgeoning hardness. "No, it's not that. She's really being good about it. It's just that whenever we get into a situation it's hard for me to let go."
We'd all but finished what we were working on. "Debbie!" I called out across the house, "How much longer 'til dinner?"
She peeked her head out from the kitchen. "Less than 30 minutes. You might want to clean up pretty soon."
"Jim, you and the girls clean up in here then clean yourselves up." He gave me a nod. I leaned over to Karen. "I'll meet you upstairs in a few minutes. Just enough time for a quickie."
Her eyes blazed, then she smiled and went about cleaning up in a frenzy. I, on the other hand, headed out back to give our other team the dinner update.
Eric was cornered, with two beautiful topless teenagers all over him, kissing him wildly and rubbing up against him. Nobody noticed me walk up until I was just behind them. I reached around Beth from behind, taking her tits in my hands and squeezing a moan out of her. "Dinner is in less than 30 minutes. You might want to clean up in here. Afterward y'all can use our shower to clean yourselves up." Eric eyes were wide and he looked startled. Amie looked like the cat that had swallowed the canary. She gave me a wink, and a teasing lick of her lips. I reached out, turned both of the girls faces back toward Eric, and departed with a pat to both of their remarkable rears. "Don't let me interrupt. I just wanted to give you the 411."
I passed Debbie on the way back into the house, and let her know that the garage team knew the schedule. She asked me to send the kids down so they could eat first, with such a crowd.
I hustled the tykes downstairs then let myself into Karen's room. Jim and Robin were just slipping out of the shower, drying off, and Karen was waiting her turn. "Just too crowded in there for three," she remarked, "and the bigger the crowd the longer it takes." Jim was looking a bit confused but not enough to lose his erection, and Robin was looking hopeful. While I undressed, I leaned in and whispered to Karen, "What do you think they should do while waiting?"
Karen paused and looked up at me. She closed her eyes and sighed. As she peeled off her panties she spoke up, "Jim? Do me a favor and take care of my little sister, while I'm busy here." As I joined her under the falling water, she stuck her head back out. "And if you find you need to finish, don't wait for me."
It didn't take me 10 seconds to bury my cock in her. "That was nice." I told her. I had her leg lifted up over my arm and was fucking up into her deliciously.
"Can we quick clean up?" she asked me, gasping. "I want to see them."
I pulled out of her and turned her around under the water. "Two minute shower. Get to it," I told her rubbing her back down, making sure to get her ass and legs. Then we switched positions while she did my back and I did my front. It was a shame, I very rarely got to shower with Karen, and here we were, done and drying off faster than I could have even gotten decently worked up. My face must have shown my disappointment.



"Don't worry baby, you'll get yours."
Jim was going at Robin doggy-style, and looked to be having a good time of it. Karen drew me to the bed, and I was a bit surprised when she positioned me in front of her sister's face. Robin was less surprised, or responded to it better, and sucked my cock down like a pro. At least like the very talented amateur she was.
After just a minute or so, Karen got on her hands and knees beside her sister, facing the opposite direction. Under her direction Jim and I scooted over and plugged her at both ends, while Robin teased her sister's big jugs. I was fucking her pretty hard, when she pulled off Jim, giving him a squeeze. "Hold on just a bit longer baby," she told him, while I continued my pummeling. "Robin, back the way you were." Robin acquiesced gracefully, and Jim quickly stuck his cock back into her. I started to pull out, but Karen kept me working on her. "Not yet. Let's not distract her. I'm so close," she gasped.
Within seconds Jim, red-faced and gasping, was emptying his seed into Robin, while I fucked Karen hard enough to get her off. With Jim done, and Karen momentarily sated, Robin turned around offering me her tail. I didn't stop to think I shouldn't be doing it, I just leaned forward and filled her, grabbing her slender hips and fucking the shit out of her. It wasn't long before she was moaning continuously. I moved higher over her, fucking downward, working my cock across her G-spot, and got the reaction I was looking for. The little sister came hard, spouting profanities, and gasping before collapsing on the bed. I put her on her side, lifted a leg, and went at her again, fucking the brazen little tease hard, giving her a bit of what she'd been begging for. She was getting closer to coming again, when Jim knelt beside her and fed her his hardening cock. He was rough, fucking her face pretty thoroughly, while I made her come, getting off on being filled so thoroughly at both ends.
I knew I was about to lose it myself, so I summoned Karen beside me, on her hands and knees, pussy at the ready. When I knew I couldn't hold back any longer, I pulled out of Robin, to her cries of "No!" and slammed my cock into Karen. I just barely made it, filling her with my cream on the first stroke.
"Oh FUCK, that's wild," Karen gasped, while I continued to pump her full.
I looked over at the clock beside the bed. "And still 4 minutes early. Almost enough time to go again," I teased.
"Almost," Karen warned me, pulling away from my cock. She leaned down and pulled on her panties. "We'll see how good a job that does. I expect I'll feel your hot cum leaking out of me all night, Jack." She smiled. "Thanks."
Downstairs, Beth was helping Debbie with the table, and Robin and Karen joined in. I scooped up Beth and held her in my arms, making her squeal. I gave her a kiss, which she responded to amazingly. "Where are the other two?" I asked softly.
"I thought I'd give them a few minutes alone now that he's properly warmed up. He's not a very quick mover, and he's almost as slow at taking hints. Hopefully he'll figure out that a naked shower is a big green light."
"Sorry to be out here with the old crowd?" I leaned down and nuzzled at her breasts while she tried to stop me, laughing out loud. That got a giggle from the ankle-biters, reminding me we were not alone. All naughtiness should be contained behind closed doors.
"No. The teasing and play is fun, but I doubt the actual culmination would be all that remarkable. I mean, why eat bologna, when prime rib's available?" She struggled out of my arms, leaving me with two young girls clamoring for attention. I took one in each arm, swinging them around and blowing raspberries on their bellies, once more goofing off when everyone else was pitching in.
Well, not everyone. Amie and Eric came out of our bedroom at the end of the wildness. I was in the living room, playing airplane with the kids, when the door opened. Amie saw me standing there, and gave me a huge smile, then licked her lips wickedly. Eric was blushing hard, but he had his hand around her waist. I guess he was getting the message. And a little bit more.
Dinner was nice, and a relatively quiet event with the little ones watching TV in the living room. We cleaned up afterwards, many hands making light work, and Karen put the kids to bed, but not before everyone got hugs goodnight. When Robin and Jim excused themselves to join her upstairs, I was ready to call it a night. It wasn't even 9:00, but I was hoping for a little Debbie love, and a lot of shut-eye.
Debbie joined me willingly enough, but Beth decided to stay with Amie and Eric a while.
"She's a bad one, our little Beth is," Debbie advised me, before heading to the bathroom for a quick bath. While the rest of us had all cleaned up, she'd been stuck with dinner duty.
I decided to check in on our visitors and my teenage bed-warmer. A bottle of water for the evening seemed like the perfect excuse. As if I needed one.
It hadn't taken the living room crowd long to get going. Amie had her head in Eric's lap, while topless Beth had her tits wrapped around his face. She looked over at me, and quickly lifted a finger to her lips, asking for silence. I snagged the water bottles and paused to watch them a moment before heading back to the bedroom. Beth reached down and tapped Amie on the shoulder. Amie looked up and saw me. She smiled, pulled off of Eric's angry red cock, and put on a little show for me, looking up at me while she sucked him off. She had her glasses back on, and it looked like a scene right out of a schoolteacher porno. Beth was still feeding Eric her nipples, and they all appeared to be having a grand ol' time. I blew Amie a kiss goodnight, and went back to my bedroom, disrobing, finishing only moments before Debbie came out of the bathroom. I put my water bottle on my bedstand, then opened hers and offered it to her. She took it gratefully, taking a large swallow.
"Pot Roast. Always makes me thirsty, I should use less salt."
I placed my lips over hers, kissing her warmly. "It's perfect. Just like the cook."
She gave me a push, "You're embarrassing me. I know I'm far from perfect."
I stood straight, took her bottle from her, capped it and placed it on the bedstand. Then I reached out and peeled her towel off her, instantly putting the lie to her words. "Perfect. I swear by God, if that's not perfection, it's as close as we're ever likely to see."
"Right," she answered cynically, pushing me away.
Moving quickly, I scooped her up and laid her across my lap, swatting her ass sharply, drawing a surprised yelp out of her.
"You are perfect." I smacked her bottom again, not too hard, but with an open hand that sounded worse than it was. "The most beautiful," SMACK, "most loving," SMACK, "most giving" SMACK "woman I've ever known." I rubbed her cheeks for a second while she wiggled in my lap. I stopped the wiggling with another firm loud blow that caught her attention.
"You keep an immaculate house," I spanking her again, firmly, "cook like a master chef," another hard blow, "and have raised the perfect little girl." Her cheeks were pink and she was begging me to stop.
"Tell me you're perfect," I told her rubbing her bottom. When she stayed quiet, I whacked her a good one, setting her squirming again.
"Say it, tell me your perfect, or I'll blister your perfect ass."
"I can't," she argued adamantly, earning another hard blow.
I stopped and rubbed her ass, feeling the warmth. "Say you're perfect for me. You know it's the truth. Tell me."
She looked up at me, her eyes moist, her face flushed. She smiled for me. "Ok," she pulled herself out of my grip, giving a wry grin as she reached down and stroked my hardness. "That thing was hurting my side."
Beautiful Debbie pushed me back and straddled me, sinking down slowly on my hard rod. She leaned forward, her face just above mine. "You're perfect for me." She kissed me hard, fucking herself. When she pulled away she was smiling. "There. I said it."
"No you didn't, you brat. You know what I meant." I held her hips while I fucked up into her. She normally liked to be on bottom, but she seemed to be having a good time, riding me hard.
"I know what you said. And you were right. You ARE perfect for me." She slowly lifted up and looked down to where we were joined. "Just look at that. You fit me perfectly." She slowly lowered herself down, filling herself. "Any longer, any wider, and it would be too much. You are just right. You are perfect. I never believed a cock could be such a gift of pleasure."
I pulled her down and held her close, while my hips kept moving, exploring her depths. "You are perfect, you know. And perfect for me."
She sighed, kissing my neck. "We can be perfect for each other," she grudgingly admitted. Then she pulled out of my arms, sat up straight and proceeded to fuck me like a mad woman. Within a couple of minutes I was cumming for her, bringing her with me, making her cry out. I gasped while she ground her hips down on me. She was wearing the most amazing grin.
"What?"
"It sounded like they were closing up shop out there, and I wanted this one just for us." She leaned down and gave me a big kiss. "And it was PERFECT."
She rolled off of me, still grinning, "I hope you ate your Wheaties."
"Hunh?"
"I think we have company."
No sooner were the words out of her mouth, then two topless teenagers came tumbling into our room, giggling like schoolgirls. Beth looked at the state of my waist. "Hey, you started without us!"
"Us?" Debbie asked.
I think Beth suddenly realized the gaff she'd made. "I mean, well, Amie and I are all worked up, and Eric is gone. I thought, if it was Ok that is, that maybe she could join us for a bit. Only if it's Ok with you of course. It's just for a bit of fun, until we work out the whole Eric thing."
Amie was leaning into Beth, her arm around the diminutive instigator. "I'll be good, I promise. I'll do whatever you say. Whatever you want."
Debbie yielded an exasperated sigh. "Alright already. Get in here; just let's not plan on making a regular thing out of this."
"How about like Karen? Just for fun?" Beth asked guiding her friend's face down to my sticky, semi-hard cock. Amie clearly wasn't too fastidious. She went straight to work.
"How about like Cathy?" Debbie countered, "Just on the rare occasions."
While Amie sucked me back to hardness, Beth showed off how hard core a negotiator she was. She climbed over Debbie's body, pushing me roughly to the side. She lowered her face and kissed Debbie's lips softly. She pulled away, reached down and astonished me when she dragged Amie by the hair and pulled her over, pushing the pretty girl's face down into Debbie's recently used pussy.
"How about if she takes turns pleasing each of us?" She said, giving Debbie's tit a squeeze. "She's not just for Jack."
Beth slid off the bed then leaned in and sucked on Debbie's fantastic tits, while Amie did her best to remove any evidence that I'd recently unloaded in my dream girl.
Debbie looked at me, and I could still see some hesitation there. It had seemed she'd been becoming more secure about having sex, but she was always the giver, the object to be used. Now we were talking a different story.
"It's up to you," I told her, kissing her, and caressing her one available breast. "Just enjoy it." I think it had something to do with why she preferred missionary. It was like she wasn't the one performing when she was in that position. And we could be so close, and open. Intimate, talking to each other, just enjoying what we were up to. I recalled that in the times she was with Joe, she didn't do it that way. It was a minor revelation.
I leaned in closer and she kissed me desperately. "It's Ok. Let us all pleasure you, just for a while. Nothing wild and kinky, just let us love you a bit."
I snuggled up close and watched while Beth and Amie paid homage to Debbie's fabulous body. I whispered in her ear, talking to her gently, telling her how beautiful she was, what a pleasure she was, how much I loved being with her, around her, sleeping beside her, being inside her.
While I talked to her, I felt the girls change things up. They moved Debbie onto her side, and I felt Amie guiding my cock back into my perfect girl from behind. Debbie's leg was lifted high and out of the way, while Amie's eager mouth resumed her play, working wonders where Debbie and I were joined. Debbie was in a sandwich now, Beth lying facing her, their breasts pushed together. She was kissing Debbie's face all over, occasionally even offering her lips to me for a quick kiss. We both told Debbie how wonderful she was until she came for us, in a series of easy, uplifting orgasms.
Amie slid away and cuddled up behind me. I heard a tiny whisper, "Damn, my tongue is worn out."
Debbie and Beth were hugging. "Ok, like Karen, I guess," Debbie finally agreed to Beth's and Amie's excited squeals. Then she was pushing Beth away. "If you two have any more energy, use it up on each other or on Jack, but leave me out of it this time. I'm worn out. It's tiring being made love to like that!"
Beth leaned in and gave the platinum tressed goddess another quick kiss on her lips. "Thanks, lover. I think it's time that poor Jack pulled his own weight."
Pulling my weight apparently meant letting Amie mount me for a while. My previous times with her were sitting on the couch, and under time constraints. This time I just let her ride me to her heart's content.
Amie was breathing hard, ten minutes later, her legs tiring from squatting over my cock and pounding up and down. She finally settled down, having come twice, and just eased her hips back and forth.
"What's the deal? How long does he stay hard?" Amie asked Beth who was cuddled up next to me.
Beth kissed my shoulder, "How many times you come tonight, baby?"
"Just two," I told her.
Beth smiled. "He's probably good for a while more, how about giving me a turn?"
The girls switched places, and Debbie gave us grief for moving so much and being too noisy. Beth tried to keep the movement down but Debbie still reached over and poked us when Beth came the first time. My voluptuous sex-pot started giggling, then slid off of me and dragged me to the floor with her. Beth leaned over the chair, presenting her rear and I plowed her for bit, before I had to put a pillow on the floor under my knees, and then pounded her with Amie leaning over me. I felt myself getting worked up, squeezing Beth's ass cheeks, making her squeal for me, biting down on her arm to keep the noise down. I was driving into her, hard and deep, and Amie kissed my shoulder, stroking Beth's back.
"Any more for me?" she asked sheepishly.
"Absolutely," I assured her, gasping as I unloaded into sweet Beth.
Beth moaned, slid off the chair and rolled onto her back. "God, I needed that."
I laid down next to her, and Amie wasted no time going down on me, licking me clean. She spun around and straddled my face and I found she had the sweetest, tastiest pussy. I fingered her, opening her up while I sucked on her lips and nibbled on her clit. She ground her pussy into my face and after a minute or two I realized I was nearly hard. Amie was sucking me deep when I felt Beth's head resting on my leg, and I heard her egging her on.
"That's it, take all of it bitch," she teased.
Amie was willing enough and more then talented enough. I could feel her lips at the base of my cock, and the pressure each time I entered her throat. In turn, I had a finger in her ass, all the way to the second knuckle, while I saw how deep my tongue could reach. I thought I could get her to come for me from the reaction I was getting, but she pulled off and mounted me backward, facing my feet and getting to work again. Beth crawled over to me resting her head on my shoulder while we watched Amie.
"I want her to go down on me, is that Ok with you?"
"Of course," I whispered to her. I reached for Amie, pulling her back on top of me, and fucking up into her for a few more seconds before I rolled her off of me, right into Beth's lap. Beth was taking control, guiding Amie's face to where she wanted her. I pulled Amie up onto her knees, and entered her from behind again, enjoying her tightness, spreading her legs wide and playing with her ass. With two fingers in her butt, I was contemplating switching out for a more substantial member.
Both the girls were getting off on the action, and I was enjoying the hell out of it. I pulled Amie off of Beth and rolled her onto her back, changing things up, and Beth climbed up and straddled Amie's face. Beth and I kissed, using her little friend easily, burying her beneath us.
That was the beginning of what seemed like an endless fuck fest. I took turns on the girls, one after the other, wearing myself out and both of my teenage temptresses. It got to the point where I was lying on my side, sliding my cock in and out of Amie from behind, only stopping long enough to roll over and face Beth, who'd lift her leg over my waist and slide me home so I could work her over a while. Amie started crawling over to the bed, but I grabbed her leg, and pulled her back to me. I pulled her on top of me and fucked her a while longer. The girls were crawling all over me, giggling half the time, moaning the rest. It was like I'd invaded a 9th grade slumber party, except for the amazing endless sex. And if either tried to escape, I'd drag her back and find a way to bury my cock again. Mouths and pussies, a seemingly endless assortment of places to envelope my staff.
During one of the exchanges, I pushed into Amie, and found increased resistance.
"Ow! Gentle Jack. That's a lot of meat you're trying to cram up my little butt-hole." I was instantly aroused, and spent several minutes slowly working my way into her ass. She encouraged me, speaking softly, telling me how big I felt in her ass, stretching her. It was slow going, and I was only about halfway there, but she wasn't complaining.
That got Beth's attention, "Are you in her ass, you bastard?" She crawled over to the bedstand and returned with lube. She pushed on my chest, making me pull mostly out, and squeezed a line of the clear slippery stuff the length of my cock. She reached down and stroked me, getting me thoroughly coated.
"Now, fuck her," Beth growled, and we had to shush her for being too loud.
The going was easier, and it only took a few strokes before I bottomed out in her. "That's it, Amie. You took it all."
"Do you like that, Jack? Stretching my ass out? God you feel big. Now fuck my ass for real. Cum in my ass."
That was all the encouragement I needed. I fucked her up that ridiculously tight butt, while Beth wiggled down and put her mouth to good use. Her hair tickled my balls, and whatever she was doing got Amie off in a big way. After she came she seemed completely spent and begged off any more, but I was so close to finally coming I had to finish in her.
"Jesus, Jack. It's after one. We gotta get up in a few hours," Amie moaned while I grasped her ass cheeks and squeezed them, spreading them wider, driving as deeply as possible.
"Tomorrow's Saturday, you can sleep in," I reminded her. I fucked her harder, long full strokes, bottoming out in her virgin butt, to an endless array of moans. I was finally ready. "Here it comes," I warned her, shoving my cock as deep as I could, and thoroughly coating her insides with my seed.
Having come, I still didn't want this to end. Beth started crawling onto the bed, and seeing her sweet ass hanging over the side, I rolled away from Amie and grabbed Beth's hips before she could get away. I planted my mouth on her sweet, abused pussy, and she groaned, "Jack, it's too much. Too much."



I looked over and Amie looked like she was sleeping on her side. I released Beth, kissed her sweet ass, and let her climb into our bed. Going back to Amie, I picked her up to put her on the bed too.
"I'm so sore," Amie mumbled, half asleep.
"I know, go to sleep now." I stretched her out beside Beth, taking a last taste of her perky little tits. I made a quick trip to the bathroom to clean up a bit, and returned to my room. There was no space left on my bed, and I made for the door, figuring I could use the bed upstairs. I didn't make it far.
Debbie caught me at the door and dragged me back to bed. We spooned together, and I whispered "Sorry if we woke you up."
"You know I can't sleep without you at my side." She giggled, "You got what you deserved, trying to keep up with two teenage horn-dogs."
"I got what I deserved. I'm holding my favorite person in the world. I love you Debbie."
"Me too, now go to sleep, and stop poking me with that thing."
----
I hope you enjoyed this chapter. Things take an interesting change in the next one, when some more family members take an interest in the goings on at the house that lust built. And as always, if you enjoyed the story, please vote.
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------------------------------------------
Kayla enters the fray, and learns the cost
------------------------------------------
I should have seen it coming. The girl clique was a three headed beast, and I was having sex with two of the three on a regular basis. How long did I expect before the third was privy to the action?
I ran into Kayla at the Half-Price book store, while picking up some light reading. I hadn't seen her in several weeks. She also had one young one, the same age as Lisa's youngest. The year before she'd been over to our pool pretty regularly. This year I'd only seen her once.
We said our greetings, and I asked her how come she never came by with her boy for a swim.
"I really can't afford the price of admission." She told me with an odd look that I really couldn't fathom. But I had a fair idea of what she was referring to.
"Really Kayla, you're being silly. You know you're welcome, no admission required."
She edged closer to me, speaking softly. "That's not what I heard from Lisa and Beth."
"Well, if they were paying anything, you could call it a 'donation', not admission. And donations are not required nor expected. Come on over anytime."
"Maybe I'll come over in the early evening when Traci's home. It seems a little safer."
"Whenever you want, just remember, the door is always open."
You can imagine my surprise when Lisa showed up the next day with Kayla in tow. Not 15 minutes later Beth made an appearance, for a total of 7 kids in the pool. It was becoming a permanent pool party.
After we'd been there a bit, sipping Rum Runners, Lisa asked if I didn't want to go in the house for a spell. I was almost afraid to answer, with Kayla and Beth there it seemed beyond brazen.
Beth encouraged me, saying "Go on, we can watch the brood."
Kayla turned to her, and asked "Don't you need to head in for a bit as well?"
"Nope," she replied, "I'm payed up for the week, with interest." She wore a naughty smile that left little doubt as to what she was referring to, but she did have the decency to blush.
I followed Lisa in, and we headed straight to the bedroom. I barely had the door closed before she was yanking down my shorts and going down on me. Within seconds I was more than ready, but I let her work on me for a while before helping her to her feet, and stripping off the flimsy excuse for a bathing suit she was wearing. It was closer to floss.
I knew exactly what I wanted; I wanted to do her doggy-style. And that's exactly what we did. I put her on her hands and knees on the bed, and I went straight to the point, no preliminaries, just knelt behind her, and slid my full length inside her tight little pussy. It was one of the things I loved about doing Lisa. Whatever I wanted, however I wanted. She was so easy, so willing. So flexible.
I was only a few minutes into her, when the door creaked open, making me jump off of Lisa, worrying that one of the kids might have come in. The house doors have security alarms on them, and give a series of beeps every time they're opened, but I guess I'd been too distracted to hear it.
Instead I turned to find Kayla standing in the doorway, slipping through it and closing it tightly behind her.
"Beth insisted I come in here and see what I'm supposed to be missing," she explained, but her eyes were fixed on my wet erection, eager to find it's home back inside of Lisa.
"I have no problem with that," I told her, looking over to Lisa, who had rolled over and grabbed a pillow to cover herself up.
"If you don't mind, I don't. An audience might be kind of fun," Lisa replied with a laugh, and then got back on her hands and knees, wiggling her cute little butt at me. "Come and get it, stud."
I had my hand on my cock, and was slowly rubbing it, keeping it good and ready. Kayla just stared at it, and I couldn't resist giving her a smile and giving my meat a couple of show-off exaggerated strokes. I climbed on the bed again, and mounted Lisa for the second time. Again no preliminaries, I just filled her with my cock, and gave her a long, slow, deep fucking.
Kayla slowly slid along the wall, so she could actually see what was going on. I put on a bit of a show, alternating long slow strokes, with a fast and furious pounding. I even turned toward Kayla once, creating a viewing angle of my cock sliding in and out of Lisa's steaming twat. Lisa moaned wonderfully seeming to enjoy the audience. Once I started to tire a bit, I rolled onto my back, and invited Lisa to finish on top. She climbed aboard backward, facing my feet and Kayla beyond them. She then put on an incredible show of her own, raising up and down on my cock, giving Kayla a great view of the entire length of my prick getting buried inside of her puffy swollen lips over and over again. With my hands cupping her ass, I helped hold her steady, while she showed off.
Lisa was good and worked up by then, and she dismounted long enough to turn around and face me before climbing back aboard. I was extremely excited both by her actions, and the idea of having a sexy blonde watching our every move. I grabbed Lisa's ass cheeks firmly in my hands, and lifted her up and down in a counter-rhythm to my own strokes, getting great penetration. I started thrusting into her harder, my hips powering away, hammering away at her.
"Fuck me good for her, Alex," Lisa grunted into my ear, and it was too much. With a guttural "Oh, FUCK," I came inside her massively. I peeked over to see what Kayla thought of all this, but the door was just clicking closed behind her.
Lisa rolled off of me with a smile. "That was intense, lover. Remind me later that I like the way you behave with an audience." Then she leaned over and kissed me warmly, lingering.
We cleaned up and headed back outside before too long, with refills on our drinks. Kayla and Beth were huddled in discussion, and I sat down and chatted for a bit, but needed to go back inside to get a little work done. Iloved the view, but was getting behind, and had a few things I really needed to close out by the end of the day. I excused myself from the crowd, and told them I'd be upstairs in my office if anything should come up.
I was composing an email reply at my desk, when I looked up to find Kayla eyeing me from the office door.
"Hi Kayla, what's up?" I asked her, not really paying too much attention, just finishing the last sentence before sending the email.
"Beth suggested I might be able to get a limited membership in your pool." She wandered across the room, around my computer table, and was standing over my shoulder looking at the work I was doing. "So, you guys do use these things for something other than porn."
"God I hope so, I make a living off these things, and as a porn star, I'd be going to bed hungry a lot." I laughed, closing the email application.
"So?" she asked, and I realized I'd almost missed her entire first comment.
"Limited membership? What did you have in mind?" I asked her. This was getting more interesting by the moment.
"You tell me, Alex. What payments would you like?" She was playing with the top button on her shirt, trying to act sexy, and I was getting hard again just thinking about her.
I found Kayla very pretty, but I knew a few people who thought she was funny looking. She had a very sharp turned up nose, very pronounced chin, and big green eyes. She was another bottled blonde, with big (store-bought) hooters, and a very curvaceous body. She was the biggest of the girls, not heavy, just more curvy. Round ass, narrow waist, shapelier legs. She was also the youngest by far. She was in her mid-20's when the others were all in their early 30's. She often wore overalls, and she was the only one around who did. Whereas the other girls wore very tight and revealing clothing, Kayla was a lot more reserved.
She'd also married a guy 18 years older than her, when she was very young. The news on the grapevine was that he spent more time locked up in his office with porn, then he did paying attention to her. It seemed like a ridiculous concept, but nothing much surprises me anymore.
What payments would I like?
I turned my chair to face her, just inches away, and placed my knees outside hers. I placed my hands on her legs just above the knees, and caressed upward, until they were on her hips. I then gave her a small tug forward, until our legs met.
"What payments would any red-blooded man want from a woman as hot as you." I answered.
"Like you really need me, after what I just saw going on."
"Need and want are two very different things, Kayla. I need to get some work done. I don't need the action you just happened upon with Lisa. I need to loosen my pants, or my dick is going to break. I don't need to be charging anybody for coming over here.
"On the other hand, I want to continue doing Lisa. I want to keep enjoying what Beth does for me, and I want to take you in my arms, carry you to the guest room, and ravish you until neither of us can walk." I stood up, the chair sliding away behind me, my body only inches from hers and placed my hands on her waist, leaning forward until her breasts pressed firmly against my chest.
She looked a bit like a deer caught in the headlights.
"Uh, what would you think is fair if I only come over about once a week?" She asked timorously.
"How about you become my permanent sex slave, and I see if I can wear you out?" I teased.
"What?!"
"Just kidding. How about if we get together once every couple of weeks, and do what comes naturally?"
"I don't know, Alex. I... I don't know if I can do what Lisa does." She could barely gasp it out.
I opened the top of my shorts while we were talking, and I took her hand and pressed it against my burgeoning erection, through my boxers. She pulled away at first contact, but then returned her hand of her own volition, and rubbed it just a bit.
"Oh, I think there's quite a bit you could do, Kayla." I reached up and unbuttoned her shirt slowly. We stopped talking, while I took her top off, and she continued to massage my growing hard-on. As I pulled the shirt off of each arm, she switched hands but continued to get acquainted with my cock. She seemed enthralled by it.
"Didn't you just finish with Lisa? You're ready again?"
"I'd have to be dead not to respond to you touching me for the first time."
With her top off, I reached around her, my hands meeting behind her back, and unsnapped her bra. It brought my face even closer to her, and my mouth was by her ear. I nibbled on her ear lobe, then let the tip just nudge her inner ear. "Shall we play?" I whispered. She had to let go of my cock a second, to let the bra come off, then she was slipping her hand inside my boxers stroking me. I turned her face and kissed her softly. My hands were caressing her bare back, while her hands tugged at me.
"What are you going to do with me?" She asked hesitantly, once our lips parted.
"I'm going to spend the better part of a summer doing everything to you that you deserve. Over and over again." I answered. Her shorts had an elastic waistband, so I grabbed shorts and panties both and tugged them to the ground. She covered up her tits and crotch with her arms and hands, and then realizing how silly she was being, she stopped covering her breasts, but both hands were hiding a view of her young pussy.
"I...I thought maybe I could give you a hand-job," She said with a quiver, backing away from me.
I grabbed one of her hands, and pulled her over to the back of the couch, where I placed my hands on her hips, and turned her away from me. I then pressed against the middle of her back, bending her over the couch. She used one hand to maintain her balance, and the other she was using to cover up her rear, pretty poorly at that. I used my foot to nudge her legs wider apart.
"Alex? What are you going to do with me?" she sounded so nervous, and yet she never quite said 'no' to anything so far.
"Let's start with just a taste of what Lisa got," I told her, letting my hands explore her body a bit from behind, caressing her soft young flesh.
She just stayed there, bent over, one hand trying to cover her crack, the other bracing herself, waiting to see what was going to happen to her.
I stood back, kicked off my shorts and removed my boxers, and then kneeled behind her. My hands went to her round ass, moving her hand away, and then opening her up. Her hand stayed where I placed it, holding her ass cheek tightly.
"Are you looking at it?" She asked nervously.
"Of course! You're beautiful." I leaned forward and placed a small kiss on her ass cheek.
"Oh God, this is so embarrassing. Can we turn off the lights?"
"I want to see you, you are so sexy. I want to watch how you react. I want to see your gorgeous body as I take you." I then leaned forward letting my tongue caress her between her legs.
"Oh, no! What are you doing?" She cried, almost pulling away from me, pressing hard into the back of the couch, but there was nowhere to go.
"I'm going to eat you my sweet. You have such a pretty little pussy." I spread her cheeks with my hands, and licked from clit almost completely to her ass.
"Alex, what are you doing? That's wrong!" She almost sounded hysterical.
"No, it's wonderful." I told her. As I licked her again, she tried to close her legs, but I was too far in between them.
"Alex, no, this isn't right," she pleaded.
"Come on Kayla, this can't be new to you."
"Well it is! You don't use your mouth there!" she gasped.
"Kayla, a lot of people use their mouth there. Beth and Lisa and I do." I backed away and turned her around facing me, her rear resting on the top of the couch. She covered up once again.
"Really? That seems so gross, so dirty." Her worked up face left me little doubt that she really believed that.
Wow! I had a real innocent here. Hard to believe in this day and age.
"Let's try this again," I suggested. I lead her around the couch and eased her onto her back. Her hand came up and covered her furry little pussy. The action had the bonus value of pressing her breasts together, enhancing the already delightful view.
"Alex, really, I feel weird. Can we please turn out the lights?" She seemed almost on the verge of tears, and I didn't want to lose her.
I stood and took two steps to the wall where I turned off the lights. The room was still lit pretty well, from the daylight streaming in through the curtained windows.
"Is that better?" I asked her, sitting on the edge of the couch beside her. My unflagging erection was only about a foot away from her eyes, and I reached across and soothingly brushed her hair back, and let my hand wander down her face, neck and shoulders.
"A little," she admitted.
"So how about if we just play a little, get to know each other?" I suggested, my hands still slowly wandering across her upper body, still avoiding her nipples, but playfully caressing the sides of her breasts.
"Ok, I guess," she answered softly.
I figured her breasts must be fair game. They were store bought, and her husband must have paid for them for a reason, so I reasoned she was used to having them played with. My breast play went from gentle caresses, to massaging, to my enjoying each of them with my mouth and tongue. She didn't fight me on that one, and she obviously enjoyed the action. After a few minutes I wanted more, and I let my hand wander down her body, while still working on her near breast. My fingers felt the beginning of her bush and I cupped her mound, rubbing her without letting my fingers enter her.
Again she allowed me my transgressions, and I could feel the burning warmth in her. Once her hips were pressing back against me, thrusting up against the heel of my hand, I let my fingers sink further, pressing against her moist lips, my fingertips edging into her.
I sat up, and took one of her free hands and placed it on my stiff rod. She closed her fingers around it, giving it a squeeze, and stroking up and down a bit.
"God, it's so big, so hard," she said softly.
It seemed so odd that Beth, Lisa and now Kayla commented on how big I was. I didn't think myself particularly huge. Like every guy I'd measured myself a few times, and measured along the top I was right around 8 inches. If 6 inches was the average I was only a couple of inches longer than that. Maybe the local husbands were a little under-average.
Kayla stroked me for a bit, and I started easing my middle finger into her, enjoying the feel of her warm, wetness. She brought her other hand into play, twisting her upper body, and bringing her face within a couple of inches of my hardness. With two hands stroking me strongly, the precum started to leak out of my cock, and she squealed.
"Are...Are you coming?" she murmured.
"Hardly," I answered, stifling a laugh, "that's just my warm up juice. You'll know when I come, which shouldn't be too long from now." I had to wonder how little she knew about sex. "Don't tell me you're not used to doing this either? You're married, woman! You must have a little experience."
She almost shuddered. "Not much. It's always pretty much the same. He climbs on me in the dark, pumps away at me for about a minute, grunts and rolls off. That's pretty much the extent of it." She sighed. "I hate his fucking computer. He stays up there for hours, then comes down with his thing all hard, and does his weekly duty before drifting off. I don't like where those hard-ons come from."
I leaned down and kissed her. "That's a crime. You are made for sex. You have an amazing body that would make any man rock hard. I think it's time somebody widened your horizons." I kissed her again, deeply, and was pleasantly surprised when her tongue finally tangled with mine.
I sat up a bit. "Miss Kayla, I think it's time Professor Alex evaluated your readiness for this summer internship," I teased. I had my middle finger deep inside of her now, and wiggled it around for emphasis.
She smiled for me, and my heart expanded. "Yes sir, Professor, I'll do my best." She giggled for just a second. "I may not have as much experience as your other interns, sir, but I think you'll find me an eager student." An almost imperceptible push back against my finger was more than enough encouragement. She blushed strongly, and turned away for a second, then thought better of it, and faced me, her pretty green eyes challenging me.
I was so pleased to hear those words. I was a little afraid I'd pushed the boundaries a little too far, too fast, but I felt now that she wanted those boundaries tested, if not shattered. I also loved the idea that she responded so well to a little bit of role playing.
I leaned down, by mouth almost touching hers. "I'm honored to be your teacher." My lips captured hers again, and now she responded eagerly, her hand once more seeking out my cock, and stroking it.
I had pulled my finger out of her and was massaging her mound. I nudged two fingers into her entrance. "Before the exam, I think we need to verify the vessel is suitable."
She smiled again for me, a twinkle in her eye. "Yes, Professor Alex, of course." She still gasped a bit when my fingers entered her firmly then started a litany of strokes, twists and curls, playing within her.
I was working her pussy over with my fingers, and she was reacting nicely. Kayla was pressing back, and I could feel how wet she was getting. I must have been distracting her, because she was still clinging to my cock, even as I felt her climb the ladder to her own impending orgasm.
"What are you doing to me?" she gasped.
In response I only fingered her a little more forcefully, the meat of my thumb pressuring her clit.
"That feels so wild," she whispered, pushing back just a bit. She released my cock, and brought her hands up to her breasts, holding them. "Oh, God, Alex, just like that."



"Good, I want it to feel incredible. I want you to come for me."
"I don't come," she answered hesitantly, "not ever."
"My sweet girl, that's about to change." I eased another finger into her, three fingers pounding at her tender pussy, and moved between her legs, lifting her leg up and out of the way. She was quivering and grinding against my hand, and I watched as she started squeezing her own nipples, moaning almost continuously. Her body started reacting first, tightening, her stomach hardening, her legs kicking into the air as her orgasm started to grow within her. Suddenly her neck lengthened, her chin tilted up and her eyes rolled back. A piercing squeal escaped her lips. It was time.
She moaned for a second as I pulled my fingers out of her, then her whole upper body curled upward as I thrust myself into her, hard and fast, to the very root, my hand vibrating over her clit.
She cried out, her eyes bursting wide open, unseeing as she thrust her hips against me. I could feel her entire body spasming as she came for me. So sweetly.
As she slowly came down, I long-stroked her, getting her accustomed to the feel of me.
She slowly came to her senses, her breathing steadying. She reached out to me, her hands brushing against my torso, almost in wonder. "Oh my God, I didn't know," she whispered.
She looked up to my face, where I was leaning over her, and her eyes peered into mine. A small smile perched on her lips. "The vessel is suitable?"
"Ideal. Perfect in every way."
"Just don't break it," she murmured.
"Of course not, my darling girl, I wouldn't dream of hurting it. But I do intend for it to be used, used well and often."
She closed her eyes and leaned back. "Yes, Professor. You know best."
I fucked her in silence, slowly, steadily. Within a couple of minutes she was breathing harder, gentle moans escaping her lips. She was obscenely wet, and our movements were noisy.
"Did you come in me? It's so slippery," she asked, curious.
"No, sweetness, that's all you. You respond perfectly. You're an excellent student."
She sighed, "Jesus in heaven, this is nice."
I continued plumbing her depths, and was pleased to see how responsive she could be. Lifting her legs up, I was able to get even deeper, and she took me easily, pushing back against each stroke, making small noises, little grunts and sighs that excited me.
"Damn, Kayla, you are the sweetest fuck. You're killing me. I'm going to have to come soon," I finally warned her, picking up the pace.
"Don't come in me!" She cried, almost pulling away from me.
"Ok, baby, I won't," I reassured her, my hand reaching out and caressing her glowing face, before I grabbed her shoulder and pulled her back against me on each powerful stroke.
"Just don't, please, I'm not protected. I...I wasn't really planning on this." She mumbled before returning to her gentle moaning.
Protected or not, I was about to explode. "Kayla, sweet, I have to come soon, where do you want it?"
"Want it? Oh! I don't know." She sounded confused again.
Our positions had shifted a bit. She was laying at an angle across the couch, and I had one knee on the couch, and a foot on the floor. I reached down and rubbed her clit as I was approaching my finish and she almost blew up.
"Oh! Oh!" she squealed, while I used my thumb to diddle her.
It was too much for me though, and I grabbed the front of her thighs, fucking her as fast as possible, for just a few seconds until the tightness in my balls demanded release. I pulled out, stroking my cock hard, and immediately came, leaving a nice deposit across her stomach from the bottom of her breasts to the opening of her legs. Several nice streams criss-crossed her belly, branding her mine.
I couldn't help myself, and I slipped my softening cock back inside her. I was able to screw her easily for another minute, until it was no longer able to hold its shape.
Kayla was using her fingers to rub the cum around her belly, making little designs. Then she looked up to me, and realized what she was doing. She closed her legs, and covered up her breasts again, asking for some tissues.
I passed her the box from behind my desk, and she cleaned herself up a bit, while I passed her the clothing on the floor.
"Did I pass my first exam," She asked, coquettishly.
"I'd give you an A for the entrance exam, but there's still a lot to be learned on this curriculum, I think."
"Really, Professor Alex? You know, this may be the most interesting course I've ever taken."
"I'm going to do my best to guarantee that."
* * * * *
Will you take a moment now, and grade Kayla's first exam, with a vote of encouragement?
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CvsN 18 -- Business Complications
================
Amie's Dad shows up and makes a deal. He's a welcome new addition around the house, especially for one of our friends.
================
The weekend was a hectic one. I'll say one thing about living with a bevy of beauties: it was never hard to find friends to come over, particularly of the male variety, to pitch in when a job needed doing.
Debbie, Beth, Amie, Karen & Robin. Enough eye candy to get any red-blooded man's blood flowing. Add in short-shorts, tied off t-shirts (including Robin's always entertaining tee-proclamations), and tasty snacks and meals, I could understand the allure. I was living the dream.
With anywhere from 8 to 12 people working at anytime over the weekend, including an extended stint by Amie's infatuated Eric, things got done in a hurry. Painting, carpeting and linoleum tiling (in the new day-care center) was moving ahead at a breakneck pace.
The big surprise came Sunday around noon when a man unknown to me showed up at our door. We were just starting introductions when a tall, slender, auburn-haired beauty nearly bowled me over with a squeal of "Daddy!"
Oh crap.
I was ready for a grilling, but Mr. Thomas, 'Ron' he insisted, was there to work. I watched him look over our efforts, with an appraising, and probably appreciative, eye. He might have been in his forties, but the way he was looking around, he seemed to enjoy the eye-candy as much as any. Hell, maybe more.
"So where's this Day-Care project I keep hearing about?" he asked, cutting to the chase.
Amie and I took him out back to project number two, which was really beginning to come together. Making a place suitable for housing kids and infants, and keeping them safe, secure and comfortable was a tricky job.
What had once been a three car garage, with lots of concrete pad front and back, and an attached office, workshop and half-bath had undergone a remarkable transformation. Or about 90% of one.
"See, Daddy? It's huge! Bigger than Day-One, with lots more play area, and plenty of room for parking and picking up." She gestured excitedly, while I got some odd looks from Derek and Mike, buddies from work who were being directed in their efforts by Beth and Robin.
"Looks good," he admitted. "Where can I pitch in?"
Robin piped up, never the shy one. "We're building an island of custom cubbys for the kids to store their stuff on one side, and to hold educational supplies and toys on the other." I saw that the guys were working on that, and it looked like the flooring job was finally finished.
I had to wonder how he was taking Robin's daily chest message: "Slutty McSlutterson". That was a little over the top even for her. But I guess it was better than Saturday afternoon's "ASS: The Other Vagina". Thank God for small blessings.
I left him with Amie and the crowd out back, and headed to the main house. Where I was instantly grilled by Debbie and Karen. I explained as much as I could, and went back to working on the finish around the arches leading from the extension into the main house.
By late afternoon Debbie drafted me into bringing beverages out back, fresh squeezed lemonade. And you wonder why I love her.
Everyone took a break, and Ron asked me to take a walk with him. Shit. Shit, shit, shit. Here it comes.
"Taking on a pretty big responsibility here, aren't you?" he asked, breaking out a fat cigar, a good eight inches long, and offering me one.
"It's a big task, no doubt. But I've made sure they are doing it right, creating a business plan, finding out all the rules and regulations, lining up the licensing. It's been a couple of months in the making." He passed me a cutter and butane lighter, which I put to good use.
"Can't be cheap."
"Not that bad really." I explained, "The property was in shambles when I got it. It cost chicken-feed. After I got it fixed up, appraised and got new loans, I still had over 50% equity, so it's not going to break me. Hell, my mortgage is less than my rent was. And the back building was sitting here unused. The property had already been subdivided, so it made the legal issues that much easier."
"You've got my Amie pretty excited about this. Most excited I've seen her in a long time," he told me.
I wasn't about to go into any details about how excited I'd seen her lately. "I think all the girls are pretty worked up about it. And the truth is, if it makes them happy, then I'm happy."
"I hope you don't mind my asking, but what is the relationship here? You and four women living in that house. And some kids, I hear?"
I thought about dissembling or even outright lying, but to be honest, Ron seemed like a straight shooter. I'd take my chances with the truth.
And that's what he got. The whole truth (or at least a lot of it) from the original relationship, to my deal with Debbie and Beth. I also clued him in on Karen and Jim's relationship, but let him know that Robin was only there for the summer, headed back to school in the fall. I didn't go into any detail about the Robin part of the relationship, not 100% sure what it was myself.
My property's pretty big, nearly two full acres, and we'd managed to amble the full perimeter and smoke about half our stogies before I'd completed the explanation. When we got back to the daycare we hung out on the driveway, enjoying the cigars.
At the end of my story he gave a good chuckle. "Hell, I can see why you'd want to do this. I guess in your shoes I'd do just about anything to keep those two happy. Debbie was the blonde goddess in the kitchen?"
"Yes, sir. Goddess just about describes her. Best damn girl I've ever met, and best looking to boot."
"And Beth is quite a head-turner, isn't she. That little hard-body could get a dead man to sit up and howl. Yep, quite the situation you've landed here."
I wasn't going to argue with him.
"Not to be crass, but what are the business details. How do the earnings get split? Is Amie just an employee, or is she going to be getting a piece of the action?" Ah, it seemed he was finally getting to the point.
"I'm not sure, to be honest. She wasn't part of the original intent, but I guess she'd be getting a share of profits."
"She's a bright girl, my Ames. Straight A's through most of high school. But she dropped out of college after her freshman year, and took that damned job where she's working now. I thought it was a phase, and was ready to pay for her to get back to school, but I don't know where that's going now. We used to talk all the time; it's just the two of us you know. Her mother passed away when she was 12, breast cancer."
"I'm sorry, I didn't know," I told him.
"Yeah. She's all I've got. And if this is what she really wants, I'd like to back her in this. For a third of the business, I'm willing to write a check right now. You tell me what you think is fair, and I'll write out the check and foot the finish."
I was stunned by his offer. Of all the ways I thought this might turn out, this wasn't one of them. "Ron, that's a generous offer, but I don't know how to take it. I can tell you she'll be a partner in this no matter what. She's already earned that much."
He gave me a smile. "Jack, you've been straight with me, and I'll be straight with you. I was ready to pump 100 grand into her education. And I can afford it. You're sitting on a perfect piece of property, great access, lots of room, and have experienced workers. You're only issue may be some business skills, but I think the girls can rise to the occasion, and if need, we can get them any help they'd need. I'd bet this can be a success. I'd say the setup alone is worth a good $150K. Maybe more. I'll bet 50 grand I'm right."
Fifty Thousand. Wow. "What's your involvement?"
That got me a serious look. "Good question. I like that. No surprises. I'll be a silent investor. It's my girl's job to make it pay. I do have an ulterior motive." He waited to see if I'd bite.
"I hope so. She's all you've got. I'd expect no less."
"Damned straight. I'm hoping I can convince her to keep educating herself, at least in this business. And it so happens I only live a few miles from here. She'll be nearby where I can keep an eye on her."
What can I say? I liked the guy. And I had a certain fondness for his daughter. "Let me run it by the girls, and if they're Ok with it, I think we have a deal."
He extended his hand and I shook it. His hand was strong and calloused. "I got work to do. Thanks for the straight talk. I hate a bullshitter. And thanks for what you're doing for Amie. She's absurdly happy right now, and we're talking again. I can't tell you how that makes me feel." And with that he was off getting his hands dirty.
Work started winding down, not long after that. By the time the last of my buddy's had departed, probably going home to work off their frustrations after being around a house full of gorgeous, scantily clad women, I was tired and looking forward to a little relaxation.
Karen and Jim were staying over, and Robin seemed inclined to play along with them, although she flirted with every male present, including Ron, who seemed to enjoy the attention.
Ron stayed for dinner, charming gracious and funny, and Debbie and the sister's seemed to warm to him. Talk revolved around their Day-Care effort, but strayed in a dozen different directions, easily. Before he left for the evening, with the effervescent Amie in tow, I was able to giving him the good news. Both Debbie and Beth were ecstatic by the turn of events. Well, Beth was ecstatic, and Debbie seemed pleased.
After a few dozen beers all around, the last of our guests departed, and we had a quiet house, or about as quiet as it ever got in our zoo. Karen, Jim and Robin retired early, probably feeling just as tired as they looked. I was in a great mood, as were my girls, which translated into a wonderful time in our bedroom.
It was kind of interesting. Our bedroom escapades were anything but consistent. It wasn't always a matter of the girls working together to pleasure me. Quite often we'd concentrate on one girl or the other, applying all of our attentions to the lucky recipient. The girls had been willing enough to play together under my direction when we first started sleeping together. In the last few weeks, they were more and more open to take the lead with each other, which worked me up to no end.
Beth was determined to make it a special night for Debbie. I was figuring it had something to do with the Amie situation and her ready acceptance of Ron. I was happy enough to play along. God knows there's nothing I like better than having Debbie take my cock in one of her three ready openings, and this night I made sure I didn't miss any of them. Naughty Beth was getting in the habit of bringing toys into our bed, and whatever hole I was in, Beth would often tease another, usually Debbie's sweet pussy, if I wasn't buried there. A few times even when I was.
We ended with Debbie laying back on me, my cock balls deep in her tight little ass. Beth was glued to her pussy, getting her off over and over again, with my staff stretching her butt hole deliciously. When I popped out, Beth would patiently guide me back in, before getting back to work. As wonderful as it was, it was hard to come that way, and I had to roll the platinum haired beauty onto her hands and knees to finish. Beth wasn't content to let me have my way, and worked her way under us, toy in hand, and abused Deb's poor pussy, while I pounded her butt. It was a glorious way to end a perfect evening, even if I never got to penetrate young Beth anywhere.
Just one more heavenly night in the house that lust built.
----
So much for "silent investor".
I got a call from Debbie to come straight home after work. Amie's father was over with a bunch of guys out back.
Things were hectic at the office, with a couple of snafu's on my project, as we tried to work out a few bugs, but I did manage to get out around 5:00. Arriving home I saw a lot of activity at the garage. I checked in with Debbie who was looking confused and a bit worried. I remembered Ron's comment about "footing the finish" and told Debbie I was sure that's what was going on.
Ron was looking over some plans with Robin and what must have been his foreman. He called me straight over and asked me if I was Ok with building a full length covered enclosure out back, so the kids could go outside even when it was raining or the sun was scorching. Looking over the place I counted nearly a dozen men at work.
"No moss growing under you," I commented.
"Not in this lifetime. The Harrison project was stalled, need to get a re-inspection, so I'd be paying the men to sit on their thumbs anyway. A couple of days here and we can knock this out. With your approval of course."
My approval? Hell, it looked nearly complete already. "That sounds great. Save me a bundle in beer and pizza getting my buddies to do half of this."
Ron waved the foreman off, and Robin followed him, still discussing cabinets and the office area. I got a good view of her shirt, and was happy that she'd toned it down a bit: "Stick Around. I'll Do Something Naughty." Ron broke out another big cigar. The man loved his vices. I read the label. "Havana?"
"I've got a friend. And what good is success if you can't indulge your vices." He took me on a quick tour of the work. "God, I love this. Building, rebuilding, making something from nothing. I hope you love what you do half as much as I do."
The man looked in his element, and I was happy for him, if not a little put off by his taking over the work.
"You want I should have them look into your addition? I wouldn't want to intrude, but as long they're here, we can finish that up in a heart beat."
I realized we were headed that way, and I stopped by the house to hunt down Debbie to make sure she knew everything was alright. Ron accepted a Guinness from me, and after he complemented Debbie on the smells arising from the kitchen (hint, hint) we reviewed the addition.
He was a perfectionist, checking out everything, looking into every nook and cranny and asking about a zillion questions. At the end we stood outside looking over the work. "Good work you've done here. Someone knows what they're doing. Makes me feel a little more comfortable."
"I've got good friends in the business."
"If they're ever in need of work, have 'em look me up. Ok, the way I figure it, about $5k for everything, replace that carpet in the dining room with hardwood floors, fix the one window which isn't level, replace the front stoop and build the wrap-around porch. Finish the inside as well but there's not a whole lot to that."
Five thousand seemed stupidly cheap for what he was suggesting. I said as much.
"I'm talking my costs, not retail. I'll split it with you. I'll make that check out for 48 thousand."
"We gotta work on your math, Ron. I figure that's forty-seven five."
"How about you talk your pretty little woman into setting a place for one more for dinner, and we'll call it even?"
I had to laugh. "Debbie's a hell of a cook, but $500 bucks for dinner is still a little high."
"You're looking at it wrong. If I took out my new partners in a business for dinner, it could run twice that, easy, and if last night is any indicator, it wouldn't taste half as good." He heaved a deep sigh. "Please don't tell me she's half as good in the sack as she is in the kitchen. I don't think my heart could take it."
I was a little surprised by the turn of the conversation. "I hate to break it to you, Ron, but she's better." I couldn't help myself. I was proud.
"Damn." He heaved a big sigh. "And you're taking turns with her AND Beth. Is there no justice in the world?"
"About that. We don't take turns. It's a big bed."
The man had a punch like a sledge-hammer. Even in jest. "Damn it! Son, I'm a fan."
I tried hard not to rub the ache in my shoulder.
"Tell me about this Eric guy," he said.
"He's a great guy. One of seven brothers, his brother Joe is my best friend. I've played softball with the Howards for about two years. He and his brother Bill are in carpentry."
"Bill Howard? Howard construction? His old man does plumbing?"
"Right on all accounts."
"Well fuck me with a crowbar. I know Bob. Good man. Does damned good work."
"They undertook the lion's share of making sure we put this place back together right. When I say it was a shambles when I got it, that's an understatement. The house wasn't even counted in the original appraisal; it was that bad."
"I guess you do know good people. That explains a lot. This is getting better and better. I haven't talked to Bob in years. I'll have to remedy that."
"There you are, Daddy! Jerry said you were around here somewhere." Amie jogged up and gave her father a big hug. His smile said more than words ever could. His face lit up like a kid's on Christmas morning.
Beth sidled up next to me for a hug and a kiss. "Hi Mr. Thomas. What are you two up to? No good, I bet."
"Oh fine. Now that you've got a serious boy-friend, no more hugs for the old man?"
Beth giggled and gave him a big hug. "Is there an old man around here? Maybe I should hug him too?" She pulled him down and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "You staying for dinner?"
"If I won't be cramping your style."
"I guess I can handle it if you can," she told him.
"Daddy," Amie interrupted, "You're not going to try and take this over now, are you?" She sounded serious.
"Hey, take it easy! I'll be out of your hair by the end of the week." He held his hands in front of him, proclaiming his innocence. "This is what I do. Once the work is done, I'm out. It's all up to you ladies then."
Amie had her arms crossed and was giving him a hard look. "I'm going to hold you to that. We're doing all right on our own."
"Better than alright. You've got it all under control. I'm just helping a little, I promise."
Robin showed up, looking good. She must be rubbing off on me. The more time she spent with us, the better she was looking. Of course the sexy outfit didn't hurt. She didn't have the best body in the house, but she sure advertised it well. Of course that said more of the house then it did of the cutie joining us. "The last of the men are leaving. Jerry said they'd be back tomorrow at 8:30." Robin came up to me and gave me a full body hug. "I deserve a reward; I did good today."
Ron looked a little surprised by her display, then laughed. "That she did. She has the whole thing planned out pretty well, and is not afraid to get her hands dirty."
Robin turned toward him, without releasing her hold on me. "Hands? Hell, Ron, 'dirty' is my middle name."
"Slutty 'dirty' McSlutterson? That's a mouthful." He teased. Evidently he hadn't missed Sunday's shirt."
"Hey! I'll be the one to judge what a mouthful is or not. And don't you forget it!"
"Robin! That's my dad!" Amie cried out indignantly.
"I won't hold that against him."
"Oh really? And what WILL you hold against me." Ron asked with a salacious grin.
I had to admit it. Ron gave as good as he got.
Robin unwrapped herself from me and gave Ron the treatment she'd been giving me, clinging to him like a kindergartner clings to his mother on the first day of school.
"I guess this is the best I can do in public, what with your baby watching and all," she answered. "Of course we could look for somewhere more private."
"Robin!" Amie squealed, while Beth giggled.
"Don't let the spoiled one stop you," he teased, hugging her back, with what looked like less-than-honorable attentions.
"Ooh, Amie. I like your Dad." Robin sighed, rubbing herself against him. She ground her hips against him, putting her arms around his neck and looking up into his eyes. "Maybe you and I can discuss just what a mouthful is later."



I think that surprised even Ron. I was getting hard by all the interplay. I could only imagine what it was doing for him. I should have realized how worked up Robin would be, the center of attention for an entire work team.
Beth grabbed Amie by the arm and pulled her over next to me. She pushed the shocked girl into my arms, and then sidled in beside her, leaving me holding the two teenagers while Robin continued her full body massage of Ron's front side.
"Wow. I'm a pretty good judge of these things, Ron, and from where I'm standing, that just might be more than a mouthful." Robin kept on the offensive.
I thought Amie was going to have a heart attack. I pulled her close and gave her a kiss. She melted a bit. "They're just playing, don't sweat it. You're an adult now, and so is your old man."
She clung to me, shutting her eyes. "He's my Dad, Jack."
"He's a man. Just like you're one hell of a woman." I gave her another kiss, a longer one, just to calm her down. My hand started to wander down to her delightful butt, but I pulled it back to her waist, not wanting to appear TOO familiar with Daddy's little princess. Not with what he already knew of my proclivities.
"Dinner's about ready," Debbie called from the door to the new attachment. "I could use a little help."
"Robin, why don't you go clean up? Hot and sweaty looks good on you, but clean and sexy looks even better."
She turned and stuck her tongue out at me. "Spoil sport." Still, she took my advice and headed in, but not before pulling Ron's head down for a quick kiss. I definitely spotted tongue. Bad girl.
I released my girls, and sent them off ahead of us. "We're right behind you."
Ron and I just looked at each other for a minute, then we both broke out in embarrassed laughter.
"Damn, that's one hellion, you've got there." Ron laughed.
"Yeah. She's like that. Almost upset the apple-cart when she arrived here. It took some doing to fit her in. Luckily her sister Karen and Jim have taken on the job of keeping her out of our hair."
"Her sister? You guys are full of surprises. I have to say that Amie looked awful comfortable around you." His tone wasn't accusing, more like teasing.
"She's great. Gorgeous, friendly and sweet as sugar. But Beth and Debbie are more than enough for me. I couldn't do a girl like that justice." I didn't want to leave it there. "I guess you've noticed we're awfully friendly around here. Beth's been working with her on Eric. The boy was doomed from the moment that Amie set her sights on him. And with Beth there to help things along, God, it was like shooting fish in a barrel. With a bazooka."
"I'm not one to judge. Her mother was a wild one. Hotter than fresh poured asphalt. As long as everyone's happy, and nobody's getting hurt."
"C'mon Ron, let's wash up and eat. And don't let Robin's teasing bother you."
"Bother me? Shit, the little hussy made my day! And it was already a damn good one."
"And you haven't even tasted Debbie's lasagna yet."
---
Dinner was Debbie's best - Lasagna and garlic toast. I ate too much as did our guest, and there were no leftovers. Too bad, since her day-old lasagna, if anything, was even better. Karen and Jim had never made it over, they were staying at his house, something they did a couple of times a week. It was nice to have another man around to help with the testosterone / estrogen imbalance.
Ron earned brownie points helping Debbie clean up.
"Ron, you're a guest. I've got this." Debbie insisted.
I almost butted in, knowing how Debbie hated to share her kitchen.
"Darling, you worked your pretty little butt off making this amazing dinner. What kind of jerk would I be not to help just a bit? Hell, without your kind offer of dinner, I'd be home throwing away the wrapper off another microwave dinner." He did a fair job of clearing the table and partially loading the dishwasher. Beth took on the after dinner task of putting the girls down. They had eaten before we had, but were allowed to stay up while we ate, re-watching episodes of SpongeBob for the umpteenth time. It helped keep the language at the table a little in line.
Amie helped me mix up some after dinner drinks for everyone, Kahlua and vodka, and joined me on the couch, already working on hers.
The wine with dinner seemed to have already loosened her up a bit. "Friday night was the most incredible experience of my life." She was leaning in close, whispering.
"Pretty fucking amazing for me too." I assured her.
"Thanks for going along with my dad, and making me a full partner. I didn't put him up to it." She had her arm around me and was acting awfully intimate with her old man 20 feet away.
"I know. He just wants to take care of you."
"He's a great dad," she admitted, before licking and tasting my neck.
"Seems like it. I like him. He seems genuine," I confessed.
"Genuine. I like the sound of that. That would be a pretty good description for the old fart. What you see is what you get." She turned my face to hers. "Kiss me again, Jack, quick before dad gets back. I don't want him to know all about us yet."
Us? Yet? I leaned over and gave her a warm kiss, copping a quick feel, keeping an eye out over her shoulder for any entrance by our house-mates or guests. She was the first to pull away, thanking me.
Beth joined us a minute later, plopping down beside me in her favorite spot. We were becoming more and more like an old married couple, taking on the same household roles, sitting in the same places. I wasn't about to complain. Beth lifted her leg over mine, and I caressed her soft thigh, already thinking about the things I'd be doing to her soon enough. Her teasing of Amie's dad had gotten me worked up, and she'd continued through dinner. Turn out that Ron is a fair flirt as well. Good thing around our place.
Amie got up and made her way over to the love-seat, stretching her long sexy legs out and resting her feet on our old coffee table. I loved that coffee table. It was big and solid, all wood, and a good four feet square, maybe larger. It could hold a lot of stuff, and could take a lot of abuse. It was scratched and stained, so nobody worried about coasters, or feet, or any other body parts damaging the finish. It had character.
Robin showed up next. She sat down next to me, and moved in close. She leaned across me and spoke to Beth. "Hey Beth, any chance of a little party after this? The upstairs is looking awfully lonely."
"What do you think, Jack?" Beth asked me, giving no hint as to her preference.
"I'd say that's yours and Debbie's call. Could be fun," I admitted.
"Fun? Just give me a chance, and I'll blow your mind, big boy. Fuck, I'm wound up tighter than a nun's ass," Robin whispered.
Her latest after shower T-shirt, "Ladies don't spit," hinted that she'd blow more than my mind given half a chance.
I pulled Robin in close and whispered to her, "I'll put in a good word with Debbie. You might try charming her a bit tonight before we pop the question."
While we were chatting, Ron and Debbie entered the room. Ron took a seat next to his hot-looking daughter, and Debbie came over to stand in front of us.
"A hint, sweetie. You're in Debbie's seat," I reminded Robin with a whisper.
Robin slid off the couch, running her hand down Debbie's side. "Dinner was great as always, Deb. I wish I could somehow show you how much I appreciate it." She leaned in and gave Deb a kiss on the cheek. She could be nice when she tried. Seeing the best seats all taken, she sat down in the lone remaining lounge chair.
Debbie settled in next to me. I slid off the couch and removed her shoes and footies, then sat back down and pulled her feet into my lap, rubbing her instep. "Another glorious dinner, Debbie. You outdid yourself."
"It was just Lasagna, Jack. It's not like you've never had it before."
"I can never get enough of it," I reminded her.
"My lasagna?" she asked, teasing me, sliding her foot next to my crotch.
"Among other things," I assured her, leaning in for a smooch.
The conversation started up where it had ended, mostly day-care stuff, but it covered a variety of other topics, including school. That led into Beth's and Amie's plans. Part of the discussion was what would happen in September when Beth went back to school. Not much time for working in the day-care going to school full time, never mind the swimming regimen.
"I'm hoping to schedule the classes to leave a couple of days open so I can work at the same time. Or maybe I can work early or late, covering the longer hours." Beth suggested.
Amie let us know she was planning to take evening courses, mostly online if she could. "It'll make for long days and weekends, but I think it'll help."
"University College?" Robin asked.
"I don't know yet. My grades weren't bad my first year, I don't imagine it'll be too hard to get in somewhere."
Amie seemed like a real daddy's girl. She was cuddled up to her father, and he had his arm wrapped around her slender shoulders. It didn't stop him from giving my girls a good looking over most of the time.
My drink was gone, and I considered one more before retiring to the bedroom. I suggested I was going to have one and asked around if anyone else wanted a refill.
"It's late for me," Ron said with a sigh. "I need to get home and feed the dogs. I imagine they're already pissed at me." When he started to stand up, Robin leaped out of her chair and hustled over next to him. "Before you go, got a minute? I'd like to show you around. You haven't seen the upstairs yet."
Then she leaned in and whispered in his ear. Whatever she said must have been convincing. "I guess a couple of more minutes wouldn't hurt."
Taking his hand in hers, Robin led him upstairs.
"You don't think she'll try anything, do you?" Amie asked.
"I'm sure she won't be too bad," Beth answered. "Nothing I wouldn't do."
Amie eyes went wide, "What does that mean?"
"C'mon Ames. Your old man is hot. When's the last time he had a serious girlfriend?" Beth told her, getting up and sitting next to her best friend.
"Jesus, Beth. He's my father," Amie insisted.
"I know." Beth said. "Don't sweat it. He'll be Ok."
Debbie was relaxed next to me, leaning away from me, her back to the corner of the couch. I still had her legs in my lap, and slid my hand further up her thigh, insinuating my fingers under her shorts. I was dying to get her into bed, and getting hard at the thought of it.
After a minute or two talking about the progress still needed around the homestead, Amie stood up and starting pacing around the room. "How long does it take to show him a couple of rooms?"
"C'mere Amie," I told her, gesturing to my side. She hesitated a bit, then settled in beside me. I put my arm around her.
"Friday was pretty incredible, wasn't it?" I reminded her.
She smiled, distracted for a moment. "I'm still sore," she admitted.
"I'm not surprised, you were fucking insatiable," I told her.
Beth came over and sat on the edge of the couch next to her, leaning over and hugging Amie. "I know I had fun," she said. "You gonna stay over?"
Amie smiled. "I'd love to, but I promised Dad I'd stay over tonight. Maybe tomorrow?"
Debbie finally spoke up, "Tomorrow would be nice, I'm kind of tired tonight."
I had the crotch of Deb's shorts tugged to one side, and two fingers warming her up for later, tired or not. Amie leaned over to reply to Debbie, and saw what I was up to. "Jesus, you guys are bad." She reached into my lap and squeezed my cock. "Fuck, I'd love to feel this inside me again."
"Unless your old man has a short fuse, I imagine we have a few minutes still." I reminded her.
She looked over to the stairs, "God, that Robin's bad. I can't believe he's up there with her. I mean, it's like they just met!"
Amie's outfit wasn't as showy as the other girls. She'd come directly from work. She had on baggy shorts, and a nice shirt that unfortunately hid most of her treasures. I reached over and cupped her mound, then reached up through the baggy leg and found a tiny strip of thong panty in between me and where I wanted to be. I eased it to the side, and slid a finger inside her. I felt so nasty, fingering two girls at the same time, one of whose father's might be down the stairs any minute. I started to stand, pulling my fingers out of both girls. I lowered my shorts to my knees, and then sat back down. "Better hurry," I told Amie.
I felt wicked, doing this in front of my girls, and knowing that Ron could be headed back downstairs any minute. I hoped he had a little staying power.
She stood, looked to the stairs then straddled my lap. She reached down and pulled her shorts to the side, guiding my hard dick home. "God," she sighed. "Every time I feel you, I wonder how I ever manage to get that whole thing in me." She was rocking up and down slowly sinking down onto my cock. When she finally had the whole thing inside of her, she leaned in and gave me a tight hug. "Damn, you fill me so nice, Jack."
"Feels good, doesn't it?" Debbie teased. "And always up for a good time."
Amie was fucking me slowly, moaning. "God Beth, did I really have this monster in my butt?"
Beth giggled, reaching down and rubbing her where we were joined. "Yep. Balls deep. I was impressed, and afraid I was next."
"Have you done it since?"
Before Beth could answer, we heard footstep on the stairs. Amie leaped up and straightened out her shorts. I was ready to pull up my shorts, when Beth leaned in and took me in her mouth. I guess that was one way to hide the evidence.
Robin and Ron entered the room hand in hand. Ron took one long look at what was going on between me and Beth. He looked shocked for just a moment and then he laughed.
"Looks like we've overstayed our welcome, sugar," he addressed Amie, who was sitting on the coffee table, just out of reach.
He turned to Robin, and gave her a hug, "Thanks for the tour," he said.
"There's still more to be seen, Ron. You'll have to come over again," Robin said.
"Gotta check up on the work, don't I?" He told her, taking her chin in his hand and rubbing her lips. She sucked his thumb into her mouth.
Debbie stood and went to Ron, taking his hand from Robin's face, and walking him toward the door. "Enough excitement for one night, I think. Stop by any time."
Beth, on the other hand, kept putting on her show.
Amie had walked over to the door, and was waiting. "Let's go Dad, before you embarrass me any more."
"Come on sweetie, cut your old man some slack." He turned and waved. "I had a great time tonight, gang. Y'all are a lot of fun, if maybe a bad influence on my little girl."
"Jesus, Dad! Who's the bad influence around here?" The end of her tirade was lost behind the closing door.
Beth climbed out of my lap, leaving me in a state. She went over and started tugging on Robin's hand, pulling her to the couch. "Ok, wild child, spill."
I stood, stepping out of my shorts, took up the cups and put them in the sink, returning to find Robin still holding out. "The quick summary or the whole, LONG story," she asked.
Debbie sighed and stood up. "C'mon, it's getting late; you can tell us all the sordid details in bed."
Robin was willing enough to give us the complete blow-by-blow while riding me. It was fun, sitting between my favorite roommates, while Robin rocked back and forth describing her time with Amie's father.
"Damn, he was worked up," she explained. "It was more than a mouthful, that's for sure, but I gave it my best. It seemed to be good enough for him. It only took a minute or two before he unloaded for me. Must have been saving up for a while; he nearly choked me he came so hard."
"So how did he compare to studly here?" Beth asked, curious.
"Just as long, but not nearly as thick, nor quite as hard. Still, really nice." Robin slid back off my cock and took me in her mouth for a couple of quick sucks. It was an acrobatic move, she raised her hips straight up, and bent over almost in two, taking me right to the root. A talented little cock-sucker. Ron was a lucky guy. "Yeah, easier on the throat, but I imagine it's not nearly as nice where it belongs," she admitted before sitting back down on my cock. "It'll be nice to see how if fits in my ass."
"So what else happened," Debbie asked. "You were up there a while."
"He had great recovery for an older guy," Debbie answered. "I kept going down on him, and it only took a minute or so for him to get hard again in my mouth. I figured he deserved a little show, so I gave him the second one topless. He tried for my shorts, but I told him to save something for when we had a little more time."
Robin sat up and squeezed her own tits, tweaking her nipples. "He did enjoy taking a few moments out to maul these puppies." She looked over at my two partners, pointedly staring at their full tits. "I imagine it would half kill him to have a chance at either of those. Real tit-man, that one. Karen's going to knock his socks off."
Robin stopped talking for a second, just enjoying the ride.
"And?" Beth insisted, sitting up and pinching Robin's nipple.
"Oh, Fuck! Do that again," Robin gasped.
Beth kneeled beside us reaching out and squeezing Robin's tit. "Tell."
Robin grasped Beth's hand and held it to her breast. "More stamina the second time. And he was a good bit more forceful. I did manage to get him off before my jaw got too sore, and that was pretty much it. The man does like to play. I hope we see more of him. I hope I see a lot more of him."
She was moving faster, pounding down on me. "Shit. What I'd really like is to see what it would be like with his dick in my ass, while I was riding this beast. Fuck! That would be intense."
"Anything else?" Beth asked pointedly.
"That's pretty much it," she managed to say, gasping.
"See anything when you came downstairs?" Debbie asked.
"Just that we... were interrupting... a blow-job show... for Amie," Robin revealed, spitting out the words a few at a time between moans.
Beth leaned back, and spread her legs. "I guess if that's all you have to say, we might as well put that dirty mouth of yours to some good use." My little bed-warmer was turning into a demanding little slut. I liked it.
"Just... a few... more..." Robin gasped. She slammed down onto me, squeezing her nails into my shoulders, "Oh, FUCK!" She came hard on me, rocking her hips back and forth for a few more seconds. She slowly climbed off of me, and crawled between Beth's legs. "God, I sooo needed that."
That's all we heard from her for a while. It was a nice little ride, but what I really wanted was still waiting beside me patiently.
I stretched out over Debbie, letting her guide me into that place I loved so much. I fucked her through one orgasm of mine, staying hard inside her, and pounding out a few for her, before I needed a break. Beth seemed to be enjoying her own tongue lashing but was ready for a change. Under her guidance, Robin was sent to clean up after me between Debbie's perfect legs, and I sidled up behind sweet Beth and gave her an easy screwing while we watched poor Robin put her talented mouth to use, getting off one more person that night. Debbie was kind and released her from her duties after just a few minutes. I stuck with Beth and managed to finish inside of her without wearing the both of us out completely. Rolling onto my back I took a well deserved rest.
Not too long however. Robin came over and went down on me, not to too much effect, but the effort was nice. She did finally manage to get me hard enough for her to crawl back on top of me and stuff herself with what was available. Then she laid down on me, finally relaxing. "Damn. My entire mouth is numb. You guys play hard."
I stayed hard enough to enjoy being in her, and nudged my hips back forth, playing inside her. I firmed up for a while, and fucked her a little more thoroughly, but my buddy was letting me down, and I finally gave up.



"That's nice, Jack," she sighed. "I don't need any more than this." She dozed off like that, which was sweet. I let my hands wander all over her sleeping body, caressing her tight little butt, even reaching down and fingering her bunghole. The play was doing wonders for me, and I got hard enough to fuck into her nice and deep, and she moaned in her sleep, not waking as I pumped my PC and swelled inside of her. Looking over, I saw my two lovers were already in dreamland, so I was slow and gentle, not wanting to move the bed too much. It felt so good, so decadent, fucking Robin's near unconscious body. I surprised myself, getting worked up enough to come inside of her, hearing her whimper in her dreams, while my seed coated her insides. Within moments I was joining her in dream land.
----
Things are getting interesting. How do Ron and Amie fit in? Find out more in the next chapter. And please remember to vote!
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Chapter 06: Beth for Breakfast
Unplanned morning fun with Beth
------------------------------------
The morning following Kayla's initiation into the Pool Club, I stopped by Beth's house on my morning run.
I went in through the garage, and knocked on the door, then opened it, announcing my presence. I knew her husband had early hours with Thursdays and Sundays off, so we should be able to talk in private for a moment.
She was up, but hardly dressed. She was wearing a T-shirt, and not much else by the look of it. I surprised her a bit, but she seemed fine about it.
"Hi beautiful," I greeted her, "where are the boys?".
"Out playing somewhere, they were out of here as soon as they'd finished their breakfast."
"Lucky boys, I still haven't had breakfast yet," I told her.
"I could make you something if you'd like," she offered, "I have eggs, bacon, cereal," she turned to open the frig and look in. I sauntered up behind her, and put my hands on her hips and leaned my crotch into her.
"Alex," she warned, "what are you up to?"
I reached down and slid her t-shirt up over her hips, exposing her sweet little ass. Yep, no panties. "I'd really like a warm muffin for breakfast, I'll do the buttering."
"Jeez, Alex, you are incorrigible! Don't you ever get tired of sex?" She tried to sound exasperated, but she held her position, half-naked, rear-end exposed, waiting for my next move.
"Not likely with anyone as gorgeous and hot as you," I told her. I lowered my running shorts and underwear, took my hardening cock in hand, and ran it up and down her crease. Beth spread her legs a bit more, making the access a little more open, if a little lower. I bent my knees, found the gap I was looking for, and slid the head of my prick into her. She wasn't very wet, admittedly there hadn't been a lot of foreplay. I had to work my way in, but she loosened up and juiced up before I was completely inside her.
"Alex, this isn't part of our deal." She told me, accusingly, while opening herself to me.
"No, it's just that I can't get you out of my mind. When you were over yesterday, and I was with Lisa and Kayla, I couldn't stop thinking about you. Don't tell them; I wouldn't want to hurt their feelings." I was approaching a rhythm, stroking smoothly, but she couldn't have been too comfortable, perched in the refrigerator door like that.
I pulled out of her, took her by the hand and led her to the living room. I pulled her shirt over her head, leaving her naked as the day she was born. Her nipples were standing at attention, from the refrigerator's cold, combined with what we'd been up to, I'd guess.
"Alex, you can't just come over and fuck me anytime you want to." She stood in front of me, hands on her hips, reprimanding me just enough to seem a bit in control.
"I wasn't planning on this at all. I just came over to talk a bit, but you looked so sexy in that shirt, and with nobody else around, I'm sorry, I just couldn't resist. Can't resist." I stepped into her, running my fingers through her hair, before giving her a big wet kiss. She settled into my arms, her hard little nipples burning into my chest, allowing my hands to caress her back and ass, while our kiss heated up.
I stepped away and sat her down on the over-sized footstool. I leaned her backward and brought her legs up almost to her ears, and slid my aching hard-on back home into that sweet twat. Her back was on the footstool, but her head was on the chair, and I was able to use the chair arms for support, pinning her ankles to them. She was wide open, and I was in heaven, pulling the full length of my cock all the way out of her on each stroke, then driving it in as far as humanly possible.
I was feeling good and strong, not too overheated, and knew I could probably last a while. I released her ankles, and her calves slid up as far as my elbows, leaving her ass and pussy well elevated, but not quite bent in half anymore.
The feeling was exquisite as I settled down for a nice leisurely screwing, getting a rhythm again, slowly pushing her up the mountain of her own release.
Beth's hands were caressing my arms and chest; her eyes were smoldering. "So, Kayla is part of our club now, too?" She asked.
"Sort of." I admitted. "Did you know how innocent and sheltered she is?"
"Of course," she giggled. "It's a running joke. It's the only reason I thought to encourage her to join us. She needs it more than all the rest of us combined."
"And I thought you were getting tired of me," I teased her, speeding up my strokes a bit.
Her giggles had disappeared, and she gave me an intense, hot, look. "Like I could get tired of this." She curled her head up and looked down to where my pole was entering her.
I shifted back a bit, fucking up into her pussy, massaging her clit, while my cock sought out her G-spot. I must have been doing Ok; within moments a long shuddering moan escaped her lips and she stretched her body out before me. I kept at it, without changing position, still using long strokes, as her breath became louder and more ragged.
I pulled out and went down on her. She was so open and exposed, I just wanted to tease her a bit, but the second my tongue hit her love button, she went off. I fought to keep her legs pinned back, and suckled on her nub, bringing a stream of cries and obscenities from her previously pristine mouth.
"Damn, Beth, do you use that mouth to kiss your mother?" I teased, finally coming up for air, the air cold against the moisture around my mouth.
"Bring that piece of meat over here and I'll show you what else I can do with it," she growled.
It seemed like a fair enough offer. I pulled the footstool away from the chair and spun her around into a 69. I lowered my cock into her welcoming mouth and went back to breakfasting on my morning muffin.
Beth sucked me like a pro, taking me deep and fast. It seemed to be almost a contest, to see who could get the other off first. She was winning, so I cheated, pulling out of her mouth to a disappointed cry, and lifting her up. I sat on the seat, and pulled her into my lap facing me. I held her close, hugging her, nuzzling her neck, while my cock tapped out a tattoo inside of her. She was working me over just using her internal muscles, and I was trying to do a bit of the same.
"Kayla needs instruction," I said softly.
"We know, that's why she's in," Beth replied, bouncing a bit.
"I want her to see how you and I are together," I told her.
"Damn, Alex, whatever happened to what happens between us stays between us?" She sounded a little ticked off.
"It would be a blessing, Beth," I told her. "Sex with you is so incredible! She can see how wonderful it can be, and how oral sex is Ok, and maybe we can teach her how to come more easily."
"Hold your horses cowboy! What are you saying?" She sat upright on my cock, looking me in the eye.
"She claims she never comes, although I proved otherwise, but only after a lot of effort, and she almost freaked out when I tried to lick her down there."
"And she's been married for 7 years?" She sounded incredulous.
"Let's do it. Our little project. Make Kayla into a sex goddess, almost like you." I teased, grabbing her hips and rocking her back and forth on my cock.
"Oh, right. Like I'm some kind of sex goddess. You are such a lying flirt." She laughed, but I knew she was pleased.
"You are, you know," I insisted.
"It'd be nice if Nick thought so," she muttered.
"Trust me, you are as close as I've ever seen. Now, make me come." I leaned back, giving her more room to maneuver.
She raised one eye at me, and then accepted the challenge, first putting her feet on the floor and rising up and down on me, giving me a wonderful view of my long cock disappearing inside of her, and then she tucked her knees in and rode me hard, bouncing away wildly. I reached up and tweaked her nipples, then slid my hand between her legs and rubbed her clit as best I could.
She was sweaty, and wild looking. She leaned way over, rocking back and forth on my cock, and started talking to me.
"Come for me Alex. Let me feel that big beautiful cock of yours. I want you to come. Come inside me. Come deep inside me where Nick never reaches. Where nobody goes but you. Come for me Alex. Fill me. Fill me with your hot cum. Come for me Alex. Please, I need it, I need your cum. I'm so close now, can you feel it? I'm so close. Please, come. Come for me. Make me come. You can make me come now, by coming inside me. God you are so deep now, so deep, I've never had anyone do me like you, Come for me. Come for me. Come for me Alex."
At the end, I was holding her hips up and sliding in and out of her, savoring the sensation for the entire length of my erection. She had me.
She must have felt the oncoming release; she planted her mouth on mine, tongue deep in my mouth, and cried out as she came on my cock. At the same moment I was coming, slamming upward, driving deep inside her. I pulled her hips down against me, and held her still, letting my cock finish the job on its own, emptying itself, with a series of jolts, deep inside her.
"God, I can feel that so well," she whispered, "I can feel your hot cum bathing my insides. It's incredible."
"You are incredible." I told her.
"And now we have to make Kayla incredible," she giggled.
Just then the we heard the front door open. I leaped up and tossed her her t-shirt. She had it over her head and on in seconds, while I scooped up my shorts and underwear and ran for the powder room. The front door was down a hall and around the corner from the living room, maybe 15 feet away. We were saved by a corner and 15 feet.
We heard voices, some noise, and then the door closed again, to complete quiet.
I walked back out, dressed again, and went to Beth.
She hit me on the arm, and looked almost ready to cry. "That was way too close. What are we doing?"
I took her in my arms and gave her a hug, massaging her ass.
She pushed me away, "Didn't you learn anything just now?" she cried.
"Of course. Next time I'll lock the door."
* * * * *
Things are really getting interesting. Can three play together as well as two? Find out in the next chapter. And if you remember, please vote.
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CvsN 19 - Closing the Deal

================
Just how close are Amie and her father? How close will they become?
================
We didn't have any guests staying over Tuesday or Wednesday. I didn't see Ron either day, although I heard from Robin and Debbie that he'd made an appearance to give his crew some direction. Beth also let it slip that Amie and Eric had a date Wednesday, and things were progressing along that front nicely.
Jim spent the night Tuesday, and the sisterhood seemed to get along great, heading to bed early, and peacefully.
For once it seemed like everything was coming together. The construction was moving forward at a remarkable rate; my project was finished and in the 10 days of final testing before initial deployment in Spain, and everyone in the house was getting along great. It was nice going to bed with just Debbie and Beth, able to direct all my attention to the two loves of my life. I had two happy girls by my side, which in turn made me a very, very happy man.
By Thursday, the contractors were just putting in the finishing touches. The Day-care center was all but complete, and looked terrific. Built in cabinets throughout, some at lower levels for the kids, others up high for the adults, gave the place a real finished look. A professional paint job, with fun educational images - ABCs, music staffs, clock faces, and bold bright colors was an unexpected bonus. The office was completely tricked out, and the back yard play area was partially covered and enclosed by a safety fence. They'd even put in additional water fountains outside. From the looks of everything, with a few furniture additions and stocking up on books, learning materials and play things we'd soon be ready to open the doors.
The team had also completed all the interior work on the house addition, and it looked even better than I'd hoped for. The distressed hardwood floors were gorgeous, and the lamps and fans overhead were beautiful. The final touch to be completed that day was the porch which was nearly finished when I got home.
I'd been a little late getting out of the office, and we had a full house by the time I got there. I saw Jim's car out front, and suspected Karen was with him as well. Amie and Beth were home from their workday, and Ron was reviewing the day's progress. I ran into him outside inspecting the porch.
"They'll finish and stain it tomorrow. Looks like my work here is nearly done."
"I can't thank you enough, Ron. The guys did a great job. We're easily weeks ahead of schedule."
"Glad to be of help. Looks like the girls have their own work ahead of them, though, outfitting the business."
"The fat bank account should help with that, after your cash infusion," I reminded him. "Plus, Debbie is frugal as hell. If she can get any of the stuff at a discount, I guarantee she will."
"That's good. With minimal additional expenses, they should be able to weather the first few months of starting up the business. Shall we look over the back building?"
Headed for the rear of the property, Ron once more endowed me with a better cigar than I would ever have bought on my own. Like most guys, I'd smoke a couple of cigars a year, maybe. Since Ron had started making his appearances, I'd lit up more cigars than in the previous year. Not to mention that the ones he'd given me probably cost more than all the ones I'd ever smoked up until then. I doubted he ever smoked anything that cost less than $10 a stick.
The Day-care trio was in the back, discussing what they'd need to finish up the place. I met my lovely roommates with a kiss for each of them, while Ron got hugs from Beth and his daughter. Then Amie came over and gave me a big hug and kiss. "I'm so excited. I can't believe how great everything looks!"
I laughed. "The credit's not mine. Your father pulled off this miracle." I still accepted the kiss, gratefully.
Even Debbie got into the action, going over and giving Ron a big hug, which he obviously enjoyed and returned heartily, thanking him for what he'd done.
The quality of the work passed his inspection, even though we were ordered to leave our stogies outdoors while looking over the inside.
"Can you stay for dinner?" Debbie asked.
"Is it better than a Hungry-Man Salisbury steak?" Ron replied.
"I'll let you be the judge of that. It's just burgers and fries."
"Just burgers and fries!" I interrupted. "That's like saying 'just the Mona Lisa', or 'just the Sistine Chapel'. 'Just the Venus de Milo!' Deb-burgers and home-made fries are a treat for the gods. You can always save the Salisbury for another day. This is one meal you really need to try."
Debbie rolled her eyes at my exuberance. "One burger or two?"
"One for me. I don't think I've ever managed to finish two yet." I answered.
"Same for me, I think. Too much of this fancy cookin' and I'll lose my svelte figure." Ron joked. It got a laugh out of us. Ron was built sturdy. He had that thick ex-football player look. He wasn't heavy, but he looked pretty massive. We were about the same height, but I'd guess he had me by a good 30+ lbs. He had Popeye forearms, and I suspected he'd spent more time with a hammer in his hands than a fountain pen. Not the kind of guy you'd want to be on the wrong side of, like, for instance, getting caught casually nailing his daughter.
In the house, Robin, Karen and Jim were all chatting away, talking about the new progress. With eight adults present, I was really looking forward to getting a reasonably sized dinner table into our new dining room soon. We had the space for it; we just needed to get it done. For once, the finances weren't too bad either. The final effort provided by Ron's team saved me from having to handle all of it, and the cash investment got me off the hook for initial expenses. The improvement loan on the house now sat in my checking account crying out, "Spend me."
The burger dinner was a hit, although we ended up eating standing up, mostly. The fries kept Debbie busy, running through at least five batches. I was starting to think we needed to upgrade some of our kitchen appliances to feed the army that passed through our house. Deb's burgers always had some special 'trick' to them. Tonight's bacon cheeseburgers had crumbled bacon mixed into the beef, and the whole burger was stuffed with aged cheddar cheese. I tasted Worcestershire sauce, and thyme, but I couldn't ID everything. It didn't matter; the inch thick massive patty was delicious, the melted cheese center scalding hot. None of the girls were able to finish theirs, although I had to hand it to Beth, she came close. That was good; I'd have leftovers if I beat them to the refrigerator. Maybe a midnight snack. Mmmm.
The beers with dinner went down easy, and I was already feeling the beginning of a buzz by the time I excused myself from all present, to dress down for the evening. I was still wearing the office monkey suit, dressed up for a customer meeting, and was glad to get comfortable.
While I was changing, Karen walked in on me, and took a seat on the bed. "Hey handsome, long time no see."
"Yeah, like about 60 seconds," I laughed, picking out shorts and a t-shirt from my drawer.
"I mean, before tonight."
"Ok, what, 2 hours?" I reminded her. We did work in the same building, after all.
"You know what I mean," she answered, rolling her eyes.
I did know what she meant. Tuesday was the only evening she'd spent at the house that week. And I hadn't seen 'more' of her in about a week. "You're right." I walked over to her, reached down and opened the buttons on her shirt. After which I unsnapped the front of her bra, exposing her best feature(s). She just grinned at me tolerantly, until I scooped those puppies up in my hands, and had a small taste of each. Then she gave me a little sigh, before poking me and pushing me away. "Behave yourself. You have guests out there."
"Look who's talking, sitting there with your tits hanging out, and all."
As I started to slip on my shorts, she instantly gave me grief. "Ohh! Look who's starting to wear underwear at night. No more loose shorts and looser morals? Hiding your little friend away? Awww, that's sad."
I knew she was right. There was only one reason I was wearing underwear. "Amie's father is here. You know how I react to the women in this house."
"Do I ever! It's the nicest thing about you." She stood up and came to me, squatting down and lowering my boxers, allowing my brand new hard-on to breathe. "Everyone knows you have your favorites Jack, but not your friend here. He's got a very eclectic and very ego-gratifying mind of his own."
She leaned in and gave me a couple of licks, and less than a minute of real down-and-dirty hard core sucking. Then she pulled away, reached down and tossed my boxers to the side. "Now that looks more like the Jack I know and love. Get dressed."
I was tempted to bend her over the bed and fuck her teasing little brains out, but she was right, we did have guests.
"Jim has asked me to move in with him," she announced.
"That's great! You thinking of taking him up on it?" I asked.
"Thinking about it. I thought I'd move some of my stuff over, but leave some here as well.
"What about Ashley?"
Karen's little one, Ashley, and Debbie's Erin were almost like sisters. It was going to be hard separating the two.
"We thought we'd let her split the time between staying with us, and staying with Aunt Robin, here, if that's cool. Course I still need help watching the girls during the day."
"Whatever you think is best. Does that mean that you're not taking Robin with you?"
"That's what we're thinking. I don't want to mess things up with her; we're getting along better than we ever have before. I thought I'd invite her over for a sleepover now and then, but she'll be back at school in a couple of more weeks, so moving her in would seem more trouble than it's worth."
"She can always stay in your room, for now. So it's getting serious, huh?"
She laughed. "Who'd have thunk it? Yeah, I think it's getting serious."
I pulled her onto her feet and gave her a big hug, "I'm glad. He's a good guy. And you deserve a good guy."
"I figure, you and I can still have an occasional sleep over, if you'd like."
"I like. I like a lot. As long as Jim's Ok with it."
"Hey, if he can have a little sister on the side, I figure I'm entitled to a little fun of my own now and then."
"Are you going to announce it tonight?" I asked.
"No, not yet. I figure I'll break it to Robin first. Probably this weekend. Jim and I are headed back to his place tonight though. I just wanted you to know."
"Eat and run. It'll probably be an early night anyway." I said.
Heading back out to the living room, she stopped me at the door, and gave me a big kiss and a hug. "Thanks for everything. You know, you're still special. Always."
"You too. Now you better get going before I forget my manners and keep you in here with me for the next couple of hours."
---
Amie was already sitting on the couch, legs crossed Indian style, sipping on a drink. She was looking fine. She'd apparently borrowed something to wear from Beth or Debbie, and had on tight shorts, and an even tighter shirt. She was alone in the living room, just relaxing. Karen headed out the front door with a wave, while I took a seat beside the pretty little red-head. She was feeling frisky, and threw her arms around me, stealing a quick kiss.
I returned her effort, doubled. I was still kissing her when Beth plunked down in my lap catching me off guard. Beth was eager to reassert her position and put a lip-lock on me that curled my toes.
She turned to Amie. "Ames, you're in Debbie's spot."
Amie looked a bit surprised. "Where should I sit?"
Beth squeezed down between me and the couch end, then patted her lap. "You can sit here. If you don't think it will curl your old man's hair."
Amie giggled, crawled onto my lap and stretched out, resting her neck on the couch arm. She crossed her bare legs, and I pulled them higher on my lap, resting my hands on her thighs, loving the feeling. The shorts were tight enough to give her a pronounced camel-toe. Sweet.
We were just in time. The rest of the crowd showed up, and Debbie plopped down next to me, leaning in to rest her head on my shoulder. I put my arm around her and pulled her in close.
Ron settled into the loveseat, with Robin sidling up next to him, looking awfully chummy. He put his arm around her shoulders, pulling her in close, but I guess that wasn't enough for her. She stretched out on his lap, wiggling until she got comfortable. "This is nice," she sighed. After cleaning herself up, she'd come up with another of her seemingly endless supply of naughty t-shirts. This one said "I look even better naked" and it was clear she wasn't wearing a bra.
We were all drinking our Black Russians, except for Debbie who stuck with beer, and nobody looked to be feeling any pain.
"I can't believe how fast this is all coming together," Beth said. She had a hand inside Amie's t-shirt, resting on our newest playmate's belly. I couldn't help but notice that Amie's dad was spending more than his fair share of viewing time on the teenage pair next to me. With Debbie in the room, that was pretty surprising all by itself.
"Ron's team is amazing," Robin said. Looking over, I saw his hand was inside her shirt as well, but a little higher. Not quite on her tits, but definitely in contact. Things were definitely moving fast over there.
"What you guys have done here is what's amazing. Y'all make a great team." Ron told her.
"It'll be nice when we're done," Debbie added. "From day one this has been one big construction project. I'll be glad when it's finally over."
"The good news is that we're pretty close," Ron said. "You guys do a little shopping this weekend, and you'll probably be able to open your doors in another week. We can concentrate on outfitting the new rooms once everything else is in place."
Robin excused herself to go to the bathroom, and rotten Beth, who definitely was showing more and more of a mischievous streak, wriggled off the couch and went and planted herself on Ron's lap, to everyone's surprise.
"Mr. Thomas, you're the greatest. Thanks so much for helping us with this." She wrapped her arms around his neck and planted her lips on his. I think Ron was more surprised than any of us.
When she pulled away he looked nervous, then grinned like the Cheshire Cat. "Hell, if I knew it would get that kind of response, I'd have built a chain of places long ago."
Beth wriggled in his lap. "Heck Mr. Thomas, if I knew a kiss would get this kind of reaction out of you, you would have gotten one a lot sooner."
He blushed crimson, as Robin returned. I expected some kind of response from her, but she just settled in beside Ron, pulling Beth's legs into her lap. She was definitely learning how to fit in.
My hand was resting on Debbie's breast, while she just relaxed against me, apparently enjoying the interaction as much as me. Amie sat up and cuddled in close, wiggling under my arm. "They are just rotten," Amie whispered to me, unable to tear her gaze away when Beth went back for another kiss.
Robin was sitting up, her hand inside Ron's shirt, whispering in his ear.
I didn't know where this all was going, but it was entertaining as hell.
"Jesus, I can't believe this. My dad's getting more action than me." Amie said loud enough for everyone to hear, getting a laugh out of most of us.
"Oh, Right. Little Miss All Night Long," Debbie interjected, pretty much letting the cat out of the bag.
When Beth pulled away, she climbed off Ron's lap, with one last ostentatious bad-intentioned wriggle. "Thanks again Mr. Thomas."
"After that, young lady, I think you'd better call me Ron."
Beth came over and stretched out across us, her head in Debbie's lap, her butt on Amie's, her legs hanging off the end of the couch. She gave a long stretch, accentuating her sexy young looks.
Robin took the opening on Ron's lap as an invitation and straddled him, facing her new friend. While she was kissing him, I had my hand inside Beth's shirt, fondling her hard little nipple. Debbie was stroking her hair.
Amie must have been feeling a little left out. She turned my head and explored my mouth with her active little tongue.
Robin was the one to raise the stakes, sitting back and peeling off her shirt, sitting topless on Ron's lap. He had partially turned, and I could see his hand on her tit.
Did I say things were moving fast? Light should move so fast!
When Beth noticed what had happened, she reached down and pulled her own shirt off, exposing her incredible tits to the air.
Amie hissed, "Beth! What are you doing?"
"Lighten up Amie. I don't think your dad minds, do you? Why don't you get comfortable? Everyone's having a great time."
Everyone might be having a great time, but it was clear that Robin was going to do her best to make sure that Ron had an especially spectacular evening. It couldn't have been any more obvious when she got up and stretched out across the loveseat, her back to us and her head in his lap.
If her intention wasn't clear enough, when Ron gasped, "Oh God!" I think it was obvious.
"Fuck," Amie groaned. Taking Beth's advice she peeled off her own shirt, and reached into my lap, grabbing my hard-on.
Beth just sighed. "Is it just me, or is it incredibly hot in here?" She turned on her side, lifted up Debbie's shirt, and latched onto her breast. Debbie moaned and lifted her arms in the air, all the encouragement I needed to slip her shirt off.
Four hot women. Eight exposed tits. Life was good.
It was even better for Ron. Robin got on her hands and knees, still on the couch, and we all had a show as we watched her go down on Ron, nothing blocking our view. He had his hand in the back of Robin's head, the other one caressing her ass. It wasn't much of a surprise when she reached behind her to lower the shorts off of her ass, making herself that much more accessible.
Beth sat up then straddled Amie's lap giving her a quick kiss. "Amie. I'm gonna help Robin, Ok?"
"Beth, it's my dad," she whispered in resignation.
"I know. I've always had the hots for him. Just trust me." She gave her another kiss, leaned in and gave me a quick one, then sauntered across the room, kneeling at Ron's feet. She leaned in and whispered in Robin's ear. Robin released him and looked over at us. Then she leaned back and made room for the teen tease.
I got one good look at Beth giving him a long lick before she tugged his pants down, while Robin opened his shirt. Once the man was all but naked my view was blocked by Beth's head as she bobbed down over him.
Amie leaned across me. "Debbie, can I borrow Jack a bit?"
Debbie just laughed. "Like I have control over any of this? Enjoy yourself."
That's was all the encouragement Amie needed. She pulled my shirt off, then sat at my feet and tugged my shorts off. I looked up and Ron was watching us with a fevered look in his eye, his hands resting on the heads of the two girls pleasuring him. When Amie took off her shorts and panties, I heard him moan. When she climbed atop me and slid my full length into her, he groaned loudly, never tearing his eyes off of where his daughter's tight little pussy was stuffed with my fat cock. Beth backed off and let Robin finish our guest. My hot little teen bed-warmer climbed on the arm of the couch, leaned into Ron and whispered into his ear, while the two of them watched sweet Amie slide up and down my straining cock.
"God Amie, you are incredible." I told her, grasping her ass cheeks tightly.
"Is he watching?" she asked me.
"Can't tear his eyes off of you," I confirmed.
"God, this is so bad," she said, kissing me hard. She slowly rose up off my cock, then turned around, faced the loveseat, and settled back down, fucking herself on my steel shaft, on full display. There was definitely an exhibitionist streak inside this wild child.



Robin sat up and snuggled in close to Amie's father, her hand busy in his lap. Looks like she'd gotten the results she was looking for. I guess she wasn't done with our guest. And from the look of him, he wasn't done, not by a long shot.
Debbie stood up and dropped her shorts, bending over and giving the loveseat gang a great view of her ass. Then she stood in front of Amie, put her hands on the girl's shoulders then leaned in and gave her a kiss. "You're in my seat."
Amie reluctantly got up and moved to the side while Debbie pulled me forward on the couch then settled into the same position Amie had just vacated. I couldn't help but moan when Debbie settled down over my shaft.
Ornery Beth jumped up and ran over to Amie, dragging her over in front of her father. She turned Amie to face her father, then stood behind her, reaching around the girl, her hands grasping the girl's tits. "See Ron. Your baby girl's all grown up now. You're little princess is a heart-breaker and a sexy little bitch. Isn't she beautiful?" She ran her hands all over the slender red-head, across her stomach, and even reaching down between her legs.
Ron groaned. "So beautiful. So much like her mother." Robin's hand in his lap combined with the view in front of him had restored the steel to his shaft.
Beth pushed Amie forward. "Thank your daddy for helping us."
Amie turned back and looked at Beth, with a stunned looked. "Do what?" Beth frog-walked her forward, until she was pressed against the couch. Robin settled back, making room.
Debbie was leaning back into me. "Oh shit, she's a rotten one isn't she?"
"Our little girl is rotten to the core," I agreed.
Beth gave Amie another push forward and Amie settled her knees onto the couch on each side of her father's. One more push and she fell forward, falling into her daddy's arms. He reached for her, holding her. We watched her lean in and give her a father a kiss that was anything but fatherly. "Thank you Daddy."
Robin leaned in and pressed Ron's hard cock against his belly. "I think it's best if we keep this bad boy out of the way. Wouldn't want anything untoward to happen."
Amie settled further into Ron's lap, sliding her hips forward, trapping Robin's hand in place. Robin's arm was moving, proving she was still up to no good.
Ron was holding his baby girl close to him, watching us over her shoulder.
Debbie was fucking me hard, still watching the show. Amie ground her hips against her father, then plastered her lips against her fathers. It was a while before they came up for air.
"I love you, Angel," I heard him say.
"I love you more Daddy," Amie answered, then leaned back, her hands on his knees, exposing her topless tits to his view, distracting him from the action on our side.
Beth grabbed Amie by her shoulders, and tugged her away from her father, before things got too out of hand. I was proud of her, if not a little disappointed.
Debbie took that moment to really get going, and she had me aching to fill her pussy.
Beth pulled Amie into her arms and gave her an amazing full body hug, kissing her fiercely. "I'll take if from here, sugar." She turned Amie to face where Debbie and I were fucking like rabbits. "Debbie gets this one, but as soon he finishes in her, the next one is all yours. Give us a good show.
Beth turned back to Ron, and was soon battling Robin to see who could give the old man the best blow-job.
Amie slipped down between my legs, and I could feel her exploring where Debbie and I were joined at the waist.
It felt great, and so did Debbie. She was moaning for me. "God Jack, this is so good." I grabbed her hips and fucked her harder. I looked over and saw Beth lowering herself onto Ron's stiff cock. That was enough to set me off, filling Debbie thoroughly. She cried out, groaning, then leaned back and settled back on me.
"Anything left for me?" Amie asked coquettishly.
Debbie slowly rose up, her hand covering her pussy, and then headed for the bathroom. "I imagine so in just a moment or two."
Amie wasn't willing to wait, and put her mouth to wonderful use, cleaning me, getting me hard in near record time. I suspect the show I was enjoying helped the effort. She pulled back, quite satisfied with herself, bent over the coffee table, one leg raised up on the table top, opening herself wide for me. "Fuck me, Jack. Fuck me hard. Let's show daddy a little of what his little girl's been getting."
I don't think Ron was paying much attention to us. He was understandably enthralled with the hot little teenager who was riding him hard.
I was wrong. Beth climbed off his lap and took up position on the other side of the big square coffee table, matching Amie's. "Take me 'daddy'. Fuck your little girl." God, she was bad. Playing on his emotions like that. We'd created a monster.
Within moments, the two of us were pounding into the two hot little teenagers, just a few feet apart. Ron pulled off the shirt that was hanging off of him, grabbed Beth by the hips and slammed into her, making her cry out.
I was feeling great, balls deep in my own little sexpot. I used her well, getting a great reaction from her, enthralled to be fucking her in front of her old man.
Ron looked like a man possessed as he fucked my roommate like there was no tomorrow. Not to be outdone, I grabbed Amie's leg, turning her partially sideways, and screwed her even harder. She was moaning hard, telling me it was so good, then suddenly she screeched "I'm coming, oh GOD!" I long stroked her through her orgasm.
That seemed to be a group signal. Ron cried out and unloaded into Beth, making her moan out her own release. After a few seconds of shooting into her, he pulled out, then leaned down and kissed her ass cheeks.
Beth pulled free, turned around and threw herself against him. "Oh Ron, that was incredible." She kissed him, and he responded on wobbly legs. Beth pulled away and reached out for his face, with her two hands. "You are a very naughty man. And I loved it."
I was still hammering the incredibly fuckable Amie, until she pulled away. "My knees hurt," she confessed, red-faced.
Ron sat back down, gasping, wedged between his daughter's best friend, and the remarkably patient Robin. Robin leaned over this lap, trying to bring him to life once more.
I heard him laugh, "Beautiful girl, I'm not as young as your friend over there. I love what you're doing, but I doubt you'll get another rise out of me."
She pulled away for a second. "That's Ok Ron. We've got nothing but time. And if not tonight, well, you know where I live. My door's always open for you."
I was standing there, my hard-on sticking straight out, trying to decide between having another go with Debbie, or to stick with Amie.
Amie and Debbie were back on the couch, leaning into each other, looked absolutely content with themselves. It was a beautiful image. I had just decided that I'd like to drop my load in Amie, when she turned to my bedmate. "Robin?"
Debbie rolled her eyes. Then she smiled, "Why not? It's that kind of night."
Amie grinned and gave a nod toward the loveseat, where Robin's butt was hanging off the edge, while she still worked on Ron.
I went to her and lifted her leg, startling her a bit. She relaxed and sighed when I entered her. She gave up working on Ron and just rested her head in his lap while I filled her.
It was wild. I had my way with her, turning her and fucking her however felt best. Ron was playing with her breasts, while Beth clung to him. Robin was in heaven, the center of all attention and was vocal as hell. We had to keep quieting her before she woke the kids upstairs. She came for me twice before she got up and turned to me, falling into my arms and kissing me hard. "Take my ass, Jack." Then she stood at the end of the couch, leaned over the arm and opened herself for me.
What was with all the ass? I was getting more anal then I knew what to do with. Don't get me wrong. It was nice, and a fun change of pace, but every day?
Standing behind her, I fucked her pussy a little longer, sliding a thumb into her butt and opening her up. She reached back and helped me, sliding a couple of fingers of her own beside mine. "I'm ready, do it."
I pressed the head of my cock against her ass, and with one good push, popped inside of her. As I worked my way in, she groaned. "God, that's what I needed. Fuck my dirty little ass. Use me Jack. Use me like your personal slut."
She fit me well. She was tight, but not impossibly so, even without lube. After a minute or two I was reaming her thoroughly, giving her the whole length. I was oblivious to everyone else in the room as I pounded her butt.
She was a foul-mouthed fuck. "Fuck it, pound it. Fill me up with that big fat cock. Fuck my ass, Fuck it."
By the time I was ready to shoot, my legs were aching and I was sweating like I'd run a marathon. I grabbed her by the hips and pulled her back, slamming into her to the root. "Fuck," I groaned, filling her butt.
Gasping, I pulled out and staggered over to the couch where I collapsed, thoroughly worn out.
Looking across the way, Beth was sitting in Ron's lap, while his hand played between her legs. Robin crawled over to me, kneeled between my legs, and dropped her mouth onto my cock.
"Damn, you are a dirty little slut," I moaned, as she sucked me clean.
Amie stood up and walked over to her father. She leaned down and gave him a kiss, then turned and gave Beth an even longer one. "That was incredible, but I think some of us need to go home."
Beth crawled out of his lap, and came over to me. Ron turned to his sexy naked daughter. "It's a long way to your apartment baby. And you've been drinking. Want to come home tonight?"
She smiled. "Dad, there's no way I'm going to be alone with you tonight. This is all a little much for me. Let's give it some time."
"You don't trust me?" he asked, sounding hurt.
"Oh, I trust you. You'd cut off your arm before you'd hurt me. It's ME I don't trust." She fell into his arms, giving him a deep long kiss. "I just need some time to come to grips with you as a man. Not just my father."
Our guests got dressed and we escorted them out the door. Even Debbie gave Ron a big kiss goodbye. "Thanks for sharing with us. That was nice."
Robin headed upstairs, walking funny. I felt absurdly pleased with myself over that sight.
I went to bed with my two special girls, and after one more long, leisurely extended dual blow-job, I finally drifted off, in my own special heaven.
---
Friday was interesting. I met with my boss Chris in the morning and we finalized our travel plans. Things had happened so quickly. We had tickets to depart the following Sunday evening, arriving in Madrid Monday morning. We'd be there the entire week, not leaving until the following weekend. As we completed the final travel preparations in her office, the air fairly crackled between us.
"Do you have any idea the things I'm going to do to you?" I whispered into her ear.
She just bent her head over and nodded.
I casually reached between her legs and squeezed her mound, causing her to catch her breath. Then she brushed my hand away, looking at me with fire in her eyes. "Just one more week, Ok? We can be good for one more week."
I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss. "And then we can be bad. So very, very bad."
I left her kind of worked up, and thought about hunting down Karen for a nooner, but when Joe caught up with me and suggested we head over to his place for a long lunch. I took him up on the offer.
Cathy met us at the door naked, and didn't make it any further than the living room. She took turns blowing us, even to the point of trying in vain to squeeze both our cockheads into her generous mouth. Then Joe and I took turns fucking her on the couch while she blew the other.
She definitely had something in mind, and when she got me to sit on the edge of the couch so she could ride me, her goal became quite clear.
"The lube's on the end-table, baby," she explained to her husband. It took a bit of doing, it's not nearly as easy as the porn videos would have you believe, but we were able to do it, skewering her in both holes at the same time. I could barely move, and could only manage to keep about half my length inside of her, but she went absolutely nuts when Joe started to really hammer her ass.
She came in waves for us, then begged us to change position. This time Joe sat on the couch and she faced me, lowering her ass back down onto his erection. Then she spread her legs obscenely wide, and commanded me. "Fuck me hard. Fuck me until you make my husband come in my ass."
This position was intense, and she felt so much tighter, with a hard ridge at the bottom of her pussy where Joe was buried. With each stroke there was a bump in the middle where I fucked her beyond the end of his cock. I pounded the little hussy, abusing her pussy, squeezing her tits and doing my best to make this everything she wanted it to be. It was hard on my thighs, maintaining just the right height and angle, but it started to pay off, hearing Joe's labored breathing while his wife went wild, coming on our cocks frequently.
Cathy got her wish, when Joe pushed up into her with a moan and filled her ass with his spunk. I only lasted a minute or too longer before I filled her pussy to overflowing.
I was tired but satisfied, and Joe was beaming. Cathy on the other hand was nearly catatonic, lying on the couch and moaning.
It was turning out to be a good day.
---
When I got home, a little earlier than usual, Debbie was in the best mood I'd seen her in for a while. She heard me enter, and ran to me, so excited it made me want to take her to bed then and there.
She hugged me and kissed me desperately like we'd been apart for ages. Then she said, "Close your eyes, I've got a surprise for you," and led me into the house.
She told me to open my eyes, and I was in for a shock. The addition was completely furnished, with a huge pecan dining room set, including a table that sat 10, four chairs on each side, and one at each end, a serving table and a large china cabinet. Across the way the living area had a huge 'U' shaped sectional that nearly filled the room.
All I could think was, 'Wow. She'd started the shopping with a vengeance.'
"Go ahead, guess what it cost," she demanded.
I figured at least $5K new, but I also knew she wouldn't spend that. "Two grand?" I asked.
She laughed. "Less."
"A thousand?" I asked.
"Lower."
"$800?"
"It was free. All free! Ron took me to his scratch and dent warehouse, where he had just tons of furniture he either took out of places he rehabbed, or which the customer rejected for one reason or another. He told me to just pick what I wanted. I was like a kid in a candy store." She fell into my arms. "His business must be doing pretty well. I mean the place was enormous!"
She took me by the hand and led me to our new sectional. Then she was peeling off her outfit, stretching out in the middle. "Let's christen our new living room, Jack."
We rarely did things like this in the middle of the day, mostly because of the little ones, but she must have been reading my mind. "Robin's got the girls at the movies. We have time."
I wasn't about to turn down an offer like that, and within minutes I was on my back and she was riding me like a wild woman, laughing and kissing me like a schoolgirl. "I wanted to thank him properly for the awesome gift, so I offered to make him dinner tomorrow and breakfast on Sunday. I think Beth will do a wonderful 'thank you', don't you?"
I smiled for her. "Just Beth?"
"Beth and Robin, and who knows, maybe Amie as well," she added cautiously.
"And how about you? Is that in your plans?" I asked, while she fucked me joyously.
"I doubt he could handle all four of us. I'm guessing he'll get almost as much fun out of watching you take on me and Amie." She slowed down, rocking back and forth on my cock. "If he surprises me, well, maybe I can give him a blow-job, but I think that's about it. If that's alright with you."
"Whatever you want to do is Ok with me, as long as I'm there when you do it, and you end up with me when it's all over."
"That's the stupidest thing you've ever said. Of course, that's a given. I don't want to be with anyone but you."
After that, we thoroughly broke in the sectional, covering nearly every inch of the whole damn thing. For an encore, I took her on the dining room table, tickled by the idea of everyone eating dinner on the surface, where we'd just fucked like rabbits.
We headed to the bedroom to cleanup, and I had another surprise. Our simple mattresses on a bedframe had been replaced with a real live bed. Fancy headboard, and raised platform with drawers. Added storage could come in handy. With three of us in the room, we were tight on space.
"Ron?" I asked, although it seemed obvious.
"Yep. Isn't it cool? We'll have to break this one in tonight, with a little help." She was already stripping down, and had the water running in the bath.
We'd just finished cleaning up and showering when the others started to wander in, and she had to give them all a tour of her new addition. She was beaming, and her obvious joy made me deliriously happy.
I was still curious as to where the night was going to take us.
---
What will the night bring on? Even more wildness? And what about Amie and her father? How far is that going to go? Stay tuned. And vote!



            Pool Payments Ch. 07

            Beth helps deliver Kayla's next lesson.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/pool-payments-ch-07

Title: Pool Payments Ch. 07

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Beth helps deliver Kayla's next lesson.

Tags: competition, 18-year-old, exhibitionist, oral, ffm, blow-job, teasing

Series: Pool Payments


Chapter 07 - Double the Fun
Beth helps deliver Kayla's next lesson.
----------------------------------------
Kayla and Beth worked out the logistics, and we all got together at my place that following Tuesday. Things were easier to negotiate since half the kids were in Rock Climbing camp for the week. My daughter and both of Beth's boys were in class together, and Kayla had dropped off her little one with her mother.
I invited the ladies in and offered them a drink, but it wasn't long before we were heading back to my bedroom. I undressed Beth, and then Beth undressed me while I helped Kayla our of her clothing. Kayla was still acting a little shy, and a little nervous, so we closed the blinds and dimmed the lights.
"Beth, where do you think we should begin this lesson?" I asked.
"That's easy, I'm going to come on the end of your tongue, then you're going to come in my mouth, then you're going to introduce Kayla to oral, and finally I'm going to help her make you come again." She was very matter-of-fact about it.
"Wow, you've really thought this out," I joked.
"Oh, yeah. And Kayla is on-board, aren't you Kayla?" Beth asked, turning to her pretty blonde friend.
"Yes," she answered softly.
With the plan laid out for us, I went right to work, putting Beth on her back, her hips braced up with a couple of pillows. I started with kisses at her neck, and slowly worked my way all the way down her lithe body. I teased all around the promised land, giving her bodacious butt a lot of attention, but bypassed the primary target and continued down to her toes. I flipped her over and worked my way back up again, kissing, licking, nibbling, massaging, rubbing, until I reached her breasts which I devoured. I continued up to her lips, kissing her thoroughly. I made my southward journey once more, this time going just beyond the gap between her legs, and working my way back up her inner thighs, until I finally was able to spend some time where I belonged, mouth clamped on her hot pussy.
She had been a bit giggly, and ticklish to start, but there was nothing funny about the way she was moaning under my ministrations. I had two fingers in her, and was working on a third, while I nibbled at the little man-in-the-boat. She was trembling now, and I went in for the big finish. I clutched a leg in each arm, drove my mouth down, and tongue-fucked her, while I had one finger probing her tight little butt hole. My finger slid into her ass, up to the third knuckle, and I sucked on her clit, causing her to yell out, which was still very unlike her. I kept at it, licking and sucking, until she pushed me away, gasping for air.
Kayla was sitting in a chair just off the side of the bed. I looked over to her to see how she was taking it, and she looked in shock.
"What do you think Kayla?" I asked, "Doesn't that look fun?"
"Oh, God, I don't know, Alex. It looks so nasty," she admitted, but her hands were wedged in between her tightly clamped legs, and I believe she'd been touching herself.
Kayla looked at Beth, "Are you Ok? You looked like you were dying there."
"I could suffer a thousand more deaths like that one," Beth laughed between heavy breaths.
Beth hopped off the bed, and positioned me up at the top similar to where she'd been, but off center a bit. "Come here, Kayla, lay beside us, I want you to get a good look."
I was almost painfully hard, as Beth could tell. She positioned herself between my legs, and started playing with my cock, talking about it to Kayla.
"This shouldn't make you too nervous," Beth said to Kayla. "It's not like you've never seen one of these before," she teased, slowly stroking me up and down.
"Not like that one I haven't. It's scary. I can hardly believe something that size fits inside of me." Kayla answered.
"Come on, that thing's built to pop out a baby, this is nowhere near that big." Beth held it out to her and wiggled it, emphasizing its size.
"No, but it's so much bigger than anything else that's been up there. How big is that?" Kayla asked.
Beth gave me a questioning look.
"Just a little over eight inches," I told her, but Beth wouldn't take my word for it. She knew our house well, and headed out to the kitchen, returning with a cloth measuring tape.
"Before I measure this, let's make sure he's at his absolute best." She gave a little laugh, and then took me in her mouth. She alternated looking at me and Kayla as she went down on me, sucking me nicely, while using her hands to stroke me. She spent some time working on the boys, before returning to taking me in her mouth. When she had me in the state she was looking for she took out her tape measure and measured along the top of my cock from the pubic bone to the tip.
"Wow! That's just a hair under nine inches. And that's about as big as I've seen it so far. Hard to believe that Lisa is even thinking about letting you stick that up her butt. God, that would tear me in two!" Beth laughed, and Kayla's eyes got as wide as saucers.
"How big around is it?" Kayla asked softly, reaching out her hand to touch me.
"You hold it up and I'll measure it," Beth told her.
Kayla took my cock in her hand, at the base, not quite reaching around it.
"Almost 7 inches," Beth announced, "And all of it dying to get inside you," she laughed.
"I don't think so, it's hard like that for you," Kayla argued. She was still holding it, and her hand was making small stroking movements around the base.
"Well, it's time to find out," Beth replied, and she took my cock from Kayla and put her lips over it slowly pushing down onto it, taking it as deeply as she could.
"How long does it take her to make you, you know?" Kayla asked me, watching Beth devour me.
"She has a very talented mouth, and can usually make me come in just a few minutes, almost always under ten," I admitted.
Beth pulled off my cock and laughed. "He's so worked up now, I could get him to come in under three minutes. Having you for an audience sure makes this work easy."
"Three minutes?" I asked her, "Feeling a little cocky aren't we?"
"If I can't make you come in three minutes, you can have me however you want." She was dead serious.
"I'll take that bet," I told her. "Kayla, you're the judge, grab my watch off the bureau."
She did, and Beth kept stroking me slowly, keeping me as far along as she could, while Kayla got ready. I guess I could have called that cheating, but that would have been awfully ungrateful of me.
"Ok, START!" Kayla announced, and then moved in close for the view.
I've got to hand it to her, Beth did her best. She sucked, she swallowed, she licked, she stroked. She took me half-way down her throat, and when Kayla announced three minutes, we both knew I was only seconds away. Beth refused to give up, and bobbed her head up and down on my cock, one finger in my ass, one hand pumping me, and I finally gave it up, filling her mouth. Beth turned to Kayla, with mouthful of my cream, stuck her tongue out, and said a gargled "Time!" before swallowing my gift.
"Three minutes, eighteen seconds." Kayla announced.
Beth finished swallowing, and like a true lady, cleaned me with her mouth, sucking at me, until I was starting to get hard again. Then she pulled away.
"Shit, I can't believe you lasted that long," she gave me a look as if I'd done something particularly malicious.
"It was hard holding back, and if you hadn't made me such a tempting offer, I probably wouldn't have lasted one minute. But the chance to have you again, that was worth going the extra mile."
Beth looked at Kayla. "So, Kayla. You ready for your turn?"
"No. But I guess that probably doesn't matter." She was almost shivering.
"Of course it does," I told her, "If you're really not ready we can do this some other time."
"Are you going to do to me what you did to her?" Kayla asked me, with a nod toward Beth.
"Oh no. We're just going to play a while, and I'm going to try to make you feel good. We can do that can't we?" I asked her, caressing her thigh lightly.
"I guess so," she offered up meekly.
Beth and I moved so that Kayla could have the position of honor, but when I went to get between her legs, she locked up like a safe. Rather than fight the problem I decided to try the end-around.
I laid down next to her, caressing her face, and neck, planting kisses on her face and shoulder. "Isn't she pretty, Beth?" I asked.
"She's beautiful," Beth answered, taking my cue, and rubbing her arm on the other side. We had her bracketed between us, and our hands started to wander all over her upper body. I hadn't expected this kind of participation from Beth, but was not about to complain.
"Do you like her tits?" Beth asked me, squeezing one, and pinching the nipple.
"Let me show you," I answered, and spent the next few minutes enjoying first one then the other.
When I broke free from the far breast, Beth took my place, nibbling on the nipple, and teasing it with her tongue. She looked so incredibly sexy feasting on Kayla's tit, that I had to lean over and kiss her, first gently then deeply. We finished competing for Kayla's nipple.
While all the oral attention was focused on her breasts, I let my fingers do the walking, down to the Valley of Kayla. It didn't take much encouraging to get her to spread her legs a bit, and before long I had a finger lodged deep inside her. Beth's hand wasn't long behind, and she managed to work a finger in beside mine.
I left our reluctant newbie's tits alone, and moved back to her face, and eventually to her mouth. We kissed long and deep, while I opened her up for a second finger. Beth wanted to continue playing, so she drifted upward as well, and we shared a three way kiss. It eventually devolved into a hot kiss between Beth and Kayla, that had me hard as a rock.
I moved down Kayla's body, this time with no resistance, and spread her legs apart, settling in between them. I opened her up and let my tongue work up and down her very wet channel.
"He's doing it, Beth," Kayla moaned, while they both watched me go down on her. Beth continued to play with Kayla's near breast.
"Yeah, isn't it nice?" Beth answered, giving Kayla another deep kiss.
When Beth came up for air, Kayla spoke again, "It's so dirty."
I was teasing her lips, sucking on them, and using my tongue to delve inside her, I'd even licked a little around the top of her pussy, but now I went there with a target in mind. I used my fingers to open her up, and then used my tongue to really give some attention to her lonely little clit. It was as if somebody had applied 200 volts. Her whole body jerked for a second and she cried out.
"Oh...OH!" She cried out, her legs clamping around my head.
"Now you're making me jealous," Beth told her, squeezing her tits a little more forcefully, and tugging at her red, erect nipples.
I pulled my face up for a second, and reached out and took Beth's hand and placed it on Kayla's clit. "Help me, Beth."
I lapped away at her pussy, driving two fingers into her, while Beth's hands moved like lightning over Kayla's love button.
My jaw was tiring, when I heard Kayla cry out, "Oh God, Oh God, Oh GOD!" She clamped her legs around my head, and almost jerked it off my neck when she started to roll into a fetal position. Her head rolled back, and she grunted, then shouted one long "GAAAWD" before hunching over and trying to push me away from her.
And that was how Beth and I made Kayla come for only the second time in her short life.
Beth and I both tried to comfort her, stroking her legs, belly, breasts, and speaking softly to her. She finally relaxed, and laid back spent.
She looked at me, her eyes large and innocent. "I love you," she whispered. Beth laughed, and I couldn't help but follow.
"You don't love me, you love being loved," I told her, "and there's a lot more where that came from."
A shout from outside had us all sitting up quickly. Jill from next door had let herself into the backyard, taking advantage of the quiet, and had yelled at her brother to get lost, slamming the backyard gate on him. While we watched, she looked around, arranged the lounge chair to face the sun, took her top off, and laid back to catch some rays.
"The little tramp!" Beth laughed. "She thinks you're home alone, and she's putting on a show! Is this a regular thing over here?"
I was a bit stunned. The high school senior had been growing up, but I only now was seeing just how much. "Never before," I finally managed.
Kayla spoke up, "I never saw her in a bikini before."
It was a good point. Jill always wore a one piece, and was not the kind of girl who wore clothing that was overly exposing.
"You ought to go out there," Beth teased.
"I should WHAT?"
"Go out there. She's expecting it, call her bluff," Beth said.
"She's just a kid," I reminded them.
"She's hardly a kid. Look at her," Beth reminded me. "If you do it, I'll let you fuck Kayla."
Kayla responded to that. "Hey!"
"Oh shush," Beth told her, "You're going to do it, and you're going to love it."
The two hammered away at me, and before much longer I had pulled on some knit shorts and headed out to pay the neighbor girl a visit.
Jill had earphones on and didn't notice me until I was almost standing over her. She tilted her head, took off her earphones, and then slowly covered her breasts with her hands. Very cute breasts, I might add.
"Hi Jill, didn't mean to sneak up on you," I told her.
"Hey Alex, hope you don't mind me hanging out back here. It's nice and quiet here."
"A nice change of pace isn't it?" I laughed.
Jill uncovered her breasts, giving me a nice glimpse again, then rolled over on her belly. "Would you mind lotioning my back?" She turned to me, holding out the bottle of suntan lotion, her raised arm giving me a long look at her sweet young tits.
I took the lotion and started at her shoulders and slowly worked my way down.
"We're not alone here, are we?" Jill said softly.
"Alone?" I asked, feigning ignorance.
"I'm not blind, Alex," she told me while my hands rubbed the lotion into her lower back. She reached back and rolled her bikini bottoms down a bit, to give me added area to protect. "I see you go into the house, day after day with a hard-on, and the pretty blonde lady or that skinny woman with the huge tits following you in." She giggled. "A little while later some very satisfied looking mommies come back out of the house."
My hands were working down her legs, but I lost track a moment, after her comment. She spread her legs, giving me easier access to her inner thighs.
"It's not what you think," I started.
She turned on her side and gestured me closer. When I bent closer, she waved me closer yet. When I was inches from her face she leaned forward and whispered in my ear. "I'm not a virgin. Haven't been for quite a while. I've had three different lovers, and I've blown ten different guys. My parents think I'm pure as the driven snow. There. Now you know my secret and I know yours. Neither of us is going to tell, right?"
"Right," I said as she rolled back onto her belly.
"You missed my calves."
Dazed, I went back to the lotion job.
"Maybe someday I can find out why those women look so happy when they come out of your house," Jill said softly.
"Jill..." I started.
"Don't worry about it. Just, when you go back in there, if you want to pretend it's me in there with you, that would be kind of cool." She sighed, and laid down. "Thanks for the lotion."
I headed back to the house, dazed, and with a huge tent in my shorts.
Beth met me at the door to the bedroom. "I KNEW it. She's a little slut. She just couldn't stop flashing you, could she?"
"Definitely a tease," I admitted, not wanting to go into too much detail.
"And you, you big horndog, got all hard over her," Beth noted, pulling my shorts down. "It would be a real shame to let this go to waste." She grabbed Kayla by the wrist, and me by the cock, and led us both back to the bed.
It wasn't the most technically artful blow-job ever, but it was incredibly exciting. Beth became a teacher, and demonstrated every technique she knew on me, making Kayla take a turn after each of hers. Watching this oral virgin learn her craft on my schlong was an incredible turn-on, as was the view of those two beautiful faces going down on me.
Every once in a while, a vision of the neighbor girl going down on me would intrude on my good time.
After a very long time of this attention, I knew I couldn't last much longer, and I warned the girls. Beth took me in hand and stroked me firmly while giving directions.
"I'm going to make him come, in my mouth, but he will finish in your mouth. When he comes block the back of your mouth with the back of your tongue or you'll choke. Just take the head in your mouth and let him come there. Then hold it in your mouth. If you don't like the taste or texture, you can spit it out, but not until you've held it for 10 seconds, OK? Just so you'll get over the shock of it when it happens."
Kayla nodded her assent.
"You start him up," Beth told Kayla.
I watched the pretty blonde work on me, thinking about filling her mouth with my spunk. She was doing very well, and my legs started to tense up, nearing the finish line. Beth recognized the symptoms and took over, taking me deep and doing her best to draw me over that final hurdle.
I let her know it was time and she leaned back, her lips parted, and beat me off into her mouth. Her other hand was behind Kayla's head. When I finally came, Beth allowed two long streams of my cum to enter her mouth (or mostly her mouth), and then squeezed me tight while she pulled Kayla's face roughly in place. She then released her hold on the base of my cock, and stroked me into Kayla's mouth. I didn't think I'd have that much for her, but it was several seconds before the spasms of coming ceased. I'd shot in her mouth about five times when it was done.
Beth slid my cock from Kayla's mouth and held it between them. Then she opened her mouth to show Kayla my cream, and then she swallowed, showing Kayla her empty tongue. She pulled down on Kayla's chin, and we both could see the puddle of cum sitting on her tongue. Beth leaned forward and stuck her tongue in Kayla's mouth, both kissing her, and stealing much of my cum, before finally drawing away. Kayla finally swallowed what was left, and with a decidedly naughty smile, opened her mouth showing her clean tongue.
Beth kissed her again, and then demonstrated cleaning me. Kayla followed her example, and then some. Between the hot action I'd just viewed, the knowledge of the teen temptress just outside, and the alternating sucking I was again receiving from my sex goddess and sex-goddess-in-training, I was getting hard again.
Kayla seemed to really get a kick out of my becoming hard in her mouth and really went at me, using what she'd learned so far. Within a few minutes I was hard as nails, and you'd never have guessed I'd just filled both their mouths with my cum.
Beth giggled, "You've made your bed, Kayla, now you'll have to sleep in it. That one's all yours. I think it's time we kept my promise to Alex here."
I laughed, "I don't think so, remember our deal? I can have YOU anyway I want."
"Oh, shit," she laughed, and Kayla laughed with her.
Kayla got a second lesson that morning, as I fucked the living daylights out of Beth. Having come twice in the previous half-hour, I was able to go on forever. We tried half-a-dozen positions, with me on top, her on top, on our sides, off the edge of the bed. Kayla was fascinated, touching us all over, and caressing me where I entered Beth. We ended up with me behind Beth, on her hands and knees, and I screwed her for a good 10 minutes. Even then, I wasn't quite ready to come and she was nearly worn out.



"Kayla, help me," She finally pleaded, begging Kayla to take a turn under me.
Kayla was a little hesitant, but agreed, matching Beth's position on her hands and knees. I pulled out of my sweet Beth, and slid over behind Kayla. As I located her opening, Beth rolled over on her side, and heaved a sigh.
"Thanks, Kayla, I owe you one," she said, and then stretched languidly, with a small smile, and watched me take her friend. "See Alex, I always keep my promises."
Kayla was ready for me, and once she lined me up, it didn't take a lot of work to sink half my length inside her. She looked delicious, and I enjoyed watching my cock slowly disappear inside her, before I pulled it out just to watch it again.
"Isn't that nice, the way it fills you up?" Beth asked Kayla, rubbing her arm.
"It's amazing, I feel so full, so tight." Kayla admitted.
She did feel tight, very tight, and I picked up the pace, plowing her quickly and deeply. Beth reached over and pulled Kayla's head downward, so her weight was off her arms and on her shoulders and chest. She turned her chin up and gave her a small kiss, followed by a back-rub, while I plumbed her depths. Beth got up and climbed behind me, now rubbing my shoulders, then rubbing my ass and balls. Kayla's arms were spread wide, with her hips lifted high.
"She looks so hot and sexy like that." Beth whispered. She slid around and held Kayla's ass cheeks for me, while I screwed her. I took Beth's face in my hands, and kissed her deeply while screwing Kayla.
She nuzzled my neck, while I continued the pounding of my new toy. She was a delight to screw, tight and moist, and she was thrusting back against me, meeting my strokes, and taking me deeply.
"Can you finish in me?" Beth asked me, while massaging Kayla's rear. I had thought she was played out but I guess she just needed a breather.
"Ok, with you Kayla?" I asked her.
"Please, don't stop yet, that feels so good," she pleaded, getting her hands back under her.
"Let's try something a little different." I said, and I pulled out of Kayla, then helped her turn onto her back. I lifted her legs high and wide, and screwed her that way, while Beth switched her attention to Kayla's little fur covered area. She rubbed her while I plowed her, and after a couple of minutes we were rewarded with Kayla's third orgasm of her 24 year old life.
That was my cue to switch back to Beth, who rode me to my own sweet finish. That final ride only took a couple of minutes, but it brought me the release I'd been seeking for at least half an hour, and I ended up lying in the middle of the bed, one very satisfied lady in each arm, talking about me as if I wasn't there, planning their next "class".
I was looking forward to our next lessons, and final exams.
* * * * *
Hope you enjoyed Kayla's induction. The next chapter is on its way.
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================
Barbecue'd ribs and skewered teens
================
With the new open layout, the big living area, and the amazing new dining room, the house had a completely different feel to it. It had always seemed cozy, if not cramped, when we had guests over, but with eight adults we actually had room to spare.
Debbie had a spectacular dinner lined up for us. She presented me with a pile of ribs: baby-back, spare ribs, and beef chuck short ribs, ready for grilling. I had to hand it to my platinum tressed stunner; she had the butcher eating out of her hand. She could get almost any cut she wanted, trimmed to her liking. Our version of beef ribs was cross-cut, extra meaty, and similar to the Argentine Tira de Asado. The baby back ribs and spare ribs already had the membrane removed and were trimmed to perfection. She had pre-cooked them, in pans with an inch or so of liquid, and wrapped tightly in foil, so it wouldn't take hours on the grill to tenderize them. They were nearly done after a couple of hours, with only the final touches to be applied on the grill.
I was kind of lonely at first, prepping the grill, getting the coals going, soaking the hickory chips (we use scotch for the soaking, old family secret), and scrubbing down the grill surface, while the soound of raucous laughter in the house drifted my way. Jim showed up after a bit, and we talked about his opening up his house to Karen and Robin part-time. He seemed almost embarrassed to be taking her away from us, and insisted he had no problem with Karen and me continuing our relationship.
"Jim, I think it's great. You guys make a great team. Seems kind of Yin-and-Yang to me, but it seems to work for y'all. How are you about having a 6 year old under the roof?"
"Truth is I'm looking forward to it. Your house is so wild and out of control, but at my place, well, it's different. It's more like a home than a harem. We can just relax after work, watch our shows, and we might not even talk for hours, and still everything's cool."
"You almost had me believing you there, until you tried that not-talking-for-an-hour BS. I don't think Karen's ever been quiet for 10 minutes," I teased him.
"WE don't talk for an hour, or more. Of course she spends most of that time on the phone chatting up her friends pretty much every night. She just loves to sit out in the carport with a beer, and a phone, and gab, gab, gab."
"Alright, now I believe you," I laughed. "Anyway, listen, if you guys want to be monogamous, just say the word, I'll back out of the picture."
He looked almost embarrassed. "For now the deal is, as long as Robin is on the menu, so are you, and your whole house for that matter. I'll be honest, that works for me. Robin in small doses is a dream come true. I figure if she wants to spend most of her college weekends with us, I'm all for it. And even though things started out weird, the sisters seem to have worked things out, in the best way imaginable. When both girls are over now, I just get free reign, to do what I want, with whoever I want, however I want. It's fucking amazing. What a difference a few days make."
While we chatted I had managed to get my home-made half-barrel grill completely covered with ribs, grouped across the surface. It looked like an almost stupidly large amount, but experience showed that it's almost impossible to make too many ribs. Dry rub applied, for the first 1/2 hour, with frequent dousing, and spraying them down with apple juice would have them ready for the final leg.
I gave Jim a high-five, and wished him the best of luck, promising to help over the weekend to get Karen's stuff moved over. Memories of our last effort to get her moved made me smile. On his way back to the house I asked him to send someone out with a refill for me.
Amie showed up a few minutes later, Guinness in hand. She passed me the beer, and gave me a hug. "How's the grilling going?" Even after the hug, she managed to keep one of my arms around her, as she leaned into me. She was looking sweet. She'd already dressed down into shorts and a t-shirt.
"Let me guess, borrowed from Robin?" I asked, tugging at her t-shirt. "I taught your boyfriend that thing you like?"
She giggled. "Yeah, I think it almost gave dad a seizure."
I smiled, and got back to the subject of dinner. "It's getting there. It'll still be a late dinner; I figure another hour or so of slow cooking before I'm ready at this end."
She seemed to be working herself up to something. I just waited patiently, taking a draw on my beer. We had a bench out back; it was in pretty rough shape, but it was all that we had, and I drew her along with me to have a seat, while I oversaw the grilling.
"It looks like you might have an opening upstairs, with Karen moving out. Do you think it might be possible for me to move in?" she finally asked.
Even before I could answer, she was spouting a litany of reasons. "You know I'm renting a room right now. I'm on month-to-month, and can move out anytime. I really don't want to move home right now, for a lot of reasons, but my current place is over twenty minutes from here in traffic. I won't have to worry about keeping changes of clothing here, or borrowing clothes for the times when I stay late. Once we start the daycare, I'd hate to get up that much earlier every morning, and burn an hour of my day commuting back and forth, and I love being with y'all so much."
She finally took a breath, and then jumped right back in. "I promise I won't be in your hair all the time. I don't need to have a deal like Beth and Debbie. I understand they're special to you, but I'd still like to be with you guys when you want. I swear I'll be the perfect roommate." She leaned in for the hard sell, cuddling in close, and placing her hand on my thigh. "You know I get along with the girls, and I'd be happy to be your boy-toy, even if things with Eric and I move ahead. I love the way you make me feel. You'll love the way I make you feel, I promise."
"Amie, you're a sweet, beautiful girl, and I'd love to see as much of you as I could, but I'll have to talk things over with the ladies. This is a pretty substantial change."
Her hand, originally rubbing my thigh was now caressing my balls, getting a rise out of me. "Beth's cool with it. Debbie says it's your call," she answered eagerly.
"Your father might not think that much of the idea, you know. I figure he has higher hopes for you then one more plaything under my roof."
"Me too. I'd like to meet the right guy, see if it's the real thing, settle down, have the whole white picket fence and all. But I'm barely twenty, and have lots of time for that. And as far as dad is concerned, he thinks the world of you. Hell if I know why, but it's true."
"Thinking the world of me, and condoning my ravaging his daughter and sharing her with my bedmates may not be quite the same thing."
She leaned in and kissed me, a long delicious kiss. "Think about it. If not, I understand, and no hard feelings. We can still play around; it'll just be a little harder on me." She got up, gave me another peck, and left me to grilling duty. She gave it one more shot, before she went in. "Of course if I were to move in, the housewarming party we would have would be epic. No holes barred."
There's not much work in slow grilling. You don't move the meat around much, and you just need an occasional basting. My main job was to make sure the fire behaved, and check on the smoking chips. I had another batch soaking which I usually added to the fire in about 30 minute increments.
After Amie left, it gave me a chance to sit back and ponder the idea of having her under our roof. There were pros and cons. Having constant access to her hot, willing body was a big 'pro'. But I was seriously thinking of backing off of my constant straying, and limiting my attentions to the two beauties that were more than capable of satisfying me. Jim had managed to occupy enough of Karen's, and eventually Robin's time to make those two playthings infrequent enough to allow me to focus where it mattered. Bringing Amie in would change that. Also, as much as I liked Ron, and I did, I wasn't sure I wanted him around all the time. I imagined with Amie with us, he'd find a lot of excuses to pay us a visit, especially if Beth kept catering to his needs as well. At least having Robin moving out in a few weeks would remove one of the reasons for him to be popping in.
Decisions, decisions.
I saw the back-door open and, speak of the devil, Ron made his way out. He sat down beside me, pulled out his cigar pouch, pulled out one for himself, then passed the pouch to me. Three huge cigars remained, and I took one, not caring what it was. I figured it couldn't be bad. He passed me the cutter, then the lighter, and I lit up. It was another minute or two before he said anything.
"Had to get out of there. Too much estrogen. I don't know how you handle it."
I took a long draw, poorly blowing smoke rings. "You get used to it. And the benefits outweigh the drawbacks."
"Speaking of benefits, Amie tells me she wants to move in with you guys."
Ouch. "I just heard the same about five minutes ago."
"It's a damned odd setup you have here, Jack, but it seems to work for you. I just wanted you to know that I don't have a problem with it. I'll be honest with you, it took me back a second when she mentioned it, and it wasn't anything I'd ever have wished for her. But if it makes her happy, that's all I can really hope for. So, however it works out, I'm Ok with it."
"Thanks, Ron. It was a concern of mine. It still is. My balancing act with Beth and Debbie is precarious enough. Amie is an amazing girl, and having her around could really throw a monkey-wrench in the works. I'm still not sure if it's a smart thing, for any of us. I know Beth is 100% behind it, but I still need to talk it out with Debbie."
"That's smart. You'd be a fool to fuck up that relationship. She's an amazing woman. Not like the rest of the girls around the place. I don't have anything against any of them, you understand, and Beth is a sweetheart. But your Debbie seems to be something special. You're a lucky man."
"I won't argue that one." I told him. We quietly enjoyed our cigars for a bit before I realized I still owed him some thanks.
"I appreciate what you did, taking Deb down and letting her pick out furniture for the addition. It was incredibly generous of you."
"Yeah, about that. I'm sorry I might have overstepped my bounds. I knew I had that dining room set collecting dust. It's been there for a couple of years. It's just that she seemed so excited; I couldn't help myself and gave her the run of the place, carte blanche. I hope you understand that it has little value to me, and seemed to mean so much to her. But I probably should have run it by you first."
"No problem. I would have done the same in your shoes. She's hard to turn down. Thanks. It does help."
"There's no quid-pro-quo intended, you understand. It's not a bribe to get my daughter in or keep her out. Nor is it an attempt to get in your girl's pants. I just enjoyed making her happy, and it's kind of fun for me to see your place coming together." He smiled hugely. "God, you should have seen her. Running around like a schoolgirl, peeking into every little nook of that warehouse. I'd completely forgotten about that weird bed, but she was ecstatic. Damn, she's beautiful when she's laughing."
"That she is. And your intentions are perfectly understood. We're cool."
"Good."
I took a quick turn spraying down the ribs, keeping them moist and shifting the coals around. They were all greying over, and I didn't want them out, just on a slow burn.
"What's the full story on Robin and her sister?" Ron asked, as I took a seat.
I gave him a decent summary of the situation, and the latest update on the two moving out.
"So the room's not vacant?" he asked.
"That one isn't quite. But there're two other rooms upstairs. One is nominally Beth's, but it's empty. Mostly for show and to let her honestly tell her parents she has a room upstairs. She's not quite ready to completely level with her parents. The other room was Ashley's but the little ones have moved in together, and that room has slowly been emptying over the last few weeks. With Karen moving out, it's fair to say that Ashley no longer needs it."
Ron just shook his head. "Way too complicated for me. But it looks like you do have the space."
"Complicated seems to by my middle name lately."
He was quiet for a bit then started in on a new subject. "The other night, over here, it was absolutely incredible, but things did get a little out of hand. It went a whole lot further than I would have ever dreamed likely."
"Amie?" I asked.
"Yeah. Don't get me wrong. I loved it, as I guess you could tell. But it's a sensitive subject, as you might imagine, and I'd kind of like to keep it between us." He sounded nervous for the first time since I'd know him.
"Say no more. We figured on that, and Beth took it on herself to have a long talk with Robin to make sure we kept the wraps on everything. I followed that up with a talk of my own and you're safe there. You don't have to worry about Debbie, Beth and I, of course. With our situation we're expert at keeping little secrets. What happens in the house that lust built stays there." I assured him.
"The house that lust built?"
"A little inside joke."
"Fitting. And thanks."
Beth showed up in the doorway, looking around for us, and came skipping down, looking younger and livelier than ever. "My two favorite men! Didn't anyone tell you the party's inside?"
"Sorry," I told her, "I'm stuck on grill duty. And Ron here was kind enough to keep me company for a while."
Beth came over and dropped in my lap, placing her legs across Ron's. The bench gave an ominous creak, but it didn't seem to bother her any.
"You made someone's day, Ron. No doubt about that. Deb's on cloud nine in there. All that furniture, was it really just going to waste?" Beth asked.
"I've thought about donating a bunch of it. I hate to discard the stuff, so it just keeps building up. Must be more than 10 years of hoarding accumulated in that place. If I didn't get rid of some, I'd be stacking it soon. And I'm sure as shit tired of paying taxes on inventory. Good to be rid of it," he assured her.
She leaned across me, wrapped her arms around his neck and pulled him down for a kiss. "Thanks all the same," she told him before releasing her hold.
"It's all starting to come together, isn't it?" she asked me.
"That it is."
"I'm getting a little nervous. Having our own center and all. I hope we're up to it."
"I doubt that'll be a problem," I assured her. "Between the three of you, you have a good bit of experience. And you have us to lean back on for any help, anytime."
"I know. It's what keeps me from running away and screaming, when I get to thinking about it too much."
Ron was caressing her legs and she slithered across my lap, leaving her torso across my legs, and resting her tight little butt in Ron's lap.
"Ron Thomas! I get the feeling you're enjoying having your daughter's friend lying across your lap," Beth teased, wiggling her ass.
He laughed. "And I get the feeling that a certain young lady is quite the tease."
"Perish the thought. Trust me. Tonight, I'm not teasing."
My hand was inside her shirt, caressing her bare breasts, while Ron's wandering hands had moved up from her bare legs to the space between them. She closed her eyes and moaned, leaning back and letting us fondle her tight little body.
If we thought she was teasing, she cast those thoughts aside when she reached down, opened her shorts and wiggled them off. Her low riding panties were a beautiful sight. It didn't take Ron more than a few seconds to slide his fingers inside of them, to her apparent delight.
"God, I'm so fucking horny for you guys," she groaned. She sighed hugely, "How about a quick sample of what's going on later. I know you're up to it." She slid off of our laps, took off her shirt and laid it on the grass. Then she slid her panties off, and posed on her hands and knees. "Just a taste, Ok? Come on boys, don't make me beg."
No doubt about it. My sweet innocent Beth was getting rowdier and more mischievous by the day. I showed my willingness by opening my shorts and kneeling in front of her, enjoying her eager mouth. Ron wasn't far behind and it only took him a few seconds to slide into her, helping me skewer her from both ends.
I gave it a minute or so, then excused myself to take care of the grill. Beth took that as an excuse to spin around, and take Ron in her mouth, leaving her sweet, tight pussy for me, when I finished the basting and checking on the coals.
Beth pulled her mouth off of Ron long enough to ask, "Still think I'm teasing?"
"No, darling, I think you're incredible," Ron answered gruffly.
We got a couple of more minutes of attention before she abruptly called a halt to our play. "I could do that all night, but I'm pretty sure if I were to continue much longer, I'd have some serious explaining to do to Debbie and Amie." She stood and casually got dressed, giving us each a quick kiss before leaving us.
Ron and I pulled our pants up, sat back down and just had to smile. "Shit," Ron finally announced, "this is one crazy household." He finally stood and made for the door, "Guess I should make an appearance, leaving poor Jim alone in there could be the death of him."
"Don't worry about him. His menu is restricted to Karen and Robin. The teasing he gets is much more restrained." I reassured him.
"That's too bad for him. Then again, he's not doing so bad now, is he?"
"No shit. And you should see Karen's knockers. She's got them all beat."
"Crap. You had to go there, didn't you?" He laughed, disappearing back into the house.
I had the backyard to myself for a good bit before Debbie made a quick appearance, with beer in hand. "I thought you might be running dry. How's it going out here?"
"They're done, now we're just tenderizing and adding flavor. I can pull them whenever you're ready."
She looked down and picked up a pair of panties from the ground. I don't know how we missed them. "I recognize these. I guess you haven't been too lonely out here."
"No, I've had a few people keeping me company. How's everything indoors?" I asked her, going to her and taking her in my arms.
"Nice. Not too wild, but nobody's feeling much pain. There's a couple of pitchers of drinks going around, and they've already been refilled once already," she hugged me, holding me tight. I loved that feeling.
"You're not getting ahead of yourself out here, are you? I knew I shouldn't have left you on your own."
"No, it's been pretty quiet except for our little bed-warmer providing a brief preview of later. She's getting wilder by the day."
"Making up for lost time, I'd say. You opened the floodgates, and now that she's realizing she's a walking wet dream, she's learning to flex her powers. I hope you're proud of yourself," she teased.
She pulled out of my arms, and pulled me down for a quick kiss. "I wish I had the time to do the same, but somebody's got to take care of dinner. Why don't you give those about 15 more minutes and then bring them in?" She waved goodbye, once more leaving me alone to enjoy the evening, the smell of the grill and cooking meat, and to let my fantasies run wild about later that evening.
---
Dinner was fabulous, and a sensuous treat to watch all those sexy girls sucking on bones and licking their fingers, all of them trying to outdo each other with innuendo.
We had 'adult' milk shakes for dessert, and by the time we'd cleaned up the mess, and put the young ones to bed, the room was crackling with anticipation.



The whole group had retired to the new living room and we'd paired off in groups around the U-shaped sectional. I sat on one side, bracketed by Debbie and Amie, while opposite me was Karen and Jim. Robin was in the corner, seated between Jim and Ron, and Beth had Ron's other side covered. It was cozy. And portended well for the near future.
The girls on my side were mostly talking about the day-care shopping they were planning for the weekend. The other side of the couch was talking about the moving plans for the next day, and Ron was just soaking it all in.
Debbie and Karen were both dressed in light summer dresses, about as lightweight as those things get. The rest of the ladies were in tees and shorts. From my vantage, I could have sworn there wasn't a bra in the room.
Of course Robin's shirt selection for the evening left no doubt as to her intentions. It showed an arrow pointing up, with the words "Instant Slut" below it. Just a bit lower were the words "Just Add Dick" and another arrow pointing downward. Subtle. I hadn't seen that one before. The girl was full of surprises.
It didn't take long for things to warm up. Between conversations, the girls were showing the men plenty of attention. Robin was alternating her attention between Jim and Ron, and was making it clear that she was ready for fun. I had both Amie and Debbie available to me, and Amie was extremely attentive, whenever I wasn't occupied with Debbie. Sweet Beth was all over Ron like a cheap suit.
Beth and Robin lead the effort to start removing clothing, casting their T-shirts aside with abandon. When Amie followed suit, only the girls in dresses remained covered.
I gestured Karen to come over to me, which she did quickly. I stood reached down and took the bottom of her dress in my hands. "You're looking overdressed for the occasion," I told her, and lifted her dress up to her waist. She murmured something about the inevitability of it all, and turned around. "Unzip it. It comes down, not up."
One quick zip and she was posing in her panties. She turned and gave Ron an appreciative eyeful, then went back to her seat, pulling Jim to her stunning breasts.
I looked over at Debbie who giggled. "No way! These aren't coming out until things are a little more balanced around here. I want to see some pecs."
And that's how we all ended up naked to the waist a few seconds later.
Jim just groaned, while Karen rubbed his crotch. "Fuck me. I've died and gone to heaven," he said, probably louder than he'd intended. I realized he'd never seen Amie topless, and couldn't recall if he'd ever seen the lovely tits on my favorite sex goddess. The one time he'd seen Beth, he'd gotten in trouble. Even now, you could see he was avoiding looking at her too much.
She noticed his hesitation, and with a triumphant grin, she went over to stand in front of him, holding her sweet titties in her hands. "It's Ok, Jim. Feast your eyes. All's forgiven already, and I'd be a piss-poor hostess if I didn't at least let you know you've been a great friend. She leaned down and gave him a kiss, taking his hands and putting them on her breasts. She looked over to Karen. "This is Ok, isn't it? Just a bit of fun for a second here, between friends?"
"Not too much, or I'll be walking bowlegged all weekend," Karen teased. "Unless you care to share part of the burden."
Beth giggled. "Tempting, but I think my dance card for the night is already full."
While the little interplay was going on across from me, Debbie got up and took Beth's seat. She took Ron's head in her hands and kissed him. "Thanks for everything, big guy. Having a good time?"
Amie and I cut off our playing to lean closer and see what was going on.
He just stared at her and nodded. She took his hand and placed it on her perfect breast. "You're going to get to see a lot more soon enough. I hope you like it. While Beth gives you a proper thank you, you're going to get to see Jack fuck the living daylights out of me." Then she gave him another kiss, and returned to my side. She was a wicked one, when she wanted to be.
Amie looked lost. "What about me?" she asked softly.
Debbie leaned over and gave her a kiss. "Behind closed doors. Patience sugar."
With every guy in the room about to bust his drawers, I wondered how much further it would go. I needn't have worried It turned out things were about to split up.
Karen initiated the end, standing up and taking Jim with her. "I think you guys have primed his pump more than enough. It's been fun, but I think we're ready for bed." Jim had Robin's hand in his, and she seemed torn, but eventually stood up. She came around and gave Ron and I goodnight kisses, then whispered to me that she's be around later if that was cool. I gave her a nod and she wrapped her arms around Debbie giving her a big hug, and thanking her. Like I had nothing to do with the decision. Then the three of them disappeared upstairs.
It was time to head back to our bedroom, and see if Ron's heart was strong enough for what lay ahead.
---
We all collapsed on the bed, crowded as it was. Ron and Beth were tangled up together, and I was splitting time fondling and being fondled by Amie and Debbie. I was helping Amie get rid of her shorts and panties, when Beth sat up.
"Ron, did I ever tell you how Jack and I got together?" She asked.
"I think I'd remember that," he told her.
She was slowly opening his pants and working them down his legs. "We'd been dating for a while. He was a great guy, and I was really falling for him. I'd pretty much decided he was going to be my first, but I was playing hard to get. A mutual friend encouraged me to go for it, but I was listening to other advice, you know the 'free milk and a cow', and was taking it real slow.
By this time Ron was completely naked, and Beth's tiny hand was working on him, playing with him. On my side of the bed, Debbie had helped me out of my own shorts. Amie was lying in my arms, listening attentively to the story.
"You haven't heard this one?" I asked her softly.
"Nope," she answered, pushing her bare hips back against me.
Beth stood and slowly removed her shorts, no panties of course. She'd lost those earlier. "To my surprise, I found out that someone had beaten me to the punch, and when he bought this place, I came over to help in the initial fix-up, and found out that he was going to be sharing it with Karen, and that stone cold fox lying beside him. Knocked me for a loop."
She climbed back on the bed, sliding into Ron's arm and reached for his hard cock, just playing.
"That day, I was really ticked off, but didn't want to show how jealous I was. To make things worse, I walked in on him and Debbie together, and got my first good idea of what I'd missed out on. And just how serious the competition was. Imagine going up against that!" she laughed with a nod toward the stunning roommate.
She sighed. "I couldn't sleep that night, and didn't know what I wanted to do. Still, I couldn't stay away, and I went back the next day to help. That's when Debbie and I started to hit it off, and I learned a little more about the situation. It's also when I found out that the two house-mates where going to be bedmates. That was pretty devastating."
Debbie spoke up. "I didn't really know anything about her. I didn't even know that he'd been dating."
"Yeah, but Karen knew, and she knew that it hadn't gone anywhere yet, so he was ripe for the picking." Her face was down near Ron's waist now, while her hand stroked his hard length.
"I went over to his place late, and threw myself at him. He was hesitant, with the new situation and the fact that I was a virgin, but he finally gave in part way, and agreed that we could play, but he wasn't going to pop my cherry that night. Not the way things were between us. What he did do was teach me all about blow-jobs, with video aids and everything. He's a great teacher, patient, and with lots of stamina, letting me spend hours that first night learning all about oral. I dare say, he seemed to enjoy it." She turned and grinned at me.
She stood up, and pulled Ron off the bed, leaving him standing at the end. "The highlight of the evening was learning how to take a man deep." She lay on her back, her head hanging off the end of the couch. "I found out that I really liked it, and was pretty good at it. I've had some practice since then. And now, if you'd like, you can see what I've learned." She opened her mouth wide, and reached for him.
Ron slowly moved forward and slid his dick into her welcome mouth. He gently moved his cock in and out of her hot little orifice, while she reached for his hips. After a minute or so, she pushed him away.
"Jesus, Ron. I'm not a porcelain doll. Fuck my mouth, fuck my throat, and fill my belly with your hot cum. Don't be gentle, fuck me!"
She leaned back and opened her mouth again and he picked up the pace a bit.
Amie lifted her leg up, and I felt Debbie's hand guide me into our friend's tight little pussy. She moaned softly, while we watched her old man.
Once Ron realized he wasn't going to hurt her, he started getting more aggressive, until her mouth was just hanging open and he was fucking her face like a pussy. He was shoving the whole thing in her mouth, making her exposed throat ripple. The willing sounds escaping from her were breathtaking.
Amie shifted away from me, and got on her hands and knees between Beth's legs and started pleasuring her friend. Beth didn't miss a stroke, moaning while used at both ends. Debbie pushed me onto my back and mounted me facing the action. She rode me easily while the others played rough.
"God, Beth, you're fucking amazing," Ron grunted, slowing down and fucking her mouth with slow easy strokes.
She pulled away. "It's Ok, I can take it," she gasped, wiping her mouth.
"I can't." He gasped, "I have to take it easy or I'm going to come too soon."
"So come for me. We have a long night ahead of us, and there's lots more we can do. Lots." She opened her mouth and waited.
Amie climbed up her friend's taut torso, her face above Beth's. "Fuck her mouth, daddy. Come in this hot little tease's scalding mouth."
When he fed Beth his cock, Amie had a front row seat, watching her father's cock disappearing into Beth's mouth from inches away.
"Damn, I wish I had a cock, Daddy. We could fuck the shit out of her together."
It made me think of heading upstairs and borrowing a few of Karen's seemingly endless toys, but the temporary urge was not nearly strong enough to get me to separate from Debbie, or miss the show going on beside us.
He fucked Beth's mouth for a couple of more minutes, going deep more often than not. Then I saw him slow down again, drawing back. "I can't let it end this quick," he gasped. "It's too good." His hard dick was waving in the air right in front of the girls, and I almost lost my breath when Amie leaned forward and placed her mouth over the head of his cock. He groaned, and pushed forward, feeding his baby girl.
She pulled away after a second, reached for his cock and pointed it back to Beth's hungry mouth. "Sorry, but I just had to see. Now come for her daddy."
That encouragement broke down his barriers and he slid back between Beth's lips, grinding away, and groaning when he lost his first load of the night in the teenager's eager maw.
Amie grabbed Beth's head, locked her lips over her friend's, and they spent the next minute kissing sloppily and sharing her father's donation. It was about as hot as anything I'd seen. And lately I'd seen a lot.
Beth finally rolled away, obviously pleased with herself. "And that was how I first got together with Jack. We fell asleep together, and fortunately I woke up first. Since it was a new day, I figured our 'virgin' deal was out the window, so I took his morning wood, and stuffed it up my stupidly tight pussy. Now that was challenge! When he was fully awake, he fucked me silly - and wonderfully." She stretched, showing off her hard body. "That was the start of everything, although he did take a little training and encouragement to make me a full fledged roommate."
Debbie climbed off of me, and cuddled in close. "Fuck, that was sexy," she whispered to me.
"No, shit."
She leaned in closer, whispering carefully. "Now fuck Amie's brains out for her daddy."
Sounded like a good idea to me.
It ended up being something of a show. My two girls sandwiched Ron, and watched.
I pulled Amie into the middle of the bed, and pulled her on top of me in classic 69. She sucked me like she meant it, and I ate her to an orgasm before I felt the need to be inside of her.
I put her on her back, tilted her legs way back, and slid my cock inside of her. I slowly filled her, achingly slow, but she was still as tight as the first time, even soaking wet, and took some work. I long-stroked her, once I'd managed to get deep enough, enjoying the feeling. I could hear Debbie telling tales, cuddled up behind Ron and telling him how Beth, Amie and I had fucked the night away recently, and going into some detail. She was cuddled up against him, her breast pressed against his back, and he was wrapped around Beth, playing with her body, while they all three watched.
Every couple of minutes I'd adjust position a little, moving her lusciously long legs around at will. I had her legs together, ankles crossed, and pushed back hard, a little to the side and back to her chest. She was tight as hell, and I fucked her like a fiend. She was really enjoying that position and let us know it. I could see her upper body flushing and she gasped as she came, crying out repeatedly. The harder I fucked her, the more she came, and her entire upper chest turned bright red. The flush extended up into her face, and I saw her mouth and nose get red, almost like she had a cold. When she screamed "FUCK" loud enough to raise the dead, I slowed down, gently rolled her onto her side, facing our audience, pushing her upper leg down over the lower and onto the bed. Her sweet pussy looked amazing, taking my length, and I watched as I gave her a nice easy fucking. For me, the sight of my cock disappearing inside a willing pussy is the ultimate aphrodisiac. It just got me harder and more excited.
When she caught her breath, I let her go and helped her sit up. "You're turn to fuck me. Ride me 'til I come for you beautiful."
I lay at an angle, my head near the foot of the bed, my feet near Beth's head. Amie straddled me, and slowly lowered herself onto my aching cock. I couldn't help but think about the view we were providing, her tight ass, and bare pussy, riding my straining rod. She sat upright and fucked me hard for a good long while, then lay down on my chest, her mouth to my ear. "Fuck me hard for them," she whispered.
I lifted her hips enough to give me some room to work, then went at her for real. I started with long hard strokes, slowly speeding up until I was pounding her like a jackhammer. When I fucked her as fast and hard as I could, I could only keep it up for short stretches, before I returned to a nice constant pussy stretching.
I felt some attention at my balls, and peaked around to see Beth reaching between us. The next time I gave Amie the jackhammer, I got to her, and when I started to slow down, she cried out begging me not to stop. It was hard, but I just kept going, hammering her young pussy, gasping, fucking so hard my thighs and abs ached, but I got my results. She cried out and came in a series of waves, gasping over and over again, "Oh, I'm coming, I'm coming so hard!" she cried. The feeling for me was incredible, and I started a series of hard forceful strokes that were getting me off. I grabbed her ass cheeks tight, and slammed into her, filling her for what seemed like ages, following each rope with another stroke, until I could feel my cum dripping down my cock.
She lay on my chest, gasping. "God, that was so fucking amazing. I thought I'd die there for a second, I couldn't breath I was coming so hard."
As for me, I kept myself lodged inside of her, giving her a slow gentle screwing, using the intensity, her tightness, and the excitement of the situation to gradually restore my hardness. I looked over to see Ron back inside of Beth, her legs open, fucking her while staring at his daughter's ass and tightly stretched, well-fucked pussy.
Debbie approached us from the side, and gently moved Amie off of my lap. She leaned in and went down on me, licking me clean, and soon was being helped by Amie. They positioned themselves so as not to block the view of the others. Quite considerate of them.
Debbie sat up and stretched Amie out on the bed, still at an angle, her head near her father's. He was laying back with Beth riding him gently, his face turned to watch us.
Debbie got on her hands and knees, lowered her beautiful pussy over Amie's face, and gestured for me to come closer and fill her mouth. I fed her my cock and enjoyed her for a few minutes, restoring the steel to my rod. She looked up at me, and just seeing her beautiful face and big blue eyes, had me raring to go. She pulled away and sat up. "Give me her legs."
I lifted Amie's legs up and tilted them back so she could hold them. "Now fuck this little tart until she makes me come."
I could see Debbie was getting into it, and was taking over. I was happy enough to comply and slid my cock back inside of Amie, getting a whimper out of her. God, I loved that sound.
I fucked her easily, basking in the feel of sliding in and out of her. Debbie had other ideas.
"Get me off Amie, and make it a good one, or I'm going to make him fuck your ass dry." I saw that sparkle in her eye, and I got even harder, if that was possible. Debbie, sat back and closed her eyes, "Oh yeah, that's nice baby, like that."
After a few strokes, I pulled out and played with Amie's ass a bit, fingering her, then went back to plugging her pussy. I wasn't paying attention to the others, and Beth surprised me when she showed up at my side with a lubed butt plug. I pulled out and let her slip the toy inside of Amie. She groaned loud enough for us to hear it through Debbie's pussy.
Filled in one hole, I went back to fucking my pretty little toy's other opening, watching Debbie's incredible body as she slowly climbed her own peak. "I'm close, Amie, so close," she gasped, grinding her pussy down onto Amie's mouth.
Looking over, I saw Beth was on her back, and Ron was standing beside the bed, screwing her. She looked happy. He looked wild.
Debbie opened her eyes and looked at me. "Do it. Take her ass, Jack." She gasped, "Yes, do it now." She pulled Amie's legs back further, opening her up.
I took the plug out of Daddy's little princess, and pushed my cock in, meeting a good bit of resistance, but with patience I got past her tight little opening, and lodged inside of her. Debbie leaned over, watching me enter her little cunt-licker, and moaned loudly as she finally came. I was halfway into her when Debbie climbed off and pushed Amie's legs down to her chest. "Here," she told my toy, "hold these."
Amie looked well used, her face glistening, her mouth bright red. "Oh, fuck, that was crazy," she gasped. "Slowly, Jack, please. It's too big."
Since her daddy was watching, I went along, taking a couple of minutes of leisurely fucking before I was finally balls deep in her. Debbie lay down beside us and played with Amie's pussy. "You did good, sweetie. You can lick me anytime." She leaned over and kissed our friend while I picked up the pace, fucking that tight little butt a little more thoroughly.
During a break with Deb, Amie smiled for me. "You like that, don't you Jack. You like my ass, I can tell. It's all yours, whenever you want. Fuck my dirty little butt-hole, Jack. Fill my ass with that gargantuan cock."



Gargantuan might have been a bit of an exaggeration, but the excitement of taking her virgin asshole, in front of everybody, had me about as big and hard as I get. And she was taking it all.
A few minutes and I was getting a little tired, so I put her on her hands and knees, and fucked that tight butthole some more. It was so sweet, but I knew that it would be a while before I was ready to come, and didn't want to hurt her. I gazed over at Debbie, and knew I wanted more of her. She came to me, giving me a kiss.
"I know that look, horndog. Isn't this tight little ass enough for you?"
"As long as you're naked in my bed, nothing else is enough."
She laughed and got up, returning from the bathroom with a wet facecloth. "Let her ride you for a bit, first."
I obeyed, lying back and letting Amie squat over me and plunge her ass back down onto my hard rod. I looked over where Beth and Ron were lying down, cuddling and watching again. Amie leaned forward, groaning. "Damn, Jack. You feel so big in my butt. Hell, my pussy can barely fit you."
"Oh, but it fits so nice," I reminded her.
"Mmmhmm."
When her legs were trembling and she was gasping and sweating, she finally plopped down, taking me to the root, and moaned. "I need a break," she pleaded. I pulled her close and kissed her long and deep. "That was fantastic, beautiful." She rolled off of me, and leaned back breathing hard.
Debbie came over with her face cloth and cleaned me up, applying a final taste test that turned into a couple of minutes of sexy blow-job. She leaned back. "How do you want me, handsome?"
"Can we start doggie?"
"Whatever you want. You know that." She giggled and got on her hands and knees for me. Damn she had a sweet butt, and the sweep of her curves from her delicious hips to her narrow waist was the epitome of all things feminine. I took a quick taste of her before I got up and slid inside of her.
"Mmm, thanks lover, that's wonderful," she told me, lowering her head and shoulders to the bed, her sweet ass raised up for me.
I watched my cock fill her, never getting enough of that view. It never ceased to surprise me. No matter who else I did, or what I did, for me there was nothing that compared to being inside my sweet little goddess.
Amie had moved to the other side of the bed, and Ron was back in a co-ed sandwich, holding his precious little girl in his arms, his hands stroking her body. Beth was behind him, higher up on the bed, his head resting against her breasts. "This should be good," she said softly.
"How's that," Ron asked.
"Nobody does it for him like she does. I bet he loses control."
I was tired, and would have bet otherwise, but Beth knew me better than I knew myself. I was loving taking Debbie from behind, but after a while, I put her on her side and fucked her hard that way. She pulled away, sucked me for a minute, then laid on her back. "Come to me, baby."
I got between her legs, leaned over her and kissed her while I screwed her. A burning desire came over me; I grabbed her legs and went to town.
That was the beginning, I fucked her like it was the first time all over again, using every inch of our bed, including laying her across our friends and fucking her from behind again, while everyone caressed and fondled her. When I pulled her away, rolling her onto her belly, I stuffed a couple of pillows under her hips, straddled her legs, grabbed those sensational porcelain ass cheeks, and fucked her pussy as hard as I could. I looked over to our friends and saw Ron rubbing the hard-on Debbie gave him against his daughter.
"No Daddy, not there. I'll blow you if you want."
I groaned, seeing her move down the bed and taking her father's cock in her mouth. We lost our audience then, as all eyes, even Debbie's, went to the forbidden blow-job.
I lost it, filling Debbie finally, rolling off of her and turning on our sides so we could watch.
It didn't last long, which didn't surprise me. I imagine that must have been incredible to be on the receiving end of.
"Darling, I'm going to come," Ron moaned, reaching down and caressing her pretty face.
She rose up and stroked him fast and hard, her mouth poised at the head. "Come for me Daddy; give me your cum. Come in your naughty girl's mouth."
He groaned, squirting on her cheek before she took him in her mouth and finished him. It was so damned hot I started to get hard again.
Amie moved up the bed and kissed her father. "I'm sorry baby, I couldn't help myself," he told her.
"I liked it daddy. I don't think I want you to fuck me, but everything above the waist is yours."
"Oh, baby," he groaned, pulling her close.
Beth was almost on top of them. "Fuck, that was hot. You guys are so sexy."
I was shot, and was wondering how we'd manage sleeping 5 to a bed. I still had another surprise coming.
Debbie got up and went to the bathroom, almost stumbling on wobbly legs. "Shit, Jack, I can hardly walk," she said pointedly.
Amie giggled, slid out of her father's arms, and came over to me. "That was an education. You were out of control." She straddled me and gave me a big kiss. "Of course, you can lose control with me anytime."
Debbie came in and went to the bed-stand. "Hey Jack, you haven't seen the big surprise, have you. Check this out. She pressed a button on the side of the bed-stand, and I felt a rumbling. I looked over the side of the bed, and saw a double bed slowly roll out. "Nice, huh? Sleeps five easy." She turned to Ron and Beth. "That's for you two. If you feel horny in the night, try not to wake us up. I'm done."
I thought it was interesting, her choice of sleeping arrangements.
"As for you two," she pointedly spoke to Amie and me, my arms still holding the teenager close. "Help me change these sheets."
We all followed her directions, did a little cleaning up of the room and ourselves, got some water from the kitchen and collapsed in the bed.
When I woke with a hard-on and had a small encore performance with Amie, I don't think we even woke anyone else. And if Beth got a little in the night, I never even heard it.
=====
I hope you enjoyed the story. I know that Amie's actions with her old man were a bit surprising, at least to me, but I could understand his reaction. Stay tuned for the next chapter where things get a bit strained. And remember - all of us authors love to see your votes and comments.
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=========
A short little vignette, inspired by an actual event. Enjoy.
=========
Shot down again.
Things were definitely not going my way. Since the last Christmas Party, I'd dated four different girls, two from work, two setup by friends, and with the latest brush-off I was 0-4. I was beginning to forget what real sex was like.
I'd never had that much trouble, but my new job with its clearances and classified projects had me working under situations anything BUT conducive to romantic efforts. Endless overtime hours, long, sudden work trips, to places you can't talk about, and the effort to keep up with an extremely dynamic and dangerous situation left me little time for lovin'.
Don't get me wrong. I absolutely LOVE my job. How many jobs are there where you can really feel you are making a difference? But I needed more than work. Hell, I was only 24; I should be out sowing my oats. Not hiding away in a huge vault.
My friends were doing their best. My buddy Mark, who'd I'd known for years had twice now tried to hook me up. The first was an absolute disaster, but his wife Janet's latest friend had seemed like she might actually work out. She was very young; it's true. Just 18 and barely out of high-school, she was pretty, friendly, and we'd actually managed to go out for over 8 weeks.
But the damned girl's legs seemed to be super-glued together. It had taken four weeks just to get inside her shirt, and after six weeks, I'd gotten my rocks off for the first time in a long time through someone else's effort. But my pressure to get to the next phase in our relationship seemed to have backfired, and I felt I was on the verge of getting my walking papers.
On the other hand, a guy with a good stable job, little time for hobbies, and no love life to speak of, has other things he can do. In my case, I'd finally gotten fed up with renting a room in somebody else's house, and had made the move to buy my own place. Tiny and decrepit it may have been, but it was going to be mine.
I headed over to Mark & Janet's place, looking to cry in my beer with at least a little sympathy, and share the news about my new digs. I had to tell someone. They were my best friends, lived a little more than a mile away, and always had a well-stocked beer frig.
Janet met me at the door and greeted me with a hug and an unexpected kiss on the lips. I could taste the alcohol on her breath, and I could tell she and Mark had probably had a couple of beers beside the pool. They had just opened it for the spring. I had shared more than a few of those beers with them on past pool weekends.
"Mark's downstairs, you know the way." She turned me in the general direction, with a pat on the rear to get me going.
I looked up from the entrance pad of their split level, as she headed back to the kitchen. It appeared that she and the girls were doing a little baking, from the ruckus I heard above, and from the smell wafting down the stairs. Her bikini was hanging out to dry on the stair rail, confirming my guess about the pool.
She looked good, as she usually did, sauntering up the stairs. She was wearing an over-sized T-shirt that came halfway down her thighs, and unless my guess was wrong, not much else. She knew I was watching her every step, and gave her ass a little wiggle at the top of the steps.
I often teased her about how hot she was. We had joked more than once about how if anything ever happened to Mark, I'd be responsible for taking care of her and the kids. With a dozen beers in me I'd told her I was looking forward to taking care of her - she'd walk bow-legged for a month. The sight of her in that over-sized tee was even more exciting than usual, with my current batting streak. It was almost sheer against the light pouring in from above, and I felt a very inappropriate response down below.
Mark was in the rec room watching TV. "What's up, bud?" he asked as I appeared on the stairs. His outfit, boxers and a bathrobe, had me guessing they'd just gotten back inside.
I didn't want to jump into my latest sob story, so I started with the only good news. He'd known I was looking at the place, and was concerned with my purchasing a fixer-upper, but the price was certainly right, and I did have a lot of free time.
"That's cool. You know you can count on me for help, as long as I don't have to actually do anything," he grinned. "And of course, any tools you need, you can help yourself too. It's a big step. Shall we celebrate - you want a beer?" I knew from past experience that meant a Bud long-neck.
"Sure, that'd be great."
"JANET - COME HERE WHEN YOU GET A CHANCE, AND BRING BEER!" he shouted up the stairs.
I could only laugh.
A short while later she was coming down the stairs and the girls were traipsing behind her, each carrying an open bottle.
The little one, Julie, brought me mine, and I listened to their busy little day, which included heading out with the neighbor's kids to catch the latest Disney release. Janet ran them next store, and joined us downstairs a few minutes later, working on her own beer. My earlier observations were confirmed - the girl was definitely tipsy.
She dropped in the chair opposite us, and crossed her legs under herself, indian-style. Her T-shirt crawled up her thighs, and I got a pretty solid confirmation that I was right. She was wearing nothing under that tee. Catching me in my appreciative stare, she gave me a strange little look, almost questioning, and then pulled her shirt out and over her knees, making a big tent out of the front.
"So?" she asked.
"He did it." Mark told her.
"WHAT? Don't tell me you finally scored with Lori!" she almost shouted, hopping up on her knees. Her shirt pulled off her knees and snapped back almost up to her waist, before settling down over her legs. Yep. No underwear, and she had shaved her bikini line recently. The image was burned in my mind, like spots after looking at the sun.
I was so hard it almost hurt. I placed a pillow in my lap, trying to conceal the evidence. Subtle. "No, that's turning out to be mission impossible, although I did get inside her shirt finally. How does a girl these days get out of high-school with her cherry intact, looking like that?"
Janet answered that one. "Too many activities, no time for dating. Morning ice skating, school all day, afternoon gymnastics, skating at night. I don't know how she did it all those years. She still skates at least an hour a day."
"He bought that old dump he's been looking at." Mark interjected, getting the discussion back on subject.
"That's great, Alex! Welcome to the brotherhood of home owners. Finally, a place of your own. That might help with your other little problem as well!" she enthused, getting off the chair and settling down in my lap after tossing the pillow aside. One knee to the outside of each of my thighs, straddling me, my imagination went wild over the thought of her bare pussy pressed against my crotch. "You deserve a real congratulation for this big step!" She put her arms around my neck, and gave me a big sloppy kiss. I mean a really big kiss. The biggest she had ever given me. And right there in front of Mark.
We would often kiss hello and goodbye, and every now and then the kisses would be a little more than I would expect, a little lingering, a darting tongue, but not like this. Her eyes were closed, she was pressing her chest against mine, and her tongue was halfway down my throat. A few seconds into the action, she was shifting in my lap, her t-shirt gathered around her, rubbing her bare pussy up and down the length of my hard-on.
"Hey! None of that unless I'm getting some," Mark said, in a surprisingly tolerant tone.
Janet let the kiss linger for a few more seconds, then pulled her lips off mine with a last swipe of her tongue. She placed her hand under herself, directly on my swollen cock, and used it to help herself climb off me. She moved across the couch, crawling away from me, her rear end teasingly exposed to my view. Next to Mark, she turned, and lifted her shirt bottom above her waist so she could plant her bare ass in Mark's lap, who was obviously sporting a hard-on now as well. She settled with a smile, letting the shirt edge drop, and hiding that delicious view.
I watched her wiggle a little, before turning at the waist and giving Mark a kiss even longer and wetter than the one I'd received.
Coming up for air several seconds later, she looked back and forth between us and said, "You know, I can't really tell who was more excited. Makes a girl feel good, to know a couple of studs can still get hard over her." Her naughty grin made me want to fuck her there, right in front of her husband.
"You can be such a nasty thing. Leave the poor guy alone! You get him all worked up like that, and now what's he's supposed to do? Huh?" Mark was laughing, but his hand was between her legs, under her shirt, and I could smell her excitement from five feet away.
"If you'd go out and get us some more beer, I'm sure that I could solve that problem for him before you were even back." She teased, rocking back and forth in his lap.
We'd joked and teased a lot in the past, but never this blatantly. I'd seen glimpses of her body in the past, but never this openly. I was sweating and wondering just how far this might go.
"No way! I'm staying. Now tell us more about the place, Alex." Mark settled back, his hands extended across the back of the couch.
I told him what the current condition was, and how I planned to fix it up. During my discussion of the inspection, Janet leaned forward toward me, lifting her butt off of Mark. He settled further down on the couch, his butt sliding forward almost to the edge of the couch. I couldn't see what was going on, but I would have guessed he was drawing his cock out the fly of his boxers, and I was pretty sure he was getting ready to put it to her right there.
Janet caught me looking down the open neck of her shirt as she leaned over, and with a smirk, leaned even farther, and pulled the neck down to make sure I got a good view of her breasts. Then she was easing back into Mark's lap, under his guidance, and once she was settled back down, with a little squirm, I had no doubt he was fucking her with me only a few feet away.
"Whatever you do, you know you can count on my help," Mark told me breathlessly.
"OUR help," Janet insisted. "Anything, we can do, anything, anything at all. Just ask."
"I may take you up on that. I haven't taken possession yet, but as soon as I do, I have a ton of work ahead of me." I told them both. "Drywall repair, new lights, guest bath plumbing. And that's just so I can get to the real work."
"Just let me know when, and I'll rally the forces." Mark said, his hips now perceptibly moving underneath his hot wife.
"Whatever you need Alex. Just let me know what you need from me, and I'll be happy to do whatever it takes to help with anything...hard." Janet told me, her eyes staring directly into mine, as she rocked back and forth on her husband's prick.
I'm not sure if I imagined the pause, but I could swear she just offered me an awful lot.
Suddenly the time hit me. I had only meant to stop by for a couple of minutes, and it turned out I'd been there nearly an hour. "Oh shit, I do have to get out of here. I have to meet some friends shortly and still have to hit the store. I gotta run."
"You know your way out, hope you don't mind if we don't escort you to the door," Mark answered.
Janet added, "That's too bad you've got to go. Let us know what you need from us. Now come here and give me a kiss goodbye, fellow homeowner." She reached her arms out to me.
I turned back from the bottom of the stairs and walked back to her. She'd been sitting sideways on Mark's lap but now she turned so she was facing away from him, and in what had to be a deliberate move, she lifted the bottom of her shirt up to her waist and spread her legs, so I could see Mark's thick cock penetrating her as I approached. She looked down below my belt, where a wet spot at the end of a big lump left no doubt as to my aroused condition. She looked back up to my face, and gave her lips a little lick, followed by a wicked smile.
I leaned over to give her a peck, but she pulled me forward by the neck and gave me another deep kiss. This time her big brown eyes never closed, and she stared deeply into mine the whole time. Throughout the kiss I could feel each thrust of Mark's echoed through her body. Unconsciously, my tongue was reacting to the action, and thrusting into her mouth in tune to her husband's thrusts. Finally, she slowly pulled my face away from hers, her eyes still looking intensely into mine.
"Too bad you gotta go, Alex. I really wish you could stay." She said with a small laugh, and pushed me away toward the stairs.
I looked back from the first step. She was leaning back along Mark's body, and he was whispering into her ear. Her laughter haunted me all the way to the door.
With one hand on the door knob, I stopped. That was beyond teasing. I had to believe it was an invitation.
I turned back down the stairs, and reentered the rec room, closing the door to the stairs behind me.
"You know, after thinking about it, I'm not really in that big a hurry." I told my friends who were still going at it. Janet was still straddling Mark, bouncing up and down in his lap.
My words seemed to catch them by surprise, and Janet stopped her motion, settling back down with a wiggle. "Oh really? Care to come over here and tell me what changed your mind?"
"Maybe I can show you."
"I think we'd both like to see that. Wouldn't you agree, Mark?"
Mark laughed, "It's about time."
With the implicit invitation, I walked over to stand directly in front of Janet, and started unbuckling my belt. When she reached forward to help, I knew I'd made the right decision. I also knew I'd made the right decision when I'd left the house commando. As my pants dropped to my ankles, my cock sprang out raring to go.
Janet stood, pulling off of Mark's angry red cock, and came into my arms. I leaned down to kiss her but she had other ideas. She turned with me, and leaned into me, knocking me off balance so that I fell back onto the couch. She quickly climbed into my lap, sitting with her wet pussy pressed against my cock, wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me like her life depended on it.
When our lips separated, I looked over to see Mark reclining, his hand idly stroking his cock while he sipped on his beer.
"I'm glad you decided to come back," Janet whispered in my ear. "I'm dying to taste you."
She eased back off of my lap onto her knees in front of me. She leaned forward and without any more preliminaries, set about sucking me with a fierceness that shocked me.
Mark passed me a beer. "Let me tell you about this fantasy of hers," he started, while I took a sip. "Wild Thing, here, has been talking about being with two men at the same time for at least three years now. Every time we tried to set you up, I would tease her that it would just be easier for everyone if she just took care of your needs. I've had her screaming out your name on more than one occasion, so you've got some work to live up to."
I smiled, brushing back her hair so I could see her pretty face with my hard cock disappearing into her mouth. "Let me tell you. I've fantasized about your hot little wife so many times, I've named blisters on my palms after her."
That caused me a bit of trouble, when Janet spit out my cock, snorting. "Don't make me laugh, you bastard. After making me wait this long, the least you could do is have a little respect!"
With a chuckle, I got off the couch and pushed her onto her back, diving between her legs. "I have to have just a little taste," I explained, before I buried my tongue in her moist opening.
She wiggled against me, "Just a taste, Ok? Then I'm going to suck your brains out through your cock." She reached down and tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling me tighter against her. While I licked my best friend's wife, I looked up to see him kneel beside her head, and feed her his cock. She took him deep, while I teased her clit and wiggled two fingers into her steaming slit.
"That's one fantasy down," Mark advised me. "I think this is going to be at least a three star day."
I was getting the response I was hoping for, feeling her twitching below me, her stomach muscles clenching in front of my eyes. I sucked on her little fold of skin, my tongue teasing her swollen bud free. I drove my tongue into overdrive, working over her clit, while my fingers, three now, pounded into her hot little pussy. Janet's legs suddenly slammed shut on my head, squeezing tight, while she came on my tongue.
"Dude! That was amazing! I swear it takes me a good 10 minutes to get her off like that." Mark laughed, as her legs finally relaxed enough for me to give her a couple of soft parting licks before backing off.
Janet pushed Mark away, and sat up. "Jesus, that was nice!" Then she crawled over and pushed me back positioning herself sideways to me, her mouth quickly enveloping my cock again. I reached over and tugged her shirt up so I could reach her tits, while I watched my cock fill her pretty face once more.
Mark sidled up behind her, and once more entered her. He screwed her slowly and easily, while she used her hands and mouth to do wonderful, naughty things to me.
"That's two," Mark told me with a wink.
I closed my eyes, leaned back and enjoyed the incredible job she was doing. "Fuck, Mark, she's amazing," I finally gasped.
"Don't hold back, bud, just give it to her," he told me, holding her hips while he continued to plumb her depths.
"I'm close, Janet, so close," I moaned, which seemed to only encourage her to pump me faster.
"So is she, buddy, so is she," Mark offered.
She backed off a little, sucking the top of my cock, while her hand stroked me feverishly. With a groan I thrust up into her face, unloading, filling her wonderful mouth. She swallowed repeatedly, sucking me, and I felt her whole body tremble as she came from being used at both ends.
She pulled away gasping, "Shit, you cum a lot!"
"No girlfriend, remember? At least none that puts out," I reminded her.
"Fuck them. I'm your girlfriend now, and I promise, I'm a sure thing," she said, resting her head on my stomach, while Mark plugged her.
"Mark, can you go get some lube?" She asked her husband, while I stroked her hair and looked down at the woman who'd just blown my mind.
"Your wish is my command," he told her, giving her substantial ass a smack before standing up and pulling on his shorts.
Before he'd even made it to the door, she was back to working on my cock; a woman on a mission.
"You have the most amazing mouth," I told her, feeling the steel slowly return to my rod.
She stroked me with her hand while she answered. "So I've been told. I'm going to try to make sure that you get plenty of opportunities to confirm that."
The constant reminders that this wasn't just a one time thing helped to get me even harder.
"Let's move you to the couch before I ride you, cowboy." She told me, standing up and patting the seat beside her.
I did as she asked, stretching out on the couch. She tossed the back pillows to the side, and straddled me, guiding my new erection into her.
"Fuck, I've died and gone to heaven," I told her.
"Now that would be a shame," she giggled. "If you died you'd miss out on so many more games we can play." Then she lay down on me and kissed me while I filled my hands with her full ass cheeks, pulling her up and down on my cock.
"God, you are thick. You feel so good in me," she gasped, rocking back and forth on my cock.
I heard the door to the rec room close, and looked over to see Mark walking our way.



"Hold her still a moment," he told me.
I stopped my motion, and held her. She leaned down and whispered in my ear, "Next time, I might even try to let you take the back door."
She groaned then, and I felt her body shiver as Mark lubed her ass up. There was a bit of maneuvering of legs for a moment, and I felt his legs press against the outside of mine.
"Oh FUCK that's tight," Janet moaned, and then I felt her starting to move back and forth, my cock sliding in and out of her, feeling Mark's rod pressing back and forth against mine, separated by the thin flesh inside of her.
I was thrusting up with my hips, feeling the cold air against the exposed part of my cock, as I fucked her with the few inches I could fit inside of her. Mark on the other hand was fucking her hard. She was moaning almost continuously as we double-teamed her.
I popped out of her, and she cried out, reaching back to pull me back in. Before she could, Mark pulled out and I felt him lift her off of me. Once I sat up, he was leaning back in the couch, and she was sitting in his lap, facing me, his cock completely buried in her ass. She opened her legs wide in invitation.
This was a new game for me, but I did manage to find a place to put my legs before I entered her. I had lots of wiggle room now, and I fucked her hard and deep while her husband held her tight against his body.
"That's definitely fantasy number three," he told me. "Fuck her brains out."
I did what I could, hammering away at her for all I was worth, until I had her coming on my cock, with Mark's staff buried in her ass. Watching her lose it was too damned exciting and pushed me over the edge, blowing my load inside of her, thrusting in as far and as deep as I was able.
"Don't stop," Mark gasped, and I continued pumping her as my cock slowly deflated, but not before we pushed Mark over the edge, groaning as he filled her ass.
I eased my cock out of her and leaned back over the far end of the couch, looking at the husband wife tandem as he whispered to her.
She climbed off of his cock, leaned forward and stretched out alongside me, her legs clasping one of mine, her head in the crook of my neck.
"That was so amazing. Really. I've never felt so thoroughly used," she sighed, kissing my neck and cheek. I turned to capture her mouth with mine.
Our tongues played together for a few moments, and I contemplated whether I'd be able to squeeze out one more hard-on for her.
"We put the kids down at 9:30," she told me, reaching her hand down to gently stroke my cock. "What time can you be back here?"
"Back? It'll take wild horses to get me out of here," I told her.
"What about the meeting with your friends?" She reminded me.
"I'd say fuck'em, but the only friend I'm fucking today, is my best friend's gorgeous, hot wife."
"Anyone I know?" Mark asked, teasing.
"Asshole." Janet, griped.
"Been there, done that," he laughed, smacking her well used rear.
"Keep it up, buddy, see where it gets you," she growled in mock anger.
"Oh, I think if I could keep it up, I know exactly where it would get me." He stood. "Who else needs a beer?"
I raised my free hand, while my other one fondled my new girlfriend's breast.
She cuddled tighter, reaching down for my cock. "The old man's one-and-done, he won't be up for another round for a while. How are you feeling?"
"I think I could go another round," I told her lifting her lips to mine.
"What will it take? I'd kind of like to see what you'd be like in my ass. Go for the whole trifecta," she said softly, with a teasing glint in her eye.
"Trifecta?"
"You've finished in my mouth; you've finished in my twat. There's one more hole waiting to be filled. You wanna play?"
I was already starting to respond to her offer, and when I showed her how she was affecting me, she decided to speed up the response, and brought her mouth back into action. This time I just sat back and let her have her way, showing off her skills, spending several minutes sucking, getting me hard and ready.
When she backed away and reclined on the couch, I took the hint and climbed aboard, lifting her legs high and wide, so I could plow her seriously. God, it felt good to saw in and out of her. I felt God-like, so strong, so in control, so elemental. I looked down to where my thick rod entered her, watching the motion, pulling out until the head just barely parted her lips, pushing back in until our pubic bones ground together.
Mark had returned with the beers, and he settled in next to us, in his armchair.
"Dude, you're spoiling her, you don't want her thinking it's going to be like this all the time, do ya?"
"All the time?" I gasped as I long-stroked her.
"You don't think this is a one-time thing, do ya? What kind of person would that make her? We figured once we brought you in, it'd be kind of a regular thing, right baby?" Mark said, moving over to the side of his moaning wife, stroking her hair.
"All...the fucking...time," she groaned in time to pounding.
I slowed down, eased out and reached for her, "Ready for phase 3?"
She only took a few seconds to get on her hands and knees, leaning over the couch arm. "Mark, you got that lube?" she asked.
Mark reached out the end-table and tossed me the bottle. I gave a quick squirt into my palm, greased up my cock, and put the swollen purple head knockin' at her back door. She reached back and spread her cheeks for me. I pushed against the resistance, nudging my hips forward while guiding with my hand. When I finally started to make headway, I gave a stronger thrust and was rewarded with my cock sliding a couple of inches into her tight ass.
"Damn, that's big," she moaned.
It took a bit of work, but within a couple of minutes I was driving my cock in and out of her tight back-door, giving her the entire length. It was an incredible feeling. "Janet, you have the most amazing ass," I told her, picking up the pace now that it was getting easier.
Mark had his pecker back out, and was pushing it into his wife's face, from the end of the couch. "That is so damned hot."
Janet's loud moans changed in tone as her husband filled her mouth while I filled her from the opposite end. My rhythm was off, as she bucked against me in response to her husband's aggressive use of her mouth, but after a few moments, the three of us were back in sync, and I was able to keep my thrusting in time, while increasing the force behind them. I held her full ass cheeks in my hands, squeezing them tightly, her flesh bulging out between my fingers. Yes, quite the ass.
"Jesus, I can't hold back," I gasped as the sliding pressure got to me. I started fucking her harder, ignoring the push-back, driving into her wildly. My hectic motions pulled her off-of Mark's cock, her entire body responding to my animalistic pounding.
"Oh," she gasped, "FUCK ME!"
That was it, I was done. I grabbed her hip bones, lifted her up and against me as I shot off inside of her. Her knees were off the couch, her forehead pressed against the couch end, as she took my offering.
My leg slipped off the couch and I fell back; she squealed as I pulled her along, my cock tightly wedged up her rear.
"Damn, Janet, that was intense," I breathed in her ear, as I continued to thrust in and out of her as much as I could. Once the spasms finished I relaxed, breathing hard, enjoying the feel of her weight resting on me, ass-to-crotch.
"Oh, Alex," she sighed pushing back against me.
I reached around and started fondling her body, squeezing her breasts, running my hand down her belly, feeling the fuzzy hair just above where I was still wedged inside of her. I couldn't believe this hot body was mine to use. I nuzzled her neck, tasting her skin, nipping at her.
"Jesus, Alex, I though we might have some fun, but I never expected this." She turned in my grasp. Her arms wrapped around me and I was kissing her again, first passionately, then warmly and tenderly.
"Trust me, Janet, we'll have lots of fun. Lots and lots of fun. As much as you'll let me have."
========
Hope you enjoyed this little story. And as always, if you did, won't you please vote?
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Chapter 08: Kayla's Private Tutelage
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Lisa called me on my cell on Monday.
"I've missed you baby," she told me softly.
"And I've missed you, incredibly." I answered.
"I know what you've missed," she giggled.
"You. All of you." I answered.
"So Beth tells me that we're giving Kayla lessons? And I hear lesson one didn't go half bad."
"That's the plan," I confirmed. "And it went pretty damn good. The poor girl needs a lot of teaching though."
"So...I thought we could come over Wednesday." Lisa rushed on, "Beth will take the pool watch, while we give Kayla lesson number two. Is it a date?"
"Wednesday - you've got it," I told her.
"I know I'll get it. And I'm looking forward to it. Love ya." And with that she hung up.
* * *
It was getting crazy. The more sex I was getting, the more I wanted. I was counting down the hours until I got to play again. Beth took care of me during the day on Tuesday, once more back on schedule, and limiting my access to her sexy and eager mouth. I wasn't complaining. Her mouth was quite the treat.
Traci was another beneficiary of my enhanced libido, and fortunately she was more accommodating, making Tuesday night an adventurous one. The old formulaic missionary 10 minutes of foreplay and sex had been about all we were up to for the last few years. Nothing wrong with it, but the excitement had gone. We were becoming boring. Sex was becoming boring. I mean, how wrong is that?
Lately things had been picking up. Changes in position, changes in foreplay. Ventures into discussing what we were feeling. All a change for the better. But laying in bed afterwards, I still found myself anticipating the next day's adventures. I was never one to fantasize about someone else when I was with my wife, or with anyone else for that matter, but things were changing.
Wednesday finally arrived, and my pool guests showed up once more. Beth arrived early, with her brood in tow, and the neighbors weren't far behind. Jill was back, wearing her one-piece again, and when she saw me looking at her she smiled and gave me a wink. Kayla showed up with her little one just before lunch, and the ladies took a break to feed the crowd.
I was dying for Lisa to show up, but by 3 o'clock she was a no-show, and my time to play was running out. The outfits Beth and Kayla were wearing were fueling my fire, and I needed to vent before I spontaneously combusted. Kayla seemed to be getting more nervous as the afternoon wore on. Beth finally suggested Kayla and I retreat indoors and keep ourselves busy until Lisa showed up.
I invited my latest pool member up to my office, which had the advantage of being furthest from prying young eyes. It also gave me access to the cameras to follow what was going on in the backyard.
I took Kayla by the hand and drew her to my couch.
"I must say, Miss Kayla, you've been an excellent student so far."
She smiled, sliding into her role easily. "Do you really think so, Professor Alex?"
"Most definitely. But I dare say a review of your lessons so far might be in order." I leaned forward and started unbuttoning her shirt.
"Gee, Professor, it seems my clothing might be in the way. Would it help if I removed them?"
"See, that's why we need to review the lessons. Removing the clothing is often best done by the partner. The uncovering can be very exciting." I finished opening her shirt, which was all that was covering her small bikini.
"Thank you, Professor, for clearing that up. Should I do the same for you?"
"In time, my child, in time."
She allowed me to remove her shirt, and when I reached behind her to unsnap her top she leaned forward to give me easier access. With her upper body bared, I was once more reminded how attractive she was. She settled back into the couch, and I followed, kissing her and reaching for her full breasts. Large full breasts. They fit my hands perfectly. Perhaps I exaggerate; they were much more than a handful, but the feeling of holding them was perfect.
We'd only been together a couple of times, but already she was becoming more open to my actions. After a couple of minutes of playing, she pulled away and sat up.
"I believe, Professor, it might be a good time to review my independent studies." She smiled and pulled my shirt off, then went after my shorts. She quickly had me naked, and went straight for my hard-on.
All thoughts of the absent Lisa fled my mind as lovely Kayla put her latest lessons to the test. She still wasn't up to any of her competition, but she was remarkably willing and eager.
"Sir?" she asked, taking a breather, "How am I doing?"
I stroked her hair and guided my cock back into her warm mouth. "You're doing well. Very well." I told her, "Still, more practice wouldn't hurt."
She spent several minutes working over my cock, and I had to admit I was enjoying it immensely. "That's wonderful Kayla. You've almost got me there."
She drew back again, releasing my cockhead with a audible pop. "This is harder than it looks. How does Beth ever get you off so quickly?"
"Practice, darling child. And with practice, I have no doubt you'll give her a run for her money. Especially with our Research Associates Beth and Lisa giving you guidance." Once again I fed her my cock. "Time for our Pop Quiz."
She went back at it with vigor, sucking me deeply, and putting her hands to excellent use. It only took another minute or so to yield the expected results, and I gave her fair warning. "That's it, gorgeous, I'm there."
I exploded in her mouth, strongly, and she only choked a little before she drained me. She swallowed it all, and went back to cleaning me with her mouth.
"Jesus, Kayla, are you sure you're new to this?"
"You're the first and only for me," she admitted shyly.
"A solid 'A', Miss Kayla, you are a natural. And if you were to continue what you're doing just a bit longer, I believe we can move on to your main lesson for today."
She stood and removed her bikini bottoms, standing naked before me. "Thank you Professor." She dropped to her knees and took up the sucking once more. Damn, she looked good like that.
Once she had me hard, she let me climb between her legs, guiding my hardness into her. She was moist and ready. With the head of my cock poised at her entrance, I moved it around rubbing against her before slipping just the tip inside.
"Professor?"
"Yes, dear?"
"Be gentle," she asked softly.
"I'll try, but I can't guarantee it. Once I'm inside you, I might get a little carried away."
She gave me her little smile, "I trust you."
Silly girl.
I slid the full length of my cock inside of her in one smooth stroke. And so the lesson began. It was as I expected. Once I had my shot at her, I found myself fucking her thoroughly, moving her body around freely, trying different positions and angles, and just enjoying myself. I was still trying to be attentive to her needs, and when I found a position that was especially good for her, I pounded her until I felt the onset of her orgasm. One of my goals was to make sure this pretty young thing came for me hard and often. The first cry I wrung from her was a good start.
Even before she was fully recovered from her release, I had her bent over the arm of the couch, and fucked her hard from behind, this time satisfying my own lustful needs. She felt great, engulfing my cock, and I grabbed her full ass cheeks and pounded her relentlessly to completion. I was rewarded by another cry from her as she trembled beneath me. I forgot her rules and shot deep inside of her, filling her with my burning seed.
She moaned, feeling my cum fill her. "Oh Professor, you shouldn't." But she stayed there, open to me, allowing me to finish inside of her. I kept up the screwing, after I'd come, sliding in and out of her, playing with her ass and watching my rod disappear into her. It had the effect I was hoping for, and slowly the stiffness returned to my rod, allowing me to pick up the pace once more. I closed her legs, my legs outside hers, and let the added friction stir me further, until I was fully ready to continue our play.
I pulled out, and laid on my back on the floor. "Ride me."
I guess her observations of me with Lisa and Beth were enough for her to know exactly what I wanted. She straddled me, messily, and lowered herself back onto my stiffness. Then I sat back and let her do what she would.
She took to it like a duck to water, fucking herself on my resurgent rod. When I had her gasping and sweating, I grabbed her ass and fucked up into her as hard and fast as I could. She cried out, and threw her head back, while I pounded one last orgasm out of her. After that I took her back to the couch, climbed on top of her, and had a nice long leisurely ride, until I finally managed one last half-hearted release of my own, filling her, and collapsing on top of her.
I eased my weight off of her and slid to her side, holding her close. "That was nice," I told her, bathing her face in kisses.
"Nice? God, it was incredible," she sighed. "I've never felt so thoroughly used."
"I'm glad. I think these lessons are turning out well. What do you think, Miss Kayla?"
"I think I should have signed up for these ages ago. Do you think we might make it more than once a week?" she asked.
"I believe we can make that happen," I assured her.
"Great. Maybe next time you can lick me again," she said, hesitantly.
"Sounds like a plan," I told her.
We returned poolside shortly after that, and the party broke up soon after. Lisa was still a no-show. Just the excuse I needed to push her boundaries once more.
* * *
Thursday was a quiet day. Most of the kids were out and about, and the pool was underutilized for once. I was pretty glad, so much activity had me falling behind at work, and when I had a little peace and quiet, I was appreciative.
Don't get me wrong. I was also MOST appreciative of the distractions that were helping to cause me to fall behind at work.
Late afternoon, I was surprised, startled really, to find Kayla at the door to my study.
"Hi, I called out from downstairs but you didn't answer," she said standing in the doorway, looking just a tad nervous.
I reached out and turned down the speakers on my computer. "Listening to some background music. I didn't know anyone was here."
"Just me. You're backyard is empty for once," she said with a charming smile.
"What's up? Did you bring Eric by for a swim?" I asked, looking behind her to see if her little one was in tow.
"Nope. He's at the neighbors and I was out running errands. When I drove by and saw the driveway was empty except for your truck, I thought I might stop in for a bit." She seemed a little hesitant. "You did say you thought we could make the lessons more often than once a week. I've got a few minutes, and thought a quick bit of practice might be in order."
If I hadn't gotten the drift up to then, she made her point abundantly clear when she walked into my study and unzipped the top of her velour sweatsuit. She was wearing nothing underneath, and looked good that way. Her light-blue velour bottoms were tight and low on her hips. A simple bow held the waist string in place. I already wanted to pull that string. The peek-a-boo effect of the open top was pretty cool, too.
"Nice look."
She grinned, "I dressed with you in mind."
She reached her hand out to me and drew me over to the overstuffed loveseat in my office. I let her guide me.
She dropped to her knees and started pulling my knit shorts off. "I don't have a lot of time, but thought a quickie blowjob would be nice."
"I think that would be very nice," I admitted.
With my pants off, and my trouser buddy already responding to her attention, Kayla didn't even let me sit down before she had my cock in her mouth, and was doing delightful things with her tongue to get my attention.
Lisa was right. The girl was a natural.
Kayla was getting better with every try. She was mastering the ability to convince me that the only thing she wanted was to have my cock in her mouth. The noises and moans and wriggling she did while blowing me made it seem like she was enjoying the act as much as I was.
I finally had to sit back, before my legs got too wobbly, and she opened my legs and moved further between them, now licking my cock like an all day sucker. Her tongue was warm and active, teasing and bathing me.
I closed my eyes and tried to relax and just enjoy it. Most of the time, I'll admit it, even though sex was wild and amazing, there was a certain amount of effort to it, trying to control my urges to come, making sure my partner was satisfied, looking for positions that worked for both of us. I had spent a lot of effort training myself to last as long as possible, working the PC muscle, practicing resisting.
Not this time. This time I just let myself go, enjoying the work the beauty was putting into it. And it was wonderful. Within just a couple of minutes, I was enjoying the results of her practice and let her know.
"I'm there, beautiful," I told her, softly.
For Kayla, it seemed my words were added incentive. She went after me with added gusto, and was rewarded with a mouthful of my seed. She sat back on her heels, then opened her mouth, displaying her prize. She swallowed it all, then leaned in and carefully cleaned me up, and kept playing.
I was totally relaxed, after her delightful effort.
She giggled.
"What?" I asked, curious about her reaction.
"That was quick," she said, with a huge smile.
"Too quick?" I asked.
"No! I loved it! It was nice to be able to get you there so fast. It makes me feel like I'm progressing."
"That's definitely true. You're making incredible progress dear. You are getting really, really good at that."
She climbed up my body, sat on my lap and kissed me. "That's the nicest thing you've said in a while."
"You've earned it." I slid my hands in her top and massaged her full breasts. Her nipples were hard as rocks.
She looked at her watch. "I wish I could stay, I'd love to do that again."
"Do you really have to go so soon?" I asked.
She checked her watch. "I guess I could stay a little longer."
I reached forward and pulled on her pants string, letting her sweatpants tumble to the ground. Moments later I was pulling down her panties and guiding her to the couch.
She looked a little nervous. "We can't take all afternoon," she warned.
"I want you so badly, I doubt this will take all that long," I reassured her.
I opened her legs, and rubbed my cock against her. I was hard enough for penetration which was what I needed so badly. Once inside of my darling young protégé, the action of screwing her restored me to my full hardness.
"I'm going to have to ask you for your forgiveness now," I told her softly, kissing her, while I opened her up, my cock getting comfortable inside of her tight folds.
"Forgiveness?"
"I'm going to fuck you fast and hard, with no concern at all for your pleasure. I hope you understand."
"Do it, Professor. Use me."
There was nothing loving or artful about it. I pulled her legs back and fucked her hard, slamming into her for a few exciting minutes, until I felt the need for a change of position. I put her on her hands and knees and entered her again from behind, pushing a thumb into her exposed butthole, while my hips went into overdrive. God, she looked and felt to good. When I felt myself starting to get close, I picked her up roughly, turned her onto her back, pushing her knees back almost to her tits, and attacked her sweet young pussy, fucking her deep and hard, all thoughts centered on my own need.
She was staring up at me, eyes wide, gasping, as I hammered out my release. She groaned and thrust up against me, eyes fluttering as she came, surprising me. I leaned over her, keeping her legs pushed back, and sliding my cock in and out of her for a long while afterwards. I leaned in and kissed her and was amazed at her passionate response. When I released her legs, she wrapped them around me, squeezing me in their embrace. We kissed softly like old lovers.
"That was kind of scary," she said softly.
"Scary?"
"The look on your face. Like nothing was going to stop you. All that mattered was pumping me full of your juice."
"See what you do to me?"
"God, yes. It was intense."
My cock was enjoying its sojourn, slowing moving back and forth, the friction and warmth slowly restoring some hardness. I felt my movements lengthen, as the gentle rubbing became a more thorough penetration. With each outward movement, her legs pulled me back in for more.
I lowered my face to hers, and we kissed again, playfully, exploring, merging, our mouths mating.
She pulled me close, hugging me, as my hips kept up their time-honored ritual, no longer quite so playful.
"You really enjoy being with me, don't you," she said softly.
"I love it. I love being inside you."
"I love the way you fill me, the way you make me feel."
"How do you think you make me feel?"
She smiled at that. "I hope it's just as wonderful."
I knew we were already working in overtime, but I didn't want it to end. Looking down at the pretty young thing, so open to my attentions, made my heart pound with desire.
I had just meant to play a bit, but now I was determined to get off one more time. I sat up and turned her onto her side, pushing her legs together, and thrust into her more aggressively. The added tightness was exactly what I'd been seeking. I closed my eyes and concentrated all my senses on where my cock was penetrating her. I accepted her moans as rightly mine, and used all my length on her, gradually speeding up, until I was fucking the cute blonde for all I was worth. I grabbed her upper thigh and pulled her against me, driving into her hard, fucking her with a fury, until I blasted inside of her again, pushing as deeply as possible and feeling my cum leak into her.
I pulled out and collapsed backward on the couch, gasping for air.
She just lay there, slowly straightening her legs out, rolling onto her back and sighing. "You're spoiling me, you know."
"You're worth spoiling."
She looked at her watch. "Shit. I really wish I could stay."
"I wish you could as well."
"You'll have to wait until tomorrow. We'll see if I can't impress you then." She got up pulling on her panties and sweats, and finally zipping her top closed.
I was looking forward to it.
==========
Lisa's turn. And she pays for being late.
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=======
Amie opens up, and Karen moves out
=======
As usual, I was the last to wake. But this time I wasn't completely alone. Amie was clinging to me, arms and legs thrown across my body, strands of her tousled hair caressing my face. Unlike tiny Beth, or even the smallish Debbie, Amie was nearly 6' of long lovely torso, arms, and seemingly endless legs. When you'd been hugged by those legs, you certainly knew it!
I tried to be careful, pulling free from her embrace, but she grumbled her dissatisfaction, hanging on tight. "Not yet, just a little bit longer," she murmured.
"I'm not going anywhere," I whispered.
I relaxed, smoothed her hair out of self-defense, and embraced her. I glanced around the room, but we were alone, no malingerers hiding in the bath or closet.
Amie was a pretty thing and had been used hard, by nearly everyone, in every opening. Not surprising that she'd be exhausted. I kissed her forehead, reached down and pulled the sheets over us, so she wouldn't be cold. I checked out the clock. Only 9:10, it wasn't that late, especially considering the previous night's escapades. I guess it would be Ok to goldbrick awhile with the sweet thing in my bed. I leaned back, easing her more to my side, closed my eyes, and tried to relax, but the beautiful young girl at my side was a definite distraction. After a while, I knew sleep was hopeless, and turned my attention to my bedmate. She had calmed considerably and seemed to be back asleep, breathing in that slow deep pattern. She had ended up cuddled next to me, one knee resting on my thigh, her head on my arm, her hand on my chest.
I pulled her closer, letting my hand caress her side. Where she'd been clingy before, she was more amorous now, slowly awakening, touching me, kissing my chest and shoulders, pressing her hips and breasts against me. "Mmm, Good morning," she murmured. "I'm glad you stayed with me."
"Of course I stayed. I told you I would, didn't I?" I teased, doing a little caressing of my own.
"Boys don't always mean what they say. Especially about things like this," she said softly.
I teased her more, tweaking her nipple. "I'd be a fool to leave such a wild young thing in my bed. Especially after last night."
Her hand was on my cock by now, gently playing with me. In no apparent rush, just having fun. "I'm not a wild thing. Not really."
I lifted her lips and kissed her. "Please, Amie! I know a wild one when I've had her."
"I'm only wild for you, Jack. Wild in this house. Before this I was anything but wild." She was quiet and quite serious.
"I'm glad you're wild for me, beautiful," I assured her.
"Do you know I only had two boyfriends before? Two. Almost 20 fucking years old, and two relationships. Is that pathetic or what?" Her voice was soft but heartbreaking.
"No, it's not pathetic, it's chance and happenstance. Maybe a little pickiness."
She had managed to get me decently hard, and she was rubbing herself, getting warmed up for me, while she continued her tale. "Dad loved hearing Beth's story about her first time. I know I did. Pretty cool. You wanna know about my first time, Jack?" She was on her side, opening her legs for me, and guiding me home. I grabbed her hips and tugged her closer, lifted her leg, and settled in. So good, so right.
"I was sixteen. I wasn't beautiful like these girls; I was skinny and bony, with no boobs to speak of. When I finally started to fill out just a little, I was so surprised when Bobby showed an interest. He was so nice, so attentive, so kind. I'd been dating him for over a month, and was ready to take it to the next level.
"I made Daddy take me out and buy me some 'girlie' clothes, so I'd look good for the party he was having. His parents were going out, and a small group was going to be there. I was so excited, and I embarrassed Dad to death, taking him into underwear stores, and trying on skimpy dresses, shorts and tees, just to flaunt my new body." Amie was lying quietly beside me, seemingly content to just be filled with my meat. I on the other hand was doing a little movement of my own, slowly inching in and out of her.
"I knew it would be that party. I talked with my friends. I bought a rubber. I wore the sexiest underwear I could find. When I left the house that night, and kissed my dad goodbye, I think he knew. He looked sad, gave me a big hug, and told me, 'There's no need to be in a hurry with the rest of your life. Do things on your own terms, or not at all.' I gave him one last hug, so damned excited."
Amie pulled away and rolled over and laid on my chest, lifting her hips a second to reinsert our mutual friend, taking me deeply, putting her full weight on me. She clung closely, legs encircling me, and turned her head away, resting it on my shoulder. She was staring in the direction of the bathroom lost in thought. Or so it seemed.
"Do you want to know how I lost my virginity, Jack?" She was quiet for several seconds. "Me too. My dad found me on the doorstep, unconscious, nearly naked, after someone rang the bell and drove away. It didn't take a rocket scientist to figure out I'd been raped. I remembered having some drinks, and dancing with Bobby, and going upstairs with him. It took a while of sorting through rumors and gossip to find out they'd been feeding me grain alcohol and his mother's downers. He, his brother and his friend took turns on me. It was all so stupid. He was going to get to have me anyway, freely. Why would they do that?"
She sounded so distraught; my heart was breaking for her. Tears were rolling down my side where her head was turned. The excitement I'd felt being inside her was dwindling and I started to draw out.
"No, please don't," she gasped, clasping my legs with hers and squeezing her pussy around my shrinking hardness. "Don't feel sorry for me, Jack. Don't. I couldn't stand that. Just try to understand a little. And love me."
She looked so nervous, and so needy. I caressed her back, letting my hands slide down to her firm cheeks, squeezing them softly, kneading them. I also started to thrust back, concentrating hard on the feeling of entering her, being in her, screwing her, bringing back my full hardness. When she noticed how hard I was for her, she smiled wistfully, and kissed me. "I knew I could count on you. A girl can't count on many guys in this world. Her Dad, always her Dad, and sometimes there's that one special guy. Not like the others. A guy like you, Jack." She kissed me deeply, her lips salty from the recently shed tears.
When she broke away, she seemed to have calmed down. She pulled her knees in close and started rocking back and forth, taking me deep. "Dad took care of me. Took me to the hospital, put me in a private girl's school away from the whispers and vicious gossip. And somehow, I don't know how, those boys had the living hell beat out of them. When one of the mother's dared accuse us, she was found naked, trussed and unconscious on her own doorstep. That was the end of that."
She was so clingy, never pulling her body more than a few inches off of mine during all of this. I tried to get her to sit up a bit, but she resisted, instead raising her hips off of me and letting me fuck up into her, getting the movement and friction I needed to keep going.
"College was a little better. I wasn't eager to jump into the dating scene but I met a nice guy at the start of my second semester. He was a sophomore, handsome, and knew so much more about college then I did. He gave me advice on teachers, how to make friends with the sorority girls who kept copies of old tests, which frats to avoid. I'd been really nervous at first, but he was nice and easy with me. He wanted to get physical, but I was nervous and scared, and told him I was a virgin. Not so hard to believe coming from a private Catholic School girl.
It took me weeks to let down my guard far enough to even let him touch me on the skin. But he wore me down, persistent as hell, and slowly got access to these," she turned partially, still unwilling to allow any space between us, squeezing the yummy tit which appeared. "That distracted him for a couple of weekends. Then I learned the art of the hand-job, which can be quite a useful tool, if you know what I mean. I even learned to use my mouth on him, nothing like Beth you know, but it really doesn't take all that much talent to get a 19 year old off. Maybe 30 seconds of licking and stroking, and bang! Instant results." Her sudden giggle was unexpected and a relief.
"Don't misunderstand me. Martin was really nice to me, and treated me well. He was very patient. And for an introduction back into the world of sex, he was great. He wasn't the least bit intimidating, neither physically or between his legs. He was pretty small, probably only about half your size, but that was good, really. I was so scared to have a boy's thing inside me. But his patience paid off. We did it. It took a couple of tries. The first time he couldn't even get it in me before he shot his juice all over me."
Amie took a break, heaving a big sigh. She rose up on her hands and knees, lifting slowly off my cock. She reached between her legs, grabbed my wand and gave it a shake. "Nothing like this thing, huh? If a girl wants her sweet cream around here, she'd better be willing to work for it." She leaned in and gave me a kiss. "Jack, believe me, I'm more than willing."
The sweet girl rolled off of me, almost off the bed, and opened her arms and legs to me. I climbed between her legs, and entered her smoothly, leaning over her, my lips above hers, my weight on my elbows, our bodies touching for out entire length. I understood what she needed. I used my hips to take her deeply. But I couldn't distract her from her confessional.
"Martin and I had sex 5 times. Three times he actually got inside of me. Not once did he last more than about 1 minute. At his best it was a couple of dozen strokes and that was it. But I wasn't complaining. He was crazy about me when he was on me, and in me. He was going to love me forever, Romeo to my Juliet. Then he just stopped calling. And stopped showing up. He started avoiding me. When I finally caught up to him and asked him what was wrong, he had no excuse. He 'needed something else'. I still don't know what happened. After that I couldn't go back to school. But I couldn't tell Dad what happened. I just couldn't. I was really missing my Mom then."
I had risen up onto my extended arms and was fucking her a little steadier. Not hard or passionate, just a nice easy motion, enjoying her. She reached up for me and pulled me down for another kiss.
"So when Beth told me about you, I couldn't believe it. I had to know if it was true. When she was dating you, I was the one urging her to go slow, and look what that got her. Then she sucked and fucked you, and what do you know, she's living with a man who takes her to the most incredible heights, it seemed unbelievable. She's sharing him with the sweetest girl in the world, who cooks and cleans and fucks like an minx. And he's putting her in her own business, no questions, no strings, just to make her happy."
"Can you understand what this place is to me? It's a fantasy come true. Wild adventurous sex, where everyone's pleasure is the first concern. No meanness, no cruelty, no gossip, no judging. If a girl kisses a girl, she's not a lesbian. If she's with more than one guy, she's not a whore. If she's proud of her body, and shows it off, she's not a slut, she's hot. It's pure fantasy."
She pulled her legs back and encouraged me to fuck her harder. Which of course, under the situation, I had no choice but to accede to. "God, I love it. I love your fat cock in me, so thick, the feel of it rubbing down the sides of my pussy. The pressure of bone on bone at the end of every hard stroke. The wild feeling of your balls slapping against my ass, when you're fucking me like a wild man. Sweet Jesus, it's so, so hot. And when you make me come for you, God!"
Amie released her legs, wrapped them around my hips, and pulled me in. She reached up and kissed me, hard. She bit my lip, and nipped at my chin. "I took a chance, Jack. A crazy, fucked up, senseless chance. And on Beth's word, I just threw myself at you, swearing to myself that I would do anything, anything at all, and not hold back the smallest bit of myself. I'm not here to fall in love Jack. Although I guess that would be easy enough. I'm here to learn to love and be loved. Love me Jack."
Love her I did, leaning down and pressing my lips against hers, gently tangling tongues while I pounded her down below, faster, harder, more urgently. When I heard the moans and whimpers accelerating from her, I long stroked her, my lips to her ear, telling her how sweet she was, how beautiful, how much we all loved her, how much I needed to be inside her. When I finally came, it was like I'd set off a firecracker inside of her. She nearly threw me off, shrieking and gasping, hugging me close while her teeth and fingernails made hamburger out of my shoulders and back.
I let her go, rolling onto my back, and my sweet young lover following me. I slow stroked her, enjoying the feel of my still thick softening cock penetrating her sensitive pussy. She squeezed my cock with her pussy, and I stopped her. "Careful, you'll push me out. Just give me a moment." I eased in and out of her, letting my residual hardness keep me just firm enough to move inside her, letting the feel of her, and the thought of what I was doing to her, and for her, gradually restore my hardness.
She felt when my rod was strong enough for more play. "God Jack! Shouldn't we be getting up?"
"What do you thing I'm doing, sexy girl?"
"Oh my God, I can't believe you," she moaned. "Fuck me Jack, fuck me anywhere, everywhere, oh Jesus, just fuck me."
She sat up, looked at me lovingly, longingly, and started bouncing up and down. It was my first good view of her body all morning, sheets cast aside, her slender torso upright, breasts standing up. She grabbed her hair and pulled it back, in all its wildness, shaking her head.
Abruptly she stopped.
"Dad? WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT ARE YOU DOING HERE?" She screamed, and I followed her eyes, finally seeing what had her so riled. The top of her father's head was visible to me, just above the edge of the mattress.
"I can't believe you're SPYING on me! MY OWN FATHER. AND MY BEST FRIEND." Amie continued her tirade, still getting no answer.
Shit. The new roll-out bed, nearly two feet below our raised mattress. I sat up, pulling Amie's hips close, staying buried inside her, and preventing her from doing anything rash. I leaned back on one arm and took a look for myself. Ron and Beth were huddled together, abject fear and embarrassment fighting for control of their faces.
"Beth?" I asked softly.
She scrambled onto the bed, her eyes tearful, and went straight to my sweet lap-friend, hugging her, in spite of the red-head's resistance and anger. "I'm sorry, I'm so sorry. We weren't spying. Really. I wouldn't do that, tell her Jack?"
Amie looked at me angrily, waiting for me to take sides. As sweet and vulnerable as she was, it was going to be a long time before I took sides against my Beth. "I believe you, Beth, but can you explain things?"
Amie pushed against my chest and looked like she wanted to pull away. I reached one arm across her back, to her far shoulder and pulled her down hard, my perverse cock getting a rise out of her struggles. With my other arm I circled her waist, pulling her body close. Holding her, filling her, I waited for her to calm. Her tiny fists beat against my back and shoulders, wherever she could reach.
"I hate you, I hate you, hate you," she cried, but I could feel her heart wasn't in it.
Beth tried to calm her, pulling down on her arms. "We were sleeping, Amie, just sleeping. When we woke up, we heard you guys playing around, and talking about something. You're dad was up for some more fun, and we were getting off on getting together down here without you guys knowing. We thought we were just being naughty. Then I heard what you were saying, and I was so ashamed for listening in." Beth argued, still sitting behind Amie, stroking her back reassuringly.
Ron was now sitting on the edge of the bed, his hands covering his crotch, fearful of coming any closer. "It's true, Ames. We were playing around, trying to hide what we were doing from you, until I realized you were talking about the bad days. I'm so sorry; I'd never spy on you like that. And you were so far into your story, I didn't know how to let you know we were here, without embarrassing you."
She was hanging onto me for dear life, crying on my shoulder, yet her hips were rolling, grounding down onto my cock.
"I swear it Amie," Beth said. "We thought we could wait until you finished and left or went to the bathroom or something."
"But you just kept on going, kept on talking, kept on screwing," Ron said, sounding exasperated.
"You had to finish sometime, right?" Beth whined. "We thought we'd almost made it."
"And finally everybody came, and we were just moments from getting away," Ron argued anxiously, sliding closer, putting his hand on her shoulder. "It was going to be alright."
"Then Asshole here gets another hard-on for you, and we just knew we were doomed. Fuck! And so close," Beth bemoaned.
For my part, I was just holding Amie, supporting her, and maybe grinding back into her a little. Just a little.
Suddenly, the vixen bit down on my shoulder hard, hanging on hard enough to draw blood.
"Oww!" I barked, and then pulled her head back by her hair, until she released me. The little she bitch!
"It's all your fault! I would never have told that to anyone else. You've done this to me. Look at me, clinging to you, fucking you, in front of my Dad, when I should be furious. Why can't you be fucking human?"
The bite hurt like the dickens. I was so shocked; I didn't know how to respond. I think everyone was surprised, and concerned, until Beth finally snickered, snorted and almost choked trying to hold back her laughter.
Amie was looking at me in fear, her eyes like saucers, staring at my shoulder in complete surprise. I don't think even she realized what she'd done. I looked at my wound and saw the red blood swelling to the surface, her evenly spaced teeth, clearly etched in my skin. A few drops were even straggling down my chest. She reached to her mouth, and I could see the bright red tinge on her lip, where my blood had leaked.
"Oh God, I didn't mean it," she cried, pulling me close, kissing my shoulder, "I'm sorry, I'm sorry," she gasped kissing me softly. "Don't be mad, please."
I just sat there looking around at Beth, who was trying so hard to stop laughing, and Ron who looked fearful that he might have to break us up.
"I can't believe I'm fucking a vampire," I finally said to all present, not knowing how to respond to the insanity.
That made Beth absolutely crack up, and Amie chuckled along with her, her giggle becoming a full belly laugh, before collapsing into an hysterical crying jag.
Somehow, my erection survived the entire ordeal, including her bouncing up and down on my cock while crying her heart out, the salt in her tears burning as they splashed over the half dozen places where her teeth had pierced my skin.
With both her father and my girlfriend hugging her and consoling her, it was getting harder and harder to actually get any leverage behind filling her pussy. Fuck. What was I thinking? The poor thing was distraught, and I just wanted to stay hard inside of her.
When she finally started to calm down, I heard Ron ask, "Why didn't you tell me about college, baby? You could confide in me?"
She wrapped her legs tightly around my waist, pulling me deep before turning her torso to face her father. "I couldn't Dad, not after high-school. I was worried you'd do something stupid, something dangerous. And Martin wasn't bad; he was just a stupid jerk man, like all men." She hesitated, "Not like you guys, I mean. I mean he was bad, but you're not jerks. Or stupid. Oh shit, shit, shit, SHIT!"



Ron leaned forward, grinning at her and took her in his arms. She lifted her arms, twisting at the waist, and wrapped them around his neck. "I'm sorry Dad. I should have told you."
"No baby, you're entitled to your privacy, and to make your own decisions." He held her close, rocking back and forth, which was doing nice things down where Amie and I were connected. "You don't have to tell me anything. You're a big girl. But just remember. You CAN tell me anything."
"I know, Daddy." She suddenly looked down and smiled. "Daddy! Are you getting hard from hugging your baby girl?"
"Jesus, Amie. I've had to listen to you get your brains fucked out for like an hour, and here you are, still riding your boy toy, throughout this whole crazy fucked up morning. What do you think?"
"I think that's sweet," she told him. "Stand up for me?"
Damn, I had a good idea where this was going. Ron stood, his dick sticking straight out in front of him. "We didn't get a chance to finish," Beth explained. Amie pulled him closer, then leaned forward and took his cock in her mouth. His groan was impressive.
I watched her mouth slowly engulf her father, taking him deeply, while he moaned. Damn it was hot. I felt my cock responding immediately.
Beth slid behind me, watching the interplay as well. She moved back on the bed, her legs bracketing my hips, drawing me back with her, until I was lying against her, my head resting between her wonderful young tits.
Amie? Amie was fucking me, riding me like the good little cowgirl she was, while doing her best to satisfy her father. It only took her a couple of minutes to get him off, thanks to Beth's previous preparatory work. Then she was able to really get serious and fuck me. Fuck me hard, drawing one more good load out of me.
We all collapsed on the bed, stretched out side by side, Beth, me, then Aime, then her old man. Amie and I were gasping.
The door cracked open and Debbie looked in, "Can't you hear me? I've been yelling. Breakfast is ready. Are you guys just waking up?"
Beth's giggly snort, set off Amie's giggles, and we were all laughing hysterically. Debbie only looked irritated. "Fine. You can fend for yourselves."
The giggling girls rolled onto the men, Beth clinging to me, while Amie lay quiet in her father's arms.
Suddenly she sat up, almost climbing on top of Beth and me. "Dad!" she cried.
He looked suitably chastened. "I'm sorry baby, but I couldn't help myself. It wasn't on purpose."
"You dirty old man! You just came in your daughter's mouth, isn't that good enough for you?"
We could all see that some of the steel had been restored to Ron's shaft. My guess was the timing was less than appropriate.
"It should be, I know, but this fellow has a mind of his own. Always has. I wish your mother was here, she could explain it." He said contritely.
Amie was behind us, hugging me closely, pretending that she was hiding from her horny old man. "Oh yeah. That would be perfect. I'd like to see you explaining yourself to her, getting hard over your little girl. Yeah, that would be just the thing, the five of us in bed, and Mom in the middle of it. I can just see that happening."
Ron looked wistful, "Me too baby, me too." He looked halfway to tears, which was a hard thing to see. "God, sometimes I miss her so much. She would have loved this, all of this."
Amie got up and went to her father. "I"m sorry Daddy, I know you miss her. I didn't mean anything. I miss her too." She sat in his lap and hugged him. But not for long.
"Damn it, Dad!" she yelled, scrambling off of his lap. "Just stop that!" She crawled between Beth and me, whispering, "How much of it has to go in before it counts?"
We laughed like kids, while she growled at her father. "Keep it up old man, and you're getting nothing! NOTH-ING!"
I picked her up, and carried her to the shower, while she waved her fist at her old man. By the time we'd cleaned up and dried off, things had changed in our bedroom. Robin was there, helping Ron resolve his morning hard-on issues.
Amie was burning up. While she dressed, in clothing she'd borrowed from the girl taking turns swallowing her father's cock, she lit into him. "You're such a perv, Dad! These girls are half your age!"
"Yeah, but there's two of them, so that works out about right," he argued.
"Jesus Dad. Where'd all this come from? You've never been like this," Amie argued.
"Of course I have, but I buried it deep inside me. My little girl always came first," he told her tenderly. Then a big smile lit up his face. "Of course, if you want to come over here and give your Daddy a hug, I'm sure I can get these generous ladies to help me make sure that you still come first."
Amie stomped her foot like a petulant little girl. I didn't know people really did that. Then she stormed out of the room, her skin almost as red as her hair.
"You're bad, Ron," I told him.
"I know. It's the company I keep."
As I headed out of the room Beth finally crawled off the bed. "God I feel gross. Can you finish him, Robin?"
"I think I can manage that," Robin said, peeling off her shorts as I closed the door behind me.
Amie was waiting for me, and looked about to blow up. "God he's so..." she gasped looking for the right word.
I smiled and pulled my shirt collar to the side, exposing her damage. "Oh geez, that looks bad," she said, moving closer, pulling the polo collar even further. "God, I'm sorry Jack," she hesitantly leaned in and kissed it. It was throbbing and hurt pretty badly. I hoped I didn't need to get shots.
"It's Ok, Amie. And thanks for sharing with me. That was nice. Up to the end of course."
"Thanks for loving me through it all. And I mean that literally," she giggled, while we sampled the covered dishes in Debbie's kitchen, pulling together a huge breakfast for each of us.
"Energy for later?" she asked me.
"Mmmhmmm," I answered mouth full.
"Hmm. I wonder if we could eat it all before Dad gets done. No more energy for him," she seemed to enjoy that thought.
"Bad plan. I believe when it comes to a certain young lady, he could be staked out in the sun, whipped and starved, and as soon as he got close to her goodies..."
"Boing!" Amie giggled.
"Exactly."
She ate her breakfast quietly, "Still, there must be some way..."
"Give it up gorgeous. You'll just have to keep out of reach when he's naked. That shouldn't be so hard."
"I know it shouldn't be so hard, not for a 40 year old man, but it is. Hard as a rock," she said softly.
"Shouldn't be hard to DO, Amie. Staying out of reach. Hard to DO." I explained.
She blushed, realizing what she'd said. "Jack! See what you do to me? God you're bad."
Oh yeah. I'm the bad one.
* * *
Beth joined us when we'd almost finished. She went right to Amie and wrapped the red-head in her arms. "Forgive me? I really didn't mean to spy. Really."
Amie turned and kissed her softly. "I know. I was just so surprised and vulnerable just then. I'm sorry I blew up."
Debbie came into the kitchen catching the end of the scene. "Clean it up in public girls; we have little ones running about." Almost as if summoned, our two ankle-biters burst into the kitchen, heading straight for the refrigerator, and pulling out a drink to share. I couldn't help think it was going to be hard splitting them up in the next couple of weeks when Karen moved out for good.
I leaned over and took Amie's hand. "Is it Ok if I share some of your story with Deb?" I asked softly.
Amie looked stunned, like a deer caught in the headlights. Then she finally nodded, "I guess it's Ok." She seemed confused. "Buy why?"
"I think some of it might come out, and we don't keep things from each other. She's had it pretty difficult too; I think she'll understand better than any of us." I was trying to keep it quiet, but Debbie was only standing about 8 feet away at the sink, seemingly busy.
"Ok, I trust you."
Beth was scavenging food off of both of our plates. "Careful with that. You can trust him with your secrets, but never trust him in the sack. He's bad."
"Oh, look who's talking," I reminded her. "Whatever happened to that sweet innocent girl I knew just a couple of months back?"
"You should know, Corrupter!"
Beth stole my plate from in front of me, as I got up and went to Debbie. She was just finishing putting a few items into the dishwasher, her kitchen nearly immaculate, except for the food plates still available for our stragglers, who I expected to see any moment.
"Still going shopping?" I asked her, following her out into the new living room, which she'd already managed to put back in order.
"We've got tons to do if we're really going to open soon," she reminded me. "Are you still planning on helping Karen move some of her stuff out?"
"I figure it's the least I could do."
"Have a fun morning?" she teased.
"Pretty off the wall actually," I answered. We sat down on the couch, relaxing a bit, our eyes on the young ones in the next room over, enthralled by the Saturday morning cartoons. I took a deep breath, and opened up to her about Amie's carnal confession and the accidental 'spying' that blew things up.
Debbie's such a softy. Telling Amie's tale brought tears to her eyes, and she grilled me on some details. "That's so sad. I never would have thought it of her. She seems so cheerful and happy, and so wild and willing. Who'd have thought?"
"No mom, and her dad a knight in shining armor, always there to rescue her. I can see how she might have confused thoughts about her father."
"I'm kind of hoping that Robin can take the edge off of Ron. That's why I sent her in there this morning."
"Good call. She seems willing enough."
"Oh yeah. And then some," Debbie laughed.
Speak of the devil. Robin came strolling out of our bedroom, almost dressed. She had her shorts back on, and another t-shirt, this one kind of cute. It showed a clown face on her shirt, holding his hands apart. Underneath it was the caption. "Must be this long to ride." Of course the suggested length bordered on the ridiculous.
She plopped down beside me, throwing an arm around my shoulders. "Now that's a nice way to start the morning. You left too early, handsome."
I swatted her thigh. "You're in a good mood. Nice shirt."
"This old thing? I'm saving the good ones to embarrass you in public."
"Where are the other two?" I asked.
"Upstairs packing some stuff to go. You sure you want to help them, and not join me and the little ones? Splash City, bikini, underwater frottage?" Robin asked.
"Duty calls," I sighed. "I'm sure you and the kids will do just fine."
I left the two ladies chatting about their errands and afternoon plans. I headed for the stairs not really looking forward to helping with the moving.
It turned out it wasn't going to be all that difficult. Karen was leaving most of her furniture behind, but she still had lots of boxes and suitcases of things to go. I was directed to fill one box with shoes, and another with the winter clothes in the back of the closet, nearly emptying it. By the time we had most of her stuff together, we had the house to ourselves. The day care trio had already headed off on their shopping spree, Robin and the little ones had taken off for an afternoon of splashing, and water-slides. Ron had slipped out undetected at some point.
It only took about twenty minutes to load her stuff into Jim's jeep and her car. I took her TV and a couple of boxes in my 924, barely able to even squeeze that little bit in. I hate to admit it, but I was thinking about trading the toy in for something more useful. Sometimes I hated growing up. The feeling passed, and I thought it'd be better to get rid of the piece of crap car Debbie drove around in, and replace it with a family van. I'm sure she'd appreciate it, and I could cling to my first big purchase a little longer, even if a truck would have been a lot more sensible.
It was hot outside, and we all worked up a sweat moving Karen's things into the house. Even a mere half-dozen trips in that heat took its toll on you. It took me back.
"Awfully hot," I remarked, taking off my shirt in front of Karen, with a big grin.
"Oh no you don't!" she nearly shrieked. "That's what got me into this position in the first place."
Jim was going along with the fun. "Suit yourself, but it must be almost a hundred out there." He peeled his shirt off before heading back outside.
"See what you've started," Karen accused me. She had an odd look on her face, and came close to me. She reached up and touched my shoulder. "What happened?"
I looked down at the bite mark, I'd received that very morning. "Love bite," I explained.
She grinned. "I bet you deserved it."
"Just make sure that you're topless when I get back in here," I told her, hearing her squeal, before going back for the TV, the last thing in my vehicle.
Heading back inside, she was shuttling things into the bedroom. She had stripped down to a pair of sexy boy-short panties, getting into the swing of things.
Jim walked in behind me, seeing her panty clad ass disappear into the bedroom. "How were things last night?" I asked him.
"Memorable. That living room show had everyone worked up. I even got into Robin's back door, with her sister's full blessing." He was grinning hugely.
We high-fived, then headed back for the last few items out of the remaining vehicles. We brought the last load inside, happy to be out of the noon heat.
"Remember the last time we helped her move?" I asked.
"Always."
"Let's replay that scene, except this time you can go in there and get things started before I 'accidentally' walk in on you."
He smiled. "Just give me a couple of minutes." He sauntered off, lord of his domain, ready to take the lead role.
I helped myself to a cold beer, downing it quickly, before I went to join them.
She was bent over at the waist, exactly like before, her panties around her ankles, while Jimbo filled her from behind. God, what memories! Once more her head was nearly down to her knees; she was deliciously flexible. As I walked in she looked up, her eyes blazing. She placed her hands on her knees and straightened up a bit, her torso almost horizontal.
I walked up in front of her, and paused. "Sorry to interrupt. I didn't know you'd be busy. I can come back later."
Karen finally realized what we were up to and almost laughed out loud. The brazen sparkle I loved so much was back in her eyes.
"See Jack, that's your problem. A situation like this falls in our lap, and you're just going to walk away?"
"Fine. What should I do?" I asked, arms crossed.
"You should test the waters, making an approach. You haven't been kicked out yet, and she's acting hotter than a stereo sold off the back of a van."
"Don't listen to him Jack, he's a pig," Karen said, slipping into her role.
"That looks awfully good," I said, then slowly reached down and started rubbing her shoulders, while Jim plowed her.
Karen looked up at me with fire in her eyes, "You guys..."
I opened my pants and pushed them down, making my cock available to her. I moved forward and lowered her face to my crotch, and when I felt her lips on me, I reached around and started playing with her fantastic tits.
She had me hard in under a minute. Jim and I took her then, plugging her at both ends, using our plaything.
"See Jack? See what a little initiative might get you? Tell me, isn't it great to be in her hot little mouth. Damn this girl can suck!"
I just nodded, holding her face, and seeing how much she could take in that position. The answer was a good one. All of it. "Shit, that's good," I answered, and fucked her face just a little harder.
When I pulled out of her mouth and backed up, Jim did the same and drew her over to their bed, pushing a box onto the floor. I moved a suitcase, making room for all of us.
Any resemblance to our first time ended there, as we took her in turns and together, filling her at both ends. On her back, on her knees, even riding one of us, we kept at her, both coming at least twice, and wearing her down. When Jim took a breather, I climbed on top of her and fucked her hard for a bit, then settled in for a nice extended ride. He came back from the kitchen with a beer of his own, and watched our fun. When he'd finished his beer, he came over and made her suck him hard again. When he was ready, I excused myself and let him use her a while. I relaxed and enjoyed the show, and the thought of fucking her ragged. For half the afternoon we took turns on her, avoiding coming. When we'd get close we'd switch off, taking turns, staying hard and postponing that last release as long as we could.
Finally we had her begging us to come, to finish with her. She looked as hard ridden as she was, and had come for us more times then we could count.
We ended with her riding me from on top, while Jim took her ass, wringing every last drop of energy out of her, while she was royally and thoroughly screwed. She was lying on me, almost lifeless, while I thrust into her from below as well as I could.
She groaned and shivered on top of me, her pussy pulsing around my cock, "God, so much, too much," she murmured. "Come for me, please Jack, please," she gasped.
I hadn't been holding back, looking for my own release. Those pleading words put me over and I filled her one last time, then held her while Jim finished in her ass a couple of minutes later. We all collapsed on the bed, gasping for air. She rolled off of me onto her back, moaning. "God, I feel so FUCKED!"
She slowly, rolled onto Jim's chest, kissing his bare skin. "Damn. I don't think I could survive moving again. This better be for a while."
"As long as you'll have me," he assured her, stroking her hair.
I leaned over and caressed her hips and ass, which had provided us so much pleasure.
"Don't even think about it," she growled, slapping my hand away. "I won't be able to walk normally for a week as it is. You guys fucked my poor pussy raw."
Even though I wasn't up for it, I couldn't help teasing her. I slid my fingers down her crack. "This little hole isn't quite worn out, is it?"
"Please, Jack, no more. I'm seriously worn out. Really," she pleaded.
I slid a finger into her ass up to the second digit. She was still slippery from Jim's gift, and I entered her easily.
"Jack? What are you doing, Jack?" She sounded seriously nervous.
Jim pulled her up and kissed her. "It's your own fault for prancing around in your panties, you know. We're just men." He looked over to me, "Be gentle with her, Ok?"
I had just been playing around, but sliding another finger into her ass, and making her moan, was doing the impossible. I felt myself hardening, and rose up on my knees, rubbing my cock head along her pussy, and against her ass.
The little hussy opened her legs for me and lifted her ass up, wrapping her arms around her beau, as he stroked her back, soothing her.
I slid my cock into her well used pussy, stroking her softly, while I hardened further inside her silky chamber.
"God, Jack, gentle, please," she moaned, when I pulled my cock out and poised the head at her smaller opening. I squeezed it in, and slowly worked myself inside of her. Her moans had ended, and she was lying quietly, letting me use her.
I grabbed her hips and pushed deep into her, finally getting a little reaction. Her moans egged me on, and I stroked in and out, taking my time, enjoying the tight hot feeling. She was kissing Jim, occasionally moaning into his mouth, while I had my fun.
"Jesus, Karen, you're such a little slut," Jim teased her.
"Your slut. Only yours. Your dirty little slut, your cum whore, that's all I am. Fuck me, use me," she gasped, pushing back against my intrusion.
After several minutes of reaming her, I started to feel just the tiniest bit guilty. I knew it would be a long time until I came, after what we'd just been through, and I was just enjoying the feeling. Even fucking her harder, breaking her away from her kissing, and setting her body shaking only made it more delicious, but didn't bring me any closer to coming. In the end, I was just too worn out, and I finally pulled out, much of my hardness gone, and collapsed back on the bed, gasping.



She came over and lay on top of me. I was surprised to see a big grin on her face. "I can't believe it. I wore both of you out."
"Hardly. Looks like Jim's ready for another go," I told her.
She almost got whiplash, turning to see if it was true. Catching me in my little white lie, she slapped me on the chest, "You bastard! You scared me to death."
"Maybe I should help you unpack, it'll give us a break until we're ready for round two," I suggested.
"No way, Jose!" she growled, then kissed me fiercely. "This ride is closed for the day. I think Jim and I can handle it from here."
I gave her another kiss, and untangled myself so I could hit the head and clean up a bit. I came out and they were still lounging on the bed. I dressed, and headed for the door. "Give me a call if you change your mind, or if she gives you any trouble, Jim. Another go would be epic."
Karen threw a pillow at me, hitting me square in the back on the way out.
She caught up to me at the doorway, standing in the opening, naked, and giving me a full body hug. "Thanks, Jack. For everything. You know I love you," she said softly, opening up just that little bit.
"I love you too, and always will," I assured her, just holding her.
"I think that's enough of a show for the neighbors," she said after a bit, loosening her grip and waving past me at the guy across the street, thoroughly distracted from his yard work.
"Don't be a stranger," I told her, stealing one last kiss, before heading home.
She stood in the doorway, one arm covering her breasts, and waved to me as I pulled out, before closing the door on us.
=====
Hope you enjoyed this chapter. Next one is on its way!
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His Summer Job Clients Suck. Literally.
This is an entry in the Summer Loving Contest. Thanks to Meathead96 for his editing help in making this a better story.
---------
Memorial Day weekend my brother Aaron drove down from the university to spend the long weekend. We all knew it was one of the last times we'd be together, and wanted to make the most of it. The grill was fired up, the beer was flowing, and most of our neighbors, friends and family were over for the big send-off. Only my sister Debbie was missing. Deb was going to school out east, and hadn't finished finals yet.
Aaron, the oldest, was about to make family history and become the first Borman to graduate college. He already had lined up his first 'real' job, and was headed to Atlanta as soon as school got out. It had come as a surprise to all of us how fast everything happened.
My brother had always been an Ok student, nothing exceptional. He hadn't dated much in high-school, wasn't on any sports teams, and had been a pretty average B+ student. Average height, average weight (maybe a little below average), plain sandy brown hair, Aaron was invisible as far as high-school went. He'd worked part time at the video store, and when he was 17 he was given the old hand-me-down Chevy Blazer to drive, which had seen better days even then.
I guess it was in the family genes. I followed in his footsteps; a complete non-entity, non-joiner, and non-dater. If anything, I was slightly less than average; A little smaller, a little lighter, a little quieter -- think Aaron, only less. My teachers seemed to forget my name, in spite of being the third in the family to pass through the hallowed halls of Heritage High, in almost as many years. I got decent enough grades, which I worked reasonably hard for, but that was about all I had going for me.
Don't get me wrong. I wanted more. I wanted to be different. I wanted to bust loose and leave the family legacy behind. I made an effort to look good. I took care of myself. I worked out. I ate well. I didn't have the size for football, or the height for basketball, but I went out for baseball and track, agonizingly close to making both teams, but missing the final cut each time. I had practiced the entire previous summer, determined that year would be the one. It was my senior year. There would be no next year.
I'd even dated, or at least tried. My initial sky-high aspirations had been exposed, in less than gentle terms, as the impossible, unattainable fantasies they were. Harshly.
Lowering my standards a notch, and then another, and yet another, I'd finally found someone who'd go out with me, and for more than one date. I felt pretty good about that. Eric and Darrell, my two closest friends, had been the first to drag me back to reality, after my unfortunate first attempts. I felt like the proverbial lobster in a tank: my fellow invertebrate's eager to drag me back down every time I strove to climb out. When Cathy Gates had finally let me kiss her, and even feel her chest through her shirt, I knew I was teetering on the lip of escape, ready to break free - FREE! So what if she was only a sophomore, and perhaps even less average than me? A guy's gotta start somewhere. Anyway, I could close my eyes when I kissed her.
I had even convinced her to come to the Memorial Day party, to kick off summer, say goodbye to my brother, and to acknowledge the fact that our High-School days were all but over. Less than two weeks to go. I guess I wanted to prove something as well. I had a girl! And I wanted my big brother to know it. Some things never change.
Aaron changed after he went away. He'd joined a fraternity, eventually becoming the vice-president. He was about to graduate Cum Laude, and he showed up at our house with a babe in tow that was like to bring me to my knees. She was everything we Borman's dreamed of, and yet so far beyond our grasp, sometimes we didn't even know it. This little stunner was on my brother like white on rice. As far as sibling rivalry went, that round went to Aaron.
Sunday evening, after the weekend of visiting and relaxation, Aaron pulled me aside and insisted I join him for a drive to the hardware store. A 'guy' thing. I was ready to get out of there. Cathy had given me grief for trying to push things too fast and had left earlier in a huff. Too fast? So I had my hand in her shirt. We'd dated over two weeks, and with two weeks left in the school year I was going 'too fast'. Shit. I was going to leave high-school a virgin. No two ways about it.
As soon as we were a couple of blocks away, he pulled into Sonic, where we ordered drinks while he broached what was really on his mind.
"What're your plans for the summer?" he asked, while we waited for our carhop to bring us our drinks.
"I'm not sure yet. Probably work at the video store again. I was thinking about taking a couple of courses online before starting up at Quad-C next semester."
"I've got something better for you. You know that job I had, with the sales route?"
I rolled my eyes, "I don't want to do sales, Aaron. Heck, I don't think the Cherry-bomb could take the miles, even if I did." Cherry-bomb was the name we'd given to the 12 year old Blazer that had introduced Aaron, my sister Debbie, and now me, to the world of driving. The original cherry-red exterior had faded to a color somewhere between primer and dried blood.
"Pete, listen to me. It's not what you think it is. Hell, it's not what you could ever even hope to imagine it is. I was planning to work it again this summer, but with my new job, and Jessica, I couldn't do it justice. So I want you to have this." He passed me a piece of paper with a phone number, and the name Sandra written in his precise printing. He handed it to me with something akin to reverence.
I looked over and I swear he was practically in tears. He took a deep breath, and wiped his eyes, just as a cute little brunette rolled up with our drinks.
He rolled down the window and took our drinks, then passed her a $5. When she reached for it, he held her hand for just a second, giving her a squeeze. "Damn you're pretty. Brought tears to my eyes, just looking at you. You worked here long?"
She gave him a nice grin. "Three weeks."
"What's your name?"
"Amber."
"Nice. I'll have to come here more often." He closed the window, while she was counting out the change, waving her off, and turning away, no more time for her.
I was in absolute awe of my brother's easy way talking to such a pretty girl. I would have been hard pressed to get an intelligible sentence out. College had certainly changed him.
"Peter, call that number. She'll probably bring you by for an interview. Whatever she says, whatever she asks, you just make sure that you let her know that you'll be the perfect employee. You'll be on time, polite, and eager to perform any task you're given. Promise me you'll do this," he said, any hint of jocularity gone. "It'll change your life."
"What's the big deal, Aaron? Why so serious?"
"Just do this. Please. For me. And for you."
I finally agreed, figuring if it was that important, I could at least give it a try.
Our carhop stopped by a few times, eager to see if we needed anything. I watched Aaron roll down the window and chat with her a minute, setting her to giggling, then apologizing for having to run. She gave him his number, which he stuffed in his pocket as we left.
Fuck! He got her number! Without even trying.
He left the next day. After that it was back to normal, average, middle-of-the-road suburban life, at least for me. Aaron, on the other hand, may have finally left 'average' behind.
* * *
I called 'the number' the following weekend. Four days of school left, I knew I needed to line up a job before they were all taken. I had spent many hours wondering what all the fuss was, and contemplating just throwing it away. But Aaron had seemed so sincere. So adamant. I made the call.
"Sandra speaking," I heard an adult woman's voice purr.
"Hi. My name is Peter Borman. My brother Aaron worked for you for the last few years. He suggested I give you a call and see if I could take his place this year." The words shot out of me like rounds from a machine gun. Bang. Bang-bang-bang. Bang-bang-bang-bang-bang. I'd practiced them repeatedly so I wouldn't get tongue tied and sound like a jerk.
"Aaron! I thought he'd be with me one more summer. Where's the darling boy off to?" she asked, sounding genuinely interested.
"He's graduating and is moving to Atlanta for a new job, with his girlfriend Jessica." I don't know why I threw in that last comment, but I couldn't resist.
"Mmmm, How ya gonna keep 'em down on the farm...?" she seemed to giggle. "When are you available, Peter?
"Last day of school is Thursday, and a bunch of us are going down to the beach Saturday," I explained.
"So you're available Friday? I think we can work with that. Let's meet Friday, around 11:00 am. I'll text you directions to my place. Don't be late." Her tone sounded as if our call was over.
"Uhm, Sandra? What should I wear? Aaron hasn't told me much about what we'll be doing."
"He hasn't? Why that sweet boy, he's so considerate of me." She had a hint of wistfulness in her voice. "Wear? It doesn't matter. Just be clean and neat. Got that?"
"Absolutely!" I assured her. "Friday, 11:00am."
* * *
Sandra lived on the nice side of town, no doubt about it. Big fancy apartment building, doorman outside, inside all marble and brass, high ceilings and fancy paintings, even a security guard.
The front desk was expecting me and sent me straight up to 5B. It was a big building and yet only two apartments per floor. I was impressed. Then again, let's face it. I impress pretty easily.
I rang the bell, and Sandra opened the door. She looked to be in her 40's but obviously took care of herself. Then again, what do I know about women's ages? She looked older then my mom. Dark tan, carefully tended hair, nice makeup. She looked to be in good shape, very slender with huge boobs that looked like grapefruits glued to her chest. Soft, round, tan, yummy grapefruits. Her low-cut shiny blouse showed a lot of cleavage, where I may have gotten lost for a while.
"Darling boy, didn't they ever tell you it isn't polite to stare?" She chuckled, reaching forward and pulling me into her beautiful living room by the arm. "Goodness, don't you look sweet? Are you really 18 years old?"
I'm sure I reddened. I didn't like to be reminded about how young I looked. I was lucky to pass for 16 most of the time. "As of May 19, yes ma'am."
She held me still, slowly walking around me, her hands brushing across my shoulders. "Oh, my, yes, I think you have potential, Peter. How much has your brother told you about what we do?"
I stood, nervous, feeling awkwardly uneasy as her eyes seemed to measure me, her smile predatory. I suddenly felt sorry for those mice you feed to snakes. "Nothing, really. He just wanted me to make sure that I let you know that I'll be the perfect employee. Always on time. Always clean, neat and eager to perform any task to the best of my ability."
She seemed to like that. "That sounds like a dream come true. Ok, let's see what we're working with here, young Peter." She sat down on a chair that looked like it would be amazingly uncomfortable, designed only to fill space in an artsy way. She perched on the edge and waved me nearer. I stopped about two feet away.
"Go ahead now, take them off," she said with a hint of eagerness.
"Take them off?"
"Yes. Am I not clear? Take them off," she said.
"Take what off?" I asked, afraid to hear her response.
She laughed out loud. "Gracious! He told you nothing?"
I just shook my head slowly in embarrassment.
She leaned forward and tugged me closer by the hips. I took a couple of small steps, and watched her with bated breath. She ran her hands up and down my hips, up to my waist, then down my thighs, smiling. I noticed the large rings on her fingers, diamonds and emeralds. The emeralds matched her sparkling eyes.
"Dear Peter, how can I explain this? We provide a rather unique service to the women of this community. A training and practice service for certain elements of the home life that they might want private."
She was undoing my belt as she spoke, her wrist and forearm brushing against my dick which was getting really uncomfortable, almost bent in two, stuck inside my pants leg, while it struggled to come to life.
"Our practice is very exclusive and very, very private. Our clients pay well to ensure it stays that way." She had my pants open now, unbuttoned and unzipped, and she was pulling them down a bit, lowering them on my hips. I was aching, and wanted desperately to reach down and straighten my erection out before I broke it.
She suddenly leaned forward, pulling my briefs forward by the waistband and peaking inside. "Helloooo, I know you're in there somewhere." She seemed a little disturbed. "Are you sure you're Aaron's brother?"
Before I could answer, she grabbed my pants at the thighs and jerked them down hard. They stuck for a second on my cock, then slipped past and stopped around my knees. My underwear only made it to mid-thigh, but that seemed far enough. My rod had finally broken free, and stood straight out, bouncing up and down from its sudden release, almost catching Sandra in the eye.
She sat back and clapped her hands like a little girl, before quickly grabbing my shaft and holding me straight upright, against my belly. I groaned from the idea of a woman, any woman, especially this hot older woman, touching me there. She reached down and cupped my balls, gently testing them, turning my cock from side to side as she examined it. "Oh, Peter. I believe this is going to work out perfectly. You're everything your brother was, and maybe even just a little bit more. You are absolutely beautiful."
She turned her legs to the side and stood up, heading across the room to an aged roll-top desk. "Take everything off, everything."
My head was spinning and I could barely catch my breath. My heart was beating out of control. What was my brother into? I tried to breathe deeply, while taking off my shirt and undershirt, but found myself panting instead. I turned my head, watching my potential employer, in her tight form-fitting skirt that barely reached halfway down her thigh. By the time I was fully naked, and folding my clothing while I waited, she was strolling back to me, a smile on her face and a gleam in her eye.
"Tell me again. You REALLY are eighteen?"
"Yes, ma'am." I reached for my wallet and pulled out my driver's license, getting just a little irritated with this line of questioning.
Just a little.
"And how much experience have you had with the ladies? Do you have a girlfriend?"
"None really. I have a girl I'm dating, but that hasn't gone past first base yet."
"Really? Surely you're not a virgin?"
"Yes, ma'am," I told her, feeling the blood rushing to my face.
"Oh, this is too good. A blank sheet to write upon."
She moved in close and I could see the tiny wrinkles at the sides of her eyes, and above her lips. Little folds of flesh that screamed out 'experience' to me. She was almost my identical height, but I was barefoot, and her feet were encased in perfect heels, giving her a few additional inches of height.
"How tall are you, Peter?" she asked, moving forward and sniffing at my neck like I was an appetizer.
"Five feet, seven inches, since 10th grade," I confessed.
She moved in front of my face, with a decidedly skeptical glance, raising her finely trimmed eyebrows, just a little.
"Ok," I relented, "Five six and a half."
She brushed against me, my hard-on still waving in the air, begging for attention. As she walked around me, she slid her hand up my length, giving it a little tug and setting it bouncing again. Behind me, her hand continued it's teasing exploration, delving between my cheeks, sliding her hand all the way down to my balls, which were hugging up against my body in concern. Damned balls had better sense than I did.
By the time she was in front of me, I was trembling all over. She moved in and gave me a little hug, her hand moving down to stroke my cock softly while her lips and tongue tasted my neck. I was ready to scream.
"You take teasing, well, Peter. Good for you. I know what you want, and how badly you want it, but you're good to show restraint. That's very important in this job. Restraint separates the good from the great. Aaron showed remarkable restraint."
This job? Hell, I'd forgotten all about the job, enthralled by the actions of this amazing cougar, who I lusted after more than I had lusted after anybody in my life. And that includes Marci the cheerleader captain, Heather the majorette, and even my brother's new girlfriend.
She dropped to her knees before me, and my own almost buckled in anticipation. I barely avoided reaching out and grabbing her head to keep from falling. My hand passed by her ear, and I leaned over and grasped the arm of her chair, slowly stabilizing myself. I was dizzy in anticipation.
I straightened up slowly, spread my legs a bit and braced myself. Please God, let this happen. And please, please, don't let me embarrass myself.
"Patience, sweet child," she said softly. She reached for my cock with one hand stretching me out, until I was pointed directly at her face. She opened her lips, her tongue brushing the bottom one, and breathed hotly on my cock, coaxing moisture out the tip.
She giggled, "This is too good." Her second hand came in to play, and I saw she had a small tape measure, which she placed against my shaft. She reached back and pulled out a green marker, making a tiny line on my cock. She wrapped the tape around me, at that line, and carefully drew a circle around my shaft, sitting back and admiring her handiwork. She took my stiffness in her hand, at the edge of the line, and abruptly moved her face forward, my cock suddenly disappearing, her tongue brushing against me. She brought her face forward until her lips touched her fingers, and pulled away just as quickly. "That seems just about right."
She performed the ritual again, this time with a red marker, drawing a second circle maybe an inch closer to my body. I was expecting it this time when she took me in her mouth, and I groaned in appreciation. She pushed forward, and I felt myself pushing firmly against the back of her throat before her lips reached her fingers once more. She pulled back and smacked her lips lewdly.
"We're almost done, baby. You've been very good, and I promise you, Aunt Sandra's going to make it all worthwhile." She took one last measurement, measuring all the way to my body, but didn't make any more marks.
She sat back for a second, brushing her finger through the sparse curly hair normally hidden from view. She moved my cock back, pressing it against my body, and licked me. She started between my balls, and slowly drew her tongue upward until she hovered above my swollen purple head and licked the top thoroughly before pushing the tip of her tongue into the leaking slit at the top, making me gasp.
She put her lips against the head and sucked softly. I moaned loudly. "S...Sandra, I can't hold back much longer," I warned through gritted teeth.
She pulled back quickly and drew me after her, leading me to the dining room table. She had me stand at the place of honor, before leaning over and sucking me into her mouth, pushing down deeply, ensuring her pre-eminent spot in my memory for the rest of my life. She stroked and sucked, rapidly taking me to the point of no-return.
"SANDRA," I cried out, squeezing my ass cheeks together, before making one last thrust into her mouth.
Sandra pulled away, almost cat like, and pointed my loaded gun over her glass table. I felt my insides clench like a fist, and painfully settle their tightness around my balls, before ejecting a stream of white goo halfway down the table. She praised me, like one would a small child, or a pet, while her hand drew my seed out, launching a half-dozen more streams across the clear surface. The furthest drops were nearly three quarters the way down the table. I'd come hard before, usually into a paper towel or old sock, but never like that. No way.



She took a linen napkin off the table, and wiped me gently, observing my manhood. "How long before it's ready to go again?" she asked.
I looked down at her, disparate to find out how much more she'd allow me to do. "With a little attention, just a few moments," I assured her.
She stood and turned away from me. I watched her carefully, waiting to see what surprise she had for me next. I wasn't disappointed. She turned around and her shirt was open, her huge breasts spilling out of her lacy pink bra. I watched her hands move forward, and with a sudden movement, her breasts were released, bouncing in complete freedom. She was walking slowly forward, each measured step setting those massive mammaries in motion. Standing just inches away, she held her breasts up to me, cupping them from below.
"Touch them, Peter."
I reached forward and placed my palms against them, her hard nipples burning holes in my palms. They felt hot as coals. I knew I'd see them protruding from the back of my hands any moment. My personal stigmata.
Sandra placed her hand against my cheek, stroking me softly. "You're a treasure." She stepped back, and looked down below my waist. My glance followed hers, and I could see that I was as hard as if I'd never come.
She slid up against me, her body pressed firmly against mine. She pulled my face down and kissed me, softly, her lips caressing mine, her tongue gentle in its effort to claim me. I pulled her tighter, holding her against me, my hands exploring her body, outside of her clothing.
She whispered, "Peter, I could just eat you up. I'd love to take you to my room and keep you until your family came searching for you. But I can't be that selfish. You and I will have our own time, but we have an appointment now. Know this: as long as we work together, you'll never go home wanting."
She took my hand and walked me down a hall, knocking on the door at the end. After just a few seconds, a tall Nordic looking woman opened the door, quickly stepping aside so that we could enter. I was deeply embarrassed, standing naked before a stranger, even one as attractive as this lady. My straining member didn't make it any easier.
"Lenka, please help prepare young Mr. Borman for a study session. We'll be leaving in thirty minutes." She turned and walked briskly away, her heals clattering on the hardwood. Leaving me 100% naked, with a very attractive Amazon.
The woman towering over me tugged me by the hand, almost running to get to the next room, a huge bathroom decked out like a spa. "We must hurry, yes, or she may be disappointed. We don't want that do we?" She asked it in impeccable English, tinged with the faintest hints of an East European origin.
Lenka was tall. At least 5 or 6 inches taller than me, she was solidly built, not heavy, but not a skinny rail either. She must have had me by a good 30 lbs. She was wearing something similar to a nurse's dress, in blue, and it fit her nicely. Her 3 inch heels made our height differential almost comical.
"Could I have a robe, or something?" I asked timidly.
She giggled. "A robe? Are you shy, young man? I hope not, there is no time for shyness in your preparations." She led me to an exotic looking chair. It looked like something you might see at a manicurist, or maybe at a doctor, or dentist. The armrests had large porcelain bowls at the ends. The seat was split, with just a little padding under each cheek and for each leg, with foot rests also ending in bowls. I felt very exposed when sitting in it, my balls and ass hanging in the air, as she guided my hands and feet to their individual soaking bins.
"The Lady is very specific in her desires. Each trainer must be immaculately clean. Normally we have plenty of time for this, but today we're in a bit of a hurry, so I hope you don't mind the rush," she explained, adjusting my position. With a press of a button, a European style bidet moved up until it was almost touching me. I could see a splash guard on the front, slowly rising until it was almost to the level of my groin.
Lenka turned on the device below me, and I could feel warm water splashing up and around my privates and up my butt crack. She pressed another button, and I heard the motors humming before I felt my legs raised and spread, opening me up.
She leaned forward with a rubber glove, and gave me fair warning. "We're going to clean you out, back there. Normally it's not an issue, but occasionally our guests like to tease you there, and the Lady insists that it is as clean as can be. I'll be gentle."
What an odd feeling. She put on clear rubber gloves, and adjusted them. My hands and feet were soaking, as she rubbed her finger over my tight butt-hole, rubbing some lubrication over the entrance and inside of me. Then she was holding a large rubber bulb before me, with a slender neck. "Just a couple of these and we'll be fine."
I had never had an enema or anything like one, and my nervousness skyrocketed, but it turned out to be pretty simple. I felt the liquid flow into me, and at her encouragement, I held it for 10 or 15 seconds, and let it flow out, while she refilled. Another spray from the device below me, and I didn't feel quite so conscious of the action. After three tries, she lubed up the finger on her glove and I felt her penetrate me, deeper than I had expected. "Perfect," she pronounced.
She pulled over a rinse hose and cleaned all around my cock and balls as well, using a soapy fluid before rinsing me thoroughly. She giggled when I hardened for her. "That's perfect. You look good enough to eat."
I was surprised to see that the markings on my cock were still present. Indelible marker. I was branded for a while it appeared.
She stopped to clean herself up a bit, and returned with a glass of water. She handed me the glass and a pill. "Take this. It will help with stamina, although I'm not sure a young man like you will need it."
In for a penny... I popped the pill and drank the entire glass.
She proceeded to quickly trim my nails and cuticles, first on my hands and then on my feet. "That will have to do; we're running out of time. A quick shower and you should be ready."
I was more than a little surprised when she removed her dress, standing naked in the shower entrance, testing the water. She was gorgeous, and she was stark naked. My first completely naked woman. My eyes took in everything, her firm breasts, her flat stomach, the smattering of hair above the crease in her legs. When she leaned in, balancing on one foot, to adjust the temperature, my eyes were drawn between her legs, giving me my first sight of a woman's most private area. I tried to suppress my groan. She summoned me over and lathered me up, before I could even consider what I should be doing with a nude woman in a shower. She was all business, scrubbing me down thoroughly. Before we rinsed off, she pulled a bench out from the side and had me sit down so she could wash my hair. The feeling of sexiness and pampering was amazing, so far beyond any of my expectations when I walked out of the house that morning.
With her hands in my hair, I fantasized about her walking around me and straddling my lap, slowly taking me inside her, making a man out of me. My hands automatically reached down to stroke my cock, while my mind ran wild.
"Easy with that," she said softly, the water nozzle rinsing the last of the soap out of my hair. "Save it for later." Regretfully, I let her lead me out of the shower.
She dried me quickly, towel drying my hair, and led me to the sink. "Now brush your teeth thoroughly, and gargle." She did her best to dry my hair somewhat while I repeated my morning ablutions. At the end she held a dark blue robe out for me. It was satiny on the outside, but more terry-like inside. It was warm and soft, and I felt an odd confidence about being so clean and fresh underneath the robe.
"Twenty-eight minutes. That must be a new record," she boasted, pulling her own dress back on, and quickly tugging me toward the door. We waited about 30 seconds before Sandra appeared. She stepped into the room, opened my robe and looked at my naked body. "You look perfect, Peter. This will be a wonderful day. I'm sorry we rushed you through your preparations."
She was dressed in very nice casual attire, a new tight skirt, and tighter blouse, her hair cascading over her shoulders. She waved Lenka over, and my caretaker hustled to obey. I watched the women kiss lightly. "You are a miracle worker, my dear. I'm sorry I pressed you."
"Thank you, Ma'am," my foreign doll said softly. "It was a pleasure."
"Not too much pleasure, I hope," Sandra said with a knowing grin.
"No ma'am. He was a perfect gentleman."
"Ahh, too bad. I'll have to make sure that next time you have plenty of time to really get him ready."
"Thank you, ma'am."
I walked with Sandra out to the living room, and she stopped and handed me some sunglasses. I put them on and the world went dark.
"Part of our process. This trip will be very short. You are Ok?"
"More than Ok," I answered, even though the sunglasses threw me off a bit.
I heard her giggle. "Beautiful and adventurous. I'm going to love working with you, young Peter."
The trip was very short. We stepped out into the hall, got on the elevator and travelled a couple of floors. She guided me out of the elevator and had me stand still.
"Close your eyes, and don't open them. Can you do that for me, Peter?"
"Of course," I confirmed, holding my eyes tightly shut.
My new boss removed my sunglasses and replaced them with a mask that covered my eyes softly, but quite thoroughly.
I stood fidgeting, eager and yet at the same time, nervous. "You'll do fine, Peter. Your job is quite simple. Just be there for these women, and resist finishing as long as you can. Also, it is good etiquette to let them know before you get to the point of no return. That's about it. Ready?"
"As ready as I'll ever be. My brother actually did this?" I asked, still a bit shocked at the turn of events.
"Better than anyone else. I hope you can fill his shoes."
I heard the door open and I was whisked into a room, moving carefully, a little cautious while moving about the room completely in the dark. I let her firm hands guide me.
"Ladies, I have a surprise for you today," I heard Sandra announce. She turned me 180 degrees, and pulled back the robe, slowly stripping it off of me, leaving me naked except for my eye-mask. I resisted an urge to cover up. "May I present...Peter."
The sounds of several female voices proclaiming their appreciation was a huge ego boost. Just a few hours earlier, I was an unsullied high school virgin, with an underage girlfriend, and little prospects of changing my sexual status. Joe Average. I felt anything but average now. Sandra's hands flowed over my body, and I felt myself responding in the most natural way, which just increased the sounds of appreciation focused my direction.
Sandra pushed me gently forward, and I took small tentative steps until I felt hands on my thighs stopping me. A soft hand reached up and traced its fingers along my staff, making me jump a bit. "Ticklish?"
"Just a bit," I answered nervously, hoping that I was permitted to speak.
The owner of the fingers grasped me a little more firmly, and stroked my length slowly. "You continue to amaze us, Sandra."
"Thank you. This one practically fell into my lap," she said.
I anticipated a reply, not the warm feeling of a mouth encircling my cock, eliciting a gasp. I relaxed and focused on the voices around me, encouraging my fellatrix, as she went down on me.
The second blow-job of my life was even better than I could have dreamed. She used her hands and mouth deliciously, teasing me, tasting me, toying with me. I just rode the flow, delighted to be where I was. I loved the feeling of being in her warm mouth, and would gladly have stayed there all day, letting her have her way with me. Whatever she wanted, I was willing.
"Ok, Mom. How about sharing a bit," I heard, and the thought that I had a mother and daughter in front of me, had me straining to get even harder.
The mouth was removed from my cock, and with a little guidance, I moved sideways where a new set of hands took over. I heard a voice from where I'd just left. "It's perfect. Absolutely perfect."
I flushed with pride, as another set of lips captured my cock, and quickly set about sucking on me, more aggressively and thoroughly. I groaned when I felt my cock slide down my newest hostess's throat, her nose pressed against my stomach. She seemed to handle it well, her tongue teasing me while I moaned my pleasure.
I was profoundly thankful my new boss had helped me with an initial release already, or I surely would have lost it right there. Instead, I was able to enjoy my latest companion's continued efforts, before being passed along once more.
My next partner was a little eager. She tugged me over but took her time getting better acquainted with my straining friend. "The marks?" I heard her ask.
I could hear Sandra from beside me explain. "The first mark, 5 1/2 inches, is the low end of the average cock. Only about 20% are smaller than that." I felt her hand touch my erection in the vicinity of the first line. "The second mark, at 6 1/2 inches, is the high-end of average. Only about 20% are longer than that. Young Peter, here, is in the rarefied air of larger than 7 inches. Top 3% easily."
I heard her laugh. "Of course those are all estimates. When I took the initial measurements, he didn't seem quite as 'enthusiastic' as he does now. If I were to guess, I'd say he's added on an extra half-inch or more of length from your attention. He's definitely looking thicker."
That brought forth more appreciative comments.
Above average? Me? Who'd have thought it?
One of the ladies who'd already sampled my goods teased my new partner. "If you can handle up to the green line, you'll be able to deal with Michael easily enough." Her comment had the others snickering.
The woman in front of me tentatively took me in her mouth, and I sighed, happy to have warm lips around me again. I could feel her testing her ability to take me as deeply as she could, causing her to gag and cough a bit. "It's too much," my partner said softly.
"Don't try to take the whole thing!" One of her friends giggled. "Green line is good enough, red if you're really feeling adventurous."
The lady in front of me gave it another shot, and I felt her fingers encircling me as she pressed forward. Then she was moving back and forth over my length, her lips dragging along the surface. I winced when her teeth scraped me a bit.
"Easy, darling. We don't want you drawing blood. Lips and tongue, that's all it takes." This from a woman to the left of me, seated in unacquainted territory. "We'll work on teeth when you've had a little more practice."
The other ladies seemed to be very encouraging to my novice cocksucker, and she slowly improved, under their endless direction. She finally pulled away gasping. "It's not as easy as it looks," she said.
"That's why we practice, dear. That's why we practice."
Once more I was encouraged to move sideways, bumping the back of my legs against a table of some kind. I was tugged forward, and a set of legs trapped me on each side. There were no more voices from my left, so I deduced she was the last of my playmates. This woman definitely knew what she was doing, and used her hand and mouth in tandem. I was in heaven, and let her know it. That seemed to only egg her on, and I knew that in her capable mouth and hands I wouldn't last much longer.
"Ladies, I'm getting close," I whispered through gritted teeth.
"Do it, Aunt Carol," one of the voices insisted, and the talented Aunt Carol took it up a notch, her mouth moving over me rapidly, her hand stroking firmly, and her delightful tongue teasing me mercilessly.
"Oh, God, I'm there," I groaned, feeling that powerful tightening that preceded my release.
Her mouth pulled away, but her hands kept at me long enough to ensure my finish. I groaned and thrust against her hand as my cock spit out its reward. I felt softness against my rod, and the head of my cock was nestled against skin, as I continued unleashing my seed.
My ordeal was anything but over. Sandra took me around the room again, starting back at my first. Before she released me to her friends, a warm cloth cared for me, cleaning me. She tugged at me gently, and I felt the flow of blood start the hardening, just enough to give me some heft.
"He's definitely not through with you wonderfully wicked ladies," Sandra laughed, turning me sideways until a hand cupped my balls for a few moments before I felt the entirety of my length pushing back into an accommodating mouth. Under her continued effort, I was soon more than a mouthful, and she backed off a little, sucking me.
I handled the pressure better this time, each woman getting several minutes with me, and moving around the table twice, before they finally allowed me to sit among them. I was pushed back into the couch, almost supine, while the mouths continued to work their wonders against me, occasionally working in teams, and getting more and more aggressive as I continued to hold out. I knew the effort was hopeless. Not only were there four of them, and only one of me, their experience was a gift to a novice like me, and I knew that anyone of them could probably get me off in a matter of seconds, if she were really to put her mind to it. Thankfully, they were playing.
"Would it be Ok?" I heard a tentative voice plead.
Sandra's sensuous voice finally agreed. "Just the birthday girl. And just a taste."
I wasn't sure what that was about, but I had my hopes. The mouths pulled away, and I felt the pressure on the couch about me shifting. Soft legs embraced my hips, and a hand held my cock upright. A new sensation started, and instinctively I knew what I was feeling. A pussy was lowering over my cock. Slowly, and with a bit of difficulty, it took my length, while I moaned my own pleasure. That indescribable pleasure of entering a woman for the very first time.
"God, that's good. That's so good," I groaned, until my generous friend was sitting firmly on my hips, my entire length sheathed in her velvet tunnel. The grip on my cock slid upward, only to come back down, making every nerve in my body sing. Up and down, up and down, while mysterious hands touched me and fondled me, lips pressed against my sensitive nipples, another set searching out my lips, a tongue pressing into my mouth, silencing me.
My partner wasn't quite so silent, her mouth pouring forth a torrent of filth that astounded me, and only further encouraged her friends and family.
Most of the attentive hands and mouths disappeared, and I felt my lover's weight shift and her upper body pressed against mine. Her lips sought out my own, kissing me deeply. I thrust up against her, unable to control myself any longer, pushing deeply into her. She pushed back firmly, sucking me in, her moistness audible. She pressed her lips against my ear, nibbling. "Can you come for me?" she asked plaintively.
I thrust into her fast and hard, feeling my impending release, the endless oral foreplay having brought me so close already. I was eager to complete my first sexual encounter in the most natural way possible. I reached down and held her hips while I pounded her, the voices around us lowered to a bare whisper. She was whimpering against me, her face buried in my neck, her fingers digging into my shoulders.
I felt fingers running through my hair from behind, and Sandra's voice was whispering in my other ear, "It's Ok Peter, give it to her."
I pulled her down hard against my hips and erupted, grunting a loud "YES!" as I filled her, buried to the hilt, my shaft contracting repeatedly, blasting my juices into her. After several long moments, I gasped and settled back down to the couch, insanely content.



My very first girl raised up enough to kiss me. I could taste the saltiness of her tears on my lips, and hoped I hadn't pushed the envelope too hard. Her first soft kiss was followed by a series of gentle pecks all over my face, ending with another deep soulful mouth exploration from her devilish tongue.
When my new friend rolled off of me, the warm cloth cleaned me up once more, before I was helped to my feet. I was wary of being able to perform again after that blowout, but Sandra returned the robe to my shoulders and walked me to the door.
Before I could leave, each of my ladies bestowed a kiss on me, and thanked me for the afternoon, already discussing with Sandra an opportunity for a repeat. I was tired but feeling immensely pleased with myself as I was guided out and back to the elevator. When I heard the door ding as it opened, Sandra removed my mask, before we stepped out onto her floor.
She seemed a little embarrassed. "Sorry about the finish there. That usually doesn't happen, but it was a special occasion, and they are very special clients. I hope you're alright with it." She unlocked her door and led me in.
"More than Ok, Sandra. It was pretty spectacular," I told her.
"Have a seat. Relax. We're done working for the day."
I sat back as directed, and she went to the bar, pouring us each a drink. She returned and passed me the high-ball. "I hope you won't tell on me, contributing to the delinquency of a minor, giving you alcohol and all." Her grin was contagious.
"I think this can be our little secret," I told her while sipping the bitter concoction. I thought about asking for something a little sweeter, maybe a rum and coke. Then again, I was a man now; maybe more manly drinks were the order of the day.
She passed me a folded up stack of bills. "The tips were excellent tonight. I expected no less. You were very, very good. I must admit, I had my concerns, but I was most pleased with your performance. For each party we have I'll pay you $100 plus all the tips you earn."
I looked down and saw the topmost bill was a hundred. Shit. I didn't earn that much money in a week sometimes.
Sandra moved closer to me, stroking my hair back. "What do you think? I know it's a little unorthodox, but shall we give this partnership a go?"
"I'd like nothing better in the whole world," I told her, realizing the drink wasn't so bitter after all.
"We'll have two, maybe three parties a week. I'll try to give you at least a days notice before each one. I expect you to show up in plenty of time to prepare, and you'll typically be required to perform for an hour or more at each party. That can be one prolonged one, or several shorter ones, whatever you feel up to. That won't be a problem, will it?"
"Somehow, I don't think it will be."
"The days we work, I expect you to avoid masturbating, or participating in sex, before coming over. And don't expect the kind of finish we had tonight. Sometimes it'll be more difficult, some of our parties involve very inexperienced ladies, and occasionally we'll have several more. I'm confident that you'll be up to the challenge." Her hand was caressing me, and I was still a bit surprised when she leaned in and kissed me softly.
"Of course, if you feel that practice is in order, give me a call, and we'll see if we can't work something out occasionally. That is, only if you want to."
I pulled her face down to mine, and kissed her deeply, possessively. I released her and looked into those mesmerizing emerald eyes. "I think that would be wise. I know I could use the practice."
She grinned, hugely, and then crawled over me, pulling her skirt up to her hips, and exposing her bare skin underneath. She straddled me, and opened her shirt, taking it off and removing her bra, so her huge tits were in my face. I took a nipple in my mouth, tonguing it, checking off another first.
As she settled down onto my newest erection, I reckoned it was going to be one hell of a summer.
* * *
I stopped by to pick up Eric a little before four, and we headed down to get Darrell. I was a little irritated with Cathy, who'd called to tell me she couldn't make it to the beach. I felt like I was getting blown-off, but I realized I didn't really care. I didn't need her. Hell, Sandra was 10 times better looking, and had experience. And my best guess was that any of the women who'd been with me the night before would probably put her to shame.
Fuck her. I was a man now.
We were talking about our summer plans, and I told them I'd taken over my brother's sales route, working about 1/2 time. Sandra hadn't said anything about keeping our business secret, but I felt it was implied. It would have been weird explaining it anyway.
There were easily 100 kids at the beach party. It was a school tradition, all the seniors heading down to Arrow point for a complete blowout. The police turned a blind eye to it, well aware there'd be a lot of underage drinking and partying going on, but traditions are traditions. In our town, half the cops had probably been in our shoes in the last dozen years or so.
Darrell had managed to get us a case of beer, and I had swiped a big bottle of tequila, a squeeze lemon and a salt shaker. Eric had a bottle 3/4 full of Vodka and a six-pack. At least we were reasonably prepared.
It was a sunny day, thankfully, and warm enough for the summer bathing suits to be out and in full play. Our classmates were in the water, some beach volleyball was going on, some Frisbee playing, but mostly guys and girls were just sitting around talking. The usual cliques were in play, which left us standing out in the cold. I looked around at the geeks, the jocks, the cool kids, the drama crowd, the rough crowd, and realized that even after graduating high school little had changed.
But I had.
We were carrying a cooler, with our partying supplies, and looking for a place to settle in. There'd be a big bonfire later, several, actually, and our best bet was to stake a claim around one of them. We knew the big fire was out of our league, but one of the 'satellite' fires should be Ok. Looking the groups over, we instantly recognized where we'd most like fit in, away from the toughs and Goths, and deeply entrenched with the geeks and general misfits. Darrel and I set down the cooler, breaking out a couple of beers and headed off to collect wood for the bonfire, while Eric protected our space. As if anyone else wanted it.
After a few armloads each, we felt like we'd contributed enough and settled in. Undoubtedly the most popular people in our area were the girls from the volleyball team. Why they'd picked our fire was a good question, but I wasn't about to complain, especially since they'd chosen to sit right next to us.
I was hot and sweaty from collecting wood, and all three of us headed for the water to cool off and toss around a Nerf football. I peeled off my shirt, as did Eric. Darrell was, shall we say, extra-large, and never took off his shirt in public if he could help it.
The water helped a lot and the sun was low on the horizon when we got out and headed back to our place to dry off. I was still looking around the group, wondering what my chances were of getting together with any of the women. I saw one of the volleyball players, Anne Perkins, looking at me and giggling, whispering with one of her friends. I had broken out another beer when I saw them get up and walk over to me.
"Pete, right? You're in Algebra 2 with me," Anne said.
I was a little surprised she even knew my name. "Yeah. You're Anne Perkins."
She giggled. "Yes. I know that."
I felt myself blushing.
"Could you spare a couple of beers for Teri and me?"
It all made sense now. I was a free liquor store. We had a modicum of value as long as the booze held out.
I passed Anne the beer I'd just opened for myself, and got out two more, opening one and passing it to Teri, before opening my own. I took a deep slug from it. I was surprised the girls were still there, sipping from their cans. I'd expected them to leave as soon as they got their beer, only showing up when they needed more.
"You were in English Lit with me last year, weren't you?" Teri asked, smiling.
If I didn't know better I'd have thought they were up to something. And you know what? I didn't know better.
"Yeah, and Spanish II."
"That's right!" she said perking up. "You sat in the back."
Anne leaned forward and touched my chest. "Nice birthmark." Both girls burst out in giggles.
I have a birthmark that looks almost like a thumbprint over my left nipple. Mom used to say it was where God touched me. Right.
I sat on the cooler, waiting to see what other witticisms they had for me. I was willing to take it, just to be talking to them. They were tall, both nearly 6', Teri the taller of the two, and were wearing bikinis that left little to the imagination. They had long firm legs that were the things dreams and fantasies were made of. Anne sat down next to me on the cooler, and Teri dragged over a log to sit on.
"How come you never come to our games?" Anne asked.
I didn't have the heart to tell them I'd been to nearly every one. "I made a couple. You guys are really good. You going to play in college?" Teri had been one of the stars, a bit hitter, who'd led our team to the county championship.
"Oklahoma," Teri said. "I got a sports scholarship."
"Wow, that's great!" I told her.
"I'm headed there as well, but I think my volleyball days are over." Anne confessed.
"That's too bad. You were fun to watch."
"I bet," she said with a smile.
At least they were nice enough to spend a few minutes chatting before disappearing, I thought. "Any plans for the summer?"
"Just hanging out. How about you? Summer job lined up?"
I saw the girls look at each other and giggle again. Why did I feel like I was being set up?
"My brother's old job. It's a sales job. Pretty dull."
"Dull? Really?" Teri asked, snorting. The girls were almost doubled over, trying to keep from laughing.
"Ok, what's up? What's so funny?" I asked.
They finally calmed down a bit. Anne turned toward me and placed her hand on my chest. She traced my birthmark with her finger. "Nice. Birthmark."
I was so damned confused. Did she really get off on birthmarks?
She stood and held her hand out. "C'mon, let's go for a walk."
I took her hand in mine, and walked down to the beach with her.
"So what's the deal with my birthmark," I asked, gently, not wanting this sports goddess to let go of my hand.
"I've only seen one other like it."
"Really?"
"Yep. So is your summer job really dull?"
"Can't really say. I've only been working at it since yesterday."
"That's funny. That other birthmark I saw? That was yesterday too."
Oh shit.
"Was it really dull?"
Shit, shit, shit. My hand suddenly felt cold and clammy in hers.
"Because my cousin Teri didn't find it dull at all."
I stopped walking. She turned and faced me, her hand once more moving up and gently stopping on my chest.
"It wasn't dull at all. But you know how it is. It's not the kind of thing you talk about."
"Who knows about it? Your weird friends?"
"Hell no! Nobody. Just me and Sandy, and my brother. And I guess you two, now."
"God, I was sooo jealous of Teri last night," she said moving closer, her other hand moving below my waist. "But the party was for her, after all."
"Do you have parties like that often?"
"It was only my third, and her first. But I'm hoping there'll be lots more."
My eyes were right around the level of her chin, and I couldn't help but see as she ran her tongue over her lips. "So who was best?" she asked.
"Best? Are you kidding? It was all so incredible."
"C'mon. Somebody was best." She turned and took my hand in hers, leading us further away from the party behind us, the sun almost fully set. The heat was radiating up from the sand, making it warm under our feet.
"Well, your aunt, the woman on the end, was pretty damned talented. But to be honest, when you took me in your mouth, all the way, my head almost exploded."
I was rewarded with a giggle. "Now that's what I like to hear." We walked hand in hand a bit longer. "Don't you have a girlfriend?"
"No." Not after tonight anyway.
"Would you like to have one?" She was turning off the beach, and stepping over the rocks.
We stopped in an area of sand, away from all prying ears and eyes. I turned her around and pulled her close. "Are you offering?"
"Maybe."
"I'm interviewing." I told her, more confidently than I would ever have imagined possible.
"Is there a test involved?"
"Yes, but I'm quite certain you can pass with flying colors."
"Ok, Mr. Borman. I'd like to submit my application."
I stepped back and slid off my shorts, letting my hard-on escape. Anne dropped to her knees in the sand, pulling her long hair to the side, and took my cock in her mouth. Damn. She was better than I recalled.
I closed my eyes, drifting back to the previous evening, and her attentions. As she got more aggressive, I opened my eyes and looked down at her. She was so pretty in the twilight, her beautiful face looking so perfect with my cock in it. It was wonderful.
I was a little disappointed when she pulled away. Only for a second. Then she was pulling off her bikini bottom, and turning around, leaning over a rock, her delicious ass facing me. That same full round ass I'd seen wrapped in those skin-tight volleyball shorts game after game.
I slid up behind her, rubbing my cock against her wetness.
"Part two of the interview?" she asked.
"You've passed the interview. I suspected you would. This is your welcome to the job training." I pushed inside of her, squeezing my cock into her overwhelming tightness. It took several moments to slowly work my way up inside of her, until I finally filled her completely. She moaned loudly.
"Are you Ok?" I asked.
"Just be gentle, alright?"
I eased in and out of her for a minute or so until she got used to me, and picked up the pace. Holding her hips I thrust harder inside of her, moving her back and forth. I could hear her wetness, as I was finally able to move smoothly inside of her.
"Jesus, Anne, you feel incredible." I told her, stopping to take a breather, while I fondled her firm butt cheeks.
"Better than Teri?"
"Better than anything. I could fuck you forever."
"Then you better get to it." She wiggled her hips for me, before moving back and forth on my cock.
I pushed her legs apart a little more, lowering her, and started pounding her hard.
"God, right there, right there. Don't stop."
There was little chance of that. I held her hips in my hands and fucked my gorgeous new girlfriend for all I was worth. She was groaning almost continuously.
"I'm almost there," I warned her.
"Not yet, please, just a little more," she gasped.
I could almost hear Sandra's words: "Restraint is the difference."
I long stroked her, full deep strokes, listening to her reactions, the depth of her moans, until I felt it. She was coming for me, gasping. The first girl to come for me. It was too much and I slammed into her, coming hard. I came so much I was aching, never wanting it to stop.
My legs were betraying me, about to collapse, and I moved away leaning back against one of the larger rocks. Anne came to me, dressed only in her bikini top and climbed into my arms. I lifted her chin and we kissed. Finally. For the first time.
"That was wonderful," she said softly.
"Incredible."
"Better than I'd ever dreamed."
I smiled, my ego kicking in. "So I was the best, huh?"
"Best and only," she said softly, her lips sealing mine.
Only? That was something I hadn't expected. Especially from a girl who could suck like that.
A few minutes later I was helping her find her bottoms in the dark, and we carefully made our way back to the beach. Her hand felt natural in mine.
She quizzed me on my college plans and I confessed I was headed to Quad-C for a year.
"You should transfer to OU next year," she said.
"I'd like that."
"You know, when we get back, Teri's going to want to go for a walk too."
"Teri? Who's Michael?" I asked, remembering the comments from the night before.
"Her fiancé, but he's not here right now, and you are."
"I thought, you and me..."
"We are. You and me. But she is my cousin. And besides, it's not like you haven't already."
"You're really Ok with that?"
"For tonight, at least." She stopped. "You don't have to, you know."
"I'm pretty happy with just you," I told her.
"What about your new 'job'?"
I hadn't really thought of that. "That's mostly just blow-jobs. Last night was unusual, or so Sandra says."
"So let her give you a blow-job."
"Uh...Ok, I guess."
"Is that so hard a decision," she laughed.
"I just don't want to mess up what we have."
"Peter. We have one evening between us so far. It's Ok. For tonight. Whatever you want to do. The rest is for me and my cousin to work out. Alright?"
I stopped and took her in my arms, still about 50 feet from the fire. I kissed her hard. "Whatever you want, for now, is cool by me."
We walked into the bonfire ring, our arms around each other's waists. The fire was blazing and the warmth was welcome against my skin. The smell of the burning wood was intense.
Teri was chatting with Eric and stood up when we arrived. She grabbed Anne by the hand and pulled her away from the fire for some girl talk. I was thirsty and dug into the cooler, while my buddies stared at me.
"Spill, dude. What's up?" Eric asked.
"Anne and I have a lot in common. I guess you can say we're going out." I told them, hitting the beer again.
"What the fuck! How do you rate?" Darrell asked.
"I just do."
"Shit!" Eric groaned. "God, she's incredible."
I smiled. "Yes she is."
The girls came back hand-in-hand laughing. Then Teri pulled away from her cousin, my new girlfriend, and grabbed my hand. "Let's go for a walk."
"Just a sec." I opened the cooler and pulled out the Tequila, salt and lemon juice. I pulled her over. "Lay down a second. I always wanted to do a body shot."
She looked at me with surprise in her eyes, and I was afraid I had pushed things too far, too quickly, until she smiled and leaned back.
Anne grabbed the supplies from me. "I get to set it up."
Fine by me.
She leaned over her cousin, sprinkling salt just above her bikini bottoms before filling Teri's naval with the tequila. I leaned down, gave her a long lick where the salt was and moved up to slurp the tequila out of her belly-button. She giggled while I licked her. I stood and took a squirt from the squeeze lemon. You know what? I like body shots.
Teri started to sit up and Anne pushed her back down. "My turn, cuz." She passed me the fixin's and I gave her the same setup. I was already getting hard again by the time she was finishing licking her cousin's belly dry.
She took the bottle from me, and started the preparations again. "Thirsty, Eric?"
"Hell yeah," he laughed, taking his shot from the surprised cutie laid out in front of us.
By that time we had attracted a bit of a scene, including several of the volleyball teammates. I helped Teri up and was amazed to see the setter, a cute little redhead, lay down on the cooler. Anne was in control of the shots, and as Teri and I walked down the beach I heard her give Darrell the go ahead.
Those guys were going to owe me. Big Time.
We walked in silence for a bit, hearing the laughter and applause echo down the beach. The party was really taking off. And I had started it. Yep. Me. Mister Joe not-so-average.
"So how was I?" Teri asked timidly.
"Just now?"
"No, silly. Last night."
"Incredible. Completely mind-shattering. You were my first you know."



"You too." She gave my hand a little squeeze. "You can keep a secret right?"
"Absolutely."
"Good. 'Cause Michael can never know."
"He'll never hear it from me."
"Cool. So you and Anne are a 'thing' now?"
"Blows the mind."
She giggled. "That not all that was blown, I hear."
I chuckled. "Yeah, that too."
She was leading me over the rocks for some privacy. I followed along cheerfully.
"Pretty cool job," she said turning around and leaning over for a kiss.
We were far enough from the fire that we could barely hear their ruckus. Which was good, if she was half as loud as she'd been the night before. As soon as our lips parted she was on her knees, pulling my swim shorts down.
Cool job? The best fucking job in the world. It was only day two, but it was lining up to be a pretty spectacular summer.
=====
I hope you enjoyed this little story about a guys 'special' summer job. If you did, remember, please vote!
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Oops. Lisa missed a payment. She'll pay.
----------------------
Friday finally arrived, and by 11:00am I had a full house. Lisa had shown up on time with Kayla in tow, and the two youngest kids. Beth was only a few minutes behind them with her oldest. Including my daughter we had 4 kids in the pool, and 3 incredible MILFs wearing only the skimpiest of bikini's and catching the morning rays.
We hung out by the pool for a while, all of us aware of where the afternoon was headed. Once the kids were fed Beth gave us the green-light to head inside while she handled the kid-watch.
As soon as we were in the door Lisa was talking. "I'm so pissed at Nicole, showing up with all her baggage and making me miss our appointment. I've needed this so badly. I'm so wet now my bottoms are soaked and I haven't even been in the pool. I hope you've been taking your vitamins."
She was headed toward the master bedroom, but I pointed her to the stairs and guided my two playthings up to the furthest guest bedroom. It had the king size bed, and I planned to use every inch of it. It also reduced the chance of getting caught by some ankle-biter running in the house for some forgotten plaything, or to use the can.
"What's the lesson today?" Lisa asked, brazenly reaching out and fondling Kayla's bottom.
"I think we'll just see where it goes, you know?" I told her, still keeping my true intentions under wraps.
Lisa had missed a week. Only by one day, but a deal's a deal. It was time to pay.
As soon as we were in the room, I pulled Lisa down to the bed, tugged her bikini top up enough to expose her huge rack and set about playing with my own personal fun bags. Kayla stood to the side watching us, hesitant.
I waved the pretty girl over, sat up and took her top off. "Take off your bottoms and join us on the bed."
She removed the rest of her bikini, then walked around the bed to lay down beside Lisa, raised up on one elbow, watching our play. Lisa had peeled her top off over her head and wiggled out of her bottoms, while I got Kayla situated. I continued enjoying Lisa's tits, getting her nipples to perk up for me, just playing, because I could.
"Mmmm," Lisa murmured, "suck on those big titties. Show me how much you love your little slut's fat tits."
I sat up a bit, "Kayla, bring those tits over here," I commanded.
She leaned over, almost laying on top of Lisa, their nipples nearly touching, one breast hanging down almost resting on my face, while I suckled on Lisa's open nipple. Seeing the other two nipples so close to each other, I reached out with my hands squeezing the girl's tits, and drawing the nipples together. I rubbed them against each other, then brought my tongue into play, teasing them. I nibbled on both of them, sucked them deep, and reveled in the feel of two hard nipples in my mouth at the same time.
I heard moaning and looked up to see that Lisa had drawn Kayla's face down to hers and they were kissing, their tongues visibly entwining. Lisa was almost growling as she held Kayla's face to hers, her hand behind the younger woman's neck. Kayla, on the other hand was whimpering. I pulled out from between them, letting Kayla slowly slide over on top of Lisa, under our dual guidance. Their legs were interlocked, and the girls were grinding against each other. It was beautiful and incredibly erotic.
I ran my hands across Kayla's back down to her sweet round ass, while the girls continued getting to know each other better. As fun as it was to watch, there was lots more I wanted to do. Lots more I wanted them to do - to me.
I scooted down the bed and reached between the girls' legs, fondling whatever was available. The responses from the two couldn't be more different. Whenever I'd touch Lisa, she'd push toward me, grind against my hand, and do her best to further the contact. Kayla would squirm against my touch, trembling. Which of course i considered an encouragement of sorts. She wriggled wonderfully with my fingers inside of her, twisting, thrusting, feeling her wetness.
Lisa rolled the two of them over, putting Kayla on her back. She leaned over her at an angle, still kissing the sweet blonde. I opened Kayla's legs, and slid between them licking and kissing her, teasing her, opening her up. She wiggled and twisted against me, responding deliciously. Kayla was moaning and gasping, and I looked up to see that Lisa had moved lower, and was toying with Kayla's breasts. Knowing that our youngest playmate had never had an orgasm until we'd all started playing together, every time I had her naked I wanted to give her yet another one. I felt it was my duty.
I lifted Kayla's thighs over my shoulders, and gave it my best effort. I glued my mouth to her sweet pussy, licking and sucking. My fingers explored her, while I paid more attention to her sensitive clit, which she responded to powerfully. I heard Lisa whispering to her, encouraging her. "Come for us baby," I heard clearly.
Kayla's legs were trembling, and I could feel her tight pussy clenching around my fingers. I pressed my tongue against her pleasure button, the tip vibrating against the little nub of flesh and nerves. She squealed, squeezing her legs together, and came hard.
God, I loved that feeling. Making a beautiful girl come for me.
Lisa giggled, "That was different."
I got up and sat in the middle of the bed, wedging my way between the girls, while Kayla was gasping. "My turn," I said.
Lisa snorted. "You are so spoiled," she said. "C'mon Kayla, lesson's starting." She leaned down and took my cock in her mouth, sucking and pulling on me, while I thickened in her mouth. When Kayla had taken up position on the other side of me, she leaned in and ran her tongue across the base of my staff. Lisa pulled away and passed my cock to Kayla who took her turn restoring the stiffness to my rod.
It was a good lesson, with Lisa working hard to expand Kayla's oral skills, including a first introduction to taking me deep. Lisa had the skills, though she didn't use them often, but both girls made a nice effort. After a while, Lisa left Kayla to play, scooting up next to me. "Having fun?"
"No shit," I told her, pulling her close and kissing her. "Watching you two together was fucking amazing."
She giggled, "It's been a while, but I guess it's like riding a bike. She's fun to kiss and so soft and smooth to hold. And no beard stubble."
We both relaxed while we watched Kayla make love to my cock. It was obvious she enjoyed what she was doing.
Kayla was doing a wonderful job, and I could feel the need to come approaching. "Kayla, I'm almost there," I warned her.
She kept at it, her hands working my shaft while her mouth demonstrated her new found experience. It was nice. More than nice enough. With a groan I came for her, and she continued sucking, stroking me, draining me. She sat up and showed Lisa her mouth full of cum. She waited several seconds, then swallowed. A smile slowly grew on her face, and she opened her mouth. Empty. Then she went back down on me, sucking me dry and cleaning me with her mouth.
"What was that all about?" Lisa asked, curious.
"Her first time, Beth encouraged her to hold my cum in her mouth, to see if she'd be Ok with swallowing," I explained.
Lisa scooted down beside Kayla, and pulled her hair to the side. "You don't have to hold it in your mouth every time, sweetie."
Kayla pulled back, passing my cock back to Lisa who took her turn on it. "I like it. It's so naughty to have his cum in my mouth. I just like to feel it there, let it coat my mouth, run it over my teeth. Feel it under my tongue. God, it's so naughty."
Lisa pulled back and passed my hardening rod back to Kayla. "You like it that much? Go to town, wild child."
Kayla was willing enough, and sucked me back to full hardness while Lisa leaned back and enjoyed the show. "We're not going to be able to teach her much. The most important thing is to let the guy believe you really enjoy it. That's not going to be a problem for this one. All she's going to need is practice."
She stretched, showing off her nakedness. "So, my turn now?"
I tapped Kayla on the side of her head, and she pulled away, reluctantly.
I leaned over and lifted Lisa into my arms, turning her sideways on the bed, her butt near the edge. I climbed off the bed, opened her legs and stood between them, placing my cock at her entrance. Lisa was so skinny, so slender, her hips so narrow, it was hard to believe she'd already popped three kids out of that opening. I slid my cock inside of her, drawing a moan from her. It was fantastic. It always was. I gripped her legs and bent them back, crossing her ankles and pressing her knees down to her chest. With my cock inside of her, it looked like I was splitting her in half. I pounded her with the full length, watching my cock disappear repeatedly inside of the tiny woman. She was amazingly tight, as usual, and the feeling was incredible. Apparently it was for her as well.
I could get a messianic complex screwing Lisa. Within seconds of being inside her, she'd start up with the gasping, and saying "God," "Oh my God", "Oh God," and several different varieties on the theme. She'd only change tune when she'd come for me, announcing the event for all of us.
Kayla watched, enthralled, reaching down to fondle where I was entering Lisa. I slowed the pace, using long full strokes on my little fuck toy, and gestured Kayla close. "Let's try something new," I whispered to her.
"What?" she asked softly.
"Straddle her face," I told her.
She looked at me stunned, not moving.
"Go ahead, it'll be nice," I told her, giving her a little push.
I moved Lisa a little further up the bed, and pulled her legs up to my shoulders. Kayla daintily moved Lisa's hair and placed a knee on each side of her head, facing away from me. She widened her legs and lowered herself onto Lisa's face, then leaned over placing her hands on the bed. Her ass looked amazing, spread open, and I could just see where Lisa's mouth was connected to Kayla.
I let go of Lisa's legs, leaned forward and squeezed her big tits, tugging at her hard nipples, while I plowed her.
A voice from beyond the door almost made me jump. A soft knock was followed by the words "It's me, Beth." The door opened and Beth entered, closing the door behind her, and locking it. "Maybe we should get in the habit of locking the door. It might make someone suspicious to find a locked door, but that's better than having someone walk in and see a sight like this one."
"The kids?" I asked.
"Jill's watching them. She suggested I could come in and see how things were going. She's trouble, that one."
Lisa was in no position to respond, and Kayla only groaned.
"Beautiful Beth. You're just in time." I told her.
"In time for what? I don't see me fitting in your little daisy chain anywhere," she said.
"Get comfy and give me a kiss, gorgeous."
She shook her head in disbelief, but quickly took off her bathing suit. Hard to believe, but I was in a room with three beautiful naked women who were both willing and able. Then her face was in front of me and I was kissing her while I ground into Lisa's sweet pussy.
I whispered to her softly, "There's a bottle of lube in the end table. Be a friend, and help get Lisa ready for a new type of fun." Beth went around the bed and came back with a bottle of lube.
"And what's this for?" she asked.
"It would appear Lisa's got one more opening unused at the moment."
Beth got the message, "Oh my God! Are you serious?"
"Absolutely." I took Lisa's legs and pushed them back to her chest, tilting her pussy up. And further exposing her little brown star. "Kayla, turn around."
Kayla was gasping, but my words got through to her and she spun about. It took a little maneuvering but before long she was straddling Lisa again, her knees near our plaything's breasts, and she settled back onto Lisa's active mouth again.
"Now hold her legs," I told her, and she reached down holding Lisa's legs in place, keeping her bent in two.
I pulled out of Lisa, and reached down and caressed her back door. Even through Kayla's legs, I could hear Lisa moan. My fingertips drew circles around my target, before I allowed my finger to ease into her, just a bit, making my intentions perfectly clear.
I reached down and spread her ass cheeks even wider, and looked to Beth. Beth took the bottle of lube and squirted a bit on to her friend's little brown star, then pressed the spout of the lube into her ass and gave it another squirt. I reached down and slid a finger well into her, coating her with the lube. "A little more?" I asked Beth.
She squeezed a bit more on my finger, and I opened our plaything up, inserting another finger up to the second joint, making sure she was lubed up nicely.
"And me?" I reminded Beth.
She squirted a blob on the head of my cock, dropped to her knees, her face inches from Lisa's openings, and got me good and slippery with both her hands, at the same time keeping me nice and hard.
It was time. "Kayla, back off for a bit, Ok?"
Kayla sighed and rose up off her friend, still holding Lisa's slender legs.
Lisa's eyes were glistening, as was most of he face. "Jesus, Alex, be careful. That thing is huge in my pussy, I don't know how we can fit it back there."
"Let's find out," I told her.
I pressed the cock-head against her hole and pushed, to no avail. She was too tight. I went back to opening her with my fingers, and with a little work was able to squeeze two, then three fingers inside her ass, twisting and tugging and slowly opening her up. Then her hands were down there beside mine, and I pulled out. She slid a couple of fingers from each hand into her butt-hole, and started to tug at herself, stretching herself open for me. Beth leaned in and applied a little more lube, right into her opening.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Beth said.
Lisa giggled, "We?" She let go and held her cheeks apart. "Try it now."
I put the head of my rock hard cock against her opening and gave a hard push. My cock-head slid in a good two inches deep.
"Oh my God," Lisa gasped, "Stop, stop!"
I stopped abruptly, letting her get used to me. Beth was getting into it, and added more lube to my cock, just outside of Lisa's tight hole.
"Go slow, lover," Lisa finally sighed, holding her legs back for me. Kayla moved to the side to take in more of the show.
I pushed a bit, but made no progress. Holding my cock in my hand, I drew back a bit, then pushed forward again. She was so fucking tight I started to doubt if this was going to be possible. Back and forth I worked it, pressing hard, but going slow.
"She's taking it," Kayla said, and we all realized that it had taken a while, but she had about half my length inside of her.
"This is crazy," Beth said, reaching down and gently caressing Lisa's red and swollen pussy.
I kept working at it, and suddenly it felt like she'd opened up for me a bit, and most of my length slid inside of her.
"Oh God," Lisa groaned. "Wait a bit, please."
I stopped again, most of cock buried inside of her incredibly tight butt. Kayla was laying down beside her friend, holding her in her arms. She leaned in and kissed her. Lisa responded to the kiss and Kayla's hands went to Lisa's breasts. I could feel Lisa's ass pulsing against my cock.
I slowly drew back and pushed back in. Lisa moaned into Kayla's mouth. The whole thing was so incredible, I knew I wouldn't last long inside of her, not after all the action leading up to this moment, particularly with the circumstances what they were.
The grip of her ass was definitely easing, and I found myself finally able to slide in and out of her without wondering if I was tearing her open. Beth was seated on the edge of the bed, her fingers sliding in and out of Lisa's tight pussy, while I reamed our skinny little friend.
"I can feel your cock," Beth said wondrously.
Lisa's body bucked, then I heard her gasp. "YOU can feel his cock? How about me?"
I was sliding my full length in and out of her, really enjoying myself. "You Ok?"
Lisa smiled for me. Thankfully. "More than Ok. Am I amazing or what? That whole thing is in my ass, isn't it?"
"Every inch, over and over again. And yes, you are absolutely amazing."
"Fuck my ass, Alex. Fuck my ass for real and come inside me."
That was all I needed to hear. I started fucking her faster and harder, and although I got a couple of grimaces and groans out of her, her moans were more about pleasure than pain.
The girls were helping, with Kayla working on Lisa's tits and Beth still playing with her friend's pussy. I was screwing her hard, her entire body shaking. Her legs were trembling and she was talking continuously, back to the "God," "Oh, God," Oh my God," litany I loved so well.
"Your ass is incredible," I told her, my thrusts now finishing slamming against her ass, my balls slapping against her. "You're going to make me come."
Beth was watching, enthralled. "Fuck her, Alex. Fuck her ass. Fuck the little slut. Fuck her raw."
Then Lisa was squealing, "God, I'm coming, I'm coming." She gasped, "Fuck, I'm coming!" Her legs were twitching, spasming, as she came continuously. It pushed me over the edge, and I slammed into her, exploding deep inside of her.
I pressed hard and held myself deep inside of her, as I shot stream after stream of burning cum into her ass.
My own legs were trembling after spending such a long time standing at the edge of the bed, pounding at the waifish beauty, first her sweet pussy, and then her incredible ass.
I pulled out, and my legs almost gave out. I turned and collapsed on the end of the bed, my heart beating a mile a minute.
Lisa rolled onto her side, gasping, leaning against me. "That was incredible," she said.
"I'll second that," Beth said, returning from the bathroom with a couple of wet facecloths. She tossed me one, then pressed the other to Lisa's abused ass.
Kayla was cuddled up behind Lisa, holding her. "Jesus. You guys are crazy."
Lisa sighed. "I'm done. If you need to stick that thing anywhere, it's somebody else's turn."
I laughed. "The spirit's willing but I believe my little friend here is done for the day."
"Little friend?" Lisa quipped. "For once, I almost wish it was a little friend. Any cock that big is meant for front entry only. I'll be walking funny for a week!"
Beth was at my side, and she was using the facecloth to finish cleaning me up. She surprised me when she leaned over and took me in her mouth. She gave me a long suck, then pulled away. "Clean as a whistle." Then she leaned back down and took me in her mouth, gently sucking. I was amazed to find myself responding a bit, slowly, very slowly, thickening and lengthening.
Lisa disappeared into the bathroom, while Beth worked a miracle. When she came back in the room she put her bikini back on, adjusted it, then came over and gave me a big kiss.
"I was thinking about letting you do that, and I'm glad we did. I don't know if I'll want to do that again anytime soon, but it was pretty wild, wasn't it?"
"Unbelievable," I confessed, reaching down and stroking Beth's hair while she continued to devour me.
Lisa kissed me again while I reached over and caressed her ass cheeks. She pulled away and headed for the door. "Lesson's done for the day."
Kayla got up and got dressed as well. "I think I'll go down and keep her company. You don't need me anymore, do you?"
Beth answered. "I've got it from here."
That left the two of us.
Beth was licking my cock, just playing around. "This thing should be registered as a lethal weapon. I thought you were going to kill her."
"It looked like she enjoyed it," I said.



"Just make sure I never miss two weeks in a row," Beth giggled. She held my new hard-on in her hand. "What do you want to do with this?"
"I've got a choice?"
"Two openings only," she said with a smile.
"Ride me?"
"With pleasure."
I moved to the middle of the bed, and my favorite girl climbed aboard and took a nice long leisurely ride, that ended with me filling her sweet pussy, while holding her close.
She was purring afterward, laying on my chest, her delicious pussy still clinging to the remnants of my hard-on.
"Did you really like that? Screwing her in the butt?"
"It's not the kind of thing I'd want to do all the time, but yeah, it was pretty hot."
"Hotter than this? She asked, grinding against me.
"Gentle, baby!" I told her, my hands gripping her wonderful ass cheeks, giving them a squeeze. "Nothing could be hotter than being with you."
"Not even that threesome scene I walked in on?"
"Not close. But having you in the middle of it would be pretty amazing." I admitted.
"Hmm. I'll have to think about that one. You'd want me in Lisa's position, or Kayla's?"
"Lisa's of course. If my cock isn't inside of you, we've lost half of the wonderfulness!"
"That's sweet, but I've never done anything like that. I mean playing with boobs is fun and all, and kissing Kayla is nice, but I don't know about going beyond that."
"Maybe I'll just spin you around. I'll enjoy one of your amazing blow-jobs while one of our friends takes care of you at the other end." I told her.
"Are you getting hard again?" she asked me.
"Maybe."
"Jesus. I guess you do like the idea! I'll think about it." Her pussy was clenching at my cock, ripples of pressure running the length of my buried cock.
"Stop that." I warned her. "If you get me hard again, I'm afraid my poor cock will fall off before we're through."
She sat up, her hands on my chest, and worked up and down on my semi-hard cock, doing incredible things down there. "God, you're so easy."
"Only for you," I reminded her.
"Oh yeah. Only for me. Tell that to Lisa's battered ass."
"I'd rather it was yours." I told her, the idea putting some steel back into my cock.
At that she leaped up off of me. "Hell no! That one I'm not even considering. No way that would fit inside of me."
"Only one way to find out," I told her.
"No. N-O. You ever get that urge again, give Lisa a call." She started dressing, leaving my cock standing and waving in the breeze.
"Now look what you've done to me," I said, gesturing toward my red and worn out friend, who'd been thoroughly woken up. "If you're going back downstairs, would you mind sending Kayla back up to take care of this." I gestured to the hard-on that Beth had inspired.
"Jesus, Alex! You are bad." She left me, headed back out the door.
I cleaned up the room a bit and was headed back outside when Kayla showed up at the door. She came inside and locked the door behind her, dropping to her knees in front of me and tugging my bathing suit off. I was no longer hard, but that didn't stop her.
It took quite a while, but she was patient and gentle, and eventually she was able to bring me to one last orgasm. She was getting better, no doubt about it. And the practice was good for her.
======
Hope you enjoyed the story. At least half as much at this crowd did! And remember, votes are appreciated!
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It's a revolving door: Karen's out but Amie's in.
---
I had the place to myself for a little while, before Robin and the little one's made it back.
I wanted to just relax, but the yard was getting overgrown, so I started up the riding mower, and took a quick turn about the property, cutting down two weeks of growth. The yard was big enough that it was a sizable chore, nearly an hour of driving around in circles. And that was without doing any of the trimming.
I was just putting away the mower when Robin appeared at the shed. "The kids are wiped out. I fed them, and gave them a video to watch. How can I help?"
It was nice to hear her offer. She'd been a lot of help with the construction but she wasn't a big one for doing chores around the place.
"You ever use an edger?"
"Nope. But you know my motto: I'll try anything once, twice if I like it, three times to make sure."
"I thought that was Mae West," I teased.
"Hey, we should all have role models."
I gave her a few minutes of instruction, then took the weed-whacker out and went to work. We had the place looking almost respectable after another 20 minutes or so.
Man, my life had changed. Just a few months earlier, I was living in an apartment, and the closest I came to yard work was stepping over tools on the sidewalk once a week. Never for a moment had I imagined being where I was today. I looked over at Robin leaning over to pull up a weed, and eyed her tempting little rear.
Nope. Couldn't have imagined anything like this.
We were hot and grubby after the effort we'd put in. While we put the tools away, Robin reminded me of it.
"Looks like you need a shower, handsome. Like some company?"
I wasn't sure where the rules on our house guests stood at the moment. I knew Amie had been promoted to "when available" status, but Robin was still on the fence. I guess she saw me hesitating.
"Just a little fun. I thought I'd stay out of the limelight for a bit, let you kids have some fun alone until things settle down. So it's best if we take any 'alone' time when we have it. Whaddya say?"
"I think you're still off limits, baby." I told her. "Beth made it clear that the only pussy in this house I should be screwing is hers and Debbie's."
"I don't think that should be problem," she answered wickedly. "I've got two more openings dying for some action."
Queen of the hard sell. It appeared to run in her family. "I do need a shower."
I grabbed something to change into and we headed up to the room, hers now that Karen was gone. It didn't take us long to get soapy and steam up the windows a bit. She was playful while rinsing me off, and made sure to get a lot of carnal contact in. By the time we'd cleaned up, I was ready for lots more.
We didn't waste time warming up. She led me to her bed, where I leaned back for a brief oral warm up before reaching into the end table drawer for some lube. Robin took it and got my rod thoroughly slicked up, and slipped a little inside herself before straddling me and sliding me into her tight ass. I couldn't help but think about how I'd had both sisters, the same way, in the same day. I must be doing something right.
She rode me for a few delightful minutes before climbing off and getting on her knees for me. It was an undeniable invitation, and I rode her ass hard, pounding her for all I was worth, completely given over to my own satisfaction, holding nothing back. I was being more selfish than usual, and God knows I could be selfish in the sack, but I wasn't the least concerned with her pleasure at that moment. It was all about me.
"That's it baby, fuck my poor little butt-hole. Stretch me out and use me, lover," she told me, giving me the complete go ahead.
I loved the feeling, and reamed her furiously. I butt-fucked her until that familiar sensation took hold. Show time. I rammed her hard, finally flooding her ass, while she egged me on.
Damn she was a fun fuck. And nicely available. Throw in the fact that she was the most anally oriented girl I'd ever known, and she seemed like a keeper. I definitely needed to work on her status with my roomies.
Robin wasn't looking for any after-play. She hit the bathroom, and got dressed, heading down to watch over the girls, even before I was done cleaning up.
I threw on my clothes and joined them downstairs, wondering if I should start dinner. It was getting late, nearly 7:00 pm, and I figured we'd have some exhausted roommates showing up at any time. I reckoned there was no need to tell my girls about the Robin interlude, anal was sort of like oral. It didn't really count. And unlike her sister, Robin could keep a secret.
I went ahead and fed the little ones left-over mac and cheese, which was a hit as usual. We were cleaning up after them when our errant shoppers finally strolled in. The girls had pizzas from Don Pablo's in hand which solved any dinner issue.
I went to take two of the large pizza boxes from Beth, but she shooed me away. "Why don't you do some unloading out back while we get everything setup?"
I took the hint, and found Amie's car was outside, filled to the brim with bags and boxes. The entire backseat was filled to the roof, and the trunk was bungied closed since it wouldn't shut all the way. Definitely a successful outing.
It took me a few minutes to get that thing emptied, before I headed back to the main house. I was starving and looking forward to a few slices. Of pizza. Hell, who am I kidding? Of whatever I could get.
Over dinner Robin and I were regaled with tales of shopping and negotiating. From the sounds of things, the girls had found at least 90% of what they had set out to get, and plenty of extras. They were so excited the feeling was contagious.
With all that gorgeous, nubile flesh surrounding me, I was starting to contemplate where the evening was heading.
It appeared a fivesome (is there such a thing?) was not in the picture. Amie begged off after dinner, and after some quick hugs and kisses, I walked her back to her car since it was so dark out, and gave her a little extra friendly goodbye, with some serious fondling and making out before I let her escape.
Back in the house, Robin had rounded up the little ones, sent them off to bed, and retired upstairs, claiming to be worn out from the days activities. Strike the foursome.
Beth came to me and gave me hug. "Sorry big guy. Just the three of us. I hope you're not too disappointed."
Damned witch could read my mind. I swatted her delicious butt. "Disappointed? To go to bed with you two? There's nothing else I could want more in this lifetime."
"So you're not sorry that Amie headed home?" Debbie teased.
"Not in the least. I mean, she's cute and fun, but what is it Beth says? 'When you've got prime rib, who wants hamburger?' Right?"
We spent some relaxing time on the couch together, discussing the housing situation, while I massaged the girls feet and calves. Beth knew about Amie's desire to move in, but Debbie was still in the dark.
"I don't know," Debbie hedged, when we broached the subject. "I'm not certain how I feel about that particular hottie being around all the time. And I imagine Ron will end up being a fixture around here as well, as long as she's here."
"I know," I told her. "I was kind of looking forward to Robin moving out in a few weeks, and having the place to ourselves. It's been a wild ride so far, but I'd be happiest if it was just the three of us."
Beth was taking Amie's side. Not much of a surprise there. "I don't think it'll be that bad. She's seeing Eric twice this week, and I think they're getting more serious. I'm guessing that within a few weeks she'll be spending as much time at his place as here. She just needs to get out of that house she's sharing and find someplace for her stuff. She's talked about moving back home but she has reservations."
"That doesn't surprise me," Debbie laughed. "Her old man has it bad for her."
It took a good bit of discussion, but Beth finally got her way. Debbie still had the last say.
"Ok. We'll give her your room for now. But no long term commitments. If things don't work out, or it gets too weird, we'll have to let her find a new place. If that's back at her father's place, or at Eric's, or just a new apartment that's nearer, we'll worry about it then."
Beth was overjoyed and gave Debbie a big hug and kiss, thanking her. Then she ran off with phone in hand to tell her buddy the good news. Debbie and I turned off the lights, locked up the front, and headed to our sanctuary.
While she was in the tub, she told me the latest plan was for Beth and Amie to give their two weeks notice, and they'd open up for business as soon as I got back from Spain. While I was gone they'd finish the setup and organization, get a sign put up out front, and start contacting a few potential clients. She went on-and-on about their shopping successes, and I listened to her, overjoyed to hear her so happy.
Watching her walk to my side, naked and stunning, produced the reaction it always did. She smiled for me.
"I love that I can do that to you. Just walking in here."
"You are the sexiest thing I've ever seen. Beyond all my dreams. I can't help myself."
"Sometimes I can almost believe that," she said softly.
"Believe it." I pulled her into the middle of our bed, and went down on her, opening her legs and tasting her, licking her, ecstatic in my ability to place my face between her perfect legs. Once more, I was astonished that I could even be with her.
"Am I sexier then your little teenage toys?"
Was that a hint of jealousness I was hearing?
"Debbie, you are the pinnacle, a picture of perfection. You are so sexy you make my body ache in need. How can you even ask?"
"They're so young, so willing," she said softly. "Beth is so pretty, and you were her first."
"I wish I was your first," I told her, moving up her body so I could make love to her.
"So do I. You would have been eleven," she giggled. "I could have trained you."
"C'mon, you're not that much older than me," I reminded her.
"Two years. You would have been eleven."
"You were thirteen?"
"That's when Uncle Wally figured I was old enough to earn my keep."
She had never gone into any detail about her past. I knew too much already about her last relationship. Karen had said that Debbie had been on her own from an early age, but I had never known why nor had I asked.
While we made love, she told me a bit about her early days. Her Uncle sneaking into her room for years until she'd had enough of him and her aunt's accusing, and moved out with an older boyfriend at 16. By seventeen she was knocked up, and was on her second live-in boyfriend, happy enough to have a roof overhead and medical benefits.
By eighteen she was living on her own and working like a dog, just to keep herself and her baby fed and sheltered. It wasn't an ideal childhood. I couldn't help but compare it to mine or Beth's. We'd had it easy.
Our lovemaking was slow and gentle. She didn't seem too upset talking about her past, but a couple of times she pulled me down and hugged me, silent while we relaxed together.
She had just starting telling me about living with an older couple, who seemed perfect at first, when our third-wheel came bouncing into the room. Beth stripped down in a heart beat and cuddled up beside us.
"She's so happy! She's going to move out this week. She'll get some of her dad's guys to move her Wednesday, if that's cool."
The end of the month. Made sense.
"We'll need to get that room ready for her," Debbie said, while I slowly resumed sliding in and out of her.
"I can take care of that. She's promised to leave us alone down here, only playing when she's invited. She doesn't want to be a pain in the ass." Beth told Debbie, reaching out and caressing her.
Debbie sighed. "It'll be alright. As long as we're together, the other's are just little distractions. Maybe we can limit the playtime to the weekends."
"Wouldn't that be great? Just us during the week, and then a little wildness on the weekend. Don't you think so, Jack?" Beth asked, her hand still fondling Debbie's breast.
"Sure. Some weekend fun. But all I really want is what I have right now, right this moment." I turned to face Debbie, making sure she understood me. I slowly thrust into her, deeply. "This is it. Perfection."
Beth leaned in and kissed Deb on the cheek. "It is, isn't it? Just the three of us. Sometimes I can hardly believe it myself." Then to my surprise she backed away.
"I'm here if you want, Jack, but don't feel you have to. You guys look like you're having fun. I don't want to interfere."
She relaxed on her side, watching us, while I leaned over and kissed Debbie, getting back to business.
Debbie reached out to Beth, touching her cheek. "You're never anything more than a blessing, love."
"Thanks, but sometimes I think it would be nice for one of us to sit one out. Make the loving something more than just a sexy threesome, you know?" She was full of surprises.
"Of course I know. Sometimes I want him to myself; I want to have all of his attention, have him love me, and know when he pulls out, it's to lie beside me so I can fall asleep in his arms, not so he can go stick his cock in somebody else, coming back to me when he feels the urge."
Ouch.
Beth smiled. "Exactly. And tonight, he's all yours."
Debbie caressed our teen bedmate's hair. "Thanks, maybe tomorrow can be yours."
"I'd like that. We should make it a once a week thing. We get to be selfish one night each. And the other one gets to watch. Deal?" Beth inched closer so she could reach out for her gorgeous roommate, who was still on the receiving end of a long thorough screwing.
Debbie seemed halfway to tears, which I thought was a little overreacting. She wasn't much of a crier. "Deal," she finally said, pulling Beth in close for a long soft kiss.
"Sure you only want to watch?" Debbie asked with a knowing grin. "He's feeling pretty strong tonight."
"Positive. This one's all yours. I love watching you two together. It's so incredible."
And that's all she did. It was a beautiful evening, endless touching and holding, loving and kissing, never seeming to get wild and needy, just a wonderful lovemaking. We ended like we began, with me just lying on top of the girl I loved so much, feeling the end creeping up on me, the unslakable desire to fill her with my seed one more time. We came together, Debbie responding to my needs. We'd almost forgotten about Beth's quiet presence, and were both surprised to see she'd drifted off.
Debbie giggled, "Not hot enough to keep our little friend entertained I guess."
"She couldn't know. That was amazing," I told her, freeing her up to use the restroom. She came back to me and kissed me, then rolled onto her side facing young Beth. I cuddled up behind her spooning, holding the love of my life, wondering why I let all these other women take away time I could be spending with her. God, I was a fool.
"I love you Debbie. More than anything," I told her softly.
"I know. Thank you," she said softly, pulling my hand up between her breasts and clinging to it.
It was a nice way to fall asleep.
---
Karen and Jim were over Sunday, and Amie didn't even put an appearance in. We spent most of the day Sunday organizing the new goods, with a simple dinner, and a quiet evening. By Monday, things were almost normal again.
I called home at lunch, to tell Debbie I'd be coming home. I think I surprised her.
Robin was out. It turned out she was looking for a part-time job for the rest of the summer, which made sense. Funds were running low. She was living off of us, but everyone needs some spending money. I decided on the spot to help her out a bit, as a reward for all the work she'd done. A few hundred should help her back on her feet, and make sure she didn't head back to school broke.
"So what brings you home?" Debbie inquired.
I took her in my arms, interrupting her sandwich making. "Make mine to go. I'm here for you."
"For me?"
"I don't want to spend a single day of my life not making love to you. Not if I can help it. So if tonight is Beth's, the day is yours."
She turned and kissed me passionately, holding me tight. Then she led me into our bedroom, closing the door so the little ones knew better than to intrude, and she rocked my world.
She was impassioned, fucking me wildly, sucking me like her life depended on it. As much as I knew she preferred to make love face to face, I really liked being behind her, looking down on her perfect smooth skin, her bikini lines criss-crossing her back and highlighting the most private parts. I loved holding her incredible ass cheeks while drilling her from behind. Nothing could get me off faster then taking her that way. Each time I came, she came after me again, her mouth quickly restoring the steel to my rod, and sucking me long after she had me ready to go again. That beautiful face, full of my cock, was a sight to behold and I knew I'd never tire of it. When the clock read 1:15 I let her ride me to one last incredible finish, before she chased me out, telling me how bad I was.
Even discussing our travel plans with Chris didn't get me hard that afternoon. My mind was still replaying my lunch meeting. Why didn't I do that more often? Once the day-care was up and running, would I even be able to?
While Beth and I had our fun that evening, Debbie watched us, a little enigmatic smile appearing on her face every so often. I would have bet money she, too, was remembering our lunch date.
Beth was as fun and energetic as ever, teasing me about Friday and bringing Amie into our bed. "Saturday Ame's got a date with Eric, so maybe we can let Robin play a bit."
"Don't worry about her too much," I reminded her. "She already told me she's going to be over at Jim's tomorrow and Friday, so I don't think she's missing out too much. And don't forget, I leave Sunday."
Of course she was leaving Ron out of the equation, and I imagined he'd be popping up before too long.
---
Wednesday was moving day. I got home late, finishing a practice training session. There was a truck out front, and Ron was there directing traffic. It didn't take long at all for Amie to get settled in, and for Ron to finagle a dinner invite.
We found out that Robin had secured a job. A pretty good one. She had the right connections.
"I get to inventory his warehouse, and see if I can get most of it emptied by the end of the summer," she explained. "Ron's going to let me keep 20% of the proceeds!"
"That's great!" I was happy for her. It was a great deal.
"It just sits there, getting more and more out of hand, and I end up paying taxes on it every friggin' year. It'll be nice to get that out of my hair." Ron said, seeming a bit embarrassed by the way things had worked out. He quickly changed the subject. "Tell me, pretty lady, how the hell you can make something as simple as spaghetti and meatsauce taste so damn good. Your culinary talents are wasted here."
Debbie thanked him. "Serving dinner in my home could never be a waste of talent. There's nobody I'd rather have enjoying my food than the ones I love."
"Ain't that the truth. You all are damned lucky."
I laughed. "Don't you think I know? I used to eat out three times a day. Now I never want to eat out. Except maybe to give her a break."
"That's sweet," Debbie told me, collecting up some of the plates and bestowing a kiss on my cheek.
"Lightning strike me if it ain't the truth," I vowed.
Beth came up behind me and gave me a hug. "I think we're going to have to get you back on an exercise program soon, if you don't learn to say no to seconds and thirds. All the bedroom workout in the world can't compete with Deb's cooking."



I was embarrassed to admit it was true. I'd probably put on 10 pounds in the last few months, and my pants were getting tight.
Debbie chuckled. "I like a solid man. Skinny boys don't do it for me."
"I think Beth's right," I admitted. "Maybe I'll start skipping lunch and see if I can't fit a workout in, instead."
Debbie blushed and left it alone.
Beth wouldn't. "If you'd roll out of bed, sleepyhead, you could always join me for a little swim."
I laughed out loud at that one. "I don't think your two hour workouts would qualify as a little swim."
"You wouldn't have to stay the whole time. You could even join me for just the end. We could play a game. Catch me and you can have me." She was certainly in a teasing mood.
"Like I could catch you in the water."
"I can pretty much guarantee you could. Even dog-paddling."
"I don't think the other swimmers would appreciate our antics," I reminded her.
"The showers have curtains," she said grinning evilly.
"You are so bad," I told her. "No, I think you're right. I should start running again. That's a little more up my alley."
"Spoilsport."
Amie cut in. "I run. We could play your game."
I almost spit out my drink, "God, you two are so bad!"
"I'll be up tomorrow, running around 6:00, if you feel up to it," she told me.
"I'll think about it," I told her. Six AM? That was awfully early.
She must have been reading my mind. "Of course, once we open here and I don't have to go to the other place, I can run a little later. Maybe sevenish. We'll see how it goes."
"I might just take you up on that," I told her.
"Think you can catch me?" she teased. "If so, we might have to start a little earlier." The big grin plastered across her face had me going. I couldn't believe she was saying that, with her father sitting at the table with us.
"Just the run, wild thing."
"That's Ok too."
---
After dinner we relaxed a bit, hanging out and talking about a lot of nothing. It was nice. There wasn't as much sexual tension as I thought there might have been, and even though Robin was sticking close to Ron, she wasn't climbing in his lap.
Amie excused herself early, it was barely 9 pm. "I want to put away a few things, and get settled in," she explained, giving Ron and me kisses. She stopped in front of Debbie, and gave her a kiss as well. "Thanks for letting me in your home, Debbie. I know it's not the ideal situation but I can't tell you how much I appreciate it." Another soft kiss and a hug for my love, and she jogged up the stairs. So much energy.
We hung out for a while longer, finishing the last of the wine and enjoying each other's company. At last the conversation died down and Robin stood, taking Ron by the hand. "Can you stay long?" she asked, guiding him to the stairs.
"As long as you want," he told her, his voice cracking with desire.
She giggled. "Debbie, I think we'll have one more for breakfast. I hope you don't mind."
Debbie nodded. "Never a problem. Have fun you guys."
And that left the three of us. We locked up and retreated to the bedroom, where Debbie took her evening bath, and Beth spent a few minutes rearranging some of her things that had migrated downstairs.
"I had almost forgotten how much stuff I still had up there," she confessed.
Our new platform bed had more than one surprise to it. The side facing the bathroom had two sets of stacked drawers, the equivalent of a whole new chest, and Beth had laid claim to three of them, storing her belongings from upstairs there. Our closet was large, but it was already full from the three of us. We had a tall chest of drawers, and a longer, lower one with a large mirror above it. Even with all that storage, it was tight. The room was large, but we wanted to keep the space open on the far side for the slide out bed to come out, and for the chairs under the bay window.
I was looking around trying to figure out how we could fit some more storage in. I must have had Beth worried.
"It's not a problem. Really. I just need to get rid of some of this old stuff. We have plenty of room." She was cramming some sweaters into the back of one of the bed drawers, stuffing it full.
"Of course it's not a problem. I was just thinking that I bet the space under the bay window could fit a built in, with cushions on top and storage for our sheets underneath. It would open up a shelf."
"But where would the chairs go?" she asked.
"I don't think we need them," I told her.
She ran over to the heavy duty wicker chair which had played a role in much of our play of late. "You love this chair. I love this chair," she said, sitting back in it, and raising her knees, exposing her little pink panties.
I did love that chair. "Ok, we keep that one, leave it in the corner and get rid of the other one. It's seen better days anyway."
The mismatched chairs were a bit of an eyesore.
Debbie spoke up from the bathroom door. "I can re-stain the fun chair and recover the cushions. It'll look nice."
Beth still looked distraught. "I know I have too much stuff. I'll go through it this weekend."
I went to my worried little girl and took her in my arms. "It's not a problem. Trust me."
She hugged me tight, then pulled away. "Who wants a water?"
We all enjoyed having a bottle of water by the bed. Frugal Debbie would reuse a bottle several times before discarding it, insisting that the filtered tap water was just as good as the bottled. At under $4.00 a case, it didn't seem worth the bother, but we did go through a lot of water in that house.
Beth returned with more than just water. "Look who I found wandering around."
Amie was with her, dressed in a delightful little teddy. "I didn't want to bother anyone. I was just checking to see if anybody was still up. From the noise upstairs I guess Dad didn't go straight home."
Beth laughed. "Nope. Robin's entertaining him for the evening. I think he's in for the night."
Amie was still hesitating at our doorway. "Well, I'll just say goodnight then."
Beth was tugging at her arm. "Come visit for a bit. Tell us how your date went."
Amie resisted, still watching for Debbie's approval.
Debbie patted the bed at her side, "It's early, c'mon."
I guess that's what she needed. Like I had any say in the matter. Amie climbed onto the bed, parking herself next to Debbie. She crossed her legs, leaned back and started in. The story wasn't long in the telling. Another dinner out, then they went back to his place for a while. It was the second time she'd been there. He lived with one of his brothers, and they stuck to the living room. They made out for a while, and he did manage to get her shirt off, but they never made it as far as his bedroom.
"I wonder if there's some deep dark secret he's hiding. I gave him enough hints, but he still seemed reluctant to take me back there. Maybe he has a girl chained to his radiator, or walls covered with porn he doesn't want me to see. I don't know."
"I think he's just moving along slowly," I reassured her.
"I guess that's nice," she admitted, "but I wouldn't mind him taking the lead for once."
"So that was it?" Beth asked, cuddled up against me.
"Almost. I did give him a hand job while he took me home. I think that surprised him. I was going to give him more, but he shot his wad a block from my place. Messy. I think he'd been without a while," she giggled.
Debbie was relaxing, laying back on the bed, a couple of pillows under her head, raising her up. Amie had settled in next to her, and her hand was casually sliding across Debbie's skin. Deb was the only one of us naked.
Amie turned a little more toward Debbie, and her hand ran across my girl's stomach. "God, you're beautiful Debbie," she said softly.
Debbie smiled. "I'm not the only beautiful girl in this bed."
Amie shook her head. "No. It's not the same. You are TV beautiful. Magazine cover beautiful. Fantasy beautiful." She leaned down and kissed Debbie's shoulder. "I mean Beth is gorgeous, and I'm Ok, I guess, but you... you take my breath away."
Her hand was running over Debbie's body, exploring, gently touching. I could see that Debbie's nipples were responding, hardening nicely.
It was nice to see that Debbie had the same power over women she had over men.
Amie screwed her courage up. She sat up a bit, straightening her glasses. "I don't want to interfere with what you guys were doing. Really I don't." She hesitated, then asked. "But could I watch? Could I watch him make love to you?"
Debbie reached out and ran her hand down Amie's arm. "That would be nice, I'd like that. But I'm pretty sure he has plans for Beth too."
"That's Ok, I can stay out of the way."
Debbie looked over at me and opened her arms. I settled between her legs, kissing her there and opening her up a bit. She didn't need much, she was already moist and ready. She smelled of roses, from her bath. I didn't need any help either. The whole situation had me aching for her.
We started her favorite way, but after only a couple of minutes she was on her knees, sweet ass raised up for me, her head and shoulders resting on the pillow. I entered her again, using her well. Beth had moved to Debbie's side and was caressing her, playing with her breasts, reaching back and touching her between her legs.
"See? I'm not the only one that likes watching you. It's amazing," Beth told her softly.
Amie was keeping her distance. She had unbuttoned her crotch and had her fingers buried inside herself while she gazed on.
I found the right motion for her, and settled into a rock solid pace that slowly got her off. When she stopped trembling I pulled out and encouraged her to ride me.
Damn, she looked good on top of me. She made it her mission to get me off, and started talking to me. "Am I pretty, Jack? Do you think I'm pretty? Do you like my tits, bouncing for you, my nipples hard for you, begging to be touched. Do you like the feel of my pussy, taking all of you, desperate to be fill by you, begging for you to come deep inside of me. Look at me Jack. Look at me. It's all for you. Nobody but you. I never want anyone in me but you. Just you."
She could feel the change in me, my eagerness to thrust back against her. "I can feel it Jack. Feel you hardening and swelling in me, almost to the point where I can't stand it. So big, so deep, filling me so completely. I need it Jack. I need it so bad. Come for me. Come inside me. Deep inside me, so I can feel you all night long. Come for me, please. I'm so close right now, I just need your come. I need you."
I reached down and grabbed her hips, thrusting deep inside of her and exploding. She sat up, grabbing her own fabulous tits and moaning. She leaned her head back, her eyes rolling back and groaned deeply. Then she was relaxing, laying down on me.
"God, that was good," she sighed spreading her legs wide. I held her ass cheeks in my hands and continued to work in and out of her, staying hard enough to move inside of her.
After a couple of minutes of enjoying her like that, she sat up and rolled off of me. "Thank you lover, that was wonderful." She leaned back, breathing deeply. "Now I think you owe our bedmate a little loving."
Beth was in an odd mood. She liked to ride me more than anything else, but this time she rolled onto her back. "Love me like you loved her," she said softly, opening her arms to me.
I entered her from on top, and laid above her, my weight on my elbows. She was so small, she almost disappeared under my body, but I stroked her easily, making love to her, talking to my sweet little bedmate.
"God, I love being inside you Beth. I love holding you and having you, and knowing I was your first. Knowing you gave me everything, your mouth, your virginity, even your sweet little ass. You are so pretty, so sexy, so sweet, so loving. Can you feel what you do to me?"
She had her legs wrapped around me, tugging me into her. Even like this, she had to stay active. "Love me Jack, love me."
"Silly girl. From the first time I was with you, I loved you. Of course I love you. I'll always love you." I told her.
She was pulling me down, pulling my weight onto her, wrapping her arms around me. She grabbed my shoulders and I grunted from the pain when she clasped my bite wound. I was looking down at her face, and her eyes opened wide, her hands quickly moving away. "Oh! I'm sorry Jack, I forgot."
I laughed, "It's Ok, love. You can't hurt my body." I screwed her quietly for a bit. "You know how I like to make love to you best?"
"On my knees?"
"No," I told her softly.
"Do you want to do my butt?" she asked. "You can."
"That's not what I want now," I told her.
"Whatever you want, Jack. Anything."
I eased out of her and moved to the end of the bed sitting on the corner. "Come here," I told her.
She settled down on my cock, sitting on my lap, facing me.
"Just like this, hardly even moving, just filling you, looking at you, being able to touch you. I love this."
She had her strong legs wrapped around my hips, and her arms around my neck, careful this time to avoid the angry red wound that Amie had left me with a few days earlier.
"Kiss me, beautiful."
She pressed her lips against mine, and we stayed united at mouth and below. I held her firm full ass in my hands and lifted her up and down on my cock, luxuriating in the feel. It was as close as I could get to her.
She surprised me by suddenly coming, moaning for me, her young pussy clutching at my cock. Her mouth went slack and I ran my tongue along her teeth, her cheeks, filling her at both ends. She shuddered, coming again for me, gasping. She finally pulled back just a bit, staring at me, her eyes moist. "Jack," she sighed, then wrapped her arms around my chest and hugged me tight.
She was breathing heavily, slowly recovering, while I held her still, pulsing my cock within her, running my hands across her strong back.
She slowly released me. "I don't understand," she said softly.
"Understand?"
"How can you make love to me like that. After how you were with Debbie?"
"What's not to understand? I love you."
She was quiet for a second. Then she pulled my face down and kissed me. "God, I love you so much," she said.
"I'm glad," I told her, putting my hands to good use, lifting her up and down my cock again.
"Fuck me now, Jack. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like you can't get enough of me." She held my face in her hands, and her words stabbed at me.
She climbed off of me and got on her hands and knees. "How do you want me, Jack? Like this? Or do you want to fuck my mouth? Or my ass? Do you want to screw my tight little butt?"
I climbed behind her and entered her with one hard stroke. "Just like this, sweetness. This is perfect."
I gave her what she needed. I hammered her, pounding her hard, shoving her body up the bed and finally forcing her down until she was lying flat below me. I held her by the hips and fucked her. Fucked her like there was no tomorrow.
Looking over I saw Debbie watching us, with Amie settled in between her legs. I wondered how long our new housemate had been there. I could see that she was taking it easy, just kissing and licking the wondrous Debbie, loving her.
Beth was moaning continuously, being used hard. I was gripping her ass obscenely hard, thrusting into her fast and deep, determined to finish in that position. When I wrenched one more hard orgasm out of her tiny body, I came for her, filling her, laying on top of her gasping.
"Fuck," she gasped. "You could kill a girl like that, Jack. I thought I was going to die there a couple of times."
I kissed her cheek, slowly rolling off of her. "Sorry baby, but it's what you do to me. You are so fucking perfect."
I watched Amie slide over between Beth's legs, open her up, and do down on her. It was beautiful. Beth just sighed, reaching down and running her fingers through Amie's auburn hair.
I got up and went to Debbie, who slid easily into my arms. "That was nice."
"Amie?" I asked.
She giggled. "That too. I was talking about you making love to her. It was beautiful. Up until you went crazy on her. That was just plain hot."
I was running my hands possessively over her body. "It was nice." I admitted.
She reached between my legs, stroking me softly. "He done for the night?"
"As long as you're here? I doubt it."
She slid down my body, taking me into her mouth and within a few minutes proved me right. I was tired, but not quite ready to call it a night. I started to push her back so I could mount her again.
"Why don't you welcome our housemate? I think she's earned it."
"I'd rather..." I started.
"I know. Do this for me?" She asked, pulling me close and kissing me.
It seemed an odd request, but I couldn't turn her down. I got up and went to Amie. She was lying between Beth's legs, her own long limbs hanging off the bed. I stood between them, gently spreading her open. She was soaking wet and it was easy for me to enter her gently, pushing up into her. She moaned and Beth raised up on her elbows, looking down at me.
"I knew you couldn't resist her," Beth said with a grin. She moved away from Amie, who remained where she was, her hips poised right at the end of the bed. I was able to fuck her nicely from that position, although the height was a little low, making me bend my legs and tiring me out. When I'd had enough of that position, I climbed on the bed and encouraged her to climb on top, where she fucked me deliciously, with complete abandon. As much as she seemed to enjoy the girls, it was clear she still preferred a thick cock inside of her.
It was a sexy view, with her still wearing her lacy teddy, the bottom open and the material flapping as she rode me hard. Once I was rested, I put her on her back and opened her legs wide, loving the feeling of her long, slim legs against my body, the view of them spread obscenely wide in a huge 'V' while I rode her. She was still crazy tight around my cock, and when I pulled her legs together, crossing her ankles and putting them over my shoulder, she was even tighter. Tight enough to have me wanting to finish inside of her much faster than I would have thought possible.
I love the feeling of making a girl come for me, and I wanted that now, but knew that this time it was unlikely to happen. I had only been inside of her for a few minutes, but it was too much.
"I'm going to come for you Amie," I told her. "You are so good, so good," I groaned. I pushed her legs back, tilting her hips up and slammed into her as hard as I could pounding her into the bed. It was only a few dozen strokes more before it hit me. "FUCK!" I groaned, thrusting into her as deep as I could, bottoming out inside of her. I came hard, shooting over and over again, and when I was finally done, I released her legs, opened them up and leaned over her. "God, Amie, that was incredible."
I kissed her, then hugged her tight. She pushed my head to one side, and she was kissing me on my shoulder, her lips caressing the redness where she'd bitten me. "Thank you, Jack, that was wonderful."
She finally struggled out from under me, and climbed off the bed. "Geez, Jack. It's after 11:00." She leaned over and kissed Beth, then crawled over and did the same for Debbie. "Do you poor girls get any sleep at all?"
Debbie hugged her. "It's not always like this. We just wanted to welcome our new housemate."
Amie stood and stretched, then fumbled for her glasses on the bedstand. "It was a helluva welcome. Thanks." Then she disappeared out the door, closing it softly behind her.
Debbie sidled up next to me, her leg over mine. "Thanks Jack, that was sweet."
Beth got up to use the bathroom and came back to our bed, cuddling up as close as Debbie. A king size bed, and we weren't even using half of it.



Beth's knee was brushing against Debbie's and she reached across my body, stroking Deb's shoulder then clasping her hand. "I love you Debbie," she said softly.
"Mmm. Me too," she said sleepily.
I kissed the top of both of their heads. "You girls are going to kill me yet," I sighed.
Beth giggled. "What a way to go, huh?"
=====
Things are coming together again, but there's travel in Jack's near future. Stay tuned. And Vote.
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A new workout program, back with the Boss, and a memorable flight
---
Thursday I rolled out of bed, even ahead of Debbie, our early morning riser. I put on some shorts and a shirt and my running shoes. I wasn't looking forward to it, but I knew it needed doing. Amie was in the kitchen, drinking some water.
"I thought I heard you moving around, slow poke," she teased. "Five more minutes and you would have run alone."
"Good morning to you too, wild thing."
"Where's the best place to run?" she asked, stretching.
I drank close to a quart of water, before I answered. "The side street outside goes into a closed neighborhood. Nice sidewalks and pretty sparsely populated, with big yards and a small park. I imagine it's a couple of miles around, so it should be a decent run."
"Let's get going then!" Amie giggled, giving me a push.
I hate morning people.
It was a horrible idea. I was straining after just a few hundred yards, and kept slowing down to little more than a light jog. Amie was literally running circles around me, egging me on. By the time we'd finished most of the neighborhood, and a loop around the park, I could barely breathe. I kept hoping for my second wind to kick in, but realized I never even had a first wind. Damn, I was out of shape! I used to be able to run 3 miles in well under 20 minutes, but after 30 minutes I was ready to lay down and die.
Getting back to the main street, Amie reminded me of 'the game'.
"Think you can catch me, Jack? If you do, you can have me, right there, wherever you catch me. I know you can do it." She took off at an easy pace, and I sprinted after her. As I got within a few yards, she kicked it in and left me in her dust.
Her faith in me was misplaced. I was gasping when I finally made it to the house. "I guess I was wrong. No nookie for Jack this morning." She was barely breathing hard.
"I'm out of practice," I whined, "give me a few weeks and you'll see."
"God, I hope so. I had fantasies last night of being leaned over that railing in back and having my brains fucked out," she teased.
We went inside and Beth was just about to head out. "A little morning exercise, Jack?" she gave me a dainty kiss, avoiding my sweaty body. "Maybe you should join me for a swim."
"I'd drown," I confessed. "Amie almost killed me."
"Did you catch her?" Beth asked.
"Are you kidding me? I barely made it home. Give me some time. It's my first time running in months."
Amie seemed less fastidious and gave me a hug. "We'll whip you back into shape, and we'll all benefit from it, I'm sure."
Whip me back into shape? I thought I was in pretty good shape. Ok, so the run was hard. I just needed to watch the diet for a couple of weeks, and throw in a little exercise. Ok, maybe a lot of exercise.
I limited myself to one helping of breakfast, and when I came home for funch with Debbie, I ate my sandwich dry, and left the sodas alone all day. Funny, how the pain of exercise can make you think twice about feeding your face. I was equating everything I ate to the number of hours of running torture it would take to burn it off.
Friday morning was worse, if possible. I was still sore from the first run, and had a small blister I was trying to take care of. But I did manage to complete the distance without walking, although I spent the last half mile watching Amie's tight rear-end, without a hope in the world of catching up to it.
Work went well, pulling together the last of our effort for our trip to Spain, including the updated software system, and directives for the team to be available for support and fixes while Chris and I were on-site. Chris was nervous as hell around me, but she finally relaxed toward the end of the day. We agreed to meet at the office Sunday afternoon at 6:00. We'd drive to the airport together and catch our 8:30 flight. We wouldn't get to Spain until the next morning and were meeting the customer around noon. It was going to be a murderous first day.
Friday night was fun. We made a movie night of it, with both the little ones staying over with Karen, Aunt Robin and 'Uncle Jim'. It was an ego trip to go to the movies with my gorgeous threesome, hitting The Cheesecake Factory before the movie, and watching the movie parked between Beth and Debbie. I know we turned quite a few heads, particularly when I had both girls leaning in to me, my arms around them. I was the envy of every man with a pulse. The girls looked great, what a surprise, and I'm sure quite a few guys got in trouble for not keeping their eye on their dates, but who could really blame them?
I'm sure Amie felt like a fourth wheel at times, but she'd slip up next to me every time one of my two main squeezes left breathing room. She had the good sense not to get between Debbie and me too often, but Beth was definitely in a sharing mood, and didn't seem to mind, even when she returned from the bathroom during the movie to find Amie parked in her space. She just took the open space, and let Amie continue to tease me, the little troublemaker.
By the time we got home, well fed and entertained, we were ready to relax with a nice bottle of wine, and some music on the stereo. We all dressed down, me in my boxers, and the girls in t-shirts and panties. With the house empty, we were bad, lounging around the living room, and when the mood turned amorous, using our new living room furniture for purposes unintended.
It was a blast, taking my turns in the girls, everyone getting lots of play time, while we joked around, and talked about the excitement of opening up the day-care soon. Before we even popped the second wine cork, the panties were all gone, as were my boxers. We'd all cuddle, and when I would move one of the girls to get access to her goodies, everyone just made room, and I'd have the joy of screwing one of the lovely ladies until I was ready for a small break and a change of pace. The casualness of our intimacy, and leisurely nature of our fucking had the evening running on and on, with everyone getting a little more horny, and equally drunker.
Anytime I wasn't trying to stick my dick inside one of the girls, one or more mouths would casually ensure that I was ready whenever the feeling hit me. They were careful not to get me too excited, ensuring that anytime I was ready to pop, it was deep inside the accommodating pussies of one of my three lovely playmates.
By the time midnight rolled around, and we had just started our third bottle of wine, which might have been too ambitious of us, things were getting wilder. The girls were taking care of each other as much as I was poking them, with Amie on a personal mission to take care of whoever I wasn't with at any time. She clearly had a thing for cleaning up after me. Whenever I'd drop a load inside of Debbie or Beth, she'd follow me, climbing between the lucky lady's legs, and making sure they were clean as a whistle before getting anymore of my attention. It helped keep the furniture clean.
I used up my last hard-on of the evening putting Debbie through her paces, finally bending her over the end of the couch, and fucking her raw. It was a great finish.
By the time we made it to the bedroom, just the three of us, Amie slipped off to her own room, I was too exhausted for anything more than a good night's sleep.
* * *
I was planning on sleeping in, but evil Amie was dragging me out of bed before I knew it. I was thinking very bad things about her, when I caught sight of the clock. Almost 9:30 am. I had slept in, and the bed was empty. I tried to pull Amie into bed with me, hoping for an alternate form of exercise, but she fought me off, and before I knew it, I was back beating the pavement.
It was rough, but not horrible. Still no chance of catching the fleet teenager ahead of me, but once again I managed to run pretty much the whole way. I was still gasping when I finished, but we'd made it in just over 27 minutes. After my shower, Debbie was waiting for me, and she gave me a nice rubdown, encouraging me on my new exercise routine, and giving me another much nicer workout. Except she did most of the work.
Amie walked in on us, berating Debbie for spoiling me, saying I hadn't earned it yet.
"He has run three days in a row. We have to encourage good behavior," Debbie told our new house-mate, from her perch upon my raging hard-on.
"I guess you're right. We already cut five minutes off the first day. How about if you provide him the encouragement, and I give him a goal?" Amie asked.
That sounded interesting.
"What's the goal?" Debbie asked, riding me while we talked to the pretty teenager.
"We're running just under three miles, I clocked it. When Jack can complete the run in under 20 minutes, he can tie me down and use me however he wants, wherever he wants, for as long as he wants. And he can share me with whoever he wants."
That seemed like a hell of an offer. I don't care what she said, she WAS a wild thing.
"Share? Even with a stranger?" Debbie asked, curious.
"If he wants. I'm hoping it'll at least be people I know, but it's his reward. He can make the choice," Amie said blushing.
"I was trying to figure out a way to reward the project team for a job well done," I teased. "But there are eight of us."
Amie sat beside me, watching Debbie take care of me. "If that's what you want Jack. But you still have to do the run in 20 minutes."
I reached out for her. "I'm just kidding, Ames."
"I'm not. However, wherever, whoever. Just don't hurt me," she said.
I pulled her down for a kiss. "I would never hurt you, beautiful."
"So it's a deal?" she asked cautiously.
"A deal. The nice thing is it'll probably take me several weeks. Plenty of time for planning," I told her, the idea, combined with sexy Debbie's actions working to get me overly excited.
"Plenty of time to stock up on toys and lube. Can't you just imagine what Beth could do to her with a strap-on?" Debbie said, graphically describing the possibility.
Yes I could, and that was the final bit of encouragement I needed to finish inside my loveliest of roommates.
Debbie left me for a bath, and sweet Amie stayed behind to clean up, getting me hard enough for a gentle ride of her own. "One rule, Ok?" she asked timidly.
"Kind of late for rules isn't it?" I asked.
"You don't have to agree. I'm just asking," she said, lying on top of me and kissing me, while I thrust up into her.
"The rule?" I asked.
"Don't let my Dad fuck me, Ok?" she asked.
"I think that's fair enough," I told her, giving her a deep kiss.
"You probably shouldn't leave him alone with me, tied up," she said softly, "I'm not sure he could help himself."
"I'll take care of you, baby. Trust me on that one."
"Of course I trust you. How could I make an offer like this one if I didn't?"
I hoped I was worthy of her trust.
* * *
We had a full house all day, but by evening, we were pretty much back to normal, and I made it to the bedroom with just my two girls. I had laid down the law with Amie; there would be no running on Sundays, especially not on travel days.
I had a nice, long leisurely goodbye with each of my girls, starting with one of my favorite things in the world, a Debbie and Beth dual BJ, and ending between the legs of my platinum haired bedroom goddess.
I slept in the following morning, legs aching, and pondering the 'deal' with Amie. I was alone in the bed, and had nobody to use the results of my half-asleep fantasizing on, so I just let it subside, taking a shower. Robin would have killed me, letting a perfectly good erection go to waste.
It was a casual day around the place, and I did a little yard-work, since I'd be gone for a week. I didn't see much of Beth or Amie, as they worked on the Day-care preparations. I did ask Debbie to help me pack, which led to exactly what I was hoping for, and one last love session before I was going to head out. God, I was going to miss her.
We had an early dinner, and I said my goodbyes afterwards, hauling my bags out to the car. Amie ran up to me, before I was finished.
"Just wanted to say goodbye," she said softly, coming to me and giving me a big hug. "And thanks for welcoming me into your home and your life so easily. I know you didn't have to. You can't imagine how wonderful it is for me."
"I'm glad too. You're good for us," I told her hugging her back and giving her a kiss.
"Train while you over there, and don't eat too badly. I want you to win your prize," she reminded me.
"I will. And I'm looking forward to the payoff," I told her.
"Good. I'll make it incredible for you."
I smiled, stealing one last kiss. "I'm sure you will."
I drove away with a raging hard-on. But I figured Chris would be able to help me with that before too long.
But I'd wait until we were at least in the air. 100 mile rule. Once you're away from home, it's not really cheating, is it?
* * *
Company policy allowed us to fly business class overseas, with 14 days travel notice, and it was nice to be able to stretch out. Flying coach for over 8 hours was hard enough, but cramped in the space the airlines called coach was tantamount to torture.
The drive to the airport had been a little awkward. Chris and I both knew what was ahead, but neither of us broached the subject. We talked about our project, reviewing all of our materials, and going over the training information for the forty minutes or so the drive took. Then it was back to the hassles of checking in, going through security, and making our way to the international section, where we could finally relax for a little while.
We were both dressed very casually, comfort being the watchword when you were traveling for a dozen or more hours. For me that meant sweatpants and t-shirt. For Chris it was similar, a nice coordinated sweat-suit, with a sleeveless tee underneath. She looked good in the outfit, and I wondered what kind of underthings she had on underneath.
The plane was huge, and in our section there were 7 seats across, divided 2, 3, and 2, by the aisles. We were directly behind First Class, in what was almost a mini-cabin, with the bulk of business class well behind us, past the galley. Chris was by the window, and I had the aisle. We were a little behind the middle seats next to us, with the first class closet ahead of us, and another closet behind. I'd never been seated in similar seats and really enjoyed the quiet, the extensive leg room, and the privacy.
"I think we're going to knock their socks off," she told me as we were settling into our soft, padded seats.
"I hope so, it's been a big effort, completed in breakneck time," I told her, getting comfortable, pulling out a notebook and paperback and placing it in the padded pocked in front of me, before storing my carry-on.
"You did a great job on this. It's all the talk upstairs. I think you're going to come out of this whole thing smelling like roses," she told me.
"Hell. It's just code. You've done a great job pulling it all together. Now we'll just have to see if it flies with the client."
We each took a drink from the stewardess, a cute brunette I couldn't help but try flirting with. I knew that they were pretty immune to the efforts, getting hit on constantly, but I couldn't help myself. I did get her smiling, and she returned before too long to refresh our drinks before takeoff. She seemed to have the whole front cabin to attend to, about 10 seats in all.
"Jesus, Jack," Chris laughed. "I bet you got laid before you left your house, and already you're picking out your next conquest."
"I'll have you know I've been celibate since just after lunch, and I'm not looking for a conquest, I'm just flirting." I told my sexy little boss.
"Celibate since lunch? Poor thing. Try making that two weeks. You'd be ready to blow a gasket."
"Two weeks? Before my current situation I was quite single, you know. I went months in between, sometimes. Not that I'd ever want to do that again."
We had to quiet down during the spiel about safety, and seatbelts. At the end I waved the stewardess over.
"I don't think I've got my seatbelt right. Could you check it?" I asked, wearing my most innocent of smiles.
She gave me a long, hard look, and I was ready for the big shoot down, when she smiled and leaned over. She was stacked on top, and her nametag was almost in my face when she ran her hands slowly along the seatbelt, giving it a gentle tug, and then patting the belt buckle in place. Her little act had my cock hardening. She had to have noticed, but she let it pass.
"It looks like everything is in order, Mr..."
"Jack. And thanks, Leanne."
"Of course, Jack. We're here to help." Her hand lingered on my shoulder longer than necessary as she walked by, collecting any glasses from the other travelers.
"Christ." Chris whispered, "Now I've seen it all."
"Yes you have, and you'll be seeing a lot more, soon enough," I reminded her, still teasing, reaching over and giving her thigh a squeeze.
After takeoff, my attentive stew stopped by to check on our drinks.
I asked Chris if she needed a refill, and she passed. I asked for another Tanqueray and tonic, and when Leanne returned, she brought me two of the small Tanqueray bottles, and a bottle of tonic.
I was brazen, caressing her hand as she passed them to me. "Two? Are you trying to get me drunk, Leanne? I'll have you know I have a high tolerance for alcohol."
She smiled and leaned in close. "It is a very long flight." She smiled and walked away tending to the other passengers. Her tight blue skirt looked very good on her. Very good. Business class wasn't full, which surprised me. There were at least three empty seats in our section, including the two on the opposite side of the plane from ours. I guess somebody missed their flight.
"Oh my God, she's as bad as you," Chris said, exasperated.
"Oh, come on, Chris. Let loose. It's a long flight. A little teasing and flirting just helps the time to fly. I imagine her job can get to be a little boring, catering to the whims of her pampered passengers. A little teasing and joking is good for the soul," I reminded her.
She just rolled her eyes at me. I think she wanted to be mad about it, but she finally just chuckled. "Being around you is an education. I'll say that much."
"Being around you is painful," I told her.
She looked hurt. "Painful?"
I took her hand and placed it on my hard cock. All the teasing was working wonders on me. She jerked her hand back, looking around to see if anybody had been watching. Of course, where we were seated somebody would have to be standing beside us to see anything.
"Painfully hard. And it'll probably be tomorrow night before I can do anything about it."
"You are such a reprobate," she hissed, yet allowing me to place her hand on my thigh.
She was quiet while I prepared my drink, using one bottle, and half the tonic. I gave it a sip. Delicious.
"There's already talk about repackaging what we're doing, generalizing it, and offering it to the Swiss and the Malaysians. This could be big."
I reached over and put my hand on hers, where it rested on my thigh. She seemed to hesitate, then turned her hand over, entwining her fingers with mine.
"Why generalize it? We could fully customize it for each customer, and probably get twice the money out of them without doing much more than swapping out the screens, and adding a few fields to the database," I told her, my mind instantly reviewing the changes that would be needed.
"But the Swiss planes are outfitted completely differently, and we don't have the issues with tying into the manufacturing database we had with the Spanish."
I reached over, pulled out my pad, and started listing the parts of the system that would require refactoring, and the layout of the different display systems that would be required. We talked about a few options, and within 30 minutes, had the whole process mapped out.



I explained it to Chris, answering all of her question, and pointed out the differences between a solution for the Swiss and Malaysians.
"That's good. Really good. I better call Dale when we get in tomorrow morning, and put the brakes on any discussions they have about repackaging. This would be a lot better."
I was beaming, stupidly happy with myself. I thought back to something Ron had said, about being as happy with my work as he was with his. At times like this, I was.
I put up the pad. "I'll email Wenli and have him put together some estimates, time wise, so we can price it."
She was looking at me with something akin to awe. "I can't believe you worked all that out, and so quickly. You're pretty amazing."
"I could easily say the same for you," I told her, running my hand down her thigh.
"No. Really. I mean it. That was amazing." She looked to be thinking. "This could be dangerous for you. You keep hitting these home-runs, their going to want to move you to LA, where the action is."
"I'm not going anywhere," I reminded her. "I'm more than happy just where I am. I expect you to take care of me, and we'll do this together."
"Oh, don't worry about me. I know a good thing when I see it. I'm going to ride you as long as I can. You're on the fast track."
"Mmm. I'll let you ride me as long as you want. I promise," I teased.
She blushed, "I didn't mean..."
I hushed her, smiling. "I know exactly what you meant. And I meant exactly what I said, double-entendre fully intended."
We'd been at it for a while, and the cabin lights had dimmed. It was quiet up front. I leaned toward her, reached over and pulled her closer. The wide armrest between us made it difficult, but I managed to pull her close enough for our lips to meet, kissing her tenderly, feeling her relax, and go with it.
When I pulled away, Leanne was standing beside me. "I hope this man isn't bothering you, miss," she said with a teasing smile.
Chris looked embarrassed and pulled away. "Oh, no. Not at all. We were just discussing work."
Leanne squatted down, so our eyes were level. "Nice work. I can see I'm in the wrong field." She had one hand on my shoulder, and the other on my leg, and I was feeling warm all over from the attention. "I just came by to see if I could bring you anything. Nearly everyone else up here is asleep. So I guess you guys get all my attention."
My glass was empty, but I did have another bottle unopened. "I could use a fresh glass of ice, but there's no hurry," I told her. "How about you?" I asked my boss.
She seemed a little nervous still, and asked for a glass of wine.
"Red or White?" Leanne asked. Her hand was still on my leg, and moving slightly, reminding me of its presence.
"White, please," Chris answered.
Our lovely helper departed, returning moments later. The galley WAS only about 5 feet away. She gave us our drinks, still very touchy-feely. "I'll be seated over there," she said with a nod toward the empty seats on the opposite side of the plane. "So if you need me for anything, anything at all, just stop by. I won't be up and around much, trying to let everybody rest." The way she squeezed my thigh when she said 'anything at all' had my imagination working overtime.
We reclined our seats, almost fully, and I leaned across the divider, getting closer to my traveling companion. Before I could try anything, Leanne was back.
"I brought you a couple of blankets, in case you're going to relax," she said. "It can get cold in here."
She passed one over to Chris, then opened mine, placing it across my lap, and patting it in place, saucily rubbing between my legs for just a moment. God this woman was a tease!
"Remember, if you need me for anything, I'll be right over there."
"Jeez, I thought she was going to climb under your blanket and give you a blow-job right here," Chris said. "She's as bad as you!"
"She's just doing her job, being helpful," I told her.
"Right." She pulled her blanket around her, settling in. I leaned across the divider again, sliding my arm under her blanket, and caressed her breast.
"Jack, don't be bad," she whispered.
"I won't be, I promise," I told her, while my wandering hand unzipped her top, and reached in to feel her through her shirt.
"What am I going to do with you?" she whispered.
"Don't worry, I have lots of ideas," I told her, reaching down and pulling her shirt up over her breasts, under the cover of the blankets.
"God, you're like a kid," she hissed, but I felt her hand over mine, and suddenly her bra was open, her breasts completely unfettered.
"Thank you," I whispered, turning in my seat, and bringing my other hand into play.
"Don't be too obvious," she warned.
Of course nobody could see us, so I wasn't too worried about it. I pulled her closer to kiss her, then massaged her tits, feeling her nipples harden. She leaned back from me, sighing.
It seemed like an invitation. I slid my hand down her stomach and into her sweat pants. Her panties were low on her hips, and when I reached into them, she stretched out, opening her legs to me. My hand slid between her legs, a little awkwardly inside her pants and undies, and I slid a finger into her. She was wet.
"God, I want you so bad." I told her softly.
She smiled, "That's good. Because you're going to get me. All week long." I felt the pressure on the back of my hand disappear, and found she'd pushed her pants and underwear down over her hips, and they slid down to her ankles. She spread her legs wide, allowing me full access.
I stroked her and played with her, taking my time, enjoying myself. It took a while, but eventually I was pumping her with two fingers, and had her breathing heavily. I watched her pretty face as she got closer and closer to her release, then reached down with my free hand, almost brushing her blanket aside, and massaged her clit, making her come for me. It was beautiful to watch.
"Shit, I needed that," she moaned, then reached down and pulled her panties up, followed by her sweat pants. "I can't believe I let you do that to me, here, around all these people."
"I'm glad you did," I told her, pulling her to me for another kiss. She settled back into the seat, her blanket falling around her waist, exposing her tits to me. I pull her shirt back down, and closed her top a little, before pulling the blanket up.
"God, you're beautiful," I told her.
She smiled, leaning back and resting.
I got up to hit the head, and looking across the plane I saw Leanne looking at us, witness to what we had done. I shrugged my shoulders, a little embarrassed, but she just smiled.
When I got out of the bathroom, she was waiting in the galley. Busted.
She was standing in the entrance, and I'd have to squeeze by to get past her. As I got close she reached her hand out and put it on my chest. "Alex, can I ask you a personal question?"
I nodded mutely.
"Are you planning on joining the mile-high club this trip?"
I felt my face turning red. Still, I was willing to play along. I leaned closer to her. "Is that an invitation?"
I saw her blush. "I wish. I'd get fired. But if you two are, I think I could win a bet with Jeanne."
"I imagine that would be frowned upon, and a little obvious if we did." I told her, still enchanted by the idea.
"Officially, of course, we're supposed to stop people from going into the lavatories in pairs. Unofficially, our preferred passengers are given a little more leeway." She said softly.
We were standing in the aisle, and still could be seen by most of business class. If anyone was awake and watching. I moved away from her, into the main area of the galley, away from prying eyes. She followed me, standing opposite, leaning back against the table behind her.
I moved close to her, our bodies almost touching. "Am I a preferred passenger?"
She smiled, turning her chin up, her pretty red lips beckoning. "What do you think?"
I leaned in and kissed her. Her mouth opened, and she kissed me hard. I inched forward, pressing my body against hers, letting her feel my hardness, as I pushed it against her belly.
The kiss went on, and I moved my hands up her body, caressing her. I felt her palm pressing against my hard-on, exploring.
She finally pushed me away, gasping. "God, I've never done anything like this."
"Me either." I assured her, "But I'm glad I did."
She looked at me and smiled. "So, do you think you're going to?"
"Mile-high?"
"Yes," she said, her hand moving to my side, and caressing me.
"When would be a good time?"
"About an hour from now would probably be best. How about if I let you know?"
"I'd love to. You're sure that you're not available?" I asked her.
"Not while in the air," she answered, pouting.
I gave her another soft kiss. "Let me know when it's Ok," I told her then returned to my seat.
I closed my eyes and almost jumped when I felt a tapping on my shoulder. I must have dozed off.
Leanne leaned in and whispered in my ear. "Coast is clear. Use the one on my side of the plane." Then she kissed me on the cheek, and was gone.
I reached over and woke up my pretty boss. She was slow to come around, so I played with her tits a bit to get her attention.
"Jack?" she asked softly.
"You need to use the restroom. The one on the other side of the plane."
"Not really," she murmured, shifting in her seat.
"Yes you do. And I do too. Go there now, and don't lock the door."
She sat up a bit, opening her eyes. "You're kidding right?"
"Everybody's asleep. The lights are down. It's the middle of the night. And I can't wait any longer."
She sat up, adjusting her clothing. "This is crazy," she said softly.
"Yes, it is."
She looked at me then smiled. "I guess they can't kick us off the plane, can they?"
"Not only that, but I've been told that it's not that uncommon."
"Our stewardess?" She asked, raising one eyebrow. Cute trick.
"Leanne. Yes, and she's assured me the coast is clear. So get going."
She stood up and squeezed past me. "I can't believe I'm doing this." Then she was gone.
I waited a minute, then followed her. The plane was dead. I saw the 'open' sign was still on for her bathroom, and opened the door cautiously. She was sitting in there, waiting.
I closed the door behind me, locking it. She started to stand up, but I put my hand on her shoulder, stopping her. I lowered my sweats and boxers, standing in front of her with the same hard-on I'd had for the last couple of hours. She took the hint and leaned forward, engulfing me. I relaxed, resting my hands on the wall behind her, and let her do her magic.
She was as good as I remember, sucking me deeply, using her tongue to tease me, her hands stroking me. I considered using some restraint, but knew I would be able to get it up again for her, so I let her suck me to completion, warning her before I filled her talented mouth.
She didn't let up, swallowing my load, and continuing to stroke and suck me, until I was hard for her, then she pushed me away.
I leaned back against the door, stroking my cock, while she took off her pants and panties. "How?" She asked.
"We'll have to improvise," I told her. "My first time too."
She turned around and placed a knee on the toilet seat, looking around for somewhere to put her other one. I helped her, lifting her leg and placing it on the sink, opening her wide. She shuddered when I entered her.
The space was awkward, but her position was good for me, giving me plenty of room to move around. I place one leg outside of hers on the seat, and held her raised leg while I thrust into her. She was almost silent, barely moaning, as I thrust into her continuously, enjoying the feeling of fucking her in such a dangerous place. After several minutes, she was moving her leg underneath me. "My knee hurts," she finally whispered.
I pulled out, folded my pants and put them on the edge of the sink, then lifted her up to sit on them, tilting her hips forward. She leaned back against the mirror, bracing her hands on the door and the back of our cramped quarters. Once I was in her, she stretched her legs out and placed her feet on the wall behind me.
The height was perfect, and I was able to screw her comfortably, playing with the pace and depth, enjoying her. I grabbed her by the ass and lifted her, fucking her hard, and watching her finally start to come for me. I wasn't holding back, wanting to fill her with my cum, and pounded her harder. She was raising her hips up and fucking back at me, and my explosion set her off. She leaned her head back and groaned, while I emptied my balls deep inside of her. Then I lifted her up and held her close, her legs wrapped around my body.
"God, that was good," she whispered.
"Amazing," I told her, letting her down gently.
I stood back and let her dress, then switched places with her. "Go ahead, I'll be there in a minute."
I put on my pants, and realized my left pant-leg was wet down around the calf. I guess she really had enjoyed that. When I was done dressing, I availed myself of the toilet, as long as I was there. Then I opened the door and let myself out.
Leanne was waiting for me again. This was starting to become a habit. She had a wicked smile on her face, and backed into the center of the galley, away from prying eyes.
"Twenty-two minutes," she said softly. "I was starting to get worried."
"We were in a hurry," I told her with a wink. "No time for thirds."
She grinned. "You are a bad one. Thanks, I picked up an extra sixty bucks. Why don't you go over there and wave to Jeanne and Alice?"
I peaked out in the aisle to the two stewardesses sitting in the front row. I gave them a little wave, and returned to my new favorite air attendant.
"Thank you. I never would have had the guts to do that, without your encouragement." I leaned closer to her, but she just smiled.
"I sincerely doubt that."
I eased closer, our bodies touching. Then I leaned down and kissed her again. When she let me, I reached up and massaged her breasts. She pulled me closer and tried to devour my face. I grabbed her hips and ground my hips against her, feeling that wonderful feeling of hardening for her. She pulled her lips away, leaning back, and grinding her hips against mine. "You're driving me crazy," she whispered.
"Ditto," I said, reaching up for her full tits again. Uncovered, I bet she would have given Karen a run for her money.
She reached between us, grasping my cock. "Is your invitation still open?" she asked softly.
"Invitation?"
"Thirty minutes. Wait until you see me head down to first class. The lavatory there is bigger, and more private."
I gave her a quick kiss, and pulled away. "Thirty minutes."
I headed back to my seat, my head spinning. This was turning out to be one helluva flight.
Back at my seat, Chris was already bundled up and half asleep. "Took you long enough," she said softly.
"Thanks, beautiful, I needed that," I told her, avoiding any explanations.
"Good. I hope that tides you over until tomorrow night," she said softly before settling back into dreamland.
Tomorrow night. Or thirty minutes, if my luck held out.
I turned on my reading light, and got out my book, not wanting to chance falling asleep. Every few minutes I would check my watch, then peek over to see if Leanne was still there.
Finally I saw her get up and quietly make her way up front. I waited a minute, then headed forward. The first class seats were almost complete enclosed, and I passed 6 sleeping passengers, lying on full beds, before I made it to the forward space. It was empty, but I saw the two bathroom doors, both with open signs. I peeked in the first one, and found it empty. Moving to the second one, I found my lovely stewardess in there waiting. I slid in and closed the door, locking it. Occupied.
The first class space was similar, but a little larger, and finished in wood paneling, with real towels and washcloths. Not only was it wider, but there was enough room for two to stand, as I found out when Leanne stood and came into my arms.
"I can't believe I'm doing this," she said softly, kissing my face.
"I can't tell you how glad I am that you are," I whispered.
She started taking her skirt off, but I was damned if I wasn't going to see those tits. I reached forward and unbuttoned her jacket. She stopped, looked up at me, and smiled. "Might as well go for the whole show, huh?" She took off her jacket and passed it to me to hang on the hook behind the door. Then she removed her shirt, displaying an enormous amount of cleavage, barely contained by her straining bra. She reached behind and unsnapped the bra, pulling it off and placing it beside the sink, on her shirt. "Is that better?"
"Incredible." I told her, rapidly pulling off my pants and t-shirt. When I looked up, she was naked, waiting for me. I took her in my arms and kissed her, running my hands over her naked body. She was soft and sexy, all curves. Curvier than any of my house-mates, but in a good way.
She pulled away from me and sat on the seat pulling me forward by the cock. "Nice," she told me, while she stroked it. "Looks like I hit the jackpot." She leaned forward and licked me, then took the head in her mouth and sucked softly. Damn, it looked good.
I let her play to her heart's content, knowing that after two times in a row, it would probably take a while before this one was done. She sucked me strongly, her hands working my cock. "Let me know before I go too far," she said softly.
"You can't go too far. And don't worry; as pretty and talented as your mouth is, that's not where I'm finishing."
She didn't answer, just went back to town on my cock, sucking me like there was no tomorrow. When she finally came up for air, I backed up, giving her some room. "I think it's time for the real deal," I told her.
She reached for her blazer, turning away from me, and turned around holding a back of condoms. She ripped one open with her teeth, placed the condom inside over the head of my cock, and used her mouth to slowly roll it down over me. When she'd done as well as she could with that technique, she pulled back and carefully rolled it the rest of the way down, leaving about an inch of my length uncovered.
She gave me a quirky little smile, then turned around, spreading her legs as wide as the cabin would allow. I moved in behind her, rubbing my cock against her little pink opening. I wanted to make sure she was ready for me, so I took a minute to play with her, rubbing between her lips, poking the head in just a bit, then rubbing up and down her slit, until the wetness was audible. I then pushed into her, slowly filling her. On the third stroke I was buried, balls deep, and she moaned for me. That sound was an aphrodisiac, getting me harder and hornier.
I contemplated the fact that it was my first time using a condom in ages, and in a way I was glad. I knew that, sensibly, if I was using a rubber with anyone, it probably should be with wild Robin. Fucking her was probably the equivalent of fucking an entire small town. And yet it had never entered my mind. I noted that very little feeling was lost, and I ignored the thin sheath, and tested her depths.
I fucked my little stew, giving her long full strokes, backing almost completely out with each long movement. I squeezed her delicious ass cheeks and upped the speed a bit, fucking her harder.
If I listened carefully, I could hear her hissing, "Yes, yes" just below a whisper.
It was wonderful, but her legs were too short for me, and I had to bend down to do her. It was starting to tell on my thighs, so I pulled out, letting her turn around. I took one of the towels off the shelf, and put it on the sink edge, more careful of my pants this time, and lifted her up to sit her there. With the added space in this bathroom, I was able to spread her legs wide, and leaned down for a taste, just a couple of minute's worth, before I renewed my assault. I fucked her on that sink for an eternity, moving her legs around, holding them wide, then lifting them up onto my shoulders. It felt so incredible I never wanted it to end. She hadn't come yet, and I didn't want her to miss out on that, so I spread her legs wide again, and played with her clit while I pumped her. I bent my knees a bit, thrusting up into her tight pussy, slowing the pace, and pulling almost out to the opening, fucking her with just the first few inches, targeting her elusive g-spot.



I knew when I found it, wrenching a moan out of her. With the target in sight, I worked her there, my cock head pounding against her pleasure center, while my thumb massaged her clit within its protective hood. I watched her reach out suddenly and grasp a wash cloth, pulling it into her mouth and biting down on it. I kept the same exact motion going, not wanting to break her rhythm, and watched in joy as she came for me hard. She cried out through the cloth she was biting, her eyes squeezed shut, and I eased up on her clit, but continued my assault on the top of her pussy.
The little tease was multi-orgasmic, and once I got her off, every couple of minutes she would explode again. After a while it didn't matter how I fucked her, as long as I filled her with my cock, she'd eventually shatter for me. I loved the feeling. She was gasping heavily when I finally felt my own finish approaching. I lifted her legs up to my shoulders again, grabbed her hips and fucked her as fast and hard as I could. After a few seconds she was coming continuously, and I doubt she even felt it when I exploded inside her. I eased her legs apart, and finished with a series of easy strokes, enjoying the last of my hard-on, contemplating the possibility of getting hard for her again. She had been one of the most responsive fucks I'd ever had, and I was going to be sorry to finish.
She released her death bite on the poor wash cloth, and tossed it aside. "God, that was worth it. So worth it," she gasped, wiggling her poor ass, which probably had a permanent dent in it from the sink edge.
I pulled out, drew her close, and kissed her softly. It was sweet and tender, so unlike our fucking.
I backed away, and took her washcloth to clean up a bit. We'd been messy. She almost came again, just from my wiping her clean.
I reached down and pulled off my rubber, the end stretched with a sizable load. My cock softening made it easy, and I dropped the little fellow, who had played his role so well, into the toilet, and gave it a flush.
I helped her to her wobbly feet, and held her a second while she regained her balance. Then I reached down and passed her the panties and pantyhose lying at her feet. Once she had her skirt on, I stopped her, and leaned in to kiss her tits, sucking on her nipples, tasting her skin, just for a bit. It wouldn't have been right to leave those completely untended. They were too perfect.
While she finished dressing, I pulled on my clothes, and waited for her. She looked at her watch. "Oh my God, we've been in here nearly an hour. Shit."
"Sorry, I couldn't help myself. You are the most amazing woman. I've never had anyone come for me like that."
She smiled, in spite of her anxiety. "It was a first for me too, handsome. I think you've ruined me."
"I doubt that. You are too perfect. I'd be fiend to ruin a work of art like you."
She pulled me away from the door, then turned and gave me a quick desperately hard kiss. "Thanks, Fiend. Give me a minute, Ok?"
"Got it. And thank you."
She didn't answer, opening the door and sliding out quickly.
I cleaned up the bathroom a bit, wiping up our mess from the sink and floor, and tossing the towel and washcloth into the marked bins. Then I opened the door, and headed back to my seat.
I still had half the flight to go.
---
I woke with Leanne rubbing my shoulder. "We'll be landing in about thirty minutes. Would you like some breakfast?"
I looked over and saw Chris was still fast asleep.
"Everything Ok?" I asked her.
"Right as rain. Thank God." Then she leaned in and gave me a quick kiss. "And thank you."
"Mmm. My pleasure. Can I just have some juice? Orange would be good."
"Mimosa?" she asked.
"No, I think just the orange juice."
When she left, I patted Chris's leg. "Thirty minutes until touch down. Want any breakfast?"
"Just wake me when we're on the ground," she mumbled, rolling away from me.
Leanne returned with my juice, and handed me a card. "I do this trip twice a week. I'm based in D.C. Here's my number. I hope I can see you again."
I didn't tell her we lived in the same area. "I'd love to. I'll give you a call."
"Do. Don't be a stranger." She leaned in and gave me another soft kiss, then pulled away. "God, you're going to get me fired yet."
When we disembarked in Madrid, I imagined her 'Bye' at the door had a little more regret to it than normal.
=======
The city of Madrid awaits, patient reader. Follow in the footsteps of Hemingway, and young Jack. And don't forget to vote, if you enjoyed the story, and generous Leanne!
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CvsN 24 - Spanish Treasure
----
Fun with the boss in Spain. And questing above my station.
NOTE: All characters in this story are fictitious. Any names that might be similar to real names are purely accidental. Just wanted to make that clear.
----
The trip over had been quite the experience, but arriving in Madrid we were all business. A quick cab ride had us at the hotel we were staying at by a little after 11:00. We had adjoining rooms this time, and neither was ready, but they offered to hold our bags for us and transfer them to the room when they were available.
It was still around 5:00am at home. I wanted to give the girls a call and let them know I'd made it, but it was a bit too early. They'd have to wait until the evening. Like me.
Chris and I cleaned up to the best of our ability in the restrooms, and had to turn and leave almost immediately to meet our clients. Things started off well enough, until the initial training session was to start, and they showed up with twice the people we'd agreed to. I let Chris deal with the business end of it, while I prepared for the lecture. There was a shortage of all materials, and I was surprised to see that several of the people present weren't in uniform. It turned out they were Spanish contractors, working on the same program as us, and they did most of the local programming.
I didn't like the sound of that. They'd have a vested interest in tearing us down, and trying to build themselves up. A definite surprise for us, and not a good one.
There was only one face I recalled from our previous trip, Captain Perez, who had been my main technical counterpart the first time around.
If it had been any other trainer, things might have gotten ugly. In this case, I knew the software and the entire system for that matter, better than anyone else alive. When a few questions from the peanut gallery were thrown my way, with no purpose other than to question our capability, I turned the tables nicely and shot down the asker. Good questions were handled gracefully, and any questions by the military were handled carefully. We were short on materials, and everyone had to share. That brought up another snide comment from the contractors, this time in Spanish. It got a few giggles until I responded.
"So I'm not prepared? And your name is?"
The guy looked surprised at my excellent Spanish, my 7 years in South America preparing me well.
"Miguel Arguello-Cortez," he responded arrogantly.
"Well Señor Cortez, it appears you're not on my official roster of trainees. Did the project team make a mistake? Did our host forget to include you? My latest roster was confirmed Friday. Twelve trainees. Perhaps you could count the number at this session for me?"
He looked irritated, but looked around and announced, "Twenty two."
"I see." I switched the display on the overhead, and showed the signed roster sheet.
"There IS a shortage of materials. For a group this size. For fairness sake, perhaps everyone on my official list should have one set of materials per person, and all the 'unofficial' trainees can share the extra three sets I brought along, just in case."
The table was looking around, confused. "Please, go ahead and move around if necessary, we can wait a few more minutes," I insisted. "We can just go by this list."
The woman beside me, a civilian, and quiet to that point, stood and stepped beside me. "You've made your point Señor Jack, the last minute change in plans is certainly not your fault," she spoke very softly, excellent English with a slight lisp. "They'll be no more trouble. We can continue."
I looked at her for a few long seconds, standing my ground. She stood quietly, very self assured, waiting patiently. I could belabor the issue, stop the training until I had confirmation for the additional trainees. I could just continue the training ignoring the civilians, and let them fend for themselves.
Or I could do as she asked, ignore the few bumps in the road so far, and do my best to keep our real client happy. I finally relented. "As you wish, Miss..."
"Ana Isabel," she said with what might have passed for a disarming smile, on somebody less steely-eyed.
"You are right of course. We all have the same goal at heart: to provide the best possible solution to our hosts, creating as little interference or distraction as possible. Let's continue."
She was right. There was no more trouble after that, and to be honest, several of her people were very good, asking pertinent probing questions. By the end of the session I felt pretty good about what we'd accomplished, and was glad to shut things down.
I was holding an impromptu Q&A discussion with about a half-dozen trainees including Captain Perez and Ana Isabel who appeared to be in charge of the contractors, when Chris showed up from her meetings, with the Colonel and some new faces in tow.
The Colonel broke in immediately, in Spanish. "How was the training, Major de Borbon?"
The woman who had addressed me earlier answered promptly. "Excellent. The interface is intuitive, and quite clear. It all looks good in the demo. We'll have to see how it performs live." She had answered in English, quietly making it clear to the Colonel and the other staff, that speaking in Spanish provided no security. Sneaky little she-devil.
Damn me and my assumptions. Civilian? I almost really put my foot in it.
The Colonel continued, "And no problem with fitting in the extra trainees?"
"No. Señor Jack brought along extra materials, and we were able to work in teams. No problems." She smiled at me, and I detected a solid steel frame underneath the pretty and gentle appearing exterior.
"They were a good crew." I told the Colonel. "Some really sharp people in the group, and of course it was a delight to work with Captain Perez again."
"So you see no problems with moving forward?" The Colonel asked.
"Not at all. I think it will be a pleasure to work with Señor Jack," the Major answered.
I felt like I'd escaped the jaws of a Great White. It was fascinating to see how the men deferred to the judgement of the slender Spanish beauty. At first glance she seemed little more than a tall, attractive, modern Madrileña, but the power of her personality was quickly noticeable, particularly after spending a few moments around her. She was used to wielding power, a walking land-mine for our project. And I'd almost hit it with a sledge-hammer.
We begged off going out on the town, but we still ended up in the Officer's Club for a few drinks before we could make our escape. The Colonel and the logistics officer monopolized Chris's time, while I spent mine in discussion with Captain Perez and the Major.
With a few drinks in her, the Major didn't seem quite so dastardly or standoffish. She was entertaining and well-traveled, and the conversation flowed easily. At one point I felt I had to thank her for the good words following the training.
"I spoke only the truth. I think you'll learn this from me: I never lie when the truth would serve as good a purpose. The program looks very easy to use, transitions are sensible, and I could see no glaring faults. Two of your 'trainees' were not much brighter than a candle, and even they could manage the software. Pablo assures me he's discussed the technical features in detail, and I trust his judgement."
Pablo thanked her and gushed about the changes made, and the added features, and seemed genuinely excited to put the program in motion.
"I have to admit, I thought you were part of the civilian team."
"I'm the liaison. Everything they do goes through me. So, in a way, I am part of the team. They are jealous; they believe they could have created the same features," the Major explained.
Pablo laughed out loud. "In two years, maybe, at 20 times the cost. Nothing comes out of that group in less than 8 months."
"It's sad but true. I find it hard to believe you could pull this together in less than 3 months. How big is your team?" she asked.
"There are five of us writing code, and Chris manages the team," I told her.
"Five? I would think a dozen. You work fast, Señor Jack! If only these contractors could perform half as well."
"Thank you, Major. I have a good team."
"Please, Jack. Ana Isabel is fine."
"Then thank you, Ana Isabel."
The Club was crowded, and space was at a premium. For Chris, standing just a few feet away, it gave her companions an excuse to press up close to her, lean against her body, run their hands over her, all in the name of camaraderie.
Ana Isabel on the other hand seemed to have a force-field around her. The men kept a respectable distance, leaving her on an island of solitude in the midst of the entertainment. It seemed to place her in a spotlight, standing tall among the hoi-poloi. She seemed above it all.
To me it looked lonely.
Doing my best Spaniard impression, I reached around her waist, and turned her toward the bar. "So tell me, what is our plan for tomorrow, now that we've cleared the first hurdle?"
She seemed momentarily standoffish, resisting my pull, but she relaxed and allowed me to draw her near, not quite manhandling her, as Chris was being treated, but a little more attentive and intimate, leaving my arm around her waist, far longer than necessary, while not pressing in too closely.
The plan, she informed me, was to install the software the following morning on the main server, test it over night, and then to travel up to Zaragoza to bring up the second server. We'd be busy. Both Perez and Ana Isabel would be working with me the entire week, but it didn't seem quite as daunting as it had earlier.
I was still somewhat hesitant to follow the outlandish behaviour around me, but I found it exciting and heady, especially bathing in the attention of the fascinating Ana Isabel. I was free with my touches, resting my hand on her arm, brushing her hair back, leaning my head against hers while laughing. The openly flirtatious actions were responded to, if not passionately, then at least kindly, with no open rejection. On the one or two occasions when my actions might stretch boundaries, she was able to make it clear with a simple touch, or a turn of her body, keeping me in line.
We were nowhere near as open as most around us, but it was still warm and wonderful, focusing on her and blocking out the world. I believe she had nearly as good a time as me. I had dreaded going out for drinks, as tired as I was, but now I hated moving on.
Chris made her way to me, tipsy and very touchy feely. "Jack, I've got to go. I'm sooo tired, and my head is spinning. Take me home, please." She leaned her head against my shoulder, hugging me from the side.
Her antics drew a smile from the observant Ana Isabel, and I regretfully said my goodbyes, for both of us, against strong resistance from the aggressive men. I took Ana Isabel's hand in mine and pressed my lips against the back. "You have made what might have been a dull trip a magical time. Thank you."
"Thank you. Now take your poor boss 'home' and take care of her, before the rest of these dirty old men try to," she teased.
"It's the jet lag, we've been up around 40 hours with almost no sleep. Tomorrow will be better," I assured her, steering around her insinuations.
The jet lag was finally really hitting me by the time we were able to make our escape. I wasn't looking forward to the 15 minute drive, but I was dying to get in bed. It turned out the drive was much more relaxing then I thought it would be. Colonel Ortiz escorted us out, and called over a driver, giving us door-to-door service. No cab ride needed that night.
Chris was half-drunk and if possible, even more tired than I was, in spite of her extended nap on the plane. By the time we got to our rooms, she was almost out of it.
Almost.
I had just started unpacking when there was a knock at the connecting door. I unlocked it and opened it to find my sexy boss stripped down to her lingerie, looking good enough to eat.
"I'm going to finish unpacking and take a quick bath," she told me. "Come on over whenever you're ready."
It seemed like a great plan to me, and I followed suit. I checked in with the home first, letting them know that I'd made it and the first day had gone really well. Beth was teasing, "Any Spanish nookie?"
"C'mon. I just got here. I was on a military base nearly all day. Give me a little time to get acclimated," I told her, earning a giggle. "How's the day-care coming?"
"All done but the finishing touches. We're starting to contact a few people, and Amie's working on getting us a big sign for the place. Those things aren't cheap!"
"I know, but it'll be worth it. The bigger the better."
"Love ya, and don't be too bad over there. I'm putting Deb on."
I waited through the pause and heard Debbie's sexy voice. "At home and safely in bed, I hope," she said.
"Just finished my shower. I'll be in bed in a couple of minutes, long day tomorrow."
"Did you meet someone today?" she asked, anxiously.
"Lots. I had a training class," I said carefully.
"You know what I mean."
"No. Well, I did spend a lot of time talking to a Major. Kind of cold fish at first, but not too bad after I got to know her. She's in charge of the civilian's on the Spanish side of the program. We kind of got off on the wrong foot," I explained.
"Be careful, Ok. I keep getting bad feelings about you over there. Come home to me soon."
"Debbie, all the horses in Spain couldn't stop me from getting home to you."
"It's not the horses I'm worried about. It's one woman," she said softly.
"Relax, baby. You're working yourself up for nothing. I'm here in my room, alone. I have a long day of work ahead of me, and I'll be traveling to another city day after tomorrow. I barely have time to breath."
"I know I'm being silly. Just remember we're waiting her for you. I'm waiting here for you."
"It's what keeps me going."
"Ok. Get your beauty sleep, and call us tomorrow."
"I'll do that. And never doubt that I love you more than anything."
"I love you, too."
I hung up with her words stinging me. But she had nothing to worry about. If Chris and I misbehaved a little 4000 miles from home, it would do nothing to stop me from going home to her. Nothing.
Throwing on a robe after my shower, I headed to the room next door. Chris was still in the bathroom, so I picked up the items she'd tossed on the bed, laid them over a chair, and turned down the sheets, where I waited for my playmate.
I woke with a start to find my boss going down on me. I must have dozed off waiting. She was lying at an angle to me, relaxed, leaning over my thigh, her mouth holding my entire cock. When she started I was completely soft, but her attention had me growing in her attentive mouth, until it was too much for her to take it all. I was totally relaxed and completely enthralled by her efforts. I was able to reach out and caress her full ass, feeling her smooth skin, while she brought me along, from softness, to hardness, to aching need.
I watched her straddle me, lifting up nice and high, and working the head of my cock against her soft pussy lips, rubbing it back and forth, opening her up, before she slid down a bit, taking me in her. She worked me slowly, pressing down further and further, until she was sitting down firmly on my cock, absorbing the entire length.
"I'm sorry this took so long. I hope it was worth the wait," she said, leaning over me.
"Worth every damned minute," I assured her, reaching my head forward and capturing her nipple. She rocked her hips back and forth while I tongued her tits, sucking each nipple hard, nibbling and licking to my hearts content.
"Squeeze them Jack," she moaned for me.
I reached my hands up and used her tits more roughly, squeezing and twisting, tugging on her nipples, giving her little bites, sucking her nipples deep in my mouth, holding them with my teeth while I tongued the hard little tips. I could feel her getting off on the roughness, and continued the play, squeezing them hard, slapping them, first gently, then more sharply, when she moaned out loud.
Her hips were moving faster, grinding down against me. I tugged her nipple with my teeth, pulling it hard, and she cried out, coming hard on my cock. I took both nipples in my fingers and twisted, yielding more groans and sexy moans. When her hips slowed down, I relented, rubbing her tortured tits, kissing them gently.
"Wow, that was intense," she whispered, as she lowered her torso and rested on me.
"Raise your hips up, baby," I told her before taking her lips with mine.
With a little room to work, I thrust up into her, holding her thighs while I pounded into her from below. Her tongue was exploring my mouth, reaching deep, running across my molars, filling me.
I was holding nothing back, needing to come in her so badly. I squeezed her ass cheeks, and fucked her as fast and hard as I could, feeling my own need peaking, until I pulled her down onto my cock and filled her.
She just rested on me, sighing. "Mmm, so good," she whispered, kissing my neck, where her head rested.
We were both thoroughly exhausted, and we stretched out side-by-side, kissing and talking softly. She told me all about the attention the men had been giving her.
"They are so wild, touching me all over, caressing me, brushing against my ass, my breasts, whispering, nibbling on my ears. It's almost too much," she confessed. "I was getting so hot, teasing them, knowing that I'd be coming back here with you."
"Lucky me," I told her with a grin.
"You didn't seem to be doing so bad yourself. The Major certainly seemed interested," she reminded me.
"Ana Isabel? Interesting but a little scary. Very cool and standoffish, and always watching everything, taking everything in. She's a shark disguised as a woman," I told her.
"A very pretty woman, I'd say."
"Not as pretty as at least one hot lady I can think of."
"Keep it up. Flattery will get you everywhere."
I hadn't really thought about Ana Isabel in a serious way. Our flirtation was fun, but with no hope of going anywhere. She was tall, slender, with a fair complexion and very dark hair. If she had much of a body, it was hard to tell under the conservative suit she was wearing. But her face was beautiful in a classically Spanish way. Long, straight nose, thin lips, deep haunting eyes. One could get lost in those eyes.
"Be careful with her. She carries a lot of influence. Apparently she's some relation to the royal line," Chris warned me. "But I don't imagine that would rein you in much."
"Believe me, the only woman I'm after on this trip, is already in my grasp."
Her hand was tugging on me, gently working to get me ready for another go. When she saw a little progress, she slid down the bed and used her talented mouth to finish the task. When I was hard enough for her, she turned her back to me and lifted her leg. I moved in behind her, sinking my cock back inside my lovely bedmate, filling her. I was able to pull her close, reaching my arms around her and playing with her sensitive breasts while I enjoyed her, at great length, and great depth.
She came for me once more, but much more gently, talking to me, telling me as I got her closer and closer, finally gasping as she yielded to me completely. She was much quieter after that, half-asleep, while I took her at my own pace, until I was able to finish inside her.
I rolled over and placed a wakeup call downstairs, before I cuddled up behind her and drifted off. It wasn't even 10 o'clock.
---
In the morning, we had another leisurely liaison, before she headed off to the bathroom. As much as I hated to do it, I headed down to the tiny room they called a gym, and spent 30 minutes on the treadmill imagining catching Amie and having my way with her. Back in the room I took a quick shower, and did a quick email check, notifying the team of our progress.



On base, Captain Perez led me to the central data center, where a backup system was ready for the install. We had a small team, Captain Perez, Enrique, one of the contractors from the day before, Sargent Jimenez, the system admin, and Ana Isabel, seemingly in the role of observer.
The install went pretty smoothly, with one small hiccup we were able to resolve in about half-an-hour. We were ready to bring it up and establish the live connections to the two main databases by lunch. We took a well deserved break, relaxing over a meal in the Officer's Mess, before going back and lighting up the system. Our test code found a database inconsistency right away, but I was able to fix that, with some help from the Sargent, and by three o'clock, all lights were go.
Major de Borbon called in and let them know that the install looked complete, and we'd passed all the initial tests and had established all of our connections. With an Ok from on high, we went live, watching the display change, units changing color as the maintenance history, combined with the available supplies, reported expected longevity before failure. Within the hour we had reports showing two shortages that needed addressing, and the results that could be expected once those were filled.
It was a complete success.
Ana Isabel came over beaming. "That's perfect. Can we bring in the entire squadron, and see live results?"
I sat back and let Captain Perez drive. "Go ahead, Pablo. Bring in all three if you like. Let's see what we've got."
By five o'clock we were displaying the data on the big overhead, for the full brass. Everyone seemed excited, and the room was charged with energy. I think the fact that Captain Perez was able to run the show, bringing up the information on demand, swapping between screens, and drilling down to individual systems, helped immensely. I'd spotted one minor flaw in the display, but kept it to myself. It was hardly critical, and I suspected I knew the fix; shouldn't take more than a couple of hours to take care of it.
That was when I found out just how capable the Major was. She settled in next to me, and whispered my same observation. "It's a bug?"
"Yes. Minor. I think it's just a matter of display order. I'll have it fixed tonight," I told her.
"No. Give it to your team to fix, and have them notify me when it's ready. I'd like to give BCS a chance to work on it. It'll probably take them a week or more, but it will give them a chance to delve into the code. If you don't mind."
I nodded. "Sounds good. How much do you want me to tell them about the problem?"
"Nothing. Just point it out and I'll let them figure it out."
Ouch. Better them than me I guessed. She was tough.
"You'll be too busy anyway. They're going to want to celebrate tonight. We'll let the system burn-in, and we'll take a pager, in case anything big happens."
Ana-Maria was right. The project was already considered a big success, giving them more logistical info than any other system available. It was even a step above our internal systems, although I doubted it would stay that way long.
Our night was already planned for us. We'd head downtown to enjoy some tapas near Plaza Mayor, then head to Corral de la Moreria, the city's best Flamenco show and restaurant, in the heart of the old city.
We drove back to our hotel, where we quickly freshened up before the drivers appeared to take us downtown.
Let me put this out there. The Spanish play hard. We had two hours of tapas before we even hit the restaurant. Our group was pretty big, nearly a dozen in all. And pretty diverse. We had a general, two colonels, and a smattering of other ranks. Captain Perez was the lowest ranking man with us. Interestingly, there were three pretty, young lieutenants joining us. It balanced the numbers nicely.
Chris was still the center of much of the attention, and I was happy enough to stay in the background, with Captain Perez and Major de Borbon as my guides. They kept me filled in on who everyone was, and guided me through the myriad snacks and drinks available, reminding me to take it easy, the dinner was still to come.
During the first couple of stops, we had a chance to mingle with everyone, discussing our success, and being entertained with tales of old Madrid, and the various establishments carefully selected for us.
The young ladies were all assistants to the flag officers, and were dressed for a night on the town, while most of the men remained in uniform. Looking around, I realized all the women were dressed well, for a night on the town. Including the Major who cleaned up very nicely.
"No uniform?" I asked Ana Isabel.
"Not going out. Differences in rank cause too much attention from the casual observer," she explained.
"So you keep an outfit like this around, just in case?" I asked, picking at the sleeve of her form fitting burgundy sheath dress. It was perfect for her, and my best guess was that it was designed that way. With her stiletto heals she was over six feet, towering over the other women and several of the men.
"No," she laughed. "I knew the plans, if everything went smoothly. This is a very big deal for these men. They, how do you say, went on a limb, to get this project."
"Great. No pressure." I chuckled.
Her smile was nice. "No, Jack. No pressure for you. You did very well. Nobody believed it would be ready this quickly. We were anticipating at least six to eight more weeks, and one more visit. Our experience with contractors meeting deadlines is not that good. You have done a great thing here."
The tapas lounges were very crowded. They kept us all very close together, and I fell in with the Spanish way, reaching around Ana Isabel, and pulling her close as we sidled up to the bar. She didn't seem to mind. Not at all. I guess the surroundings, so different from the Officer's club, let her relax a little more.
Tapas are small snacks, eaten standing, while having a drink. Each of the tapas houses seemed to have their own specialty, so I let Pablo and Ana Isabel choose for me. By our third restaurant, I was feeding the snacks to Ana Isabel. She had a sparkle in her eye.
"You don't seem very American, Jack. You have the forwardness of a Spaniard," she said, reaching up to my lips with a piece of chorizo, and popping it in my mouth.
"And how are Americans?" I asked.
"Oh, you know. Very loud, very demanding. And yet very withdrawn around the women, or way too aggressive," she explained.
I pulled her closer, running my finger across her lips, while my hand slid down to her hip. "I believe you know the wrong Americans, or they know the wrong Spanish women."
She giggled. "I know what I know. I have met very many Americans, and many other nationalities. You have the heart of a Spaniard."
"You are too kind, beautiful lady. But I'm just your average Joe," I insisted.
"I believe there is nothing average about you." She looked into my eyes as she said it, and I felt my pulse quicken.
I reached up and held her chin, tempted to lean down and kiss her. I leaned in close, our faces only inches apart. "Thank you, cariño. And I know there is nothing average about you. You take my breath away."
She leaned back and laughed out loud. "Oh, that much I already know." She moved in close and whispered in my ear, "but maybe you will find out."
What that meant had me puzzled, but I was content to continue our flirting ways. I was distraught when Pablo sidled up behind her, much closer than I would have normally expected, but this was Madrid. "We are moving on, time for the dinner and the dance!"
We walked the few blocks to the restaurant, and made our way through the crowded entrance to our reserved table. We were seated right up front, and Chris and I were both seated almost on the stage. Only Ana Isabel was between me and the raised dance area, and on the opposite side of the table, Chris was wedged in tightly between the Colonel and the General, whose name I'd already forgotten.
Pablo leaned in, reading my mind. "General Castillo." Then he put his hand on my arm, "Thank you much, Jack, for this opportunity. It is very good for me to be here."
I laughed and gave him an abrazo - "You earned it Pablo. You're good."
He smiled, "You know and I know, you left those problems for me to find. You would not miss something like that. I now know that."
"Ah, but you knew enough to find it. I didn't have to lead you or anything!"
We laughed, and toasted our mutual success. I turned my attention back to the lovely Ana Isabel, who was grinning at us.
"What you did was nice for him. To give him the opportunity to find your flaws, and to let him run the show," she told me, as they brought us our opening salvo, a glass of dry sherry, and some paper thin sliced ham, jamon serrano, and fois-gras salad. She sipped her sherry. "I think you are a nice man."
I leaned in, putting my arm around her shoulders, and pressed my lips against her ear. "I can be naughty too."
She turned and looked at me, curious. "Naughty?"
"Not nice, but in a fun way," I explained.
"Mmm. Naughty. I like that."
Across from us, I could see that Chris was feeling no pain, and was being openly fondled by both men. Their hands seemed to never leave her body, touching her arms, her shoulders, her side, her leg. She caught my eye and smiled, seemingly content to be given so much attention.
I tasted the ham, then offered a bite to Ana Isabel, who ate it daintily from my fingers. The hand behind her back I moved to her neck, under her long raven hair, gently stroking the hairline.
"It is as I said: you are no American. An American would be way too polite, or if he was forward, he might try to kiss me, here in public. But you are romantic. The touching, the tasting, the feeding. The intimacy with delicacy. You belong here."
Looking around the table, I saw what she meant. The women were given inordinate attention, openly admired and caressed, but nothing overtly sexual. It was exciting.
I turned to Pablo, and saw his attention was to his other side, and the attractive young woman laughing with him.
I turned back to Ana Isabel who was watching me like a hawk. A hungry hawk.
"You don't miss anything, do you?"
"Ah! So you are getting to know me. That is good," she laughed reaching up and brushing my hair back. "I love your hair. So curly, so full. In this way you are not American either."
I smiled. "Very American. More American than most American's. My father is Hawaiian."
"True?" she asked, sounding intrigued.
"True. My great-great grandmother had a single name. One of the Kamehameha blood-line. Very long, very American bloodlines. Just as you are very, very Spanish, no?"
She smiled. "It is my burden. It brings too much attention," she confessed.
"I think it is your beauty that brings so much attention," I told her.
"No. Most men are frightened of me, and of my family. The Military is a very good place for me," she explained.
I had only finished half of my first course, when it was being whisked away, replaced with a small portion of lobster and scallops. A bottle of wine was placed between us.
"Ah, langosta, my favorite," Ana Isabel sighed, taking her fork and spearing a chunk of the lobster.
I reached up to catch a drop of butter from the bottom of her lip. I pressed my finger against her lips and she opened her lips a hair and sucked it softly. I pulled away, my blood boiling, and poured our wine, before trying the scallops.
"Tell me more of your heritage," she asked.
"Not too much to tell. My father's family traces back to the early 1800's before the records die out. One of Kamehameha II's daughter's, an Infanta in your country, married a westerner. My surname is surprisingly common among the Hawaiian's even now. You'll see many of us on the board of the Kamehameha school, and even in local politics."
"What happened to the Kamehameha bloodline?" she asked.
It figured that royal lines and ascension would be interesting to her. I explained about Kamehameha V's untimely death, and failure to appoint a living successor. One of my great-great-aunts was asked to take the role, but turned it down. With the influx of US ways, and a concerted effort to stamp out the Hawaiian language and much of our culture, we lost much of our history.
"Is there no effort to re-establish yourselves, your own sovereignty?" she asked.
"None sufficient to ever go anywhere. Dole took much of my family's land at my great-grandfather's death bed. We've tried for years to reclaim it, but no success. My grandfather joined the military, World War II, and my father joined and fought in Korea and Vietnam. A retired Air Force Colonel now. I've never lived in Hawaii, but I've been back several times, and my family is very open to us. Each time I return there are great parties and it as if we never left. In the northern islands, family is very important."
"As it should be. You are an interesting man, Jack," she said with a smile. I was really growing to like that smile.
We made our way through another entree, accompanied by another bottle of wine, two desserts and a glass of sherry. Before the dancer's arrived, I was feeling no pain, and was daring more, caressing her side, stroking her leg, and feeding her ice cream from my spoon.
She was such a delight to dine with, I was enamored with the entire situation. I leaned in and nibbled on her ear. "I am the luckiest man here, to be sharing a meal with you."
She sighed, leaning closer to me. "I believe I am the lucky one. You are a very interesting, very handsome man. You are making all the ladies jealous, pouring all your attention on me."
She turned to me, locking eyes. "Are you single Jack? Or do you hide your ring when you travel. Like your pretty boss."
"I'm single." I assured her, not wanting to go into detail about my living arrangements.
"That is hard to believe. You would not stay single long, here."
"How is it you are still single? Or am I wrong?" I asked her
"By choice. My family entertains some ideas of who I should marry, but I prefer not to, at this time," she said cautiously.
"But perhaps someday?" I asked.
"With the right one, perhaps. But it is difficult."
I didn't want to pry any further. "The world is a strange place," I said softly.
"It is strange, but it can be wonderful."
I smiled for her, stroking her cheek. "Yes it can. And rarely more wonderful than this."
She took my hand and softly kissed my fingers. "Yes."
The dancing troupe appeared on stage and we were entertained by a flurry of artists as the time flew by.
After the main artist finished, several people left our table, and everyone moved down, while strangers took their seats. Pablo patted me on the shoulder, and I was embarrassed that I hadn't spoken two words to him since the appetizer. "Tomorrow morning, Jack. Ten o'clock. We leave for Zaragoza."
"I'll see you then, Pablo, goodnight," I told him.
He answered, "Good luck," and gave me a wink.
I turned to Ana Isabel, who smiled knowingly.
"Damn woman, must you know everything?" I asked.
She smiled beautifully. "Yes, I must."
"How long does this party last," I asked her, massaging her neck once more.
"We can leave anytime. It continues for another two hours," she answered.
Across from us, Chris was standing, with the help of her two attentive hosts. She leaned toward me. "We're headed out. I'll see you at breakfast in the morning?" she asked.
"See you then," I told her.
Did that mean she didn't want to see me tonight, or was she covering her tracks? I guess only time would tell.
Ana Isabel was still watching. Taking in everything.
"Would you like to stay?" I asked her.
"Only if you want to," she answered.
I stood and pulled her chair out. She rose and took my hand leading the way out of the crowded restaurant, while newcomers fought for our choice seats.
On the street, I pulled her close, walking up to the main avenue. "Do you need to go home soon?"
She smiled for me, her hand reaching down and sliding into my back pants pocket. "I can stay out a while longer," she offered. "What did you have in mind."
I hope that meant the same in Spain as it did back home. "Come with me to my hotel, I don't want this evening to end yet."
"As you wish," she said hugging me close.
At my hotel I was nervous, inviting her upstairs. Yet she came along easily enough. With the door closed, my sweet guest turned to me waiting.
I leaned down, nuzzling her neck, holding her in my arms. I caressed her skin, and ran my hands down her smooth sides. My kisses were falling around her face, on her neck and cheeks. I worked up the courage and held her face still while I slowly pressed my lips against hers, gently nudging the tip of my tongue against her lips, parting them. I brushed against her perfect teeth, and was rewarded with feeling her tongue fleetingly meet mine.
I don't know what it was about this woman, no child this one, but she had me trembling in need. The extended flirting all evening had my every nerve on edge, and I pulled her closer, exploring her mouth with mine.
After a couple of minutes she slowly pulled away, smiling. "It is the Hawaiian in you. That is no American kiss."
"Oh really? And how many Hawaiians have you kissed?" I teased.
"Not enough apparently," she laughed.
She pulled away, and sat on the edge of the bed, picking up the phone and calling downstairs for Champagne. It would be interesting explaining that one on my expense report.
She patted the bed at her side and I sat down while she reached down to remove her heels.
"Allow me, please," I told her, pulling her legs into my lap, and removing first one, and then the other shoe from her poor feet. She was wearing stockings and I massaged her feet while she leaned back against the pillows and sighed.
"The things we women go through to look good for our men," she said, while I kneaded the soles of each foot.
I turned and rubbed her ankles and worked up to her calves, still a few inches below the tightly fitted dress bottom. I was thorough and attentive, in no hurry, and was surprised by the knock on my door.
I let the waiter in, with a tray and bottle of bubbly on ice, and signed the bill, adding a 10 euro tip. The total was surprisingly reasonable. I expected a Dom Perignon, or perhaps Perrier-Jouet Fleur, but the heavy bottle with a simple white label, surprised me.
"One of our finer Cavas," Ana Isabel explained, "a match for any champagne in the world. That year is particularly fine."
I popped the cork and poured us each a glass, which I tasted. I have little knowledge of wines, and less of champagnes, but the taste was clean, very little sweetness, and a blend of fruity flavors that was perfect for the moment.
"I wish they had a '99, but that will have to wait for another day."
Ana Isabel stood, and finished her glass. "I hope you don't mind if I get a little more comfortable." She smiled and turned away from me, allowing me to unzip her dress. She eased it down her body, folded it over her arm, and placed it on the chair. She turned back to me, and smiled, knowing full well how good she looked, and what she was doing to me.
She had on nearly see-through black panties and bra. Intricate designs covered the bra, with a lacy scalloped top, and embroidered pink roses between her pert breasts, and where the strap met the cup on one side. The rose motif was continued on the panties, which were a little less transparent in front, with lacy sides embracing her hips. The garter around her waist ended just above the panties, hiding nothing, with long straps reaching several inches down her thighs to hold up her sheer stockings. The stockings alone probably cost at much as my whole wardrobe.
I was dumb-struck. She seemed to be waiting for a comment but I was helpless before her stunning sexiness. "Words. There are no words..." was all I could mumble.



She leaned down and kissed me. "Thank you. That's just the effect I was hoping for."
She stepped aside, and gestured me upward. "Come now, wouldn't you like to get a little more comfortable as well?"
I removed my jacket, shirt and tie, carefully placing them to the side. She was watching me in that way she had, taking in every detail, and I was suddenly self-conscious. Which is not like me at all. But my simple dark boxers were so inadequate, against the perfection of her lingerie.
I removed my pants and socks. She was still mostly covered, if in the most tantalizing of ways. I hooked my thumbs in my waistband, considering baring all, but in the end left them on. That seemed to get a nod of approval from my gorgeous guest.
She leaned back on the bed, her position carefully posed, legs together, one knee raised, hands behind her head, pushing her breasts forward. I wished I was a painter, it was an image that deserved to be eternalized.
I climbed on the bed and stretched out beside her, taking her in my arms and kissing her softly, tasting her. My hand stroked her satiny smooth skin, giving me goosebumps.
She pushed me away for a second. "Jack, it has been a wonderful evening, and I long for more, but I can't be with you fully tonight. Do you understand?"
"I am ecstatic with things as they are. I'm happy to go only as far as you wish to," I told her, gently running my finger down her exposed cleavage.
She giggled, "Not as I wish, no, we cannot go that far." She rolled to me and kissed me passionately, adding curl to my hair.
We heard a scream of pleasure from the room next to us. The loud "Yes, Yes, YES!" sounded distinctly like my boss.
Ana Isabel and I looked to each other, and we both broke out laughing. "A night for celebration, I think," she finally managed to say.
I leaned over and kissed the valley between her breasts. "A great night for celebration," I told her smiling.
"Then let us celebrate," she said softly.
She allowed me great leeway, within the limits set by her lingerie. I was able to caress and kiss her breasts, and when I pulled the cups down to expose her hard nipples to my lips, she moaned for me.
When I was satisfied with my intimate knowledge of her breasts, I kissed and licked my way down her body, moving over her leg and positioning myself between her thighs. She reached down and unsnapped her stockings, getting the taut straps out of our way, and I spent a long glorious time growing familiar with the skin exposed to me. Getting ever closer to the thin piece of nearly transparent black silkiness, I finally ran my tongue the length of her, pushing against her, trying to feel the nuances of the skin just out of my reach. She spoke softly of what I was doing, encouraging me, and I had to test my boundaries. I reached down and pulled the material to the side exposing her. My lips instinctively moved forward, capturing hers and sucking.
"Careful," she warned, but didn't stop me.
I tried to bring all my experience to bear, teasing her endlessly, opening her just a bit, brushing against her covered clit tentatively, gently. As my efforts became more and more intimate, and receiving no further warnings, I licked her deeply, sliding my tongue inside of her, and running it the length of her beautiful opening. She was clean shaven, and the soft skin was driving me crazy. I slid a finger inside of her, then another, and poured my heart into pleasuring her.
My efforts were rewarded, and she reached down and held the material aside, giving me even further access. My fingers located her sensitivity, and I worked her carefully, looking for the right responses, and whenever I'd find one, I'd continue what I was doing, feeling her need increasing. When she pulled her legs back wide, I stroked her insides firmly while my tongue painted her portrait directly over her exposed nub.
Her hands on my head, pulling me against her, combined with her sensuous cries of pleasure told me she was nearly there, and I continued my motions, picking up the pace slightly, adding just a hint of additional force.
Her orgasm was incredible, setting her body to trembling while I carefully teased her clit, gently now, careful of her sensitivity. When her legs finally settled beside me, I gave her glorious pleasure garden one last kiss, straightened her panties, and moved up beside her, wiping her moisture from my face.
She turned and kissed me, deeply and soulfully, her desire for me rising to the surface. "You test my willpower, Jack."
"You are a national treasure," I told her. "I'm surprised they don't have you locked in a safe within the royal walls." I teased.
My little joke must have hit a sore spot.
She looked sad for a moment. "If you only knew how close that is to being true," she said softly.
"If it were, it would be the greatest shame I could imagine," I told her, caressing her body once more.
She reached out and rolled me onto my back, her soft, slender hand sliding down my chest and stomach. My boxers were standing upright, my hardness begging for release.
She leaned in and kissed me softly, while her hand slid into my boxers, brushing the length of my cock. "I should not be doing this, Jack. But I am weak."
Her hand grasped me and stroked me, gently, feeling my length. Then she was sliding down the bed, pulling my boxers down and freeing me at last. She brought her patrician mouth to my hardness, her tongue flicking out and tasting me, testing me. When her mouth engulfed me, at long last, I moaned for her.
She was more playful then passionate, sucking me easily, stroking me while she watched my response. Her mouth never left me for too long, but frequently she would pull away, kissing my shaft, running her tongue over my balls, sucking each gently. She planted dozens of kisses on my thighs and on my belly, her tongue tickling me. But always she returned to the amazing sucking, looking up to me, staring into my eyes while I filled her mouth.
"I'm getting close," I warned her, far sooner than I would have expected, when her motions had yielded their desired intent.
She pulled back, stroking my stiffness, licking the head of my cock. "Come for me Jack, show me your strongness."
With a groan I blasted my cum the length of my abs, twice, before she moved her head over my cock and took me in her mouth, capturing the rest of my release, sucking me to completion, and continuing afterwards, leaving me half-hard.
She pulled back, and moved up my body, her tongue following the trails of white, licking me clean. It was beautiful, sexy, and had me hard for her again, before she finished. While cleaning me, she moved over my legs, sliding her body over my cock. When I poked her between her breasts, she turned to her side and looked down. "Mother of God, you tempt me," she murmured.
I watched in amazement as she straddled me, pressing her barely covered pussy against my hardness, sliding back and forth on me. She put her hands on my chest, and ground her hips back and forth, massaging my length with her protected opening.
She leaned over me, bringing her face to mine, and kissed me again. "I want to, Jack. God, how I want to. But I can't. Please understand." She looked anguished.
I pulled her close, enveloping her in my arms, while her hips continued to grind against me. "Not tonight then. This is already an evening to be treasured. I don't want you regretting this time with me."
She sat up and squeezed her eyes shut. Her hand formed a fist and pounded down against my chest. "It's not fair!" she cried out, pounding me repeatedly, tears coming to her eyes.
When the force of her blows became little more than pats, I pulled her close again and kissed her. "Life is not fair," I told her, "But we steal from it what we can, and are thankful for the moments like this."
She held me tight, desperately so, and sobbed into my shoulder. I could feel her tears streaming down my skin. I held her, softly caressing her back, kissing her cheek and neck, hushing her, until she slowly regained control.
She rolled off of me, reaching up and delicately rubbing the tears away from below her eyes, carefully trying to avoid ruining her makeup. She sniffled, "You must think me silly, carrying on like this."
"I think you are wonderful, and I thank you for trusting me enough to allow me to see this side of you." I told her.
"Ha!" she laughed. "The journalists would love to see me now, wouldn't they? Behaving like a little schoolgirl."
"Fuck them," I told her. "You are an amazing woman, and should be able to behave however you please."
She sat up and kissed me again, long and tender. Then she quietly turned away, and starting the process of getting dressed. Each movement had me yearning to tear her clothes off and ravish her. I watched her reach over and take the phone, dialing an outside line. "Carlos? Please come for me now." She gave him the hotel name, then stood and finished dressing.
I stood and started to dress but she stopped me. "Please, no need. Let me remember you like this," she said softly, pushing me back to the bed, and kissing me softly. I didn't like the sound of that. It sounded terribly final.
She stood in front of the mirror, arranging her hair, and looking back at me on occasion. Then she reached into her purse and reapplied her lipstick and mascara, soon looking as beautiful as when we first arrived. She turned and refilled our glasses with the delightful Spanish bubbly.
"A toast," she offered.
"To the most amazing woman I've ever met," I said.
"No," she shook her head adamantly. "To a wonderful evening, and memories to last a lifetime."
I stood and clinked glasses with her, taking a sip.
"And to the most amazing woman I've ever met," I insisted.
"And to a man who could change the future, and erase the past, if a woman were brave enough," she whispered, closing her eyes and draining her glass. She turned and walked out of my room, closing the door firmly behind her.
* * * *
Where to from here? You'll have to read on to find out! And remember, as they say in Chicago, Vote, and vote often! (Except for the often part, just once is good enough)
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------------------------
A short little tale about a mistaken address, and mistaken identity
This is an entry in the Literotica 2010 Halloween contest.
------------------------
It's an easy enough mistake to make.
The builder's should have known better. The Davis's, my neighbors two doors down, live at 1854 Beech Ct. Beech Drive runs perpendicular to Beech Court and it has an 1854 as well. No big deal right? Occasional mail dropped off at the wrong house. Not really a problem, the houses are almost behind each other. In north Dallas, a lot of the communities have alleys behind the houses to get to the garages, and the driveways to the two houses are only about 100 ft apart, diagonally, where the alleys 'T'.
Not normally an issue. Except for this year. One night in particular.
Todd and Jeanie Davis were having their typical Halloween blowout and the party was hopping early. I had found a pretty cool costume this year, at one of the Halloween Superstores that pop up around this time of year.
It was a "Grim Reaper" costume, nearly 7 feet tall. You wore the hood like a hat and peered out of dark mesh near the throat area. Instant hit, towering above the crowd, never saying a word, just pointing and moaning and waving around my big-ass plastic reaper. It made drinking difficult, but I solved that by pulling an arm into the outfit and drinking my beer from a straw. Shades of high-school.
The women were dressed to kill, in all sorts of outfits from cheerleaders to nurses, pirate wenches to sexy vampires. I figured once the novelty wore off, I'd break character and see who I could chat up. Mostly couples, there were still quite a few singles around, including a gorgeous devil in a barely-there red outfit that I felt deserved a bit of my undivided attention. As one of the very few single guys in the area, I found I was usually able to capture the attention of at least a few of the women at these affairs.
My costume was hot, and I was standing out on the front porch cooling off and quaffing a cold one, debating whether it was time to make myself known, when I saw my mirror image stroll up the path. Crap. There goes the novelty. He stopped to talk to the group standing on the path less than 10 feet away and I heard him ask if Micheline was there.
That got my attention.
Jeanie Davis and Sarah Cleary were having a bit of a feud. Something to do with their daughters and the middle-school cheerleading squad. Wouldn't matter much, except Sarah was having a Halloween party the same night, over at 1854 Beech Drive. I knew because I'd been invited to both parties; I hadn't been dragged into the argument yet. They ran in the same crowds, and there'd been a lot of one-upmanship in having the best party and bigger attendance. It seemed like everyone in the area was going to one party or the other. I'm sure some were going to both.
There was only one Micheline I knew of, and she was one of Sarah's best friends. She was single, recently divorced, and I instantly knew that her date for the evening had made the mistake so many others had made.
I saw a chance for a little Halloween mischief, and I walked around the house and down the alley, to tease Micheline. I didn't know her well, just recognized her from the same groups and a few parties, but she was a genuine suburban Dallas MILF, and worth getting to know a little better. Why her husband left her was a mystery to me.
She wasn't hard to find. There was a small crowd standing around in the garage, conveniently close to the beer fridge. A popular hangout for the smokers, there were a couple of guys smoking cigars and a handful of ladies dressed in their Halloween sexiest. Standing beside a Pipi Longstockings dead ringer, I saw Micheline dressed as the world's sexiest zombie. She was wearing a torn halter top, blood spattered miniskirt and stockings with tears and holes in them. Her makeup was pretty wild, giving her a pale look, with dark eyes, a large gash down one cheek, and the requisite bloody mouth with dark red lips. She had fake blood and a large open wound down her side. A stringy red wig completed the outfit. Very realistic. Very, very sexy.
As I walked up the driveway, she spotted me and jogged down to meet me. A little stumble along the way, and some spilled strawberry margarita led me to believe she wasn't quite 100% sober. Maybe not 10%.
"Ron! It's about time you got here. I was afraid you got lost." She reached out and gave me a hug.
I just gave a low growl, and wrapped my arms in their long billowing sleeves around her, enveloping her in black. I pulled her close to feel her body against mine.
She giggled, "Someone's feeling frisky, I see," she said softly.
I just gave a deep rumble and slid my arms further down to cup her ass in my hands, with the onlookers unaware of my actions.
"Mmmm, I guess late is better than never. But you have some catching up to do."
Micheline turned out to be a little wilder than I thought, and she had her hands reaching between my legs, rubbing me as I grew hard for her. "I guess you like my costume then. I told you to be prepared."
She pulled out of my arms and headed back to the garage, tugging me by the hand. She got a beer out of the fridge and passed it to me, which I drew back into my costume, then introduced me around. I broke out my straw and sampled the ale. Shiner. Good choice.
I knew I should probably let her know about the costume and address mix-up, but I was enjoying the attention. I also thought I better make the explanation in private so I wouldn't embarrass her too much.
During the introductions, I saw a cute vampiress, all the rage this year, and I pointed at her, shaking my head. Another low growl got a laugh out of her, and she hid behind one of the guys, dressed as a big baby. Not the greatest protector, I thought. The topic of conversation was all about who had attended which party, and who was going to be on who's shitlist. It sounded like the decision about which party to attend was a bigger deal than I'd thought. Should have known. I listened and finished my beer, just nodding and groaning when it seemed appropriate.
While the others chatted, Micheline dragged me over to the backyard, where more of the party was going on, for more introductions. The Cleary's had a big yard, unlike most of the homes in the area. There was a crowd on the porch, including several guys surrounding a playboy bunny and a Hooter's girl, but the pool was empty, and the gazebo at the far end of the yard looked vacant as well.
Micheline tugged me toward the porch, but I pulled back heading toward the gazebo, where I could finally explain the mistake. Maybe after one more nice hug.
She giggled again for me, and skipped along beside me, heading toward the back of the yard. It was dark back there, and we had to walk through a small fake cemetery on the way to the gazebo, covered in artificial spiderwebs we couldn't even see until we were almost on top of it.
We stepped up into the octagonal enclosure, and she turned and pressed her body against me, wiggling with bad intentions. "I wanted to thank you for last weekend. I had a great time." Her hands were back to my crotch, demonstrating just how thankful she was. Of course, in such a situation, any red-blooded male would do what I did. I groaned sexily, and ran my hands over her body.
She peeked around me, looking at the distant crowd. "I don't think they can see anything back here, it's so dark." With that, she was lifting the bottom of my robe and climbing under it, on her knees. I put my scythe to the side, and pulled my arms into the robe, caressing her hair. She pulled my loose sweatpants down to my ankles and I felt the warmth of her mouth engulf me.
Ok. Things were getting complicated. It was going to be hard to explain this "little" mistake. But I didn't have the willpower or desire to stop her at that moment. Not by a long-shot.
She was good. Excellent. Marvelous. She sucked me deeply and aggressively, making love to my cock with her hot little mouth. I kept an eye open for anyone headed our way, but our luck was holding. The back of the yard was ours, and ours alone.
My little love zombie was getting noisy, sucking me with abandon. I let her know I enjoyed it with soft caresses, an occasional encouragement on the back of her head, and contented moans.
She pulled away, and I felt her moving around, then she was peeking out of my robes back at the house. "All clear?"
"MmmHmmm," I groaned. She was turned away from me, and I reached down and held her hips, pushing against her. I shuffled forward a step so she could lean down and brace herself on one of the padded benches. I watched her pull the robes over her head, leaving her in darkness, but she stayed facing away from he, her soft ass pressing against my raging hard-on. She reached back and tugged her skirt up over her butt. I felt the material shift in my hands, and then I was grasping the soft skin of her round, sexy butt. I could feel a very small pair of panties, almost a thong. I rolled those down her ass to her thighs, and felt between her legs. She was smooth and wet.
"God, Ron, I can't believe I'm letting you do this. I didn't know you were so wild," she murmured through the thick cloth.
I took my cock in hand, and guided it between her legs, rubbing up and down her moist slit, pushing and probing until I felt the head enter her. A few nudges later, I was sliding inside, and with a firm push I filled her tightness.
"Damn, Ron, you feel big tonight. I guess you do like this outfit. Or do you like doing it in public?"
All I did was groan as I grabbed her hips and gave it to her.
Looking over, I could see that a small group had moved a bit closer, but they were still a good ways away, and we remained in complete darkness.
I was enjoying the feeling of being in this pretty little neighbor of mine, without her ever knowing it. My first tentative pokes turned into long, deep, rhythmic strokes. Deeper and harder I pounded her, feeling her body shifting on the bench until I saw her hands reach out from under my robes and grasp the railing of the gazebo. I could feel the difference as she pushed back against me, allowing me to fuck her even harder and faster.
"God, it's good. So good," she moaned loudly, the cloth unable to totally stifle her.
It was good. Incredibly good. The mystery of it. The "zipless fuck" aspect. The audience a little closer now but still unaware. The feeling of screwing a new, different, hot pussy for the first time. I slowed down, not wanting it to end, trying to hold back that feeling of impending release.
We shuffled sideways, and she lifted one knee onto the bench, opening herself even wider to me. I hunched over her, squeezing her tits while I slowly screwed her. I pulled her top over her tits, exposing the flesh to my grasp, and mauled her tits, pinching her erect nipples, while my rod continued it's mission of deep penetration.
I could feel the MILF trembling in my hands, and I brought one down between her legs, reaching for her love button, rubbing it violently while I picked up the pace, pounding her like the piece of undead flesh she was dressed as. Or mostly undressed as, in this case.
Her gasps alerted me to her approaching release, and I grabbed her hip with one hand while my fingers continued their vibrating over her clit.
She started moaning loudly, while I sawed in and out of her tight slit, knowing I couldn't last much longer. I had hoped to help her get off, but it was too late. It felt too good. I squeezed down on her clit and came hard, exploding deep inside her.
It must have been enough to push her over the top. She cried out, loudly enough to turn a few distant heads our way, and I plunged in and out, draining any last remnants from my happy trouser buddy, while I felt her spasm along the length of my rod.
Regretfully, I pulled out of her, reaching down and pulling my pants back up. Regretful that I had to pull out, not about what I'd done. There'd be time enough to regret that later, if I so desired.
Adjusting my pants had the added benefit of pulling my robes off of her, and I was able to get an eyeful of her sweet full tits, while she pulled up her panties and straightened her skirt, before adjusting her top.
The nearest partiers were headed our way. I guessed our noises had attracted a little attention. She turned and held her face up for a kiss. I kissed her through the material.
"I've got to use the bathroom. We made a mess. I'll find you." She turned and walked awkwardly toward the house. I grabbed my instrument of death (the plastic scythe - my you have a dirty mind!) while I followed a few steps behind.
At the gate, I made a detour for the driveway, running into Pippi Longstockings. "Did you find her yet?" she asked.
"MmmmHmmm," I growled, and she giggled.
I turned toward the alley and quickly hustled over to my house, where I ran in and changed into my Warlock costume from the year before. I'm sure I'd catch some ribbing for that, but better a little teasing, then let the whole world know who the second reaper was, if it should come to that. A few minutes later I was headed back to the party at Sarah's place.
I was dying to see how Micheline and her date were getting along. If things didn't work out for them, I figured she was worth getting to know better. A whole lot better.
======
Hope you enjoyed this little tale of mistaken identity. If you liked it, please vote!
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Chapter 10: Late Night Visit
--------------------------------
My Wife is Full of Surprises!
--------------------------------
Saturday was a hectic day, with a number of tasks around the house knocked out, and a quiet evening ending with a nice leisurely roll with my loving wife.
Any thoughts of a quiet weekend were obliterated by the shrill ring of my wife's phone. Traci always got nervous over late phone calls; she figured there was some kind of family emergency somewhere. Not that night.
"No, it's Ok, we're still up. Go ahead and tell me what happened." She walked out to the garage, speaking into the phone in hushed tones. She closed the door behind her, leaving me curious.
Traci had a habit she'd tried to break for years. She was a closet smoker. Usually only a couple a day, but she would head out to the garage where I had a little workshop setup, open the garage door half-way, crack open a beer, and dig into her Marlboro lights. I figured if that was her worst habit, who was I to point fingers?
This time was different. She was back in the kitchen after just a few seconds, grabbing her keys off the wall. "It's Andrea from work; I'll be back in just a few minutes." She was heading out wearing nothing more than an old ratty nightgown and slippers. I hoped she didn't get pulled over.
She was true to her word, in less than 5 minutes I heard the garage door raise, and a few moments later, Traci entered the house with her arm around her friend Andrea's shoulders.
I barely knew the girl. She'd been over maybe twice that I knew of. They worked together, and chatted on the phone all the time, but that was about it. The cute little brunette looked up at me with tear-stained eyes, and sniffled. "I'm sorry, I didn't know who else to call," she said softly, wiping her eyes.
"It's Ok," I said, stupidly.
Traci held her and guided her to the couch.
Andrea was still sobbing. "I am so sorry, but I just couldn't stay there any longer." I disappeared into the kitchen, put on some decaf and grabbed some cups from the cabinet.
Our little one made an appearance at the top of the stairs. She looked on the verge of crying. Traci met her and guided her back to her room, tucking her in once more. I, on the other hand, stayed out of the way, waiting for the coffee to finish. I pulled down a bottle of Bailey's Irish Cream, to fortify the drinks.
I was in a complete daze. Andrea, here, in the middle of the night on a Saturday, was not a normal situation. Heck, I wouldn't have recognized her if I met in her in public. She was cute enough, curvy from what I could tell. And a good bit younger than us. She was wearing a t-shirt and sweat pants, and was barefoot. With two heavily spiked coffees in hand, I went into the family room, where the ladies were talking, and placed the mugs in front of them.
"De-caf," I assured them, "with a bit of Bailey's." I stepped away to give them some privacy. "I'm heading back to the bedroom. I'll leave you two to talk alone. If you need me for anything, just let me know."
I turned off the bedroom lights, and slid back under the covers, wondering what was going on. I normally slept in the nude, but left on a pair of boxers, just in case. I could hear a little of what they were saying two rooms away, but it was only a few words here and there. The gist seemed to be the usual - in spades. Their marriage was problematic, her man had cheated on her at least twice in the past, that she knew of, and he was alway belittling and insulting her. Now she had confirmation he was back with his ex.
The actor's change, but the story remains the same. Kind of sad. The girl was just a kid, barely twenty, already married for 2 years. Probably would be divorced before she could legally buy a beer.
As much as the curiosity was gnawing at me, sleep was calling as well. I'd had a long hard day of work in the yard, and we'd been cleaning out the attic much of the evening. The upstairs was still a complete mess.
I heard the door to the bedroom open stealthily, and a peek at the alarm clock showed it to be nearly 2:00 am. The girls giggled, then Traci was pulling a t-shirt out of my dresser. I kept my eyes cracked, and my sleeping status on the QT. Traci was still wearing her night shirt, and I watched Andrea strip down to her panties before covering up with my too-large t-shirt.
Traci pulled back the covers, and urged Andrea into our bed, following closely behind. I wasn't about to feign sleep with this turn of events.
I raised up on one elbow. "Everything Ok?" I asked.
Traci responded, while Andrea seemed to shrink within herself. "No. It's not Ok. But for now, I think Andrea just needs some support and attention."
The words were English, but were not making sense. Support and attention?
I must have looked as confused as I felt. Traci reached over and turned Andrea to face away from me, leaving the girls face-to-face. "Just hold her for now, will you? That's not a tough job, is it?"
Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I snuggled in behind our young guest, getting close, wrapping my top leg over hers, pressing my crotch to her soft ass, sliding an arm under her head, and placing the other one around her waist, hand resting on her belly. I couldn't have gotten much closer.
My face was at her neck, taking her fragrance in. She was breathing hard, squirming slightly in my arms. I could feel her butt pushing back against me.
"The bastard's full of shit." Traci whispered, leaning in and placing a soft kiss on the girl's lips. "You are pretty, sexy and very desirable. If he can't get it up for you, it's not your fault." She reached out and traced her finger down Andrea's face, neck and down her breast.
She glanced at me for just a second, then moved in even closer, until their breasts were touching, and their faces were only inches apart.
I, on the other hand, was allowing my hand to wander a little, down over her hips and down to her thighs. On the return trip, it was inside of her shirt, brushing against the satin feel of her panties, up across her soft stomach, until I met the curve of her breast. I cupped the bottom of it, and rubbed with my thumb.
Traci kissed Andrea again, then rubbed her nose against our guest's. "I bet somebody is finding you very desirable right now, isn't he?"
I could feel Andrea nod her head.
"Is he hard for you?" Traci asked.
I gave a nudge with my hips just in case Andrea was missing it. My cock was rock hard and sticking out of my boxers.
"Yes," was her hesitant reply.
I pulled my hand out of her shirt, reached down and pulled the girl's shirt up until her panty covered ass was exposed. Then I lifted her upper leg, pulled it back and over mine, opening her up. I pressed my hard-on against her pussy, pushing against her, so there could be no misunderstanding. I was damned hard for her.
"Oh, gosh, he's so hard," she gasped.
Traci picked up where I'd left off, sitting up and grabbing the bottom of Andrea's t-shirt and pulling it up over her breasts. With a bit of a tussle she got it off of her. During the turmoil, I lowered Andrea's panties to the bottom of her butt cheeks, and slipped my cock between the material and the crack of her ass. When she lifted her leg, the pressure on the material just pulled me closer against her.
"So, do you think you might be desirable? Do you think it's you, or the asshole?" Traci insisted, tracing her fingers across Andrea's hard nipples.
"I don't know," she said, but her body hinted otherwise as she pressed against my hard cock. I could feel her moistness covering my shaft. I shifted my hips back and forth, rubbing against her hot little pussy.
I finally spoke. "I think you're sexy. And very desirable."
The words hit her like a wrecking ball, and she crumbled, crying, and sobbing. "Then why doesn't he? Why?" She turned toward me, lying on her back which resulted in pulling my cock out of her underwear. She raised her knees up and pulled her legs together while she grabbed a pillow and put it over her face, screaming into it. I slid down the bed a bit, pulled her panties from the position across her thighs, up over her knees. Gravity did the rest and shortly thereafter her panties were in a puddle at her feet.
I was thinking of pressing the point, when Andrea calmed down a bit and took things into her own hands. She came out from under the pillow, eyes teary, "Well the heck with him." She looked over at me, seemed to ponder her actions a moment, then she was pushing me onto my back straddling me. She reached down between my legs, and looked shocked when she had my cock in her hand. "Oh. Oooh." She turned her head and looked at Traci with a look that said, "Is this for real?"
She turned back to me, took a deep breath, and slid the burning head of my cock between her moist nether lips. She pushed back against me, but almost bent my cock in two before she was able to take just a couple of inches. Damned she was tight. Virginal.
She leaned down and rested on my chest with a groan. "He's too big, Traci."
Traci reached up and caressed her hair. "It'll fit. Trust me. It'll fit like a glove. Now sit up."
Andrea sat up, showing me the first good view of her breasts, which were quite beautiful. I thought she should know. "Damn, Andrea. You have gorgeous tits. I reached up and gave them a squeeze. "They're fucking perfect. Sexy as hell. You're sexy as hell."
She was sitting up high, my cock head barely lodged in her opening. Traci reached between us with both hands, her arms bracketing Andrea's thigh. She held me tightly, keeping me perfectly straight. "Lower yourself," she told her.
Andrea responded slowly, but I could feel the increased pressure. "That's it, beautiful. Take it. Take all of it. Let me fill you up." I urged her.
She gasped when she met Traci's hands, and my darling wife pulled one away, reaching down to caress my balls. "That's it baby, you've got more than half."
Andrea was suddenly intent on taking more of me, and she started bouncing up and down on my shaft, sinking further and further, until with a final long groan, she was all the way down. "Ohmigosh, I didn't think I could do that."
Traci was kneeling between my legs, behind her friend. "Now. Do you think it's you or him? Do you believe you're desirable now?" She reached around and I could see her hands roaming over Andrea's body.
"I'm fat," she said softly.
"You're not fat." Traci assured her.
"I'm a lot fatter than you," Andrea assisted.
She was curvaceous, and probably could have lost 20 lbs, but she was all woman, soft and cuddly.
"Fuck that," I said, reaching down and grabbing her around the waist. I lifted her a few inches, then held her there while I started to fuck her, sliding my cock in and out of her her while she kneeled there taking it.
"You're not fat. You are damned sexy. Guys would line up around the block for a chance to fuck you."
"I'm fat and I'm ugly," she cried, reaching up and pulling her own hair out by the fistful.
I grabbed her wrists stopping her, while she shrieked. I heard our daughter crying outside, and Traci went to take care of her. Leaving me alone with this sexy young stranger, naked, in my bed, riding my cock.
In the meantime, I pulled Andrea down to my chest, pulling her arms behind her back, crossing her wrists and holding them in mine. With my other hand I reached for her chin and lifted her face up to look at me. "Stop it!" I hissed, squeezing her chin hard, bringing more tears to her eyes. "Just stop it." I held her close while I nudged my cock in and out of her, her tightness driving me crazy.
"I don't fuck ugly fat girls," I told her. "I don't have to. Look at my wife. That's what I get to come home to, and she'll do anything I want. Do you understand me?"
Andrea sniffled, and nodded her head.
"Feel me. Feel how hard I am for you. I'm going to fuck you over and over again tonight. I'm going to come in you so much you'll think you've been gang-banged by a whole team. Do you think I'd do that to an ugly, fat girl?"
She shook her head no.
"Now sit up and fuck me, beautiful. Slide up and down that rod, until I come for you, and don't stop until I tell you to. I want to just watch you, watch that pretty face and those perfect tits, while you fuck me. Fuck me like you're my personal little slave. Fuck me like your life depended on it."
Andrea got the message and applied herself. It took several minutes, during which Traci showed up again. She leaned in and told me softly, "I'm going to lay down with our daughter until she's asleep. She's upset."
I leaned over and kissed her, "Ok, hurry back."
Traci stood back and watched Andrea screw me. Then she went to her, had her lift off of me, and adjusted her position, so her feet were under her and she was squatting over me, leaning over, her juicy tits hanging down. Traci guided my cock back into her, without all the drama of earlier, even though our guest was still damned tight.
"Try it like that for a bit. I know it's work but I think you'll both like the feeling."
Andrea put one hand on my chest to brace herself, then started to fuck herself on my aching cock.
"God. He's such an idiot. You are so hot. So very, very doable." Traci commented before leaving us. She turned to me, "Can you believe she hasn't had sex in over three months? Twenty years old, looking like that, and practically a newlywed. That's messed up." She turned and headed back out.
"It's crazy. That's what it is. You should be fucked every night. Fucked so hard you can barely walk. God, your hot little pussy is driving me crazy." I told our naked guest.
Andrea was looking at me, smiling. "Does it really feel that good? Do you like it?"
"Fuck, it feels great, and just a little bit longer, and you'll get to see just how good you're making me feel." I told her.
She moaned, speeding up her actions. "You really like it? Are you going to finish for me?"
The question was moot by the time she spoke it. I grabbed her thighs, and slammed my hips up into her, pounding her tight pussy, and emptying my balls deep, deep inside of her.
She moaned for me, laying down on my chest and clinging to me. "Gosh, I could feel that. Feel your stuff shoot inside of me."
I turned her face to mine and kissed her. A long slow exploring kiss, while my hands caressed her body, and gripped her full ass. After a minute or two she was whimpering in my mouth, as I started to harden inside of her. I squeezed those soft ass cheeks, massaging them, while I slowly filled her pussy, with my growing, straining meat.
She finally pulled her mouth off of mine, slowly, then lay there staring at me from just a couple of inches away. "You're hard again?"
I kissed her, then gave a good push so she knew the answer for sure. "It's you. You are so hot and sexy, I can't get enough of you. I told you I'd be fucking you over and over again."
She gasped as we rolled onto our sides together, and I had a little more room for action. "I thought that was just talk. You know, a guys says he's going to screw your brains out, and then after about 30 seconds, he rolls off and goes to sleep."
Kissing her shut her up. I rolled her onto her back and lifted her legs up so I could really go at her. "We're not all like that. And believe me you make me so damn hot, we may never get to sleep tonight." I pulled out, and crawled up beside her, my cock standing straight out, begging for attention. "Touch it, feel how hard it is for you."
She obeyed, timidly at first, just brushing her finger against it, then wrapping her hand around me and stroking me.
"Suck it," I told her.
She looked up at me, suddenly afraid. She shook her head no.
"Go ahead, just try it, I won't force you. Just taste it. Kiss it."
Her eyes were glued to my cock, directly in front of her face. She kept stroking it, then pulled it down, and stuck her tiny tongue out. She brushed the tip of her tongue against the crest of the head.
"That was nice," I told her softly.
She stuck that sexy little tongue out again, and licked about a third of my length, ending with a kiss on the head.
"Fuck, that's hot. You know, the sexiest sight in the world is a pretty woman with a cock between her lips." I reached down and stroked her cheek. "I'm not kidding. There isn't a more beautiful sight in the world."
She looked at me, then pulled my cock down, lifted her head, and wrapped her lips around my cock, just beyond the head. She just held it there, then I felt her tongue start to explore my swollen cock head.
"Andrea, you are so beautiful like that. So hot, so sexy."
She looked up at me, her big green eyes locked on mine, then started to slowly move her head back and forth on my cock. Her tongue kept swiping at me, keeping me wanting more. I watched her push forward until my cock brushed against the back of her mouth, then she pulled off. And did it again, and again. After a couple of minutes she pulled away.
"Was that Ok?" She asked.
"It was nice. Were you nervous about the size? Cause you did well."
"No, I just had never done that before," she confessed.
I settled in between her legs, lifted them wide, and filled her up again. It took a few tries before I was able to completely bottom out inside of her.
"God, Andrea, you've got a sweet pussy." I fucked her for a bit before getting back to the previous subject. "You've never sucked a cock before?" I asked.
"No," she answered hesitantly. "It was Ok, wasn't it?"
"More than Ok. But why? Why haven't you ever done it before? Didn't your husband want you to?" I asked, while I slowly long stroked her.
"Yeah, he used to want to a lot, but it's just so dirty," she responded.
"It is dirty. In a great way," I told her.
"It seemed too nasty."
"What else was too nasty?" I asked.
"Oh, there were lots of things. He wanted to do me like a dog, like some animal. He wanted to lick me down there. He would try to touch my, my, uh.. my bottom hole sometimes."
"Tell me more, tell me everything that was too naughty or too dirty."
"We were making love once, a long time ago, and I got a call from my sister. He wanted to keep doing it to me, while she was on the phone! Can you believe that?"
"What else?"
"He wanted to do it in the back seat of the car once, and sometimes he'd try to get me to say nasty things."
"Anything else?"
"I can't think of any, why?" she asked, moaning while I continued the slow fucking of the little priss.
"Because I'm going to do everything to you that you've ever thought was too nasty, too dirty."
She gasped, squirming under me. "But why?"
"You've been bad. The problem isn't that you're not sexy or desirable. Your looks, your body, the way you can fuck, that's all highly desirable. But the way you act? Not so much." I tilted her legs way back and watched my cock enter her, spreading her wide. She groaned sweetly.
I was fucking her nice and steady, and reached down to play with her clit, rubbing it, pushing on it. "How does that feel, beautiful."
"Incredible, I'm tinging all over."
I picked up the pace, sliding in and out with a hard fierce rhythm, I heard her gasping and felt the change in her breathing. I rubbed her clit harder, trying to get her off at least once before I obliterated her boundaries.
"Oh, oh, oh," she moaned, thrusting back against me, holding her legs wide.
I pushed her legs back even further, tilting her hips up. I lowered my own and started fucking up into her, shorter strokes, feeling the pressure on the head of my cock as I rubbed the front wall of her tight young pussy, aiming for her g-spot.
I knew when I found it, she reacted like she'd been shocked, grunting and whimpering. Tracking the target, I fucked into her hard and fast, pounding her weakness, while she lost control.



"Oh," she groaned, "Oh, GOD!" The blasphemous cry signaled my success, and I rubbed her clit hard, while my hips pounded her like a jackhammer. I was watching her face, watching her eyes roll up, and her skin flushing bright red. Her mouth opened in a silent scream and she released her legs, to my hands. They were trembling, shaking like a leaf in the wind.
She stayed on the edge of cumming for so long, muscle spasms tensing her abs and legs, while she cried out over and over again. It felt incredible to tear these enormous orgasms from my new curvy sex toy.
"You come so sweetly, Andrea." I told her, slowing down to a nice easy screwing, feeling her tight twat pulsing against my cock.
She was gasping, breathing hard through her nose, slowing coming down. I leaned over her, giving those big tits a squeeze before I kissed her. "You are a sweet, sweet fuck, angel."
"God, that was incredible," she gasped, clinging to me. "It's never been like that, never."
I pulled back and out of her. "Now roll over for me."
She sat up, hesitating. "Do we have to, like that?"
"Like what?" I teased.
"Like animals."
"Just do it, Ok? You're going to love this. Have I lied to you so far?"
She finally got up the nerves and got on her hands and knees. "This is so filthy, so ugly," she whined, burying her head in the pillows.
I spread her cheeks open and licked her bright pink pussy. She moaned and reached back. "Don't. Don't, that's dirty."
"It is. Dirty. Sexy. Hot." I grabbed her ass cheeks tightly and licked her thoroughly. I spread her cheeks wide and poked her little brown star with my tongue, getting her to cry out.
"No! Oh please, not there, not there," she moaned.
But she didn't fight me and I tongued her ass thoroughly, pushing the tip of my tongue into her. She looked too good to just eat so I got up on my knees and eased my cock back into her. With a few good shoves I was buried in her once again. Grabbing her hips, I fucked her, once more pushing her hard, fucking her deep, letting her feel the full experience.
After a minute or two she was pushing back against me. I let go of her hips and just used my hips to get a nice steady motion going. Each stroke came all the way to the edge before thrusting back in. I could tell I had her, from the moans and the way she was pushing back.
I stopped.
"Oh, don't. Don't stop, not now," she begged.
"Fuck me. Fuck yourself on my cock." I ordered her.
She rose up on her hands, and rocked back and forth, harder and harder, thoroughly screwing herself with my hard cock. She was gasping, and I decided to help her, thrusting in counterpoint to her movements, pushing hard against her. Her butt cheeks were quivering, and I wanted to press the boundaries again. I pulled out of her sharply, slapped her ass, and then held her still.
She continued to try and push back against me, "No, don't stop, don't stop, please."
"What do you want me to do, my little fuck-toy?" I asked her, squeezing her ass cheeks and caressing her butt.
"Put it back in," she pleaded.
"Put what back in?"
"Put your thing back in."
"Tell me. Tell me what you want. Where you want me to put it. What you want me to do. Tell me, or get dressed and go home."
"Please, just put it back in," she whined.
"Tell me!" I smacked her ass hard, then stuck the head of my cock just barely inside her, and pulled it out again.
"No! Just stick your dick in me. Do it. Fuck me, fuck me hard."
I eased my cock back inside of her, while she moaned deliciously. "Say something dirty. Tell me what you really want. Make me want to do you."
"Please, fuck me. Fuck me with your fat cock. Fuck my pussy hard and make me cum for you again, please. Fill me with your hot cum." It sounded like it pained her to say it but that was good enough for me.
I grabbed a couple of pillows and slipped them under her hips. Then I pushed her down hard, her ass raised, and pounded her exposed pussy like a piece of cheap meat. I leaned over her, pushing her shoulders down into the bed, slamming into her.
"Is that what you wanted? You wanted to be fucked hard, stuffed full? Is that it?"
"God yes, yes, yes! Fuck me!" she gasped.
I pulled out of her, to her vocal disappointment. I pulled her legs together and straddled her, then pointed my cock downward and started fucking her again. In this position she was even tighter, and I could plow straight down into her, once more targeting that elusive g-spot.
She loved it and it wasn't long before I had her coming for me again. While she was still trembling I settled back onto my heels, taking it easy. I reached down and played with her ass cheeks before I spread them wide and nudged her butt-hole with my thumb. My steady fucking was distracting her enough to allow me to bury my entire thumb in her tight little ass.
"Please don't. That's so filthy," she gasped.
"No. It's sexy. Very sexy." While I fucked her leisurely, slowing down to stop myself from coming, I replaced my thumb with first one, then two fingers. She clenched her cheeks around my fingers, and I just twisted them around, stretching her.
"Time for something naughty again, Andrea." I warned her.
"What?" She asked forlornly.
"I'm either going to stick my cock in your butt, or you're going to suck me until I come for you. Which will it be?"
She was quick with that one. "Let me suck you. Please, I'll suck you."
I eased out of her ass and her pussy, and climbed up the bed next to her. "Do it. Suck me now, I'm so close to coming for you. Playing with your ass got me so hot, I almost couldn't stop."
She turned sideways, took my sticky cock in her hand, and licked it tentatively. "Do it good, or I swear I'll split your ass open," I warned her.
She opened her mouth wide and took me deep, sucking me strongly on the way out. She bobbed her head up and down on my cock, doing a pretty good job. "Use your hand and stroke me while you suck. Stroke me fast and suck me good."
She was obedient, her small hand following the movement of her mouth. She took me too deep a couple of times, choking a bit, but stuck with it. I was proud of her. In the end the thought of coming in her virgin mouth was too much. I held her head in my hands and fucked her mouth, careful not to go too deep, until I could hold back no longer. "I'm going to come for you, hot lips."
I groaned, and let go, filling her mouth. I held her head steady while I shot into her warm, wet opening. "Swallow. Swallow all my cum. Do it."
She did, gagging a bit, and then getting the feel for it, taking the rest. I left my cock in her mouth. "Go ahead, suck it more. Clean me up. Make me hard."
She looked up at me with fearful eyes. I released her head from my tight grip, and she went back to sucking me. I reached for her thigh and pulled her sideways where I could play with her a bit. Reaching between her legs, I diddled her, playing with her hot young pussy.
"That was so nice. I loved coming in your mouth. That was incredibly sexy and hot. You shouldn't hold that back, your mouth is wonderful, really."
I was really enjoying everything she was doing, and getting off on her sexual innocence. Once more I felt for her butt-hole, and worked my fingers into her while she sucked me. She turned a little, bringing her butt closer and making herself a little more accessible.
I could feel the steel slowly returning to my shaft. The thought of fucking another virgin hole was working wonders on me.
She pulled away from my cock, gasping. "Oh God, you're getting hard again!"
"I told you I would. I won't be done with you for a long, long time." I assured her.
"Did you really like being in my mouth that much?" She asked, before sucking me again, a little better now.
"I loved it. Given a chance, I'd fuck that sweet innocent mouth of yours every day."
"Do you have to come in my mouth? I almost choked," she asked hesitantly.
"That's just inexperience. With practice you'll be able to take my entire cock in your mouth, take me down your warm throat, and suck me dry without losing a drop. We'll make you a blow-job queen. Men will fight for the right to have you suck them. Won't you like that?"
"I don't want them to fight for me, I just want them to want me," she said softly.
"Do you think I want you?" I reminded her, pushing her head back down onto my cock.
She sucked me for a few seconds then pulled off. "How do I know you're not just some big-dicked freak?"
"I can get on the phone right now, and have another man begging to fuck you within 10 minutes. Would that convince you?"
She looked scared. "No one else, please, just you." Then she went back to sucking me. She was already developing a talent.
I pulled on her legs, getting her to straddle my face. She came along slowly holding herself too high for me to lick easily. So I played with her pussy, tugging on her lips, squeezing her clit, sliding several fingers inside of her, while she moaned and sucked me harder.
That virgin ass of hers was too strong a temptation and I switched to playing with her butt, slowly opening her up, stretching her, putting two, then three fingers into her butt. She was moaning and whimpering and the sounds were just energizing me, making me want her more. I had two fingers on each side, pulling her open and when she'd stay that way for a second or two, I figured she was ready.
I pushed her off of me. "Open the drawer and get out the blue bottle."
She leaned over and got the bottle of lube and passed it to me. "What are you going to do?" she asked nervously.
I put her on her back and put two pillows under her ass. "Pull your legs back for me, now. Pull them way back."
She did, opening herself wide and exposing both her pussy and her virgin ass to me. I squirted some lube on my fingers and eased them back into her butt, adding plenty of lube and working it in well.
"My God, you're so nasty," she murmured, hugging her legs.
A little lube on my cock and I was ready. I pressed the head against her tight little opening and pushed, using my thumb to guide it in. I entered her more easily then I had thought I would, and was able to slide a couple of inches into her before she winced.
I leaned over her and stared down into her pretty face, while I slowly stroked my way, inch by inch into her.
"Are you Ok?" I asked her.
"It's uncomfortable," she moaned.
"Does it hurt too much?"
She looked up at me, those big green eyes almost glowing. Then she slowly shook her head.
"It feels incredible," I explained. "You are so tight, so fucking tight." I was able to pull back and push almost the full length into her, forcing a gasp from her lips, seeing her wince a bit.
It was perfect. I was fucking her cherry ass, and she was able to take the whole damned thing. "You're so big," she gasped. "So fucking big. I feel so full."
"You feel wonderful. What you're doing is amazing. I know grown men who would kill to be where I am now, balls deep in your sweet, tight ass."
"Fuck me," she gasped.
I started in a little more forcefully, fucking her harder, then leaned down and stuck my tongue in her open mouth, raping her mouth while I abused her poor ass. She sucked on my tongue, then forced her own into my mouth, groaning.
"You are an amazing girl, Andrea. All these things we're doing would have any man hard for you on demand. You are incredible. Let yourself be the sexy creature you are."
"You really like this, don't you? Fucking my poor butt," she asked.
"I love it. Any man would. Are you still Ok?" I asked.
"I'm fucking fabulous," she gasped. "It feels so nasty, and so good."
"Good." I slowed pulled out of her ass, and she trembled. "Get on all fours for me. I'm going to come in your sweet butt."
She rolled over for me and lifted that cute little ass up, inviting. I grabbed the lube and lathered up my cock again, then slid back into her ass. I was able to bottom out almost immediately.
"Let me know if it gets to be too much," I warned her, knowing full well there was little chance I'd be able to hold back once I got going.
"Fuck my ass, Alex. Pound my virgin ass and fill me with your nasty cum."
I grabbed her hips and fucked her ass like there was no tomorrow. Fast, hard and deep, I wanted to come inside of her, let her feel me fill her, claim her tight ass as my own.
"Fuck me, Fuck me," she moaned, "fuck my ass, fuck my mouth, use me, take me, own me."
I loved the sound of her submission, and I pounded her thoroughly, until I could hold back no longer. With one last hard stroke, I buried myself and unloaded, blasting her insides.
I rolled off of her sweating, gasping for air. She leaned in and rested her head on my shoulder. "Wow! You really seemed to like that."
"In-fucking-credible," I assured her, wrapping my arm around her. "How about a quick shower, and then some sleep before I fuck your brains out in the morning?"
It was nice to play with her body under the pulsing hot water streams, and I wish I was able to get up for her again, but my cock was raw and my balls were aching. It had been one intense fuck session.
We had barely gotten back into bed, and were cuddled together, when Traci finally made her appearance.
"God, I can't believe I fell asleep up there. Did I miss anything?" she asked, sliding into bed beside our guest.
"I'll let Andrea tell you in the morning. It was nice."
"Nice?" Andrea mumbled. "Unbelievable."
"Good, I'm glad," she said.
I fell asleep holding Andrea's tit, and pressing my wilted cock between the cheeks of her naked ass.
I didn't think being 'desirable' was going to be a problem for her any longer.
-----
What next? What will the morning bring? I'll give you a hint - things finally start to clear up for Alex. Stay tuned! And Vote!
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-------------
A costume reveals a whole new woman. And leads to a risky bet.
This story is an entry in the 2010 Literotica Halloween contest.
-------------
Being a Washington Redskins fan in Dallas is not the easiest thing. And when you find a kindred soul, you're quick to strike up a conversation, finding out where they're originally from, how long they've been a transplant, and reminiscing over the good old days of Super Bowls and NFC East domination.
I found a local bar/eatery that had about 20 TVs and carried most of the games. There were several Redskin fans that showed up regularly, in spite of having a less than stellar season. We started sitting generally together. There was a table of mixed high-school kids, that had a couple of Redskins fans, a Steelers Fan, and a Green Bay fan, that were there 90% of the time. There was another table with a 'Skins fans couple, who always showed up with their neighbors who were die-hard Dallas fans, and they just busted each other's chops regularly. Then there was my table.
I was a fixture as long as I was in town. The place was only a mile from my house, and they had pretty good hot wings and Guinness on tap, which was all I needed to know. Derek was a lawyer, young, married, no kids yet, who lived in the same neighborhood as me. Bob was older, in his late 40's, and had lived in the North Dallas area for over 20 years. He didn't talk much about his personal life, but I knew he worked for Frito-lay, and lived just a few miles away. Lori had shown up with her boyfriend one week, and without him the next. She was a tall, skinny, loud, ardent 'Skins fan, the loudest at our table. She was the oldest of 6, with four brothers, and a single sister, who was their youngest and about 12 years younger than her, still living at home and in middle school.
We all wore our Redskins jerseys, and the four of us, along with a couple of out-of-state friends, started up our own fantasy football league.
The first year that we all started going there we usually had no problem getting our table, and we took the ribbing from all the Dallas players in stride. Then one week we showed up and the game wasn't being shown. Asking the manager, he told us that the plan they had only carried a certain number of games, and that week there were more games played at noon than he could carry. As you can imagine we were a little irritated, since we were pretty good customers, showing up regularly, and eating and drinking our fair share (or maybe just a tad more). We had to drive halfway across town to catch the second half of the game, and we weren't happy about it.
My second season in town I decided to get the NFL ticket, so I'd never miss another game, but I still went to the same place, mostly for the camaraderie. During the third week it happened again, no Redskins. I suggested we head over to my place since it was so close, and my entire table of four transplanted ourselves.
"Damn, Jack, this is a nice setup!" Derek said, looking over my media room. The room was large, covering most of the area over my 3 car garage, and serving as my office, and a home theater. I had a 54" big screen TV that was razor sharp, with a Bose surround-sound setup. I hadn't splurged for the theater seating yet, so I had a single couch, and a lazy boy recliner. I wanted to build terraced seating, with a row of three theater seats in front, and four more in back, but that wasn't in the budget yet. A small refrigerator built into the wall unit that surrounded the TV meant fewer trips downstairs for refills.
"What the hell are you doing coming into our dive for the games, with this kind of setup?" Lori asked me, stretching out in the recliner she'd commandeered.
"I like watching the game with you guys. It's more fun than sitting here alone," I confessed.
"Well you don't have to worry about that anymore," Lori laughed. "My ass is going to be parked in this chair for every game, and it's going to take a forklift to get me out of here."
"Ditto," said Bob. "But you're going to have to stock something other than that black oil you drink.
"There a beer fridge in the garage. I'm pretty sure whatever you want you'll find down there. Unless you want the hard stuff - that's in the bar in the dining room." I told him, grabbing a Guinness from my stock, and parking myself at the end of the couch.
The game was a good one, with lots of scoring by the good guys which required jumping up, giving high-fives all around, and pulling out our cellphones to either share or gloat.
Before they all left, we'd planned the next week's get together. It was Monday Night Football, and even though anyone could have watched it at home, we all agreed to watch it at my place.
After the fourth week, I think we all started noticing that something was missing. The obnoxiousness, the give and take, the shouting at other tables. It was kind of hard to admit it, but we missed the dive.
The fifth week we were back, but at least now we had an option. We could afford to be a little pickier. We'd walk into the place, and if our game wasn't on one of the 4 super-sized screens, we'd just turn around and head around the corner to my place. And save a few bucks as well. Ok, maybe I didn't save anything, but I still probably broke even, and they ate and drank free.
It was about midway through my third year of occasionally hosting the game that things took a decidedly different turn.
Derek was now a father of a bouncing baby boy, and starting to do better in business. He worked in the legal department at one of the big companies down off Legacy, and had survived a cut of outsourcing which had him nervous for a while. He joked that it was the first time he was really happy to be black, a subject which had never even come up - sports are remarkably color-blind. Bob, we had found out over time, was a confirmed bachelor and private pilot, and who had decided that women in his life just weren't very understanding when it came to how much time and money he pumped into his hobby. He actually lived in a hangar at a local airport, with a nice little two-bedroom apartment upstairs, and his RV6, his hunting jeep, and a nice sized boat parked in his hangar. All the best boy toys. And nobody to give him grief when he spent $2000 on new headphones for his plane, or dropped four grand on new tires.
I'd had a pretty serious girlfriend for a while. She'd moved in and back out again by the time the third season had started. I was not an easy person to live with, working long hours, traveling a lot during the week, and pretty set in my ways. I'd also dated several more women over the years, but none had stuck yet. I was currently between skirts, and caught a good bit of ribbing over it. I owned my own consulting business with two other guys, and we'd grown from three employees when I'd first met this crowd, to more than 30. Things were going well for me, business wise. I'd even upgraded the TV to a 60" HDTV which was appreciated by all.
I was surprised that Lori was still single. She was attractive, but made no effort to emphasize it. Her game apparel was consistent, one of her three authentic NFL Redskins jerseys, and jeans. The jeans were not form fitting, though they fit Ok; the huge jerseys, on the other hand, fit like a burlap sack. She dated a lot, but never for more than a month or so it seemed. Her hair was shoulder length, and often unkempt, and as far as I could tell she had never worn makeup. She'd played competitive college volleyball, and was a real sports nut. At around 6 feet tall, she towered over Bob and Derek, and I only had her by an inch or two. If she had ever worn heels she'd have looked down on all of us. She worked in sales for a publishing company, and spent most of her time on the phone.
The honest truth is we didn't think of her as a woman very often. She was one of the guys, a true fan of the game, and a mouth that could make a drill Sargent blush. When it came to teasing and rough-housing she could give as good as she got. I liked her.
It was the day before Halloween and our favorite hangout was holding a costume contest with prizes for most original, most authentic, best costume, etc. We decided to dress for the game, and each of the guys decided to go as a Redskin Hall-of-Famer. With 20+ guys in Canton, we had plenty to choose from. Derek claimed Charley Taylor, Bob chose Sonny Jurgenson, and I had to go with Riggins, one of my all time favorites. Lori was being wishy-washy, torn between Slingin' Sammy Baugh, or going as Joe Gibbs. We gave her so much grief about making up her mind that she finally told us all just to shut-up and she'd surprise us.
It looked to be a great day for football, and we were planning to stick around for the whole double-header, with the Redskins playing the 49ers first, and then the Giants vs Denver. We still felt pretty good about our season, after starting 3-0, even though we'd lost the last two games. Dallas was sitting at 4-2, ahead by one in the win column, so we needed this one to keep pace. The Giants and Philadelphia were both tied with us at 3-2 keeping the whole conference knotted up at the top. It was a big week, with Dallas, Philadelphia, and our beloved skins all playing early games.
Lori had already called, saying she was running late. I was in full regalia, wearing authentic NFL gear head to toe, including a John Riggins signed, game worn Jersey from 1982. Part of my collection. Not his best year, but a nice shirt none-the-less. I met the guys out front, and was furious to find out that once again, the Redskins weren't going to be shown on any of the TVs, never mind the big four. It put a damper on our costume plans, and we finally said fuck-it, and headed to my place, telling Lori the problem, and encouraging her to meet us there.
Of course she blew up, saying it was no surprise, just one more thing going horribly wrong that day. She could be a little neurotic, all highs and lows, and nothing in between, so we figured it was just one of those days.
I'd been the only one to go in full pads, and that was the first thing I shed in the media room, putting my jersey back on, grabbing a Guinness, and getting ready for the big game.
Within a few minutes we were enjoying a dominating performance by the Skins over the bottom-dwelling 49ers. By the time Lori showed we were 10 minutes into the first quarter, leading 14 to nothing, and San Francisco had yet to get the ball past their own 40. I had a second TV set up next to the first, monitoring the Dallas-Seattle and Philly-San Diego games. Both were still sitting on goose eggs.
She came tearing up the stairs, cursing a blue streak. She'd had to listen to the Dallas game on the radio, looking for score updates, and hadn't heard a single one.
"What's the score?" she shouted up the stairs.
"14-zip," Derek informed her. "We're killing them."
"Shit, shit, SHIT! I can't believe I've missed this much," she announced as she entered the room. Coming through the door she tripped on my pads, skidding across the floor, another scorching burst of profanity pouring forth from her.
I hit a complete double-take, as I watched her tumble and pick herself back-up. She looked great! She had passed on her original plans, and shown up as a Redskins cheerleader! I would never have guessed she had the figure to pull it off, but there was no denying what my eyes were seeing. She had makeup on, and looked so different from the way we'd seen her the last 3 years, I could barely believe it. She dashed over to the fridge, pulled out a Sam Adams, and plopped down in the middle of the couch, between Bob and I.
"When I find out which one of you freakin' dickwads left that booby-trap at the top of the stairs I'm going to tear him a new asshole." Yep, she was in exceptional form.
Seating was always an issue. After every break, three of us fought for the seats. Bob always sat at the far end of the couch, and the rest of us pretty much let him have his way. The other seats had a clear pecking order. The recliner was everyone's first choice, with the end of the couch directly in front of the TV second choice, and the sofa middle seat the loser's throne. Sometimes we even had side bets, with the stakes being the seating preference. As the late comer, Lori was stuck in the middle.
Anyone who got up was taking their chances. If you stayed in the room, you were pretty safe, but if you hit the head, or went outside, you stood a good chance of losing your place.
Lori was clearly upset, more than seemed reasonable for being a little late for the game, and even after her less than lady-like tumble. She should have been ecstatic over the score, but hardly seemed to register it.
I was stealthily checking her out every chance I got. Knee high boots, low cut skin-tight shorts, and a white, burgundy and gold halter top that showed something we might never have guessed at. The girl had bodacious ta-tas. Cleavage, even! Of course I could never let her know I even saw her as a woman. She'd tear my nuts off.
"The Dallas game is still knotted at zero, as is Philadelphia," Bob told her, "but Dallas is driving." He waved at the smaller TV, where we could see Dallas was inside the Seattle 20.
Lori just drank heavily from her bottle, not commenting on the game, not even complaining about her seat. Finally she turned to me. "Do I look like some kind of dyke to you?"
"Not today you don't," I told her frankly looking her over.
"What's that mean? Not today?" she asked, peevishly.
Whoops. Probably not the best choice of words.
"I mean you never do. Not really. I mean you dress pretty casually most of the time, but today you look all woman."
"That asshole, Frank, asked me to pick up that bitch from New York, and take her to breakfast before taking her to DFW for her 12:30 flight. It was bad enough I had to go to dinner with all of them last night, but shit - a seven day work week is not part of the deal. Then I'm stuck with chauffeur duty. Shit."
I didn't know if the "shit" was about having to dress up, or from seeing Dallas push the ball into the end-zone. Dallas 7, Seattle 0.
"C'mon Ref! He pushed off!" She yelled at the TV as San Francisco completed a long pass to get into field goal range. "God, this morning sucks. As soon as I show up the games go to pot."
She'd already finished her beer, and got up and grabbed another one. She stood almost directly in front of me, scowling and bitching at the TV as we were flagged for a penalty. "Great! You call that ticky-tack shit, but let the other one go. Fucker!" From behind she looked amazing, her round ass barely contained by those hip-hugging shorts she was squeezed into. Her long legs seemed to go on forever. Wow.
She turned and faced me, "That slut hit on me. I mean bad, and wouldn't take no for an answer. Do I look like a carpet-licker?"
"Lori, you look 100% heterosexual. You're too skinny for my taste, and no ass to speak of, but other then that, it's a pretty fair impression of woman. Definitely doable." I didn't dare say what I really thought. She was gorgeous, and could turn on anything with a pulse.
"Asshole," she murmured, kicking out at me, but blushing a little all the same. "Don't tease me."
"He ain't teasing," Derek piped in. "Hell, if I wasn't married, and if I didn't know you, I'd be all over that shit."
"What do you mean, 'If you didn't know me'?"
Ha! Now he'd stepped in it.
"You know, I mean, you're one of the guys. You're not some piece of tail to us."
"Damn straight I'm not," she growled, plopping down next to me again. "Damn it!" This last comment appeared to be directed back at the game, as the 49ers scored, making the game 14-7.
Her attitude improved a bit through the second quarter as we piled on the points. Three consecutive touchdowns had us up by 28. Seattle even scored a field goal to narrow the gap between Dallas. The only bad spot was when Philly went up by seven.
We had plenty to cheer about, lots of high-fives, and quite a bit of beer was getting put away. Lori was definitely drinking more than usual, as were we all. There had been a different feel to things when Lori had first showed up, but as our team rolled along, we were soon back to normal.
At half-time I heated up some queso for chips, and brought out a big batch of chili I'd started the day before, just in case. No beans in my chili - and definitely three alarm. The way we all liked it.
"Jack, you got a Jersey I could wear? I don't want to chance spilling something on this." Lori asked me, after I set the food out.
"Sure, I've got a closet full." Which was no exaggeration. I bought a few every year, for whoever our QB/RB/WR du-jour was. I headed downstairs to my bedroom and she followed me.
"Wow," she said, looking at my closet. I had a typical Dallas walk-in, huge by almost any standards. One entire section was Redskins and Mavericks. "Pick out something nice for me. Something for good luck."
I had just the item in mind. I don't know what I was thinking; I hadn't had it out of plastic in 10 years. I pulled the end shirt off the rack, lifted off the plastic and held it out to her.
"Number 44 - John Riggins. I can go for that." She smiled.
"Game worn, January 22nd, 1982 against Dallas, in the NFC championship. Signed certificate by John himself. PSA certified. I won it at a charity auction. He got 140 yards and 2 touchdowns. A week later we got our first Super Bowl and he was MVP." I proudly told her its history.
"Shit! I can't wear this." She looked at it like it was made of solid gold.
"Go ahead. Please, I'd like you to. If you don't mind the tear." There was a rip in the side, where he'd dragged some poor Cowboy for half-a-dozen yards, as the loser hung on for dear life. That wonderful tear probably upped the value of the thing by 50%. People who collected game-worn liked the emphasis on worn.
"What's something like this cost?" she asked, looking it over.
"It was a bargain back then, a little over $900. Now? I don't think I could touch it for five grand, maybe even double that, there's no telling."
"Amazing," she murmured. "Here, hold it." She passed the shirt back to me, and within seconds had peeled her cheerleader halter off, standing before me in a simple sheer bra, looking like a piece of heaven fallen to earth. She reached in and pulled out some padding from the sides, explaining the cleavage. I was staring, but I don't think she noticed.
"Damn thing's too tight. I could barely raise my arms. Should have bought a size larger," she explained.
She took the shirt from me and carefully slid it over her head. She looked good in it. She'd looked better just a few moments earlier.
"Let's go. There's no way we're losing now." She had a huge smile that I was happy to see.
We were in the living room when she stopped. "I can't wear this."
"Why not?"
"I was taking off my shirt so I wouldn't spill on it. So I'm going to spill chili and queso on a museum piece instead?"
"Just a sec," I told her and disappeared back into the bedroom. I appeared a few seconds later with a plain t-shirt in hand.
"Wear this over it while you're eating." I gave her the over-sized tee. That seemed to settle that, and she put it on before heading upstairs.
Chili and beer made up our lunch, while we watched the half-time highlights. As we all eased back from our chow bowls, Lori stood and removed the t-shirt she'd been wearing. During her effort, the jersey underneath pulled up almost to her armpits, exposing her bra to all of us for a few moments, before it settled back down onto her body. And again I was reminded what a nice body it was. Too bad she'd kept it hidden so successfully throughout the years.
After the kickoff, the Redskins looked like they were going to get back to their patented smash-mouth football running game which Joe Gibbs has always liked so much. Portis had a couple of nice runs, one of which was nullified by holding, but then they tried a couple passes that ended incomplete.



"Run the BALL!" Lori was shouting at the TV. "When it's working keep it up until they show they can stop it!"
Of course, being up by 28, you could do pretty much anything you wanted to, but I kept that to myself.
We held the 49ers to 3 and out, and as soon as we got the ball back, it was run, run, run. Thirty quick yards by Portis on three straight carries. That had Lori back on her feet, dancing and shouting, "That's what I'm talking about!"
She was always animated, jumping up and down, dancing in place when things went well, and despondent when things didn't. Today was a good day. And the dancing looked different to me than it ever had before. Cuter. Sexier. Hotter.
Four more runs had the ball down to the SF 14 yard line, and Lori was talking about the spirit of Riggo, in the shirt. Then a holding penalty and two passes stalled the drive, and she was almost livid that we settled for a field goal.
"We can run all day on these guys. Why did they stop? Why?" She turned back to the TV. "RUN THE BALL!" she nearly shouted. "And why aren't they running Portis?"
"He's already got over a 100 yards," Derek told her. "With the game in the bag, I think they're just resting him."
Not too long after that, they drove the ball all the way down the field, rushing the whole way. Lori was ecstatic, still crediting the spirit of John Riggins. She was maybe 5 years old when Riggo first wore that shirt. I wondered how much she could really know about him. But she was into it. Half blotto from hitting the beers pretty hard, she now insisted we all touch the shirt for good luck. She didn't even comment when I touched the tear, my hand sliding inside it, stroking her soft side. She just pulled away, giving me a half-hearted smack.
With the score 52 to 7, and just a few minutes left, we started paying more attention to the other games. Philly was down 10 to 17, and Tomlinson was rolling for San Diego. But Dallas was ahead. With Seattle driving late in the fourth, we switched over to it on the big screen with under two minutes to go. Seattle marched down field and scored a TD with 40 seconds left to tie it up. We were all cheering and yelling on that one.
The wind went out of our sails a bit when Dallas got a great kick-off return and had the ball almost at midfield. But with 14 seconds left in the game, Seattle intercepted the ball and returned it to the the 32. With 5 seconds to go, Seattle kicked a 50 yard field goal for the win, and we almost went crazy. It was turning out to be an incredible day after all.
We flipped over for the final Philly score, and were disappointed to find out they'd rallied for 10 points at the end of the fourth quarter, to eke out a win. But we could accept that. Any day when our favorite two teams won, namely the Redskins and whoever was playing Dallas, was a great day.
Without so much as a how-d'you-do, Lori parked herself at my desk and got on the computer. I walked over and saw her checking out all the early game box scores. She was a numbers fanatic. I heard her chuckling, and left her to her fun.
Before zoning in on the late games, we did some fridge restocking, and cleaned up a bit. Lori got excited when she found some Red Bull in the garage beer refrigerator, left over from one of the girls I'd dated a while back, and she switched to Red Bull and Vodka. She was also giving me a hard time about my fantasy team, which hadn't done that well. We were going head-to-head this week, and I was down 20 points. I had Brady as my QB but he had a bye week, and I'd picked up Eli from the Giants just to have a shot at a few points. For my kicker I had Elam from Denver, so this was a huge game for me. I needed some big plays.
"Why don't you just give it up, Jack," she teased. "You don't stand a chance. The Giants will be lucky to score. Your team is so lame."
My team is tied for first place, I wanted to remind her. "Just wait. I'm going to kick your ass tonight."
"HA! Fat chance. If I wasn't tapped out, I'd put some serious cash on that one."
Lori was a gambler, but she never bet beyond her means. It wasn't uncommon for her to dump her wallet out, and bet every last penny in it on some stupid game decision, but she won as much as she lost, and always paid up.
"You'd just lose it. Like you always lose to me. I'm expecting a big night from Elam and Eli."
"Even if you got huge games from them, I've still got Jamal Lewis, and he's a fantasy point machine." The girl was as drunk as I'd ever seen her, but she could still remember every player on both our fantasy teams, every game being played that evening, and all the over-unders and point spreads. Just amazing.
"Jamal? What a has-been. Pretty mediocre last year. What, 7 or 8 TDs?"
"Injuries. He's back this year. I expect another 2000 yards and 14 TDs. Hell, he may go off for 200 yards again tonight. Seven more points, guaranteed."
"Eli might have a big night. You never know," I reminded her.
"Eli? Shit. Are you kidding me? Collapses under pressure. His brother got all the balls in that family. And the Giants suck, 6-10 last year? Denver touchdowns will give Elam maybe 3 or 4 points. Throw in a field goal for 6 or 7 total. You're toast." The game was about to start, and she looked down at the shirt she was wearing. "Think it's time for Riggo to be put to bed, before I let all the good luck run out."
We'd been arguing at the top of the stairs, and I watched her discretely as she headed back to my bedroom, enjoying the view while following her. Legs up to her chin, and damn, those were some nice shorts. "I've got to get out of this shirt. It was cool of you to let me wear it, but I've been sweating bullets I'd mess it up somehow."
I followed her back to my closet, where she again took off the shirt, standing there in her bra and shorts, and passed it to me to put away. I folded it carefully and put it on a shelf. Turning around she was still standing there waiting.
"Got something else I can wear, or do I have to go up there like this?" she asked, with a teasing look in her eye.
"I'd suggest going up like that, but you might give old Bob a heart attack," I teased. "Besides, Derek wouldn't be able to pay attention to the game at all."
"Oh, like you weren't checking me out upstairs?"
First choice, when caught, deny everything. "Checking you out? Please. I could find better curves at the middle school."
"My sister said she I saw you passing out candy there. Pervert." Then she smiled at me. "You're such a liar. You were scoping me out. Just admit it."
"Ok, I admit it. I was stunned. I didn't think they made shorts in size 8 children's."
She punched me for that one.
"Ok," I relented. "I have something nice here, significant but not historic." I pulled another shirt off the rack, and passed it over.
"Number 28, Darrell Green, gotta love it." She was old enough to have seen Darrell play; hell he'd only retired a few years earlier.
"Yep - 1998 game worn, signed. Nothing too fancy, but a nice piece of work. AND, small enough that you won't be swimming in it."
"Jesus! Signed and worn by Darrell Green! Are you some secret millionaire?" she asked, wiggling into it.
I wasn't about to let her know the truth. "Hardly, but you know I buy shirts every year and I'm always looking for bargains. That was part of a charity auction as well. I find some great bargains there, believe it or not."
Lori was checking herself out in the mirror. "Damn, this is the nicest shirt I've ever seen. And it damn near fits me. I'd give my left tit for something sweet as this." The left tit comment was in response to our constant comments about giving our 'right-ball' for a QB, and such.
"Shit, that wouldn't be right, the shirt wouldn't fit near as well. Let's face it - your tits are the only think differentiating you from a 2 by 4." It did fit very well, almost skin tight, accentuating her previously hidden pectoral charms.
She laughed. "Ah, the truth comes out. You like my tits? Good thing my jersies hide them. Wouldn't want you drooling all the time."
"Alright. I'll give you that one. They're passable."
She just smirked.
"And what would something like this run?" she asked, checking out my wall of shirts more carefully now.
"Today's prices, 12, maybe 15 hundred. I don't know, I don't follow the collectible prices that much. A paltry $375 to get it originally." I explained.
"Paltry for you maybe," she laughed, "that's a car payment for me."
"Well if you didn't alway bet on your sorry excuse for a fantasy team, you might have a little more cash for the sweet things in life," I teased.
"Please, you know I win way more than I lose. I'll be kicking your ass today." Lori growled.
"Kissing is more like it. I'm going to own you."
"I'd bet my ass you couldn't pull that kind of comeback." She laughed and turned to check out her shirt in the mirror. "It is a sweet shirt."
"What? Against THAT shirt? Hardly a fair bet."
"What the hell are you talking about?"
"You said you'd bet your skinny ass against that shirt, which is ridiculous. The shirt's worth at least a thousand. A roll with you is worth maybe $20?" I was hitting her had.
"$20! I'll have you know I've been offered over a grand for one evening. I told the stupid fuck I wouldn't take 10 times that."
"Fucking Yankees raising the price. Alright, I could see paying maybe $50. Maybe."
"You are so full of shit. $50? Even that bitch today was offering to get a hotel, dinner and a new flight if I'd play along. Hell, that's worth $500 easy."
"Right. I believe the easy part. But that's a thousand dollar shirt."
"Thousand dollar? You said you paid $375."
"Jesus. I never thought you were such a little hustler. Alright, your ass against the shirt, but you're cheating me."
"Are you out of your mind? I'm not going to bet my ass. Especially not to you."
"More of the usual. All talk. 20 points up and she's still afraid to lose. Put up or shut up." I was hitting her where it hurt. She loved betting, and would die before she'd welsh.
"Are you fucking crazy? I never said I'd make that bet."
"What was all the dickering over? You said you'd bet your ass, but when push come to shove, you're as bad as Bob." A nice roundhouse to the chin there. I had her on the ropes. She was so easy to tease.
"Jack, I'm up 20 points, and still have Jamal. You've got a second-rate QB and a kicker. It's like you're just giving me the shirt."
Wow. That was a surprise. I never expected her to take the bet teasing seriously. Not really. I was just screwing with her. But with the possibility on the table, I definitely couldn't let it show how much I was interested in her. Not in a month of Sundays.
"Aw, never mind. It is one of my favorite shirts. And it looks better on the hangar then on your skinny frame."
"Ha! Looks who's backing out now. I can't blame you, you don't stand a chance. 20 points, and all you got is Elam. Eli isn't worth spit."
"Fine, I'll take the bet. I still think you're cheating me." I stuck out my hand.
She stared at it for a second, as if she didn't really understand what I was doing. After a few seconds she put her hand in mine and shook. Then she held on for just a sec. "Uh, if you did win, even though it's never going to happen, like for how long are we talking?"
"I don't know. Let's say you're worth $100, how about we make it for a week?" I asked.
She laughed out loud. "You've got to be kidding! I was thinking more like an hour."
"Alright, I'll meet you part way. I can see somebody desperate thinking you're worth $200, at least make it two days." I countered again. "And no limits."
"Fuck that. Rear entry is WAY off limits. You couldn't get that for the Riggo. Anything else, until midnight," she offered.
"Until 9:00am tomorrow. That's not so bad for something that's never going to happen."
She looked at me for a while before finally giving in. "Deal," she smiled warily, shaking on it. "It's not like you stand a chance of winning anyway."
"And if I get bored too quickly, I can always have you wash my car."
"Bored? I would fucking blow your mind. You'd be ruined for any other woman. Ever."
"Really. I guess there are a lot of ruined guys out there," I said, referring to her long string of short lived relationships.
She glared at me, the humor gone. "You're an asshole you know? No wonder you're still single."
Damn it. I had stepped over the line.
She turned and walked out of the room and I followed her up the stairs. I caught her arm at the top.
"You're right. I am an asshole. I'm sorry, I didn't mean it. I just let the teasing get carried away."
She paused, took a deep breath, then smiled. "It's Ok. And the single thing was a low blow. We're cool."
"Bet's on?"
"You know it. No way am I leaving your house without this shirt."
We had taken too long getting to our seats, and the guys had already laid claim to the recliner and the end couch seat. Lori got the middle seat, choosing to be closer to the TV, while I got the other end of the couch. We were several minutes into the game, and I found out that Elam had a FG, and the Giants were driving. In deference to both Bob and Derek we had the Bills vs Raiders on the second TV, since they both had players in that game. Why? God only knows.
"Three points," I told my couch neighbor softly. "17 to go."
"Eighteen for the win, wiseguy," she snapped. "I need another drink; you have any more of that Red Bull?"
Normally, I'd just laugh and tell her to fend for herself, but I was feeling generous, and still a little guilty for letting the teasing get out of hand. "I'll check. Be right back." I headed out to the garage and found we still had three more. I grabbed all three, and stopped by the dining room to grab a fifth of Stoli.
"What did I miss?" I asked, passing Lori her drink mixings. She was settled deep in to the couch, legs stretched out, and standing in front of her I was stunned to have a clear view up between those luscious legs. Those shorts were so tight her camel toe was screaming out to me. Just 18 more points.
"Eli touchdown to Plaxico. 7-3."
12 for the win. There is a God.
Lori took a long swig of her Red Bull, then poured a healthy dose of vodka in the can. "Let's see the Raven's game; I'm probably up another 6 by now."
It took a few minutes to find her game, and we parked on that channel for a while. Things were not going Lori's way. Chicago had the Ravens running game shutdown, and by the end of the quarter, Chicago was up 7-0 and Jamal was a non-factor.
Lori was up on her feet, yelling at the TV, coaching from a thousand miles away. "Assholes! RUN THE BALL." Every down she saw another uncalled penalty, and was as exasperated as I'd ever seen her. When we turned back to my game, we saw the 7-6 score, and new that her massive lead was slipping away. I was only 9 points down, and we weren't even in the second quarter.
She dropped heavily onto the couch, groaning. She took a deep drink, finishing off her Red Bull-Vodka. She looked over at me and glared. "Not a fucking word."
I just mimed zipping my lips. And pondered what hers might feel like.
During the second quarter she started on her third Vod-Bomb, and her TV directed profanities continued, though not quite as bad. I managed one more point off an extra kick, and Baltimore was able to move the ball a bit, mostly passes, and scored two field goals to make their game tighter. Jamal was useless, with a handful of stuffed rushes for about 4 yards total. When he caught a pass, he could do no better. It was looking more and more like Lori was going to have to depend on the lead she'd carried into these games.
At half-time we lost Derek. He had the baby at home, and had promised to make it an early night.
I walked him out, picking up a couple more beers.
"What's the deal with Lori? She's even crazier than usual."
"Fantasy teams. We're head-to-head this week, and we made a bet before the game, when she was up 20 points with Jamal still to play. I've got Eli and Elam."
"So what's the score now?"
"She's still up by 7. I need eight for the win."
"She should dump Jamal. He's done."
"Yeah, I told her. And now she's finding out."
"Good luck dude. It's about time she lost. Cost me $25 last time we played."
I didn't let on the nature of our bet. I grabbed the beers from the garage fridge, and headed in. I ran into Lori rummaging through my pantry. When she saw me she walked over and poked me in the chest.
"You didn't tell him, did you?"
"Of course not. I told him we had a bet, but nothing about what it was."
She closed her eyes, and brushed her hair back with both hands, sighing. "Fuck." She reached out to the kitchen counter to steady herself.
"Listen, Lori. If you want to call off the bet, I understand."
She opened her eyes and glared at me. Then she sidled up close, almost nose-to-nose. "You'd like that, wouldn't you? Make me back down, or better yet welsh on a bet. Not going to happen."
"You're wrong. I wouldn't want that. I want you to cheer your guys down to the last losing moment. And then I want you to pay up."
"Fuck you, Jack. I'm going to walk out of here tonight with my new shirt, and you can just slink off to your bed and jack-off over and over, thinking about the best sex you almost had."
"So we're still on?" I asked. "Eight little points."
Reminding her of her dwindling margin seemed to get to her. She stepped back and looked me in the eye. "The bet stands."
Back upstairs, we watched the third quarter almost quietly, switching back and forth constantly, until Bob complained he couldn't follow the game. When Lori wasn't watching her team on the big screen, she was trying to get Bob to switch to it on the side TV. She was acting crazy. I had picked up another point right off the bat, but nothing much was going on for either of us. The Giants were down 20-10 and were looking pretty weak. Half-time adjustments looked to be working. Chicago managed another field goal, and kept the Raven's running game shut down. Definitely a defensive struggle between those two.
Just before the end of the third quarter, Bob decided both games sucked and he was tired of the incessant channel swapping. He took off, leaving just the two of us.
With Bob and Derek gone, it was a bit awkward at first, both of us seated on the couch, at opposite ends. Lori was working on yet another spiked Red-Bull, and I had a nice pile of dead soldiers next to me.
Just a little into the 4th quarter, a Denver drive stalled again, and Elam made the score 23-10.
"Four points for the win," I reminded her.
"Don't get your hopes up," she reminded me. "I told you the Giants suck. Denver has their number."
On the other TV, it was a battle of punts, with neither team able to do anything, and Jamal hardly touched the ball. We focused back on the Giants game where they were finally driving. I think Lori had finally decided that her 20 point lead was all she was going to get.
A dropped pass in the end-zone had us both standing. "Fuck!" I screamed at the TV. She laughed out loud. "Shit that was close." A couple of anxious plays later, Barber ran the ball in for a touchdown. No points for me.
Lori jumped up and danced. "That was it. You're toast. You can kiss your sweet shirt goodbye. I hope you have a big bottle of lotion handy. Wouldn't want you getting blisters tonight, all alone in your bed, dreaming about what might have been."
I was afraid she was right. Time was ticking away, and even though nothing was happening in the other game, with a little over two minutes to go, I was afraid I'd lost. The Ravens had a goose egg for the fourth, and Jamal ended with under 40 yards. Unfortunately, I needed four more points and the bad guys had the ball. Even if they scored a field goal I'd be short. A couple of Denver first downs would probably seal it.



Lori was feeling pretty confident. "God, I love my new shirt, Jack. Thank you SO much."
"It's not over until the fat lady sings," I reminded her. I didn't give two shits about the shirt. I wanted what was in it.
"Fat lady? Hardly." She was still dancing in place, and peeled her shirt off, swaying in front of me in her bra and those minuscule shorts, waving the shirt like a matador. "Do you see any fat here?"
"Not a bit," I admitted. "Nice abs."
"Fuckin' A. And you were this close," she teased, holding her hands just a few inches apart in front of me. She turned in place tossed the shirt on the couch and wiggled her hips, those incredible shorts framing that sweet, tight ass, driving me crazy. All that bare flesh. So fucking close. She turned and faced me.
"So how long've you had a thing for me, Jack? No bullshit." She'd crossed her arms, propping up those very nice tits, distracting me.
Shit. I wasn't sure I knew how to be straight with her. Nor was I sure I wanted to. But I did.
"A few years. A few hours. I mean, you've always been pretty, and fun, and I'd be lying if I said the thought didn't cross my mind, but tonight, when you walked in, shit! You've been hiding from us in those big shirts and baggy jeans. You did that costume good! I had no idea."
"Poor baby. So close and yet so far."
"Not that far," I told her. "They're punting."
She spun around so fast, she almost fell. "Damn it!"
She stumbled over to the couch and sat down in the middle, close enough for me to smell her. Damn, I wanted her bad.
"Doesn't matter. Eli's weak. Denver's got their number."
We both cheered and jeered every play, screaming out for penalties which were never called, while Manning suddenly looked like Elway, driving down the field in a 2 minute drill. With just a few seconds left we were both on the edges of our seats, with the ball getting ever closer to the end-zone.
The tension was palpable. It was like Redskins-Dallas, but more so.
Incredibly, with 5 seconds to go, the ball was on the 2 yard line. Time for one last play. We were both nearly hysterical. I was screaming "PASS", while she was yelling "RUN!"
Eli dropped back and scrambled, under a tough rush, then hit an open Amani Toomer in the end-zone to tie the game. The entire Meadowlands went nuts. I collapsed back into the couch exhausted.
Six points for yours truly. Forty-seven to Forty-four. I needed four, I'd gotten six. I'd won.
"GOD DAMN IT ALL TO HELL! FUCK!" Lori was standing, screaming, cursing my TV.
We didn't even see the extra point that gave the Giants the win.
Lori turned and looked at me stunned. "Double or nothing?"
Before I could say anything, she shook her head. "Forget I said that. You won. Fair and square." She stood in front of me suddenly nervous, her arms across her chest, hiding her bra. "You won't say anything to the guys, right?" Her voice was the softest I'd ever heard it.
Seeing wild and crazy Lori standing in front of me, in her bra and shorts, shy and trembling, was just making my blood boil more. I stood and approached her. I pulled her arms down then wrapped her in my own.
"Never a word. I promise." I leaned in and kissed her. I could taste the vodka on her breath. Her mouth slowly opened and I probed it with my tongue.
Afterward I held her close, gasping. "I'll give you this much. That was a nice kiss."
She leaned her head against my shoulder. "Told you so."
She gave me another peck, then pulled away. "You conned me. $20? Hell, you wanted me as bad as Christine did."
"Hey. That was just a starting point. I did bring it up to two hundred."
"Bullshit. I could have gotten the shirt for 20 minutes, couldn't I?"
I grinned. "Think pretty highly of yourself don't you? You're still skinny."
"Yeah, but I'm thinking you were willing to overlook that. An hour would have been more than enough, wouldn't it? Come on. You can admit it. You've already won."
"An hour? For an hour you probably could have gotten the Riggins shirt."
"Shit! I knew it! So you think an hour with me is worth 5, maybe 10 thousand? Man, you've got it bad."
"I only paid $975. The first hour with you, I could see that being a fair trade."
She smiled. "Hell, I liked Darrel's shirt better. It fits, and I'd be scared to death to ever wear the other one." She looked pensive. "I don't get it. How come you never showed any interest until today? It wasn't just about seeing me in that ridiculous getup."
"We have a good thing going here. I didn't want to ruin things." I moved closer, and pulled her back into my arms, cheek-to-cheek. I was kissing her near her ears, around her neck, smelling her, tasting her. It was so different to kiss a woman my height. So different, but so right.
She was hugging me back now, leaning away from me and looking up. "Do you think this will ruin things?"
"It doesn't have to."
"Good. I love your setup here. I'd hate to have to find a new group to watch the game with."
"And I love watching the games with you and the guys. You especially."
"For the eye candy?" she teased.
"It's not like you showed us anything. Who knows what you were hiding under those outfits. No, it's because you're so damn fun to watch the game with. You are the life of our group. I hate it every time you miss a game. You're the best part of every week."
She pulled me down and kissed me. This time she was more demanding, pressing her lips hard against mine, her tongue pushing into my mouth, exploring. I let my hands ease down her body, cupping her fantastic ass in my hands.
She relented after a bit. "You know Jack, I think that's the nicest thing you've ever said to me. Sometimes you can be a pain in the ass."
"Not tonight. Off limits as I recall."
She pushed me away, smacking me on the shoulder. "That's right. And don't you forget it."
She smiled coquettishly. "You going to feed me, before you make me pay up? Or are you the kind of guy that would take advantage of a starving girl?"
Truth was, I was thinking more along the ideas of taking advantage of her, then feeding her, then taking advantage of her again. Ad infinitum. "Anything you want. What'll it be?"
"Sushi work for you?"
"I know just the place. Let's get you a shirt."
"If you don't mind, I'll wear Darrel just a little longer. Damn, that was so close." She sighed. "TIVO the late game?"
"No late game tonight, remember?"
"Fuck. Did you TIVO the 'Skins game?"
"Of course."
"Good enough."
We had been friends long enough that dinner wasn't uncomfortable, even though we both knew where it was headed. We talked about the games, including Monday's stink-fest between the Jets and Falcons. We opened up a little about our recent past, including past boyfriends and girlfriends. It was careful treading there, after sticking my foot in it earlier.
"How is it a pretty girl like you hasn't settled down yet? All kidding aside."
"Too fucking many Dallas fans."
"You do live in Dallas you know."
"Don't remind me. Plus I guess I'm a little to forceful for most of these guys."
"No kidding."
"Too many short fuckers. First time I wear heels, they get all weenie on me."
"So lay off the heels."
"I think I'm probably a little too foul-mouthed for some of them. What's fun in the bedroom is an embarrassment at Mom's."
"You? Foul-mouthed? I'd never noticed."
"Screw you, asshole."
"Soon, pretty girl. Very soon." It was the first time since leaving the house I'd brought up our deal.
She blushed nicely, gulping down another eel sushi with too much wasabi. She almost choked on it. "So how about you? Single, decent looking, good money. How is it you're still available?"
I shrugged. "Too much travel, too much work. Guess I just haven't met the right girl yet. It's not for lack of trying."
She looked at me hard. "What's the deal anyway? I'm nothing like the girls you've been with last couple of years. Tiny little big breasted bottled-blondes seem more your type."
I didn't think I really had a 'type', but her description accurately covered the last few women I'd been with.
"Tall, skinny, brunettes just doesn't seem to be your usual style," she added.
"I don't know. I don't think I seek them out, they just seem to be the kind of women drawn to me."
"Right. You're an electromagnetic for store bought boobs?"
"God, I hope not. I prefer natural." I cast a knowing look down her front.
"What makes you think these are natural?" she teased, glancing down at her chest.
"Fake just doesn't seem your style. I guess I'll find out soon enough."
She grinned. "You're right. All natural. Who has $5K lying around anyway?"
"Ok. Just to make it a clear. I don't think I really have a type. You're working from a very small sample set, trying to figure out what I like. And if I DID have a type, I'd say you're pretty close."
"Close? Ok, I can take it, what's missing?"
"You know, all the usual stuff: flat head to rest my beer on, removable teeth, and an accommodating twin for whenever you're in down mode."
"You are such a jerk. And who says I don't have an accommodating twin?"
"You did. One sister, twelve years younger than you."
"For your information, Mister Know-it-all, I have an identical double-cousin. We look so much alike we could confuse our own parents. And to this day, she worships me and would do anything I say. Anything." She grinned at me, knowing full well she'd scored a point.
I sat there, brain stunned. Like getting my bell rung in a game. Finally I grasped at a straw. "There's still the flat head."
"I'll wear a hat."
"Fine, damn it. You are my type. There. I said it. Don't let it go to your head."
She grinned at me, so happy to have won the round in our constant tease-war. She was good. No question.
With the sushi gone, and the check on the table, things got quiet.
"Anything else?"
She seemed to contemplate it. "You got any ice cream at home?"
"Yeah, just vanilla."
"Cool. I might want some dessert later. I'm good for now."
In the car on the way home, she had another question. "Nothing freaky, right?" With dinner over, and the house only minutes away, she seemed to be getting nervous again.
"I have vanilla ice cream. I live in the suburbs. I drive a Honda. How freaky can I be?"
She chuckled. "Fuck. I've known you three years, and yet I still know so little about you. For all I know, you're a closet spanking weirdo."
"Nope. Doesn't do it for me. Don't worry, Lori. I won't force you to do anything, I promise."
"Nothing?"
"Nope. But I think I know you well enough that you'll follow through on your end."
She smiled at me, and there was a new look in her eyes. Something I definitely liked. "Don't worry. By nine o'clock tomorrow morning, I think you'll be VERY satisfied with your payoff."
"I'd bet you're right."
"No takers on that bet."
In the house I led her straight to my bedroom, which after our multiple shirt forays, she was no stranger to. "Mind if I take a shower first?"
"Of course not. Take your time. As a matter of fact, I'll clean up in the guest bath."
I took a quick shower, didn't even wash my hair, and brushed my teeth. By the time Lori was done, I was sitting on the bed in my boxers, already hard in anticipation. It took a lot of willpower to avoid stroking myself while I waited.
She came out wearing the Riggins shirt. "Old Riggo seemed to bring us both a lot of luck tonight," she explained.
"But you lost," I reminded her.
"Maybe not."
She came over and stood in front of me. I got up and took her in my arms, kissing her softly, our kisses growing more fervent as we stood there learning each other. I reached under her shirt, finding her naked underneath. My hands gravitated to her bare ass cheeks, squeezing them gently.
"Still think I have the ass of a middle schooler?"
"I think I said some stupid things earlier. But then again, I haven't really seen it yet."
"Then I'd suggest you unwrap your prize."
I didn't need to be asked twice. I reached down for the bottom of the shirt and slowly drew it upward, uncovering her long slender body. She raised her arms, lifting those perfect breasts, clearly all natural, and I pulled the shirt over her head and tossed it to the side.
She gasped, retrieving the shirt, and folding it reverently. God she looked good naked.
She turned back to me and took a step my way.
"Wait." I told her. I sat back on the bed. "Give me a second to see what I've won."
She grinned, and did a slow turn, letting me take in her fabulous form.
"Still think I'm your type? Or do I have to go get a hat and pull my teeth."
"Ok, I guess."
"Ok? By the look of that tent in your boxers, I'd guess you think I'm more than Ok."
I stood and she stepped into me, back into my arms. "Damn it girl. Leave me a little of my pride. I can't just go and tell you how good you look to me."
She giggled. "It's Ok, Jack. I like that I turn you on. I know I'm not everybody's type. It's kind of cool that I'm yours."
She closed the gap, kissing me again. My hands flowed over her body, acquainting themselves with her wonderfulness.
She dropped to one knee and reached up to pull my boxers down. Once I'd stepped out of them, she reached for my cock, stroking it softly. "And I don't need you to tell me what you think; I have a pretty good barometer here." She leaned forward and pressed her lips against my staff, then rubbed it against her face. "The mystery deepens."
"How's that?" I asked.
"Good looking, good job, and this too," she said, stroking my fully engorged cock.
"Good looking? That's a step up from decent looking."
"Busted. You caught me. Maybe you're my type too."
"And what's your type?"
"Tall dark and handsome. You're taller than me, tanner than me, and have dark curly hair. I guess this guy here can make up for the rest."
"You like?"
"Oh, I think I'm going to like this big boy a lot."
She gave me a long slow lick, then pressed the head against her lips. Slow as a glacier they parted, and I watched the end disappear between her lips. I felt her tongue actively massage the head, before she pulled away and stood up.
"Your game. Clock's ticking."
I took her in my arms, lifting her up and placing her on my bed. She was slender but solid. Muscular. I was glad for the time I spent in the gym. It would have been embarrassing to struggle lifting her.
"First quarter. It's my turn to learn a little about this body you've been hiding from me."
"I'll let you know if you go out-of-bounds," she chuckled.
I took my time, hovering over her, using my hands to touch her everywhere. I felt the muscles underlying her skin, her tight abs, her soft breasts, where I spent a fair amount of time playing. I was avoiding reaching between her legs, letting the tension mount. My hands explored her inner thighs, and my fingers drew circles around their final target, but kept just out of range.
She turned over easily, when I asked her to, and my exploration continued. I loved the feel of her, the look of her long body, the strength hidden under her soft smooth skin. I straddled her and massaged her back, working the kinks out of her shoulders. She was tight as a drum.
"Damn Jack, that's nice. Shit, you just went up another notch in my book. I'd have let you do this anytime." She sighed and I felt her relax under my ministrations, sinking into the bed.
I worked my way down her body, covering every inch of her tender flesh. She moaned nicely when I massaged her ass deeply, using the heels of my hands to press hard, loosening her.
"Hey!" she griped when I hopped off the bed. When I returned with a bottle of lotion, she grinned. "I knew you had to have something like that."
"You've got a dirty mind," I told her, squeezing the lotion into my hands to warm it up, before I started at her shoulders again, giving it my best. I worked from head to toe, using plenty of lotion, until she was totally relaxed. I didn't want her falling asleep on me, after all the booze and food, so I talked to her, teasing her a bit. Old habits die hard.
"Jesus, Lori. How long are your legs? I might have to go get another bottle of lotion."
"For my legs? Or for you?"
"Maybe both. I've got to do something when you're washing my car."
"Already getting bored with me? Want me to go now?"
"Ok, so I'm not quite bored yet."
"I didn't think so."
I worked my way up the inside of her legs, back to her cute tight ass. I teased her by squirting a little cool lotion on her butt, working it into her cheeks. I poured out a little more lotion in a puddle at the top of her crack. I rubbed her right down that sexy split, pressing against her forbidden rear entrance, just to get a rise out of her.
"Behave," she warned, when I applied a little pressure on the back door, before sliding down to my real goal.
I opened her legs wider, working the whole sweet area, caressing her cute butt, her tender inner thighs, finally targeting the hot gap where they met. I caressed her moist opening, cupping it with my hand, rubbing her, pressing the heel of my hand against her puffy lips, massaging her most intimate place.
Her moans grew more pronounced and when my fingers opened her up, pressing just a bit inside of her, I felt her shiver. I opened her up, pressing a little deeper, still teasing her back door, all my motions slow and gentle, caressing, teasing. For now.
I eased up and gave her rear end a pat. "First quarter's over. Roll over."
She gave a reluctant sigh, and rolled onto her back.
"First quarter goes to the home team," she said with a soft smile. "That was nice. So what's the game plan now?"
"Second quarter we test our opponent, see where the weaknesses are, and exploit them."
"Think you can find a weakness here?" She teased, running her hands down that delectable body.
"I'm willing to try."
"Then I'm willing to let you. You sure you won this bet? I feel like I'm winning so far."
I leaned down and gave her a soft kiss.
"There's a lot of game to go."
I stretched out over her, and started with a kiss, then moved down to her tits, and made myself intimately familiar with them. They were the ideal size. Big enough to be full, maybe a full B, the kind you knew wouldn't change much 20 years from now. Very feminine, very pretty. Fit my hands perfectly. Silver dollar sized pink caps which puckered up to little erasers that got hard and stayed that way. My licking and sucking seemed to really excite her, and her encouragement made me aggressive. I was afraid I'd leave marks, I sucked and nibbled so hard. I couldn't get enough of this girl.
She reached down and pulled my head up a second. I looked up to see what she wanted.
"Bored?"
"Jesus, you're mean. No. Not bored. And I think it's likely you won't be doing any car-washing any time soon."
"Good." She pushed my head back down to her tit, guiding me to her nipple. She sighed nicely when I took it in my mouth. It was obvious her breasts were very sensitive. I had her squirming, rubbing her legs together, just sucking and nibbling on those perky little pink peaks.
It was fun, and I was sure I'd spend a lot more time playing with those fun babies, but it was time to move on.
I worked down her abs, to the little soft belly just under her cute little 'inny' of a belly-button. My hands were glued to her breasts, while I kissed and licked her, offsetting the ticklish actions with tweaks of her nipples. Poking my tongue into her belly button made her squirm and giggle, until I gave her nipples a sharp tug, making her gasp.
My lips traveled down her soft skin, exploring from side to side, massaging the hollows of her hips. I spent a few moments playing with her short curly browns, a small triangle of teasing possibility, just above her small slit. I let my tongue brush over her clit for just a moment, unable to resist, before continuing my journey.



I worked my way down her legs, a long, long journey, all the way to her feet. Kissing her instep she giggled. "Careful buster, I'm ticklish, in case you haven't noticed."
She wasn't that ticklish, and didn't flinch when I took her long slender toes between my lips, not wanting to miss an inch of her. My last girlfriend had tiny feet that could fit in one hand. Lori had long narrow feet, deep arches, and cute painted toes that decried her normal attempts to look tomboyish. Until today I'd never found her sexy. Pretty, yes, and fun. But this was an eye-opener. A game-changer. There was a very sexy, very hot woman hidden behind her "one of the guys" facade.
After finishing with her feet, I worked up her legs, concentrating on the inside of her thighs. Making my way slowly.
"Talk about tease. You're driving me crazy, Jack."
As I neared the top I could smell her need. Her hair was carefully cropped, light brown, a neat triangle that fit inside the last remnants of her tan. Her faint tan-lines were so damn sexy, screaming out to me about hidden treasures, now available to me.
Before I went in for the kill, I heard her giggle again.
"What?"
"I was just thinking. If I'd gone with the Sammy Baugh outfit I'd probably be home alone eating a gallon of ice cream. And NOT vanilla. Chocolate. Definitely chocolate."
"Having second thoughts?"
"Hell no! The massage alone was worth the price of that outfit. I think this is the first bet in my life I'm kind of glad I lost."
"In the spirit of honesty, I'm glad you chose the cheerleader outfit. Too bad they weren't showing the game at the bar. You probably would have won."
"But I probably wouldn't be here right now."
"You're right. Fuck the bar. I'm glad you're here."
"Mmmm. Me too. Who'd have thunk it?"
I could restrain myself no longer, and pressed my tongue against her slit, carefully parting her lips, taking each between my lips, running my teeth over them, opening her. She spread her legs widely, inviting me, and I accepted. I licked her from bottom to top, twirling my tongue over her hidden clit, teasing it forth, making it swell, taking it between my lips, brushing my teeth against it.
She was wonderfully responsive, pressing up against me, talking to me, telling me what she liked, moaning sweetly. I slid a finger into her, pushing against the spongy sides, exploring her. I inserted a second, working them in and out, while my tongue continued its play.
When my fingers found her pleasure point, she let me know, guiding me in how much pressure to use, where to rub, how fast to go. Under her directions I had her groaning for release within minutes.
I loved the way she reacted, her tangy taste, the swelling of her lips and the sound of her moistness, screaming out her excitement. While I followed her guidance, I had to put my own spin on it, eliciting even more moans from her, surprising her now and then, it seemed in a good way. When she came, a wave of pleasure seemed to roll down her body, and she bucked underneath me, her legs clasping tightly. I stuck with her, licking, sucking, finger fucking, until she was in a constant state of complete surrender, coming hard only minutes apart. She was soaking wet, and tasted wonderful. I couldn't help but think that I wanted this for more than one night.
I had been with a lot of women, but there was no doubt in my mind, I had never loved going down on a woman like I did with this deceptive beauty. Her body was a wonderful playground. And I wanted to play.
I had her at my mercy, and teased her unmercifully, building her up for another big one. She screamed out, grabbing fist-fulls of my hair and driving my face between her legs, clamping her muscular athlete's legs around my head, driving her hips up against me. I could feel her muscles pulsing, contracting, spasmodically. I couldn't breathe, and probably couldn't have pried my way loose if my life depended on it. Instead I devoured her, driving my fingers into her fiercely, determined to continue beyond my desperate need to breathe. I was rough on her, pressuring her swollen clit, shoving three fingers up her steaming pussy, twisting and pushing, my head spinning from lack of air.
Lori gasped, pushing me away, none too soon, curling up almost in a ball, her entire body trembling. "Too much, please, enough."
I breathed deeply, welcoming the oxygen, and wiped my face clean, where I was soaked in her juices. I wrapped myself around her, holding her, while she regained her composure. I couldn't keep my lips off of her, nibbling on her neck. My hands caressed her gently, softly, stroking open flesh, staying away from erogenous zones.
"Half-time," I whispered.
"Slaughter rule? You win. I can't match that. Fuck, my head almost exploded."
I laughed. "No way. We're playing this game right to its glorious end."
"Wow. That drained me. I'm really thirsty. I could use some Gatorade."
"Really? I have some, or water if you'd prefer."
"How about both?"
"Your wish is my command."
She slowly uncurled, turning into me, hugging me close. "I hate to say it Jack, but I got to hand it to you. You've got game. That was pretty incredible."
"Yes you are. I was a jerk saying I could ever get bored of you. You're fantastic."
"Don't get all serious on me now. I don't want to find myself in bed with a stranger."
We kissed again, before I got up and got us our drinks. When I returned she was under the sheets, sitting up, her tits exposed. I couldn't help but stare at her as we drank our drinks.
"Stop that."
"What?"
"The way you're looking at me. Like you'd never seen tits before."
"I can't get enough of yours. You are absolutely gorgeous."
"Right. I'm way too skinny. I've seen your type. It's Ok. We're having fun, right?"
"Lori, you are nuts. All kidding aside, you're the most beautiful woman I've ever been with. On top of that you're the most fun woman I've ever been with."
"Cut the shit. You've won. You get me. All of me. However you want. You don't need to butter me up with false compliments." She placed her drink on the bed-stand, and sat back, arms crossed.
That hurt. "That's wrong and you know it. I've never lied to you about anything. Ever. I wouldn't give you a false compliment. I might tease you and joke with you, but by now I'd expect you to know when I'm sincere. I'm as honest with you as you are with me. And any compliment I give you, you can take to the bank."
I think she sensed she'd pushed things too far. "You're right. I'm sorry. You're better than that. It just seems to make no sense! Three years. Three fucking years. I've never seen this side of you."
I set my drink aside and moved to her. I kissed her lips hard. "Lori, you're beautiful, your passionate, and you're so damn easy to be with. I'm having more fun with you then I would ever have imagined. You're my dream girl."
She looked at me oddly, then smiled. "We'll see. If I'm your dream girl, it's time for your dreams to come true. Third Quarter?"
"Third quarter. You've got the ball. Impress me."
Her smile grew, "Game on." She pushed me back down onto the bed and said, "Wait there." She climbed off the bed, and I watched her delightful athletic figure as she rifled through my drawers, coming up with a simple t-shirt. She folded it and laid it over my eyes, tucking it behind my head, leaving me blind. So unfair.
The third quarter was pretty incredible. Lori approached me from the side and explored my body much as I did hers, mostly using her sensual lips. Hard to believe that same saucy mouth, usually so caustic, could be such an instrument of pleasure.
Kisses and licks appeared from nowhere, falling on random areas of my body while she carried out her exploration. The feel of her hair trailing along while she teased me was spectacular. Much as I did, she avoided overt contact with my straining rod, occasionally letting her hair brush against him - I suspected on purpose. She did apply some of her attention to the base of my rod, and my hanging balls, so sensitive to the feel of her tongue bathing them. She worked from my extremities inward after a bit, from the finger tips, sucking each finger teasingly, to my shoulders and from my toes to my hips. The teasing was getting to me and I wanted so much more.
I groaned in frustration when she had me turn over. I heard her laugh. "Payback's a bitch. You're not the only one who can tease." After a few seconds she straddled me and I felt the cool moisture of the lotion when she started massaging my shoulders. She gave a nice massage, relaxing, but her hands were strong and determined, loosening me up. She took care of my shoulders and back, my rear and down my legs, really working my calves. When she had me roll over again, I'd lost my erection, and was feeling very relaxed.
She adjusted my makeshift blindfold and announced, "That won't do at all." I felt her shift on the bed, and the cool moistness of her lips and tongue on my cock, teasing it, kissing it, and eventually taking me in her mouth and sucking me. It didn't take long to return the steel to my shaft, but that didn't stop her. She massaged my balls and sucked the head of my cock into her mouth, teasing me with her tongue. I felt her lips moving further and further down my cock, as she took me deeper into her mouth, until I could feel myself pressing against the back of her throat. Her mouth felt so damned good.
Someone had trained her well. She knew what she was doing, and mixed it up enough to drive me crazy. After a couple of minutes she was sucking me hard, her head pistoning down on my swollen cock. I never wanted it to end.
I reached down for her head, stroking her hair while she made this dream come true.
She pulled away abruptly, drawing a moan out of me. "Illegal use of hands, bub."
"God, that was nice, Lori," I told her.
"So you're not bored yet?"
"You're not going to let that one go, are you?"
"Nope. That was mean."
"I'm definitely not bored. And for the record, you are the least boring person I've ever known. And you're talented mouth may be the least boring part of you."
"We'll see. I think we've reached the end of the third quarter. What did you have in mind next?" She reached up and pulled the shirt off of my eyes, blinding me for a moment.
I squinted at her. "I think it's time to go for the score."
"I was hoping you'd say that. My ball or yours?"
"Yours. Make your play."
She giggled. I watched her straddle me, her long legs poising her high above me. God, it was about to happen. I was going to feel my cock fill this beauty. Holding my cock in her hand, she lowered herself, sliding my head into her warm entrance, rubbing it against herself, then easing down, taking a few inches inside of her. She wiggled her hips and grinned. "The home team returns the kick to midfield."
I reached for her thighs, just wanting to touch her. "More like the thirty, I'd say."
"QB drops back," she whispered, rising up off of me, then settled back down, "It's a reception, good for another first down."
"Half the field to go," I teased her.
She rose up a bit then stopped. "Oh, the running back is thrown for a loss!"
"Damn that run blitz," I growled, enjoying her playfulness.
"Does the coach have a play for first and fifteen? A quick screen makes up the lost yardage and then some." She was teasing me, bouncing just a bit, taking me back to the halfway point.
She leaned over, her hands outstretched. "Perfectly executed pass down the middle for another first down," she announced, pressing down a little more, as I watched another inch disappear. "They're in the red zone."
"Yes, but can they score?"
"They've overloaded the left side, three wide-outs streaking for the end zone, it looks like one is wide open, the pass is in the air..." She rose up, drawing almost all the way off, then slid back down, stopping just short of taking me all the way. "NO! He's overthrown. Such a shame."
She leaned down and kissed me softly. "The game is on the line. What will they do? Tight end is in motion," she wiggled her hips, "QB drops back," she rose up again, "Defense is blitzing, wait! It's a shovel pass, right up the middle, the fullback has broken through and there's one man between him and the goal. He breaks a tackle!" Lori rose up quickly and slammed her hips down, taking my entire length. "It's a score, the fans are going crazy, the whole stadium is roaring." She lifted her arms in victory. "TOUCHDOWN!"
I had to laugh at her. She gave me an evil little smile and started rocking back and forth on my cock, her hips grinding away. "There's going to be a lot of celebration in Mudville tonight. They'll be reliving that series over and over again." She rose up and drove down against my cock again. "SCORE!"
She leaned down, her tits hanging freely, and brought her lips to mine. "All's right in the world. The home team has won. What could be better than this?"
I reached down for her ass, lifting her up a bit, so I could thrust up into her. "Not a damned thing. The perfect end." I gave her ass cheeks a squeeze. "Perfect."
"So you don't think a long bomb was the way to go?" she teased.
"Hell no! Up the middle, all the way."
"Geez, Jack. You are so 'old school'."
"Don't mess with what works."
She kissed me again. "I like this."
"Me inside of you?"
"That too. I mean playing with you. It's nice."
"It's great."
"Can I play a little more?"
"You've got the ball."
She tucked her feet under her, putting her palms down on my chest. She raised her hips up slowly, until she was diddling herself with just the head. Then her hips went in motion, riding up and down my cock, clutching at me. I could feel her tightness as she worked on my cock, her muscles massaging me. I watched her pretty tits shaking, her eyes closed, concentrating. Her movements sped up, and she was fucking herself wonderfully with my cock. On and on she rode me, her hips working miracles. I had a perfect view, watching my staff engulfed time and time again. She slowed, rose up, and slammed down onto my cock, taking it to the hilt. She was breathing hard, and I saw a smile appear on her face. She dropped back to her knees, grinding against me.
Lori leaned over, her arms on my shoulders. She started rocking back and forth on my cock, playing with me. I reached for her hips, slid my hands back around her ass, squeezing those tight cheeks while she screwed me. She felt so perfect in my hands.
"What do you want now? I've had my fun. Now it's time for you to collect your winnings. Take me, Jack."
I pulled her close, hugging her tightly, while I kissed her again. She squealed as I rolled with her, straightening her legs, until I was on top, pushing deep inside of her. I sat up, lifting her long legs into a wide V, and used my hips to slowly screw her. I was enjoying the view, my cock disappearing inside of her. I pulled out, playing at her entrance, poking my head inside of her repeatedly, enjoying that feeling of initial penetration. I pushed hard, settling deep inside of her and long-stroked her.
"Damn, woman, you have the longest legs in the free world."
"The better to match your incredible cock, my dear."
I pushed her legs back, her knees almost to her shoulders, opening her up wide, but she winced. "Easy there, I'm not made of rubber." She stretched her legs, forcing me out of her, then adjusted how she was laying.
"Sorry, I got carried away."
"No sweat. It's your first penalty, just a 5 yarder. I'll let you know if you do anything wrong. "
I leaned down and gave her a kiss. "I'm sure you will."
"Would you want it any other way? A nice quiet submissive fuck, maybe?"
"Hell no. I love the way you are. I love screwing my fiery little hellion."
"Little? Where is she? I'll stab the bitch. You're mine until morning."
"Alright. I love screwing my fiery Amazon hellion."
"That's more like it. Now prove it."
That was a challenge I couldn't ignore. I didn't have to worry about pushing her legs too far back, she pulled them back on her own, locking her arms around them. She was wide open to me, her pussy deliciously exposed. I couldn't resist going back for a taste, licking her until she moaned, letting my cock recover some. I sat up and pushed back inside of her, slowly at first, then faster and deeper. I grabbed her by the hips and started to fuck her harder. "God, Lori, I love being inside you."
"I wish you could feel it from this side," she gasped. "Fucking incredible. You fit me perfectly. Sooo nice."
I leaned over her getting a little more leverage, and pounded into her, every stroke bottoming out. She could take my length with no problems, no indication of pain or discomfort. It was glorious. I leaned my weight onto her legs, rose up and pistoned into her as fast as I could.
"Fuck, that's it, don't stop, don't stop," she moaned, her hands moving to the top of her pussy, rubbing herself.
I couldn't have stopped if I wanted to. My hips were a blur as I took her, claiming her in the most primal way, her tightness clutching at me. She was whimpering, her hands rubbing away fervently, her mouth open, gasping for air. I pulled back and expressed my need for her with long hard strokes, the entire length of my cock pistoning in and out, my full weight directed to my hips slamming her into the bed time after time. I was fighting to last, not wanting it to end, praying I could get her off.
It was a race, and we were neck and neck. I watched her tilt her head back, moaning, and felt the trembling leading up to her release. "Come for me, Jack," she gasped. Her legs were shaking; I could see she was right on the edge. "Come for me."
I moaned, unable to hold back any longer, and drove down hard, grinding, and erupting inside of her.
"FUCK!" she screamed, thrashing underneath me. I released her legs and felt them wrap around me tightly pulling me hard against her. Her face was flushed, her eyes wide, her mouth open in a rictus of pleasure. I ground deeper into her, shooting over and over, until I had nothing left. I leaned down and rested my head on her tits, gasping for air.
Her leg death-grip eased, and her hands were stroking my hair, while her chest fell and rose with each deep breath. With a groan I rolled off of her, not wanting to crush her. She turned on her side and cuddled up to me, throwing her arm across my chest.
I gazed down at her, ridiculously pleased with myself. "I might as well die now. It's never going to get any better than that."
"No shit. Dallas lost. Redskins won. Sushi for dinner. Jack fucked me silly. It's gotta be all down hill from here." She pressed her lips against my chest. "Then again, who knows? We might go to the Super Bowl."
I broke into a fit of giggles, unable to stop, and she was there right along with me. When we were almost able to control ourselves, she straddled me, her hands on my shoulders. I reached up and cupped her tits, pinching her nipples softly.
"So shall we live a little longer? Maybe practice a bit, in preparation for an even more perfect day?"
"You know, I've never been a quitter. And they say practice makes perfect."
"Perfect practice makes perfect."
"Perfect practice, with perfection."
"I'm not perfect," she said softly.
"I was talking about me, silly."
That was a mistake, and blows rained down on me from my spiteful angel. I covered up, until she reached down and pulled my arms apart, pressing her lips to mine, melting into the warmest, sexiest kiss of my life.
I held her in my arms, hardly daring to believe how the day had turned out. I was relaxed, but I could feel she was restless.
"Jack?"
"Yes, my perfect prize?"
"I want some ice cream."
I groaned. "In bed?"
"No. C'mon, lazy, our time is ticking away. You're not bored with me yet are you."



"What do you think?"
"I don't think I've overstayed my welcome."
"Not by a long-shot. Sure. Ice cream. I could use an energy boost."
She bounced out of the bed and into the bathroom, I expected her to be in there for just a minute or two, but I'd cleaned up and finished my Gatorade before she reappeared after about 15 minutes, dressed in her cheerleader outfit, boots and all. She had her hair back in a pony tail, looking even younger.
I was stunned, staring at her. "Wow."
"Ready to play?"
She tossed me a shirt. I could see she'd rummaged through my collection again, coming up with a Heath Schuler shirt. She laughed. "Got yourself a winner there."
We had a couple of scoops of ice-cream each, and the sight of her in that outfit was renewing my interest. In a big way. "You know, I really like that outfit."
"I thought we could watch some of the game, and I'd be your little cheerleader slut, who you could fuck under the bleachers."
"The stadium doesn't have bleachers."
"Work with me, Jack."
She towed me upstairs and turned on the game, starting with the pre-game show. She turned and looked up at me with big puppy dog eyes. In a little girl voice she said, "Please hurry, I have to be in front of 90 thousand screaming fans in just a moment."
"You are a little slut, aren't you," I teased.
"Just your slut. I love to feel your cum dripping out of me, when I'm performing in front of the crowd. Can they see how wet my shorts are? The white material becoming transparent, as your juices soak through. Hurry now, before I have to go."
She dropped to her knees, taking my cock in her mouth. Her little act had already started to work wonders on me, and watching her pretty face, and nasty little mouth going to work, she had me hard as a rock in no time. No surprise this girl was able to get me going again so quickly after our first performance. She was sexiness personified.
Lori pulled away abruptly, leaned over the arm of the couch, and pulled her shorts down part way. "Fuck me now, before anybody sees. Please." She batted her eyes at me, gazing back at me longingly.
Damn, that was a sweet ass she was showing me.
She reached back with her hands, spreading herself open for me. I pressed my cock against her, rubbing the head up and down her crack, then between her legs, sliding against her moist pussy. I pulled up and with just a little effort eased into her. A few good pushes and I was in. She was very vocal, crying out "Yes!" when I first entered her.
"God, we're so bad. Can you hear all those people above us? I'd just die if anybody walked down here now and caught me doing this."
"You are such a nasty little girl, aren't you? Shaking your ass for all those strangers. I bet that gets you hot, doesn't it? Knowing how bad they want you. How they'd go home and jerk off to pictures of you. Jesus, you're a hot little fuck."
She was pushing back against me, as I penetrated her, sighing "Oh...Oh," every time I filled her. With her legs together, bound by the shorts, she was tight, and I loved the feeling. I was finding a nice little rhythm, hanging onto her hips and thrusting away. Jesus, this was so much better than the way we usually watched the games. Although I think Derek and Bob might be a little shocked.
On the TV they had completed the coin toss, and the kickoff was only moments away.
"I have to go," she moaned. "I have to go, the games starting."
I was pushing into her hard, enjoying her. "And you're going to leave me like this?"
"We get a couple of minutes after every score. I can come back to you then." She pulled away from me, tugging her shorts up, then was on her knees giving me a quick suck. "Wait for me?"
"There are a lot of other girls out here you know."
"I promise, I'll make it worth your while." She looked up at me and winked, giving me a couple more sucks. Then she hopped up and took a seat on the couch. In her normal voice she said, "C'mon, stud, it's starting."
"You, girl, are a horrible tease."
"Bored?"
"Never."
"Good. Here's my idea. Every field goal, I'll suck you until the kickoff. Every touchdown, you get to have me until the kickoff. If it's a pass, it's my choice. If it's a run, it's yours."
"You know, that's like 8 or 9 touchdowns."
"I know. Hope you ate your Wheaties."
She reached over and casually stroked my cock. "Can't let him get too distracted. As I recall, we scored pretty early."
Suddenly she squeezed me tight, screaming at the TV. "That was INTERFERENCE. THROW THE FUCKING FLAG!"
Definitely my dream girl.
=======
Thanks for reading this story. Hope you enjoyed it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Now if you'd take just a moment to vote, I'd really appreciate it. Thanks!
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Chapter 11 -- Clarity
-----------------------------------
What was confusing becomes so very clear
-----------------------------------
When I woke up, I was alone. Looking over I noticed it was nearly 10:00am. I had slept in but I figured I had earned it. I heard noise out the window. Getting up I peeked out the window and saw the ladies cavorting in the pool. Looked like fun. I started to get up to join them and realized my body ached all over. Guess I overdid it a bit. It took me a few minutes to stretch and work out the kinks.
I was still too curious about where the events from the night before would lead, and even how they ever came about. I took a quick leak, brushed my teeth, ran a brush through my hair, grabbed a swim suite and headed out back.
The ladies were reclining on rafts. Andrea was wearing my wife's bikini, and she was pouring out of it. A couple of sizes too small, it looked particularly nice on her.
"Morning ladies."
My wife raised her sunglasses and smiled at me. "Join us?"
"Of course." I walked into the water, and tugged my wife's raft closer. I pulled her around and gave her a kiss. "Where's the baby?"
"Lisa's. All afternoon."
"So, whatcha been up to?"
"Finding out all about my husband's cruel treatment of my friend last night."
"Cruel?" I asked, looking over at last night's victim.
Andrea giggled. "I never said cruel. Unusual, maybe."
"Guilty," I confessed. "I couldn't help myself. Look at her! You left that naked in my bed last night. Jesus, she almost killed me."
I heard giggling from the other raft again. I peeked over to see how her barely contained breasts handled the laughter. "Killed you? I may never walk normal again."
"Any plans for the afternoon?" I asked.
My wife slid into the water, and into my arms. "Andrea, want to get us some drinks? I imagine my poor hubby might be a little dehydrated this morning."
Andrea disappeared into the house, leaving me alone with my wife who'd already surprised me quite a bit this weekend.
"That was quite a surprise. Thanks?" I said, while I held her. Her legs were around my waist, and she leaned forward and gave me a kiss.
"Thanks for stepping up. She's a happy girl this morning."
"I'll step up for you anytime." I told her, massaging her ass.
"I'll bet you would. Why don't you invite Greg over?"
"Greg? Lisa's Greg? Why?"
"I kind of figured that we could use another playmate this morning, and since you're already fucking his wife, I think you owe him that much."
To say I was stunned would be an understatement. I stood open-mouthed, trying to figure out what to say.
She glared at me. "You couldn't be happy enough with Beth as a gift. You had to drag Lisa into it, didn't you?"
I squeaked, "Beth?"
"Beth?" she mocked. "Come on Alex, Beth was supposed to be a surprise. But you had to go and get Lisa involved, didn't you?"
If things weren't weird enough, Andrea came out with a tray of drinks, with that very same Beth following at her heels.
"Oh, shit," I mumbled, while my wife squeezed me with her legs.
"Mimosas?" Andrea called out, setting the tray at the pool side. Beth peeled off her shirt and kicked off her shorts, standing there in the tiniest bikini yet, looking amazingly good. Shit. I shouldn't be thinking that way.
Beth came into the water, slowly working her way towards us. When she was standing beside me, she leaned in kissed me on the cheek. "I guess the gig is up."
"And then some. Game's over." My wife snapped, letting go of me, and heading for the drinks.
"Pooh!" Beth whined. "And it was just getting fun."
"Fun? You knew the rules."
"Rules?" I asked, thoroughly confused.
Beth slid in front of me, wrapping her arms around my neck. "You didn't think it was all my idea, did you?"
I wanted to say, yeah, but I decided silence would work best.
My wife handed me a drink while Beth kissed my shoulder. "Beth and I thought you deserved a little fun, and we'd let you in on the whole thing after a few 'play dates'. But you couldn't let things well enough alone, could you?"
"Fun?" I was still shocked, and badly confused.
She leaned in and whispered to me, "Just call him, Ok?" I nodded. She wasn't done though. "And Lisa is off-limits as of now, you understand?"
"Understood." I peeled Beth off of me, as difficult as it was. "Umm, you know about Kayla, right?"
Traci rolled her eyes. "Yes, I know. We'll talk about that later."
On the way out I couldn't help myself. As I passed Andrea, who had managed to get back up on a raft, I reached out and gave her near breast a squeeze.
I wrapped a towel around my waist, and headed in to make that call.
"Greg?"
"What's up, bud?"
"How fast can you get over here?"
"Why?"
"Trust me on this one. I need you over here for a few hours. I'll make it worth your while. Can you do it?"
"Why all the mystery?"
"Hurry, Ok? I'll explain it all soon enough."
"Fine, give me a few minutes. But you better have a damn good reason."
"It's important. Trust me. See you soon."
I headed back out to the pool, to three very desirable women.
* * *
The girls were chattering away in the pool when I got out there. I jumped in and swam over to where they were bonding. I popped up next to my wife. "On his way."
"Who's on his way?" Beth asked.
"It's a surprise," Traci told her.
"So you want to tell me what this is all about?" I gave a nod toward Beth.
Traci and Beth shared a look, and then my wife pulled me closer, hugging me with her legs and arms. "It started simple enough. She and I were talking, like we do, after our trip to Hot Springs."
I remember the trip well. We put the 'hot' back in Hot Springs that weekend.
Beth interrupted. "Bragging would be more like it."
Traci stuck her tongue out at her best friend. "We were TALKING, about how infrequently we had times like that, you know? It was getting sort of getting plain vanilla at home, with a quick screw maybe once a week, if that."
"A girl should be so lucky," Beth quipped.
"ANYWAY," Traci said, glaring at her friend, "part of the conversation got around to a couple of the parties we've had, and how good the sex was afterwards. Especially when you were hanging around certain friends of mine."
"Like at pool parties, or dress up parties," Beth added, leaning against me, letting her hands wander over my body.
"Yeah. When the girls are showing skin, certain men seem to really get themselves worked up." She gave me a squeezed with her legs.
"Guilty." I admitted.
"But that same guy still behaves." Beth argued, taking my side. "I mean he might flirt a little more, or even get a little touchy-feely, but not bad. Not like some. Dickheads."
Traci sighed. "My Story?" Beth didn't look in the least bit cowed. "So I thought it might be fun to let our friend here, who God knows you've lusted over long enough, flirt with you heavily, and get you worked up, maybe add a little spice to our life."
"Yeah. But what was in it for me? Get you worked up, and go home frustrated as shit. Wait another month or two before needle-dick decides to spend a minute grunting on top of me? Shit."
Who was this girl? This wasn't the Beth I knew and lusted after so well. And once a month? Or two?
"Ok. So it wasn't 100% fair. But I wasn't about to let her fuck you. So we discussed it at length, and finally compromised. Hell, that part alone almost took us two weeks to come to an agreement. We agreed - an occasional blow-job, with week long flirting, to get you so worked up you could hardly see straight. And when you couldn't stand it any longer, for your birthday next week, we'd make your dream come true."
"And mine," Beth piped in.
"Now that didn't quite workout, did it?" Traci asked, glaring at her best friend, then turning that fierce look on me.
"Why didn't you just tell me?" I asked. "I mean, really, it's an unbelievable gift, far more than I deserve..."
"You've got that right," Traci reminded me.
"But we could have reined things in. Believe me; I would have turned the others away in a heart beat."
"You should have anyway," my wife said harshly. "Not only did you start screwing Lisa which was NO WAY part of the deal, but you just had to push the boundaries with Beth, too, didn't you?"
I was saved from answering when Greg entered the backyard through the gate. "Alright. I'm here, what's the big emergency?"
"Let me handle this," Traci said, and climbed out of the pool, heading for Greg. She sat him down at the table and started talking.
Andrea came over to me, and clung to me, "You guys are pretty crazy. I thought stuff like this just happened in books. I mean, this is better than a soap."
Beth came over and hung onto my other side, giving me a kiss on the cheek. "Don't worry. She's not really mad. Not anymore. But I think it's time for you to straighten up and fly right."
I laughed. "She brought this girl to me last night and left her naked in my bed. How am I supposed to 'fly right'?"
"Let's start with no more secrets from her. How's that sound?"
Traci and Greg were still talking. A good sign. He was looking agitated, and when he raised his voice, I thought the shit had hit the fan, but Traci was able to calm him down, holding his hand, and keeping him talking. I was a little worried how that was going to turn out. When she stood and took him by the hand, leading him into the house, I had to wonder if that was my answer. I had a strong suspicion about how she was going to balance things.
I had mixed feelings about that. I know it's not fair; I had been doing his wife for weeks, and taking extreme liberties with her, I admit. But it was my wife he was with now, and I could feel myself getting angry at the thought of what might be happening in there. What probably was happening.
Beth must have read my mind. "She's just trying to smooth things over. And it's not like you haven't been screwing the brains out of his scrawny wife all summer long."
Andrea was slow on the uptake. "Do you mean, they're, like, doing it in there?"
Beth grinned, "I hope so. Tit for tat. Nice tit for that matter. I wonder what his 'tat' is like?"
I moved toward the shallower part of the pool, to the side where a built-in bench allowed me to sit. The girls came with me, taking up positions on each side of me. "Jesus," I grumbled, "This is kind of getting out of hand."
Beth turned my face and kissed me. Her hand went down to my crotch, rubbing me, and Andrea's hand joined hers. "Yes it is. That's why we're shutting it down," she explained when her mouth left mine. "No more Lisa. Got it?"
"Got it. What about Kayla?"
"We'll wean her off you a little slower. But that's going away as well."
"And you?" I asked, afraid of the answer.
"That's up to your wife."
I nodded, more than a little distracted by their roaming hands.
"Tell me more about Andrea, here. That was unexpected," Beth asked.
After that, I was just an observer, while Andrea told her story about her problems at home and her experience the night before. She went into lurid detail, taking almost as long to tell as the actual event.
Beth seemed a little irritated with me, before Andrea was finished. "You couldn't just have a little fun, make her feel good. You've always got to push, test the limits, stretch the boundaries. Don't you? Asshole."
Andrea blushed. "I needed my boundaries stretched. I just didn't expect that getting my asshole stretched would be part of it!"
"Sometimes I wonder how she puts up with you," Beth growled at me.
"ANDREA!"
I turned and saw my wife standing in the doorway, naked. She waved Andrea over, and the cute little thing gave me a nervous squeeze, then headed toward her. Traci pointed to where Beth and I were sitting. "You two behave."
She and Andrea went back inside, leaving me with her best friend. Who I'd been screwing whenever I could. Behave?
Beth's idea of behaving was different than mine. She climbed in my lap then reached back and removed her top. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits.
"Behaving?" I asked.
"Getting you primed. A little play is Ok, just don't try to stick that thing in me anywhere." She leaned in and gave me a long soft kiss. I was definitely feeling 'primed'.
"I think Andrea's husband is going to be in for a treat when this is all over," she said, a couple of minutes later.
"You think?"
"After last night and today? I'm guessing he'll find a brand new woman in his bed. Maybe it'll work out, maybe it won't. But I'd say it stands a better chance now."
"Because they're both cheating?"
"Because maybe he'll feel less inclined to. And Andrea will have no reason to."
"Sounds a little optimistic to me. I figured I was opening her horizons for her next guy."
"C'mon, Alex. She married him. They're young. I'm sure she wants it to work out. Let's give them a chance. Think good thoughts."
I smiled for her. "Sorry. Nothing but naughty thoughts with you here, topless."
"That's Ok, too." Then she was kissing me again, while I held her.
We were left alone a good while, and Beth did her best to keep me worked up. I desperately wanted to rip her bottoms off of her, and fuck her pretty little brains out. I allowed my hands to wander more than I should have. But I kept it together. Barely.
"My birthday present was going to make your dream come true, too?" I teased her.
"You know how you say you feel about me? Double it."
"Really? Why?"
"Fuck if I know. You melt my pantyhose. There. I said it. I hope to God we haven't messed things up too bad. I'd hate to be left out in the cold after all this."
"Enough of that," I heard a very familiar voice warn.
I looked up and saw Traci watching us from the doorway. Beth crawled off my lap, heading to the steps.
"Both of you," my wife called out.
Beth and I followed our naked escort into the bedroom, where Greg was putting it to Andrea, doggy style. They both looked, and sounded like they were enjoying it. Looked like so far he wasn't holding any grudges.
My wife turned to me. "Lose the 'suit."
I removed it, tossing the wet cloth into the bathroom, where it landed with a 'splat'. She passed me a towel to dry off with. After just a few moments, she was pushing me toward the bed. "Let me see her go down on you."
I followed her directions, afraid not to. I lay down in front of Andrea and pulled her face into my lap. She had no problem with the new scenario and took my cock in her mouth, giving me a messy and somewhat distracted blow-job, while Greg screwed her. What a change in less than a day.
It was awkward, looking into Greg's face from only a couple of feet away. He was staring at me, the smile on his face gone. I'm sure I looked suitable abashed, even with sweet Andrea going down on me.
"Not cool, bud," he finally said, softly.
"Sorry, man. I fucked up. A lot."
He reached down and pulled Andrea's hips back hard as he fucked her, a little more aggressively. He looked down and shook his head as he pounded into her.
After a bit he looked up at me, and I saw a hint of a smile. "I gotta say, you have style when it comes to apologies." He patted Andrea on her ass, "She's sweet."
We were being observed by my wife and Beth, who looked almost as nervous as I felt. When Greg put his hand up for a high-five, I smacked his hand and sighed. Maybe this wouldn't end badly.
Getting sucked by our young guest was nice, don't get me wrong, but I was distracted as well, and still nervous about where this whole thing was going. This was still my wife's play, and I was surprise by her to say the least. And just a bit scared.
I watched Traci remove Beth's bottoms, and then she guided the pretty blonde onto the bed beside us.
"Turn over, Beth."
Beth rolled over onto her belly, looking up at me nervously. I think I was nearly as shocked as Beth when my wife walloped her on the ass.
Beth cried out, reaching back to cover her butt. "What the Hell, Traci!"
"You've been bad, and it's time to pay the piper," Traci told her, pushing her hands out of the way, and smacking her ass again.
"No fucking way," Beth cried, turning onto her side to avoid another hard blow.
"I'll give you two options. You'll do what I say in this bedroom, or you can leave now, and never step foot in my house again." Traci barked at her, raising her voice.
Beth glared at her, then slowly rolled back onto her belly, moving her hands out of the way.
Traci spanked her fiercely, and I knew I didn't want to be on the receiving end of that kind of treatment. After a dozen or so blows, Beth was pleading with her, her ass bright red. After about 20 she was crying, begging her to stop.
My blow-job had slowed considerably as well, as all three of us were witnesses to the punishment. I hate to say it, but I was getting worked up by the show, and I grabbed Andrea by the hair, and encouraged her to pay attention to the job my wife had assigned her. She looked away from the show beside her, and continued more attentively.
Traci finally relented, leaning over and rubbing her friend's bright red, swollen butt cheeks.
"Why? I told you everything?" Beth asked, wiping tears from her face.
"You told Lisa. If you had just kept your mouth closed, none of this would have happened," Traci reminded her.
"It just slipped out," Beth argued.
"And what about Kayla?" Traci asked.
"Lisa told her."
"And you encouraged it."
Beth didn't have an answer for that one immediately. "Well, don't do that again," Beth said eventually, rubbing her sore cheeks.
"Don't pass my husband around like a party favor, and I won't have to."
"Are we even now?" Beth asked, worriedly.
"Almost. Greg? Just as I promised, she's yours."
Greg pulled out of Andrea, and I heard my little cock-sucker whimper, before she went after me more aggressively. He walked over to Beth, stroking his hard-on. It was long and thin, and bright red. It looked angry, even if he didn't.
"Hey! I never said I'd fuck Greg," Beth argued.
"You heard the rules, in this bedroom, you do what I say," Traci warned her.
Beth finally shrugged, rolling onto her back and opening her legs. "Hell, I guess I never said I wouldn't, either."
Greg smiled as he climbed between her legs, and was quickly pounding away at her.
Traci wasn't done directing things. "Alright Andrea, ride him to his finish."
I slid down the bed a bit, and let the cute little thing climb on top of me, screwing me quite nicely, thank you.
Greg was looking at me, and I still felt guilty. "Hope we can get past the Lisa thing."
I was surprised when he grinned. "Hell, three-for-one seems like a reasonable payback. But it's over now, right?" He was fucking Beth quite casually, leaning over her, and I was becoming impressed by his stamina.
"Completely," I assured him.
"Alright then. But I may want to borrow your wife when it comes time to punish her."
I didn't have an answer for him. I was too distracted by the energetic girl riding me like there was no tomorrow. The scene beside me, watching Greg turn Beth over and screw her from behind, was too much. I grabbed Andrea by the hips and pounded up into her, coming hard. I lay there gasping when she finally rolled off of me.
My wife took Andrea by the hand, and led her to the bathroom. "That's it for you. Let's get you cleaned up." She looked over at me, and I was expecting another glare, but received a wink instead. "Let her get you hard again." She nodded toward Beth.
Beth was moaning, but took my cock in her mouth when I kneeled in front of her and raised her head up. I was messy, but she took care of that easily enough, and it didn't take long for her to get a rise out of me. I held her head and fucked her mouth while Greg used her from behind.



I never expected to be in that position, certainly not twice in the same day. And not with these particular women. I wasn't complaining.
Greg was sweating, breathing hard, and fucking her for all he was worth. I could feel every stroke reflected in her sucking. It was intense. I'd never fucked her mouth like that, and I found myself pushing deeper, sliding down her throat, making her gasp when I pulled out.
She moaned, pulled my cock out of her mouth and clung to it for support, when she finally came on Greg's cock. That seemed to push Greg over the edge, and he groaned "FUCK!" as he let loose inside her.
When he pulled out and collapsed beside me, gasping like he'd run a marathon, Beth sucked me with her full attention. If I hadn't come just a few minutes earlier, I would have succumbed to her immediately.
I looked over at Greg again, and he was smiling. "Never would have guessed it from her." Her reached out and ran his hand down her back, to her still red ass. "Our good little church-girl is a dyed-in-the-wool cum-slut." He grinned and put his hand up for another high-five. I reached over and slapped his palm.
I wanted to concentrate on my favorite little blow-job queen, but Greg wanted to chat. Damn him. I guess I owed him that much.
"How long you been tapping that?" he asked.
"Five, six weeks," I managed to gasp out. Beth had me close.
Traci walked into the room wearing shorts and a t-shirt, leaving Andrea getting ready in the bathroom, and pulled Beth back by the shoulder. "Take a break with him. Why don't you see if we can get Greg up for a little more play."
"Are you crazy, woman? I'm plum wore out," he laughed.
"Let her try. I've got something special planned if she's successful."
Beth obediently crawled over between his legs, and went about her business. Pretty sexy business it was.
Andrea came out of the bathrooom a couple of minutes later, looking none the worse for wear. She was wearing some of Traci's things, and she looked good, real good. She came over and kissed me.
"Thanks, Alex. For everything. I won't let you guys down."
"I should be the one thanking you. You were amazing." I told her, pulling her closer for a longer, lingering kiss.
Traci pulled her away. "I'm taking her home now. You guys can do what you want with her, but when I get back I expect to find two hard cocks waiting for me."
As soon as she was out the door, I was digging into my bedside stand. I came out with what I was looking for. I jogged into the kitchen and returned with a couple of bottles of water.
Greg was looking at me like I was nuts, until I held out the little yellow tear-drop shaped pill. "Take it."
"What is it?" he asked, cracking open the water bottle, while Beth continued trying to revive him.
"Cialis. It should kick in within 15 minutes," I told him, grinning.
He downed his, and I followed suit. I figure the situation called for whatever kind of chemical help we could get. I hoped the pills didn't have an expiration date. I'd gotten them for our last vacation, but had only used one. Extremely effective that first time.
I was still pretty hard from the attention I'd been receiving. I grabbed Beth by the hips and pulled her up and sideways to Greg, wreching a squeal from her. Placing her on her knees, I entered her from behind. Her ass still showed the effects of her thorough spanking, and I squeezed her butt cheeks.
I saw her raise her head. "Please Alex, gentle, my ass is still on fire from your mean wife."
I pulled out and kissed her gently on her butt cheeks, and she resumed her herculean effort. When I slid inside her again, I held her by the hips, and screwed her gently, playing with her, teasing her with my cock.
Greg sighed. "Shit. I could get used to this. Beth, you look real nice like that."
She chuckled and almost gagged. "Stop Greg! Don't make me laugh."
"I'm not trying to make you laugh. You look great, naked, with your mouth full of my cock. You've never looked better."
"Enjoy it while you can. It's not going to be a regular thing."
"Hell, I figured that, but a man can dream, can't he?"
I was enjoying her easily, sliding in and out, filling her repeatedly. She looked back at me and smiled. "You might as well get your jollies too. Who knows where this whole thing is going to end up? It might be your last chance as well."
I caressed her body, as much as I could reach, while I continued enjoying her. Greg was leaning back, with his hands behind his head, and a big shit-eating grin plastered across his face. While I watched, he raised his head, gazing down at Beth's efforts and raised his arms as if in victory.
Beth sat up a bit. "Looks like somebody is ready to play, after all." Then she leaned back down and made sure that he was not only ready, but stayed ready.
Greg looked over at me. "Trade places?"
I grinned. "The least I could do." I pulled out of Beth and lay down. Under Greg's encouragement, Beth spun around and used her talented mouth on me, while he got some time in the saddle.
I heard the door open, and my cunning wife was standing in the doorway. "See, Greg? I knew you had it in you." She peeled off her t-shirt and shorts, coming over and standing by the side of the bed.
"Let's play."
=====
One more Chapter to go. I hope you enjoyed this installment, and thanks for the continued support. If you like the story, please vote. Thanks.
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Chapter 12 -- Closure
--------------------
Every Summer has to end...
--------------------
"Let's play."
My wife was grinning as she spoke the words, and then she climbed on the bed behind Greg, pressing her perfect tits against his back and whispering to him.
I watched him pull out of Beth and turn to my wife, as she pulled him down with her onto the bed. Her legs were parted as she guided him into her.
Beth got off of her hands and knees and stretched out between me and the other two, who were already going at it. She lifted her leg and reached behind her for my cock, guiding me home. I slid into her and adjusted my position until I was holding her in my arms, once again filling her. I gently screwed her while we both watched the couple next to us.
Traci was reaching up and gently stroking Greg's chest. "I'm sorry that Lisa got caught up in our little game," she told him. "It's not going to be a big problem, is it?"
Greg stopped his motion, bending down to kiss her. "We'll see what happens when I confront her with it. As for y'all, right now it's kind of hard to hold a grudge."
She pulled his head down and kissed him again, hard. "For the next few weeks, any time you're feeling upset or bitter, give me a call and Beth and I will see what we can do to make it up to you."
"Really?"
"Really. I'm not saying forever, mind you, but we'll give it a little time." She looked over at me, glaring. "That Ok with you, troublemaker?"
Beth answered, "Sounds fair to me."
"I wasn't talking to you. I was talking to the other troublemaker."
I pulled my lips off of Beth's soft shoulder, staying buried inside of her. "No argument from me. Whatever it takes to set things right."
Greg was upright again, screwing her diligently, but Traci put out her hand and stopped him. "Let change positions, there's something I've always wanted to try." She scooted out from under him and sat up.
"Alright, buster. Pull your cock out of my friend and come over here and lay down."
Not one to make waves, I climbed over Beth into the middle of the bed, and laid back, my rod at full staff.
Traci straddled me, and sat down on my cock, taking me fully in one smooth movement. She looked over to Greg who was watching attentively. "Want to help me make a Traci sandwich? I've got another hole that could use filling, and there's some lube in the nightstand."
She rested on my chest, holding me tight, while Greg eagerly made himself ready. I felt his legs bracing against mine, and could feel when he first entered her, making my wife whimper. As he pushed deeper she reached back to slow him down.
"Slow, Greg. Take it easy."
I was buried deep inside of her, but could still feel the pressure as he entered her ass, pushing deeper, almost like someone was rubbing against the bottom of my cock as he gradually filled her.
"Jesus, that looks wild," Beth said.
At first Traci just moaned, while Greg started working his way in and out of her. Once she seemed to have adjusted to his intrusion, she reached out and held Beth's hand. "Just think Beth, when they're done with me it's your turn."
"God, Traci, I don't know," Beth said, scooting closer to the action.
Traci groaned, as Greg picked up the pace. "C'mon guys, fuck me like you mean it. First one to come gets to choose who gets to fill which holes on Beth."
That wasn't a fair contest. I'd been hard for ages, and knew that I wouldn't last long. Then again, screwing my wife's tight ass was probably working wonders for Greg.
Beth had her head next to mine, whispering to me. "This is your chance, Alex. If you win, I guess you'll get to finally fuck my poor little virgin butt-hole with that monster cock of yours. You'll be gentle with me, won't you? I'm still a little scared."
I was screwing into my wife as best I could, and she was pushing back against me on each stroke. She had her eyes closed and was moaning loudly, while Greg got more and more aggressive, holding her hips while he pounded her ass. It was like a tug-of-war. I had my hands on her upper thighs, pushing her down against my cock every time I thrust into her. I felt Greg changing position, and he popped out of her. I fucked her hard for a few seconds before he was able to find her entrance again, and moments after he was entering her, I knew I had won.
If being the guy with the shorter fuse can be considered winning.
"FUCK!" I groaned, thrusting into her and unloading my aching balls deep inside.
I held her tightly while Greg continued abusing her ass. Without me working against him, he was able to fuck her hard. I was surprised when she suddenly came, gasping, clutching me tightly. Greg wasn't far behind and with a roar he came in her rear, nearly pushing the both of us into the headboard.
Gasping, he fell back on the bed beside me, and Traci rolled off of me onto her side, breathing hard. She rested her head on my shoulder, and I saw Greg's hand appear over her side, resting on her breast. He cupped it gently.
"That was...different," Traci said, when she could catch her breath.
"Fucking amazing," Greg laughed, tweaking her nipple.
His familiarity with her irked me, but she kissed my shoulder, softly stroking my chest. Beth was on my other side, holding me, looping her leg over mine, rubbing her thigh against my wilted cock. I pulled her close, allowing her attentiveness to distract me from any thoughts of jealousy.
Her fingers were teasing my over-taxed 'friend' and well on their way to restoring its fullness, when Traci interrupted our play. "I'm starved. How about a snack before Beth gets hers?"
* * *
After lunch, Greg and I made a 'Beth' sandwich, with my dear loving wife helping to lube me up and slide me into her best friend's ridiculously tight butt-hole. It took a lot of work and patience before I was finally balls deep inside of our plaything, but the break, and our medicinal aid had both Greg and I ready for action, after just a couple of minutes of oral attention.
With the break in action, and all the previous fun we'd had, we both were feeling strong and rested, and were able to really take advantage of the opportunity. Beth's butt cheeks were still quite red from her earlier punishment, and were starting to bruise. I felt a little sorry for her. Not enough to prevent me from pulling her arms behind her back, and making her spread her cheeks open for me. I watched as her tight opening clung to me on every stroke, until my considerate wife squirted me down with a little more lube, easing my entry considerably. After several minutes of plowing her, as we had my wife, we changed positions, Beth sitting on my cock and lying back on my chest, while Greg pounded her pussy from above.
It felt great to be inside of her, and I was able to rest, holding her and playing with her tits, while her tight little ass clutched my cock spasmodically. Greg was like a machine, screwing her with a mechanical steadiness, his hands playing with her where he entered her. I was squeezing and tweaking her breasts, while nibbling on her shoulder, pushing my cock up and into her just enough to keep me inside. When Beth came from Greg's incessant screwing, I was afraid she was going to snap my cock off.
Traci decided to get involved, and her teasing mouth was battling with my hands for ownership of Beth's nipples. When she brushed my hand away, I put it on the back of her head and pulled her down hard against Beth's tortured tit, while she sucked it. I had a great up close view, watching Traci's teeth worry Beth's sweet boobs.
Greg was putting it to our naughty neighbor and I heard his groan. "God, Beth, I'm going to come again."
That got Traci's attention, and she scrambled down the bed, grabbing Greg's cock and pulling it out of Beth. I looked over her shoulder to see my wife going down on Greg hard. He grabbed her head and groaned louder, thrusting into her mouth while Traci sucked him dry. The little tart.
As for me, I wasn't quite done yet, and within moments I had Beth back on her hands and knees, screwing her tight little butt from behind, with full freedom to do as I pleased. I moved her around a bit, until I found the perfect position and then fucked her ass as hard and deep as I could, while she moaned deliciously for me.
She turned her head and looked back at me. "Happy? You got what you wanted, didn't you? You got to fuck my poor aching butt."
"Ecstatic," I gasped, holding her hips tightly while I hammered her.
"Do it, Alex," she gasped, squeezing the words out in bursts. "Fuck my...dirty...little butt. Come...in my...virgin ass."
What a sweet offer. I long-stroked her; pulling almost completely out on each stroke. I could sense I was getting close. I pulled out, then slid it back in hard, her gaping ass finally offering little resistance. My cock looked so good filling her, disappearing into that tight hole, I finally felt the onset of the end. I grabbed her at the waist and fucked her as fast as I could, reaching down and pushing her chest into the bed, as I put my full weight into the last few strokes. When I exploded into her, she cried out.
I had been so intent on fucking her I had almost completely forgotten about Traci and Greg. Looking over I saw them spooning, his hands wandering over her body, while they both watched us.
I know I should have felt jealous, but I only felt exhausted. In a good way. Beth sank into the bed, and I followed her, never wanting to pull out of her, lying over her body, kissing her neck. My trouser friend betrayed me, sliding out of her rear with a pop.
I rolled off of her, pulling her against my body, eliciting another moan from her. I held her in my arms, looking across the bed at the other two, mirroring their positions. My lips sought out her soft skin, and rained kisses down on her neck and shoulders. She felt so wonderfully good in my arms.
"Too much," Beth groaned. "I hope you're happy, Traci. He's fucking ruined me. I won't be able to sit for a week."
Traci just giggled. "You'll get used to it."
"The fuck I will," Beth muttered. "Ok, it was pretty wild, but I think I like plain old fucking a whole lot better. Even with the lube, that hurt!"
"At least you'll get almost a whole week to recover. His birthday isn't until next Saturday. And on his birthday, we can't deny him anything."
I felt her shudder in my arms. I held her close and nuzzled her neck. "Don't worry baby, I'd never make you do anything you don't want to."
She wiggled back against me, clutching my arms. "We'll see how I feel later this week. It's already feeling a little better."
"Hey, my birthday's in September," Greg announced.
Traci giggled and turned in his arms hugging him. "You need to work things out at home, bub. When that's all settled, then we'll see what we can do about a birthday present. Maybe."
"November 12th," Beth said softly.
"What?" I asked.
"My birthday."
Traci turned and looked at me over her shoulder. "See what you started, Alex?"
I was smart enough to shut up and cradle pretty Beth in my arms.
* * *
Monday and Tuesday were blessedly calm, with no visitors, and a chance to get caught up at work. Traci and I spent hours talking about all the things that happened, usually ending up in bed, enjoying our own little piece of heaven. I was mostly out of the doghouse, but careful not to cause waves. Dinner out Monday and flowers on Tuesday seemed to help my cause.
Wednesday saw Beth and Kayla showing up with the kids, still no sign of Lisa. I had asked Traci, but she didn't have any updates either. Strangely, in the previous few days, my wife and I had talked a lot, but hadn't made clear rules about either Beth or Kayla. Only Lisa had been declared officially off limits. While I sat admiring Kayla's sexy body, wondering if I'd ever be allowed to play with it again, Beth suggested that the three of us retreat indoors for while. It meant leaving the kids alone for a while, but Beth assured me it would be only for a few minutes.
In the bedroom, she made it clear the break wasn't platonic. I had barely made it inside before she was drawing my bathing suit down and pushing me back onto the bed. Sweet Kayla at least took the time to get naked before joining us.
Beth had my cock in her sexy mouth, encouraging my hardening, while Kayla leaned in and kissed me. I figured Beth knew Traci's rules, whatever they were, and Kayla must still be fair game. I reached down and caressed her sweet butt cheeks, while our tongues intertwined.
I felt the cold air on my cock, indicating Beth had abandoned her job. Kayla kindly slid down my body and took up where Beth had left off.
Beth was lying beside her, watching her friend suck me. "Kayla?"
"Mmmmhmmm?"
"Things have to change. Greg and Traci know about Lisa."
That got Kayla's attention, and she sat up leaving me in need. "Knows? How? How much?"
"Right now it's just her, and Lisa's promised to stay quiet, but we're going to have to calm things down here. A lot."
Kayla's hand had strayed back to my cock, and she stroked me while she listened. "It's over?"
"Pretty much. I think we can have a few more play-dates, but once the kids are back in school, we'll have to end it." Beth explained.
Kayla sighed. "I knew it couldn't last. It was too good to be true." She moved closer and licked me, rubbing my cock against her lips.
Beth stood and went to the door. "You kids have fun; I'll go and keep an eye on the ankle biters."
I was sad to see her go, but Kayla did her best to make me forget about her. Her mouth was active and sweet, and I thought back to our first meeting. She'd made so much progress, and so quickly!
"You know, beautiful, you're really good at that. Too good. Much more and we'll miss the best part of the play."
She sat up, shaking her hair to the side. "The best part?"
"Me inside of you."
She smiled. "I wouldn't want to deprive you of that."
I sat up and took her in my arms, kissing the pretty little thing. I guided her back down and took up position between her legs, rubbing my hard-on against her wetness before entering her.
"Happy?"
"Always happy to be inside of you. I love making love to you."
"Making love to me? You fuck my brains out."
"That too," I said, sliding deep inside of her.
I took my time with her, enjoying what might be our last play time. She has such a perfect butt I had to take her from behind, gazing down at those perfect ass cheeks while I long-stroked her. It was perfect, so right, sliding in and out of her for my full length, feeling her delicious tightness. I was getting close and wanted to finish facing her, so I put her on her back and screwed her slowly, looking at that pretty face. I leaned down and kissed her, and even with the slowness of my actions I couldn't take any more and found my release inside of her. She reached up and pulled me close, hugging me tightly.
"Thank you," she murmured softly.
"Not necessary, believe me."
She clung to me. "No, really. Thanks for this. Thanks for this summer, and showing me what it could be like. I know it has to end, but I swear I'll never forget a moment of it. It's all been so incredible."
"You are the incredible one," I told her with a kiss. "You're a helluva woman."
"And your wife is a lucky woman."
I hated getting dressed and heading back out to the pool, watching the two gorgeous MILFs riding herd on the kids. After a while it was too much, and I headed up to my office to get a little work done.
Play-time was over.
PROLOGUE
* * *
Greg and Lisa worked things out. She still came over with the kids for pool-time, but we didn't play any more. We had a nice long chat a couple of times about the fun we'd had, but Greg had laid down the law and she was doing her best to be good.
Kayla came over one more that week, and she and Beth both entertained me quite nicely, oral only. Beth reminded her that our play dates had to end, but it was a nice way to tail off.
On my birthday, Beth came over early, and she and Traci made sure that they made it a memorable one. We spent much of the day in bed, playfully, and Traci quizzed her on my activities during the week, getting reassured that the Lisa situation was in hand, and that Kayla would soon be out of the picture.
The last week of summer, everything was almost back to normal. Beth and I were limited in our playtime, but it wasn't completely cut out. Traci was calling the shots, and would let Beth know if she was feeling generous. We were allowed one play-date that week, and once school started up Beth would show up about once a week, with rules. Sometimes we'd be limited by time, or just to a blow-job, and every few weeks we'd get the green light to have fun. Even with that she'd still come over late at least once a month and we would all get to play together. I loved those nights.
Kayla and I had one more day together that week, no holds barred, with Traci's permission and I'm proud to say she graduated from Professor Alex's academy with an A+. No more Kayla after that. I was sorry to see her go, but had plenty of great memories of our time together.
Greg was rewarded for working things out, twice I was told, but I wasn't present for either one. I didn't like that, but I was reassured that it was ending, and being allowed to play with Beth was a nice reward for my patience.
Andrea and her husband got back together, and seemed to straighten everything out. I was surprised by Traci when Andrea came over for the weekend in October, when her husband was on travel. No doubt about it, she was a new girl, with her old boundaries shattered. I don't think I could survive many weekends with both her and Traci. But what a way to go.
Traci and I were no longer 'plain vanilla' anything. Between our play sessions with Beth, and a little role-playing, things were hot and wild once again, and we'd both survived the summer of the pool payments in better shape than we'd started.
Now if I could just figure out what to do about our neighbor girl, Jill...
===============
Hope you enjoyed this little series. Just a short tale about one wild summer. Thanks for sticking with it to the end.
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---
Jack sees more of Spain, and of his Spanish Beauty
---
Ana Isabel had left me with an immediate problem. A hard-on that just wouldn't quit. And with her departure, I was forced to consider alternatives. First and foremost, the woman next door.
Before I tested those waters, I knew I should call home. It was nearly 1:00 am, but it would be around 6:00 pm on the east coast. Give or take an hour. I was never very good at those time conversions.
I got the girls on both lines and regaled them with our success and our night on the town, describing the tapas and the flamenco dancing. "We just had to get out of there. The dancing continues until after one. We've got a plane to catch in the morning," I told them.
"Who's 'we'," Beth asked.
"Chris and I. She's in the room right down the hall. Poor girl was nearly mauled by all those men," I laughed.
"I bet you're getting your fair share of attention," Beth continued.
"Not like her, that's for sure. The odds aren't much in my favor."
"Was your Major there?" Debbie asked.
"Yes, and she and Pablo served as our guide. But I'm back in the room alone now, and I've been a good boy. No new girls for poor Jack," I insisted.
"Be careful of her," Debbie said. "I'm sure a guy like you would be a real catch."
"Not for her. She's some distant cousin or niece of the King, and off limits to mere mortals."
"If you find yourself slipping, find some nice young Spanish chippie. Keep away from her," Debbie said, more forcefully than I could imagine. I couldn't help but wonder what was going on with her. Maybe Karen was rubbing off.
"Debbie!" Beth squealed, "Did you just tell him to pick up one of those Spanish girls?"
"Better on of them, than ending up in that woman's web, and never coming back," she said, entirely serious.
"Stop it, Deb. Nothing is going to stop me from coming home to you. And I'm not about to go out and pick up some local kid just to get my rocks off."
She sounded upset. "I'm sorry. I keep getting this feeling that I'm losing you. That you're not coming back."
"I'm coming home in three days, and the only beauty I want is you."
"Hey!" I heard Beth's indignant reply.
"The both of you."
"Don't forget us," Debbie said sorrowfully.
"Hurry home Jack," Beth interrupted. "I'll see if we can't plan another coming home surprise for you."
"As soon as I can, Angel. As soon as I can."
The call left me a little perturbed, but I shook it off, and decided to check in on my boss. I hadn't heard any noises from her direction in a while.
The adjoining doors were unlocked, and I peeked in carefully, to make sure I wasn't interrupting anything. The lights were off, but the entry light was on, and I could see Chris lying on the bed, naked, on top of the covers.
I slipped into the room and sat down on the side of the bed, gaining Chris' attention. She turned and smiled at me, sleepily.
"Did we have fun tonight?" I asked her.
"I don't know about you but I did," she giggled.
"I could tell from the screams. Those two old guys must have had a hell of a time."
"Just the General," she said. "We kind of came to an understanding that the Colonel would have to wait a bit."
"Poor Colonel. So how was the General?" I asked, teasing. I stretched out beside her and caressed her breast.
"Very attentive. Not much for stamina, and pretty much a one trick pony, but he seemed quite happy to make sure I was well taken care of. I guess experience counts for something. You want to know something weird?" she asked.
"I'm not sure, how weird? Chicken or feather weird?"
"Nothing like that. It's just that was my first time ever using a rubber. 30 years old, and my first time. Weird huh?"
"Not too weird," I told her. "I was afraid he made you march around the room and salute him," I teased.
"Oh yeah. That too." She laughed. She leaned down and started playing with my cock, "How about you? This fellow seen any new pussy tonight? You and the Major seemed to be getting along awfully well."
"No such luck. I mean, she's nice and all, but I think we're playing on two different fields. Unless my ancestors lived in castles and were living off the work of down-trodden peasants, I'm not in the running."
"Aww. The mighty Jack strikes out? Say it isn't so!" She seemed to really be getting a kick out of my situation. I was almost tempted to tell her about the close call, but for all my moral lapses, I wasn't the kind of guy to kiss and tell, particularly when the lady was interested in keeping things quiet.
"At least one of us got lucky tonight. Two, including the much honored General."
"Three, if you can wait a minute for me to take a shower and freshen up. Shall I join you in your room, in 10 minutes?"
I couldn't turn her down. "Love to. See you in 10."
Back in my room, I realized there was a lot of evidence I hadn't been alone. I rolled the champagne cart, dirty glasses and all, into the hallway, then straightened out the bed. I could still smell the fragrance of Ana Isabel in my room, and I took care of that with a spray of cologne around the bed. A little strong, I opened the window a bit to get some air movement. One last scan of the room, and I saw a tube of lipstick left on the dresser. I barely had time to stash it in a drawer before Chris made her appearance.
She was wearing a tempting little bit of lingerie that barely hid the goodies underneath. It only took me a few seconds to get her into my bed, and a couple of minutes more for me to get inside of her.
All in all, not a bad night. Not at all.
* * *
Zaragoza wasn't the slam dunk I was hoping for. We had several issues getting the system to communicate with the server before we found the problem. Even then, we weren't able to bring all the units up, and found another issue with the database. For some reason the Zaragoza records were firewalled, and it took a bit of work to get the access tunnelled. It was late by the time we were finally up and running, but managed to get the demo up before we'd lost any credibility.
Pablo was great in support, and Chris managed to keep the brass from breathing down our necks. My favorite Major kept her distance, watching all, but staying out of it. When the demo was fully functional and running with access to all necessary data, I stepped back and let Pablo drive again.
He was getting good at it, and asked around for suggestions, providing the required results almost instantaneously. I was finally able to slide out of the limelight, and hunt down a coke.
Major Ana Isabel de Borbon is a demon. She sees all, knows all. And in this case anticipated all. While I was asking a trembling non-com where the soft drinks were, she appeared at my side, a 16 oz ice cold bottle in her hand. She gave me the first smile of the day.
"I didn't know if you were going to pull it off," she said. "It looked close there."
"A lot closer than I had hoped for," I admitted.
"But once more, you're the conquering hero, and still you let Pablo get all the praise."
"I'm happy enough to know I'm doing a good job. And he's been a great help. If I can help him a little, great. I hope he comes out of this smelling like a rose."
She casually reached out and brushed my arm, giving me goose bumps. She look still and hard today, not the sensuous creature in my room the night before. Still, I knew well what was hidden, just barely out of sight.
"Noblesse Oblige," she said.
"Pardon?"
"Of course you put on a show for the brass, they pay the bills and make sure the right approvals go through. Your boss understands the politics well, doing her best to keep the General happy, very happy. And the Colonel as well. But you make those beneath you look good, and feel good, even though it gains you nothing. You are above that."
"Don't go spreading rumors like that," I teased. "I'm not all sugar and spice you know."
"Sugar and spice?" she asked.
"And everything nice - a children's poem."
She leaned in to whisper in my ear, and my hopes shot sky high. "Looks like you may have to bail Pablo out, I think he's having some difficulty."
I looked up to see the Captain switching back and forth between two screens, and I was fairly certain I knew what was up. I moved quickly back to his side, and reminded him of the basic system configuration. In the settings, he hadn't selected the 'clear on exit' check box.
With a quick review of the settings, and two quick changes, he was back in the saddle again, his momentary nervousness in check.
"Sorry about that. My fault. I changed the settings during testing. After initial installation, they'll be at the correct configuration."
Once more I stepped back. But not too far in case of anymore gotchas.
That about settled it, and after just a few more minutes, we were shutting down the system, and being shuffled off to another night of celebration in the ancient and fascinating city of Zaragoza.
There was a short break while the party was assembled, rides were found, and a few additional lovely escorts were requisitioned for our outing. Ana Isabel returned after a short hiatus, wearing a simple, yet striking little black dress that once again had me staring. She certainly cleaned up nicely. I understood the purpose of the large tote bag she'd brought on our short trip.
The locals were very proud of their history, and the history of northern Spain where hundreds of years of battle kept the moors from crossing the Pyrenees. The landscape was dotted with castles and fortified churches, and our little tour began downtown at the Plaza of Pilar, where ancient Roman ruins from 20BC stood alongside a Moorish tower and a huge Spanish basilica, a pilgrimage sight for the miracles performed by the Virgin Mary. It was a strange blend of old and new, and utterly fascinating.
We were given a tour of the Basilica by the proud locals, viewing the 15th century Sagrado Imagen, and La Columna, the column where Mary appeared to the Apostle St. James. The same column whose holy properties protected the Church throughout the years, particularly from the bombings during the Spanish Civil War. We were directed to look at the frescoes painted by Goya. The busboy from 'El Botin' had done well for himself.
My guide was a pretty little Lieutenant named Pilar. The same name as the Church.
"Pilar. That's a pretty name," I told her, still looking about for the Major.
She laughed. "In the North, every other girl is named Pilar, it seems. Here it is as common as John or Robert, in your country."
"Ah, but I am quite certain not every Pilar is as lovely or as kind a host as you are," I told her in my rusty Spanish.
Our tour took us down a series of side streets, where we stopped for the requisite tapas, at a few different locales. I was attended to nicely by our hosts. When they weren't filling me in on their local history, they were querying me about the D.C. area, and even an occasional discussion of the new system. Pilar stuck to me like glue, and my partner in crime, Chris, was never lacking for attention, her favorite Colonel never far from her side. The Major was always in the crowd, often nearby, but somehow always a short distance away. My buddy Pablo was often by my side, but he was enjoying the outing as well, and using the opportunity for some face time with the big brass, and to chat up a cute local who'd attached herself to him.
By the time we reached our final destination, I was glad the walking was over. I couldn't imagine what it was like for the ladies in their high heels. La Bastilla restaurant was on the river, across from three bridges that joined northern Zaragoza, all residential neighborhoods I was assured, from the historic southern side of the city.
No show for us, just a gastronomic orgy of tastes, starting with what I was told was the best ham in Spain, although Pablo, once again seated nearby, told me it was only the second best. It was sliced paper-thin and melted in your mouth. As the first entry, it was a great start. My only disappointment was that Ana Isabel was separated from me, sitting opposite and at an angle. Beside her was another General, who seemed intent on talking to her, although far less 'friendly' than most at the table. He'd occasional speak across the table to me, and we would discuss differences in programs and bases I'd visited. The conversations would never get very far before Ana Isabel would gently recapture his attention.
Most of the evening, I flirted with Pilar, who was very open to my attention, and as the wine flowed, and the excellent food kept coming, I found her more and more enchanting.
"Tell me more about Buenos Aires," she begged, while offering me a taste of the mysterious food on her plate.
"The downtown is incredible. Avenida 9 de Julio is a full block wide, it must have 20 lanes. Of course the oldest buildings there would seem brand new in your beautiful city."
"They say it is very beautiful, very Spanish."
"In some ways it is. It is many cities, rolled in one. La Boca, downtown, is like a piece of Italy, where Italian is spoken, and the restaurants are like stepping into Rome. And the steaks, unbelievable."
She sighed, "I joined the military to see the world. And yet, I've hardly left my home town. Someday I'd like to see the great cities. Paris, Buenos Aires, Rio, Washington, London, New York."
"I'm sure you will. When you come to Washington, I'll show you around. It is a fascinating city, so open, so many parks and museums. You'll love it."
She was flirting outrageously, accepting my caresses and returning them in kind. "I'd love to have you show me around."
Her raven tresses reminded me of Ana Isabel, but her petite body was very different. Small and rounded, with abundant curves that promised wonderful experiences to anyone so fortunate to explore them. Her eyes were so dark they were almost black, and it was easy to get lost in them.
I knew we had intended to return to Madrid that night, but wondered if that plan had been changed. It was close to midnight and things were still going strong.
I turned to my Madrileño companion. "Pablo, what are the plans? Are we still flying back tonight?"
He looked surprised. "Impossible. If you wanted to return tonight, you shouldn't have done so well getting everything working. Too many happy people tonight. We'll be staying at the Hotel Tibur; we passed it walking here. We'll return in the morning. I thought you understood."
"Is Chris aware?"
"Certainly. She was asking if it had private baths. So many of the downtown hotels share bathrooms."
With that information in hand, it was time, I decided, to see if Pilar was interested in continuing our tour.
"Do you live nearby?" I asked her.
"Oh no. I live on the base. It will be a long lonely drive back tonight," she said.
"Perhaps you'll join me in a night-cap at the hotel, afterward."
She looked a little surprised. "Señor Jack, I'd love to but I think you should know that I have a fiancé." She leaned closer, rubbing my arm. "You are here tonight, very charming and handsome, but tomorrow you'll be gone. And Miguel will still be here for me."
"Miguel is a very lucky man," I told her, sincerely.
"And is there no special woman in your life?"
Amazingly, I found myself opening up to her, and on the long walk back to the hotel, where about a dozen of us stopped in the bar for nightcaps, I told her far more than I intended about my living situation at home.
She was wonderful to talk to, curious and easily amused, teasing me about sleeping alone in Spain, with all those women waiting for me at home. "You tempt me, Jack. What kind of man can keep two women happy?"
"A very luck one," I admitted.
Our Madrid contingent was at the bar, along with a few late night lingerers. The Colonel was monopolizing Chris's attention, no surprise there, and Pablo seemed to have landed his cute young escort. Ana Isabel was being entertained by two of the brass, but it looked awkward, like they were trying to hard to be interesting and charming, and she was letting it all pass her by. The locals, minus Pablo's friend, left en masse, all headed back to the base, leaving the rest of us to snatch a few hours sleep before catching an early flight back to Madrid.
Chris and I had no bags, and had to get toiletry basics from the main desk. The Colonel and Pablo each claimed to have everything they needed in their briefcases. Ana Isabel seemed to be ready as well, and wished us all good night as we split up for our rooms.
I was feeling lonely, without the opportunity to hunt down Chris in the night, if the Colonel's intentions were what I believed they were. No adjoining rooms for us. We weren't even on the same floor. I noticed that the Colonel was right down the hall from her.
In my room, I made my call home, catching Debbie. Beth was out but would return shortly.
"I miss you," I told her.
"Not as much as I miss you," she said softly.
I talked a bit about our day, and our evening tour.
"Was your Major the guide again?" she asked, carefully.
"Hardly spoke to her all day. A lovely young lieutenant kept me company most of the night, but she's returned to her fiancé, leaving me alone, once more."
She laughed. "A country of beautiful women, and poor Jack sleeps alone every night. What would your buddy's think?"
"They'd think I'm the luckiest man in the world to have you waiting for me at home. Just two more days."
A few minutes later Beth picked up the line and made me go over my activities once more. "Hurry home, Jack. We're lonely. All the toys in the world can't fill your place in our bed."
"I swear, I'm tempted to let Chris handle the rest of this and jump on a flight tomorrow, if I didn't think it would get me fired."
"Don't worry, baby. We'll survive, and I promise you, we'll make it all up to you," Beth said.
I said my goodbyes, pleading tiredness and a need to get up in about 6 hours.
"I'm almost sorry your lieutenant had a boyfriend. It might have made for an interesting story," Debbie teased.
"Deb! Stop that! He has all he needs waiting for him right here. Even Jack can last a week without. Can't you Jack?"
"As long as I know it's you I'm coming home to," I assured her before ending the call.
I was undressing when the phone rang.
"Jack? I'm not waking you am I?" I heard Ana Isabel say.
"Not at all. I was just getting in bed."
"If you have a few minutes, I thought we could talk."
"I'd love to, anything in particular?"
"Perhaps you'd come to my room. I'm in 510."
That was an offer no man in his right mind could refuse. "Give me just a couple of minutes and I'll be right there."
I cleaned up a bit, threw on my pants and shirt, and slunk off to her room. At the first knock she opened the door, peeking out from behind the chain, then closed the door for a moment before letting me in.
"I hope you're not mad at me," she said stepping back from the door, as I closed it behind me.
How could I be mad? She was wearing another knock-out lingerie combination that instantly elicited a response in me.
"Mad? At you? Never," I assured her, stepping closer and reaching behind her neck, gently touching her.
She spun away from me and sat on the bed. "The General is an old family friend, and I didn't want too many tongues wagging," she explained. She giggled, "Sorry about Pilar. I thought you might like her, but I knew she's still in love with her young pilot. I'm surprised she stayed as long as she did."
"She was nice, and very easy to talk to," I admitted, sitting beside her on the bed.
"I believe so. You certainly seemed to be opening up to her," she giggled.
"And was my favorite Major eavesdropping?" I asked.
She leaned back on the bed, looking devastating. "Just a little. Am I really your favorite Major?"



"Absolutely. No doubt. Without any reservations." I reached over and stroked her leg, only inches from me.
She looked at me very intently. "The rules have not changed, Jack. If that bothers you, and you wish to leave, I understand."
My hand caressed further up her bare thigh. No stockings tonight. Just an incredible bra and panty set that nearly had me panting. "Ana Isabel, I'm happy to spend any time I can with you. Anyway I can."
"Then why don't you get comfortable?" she said softly.
I quickly stripped down to my boxers, and climbed back onto the bed with her. She turned to me pulling me into her arms, and kissed me like we were long lost lovers. My hands were not idle as I explored her soft skin.
After a few minutes of play, I worked my way down her body and between her legs. She opened them for me, allowing me to touch and caress her, slowly homing in on my true target. I could smell her need and it was getting to me. I chewed on her pussy through her silken panties, and wanted so much more. I didn't know how far I would be allowed to go and threw caution to the wind. I reached for her hips and drew her panties down slowly. When I had them half way down her thighs, she resisted a bit.
"Jack?" her tone sounded cautious, and warning.
"I just want to pleasure you. I won't go too far," I assured her.
She pulled her legs closer together, allowing me to separate her from her designer panties. I slid back between her legs and once again feasted on her.
I looked up when I felt her moving, and saw her piling the pillows behind her so she could look down at me. She smiled for me, letting me know it was Ok, and I went back after her with everything I had, every trick I knew, wanting her to remember this.
If her moans were any indication, she was enjoying my efforts immensely, reaching down and running her fingers through my hair while my tongue slaved away. Her moans grew louder, and her hands drew me in tighter, as she got nearer to my goal. I wasn't going to make it easy on her, and slowed up, changing motions, getting her close before backing off a bit. As her breath normalized, I attacked again, three fingers filling her, while my tongue and lips teased her clit out of hiding and gently massaged it. After I'd gotten her close twice, I decided to allow her to come, and searched out her inner hot-spot while my tongue vibrated her clit. Her cry was incredible, making me wonder if we'd have a knock on the door asking us to quiet down.
She rolled onto her side gasping, her legs pulled up, and it gave me a chance to rub her butt cheeks, reaching between her legs and teasing her back-door. I moved in close and licked her from her pussy right to her forbidden dark star, and pressed my tongue into her, penetrating her tight ass.
I sat up and roughly brought her to her knees, her ass raised deliciously. I rimmed her deeply, tonguing her ass as far as I could, then slid a finger into her butt, making her squirm for me. I lowered my oral attention, licking her wet pussy, while I stroked my finger into her dark tunnel. Bringing both hands into play, I slid a couple of fingers into her pussy, while I continued playing with her beautiful ass. I was nibbling on her cheeks when she spoke up, "Jesus, Jack, I'm going to come again, don't stop."
That was music to my ears, and I fucked both holes with my fingers, sliding another into her pussy, twisting in and out of her. She cried out for me again, her legs giving out and sliding apart, lowering her trembling body to the bed.
I crawled up next to her, lying against her heaving body, kissing her shoulder and fondling her. My hand wandered back down to her delightful rear, squeezing her cheeks, and occasionally teasing her back entrance a little more.
She turned to me and kissed me hard, then rolled me onto my back. I was hoping she'd reciprocate. I wanted to be back between her sexy lips again, and I felt like I'd been hard for hours. She grabbed my boxers and pulled them down; I raised my hips to make it easier, then kicked them off once they were around my ankles. I watched her face move down to my cock and her mouth covered me, giving me the wettest blow-job I could remember.
She pulled away after just a minute or two, a string of saliva stretching from her ruby red lips to my straining manhood. She gazed on me with a look of pure lust and straddled my hips. She held my steely shaft in her hand, bent over and started moving down onto my cock.
I knew I should stop her, but couldn't if my life depended on it. Still, I looked up and whispered, "The rules?"
Her eyes pierced mine. "I don't think this is quite breaking my promise," she said softly, then grimaced as I felt an intense pressure against the head of my cock. She pushed down and I felt myself enter her, it was like being squeezed by a fist.
She continued to strain, and I watched her body lower fractionally. "God, you're big," she groaned, then pushed again taking another inch or so.
She sat up, adjusting her legs, and rose up, easing the painful pressure for just a moment. Then she was lowering herself again, and I reached down and held my staff in my hand, to keep it from bending in half. The pressure was intense. I could finally see her bright pink pussy staring at me. Empty.
She was taking me in her ass.
I groaned as she continued her journey, pulling my hand away when I felt the pressure of her coming down against it. It seemed to take forever, but I'm sure it was only a couple of minutes until she had most of my length inside of her.
Once she'd managed that much, her pace picked up, and I watched in delight as she fucked me, long strokes, deep into her back door. She was still unbelievably tight, but the going was easier.
Being worked up for so long had its consequences. "I'm not going to last much longer," I warned her, fucking back against her.
"Good. I couldn't take this for too long. Come for me Jack."
We had a great rhythm going, her body moving up, while I pulled back, then coming together roughly, driving deeply into her. Her hands were now between her legs, rubbing her pussy roughly. The view was so erotic, her face in a ricture of concentration, as she rode me, her breasts quivering in her lacy, near see-through bra. I grabbed her hips and fucked into her hard, pounding her poor ass, until I couldn't hold back a moment more. With a loud grunt I shot into her, pulling her down against me, fully sheathed, and emptied myself into her sweet butt. I pushed into her as far as I could, transferring the last of my cum.
Ana Isabel leaned down and laid across my chest, gasping. I held her close, kissing her wherever I could, my hands caressing her smooth flesh, as I felt myself slide out of her, escaping with a noticeable pop.
She giggled. "I guess you like my butt, just a little."
I lifted her face, looking into her eyes and kissed her hard. "I love everything about you."
She sighed and rested on me, her full weight on my torso. I loved the feel of that too. "Mmmm. My young Hawaiian prince. You test all my boundaries. You are bad for me."
Ok. So I'm a little less than 1/2 Hawaiian, and by no means a prince. But I wasn't going to fight against her fantasies.
"Pele, the fire Goddess would love you. You seethe with fire like a volcano. Your heat scalds me."
She turned her head and smiled at me. "Ah, but you know how to calm the volcano, and extinguish the fires so sweetly."
She slid off of me, but stayed in my arms, kissing me so gently, so thoroughly I never wanted it to end. Then I felt her drawing out of my arms, climbing off the bed and heading for the bathroom. I used a box of tissues beside the bed to clean up best I could. We'd made a bit of a mess.
I was picking tissue pieces off the head of my cock when she knelt down beside me, and used a warm washcloth to clean my semi-hard cock.
"He looks so soft and innocent now. Nothing like the iron rod that tore open my poor butt just a little while ago." She leaned over and gave it a little kiss, that had it twitching. She looked up at me, and ran her tongue around the head, stopping abruptly as it started to harden in her hand.
There was no crying scene this time, she just stood up and pulled her panties back on, looking back at me wistfully. "It's late, Jack. Perhaps you should go."
I wanted to stay with her, fall asleep with her in my arms, and awaken with her. She wasn't ready for that. So I did what I must, standing and dressing. She came to me, straightening my collar, and slid into my arms, kissing me again.
She hugged me tightly. "I'm sorry I can't do more."
"More? You were incredible. I'm so lucky to have met you." I told her.
She hugged me tightly, painfully so, then turned away and walked to the window.
"Goodnight, Ana Isabel," I told her from the doorway. I slipped into the hallway and headed back to my room.
The girl was a mystery, but I figured I'd play Sherlock Holmes for a bit and see if I couldn't solve the riddle that was my beautiful Spanish Major.
* * *
I hadn't brought any changes of clothing with me, and as much as I wanted to try a run by the river, I doubted the locals would approve of me taking a jog in my boxers and dress shoes. Instead I did some push-ups, crunches and squats, just to get the blood flowing, and told myself I'd do an extra hard run the following morning. I had a message on the phone, letting me know that the team was meeting for breakfast. I had 20 minutes to pull myself together and head downstairs.
Over breakfast, Ana Isabel once again behaved with perfect propriety, although the Colonel and Chris were acting chummier than ever, and Pablo's date from the night before was still with us, the two of them flirting as if the evening had never ended.
I was sorry to leave Zaragoza behind, it was an interesting city, and my companions had been memorable. I knew it was unlikely I'd be returning any time soon.
In Madrid we were allowed to clean up before the afternoon training session, and I was standing in front of a new group of trainees by 1:00pm. With Pablo along for assistance it was an easy way to pass a few hours.
As we finished up, Ana Isabel came in and let me know that the team had sent the changes in. Time for her gang to see if they could resolve the issues. The next day I was scheduled to work with them and provide a software overview. At least we had a live exercise to work with.
I hadn't seen hide nor hair of Chris or the brass since the day had started. I was wondering if we'd be expected to party the night down, but I was kind of looking forward to an earlier night. My home life was making me sedentary. And I still hadn't finished with my cute boss.
Pablo was standing by my side, which put the damper on any possibilities of testing my Major's willingness to play a little more.
"Any more big plans for the evening?" I asked Pablo, loud enough for Ana Isabel to be included in the comment.
"Not tonight. But don't make plans for tomorrow. We're all going out. Big celebration. Tonight you're on your own. Do you want to make plans for dinner?"
"I think I'll look for Chris, and make a quiet evening of it. It's been a pretty wild week. Any idea where I might find her?"
Ana Isabel made her presence known. "I believe they were headed to the Officer's Club. Shall we join them for a drink before you head back to town?"
The club bar was crowded, but the three of us found our way to the bar. Looking around I didn't see Chris or the Colonel. One nice thing about being with Major de Borbón, the crowds parted like the waters before Moses.
At the bar I ordered drinks and placed my arm around Ana Isabel's waist, flirting like our first night. She was cheerful and friendly, and made an effort to include Pablo in our discussions.
After just a few drinks we were teasing Pablo about his conquest, and it was fun to see him blush like a schoolboy.
"I thought you might have made a friend," he said.
"I was setup, Pablo. My little friend had a fiancé. Nothing but a tease for me."
"Is it my imagination, or did your boss and the Colonel seem very friendly," he asked, still steering the discussion away from his own escapades.
"It's a possibility. A very distinct possibility," I admitted.
I had never seen the Major drinking so heavily. And she was getting chattier and friendlier as the liquor flowed. I was hoping our friends would show up before I had to carry her out of there.
"You have been holding out, Jack," she said with a mischievous grin, tugging on my arm.
"Moi? How?"
"You told me you were not married, but forgot to mention your living arrangements, did you not?"
"Ah, so you WERE eavesdropping last night."
"It is like you say, I see all, hear all," her smile was teasing.
"And what did you hear?" I asked.
"So much. Once I knew what to ask, it all comes out, you know." She glanced over at Pablo who blushed again. "And I was not the only one listening last night."
"Pablo!" I reached out and poked him. "Bros before hoes, man!"
He looked at me curiously. "Bros before hoes?"
"Guys have to stick together. No conversing with the enemy."
"She is my cousin, Jack," he said with a hangdog look.
I relented. "No problem. Nothing to hide, really. I do live in a house with several women, and I am in a relationship with two of them."
I felt some jostling behind me, and saw my boss and her coterie slide in behind us. Finally. "Oh! This should be interesting. Tell us more, Jack," Chris teased.
"Yes, Jack, tell us more," the teasing Major said.
I scowled at Chris, then turned my attention back to my favorite Major. "I own a large house, with several roommates. Two of them, Debbie and Beth, are my girlfriends, and we share a room."
Pablo looked surprised. "With two of them?"
"Yes, Pablo. Two."
"You must be lonely, over here all alone," Ana Isabel teased. She turned to Chris, "You know these women?"
"I know of them. Seen them around," she admitted cautiously.
"Are they worthy of him?" Ana asked.
Chris laughed. "Devastating. Both of them. Unworldly."
I'm sure I blushed, but the room was dark enough I was certain nobody noticed.
After a lot of teasing and coercion, I pulled out my wallet and displayed the one picture I kept of them. In the picture the girls were standing side-by-side, arms around each other's waists, Beth's head leaning on Debbie's shoulder. They were dressed in shorts and t's, showing a good bit of skin. The wallet was snatched out of my hand and passed around, getting a good bit of play out of the crowd.
The wallet ended up in my Major's hands and she studied it carefully before passing it back to me. "They are very beautiful," she said in a neutral voice. "The blonde is a model? An actress maybe?"
"No," I laughed. "Just a very pretty, very loving woman." I reached out and stroked her arm, "and no more beautiful than the women of Spain."
Pablo cheered and raised his cup. "The women of Spain. The most beautiful women in the world." That got a rise out of everyone around us, and everyone toasted. Except my Major who was disturbingly quiet.
I leaned in to Ana Isabel. "You're mad at me," I said for her ears only.
She smiled, a sad little smile. "Mad? No. But it explains a lot. I knew a man like you could not be truly single. But two? Those two?" She rolled her eyes, then took a long hard draw on her drink.
The Colonel brushed up against me, throwing his arm around me. "So now we know!" he laughed. "That's why Jack spends each night alone, in a city like this. If I went home to that, I would lock the door and never come out!"
I laughed with him, but felt weird doing it. Chris was at his side, and ready to chime in. "And if the rumors are true, then young Jack finds time to play with his other house-mates too. Quite the Lothario."
"Lothario? Cervantes?" The Colonel asked.
"Casanova. Lady's man," Chris explained.
"Ah. Casanova, yes. You should be very careful of him, Chris." He gave me a hug with his arm, still holding onto Chris.
"Oh, don't worry about me. I've got his number," she teased.
When he let me go I turned back to the bar, but my favorite Major had left. I hunted down Pablo and asked him where she was.
"Home, I'm sure. She doesn't stay out with us much. Inappropriate." He smiled and gave me a nudge. "I think she likes you, Jack."
I laughed it off. "Not after hearing all that stuff."
"You don't know the Spanish women, Jack. Now you are a challenge. Even for the Glacier Major."
"Afraid not. Back in the deep freeze, I'm sure."
"No problem. Let us go out. You won't go home alone. I'm sure." His big smile was infectious. "With you there, even I won't go home alone."
"I don't think that's a problem for you, Pablo."
"Not tonight!"
Chris found me, and pulled me to the side. "Want to make an evening of it? Just you and me? The Colonel's headed home, and I could use a little 'quiet' time."
It sounded like the best plan to me, and I bowed out of Pablo's plans assuring him that we'd go out another time. Either on another trip, or when he came to D.C. It took us another half-hour to escape, but I was content to bundle my boss into a taxi to the city. I didn't feel much like partying, but thought a little quiet no-attachments intimacy would be nice.
And it was.
* * *
On my late night call home, I told the girls they'd been a hit at the bar. "I'm a legend now. They laugh and tease me that they know why I always go back to the hotel and sleep alone."
"Still no Spanish girls to tease us with?" Beth asked.
"Quiet evening tonight. No parties, no going out. In my room alone, and missing my women." I confessed.
"Two more days," Debbie reminded me.
"And then I'm coming home where I belong. I can barely stand it."
"Are you in bed now?" Beth asked, teasing.
"Yep. And really, really missing you."
"Are you naked?"
"As a jaybird," I admitted.
"Hold on, I'm switching phones," Beth said.
"So the Major's leaving you alone?" Debbie asked.
"Spent the required 10 minutes socializing, then disappeared into the night. Just the guys, then just me."
My story was starting to fall apart. My boss had just entered my room, after making her call home. I pointed to the phone, and held up 5 fingers. Five more minutes. She wore a naughty smile, and nothing else, as she slid into my bed, holding her finger over her lips. Crap.
"Good. Come home to me Jack," Debbie said, almost pleading.
"Day after tomorrow. Then we're locking the door until Monday."
I heard Beth pick up. "Guess what Jack? I'm naked too. Tell me, what would you do with me if I was there?"
"Silly girl, if you were here, I'd be fired for dereliction of duty."
Debbie laughed, "I'll let you two play. I've got to feed the little ones." She hung up, leaving our ornery younger roommate to tease me.
Evil Chris was leaning against me, gently fondling my cock. I guess she wasn't quite done for the night.
"Just you and me Jack. Right now. Naked in your bed, in Madrid. What would you do. What would you want me to do? You know what I'd want to do. I'd have your big fat cock in my mouth right now, feeling how big it is, and how it stretches my lips. I'd suck you right down my throat, over and over again, until I made you groan like I love to. Can you feel that? Me sucking you deep? Stroke your cock Jack, like I was sucking you now."
Surprisingly, the little minx's words were getting me hard, despite depositing a couple of loads into my accommodating boss, just minutes earlier. Chris's actions weren't hurting things either.
"Are you hard? Jack? Hard for me? Hard enough to make me gag, while you fucked my face?" Beth asked.
"Hard as a rock, Beth. God, I'd love to feel your mouth on me."
Chris took that as an invitation, sucking me deeply.



Beth heard my moan. "That's right. Stroke it for me. Stroke that fat cock. Imagine my mouth on you right now." I could hear her making noises like she was sucking me. "Can you hear that? It's not as big as you, but I'm going to suck it just like I'm sucking you. Here I come, Jack."
She was making wild noises, slurping away on one of our toys, while Chris gave me her best effort blow-job. I closed my eyes and listened to my girl at home fantasize about sucking me. I heard her gasp.
"I need more Jack. So much more. I need you to fuck me, Jack. Tell me how you want me."
"Ride me," I told her.
"God, just what I want. Here I come. I'm above you now, lowering down onto your cock, just the head penetrating me. That big hard knob opening me up so good."
Chris wasn't idle. When I said 'Ride me', she grinned and climbed atop me, slowly taking me in.
"Jesus, Jack, you feel so good in me. Filling me so nicely. That's it, I have the whole damned thing inside me. I can feel you throbbing. Are you throbbing for me, Jack?"
"Throbbing and aching, Beth. Fuck me. Fuck me," I moaned for her, while Chris slowly, quietly, rode me.
"I can hear it, Jack. I can hear your need. Do I feel good? Does my hot, tight little pussy feel good?"
"You feel incredible," I told her, earning a mischievous smile from Chris, who ground down against me.
"Good. I want you to feel wonderful. I want you to feel how hot and wet I am for you. Five nights without you, Jack. I can hardly stand it. Fuck, you feel good in me. Fuck, fuck, fuck," she groaned.
"Come for me, baby. Make me come for you."
"Fuck me hard now. Hard. Pound up into me. Fill me with your hot cum, Jack. Watch my tits bounce for you. Feel my warmth envelope you, squeezing you, milking the juices out of you. I need you to come for me, Jack. Come for me. Come inside me. Make me come for you."
I was thrusting against Chris, my girl's words driving me crazy, while my boss provided the surrogate body. I could hear my voice catching, as I thrust more forcefully. "I'm going to come, baby. I'm going to come so hard, so deep inside you. Can you feel it? I'm about to come," I gasped, my voice catching, as Chris rode me harder.
"That's it Jack, I'm so close. So damned close. I need your come. Come for me."
"FUCK!" I groaned into the phone, as I filled Chris's pussy.
"Oh. Oh...Oh," Beth whimpered. I heard a huge sigh on the other end of the phone. "Fuck, I needed that. You made me come, Jack. You made me come so nice, thank you."
"Thank you," I told her. "I needed that."
"I bet you did. Feel better?"
"You can't imagine."
"Good. Now go to sleep and dream about what I'm going to do with Debbie tonight. And what we're both going to do to you when you get home."
"Goodnight, Beth," I told her. Hanging up the phone, I looked down at Chris who was wearing a guilty little grin.
"That was naughty," I told her.
She lay down in my arms, still lying on top of me. "That was really naughty," she admitted. "And so damn sexy. I'm sorry, I couldn't resist."
"You know you'll have to be punished now, don't you?"
She grinned. "I was counting on it."
For a quiet night, we didn't get a lot of sleep.
* * * * *
The trip is almost over, but the fun is just starting. Hope you enjoyed this chapter!
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===================
Life isn't fair. So when you fight back, fight dirty.
===================
Christmas has always been my favorite time of year.
I married young, and had two perfect daughters, but my marriage was far from perfect. We had been young and in love. I was entering the community college and Denise was starting her senior year when we decided to tie the knot. Her family's ready acceptance of me was a huge factor - the family I'd never had, making me feel like a real member of theirs. I can admit it now; I probably loved being a part of the family as much as I loved Denise.
Our split up was inevitable, two teenagers who knew nothing about life thinking their infatuation with each other would make everything else workout. I wasn't an all-star, super jock, Rhodes Scholar with a 12" swinging dick. I was just your average student, A's and B's, spending some bench time on the football team to get my letter, and losing my virginity at 18 to the girl I'd eventually marry.
When times got rough, we didn't know how to handle it, and struck out at each other. Her family often stepped in and helped out when they could, but time after time, the great sex wasn't enough to make up for the difference in our wants, needs and ambitions.
In the end, we gave up. Sometimes I think it's a miracle we made it through 5 years. Our devotion to our children allowed us to finally see past our own issues, and work out a remarkably amiable truce, with our girls at the center. Even though Denise and I couldn't live together, it turned out we got along a lot better divorced. We shared our daughters' time, lived only one neighborhood apart, and worked together as a team to make our personal differences have as little impact on our girls as possible.
I had initially shared an apartment uptown, but eventually bought one of the smallest houses in the same school district, just to make things easier. It was a lot more than I needed most of the time, but when the girls stayed with me it felt like a home. And we only lived a couple of miles apart.
The neighborhood was nice, predominantly younger families, in older, smallish homes. Most of the people were cordial, kept up their property, and after a few years I knew many by name and would exchange greetings at the grocery store, or when out shopping. I had become suburbanized.
This was our fourth Christmas since the divorce. Denise was living with Eric, who I wish I could despise, but he was a decent guy with a great job and lousy taste in sports teams. He doted on my girls without trying to take my place. It had taken a while, but we'd developed a friendship, which wasn't a bad thing.
My child support was pegged at just over $1500, with the kids on my health insurance. Even though we weren't married long enough for alimony to kick in, I was paying another $500 a month just to make the kids' lives better. And for me, that was all that really mattered.
The expense had been rough at first, but with little to concentrate on other than work, my performance skyrocketed. Two promotions in three years had made the financial aspect much less problematic, but increased travel had made the ability to be available for the girls less guaranteed. Denise was good about it, and worked with me. In return I picked up some more of the girls' expenses, including music lessons and a piano.
Christmas was special. We celebrated Christmas an an extended family. I'd come over early, and we'd have a big family breakfast and open all the presents together. I really went all out to make sure the girls got their favorite items. At six and eight years old, they were still young enough to have simple wants, and the magic of Christmas was as real as it gets. The in-laws would come over in the afternoon with more presents and we'd have a good old fashioned Christmas dinner with all the trimmings. It was nice to be part of something.
I got a Christmas shut-down at work and Denise didn't, so we agreed that they'd stay with me from Christmas to New Year's, and any time she could get off, we'd usually work out something to get her time with the kids. It was understood that I wouldn't leave town, at least not for more than a day.
Summer was great with the 2 weeks I got to spend with them, and we'd usually spend it on the beach. Christmas was still different. Christmas was magical.
I always was given the girl's wish list, but I'd also start my shopping in late November for the must have items of the season. And I wasn't stingy; I'd buy them all up, just to make sure I didn't miss any. Stores, online auctions, Craigslist, I'd use any way possible to get my hands on the hottest presents. The first two years I'd caught hell from Denise for buying everything on the list, leaving nothing for them to get. Now I received a separate list of things I wasn't allowed to buy.
So it was that I had just finished wrapping my forty-fourth present, all in glitter Barbie paper for Briana, and in Hannah Montana paper for Allora. December 5th, my earliest date so far to finish the bulk of my shopping. Sure, I'd pick up a few more things, including something for Denise and Eric, but my girls were taken care of. The presents were carefully spread around my living room, where they'd remain on display until just before Christmas, when I'd bring them over to Denise's in a big ceremony.
The call came from Denise's mother, Sharon. It took me 11 minutes flat to get to the hospital. I was still too late. Denise and Briana had both died en-route. Eric had passed away only ten minutes before I'd arrived. But Allora, my perfect little Allora, was fighting for her life, in critical condition. She'd always been a fighter, would never back down from any challenge. She'd beat this too, I just knew it.
It was a freak accident, with a car dodging out of the way to miss a coyote on the road. An 18 wheeler behind the car did his best to avoid the car in front of him, but ended up fishtailing, and taking out a suburban in the next lane over. That vehicle crossed the median and hit my ex-wife's family van head-on. Six dead already and one little girl still fighting hard for her dear life.
Sharon and I kept a vigil over the little towhead, and when the doctors came out after 6 hours and declared the worst was over and she was in stable condition, we fell into each other's arms and cried like children.
We stayed by her side, one of us always present, and Sharon called me when my baby woke up and spoke. For three long days we watched her slowly heal in the hospital, the worst of her bruises, cuts and contusions blossoming on the second day, and only just starting to fade again. I'm not a religious guy by nature, but I found myself on my knees beside her bed, praying to God to take care of her, and giving thanks for pulling her through this horrendous disaster.
At 4:18 pm on December 7th she passed away.
No warning, no reason, she was there, and then she wasn't. The doctors suspected a clot. I suspected incompetence.
I finally understood how a person could get so down on themselves that life might not even feel worth living.
I went home and shut myself off from the world. After a while I took the phone off the hook. Hell, let's be honest, I ripped the fucking wires out of the wall so I didn't have to listen to one more bleeding heart tell me they were "sorry for my loss". The cell phone was easier. I just turned it off.
Several people from work came by and assured me that I could take as much time as I needed. They'd bring me food, and news, and would leave as soon as they felt they'd spent the minimum time required socially by the situation.
Denise's family took care of the funeral arrangements. They attempted to call, and even stopped by for my input. I gave them a check for $10,000 to take care of the girls, nearly wiping out my savings. What was I going to spend it on now? I couldn't bring myself to go to the showing but I did take a shower and put on a suit for the funeral. It was a bleak day, gray skies, 20 mile an hour winds threatening to tear the top off of the outdoor tent. The ground was soggy from rain the previous night. Just perfect.
"Thanks, God. Piss on a guy when he's down. Well, fuck You too."
I shook the required hands, and kissed the offered cheeks until I just couldn't take it any longer. All these fake people. Fake emotions. Tell me how sorry they were then go home to their perfect little families and eat meatloaf. Fuck'em. Fuck'em all.
Fourteen days. Two solid weeks in that dark house. I wouldn't turn on any lights. No TV. I didn't bathe, I didn't shave. I sat in my chair or I lay in my bed and wallowed.
I had a few visitors after the first couple of days, but I'd rarely let them in, and before long they had the decency to stop showing up. Only Cathy from next door wouldn't let me sink into complete oblivion. Every day, at least 3 times a day, she'd check in on me. I wouldn't have let her in, but she had a key to the back door for emergencies and wasn't afraid to use it.
She'd open the windows a crack, and goad me into getting out of bed and at least sit in the living room. She'd bring food, which she'd set in front of me, and refused to leave until I at least tried it. I insisted on getting my key back, and she handed it over willingly enough. And showed up again the next day. She'd made copies. Meddlesome bitch. Again, she badgered me into eating her breakfast.
And she'd talk. God, how that woman could talk! I got tired just listening.
All the neighborhood gossip, town gossip, political gossip, school gossip - she was plugged in everywhere and knew it all. Who was doing what, or whom. Griping about people who still had Thanksgiving decorations up, or had Christmas blowups in their front yard. Church fiascos and neighborhood vendettas, she would sit there, drink her tea (or bourbon and coke if the sun had set) and fill me in.
I didn't care.
It had been two weeks since the accident. I'd lost more than 10 pounds, and really just wanted to crawl in a hole and die. But Cathy wouldn't let me. She made it her personal mission to cheer me up, get me to respond, bring me back to life.
Then one day she let me have it with both barrels.
She walked up to me and slapped me across the face. Hard. "Damn it Alex! Snap out of it! Life is hard. And it isn't fair, but as bad as you have it, there's always someone who has it worse. Often in your own backyard if you have the eyes to see it."
"What do you know about it?" I snapped viciously. "I notice your kids are alive."
"I know my mother died when I was six, and my father left when I was thirteen, leaving Mike to raise my sister and me. He was seventeen years old. But he manned-up and did the job the best he could. That's what I know. Life is hard."
"Life is hard. Life's a bitch and then you die. When life gives you lemons, make lemonade. When God closes a door he opens a window. If I hear one more God-damned cliché I swear I'll kill something," I growled.
"Alex, you got a raw deal. You had two perfect little girls, and now they're gone. Your past is shattered. Your little bit of immortality is lost. And as bad as you've got it, I'd remind you others have it worse, and they just press on. You need to as well," Cathy told me, kneeling beside me and holding my hands.
The woman barely knew me. A middle-aged mother of three with grown kids, and a workaholic husband. Her life was her home, keeping it immaculate and decorated for every holiday and season. Now it seemed I was her newest project. Why should I matter that much to her? Couldn't she see I didn't want her help?
"Sure, starving Ethiopians, children in Nigeria dying of aids, Tibetan monks martyred, it's a tough world. Boo hoo."
"You don't have to look as far as Ethiopia or Tibet. There are people right here, right on your own block that are really struggling. Open your eyes. If you don't like the unfairness do something about it. Even up the odds a bit. Make a difference somewhere. Get back to living."
Something she said must have gnawed its way down to my subconscious. I spent my usual 14 hours or so in bed, but when I awoke I was thinking about her constant comments about someone in my own backyard that had it worse.
I cataloged each person on my block, in my head, and nobody really had it that bad. Sure, Neil, three doors down had lost his job, but his wife was still working, and he was looking. The Harris's on the corner had a boy in Iraq, but as far as I could tell he was still Ok, and they had three more at home. The Martins, one down from the corner, fought all the time, and even had the cops called in on them once but they were still together. What did Cathy mean?
I expanded the radius of consideration to include the blocks surrounding us. Then it hit me. Across the alley in back, two houses past Cathy's own. Six months ago. Barry Morrison had driven into an empty field behind the local middle school and eaten a bullet. I didn't know much about the family - I just knew there was one.
When Cathy came over, I had showered off the top two layers of grime and sweat, and was drinking a Coke in the living room.
"Good morning, Alex, beautiful day outside. Why don't we go out on the porch?"
"The Morrisons. Tell me about them."
She placed her mug of tea in the microwave, warming it up, then walked out my front door and sat in one of my rocking chairs out front.
Irritated, I followed, and sat in the chair beside her. "The Morrisons?"
"Sandy and her daughter Erica. You won't see much of her; she's working two jobs trying to keep the house over their heads. They're still fighting with the insurance company over payment. Suicide clause won't pay under two years. He had insurance for years, but just around two years ago he changed the terms. She's been trying to sell the house, but it's underwater, and nobody's buying."
"How's the little one?"
"Erica's not doing so well. She's seeing a counselor twice a week, and hardly speaks anymore. The school's talking about holding her back," Cathy explained. She sounded sad.
"Do we know anything more about why he did it?"
"No crimes, he wasn't fired, no embezzling, it's not clear what it was about. Apparently he'd been depressed for quite a while, but the underlying situation is still a blank as far as I know."
"Harsh on the family, going out like that," I told her, finding the whole idea hard to grasp.
"To say the least. The poor woman is worn to a frazzle."
"And how does this all matter to me?" I asked.
"It doesn't. It doesn't have to matter to anybody. They're on their own. Alone."
"No family help?"
"Not that I know of. If they're around, we don't see much of them, that's for sure."
"Cathy, how the hell do you know all this stuff?" I had to ask.
"People just like to talk to me. I'm a very good listener," she told me with a big smile.
We sat quietly enjoying the crisp air, finishing our drinks.
"You're a good neighbor too, Cathy. Thanks," I said softly.
"That's what neighbors are for," she said, reaching out and patting me on my arm.
That's what neighbors are for.
* * *
Cathy brought me dinner again and I realized I was starving. She beamed at me when I finished the whole platter.
"Let's go for a walk, Alex. You could use a stretch of the legs."
It had gotten chilly, and we bundled up a bit. She took the lead and we walked down the block and turned up the neighborhood. We headed back up the next block and she regaled me with the entire history and habits of the inhabitants of each place we passed. She might have been a good listener, but I had to wonder when she ever was quiet long enough to hear anything.
It was obvious when we got to Sandy Morrison's place. The "For Sale" sign was a dead giveaway. The unkempt yard and overgrown bushes indicated a lack of care for months. It couldn't help with the sales prospects. The door paint was faded, and there were no Christmas lights or decorations set up. I thought the Realtor wasn't earning their commission, letting the place show like this. Through the window I could see a desktop Christmas tree, maybe two feet tall, lit up all in white.
Strangely, Cathy stopped speaking before we got to the house, and didn't speak again until the end of the block. "Sad," was all she said.
We took a round-about path back to my house, and our conversation had returned to the safety of weather concerns, community issues, and such, carefully skirting any discussion of the Morrisons.
I was feeling the chill after the walk, and invited Cathy in for a cup of coffee, Irish fortified if she so desired.
We drank our coffee in front of my gas fireplace, warming our old bones. Damn that neighbor of mine, and her good intentions! She'd not only gotten me to think of something other than my own misery, and the unfairness of it all, but she had me thinking about those poor girls behind me, and what they must be going through. Damn it! It wasn't fair.
I guess I still wasn't ready for pleasant company. Angry at the world, I threw my mug at the wall, shattering it, and leaned over with my head in my hands, doing my best to hold back the tears. Big boys don't cry.
Cathy stood and ran her fingers through my hair for just a moment before leaving out the back door. Kind enough to leave me alone to wallow in my misery a little longer.
* * *
December 22nd. Just three days until Christmas.
When Cathy came over that morning, I was already up and dressed. I had my working duds on and coffee and bagels ready.
"You're up early," she commented, helping herself to the java.
"It's almost 10," I reminded her. "Not so awfully early."
She laughed. "Seems to me anything before noon is quite early as of late. Got plans?"
I nodded. "Thought I'd head over to the Morrison's and see what I can do about the outside of the house. Clean it up a bit. Make it a little more presentable if they're really planning on selling it."
"That's mighty neighborly of you."
"It'll give me something to do. I need to get out of this damned house."
After our coffee, she walked with me across the alley, all my yard-work gear in a wheelbarrow. The grass was dormant, but long, and the bushes were out of control. I didn't notice when Cathy left, but she returned in a few hours with some sandwiches for lunch, insisting I take a break.
I'd finished the bush trimming and had mowed the lawn, bagging the trimmings. I was just finishing the edging when she appeared. I took a break, and listened to her chatter about the neighborhood activities, and how sad it was that in the past few months nobody had offered to do as much as I had.
"I guess we victims of fate need to stick together."
"It already looks 100% better. If you want to work in the backyard, I have a key to the gate."
"It figures you would."
"What is that supposed to mean?" she asked.
"It just doesn't surprise me. I bet you've been helping out when you could."
She sighed. "Not too much. She's too damn proud. Doesn't want any help from anybody."
I shook my head. "Now you tell me. She'll probably call the police on me."
"So what if she does? You know you're doing the right thing. I'll bail you out if need be."
I let her unlock the back gate, and saw I had my work cut out for me. The back yard was worse than the front. The fence needed work as well, some boards were broken and loose, and one whole section was sagging. Luckily, my tools were only a couple of hundred feet away, across the alley, and I was soon at work, determined to finish before the residents arrived home.
The biggest problem was one of the fence posts which had rotted out at the bottom. A new post and some quick-setting cement, solved that problem. Within an hour I'd be able to reattach the fence crossbeams to the new 4x4.
I turned to see a young girl, maybe 7 or 8 years old, watching me from the porch. Crap.



"Just thought I'd fix your fence, before it falls down. I hope you don't mind."
She just shook her head.
She stood there watching me, and I felt ill at ease. I was a stranger. She shouldn't be talking to me. I should probably leave. "I'm just going to clean up here and head back home. I can finish up later when your mother's home."
I straightened up my clothing a bit, wiping my hands on my pants. "I'm Alex Reed. I live across the alley," I explained, pointing down a few houses.
She nodded.
She reminded me so much of my own daughter, right around that age. Her hair was the same length, blonde, but not quite as light as Allora's.
Allora. My perfect little Allora. I closed my eyes, seeing her in that hospital bed, bruised and bandaged, fighting for her life. Her hair tucked under the bandages, the few strands that stuck out dark from sweat. Her body so small in that antiseptic white bed. My Allora.
Gone.
It felt like somebody had wrapped a band around my chest, and pulled it tight. I couldn't breath. I turned away from Erica, so she wouldn't have to see me lose it. She'd suffered enough already. I felt the tears rise, unbidden, and I started for the gate. I had to get out of there.
I barely made it as far as the driveway. It was too much. I closed the gate behind me and crumbled to the ground, seated with my head between my knees, my hands covering my head. It was Christmas, damn it! Christmas! My girls were supposed to be with me, shaking their presents and trying to guess what was in them. Instead Allora and Briana were gone. Their lives snuffed out before they could see anything of the world, before they could find their place, before they could fall in love. No shaking presents. No stomach aches from eating too many holiday sweets. No late night parties to drive me crazy with worry. No learning to drive. No struggling to find the right college. No bringing a boy home for the first time. No cramming for tests. No Spring Breaks. No proms. Nothing. Ever again.
I was sobbing, and the little girl who had lost her father was standing on the driveway beside me, her hand resting on my shoulder, while I made a fool of myself.
"Erica! You know your mother doesn't want you out if she's not at home. You should go back inside. Mr. Reed will be all right, he's just tired. Go on now." Cathy had me by the arm, and was doing her best to get me back on my feet. "C'mon Alex, not here. Let's get you home."
I knew she was right. I stood up, wiping my eyes on my sleeve. "I'll be alright. Just give me a minute." I pulled myself together, took a couple of deep breaths, and stood straight. "I'm Ok. Seeing her was just a little too much, too soon. But I'm fine now. I need to clean up here, and put the fence back together."
"Alright. I'll help."
It only took us a few minutes to clean up and cart the bags of yard trimmings out to the rear curb. I ran all the yard tools back to my house, and returned to finish the fence work. I braced the new post with a couple of 2x4's and reattached the two panels. Cathy's help made it a lot easier. When we were done we both stood back and looked over the yard. Much better.
"I'm going to go inside and fix Erica her after-school snack. It's about all that Sandy will let me do. Why don't you come with me?"
"I don't know if I should. Sandy doesn't know me. She may not want me in her house when she's not there."
"Never mind that. She'll be fine. Just come in a moment. It'll only take a few minutes."
I followed her inside, through the glass sliding door. Erica was sitting on the floor watching TV. I didn't even look that way. I was afraid that seeing the wrong TV show would dredge up more painful memories.
"Where can I wash my hands?" I asked Cathy.
She pointed to a door. "In there."
I headed to the bathroom. "Don't use the toilet. That one doesn't flush anymore."
I could hear the running water in the commode. I washed my hands and wiped them on my shirt. There was no towel in the bathroom. Then I took the top off the tank and examined inside. Nothing complicated. The chain that connected the stopper to the handle extension was missing. Lifting the rubber stopper, I saw it was under the lip, the cause of the running water. I reattached the chain, and tested the flushing. Worked fine.
"Fixed. The chain was just off."
Cathy nodded, and returned to making a grilled cheese sandwich. Briana loved grilled cheese. But you couldn't cut the sandwich, and you had to remove the crust. I wouldn't be cutting the crust off of sandwiches anymore.
I took a deep breath, and went to examine the front door.
"Cathy? I'm going to head home and get my sander and some paint. This door needs some help desperately."
"Go ahead. Sandy won't be home until late, and if we're going to get in trouble for the yard and the fence, we might as well make it a trifecta."
Fifteen minutes later, I was running the battery powered hand-sander over the door, removing the worst of the existing paint. I didn't have too much to do, it was already mostly bare. I had brought over three possible paints to use, all of which I knew were approved by the homeowner's association.
"What color paint do you think I should use?" I asked Cathy.
"Let's ask Erica." She returned in a few seconds with Erica at her side. "We're going to paint the front door, Erica. What color would you like?"
We had a choice of off-white, light blue, and a dark brown. She pointed to the light blue, then seated herself nearby to watch.
I had already removed the hardware. I taped the hinges and bottom kick-plate, laid out my drip cloth, and started applying a coat of paint, top-to-bottom. I looked over at the young girl watching me so intently. I saw the tree beside her, so small and bare, with one little package underneath it.
Christmas trees shouldn't look like that.
They should be big, full of decorations, all sorts, each one with its own story. Handcrafted special ornaments, with pictures of your family members. Popsicle stick ornaments with the Elmer's glue showing. Lights blinking in an assortment of colors, candy canes and tinsel, and an angel on top. There should be presents around the bottom, stacked and scattered, so many you can't even get near the tree.
It was the first year I didn't have a tree.
We'd normally go out as a family and visit one of the Boy Scout tree lots, picking the biggest, fullest tree we thought could fit in my living room. Then we'd decorate it together, Christmas songs playing in the background, and sipping eggnog. We'd spend an eternity untangling the lights, replacing the bulbs that wouldn't work, and replacing the metal hangars on the decorations that needed them. It was an all day affair.
Not this year. Not ever again.
I realized I'd stopped painting, and I was staring. A long drip of paint from my brush was running down the door. The little girl looked at me, almost as if she understood.
"Would you like to help?" I asked.
She looked around, as if to ask if I was talking to her.
"Yes, you."
She shyly nodded yes. I reached over to my bucket of painting supplies and pulled out a small brush. I pointed to the inlaid panels on the bottom half of the door. "You can paint here, around the edge of the panel. It needs to be done with a detail brush like the one you have. Get into the cracks."
She nodded, dipped her brush, and started painting straight down the panel edge, doing a good job.
"That's perfect. Just like that." I went back to work completing the top half, and had to work around her, sometimes leaning way over to paint above her. She saw what I was doing, and I saw the mischievous heart of a little girl for a moment when she started backing away from the door, making me lean further and further over.
"Hey!" I said in mock outrage. "You're doing that on purpose!"
When she giggled, apparently ignoring me, and continuing with her painting effort, I felt a small leap in my heart. It was nice to hear her giggle.
"When you're done with the painting, and done torturing me, you can paint around the edges of the two hinges and the kick-plate. If I won't be in your way."
Little Erica nodded, and continued her careful painting, working slowly and deliberately around the perimeter before moving onto the hinges.
I found myself kneeling beside her, painting the bottom-half of the door, while she detailed the trim. We switched places so I could work on the side near the hinges while she completed the bottom trim.
"Not bad," I commented, holding out a drip bucket for her to dump her brush in. I sealed up the paint can, peeled off the trim tape, and stood back to get a look at the results. A little girl stood beside me, her blonde hair a poignant reminder of all I'd lost. I took a deep breath to compose myself.
"Not bad at all. Think your mother will like it?"
I looked down at her while she thought it over. A smile slowly spread across her face. She nodded twice.
I put my hand down for a fist bump, just like I would with my girls. She shrank away for a second, then glanced up at my face for a second before making a tiny fist and bumping her knuckles against mine.
We were enjoying the last of the natural light as dusk was settling in. Cathy walked out and stood beside us, giving her approval. "The blue is perfect. Great choice Erica."
Erica stopped admiring her work, looked at Cathy, and blinked like she was just seeing her for the first time. She looked up and down the block, then walked back into the house and planted herself in front of the TV.
"Ready to call it a day?" Cathy asked.
"Yeah. Best get while the getting is good." I packed up my paint supplies and in just a couple of trips hid any trace that I'd ever been there. Except of course for the door, yard and fence. Oh, and the toilet, although that really didn't count for much.
Back home I cleaned up and sat down pondering what I'd just done. I had mixed feelings, a little guilt creeping in for taking liberties with someone else's house. But thinking about that little girl, and what she must be going through, made anything I could do to help worthwhile.
Thinking was dangerous. I realized I hadn't been very nice to the people who had tried to help me. I decided to rectify that if possible, and found a new phone cable for my phone and plugged it in. Picking it up I heard a dial tone. Good.
I made a list of phone calls, and went to work. Calling, one-by-one, my friends, neighbors and co-workers, I apologized for my behavior and thanked them for their concern. To a one, they blew off my boorish behavior, and promised they'd be there for me if I needed anything.
I stopped, with just a few calls remaining, wondering where those people were for Sandy and Erica, who seemed to need it far more than I.
I picked up the phone and dialed Denise's family. I knew it was going to be tough. I apologized for leaving the funeral arrangements to them, and thanked them for all they had done. Speaking to Dan was difficult, but my conversation with Sharon almost did me in. The time we'd spent in the hospital, watching over Allora came up, and I had to take a break for a bit to get my emotions under rein, while I listened to Sharon sob. Even after the divorce we'd remained friendly, and I was glad that we'd had each other on that fateful watch. I promised I'd stop by in the next couple of days, she insisted there was some paperwork that needed taking care of.
My last call was to Steve, my roommate for three years in college, and best friend in the world. I had hung up on him twice that first day, and it was haunting me. He'd left more than a dozen messages on my cell-phone voicemail. Plus, I had ulterior motives.
The phone rang several times and went to the answering machine. I felt like a weight had lifted, I wouldn't have to face him. "Steve, Alex here. I'm sorry I..."
"Alex, I'm here, don't hang up, I'm here. Let me turn off this damned machine. Hold on." I heard some rustling and the echo of our voices disappear. "Jesus, Alex. You're killing me."
"Sorry. It hit me so hard; I just couldn't listen to one more well-wisher."
"I understand."
He would understand. His father had passed away while we were in our last year of college, and he took it hard. Started drinking heavy, cutting classes, and chasing anything with boobs. I took care of him as much as I could, going so far as to collect his homework and projects, even talking to his professors. He'd been slow to pull it together, but eventually came around.
Five years later, less than a year out of law school, it was his mother. I had flown out and spent a week with him. I knew it would be hard - he was an only child, and he had few relatives, and none he was close to. He came out of that funk bitter, and it cost him his girlfriend - no loss there. We'd been as close as brothers, hell, probably closer. We still were.
Steven understood.
I opened my soul to him, and stayed on the phone for ages. I heard him send his wife off to bed, while I vented. It was a much needed cathartic outpouring that left me exhausted.
"What can I do? Anything, you know it. Should I fly down?"
As much as I'd love to see him, it had been nearly a year, he was a family man now, and it was Christmas. "No. Stay with your family. I'm doing better, and if I need to I can call."
"Of course."
"I also wanted to say I was sorry."
"Sorry?"
"Sorry that I couldn't do more for you when you lost your parents. I never really experienced losing anyone like that, and couldn't comprehend what you were going through."
"Shut the fuck up. You were there for me, buddy. Always. When nobody else was. I'll never forget that. Enough said. Don't need to be getting sappy over it."
I couldn't help but chuckle. "Alright. By the way, there's one other thing you might be able to do for me."
"Anything. That's what friend are for."
That's what friends are for.
* * *
The pounding on my front door was not unexpected. Ten o'clock at night might be a little of a surprise, but the knock wasn't.
I went to the front door, and looked out through the glass beside it. A woman stood there. I had a fairly good idea of who it was.
I opened the door. "Mrs. Morrison?"
She glared at me and nodded.
"Come in, please. Can I get you a cup of tea, or coffee?" I turned and walked into the house, leaving the door open. I walked to the kitchen, and poured myself a cup of coffee. I turned to see her standing in the archway to the living room.
She looked ready to burst, but I watched her breath deep and run her hands through her short hair. She looked young. Too young to be going through the hell she was currently experiencing.
"I don't want you around my house or my daughter," she finally snapped.
"I understand, and I'm sorry I interfered." I walked past her and sat down in the living room. "I can't explain it. I had to do something to get out of this house, and when Cathy told me about your situation I guess I got carried away."
She stared at me, and crossed her arms. "Don't mention her name. I could kill her."
I smiled. "Believe me, I understand that. She's been in my house every day, 3 or 4 times a day, meddling in my life."
"Meddling is right," she snapped. She walked over and sat on the loveseat across from me. "Listen. I appreciate the thought. And I'm sorry for your loss." She smirked. "Ha, listen to me. Sorry for your loss. Crap."
She leaned back. "We're doing fine. I don't need your help, I don't know you from Adam, and I don't want you around my daughter when nobody's around. Jesus, you painted my frickin' front door blue! A little presumptuous, don't you think?"
I smiled. "I would have picked the wood tone. Blue was Erica's choice, one of the four approved colors according to our Stalinist homeowner's association."
She leaned back, rolling her eyes up. "Don't remind me. If the bastards send me one more notice about yard and fence maintenance, I'll rip their lungs out." She seemed to calm down for a second, maybe realizing that those notices would no longer be coming. "I know. I should be thankful but I don't need a stranger meddling in my life. Understood? No more doing things for me."
"I didn't do it for you. I did it for that little girl. You don't know me. I don't know you. Agreed. I don't know what happened to you and your family or why. Not really. What I do know is that girl of yours doesn't deserve the hand she's been dealt. That's all I could think. I just wanted to help where I could."
She looked angry. "I'm sorry you lost your daughters. I am. But Erica is MINE. My daughter. My responsibility. Not yours."
"You are right. She's no responsibility of mine."
"That's right. I don't know you. We live three doors down and in two years you've never spoken a word to us. Six months we've been on our own. I certainly don't need you poking your head in now. I don't know you, I don't want to know you, and I'm not sure I'd like you if I did."
"Welcome to the club."
"Club?"
"I'm not sure I like me either. I'm sorry, alright? Now I'm tired. You can let yourself out."
She got up and stomped her way to the front door, closing it sharply behind her.
That had gone better than I'd expected.
* * *
December 23rd. I got up early, cleaning up, even shaving. I had errands to run. Cathy showed up in my kitchen while I was preparing breakfast.
"At least neither of us is in jail," were her first words.
"Not yet."
"You did a good thing. Don't forget it."
"I know. Still she was right. We should have asked permission."
"The hell we should! She'd never have given it."
"Then maybe we should leave her be."
"If a person was drowning, and they couldn't yell for help, wouldn't you still throw them a life preserver?"
"A little overly-dramatic, don't you think?"
"No. She's going down for the third time, and is in complete denial. By the time she accepts the fact she needs help it could be too late." She looked me over. "You clean up nicely. What are you up to?"
"I need to run some errands, see a few people, stop by work, some other stuff."
"Don't overdue it," she said, still in her 'caring' mode. "Need some company?"
"Thanks, I appreciate the offer. I can handle this."
"Ok, you have my number. Give me a call if you need anything."
* * *
The office visit was painful. I stopped in, thanking my bosses for their understanding, visiting a few friends and letting them know I appreciated their concern. The way they looked at me just drove home how alone I was. I was glad to get out of there.
I made a visit to the florist and picked up a trunk-load of Christmas cacti. I drove around to everyone I could think of, expressing my gratitude, and leaving the pretty plants behind. I used the same corny line with each one, comparing my 'prickliness' the last couple of weeks to the plant's spines. I left a few plants on doorsteps with a note. By mid-afternoon I felt I'd done my part.
I stopped by Denise's parent's house, and Sharon greeted me at the door with a hug before she broke into tears. After she'd soaked my shirt she brought me in.
"There's something you need to know, Alex."
She sounded odd, and I wondered what was up.
"Denise left a will. She left you the house and the lion's share of her insurance, to take care of the girls if anything happened to her."
I was stunned. It was so unexpected. "I... I don't know what to say."
Sharon reached out and patted my hand. "It's not what I'd expected, but if you think about it, it makes sense. What are you going to do?"
"I guess I'll sell the house. I certainly don't need two houses."
"She had mortgage insurance, it'll be paid off. You could rent it out, you know. Earn some steady income off of it."
It was too much too fast. I couldn't think straight. "I'll have to think about it. I just wasn't expecting anything like this."



"I understand." She held my hand. "How are you doing?"
"Better. Not good, but at least I can get out of bed."
"We're here if you need us. You know that, right?"
"Yes. Thank you. After the girls, you were the best thing that came out of our marriage."
"We love you too. Don't forget it."
"I'm sorry I was so useful about the funeral arrangements, I don't think I could have handled it without you," I confessed.
"Don't even think about it. That's what family is for."
That's what family is for.
* * *
My day wasn't quite complete. A few more calls and I was putting things in motion I wasn't sure I should, but I couldn't resist.
Around dinner time, I ventured next door. Cathy's husband John answered the door. "The hermit has left the cave. Good to see you out and about." He shook my hand, letting me in. "Cath - Alex is here."
Cathy came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands on a dishcloth. "How'd your day go?"
"Not bad. A few surprises, but I survived."
"We're about to eat. Care to sit down with us?"
"Maybe. When do you think Sandy will be getting home?"
"Probably nineish, would be my guess. Why?"
"Just want to talk to her if I can."
"You have time for dinner then?"
"Sure."
* * *
By 8:30 I was enjoying a cigar with John, sitting out in their driveway, trying to figure out what our football team's chances were of going anywhere in the playoffs. We were strategically positioned so I had a view of the Morrison's driveway.
When Sandy drove up, I excused myself from John and jogged across the alley.
"Sandy, can I talk to you a moment?"
She looked ready to chase me off, but after a few awkward seconds she crossed her arms, leaned back against the car and raised her eyebrows.
"Again, I'm sorry I entered your house without your permission. I know that was wrong. All I can say is I wasn't really thinking straight."
She rolled her eyes. "Anything else?"
"Yes. I know you told me you didn't need my help, but there's someone I'd like you speak to. I have a friend that's a lawyer, and he's willing to check into your insurance situation pro bono. Like you and me, he's suffered a few losses in life, and he'd like to help you if he can. If you'd just give him a call, he'll see what he can do."
I could see she wanted to say no, but was torn. She gnawed on her bottom lip, which I saw were chapped. She looked exhausted. I pulled out his card and held it out to her. "It'll only take a couple of minutes. It can't hurt."
She finally nodded and took the card from me. "Is that it?"
"One last thing. I'm headed over to my ex-wife's house tomorrow to clean out the refrigerator, and to get rid of her tree. It's my responsibility now. I was going to ditch the tree; it's one of those pre-lit artificial ones which I never could stand. I thought, if you don't mind, and it's not interfering too much, I could bring it by here and you could take if off my hands. Otherwise it's going to the dump." I spit out the words quickly before she could find too much fault with me.
She seemed resigned to allow me to interfere, at least this much. She sighed and finally spoke up. "Alright. That would be nice. Now if that's all, I'd like to go in now. My feet and back are aching and I have to get up early tomorrow."
"That's all. You can call Steve tonight if you'd like, he's a night owl and is expecting your call. Good night."
I took off quickly before she could change her mind about anything.
* * *
I had recruited Cathy's help over dinner the night before, assuming things went Ok with Sandy, and by noon we were back at the Morrison house, knocking on the door.
Erica let us in, and we hauled our goodies in after us. I had the tree folded up and left it on the front doorstep while we made room for it in the living room. After I'd put it in place, I hauled in a large plastic crate of Christmas decorations, and encouraged Cathy and Erica to get to work making the tree look 'festive'. Right on schedule my weekly cleaning crew showed up and I put them to work giving the entire house a thorough cleaning. I had felt guilty chasing them away the last few weeks, and had begged and cajoled them into doing me this one favor, on Christmas Eve of all days. The team of four went to work like whirling dervishes, storming through the rooms in pairs leaving sparking chrome and sweet smells in their wake.
We only had a few hours if Cathy was right, and I had one more big task lined up. The Chem-Dry carpet cleaners were running a little late, but showed up not long after the cleaning crew had finished with the living and dining rooms, and I had moved most of the furniture into the hallways and kitchen. They went right to work, and had the downstairs completed in a little over an hour. While they worked at that, I spent the time decorating the front yard and the house with Christmas lights. I hoped that Sandy liked traditional multi-color displays. I wasn't all that fond of the 'all-white' look, and was using my own lights to decorate her house. By the time I had finished I was sweating up a storm, and was getting nervous about the time.
The carpet guys left first, reminding me to let the carpet dry for another hour before returning the furniture to its place. The cleaning crew followed shortly after, and I'd rewarded them nicely, tipping them an extra $100 for coming out on Christmas Eve. I moved indoors, with the lights complete and lit up, to find a Christmas wonderland awaiting me.
Cathy and Erica had done an amazing job, using what I had brought over and getting the Morrison's decorations out of the attic and putting those to use as well. You could hardly tell it was the same house.
"You ladies have done an incredible job!" I announced, standing in the doorway.
Cathy looked a little disheveled but very pleased with herself. "Let's finish up quick. I have to get home; John's going to kill me."
I'd promised her we'd be done by 4:00 and it was already nearly 5:00. She was holding a Christmas Eve open-house and was expecting half of the neighborhood over that evening. She only had a couple of hours left to finish her own preparations. I gave her a hug for all of her effort and shooed her off, while I started hauling the furniture back into place, working at a frenzied pace to get done before the unsuspecting benefactor got home.
Erica followed behind me, arranging all the lamps, baskets and knick-knacks, and adding additional holiday decorations as we went. With the last of the furniture in place, I turned and gave her a high-five.
"This is all our secret, right? If your Mom asks, the Christmas elves stopped by to help clean up. You did a great job, Erica."
She smiled and held her arms out to me. I leaned down and gave her a hug.
"Thank you," she whispered, just before she let go and disappeared up the stairs.
I felt a lump in my throat. Whether it was fear of being caught by her mother, or the joy of hearing her speak her first words to me, I couldn't be sure.
* * *
By eight o'clock, Sandy still hadn't shown up on my front-doorstep with a shotgun. I guess she was going to wait until after Christmas to eviscerate me over meddling where I didn't belong.
I didn't care. I felt good, the best I'd felt in two weeks, thinking about that little girl celebrating a real Christmas. Kids should have Christmas.
I had cleaned up and decided to make an appearance next door, as I'd promised, when I got a call from Steve.
"Hey-ho, Stevorino."
"Only my Grandma gets to say that, asshole."
"Merry fuckin' Christmas to you too." I teased.
I heard him chuckle. "Merry Christmas is right. At least for your neighbor."
"How's that?" I asked, suddenly interested.
"The insurance creeps were just stalling. They don't have a leg to stand on. The only change to the policy was upon their advice after an annual policy review by their own agent. A little legal pressure was all it took. It's not a lot, less than $300K, but she'll be getting her check next week."
"Steve, you're the man. I take back all those nasty things I said about you."
"Shit, they're probably true. If anybody would know, it'd be you."
"All kidding aside. You're a life saver."
I knew he hated any hint of seriousness. I could almost hear him blushing over the phone. "Hey, that's what friends are for, right?"
"That's right. And I couldn't ask for a better one."
"Ditto. Asshole."
"Shit. You had to go and spoil it. Listen, I gotta run. Give your family my love and have a great Christmas. I'll give you a call next week."
"You got it. And Darla sends her love. She made me say that. Don't get any ideas."
"Got it. Give her a kiss for me. Scratch that. I'll come out after the holidays and give it to her myself. When are you going to be out of town next?"
"Funny guy. Start anything with her, and I'll make you keep her and the credit card bills."
"Ouch. You win," I had to laugh. "Thanks again."
"Merry Christmas. Hang in there buddy."
"You too."
* * *
I made my appearance next door, and stoically accepted the offered condolences which were definitely putting me in the wrong state of mind. After only half-an-hour I knew I had to get out of there, even if it did piss off Cathy.
John seemed to catch my mood, and dragged me outdoors to enjoy a cigar in semi-peace. With a heavily spiked eggnog in hand, and a more than decent Rocky Patel Decade burning nicely, I was willing to stick it out a little longer when he headed back indoors.
"I should skin you alive for that little stunt, you know."
I heard a voice coming from poolside, and headed that way to face the music. Sandy was sitting there alone, a large, mostly empty glass of wine at her side.
"I know. I was bad. But I'm done now."
"What were you thinking?" she snapped.
"I just wanted Erica to have a decent Christmas, and wanted to help you out a little in your effort to sell your house."
She cackled, and it wasn't a pretty sound. "You too? You just barely met me and you're so damn eager to get me out of the neighborhood."
Her words surprised me. "Not at all. I'm just trying to fight back a bit against the unfairness of the world. What are you doing out here alone, anyway?"
"I can't stand the way they look at me. Like suicide is contagious or something. They don't know what to say; they all avoid me, or look at me like I was a leper or something."
"People can be assholes."
She smiled. "I'll drink to that."
I sat beside her and drank my 80 proof eggnog in silence. We watched a small group come out and start talking while they lit up their cancer sticks.
"I know you mean well, Alex. But you can stop now, Ok?" she said softly.
"One last thing."
"Please. Enough already."
"Steve called. Everything's cleared up with the insurance. You'll get your check next week."
She looked at me like I'd grown a third eye, completely stunned. "Really?"
"Really."
She finished her wine, gulping it down, then sat back. "Shit. Six fucking months they drag it out and then suddenly, like that," she snapped her fingers, "they're willing to pay up?"
"Steve's good."
She leaned forward and held her head in her hands. After a few seconds I could see her body was shaking. She was crying, silently.
"I'm sorry it took so long. If I'd been a better neighbor, we might have taken care of this months ago."
She sat up abruptly, and I could see the streak of the tears on her face. "Don't. Don't apologize. Just don't, Ok?"
"Ok."
I sat awkwardly, while she wiped her eyes and turned away from me, staring out at the backyard. I leaned over and took her empty glass. "Can I get you a refill?"
"Yeah. I mean, yes, please. Thanks."
"Be right back."
It took a few minutes to navigate the crowd around the bar, and to endure the late arrivals expressing their sorrow over my "loss". Like they know anything about loss. Shit. I was happy to get back outside, away from the doe-eyed suburban mommy's pity and their awkward mumbling husbands.
I plopped down next to Sandy. "Jesus. Next time you can make the booze run." I told her passing the wine glass over.
She gave me a twisted smile. "You volunteered, remember?"
"Don't remind me."
"That's what you get for being a Good Samaritan."
"That's it for me. Believe me, I've learned my lesson."
She chuckled. "Somehow I doubt that."
My cigar had gone out, and it would have been a shame to waste it. I ventured into the smoker arena long enough for a light, and immediately regretted it, catching the sidelong glances they gave each other, knowing what they were thinking. I didn't spend a moment there longer then I had to, hustling back to my solitude and Sandy. The only kindred soul at this soirée who might feel a tenth of the loss I that was consuming me.
There was one last thing I wanted to do, but I didn't know how she'd take it. I thought that maybe, just maybe, with one more glass of wine under her belt, she might acquiesce.
"Sandy?"
"Mmmm. I don't know if I like the sound of that. Are you up to something again?"
"No. Maybe. Not really. I mean, well, can I show you something next door?"
She gave me an odd look, which lasted quite a long time. "Can I bring my wine?"
"Of course. It'll only take a minute."
She stood, and followed me out the gate. We walked around the fence to my driveway and into my backyard. As we crossed my patio she piped up.
"Just because I've had a few drinks, and just because you did something nice doesn't mean you're going to get anywhere with me, I hope you know."
Her words slammed into me like a bucket of cold water. I hadn't even thought about anything like that. I turned and looked at her. She didn't look bad. Not at all. She cleaned up nicely, and even if she was ridiculously skinny, I could see she was an attractive woman. Funny that I'd never even noticed. I stood there trying to think of how to reply.
"Jesus, Alex. I'm just teasing you."
It took me a few seconds to reply. "That was the furthest thing from my mind."
"Of course. Believe me. I understand." Her sardonic reply was more surprising then the original tease.
Caught without a response, I entered the house and led her to the living room.
"What did you want to show me?"
I turned on the light in the living room, and moved out of the way.
"Holy crap!"
I gestured toward the piles of gifts. "They were for my girls. I don't know what to do with them."
"That's all for your girls?" she asked, looking on in wonder.
"Yeah. I kind of over do it."
"I'll say."
"I'd like Erica to have them. She doesn't have to know they're from me. They can all be from Santa if you'd like. If you don't take them, I... I don't know what I'll do with them."
"It's too much, Alex. It's a nice gesture, really. But it's too much."
"Please. No strings. Do it for Erica."
She stood silent for a while, before she turned to me. "Why? Why now?"
"I don't know. Look, they're just sitting there. I'll end up donating them to some charity or something. I've got a ton of gifts, and nobody left to give them too. You've got a sweet little girl who has one present under the tree and could use a bit of joy in her life."
She wandered around the room, nudging the gifts with her foot, not answering, taking the occasional sip from her glass. She eventually wandered back and stood beside me.
She stood quietly for several seconds, apparently pondering a reply. "It's not fair," she finally muttered.
That wasn't what I'd expected. "No shit. Life's about as unfair as I could ever imagine," I answered honestly. "Good people get hurt for no apparent reason. Jack-offs seem to glide along easily without a care in the world. Innocent little girls have their lives cut short meaninglessly. Good-hearted neighbors have their lives crapped on as if it was some big cosmic joke." I could hear my own voice getting louder and more frustrated. "Life's a fucking kick in the ass, and every time it looks like something nice might come out of it, some cosmic comedian pulls the rug out from under you. What kind of God destroys a family for no good reason? Hunh? Answer me that!" I was almost shouting by the end of my tirade.
"I...I think I need to go home now." She turned and started walking away.
I chased after her, "Please, can you take just a few? Please. It's killing me to see them here."
She stumbled a bit, then paused. Without turning she said, "Bring over what you want around midnight." Then she slipped out the back door.
I took a few minutes to compose myself after she left. I'd made a complete ass of myself. Oh well. About par for the course. I decided to make another short appearance at Cathy's to at least say my goodnights. My nosy neighbor caught me the moment I made it in the door. "John told me you were around, but I couldn't find you anywhere."
"I ran into Sandy, and we broken people sort of hid out in your backyard."
She looked at me quizzically. "I was kind of surprised she came over. She didn't say a word about what we did this afternoon."
"Lucky you. I've still got the scars," I teased. Then I told her a little about our discussion, including the insurance situation and the deal with the gifts.
"Thank God. Maybe she can finally stop working 16 hours a day, and spend some time with her daughter. That'll be nice. I was wondering what you were going to do with all those gifts. I was afraid you were going to make a memorial out of them, leaving them there year after year, until the dust was an inch thick over them."
Her words stung a bit. "I'm not that bad."
"No, you're not. Although you had me worried there for a bit. It's just a hard thing to take. I understand that."
"I guess it's not a problem now."
She smiled. "I guess not. Erica's a lucky little girl."
"I don't know if I'd say that, but at least she might have a nice Christmas."
"I'm glad you came over tonight. A lot of our friends were worried for you. Your appearance was a nice Christmas gift for them as well."
"I can't say I really care too much. I know it sounds harsh, but how they feel isn't really high up there on my list of priorities at the moment."
"That's Ok. It's still nice that you came."
"I appreciate your inviting me. And for being the nagging neighborly meddlesome busybody you've been for the last couple of weeks."
She laughed. "That's the nicest thing anybody's said to me in a while, and in the nastiest way. I guess you are feeling a little better."
I sighed. "A little. Although I doubt Christmas will ever be the same for me again."
She moved in and gave me a hug. "It'll never be the same. But it may still, someday, be Ok."
I hugged her back, quietly. I doubted it.
* * *
Back home, I dressed down to sweats and a t-shirt, torturing myself a little by watching The Little Drummer Boy, Briana's favorite. Life was so fucking unfair. My girls were gone. It was Christmas and I was alone. I'd never, ever, spend another Christmas with Briana and Allora. Never.
An hour later I was at Sandy's back door with three huge garbage bags full of gifts. It had taken me two trips. I knocked softly and a few moments later Sandy let me in. She'd gotten rid of her party clothes as well, answering the door in a plain robe. She looked tired. I guessed that she'd been waiting up for me.
"Erica?" I asked softly.
"Asleep," she confirmed, taking one of the bags from me.
Quietly we headed to her front room and started spreading out the gifts. On each one, I removed the existing tag and she put a new sticker 'from Santa' on it. She asked me what was in each, but I couldn't remember all of them. Still, I was able to fill her in on the majority. She must have had some plan in mind, because she organized them according to my descriptions of their probable contents, separating them in neat little piles. After about 15 minutes I looked over and saw her shaking her head.



"What?"
"It's too much."
"That's what my ex said every year. I never got a complaint from the girls."
She gave me a wry smile. "At least one of us is going to have a pretty spectacular Christmas."
"Isn't that how it should be?"
I saw her nod, and noticed that her eyes were glistening again. I decided to leave it alone.
Until those moments, I really hadn't seen Sandy as a woman. I'd related to her as a person in need. But between her dressing up at the party, her comments on my patio, and the way she was dressed in just a robe, I'm almost ashamed to say I was scoping her out.
She was rail thin, with short dark brown hair, almost black. She wasn't very large on top, but when she was moving around on her hands and knees, arranging presents, I got a few glimpses inside the top of her robe, and saw the swelling of very feminine breasts. Her legs were as thin as the rest of her, but with decent calf definition. Some of her movements were less than ladylike, and I saw myself peeking up the bottom of her robe, looking at her pale inner thighs, or glancing at her round rear giving form to her robe.
Her face was cute. Small turned up nose, narrow mouth with bowed upper lip, and natural eyebrows fuller than was popular, above big brown eyes. Those eyes were extremely expressive, and somewhat mesmerizing.
I found myself looking at her too often, and she eventually caught me at it.
"What?" she asked.
"Nothing," I answered quickly. Trying to cover myself I explained. "You just look happier than I've seen you until now."
One corner of her mouth turned up. "I guess for once you're seeing me when I'm not completely pissed-off at you."
We finished with the gifts and I carefully stood up and gingerly stepped around the pretty wrapped up presents. I turned and held my hand out to Sandy while she did her best to maneuver around them without stepping on any. She almost made it before stumbling at the last minute, kicking a pile over and falling toward me. I caught her and held her up, pulling her backward with me until the wall halted my retreat.
She stared up at me, my arms still wrapped under hers, holding her closer than I intended. Her hair smelled like strawberries.
"I should be furious with you," she said, leaning into me.
"I know."
I pulled her upright, but she clung to me, pressing against me.
"We don't need anybody." She sounded angry again.
I shrugged, hard to do while holding a fragile woman in my arms. "I don't have anybody."
Her look softened. "I'm sorry."
"Don't be. I'll be Ok." I closed my eyes, and thought once more of my kids. I could feel myself on the verge of losing it again.
Without warning her lips were on mine, gentle at first. Then I felt her fingers dig into my skin, and she was kissing me fiercely, her teeth pressed hard against my lips. I pulled her tightly against my body, opening my mouth to hers, returning her ardor.
It was unlike anything I'd ever experienced. She was clutching at me, kissing me, hugging me, hitting me, scratching me, while I stood there holding her, absorbing it all. I waited for her to calm down, and when she didn't I reached down and lifted her by the ass, holding her tight, while her legs encircled me. She bit my lip hard, and I could taste blood, while her claws sank into my shoulders.
I could feel the anger and frustration in her, the desire to strike out somehow at the unfairness of it all. I echoed those feelings, accepting them, expanding them, and returning them in kind. Yes, I was angry too. Furious. The taste of my own blood on my lips just served to fuel the fire.
Like everything else, having her vent her anger on me, while I was the only one in the world trying to help her was patently unfair. I was hurting too. I had lost so much more. So very much more. I was tired of being treated like dirt.
Holding her by the rear in one hand, I grasped her hair from behind, pulling her hair back making her gasp. I lowered my mouth to her slender neck and bit her, sucking on her flesh. Both of her hands went to my head, entangling in my hair, and pulling my face down against her. Her hips ground against me, while her bare feet beat a tattoo against my back.
Sandy pulled my head back by the hair, and I loosened my grip on hers. She stared into my eyes, hers flashing with pent up emotions.
"Damn you!" she gasped. She leaned in and pressed her lips against mine again, still fierce and unrelenting.
I turned and pressed her against the wall, trapping her there with my body. My hand lowered and slid into her robe, meeting nothing but bare flesh. I grabbed her breast and squeezed, causing her to moan into my mouth. Her hands weren't idle and she was pushing the top of my sweats down, using her feet to push them down in the back. She squeezed a hand between us, her other wrapped around my shoulders, and I felt her fingers wrap around my hardness. It was hard to believe how I was responding to her and her tantrum, but there was no doubt.
I took over, pushing my sweats down, letting them slide down to my ankles, drawing my boxers with them. I was naked from the waist down and exposed. Our lips had never separated, and she sucked hungrily on my tongue, while I tore open her robe, roughly. Like me, she was naked underneath, except for a pair of loose shorts. She had my cock in her hand, and aimed it at her moist opening, pushing the leg of her shorts aside. I lowered her, easing into her, until I was fully sheathed.
She groaned. Her hand now free, she grabbed me by the hair and tugged back, drawing her lips away. "You bastard," she gasped.
"Bitch," I growled. I pulled my hips back and thrust into her hard, pushing her into the wall, eliciting another gasp. I felt my own anger welling up inside of me. I knew I wasn't really angry at her, but she was the unintended victim of my fury. I slammed my cock into her hard, grinding against her. Pulling back, I did it again, even harder, doing my best to push her right through the wall. She gasped as if I'd struck her.
"That's right, fuck me," she whispered harshly. "Go ahead, fuck me you prick, like everyone else has."
I took her ass cheeks in my hands and pulled her away from the wall, lifting her up off my cock, before releasing her, letting her weight impale her on my aching staff. One at a time, I reached my arms under her legs, her thighs resting on my forearms, my hands gripping her ass cheeks tightly. I tugged her shorts down in back, exposing her soft butt-flesh, and grabbed her cheeks tightly digging my fingers in. She linked her fingers behind my neck, and leaned backward, exposing her upper body to my gaze. Her small breasts had the most perfect little nipples, hardened for me. I fucked her hard and fast, while my strength and fury held out.
As my arms grew tired I walked to the living room. She released each of her arms long enough to let her robe fall, leaving her almost naked. I lowered her, setting her butt down on the arm of the couch. She let go of me, leaning backward, lowering her back to the couch. Her hips were now positioned well above her body, and I pulled her toward me hard, so her lower back was on the couch arm. I yanked her shorts off and threw them to the side, staring down at her sexy naked body. I opened her legs wide, slid my cock into her warm hole and pounded into her, fucking up into her tight opening, while she moaned so damn sexily. Holding her legs in my hands and lifting them high and wide, she was effectively immobilized by her own weight resting on her shoulders. I slid my cock in and out of her, banging away, free to do as I please.
She lay there, staring up at me, her eyes burning. I didn't want to look into those condemning orbs. I pulled out, roughly turned her over, her smooth soft ass raised up by the arm of the couch. I spread her legs and pierced her again, thrusting deeply on the first stroke, making her pay. I held her hips tightly and vented my feeling through my hips, hammering away viciously, fucking her as hard as I could.
Looking between us, I was hypnotized by the sight of my thickness stretching her, filling her. With each stroke her flesh clung to me, stretching outward before yielding. I pulled out to the edge, spread her cheeks with my hands and toyed with her pink little slit, nudging my cock head into her, watching her opening stretch obscenely wide to take me. I slowed, squeezing her poor ass cheeks hard while slowly feeding her my cock. The incredible feeling was overcoming my ire, and I just enjoyed long-stroking her, making her feel every inch of my length, pushing deeply until I felt resistance deep inside of her.
I couldn't take much more. I grabbed her hips and leaned over her, driving into her, filling her. I could feel her moist channel grasping at me, dragging me to the edge of desire. I looked down and saw she'd twisted her torso to look back at me.
"Do it."
I slammed my full weight into her, unable to resist the urge any longer. Gasping, I came inside of her, the release painful in its urgency, exploding deep within her over and over again. Her legs were flailing, and as I slowed she relaxed, bent over the arm like a rag doll, lifeless.
She squealed when I lifted her up, spinning her around to sit on the arm. I took my still hard cock, and forced it back into her, pulling her against me, until just the edge of her butt was still resting on the couch. I could see she had tears in her eyes, and wet streaks running down her cheeks. I slid my arms around her, holding her close, squeezing her frail body. Her arms slid around my torso and she pressed her face against my chest.
I held her while I felt her body shaking. I felt horrible, sickened at what I'd done. I'd fucked her viciously, using her, venting my aggravation and unhappiness on the one person I knew who'd already suffered enough on her own. I could feel my own eyes welling up.
We held each other, desperately, clutching to anything that might let us ride out this horrible time in our lives. My hands relaxed as did the tightness that had been enveloping my body. I caressed her back, feeling her ribs under the soft skin. I pressed my lips to her hair, kissing her softly. She was returning my kisses, pressing her lips to my chest and shoulders, rubbing her hands over the scratches she'd given me earlier.
I realized I was nudging in and out of her, surprised to find my cock staying hard, eager to continue. I held her, slowly screwing her, while she sobbed against me.
I massaged her back, nuzzling her hair, kissing her temples. "I'm sorry," I whispered.
"Don't," she sobbed. "Don't you dare apologize! Not now. Not ever."
I pushed her head back, and lowered my lips to hers, kissing her softly. "I won't."
"Good."
She looked up and touched my lip, drawing back a finger red with my blood. "Oh God! I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to do that."
"No apologies. Remember?"
She answered by reaching up and kissing my lip. When she drew back I could see a little red on hers.
I kissed her back, feeling her return it this time, still moving inside of her. Her legs spread wider, accommodating me. I looked down to see where I was entering her. When I looked back into her eyes they were smoldering.
"Take me to bed," she whispered.
"Are you sure?"
"No. Do it anyway."
I stood carefully, my pretty little sister-in-misery still impaled on my rod. She wrapped her legs around me tightly and clung to me with both arms. I held her by her sweet little ass and slowly climbed the stairs. With each step I lifted and lowered her, screwing her along the way.
Nearing the top step she surprised me by giggling.
"What?"
"You're stronger than you look," she said, softening the words with careful little kisses bestowed across my chest.
"You're light as a feather. I need to feed you."
She smiled wickedly. "A protein oral injection?"
I almost dropped her, and she giggled, "What?"
"You, young lady, have a dirty mind."
I saw a storm flitter across her face, but she shook it off and smiled. "It's been a long time, Alex. I'm not so good at flirting and teasing."
"Ditto, beautiful. Bear with me."
She made a little rolling movement of her hips, ending with my cock completely sheathed within her moistness.
She giggled. "Damn! I can't believe you can just hold me like this."
I pulled her up and down on my cock a few times, drawing a quiet gasp out of her. "I could hold you like this forever."
I had cleared the last step and was walking her into her bedroom.
Once again a flurry of emotions danced across her face, ending with a smile. "But then how would you ever feed me?"
I reached back and closed the door behind us.
Mischievously, I pulled her high in the air, making her squeal. She really was as light as a rag doll. I doubted she weighed a hundred pounds. I held her in my arms like a baby, rocking her. A very sexy baby.
I had one arm under her legs, and the other under her back, and she turned in my arms, her lips closing around my nipple. I lifted her shoulder high, then removed the arm under her back, causing her to fall downward. Not far, since I caught her by the hips, hanging upside down. She gasped, her legs kicking out, her arms circling my waist. I wrapped an arm around her, pulling her legs down onto my shoulders, pressing her warm pinkness against my face.
Her face was down around my waist. She squeezed her legs tightly around my head, her thighs pressing hard against my ears. "You're crazy!" she gasped.
"See. I can hold you and still feed you," I teased, then licked her, my tongue probing her moist slit.
She giggled, and I felt her warm lips engulf the head of my cock. I grabbed her near the hips, and lowered her a bit, feeling my cock enter her mouth. I lifted and lowered her a few times, licking her on the upward movement, filling her mouth on the way back down.
For all my bravado, it was amazingly difficult, and I could feel my arms trembling from the effort. I held her still, her mouth filled with my cock, and walked the few remaining steps to the bed.
She was getting more active, sucking me and moving her head back and forth. It felt incredible. I almost didn't want to put her down. But I knew if I didn't there was a chance I'd drop her soon. With one last herculean effort I lifted her up and leaned over depositing her in a squirming ball of flesh on her mattress.
She spent no time at all sitting up and pulled me onto the bed. I reached out for her but she pulled away. "Lay down. My turn now."
I stretched out in the middle of her bed, and watched her crawl to my waist, move between my legs and look up at me before lowering her mouth to my pulsating rod. She licked me, examining me, stroking me with her hands, kissing my cock with her warm, tender lips. Staring into my eyes she lowered her lips over the purple helmet and took most of my length into her mouth.
It felt so damned incredible I moaned loudly.
She pulled up and pressed her fingers against her lips. "Shhh. We don't want to wake anybody."
I mimed zipping my lips closed, barely containing another groan when she took me in her mouth again.
She sucked me as if she were on a mission. Her hands worked me just below where her mouth took over. I reached down and brushed her bangs aside so I could watch her. That was enough encouragement for her to pick up the pace, pistoning her face onto my stiff pole, gasping when she pressed too hard.
"Sandy," I started to warn her.
She held out her palm to me, sucking with complete abandon. I didn't say another word. I let her draw my juices up and out, and moaned softly when I finally achieved my much needed release, erupting between her lips.
She was breathing hard through her nose, holding me in her mouth, taking all I had to offer and gamely swallowing it down. She sucked softly when I was done shooting, and I could feel the pulses of tightness while she swallowed repeatedly. Her eyes were closed, and she seemed to be concentrating hard on completing her mission.
When my hardness started to whither, she took me in her hand and stroked me, her mouth tenderly sucking me, carefully tugging on my shaft, her tongue massaging the tender head. I relaxed on the bed and enjoyed her attention, concentrating on the amazing feeling around my waist. The idea of getting hard for her and continuing our play was combining with her devoted attention, and I finally responded after a few minutes, hardening in her mouth.
That seemed to be a signal to her and she sat up, sucking me more aggressively, restoring the steel to my cock, until it could stand on its own, full and ready.
Sandy moved up my body, straddled my waist and slid my trouser soldier back home. She slowly worked her way up and down my cock until I was completely sheathed once more. Then she settled all the way down and stretched. It was beautiful to see, her slender body straining upward, her arms reaching to the sky, her head leaning back, the curve of her rib cage accentuated by the hollow of her belly, her perfect little breasts standing out brave and eager, the pretty pink tips showing hard little caps.
After a few moments in that pose she relaxed with a sigh, settling back down and leaning forward until her hands were braced against my chest.
"Thanks for the meal," she said with a teasing smile.
"You are amazing," I confessed.
She gave me a sad little smile. "It's nice to hear someone say that. It's been a long, long time."
I reached out for her and she slid down to my chest, while I wrapped her in my arms. "That's a shame. You are so beautiful."
"You don't have to say that," she said into my shoulder.
"But you are." I held her, pushing with my hips, slowly screwing her while I held her.
"I'm not. I know it. It's Ok."
I reached down and lifted her face so I could lean forward and kiss her.
It was a long tender kiss, and afterwards I just held her. I kept my hips moving gently, not wanting to lose the contact with her, staying hard and filling her.
"Just hold me a bit, Ok?"
"As long as you'll let me." I assured her, and I engulfed her in my arms, clutching her as if I'd never let her go.
I could feel her trembling, her arms holding me tightly. Her back was rising and lowering spasmodically, and I heard the tiny gasp of her crying against me.
I didn't try to quiet her or comfort her. I just held her, raining kisses down onto the top of her head, holding her tightly, and easing my cock back and forth into her.
We spent several long minutes like that, until she slowly relaxed and her death grip on me eased. I loosened my own grip, allowing my hands free rein in their exploration of her body, stroking her, fondling her, holding her tight little butt in my hands and pushing up into her. She slowly responded, pushing back against my strokes, her tits pressing into my chest.
I pulled her tightly to my body, rose up on one arm and rolled over, lifting her body off the bed, and settling it down below me. On top of her now, I let go, raising my torso the length of my arms and thrusting into her with long slow strokes.
She looked so small and vulnerable underneath me. I leaned down and kissed her, and she grabbed my head and kissed me back eagerly. She finally let me go and I resumed fucking her, happy to be right where I was. I gazed down at her, wondering how I'd failed to notice how pretty she was right from the start.
"Stop staring."
"I can't help it. You are so beautiful. I want to memorize everything about you."
"I'm not too skinny?" she asked.
"Nothing a few more meals can't fix," I teased.
I fucked her in silence for a bit, then rose up to pound her more thoroughly, opening her legs up for better access. She pulled her legs back, holding her own ankles nearly parallel with her head.



I spread my legs and straightened them, raising my hips high before plunging down into her. She gasped and I smiled, pummeling her from above, fucking her fast and hard, her wide open pussy screaming out to be filled.
For the first time that night I felt her responding deeply, shivering. She released her feet and clutched her legs behind her knees, her shins bracketing her pretty face.
I rose up to my knees, leaning over and pushing down on the back of her legs, screwing her as fast as I could, feeling the need to cum growing in me.
"Harder," she gasped, "harder."
I slowed down just a bit and put some more weight behind my strokes, pulling her forward to meet my onslaught. She was gasping continuously, her toes curling up and her feet stretching out. I watched in delight as her head tilted back and her eyes rolled back into her head, while she came on my cock, her entire body quivering, her chest blushing bright red.
Just as she appeared to be settling back down, gasping hard, I grabbed her thighs and fucked her as fast as I could, feeling my own need peaking. I couldn't hold back any longer and buried myself deep inside of her, shooting hard, my hips jerking forward of their own accord, filling her.
Sandy cried out, releasing her legs which kicked out and trembled while she came with me.
I stretched out over her, while her legs slowly wrapped around me. Her eyes were large, staring at me in ego-soothing wonder. I kissed her softly.
"You are amazing," I told her.
She blushed. "I...I never...not like that," she murmured.
I was exhausted, from head to toe, and my legs and arms were trembling from my exertion. The front of my hips were sore from pounding against her, and my cock felt like it had been run through a wringer. I rolled off of her, lying on my back, breathing hard. She rolled over and leaned her upper body into mine. I reached around her, holding her close.
There was so much I wanted to say, but I didn't know how, or where to start. Instead I just kissed the top of her head while she held me. I reached across with my opposite hand and stroked her side before allowing my hand to settle over her breast, holding it gently, my fingers idly toying with her nipple. She moved closer, lifting her leg over mine, laying half on top of me. It allowed my arm holding her to wander, touching her, feeling her. I could feel the wetness of her crotch pressing into my hip, cold and wet.
I closed my eyes, my arm stretched across her back, my hand holding the warm flesh of her ass cheek. Her breathing was slow and steady, her arm thrown across my chest. I pressed my lips against her hair one last time, leaned back and relished holding this sweet, sexy, troubled woman.
* * *
I woke abruptly, confused. I was alone in a strange bed, the covers pulled up to my chin. Daylight was streaming in the window, and I sat up, disoriented. It took a few seconds for me to recall the previous evening, and I looked around for Sandy. I started to get out of bed, and realized I was naked, my clothes were still somewhere downstairs. I pulled the covers over my waist, and looked around for something to cover up with, before spotting my clothing from the night before folded on a chair nearby.
I pulled on my shorts and ducked into the bathroom for a much needed leak. I splashed some water on my face and borrowed her brush to run it through my wild hair. I took a swig of mouthwash and did my best to look partially human before heading back to the bedroom. I was pulling on my sweats when Sandy appeared with a cup of coffee. It smelled delicious.
She smiled and passed it to me. She was dressed in pyjamas, and had clearly showered and cleaned up. Her hair was still moist. "Hurry up. There's a little girl downstairs almost bursting with the need to open her presents."
I took a sip of the coffee, hot and strong, then passed it back to her for a second while I pulled on my shirt. I straightened it out and retrieved my coffee for another sip.
She was watching me intently, a sad little smile on her face.
I started to speak but she cut me off.
"No. Let's not talk about it right now. It was something we both needed, but it doesn't have to mean anything. It just happened. I don't regret it. Right now we need to go downstairs."
I moved to her and grabbed her chin. I saw she was nervous and wondered if she'd practiced that little speech. I leaned over and kissed her softly, continuing until she responded.
"I just want to say you are amazing. Really."
"So you keep saying," she teased.
"What is Erica going to think?"
"I told her you had a sleepover. She probably has a good idea what that means, kids are so precocious these days, but she seemed alright with it."
"Shit. I feel like a jerk, spoiling her Christmas with you."
She hit me, her little fist landing solidly on my chest, almost making me spill my coffee. "Shut up. It's because of you that she's having a Christmas worth mentioning at all."
She turned and headed downstairs, and I had to pull my eyes away from her cute little butt, before I had a physical response that would be almost too much to bear. I realized she was walking tentatively, and wondered if she was as sore as I was this morning. Probably. Maybe more so.
We headed straight for the living room, and sat back on the couch about a foot apart while Erica waited for us, standing beside the presents almost shaking. She watched her mother anxiously, glancing my way long enough for a quick smile. When her mother nodded she dove into the presents grabbing the closest and tearing it open.
She oohed and aahed over each new gift, while the pile of unwrapped ones grew smaller and an ever growing field of toys gradually overtook the room.
She shrieked and jumped up and down when she opened the iPod touch, pulling off the $50 iTunes gift certificate. She'd been pretty quiet up until then but she climbed over to her mother and gave her a big hug.
"He knew, Momma, he knew!" she shrieked in joy, stopping her present opening to crack open the iPod box and pull it out, looking it over, holding it reverently in her hands.
I felt a warm hand settle onto mine, giving a soft squeeze. I turned my wrist and held her hand in mine, interlocking our fingers. I looked over to Sandy, and saw the tears in her eyes. With a sniffle she carefully brushed them away.
As usual, the new clothing got short shrift, being tossed into a growing pile, but she did look each one over, holding it up against her body, asking her mother's opinion on several before moving on.
I listened to Sandy laugh at her daughter's antics, and thought it was the most beautiful sound I had heard in ages.
Erica was about halfway through the gifts. I watched her reach for a big box, and I gave her mother's hand a squeeze. "Maybe that one should be last," I whispered.
"Erica, darling, that one's from Mr. Reed. Why don't you open it last?"
Erica looked up, her surprise matching my own. She moved it to the side and continued her quest to eliminate the pile of wrapped presents.
The small purse with five $10 bills was another big hit, as were the rollerblades, each calling for another shriek and a visit to her mother's lap, bringing forth more giggles and laughter from the woman beside me. Sandy was smiling hugely, taking the wrapping paper from her daughter and filling a garbage bag with it as we went.
I was torn. Each gift I'd so carefully picked out for my girls was disappearing. I couldn't help but think about how I should be spending my Christmas, if I hadn't received such a kick in the teeth from fate. A couple of times I felt myself tearing up, my breath catching in my chest. Sandy moved closer, her leg pressed against mine, holding my hand in both of hers, tightly, in her lap.
Then I would see the joy on young Erica's face, and I'd wipe the tears away, taking a deep breath, knowing that it was what my daughter's would have wanted. Their hearts had been as big as the world.
I felt Sandy's head lean into my shoulder, and I gave her hand another squeeze.
Finally the presents ran out. There were two gifts remaining. The one that had been there on that first day, which seemed so long ago but had only been three days earlier, and the big one.
She looked over at us, then starting peeling away the paper off of her mother's present. There was a book sized jewelry box inside, and she opened it shrieking. "Grandma's necklace?" she asked.
"You always liked it," Sandy said.
Erica came over and sat between her mother's legs, lifting her hair up out of the way so her mother could attach the chain behind her neck. I could now see it was an old-fashioned locket and Erica was clutching at it like she'd never let it go. Sandy finally got the chain latched, and gave her a little shove.
Erica stood up and ran to the mirror, looking at herself. She came and stood in front of us, striking several poses. It was so damned cute. I couldn't help but laugh.
That got Sandy's attention, and she giggled as well, cuddling up next to me and pulling my arm around her shoulders.
We watched Erica go to the last big box, glancing back at us as if waiting for permission.
"Go on," I teased, "you can't stop now!"
She grabbed the edge of the wrapping paper, and tore into it. She ripped large chunks of paper off, tossing them toward her mother, before suddenly coming to a complete stop. She screamed out, stood up and danced in place. I'd never seen anybody so excited. She bent over and tore the paper away roughly exposing the PS3 and the piles of games taped to the top.
"Mom! Mom! It's a PS3!" she cried out, bending over and lifting the box, twirling around with it, before stumbling and dropping it to the floor.
Sandy laughed, "Careful! You don't want to break it before you get a chance to use it."
Erica scrambled across the coffee table between us and launched herself into my lap. She gave me a huge hug, squeezing me so hard I thought she might break something.
I felt her breath against my ear. "Thank you, Santa." I felt her soft lips press against my cheek, bringing a tear to my eye.
I hugged her to me. "I hope you enjoy your present." I could feel the tears welling up, threatening to overflow, and I clung to her for a few seconds. "Go on now, open it up."
She jumped up and started tearing at the box, peeling off the games, instantly separating them into piles. So much like her mother. I felt Sandy shifting on the couch next to me, and I turned toward her, just as her arms wrapped around me. She kissed me on the cheek. "Thank you."
I hugged her. "I should be thanking you. I never thought I could enjoy Christmas again."
She smiled. "That would be horrible," she said softly, "if Santa couldn't enjoy Christmas."
I thought we were finally done, but Erica went behind the tree and returned with two gifts wrapped in newspaper comics. She gave her mother one, and gave me the other.
Sandy and I looked at each other, then she opened her gift. Inside was a hand-made ornament, a picture of their little family, Sandy, Erica, and the missing father, smiling as if everything was perfect in the world. The picture was framed in popsicle sticks, with pipe-cleaners glued to it. It was too cute for words.
"If we hang it on the tree, then Daddy can share Christmas with us from heaven," Erica explained.
I saw Sandy choke up, then give her daughter a big hug. "It's beautiful."
"Hang it up, mom!" Erica insisted.
Sandy got up and placed it in the middle of the tree, carefully arranging it so it faced the room. "I love it Erica, thank you."
Erica was standing in front of me, hopping from foot to foot. "Your turn," she announced.
I opened the paper carefully, and saw a hand drawn picture, colored in crayons on some light colored cardboard. It took me a second to realize what it was. "It's us painting the door, isn't it?"
"Yep. And that's momma, trying to look angry." She pointed to a stick figure at the side.
It must have taken her a while. The picture was pretty big, more than a foot tall, and she'd carefully drawn the door in great detail, coloring it blue, and she had little Christmas decorations all around it. She was kneeling down painting the bottom, and I had this ridiculously long body, bent over at the waist, painting the door just above her head.
I pointed to the figure to the side. "If she's angry, how come she's smiling?" I asked.
Erica laughed. "She's only trying to be angry. She's really happy. She just isn't allowed to show it. She has to act sad because Daddy's gone."
I held the picture up, then made a show of hugging it. "It's my very favorite Christmas present. I'm going to frame it and put it on my desk."
Erica climbed up on the couch and hugged me. "Will you hook up my PS3?"
"Of course I will," I told her, returning her hug.
"And I'll start breakfast," Sandy announced. I looked up, and she was wiping tears from her face again. What a roller-coaster of emotions.
It only took a few minutes, and we had the game system hooked up and Erica was debating which game to start with. She barely got it loaded before we were called over for breakfast.
"Mo-om!" Erica pouted.
"It's not going anywhere. You can play after breakfast."
It was surrealistic, sitting there at the table, with eggs, toast and sausage on my plate, and a glass of orange juice at the ready. Erica had cereal in her bowl and a tall glass of milk. Like a normal family.
I was still stunned by how talkative Erica had become, as she told us all about her gifts. "Can Taylor come over later and play?" she asked.
"We'll see," Sandy told her. "It's Christmas, her parents may want her to stay at home today."
"What are your favorite gifts?" I asked.
She seemed to think about it, and I watched her hand move up to the locket around her neck. It was cute watching her face scrunch up as she really thought it over.
"I think it was your sleepover," she finally announced, catching me off guard and almost making me spit my orange juice across the table.
Sandy was just as surprised, "Really? Better than the PS3?" she asked.
Erica nodded vehemently. She looked at me, "Momma's happy."
I looked over at Sandy, and saw her blushing furiously.
I reached over and tousled Erica's hair. "I'm happy too. Happier than I thought I could be."
Erica nodded solemnly. "I know. Your girls went to heaven too. These were their presents, right?"
I nodded. "I knew they'd want you to have them."
She took a bite of her cereal. "Allora was nice. We made a poster for her in class. I drew an angel."
Hearing her name was tough. Suddenly everything felt wrong. I should be sitting at a table with her and Briana, listening to them chatter. Watch them fight over playing with each other's gifts. No chance of that now. The room was becoming blurry, tears for my lost girls filling my eyes.
"Don't be sad," Erica said, reaching out and touching my arm. "They're in heaven now, and they get to watch us. They wouldn't want you to be sad."
I forced myself to smile. "I bet the poster was beautiful. I wish I could see it."
"Mrs. Viola would probably let me take it home for you," she said.
"I'd like that."
Erica was eating her cereal as fast as she could, and she pushed the empty bowl away. "Can I play now?"
Sandy gave her the go ahead, and she made a beeline toward the TV.
Sandy and I looked at each other. "She's become quite the chatterbox," I mentioned.
"Thank God," Sandy said, standing up and taking up the plates. "Let's hope it sticks."
I cleared my own stuff and joined her at the sink. "I should go home soon."
"I understand," she said softly.
"I have to stop by the in-laws. I promised. But I'd like to come by later if you don't mind. Maybe we can have dinner together."
She seemed a little distant. "You don't have to. You've done enough already."
I put my arms around her, and felt her stiffen. "Don't tell Erica, but her drawing was only my second favorite Christmas gift."
I felt her relax a bit, and she turned toward me, allowing me to hug her properly. I leaned down and kissed her softly.
She giggled. "Oh, really?"
"Really. The sleepover was my favorite."
"That gift will have to hold you over for a while. Another sleepover and I don't think I'd ever be able to walk again. You beast." Her smile took any sting out of the words.
"No kidding. I'd have to learn to talk with only one lip."
Her eyes opened wide, and she raised her hand to her mouth. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
I kissed her again. "No apologies, remember."
She smiled. "Alright. Dinner would be nice, but I didn't have anything special planned."
"Let me take care of the dinner."
She grinned salaciously. "That's right. You did promise to feed me."
That made me blush.
"As a matter of fact, if you're not in a huge hurry, maybe you could feed me again, before you have to leave."
I looked over at Erica.
"She'll be fine. You won't be able to tear her away from those games for hours." She took me by the hand, and drew me over to the stairs.
Half-an-hour later, I'd fed her, but not before proving to us both that we fit each other perfectly. It was quiet, and gentle, and just what I needed to make it clear that the previous night wasn't a one-time accidental thing.
* * *
It's been a year since that first Christmas. Things weren't always easy between us, we still had sharp edges and wounds that weren't quick to heal, but we stuck to it.
Any talk of holding Erica back in school ended quickly. She's an A student, smart as a whip, and even talking about playing volleyball. Her quiet spell snapped that Christmas.
Within six months I'd moved in with Sandy and Erica, and we'd become landlords, renting out my two houses, and using our new found wealth to buy a few foreclosures, renovate them and rent them out as well. Sandy quit her jobs and was relishing her new real-estate magnate career. Even if the rentals can be a headache sometimes.
By September we were talking about marriage, and decided to forgo any big ceremony and flew off to Vegas for a mini-vacation and a quick wedding. We even conned Cathy and John to join us for a couple of days. Cathy was our matron of honor. Steve and Darla surprised us by showing up as well. He insisted that if I was going to put on the noose again willingly, he'd be my best man. He always was.
We're wrapping Erica's gifts now. I guess overdoing it at Christmas is one habit I'll never get over. Every once in a while I can't help but reach over and rub Sandy's belly. Erica's excited by the idea of having a new baby brother by summer.
Me? I'm excited by our new Christmas tradition. I get to re-enact our first Christmas sleepover. Sandy's even wearing that silly, ratty old robe. She's promised never to get rid of it.
Christmas will always be bitter sweet to me, and sometimes I still get the blues and need some time to myself to think about those little girls that had their lives cut short so unfairly. I miss them terribly, and think about them every day.
Christmas will never be the same. But I'm not complaining.
======
I hope you enjoyed this little story. Votes and comments are always welcome and appreciated.
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CvsN 26 - Royally Fucked
Tx Tall Tales (c)
---
Ancient walls come tumbling down.
NOTE: All characters in this story are fictitious. Any names that might be similar to real names are purely accidental. Just wanted to make that clear.
---
My last full day in Spain started auspiciously, pounding my pretty little boss from behind. I thought I'd be exhausted, but I felt energized. I left Chris dozing in bed and headed down to the hotel gym, putting in 40 minutes on the treadmill and another 15, or so, on the weights.
Back upstairs, Chris had retreated to her room preparing for the day ahead.
It was my last full day in Spain, and I realized that I didn't want to be there. I wanted to be home, with Debbie and Beth, in my own house. I'd been away long enough.
I had finished getting ready for another day of training, when I heard the knock. I instinctively turned toward the door separating our rooms, but I realized it was the front door. Looking out the peephole, I saw a slight man dressed in a suit.
"Señor Morgan?"
I removed the chain from the door, opening it wide.
"Yes?"
I was unprepared for the sudden blow to my gut, doubling me over. A large man in a poorly fitting suit stood in front of me and pushed me back into the room. He had a rod of some kind in his hand, and landed another blow across my back, the pain nearly dropping me. I staggered back, confused.
The first man, much smaller, almost slender, stepped into the room and reached down for my head, tilting my chin up.
Big mistake, since he was now between me and the big guy.
I came up fast, slamming my forearm up between his legs, and as he bent over gasping, I reached my arm around his neck, spinning him around and pulling him back with me. I had him in a choke-hold, my arm crooked around his neck.
The big guy moved forward, his baton held at the ready.
"Stop. Another step and I'll snap his neck," I warned in Spanish.
The hulk slowed, looking at me hard. His beady little eyes looked like they were having trouble comprehending my words.
I was squeezing the first guy's neck tightly, cutting off his air. A quick step backward and a drop to the ground was all it would take to snap his skinny neck like a twig. As it was, by pulling him close, his head was forced forward, nearly facing the ground.
"Turn around," I told my assailant.
He hesitated, and I released my shield's neck enough for him to breath. "Tell him."
The man gasped, drawing in a breath. "This is a mistake," he warned.
I pinched his neck tight, pulled him back and punched him in the kidney, hard. "Tell him. Last chance."
"Hazlo," he wheezed. Do it.
The big guy turned, facing the hall. "Drop the stick."
He obeyed, tossing it behind him.
"Good. Now on your knees, so we can talk in peace."
He slowly dropped to his knees, looking back at me, then turned to face the hallway.
I spun with my hostage, and lashed out with my shoe kicking the bruiser in the side of the head as hard as I could. He bounced off the wall and dropped like a rock. Thank God for hard-soled dress shoes.
I turned back to the guy who I'd been choking, and pinned him to the wall with one hand around his neck. "What is this about?"
The color was returning to his face, and he gasped for breath. I released the pressure long enough for him to speak.
"Miss de Borbón. She's not for you."
The adrenaline was still running through me, and I was shaking. The little bastard. I shook my head, then punched him in the gut as hard as I could, shaking the wall, and collapsing him over my fist. In my current mode, I liked the way it felt. So I gave him another shot just for fun.
"The Major is a work colleague. I leave here tomorrow. Any time we spend together is as friends." I growled at him, throwing him to the ground.
The big guy was lying still, but I kicked him in the side, hard, to make sure he wasn't faking it. He didn't budge. Rolling him over, while keeping my eyes on the mouthpiece, I undid his belt, while the little guy stayed on hands and knees retching. Yanking the belt off, I rolled the muscle onto his stomach, and used it to tie his hands tightly behind his back. I wasn't gentle.
Standing, I kicked him again for spite. I didn't like being sucker punched. I hoped I broke a rib.
"You're making a big mistake," the small guy said, sitting back on his haunches, watching me.
"You made the mistake," I told him. "And the Major's business is none of yours."
"Don Reinaldo thinks otherwise. When you sleep with his fiancée you make it his business. She is not some whore you can play with." He was trying to straighten himself out, like he was back in control.
"I have not slept with her, and insulting her is not a wise move," I assured him, kicking his leg, which he drew back in pain.
The guy trussed up was groaning, trying to roll to his side.
I grabbed the little guy by the hair and pulled him upright. "I think you should leave now, before I get angry."
He struggled to get free, and almost fell when I released him. "You have been warned. Keep your distance from her."
"If I see you again, I will break your little weasel face," I told him. I pushed him through the open doorway, making him trip over his associate. I grabbed the guy on the floor by the hands and pulled him out the door, leveraging his arms back and up, nearly pulling them out of the sockets. When I had him in the hall, I pulled up sharply, as hard as I could and was rewarded with a sickly pop from his left shoulder. Serves the bastard right. He'd be in no shape to ambush me now.
The first guy looked at me in fear, his face blanching. He started to speak but I held up my hand. "Say nothing. Just leave. One more word, one, and I will take you back into my room and I will hurt you very badly. Very. Understood?"
I could tell he wanted to reply angrily, but he just nodded, red-faced.
Looking around, I saw we had a small audience. A couple of heads were peering out of their doors, and my boss Chris was standing outside hers, gazing on in surprise.
"Wrong room," I announced. I turned to Chris, "I'll just be a second, then we can go down and get some breakfast."
I retreated to my room, straightening my clothing and grabbing the retractable baton which I collapsed and slipped under my belt. Just in case they had friends. With my jacket on it was invisible.
The phone rang, and I thought about letting it go, in case the hotel had some complaint. I picked it up anyway, ready to fire back about their lax security.
"Jack. Ana Isabel. Just listen. You may have some men come to visit you. Don't let them in. Stay away from them. Carlos will be there soon."
"They were already here."
"My God! Are you alright? That bastard!"
"I'm fine. They've left. I'm going down to breakfast with Chris now. Carlos can meet us there."
"Be careful. They will try to get to you."
"Not these two," I assured her.
"Did they say anything?"
"They said they had a message from Don Reinaldo. To stay away from you. They accused me of sleeping with you."
"The asshole! He doesn't own me. Are you sure you're Ok?"
"Right as rain. I can't say as much for the big guy they sent to deliver the message. Look, we can talk about this later, Chris is outside waiting and I'm sure she has lots of questions."
"Please be careful. I'm sorry."
"I'm not. I'll see you later. Don't worry. Bye now."
I heard her soft goodbye as I hung up the phone. My wrist hurt from punching the little guy. I massaged it as I opened the door.
Chris was standing there staring at me. "Want to tell me what the hell is going on?"
"They had a message for me. They should have phoned it in."
"Don't wisecrack! That looked serious. The one guy couldn't move his arms when they left. What was that about?" She sounded angry.
I slid my arm around her waist and guided her to the elevator. "Come on, I'm starving. It was a simple misunderstanding. They misunderstood my relationship with the Major and I set them straight."
Over breakfast she wouldn't let it go, and I explained a little of what was going on, not going into any detail about my relationship, whatever it was, with the Major. Carlos and an associate found us in the restaurant and he introduced himself and his friend. I invited them to join us for coffee, after which he insisted we ride out to the base with him. He was quiet, but looked capable. His friend wasn't much bigger than me, but he had a dangerous look about him. I was lucky these two hadn't come to visit me.
At the base it was business as usual. I delivered the training, and had lunch with the class. Pablo was assisting me, and by this time he understood the working of the program mods as good as anybody. Made my work a good bit easier. I never saw Ana Isabel, and the subject of the morning visit didn't seem to be public knowledge so we stuck with idle conversation.
The training classes went well, and we had a few different people drop in for a while, but the brass kept their distance, as did my favorite Major. By 5 o'clock we were shutting things down, and I was wondering about the evening plans. Pablo was still sticking around, always near, and in an exceptionally good mood, but he didn't seem to be aware of my early morning visitors.
With the gear packed up, he gave me a smack on the back. It hurt. I was sure the shot I'd taken earlier was going to be sore for a while. I did my best to hide the pain.
"Great job. I'd say your trip was a huge success. Ready for some drinks?"
I smiled. Was I ever ready. "Lead the way compadre. Time to celebrate."
The Officer's Club seemed to stay busy, and this Friday night was clearly no exception. We found Colonel Ortiz at the bar, competing for Chris's attention with the General and their coterie. As I approached, the Colonel turned and passed me a large Scotch, neat. Good man.
"Señor Jack! You and Chris have done a splendid job this week. Thank you so much."
"I'm glad it all worked out so well," I told him, before taking a large gulp from my glass. Damn, I needed that. The General was speaking to me, talking about their installation plans as soon as the final delivery was made. I was barely listening, nodding when it seemed appropriate, while I scanned the crowd for Ana Isabel.
"She's not here," Pablo said softly.
I turned and looked at him.
"Ana Isabel. We haven't seen her today."
Sadly, it looked like the message had been delivered, and one of us had decided to heed it. Oh well. Probably for the best, as much as I hated to leave things as they were.
I pounded my drink, and over my second I joined in the conversation, talking about some more features, and the final installation. They were also discussing having another training class, which Chris was negotiating. It almost didn't seem fair; she had the men eating out of her hand.
I heard a hush in the room, and turned to follow the looks of many of those around me. The crowd was parting and Major de Borbón was striding our way. She looked devastating, in an outfit that clung to her body, wearing a necklace so bedecked in jewels I was surprised the weight of it did not drag her down. The sapphire nestled in the top of her cleavage was the size of a quail egg. She headed straight to me, stood on her toes and gave me a peck on the cheek.
The quiet of the room seemed to burst like a bubble, and I could barely hear her over the sudden cacophony. "Sorry I'm late. I had to take care of a few things." She had a hard look in her eye when she said it, and I was glad I wasn't on her bad side. At least I hoped I wasn't.
Pablo placed a drink in her hand. "All done. Everything went perfect. I don't remember any project going so smoothly."
She smiled. "I'm glad. Although I guess there were a few bumps along the way, but nothing Jack couldn't handle." She smiled and raised an eyebrow at me, almost questioning.
"Nothing major, Major."
She wrapped her arm around my waist, and gave me a squeeze. She must have felt the baton around my waist because she shifted her hand. "I can't tell you how happy I am to hear that."
The Colonel turned to us. "Drink up! It's time for the party. It's a day to celebrate!" He had his arm around Chris; it appeared he was winning the fight for her attention. But the General hadn't given up. He was glued to her other side, leaning down and whispering in her ear.
We carpooled down to the Plaza Mayor again, hitting some new tapas bars. Ana Isabel never left my side, and my flirtation was on the verge of being over the top. Touching, feeding each other, intimate whispers. She seemed to enjoy it, responding in kind, but the subject of our morning discussion never arose.
It felt much like our first day, and I allowed her to introduce me to some more exotic delicacies, while we clung to each other, ignoring most of our companions. I still wasn't used to their habit of brushing all the crumbs and napkins onto the floor, but when in Rome...
We had dinner at the famous El Botín, the world's oldest restaurant. It was right around the corner, and I was told a little of the history on the way. We ate on the second floor, immortalized by Hemingway in The Sun Also Rises. Our waiter, after seating us, pointed out, "That very chair you sit in was one of Hemingway's favorites."
Ana Isabel, seated between me and the wall, laughed. "Please. I hear that every time we come here, everywhere we sit."
A man in a suit appeared beside our waiter. "Anita, don't tease the waiters."
She rose and turned to him, giving him a hug. "Antonio! It is so nice to see you."
He beamed. "So the suckling pig finally draws you back? It's been ages."
She turned and gestured to me, and I stood. "We are celebrating tonight. The end of a big project. Jack is our guest of honor. Jack, Antonio is one of the managers here. His family owns the place."
"Enchanted. Thank you for choosing to join us tonight. I hope you enjoy your meal."
I shook his hand, surprised that such a young man would manage such a famous restaurant. "I have no doubt. Of course, how could any meal match the company?"
"Ah, you set a great hurdle before us. I will try to rise to the challenge. Enjoy your meal."
He stopped by and spoke to several of the men joining us, where we occupied much of the space at that end of the floor. Our party was a good score or more, and they were already bringing out the wine and first appetizers. After all the tapas, I was wondering where I'd find the room for any of it.
The menu had already been decided, and the food was brought out in several servings, including lamb, the famous suckling pig, fresh white asparagus, and too much more to describe fairly. We had some of the famous ham to start, and worked our way through the ensuing feast.
When Antonio came by to check on us, Ana Isabel asked for a private tour. He seemed more than happy to oblige, and walked us through the restaurant, providing some of the history. He took us through the kitchen, showing us the original 300 year old wood burning stove, where they still roasted the suckling pig and lamb. We were even given a tour through the ancient bodega, surrounded by bare stone walls, standing among bottles of wine that looked as old as the restaurant itself.
"Antonio, dear, would you have any special wine we might finish our meal with?" Ana Isabel asked.
He smiled and led us to a rack of wines, and withdrew a dusty bottle. "I think you might enjoy this. I'll have it brought to you."
"Place it on my personal bill, please," she asked.
I was overwhelmed by the ancient feeling of the restaurant, and was sad to see the tour end, as we were escorted back to our table.
I thanked our host, and held out Ana Isabel's chair before rejoining our group. The sommelier appeared with our wine, and I was almost ashamed to drink it, knowing my uneducated palate was no match for the treasure.
Everyone seemed to be having a wonderful time, and I was ecstatic to be able to share the meal with my lovely date, as I considered her to be.
"You seem to be popular," I commented.
She laughed, "I've been coming here as long as I remember. It's one of my father's favorites. I don't get to come by nearly as often as I would like lately. I love the garlic soup."
"Then I'm glad I had some as well," I teased.
We were picking at our dessert, oblivious to anyone but each other, and I wondered about the world she lived in. A far different social strata than I'd ever been exposed too. She was beauty and elegance, and seemed a little above us all. For once, she was not a Major, but a member of the royalty, no matter how distant. And it showed.
I hated for the dinner to end, two hours of gastronomic pleasure, but I was reminded the night was still young, and there was dancing to be done.
A short walk allowed us to digest a bit before we entered a rollicking dance hall. We were escorted to a private section, and took over several couches and low tables. Our drink orders were taken, and I was informed it was time to dance.
I'm not much of a dancer, not like these people were dancing. With Ana Isabel, it was like she was suddenly broken free from her shackles of propriety. She danced like a spirit set free. I loved watching her as she moved on the dance floor.
She was obviously well known and popular. As soon as we headed back to our alcove, she was surrounded by admirers. Understandably. She was never at a loss for partners, but turned away more than she danced with. She danced with most of our party, and I can safely say that I didn't want for partners either. I'm relatively certain that Ana Isabel's occasional dances with me were a lure to the other women present. It was good to work off some of the food and alcohol.
I was dancing with my Major for the fourth time that night and enjoying it immensely, when she pulled close, dancing more intimately than ever.
"Shall we move on, Jack?"
"Move on?"
"This party will be going on for a while. I don't think we'll be missed too badly. What do you say?"
"It would be the perfect end to a less than perfect day. Let's go."
We didn't even make an effort to say our goodbyes, we just slipped out the entrance, finding Carlos waiting for us in the car. We had barely pulled away from the entrance when she broke out the champagne. She poured us each a glass, then offered a toast.
"Shall we drink to a successful project?"
I raised my glass to hers, "Best project of my life."
After sipping from our glasses she leaned over and kissed me. "I'd also like to drink to one of the most interesting weeks of my life," she said softly.
"I hope I had some small part in that."
She smiled beautifully. "Maybe. Just a tiny bit."
"I'm glad."
"I thought, if you don't mind, we might go back to my place and finish our celebration there."
"Are you sure that's wise? I'll be leaving tomorrow, but you still have to deal with the fallout from Don Reinaldo."
"As far as I'm concerned there is no more Reinaldo. I made that clear to both him and my family today. For four years I went along with their plans, but no more. I'm not sure who the right man is for me, but I know it's not him. No matter how much our families might wish otherwise."
"I can't say that I'm sorry to hear that. I don't know the man except indirectly, through his actions. I believe you deserve better."
"As do I, Jack. As do I."
I finished my champagne, and pulled her close. She slipped into my arms, and I kissed her, deeply, fantasizing for the moment what it could be like if things were different. If we weren't from such different social classes. If I weren't leaving the following day. If I didn't have my soul-mate waiting for me at home.
I rarely thought about Debbie, or Beth, when I was with another woman. I recognized my own fallibility when it came to being with other women, never thinking it more than an act I performed, in between being with the women I loved. It wasn't something intentional, but my mind usually just blocked them out. And I pursued my amorous perfidy without a thought for the consequences. Either at home, or with the object of my short term obsession.



But Ana Isabel was more. More than a casual lustful passing. She was an incredible woman who deserved more than I could offer. An amazing woman, with a tangled life, waiting for the man who was worthy of her.
I knew I wasn't that man.
And yet. Here I was, after what we'd been through with each other, openly going to her home, suspecting that perhaps tonight, the rules might not be as stringent. For once, I pondered the consequences, and my own intentions.
If I had any doubts about her intentions, they were somewhat mollified when her hand reached between my legs, stroking my burgeoning hardness. Damn. What was I doing there? With her, of all people? Her hand kept up its teasing, and I just leaned back and closed my eyes, enjoying her attention.
I felt the car slow in front of her house, pulling into the driveway. We were at the edge of town, but the houses were still closely packed together. They looked old, but then again, so did so much of this beautiful country. I entered the building behind her, wondering what I'd find.
The house reeked of old wealth. The furniture all looked to be antique, and dozens of paintings were plastered across the walls. It was spacious, with high ceilings, and open rooms, but I didn't have much opportunity to observe more. Ana Isabel took me by the hand and led me down a hall, directly to her bedroom. She closed the door behind us.
She turned, but any words she might have had for me were interrupted when my lips hungrily met hers.
She fell into my arms eagerly, letting me kiss her, nearly devouring her. I reached behind her and unzipped her dress which she allowed to drop to the floor, leaving her dressed in the sexiest of underwear, all lace and frills, barely covering her, and mostly see through. That and her jewelry. When she reached behind her neck to remove the necklace I stopped her.
"Leave it. It's almost as beautiful as you."
She smiled, lowering her arms. Then she was back in my grasp kissing me fiercely, while my hands massaged her ass, squeezing her. I ran my hands over her body, still enthralled by her soft skin and sexy form.
My need was upon me, and I carried her to the bed, laying her in the middle, then moved down between her legs. I kissed her and licked her, touching her thighs and all around the edges of those sexy panties. I rubbed her through the material, running my tongue between her legs, pushing the thin fabric into her. I rolled the panties down her hips, slowly exposing her to my view. No warnings about boundaries and rules this time, she lifted her legs allowing me to pull them down to her ankles.
I pulled her panties off and settled in, making love to her sweet pussy, inhaling her fragrance, exploring her all over again, learning her feel, her sensitivities. She allowed me free rein, and I worked to pleasure her, taking my time, enjoying the moment. In this I was successful, eventually making her cry out for me. She pulled away and took off her bra, exposing her sweet small breasts, capped with the most delightful dark areola and perky nipples.
"Take off those stupid clothes," she snapped at me, tossing her bra at me.
"You do it."
She was a tiger, leaping off the bed and tearing my shirt off, and yanking my pants down to my ankles, boxers and all. She leaned over and took me in her mouth, quickly pressing forward, taking most of my length on her first attempt. Unlike our previous, constrained activities, she went after me with complete abandon. She sucked me aggressively, then suddenly stood up and pulled me to the bed, stumbling, kicking off the clothing around my ankles. She fell back upon the mattress, scooting up. I looked down at her glorious form, naked except for the necklace which glittered against her flesh.
She leaned back in the bed, parting her legs. I followed quickly, poised between her tender thighs.
"It's a night for celebration I think. For our project, and for my freedom," she said.
I opened her legs and pressed my cockhead against her. "A great night for celebration," I told her smiling.
"Mmmm. Celebrate me, Jack. No more rules."
I took her quickly, sinking deep within her. The feeling was exquisite; all I'd hoped and dreamt of each time she'd turned me away. My deep penetration wrested a groan from her, which was accentuated when I slowly pulled back and thrust into her again. After just a few strokes, I was completely ensconced in her warm nether embrace.
Withdrawing, I played with her, diddling her, corkscrewing my hips, exploring her depths. How long had it been for her? She was tight and squeezed me as I penetrated her repeatedly. I loved the playful feel, but I couldn't resist taking her for real.
I opened her legs wide and fucked her hard. The long night of dining and dancing was like hours of foreplay, and I wanted her so bad I could taste it. All the nights of coming so close to this, and leaving frustrated. I had to have her, hard and fast. Take her; make my claim against her, in the most elemental of ways.
She was quiet, moaning softly, but seemed to enjoy it as much as I.
I pounded her, driving her into the bed, filling her thoroughly. I wanted her to come for me. I needed to feel her surrender. Leaning over her, I grabbed her shoulders, pulling her against me, slamming into her as hard as I could. Again, and again, and again.
I couldn't think straight. I felt my arms trembling, holding me up, while my hips pistoned away. I stared into her eyes, and watched those dark orbs glisten, as her soft moans took on a new intensity. She gasped softly, when I grabbed her necklace, twisting it and pulling it tight against her neck. Her head leaned back, her eyes rolling back in her head, and she grabbed my wrists in her hands, tugging, until my hands wrapped around her slender neck, squeezing gently.
"Jack!" she cried out, and I felt her body react underneath mine, thrusting back hard. It was what I'd sought, and I released her throat, reaching behind her neck and tugging her head forward while I achieved my own desperately needed release.
I groaned as I flooded her insides, coming in waves, pushing deep, forcing myself as far into her as possible. I kept at it, even after I knew there was nothing left for me to shoot.
Sitting upright, I held her thighs in my hands, parting her legs, and gently continued screwing her, easily, concentrating on the feeling between my legs, willing myself to stay hard. I closed my eyes, moving my cock just a few inches back and forth, until I could feel the stiffness return, becoming firmer. With the return of my hardness, I could withdraw all the way. I looked down where my cum-coated cock was resting just outside of her, and slowly pushed back in, repeating the action, until I was certain there was no chance of my trouser buddy failing me.
I looked up to see her watching me, a tender smile on her face.
"That was incredible, Jack," she sighed, stretching her arms out over her head. She pulled her hands down, and rubbed her neck, where I could see a red line where her necklace had bit into the skin. She lifted it and looked at it.
"I'll never be able to wear my grandmother's necklace without thinking of you."
I slid into her to the hilt, and leaned over her again, my lips seeking out hers. The kiss was soft and intimate, not the aggressive need we'd shown earlier. She relaxed beneath me, opening her mouth wide, and surrendering completely until I was sated with her generous mouth.
"Are you always like that? So fierce?" she asked when I moved my lips down to her soft neck.
"No. Not like that. I just had to have you, I couldn't help myself."
"You've had me now. Happy?"
"Beyond words."
She pulled my head up and kissed me softly. "Me too."
From there we were much more carefree in the bed. We changed positions often, experimenting and playing around, and when I could get her to come, I could barely tell. She moaned so softly, breaking into Spanish, telling when she was on the verge, encouraging me.
My prim and proper Major was fun to have, and beautiful to watch when she rode me. Watching her body move above mine, seeing that emblem of her status bouncing off her bounteous breasts, dropping down to rest on my chest when leaned over for a kiss. It was cool against my skin.
We spent hours in that bed, while I learned every inch of her patrician body. I lost track of my own orgasms, never wishing to stop. And the lovely Ana Isabel was always game to help me get ready for continued love play. Her teasing mouth was a wonder, practiced and patient, willing to work to get her way.
We took a few breaks along the way, but never for long. Lying beside her I couldn't keep my hands of that body, and when I couldn't stand the inaction, she accepted me willingly.
I could sense she was releasing herself in ways she'd been denied for far too long. I was ecstatic to be the instrument of her release.
It was nearly three when I was spooning against my Spanish love goddess, my hands still fondling and caressing her. I loved her body, and knowing that every inch of it was mine to share. My lips sought out her skin at every opportunity, nibbling, kissing, licking, tasting. Somehow, her necklace had survived the sexual marathon, and I played with it, while nibbling her shoulder.
"You should go soon," she said regretfully.
"I know, but I wish I didn't have to," I told her, kissing her shoulder. "I hate for this night to end."
She turned and kissed me gently. "It has been a most wonderful evening. Perfect. You belong here in Spain. You should stay. I can make you a very good offer. Come work with us. Take over our development team. It would be a great coupe. Bring anyone from your team you want. Stay here. Stay with me."
I kissed her back, surprised by her unexpected request. "It is an amazing offer. Incredible. But I can't right now." I kissed her neck. "God, I wish I could."
She sighed. "Maybe someday?"
"I'd like that," I told her.
"You are a bad liar. It is those women you have at home, isn't it?"
"It's difficult to explain. I'm in a relationship, yes. With some very wonderful women. But none more fabulous than you. I have obligations, and commitments," I explained.
"If that changes, remember, you are for Spain," she kissed me one last, lingering time, then climbed out of our bed. She turned to face me, a vision of loveliness. "I don't make this offer lightly, Jack. I think we could have something special. Something remarkable."
"I wish it were true. It would be difficult."
She got a hard look in her eyes. "Fuck difficult. Fuck obligations. We deserve happiness. We could make each other very happy. I believe this with all my soul. Your soul sings to mine."
I stood and took her in my arms. "You deserve more than happiness. You deserve complete joy and freedom. Someone who loves you for all the wonderful things you are. Someone who loves you completely, with all their heart and soul, freely and with complete abandon. I'm afraid at this moment, that's not me. Though God knows, I wish it were."
She hugged me tightly, clinging to me like a life preserver at sea. I held her just as tightly. Her arms lost their tenseness, and she released me. I gave her one last squeeze before she pulled away.
She picked up the phone.
"Carlos? I'm sorry we're so late. Mr. Morgan is ready to leave."
We dressed in silence, a tenseness between us that saddened me. She escorted me to the door, and pulled me down for one last kiss.
"Tell me we'll see each other again. Please. Say it."
"Ana Isabel, you and I will be together again. Someday."
I stepped out into the night, my heart feeling like it was being crushed in a vice. The sound of the door shutting behind me had a finality to it that was devastating.
I hated to lie, but I suspected that was the last I'd see of my favorite Major. And I hated it.
* * *
"Jack? It's so late, why didn't you call?" I heard Beth's voice across the many miles.
As soon as I'd arrived at my room I realized I hadn't made my nightly call. I felt terrible about it.
"Is that him?" I heard faintly in the background. Then Debbie was speaking. "Tell me you're coming home to me tomorrow. Tell me." She sounded crazy.
"Of course I'm coming home tomorrow. I get on the flight around one. I should be back in your arms before dark. Nothing's changed."
"Are you sure? You'll be here?" she asked again, almost shrilly. It wasn't like her.
"I'll be there. Being away from you has been hard. It's made me realize how much I belong with you."
"It's been terrible. Terrible. I need you here," she said on the verge of tears.
"I know. I won't leave you like this again. If I have to travel, I'll take you with me. You and Beth if we can peel her away from the pool and classes long enough."
"Just come home, Jack. Come home." I heard her pass the phone to Beth.
"Hey Jack, what's with calling so late? She's been a bear to be with."
"It was a big celebration here, for the end of the project. Everyone's been so happy for it to go well. We had tapas, dinner and dancing. This city never closes. I only got back to my room a few minutes ago."
"And still no pretty young Spanish girls for Jack?" she teased. Beth certainly didn't seem to be worked up like Debbie had been.
"Lots of girls. Our hosts made sure of that, recruiting every cute young lieutenant and admin in any way associated with the project. I've never danced so much. I'm sure I'll have blisters in the morning. But once again I came home alone. The life of the lonely traveller."
"I'm in the kitchen now," she said softly. "Debbie was inconsolable. She was convinced you'd found someone special, that we were losing you."
"Be serious. Where could I ever find a woman to match up to either of you? Never mind both of you? I'm spoiled for life."
"Make sure you tell her that." She switched subjects, "Business is looking good. We've got eight kids lined up already, for Monday. And there's several more on the fence that I think will sign up soon."
"That's wonderful. I'll tell you all about this place when I get there. I really have missed you."
"And I've missed you. The house seems so empty when you're gone."
"Come on. Four young women and a little girl? Doesn't sound all that empty to me."
"It's not the same. It'll be good to have you back. Debbie's going to need some reassurance, I think. I don't know what's gotten into her. She hasn't been herself since the day you got there."
"I can tell. It's finally over. It's been fun, and really good for business, but I'm done travelling for a while if I can help it. This gets really old, fast."
"Good. I'm going back to the room now. Try to get some rest; you'll have a long evening tomorrow."
"I'm looking forward to it. I love you Beth. Give my love to Debbie, and get some sleep."
"I think we'll both finally sleep now. Love you too. See you tomorrow."
"Absolutely."
I took a long shower, then settled into my bed, for my last night in Spain. I felt horrible about the Ana Isabel situation. I'd never committed myself to hiding anything from the girls. If it had come to it, I'd have told them about my Boss, and my flight attendant friend. But they'd never hear about my lonely Major from me.
I thought I'd pass straight out, but I found myself wondering about Ana Isabel, and what she'd do once I was gone. I was certain she wouldn't lack suitors. I could almost see her, smell her, with my eyes closed, thinking about what might have been. What possibly could be?
* * *
I woke to a warm body cuddled up to mine. A hand was gently stroking between my legs, and miraculously I was responding.
I rolled onto my back, sighing. There were a lot worse ways to wake up.
"Good morning sleepy head."
I reached out to pull her close, her head resting on my shoulder.
"I take it you had a good night?" Chris asked, her curiosity getting the better of her.
"Very. You?"
"Decadent. Two men. Two! I felt so naughty. And they must have found some miracle drug, because they were ready to play, long and hard."
"You little slut! Two more broken hearts left behind. I'm surprised you were able to walk this far."
"Barely. I was walking funny. I'm worn out. Thoroughly."
"Ditto." I gave her a squeeze and kissed the top of her head.
We lay quietly for a while, each lost in their own thoughts.
"What are we doing, Jack?"
"Nothing yet, but if your hand keeps that up things are going to change."
She slid her hand up to my chest and hugged me. "I mean, why are we doing this? You and I having a little fun is one thing, but it's all gotten so out of hand."
"You're irresistible."
"I'm married, Jack. I would say happily married, although my behavior this week might make that sound silly. And look at you. You've got two incredible women at home that most men would kill to be with. Either one of them. And they're both there waiting for you while we pull these stunts."
"I know. It's not what I'd expected this trip to be like. That's for sure."
"I don't know how I'm going to face him. God, the things I've done!"
I hugged her close, and it broke my heart to have her crying on my chest, sobbing hard. I soothed her, stroking her back, trying to calm her.
"It's over now. It's out of your system. He never has to know."
"But I'll know!" she sobbed. "And what about us?"
"We get off that plane, and it's over. We had our fun. Now we go back to the ones we love, and put this chapter behind us."
"Is it that easy? Are you going to forget about your Major just like that?"
"I have to. It'll be tough for a while, but I'm sure that once I'm back with the girls we'll be back to business as usual."
"I hope you're right. I don't want to lose my marriage."
"We'll have each other to lean on. Friends. No weirdness in the office, right?"
"Friends. I need a friend."
"Anytime you need to talk about it, you've got me. Remember that."
Her hand had wandered back down between my legs, and in spite of the seriousness of our discussion and her recent bout of crying, having a sexy naked woman in my bed stroking me produced the expected results.
She slowly climbed on top of me, sliding me into her moistness. "One last time, as friends?"
"Do you think I could ever say no to you?"
"When we get back you'll have to, for both of us. I'm not sure I'll be able to."
I pulled her down for a kiss. "You're stronger than me. I don't know how to say no to a woman. Sometimes I wish I did."
"Like now?" she asked.
"No. I'm happy to be with you now." I nudged with my hips, setting her to moving again.
She sat up and screwed me easily, gently, while I toyed with her breasts.
"I'm going to miss this," she said softly.
"Me too. A lot."
"Bullshit. You're never going to do without. Not in the house of lust."
"I may not do without, but I'll still miss being with you."
"Friends?" she asked, rocking against me more forcefully.
"Always. We've shared too much now."
"Yes," she moaned. "But we'll always have Spain."
"We'll always have Spain," I agreed, pulling her down to me thrusting into her hard.
It didn't take us long for her to get me off, and I held her close, while she cried again, when it was all over. Then she kissed me and got out of my bed.
"Late checkout's in less than an hour. I already called down to let them know we'd be late. I'll check in with you when I'm ready."
She walked back into her room, and I had to wonder again, if this hadn't all been a mistake. Had I done this to her? If I had just left her alone, would we both have been a lot better off?
Was I growing a conscience?
Damn it.
============
Thanks for reading my story. Another change up back at the house is coming. As always, votes and comments are greatly appreciated.
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Sheri Lawson woke slowly, shivering, not from the cold but from the creepy feeling of a hand stroking the bare skin of her stomach. She was slowly getting used to this, wakening in a fog, slowly recalling her dire situation, testing her restraints to see if anything had changed. Checking to see if her blindfold had been removed, afraid of what she might see if it was.
Her muscles tensed, slowly, pulling at the wrist and ankle restraints, once more confirming she was bound and helpless. The hand brushing across her stomach was gentle as always, soft and callous free. Deceptive.
"Good morning, sleepy head. I've got another surprise for you today." The voice was sexy, feminine, with a hint of mid-western twang. All too familiar.
"Please, please, let me go," Sheri pleaded for the thousandth time.
"In good time. You know the deal. Be good. Be obedient. Be respectful. This will all be over soon if you play by my rules. If you don't, well, it'll all be over soon and I promise you, you won't like the ending." There was a steeliness to her tone that left little doubt in Sheri's mind of what the alternate ending would be.
"Yes, Mistress," Sheri said softly, cowering before the implied threat.
The hand left her belly and she trembled when it caressed her cheek, fingertips running across her lips. "Such a good girl! You are learning. Perhaps no discipline lessons will be required this morning. It would be such a disappointment to have to punish you; today's scheduled to be a fun day."
Sheri shivered involuntarily. Fun. Fun like the three days bound in restraints, spreading her limbs, stretching her far worse than the gymnastics or yoga classes she'd ground her way through in her 24 years on this planet. Fun, like learning the different types of instruments that could be used to strike her body, and having to learn each one by name and feel, thanking the Mistress for her education. Fun, like the icy cold hosing down, and stinking, stinging disinfectant she'd been bathed in. Fun, like the first two full days without sleep, while her body was subjected to a battery of insults which she learned to endure without complaint, swallowing her screams, and only moaning and crying when her spirit was thoroughly broken.
Sheri was learning to obey her captor, even anticipate her wishes. The previous day had been light compared to the earlier ones, the stinging of the welts and the ache of her joints had subsided enough to be barely noticeable. She'd like to keep it that way.
"Thank you, Mistress. I'm looking forward to your attention."
The gentle kiss on her lips was one of the most surprising things to happen to her until that moment. She'd been probed, prodded, pummeled and punished, but always in an abstract, almost asexual manner. Even during the periods when she'd had random items inserted into her most private orifices, it was less sexual, more like an embarrassing intrusion. The warm kiss, with the caress of a tongue across her lips, was totally unexpected. Perhaps not totally. From the outset she'd been afraid of being used and abused sexually, but this was the first sign that her initial fears might be coming true.
She felt the cold steel of the collar snapped back in place, assuring her good behavior. Never again did she want to feel the agony that simple piece of metal could deliver. She would be docile. She would be obedient. She would not, under any circumstances anger the Mistress.
The wrist and ankle restraints were detached from her bed and she quickly turned and sat up, sliding off the padded surface and standing ready. The Mistress was strangely kind, guiding her across the cold tile floor by touch, instead of dragging her by the collar and letting her run blindly into the hard pieces of furniture scattered about the room. Furniture she was learning to abhor.
Five days of blindness had heightened her senses. She could hear the dripping in the toilet area, the quiet footfalls of her Mistress behind her. The coolness of the linoleum under her feet. The smell of wood, of leather and of blood.
Sheri was guided to the 'bathroom' area and allowed to use the toilet. She still felt awkward and unbalanced using the pot in the dark, but her blindfold was always present and absolute. In some ways she appreciated the blindfold, believing that as long as she never saw her captor's face, perhaps she would be freed eventually.
"I think you could use a thorough cleaning, child," the Mistress told her.
Sheri braced herself for the sudden jet of ice water. "Thank you, Mistress," she intoned, bowing her head.
"I want you to close your eyes tightly. I'll be removing your mask for a moment."
"Yes, Mistress. I won't open them."
The cruel chuckle sounded ominous. "I'm sure you won't if you ever hope to see daylight again. I so prefer the mask. With drugs, there's always the chance that your sight won't come back, and of course the agony of blinding makes the slave useless for days."
The mask was unbuckled from behind her head, and she felt the stickiness of the adhesive stretch as the material was pulled away. Secondary patches over each eye were slowly peeled back, then pulled off rapidly, like a band aid. Her eyes fluttered open for a moment before she squeezed them shut. The room was nearly dark, and she saw nothing but the bare concrete wall in front of her during that brief time.
Sheri felt a cool cloth rub around her eyes and temple, removing any last remnants of the adhesive. Then a new cool blindfold was placed over her eyes, this one less padded and slick to the touch. "It's just temporary, for your cleaning."
"Thank you, Mistress," Sheri replied, truly grateful. The old eye-mask had been irritating. Her sweat and tears had caked on the inside and made it rough to the touch.
Another pleasant surprise came when her ever-present wrist and ankle restraints were removed, as was that most evil of devices, the collar of pain. She rubbed her wrists where the leather bracelets had chafed her.
Sheri felt warm water cascade over her skin, and she breathed an involuntary groan of delight.
"Stay still now dear, while Mistress takes care of you. Stretch your arms out in front of you and lean forward against the wall."
"Yes, Mistress."
Sheri felt a large rough sponge, probably natural, rub against her skin. She could feel the slippery soap spread across her body; the smell was settling and calming. She stood still, her hands on the wall, her legs spread a little more than shoulder width wide. She found herself enjoying the roughness of the sponge and the warmth of the water sluicing off the soap and sweat. The Mistress scrubbed everywhere, lifting her feet to get at the soles. The sponge made its way between her legs, under her arms and across her breasts. When it rubbed her privates she tensed a bit, but those areas were treated much like the rest, thoroughly cleaned, but no more.
She was surprised at herself. The first couple of days she had argued, cursed, begged and pleaded. Her mind had run wild with the evils that would be perpetrated against her. Images of endless men using her, fucking her in teams, unable to stop them, helpless to resist. She schemed of ways of getting free, and getting her revenge on the evil woman who held her captive. During the last couple of days many of those thoughts had retreated to the background, and she just looked for ways to get through another day of pain and discomfort, waiting to see what she'd be subjected to next. The pain had become manageable, the discomfort something to be endured for hours on end, the brief respites to be cherished. Moments such as these, under the warm embrace of the shower, were a gift. Don't think about what may come next. Don't dwell on what had passed. Accept what was happening and endure. And don't anger the Mistress. Never anger the Mistress.
Her long hair was grasped in the Mistress's hands, and she could smell the floral scent of the shampoo, and the achingly familiar sound of the liquid being squirted out of the bottle. Fingers massaged her scalp, and thoroughly scrubbed her golden brown tresses. She had been afraid that her jailor would cut her hair, when it got in the way of her punishment, but the Mistress seemed to like it the way it was, and even brushed it several times during her captivity. Her locks were rinsed for a long time, until she could hear the squeaky telltale that all traces of shampoo were gone.
The water was turned off, and a soft towel was used on her, drying her quickly. The towel was left across her shoulders, the only piece of material to cover her body in the last 5 days. She pulled it close and enjoyed the momentary normality.
Her hand was grasped, and something put in it. "Brush your hair now, and be thorough."
Sheri obeyed, fighting to pull the brush through new tangles, tearing at it in a few places, but after several minutes she was able to pull the brush through without trouble. She continued the brushing, reveling in the familiarity of the simple motion, happy to delay as long as possible whatever was in store for her.
"Hair is such a bother, isn't it?" the Mistress said. "That's part of your surprise for today."
Sheri trembled at the insinuation. Perhaps this was just another tease. Would she end the morning bald? One more vicious, pointless punishment performed on her. She wasn't sure if she was meant to answer or not, so she stayed quiet, having found that being told to answer brought about far less punishment than speaking out of turn.
Sheri felt her ankle restraints reattached, and flirted with the idea of kicking out and fighting back. For once, the collar was off and she was free of all restraints. Could she do it? Did she dare?
The answer was simple enough. No. She had no idea if there was a way out of this room, or if the Mistress had that vicious taser handy. She didn't dare risk angering the Mistress. What would she do if she were really angry? Sheri shuddered at the thought. While the thoughts bounced around her brain, the wrist restraints were replaced again, and finally the steel collar was returned to her slender, sensitive neck.
"Close your eyes tight, dear. I have a new blindfold ready for you."
Sheri felt the temporary eye-mask removed, and a new soft padded mask was placed over her eyes. It was wide and allowed no trace of light within. The edges of the mask were pressed in place and she felt the adhesive anchor the cloth at the edges.
"Come, child, we have work ahead of us."
The Mistress guided her across the room where she was encouraged to lay down on a padded table, on her back. Her mind was already working overtime, making up possible embarrassing and painful scenarios. Her wrist and ankle restraints were anchored, holding her firmly in place. Additional straps were tied around her thighs, spreading her legs obscenely open, exposing her nether opening completely.
Hands strayed over her pudenda. She felt fingers running through her coarse hair, tugging gently. "No, this will never do. I'm sorry, child, this may sting a bit."
Sheri almost choked, trying to hold back the laugh. Sting a bit? This from the woman who had blistered and bruised her back, ass, breasts and legs with canes, straps, rods, paddles and whips?
"You are so transparent, sweet thing. Yes, I'm sorry to cause you incidental pain. Disciplinary and educational pain is a completely different matter. And for this reason you may cry out if this hurts, without worry of reprisal."
Sheri could feel the tug and hear the hum of an electric razor shearing her hairs, and warm oil being applied. "Thank you, Mistress. As you wish. Thank you for your kindness." She relaxed, for once not worried that any moment may lead to a blow for a wrong, imagined or otherwise. Praying silently that the hair between her legs was all that would be shorn that morning.
The wax was warm against her skin, and she readied herself for the expected pain. Sheri felt cloth pressed against her skin, and pressure along the length of it. The Mistress pressed down on one end, and with a quick pull stripped the hair off of her. The pain was sudden and intense, and she bit back a gasp. In light of what she'd been put through two days earlier, it was almost a relief. She felt a giggle rise up, and stifled it. She thought she'd be left bare, but she could feel the Mistress slowly working around a small patch of hair left for decoration. The series of stinging pulls, yanking out large patches of hair descended into more precise applications, each one removing less and less of her natural forestation.
"That's more like it," the Mistress intoned.
The Mistress pulled her thigh open wide, painting the sides of her labia with the warm goo, her fingers pushing and pulling her pussy lips to the sides, exposing those hairs to the enveloping wax. A few more applications and Sheri thought she was done. The Mistress had other ideas.
She continued the applications all over again, careful and deliberate, capturing any last strays. These were nearly pain free, quick and to the point. A half-dozen more applications, none more than a quick sting, and the Mistress was applying cool lotion to her mound. The straps on her thighs were removed, and her hand and ankle restraints released.
"Not quite done yet. On your hand and knees now, raise that pretty little bottom up."
Sheri did as requested quickly taking up a position that until then had meant a bruising for her poor defenseless rear end. She'd learned to hate that position. The Mistress spread her cheeks, and she once again felt the warmth of the wax spread down the crack of her innocent ass. The soft cloth felt intrusive, pressing into her anus, down around her pussy, rough against her sensitive skin. She tensed up, and sighed when the cloth was torn away almost painlessly.
The folds and crevices required several more applications before the Mistress was satisfied with the results. Sheri's skin tingled, as if she'd been spanked. Spanked, not beaten. She had learned the difference in the last few days.
"So pretty now, so perfect," the Mistress whispered, her hand massaging more lotion down her crack. The hand lingered, rubbing her, making her squirm, ashamed that she was enjoying the soft touch. She felt her body betraying her, responding to the sensual caress. Was it just another tease before the beatings began again in earnest?
"You have a delicious ass, dear girl. So round and full, so smooth." The Mistress continued fondling her, gently stroking her pussy, running a finger through her moistened opening. A finger entered her, slowly, lingering, before retreating to rub her some more.
"How does that feel, child? Be honest."
Sheri sighed. "I...I like it, Mistress. Thank you."
"And this?" her captor asked, once more sliding a finger into her, followed by a second, reaching deep inside of her.
"Naughty. Dirty," she said.
"Yes. It is dirty. Do you like it? Would you like more?"
Sheri wanted to deny it but couldn't. "Yes, Mistress," she moaned, "more, please." Anything to delay the beatings. Please, Lord, no more beatings. The collar shock was horrible, and the tasering had been a new lesson in pain, but neither could hold a candle to the relentless beatings.
The fingers pierced her repeatedly, while the other hand reached forward and rubbed her sensitive clit. Sheri pushed back, squeezing internally, pulling on the fingers.
"You respond wonderfully. Do you have much experience?"
Sheri felt the blood rushing to her face. "I don't know, Mistress. Not much. Two lovers," she moaned while the woman continued to massage her pussy.
"But none now, no?"
She knew they'd watched her for a while, from the comments when she'd first arrived. They had no qualms about talking about the capture in front of her. They knew where she went and when. They knew her schedule and knew when she was taking off on a vacation, in order to take her when nobody would miss her for a while. Knew where she parked, grabbing her and dragging her into that damned van. The beginning of this hellish captivity. It had been 5, no, 6 days including today. Nobody would miss her at work for at least three more days. She lived alone, and had for quite some time. No hope there.
"No mistress. There's been nobody for nearly a year now."
"Such a shame. A body like yours is a glorious temple. You should be loved, hard and often. Clearly you are not a virgin; how about oral? Do you like it? Are you good at it?"
"I don't know, Mistress." Sheri knew the answer wasn't enough. "I've never done it," she confessed, suppressing a moan.
"Giving, or receiving?"
"Neither, Mistress." The words were getting harder to say, the fingers within her body distracting her.
"Truly?" The Mistress sounded disturbed. "That is hardly acceptable. You hold back your mouth from your lovers?"
"Yes Mistress," she admitted, both embarrassed and angered at the admission.
"And this sweet ass?"
"Never, Mistress."
"A shame. Wasteful. That will change."
"Yes, Mistress," she moaned, pushing back against the fingers which continued their incessant forceful invasion. She could feel a warmth growing in her belly, a need for more. The words burned in her mind. 'That would change.' She would be used after all. How much? How badly? How often? How many?
"But you enjoy sex, don't you? Would you like to come for me, child?"
Again, she struggled to deny it, but feared the possible results. The Mistress seemed to have a sixth sense when it came to lying. "Please, Mistress. Yes."
Just don't hit me anymore, she thought.
Sheri cried out in disappointment when the fingers pulled out of her, moaning when they were replaced with the moistness of a tongue, sliding inside of her. The shock was palpable. She shivered in disgust. A woman was licking her. She realized the insanity of the thought. She'd had no problem being touched by her, not in the way she'd been touched so far. A blessing compared to the usual. But a woman's tongue? Oh, God! Would she be used by women, not men? A man's cock would eventually tire of her, but a woman's artificial hardness used on her could be unrelenting and endless. She shivered at the thought.
Her hands and feet had not been tied down, and she reached back, ashamed of her own actions, spreading herself open. The mouth on her was insistent, demanding, teasing and torturing. The motion moved downward to cover her sensitive nub, wresting more moans of pleasure from her which she fought to suppress. The burning feeling inside was growing, spreading, causing her nipples to harden and her breath to shorten.
In many ways it was like her first spanking session. The feelings intensified, blotting out the rest of the world. Time ceased to matter as the pleasure took over. Sheri felt the feeling build, the pressure mounting, until she didn't know how much more she could take. The oral onslaught was merciless and unending. When she'd reached her limit she groaned loudly, begging for her release, with no more restraint than she'd shown begging for the spankings to stop. "Please, Mistress, please, I'm going to come," Sheri moaned.
The fingers were still probing her pussy. One had strayed into her virgin ass, and the Mistress's mouth was continuing its assault on her clit. Her entire body was trembling. She'd never felt like this before, and it was driving her crazy.
"Mistress!" she cried out.
"Come, baby."
The words opened the floodgates and her body was wracked in spasms as she experienced the most powerful orgasm of her young life. The invading fingers slipped away, and the devilish tongue receded, the small kisses showering her privates all that remained.



"Beautiful," she heard as the blackness receded and she was once more aware of her surroundings.
Gasping, she slowly lowered her body to the table before her trembling legs failed her. What was becoming of her? She'd enjoyed that far more than she should have, desperate for the release. Sex was something that was endured, not this. Never like this.
Her Mistress sat beside her, running her hand down her back, soothing her. "Phase two of training has begun. You will remain obedient and respectful, you understand?"
"Yes Mistress"
"Good. If I should find cause to punish you, I won't be gentle this time. I expect more of you, and our time is running out to prepare you. You will submit to me, completely, will you not?"
"Completely, Mistress."
"Good. Come then."
And so it began. The Mistress had been correct. This phase was even more exhausting than the previous. Throughout the day she found herself positioned in dozens of ways, forced to endure penetration from a variety of devices even more varied than the instruments of pain. Large and small, narrow and thick, hard and pliant, sleek and textured, she took them all. Few were the moments when one opening or another was not filled with some tool, straining her to her limits. Even while eating her scant meals, she endured a large plug in her poor butt, while a small vibrator worked away within her tight pussy. She grew to adore the lube which was applied liberally, making what would otherwise be continuous torture an amazing soul-rending experience.
The intrusions into her rear were not the horrible acts she had anticipated, and with the Mistress's careful instruction she learned to take even the larger instruments in her back door, and achieve her orgasms with them there. She was mortified to find she was able to come with nothing more than anal penetration. So perverted and sick, what was she becoming? What were they making of her?
The day was not pain free. She found it impossible to take the larger imitation phalluses in her mouth, and gagged as soon as they reached her throat. It was a limitation the Mistress would not accept, and was determined to overcome. After the fourth failed attempt Sheri was strapped over a horse, her legs paddled until she took the entire length of a mounted dildo down her aching throat. She strained to resist the gagging, knowing it would only earn her further beatings. She shuddered to think of the punishments she'd receive for vomiting. In the end the pain in her thighs overcame the discomfort, and she endured the oral intrusion as long as required, breathless, aching, but accepting. She learned to relax her throat, swallowing repeatedly, and salivating on demand. She found a way to distance herself from the act, ignoring and suppressing the instinctive and involuntary resistance, opening her throat to the forced intrusion, and accepting it as long as required.
By the end of the day she was completely spent. She'd come more times than she'd believed possible, and spent so much time with artificial cocks down her throat, she could barely speak. Every opening was rubbed raw and she begged for rest.
"Dear, dear child, you have done well. You've earned your rest." The Mistress bathed her again, before placing her on the bed. She applied a soothing balm to her ass and pussy, massaging her gently. She removed the collar and applied more of the wonderful cream where it rubbed against her neck and shoulders. While Sheri lay there, feeling the cooling lotion do its work, her captor brushed her hair out, then carefully braided it, all in silence. Sheri was given some pain killers for the first time, and slipped into slumber, her life already changed beyond her imagination.
* * *
Sheri awoke to the caresses she'd grown accustomed to. She could feel the soreness in both her holes, a reminder of her lessons of the day before. She stretched, sighing, while the hands fondled her, rubbing her more intimately, cradling her tits, gently probing her pussy.
"Good morning, child. Another day of lessons awaits."
She cleared her throat, testing her voice. "Good morning, Mistress. Train me." Her throat still felt raw, her voice sounded rough.
The Mistress giggled. "Eager are we?"
"Willing, Mistress."
"What did I tell you?" the Mistress asked. The woman didn't sound angry. Sheri struggled to find the right answer, and was shocked to hear another voice.
"Everything you said and more. Thank you so much for including me. Does Robert know about her?" a new voice intoned from the opposite side of her cot.
Mistress hissed, "Names, Ivory, names."
The new person groaned, "I'm sorry, Scarlet. I forgot."
"Another slip like that and our guest won't be the only one undergoing training today."
"I won't forget again. I promise." The newcomer sounded concerned and contrite.
Sheri was abruptly as nervous as the first day. It wasn't the presence of the new captor as much as the sudden tone of the Mistress's voice. The same flat sound she'd had at first. A scary sound. Frightening.
She tried to sit up, forgetting she was still restrained.
"Easy child, I'm not cross with you. Hold still."
"Yes Mistress."
Mistress and the newcomer both worked on her ankles and wrists, freeing her quickly. Sheri spun her legs to the side, sitting up and sliding off the bed to stand before her captors.
"She needs cleaning," her Mistress said.
"May I?"
"Cleaning is all."
"Yes Scarlet, I'll be thorough and careful."
"Go ahead then."
A hand tugged at hers and pulled her along, uncaring of her stumbling and awkwardness, hurrying through the maze of furniture blind. Her leg struck hard against a sharp edge, bringing tears to her eyes, and drawing an unintended hiss from between her lips.
"Damn it, Ivory! Easy! If you hurt her I swear I'll pay you back double."
Sheri slammed head on into her guide, who had suddenly stopped. She staggered, when her guide moved aside. "I'm sorry Scarlet. I'm so sorry. I'm just so excited. Just look at her!"
"No excuses. I thought you were better trained than this. You're disappointing me." The Mistress's voice still sounded hard, with no sympathy for the newcomer.
Sheri's hand was squeezed tightly and she was tugged forward, "Be careful, bitch," the woman whispered angrily, pulling her along more slowly.
After a few more steps they stopped moving, and she heard the water of the shower turned on. She could hear the rustle of clothing next to her. Her shin was throbbing where she'd run into the table, but the pain was minor, less than she'd woken up to most mornings in her new jail.
Sheri was tugged forward, so the water was striking her waist. Ivory's hands reached up and removed her eye mask, peeling it away. She quickly closed her eyes in fear, bowing her head.
Her captor started removing her restraints. "Oh crap, you're bleeding? Shit!" Sheri clenched her eyes shut, while the newcomer's hands rubbed the wound on her shin. "It's not too bad, just a tiny nick. It doesn't hurt too much does it?"
"No Mistress."
With the restraints removed, Sheri was tugged under the water, and she could hear a curtain being drawn around the shower. That was interesting. She hadn't known there was a curtain.
"Not Mistress, no. Don't call me that. Ivory is fine, or ma'am." The giggle accompanying the new directions was unexpected.
"Yes Ivory."
"And you can open your eyes now, it's Ok."
Sheri cautiously opened her eyes, and the dim light stabbed into her eyes, making them water. She kept her eyes partially closed, squinting, slowly getting used to the piercing light. After a few seconds she could bear more of it, and through the tears she could see her new guardian standing in front of her. She had a simple white mask on, and was smiling.
"How's that?" Ivory asked.
"Very nice, ma'am, thank you."
Ivory giggled, then moved behind her and started soaping up Sheri's body, the sponge rough against her skin.
"You're beautiful. I've never seen such a beautiful slave."
Slave. The words were like ice picks driving into her brain. She was their slave, absolute and there was nothing she could do about it. She struggled to keep from screaming, biting down on her lip. After a few seconds she regained control. "Thank you, Ivory. You're very kind."
Sheri tilted her head back and let the water beat down against her face, washing away the tears. The sponge and intrusive hands moved to her front, and she looked down at the girl cleaning her.
Ivory was appropriate. She had alabaster skin, nearly translucent, light blue veins visible at her neck and breasts. Her hair was platinum blond, possibly natural and barely shoulder length. She was young, probably still in her teens. Sheri wouldn't have been surprised to hear she was still in high-school. What kind of people were these that would let a teenager do such things?
Ivory's washing was taking on a new tone, the sponge gone, her hands rubbing and caressing now, touching Sheri between her legs. The girl's mouth glided upward and took a nipple between her lips, gently suckling. Wandering fingers were winding their way into her, spreading her sore lips, rubbing gently but insistently. The girl's tongue was teasing her nipple, forcing a sigh from her captive.
The girl stood before her, took Sheri's hands in her own and placed them on her small breasts. "Ok, your turn. Wash me."
"Yes, Ivory," Sheri said softly, surprised to find herself excited to hold the girl's breasts, unconsciously squeezing the nipples. Looking around, she saw a soap dispenser on the wall, gave it a couple of pumps and applied the soap to her shower-mate. She reached down and plucked the sponge from the floor, rubbing it all over the girl, working up a lather, cleaning her thoroughly.
"Mmm, that's nice slave-girl. Don't miss anyplace." She spread her legs in invitation.
Sheri moved to the girl's side and cleaned her front and back, taking care to make sure Ivory's privates were well taken care of. She knelt down on the hard tile and scrubbed the young girl's legs, down to her feet, moving around her new captor until she was kneeling in front of her, a neatly trimmed light blonde crotch inches from her face. While she scrubbed the other leg Ivory reached down and pulled Sheri's head between her legs. Sheri succumbed to the pressure, kissing the swollen lips in front of her while finishing the leg.
"Use your hands to make sure I'm well rinsed, pretty slave girl."
Sheri rinsed her hands under the water and ran them all over the pale girl, touching her gently, enthralled by the feel of the smooth skin. She continued using her mouth, kissing the flesh nearest her while she moved about, making sure no soap remained.
"We're going to have so much fun today," Ivory said softly.
"Thank you, Ivory."
"You're very welcome. Here, stay still. Let's get these braids out of your hair."
She drew Sheri up until she was standing, then moved behind her, the girl's small gentle hands making quick work of the braids. Her fingers were nimble, moving quickly and surely. When Sheri's hair was free and loose, she felt the shampoo on the crown of her head, and the girl scrubbed her long hair, taking her time, pressing her body against Sheri's back, leaning in close.
"Rinse it off," Ivory said.
While Sheri rinsed her hair out, Ivory reached around her and grabbed her full breasts, squeezing and playing with them, while her lips explored Sheri's back and neck. Sheri was leaning forward, letting her hair hang down while the last vestige of the shampoo was rinsed away. She felt Ivory's lips travel down her back to the valley between her cheeks, opening her up so that her tongue could worm its way down to her still sensitive butt hole. She was ashamed to find herself leaning forward to grant the girl better access. Warm hands spread her cheeks wide, and the devilish tongue probed her hole, pushing firmly.
"I imagine that's clean enough," the Mistress's voice rang out from nearby.
"Yes, Scarlet, we're just finishing," Ivory spoke up. She reached past Sheri and turned off the water. "Don't move now, Ok?"
"I won't, ma'am." Once again, Ivory giggled when called ma'am.
Sheri was facing the wall, and heard the shower curtain move behind her. Moments later a large bath towel was laid across her shoulders. "Go ahead and dry off, but don't turn away from the wall," Ivory said.
"Yes, Ivory," Sheri answered, drying her body off and checking her shin for the first time. There'd be a bruise, but it had stopped bleeding. As for bruises, it wouldn't be alone. While she was drying herself off, she looked down at where the Mistress had trimmed her hair the day before. A small heart-shaped patch of hair was all that remained of her previously untrimmed bush. She smiled. It looked nice.
Sheri towel dried her hair. When finished she stood still, awaiting instruction.
She felt a brush against her scalp, drawn down slowly through the tangled hair. "Thank you, Ivory."
The laugh startled her. "If I let her brush your hair, you'd probably be half bald before she finished." It was the Mistress, Sheri realized, surprised.
"Oh, c'mon Aunt... I mean Scarlet. I'm not that bad."
The brush caught in her hair, then tugged sharply. "Out. Go sit on the wall bench and don't say another word." The words were spat out in harsh anger.
Sheri started to turn, but her Mistress put a hand on her shoulder, holding her still.
Ivory whined from nearby, "Please Scarlet. I'm sorry. I'll be good. I promise."
"Not another word Ivory. Go. I'll decide what to do with you in a moment." The brush resumed its steady work, working the knots out of Sheri's hair. "I'm sorry, child. I should have known better. She's not ready for this."
Sheri didn't know if she should respond or not. She struggled to find something to say. "She's young, Mistress."
Scarlet laughed unexpectedly. "Yes she is. But she should know better. What can you do? Kids these days. In my time, I'd have been scared to death to make the slightest mistake. I think we've been too easy on her."
Sheri stayed quiet, not daring to venture a comment.
"You, on the other hand, my child, are a treasure. I hope you realize that. So obedient, so responsive, so eager to obey." The mistress stopped brushing her hair, and Sheri felt lips against her shoulder.
"Thank you Mistress. I'm sorry I was so insolent at first."
"Oh no, girl. You weren't at all. I probably continued the discipline longer than I needed. I'm not perfect either." She hummed to herself, back to brushing Sheri's long hair.
After a couple of minutes, she stopped, then reached around and placed an eye-mask over Sheri's eyes. She pressed it in place, and Sheri felt the adhesive stick to her skin, holding it firmly. She was shocked to see that it was mesh, and she could still see through it somewhat.
"Just a little reward, dear. How does it feel?"
"Good, Mistress. Thank you."
"Excellent. Why don't you use the toilet? There's a toothbrush and mouthwash at the sink. When you're done, come over and join us for breakfast."
Sheri was completely confused. This day was starting so differently. She turned away from the wall and looked around. It was like looking through dark mosquito netting. She could make out everything around her, but it all had a fuzzy, misty look. She found her way to the toilet and was surprised to find she was embarrassed. When she was completely blind, it was nothing to pee in front of the Mistress, but now, she felt a little nervous. Not wanting to anger the Mistress, she quickly did her business, then brushed her teeth and rinsed. She turned to head to the table where they ate their meals, and was brought up short when she heard a sound she was all to familiar with.
"Owww! Please Scarlet, I'll remember!" The young girl's cry rang out across the room.
Another loud smack of paddle on flesh, and the girl cried out again.
"Damn it, Ivory. Show some control! Girl, come over here."
Sheri turned away from the path she'd taken and headed over to the horse which Ivory was bent over, wending her way through the maze of furniture.
"No, please, don't let her paddle me," Ivory begged.
"Don't be stupid," the Mistress barked, angrily. "Come child, take your position."
Sheri nervously moved over next to Ivory, and leaned over the horse, spreading her legs apart for stability. The padded horse was long, and could probably take another penitent at the same time. "Like this, Mistress?"
"Exactly. Count off five."
Sheri felt the tears well up in her eyes. She had hoped the punishment was over. She hadn't done anything wrong. Then again, from the beginning, she never had. "Yes Mistress."
The paddle came down swiftly, making her jerk. Even after days of punishment, the jolt of the initial sting was still a surprise. "One, Mistress."
The second blow was angled upward, flat across her ass cheeks, and hard. She bit back any complaint, and rose up on her toes. "Two, Mistress."
The next three blows weren't as bad as the second one, and rained down quickly as she counted each off. After the fifth, she felt her body relax. She hadn't cried out, and had hardly moved after each one. She'd learned better. "Thank you Mistress."
"See? That was twice as hard as you got, and not a peep. Not a tear, not a single cry. Did you see how she held herself still?"
"Yes, Scarlet. I'm sorry."
"Now hold still, and no whining, understood? Or your day is over before it began."
"Yes Scarlet."
"Child, you may go over to the table." Sheri stood and turned away. "Wait."
Sheri stopped, wondering what she'd have to endure next. She could see the fuzzy outline of Mistress approaching, paddle still in her hand. She shivered in anticipation.
The Mistress reached for her head and pulled her forward. Her lips met Sheri's and her tongue pushed hers apart. Sheri opened her mouth obediently, and when the Mistress kissed her gently, instead of dominating her, she sighed and returned the warm wet kiss.
"I'm proud of you, Child. Thank you."
Sheri's heart jumped in her chest, and she almost reached out for the Mistress, stopping her arms in mid-air. She quickly lowered them, and nodded.
"I'm happy I didn't embarrass you, Mistress. Thank you."
The Mistress chuckled. "Were you about to touch me?"
Sheri bowed her head, the roller coaster of emotions taking hold, and she whispered. "I'm sorry Mistress. I was about to hug you."
Scarlet moved closer, only inches away. "It's a good thing you stopped, isn't it?"
"Yes Mistress, I'm sorry, I wasn't thinking. I...I'll take my punishment."
"Yes you will, you insolent child."
Sheri braced herself, and gasped when she found herself in the embrace of her Mistress. "Go ahead. You have my permission. You may hug me."
Sheri raised her arms and wrapped them around the Mistress. She leaned forward, pressing her breasts against her captor's and nestled her head into the woman's neck. She smelled of soap and excitement. She held her tight, her hands moving only the slightest bit, caressing the skin underneath. The Mistress, on the other hand, let her free hand caress Sheri's still heated butt cheeks, while the wood of the paddle pressed between her shoulder blades.
Daringly, she pressed her lips against the Mistress's neck, tasting her.
The arms holding her relaxed and she started to pull away.
"Did I say you could stop, child?"
Sheri froze in place. "No Mistress."
"I believe you can hug me better than that. Go ahead, show me."
Sheri pressed forward again, sliding a leg between those in front of her, pressing her thigh upward to feel moistness. She nuzzled the neck, kissing it, nibbling on it, while her hands explored the back of the woman who had controlled her so completely for the last week. One hand traveled down and cupped her ass, squeezing softly, feeling the smooth fullness, moving over and running down the crevasse, her fingers brushing against the pucker there. She felt the Mistress push down on her shoulders, guiding her face to the twin mounds, where she moved her mouth, seeking out a nipple, suckling, while her hands searched out the secrets between her Mistress's legs. She was leaning over, moving from one breast to the other, taking the nipples in her mouth, sucking, dragging her teeth gently across them.



"That's enough, I think." The Mistress's voice had a strange sound to it, and it excited her. Sheri stood. "Thank you Mistress. You are too kind."
"Were you about to bite my nipple, girl? Get a little payback?"
Sheri was shocked. She dropped to her knees quickly, head down. "Oh no! No Mistress. I would never do such a thing!"
The hard paddle was under her chin and she flinched. She raised her head against the pressure of the solid wood. She looked up at the Mistress, trembling.
"Go. Sit at the table and await us."
Sheri scrambled to her feet and hurried to the table, hearing the first slap of the paddle just as she was seated.
"One."
"Much better. At least it looks like you can learn. Four more and we'll be done. And perhaps you'll think twice before speaking out of turn."
"Yes Scarlet. TWO!" The girl cried out loudly, and Sheri heard her Mistress sigh. She almost wanted to laugh. The stupid girl had no control whatsoever.
She sat quietly, listening to the new girl receive her punishment. "Now pull yourself together, and when you're ready, join us." Sheri saw the woman approach the table, and sit down beside her.
"What a baby. If you can't take the punishment yourself, how can you ever expect to give it out? How can you know the limits?" She poured them each a glass of orange juice, and set about buttering toast and putting jam on it. "In a week, you show more control than she does after nearly a year. God, I'm too easy on her."
Sheri was surprised by the woman's words. "Mistress? May I speak?"
She laughed sardonically. "Sure. Why not? It's that kind of day."
"You understand the punishment so well, driving me beyond what I thought I could endure, but stopping just before my collapse. Have...have you had to... have you been..?"
"Have I been beaten? Of course. More times than I care to recall. Worse than you could imagine, child. Part of my training, of course. Now go ahead, eat up."
Ivory approached and sat down opposite her. "Thank you Scarlet. I'm sorry I disappointed you. I'll do better."
"I know you will. Now apologize to our guest. It was your carelessness that made me use her as an example."
"I'm sorry Sheri."
Sheri heard the utensils clatter beside her. "Jesus, Ivory! What is wrong with you! What have you been taught about speaking to the trainees by name?"
"Shit! I'm sorry, Scarlet. I forgot."
"What am I going to do with you? I can't believe that after your punishment, you still can't follow simple directions. And profanity on top of that!"
"I'm sorry! It was an accident. I promise it won't happen again," Ivory whined.
"If I wasn't under such a tight schedule..." Scarlet muttered. "When this is over, you and I have some unfinished business." The Mistress reached out and placed her hand on Sheri's arm. "You will no longer refer to this girl as Ivory, or 'ma'am'. Understood?"
"Yes, Mistress."
"You will refer to her as 'girl', or 'trainee', or even 'slave' if you so desire. She is no better than you. And you, trainee, will refer to this girl as 'first girl', or, let me think, what can I call you?"
Sheri wasn't sure if she was being addressed directly, but responded anyway. "Whatever you wish, of course, Mistress."
"True. How about 'Amber'? It matches your lovely hair."
"Thank you Mistress."
Ivory was not quite so happy. "Really? You're not seriously going to place me below her are you? C'mon Aunt Jean, be reasonable."
"That's enough!" The Mistress roared, standing and dragging Ivory away from the table. From what she could see, it looked like Scarlet was pulling her by the hair. Sheri was embarrassed for her. The girl was so stupid and careless.
"No, please!" Sheri heard the 'trainee' cry out, and she felt a little bad to find herself smiling.
She finished her toast and orange juice, and sat quietly, until the Mistress returned.
"That's going to make things difficult, but I guess we'll just have to adapt. And you, young lady, will forget anything that little bitch was too stupid to keep to herself. Am I understood?"
"Yes Mistress. It is forgotten. I swear."
"Fine. Now let me finish my breakfast." Sheri waited but after a few moments she saw the Mistress stand. "Damn it! This was supposed to be a good day."
Sheri stood and waited quietly.
The Mistress stood beside her, running her fingers through her hair. "Alright, Amber, we can't let this interrupt our training. Our time together is almost at an end, and we still have so much to do. Shall we get started?"
"As you wish, Mistress."
The Mistress headed across the room, and Sheri followed behind. They weaved their way between the furniture, and Sheri felt an involuntary shiver as she recognized the cross she'd been strapped to for the better part of a day. Her pussy throbbed at the memory of having a large phallus inside of her, while she strained to hold herself up on her toes, the length and thickness of the invading device unbearable otherwise. She'd been whipped thoroughly until her legs had surrendered, her entire weight bearing down on that horrible device while the restraints on her wrists bit into the skin and her shoulders felt like they were being pulled from their sockets. She gave that piece of furniture a wide berth.
They stopped at a table where Ivory, no, the trainee, lay trussed. She was on her back, her hands cuffed and linked to her ankle cuffs, knees raised high. The girl was making unintelligible noises, a ball gag rendering her mute. The Mistress pulled Sheri over beside the bench, looking down at the girl who just a few minutes earlier was supposed to help in her training. Now it looked more like she was the one who was to be trained.
"Tomorrow, Amber, is an important day. Very important. We'll be entertaining a guest who is very particular. You will be on your best behavior and will do everything in your power to make sure he is kept happy. Do you understand?"
Sheri shivered, and nodded her head. "Completely Mistress. I won't disappoint you."
Once again she thrilled to the Mistress running her fingers through her hair. "No, I don't believe you will. But he's used to experienced women, and you came to me woefully unprepared."
"I'm sorry Mistress."
"It's not your fault, Child. And we've made excellent progress, but you're not quite ready yet. A sorry display like we had last night with you nearly getting sick on me would not do. Would not do at all."
"No Mistress. Train me, please. So I won't disappoint you."
"He may wish to share you, with men and women, and he'd be upset if you failed to meet his expectations. You wouldn't like him upset. He can be very severe in his punishment. I wouldn't wish that on you. You wouldn't want that would you?"
"No Mistress. I'll do my best."
"I know you will. Your experience with women, however, is very limited, is it not?"
"I have none, Mistress."
"Precisely. So our trainee is going to pleasure you. And you will learn from her. Afterwards, you will show me what you have learned. Can you do this?"
Sheri's stomach was already tied in knots. Used by a stranger, and shared? Servicing women? Women? She felt herself breaking out in a sweat. She tried to speak but couldn't. She opened her mouth, and nothing came out.
"Amber. You will be perfect. Believe me. He will love you. You can do this. For me. Do this for me?"
She shivered, then nodded her head. "Yes Mistress. I will not let you down. I will submit to him completely, obey him totally, and do whatever I can to make him happy. For you."
The Mistress was in front of her, kissing her softly. "I know you will. You will be perfect. I know it. Come."
The Mistress, Scarlet, took her by the hand, and brought her to a part of the room she hadn't visited before. She stepped up onto a thickly padded platform and walked to the middle, where the Mistress had her lay down. She stretched out nervously.
The trainee was brought to her a few minutes later, and she kneeled between Sheri's legs, hands bound together, ball gag still intact.
"We'll start with the basics. Trainee, I will remove your gag now, and you will pleasure Amber to the best of your ability. If you say a single word, or fail me in any way, I will beat you to within an inch of your life. Are we understood?"
Sheri watched the girl nod vigorously, and within a few moments the young girl was between her legs, licking, touching, kissing, sucking. She was doing things to her she'd never dreamed of, and yet, Sheri did her best to memorize every movement, every motion. Jolts of pleasure burned through her body, and after each she focused on what had caused it, capturing the action in her mind, playing it over.
Her body reacted instinctively, but the distraction of trying to remember everything kept her from falling prey to her desires, allowing her excitement to build without cresting.
She jumped when the trainee bit her, before crying out. Sheri opened her eyes and could make out the foggy image of her Mistress towering over the trainee, and lashing out across the girl's ass. "You can do better. She should have come by now. Are you even trying? What kind of trainer are you?" Another blow and Sheri could feel the girl tremble, her mouth settling over Sheri's pussy again, tears falling on her bare skin.
Sheri tried to relax, reaching down to the girl between her legs, stroking her hair. "Make me come for you, young mistress. Teach me."
She stopped concentrating so hard on the actions, and gave herself over to the feeling. She gasped when she felt a hand on her breast, and turned her head to see the Mistress stretched out beside her. "Relax, Amber, let her pleasure you. Go with it." Then her lips came down on hers, and she kissed her fiercely.
The trainee was being rough on her, her fingers moving hard and fast, her mouth concentrating on Sheri's precious little pearl, her tongue rough and forceful. The Mistress's hand was gentle, teasing, playing with her nipple. "I want you, Amber. I want you between my legs, driving me crazy."
The words, more than the actions, broke through the last of her resistance, and when the Mistress took Sheri's hand and placed it between her own legs, Sheri cried out, her body arching, gasping, lightning bolts of pleasure streaking through her. Her hand was gripping the Mistress's crotch tightly, and she felt her fingers pried away.
"Good. That was a good start."
"Did I..." Ivory started.
"Not a word! Shut up and sit over there. You were barely adequate. Don't anger me anymore."
Ivory crawled to the side and sat still, obedient for once.
The Mistress stretched out beside Sheri, beckoning. "Come, Amber, I can't wait any longer."
Sheri moved between the long slender legs of her captor, and tried to remember all that had been done to her. "I hope I don't disappoint you, Mistress."
"I'm sure you won't. I'll give you direction to help you, if needed. Don't be alarmed if I do."
"Thank you, Mistress." Sheri leaned forward and followed the routine she'd learned from Ivory. She examined the opening before her, as best she could. She stroked and licked the folds of flesh, causing them to fill and distend, before working her way between them, opening her, tasting her. The musky smell excited her, and the taste encouraged her. Using her tongue she tested the Mistress, seeing how far inside her she could reach. She followed that with an inquisitive finger while her lips edged forward, slowly engulfing the small tower of flesh carefully tucked away at the top. She pursed her lips around it, squeezing gently, her tongue probing, tickling. A second finger joined the first, twisting and delving deeply, while her tongue and lips teased away.
"Oh, Amber, that's so good," the Mistress said softly, her hands surrounding her head and pulling her in tighter. Sheri sped up the motion of her fingers and tongue, not as roughly as Ivory had, but insistently. She turned her fingers upward, stroking the Mistress's insides, looked for the action that had caused shocks of pleasure within her own opening.
The Mistress jerked underneath her, gasping, and Sheri knew she'd found the spot. She continued the motion, firm and smooth, while her tongue drew circles around and across the nub of flesh that proved so sensitive. The Mistress's hips were jerking in response, every few strokes squeezing down on her. She was confident she was doing the right things and continued, loving the feeling of being able to pleasure her captor, surprised when the Mistress cried out, pulling her face hard into her crotch, her thighs threatening to crush her head. Sheri could barely breathe but she maintained the contact with her lips, her tongue gently brushing the swollen nub.
The legs opened, and her head was pulled up. "Enough, gentle now."
Sheri obeyed, her fingers relaxing, still moving gently, while her tongue gently bathed the top of her Mistress's opening. The hips drew back, abruptly, with an accompanying gasp. "Too much."
Sheri sat up, her Mistress's juices coating her mouth and chin, and waited further instruction.
Her Mistress got on her knees and came closer. "That was wonderful. You are a fast learner, child."
"Thank you Mistress. I'm pleased I didn't disappoint you."
Scarlet chuckled. "Disappointed? Hardly. But we still have a long ways to go. You may be adequate pleasuring a woman when you are alone, but other distractions might make things a bit more difficult. Shall I show you?"
"Please, Mistress."
Sheri learned she had a lot of training to do. Over the course of the next several hours she practiced pleasuring both her Mistress and the trainee, while a variety of 'distractions' were perpetrated on her own body. She learned to compartmentalize what was happening between her own legs, from the duty she was performing.
She practiced getting her Mistress off, while the trainee's mouth was between her own legs, and when she was being taken in either hole with a variety of instruments. She learned to continue her own actions even while orgasms wracked her body. She mastered taking a phallus between her lips and down her throat, while being taken herself. She learned to swallow whatever was shot from the end of her oral intruder, drinking rapidly, or holding it in her mouth for inspection.
They took a short break for lunch, but the surly trainee complained about her treatment, and was once again gagged and punished. Sheri felt sorry for her. The girl was so lacking in discipline. Nothing like the Mistress. After the lunch, she was taken to where the trainee was still bent over the horse.
The Mistress removed the gag from the trainee's mouth, after warning her about speaking out of turn. "I'll let you choose. Either I can punish you, or Amber can. Which would you prefer?"
"Amber, please," the girl begged.
"Child, you will spank her, with your hand. It provides the most immediate feedback. Twenty strokes please, and spread them around. Don't go easy on her, or I will finish the job for you, and give you the same. Understood?"
"Yes Mistress."
Sheri was torn. She didn't want to hurt the young girl, but she knew that the Mistress would be hard on both of them if she didn't do an adequate job. Drawing on her own experience, she spanked the trainee well, until her hand was on fire and the girl's ass cheeks and the top of her legs were bright red. Ivory seemed to be learning and counted off the strokes without wiggling too much, and without crying out more than a couple of times.
"We don't know what our guest will expect of you, but it is best we be prepared for every eventuality. Let's put this on you, for your next lesson."
Sheri knew what the device was, having been on the receiving end of it numerous times already. She didn't know that the thing being strapped onto her had a portion of it designed to fit inside of her. She soon found that when she stroked the large artificial member in and out of the trainee, she derived a pleasure of it all her own. Unlike a man, there was no limit to how long she could use it, and was able to bring the little trainee to numerous orgasms, even achieving a couple of her own.
The second part of that training was even more surprising, as she was impaled from behind with a similar member, while hammering away at the girl moaning beneath her. She learned to ride back and forth between the two, impaling herself on the outstroke before pushing back into the sweet opening in front of her. Sheri also developed a knack for letting the device direct her, keeping it deep, pulling back when it did, and letting the Mistress drive her into the moaning trainee.
The Mistress was not content with that alone, and insisted that all the movements be practiced with the dildos entering the other opening, driving into her ass while she butt-fucked the girl strapped down in front of her, begging for her release. Sheri found herself enjoying playing with the girl in front of her, alternating openings, working her deep and hard, doing her best to get the teenager off over and over again.
The Mistress had more ideas for lessons, including teaching Sheri all about taking two members in her at once, one in her pussy, another in her rear. She found that she had a hard time concentrating on anything else in that position. It earned her an admonishment from the Mistress and she worked hard to keep her wits about her, and demonstrate her ability to suck on a third dildo, while being taken front and back.
Thoroughly exhausted, and sore in every opening, the three women took turns administering to each other, applying soothing balm to their openings, with the Mistress and Sheri receiving massages from the contrite trainee.
"Scarlet, I've learned my lesson," Ivory said softly while massaging the mistress. "Do I have to be the trainee anymore?"
"If you've learned your lesson, why are you speaking to me?" Scarlet sighed.
"Aren't we done now?"
"I'm not sure how long it will be before you are done. Now be quiet." She turned her head and spoke to Sheri who was relaxing beside her. "We've done what we can. You did well today."
"Thank you Mistress. I know I'm not ready, but I promise I'll do my best."
"I know. I wish we had more time. I could teach you so much, but tomorrow is the big day. Just do your best."
"I will Mistress. Thank you."
Over a light dinner, they discussed the training so far. Sheri was surprised to find herself treated almost like an equal. Mistress explained some of their guest's preferences, and discussed his predilections and habits.
The Mistress sighed. "It's been a long week, Amber. We've done what we can. Rest up tonight, tomorrow will be quite a day. One more day of good behavior and your little vacation with us will be complete. I bet that's good news for you. Happy to be done with us?"
Sheri blushed. The week had been torturous, but it had also been the most exciting of her life. Nothing like the 9:00 to 5:00 drab existence of her daily life. She'd started out scared for her life; suddenly she was afraid for it all to end, and send her back to the dull grind of her previous life.
The Mistress laughed. "Poor girl. You'll never be quite the same after this. You know, you don't have to go back to your old life. Your life is your own."
"Yes Mistress. It's been eye opening."
"I bet," Ivory chimed in. "That was pretty intense. Next time I get to do the driving, though."
The Mistress sighed. "You've been so good. Unlike our little helper here. Speaking out of turn. Punish her for me, will you. It's been a long week and I'm tired."
"Yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress."
Ivory couldn't let well enough alone. "You're joking, right? You're not going to leave her in charge and let her beat me, are you?"
"If you don't learn to obey and learn a little self-control I don't know when you'll ever see anything but these four walls down here. I hope I don't have to bring in some friends to train you properly."



"No! I mean, no Scarlet, please. You won't have to."
Sheri got up and stood beside the trainee. "Let's get this over with. This has been exhausting." She pushed Ivory down. "On your hands and knees. Ass up. Quickly."
Ivory moved into position rapidly, lowering her shoulders to the floor, her butt exposed.
Sheri knelt down beside her, and spanked her a dozen times, then switched sides so she could use her other hand, since the first was stinging. Another dozen strokes on the recalcitrant young woman's rear, and she was done.
"That was well done, Amber. Let's go, trainee, and let our guest get some rest. Tomorrow's her big day."
"Good night Mistress. Thank you for today."
"You're most welcome, child."
Sheri poked the girl beside her. Ivory took the hint. "Thank you Scarlet. I'll try to do better."
Her hosts headed up the stairs, leaving Sheri alone. The first thing she did was remove that silly mask she'd been forced to wear all day, changing the constant shadows into harsh fluorescent light. Feeling truly free for the first time in days, she opted for a long soothing hot shower. She was sore in places she didn't even know she had. Even sorer in places she was more intimate with then she'd ever dreamed possible.
Stretching out on the padded floor area, she inventoried her sore areas. Her back, legs and rear were almost completely recovered, still sensitive in a few places, but for the most part no longer troublesome. Her breasts were still sore, her nipples overly sensitive and still aching from the earlier whippings. The day's activities had not given them a break, and she massaged them softly, soothing the ache.
Her sex had been severely abused, and felt raw and swollen. She got up and looked over the lotions in the bath area. She retrieved the bottle they'd used earlier, and carefully rubbed it into her openings, grimacing when she'd run up against a particularly sore spot. She had concerns over how she'd hold up the next day. Hopefully an evening of rest and recovery would help.
Sheri laid back down, stretching out, her mind a seething jumble. She couldn't relax, thinking about all that had happened to her, what was likely to still happen. Closing her eyes didn't help. The bright lights were a huge distraction. Again she was up on her feet, searching out the light switches, finding them at the top of the stairs. She couldn't help herself, and reached out to test the door handle. Locked. Not much of a surprise. She turned off the lights, and saw there was still a glow of light downstairs. Night lights. At least she wouldn't stumble on her way back to her bed.
She didn't know what to do with herself. She'd been kept awake for hours on end, and she was exhausted, physically and mentally. She knew she should be sleeping, but she couldn't turn her brain off. Every night the Mistress had kept her up until the wee hours of the morning. She'd been getting by on just a few hours sleep.
Sheri realized her hands had wandered down between her legs. Her fingers caressed between her legs, parting her lips, insinuating themselves gently inside. She was moistening, opening, a second finger sliding within. After all she'd been through she couldn't believe she was doing this. Her body craved release, one more good orgasm. She rubbed herself, the soreness retreating, imagining the Mistress between her legs, pleasuring her, readying her for the guest.
Moaning, she let herself go, building, cresting, letting the feelings take her. Her legs were trembling, her nipples aching. Gasping, she felt the surge rip through her, making her cry out. Slowly her entire body relaxed, the tenseness draining free. She smiled. Tomorrow would be a big day.
* * *
"Good morning, sleepyhead. Rest well?"
"Like a baby Mistress."
"That's good. Are you ready for your big day?"
Sheri looked over. The Mistress was kneeling beside her, reaching out and running her fingers through her hair. Sheri rolled her head, enjoying the feel. The Mistress was dressed, somewhat. A body length burgundy teddy, and scarlet mask covering her eyes.
"Am I, Mistress?"
"I sincerely hope so."
"Train me, Mistress."
Scarlet laughed. "Dear Amber, you're training is complete. This morning is a little relaxation and preparation. I need you to get up now and clean up a bit. When you're done put the mask back on."
"Yes Mistress."
While she was getting cleaned up, the Mistress approached her. "Here, we need you cleaned thoroughly. You know how to use one of these?"
Sheri took the proffered object. The plastic bottle had a narrow nozzle, pre-lubricated. "I believe so, Mistress."
"Good. There's a second one on the sink."
Sheri completed her thorough cleansing, taking her time, dried off and put her mask back on. She was immersed in shadows again, and made her way carefully to the breakfast table. She was surprised at how comfortable she was spending all her hours naked. She realized she'd lost a few pounds in the last week, the light meals and strenuous activity doing what her endless hours of Pilates couldn't.
After a light breakfast, Sheri was surprised to find a quiet and obedient Ivory join them. Together, Ivory and the Mistress had her lie down on one of the tables, and gave her a lengthy massage, applying lotion to the last of her fading bruises and welts, adding some light makeup to cover any last markings.
When they were finished with her, she was given an outfit to try on. She squeezed into the form fitting red sheath dress, letting her helpers make the necessary adjustments to get it to fit properly. She felt more exposed dressed in that silly outfit then she did naked. Which she practically was, the few ounces of material hardly more than lingerie.
The top had a large heart-shaped cutout exposing most of her chest. The chest area had inserts, pushing her breasts up and out, creating even more of a spectacle then her ample cleavage might otherwise. The material was paper thin, her nipples pressing outward, every bump evident. The air was cool between her breasts.
That wasn't the worst of it. Her backside was completely exposed, an inverted heart cutout baring her full cheeks. She felt the tightness of the material pushing her ass out through the opening. The rest of the dress only reached a few inches below her butt, so tight she was afraid it would leave marks.
"It's perfect. You are going to be such a hit," the Mistress exclaimed, making her turn about. "What do you think, Ivory?"
"Beautiful. I'm so jealous."
"No need, dear. Your time will come."
"Promise?"
"Soon, Angel."
If Sheri had thought that was the end of it, she soon found out how wrong she was. The Mistress gave her a loose skirt to wear, covering up her exposed butt-flesh, giving just a hint of decency, effectively countered by her eye-drawing chest. She was escorted upstairs, where a hair stylist waited. She tried to look around, get a feel for her surroundings, but the mesh of her mask made things difficult. She could see the house was spacious, the clatter of the heels that Ivory was wearing echoing in the open space.
Having her hair done seemed to take forever, while her nails where manicured, and her feet were pampered. She giggled at one point, the difference between her current situation and those first couple of horrid days contrasting so vividly.
"Something funny Amber?" The Mistress asked, from her seat beside her where she was being taken care of as well.
"What a difference a few days make, Mistress."
"Oh. Thinking about our first meeting, are we?"
"Some."
"I hope you're not going to hold that against me."
"Mistress, I'll hold anything against you that you wish me to, or would allow me to."
The Mistress laughed in turn. "See, Ivory? You could learn quite a bit from our courteous visitor."
Ivory was on the other side of the Mistress, undergoing a makeover of her own. "I have no doubt, Scarlet. Thank you for including me."
"I think she's rubbing off on you, for the better. It's too bad her stay must end soon."
Sheri didn't want to think about that. One more evening of complete submission, doing whatever she was told, giving herself over completely. Endeavoring to please her Mistress and anyone else she might be asked to. Including the guest. Especially the guest.
They broke for a small lunch, Sheri accustomed to the light fare and small portions. She'd been hungry the first couple of days, but now she found herself enjoying every bite, savoring the taste of the fresh fruit, the light salads, the savory small pieces of meat.
After lunch they retreated back to the preparation room. They were alone for a few minutes, and with an apology, the Mistress replaced Sheri's mask with a new one, this one completely opaque, casting her back into complete darkness. She felt nervous for the first time in days, the blackness bringing with it a feeling of utter helplessness.
She didn't have long to think about it. Her next visitor arrived, and she was made to remove her clothing. A touch up to her initial waxing was done, and makeup was artfully applied to her face, breasts and even between her legs. She was itchy, longing for a more prolonged touch, feeling a need for attention.
"Patience, dear. How are you feeling? Still sore?"
"Just a bit, Mistress. Hardly worth mentioning."
"I understand, believe me. The last couple of days have been taxing."
"Were they ever," Ivory said softly, suddenly stammering, "If, if that's ok to say, Scarlet."
The Mistress chuckled. "Yes dear. I know it was hard on you as well. I hope you've learned something from this."
"Yes Scarlet. Thank you."
With the makeup complete, she squeezed herself back into the dress, once more making adjustments where necessary. The Mistress brought out a can of spray adhesive, helping ensure that the dress stayed where it should, particularly the top of the heart which had a tendency to draw away from the skin and flap a bit. A new pair of red 4" heels completed the ensemble.
"His flight should be in by now. The driver should pick him up any moment. Time is running out. Time for the last few touches."
Sheri was surprised to find out the last few touches including ample application of lube in her back door, followed by the insertion of a moderately sized plug, opening her up. She was given something to drink which numbed the back of her throat, the bit of soreness she felt there abruptly gone. The thought of why these preparations were necessary brought about a new nervousness and a bit of trepidation. Not that she had any say in the matter.
"I think we're ready. Time for everyone to get in their places."
Sheri was escorted from the room back into the main hallway. They turned to the right, back toward the entrance as she recalled. The Mistress halted her, and guided her down to her knees, where she knelt on a raised, padded platform, reminding her of the kneelers in church.
"Now lean all the way down, arms outstretched toward the door. Straighten your thighs out, and raise your rear. There. Perfect. Hold that position a moment."
The position wasn't comfortable, but certainly nothing particularly difficult, and she remained stretched out, her arms extended, head bowed. She felt the Mistress adjust her hair a bit, spreading it out, then heard the clatter of heels approaching.
"What do you think Ivory?"
"It's the best ever, Scarlet. Just amazing."
"I hope Robert thinks so."
"He'll be devastated."
"You can sit up now, Amber. Relax. When our guest arrives I'll let you know and you can return to that position."
"Yes Mistress."
"Nervous?"
Sheri nodded. "A little Mistress. I hope I don't disappoint you or our guest."
"Dear, I don't believe that will be a problem. Just do your best. Can you do that for me?"
"Of course, Mistress. I promise."
"Excellent. Now hold still now." The Mistress reached through the opening in the back of her dress and took hold of the device that was still wedged inside of her bottom. A couple of drops of cool liquid spilled down her crack, and the plug was removed from her, leaving her feeling open and ready. The Mistress's soft finger penetrated her easily, carrying the lube further inside. "There, we've done all we can."
"They're pulling up, Scarlet," Sheri heard Ivory say.
"Positions! Hurry now!"
Sheri quickly assumed her pose, and felt the Mistress's hands position her rear properly, and once more spread her hair out. "Arch your back down a bit, and keep your rear up. Good. Perfect." She sighed. "Amber, dear, you're going to break his heart." The clatter of heels retreating surprised her. As the echo of the footsteps softened, she realized she was alone. Completely alone, half naked, ass on display, in a position of total submission.
She heard the door open.
* * *
Robert checked in his pocket one last time. The ruby earrings had taken weeks to design and create. Each nearly two carats, flawless. They'd be perfect for Jean. For once, he'd win. He knew she'd love them and could scarcely wait for his deserving reward. She was always especially accommodating after these trips. He was a lucky man.
He opened the door, announcing his presence. "I'm home."
Robert set his bag down by the entrance, and turned inside. And froze.
The most amazing sight met his eyes. A woman was kneeling before him, her strawberry blonde hair arrayed luringly. Her glorious ass was raised in the air, exposed by her dress in the most inviting manner. The bright red skintight sheath had a charming cutout of the material. The girls full, round cheeks portrayed a perfect heart, the point of the heart reaching down to the small of her back. He felt his own heart hammering in response.
Robert stepped forward, catching his breath, looking around for the rest of the household. He slowly walked around the girl who awaited him, quiet and still. From behind she was almost irresistible. The perfect ass. Flawless. He could already feel himself responding. He reached out and drew his hand gently across her bare cheeks as he continued his appraisal. The girl's tiny shiver made him smile.
He finished his circuit, pausing in front of her. He was dying to see what she looked like. At first glance her body was perfect, smooth round butt, narrow waist, long slender eggs. He bent down and brushed her hair back, encouraging her to raise her head. A red satin mask covered her eyes, her small uptilted nose achingly cute, her perfect crimson lips begging to be used. They wouldn't have to beg long.
"Rise up, girl. On your knees, please."
She slowly rose, languidly, exposing the most amazing chest behind another heart-shaped cutout, displaying her full breasts, the nipples barely covered. The girl straightened up, kneeling upright, her arms behind her back, pushing her chest out. Her head was tilted up, her smooth slender neck exposed. She was stunning. He studied her for a moment, his observant gaze taking in the signs of restraint around her neck. She'd been wearing a collar recently, probably for an extended period. What had Jean been up to?
He leaned in, running his finger across those enchanting lips. "And who are you?"
"Amber, if it pleases you."
"Jean put you up to this?"
"Mistress Scarlet has prepared me for you, Master. As a gift."
A gift. Amazing. "Assume your position, if you will, Amber."
"Yes Master," she replied softly, stretching forward once more, as gracefully and sexily as possible.
Robert opened his pants, unable to resist any longer. He was achingly hard and ridiculously horny after a week alone on the road. He walked behind the girl gazing at the invitation spilling out of the material. With a slow caress down her crack, he advertised his intentions. He was torn. Her ass screamed out to be taken, and at the edge of the material he could see the start of her bare pussy, lips puffy and smooth, a hint of moistness already visible.
He decided he'd save that perfect little butt-hole for later. Decision made, he reached down, rolling her tight skirt up over her hips, freeing that full sweet rear. He smiled when he saw her flesh quiver at his touch. She seemed quite disciplined: silent, waiting, responsive to his touch, courteous in her words. Damn that Jean! Playing on his weaknesses and desires. He couldn't have designed a better play thing. He was certain he'd never seen a more delicious ass.
He reached between her thighs and nudged them wider, watching as she slid her knees apart. Her smooth opening beckoned. Hard cock in hand, he slowly dragged it down her crack, seeing her tremble when he crossed over her tight little star, before pressing the swollen head against her moist slit. With a small thrust of his hips he entered her, hearing the smallest of moans escape her. Hmmm, not completely quiet after all. The sound of her acceptance was intoxicating.
Grabbing her lusciously curved hips he pushed forward hard, his long thick member driving inward, irresistible, filling her completely. She gasped when his hips met the soft flesh of her ass. The feeling was absolutely exquisite. He closed his eyes, savoring her tightness and enveloping warmth. He reached down and took a cheek in each hand, squeezing, grinding forward. If was beyond wonderful.
He heard the clatter of heels from both sides. He opened his eyes, looking over and seeing Jean and Teri approach, dressed to kill.
Caught like a kid with his hand in the cookie jar. He grinned.
"Happy Valentine's Day, sweetie." Scarlet said. She leaned in and gave him a kiss, resting her hand on Amber's exposed rear.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Uncle," Ivory chimed in, leaning in for a kiss of her own. Her lips lingered, mouth opened slightly, her tongue pushing between his lips. Her soft hand ran down his chest. He wondered how much longer he could resist her allure. Jean had made it clear the time was not right yet. He'd wondered if maybe, just maybe, today would be the day. It was a fantasy he'd entertained on the flight home. His gift assuaged any immediate need he felt to claim his wife's devious niece. He was in no hurry now.
"Enough, Ivory. You're distracting him," Scarlet reminded the teenager, before leaning over and spreading open the cheeks of their captive, getting a good view of his thick pole disappearing into her. "What do you think of your gift, Master Steel?"
"You spoil me. Best Valentine's gift ever." He laughed, pulling out and driving into this sweet new plaything again. It felt too good to stop, and he started a slow screwing motion, easing in and out of her, her sweet pussy accepting him more readily.
"You have no idea. Two virgin holes, and eager to please. Completely, utterly, yours for the night. You're going to owe me for this one."
"Who's is she?" Robert asked, racking his brain as to which of their friends might have had this sweet thing stocked away for a rainy day.
Scarlet seemed reluctant to tell the truth. "I...I sort of captured this one. We have to let her go tomorrow. But for tonight, she's all yours, Master."
Robert's motion stopped. She was using their public names, and now he understood why. What had she done? "Captured? Sort of? How long have you had her?"
"Just a week. It's ok, we were careful, nobody'll miss her. She was born for this, a natural. When I saw her I knew I had to have her for you. She's perfect, isn't she, Master?"
Robert sighed hugely, pulling out of the innocent victim. He walked around her and helped her up to her knees. "Amber. You are a lovely, incredible gift. Achingly beautiful. My devious wife knows my preferences all too well. But I won't force myself on you, no matter how tempting it is."
"I'm yours, Master. Your gift. Please. I don't wish to disappoint you, or the Mistress. Enjoy me."
"You don't know what you're saying girl."
"Please Master! I understand completely. Tomorrow I return to my old life, the steady dreary 9-to-5, too much TV, dinners alone, and empty bed. Tonight, I'm a fantasy, your fantasy come true. The Mistress has worked hard to ready me for you. Allow me to be whatever you want. Anything you need. Don't make this week a waste. Use me, enjoy me, Master. Don't leave me like this."



He stroked her cheek, and she turned her head, those devilish lips capturing a finger and sucking it in. His cock bounced upward, responding to her. He brought his hands to the side of her head, tilting it back. He leaned down his face inches from hers. She could feel his breath on her skin.
The desire for this innocent pawn was undeniable. He closed the last inch and pressed his lips against hers, kissing her, softly at first, then increasingly more demanding. He finally pulled away, moving his head beside hers, his mouth nudging her ear. "Thank you, Amber, for this gift. I accept." He pulled back, looking her over again. I once in a lifetime gift. One time only. Amazing.
"Please resume your position," he told her softly.
Sheri dropped back down, stretching out, giving her butt an inviting shake. Robert stifled a giggle. Eager little thing. His smile quickly dissipated. This really was over the line. The girl had been prepped for a week, and he could understand her need for him. A need he would happily fulfill. But he wouldn't forget how she got there, and he'd make sure she was taken care of in the end.
Scarlet and Ivory had stood quietly, waiting for his unexpected actions to play out. Scarlet knew it had been a close thing. She had gambled and won. Obedient Amber had made it possible. She felt a warmth for the girl she hadn't expected. She found herself reaching forward and caressing the girls rear gently, knowing she'd miss her.
Robert resumed his position, his hand slowly stroking his steely rod. Jean, no, Scarlet, had been wrong to do this. They had agreed. There would be consequences. He paused before sliding back into his gift, then turned toward his niece.
"Ready me, Ivory."
Ivory was surprised, but could see what was happening. This was part of Scarlet's punishment for breaking the rule. Which was perfectly fine by her. She dropped to her knees before Robert, reaching for his beautiful cock, and bringing her lips to it. She licked the length, eager to feel it fill her mouth, but wanting to stretch this moment out. She'd waited so long.
Robert turned to Scarlet and nodded toward their willing captive. "Ready her."
Scarlet realized Robert was more than just a little pissed, and sensed that there would be some serious fallout for her actions. Already she could see that her days of holding back Ivory were probably over. She hoped that the consequences wouldn't be too severe. She leaned in and brought her mouth to Amber's waiting pussy, using her tongue to part her lips, opening her, preparing the way for their Master's assault. She knew that her one saving grace was the gift. If the girl was everything she thought she'd be, Robert would be in too good a mood to hang onto his disappointment in her. Scarlet applied herself diligently, dearly hoping that the one short week had been enough.
Robert watched Ivory slowly engulf his rod, looking up at him with those big doe eyes. He might have the gift for only one evening, but this little devil would be his tonight and forever more. He held her head still, and pushed deep, forcing her down on his cock, watching her struggle with it, gasping when he released her. She took it well, sucking him with abandon, forcing her way down his cock on her own, stroking him, worshipping his mighty staff.
"Enough." He turned back to his gift, rubbing the head of his cock across her opening, watching the lips spread, pressing just a bit, nudging forward, observing the purple crown as it insinuated its way inside of her. When he felt her tightness enclosing, he pushed, slowly, inexorably, once again sheathing himself completely.
She was perfect. How was he ever going to let her go? Damn that troublesome wife! He grabbed the girl by the hips, pulling back, and slamming into her hard, taking her, claiming his prize. She wanted him? Good. She was going to get him. Completely and thoroughly. He would make it a night they both remembered the rest of their days.
Sheri caught her breath, slowly getting use to the huge invader, thrilled at the feeling of being exposed to the Mistresses and her new Master. She understood that there was a lot at play here, and was determined to play her part. She'd be perfect for him.
She gasped when he started driving into her again, filling her in the most amazing way. So much better then those toys. She pushed back against his insistent thrusts, wanting more, letting him know how much she needed it. Footsteps clattered by her head, before it was raised by the hair, and she felt someone moving in front of her. She could tell it was her Mistress, by the intoxicating smell, and lowered her mouth onto the moist cleft flesh in front of her. She let the pounding behind her drive her tongue into the wet slit, reaching forward with her hands, holding onto her Mistress's ass. Unbelievably she could already feel herself responding instinctively to the hammering, her pussy clenching down on the Master's rod. She moaned hard, the first orgasm of many rocking her, shooting through her body, while her mouth clamped down on the Mistress, sucking fiercely.
Yes. She might be the gift, but she was also the recipient.
The best Valentine's gift ever.
=============
I hope you enjoyed the story. Happy Valentine's Day.
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This story is part of the 2011 Summer Lovin' Contest.
It's a little out there, and might not be for everyone, or anyone. There's some Non-Consent (or worse), incest, non-PC dialog, and over the top performances. But it's all in fun, really. It's just a story.
Right?
==============
It was funny how over the summer my friends changed. With school out, the neighborhood became more important than the sports and popularity cliques, and this year it meant hanging out with Jerry Mallory more. Something I would NEVER do in school. He was a nerd and outcast, but he had his own group of weirdo gamers to hang out with, birds-of-a-feather and all that.
During the summer break, Jerry had 5 things going for him which hadn't really mattered much before, and were now changing my opinion of him as a friend.
1) Although he lived in a different neighborhood, much more upscale, he only lived about 150 yards away, 3 blocks over. If I cut through the Davis's side yard, and went through the alley, it was almost like we were on the same block.
2) He always had spending money. His second stepfather, though never around, was a generous old fart. Jerry had a debit card that we could run a couple of hundred dollars a week through without hearing a peep about it.
3) He had a great yard. Their pool was flanked by a long building which included the pool-house, a billiards room (with a half dozen genuine arcade machines), a completely outfitted workout room, and sauna.
And then there was the backyard eye-candy. Specifically:
4) Danielle. Jerry's stepsister was home from college, and the first time I saw her I almost crapped my pants. Un-fucking-believable, like she'd just stepped out of the pages of Playboy. She spent most of her days out by the pool, wearing the smallest of bikinis, with an assortment of friends coming and going, and sneaking beers whenever nobody was looking. Any excuse to see the second best looking girl in the neighborhood worked for me. And if that meant weird Jerry was my new best buddy, so be it.
5) Jill. His mother, Jill, was the best-looking woman in the neighborhood. Hands down. Mrs. Mallory wasn't always half-naked by the poolside, like the aforementioned Danielle. She was too busy watching after her 3 kids, Jerry and the step-kids who were still at home. She was occupied with clubs, causes, and all the other crap that came with being a trophy wife. She still made the occasional pool appearance, but didn't seem to like Danielle's crowd. If I timed it right, I could workout with her in their gym. She was fanatical about her 'personal' time, and spent easily two hours a day in there. Her trainer Donna, yet another hotty, was around a few times a week to keep her in line.
Getting to work out with Jerry's mom usually required either going over early, like before 8:00am, or staying around late, around nine-ish. The morning was more interesting, since that was when she worked out with the weights. In the evening it was mostly cardio on one of the stationary bikes, but at least a couple of times a week that was followed up by a late swim. For me, that was the grand prize. Those nights she'd work out in tight shorts and a top that wasn't much more than a sports bra, which struggled mightily to contain her bodacious knockers, especially when the big screen in front of her bike showed her climbing the steep hills. She'd rise up on the pedals, and pound away at them, her magical tits bouncing and swaying with each new stroke of her leg.
It had been about 4 weeks since school let out, and I was becoming a fixture in the Mallory household. Danielle seemed to have gotten over her condescending attitude and even remembered my name occasionally. I learned a little more about her as my constant presence was tolerated and even taken advantage of on occasion. Jerry's Mom had ruled that Danielle and her friends were not allowed to drink at their house. Some history there I guess. One afternoon, when the backyard was unusually empty, I decided to be brave and stretched out on the recliner next to her. I had a beer with me; they didn't seem to mind if Jerry and I had the occasional brew. Danielle looked over at me peeling off those sunglasses to give me one of her vicious condescending glares. Instead she surprised me with a little smile.
"I'm thirsty, mind if I have a sip?" she asked nodding toward my beer.
"I'll get you one if you like."
"No, I don't need a whole one. We could just share yours." She even deigned to smile at me.
I was excited to think of her lips touching the same bottle as mine. We shared two beers by the pool, and she seemed almost pleasant. A little later Jerry pulled me to the side. "Don't let Mom or Dad catch you giving her beer. She knows she's not allowed."
"It's just half a beer," I told him.
"I'm not kidding. You'll be cut off too."
I took the warning to heart, and was much more aware of who was around when I offered to share my beer with Danni. Much more careful to disguise it as well. We never went through more than a couple together. She was a much nicer person with half a beer in her. Almost likable. She'd even chat with me.
Jerry's mother grew tolerant of my constant presence. If her trainer wasn't with her when she worked out, there was a good chance I'd be around. If she needed help with anything, I was the man. Unload the van? In a heartbeat. Anything to be in her presence.
At first she was patient with me, slowly growing more receptive to my presence. Before long she seemed to enjoy my company, and became more chatty while we worked out. Jerry wasn't into the workouts much, even though he was the one who needed it most. On occasion he'd join us if his mother badgered him enough, but the last week or so she'd given up on him, accepting that he'd rather park himself in from of his Xbox and play with the new Kinect rather than exercise.
I wasn't complaining, Jill, as his mother insisted I call her, was more open when he was around. The previous week I'd gotten a little more daring and climbed on the exercise bike beside hers, thinking we could have a nice extended talk, instead of the little moments between sets or when helping out. That was a lesson in humility. I might be bigger and stronger, but on the bike she ruled. I thought I had decent stamina, but half-an-hour later I was gasping.
Two days later I was up beside her again, and she gave me a quirky smile. "Back for more punishment?"
It was nice to hear her open the conversation. Initially I seemed to start every conversation. "Here for training. I've learned my lesson, I definitely can't hang with you. Not yet at least."
Her smile was magnificent. "I'll tone it down a bit. I admit it, I was showing off a bit. Yesterday I was sore as hell."
I lasted a little longer, maybe forty minutes before I was completely gassed. She got up and fetched us both waters from the mini-fridge, insisting I keep going, as slowly as I wanted, as long as I didn't stop. The mirrors across the back wall of the room were a Godsend, allowing me to watch her every movement, everywhere she went. I pouted when she left for a moment, then perked up watching her every move when she returned.
I guess I was staring. She walked over to me, put a finger on my cheek and turned my head forward. "Eyes on the monitor. Pedal. Nothing to see over here."
Nothing? Crazy woman.
I somehow stuck it out the last 10 minutes or so, and crawled off the bike, my legs shaking.
"Good job, Alex. That's a hard course."
"Thanks," I groaned, "didn't look too hard for you."
"It's your second day on that bike. I've had years." Instead of heading out to the pool, she turned to the connecting door. "I'm gonna take a sauna. You should too; it'll really help with the soreness."
I sat in that steamy hot room, wearing nothing but a towel and deeply aware she was in the same boat. I kept fantasizing about Mrs. Mallory casually removing her towel and leaning back letting me ogle her magnificent tits.
Let's face it. She had an incredible bod. Narrow waist flaring out to full hips, a bubbly round ass, with toned thighs and calves. Her legs were slender like her waist, and tanned to perfection. Moving up from the waist were two of the most audacious tits imaginable. Full and firm, they made her look top heavy, too big for that small body. Thankfully that juicy ass balanced her somewhat.
If that wasn't enough, her face was so beautiful it could make you forget about the rest of her. A long slender nose, full but not exaggerated lips over a generous mouth, huge mesmerizing green eyes, and that sexy dark brown hair, worn shoulder length. Think Evangeline Lilly with fuller hair and a little more heart shaped face. Stunning.
We chatted about school and exercise and about summer plans, but I can't recall any of it. I only remember sitting and staring at that evil towel enveloping her breasts, and trying my damndest to telekinetically make it open. That and hoping she didn't notice there was huge tent action going on underneath my towel.
The next time we worked out together, she made a show of turning on the sauna even before we got on the bike. Big mistake. That left me riding with a hard-on most of the time, and I was miserable. I was sweating bullets, and constantly trying to surreptitiously adjust myself. Damn it!
She took pity on me eventually, reaching across the gap between our bikes, and resting her hand on my shoulder. "Take it easy, there's nothing to worry about. So you're a little excited. You're a teenage boy. These things happen. Nobody's around to see, right? Nothing to be embarrassed about."
She was wrong. There was one person there to see it. And clearly she had. Still it did allow me to regain my sanity and my aching erection slowly calmed down to a simple obscene swelling.
I wondered if she'd cancel the sauna, but she seemed eager to sweat out the poisons. Of course the erection I'd finally managed to get under control on the bike was back with a vengeance. I tried to ignore it, and we were able to talk about life, dreams and aspirations, a heady conversation for somebody like me to have with a woman like that. To be honest, once I got her going, she mostly talked and I was happy to just listen. I loved her voice, her laughter, the way she moved when she spoke, how her hands gestured, everything.
I was given the task of adding water to the lava rocks. Sitting back down after the latest dousing, I planted myself a little closer. We'd started a good five feet or more apart, but after I got up each time, I tried to sit a little nearer. I now was perched with my leg up on the bench, my knee only inches from hers. I turned to her and asked her to tell me something about her favorite foods. I saw her look down below my waist, then she reached for my cock.
Oh God! It was going to happen!
I was wrong. She reached for my towel and pulled it up and over to better cover the beast down below. I realized that sitting as I was, she had a view right up my towel. With the full blown tower of my erection, the towel was not covering very much. Like I said, she pulled the towel over, and gave me a little pat. Right there. I nearly had a stroke.
She leaned forward. "It's Ok that I make you hard. I get it. You're a teenager. It's even kind of cute. But I don't need to be shown it, Ok?"
I stumbled over an apology, promising it would never happen again.
She placed her hand on my bare knee and gave me a pat. "Take it easy. We won't make a federal case about it. You've got wood. Just keep it under wraps."
She turned away from me, leaning back against the wall and breathing deeply of the steam. Her hand stayed on my knee, just resting there. Take it easy? If I wasn't careful, I was going to blow any moment.
Somehow I survived our sauna, and in the shower, dealt with my not-so-little friend. My inspiration was waiting for me in the exercise room, and she reached out and tousled my hair. "I appreciate the company. And I'm glad you were able to take care of things." She nodded below my waist, which no longer looked comical. "Thanks. Sometimes it's kind of lonely around here with Bob gone all the time, my boy surgically attached to those damn games, and Danielle off to college. Occasionally I just need time with an adult."
"You're welcome, of course. I'm sure you know I like being around you," I tried to be casual.
She smiled. "Yes, I can tell. There's little doubt about that."
I blushed, tongue-tangled, but she reached out for me again. "It's alright. It's nice to be wanted. It just can't go anywhere, you understand?"
"I understand."
But that won't stop me from trying, I thought.
* * *
A few days later I was headed back over to Jerry's after checking in at home. I ate dinner over at his house several times a week, but tonight was some kind of spinach cannoli, so I went with my fallback plan and let my family know I was still alive, and had Mom cook me up a burger.
Full, if not satisfied, (if you get my drift), I had gym shorts and a t-shirt on, ready for a workout and a swim later. I let myself in the back way, and headed for the game room where Jerry was parked most of the time I wasn't there. I'd taken a quick glance at the backyard, but it looked like Danielle and her crowd were out somewhere. Too bad. She was always good for fueling a few of my late night fantasies.
I grabbed a beer out of the refrigerator and then it was up the stairs to spend a couple of mindless hours gaming before my planned workout session.
I didn't recognize the current game and with the headphones on Jerry couldn't hear me come in or ask what he was playing. I had to step in front of him to get his attention.
"What's the new game?" I asked him after he cursed me for getting him killed.
"Child of Eden. It's really pretty incredible," he answered, looking like he'd just run a marathon. Of course that's how he looked after he'd walked up the stairs. He really needed to be joining us in the workout room, but who was I to pressure him?
He showed me the game but it looked kind of faggy, so we fell back on the old standby, Call of Duty: Black Ops, which I have to admit, he was pretty kick-ass playing. An hour later I was peeking out the back window to see if the exercise room light would come on.
"If you plan on working out, you're on your own tonight. Mom's out of it," he said when he caught me looking out the window.
"What, is Bob in town? Did they go out or something?"
"Hell no. Bob's still somewhere in Taiwan, I think. Supposed to be back this week, but who knows? She just had one of those days," he explained while lighting up some noob's ass for about the 20th time in a row.
"What's 'one of those days?' A time of the month thing?"
"Jesus, Alex! She's my mom, I don't even want to think about that."
"Well, what is it?" I kept insisting.
"You know. She gets all freaked out about her life and stuff. Pops a few Valium, has a couple of drinks, and then passes out for a while. Last Christmas she didn't wake up for an entire day - I thought we'd have to take her to the hospital. When she starts drinking the Vodka, it's a dead giveaway."
Hospital? Jill?
"You're Mom's passed out? Don't you think we should go check on her?"
"What for? It's not the first time. It won't be the last. Sometimes she just needs to kind of escape, I guess."
I heckled him into looking in on her and followed him to her room. Sure enough, she was in the bed, arms akimbo, mouth open and snoring. He turned on the light without a care for her. Not a single sign of movement.
Jill was lying there, dead to the world, the covers thrown off and just a sheet covering her. One bare leg was sticking out, and I fantasized about where that thigh might lead, just under the cream colored 800-count cotton sheets.
"She's really out of it, isn't she?" I whispered.
He laughed. "You don't have to whisper, an earthquake wouldn't wake her up. WOULD IT MOM?" he practically shouted.
Didn't get the least reaction.
"Damn!" I told him approaching the bed. "You aren't kidding." I reached out and shook her leg, my fingers tingling where I touched her smooth skin. "Mrs. Mallory, are you Ok? Do you need anything?."
"Forget about it. A few months back she didn't even make it to the bed and ended up in the middle of the floor all night long. The maid screamed and thought she was dead. It took us ten minutes to get her back in the bed, and she never snapped out of it."
My mind was working overtime, and my thoughts were probably the same ones you'd have in my shoes. "Do you think she's naked under there?"
"No way," he said. "She's pretty careful to stay covered up at all times. This is definitely a 'no nudity' house. Anytime Danni gets even a little out of line, Mom sets her straight. Only the bathing suits get a little leeway. She's probably wearing a nightgown or shorts or something.
I moved a little higher up the bed, and grabbed the sheet that was the only thing between me and visual Nirvana.
"What are you doing, Alex?"
"Just taking a peek." I explained as I slid the sheet aside, exposing Jill in all her glorious MILFishness. Naked. 100%. Not a stitch on her. Score one for Aleximus Magnus. Called that one!
"Fuck!" Jerry cried out taking a step back. "She's naked!"
"Yes she is. Sweet, huh?"
"Cover her up. What if someone comes in here?"
"Like who?" I asked while my gaze took in those fabulous tits which had bewitched me night after night from behind her workout top.
"I don't know, somebody," he whined.
I sat on the edge of the bed and placed my hand on her smooth belly. "Jill?"
"Come on, I told you that won't do anything? Let's get out of here."
"Where is everyone, anyway?" I asked, as my hand caressed her soft curves.
"Shit, I don't know! Danielle's at her friend Caitlyn's for the weekend. The monsters are with their mother until next Friday. Bob's in fucking Asia somewhere."
"So we're alone in this house, right. Pretty good deal, huh? Who's going to walk in?" I lifted my hand off Jill's stomach, and placed it on her tit, feeling its warmth and fullness, giving it a good squeeze. Nothing but gentle open mouthed snoring in response.
"Damn it, Alex! She's my Mom. Have some respect."
Hell, I never thought he had it in him to speak back to me. I knew what I was going to do, and it was best if he was a willing participant. I fondled her fabulous tit, while thinking. Then it came to me.
I got up, and Jerry thanked me for coming to my senses. Way too soon. I went to her dresser and started going through the drawers, quickly finding what I was looking for. A nice sheer nighty.
"God, what are you doing now?" Jerry asked, literally wringing his hands. I didn't think people really did that.
I placed the wispy material over his mother's face. Then I stood back and admired my handiwork.
"What's that about?" Jerry asked.
"Look at her now. Just look at her from the neck down." I waved my arm across her body, for emphasis. "That's not your mother anymore. That's a beautiful, naked woman who's just invited you to do anything you want with her body. Anything. Look at that."
I think it was working. He'd stopped his hand wringing and was staring at his Mom's boobs. Good choice. Definitely worth staring at. I pushed him over next to the bed, grabbed his hand and put it on her nearest tit. He pulled back for a moment, then reached out on his own. He seemed to get the idea and I saw his hand was moving, squeezing it just a bit.
"See? That could be anybody. Taylor maybe, or Maddy Thomas. Except this body is even better than theirs."
"Linda?" he said softly. I assumed he was talking about the Linda that was a frequent pool-guest friend of his step-sister.



"Yeah, Linda. With bigger tits. Naked and begging for it. Anybody."
"Danielle?" he asked, his hand tugging on her nipple.
"Fuck yeah, it's definitely Danielle. Haughty, snooty, bitchy Danielle, unconscious and daring you to do something about it. Are you man enough to give Danielle what she so badly needs? Are you, Jer?"
He reached out with both hands and grabbed his Mom's breasts, squeezing. "Turn down the lights," he said.
Fuckin' A.
I got up and went to the wall switch, pulling the slider downward until the overhead was barely lit. He had a good idea there. You could still see her pretty well, but the lighting wasn't as harsh and all revealing. The dim lights of a strip club. Where sin is King. And for tonight, Jill Mallory was Queen.
I went and pulled the covers and sheets completely off the bed. Yeah, that was better. Jesus, she had a hot body for an older woman. "How old's your Mom, Jerry?"
"34."
"34? Are you kidding me, she'd have to have been, what..."
"16 when she had me. And stop reminding me it's my Mom."
"Fine. How old is Danielle?"
"Twenty, I think. Yeah, twenty since March."
"That looks about right then. That's the smokin' body of a 20 year old if I ever saw one."
Jerry wasn't paying any more attention to me. It was obvious he was a breast man, and he had his Mom's nipple in his mouth, suckling like a newborn.
I laid down on the other side of her, and took her other tit under control. She had more than enough to share. Her nipple fit my mouth nicely. Plus my hands were free to explore her body. Soon they were exploring that warm place between her legs.
I know, it might seem kind of weird, two guys just a couple of inches apart, working over a girl's tits. Kind of gay, maybe. It wasn't. We were building a camaraderie. Sharing. It was pretty cool, even. Her tits were simply incredible, and Jerry was obviously content as hell.
Me? There was something else I wanted to suck on.
I grabbed Jill's legs and pulled them roughly across the bed diagonally, giving us plenty of room to work, and sort of daring her to respond. She started to turn on her side a bit; she might be unconscious, but she wasn't dead. I just waited for her to finish, then put her back onto her back, and spread her legs. She had a small tuft of fur above her pussy, easily an inch within her tan lines. I moved closer for a better look, and her smell hit me like a schoolyard bully. It literally knocked me back for a second, then I moved back in, inhaling deeply. Damn, that was one intoxicating scent. A grown woman's pussy. And not just any grown woman, Jill Mallory, the MILF to end all MILFs.
I opened her legs wider, and licked my first kitty.
Don't get me wrong. I wasn't a virgin or anything. Of course not. Fat chance. I'd fucked a lot of girls. Five, now that I think about it, but I wouldn't normally count Cheryl, since she's big, and I was drunk, and I don't remember shit about it. But she remembered enough to fucking follow me around like a stray dog for the better part of a semester.
And there were three more that gave me hand jobs. Eight women altogether, seven if I don't count chubba. Four of them gave me blow jobs. Well, four that at least had their mouth on my cock at some time. Jenna finished me, and even swallowed. Yep, every drop. No wonder Jenna was my all-time favorite.
Until now.
So like I said, I've been around. But I never had a completely naked woman in front of me, and never had my mouth anywhere near their twat.
But thanks to Mrs. Mallory that was changing.
As I licked my first pussy, I realized my cock was aching. I was still fully dressed. No sense in that. I quickly stood up and stripped naked, putting Jill and me on equal terms.
Ol' Jerry was too busy chowing down on his Mom's tits to notice or comment on it.
"Danni's got some sweet ass tits, doesn't she?" I teased.
He actually pulled away for a second and I could see his Mom's nipples were hard and red. "Big ass tits. All real," he said smiling.
"Sweet, hot pussy too. Tasty twenty-year-old pussy, barely legal." I told him, putting up my hand for a high five. He didn't hesitate to give me closure.
"You know we're going to fuck Danielle's ditzy blond brains out tonight, don't you?"
A look of concern crossed his face. "No, really? We don't have to take it that far."
"We're going to fuck Danielle so hard she'll feel it for a week. Every time you look at her she'll grab her crotch, remembering what we did to her."
"Fuck Danielle," he moaned, then went back to town on those tits.
I, on the other hand, went back to learning everything I could about a woman's pussy. Jill was a hell of a teacher, never complaining if I made a mistake, and allowing me near infinite leeway.
After licking her and sucking on her nether-lips, I tried to find out how far up inside her my tongue would go. Far enough to hurt my jaw after a while. I loved the way she tasted and smelled, and couldn't get enough of her. I moved my head back enough to lose the shadows and opened her up, taking in the spongy pinkness inside her, which sucked my finger in with the greatest of ease. The folds of skin at the top, when pried apart, exposed that most elusive of treasures I'd heard so much about. A little pink nub, not much bigger than a pencil eraser, that I could tease and push around with my tongue.
Every once in a while she'd move her hips or adjust herself, and the first couple of times I almost had a heart attack. But Jerry was right. It was purely instinct; she was out cold. It made me more daring, squeezing two, three, even four fingers inside of her. Four was tough, and she squirmed a little too much, making a groaning noise. I was afraid I was hurting her, and there was no telling if that might wake her up, so I settled for three, reaching in and feeling around, getting the lay of the land, so to speak.
Jill might have been unconscious, but her pussy wasn't and it started to leak a sticky, sweet juice, making the access for my three fingers that much easier. She was enjoying it, even if she didn't know it. Yeah. I was good. Was there ever any doubt about it? Jill was definitely going to find out.
"Jerry, bro. You gotta get some of this. Danni's cunt is as sweet as maple syrup, and she's begging you to take a taste, first hand."
"No shit?"
"No shit man. Sweet and wet and begging for it! You gotta make Danni squirm on your tongue."
Jerry relinquished his vice grips on his mother's abused tits, and climbed off the bed. "Dude, you're naked."
"And you should be too. It's hard to fuck your bitchy-but-hot step-sister with your pants on, bro."
I wasn't going to wait for him to make up his mind. There were tits waiting for me. Big, round, soft naked tits. With huge pink mounds bigger than silver dollars, and nipples almost the size of a cork popping up and begging for my lovin'.
I didn't let them down, sucking and chewing on those babies, trying my damndest to get them to relinquish their sweet juice. I quickly found out you could pull those nipples a good three or four inches straight up, making her titties stretch out, and her nips only got harder. She grunted a couple of times when I maybe pulled too hard, but it was hard to tell. Maybe she just liked it.
I had an idea, and like Mr. Mitchell says, the best time to act on an idea is right when you have it. Good advice. Probably the only thing I ever learned in Biology. Let's face it. Jill Mallory was a hell of a better Biology teacher.
Her nightstand was closest, so I started there, but no luck. I went around the bed, walking past Jerry's naked legs and stocking'd feet, and tried the other side.
Jackpot.
Some sex toys, lubes and even a blister pack of yellow pills in a sealed pack of 4, make that 3, one was missing. Actually two were missing a few seconds later after I helped myself to one. I figured at home, with my handy KY and a roll of paper towels (I like Bounty for their softness), I was good for 2-3 pops in an evening. But with an opportunity like this, I was going to go for an all-time record. Yee-ha.
The lube was a big bottle, practically full, and even had a pump on top, like liquid soap. The label said Maximus. It was like a little message from God. Yep, this one was for me. Alexis Maximus, King of the Bed.
Back to those tits, waiting ever so patiently.
My cock had been hard for at least a half-hour, and I thought it was time I did something about it. Three squirts of that pump down the valley of joy between Jill's magnificent mammaries (and Miss Jenkins thought my writing 'lacked description'!) and another pump down the length of 'John Henry', and I was ready to go.
I laid my cock down between Jill's tits, and pressed those beauties together. Fucking amazing. That's all I've got to say.
Straddling her chest, I worked my cock up and down that slippery channel, watching my proud purple warrior peek out near her neck, time after time. I couldn't stand that her pretty face was covered, so I tossed the nighty aside, and looked at her gorgeous kisser. I imagined her tilting her head forward, sticking out her tongue, reaching for my hard cock at the end of each stroke.
"Fuck me."
In my imagination it was Jill waking up and insisting on a more direct approach. Unfortunately, it was just Jerry standing by the side of the bed, still wearing his tighty-whities, and watching me tit-fuck his incredible Mom.
"Nice, huh? You gotta have some serious ta-tas to make this work. This babe sure has them, huh?"
"Fucking amazing," he said softly, his hand inside his shorts. Not something I really needed to see at that moment.
"I'm going to fuck 'Danni's' tits raw, then come all over her uppity face. See if I can't squirt some of my juice into her hot mouth," I grunted, fucking those titties hard enough to rock the bed.
"Fuck," was Jerry's brief answer.
I didn't need his encouragement. Her tits felt amazing. I kind of wished I had a set of dual ended close pins I could attach one end to each swollen nipple, holding those big fat boobs together. I played with holding one nipple between my thumb and forefinger, and the other between my pinky and ring fever, but no matter how hard I tried to squeeze, one boob or the other would eventually pop free.
No, I found the best way was just to grab them both by the side and smoosh them together, trying to get the nipples to touch. A couple of minutes more of that action, along with an added squirt of lube, and I could feel my need peaking.
I held out as long as I could, and at the last possible moment I pulled free, kneeled upright and painted that gorgeous face like Picasso. I was coming like a fire hose. Ok, it felt like a fire hose, the output might have been more in line with that pump lube. Half a dozen streaks of cum across her face, and I was gasping for air.
Damn! Jill Mallory was wearing my cum like a champ. I couldn't let this opportunity go. I went for my pants and found my cell-phone. Thank you Steve Jobs. A little while later I had a dozen or more pictures to last me a lifetime.
"Shit, Alex. Don't do that," Jerry whined.
"Don't worry about it. Nobody but me will ever see these. It would be a crime not to record some of this."
"If those ever get out..."
"I'd be an idiot. Ruin the best thing that ever happened to me. Happened to us? I'm not going to fuck this up. Think I want to jeopardize being around for the next time "Danielle" needs some loving? Or the next time. Or the next?"
"Next time?"
"Don't worry about that. Just enjoy the moment dude. Enjoy the moment. There's a sexy naked woman in front of you, and you've got to carpe diem."
Putting the camera phone aside, I sat down near Jill's head, and reached out to her face. My cum was dripping down her cheeks; no need for that.
I scooped up a stream of cum, pulled her chin down to open her mouth, and slid my finger between her lips.
Apparently, Jerry didn't like that idea. "Don't. Not like that."
"Relax. She likes it, watch her suck my finger."
It took a minute or so, but I had her face almost completely clean. And Jerry gave up on his whining for the moment. I closed her mouth for her, imagining her savoring my taste.
A quick step into the bathroom and I had a clean moist facecloth I used to clean her up a bit. I guess some guys like a messy woman, but she was just too beautiful to sully. Long dark hair, perfect little nose, big green eyes, which unfortunately I couldn't see at the moment.
Plus, I was doing a Jerry a favor, cleaning up her breasts. I figured he'd be back on those any minute, and he didn't need to be playing in my juices. Not cool.
After cleaning her face, I had to study it. So fucking pretty. And that hot mouth. Perfect mouth. God, I wanted that mouth.
I tilted her head to the side, and once again pulled her chin down. A perfect match. My cock slid between her lips, brushing against those perfectly aligned teeth which could smile so prettily. I could push in a couple of inches before I hit the back. Good enough for me.
I stroked her soft hair, while I let her suck me. Alright, suck may not be the right word, but my cock was in her mouth, and I was loving it. It only took a few moment for me to be as hard as ever, sliding in and out between those sexy lips.
Jerry had laid down next to her, opposite me, and was just caressing her, touching her, kissing her skin. When he saw what I was up to, he had to intercede again.
"Please Alex. Leave her face and mouth alone, Ok? You have her whole body to play with right?"
"Right. You want her to yourself. You want to fuck Danni's face yourself."
His voice was soft. "It's not Danielle, it's my Mom. You don't have to do that to her."
He was wrong. I did have to do that. I couldn't stop myself.
A few times it felt like she was getting into it. Maybe it was my imagination, but for a while I know I felt suction. Even unconscious, she was a sex goddess. Looking to my side, Jerry's head was laying on his mother's chest, eyes tightly closed, a nipple between his lips, while he sucked away. If he kept it up, she was going to have hickeys.
I stroked my cock with my hand, while I fed it to her. "Like that, baby? Like my big cock in your saucy, hot mouth. Yeah, I know you do. Suck me. Suck me just like that. You know you've always wanted to."
No doubt about it. She wanted me.
I guess I fucked her face a little too hard. She gagged and coughed, and when I quickly pulled out she turned away, back in snoozeville, after one last little cough. I froze. Had I gone too far? I watched her intently, but that little moment of semi-consciousness was over.
That was Ok. Her mouth was great, but something even better awaited.
I moved down between her legs, and opened them wide. She'd been pretty juicy when I'd had my face down there earlier. Shouldn't be a problem.
I thought better of my actions and got the lube, just to be safe. A couple of pumps later and I was slippery as sin. I opened her up with my fingers, and guided the head between her dark lips, into that great pink unknown.
I wanted to savor every moment of this. Nudging my cock back and forth, spreading her legs as wide as I could, watching the slow progress, feeling her tightness around my cockhead, both fighting and welcoming me. A couple of inches into her, the pressure on the head eased and I gave a slow push, forcing half my length into her tight pussy.
Old Jerry just couldn't let be. "Be gentle with her, Ok?"
I wanted to slap him. Tell him to man up and grow a set. But then I remembered it WAS his Mom. Who the hell knows what it'd be like if it was my Mom. Eeeew. "I'll take good care of her. She's precious."
I pulled back and shoved harder, until I was buried to the root. Damn! The woman had pushed a kid out of that slot, and I felt like she could snap my cock off with one good squeeze. She was at least as tight as any girl I'd ever done, except maybe Traci, who I couldn't even really get it into. It was like somebody had glued that teaser's twat shut. I did fit the head all the way in with her, and she let me rub my cock against it until I came, so I still counted her among the five.
Six, now.
Jill was so much better. She had experience. She was beautiful. She didn't complain or judge me, and I was betting she wouldn't be bitching if I didn't call her the next day. Such a sweet little pussy on such a perfect woman.
I tried a few different leg positions, and found that putting her ankles over my shoulders, and leaning forward offered the best solution. It kept her tight and accessible. And I could real pound into her.
I don't know if it was the pill or the situation, or even who I was with, but I felt harder and bigger than I ever had in my life. It's like my cock was a titanium rod. I'm pretty good sized to start with. I've measured myself at a little over 7 glorious inches, but I swear, looking down at that fat shaft disappearing into my dream woman, it looked like it was a fucking full 9 inches, and so thick it drew her lips after it on each outstroke. I was an animal, a fucking porn God, at least for the night.
I tore my eyes off of where I was putting it to her long enough to check out what silent Jerry was up to. He was still lying sideways on the bed, and I could see he'd covered up his mother's face again. He was facing me, and alternating licks and sucks on his Mom's poor abused titties. I bet they'd be sore in the morning. Or afternoon, whenever she woke up.
He was definitely watching me, and if I do say so, I was putting on a hell of a show.
I pulled her legs off my shoulders, grabbed behind her knees and pushed her legs back almost to her tits. Nice and flexible for an older woman. All that Pilates shit. I leaned over Jill, sweet loving Jill, and gave her what she needed. I pounded that pussy. As out of it as she was, it sounded like she whimpered. Sweet.
"I'm fucking her, Jerry. I'm fucking the shit out of Danni. She's amazing, absolutely fucking amazing."
"Don't hurt her," he said cautiously.
"Hurt her? I'd never hurt her. I love her, Jerry. I love her so damned much. I should fucking die right now. I'll never be this happy or feel this good again."
I eased off and long stroked her. "She loves it too. Look at that pussy, clinging to my cock. Look how wet it is. She's getting off on this. She needs this. She needs a big fat cock like mine."
The need to come swept over me like a tidal wave, unexpected and huge. I let go of her legs, leaned over and sank my cock as far into her as I could, unloading a steamy torrent of juice. I looked up to see how she was taking it, peering over Jerry's voyeuristic head. Jill's face was tilted to the side. She looked like she was biting her lower lip. Was she enjoying this, somewhere deep down in her subconscious, which was alive to everything I did to her? I sensed I was getting to her.
No doubt I was in heaven. Jill's personal slice of heaven, she kept hidden away behind those sexy gym shorts and bikini bottoms. It wasn't fair. It wasn't fair to the world that she should have this goldmine, this diamond strike, this magical gift, and only old Bob should get to mine it.
I didn't get soft. I couldn't, not while I was still inside my Jill. Jill Mallory. Stunning Jill Mallory. I leaned back, pushing my knees in beside her hips, and slowly stroked in and out of her mind-numbing source of joy.
I reached down and touched her, sliding my thumb over her puffy mounds, opening her up, exposing her tender little love button. I slid my thumb inside her pussy, above my cock, reveling in her wetness. She may not know what was going on consciously, but her sweet pussy sure as hell did. Pulling out my thumb, I rubbed her clit, varying the pressure, rubbing little circles, checking to see how her pussy responded for me.



I was sure I felt her tightening, clutching my cock with her moist folds. I couldn't believe how easy it was to stay hard for her, and I wanted to play a different way.
"Watch out, Jerry. I'm going to turn her over."
"Maybe we should give it a break."
"Break? You haven't even fucked her yet. You have to try this. I'm telling you man, she's the greatest. You know I've fucked a lot of women and nothing compares to this. She's hot, and wet, and begging for it."
"She's out cold, dude," he said, snappishly.
"I'm telling you her body isn't. It responds to everything I do. I'm going to fuck her until she comes."
"She can't come. She's unconscious."
"Whatever. I'm turning her over. Move."
I stacked a couple of pillows around her waist level, then eased her over on to her front. She shifted position a couple of times, but I stayed with it until I had her where I wanted her, on her belly and her incredible ass exposed to me for the first time. God, what an ass! Round and smooth, raised up and ready.
With his personal playground buried in the covers, Jerry was at a loss for what to do.
"Put your dick in her mouth bro. Close your eyes, and fuck her sweet mouth. Just don't push to hard, Ok?"
"I...I don't know."
"C'mon! It's Danni's big mouth. Remember all her snide remarks, her mean comments. It's time to shut her up. Fill her mouth. Do it!"
He still seemed a bit reluctant, but he moved up the bed to her face, pulled his cock out of his jockeys, and eased the head into her mouth.
"Oh, God!" he moaned, moving his hips and fucking his mom's slack mouth. I barely had time to get between her legs and worship that holy temple that was her perfect ass, before he was groaning.
"Take it, Danni," he groaned behind eyes clenched shut. "Fuck!" I looked up to see him hunched over and holding her head while his ass twitched and he unloaded in her mouth.
I held my breath to see what would happen, but she barely moved. He slid his cock back and forth between her lips. "Oh, God. Swallow it. Swallow it Danni."
"Pull out and hold her mouth closed." I told him, before allowing myself the chance to lick her puckered little asshole. I squeezed her ass cheeks, spreading them, then pushed the tip of my tongue into her, feeling her tightness slightly give, allowing me just a bit of entrance.
Everything about her was so perfect. Her tits, her pussy, her amazing ass.
I searched out my trusty lube, and greased up my pole, sliding it back where it belonged. Now and for always. With my cock buried in my dream woman to the hilt, I poured a stream of lube down her crack, and started my journey of exploration into her forbidden back door.
"I bet Bob doesn't get to play here," I murmured as my slippery finger slid into her warm butt-hole.
I'm not ignorant. I've read a lot, and I've seen a lot of porn. I know there's a lot of guys out there who love the Hershey highway, but there was no way I was pulling my cock out of her pussy for anything less than Armageddon.
But I wanted to own her. Ever single inch of her golden perfection. The pale skin where her bathing suit blocked out the sun was a gift from God, and not one to be taken lightly. This special treasure, between her cheeks, hidden from all but me and her unworthy husband and ex's. Fuck them. It was mine now. And that most private, most taboo of all openings, was giving way to two of my fingers.
I loved the look of her ass spreading, the feel of her tightness, but it felt awkward. I pulled out and inserted just my thumb. Right to the hilt. Damn, it felt so right, so utterly perfect. That was it.
Jerry was lying next to his Mom. He'd worked an arm under her, and was cuddling up to her, hugging her, kissing her shoulder. It looked like maybe he was crying. What the fuck was up with that?
"That's cool, dude. Show her you love her."
"Shut up," he growled.
Whatever. I just closed my eyes and slid my love shaft in and out of the most perfect woman in the world. My thumb in her butt, by fingers splayed across the top of her ass, I felt joined to her in a special way. With my other hand I caressed her soft skin, from her waist to her thighs, over and over.
I was on automatic now, back and forth, just enjoying being in her. I zoned out, oblivious to all but the sensation surrounding my cock. I could fuck her forever. I could fuck her until she woke up and begged me not to stop. I could fuck my beautiful Jill until Danielle walked in on us and begged for a turn of her own. Fat chance.
I was Jill's and Jill was mine.
At some point I realized Jerry left us. His loss. I was tiring a bit, but not enough to stop. Hell no. I pulled out and gently maneuvered her body around, putting her on her side, looking for a nice comfortable position for the long haul. My cock felt great. Indefatigable. Ready and eager for more. I'd never felt like this. Not even close. I was Superman with a cock of steel.
I worked my way through a couple of positions, including another brief face fuck, and eventually found what I'd been looking for. With both of us on our sides, her bottom leg aimed forward, her upper leg thrown over mine, I could enter her easily and fully, and with only the slightest of effort, fuck that sublime well of joy.
It meant stretching out almost perpendicular to her, losing contact with most of her body, but the real contact, the contact that mattered, was astounding. I made her as comfortable as I could. I lubed up thoroughly, and kept the pump handy. Inserting myself as deeply as possible, I leaned back and closed my eyes again.
My attention narrowed, focusing on one thing and one thing only. I became nothing more than my cock, every nerve tingling, aware of nothing but being inside of her. Then even that started to waver, and I was one with her.
The urge to come came upon me, and I didn't fight it. But it was different, not as painfully intense. It was good, and right, but it was a slow cresting, not an explosion. And the drop-off was non-existent. I might have softened a bit, but not enough to notice, and soon I was filling her completely again, as thick as ever.
If it got to be a little uncomfortable, I'd apply more lube in mid-stroke. Squirt - stroke - squirt - stroke, until it was smooth and easy again. If I felt the need to come, I did, then went back to easy stroking, until my full firmness returned. It was surreal. I lost count of how many times I came. I lost track of everything.
Still, it wasn't enough. I wanted to make love to Jill. I wanted to stretch out over her, feel her tits against my chest. I wanted to kiss her while I made sweet, beautiful love to her.
I pulled out, cuddled up to her back and held her. "I want to make love to you Jill." I kissed her neck and shoulders, gently caressing her breasts. I got up to prepare her for our lovemaking, unable to fathom how it had come to this.
Looking down at her miraculous body, I flashed on all I'd done with her already. It was already the greatest night of my life, and I wanted to immortalize it. I retrieved my camera and took some pictures of her in her current position. She was like a big rag doll to me, and I moved her around, positioned her however I wanted.
It was a little tiring but worth it. I got it all. Picture of me in her mouth. Jill, on her belly, ass raised. Close-ups of her pussy and ass. A nice little vid of me lubing up her asshole, and my fingers opening her up.
A little lube and some quick strokes of my hand, and I was hard enough to film my cock entering her. Filling her completely. The camera distracted me and I spent longer fucking my sweetheart from behind than I had planned; I really wanted to make love to her.
Back on her side, leg lifted high, pussy exposed for the camera. Entering her again. And again. Finally onto her back, my cock between her tits, where it had all began. So amazing. So utterly perfect.
Putting my camera-phone away, I gently eased my love onto her back, positioning her carefully. I got a new washcloth and wiped her down, cleaning up her sticky pussy, her greasy ass, wiping her face clean where I could see dried lines of cum had leaked out of her mouth.
No, that wouldn't do.
Her hair was a tangled mess, so I took my time and brushed it out. I don't know a lot about makeup, but I did my utmost to help her look her best for our REAL first time. I wanted it to be special. A little lipstick, some eye shadow, some blush. Nothing too crazy, just enough to show that it mattered.
While I was working on her, I covered her up with a sheet so she wouldn't get cold. She seemed to appreciate it, and she pulled it across her body, turning sideways a bit.
I felt grimy, so I took a quick shower and brushed my teeth using her tooth brush. The pink one had to be hers. I even borrowed a razor and shaved. I didn't want any stubble to mar our perfect moment. Brushing my hair back, I looked at myself in the mirror. Looking good. No wonder she wanted me.
I retrieved the razor and shaving cream, and uncovered her waist so I could clean her up. She had a little stubble, and I wanted her smooth and ready. While I was there, I trimmed her bush back a little, down to a tiny triangle, pointing its way to where perfection awaited. A little lotion, a little cool cloth, and she was ready.
It was back to the bathroom where I cleaned up. I didn't want her to think I was a slob. She deserved better. So very much better.
Satisfied with my work, I returned to our bedroom, and saw that the sky was lightening. How long had I been making love to my goddess? How much longer did I have?
I slowly peeled back the covers, so I could see the splendor of her body as if for the first time. Still nothing but perfection. I was so lucky.
The camera came back out and I took some pictures of her, for us to share someday. Our first lovemaking. I got her beautifully made up face. Her amazing tits, a little reddened, but none the worse for wear and tear. I photo'd her nearly clean shaven pubis, and opened her legs a bit to capture some shots that would be for nobody but us. I reached between her legs, and tugged on her hidden lips a bit, neatening up her pussy, making it as beautiful as possible. Then I put it on record and slowly panned every inch of her miraculous body. My body. Our body.
I spread her legs so I could kneel between them, and stretched out over her, my face over hers. Caressing her soft hair, I lowered my lips until they touched hers for our first kiss. I licked her lips, felt the hardness of her teeth, and pried them open with my unrelenting tongue. We kissed deeply, my tongue over and under hers, searching out every little bit of her magical mouth. The mouth that would give me untold pleasure in the future.
I explored her, moving all over her body, examining, tasting, smelling every nook and cranny, each and every millimeter of exposed skin. From her hairline to the sweet little toes, manicured and painted to perfection. No bright red harlot paint, or childish bright colors, but a muted red, highlighting her perfection.
Did I mention she was perfect?
I got my lube back out and gently squirted some directly inside of her. I carefully worked my fingers in and prepared her for our ultimate joining.
My cock was warming to the thought of having her and it was thickening. I knew what I needed to get completely ready for her. Kneeling beside her head, I opened her warm generous mouth and eased my cockhead between her lips.
"Don't worry, I'll be gentle this time, love."
She sucked me. Absolutely without a doubt. I released her chin and her mouth stayed wrapped around my shaft. I felt her tongue rubbing against my cockhead. She wanted me hard. She wanted me at my best. I caressed her lovingly, feeding her just a couple of inches, backing away as I stiffened between her lovely painted lips. I could feel she didn't want to stop, but I hushed her.
"Plenty of time for that later, love. I have to have you now."
Her lips reluctantly released me, her mouth staying open as if begging for more. I kissed her instead, as I climbed over her and moved between her long smooth legs.
I lubed up my cock thoroughly. She had to be a little sore and worn out after the pounding I'd given her earlier. Now it would be different. A merging of our bodies and souls.
I guided the head between her lips, and nudged my way in. Securely in place, I stretched out over her, kissing her face, her eyes, her nose, her cheeks her chin. I settled my mouth over hers. Her mouth opened for me, and I breathed "Now," into her.
My cock slid in as if it were made for that singular purpose. A perfect fit. I was rock hard, full, thick and long, and yet, I could slide into her to the very base, filling her completely, feeling the slightest nudge as I bottomed out inside of her.
"I love you Jill," I told her. "I'm sorry I might have been rough earlier. You were just too damn much after all this time. So beautiful, so perfect, and finally mine." I eased my cock in and out of her, long smooth strokes, begging forgiveness with my steely shaft. "Forgive me."
She turned her head a bit and it looked like she smiled. All was right in the world.
Good thing I'd been working out. Holding myself over her eventually sapped my reserves, and I lowered my body onto hers, bringing my hands up under her shoulders and holding her, my weight on my elbows. I felt her leg move, and her foot rose up and hooked around my calf. She wanted more.
I was willing and ready. I picked up my pace, showering kisses down upon her, while my hard cock strove to please her. Faster and deeper, grinding down into her, she turned her head from side to side, the passion building in her.
It was building in me as well, just as rapidly. "I love you Jill. I love you so much," I groaned as I filled her again, thrusting deeply, erupting into her womb.
My heart was a sledgehammer beating in my chest, as I continued pushing into her, fucking my dream woman. Long after I was done shooting into her, I kept sliding back and forth, my hardness slowly waning, until I could stay inside her no longer. Sadly, my cock had reached its limit and failed me. As tired as I was, I didn't want to leave her that way. I found another face cloth and cleaned her up, as well as myself.
I climbed into our bed, pulled her arm across my chest and her leg over my thigh. She snuggled closer and I knew everything would be Ok. I covered us with a sheet and lay back. Closing my eyes I could still picture everything about her. I could feel her breath on my shoulder, so I turned to her and gave her one last kiss.
* * *
I could feel the bright, warm light on my face, and I turned to reach out for my love, but felt nothing but the smooth sheets. I turned to look and saw emptiness. Like that in my heart.
"So you are alive. Had a little fun at my expense last night did we?"
I blinked and rubbed the sleep out of my eyes. I turned toward the voice. She was there, wearing a silken cream robe.
"Good morning," I croaked through parched lips.
"You little fucker. Give me one good reason I shouldn't call the cops right now."
I was a little disoriented and could feel the soreness all over my body. I sat up and gazed on her incredible beauty. She looked mad, but it only made her that more desirable.
"I love you Jill."
"Yeah. I gathered that. Over and over from the feel of it. Did you have a party? Did you and your friends gang rape me?"
I reached out for her and saw her draw back. "No. It wasn't like that. It was just us, you and me. You were incredible."
"I was unconscious you immoral fuck."
"You were perfect. So perfect."
"Just you? Why do I feel like I've had a steel wool pad shoved up my cunt and sandpaper used on my chest."
"You were insatiable. It was amazing. You were amazing."
"Amazing! I was passed out!"
"No. Maybe at the beginning, you were sleepy, but you were so good, so loving. Your mouth was so incredible."
"My mouth tasted like someone had used it for a toilet."
I slid out from under the covers and went to her.
"Oh my God! Are you still hard?"
I took her hand in mind, while she stared at me as if we'd never met. "It's still me. Come back to bed, and let me tell you what it was like. What you were like. So perfect." I tugged on her hand and she pulled away.
"Are you out of your fucking mind? I'm supposed to get in bed with my rapist?"
"Don't say that. I love you. Come to bed with me, let me show you."
"You're insane. I couldn't make love now, I can barely walk."
"Come to bed. Let me hold you. Come. Lay down next to me while I tell you everything." I had both her hands now and was drawing her forward.
She was relenting. She loved me. I knew it.
"Just relax here with me. I know you must be sore and tired." I laid back down and pulled her to me.
She wasn't ready yet. She stayed a few inches away. "Ok, start explaining. Everything."
I pulled at the cord around her waist, and she pushed my hand away. Twice. The third time it started to come undone.
"Explain? You wanted me. I wanted you. I loved you from the first time I saw you. The most beautiful woman in the city. Fate drew us together."
She closed her eyes. "Love? Alex, I'm old enough to be your mother."
"You were meant for me. When I saw you lying in this bed, naked, vulnerable, waiting, I knew what you wanted. What you needed. You couldn't just come out and say it. You're married. I understand. So you gave yourself to me."
"Jesus. You are really screwed up, aren't you."
With the belt loose, I pulled open her robe, exposing her breasts to my yearning eyes. Just as I remembered, so absolutely delicious. She pulled her robe close, but I kept tugging at it until she finally relented.
"I understand. You prepared yourself, you made yourself as beautiful as you could, removing your makeup, stripping down to your flawless skin."
"Flawless? Have you even seen me? I have crow's feet. Stretch marks. My tits are sagging. I'm getting gray hairs."
I opened her robe, and she didn't stop me this time. "Beauty marks, one and all. Experience etched into the marble of your exquisiteness."
"So that's your explanation? I wanted it?"
"You needed it. I understood. You surrendered completely and totally, taking the burden of responsibility off of your satiny shoulders and placing it on mine. I accepted it with pleasure." I reached out for her and ran my hand down her side. Her silken smooth side.
"That's it?"
"Jill, lovely Jill. I love the way your name sounds. We were flirting, you wanted more, but couldn't, I understand. You're married, and your son is my friend. It's complicated. So you waited until you knew I'd be coming over. You know how much I love working out with you. What you do to me. What those saunas are like. So you waited. You made sure everybody was out of the house, except Jerry of course, since it wouldn't be right for me to come over if you were alone, would it?"
"Of course not," she said.
"You know that your pills and vodka leave you helpless. You made sure that Jerry knew you were taking them, you stripped naked, which you never do, got under a fresh new set of sheets, and waited for the inevitable."
"You know, this is a sick fantasy you're concocting," she said.
"Jill, you wanted me as much as I wanted you. But you couldn't do anything overt about it. You were hoping I could. And I did."
"Yes you did. You abused my poor entire body. And where was Jerry during my rape? Where is he now, for that matter?"
I didn't know how much I could tell her. Her son had been fantasizing about his step-sister. Silly, stupid boy. "He was with us at the beginning, but he didn't have you. And he left before we made love."
"He abandoned me to you?"
"I think he understood what was happening. He doesn't feel like I do. He didn't want to do more than hold you and feel your breasts. He was like a little boy. He doesn't want you sexually. I hate to say it, and can no way understand it. It's Danielle he fantasizes about."



She shook her head. "I guess that part is almost reasonable. She's a walking wet-dream."
"A weak imitiation. A shadow. A dim one at that, compared to you." My hand had wandered down to her hips, caressing her, my fingers sliding across her alabaster ass.
"Stop that," she said, pushing my hand away. She only pushed it down to her thigh, allowing me to push her robe back, exposing her completely. Sublime.
"He held you, and asked me to be gentle. He kissed you and sucked on your tits like it was his sole purpose in life. When I was kissing you, and licking you, when we were sharing your tits, it was ok. But when he saw me between your legs, taking you, I guess it was too much for him."
I saw she was looking at my hardness, and I felt the stiffening grow, until my cock was standing straight out, the same marble shaft of the night before.
"You were so amazing. We fit together so perfectly. A matched pair."
"It doesn't feel like we fit. It feels like you stretched me out to make it fit. Did you fuck my ass? I'm so sore back there. I can't believe you'd do that."
"No! Did I caress it, love it? Did I taste it? Did I slid my finger into it's brown ripeness? Yes, I'll confess to that. There's not a place on your body I don't know better than mine. But I wouldn't violate you like that."
"Like that? Oh, I understand now. You'd violate me every other way. I know I tasted cum in my mouth this morning."
"You were magnificent. You sucked me so nicely, so easily."
"You are a sick little pervert," she said, the words striking like blows.
"I love you."
"And what about this?" she asked, pointing below her waist to the triangle of hair.
"You had some stubble, so I cleaned it up. I confess to going a little too far. I'll always ask in the future."
"The future! You're future is to be dating a guy named Bubba behind bars."
"Our future." I pulled her closer. She pushed back for a while, but succumbed to the inevitable.
"Alex. You raped me. You fucked my unconscious body to ruin. I'm sore in places I didn't know I had."
"I know it was excessive. I couldn't help myself once I was inside you. There was no way possible for me not to make love to you."
"That wasn't love."
"No. Not at first. It was lust. Pure unadulterated lust. To have the embodiment of perfection in your grasp, and not to take it. It's too sad to comprehend." I was holding her breast now, and her hand was on mine.
"Don't, they're really sore."
I leaned forward and kissed them, one at a time. I licked her poor sore nipples, sucking gently while they hardened.
"Stop that. We're talking," she said, brushing back my hair.
"We can talk whenever you want. I need you now." I reached for her hand and placed it on my cock.
She squeezed it gently, then stroked it. "Shit. No wonder I'm sore, if that beast was inside of me. How many times?"
"Times? I couldn't count if I tried. Eight? Ten? I lost track of how long I was inside you, maybe six or seven hours."
"Hours?" she gasped. "Oh my God! I'm ruined!"
"Never. You were meant to have me inside you."
"Nobody was meant to do it for six or seven hours. In a month, maybe. Maybe. When they're your age."
Her hand was still holding me, stroking me.
"You've concocted quite a scenario for why this happened, haven't you? You make me out to be some devious, conniving whore."
I pressed my finger to her lips. "Shhh. Not even in jest. You're lonely. Unappreciated. You're at your prime, and your husband has one foot in the grave, and is never around. Your step-daughter is out there living the life you never could have, she's a spoiled, carefree college co-ed. You were pregnant at 15, burdened with the responsibility of a child in high-school. You never had your time for wildness. Smart but uneducated, beautiful but saddled with a son, always responsible for others, but no time for yourself. It's your time."
She shook her head. "It's not like that. I wanted Jerry."
"Of course you did. You always did your best for him. Even this marriage. Now he can afford any college, go anywhere, do anything."
"Fuck you. I'm not a gold-digger," she said, pushing me away.
"No, but you're a mother and a realist. You didn't go after Bob, he came after you. You just didn't run too hard."
"I'm not a cheater. I'm not a slut. I've only had three men in my life, and I was married to all three," she explained.
I reached for her shoulder, and eased the robe off of her. Then I pulled her close, her leg on mine, her breasts, those hypnotic orbs, pressed against my chest.
"Of course not. You are loyal to a fault. Your husband is overseas pounding it into every girl who's willing, and you wait for him. You do without. You raise his children."
"You don't know he's doing that," she argued.
I kissed her. She started angry, then eased into it. Her body felt so good underneath my hands. "Don't be silly, you know what's going on," I told her when we stopped.
"You couldn't make a move, no matter how much you wanted, nor how obviously I wanted you. I understand. You knew if I made a move on you, you'd have to shoot me down. And after our sauna experience, it was easy to see that moment was coming on soon. So you took a huge gamble. Thank you for presenting the opportunity and trusting me to make the right choice."
"Trusting you? I. Was. Unconscious. Completely out of it. So you found me naked. You could have been gentle. You could have taken your joy and explored my body, without leaving me practically an invalid. My pussy could have been enough for you, you didn't have to fuck my mouth, and abuse my ass. Fine. You could have fucked me. Maybe even two or three times. But this? I trusted you and that's what I got?"
She sounding like she was still trying to justify her actions.
"You trusted me to make the decision to have you. I couldn't choose any other way."
She buried her head in my shoulder. I could feel the tears on my shoulder. "I really hurt, Alex. You abused my body badly. Why couldn't you just have loved me?"
"You still have no idea what you do to me. I've been with other women. One and done. Never like this. Nothing ever to compare this to. You couldn't have known. I couldn't have known."
"I don't understand. Once you'd had me, couldn't you have just left it at that. Our little secret. Every so often I might pass out, and you might find me and have your way? Maybe I 'kind of' pass out, not totally out of it? Neither of our faults. Too much temptation for you, no control for me?"
She was sitting up, talking seriously, no longer accusing irrationally. Her hand had gravitated to my cock and she was stroking it. It felt incredible, but she was right. I had overdone it and I was sore. She looked shocked when I extracted myself from her grip, and got up. I was back beside her in a few moments, squirting our favorite lube onto my cock.
"Are you fucking kidding me?" she practically shrieked.
I kissed her again, and pulled her hand down to my hardness, where she took control.
"I'm not kidding. I love you. And I want you in a way that's totally incomprehensible to me. Last night, after I'd already had you three times, for at least a couple of hours, I got us comfortable and still couldn't believe it was like I hadn't even started yet. You were on your side, the outline of your curves, your narrow waist, full hips absolutely mind-numbing. I took you from behind, and stayed inside you until nearly dawn. I came so many times I couldn't count. And I just stayed hard inside you. I added lube whenever we needed it. I only stopped when I needed to make love to you face to face."
"That's not possible. Nobody does that."
"You do that to me. You can't understand. I can't."
My hand was between us, and I was stroking my finger into her. "You're wet."
"God, I can't. Don't ask me to. I'm too sore."
I rolled onto my back, pulling her on top of me. "I need you, Jill. Like I need oxygen. Please don't say no."
"Alex, I don't know if I can."
"Try. That's all I'm asking."
I lined my cock up with her, and nudged the head in.
"God, please be gentle. You're too big."
"No. I'm the perfect size for you. Just relax and let me in. You're in control now, take only what you can."
"I'll need more lube," she whispered.
The bottle was at hand. She sat up and moved back away from my cock. I took her hand and squirted some into it, then slathered a few more pumps on my cock. She winced as she parted her lips and worked some of the lube inside of her.
"I can't believe I'm doing this."
She raised herself up and placed the head of my cock at her opening. She took a deep breath, and lowered herself, just a bit. "Oh shit," she groaned.
I watched as she worked her way up and down those first few inches, then pushed downward, taking most of my length. "It's too much, you're too big."
"God, you're beautiful," I answered. "If that's all you can take for now, that's still amazing."
She put her hands on my chest, raised up a bit then pushed down hard, taking my entire length. "Christ, that hurts!" she groaned. I could see moisture in her eyes. She was trying so hard.
I pulled her down to me, her huge breasts pressed against my chest. Her lips sought out mine and we kissed. The passion was undeniable. I moved my hips slowly, creating that incredible motion I needed so badly.
"Gentle, please," she sighed.
"This is all I need." I wrapped my arms around her and held her. I was fucking my goddess and she was giving me everything she had and more. Suffering for my need.
Still, I could feel her responding, moaning softly, no longer feeling pain but pleasure. I moved my hands down to her incomparable ass cheeks and held her tightly, raising her up as I pulled out, then pushing her down on the in stroke.
She groaned, but pushed back with me, taking it all, deeper and deeper.
"I'm sorry I hurt you. I'll try to be more careful in the future," I assured her.
She giggled, surprising me. "What, you're going to limit it to just three or four hours in the future?"
"If that's what you want. And I'll leave your poor little backdoor alone."
She reached behind her and pulled my hand off her butt cheek, guiding it between them. I was a little shocked when she pushed my finger into her ass. "Let me decide if I want that left alone."
Our kiss grew more passionate as our pace picked up. I was fucking her now, long smooth strokes, faster and more insistent. My middle finger was two knuckles deep inside of her rear, and I could feel her clenching around it.
"God," she groaned, biting my shoulder, "it's never been like this."
"Except for last night," I reminded her.
"I'll have to take your word on that."
"Are you ready for more?" I asked.
"Yes," she said with only the slightest hesitation.
I pulled my finger out of her, and lifted her hips higher. Without further warning I fucked her as fast and hard as I could. She took it quietly, moaning softly, at first. Then I could feel her tensing.
"Oh there, right there, that's it, Alex. Don't stop. God, don't stop."
She still didn't understand. I couldn't stop if I wanted. It was strenuous and my lower back and abs hurt, but I pounded her relentlessly.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna come. I'm gonna come for you," she moaned.
I hammered her, my cock an unstoppable piston.
She kissed me briefly, then lowered her head to my shoulder. Her fingers were digging into my arms painfully. "Ahhhh," she cried out, then sank her teeth into me so hard I was sure she drew blood. Still I didn't stop.
Her entire body tensed up and her legs straightened spasmodically. I lifted her by the hips so I could still slam up into her with my full length. Her feet hammered at my legs, her toenails scratching. It seemed to go on forever, and was so beautiful, all that'd I'd wanted from her the night before.
Then I felt her collapse on me, gasping for breath. "No more," she managed to breath.
I slowed down, caressing her body, kissing her face, rubbing her butt cheeks where I'd clenched them so tightly.
I felt her pull her head back quickly, gasping.
"Oh no! Look what I did to you!" I turned to her and saw that her face was smeared with my blood.
I held her hips and slid in and out the best I could.
"Stop that!" she barked, pushing down hard with her hips. "I hurt you."
"You can't hurt me," I teased.
"I'm serious now; you're bleeding badly."
I looked down as well as I could and saw the flow of blood. Not all that bad really.
She jumped out of our bed and returned with a moist facecloth, and pressed it down. "Hold that while I get a bandage."
I sat up and waited for her to return with a first aid kit. She insisted on treating me, applying some Neosporin, then taping some bandages over it. She sat back and observed her work, then looked down and gasped.
"Jesus! Doesn't that thing ever go down?"
"With you available, naked and willing? I don't know yet."
She had wiped the blood off of her chin and cheek. "I didn't even know I'd done that." She leaned in and kissed me. "This isn't good Alex. I didn't think it would be like this. Could be like this. We're both out of control."
I kissed her back, then leaned down for a quick taste of her tits. "We'll learn control, from each other."
"If we don't die first," she muttered.
"A thousand little deaths for you, my love."
"Jesus, you are one crazy fuck."
"I love you too."
She just stared at me in wonder.
"Is it still terribly sore down there?" I asked.
"Not so bad right now. I shudder to think what it'll be like tomorrow."
"Pass me the lube, love?" I asked her.
She laughed almost hysterically. When she calmed down she pushed me back onto the bed. "Not yet, cowboy. It's time for you to get a feel for my mouth, when I have some control over it."
She was right. It was better. Definitely better. Immeasurably so. I got a nice long show, and she demonstrated her incredible talent. She even had me on the edge of coming, but pulled back at the last moment.
"Show me what it was like last night. When you stayed inside me for hours."
How could I deny her? I would never deny her anything.
I placed her in position, and she made my cock nice and slippery for her. Then I was back inside of her, and it was heaven all over again.
"Oh Jill. I wish you could know what this is like. Being inside of you."
"Show me, lover."
I closed my eyes and leaned back, taking her gently. For several long minutes we were quiet as our joining continued.
"It's nice," she finally whispered softly.
"It's perfect. Just relax, and let me have you."
She seemed to be doing just that. "You were right, Alex. I could do this forever. It's so nice, so good."
I stroked her hip with my hand, continuing the penetration, endlessly fucking my dream. "I'm going to come now," I told her.
"Mmmmm," she sighed.
I didn't change anything, the slow methodical screwing never changing. But now I felt the throbbing of my cock as I released stream after stream into her. I felt that hint of softening I had the night before, but fucked my way through it, until I was regaining my full hardness.
"I can feel it. Feel you hardening again. It's like that? Just going on and on, filling me with your juices whenever you feel the need?"
"I never want to stop."
"Don't. Love me like this."
I think she was falling asleep she was so quiet. I was halfway there myself, my body on autopilot, the need to come inside of her slowly building again. Time had no meaning, and I didn't care. I was in my love. And she loved it and wanted me there.
"Fuck, Alex! Leave her alone already. What the fuck are you doing? She could wake up anytime."
The words shocked me to my senses. Jerry was standing there, awkwardly holding a baseball bat. I was more than a little surprised, but my hips argued to continue.
"God Damn it! Stop. She's my mother. Get off her now. Don't make me use this," he was nearly screaming, but stopped abruptly when his mother raised up on an elbow.
"Shhh, calm down baby, it's Ok," she said softly reaching down and patting my leg to stop.
I pushed deep into her, and held myself there, cautiously waiting to see the fallout.
Jerry dropped the bat. He hung his head and started crying. "I'm sorry Mom. I'm sorry."
"Come here baby," she motioned to him, and he marched to her like a zombie.
"Lay down with me, Jerry. Hold your mother."
He was sobbing, and crawled onto the bed and into her arms. "Shhh, it's Ok. It's Ok dear. It's not your fault."
"Mom!" The anguish in his cry was heart wrenching.
She scooted up the bed, almost dislodging me, but I followed, moving quickly and pushing her up the bed with my cock in her. When she stopped moving, her hand caressed my leg, and I felt her pushing against me. I gave her what she needed, my full length, in and out, possessing her.
"It's Ok, baby. Momma's Ok. None of us could have known," she told him. I was raised up on one elbow watching as she guided his head to her breasts.
Jerry turned his head and took her nipple into his mouth. Jill stroked his hair, calming him. "That's nice, baby. I like that. Love your momma."
"I love you Mom. I didn't mean any of it to happen. I'm so sorry."
"I know. I love you too. More than you can know."
She leaned back twisting her torso sideways, and her boy followed, fondling her tits, sucking on her hard nipples. She still had her upper leg over mine, and she tugged with her heel, encouraging me.
I leaned back and concentrated on that feeling, fucking her, watching her with her son. Her eyes were closed, and she was cuddling him, encouraging him. I fucked her harder, feeling her body rock against me.
"Mmm. Not like that Alex. Like before."
I couldn't say no, even though I wanted to rise up and pound her senseless. I settled back down, found the motion I was looking for, and concentrated on pleasuring us both. She tapped me on the head, and I looked up. She was holding the lube out for me.
I pulled out most of the way, and gave it a few more pumps, and soon was gliding in her effortlessly. That perfect rhythm resumed and I was in the zone.
I was in a trance, fucking mindlessly, when she moaned. "A little harder, baby, Momma's gonna come for her boys."
I couldn't be certain who she was speaking to but the words ignited me, reaching deep down into my balls. I fucked her harder, longer full strokes, and felt my own urge cresting.
"You're so big now, so hard, Alex. Are you going to come for me?"
"I have to," I told her.
"Come. Come in me. Fill me again. I'm so close."
I grabbed her hip and thrust mightily. Hard and fast, I fucked her, while her son played with her incredible tits. "Suck it now baby, suck it hard... harder," she gasped.
It was too much and I erupted inside of her, coming hard. I slammed my dick as far as I could, almost viciously.
She cried out, "Yes!" and I felt her tight pussy clenching at my cock while she came for me. She reached down and gently pushed Jerry away. "Easy baby. Momma's tender right now."
My cock was done. It had wilted down to nothingness, and popped out of her. I crawled up the bed and held her.
She kissed me on the forehead. "I did it. It's finally down."
"You did." I leaned up and kissed her lips.
"You didn't mind..." she nodded toward her son who was still gripping her breast, his head resting on her arm.
"Whatever you want, I want for you," I assured her.
"It wasn't like that, I just didn't want to see him so sad."
I reached for her available breast and gently massaged it. "I didn't mind. It was kind of nice."
She smiled and tousled his hair. "We need to get him a girl. Poor thing. Danielle maybe?"
"That would be nice but not likely," I told her.
"We'll see." She sighed then pushed us both away. "Alright. Enough's enough. Momma's sore over every inch of her body, and I'm starving. Let's all get cleaned up, and not a word about what you bad boys did outside of this room. Understood?"



"Yes ma'am," we answered in chorus.
"I'm gonna take a long hot bath, and I imagine your family's probably wondering about you, Alex."
She was right. I was probably in deep shit. She laughed when she saw the look on my face. "It's Ok. If you need me to, I'll talk to them."
I laughed. "And say what?"
She giggled. "I'll be creative. Jerry, I think it's time we got you working out too. If you want to have a chance with Danielle, we're going to have to clean up your act."
"Danni?"
"Yes. Now off with you both. Wait! Give me a kiss before you go."
I waited my turn and got a very nice kiss for my patience. "Alright, get going Ok? Momma needs some privacy."
I found my clothes and quickly got dressed while the love of my life disappeared into her bathroom. I didn't know what I was going to tell my parents. Anything but the truth, I guessed. They'd never believe that, anyway. Hell, I didn't.
* * * * *
Thanks for reading this story, I hoped you enjoyed it. As always, please remember to vote!



            Poolboy Benefits

            She's desperate for help. The question is, how desperate?

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/poolboy-benefits

Title: Poolboy Benefits

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Romance

Description: She's desperate for help. The question is, how desperate?

Tags: cheating, goals, fantasy, gigolo, squirting, oral, blow-job, milf




========================
She's desperate for help. The only question is how desperate?
This is an entry in the SUMMER LOVIN STORY CONTEST 2012. It's a little long - I'd normally break it up into two or three chapters, but as a contest entry, I made it one big story.
========================
"Mom, gimme a break! I only got back from college two days ago. How about a little time to relax?"
"If you're not going to work for you father, you're going to stick with our deal. I won't have you laying around the house all summer."
"All summer? I'm talking about a week's break, Mom. One week. Not a weekend. I'll start with the handyman services next Monday. I still haven't seen any of my old crowd or anything," I argued.
"Two days should be rest enough. Amy Daniels needs pool help in a bad way. I told her you'd stop by and see what you can do. Think you can find time for her in your busy day?"
Amy Daniels? "Uh, when does she need me?"
* * *
"What's the verdict, Alex?"
She'd been following me around for the last hour, like a nervous kid. The pool was a dark green swamp. I was trying to get to the root of the problem, but she was seriously distracting. I'd always had a thing for Mrs. Daniels, in a huge way, and her current outfit was reminding me why. She was wearing a bikini with a diaphanous waist wrap that left far too much of her MILFish body exposed for me to maintain my concentration on the task at hand.
I'd glance at her at every opportunity, taking in every little detail of her bodacious body. Her bikini top squeezing her skin, the flesh of the tits bulging at both sides of her bikini top. How the wrap around her narrow waist hung at the swell of her hips. The way her skin glowed, moist with perspiration, little drops of sweat rolling down her cleavage. The fine down of nearly invisible hairs on her forearms. Bowed lips, with fine lines of worry at their corners, as she listened to me explain each issue. I could barely tear my eyes off of her.
She and Mom were friends, good friends, had been ever since she and her husband first moved into the neighborhood four years earlier. They'd been newlyweds - he was about my parents age; she was a lot younger, just a couple of years out of college and the perfect arm-candy a go-getter needed to move ahead in the business world. Or so Mom said when they had first moved in.
"Mrs. Daniels, how long has it looked like this?"
"Since the end of pool season last year. Cash has been kind of tight, and we put off the work as long as possible, since we weren't going to use the pool," she admitted guiltily.
"Your pump is shot, the filter lines are clogged, and the scum on the bottom has gotten too good a hold to simply scrub off. No telling if the automatic cleaner is working at all. I imagine the filter itself is a complete mess. It's probably going to take a couple of weeks to get it clean. I think you're going to need professional help."
She was wringing her hands; I thought people only did that in movies. "I've already talked to the pool people. They want more than $4,000 to fix it. And they quoted three weeks to get the parts in and get it cleaned up. I was hoping we could have it done this weekend. And four grand is way out of my budget."
"This weekend? I don't think I could get it done that fast if I worked day and night on it. And it would still cost thousands of dollars."
She sat down on the spa wall, her pretty head in her fine, long-fingered hands. "Dale's going to kill me. It took me two years to convince him to put the pool in, and I promised I'd take care of it. Now we've got this huge party planned, and if it isn't perfect I'll never hear the end of it." She looked up at me, with her big green eyes. "Isn't there anything we can do? Please?"
I sighed. For Amy Daniels, I knew I'd do whatever it took. "Let me look into it, and I'll see what can be done. No promises."
She laughed, jumping up and giving me a big hug. "Thanks, Alex. I can't tell you how much I appreciate this. I promise, you won't regret it."
The hug was definitely worth the effort of doing a little research. Four years ago she'd been this sexy older woman, tall and beautiful, who would come by the house regularly to cry on Mom's shoulder. When I was 15 years old, she'd been my favorite fantasy. At nineteen, my freshman year behind me, she was sexier than ever, a body of dreams, with long brown hair and the biggest green eyes I'd ever seen. I was taller than her now, by several inches, and she seemed smaller, frailer, someone who needed taking care of.
It was almost lunch time, so I headed back down the street. Mom fed me while I spent a little time on the internet and making a few phone calls. By the time I was finished I had a possible solution. "You're killing me Mom. This pool job could kill half my summer. It's a mess."
Mom laughed. "Don't be a drama queen. Just fix her pool, Alex."
* * *
Mrs. Daniels was working on her tan, and she got up as soon as I opened the gate to the back yard. Same bikini, sans the cover-up. Wow.
"Alex! Any ideas?"
"Maybe. Instead of cleaning the water, we could empty it. I could give the inside an acid wash, and refill it with clean water. I can probably clean the pool lines, with a simple fish tape, some acid and a pressure hose. The pump is a bigger issue, but I can replace the motor instead of the whole pump. That could get the price way down. I'll have to clean out the filter, and all the pipes. It's going to take a while. Won't know about a lot of things until we get to them, though."
"How much are we talking?" she asked.
I had completed my preliminary pricing and figured about $400 for the motor, $200 in chemicals, a couple of hundred in supplies, o-rings, baskets, and lube, and $300-$400 more if I had to replace all 8 filter elements. If the automatic cleaner was still working and the salt-water chlorine converter was functioning, it would still run at least $1200 in materials, and of course something for 3-4 days of my time. I wasn't working for free.
"I can probably keep it under $2000, and I'll have to work on it all week," I told her. "I should be able to get it done in time."
I thought that would be great news, but she was still acting distraught. "$2000? Any way we could do it for under $1000?" she pleaded.
"A thousand?" I asked, incredulous. "The new pump alone would be over $1000!"
She came closer, putting her hand on my chest. "Alex, please. As a personal favor? I'd owe you one." Her hand burned where it contacted my chest.
A favor from Amy Daniels? Stay calm. Om-Mani-Padme... "How am I going to buy at least $1200 in material, for a thousand dollars, Mrs. Daniels? As much as I'd like to."
"Call me Amy, Alex. You're a college man now." Her hand ran down my chest, coming to rest on my belt buckle. "How about a barter system? Maybe I can do something for you, if you do this for me," she said. She was looking me in the eye, and I had a strong feeling that I knew what she was talking about.
And it wasn't milk and cookies.
It made me a little nervous. Strike that - a lot nervous. This woman was several years older than me, and a good friend of my mother. On the other hand, she was my life long fantasy, and hot, really hot. Then again, she was married. But let's not forget, hot. She was way out of my league. And I dreamed about her more than any woman alive. Hot.
"What did you have in mind, Amy?" I asked, reaching out and bravely placing a hand on her waist.
"How about if while you were working, I was sunbathing topless? If you could do the job for a $1000, I think I could 'accidentally' forget to wear my bikini top when you were over."
Not quite the offer I was hoping for. $200 out of pocket, and working 4 full days for free, all to get a little peep show? Hopefully I could negotiate better. "I could knock it down to $1500 for an offer like that," I countered.
She pouted cutely. "And if I let you put sun-tan lotion on me? I'd need to be lathered up several times a day."
I was slow to answer, thinking of rubbing my hands over her perfect body, especially her big, round, firm boobs. So close to my fantasies, but still so far away.
She was watching me and upped the offer. "You know, Alex. I've even been thinking of doing a little nude sunbathing. I'm sure a clean pool would put me in the mood for it."
The offer was hard to reject. She was my fantasy after all. I moved a little closer, putting my other hand on her hip, and running both hands along her sides, feeling her warm, slippery smooth skin. "It's a hell of an offer, Amy. Really. I wish I could do it. Believe me. But the parts are going to cost at least 12 to 14 hundred. And I don't have the kind of money to make up the difference. At $1200, I'd be working for free for a whole week."
She was thinking hard, and she moved closer, pressing her chest against me. "$1000 this week, and $200 more two weeks from now. Say yes, and we can start the lotion now." She reached behind her neck and untied her top, lowering her hands quickly to hold the small bit of material against her large tits.
Dad owned his own business. He was in general contracting, with several sizable government projects. He'd always harped on me about three things required to succeed in business. One, have written goals, and refer to them often. Two, be scrupulously honest and fair, and you'll be able to live off repeat business and referrals. Three, all of life is negotiating, every business owner has to be his own best salesman. Nothing's done until something's sold.
God I wanted her. Time to see if my negotiating skills were up to par.
I reached out to her, placing my hand on her cheek, my thumb rubbing across those luscious lips. "Make it $200 in two weeks, throw in a blow job each morning, an afternoon in bed once the job is done, and you have a deal." I don't know where I got the courage to spit it out, but I did, taking my chances. I had her over a barrel, and maybe my dreams could come true.
She stepped back abruptly. "Are you kidding? I can't do that!"
Jesus. Me and my big mouth. Time for the either/or close. "Amy, I really can't work for free. If you like, for $900 I'll fix the pump and filter for you, and I'll tell you what you need to do to clean the pool. It'll only take about 3 days of hard labor to get it cleaned up. Either that or I can do the whole job for you, and we can get a little creative on how to pay it off. Which would you rather do?"
She turned her back on me, and I watched her re-tie her bathing suit top. "I don't believe this is going to work, Alex. I'm disappointed in you. I think you'd better leave."
I suddenly felt lower than low. Why had I run my mouth? "Sorry I couldn't be of help, Mrs. Daniels." Fuck. For three hundred dollars I could have been rubbing her down right now. So close to my dream. And I'd still have had a chance later. Now I'd slammed the door shut. Damn it!
I guess my sales technique needed a little work. Or a lot.
* * *
"So? How did it go?" Mom asked when I walked into the kitchen for a soda.
"It didn't. She needs a lot of work done, but can't even afford to pay for the parts. I guess she's going to shop around, or maybe try to do it herself." I tried to keep the disappointment out of my voice.
"Really? That's too bad. Are you sure you couldn't work out a deal? Maybe she could pay you over time."
"We explored the idea, but I still can't afford to buy the parts on my own."
"You could charge it on my card. That would give you close to 30 days to pay it off without any interest. Maybe she could make payments."
I was rummaging through the pantry looking for a snack. "I'll keep that in mind if she doesn't come up with a better solution on her own. In the meantime I'm going to fix that board in the fence, and you might put the word out to your other friends that I'm available for odd jobs."
"Ok. But I'd still appreciate it if you did what you could for Amy. She's having a difficult time right now. She could use a little sunshine in her life."
"Alright Mom. I get it. I'll talk to her tomorrow, to see what I can do."
* * *
It was vacation. I'd stayed up late, and was hard at working avoiding getting out of my warm bed, when Mom knocked on the door. "Are you awake, Alex?"
I rolled over and sat up. "Sure. What's up?"
"That was Amy Daniels on the phone. She wants to know if you can go over first chance you get."
I looked over at the clock. 10:08 AM. Damn it. "Got it. Thanks. I'll go right after I clean up."
"Good. And remember what I said. Do what you can, and you can use my card to charge any parts if you need. Please, Alex."
"Ok, Mom. I'll do what I can."
* * *
Amy Daniels met me at the door, a little more conservatively dressed than the previous day. Just a little. She had a black crochet cover-up on, that was more holes than material, and I could see she had a white bikini on underneath it. It might have been sexier than the bikini alone.
"Hi Mrs. Daniels. Mom said you called."
"I did. Come in, please," she turned and walked into the kitchen. "Can I get you a drink, Alex?"
"Light beer if you have it."
She didn't comment on my being underage, or drinking before noon, or any other such nonsense. She brought me my beer, and I saw she was working on a drink of her own. "Have a seat."
I sat on the couch, and she sat down next to me, turned sideways.
"I'm sorry about yesterday. It was just that your suggestion caught me off-guard."
I turned to face her as well. "Me too. I don't know what came over me. I hope you'll forgive my rudeness. I was way out of line."
Her lips turned up in a poor imitation of a smile. "Of course. It was all just a small misunderstanding." She took a deep drink from her glass, and put it back down. "I know it's my fault. I started with the whole sunbathing nude, and putting lotion on. It's easy enough to jump to conclusions from there. But I'm not like that, you must know. I see how you look at me, Alex. I have for years. And I understand. I thought that a little show might be all it takes, but I forget sometimes you're not just a kid anymore."
"Please, Mrs. Daniels. You don't need to explain. I'd like to do this for you, if I can. Let's just figure out how. Anyway I look at it, it's going to come to at least $1200 in parts, maybe as much as $1500, and that's if we're lucky."
"I know. I made a few more calls, and I understand you are really doing your best. I had one company in here today, and to get it done by this weekend they wanted over $4500. It just seems crazy! That much to fix a pool! It was only $25,000 to put it in. Your estimate of $2000 was more than fair, I'm sorry about the way I behaved."
"No more 'sorries'," I reminded her. "How much money can you come up with now?"
"A little over a thousand."
I heaved a sigh. "Could you make up the difference in the next 30 days?"
"Another $1000?"
"No, the rest of the cost of the parts, maybe $300."
"I can get you at least $250 in the next couple of weeks, and the rest after that."
"Ok. I can work with that. That takes care of the money for parts. Now what can we do about the rest? We have to come up with an answer quick, because if I'm going to get this job done in the next three days, I'll be working non-stop until then, and we don't have a minute to waste." I was hoping she was still willing to go along with the topless/nude sunbathing.
I could see her blushing. "To start, the sunbathing and lotion part is still on the table. If you'd like."
"That's a very nice start." Hell, I'd settle for that, if that's what it took, but it was too early to tell her that.
She looked down, unable to meet my eyes. "I can't, I really can't be giving you blow-jobs every morning. Would a hand-job be enough? Maybe during your lunch break? I'll be happy to feed you while you're working here."
Daily hand-jobs? "Amy, that would be wonderful."
She seemed to perk up at my words, and she reached her hand out and put it on my knee. "Really? You'd settle for that?"
Not much of a salesman. It was obvious I could have pressed for more. "Amy, if that's all you're comfortable doing, I'm not going to force you into anything more."
Her smile was back. "Thank you Alex. I was thinking, if you'd like, after the job is done, you could come by once a week to take care of the pool. I could pay you $20 each time, and another hand-job, to kind of make up for things."
Jackpot. I'd hit the horny teenager lotto. I took her hand in mine, and gave it a squeeze. "I'd love to be your pool-boy, Amy."
She turned away again, suddenly nervous. "I guess that takes care of the daily payments. What are you going to need for the final payment? An afternoon in bed is simply out of the question."
"I'll tell you what. Let's get started. I have to get the pump motor as soon as possible, since nothing else can be done until that's fixed. If I somehow manage to get this pool clean in time for your party, you can decide what's fair as a final payment. I trust you."
She looked at me steadily. I wasn't sure what was going through her brain. She took a long sip from her cup. "That sounds fair. We'll base it on how good a job you do. I'll do my best to make sure you're not disappointed." She scooted closer. "Do you need your first payment now?" She looked down at my crotch.
Pinch me. I'm dreaming.
"I'd love to, but we really need to get that pump fixed. I'll take the cash now, and we can leave the rest of the payment for later. I should warn you, I'm going to need some help from you if we're going to get this done in time."
"What kind of help?" she asked hesitantly.
"Some jobs need more than one person. Especially scrubbing the pool. You don't mind helping with a little of the work, do you?"
"If it'll get the pool clean, I'll do whatever I have to."
"Then we have a deal. Can you write out a check? If so, I can be back with the parts I need in about an hour."
"Let me get my pen."
* * *
"Mom! Can I borrow you're credit card? I've got $1000 from Mrs. Daniels, which you can deposit. She'll pay the rest in the next few weeks."
"You worked out a deal? That's great! Thanks so much. I owe you for this one. I promise you, I'll make sure you get paid better in the future. Every job won't be a charity case."
Paid better? That might take some doing. "No problem. I didn't have anything lined up for the next few days, and when we're done, I'll have a regular job taking care of her pool each week."
"Terrific. Here's the card. And make sure you do a good job. And be respectful."
"I'll do my best, Mom. I promise."
* * *
Two hours later, I was back at the Daniels', tools in hand, cursing the installer that had placed the pump in such an awkward position. Amy was standing nearby, watching me struggle. She was still dressed in her bikini and cover-up, and I wanted to remind her about the sunbathing nude deal, but didn't have the guts.
"Damn it!" I growled, giving up on my current attack. "I'll have to remove the surrounding pipe. Nothing's ever easy, is it?"
"Nothing worth doing," she said. "But I know you'll get it done." I felt her gentle hands come to rest on my shoulders.
"Damn straight I will. If someone got it in here, I'll sure as hell get it out." It was already after 1:00, and a sizzling 94 degrees outside. If the water was just a little less swamp-like, I might have chanced diving in to cool off.
"Let's take a break from this for a minute," I suggested.
I saw her step back nervously. "Oh." She looked at me expectantly. "A break? Does that mean, uh, you want your payment now?"
I stood slowly, stretching. "You're killing me, beautiful. I want it more than you could possibly imagine. But I've got to get this done, or we can't empty the pool, can't work on the inlets and pump line, can't do much of anything." I walked past her, toward the deck. "Do you have a heavy duty extension cord we could use?"



"Sure. There's one in the garage."
"I'm going to grab my sump pump to start the draining. Plug in the extension cord, and bring it here."
It took about 15 minutes, but we had a fat hose slowly draining the pool, and I was ready to attack the main pump again. I looked over at my partner and I could see color on her cheeks from the sun. "Amy, your face is getting red. You better get some sun-block on."
She reached up to her face, then I saw the realization hit her. "I'm so sorry. I promised to, um, dress down, didn't I? And you should be the one putting the lotion on me."
I took her by the hand, and drew her over to the shade. "Let's get you out of the sun for now. I can't have you burning up on day one, can I?"
"I can't help you from over here," she argued weakly.
"Let's make a deal. I can handle pulling out the pump on my own. I might need a little help disassembling it and replacing the motor. Why don't you relax for a few minutes, and dress down for me? When I'm done pulling the pump, I'll lotion you up. That should be all the incentive I need. Once the motor is replaced, you can do a little something for me. And when it's back installed, you let me reapply the lotion. How's that sound?"
"Can we get all that done before 6:00? That's when Dale gets home."
"If I don't, I guess I forfeit the payment."
"That wouldn't be fair!" she practically whined. "You've already worked so hard."
"Incentive. I think I'll get it done."
"You better get going then," she told me, giving me a little push, and the cutest little smile.
* * *
Removing the line to the pump at the multi-port valve made the job a whole lot easier. It didn't take me 20 minutes to get the pump removed, including documenting the wiring. I carried the heavy pump into the shade of the porch where I had a table set up and my tools. I also had my printout for replacing the motor. I was surprised, and more than a little disappointed, to find that Amy wasn't there.
I walked over to where the bare faucet exited the side of their house, and washed my hands and face the best I could, and giving myself a quick spray-down to cool off. When I got back to the porch, Amy was standing there, looking awfully nervous, next to a tray with drinks. She wasn't topless. She was naked as the day she was born.
"I didn't think you'd be done so fast," she hurried to explain.
"Incentive." I looked her over slowly. "Damn, you are one beautiful woman."
She smiled shyly, her hands crossing over her crotch. "Thank you."
I took the Bud lite off the tray and downed half of it. "God, I needed that. It's a scorcher today."
She watched me quietly.
I saw there were several different bottles of suntan lotion on the table. I started looking them over. I looked back at Amy and her very clear tan lines. "You don't sunbathe nude much, do you?"
"Never."
I selected a bottle of SPF 50 sensitive skin sun-block and an SPF 30 Hawaiian Tropic lotion. "Looks like you didn't get too burned this morning, this should do the job. I'll put it on you now if that's Ok."
"That's the deal," she said softly.
I grabbed the SPF 30, and squirted a liberal amount into my hand. "I'm going to start with the areas that are already a little tan, and afterwards we'll protect those areas that aren't used to being exposed to the sun." I walked behind her, thankful her hair was tied up. I put my hands on her shoulders and started working in the lotion. Jesus help me, I was touching Amy Daniels' naked body. I took my time, carefully coating each slender arm and the entirety of her back. I bypassed where her skin was whitest across her back, and on her butt. She stood still for me, barely moving.
"How hard is it going to be replacing the motor?" she asked.
I was kneeling behind her working her toned legs. "Spread your legs a little Amy, please." She opened them a little more than shoulder wide, and I felt her tremble when I coated the inside of her thighs up to her crotch. "I'm not sure. I've done it once before, on a different model. It should be a little easier this time. Figure on less than two hours."
"Before 4:00 then? That would be good."
I completed down to her ankles and rubbed some lotion into the top of her feet. Then I moved in front of her, watching her eyes tracking me. "Hold your hair back from your face and close your eyes."
She caught her breath when my fingers touched her face, and she tilted her chin up. I carefully covered her face and neck making sure to get her ears and the top of her cheeks. She looked so damned pretty, I forgot myself and pressed my lips to hers. She jerked away for a moment, then leaned back into me, letting me kiss her, her eyes held tightly shut.
It was a soft tender kiss, my tongue barely outlining her lips. Her mouth opened slightly, and our tongues met briefly. "We should get some chap-stick on your lips, gorgeous."
"It's on the table."
Sure enough. I held her chin still and painted her lips with the cherry lip-balm. I went in for another short kiss, tasting the difference. She responded sweetly, opening her lips to me quicker, her tongue grazing against my teeth.
Again I broke it off, grabbing the tanning lotion and traversing her front, still avoiding those areas I'd most like to be rubbing. I did a thorough job, exploring every square inch of her tanned skin.
"Ready for the rest?" I asked her, putting the 30 aside and reaching for the 50.
"I guess so," she said nervously.
I dipped my finger into a pool of lotion and drew a line across her back, just a little wider than her existing bikini top line. Loading up my hands with more of the cool cream, I dropped to my knees and placed my hands on her nice round butt cheeks. They flexed cutely under my touch. It was beyond comprehension, and my brain was in imminent danger of sensory overload shutdown. My hands grasped her white globes, squeezing gently, getting a feel for the flexibility, softness, and texture. I moved them, in small slow circles, gradually growing larger, exposing her most private parts to my hungry eyes.
I blanketed them completely, spending as much time on her butt as I had on her complete back and legs. I carefully traced my fingers down her crack, brushing across her sexy little pucker repeatedly.
"That's a little much, Alex," she said softly.
"Don't want you getting your beautiful skin burned. Open your legs," I told her.
She was trembling as she spread her legs and leaned over, her hands resting on the table. I rubbed the lotion along the sides of her pussy, over and over again, slowly opening her up a bit. Her lips were swollen and I leaned in close, my face inches from her. I traced a finger up her slit, then into her, just enough to feel her silky moistness. She fought a losing battle to stifle a moan.
"Alex, please," she gasped.
I had three days and countless opportunities ahead of me. That reminder to myself was enough to endow me the patience and restraint to finish without getting too carried away.
I got up and she slowly straightened. I saw a hint of a smile. "Pretty damn thorough," she observed.
"Always." I turned her away from the table, lathered up my hands and went at her remarkable tits.
Again, I enjoyed myself, feeling, kneading and fondling her full breasts, leaving no part of them untouched. Her nipples stood bravely at attention, and I played with them a fair amount. She was breathing hard by the time I was finished.
I dropped to my knees, loaded up on sun-screen, and took care of the smooth white flesh down below. I behaved better this time, covering her thoroughly, but only spending less than a minute on her pussy, once more fingering her lightly before declaring my work done. I managed to stop before any more warnings.
I was hard as a rock, my dick sticking straight out, tenting my bathing shorts obscenely. Amy was keenly aware of it, and reached down, grasping my shaft. "Sure you don't want your payment now? You look like you really could use it."
"I want it. Desperately. So let's hurry and get this motor swapped out, before I lose my mind."
She giggled. "Got you a little worked up, did we?"
"A little? You've got the greatest body I've ever been close to. Touching you like that had my heart racing like a NASCAR winner."
"I guess we better get started." She leaned closer, "I'm looking forward to paying you off," she whispered softly.
The difficulty lay in removing the pump assembly from the outer shell. Amy was leaning over the pump, her hands braced against it, all of her weight pressing down on it, to hold it still. Her tits were squeezed out between her upper arms, driving me crazy. I was tugging on the pump, pulling from side to side, trying to wiggle it out, and her tits were responding to my actions by shaking like crazy, making me want to throw everything to the side and gobble them up.
I kept looking up at her as the plastic separated, a few millimeters at a time.
"What?" she asked, catching my eye.
I was honest. "Your incredible tits are driving me crazy."
She giggled and gave a little shimmy. "Oh, these old things?"
"Damn you're hot, woman."
She smiled, then leaned forward, her weight still pressing downward, but about a foot closer. "Hot for my pool-boy."
She was killing me. With a growl I yanked hard and the two pieces separated, almost landing me on my butt.
She laughed out loud. "I see what you mean by incentive. If we get this done by four, I'll let you play with my tits while I'm paying you off."
She left me, with the excuse that she was going to clean up. I started the disassembly, and watched her lay out in the sun, chatting on the phone, completely naked. I wanted to throw the tools aside and jump on her.
At 3:44 I was attaching the last of the bolts. "Done. Now to see if it was done right," I called out to her, mesmerized as she walked toward me, her body glistening in the sun. She was wiping herself down with a towel and casually wrapped it around her waist.
I pulled out my test wiring harness, and plugged it in. With a flick of a switch, the pump came to life. "Ta-da! Three-hundred thirty two dollars, and 3 hours later, we have ignition."
She smiled for me. "The pool company wanted $1600 parts and labor to replace the pump."
"I guess you're getting your money's worth."
"And I imagine it's time to make sure you're rewarded for coming to my rescue."
I didn't have any witty response for her, and thankfully didn't need one. She lowered my shorts, freeing my aching erection. Within a few moments she had me reclining on one of the loungers, sitting next to me, her hand holding my cock.
Her hand glided up and down my shaft, silky soft against my tender skin. She grabbed a bottle of tanning oil, and drenched me, her hand sliding freely. I closed my eyes, as near to heaven as I was ever likely to get. "God, please, let me die now."
She giggled. "Now that would be a shame, since we still haven't gotten to the good part." Her fingers gripped a little tighter, as if trying to draw my essence outward. "I've felt so guilty for the last few hours, seeing you working so hard, that huge bulge in your shorts never going down. You've been hard for me since you got back from the store, haven't you?"
"A lot longer than that," I confessed. "Years longer."
"Then it's about time I did something about it, isn't it?"
I groaned for her, thrusting back against her hand. "This is incredible. Just like that."
"Hard to believe I let you talk me into doing this for you every week for the rest of the summer. Can you even imagine anything like it? Now every single week, I'm responsible for making sure that first we prime this monster of yours, and then we milk it dry."
She moved up the chair, until she was sitting beside my waist. "You've always liked my titties, haven't you, Alex?"
"Always," I managed to groan.
"You can touch them, if you like."
I reached out and cupped her tit in my hand. So beautiful. So perfect. With a loud groan I came for her. She continued stroking me, drawing forth every last drop. "Wow, Alex! You came a lot! Been saving up for me?"
I twitched when her hand cupped my sensitive head and twisted softly. "Since last night."
She reached for a towel and wiped me down, before handing me the rest of my Bud. "I hope I didn't disappoint you. But you better get going if you're going to finish in time to give me another lotion treatment."
It took a good bit longer to get the pump reinstalled. Close to an hour, including wiring and testing. I stood up and called out to Amy who was laying out under the late afternoon sun, watching me, when she wasn't texting her friends. "Done. Time for the test."
She got up, and walked toward me, her naked body still an amazing vision. She giggled as she got closer. "Hard again? Already?"
"Still," I laughed with her.
I leaned over and hit the filter button. The pump kicked on, and I heard the tell-tale hum and rhythm of the priming before the water from the bottom of the pool started to flow into the pump.
"Phase 1 is done. You've got a working pump again."
"Not a moment too soon. I'm overdue for another layer of suntan lotion." She walked over to her lounger, straightened out her towel, and laid down on her belly.
I peeled off my sweaty shirt and walked over to the faucet so I could clean my hands and face. I splashed the water over my body a bit to cool off, then retrieved the suntan lotion from the porch.
Once again I started with the SPF 30 and applied it to most of her back and legs, enjoying the feeling of her skin under my hands. She was quiet, small sounds of satisfaction escaping her on occasion. Then I had the SPF 50 in my hands and I went to work on that beautiful ass.
Her cheeks were full and soft and felt magical in my hands. After a minute or two when I started down her crack, she spread her legs for me, bending one knee outward to expose herself.
I rubbed her soft pussy, feeling the light stubble at the top, teasing her, playing with her. I opened her up bit by bit, tugging on her fleshy lips, slowly insinuating a finger into her. She moaned for me, and I started pressing a second one in with the first.
"Enough, Alex," she managed to gasp, bringing her legs together.
I pulled out, rubbing her sweet butt cheeks one last time.
She rolled over, her eyes intense. "Somehow I don't think that last part was purely necessary. I don't see much chance of getting sun burned there."
I grinned. "You know I like to be thorough."
She gave a small shake of her head, then leaned back for me to finish my job.
I started with the SPF 30 again, working the lotion into her skin, thorough as ever. She was relaxed, eyes closed, letting me caress and fondle her. When I reached for the SPF 50 she opened one eye, watching me. "Not too crazy, Ok?"
I leaned over and gave her a soft kiss. "Maybe just a little?"
"A little, that's all," she murmured, closing her eyes again.
I started with her breasts again, leaning over her and playing with them to my hearts content. Her nipples got hard almost instantly, and I tugged on them lightly, wrenching a soft gasp from her sexy lips. I tongued her nipple.
"Alex," she softly warned.
I sucked the nipple into my mouth, ignoring the taste of the sun-screen.
"Alex!" she barked, a little sharper.
I heeded her warning and went to work down below. I made sure her pale white skin was well protected before I moved between her legs. She opened them for me, and I rubbed her softly before venturing to insert my fingers back inside of her. I heard a soft whimper escape her lips, driving me crazy.
I climbed onto the lounge next to her, stretching out beside her, my fingers never leaving her warm nether embrace. She turned and looked at me, as I brought my face closer to her.
"You're being very naughty, young man," she whispered.
"Kiss me."
She closed her eyes and leaned her head closer. I pressed my lips to hers, and kissed her long and deep, my mouth claiming hers, my tongue exploring, while my fingers worked their magic inside of her. "Alex, this is bad," she said softly while she squirmed under my touch.
"I want to taste you, Amy," I confessed.
"Down there?" she whispered huskily.
"I could live down there, my tongue buried inside you."
She moaned, clamping her legs over my fingers, coming for me so sweetly. I eased back, stroking her lightly, showering kisses over her beautiful face.
"We can't Alex. Not now. Dale will be home soon."
"I know. Just remember that when you're thinking of ways to reward me when this is all done."
She gasped slightly as my fingers slid back inside of her. Then she chuckled. "Reward you? That's a reward I'll have to work hard to earn for myself."
She reached out and pushed me away, closing her sweet legs. "Enough. That was very, very naughty of you. I think you'd better get back to work, and I need to start getting ready for his Highness to make his appearance."
She sat up and put her bathing suit back on. "Oh. I guess I didn't need all that lotion after all." She smiled her dazzling smile, and broke my heart for about the thousandth time.
I had disassembled the big filter, and the grids were a mess. I made a quick trip to the pool store for 8 replacement filter elements, another $180 down the drain, and was finishing installing them when Dale Daniels came out to see what I was up to.
"Hey Alex," he called out, walking forward with his hand outstretched. I wiped my hand on my shorts and shook his. "How's school been treating you?"
"Not bad. Got a 3.8 GPA, and making some new friends," I told him.
"Not to mention all those young girls looking to expand their horizons, right?" he laughed. "God, I loved college. Freshman girls. Yum."
I laughed along with him. "Nothing to complain about there."
"I bet. You really think you can get this mess cleaned up in time for the party?"
"I think so. I'll give it my best."
"If you need any help from Aims, let me know. I'll make sure she does her part. Can't believe she let it get like this after all those promises to take care of it."
I felt the urge to defend her. "It's not that bad. The filter and pump are back in top shape. I should have the water cleaned out by tomorrow evening."
"That'll be a miracle. I hope she's paying you enough. This is coming out of her household money, but if she can't cover it, let me know. I'll make up the difference and settle with her. Take it out of her cute little ass if I have to, if you know what I mean."
The man was a pig. "I'm pretty sure we'll be fine, but I'll keep that in mind."
He slapped me on the shoulder. "You do that. Good job here. Keep it up, and I might find some more work for you around the place."
"Thanks. I appreciate it."
I had the chlorinator soaking in a diluted acid bath, cleaning the cells, when Amy made her appearance. She was dressed in shorts and a blouse, but I couldn't help but think of what was hidden underneath it.
She pulled up short, while I rinsed off the chlorinator. "Jeez. Now I know what a sheep feels like walking into the lion's den. You look like you're ready to eat me alive."
"Given half a chance," I told her with a big smile.
"Shhh. Behave yourself."
"You started it."
She shook her head at me. "How are we doing?"
"Pretty much done here. Tomorrow we clean the lines, empty the pool, and scrub it down."
"What time are you going to be over," she asked.
"I figure around 9:00. Got a lot to do."
"Make yourself at home. I'll leave the gate unlocked. I've got a couple of morning errands to run, but I'll be back to help you as soon as possible, Ok?"
"Perfect. I should be able to get a lot done, without a Goddess distracting me."
She rolled her eyes at me. "Whatever. I've got to go in. See you tomorrow, poolboy."



* * *
I was waist deep in horrible green slimy water, the pump working diligently to drain the pool, when I heard her make her appearance the next morning.
"Jesus, Alex! How can you stand to be in that slop?"
I was pulling the fish-tape back out of the cleaner line, having spent the morning cleaning the intakes out of their accumulated debris. "You do what you have to, when you have to, so that you can do what you want to."
"And what do you want to do bad enough that you'd be doing that?"
"I'm quite certain you know, my Goddess of the morning."
She laughed at me, as I rolled in the last of the metal tape. "I'm going to go change now, can I bring you something to eat or drink?"
I was slogging my way out of the gunk, and walking back to the intake valves which were half disassembled. "Before you go, can you turn on the water at the faucet for me when I tell you to? Slowly at first, until I tell you otherwise."
I had my Drain King bladder wedged into the pipe, ready to go. "START IT," I shouted out, and she turned it on. I watched the bladder fill and seat itself, stopping the water from coming back out of the pipe. I got up and watched the pool end of the pipe. "MORE," I shouted out. I watched the water start to flow, slowly at first then faster. Pieces of debris start to come out, then a large mass of mystery stuff blew out of the pipe, and water rushed out under pressure. I looked over and Amy was watching the results. "That's it, you can turn it off."
She walked over to me afterwards, while I was pulling out the hose and removing the bladder. "That's it?"
"That was the last of three. All clear."
"A year ago the pool guy wanted $250 to clean those pipes."
"Didn't cost you a penny. I already had the fish-tape and bladder. Lucky you."
"You're a miracle worker, Alex. Have I mentioned that? You are really piling up the brownie points." She gave me a huge grin. "So which bathing suit do you want me to not wear today?"
"Boots, sweat pants, a long sleeve shirt and rubber gloves. And as much as I hate to say it, you're going to have to actually wear them."
"Really?"
"Really. We're going to scrub down the inside of the pool. And we're using muriatic acid, which we are NOT letting touch a single inch of that heavenly body."
She sighed loudly, then turned away from me. For my part, I was still scooping leaves out of the bottom of the pool with a shovel. The water level was down to the point where it was only a few inches deep in the shallow end. I got out of the pool and started prepping the acid wash.
I wanted to laugh when Amy made her appearance, but I valued my life too much so I stifled it. "You look hot," I teased.
"I AM hot."
"Shouldn't be too long," I told her. "Your job is pretty easy. While I wash down the sides with acid, you're going to follow behind and use the scrubber on the wall from the side. When we've finished an area, you'll rinse it with a hose, while I scrub from the inside. We're using a strong acid and the fumes are really bad for you, so you'll have to wear this respirator." I handed her the gas-mask looking device, watching her eyes bulge.
"Are you serious?"
"100%. We'll be done in an hour, and your lungs will thank me for the precautions."
"How come you get to wear shorts and a t-shirt?"
"My skin doesn't matter. Hell, a few nice chemical scars might give me some character. Plus I've done this before and I'll be careful. Notice I'm wearing boots and a respirator too. And I'll be wearing goggles, which you don't have to worry about, if you'll wear your sunglasses."
"Are we ready?" she asked.
"Not quite. I want to get as much of this old water out first." The pump was still draining the bottom of the pool. I was pushing all the debris down to the bottom. "You can spray the sides and bottom to clean them as much as possible," I told her.
We worked at it, and she made sure to hit me with the hose a few times. "Hey!" I barked at her, when she hosed me down pretty thoroughly from just a few feet away.
"Just wanted to make sure there was still a beefcake pool-boy somewhere under that slime-man exterior."
It was only a few minutes until the water at the bottom was only a couple of inches deep. "Get ready to shut off the filter," I told her.
"How?"
"On the panel. Press the button that says 'filter'."
She stood beside the pool panel, and when the water started gurgling at the bottom I told her to kill it.
A few last minutes shoveling out all the old leaves, grime and dirt, and we were ready to go.
"Time to start cleaning. We'll work from the deep end to the shallow, so I don't end up standing in a pool of acid at the end." I had a standard sprayer filled with a 1 to 1 dilution of the acid. I sprayed a swath about 5 feet wide from the top to the bottom, starting in the deep end. The yellow liquid started bubbling immediately, and while she brushed the area, I watched for any stains that needed a second treatment. "Looks good, now the rinse."
While she rinsed the section, I took a long-handled scrub brush to it. A few seconds later we had a bright and shiny section of clean wall.
"That's amazing," she said through her muffled respirator.
"Yep," I was already onto the next section.
The walls only took about 20 minutes, but I was already getting overheated. I imagine she was doing worse.
"Five minute water break, and then we finish this up."
She stumbled over to the porch, removing her respirator, and peeling her shirt off, exposing a pink bikini top. She was definitely red in the face, and sweating profusely. "I'm burning up," she said.
"I know, me too."
"Is all this really necessary?"
"If you want you can leave the shirt off for the next part. Just stay above the acid line and spray toward me. The long pants and respirator have to stay."
"I had no idea it was this much work," she confessed.
"Ounce of prevention, pound of cure," I reminded her. "With luck, you won't have to do this again for a very long time."
She polished off a beer with me, before we suited up and hit the pool again.
Another 30 minutes of me applying acid and scrubbing the bottom, with Amy spraying down the surface behind me, and we were down to the 'beach' entrance, which was the most dangerous for me. The shallow angle of the spray had the acid splashing up on my legs if I wasn't careful. We managed to complete that with most of my skin intact, and from inside the pool we washed all the liquid down to the deep end, around the drains. "Get me the large container of soda ash, please."
She left the pool while I scrubbed the last area. She returned in a minute with container. "What's this for?"
"Neutralize the acid before we pump it out of the system."
I dumped the mix into the standing water, stirred it up, and brushed the bottom again. "Alright. Turn the filter back on, and we'll get rid of this junk."
It was nice to have her doing the running back and forth for me. My arms and back were aching from the continuous scrubbing. I heard the pump kick on and watched the water quickly disappear. I brushed the dwindling puddle toward the twin drains then grabbed the hose and sprayed it down until the last of the water vanished. "KILL IT!"
I heard the pump shut down.
"So, what do you think?" I asked her.
She was standing at the edge of the pool, stripping off the gloves and sweat pants. The respirator was already long gone. "Looks like new."
"Doesn't it? We're two thirds done. It's clean. Now it has to be filled and opened, and we have to test the cleaner."
"Why were we in such a hurry? It only took two days."
"We got lucky. We could have ended up with a serious problem in the lines, or in the filter plumbing and that could have eaten up another day. Also, the water needs to circulate for 24 hours before people can use it and we'll have to tweak the water chemistry tomorrow and Saturday. Still lots of little jobs to do."
"Can we take a break?"
"In a few minutes. Let's get started with refilling the pool. That's going to take a long time."
Luckily, one of her sprinkler settings turned on a water inlet to keep the water level up during the hot season. Between that and the two outside faucets, we had the pool filling as fast as possible.
"Come on in, the water's fine," I told her, standing in the bottom of the pool.
She laughed and joined me, just in time to get sprayed by the hose. "Damn it, Alex! That's cold!"
"I thought you were hot?" I teased.
She grabbed the second hose and sprayed me down pretty thoroughly. "I thought you liked me hot."
I went to her and took her in my arms. "I love you hot."
"That's nice to hear," she said softly, leaning against me.
I kissed her forehead. "What do you say after we clean up a bit, we have some lunch, and then I oil you up nice and good before I start on my next chores."
"Mmm. Sounds like a plan."
We hosed each other down. Amy made me strip completely, and bathed me like a child, determined to get every last remnant of swamp water off of my skin. She was particularly mischievous cleaning between my legs, running the hose right down my crack while she rubbed her hand behind it. She made me sit on one of the built in underwater benches, and stood in front of me, pouring the cold water across my crotch, and running her hand through my pubes, and over my balls and cock. I was semi-hard, the icy water making it a challenge to firm up the rest of the way.
She stepped back, and looked me over. "Much better. There's my handsome poolboy. Swamp Thing is gone at last."
She made us sandwiches while I put away all the caustic chemicals and rinsed off the sprayers and brushes. When she came out of the kitchen she was topless, and looked simply incredible.
She grinned at me watching her. "Down boy. Lunch first."
While we ate our sandwiches, washed down by a Coke, she surprised me.
"I was thinking. I can't stand the thought of you being uncomfortable all day. So I thought that whenever you get hard, I'd take care of you."
I almost spit up my Coke. "That's a hell of an offer but I don't think it'll work."
"Why not?"
"I won't get anything done."
"How's that?"
"You'll be taking care of me non-stop."
She laughed. "No, seriously."
"Seriously. You know I jacked off 4 times last night just thinking about you."
The look on her face was priceless. "Four? Four times?"
"And that was just thinking about you. Yesterday I shot off pretty quick, but somewhere around the fourth or fifth time, it would probably take you half an hour or longer to finish me."
She just stared at me. Then she took a long drink from her cup. "I guess that's just a chance we'll have to take. I bet you're hard now, aren't you?"
"Of course."
She grinned. "Shall we get started?"
"At least let me lotion you up first, or you'll be doing me back to back."
"What are we waiting for?" She stood up and removed her bikini bottoms. "Do me standing. You're way too naughty once I'm laying down."
I stood up and went to her little basket of tanning supplies.
"I want to try 30 all over. I'd like to start working on an all-over tan," she said.
I stood behind her, and rubbed her down thoroughly, working straight down her body. I didn't spend an inordinate time on her ass, as much as I wanted to, but I did go back at the end and work my way over her pussy, taking the opportunity to explore her a bit. When she closed her legs, I knew it was time to move to the front.
"Can I have a kiss?" I asked before starting.
"One. And just a little one."
Her idea of a little one was perfect by me. She settled into my arms and kissed me back firmly and deeply. Then I was back to fondling her, under the guise of applying tanning lotion. I worked from head to foot, making sure her breasts were well taken care of. When I reached her toes, I started my way back up the inside of her thighs.
"If you're going to be thorough, wipe your hands down first. I have enough of that stuff inside me already."
All pretenses aside, I wiped my hands on a towel, then reached between her legs. I pulled her close and she hugged me, while I fingered her until I had her moaning nicely.
"Would you really like to lick me down there?" she asked quietly.
"Please."
"Just a little, Ok?"
I picked her up in my arms, making her squeal, then lowered her onto the lounge. I parted her legs and moved between them, kissing the soft insides of her thighs. She jumped when my tongue brushed across her tender opening. I held her down and sucked on her lips, pulling them out, separating them with my tongue. She seemed to melt into the lounge while I lapped her warm slot.
"Jesus, that's nice," she gasped, running her fingers through my hair.
I spent a long time playing with her. Nibbling her little clit, sucking on her, licking her. I teased her with a couple of fingers, feeling her excitement build for me. The sweetest sounds came from her, sighs, moans, squeals, whimpers, egging me on. Her sudden orgasm surprised me, but I rode through it, my tongue teasing her clit throughout her strong release.
When she relaxed, breathing hard, I finished up, taking a last taste of my beautiful boss.
She sat up, looking at me with obvious wonder. "God, a girl could get used to that."
"Yours whenever you want," I assured her.
"Get those shorts off."
I obeyed, standing in front of her naked.
"Sit."
I did, barely hitting the cushion before her hand was on my cock stroking me. "Cum for me, Alex. Spray your cum on me." She stroked me hard and fast, eager to make me shoot.
All the warm up had done its job. It couldn't have been two minutes later, when I was gasping, trying to hang on, never wanting it to end. "I'm gonna come, beautiful. Where do you want it?"
"On my tits. Shower me."
I stood and turned to her where she was seated. Her hand was a blur, jacking me off. "Now," I warned her.
She slowed her pace and pointed my cock at her tits. Slow firm strokes drained me, and I squirted several ropes across her firm alabaster breasts. When I was done, she rubbed my cock head with her perky nipples, squeezing out every last drop.
"There, that should hold you for a while. Let me know when you need my help again." She got up and started clearing the lunch mess, my cum clinging to her skin.
I didn't have the heart to tell her I could already use her help. I put my shorts back on, hiding the fact that I was still pretty hard.
I got the pressure washer out and cleaned the area around the lip of the pool, then worked on the tile rim. I spent a good bit of the time watching her reading a book while she got some more sun. Naked looked good on Amy.
The ping of her phone getting text messages, and her constant responses had me wondering who she was communicating with, and if I was part of that conversation. "Poolboy, could you come over here a second?"
I walked over and was surprised to see her hold up her phone, back pointed toward me. "That was all, thanks. And let me know if you need my help with anything."
I was putting away the pressure washer when she came over to help me. "Looks like you could use some attention," she told me, with a meaningful glance below my waist.
"Lotion first?"
"Sure, but make it quick. No fooling around, Ok? And take your shorts off first."
"Got it." It only took me a couple of minutes to get her nice and slippery again. I still spent more time on her butt and tits than was absolutely necessary, but she didn't give me too hard a time over it.
This time she had me sit on a chair, and pulled one of the cushions off so she could kneel on it, at my feet. I had only been semi-hard, but the act of rubbing her all over, and her sexy positioning had its expected effect.
"Sorry about that last one, you were driving me crazy," she explained, taking my cock in her hand and stroking me slowly.
"I wasn't complaining."
"No. I guess not. Still, I thought we could be a little more playful this time. Not be in such a rush."
"Sounds good to me."
"There's something I was thinking about. I thought maybe you'd like it."
"I imagine you're right, whatever it is."
"Good." She reached out for the tanning lotion and squirted a lot at the top of her cleavage. She rubbed it around, then leaned forward, wrapping her tits around my cock. She pushed them together and moved them up and down, sometimes together, sometimes separately. "What do you think?"
I groaned, holding her shoulders and thrusting between her soft mounds. "I think you are amazing," I groaned.
"You like it?" she whispered shyly.
"Incredible."
She watched me, smiling sweetly, while her pillowy breasts pleasured me. I had never done anything like it before, but I swore by all that was Holy, I'd be doing it again.
"Is it exciting you? Can you come for me like this?"
"Definitely."
"Do you want to hold them? Fuck my tits with your big fat cock? Tell me what you want."
I couldn't even get any words out. I grabbed her soft tits, squeezing them together, and thrusting up between them. I spread my legs as wide as possible, allowing her to get closer. She giggled when she applied a new layer of lotion to her smooth channel. It was different, oily and slippery as hell.
"That stuff is good," I gasped.
"Fuck my tits, Alex. Use me," she whispered huskily.
It only took me a minute or so longer to reach the point of no return. "Where?" I gasped.
"Right there. Come for me Alex. Come on my tits."
With a groan, I acceded to her command.
She giggled, and rubbed my cock all over the mess I'd made of her, spreading my cum around her skin. "I like to feel it on me, feel it harden under the sun, tightening, clinging to my skin." She blushed. "When you told me you came 5 times thinking about me, all I could imagine was laying out in the sun, while you covered me with your spunk over and over again, my skin tingling wherever you coated me."
I laughed. "That's a fantasy I think I wouldn't mind working on. I could save up for a few days, and see how many times I could come for you, back to back to back, marking you as mine."
Her hands moved up to her chest, fingers rubbing at my sticky cum. "You do that for me, and I promise I'll find something equally as wild to do for you."
After our break I went around the inside of the pool removing each of the water outlets, which took some doing, and re-seating each one after cleaning them. I aimed them upward just enough so that the water would break the surface. I inspected the entire surface, brushing away any last remnants of embedded algae, and working on the calcium deposits where the tile met the gunnite. I took my brush to the outside of each of the pool lights, then decided to test them.
Dead. Both of them.
"Whatcha doing?"
I looked around and Amy was watching me. "Your pool lights are out."
"Oh. Yeah, they haven't worked in a while."
"Anything else not working I should know about?" I may have said it a little more abruptly than I intended.
"Not really. I mean, nothing I can think of."
"It would help if you told me about everything. It would save a few trips to the store."
She pouted. "You're not mad at me are you?"
"Not mad. But you do need to start paying some attention to the pool if you want to enjoy it."
"I know. I'm sorry, but at least I'll have you to help me all summer, won't I?"
"Of course. But if I find out anything else is wrong, I may put you over my knee and give you a reminder."
She giggled. "Would you like to do that? Paddle my bottom? I deserve it."
"Maybe I should."
"As long as you promise to kiss it better after," she said softly.
With her bent over my lap, both of us naked, it only took me about a dozen smacks to have her buns nice and pink. I held her firmly in my lap, and administered a couple more for good measure.



"Ow, please Alex, that's enough, it stings," she whined.
"Its supposed to, naughty girl. How else will you remember to do what you're supposed to. Bad girls need guidance."
She was squirming and fighting me, but I could hear the excitement in her voice. Each new smack earned a small gasp, as she turned and twisted to escape the worst of each new blow. "Please! I'll be good, I promise. Let me be good for you."
I slid my hand between her legs and patted her pussy, short firm little slaps that turned out to be surprisingly wet. "I'm sorry!" she cried, squirming deliciously. I slid my fingers into her soaked pussy, making her cry out. She opened her legs, and I hammered at her pussy, two fingers pounding away inside of her.
"Please, Alex. Not like this. Don't make me come like this, it's embarrassing," she moaned.
I reached my opposite hand across her body, and started pushing my finger tip against her little brown rose bud. "No, Alex, that's dirty, stop, please."
"Who was the naughty little girl?" I asked, my fingertip slowly working inside of her.
"I was."
"And what happens to naughty little girls?"
"They're punished."
"That's right. They're spanked, and man-handled, and they come when they're told."
She couldn't hold still, and moaned sweetly when my finger slid into her butt to the second knuckle. With my other hand, I added a third finger and pumped her pussy hard.
"You're very wet, aren't you? What kind of a nasty girl gets this wet from playing with her bottom? You're a dirty little girl, aren't you?"
She moaned. "Yes. I'm a dirty, nasty, filthy girl."
"What do I need to do to make my dirty girl come for me?"
"Just don't stop," she whimpered, writhing under my touch.
I pushed my finger deeper into her ass, pumping it in and out, while my other hand was pushing, pumping, twisting inside of her pussy. I felt the trembling start, then uncontrollable quivering. Her legs were stretched out, muscles rock hard. She cried out, ass cheeks clenching, coming hard for me. I eased my fingers out of her, and rubbed her pink cheeks gently.
She climbed slowly off of my lap, then crawled over to the lounge. She knelt down on it, raising her bottom up, and lowering her head to the cushion. "Kiss it better?" she asked piteously.
I knelt behind her, bestowing kisses all over her soft cheeks, before I opened her up. I stuck out my tongue and slowly licked around her tight rear hole, probing it gently.
She gave me a soft little moan.
"Dirty girl."
"Dirty," she whispered.
I spread her cheeks wider, stretching them painfully outward, while my daring tongue probed deeper, feeling her tight hole slowly stretch open for me. "Sweet Jesus," she gasped, when I pushed it in hard, moving it around.
I eased back, kissing her softly. "We're going to have to play here some more," I teased her. She shuddered, and I saw her butt-hole twitch and dilate. "Naughty little girl."
I moved lower and kissed her abused pussy, licking her gently, kissing her. I gently massaged her butt cheeks while my tongue apologized to her profusely for the punishment she'd had to endure. She trembled sweetly, her legs shaking, while I worked at her, determined to provide her one more release. She was practically crying, when I felt the weak little shudder run through her. I gave her pussy a last few kisses, before fondling those sweet butt cheeks.
She sighed, "Thank you."
"All better?"
"Much."
She moved away from me, turning around. "That. Was. Intense."
"Not too much?"
"Oh my God! I don't know when I've ever come that hard. Please tell me that you're hard."
"As carbon steel."
"Lay down."
I did, watching her kneel between my legs. She started stroking me, then brought her face closer and closer. I watched in amazement as she started rubbing my cock against her face, across her lips, even up to her eyes. I groaned when she opened her eyes and extended her tongue, licking my entire length.
"I want to make you come with my tongue."
I groaned as she started licking me all over, her hand stroking me when she began licking the head. She licked all around the crown, her tongue gentle one moment, then flicking out against me the next. She'd kiss the crown a couple of times, then run her tongue all around me, her hand slowly stroking. She was driving me crazy.
"God that's good."
She sat up looking at me, her hand stroking me sweetly. "You like? Making me a slave to your beautiful cock? Making me lick it and kiss it, fighting the slut inside of me who wants to devour you and make you shoot your nasty load down my throat. Do you wonder how much longer I'll be able to resist these desires? I do. It's so hard holding back. I want to surrender totally, become your total sex slave. Would you still want me, if you knew what a total filthy slut I am deep inside?"
She went back to my cock, her tongue working at me fiercely, twisting, turning, licking, teasing. She was absolutely amazing, and it was killing me. I could feel the tell-tale pressure building at the base of my balls, and my body tensed in anticipation.
"Are you going to come for me, baby? Come all over my pretty face? If you do I'll lick you clean."
I pulled away from her and got up on my knees just in time. She leaned her head back, holding her tongue out for me. It only took a couple of strokes for me to erupt over her beautiful forehead, nose and cheeks. She reached out and took my cock in her hand, licking me, squeezing the last few drops out onto her tongue. Then she took my cock and rubbed it all over her face, coating it in my cum, before she licked me clean again.
"I'm not too dirty for you, am I Alex?" she asked softly.
"You are a dream come true, Amy. Literally."
She smiled, giving me one last long lick before lowering her mouth over the head of my cock and sucking on it. She pulled back pouting, "All empty."
She sat up abruptly. "So, poolboy. Don't you have an errand to run?"
I stood up on shaky legs, and looked for my shorts. She laid back on the lounge, grinning at me. "Hurry back, baby. It's after four. If you're quick, we might be able to get in one last playtime before the Lord and Master gets home."
It only took me about 5 minutes to open the light fixtures, and pull out the old bulbs. I was back in less than an hour, two new pool lights in hand.
I entered the backyard, looking for my pool Goddess. I was about to call out for her, when she opened the back door. She was dressed in her bikini, with a sheer cover over it. She opened her eyes wide upon seeing me, and shook her head quickly. Right behind her Mrs. Thomas came out into the backyard, holding a drink in her hand. She was dressed in shorts and a t-shirt.
"You're sure I'm not interrupting anything?" the newcomer asked, looking over at me.
"You know Alex - Marcy's boy. He's cleaning the pool for Saturday's barbecue." Amy turned to me. "How'd the errand go?"
"Great. They had the lights in stock. I'm going to install them now."
"You know Jenna, right?" she asked.
"Of course. Nice to see you Mrs. Thomas."
"Please, call me Jenna. I didn't know you did pool work, Alex. I may have to have you over. Our hot-tub isn't working. Do you work on hot-tubs?"
"Sure. If you'd like I could check into it on Monday."
"That would be wonderful. Don't let us get in your way, pretend like we're not even here." While she said that, she put her drink down and peeled off her shirt, exposing an almost non-existent bikini top. "You have the best yard, Amy. The west exposure is perfect. And so private."
I tried to ignore them as politely as possible. I took off my shoes and shirt and climbed into the pool. The new water was still only knee high in the deep end. I carefully inserted the new bulb using a rag, and closed up the housing, carefully aligning the lens, gasket and housing. Didn't want to have to do it over. Two more screws and it was firmly reattached to the pool wall.
Going to the shallow end of the pool, I peeked up over the ledge, where I could see the ladies were laying out, their legs pointed toward me, both open enough to give me a nice view. I could hear them talking. I sat down to work on the light, while listening.
"You've been holding out on me," Jenna said teasingly.
"How?"
"You've got yourself a nice bit of eye candy, a hunky young pool boy. Is he full service?"
"Shh! Behave yourself," Amy whispered.
"Come on. I know I couldn't keep my hands off that. Please tell me you're getting something off of him. A little afternoon delight?"
"God! He's just a boy, Jenna," Amy said softly.
"Hardly. Did you see that package on him? I'd like to invite that thing to come out and play. Say, do you think he'd do my back?"
Amy giggled. "He does do lotion, if you ask nicely."
Apparently that was all she had to hear. "Alex? You almost done with those lights?"
I moved away from the wall back toward the deep end, to hide my eavesdropping. "Just a couple of more minutes."
"When you're done, could you be a darling and put lotion on my back? I wouldn't want to burn."
"Of course. Gimme a minute to make sure everything's working." I went back and finished the install of the second light, returned to the breakers and turned on the fuse, then gave each light a brief test. Working like a charm. Things really were going smoothly.
Jenna was trouble. No doubt about it. When I turned to the ladies, I saw that she was topless. Big round fake boobs, sitting like ripe melons on her chest. Not that I had problems with soft, yummy melons.
She had sunglasses on, but her head turned toward me as I approached. She stretched, making damned sure I got an eye-full, then rolled over. "Thank you so much, Alex."
She had a bottle of bronzing lotion next to her. I picked it up and squirted it into my hands. "You have a great tan for so early in the season."
"Tanning booth. It gave me a head start. I've been trying to talk Amy into going."
Amy's tan, though not as dark, I thought was much better. A nice smooth golden tone, bikini lines showing the sharp contract of her hidden white skin.
I started on Jenna's shoulders and smoothed the oil into her skin, giving her a nice little massage at the same time, squeezing and kneading her muscles. I continued down her arms and started rubbing her back.
"Make sure you get the sides, sweetie. The tanning beds are lousy for the sides, and I'd hate to get burned."
I added some more oil, and let my hands slowly drift down her sides. Her breasts were pushed out from the pressure of lying on them, and I slid my fingers down and around them, feeling their softness.
"That's perfect, sugar, be as thorough as you can."
I reached further, rubbing her tits from the sides, up across the top, and on the bottoms. She raised her body up a bit, inviting more. I slid my hands underneath them, feeling the roughness of her nipples against my fingers. "Mmm, you're good at this," she sighed.
I gave her a couple of more good squeezes, even pinching her nipples between my fingers, before I returned to her back. She settled back down as I covered her lower back. When I reached the swell of her hips I rolled her bottoms halfway down her butt, before rubbing the oil in. She sighed contentedly. I let my hands wander under the material, giving her tight little ass a thorough massage. My motions pushed the material even lower, and she lifted her hips letting them slide downward. With her firm little butt completely exposed, I sat on the lounge beside her, and played to my heart's content, while she cooed contentedly.
Rolling the material back into place I started on her upper thighs. She reached back and pulled her bottoms up tight into her crack. I took the hint and massaged her ass some more, even reaching into her crack and teasing her a bit.
"Remind me to wear a thong next time I'm over," Jenna giggled.
"Jenna!" Amy tried to act shocked.
Jenna opened her legs and I oiled both of them from top to bottom and then back up again, working along the inside of her legs on the return. When I reached the top I pulled the material on her butt back in place, then reached between her legs and tugged the material aside so I could rub the oil over her bald pussy. She cocked one knee open wide, and I slid my fingers along her moist opening, easing my middle finger into her. "God, Amy. This one's a keeper."
I probed her for a few seconds, until I was afraid that Amy could hear the squishy sounds of her wet pussy, with two fingers working her diligently. I started to pull out.
"Just a little more, please, baby?" she pleaded.
I moved up on her body, my fingers still playing inside of her, taking a few moments out now and then to tease her swollen clit, while my other hand rested on her upper back and shoulders, softly caressing her.
"Oh," she gasped softly, and I felt the spasming of her pussy around my wet digits. I felt her relax totally, and I carefully adjusted her bottom.
I leaned over her and pressed my lips against her neck. "Let me know if I can do anything else for you, Jenna."
"Monday," she said softly. "Promise me you'll come over Monday."
"Of course," I told her, giving her bottom a soft pat. "How about you, Amy? Can I do your back for you?"
"Would you?"
"I'd love to." I moved over beside her, getting the lotion and starting in on her shoulders. I took my time carefully covering her back, rubbing the sides of her breasts, making sure to take good care of her nice round bubble butt, and doing a thorough job on her legs. I did take a few liberties between her legs as well, but she was much better at hiding it.
I leaned over and whispered in her ear, "God, I want you right now."
She whimpered slightly, while I pushed my fingers deep inside of her. "Later, I promise," she breathed into my ear.
I only wanted to get her worked up, not give her any release. When I had her squirming, I pulled out of her, and adjusted her suit as well.
"Better get back to work," I finally explained, wiping my hands clean. "The boss here is a real hard-ass."
That got a giggle out of both of them.
I had barely started in taking the automatic cleaner apart when I heard the car pull into the driveway. "Asshole's home," Jenna griped.
"Jenna, don't."
"Whatever." She stood up and put on her top, watching me watch her. Afterward she pulled on her shorts and shirt, then stopped by the table I was working at. "Don't forget me, sugar. Stop by Monday, there's so much I've got for you to do." She leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for the O," she whispered.
Amy was back in her cover-up, and came over to get her friend. "Let's go, trouble."
"Who, moi?"
"Yes, you."
They disappeared into the house, leaving me alone to work on the cleaner, and trying to ignore the painful hardon in my shorts.
I was left by myself for a good while. I disassembled the cleaner and hit the store for $60 in replacement parts. I finished cleaning the parts, lubed and reassembled the bottom vacuum. I wouldn't know if it worked until tomorrow, but had a pretty good feeling about it. It had been gummed up pretty bad on the inside, but everything seemed in good shape.
Dale showed up as I was just putting in the last screws. He walked over to the pool and looked in. "I wouldn't believe it if I didn't see it for myself. It looks practically new."
"It's coming along. Tomorrow we'll add the chemicals, adjust the skimmers and cleaner, and finish labeling all the filter lines. I think it'll be fine for you party."
"Damn, you're a hard worker, Alex. Amy didn't get in your way much, did she?"
"Not at all. She even helped with the acid wash, spraying down the sides for me."
"Good for you, putting her to work. I should have had you take pictures. Nice to see her doing something other than shopping and laying about. I saw that Jenna was over. Not too much trouble from her?"
"No sir. She wasn't here that long, and I was out getting supplies when she came over."
"Watch out for her. She'll eat you alive. But not a bad way to go, especially if you can reign her in. Stay away if she's drinking, or you'll end up with a lot of explaining to do, trust me on that one."
"Thanks for the warning. I'm going to be working on her hot-tub next week."
"Good for you. Just remember, she's lousy at keeping secrets." He put his hand on my shoulder again, giving it a squeeze. "She might be tempting, but you're a whole lot better off sticking with the freshmen." He laughed at his own joke, before disappearing back indoors.
I think Jenna had it right. Asshole.
My work done for the day, I was putting away the tools, when Amy came out. "How's it going?" she asked.
"Done for the day. You'll need to let the pool fill all night. You might want to turn off one of the hoses before you go to bed, and check the level first thing in the morning."
"Got it. Before you go, can you show me how to turn the lights on in the pool?"
I figured she knew, but she probably wanted to get away from the house and any prying ears. "Sure, it's at the pool panel."
The pool equipment was behind a privacy wall at the end of the yard. As soon as we were around the corner, she was dropping to her knees, tugging at my shorts. "I'm so sorry, Alex. I had no idea she was going to drop in." Her hand was already around my cock, stroking me to hardness.
"She's a bit wild, isn't she?" I asked.
Amy gave my cock a long lick. "A little out of control. Careful with her. And if you fuck her, use protection. No telling where she's been. You should know that anything you do with her will probably be known to half the neighborhood before the week is out."
"So your husband told me."
"Don't remind me. I can't believe I'm still friends with her; she's screwed him at least twice that I know of."
"I'm sorry." I didn't know what else to say.
"Don't be. Jenna's right, he is an asshole. Even she wouldn't fuck him unless she was three sheets to the wind."
She had me hard, and was pumping me like there was no tomorrow. "Can you come for me, Alex? I don't have much time."
"Lick me again?"
"I think I can do better than that." She moved her mouth over my cock and slid the head between her lips.
I hated the fact that it was almost pitch black where we were. I wanted to see that beautiful face full of my cock. I held her head and eased my cock in and out of her mouth, while her tongue did wonders inside that sexy mouth.
She held me in her hand, stroking me while she bobbed her head up and down on my cock, taking most of my length, bouncing me off the back of her throat. I groaned my enjoyment.
She pulled back for a moment. "Jesus, you got hard fast, Alex. You like my mouth, I take it."
"Don't stop," I groaned, pulling her face back to my aching cock.
She sucked me with abandon, her hand stroking me, her mouth driving me crazy. I thought I'd shoot immediately after she first took me in, but the first urge had subsided, and I was enjoying this unimaginable first blow job. I leaned back against the privacy wall thrusting my hips out so she could continue her brazen act.
She found a rhythm I responded too, and worked me steadily. I felt like one of those carnival games, where you squirted water into the clowns face, making a bar raise until you popped a balloon. She had found the target and the bar was rising quickly. I was going to pop any minute.
"I'm almost there," I warned her.
She stroked me faster, holding the head in her mouth, her tongue working my sensitive crown over. I couldn't hold back even if I'd wanted to. I stifled a groan and let loose, filling her devilish mouth. She continued sucking on me, swallowing my seed, and keeping at it until I softened in her mouth.
"I'm sorry," she said, standing up and brushing off her knees. "I was going to save that for the end, but I couldn't stand the idea of you leaving here tonight like that."



I lifted her chin and kissed her. "Best day of my life, Amy. Without compare."
"Good. Let's see if we can't make tomorrow even better."
I turned to walk away, but she pulled me back. "Touch me? Just a little."
She was wearing shorts, but they had big open legs. I reached up inside of them and found out she wasn't wearing panties. I held her in my arm, while I slid two fingers inside of her. "God, I love your tight little pussy."
"If I let you have your way, I don't imagine I'd be tight for long."
"I guess we'll have to see about that," I told her, thrusting deep inside.
"I guess we will," she said softly, pulling my head down for a long hard kiss.
* * *
Dad and Mom were in the kitchen cleaning up after dinner. "How's the project going?" Mom asked.
"Like a charm. The pool looks almost brand new, and we're refilling it as we speak."
"Did you get a chance to eat?"
Only one of your best friends. "I had a sandwich at lunch, but I'm starving."
"You'd figure she'd at least feed you, with all you're doing for her. Oh well. There's plenty of spaghetti in the fridge. There's meat sauce and meatballs. Leave some of the meatballs for Dad's lunch."
Looked like Dad was in a talkative mood. "Make sure you do a good job. Even if the pay isn't the greatest, you still give it your best. You never know where your next referral will come from."
"I don't think we'll hear any complaints from them. They seem ecstatic so far."
"That's good. Finish strong though. Anybody can start strong. Finishing strong makes winners."
That's my Dad for you. A never ending source of inspiration work ethic mumbo-jumbo.
He'd shot his wad with that last one, and parked his butt in front of the TV. Baseball time.
Mom hovered over me while I ate. "You're sure everything's going well? I haven't heard from Amy since she called. I thought I would have heard something by now."
"I guess she's been busy with the party. She's been in and out running errands. And Mrs. Thomas was over this afternoon."
"Still, it's surprising. We talk almost every day."
I shrugged. "What do I know? I'm just the underpaid hired help."
Mom sighed. "Don't get an attitude. We need to get you a cell-phone. We had a couple of calls about work, but I didn't want to call you on their phone. The Beales over on Hickory want to replace their fence. They want an estimate."
I sighed, pushing away the empty plate which Mom rushed over to the sink for a quick rinse before putting it in the dishwasher. Heaven forbid we have a dirty dish in her kitchen for more than 30 seconds.
"Tell them I can stop by Sunday and take measurements. I'm going upstairs and take a shower. I feel grubby."
"Alright. And thanks for doing this one for me. I appreciate it, and I'm sure Amy does."
"No problem, Mom. I'm glad I could help."
I was exhausted. Physically, mentally and sexually. After my shower I hit the bed. I thought about what tomorrow might bring, but when I started to get hard, I pushed the thoughts aside. Not tonight. I was saving up for the real thing. I had high hopes for Friday.
* * *
I was standing over the pool at 9:00 am on the dot. I'd gone to bed so early, I'd woken up at 7:00 and couldn't get back to sleep. A McDonald's Egg McMuffin was percolating in my belly, and I felt refreshed and renewed.
The pool was full, and the hoses were still going. I quickly turned them off, and rolled the hoses back up. Then I started the filter running. The sun was warm already. It was going to be a hot one. I peeled my shirt off and tossed it to the side, helping myself to some of Amy's sun-tan lotion, covering my shoulders and face.
I went out to my car and got the chemicals out. Time for the magic. I walked the perimeter of the pool, adding stabilizer, algaecide, clarifier, and finally shock. I hauled out four 50 pound bags of salt, and started pouring the fine salt into the water, one bag at a time. I was working on the last bag when I happened to glance over at the porch and saw Amy there, leaning against the door watching me. She had on a robe, and an odd little smile.
I finished emptying the bag, and headed her way. "Good morning, beautiful."
Her smile looked forced. "Morning poolboy."
"What's wrong?" I asked, moving closer to her.
"Nothing. Everything. I don't know."
"You're breaking my heart, morning Goddess," I teased.
"Please. Enough of the Goddess. I'm nobody's Goddess. Slut is more like it."
"Don't," I said firmly.
"It's true!"
"Don't."
She covered her face with her hands. "How can you even look at me after the way I behaved yesterday?"
I pulled her close and held her. She was stiff at first, then slowly melted into my arms, crying, tears running down my bare chest.
"Have you seen your pool yet?" I asked when the sobs had almost disappeared.
She shook her head.
"C'mon then. It's time to see the fruits of your labor." I took her hand in mine and walked over to the pool. "What do you think?"
She smiled. "A miracle. You saved my ass, Alex."
"Quite a nice ass to save, if you don't mind my saying."
She snorted, quite unladylike. "You should know. You've seen more of it than anybody else has outside of my doctor."
"Are you mad at me, Amy?" I asked.
"Mad at you? Hardly."
"Then what is it?"
She leaned her head back with a sigh. "I...I'm not who I thought I was. Amy Dixon would never have behaved like she did yesterday. I never thought I could be such a tramp." She crossed her arms over her chest, turning to face the pool. "How desperate am I, that I would drag you into my backyard and blow you, with my husband sitting watching TV fifty feet away? That I'd let you finger me while laying out next to my friend, and almost beg for more when you left me hanging."
She turned to face me. "I'm such a whore. I'm letting you do whatever you want to me, just so I can get my pool cleaned on the cheap. Hell, I practically begged you to spank me and came as hard as I'd ever come in my life, with your finger buried in my ass, God help me. Is this anyway for a married woman to behave? My mother would be so proud."
I was lost for words. What could I say to her?
I took her hand in mine, and walked her over to the covered porch. "Sit," I told her, at the end of our favorite lounge chair.
She sat down stiffly, and I moved behind her, sitting with her between my legs. I wrapped my arms around her and held her. "I don't have any answers Amy. I don't know your situation. I barely know you. You've been a mysterious fantasy for me ever since I was old enough to appreciate a woman. And in the last few days, you seemed like a happy girl, looking for a little excitement in her life, and willing to work for it. There's a wild, playful and extremely sexy woman inside you, looking to get out. I saw her. And I adore her."
Amy sniffed loudly. "She's a filthy little slut."
I eased my hand inside of her robe, and found nothing but soft flesh. I cupped her bare breast in my hand. "She's my naughty little slut, and she's amazing."
"How can you say that? I should disgust you."
I squeezed her tightly. "You are every man's dream come true. An Angel in public and a Devil in the bedroom."
"Right. I'm no Devil in the bedroom. I'm a boring lay, who can't even keep her man."
"That's crazy talk, woman."
"It's true. My sex life is miserable. I mean, we do it, more than most, from what I hear. But it's a couple of minutes of sweaty thrusting a few times a week, and that's it. If it wasn't for my shower massage, I wouldn't come more than once a year."
"That may be the saddest thing I ever heard. Keep it up, and you're going to see a grown man cry."
"It's true!" she snapped.
I held her, rocking her back and forth just a little. "What do you want out of life, Amy? You're young, you're beautiful, and your whole life is ahead of you. What do you want?"
"I wish you'd quit saying I'm beautiful."
"Not going to happen. You are, without a doubt, the most beautiful woman I've ever seen in person. Let's face it. Teens fantasize about movie stars and TV icons. I've fantasized about you forever. So much better than any celebrity, prettier and real. I've probably come into a dirty sock mumbling your name at least a thousand times over the years. God strike me dead, if I'm lying."
"And I'm not young. I'm 26 years old."
My hand was caressing her soft breast, toying with her hardening nipple. "Oh my God, 26! I thought you were 25. You ARE old! Hell you probably only have 70 or 80 years ahead of you. When I'm 91 years old, you'll be 98! What was I thinking?"
She poked my leg. "Don't make fun of me, Alex." She twisted around and glared at me.
I laid back on the lounger, and opened my arms for her. "Come here, and let's talk. Let's really talk."
"No way. I lay down with you, the slut takes over, and I walk away bowlegged."
"Not this time. Come here."
She sighed dramatically before turning and crawling over me. I reached up. opening her robe, and saw she wasn't quite naked. She was wearing plain white panties.
She caught me looking. "One word about the panties, and you'll walk away a eunuch."
"Let me hold you," I urged her, my hands inside her robe, pulling her down.
She stretched out against me, resting her head on my shoulder. I felt her legs shift, and her hips pressed against me. "What? No hardon? Tired of me already?"
"Silly. One look from you, one touch, and I'd be busting my shorts and you damn well know it."
"Really?" She nibbled on my shoulder, grinding her hips against me. I reached down for her ass, and pushed up against her, squeezing her soft butt cheeks. It was only a few seconds before she felt my hardness pressing against her belly.
She giggled. "That's oddly comforting."
"Think I'm tired of you?"
She squeezed me in her arms. "No."
"We're going to play a game, you and I. A variation on Truth or Dare. I ask a question, and you tell me the absolute truth."
"And?"
"And nothing. That's it. Ready?"
"That's not a game!" she argued.
My hand was stroking the soft skin of her back. "Ok, how do you want to play it?"
"Regular Truth or Dare, except the first three rounds can only be Truth."
"Alright. Now are you ready?"
"Who says you get to go first?"
"Do you want to go first?"
She gave me a poke. "Damned straight. Truth or truth?"
"Truth."
"When you came over the second day, and agreed to do the work, what was the absolute minimum I could have gotten away with offering?"
"Expenses. When you agreed to cover the material cost, it was a go. When you asked for it as a personal favor I couldn't say no. The only real problem was I didn't have the money to cover the parts. Once Mom said I could use her credit card, and pay it off in 30 days, it was a done deal."
She leaned in and bit me on the shoulder. "Ow!"
"You little bastard! You left me out there worried you were going to turn me down, and I'd have to go crawling to Dale to get some contractors in here. That was mean."
"Sorry. I didn't think of it that way. You were the one who sent me away the first day. Any counter-offer that covered the costs would have closed the deal."
"Fine. But someday, you're going to pay for that one."
"Ok, Truth or Truth?"
She giggled. "Just ask the question already."
"What is the absolute most I could have gotten away with asking for."
"Everything."
"Everything? Everything what?"
She sighed. "Everything you asked for on the first day, and more. All that night I couldn't sleep, thinking of doing those things to you. Meeting you at the door on my knees each morning. Having you bend me over a table and using me for your pleasure whenever you needed a break. Being your play thing." She giggled. "I mean, it takes a lot of nerve to tell a woman you want a BJ from her every morning. I soaked my panties the moment those words left your lips."
"Now who's the mean one?" I teased.
"You. You could have pressed the issue, and had me totally at your mercy, but no. Meanie."
She raised her head, and gave me a sweet little kiss. "Thanks for getting hard for me." She ground her hips against me for emphasis.
I smiled. "Anytime."
"Truth or truth."
"Truth." Like I had any option.
"Why? Why do you care? Why do you care about anything other than me willingly servicing you?"
I took a moment to phrase my answer. It was a tough question. "I'm not sure I know. I want you to be happy. I don't know why, but it's as true as anything in my life. It must be the Neanderthal in me, or maybe Grandpa's Southern Gentleman upbringing. I want to protect you, defend you, and make sure you are as happy as you can possibly be. Anything I can possibly do to make that true is a small enough price to pay for one of your smiles. I want your heart to practically burst with joy."
"Funny. Beating my ass until it's red doesn't seem to jive with that," she teased.
"Really? Remind me, how hard did you come for me?"
"You are a beast sir, and hardly a gentleman at all, to ask me such a personal question."
"Beast or gentleman, whatever it takes to make you happy, I'll gladly fill the role."
She was quiet after that, holding me tight, while my hands caressed her sweet ass cheeks. "It's too much, Alex. You can't make yourself responsible for my happiness. It doesn't work that way."
"Too late, beautiful. I'm a slave to your joy. Accept it."
When she didn't answer, I continued our game. "Truth or truth, my morning Goddess."
"Truth, Beast."
"What do you want out of life, sweetness? What will it take to make you happy?"
I could feel her body shaking, and realized she was laughing.
"Was it that silly a question?" I asked, smacking her butt.
"Spank me again, Beast," she giggled.
"Answer the question, Beauty," I growled, alternating smacks against her ass.
She giggled some more, then turned and pushed her panties down her legs, kicking them off. "Again, with feeling. Beast."
I gave her a nice firm wallop, the sound of my hand on her bare ass cracking loudly. "Ow!" she whined.
"Answer me," I demanded sternly, raining a stream of smacks on her tender skin. Her robe, still in place, prevented much of a 'wind-up' limiting the impact.
"Ok, enough, I'll answer," she whined.
I rested my hands on her ass, rubbing her cheeks gently.
"What do I want? Damn, that's the $64,000 question isn't it." She wiggled into a more comfortable position, resting on me. "Purpose. I need some purpose in my life."
"What kind?" I asked
"I don't know. I'm a kept woman, Alex. I'm a college dropout, who's never worked an honest day in her life. My parents spoiled me, and my husband takes care of me. I don't do anything. Nothing that matters. If I were to die tomorrow, what would they say about me? 'She had a nice tan.' My only purpose in life is to act polite in public, look good at parties, spread my legs for my husband, and keep a clean house. Hell, I don't even keep house, Maria does. I couldn't even keep the pool clean. I need more. I need meaning."
"What do you want 'them' to say about you?" I asked, all kidding aside.
"I don't know. That I made a difference? That I saved lives? A kid didn't go to bed hungry, a genius wasn't wasted, a girl didn't throw her life away. Something other than 'nice tan'."
"To live is the rarest thing in the world, most people only exist," I quoted Oscar Wilde. "What do you say we get you living, not existing."
She snorted. "Easier said than done."
I lifted her up off of me, and sat her in my lap. "Amy, today, as Cliché as this may sound, is the first day of the rest of your life."
"Why, because you're about to screw my brains out?" she asked snidely.
"No. Today we start on the path to finding your purpose, and fulfilling it."
"Sure. Why not. Might as well declare world peace while we're at it."
I gave her a little shake. "I'm serious. You'll see. It's not at hard as you want to believe it is." I stood up and wrapped her robe around her, even tying the belt in a nice little bow. "I'd love to spend the day taking advantage of you, as wonderful as it would be, but it's time to start the change."
"You are weird, you know that?"
"I am. Somewhat obsessive, and stupidly goal oriented. And absolutely crazy about a woman I'm only now getting to know as something other than a teenage fantasy." I gave her a brief kiss on the lips. "I'm going to go get some things, and I'll be back in a bit. Why don't you put on a nice bathing suit for me, and make us some brunch."
I left her, surprised that I could walk away from sex with my fantasy woman, in favor of helping her find meaning in her life.
I think a lot of people would think I'm an idiot. Part of me agreed.
* * *
She had cleaned up, no evidence of crying, sliced fruit and cold-cuts on the table, a sexy little gold bikini with black edging adorning her amazing body, a sheer black wrap finishing her ensemble.
It had taken me almost thirty minutes to pull together what I needed.
I walked over and gave her the briefest of kisses. "You look incredible."
She smiled. "Thanks. Hope you're hungry."
"I can snack while we work." I opened up my backpack, and pulled out a notebook. "20 pages of quotes about life here. Beautiful words from brilliant minds. Read them all through once, then go back and mark a few of the ones that really resonate with you. No more than half-a-dozen."
She looked shocked. "Homework? At this hour? Isn't there something you'd rather be doing our last full day together?"
I shook my head. "Nothing that would give me near as much happiness and satisfaction as helping you find your mission in life. Indulge me, while I do some more work on the pool. Let me know when you're done."
The salt in the pool had been mostly absorbed, allowing me to work on the bottom pool cleaner, finding the right suction settings, adjusting the movement screws, and getting the vacuum hose the right length. It was harder adjusting all the inputs, the skimmers, the cleaner, the bottom drains, but once it was balanced, the pump cavitation stopped, the vacuum pressure peaked, and the cleaner started on its merry way, mapping the pool bottom. I had a Sharpie in hand, labeling the maze of PVC lines, when Amy showed up.
"I'm done. That was actually pretty interesting."
I put away the marker. "Great, let me get a drink, and I'll lotion you up, while you tell me what you found."
She looked doubtful. "Not sure how well I'll be able to talk about it, once you start with the lotion."
"Trust me, Sun Goddess. This will be tame, I promise. I want to hear what you have to say. As beautiful as the package is, for the moment, I'm a lot more interested in the contents."
Amy still appeared unsure, but she took off her wrap and laid on her belly, the notebook in front of her. I pulled the string on her bikini top, getting a quick accusatory glare. A couple of ounces of suntan lotion in my hand, and I was rubbing her back while she read through the list.
"No particular order," she said, while my hands covered her back and arms.
"We have to dare to be ourselves, however frightening or strange that self may be. May Sarton."
I rubbed her sides and the middle of her back, combining coverage with a gentle massage. "What does that mean to you?"
"No more easy road. Take some chances, live life the way you want to, even if it bothers your family and friends. Even if it scares me."
"Next?" I asked, moving lower on her back.
"Sometimes I can hear my bones straining under the weight of all the lives I'm not living. Jonathan Safran Foer."
"And?" My hands were easing her bikini bottoms down so I could rub her impeccable butt.
"I know this isn't right for me, there are so many possible paths, but my current life isn't one of them. And the knowledge that my life is wasting away, while all those other opportunities are out there, it's crushing me."



I was concentrating on that sweet ass of hers, but didn't want to overdo it. I slid the bottoms back up and went to work on her legs. "I like that one. Another?"
"I'm selfish, impatient and a little insecure. I make mistakes, I am out of control, and at times hard to handle. But if you can't handle me at my worst, then you sure as hell don't deserve me at my best. Marilyn Monroe."
I laughed, "Who knew? And yes, I already know I don't deserve you at your best. What do you get out of that one?"
"It's not about what I am now, it's who I should be. I don't take chances, and I stay in control, but it's grating on me. I struggle to be a good and decent trophy wife, but I hate it. I want to let loose. Take those chances, be more impatient, make mistakes, lose control. And I need a person that understands that, and loves me anyway."
I completed her legs, and urged her to turnover, sparing a moment to take in her mesmerizing tits. "Every time I see you, I have to pinch myself. You're beauty is breathtaking."
She smiled. "I'm glad you think so." She waved the notebook. "I have two more."
"Shoot." I sat beside her, applying the lotion from her shoulders out and then down across the tits of my dreams.
"Do not let your fire go out, spark by irreplaceable spark in the hopeless swaps of the not-quite, the not-yet, and the not-at-all. Do not let the hero in your soul perish in lonely frustration for the life you deserved and have never been able to reach. The world you desire can be won. It exists.. it is real.. it is possible.. it's yours. Ayn Rand."
I had her breasts in my hands, massaging them to my heart's content. "Atlas Shrugged."
She nodded, squirming a little under my touch. I didn't want to be that much of a distraction, and after one last tug on her hard little nipples, I moved down to her belly. "Why that one?" I asked.
"That phrase, 'hopeless swaps of the not-quite, the not-yet, and the not-at-all', it's like she's talking right to me about chances not taken, opportunities unfulfilled. The life I deserve. It exists and is possible, and mine if I'll just go out and take it."
Her legs were a glorious thing to touch. I was almost sad she was running out of quotes. "The last one?"
"We are taught you must blame your father, your sisters, your brothers, the school, the teachers - but never blame yourself. It's never your fault. But it's always your fault, because if you wanted to change you're the one who has got to change. Katharine Hepburn."
"Wow," I said softly. "What is it about her quote?"
"I have a lot of anger toward my family, and toward Dale, and some of my old friends, College professors, others. I keep it clamped down inside of me. I hardly ever talk to my parents anymore except to exchange holiday greetings. But it's not their fault. Not really. My life is my own, not theirs to mold and shape. I have to stand up for what I want and start living a life I can be proud of."
I pulled her up in a seated position, and applied the suntan lotion carefully to her face. "Interesting selection. Not what I would have chose for the most part. But that's good. It's intensely personal. As a whole, what does it say to you?"
She looked gorgeous concentrating on her answer. "Mostly that there's a life that I should be living. A live out loud, boisterous, no-holds-barred, fight-to-the-end life that can make the world a better place. And if I'm ever going to know real happiness, I need to," she grabbed the notebook and flipped back a few pages, "grab the world by the lapels. Life's a bitch. You've got to go out and kick ass."
"Maya Angelou," I said with a grin.
"She's right. Grab life by the balls."
I laughed. "OK. Imagine I'm life. What are you going to do?"
She got a wicked teasing little smile on her face. "Simple enough. First of all, I face it head on, no blinders, nothing between me and life and the things I want to achieve." She reached up and pulled my shorts down. "Strip away the extraneous, until it's just me and life, mano-e-mano." She pulled off her bikini bottoms, leaving us both deliciously naked.
"I decide what I want, and the best way to get it. Like, what if I wanted to sip the sweet nectar of life?" She reached out and took my semi-soft cock in her hands. "I know what I want. I know where it is. I know how to get it. Now it just takes the will and determination to go after it." She brought her mouth to my shaft, licking me. "I'm not going to wait for good things to come to me, I'm going to go after them." She took my cock in her mouth, sucking me, getting me hard in only a few moments. "There, the preparation's done, all that remains is the effort to make it come true."
She pushed me back on the lounger, and started sucking me with complete abandon, stroking my hardness, taking me deep, pulling out and licking me all over. "It might not happen instantly. Nothing worth having is easy, they say. But I won't give up."
She climbed on top of me, straddling me. "I'll be tempted to take shortcuts, do things that challenge my morals and values." She leaned down and took my shaft in her hand, rubbing it against her moist opening. "Take the easy route, where the ends justify the means." She lowered herself almost imperceptibly, my cockhead pushing its way into her. "One little compromise, and I know my goal will be easily achieved."
I looked at her. "Don't. Don't compromise. No shortcuts."
She nodded. "You're right. If it's worth doing, it's worth doing well. I know if I follow my original plan, I'll get there, it just might take a little longer." She lifted up, turned around and lowered her beautiful pussy down over my face. I felt her lips take me in once more, forcing a groan out of me.
I licked her, sucking on her puffy lips, my tongue gently teasing her clit. It was hard to concentrate, she was doing a great job down below, bringing me closer and closer to my own finish.
"Don't hold back," she said, stroking me rapidly with her hand. "Give it to me. You know what I need. Gimme."
She was right. I wanted her to get it. I concentrated on what she was doing, my efforts at pleasing her far less than they should have been. But I understood. For the moment getting her off wasn't the goal. She was unstoppable, her hand and mouth working in tandem, steady, repeatedly stroking me, bringing me closer and closer with no respite. "Gimme," she gasped, before taking me in her mouth and going at it again.
I was there, right on the cusp. She'd done it to me. "You're about to get it." I groaned.
I came for her. Hard. She moaned as she took my juices, swallowing, and sucking me dry. I could feel her responding, her pink lips quivering across my tongue, her legs tensing around my head. She continued sucking on me until the sensitivity had me involuntarily squirming against her touch. She finally pulled away, turning around and facing me. "I'm going to get what I want, and I'm going to do it on my terms. I'm going to take life by the balls, and suck the sweet juicy goodness out of it."
I chuckled. "Life is in for a hell of a surprise. There's a new player in the game."
She grinned. "God, that was so intense. I can't believe I came when I got you off!"
"It's a head trip. So much of everything we do is mental. Like life I guess. You knew what you wanted, and you took it. You got off getting what you wanted, how you wanted."
"Not too weird for you? The teasing wasn't too much?"
"Are you crazy? You are perfect. Absolutely perfect."
"I'm not."
"You are. At least for me."
"Was that our lesson for the day? Love life, and go out and take what you want from it?"
"Lesson One. You're not done yet."
"Good. I liked that lesson. Can I have a refresher?"
"Later. Next, you need to write down 100 things you want out of life. It could be things, places to go, things to learn, experiences, financial, spiritual, career, mental, educational. Whatever. Write down at least 100 things." I got up and kissed her heavenly lips. "I've still got my work to do. Let me know when you're done."
"100? Isn't that a lot?"
"I think you'll find that's not difficult. You may get rolling and write down as many as 200. I don't know. Don't over-think it. Just write."
I went back to my pool tasks, sated for the moment. I finished labeling the pipes, then backwashed the filter, and added new DE to the skimmers. I added markings to the valves, showing their settings for a balanced cleaning environment. It would require some tweaking over time, but the baseline settings would be helpful.
I cleaned the skimmers out and acid washed them when I noticed they were still green, skimmed the surface, and stood back looking at the immaculate pool, such a difference from a few days earlier. Amy was still working on her list, so I put away all my materials, and checked the water chemistry. Everything looked pretty good. The chlorine was a little low, but I knew that would change with the filter running overnight, as the chlorinator did it's job.
I was setting all the pool panel settings, morning and night cleaning periods, level of chlorinator action, etc., when Amy showed up. "I'm done. I went a little overboard." She was still going topless, but had slipped her bikini bottoms back on.
"Perfect timing. I'm done as well. What do you think?" I walked with her over to the pool.
"It looks great! Almost brand new. I still can't believe you got it done in time. And for so cheap."
"Incentive is everything." I told her, reaching out and putting my arm around her. "The water's still a little cloudy, but that will clear up overnight. What time is your party tomorrow?"
"It doesn't start until 3:00."
"Sometime before noon, you should disconnect the hose at the side of the pool and take the cleaner out. You should also put three packets of shock in the pool. I'll leave those out. Sound like something you can manage?"
She pouted prettily. "I thought you were coming over tomorrow to finish?"
"Not much left for me to do," I confessed.
"Dale goes golfing at 8:00. I thought I could give you your final payment then. He won't be home until after noon."
I checked my watch. "It's only a little after four now. Once we finish the next phase of your epiphany, I thought I could get a little reward."
She grinned, turning and hugging me. "You're going to get a lot of reward. Tomorrow would just be a different one."
I tilted her head up and kissed her softly. "Alright. You've talked me into it. I'll be over around 8:30 tomorrow morning." I was melting out in the hot sun. "I could really go for a dip in the pool. Sort of break it in. Care to join me?"
She smiled. "I'd love to. I think we've earned that much at least, don't you?"
I took her hand in mine and walked over to the beach entry, where we could slowly enter the pool. The water was still pretty cool, not having had much time to heat up in the last day. I dove under the water, preferring the all-at-once method of getting used to the water, while Amy slowly walked deeper, standing on tip-toes, squealing when the cold water reached her breasts. "It's going to warm up, right?"
"By tomorrow afternoon, it'll be 10 degrees warmer. Another reason to finish filling it as early as possible." I walked to her, and she wrapped her legs around me, her arms encircling my neck. I held her, moving slowly deeper, until the water was up to her neck. I stepped back toward the shallower water a few steps, until the water as armpit deep.
"It's not so bad now," she admitted.
"I wish this didn't have to end," I told her. "I can't imagine not being around you every day."
She nodded, pulling me in close. "I know. Back to the boring, hum-drum, everyday life."
"No. Not that. A new life, pursuing your dreams, right?"
She nodded. "I hope so."
I pressed my lips against hers, and we kissed each other thoroughly, lovingly, deeply. I had my hands on her ass, fondling them, reaching inside her bottoms to feel her flesh.
I walked her to the shallow end, and put her down. "Wait here. I'll be right back."
I went to the porch and retrieved the work she'd done, after drying my hands thoroughly. I grabbed the towels and set the towels and her writing down on the towels, along with a pen and the goals notebook to lean on. Then I got back in the pool and joined her at the side by her work.
"Find anything out, while you made your dream list?"
"Did I ever. There's so many things I want to do. I probably could have added another 100 to the list."
"Like what? What really sticks in your head?"
"I like doing new and unusual things, but I don't. Not anymore. Not since I was in high-school. I want to scuba dive on a sunken boat, I want to go hang-gliding. I want to parachute out of a plane. I want to spend an afternoon on jet-skis. I want to ride across country using the back-roads on the back of a motorcycle. I want to go on a safari. I want to climb Kilimanjaro. I want to hike the Great Wall. I..."
I laughed. "I get it. Lots of things you want to do. How about education, career, financial. Any ideas there?"
She nodded eagerly. "I want to get a degree in marketing, and an MBA. I want to learn all about running and operating a non-profit organization. I'm going to work for one of the medium sized non-profits and see how things are really done, versus what they teach you in school. And then I'm going to figure out who I most want to help in the world, and dedicate my life to that. I'm not sure what that will be yet, but I know I want to help people, not endangered animals, not the environment, not politics. People who need my help, and whose lives can change dramatically for the better."
She was leaning over the side of the pool, flipping through her pages of writing, so animated it had me choking up. Such a difference.
I was leaning against her body, looking over her shoulder. "You know what I love about what you just told me?"
"No. What?"
"How you went from all the things you said you wanted to do, to telling me what you were going to do. You are going to work for a non-profit. You are going to figure out who you're going to help, and how you are going to dedicate your life to that. That's wonderful. You know. You have a purpose."
My hands seemed to have a mind of their own, and were busy wandering over her body.
"Did I say that? I didn't even notice."
"Yes, you went from a list of things you wanted to do, things that interested you but were not absolutes, to the core of what you wanted to do with your life."
I turned her around so she was facing me. "Tonight, you'll take that list, and using it you'll make a new one. You'll list five things you want to do, you want to have, you want to learn, and you want to be. Then you'll make a plan for achieving each one, with small goals that will get you to your final goal. For example, if you chose climb Kilimanjaro, you'd figure you what you need to know to do it, how you'll need to prepare, when you want to go, how much money you'll need to do it, etc."
"You're a slave driver, you know?" she said with a grin.
"Yes. You'll thank me some day. But I'm not done yet. By Monday, I want you to make one initial step toward each of your goals. You're going to write down these goals, and you're going to read them every morning, the first thing you do when you get up."
"How do you know all this stuff, Alex?"
"My father made me do the same thing when I turned 16. So that my final years of high-school would prepare me for what I wanted out of life. Make sure I go to the right college. Pursue the right degree. Things like that."
"You have a list then?"
"I do. Let's get out of the pool and I'll show you."
We went to the porch, and dried off. "Lay down. Time for me to lotion you up one last time," I told her. I went to my wallet and retrieved my list. It was laminated, folded in half, with writing on both sides. "Once a month I update it. Rewriting my goals, removing things I've completed and adding new tasks is a powerful thing."
I held it in front of her. "It's a very private thing. I've never showed anybody this list. Some of the items are very personal." I put it in her hands.
"You'll let me read it?"
"Of course. You are the only one I'd consider letting read it. You are on it."
She turned her head and looked at me in surprise. "Me?"
"Since I first saw you."
"You're kidding."
"Not in the least. At least one of my goals in every category is what I call a 'reach'. It's not likely to happen, but it's something that I can dream about. You've always been in that category."
She was scanning the list, and found herself. "Make love to Amy Daniels. Written in italics."
"Italics are my reach goals."
"You've had my name on your list for how long?"
I grabbed the lotion and started on her back. "Since I made my first list. Every month for the last 3 years I've made a new list, writing it from scratch, and you've always been part of it. I knew I didn't stand a chance, but a guy could dream right?"
"This is pretty incredible," she said softly.
"I know. It's one of those goals I had no idea how to approach. A lot of people are talking about this whole idea of 'The Secret' where if you think about something enough and want it enough, and you open yourself to opportunities, the law of attraction will make it come true. I'm not much of a believer in that. I believe hard work and perseverance has a lot more to do with achieving your goals. But after this week, I'm starting to wonder."
I reached down and eased her bikini bottoms off of her, and put the suntan lotion on her pretty pale cheeks.
"God, this is disturbing," she said. "My name on your list, a goal of yours you've thought about for years. If you'd asked me a week ago if it would ever have happened, I would have laughed. And now the dream is yours, if you want."
I was lotioning her legs. "What do you think? Do I want it?"
She shivered. "I can't imagine wanting anything that much. And to think that I'm the object of that desire. Jesus, I don't know what to think."
"Does it make you think about the power of written goals?"
"And then some. How many of your goals have you achieved?"
"Hundreds. Every month I knock off more of the short ones. You would be the first top tier goal or reach goal. I think I might retire after that. No place left to go but down."
I had her turn over, but she still had her nose buried in my list. "2 Million dollars in 8 years?"
"That one started out 1 million in 10 years. I now know that's two easy. Pretty soon I'll probably make it 2.5 million."
"Create something that makes the front page of the newspaper?"
"Pretty cool, huh?"
"Climb the seven summits? What's that?"
"The highest mountain on each continent. Kilimanjaro's one of them. Looks like we have something in common." I was massaging her breasts. "None of those peaks hold a candle to these. They'll be a let down after having summited yours." I pulled her nipples up, feeling the tips harden.
"And you look at this every day, and base your actions on these goals?"
"That's it. Everything on that list that's not in italics, I'm going to do. No question about it."
"I wish I had your confidence, Alex."
"You will. Make your list. Read it daily. Let it guide your actions. And a year from now, when you've seen the incredible progress you've made, you'll know with complete certainty you can do it too."
I was working on her legs. I'd skipped past her pretty little pussy, and she noticed. "No attention for the kitty?" she asked teasingly.
"Not yet. I don't like the taste of this suntan lotion." I parted her legs and moved between them, kissing the soft freshly shaven skin around her magical opening. "Smooth," I murmured.
"Fresh, just for you," she said softly. She was still reading my list, obviously enthralled. "Four categories, one to a page, three big goals on each page, smaller tasks below each one. This is what I should do?"



"You can. It works for me. I have a bigger list, but this is the one I can carry in my pocket and reflect on."
She lowered the list, rubbing her fingers through my hair. "You do that so well, Alex," she said softly.
"Talk to me, Amy. Tell me what I do wrong, what you'd prefer I do, whatever makes you feel best. Help me do the best I can for you."
She moaned a little. "Less thrusting with the fingers, more pushing around the inside, top and bottom," she whispered.
I turned my fingers over and pressed against the top of her pussy, massaging it.
"God, yes, like that. Top and bottom. Top shallow, bottom deep," she gasped.
I alternated between the two, taking my time with each. I could feel her reactions, and soon learned where I had to apply the pressure, and how much. I could feel her pussy reacting, pulsing around my fingers.
"Less licking, more sucking," she pleaded.
I moved my mouth over the top area, sucking in her lips, feeling her clit moving underneath the skin. I didn't have a lot of experience at this, and feeling that movement was enlightening. I moved my tongue against it, press and release, press and release, pulsing the pressure.
"Oh God, oh God, oh God, don't stop!" she moaned sweetly.
I turned my fingers upward, pressing in and drawing forward, feeling the bumpy texture of her g-spot, petting it directly.
She cried out, and my mouth was flooded with a light liquid, faintly sweet and salty. I pulled back a bit, surprised. I'd never had that happen before. I was hit with another strong squirt, on the chin. Amy moaned, and released a third smaller stream. My hand was caressing the outside of her pussy, soaked almost to the elbow. It was beyond amazing.
She was gasping, her whole body twisting. I was no longer touching her, but I could see her pussy trembling, and a smaller trickle of liquid escaped. I brought my mouth down over her, licking up her juices, trying to be gentle.
She rose up suddenly. "Jesus, Alex! I'm sorry, did I pee on you?"
I laughed. "Not hardly. I'm pretty sure you squirted. It's a first for me, but it's way too sweet to be pee. You taste amazing."
She was blushing, "God, that was incredible! I've never felt anything like that."
"You want to feel it again?" I asked, licking her gently.
"Do you think we can, that it can be like that again?"
"All we can do is try, if you're willing."
"It's not gross? Squirting all over you like that?"
"I loved it. Loved making you come for me. Making you lose control. Let me do it again."
She leaned back, and opened her legs back up.
I learned something new. At least as far as Amy was concerned. Once you open the floodgates, it doesn't take nearly as long to reopen them. She squirted for more twice more, not nearly as much though, the second time losing control, her entire body squirming and twisting, unable to stop coming for a long time.
I sat next to her, caressing her soothingly, calming her. She looked frightened at her own response, gasping, squirming underneath my touch. Running my hand down the inside of her thigh seemed to set her off again, moaning and twisting. I moved higher and brushed her hair back. "Shh," I whispered, "It's Ok."
Amy rolled on her side, clutching my leg curling up protectively. I rubbed her back gently, waiting for her to calm down.
She buried her head against my knee, and once she started breathing normally, she pressed her lips against my skin. She slowly uncurled, rolling onto her back, her arms across her chest. "No more," she whispered.
She sat up, turning, putting her feet on the ground. I helped her to her feet, and caught her when she stumbled, her legs still shaking. She clung to me, "I have to go to the bathroom," she said.
I walked with her to the door, letting her get her legs back under her. She turned and gave me a kiss at the door. "I'm fine, Alex. I've got it from here."
I watched her walk in the door slowly, still surprised at how she'd been effected.
Returning to the lounge chair, I cleaned up after her, a puddle on the cushion evidence of her pleasure. I organized the space and went back to the pool, testing the water. I added some muriatic acid, trying to ignore my hard-on, until Amy returned. There wasn't a lot more I could do to the pool. It was about as good as it was going to get.
I looked at it, and felt proud of what we'd accomplished.
"It's a miracle, Alex." Amy said, walking up beside me.
"Just hard work, we did well." I turned and took her in my arms. "Feeling better now?"
She grinned. "Much. That was pretty crazy, wasn't it?"
"To say the least. You're a little firecracker, aren't you?"
"I guess maybe I am. Surprised the hell out of me." She took me by the hand, dragging me back to the shade of the porch. "Time's running out," she said. "I'll feel horrible if I can't do something for you before you leave."
It was a very nice something, a long extended blow-job. I watched her, stretched out between my legs, sucking away lovingly, playfully, licking, kissing, teasing, taking me in her mouth. I couldn't help thinking that I'd hoped for more. In particular access to that space between her legs, fulfilling my dream.
Instead, I settled for letting her blow me, and giving her a mouthful of appreciation. She didn't linger, pulling up quickly afterward, and grabbing what little clothing she had outdoors. She gave me a quick peck.
"It's late. I gotta get dressed. I'll stop by and say goodnight once Dale gets home and settles in.
I got dressed and did a last check of the water quality, and cleaned out the skimmers and pump strainer. I checked the pool controller settings, and started putting away my gear. Amy was cleaning up around the porch and headed back indoors only a few minutes before Dale drove up.
I didn't have much more to do, other than load up my gear. I idled my time skimming the surface of a few stray leaves, waiting to see if Amy would show up and say goodbye.
She did come out, with her husband in tow. She'd put on a light summer dress which clung to her dynamite figure and looked amazing. I avoided staring at her, afraid my feeling would be obvious. My childhood fantasy had blossomed into full scale adoration.
"I wouldn't believe it if I didn't see it with my own eyes," Dale said, standing near the edge. "It hasn't looked this good since it was first put in."
"He said he could stop by once a week, and take care of it for the summer," Amy told him.
"As long as it comes out of your household budget," Dale told her. He turned to me. "Great work, Alex. You can count on us for any references you need. We'll spread the word about the miracle you performed here."
"I appreciate it. I couldn't have done it without your wife. She's been a lot of help."
He laughed. "Nice of you to say so. I imagine lying around in her bikini, if not all that helpful, wasn't too distracting."
"No really. She did a great job scrubbing down the interior and helping with the acid wash."
"That's good to hear. If not more than a little surprising." He gave her a smack on the rear. "We should have you help out more, next thing you know, you'll be actually contributing around here."
She didn't look too happy with him. "I contribute. I do a lot."
"Of course you do, dear," he said condescendingly. "You've showed her how to do basic maintenance, I hope," he asked me.
"Some. I thought I might go over a few last things tonight, and brush up on things when I come over to do the regular maintenance."
"Good. Don't let me keep you from finishing up, I imagine you must be tired of this place by now." He stuck out his hand, and as distasteful as I found it, I shook it. He turned back to the house.
"I'll be in as soon as we're done," Amy said to him, watching his back as he left us. She turned to me, "You wanted to show me something?" she asked, grinning wickedly.
"By the pool equipment?"
"Lead on."
Behind the privacy fence around the equipment, I turned on the light. "Everything is setup to work automatically. The only thing you need to know is this button here. If you want to go swimming and the filter's running, you can turn off the pump here."
She moved in close to me, reaching between my legs. "Is there anything back here I can turn on?"
I put my arms around her. "No more than you already have."
"Good." She pulled down my shorts, squatting and taking my cock in her mouth, sucking me to hardness.
I alternated my gaze between watching her pretty face going down on me, and looking back at the house. I could see through the slats of their blinds, Dale sitting in a chair, watching TV.
Within moments I was hard as a rock, and enjoying the hell out of her wonderful mouth. I reached down for her head, holding it in my hands, and moving her back and forth on my cock. She put her hands behind her back, yielding to me, letting me fuck her warm mouth.
I pulled her down hard on my cock, feeling the resistance as I slid into her throat. She moaned sweetly, gasping when I pulled her off.
"Fuck my face, Alex," she begged me.
I pushed back into her mouth, strongly, deep into her throat. Back and forth I moved her head, getting closer by the second.
She was moaning continuously, as I moved faster, feeling the ending coming. Saliva bubbled out around her lips, dripping down her chin. She gagged a couple of times, but gamely took me deep again after each. I pulled her off, leaving her gasping. "This time," I told her.
She nodded, kneeling submissively, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue, her eyes looking up at me eagerly.
I slid my cock back into her mouth, fucking her face roughly. Her lips closed around my shaft, sucking. I was only fucking her mouth shallowly, but she pushed forward of her own accord, taking me into her throat again. I groaned, sliding in and out of her tight esophagus. I shoved it all the way in, her nose pressed against my pubes, and erupted.
When I finished coming, Amy pulled me out of her throat, sucking me gently. She pulled my cock out of her mouth, and kissed the head sweetly. "There. That should hold you 'til morning."
"God, woman! How is it possible that everytime with you is more incredible than the last?"
She smiled. "You liked that, huh?"
"Like is not the word. That was beyond amazing."
She stood up for a kiss. "Good. I always want to be amazing for you.
"I wasn't too rough on you?" I asked nervously.
"Very rough. That's going to have to be an occasional thing. Besides, I didn't even get to taste you."
I reached under her dress, sliding my hand up her thigh, to her bare pussy. I rubbed her softly, while she leaned against me. "All yours tomorrow, baby. As much as you want."
She gently pushed my hand away. "I've got to go in now. Don't beat off tonight. Save it all for me."
"Don't forget your homework," I reminded her.
"Homework?"
"The five things you want to do, you want to have, you want to learn, and you want to be. And your plan for achieving each one."
"You're a slave driver," she said, sticking her tongue out at me playfully.
"You'll thank me for it."
She laughed softly. "I'll be doing a lot of 'thanking' tomorrow. You better eat your Wheaties."
"I'll be doing a lot of eating tomorrow," I told her, kissing her softly.
"I really do need to go," she said sadly.
"8:30 tomorrow morning."
She nodded. "I'll call if anything comes up."
* * *
"How's the pool work coming?" Mom asked over dinner.
"Almost done. Just a little last minute tune up tomorrow."
"That wasn't so bad was it?" she teased. "Getting to work with your childhood crush, everyday. I hope she dressed nice for you."
"Mom!"
"Don't tease the boy, Marcy," Dad said.
"Did you call Carla Gonzalez?" Mom asked. "She wants you to put up two ceiling fans for her."
"Yes, Mom. I called. I'm doing it on Friday."
"Friday? Why so late in the week?"
"Mrs. Thomas' hot tub on Monday. Mrs. Beale's fence Tuesday through Thursday," I explained.
"Fine. You should give me a schedule, so I can keep track of you."
Dad gave me a financial talking to after dinner. How much I was charging, opening a business account at the bank, keeping money out for taxes, getting a business account at the hardware stores and lumberyard, marking up materials. He insisted that if I worked hard, I should be able to save up over $5,000. All good stuff, but not much I didn't know.
I listened patiently, although my mind was wandering. I couldn't get Amy Daniels out of my head. I begged off after a while, went to my room and did some gaming, hoping to distract myself. I went to bed early, resisting the temptation to pleasure myself. Amy had asked me to save it for her. How could I say no to that?
* * *
I was up early, 7:30 on a Saturday. First one awake in the house. I had breakfast and cleaned up thoroughly, shaving really close and doing all the usual. At 8:30 on the nose, I pulled into the Daniel's driveway. Dale's car was gone, which was a nice start. I let myself into their backyard.
Amy was sitting on the porch, snacking on a bowl of fruit. She was dressed casually, loose cream shorts and a simple button up sleeveless shirt. I'd been hoping for less.
She got up and met me, slipping her arms around my waist. "Good morning, Alex," she said.
"It is now." I tilted her head up and gave her a kiss.
"Sit, please. We need to talk."
That sounded ominous. Again, not what I was hoping for.
She poured me a glass of juice from a pitcher on the table, pushing it in front of me. "I did my homework."
I breathed a sigh of relief. That was talk I wouldn't mind hearing. "And...?"
"It was good. Eye opening. I really had to think some things through, and come to some hard decisions."
"You want to share your list with me?"
She shook her head once. "Not yet, Ok?" She looked up at me, and I could see she was getting emotional. I reached out and grabbed her hand.
"What's wrong, Amy?"
"You're going to hate me," she said, her voice barely a whisper.
"No. I'm not. Tell me what's wrong."
"I can't make love to you," she blurted. "I know I promised, but I need to give my marriage a fair chance before I call it quits. There's so much I want to do, I have to do, and if I can do it while staying married to Dale, and if he and I can work out some issues, I'm going to try that first."
"That's good."
"Good? That's good? You should be furious with me, leading you on, and then hitting you with this."
"It's what you need. You said so. I'd be lying if I said I was ecstatic about it. I've wanted this so long, and to have it snatched out of my grasp at the last second is hard. But your happiness comes first."
"My happiness? This isn't going to make me happy. Happy would be taking you upstairs and making you fuck the living daylights out of me."
"Then why aren't we doing that?" I asked.
She sat back and sighed. "I don't think I could ever get back in Dale's bed after being with you. As it is, when he touches me, all I can think of is you. Last night we did it. And all I could think was that it should be you."
I nodded. "You're right. It should be me."
She was tearing up again. "I know. But I do want to give this one more chance. I don't think it's going to work out, but I want to stay faithful until I decide it's over. I don't want to be a cheater. That's not the way to end this."
I had to wonder about her idea of cheating, if all the oral sex we'd been having didn't count. Still, I understood. I didn't like it, but I understood.
I squeezed her hand. "We had a great thing. I'll never forget it. Now I want you to do what you have to do. Give it your best, and if it doesn't work out, walk away with your head held high. I'll be waiting."
She shook her head vehemently. "No. Don't wait for me. That's not fair to you. Things may work out, but even if they don't, it's not going to happen overnight. I have no idea how long it will take."
I stood and took her by the hand. "Come on, Morning Goddess. Let's check the pool for your party."
She resisted, pulling me over to our favorite sunning lounge. "One more time, Alex," she said softly.
She took her time stripping me naked, then unbuttoned her top and removed it for me. She wasn't wearing a bra. "I'm going to leave my shorts on. I don't trust myself otherwise."
I pulled her close and kissed her belly. "Trust me for both of us," I told her, unbuttoning her shorts.
"Can I?" she asked, hesitantly.
I slid them down her hips, pulling her simple black panties down after them. "Absolutely. Always."
She pushed me back down and knelt between my legs. I was soft, and I saw her smile. "I don't think I've ever seen you this small before."
"It's been a rough morning." I told her with a wry smile. "Make it better, Amy."
She took me in her mouth, sucking and tugging on my cock. Disappointed or not, having that gorgeous woman sucking me produced results quite quickly. After only a minute or two, I was once again as hard as I ever was.
She grinned again. "Now there's the Alex I know and love."
"I love you too, Angel."
She gave me a sad little smile. "I know." She licked my cock, teasingly. "No more talk of love, Ok? This is difficult enough."
"As long as you know."
"I do."
She stopped speaking and starting sucking. It was different, loving and adoring, she seemed to worship my cock. She kept looking up at me, and I could see the desire in her eyes. It was too much. Knowing that she wanted me, maybe even really loved me, and this was possibly our last time. I wanted it to last forever, but fate had dealt me another hand. We were only a few minutes into it when I knew that I couldn't hold back.
"I'm going to come for you, beautiful."
She pulled off and licked me again, staring into my eyes and smiled. She sucked me hard, stroking my cock with her hand, using her tongue to tease my sensitive glans. I groaned, resisting until the last moment, and fired off in her loving mouth. She sucked me through completion, then sat up. She opened her mouth, showing me my spend, and closed her eyes before swallowing. She went back down on me, cleaning me, sucking gently, keeping me hard.
After a while she laid down on me, her head on my shoulder, her legs open, soft thighs outside mine. "Alex," she whispered softly.
I hugged her, kissing the top of her head. "Amy," I answered.
She reached down between us, and I felt her hand on my cock. She was rubbing it against her moist pussy lips.
"Don't, Amy."
"I want to feel it."
"I promised you we wouldn't. Don't make a liar out of me."
She rose up on her hands, lifting off me, her amazing breasts hanging down. "Can you be strong for us? Let me feel it inside, once. That's all. Can we do that?"
"We shouldn't."
"I know. Please, for me. One time. Just slide it inside and let me feel what it should be. But that's all, Ok?"
"Will you be able to stop?" I asked her.
"Maybe not. That's why I want you to be strong for both of us. Don't let me do anymore, no matter what. No matter how much I beg."
"You're asking a hell of a lot."
She kissed me softly. "I know. And you've already done so much for me. You've change my life these last few days. Now I need you one more time."
"Put it in," I told her.
She sat up, raising her hips up high, and bent over, watching as she slid my cock inside of her slowly. She lowered herself, sliding down my shaft, watching the whole thing disappear inside of her.
She sat down, resting her full weight on my cock and sighed. "Damn," she moaned. "I knew it."
I reached for her and pulled her down onto my chest, holding her in my arms my cock buried deep inside my dream woman's tightness. We stayed like that, kissing warmly and lovingly, my hands caressing her body, her tight confines pulsing around my cock.



She started to raise her hips up, and I grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled her back down hard. "No."
"Just a little, baby?" she pleaded.
"No. Relax. Let's stay like this a little while longer."
She ground her hips against me and I slapped her ass hard. "Don't, Amy, or I swear I'll pull out."
She whimpered softly and settled back down. She buried her head in my shoulder, while I caressed that amazing body. I was rubbing her back when I felt the sobs start.
"Shhh," I whispered, hugging her.
She started crying, hard, the sobbing echoing through her body around my cock. I grabbed her ass again, holding her tight against me, my cock throbbing inside of her, while she let it out.
When she calmed down, I let go of her ass, feeling her adjust herself and settle back on my cock. I wrapped her in my arms, kissing her pretty face, tasting the salt of her tears, all of which I kissed away.
She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me again. A long passionate kiss of desperation. She finished by nibbling my lip and pulling off of me. "Thank you," she said.
"I love you," was all I could answer.
She nodded, then turned around, lowering her pussy over my face before taking me in her mouth.
It was beautiful. Magical. Just as she'd worshipped my cock, I did the same for her tasty little pussy. Teasing, kissing, tasting, memorizing ever little fold and bump, knowing this might have to last for a lifetime. I was able to get her to come for me softly, then once more, with my cock all the way down her throat, she came hard. My own need burst upon me unawares, and I thrust upward with my hips, shooting my load down her throat.
She pulled off in the middle of my cumming, sucking the head, and drawing every last drop out of me. I kissed her perfect pussy goodbye, my heart shattering in my chest.
She laid down on me, my softening cock in her mouth, my lips glued to her clit, sucking softly, never wanting to stop. I felt her head resting on my thigh, her lips still holding onto me gently. She held me in her mouth, her tongue slowly caressing my sensitive helmet. I licked her gently, lovingly, along each side fold and then up the middle and inside her. I relaxed, my mouth glued to her pussy, my tongue taking a last tender journey until I rested, the tip barely inside her.
We stayed that way for a couple of minutes until she slowly got up and turned around. I held her silently for a bit until she kissed me and got up. She was wearing a forced smile. "Let's go, poolboy. We've still got some work to do, right?"
She got up and slid her panties on, while I pulled my shorts up. She took me by the hand, her beautiful tits still on display, and walked to the pool.
We took a few minutes to check the water, add the shock, and check the skimmers. I showed her how to turn the salt-water chlorinator from it's super-chlorination setting to the normal level.
I wanted to do more, but the pool was immaculate and our job was done. We stood by the side of the pool, looking at it.
"We did a good job, didn't we?" she asked.
"We did. I have some good news. All the materials came to less than $900. We're even. No second payment necessary."
"I want to pay you the rest," she said.
"I won't take it."
She was holding my hand and gave me a squeeze. "We're done, aren't we?"
"As good as it's going to get."
She turned and hugged me. "I...I don't want you to come around and clean the pool. I couldn't take it."
"I understand. I'll write up the directions for what you should do and email them to you."
"Thank you," she said softly.
We walked back to the patio and both got dressed. She escorted me back to my truck and gave me one last kiss, out on the driveway where anyone might see. Then she turned silently and ran back into her yard, closing the gate behind her.
I hoped she'd find her happiness.
* * *
I buried myself in work, and wild stay-at-home MILFs. I didn't care that Jenna Thomas had a reputation for being a talker, I fixed her hot tub, and then spent the afternoon trying to forget about Amy by fucking the shit out of the buxom housewife. She was fun, and I had a great time. For a scant few minutes, I was able to force thoughts of Amy out of my head.
I did the fence work, and my schedule started filling up.
"You're pretty much booked solid for the next few weeks," Mom told me over breakfast Friday.
"Great."
"Amy called, gushing over the work you did for them. And she wanted to thank you for the detailed directions on caring for the pool. That was really nice of you. I know it was a lot of work, but they seem to appreciate it. At least two of the jobs you have came from their recommendation."
Amy. Why did she have to remind me?
"It all worked out. The materials cost less than I anticipated, and I was able to still make a little money. No complaints."
Carla Gonzalez had been talking to Jenna. I installed two ceiling fans, and spent the better part of two hours eating her out. She didn't want to do anymore than that, and that was Ok by me. She was a cute, chubby little Latina who certainly enjoyed what I did for her, while expanding my knowledge in that area. I got a $100 tip. Unbelievable.
It turned out the suburbs are full of wild mommies, looking for a little fantasy getaway from their hum-drum world. About one in four of my jobs ended up needing 'extra' attention. Word must have gotten around. Diana Everson wanted me to play with myself and come on her face. Over and over again throughout the day. She wore it like a badge of honor. Lilly Banks loved to suck cock. I replaced a garbage disposal and got blown four times, twice before and twice after.
Not everyone was so willing to break all the boundaries. I guess I had a reputation as a pool expert, and I was doing weakly maintenance on half a dozen of them by the end of the first month. A few of those women wanted me to lotion them up and massage them by the side of the pool. Two wanted me to finish the job by getting them off with my fingers. Not such a horrible job. I was charging 20 dollars for what was typically 15 minutes of work and maybe another 20-30 minutes of playing around. I usually walked away with an extra $20 for my effort.
But there were some more daring ones.
Janine Anderson wanted me to fuck her in her wedding gown. How weird was that? She was a wild one, completely dressed up for the altar, including white stockings and veil. She was the first black woman I'd ever been with, and the contrast of the stark white cloth against her dark skin was mesmerizing. She wanted me to change all the light-bulbs in her house to the new energy saving ones, including some very difficult to access lights in their high ceilings. She insisted that any time she walked into the room, I should grab her roughly, lift up her skirt and slip, and fuck her. I didn't even have to finish, I just had to pound her for a while. By the afternoon, I was doing anything I wanted to her. I was making her blow me, bending her over a table and hammering her, even fucking her up her ample ass. I stood on a ladder, changing out the four lights in a ceiling fan, while she sucked my cock between the rungs of the ladder. I fucked her in every room in that house, including the garage, and came for her at least half-a-dozen times. She thanked me ardently at the end of the afternoon, and once again, I was thankful to be able to forget about Amy, if only for a few brief hours.
I went to swap out a dishwasher at Angela Casey's house, and returned from the big box store to find a note in the kitchen. "I'm in the bedroom," was all it said.
I went and found her naked, gagged and tied up. I used her hard, right there one the bed, tossing her around like a rag doll and fucking her tight little pussy like there was no tomorrow. She was a petite thing, not the prettiest around, but a sexy little package. When I was done with my initial use, my cum leaking out of her, I picked her up and carried her to the kitchen, depositing her on the floor. I pulled out the existing dishwasher, then fucked her there on the cold tile. When I'd finished coming on her face, I took my time installing the new dishwasher, taking a break to pound her helpless pussy for a while. I cleaned her up, and put her back on her bed, still tied up. I finished the installation, loaded the old dishwasher on my truck then went into her bathroom and took a shower. I went through her bedside drawers while she watched me anxiously, and found some toys to use on her. I played with her bondage, trying different ways of tying her up, moving the ropes around, replacing them with her husband's ties, and tying her down to the bed. Before the afternoon was through, I'd fucked her ass twice, and pounded her pussy for what must have been half-an-hour, while she had a vibrator stuffed up her butt and turned on. She must have come a dozen times or more. I finished by ungagging her, roughly pulling off the duct tape across her lips and making her blow me before coming in her mouth.
"Should I leave you like this?" I asked teasing.
She was staring at me with adoring eyes. "You should take me home and lock me in your closet, using me whenever you want."
I untied her, rubbing the marks on her skin, and held her in her bed telling her what an incredible fuck she was. She thanked me by sucking me off one last time, even though it took forever, and paid me $200 for the day's work. More than three times what I'd quoted her.
Erica Norton wanted me to rape her. I swear. I couldn't make this shit up if I tried. She handed me a note when I got to her house to install a new garage door opener. A tough job. "Come in the house when you're done, and rape me. Hard. Abuse me. Then take all the money out of my purse."
It took a few hours, but I got the opener installed. I entered the house stealthily by the back-door. She was fully dressed, vacuuming the living room floor, with a set of headphones on, listening to her iPod. I sneaked in behind her, and grabbed her by the neck, pulling her to the ground. She fought me and I used the cord of the vacuum to tie her hands together before ripping her clothes off of her. She fought and struggled, yelling until I took a loop of the cord and put it around her neck, tugging it tight. "Keep screaming, and I'll be just as happy fucking your cold corpse."
She was quieter after that, trying to reason with me. Begging me to stop, offering me her money, her jewelry. "Take whatever you want. I swear I won't tell," she pleaded as I pulled her pants down and tore her panties off.
I'm ashamed to say I got more enjoyment out of it than I should have. I fucked her over and over again, telling her I was going to make her pregnant. I made her blow me, then pulled out at the last minute to shove my cock up her sloppy cunt and deposit another load there. "How many is that? Three? I'm nowhere near done with you, you little slut. I'm going to fill your pussy to overflowing."
When she started crying, I slapped her around a little. Nothing hard, just enough to shock her. "Keep it up, and I'll beat you until you have something to cry about." I was rough with her, mashing and biting her tiny tits, shoving my fingers up her tight ass dry, shoving my cock down her throat until she gagged. I choked her while I fucked her, her face turning red, and she came explosively.
When I couldn't get it up again, I picked her up and left her at the foot of her bed, naked, my cum leaking out of her abused pussy. I found her purse, and was surprised to see three hundred dollar bills in her wallet, along with a thick stack of smaller bills. Almost $500 in all.
I peeled off a twenty and knelt down next to her. She cringed, covering up. I pushed her hands out of the way and stuffed the well worn twenty into her dripping cunt. "That will make sure no more leaks out. If you say a word about this, I will come back and take care of you and your whole family for good. Do you understand?"
She nodded slowly.
"Good. Leave the door to the garage unlocked for now on. I have the code to the opener. We'll be doing this again."
Her eyes grew wide, and she nodded.
"You're a hell of a fuck, lady. Make sure you name our kid after me." I kissed her hard, sticking my tongue halfway down her throat and left her.
Sure enough, Erica found two more jobs for me to do for her that summer. One was a two minute repair of a leaking toilet, followed by about three hours of rough play. She was my most generous customer, paying me over $400 each time. I'll say this for her, she was a lot of fun to role-play with, and I never thought of Amy at all when I was with her.
Most of the women who required extra services became repeat customers. My fuckable bride had me change out most of the wall switch plates with nice decorator ones. And again, I fucked her in every room in that house, this time while she wore her high-school cheerleading outfit. She asked me to wear a football jersey, and I didn't mind going along. Jenna of the hot-tub became a weekly regular, where I took care of her pool and hot-tub for 15 minutes, then spent the rest of the morning casually fucking. My bondage queen Angela checked in every couple of weeks. The third time she had a friend with her. They were bound back-to-back, naked. Those two wore me out. I tied them together face-to-face, and made them kiss each other while I took turns fucking them in all their holes. Lilly Banks must have sucked me off thirty times from June through August. She wasn't the best ever, but you had to give her an A+ for effort and willingness. I even ran into her at the supermarket one day, and we ended up in her mini-van. She blew me twice, depending on the almost black window-tint for privacy. She tried to give me some money, but I wouldn't let her. I had a little pride.
And still, after all of that, I fantasized about Amy all the time.
She became a ghost. I never saw her. She never talked to Mom again after that one phone call. Rumors abounded about her and her husband. I finally heard from Jenna that she'd moved out and back with her parents. We were taking a break between fuck sessions, and she had a hell of a time getting me hard again after that bit of news.
I earned a shit-load of money during that summer break. I contacted all of my regulars and offered them a last free 'job' the week before I went back to school. Not one turned me down. I was doing two a day, starting at 8:00 am, and not finishing until late.
Angela of the ropes let me know her husband was out of town on Wednesday. I ended up spending the night with her and her friend, Taylor. We took turns tying up one, then the other of the women, while whoever was free worked with me on whoever was tied up. They didn't seem to mind being very friendly with each other. I eventually tied them up in 69, getting a kick out of moving from one end of the pair to the other, fucking a pussy and a mouth at each end. I even went from Taylor's ass to Angela's mouth, and I was astonished at how hot all three of us found that to be. I finished in Taylor's tight little butt, and had Angela clean me up, holding her by the hair. Around 1:00 am we ditched the ropes and climbed into bed together, thoroughly exhausted. I held both of them while we talked about what we all liked most and least. I drifted off to sleep by two cute little well fucked heads on my shoulders, my arms around both of them, their upper legs draped over my thighs. I woke several times in the night to blow-jobs, which lead to more fucking, including taking advantage of whoever was sleeping. I was dragging ass when I stopped by Carla's in the morning for a few hours of oral. Thank God it was Carla. I don't think I could have gotten another hardon even for Amy.
Friday afternoon I finished my summer of debauchery with Jenna. She was always a nice change of pace, wanting plain old sex, with a little oral thrown in for fun. She was talkative as usual grilling me on going back to school.
"Know where you're going to be living?" she asked.
"Same dorm as last year. I've already checked it out. It's a nice room, second floor, on the end, away from the noisiness around the elevators and bathrooms."
"You thinking of coming back at all? Your college is only a couple of hours away."
"Just the holidays. Maybe a couple of weekends. Especially if the laundry backs up," I told her, while we laid together in bed, cuddling. She was nice to be with. And fun to hold. I loved the wildness, but having her once a week was probably my favorite in terms of relaxing good ol' fashioned fun. The fact that she had the biggest tits of all my girls, and that she gave me unlimited access, and even let me fuck them, didn't hurt. I realized I was going to miss Jenna.
"Anytime you're in town, feel free to call. I'd love to get together," she told me. "You've made this summer wonderful."
"I'll keep that in mind. I love getting together with you."
She grinned. "Want to get together again?"
I did, and we did, and it was good. Very good. But it wasn't Amy.
* * *
I moved back to school that Saturday. Mom was all weepy, and Dad was acting proud over my successful summer, earning nearly $24 grand. I'd worked six days a week, 8-10 hour days, for nearly three full months. I'd still had a chance to spend most evenings with old friends, going out, having a beer, catching a movie. All the usual. I didn't like to sit around the house; I always ended up getting depressed about losing Amy like I had. So I had stayed very busy. And it had paid off. I'd managed to bank over $19,000.
I met my roommate and we worked out the room details, picking beds, closet sides, moving our furniture around. He was also a sophomore, ROTC, and had been going out with a girl the previous year. They hadn't stayed in touch over the summer and he was fretting about getting back together with her. He seemed like a pretty decent guy, and I was hoping we could be friends.
I was unpacking the last of my clothing when I got an odd feeling. You know the one. Like someone is watching you, a cold chill running down your spine, a funny little twitch at the back of your head. I turned and found Amy Daniels standing in my doorway. She was a vision in shorts and a tight t-shirt, her long dark hair pulled back in a pony tail. I was stunned. I stood there staring at her, at a complete loss for words. My mind went blank.
"Should I go?" she asked nervously, when I didn't say anything.
I darted to the door, grabbing her by the hands and pulling her in. "No. Never."
She smiled for me and slid into my arms easily, her body familiar. I could smell her shampoo, the same once she'd used over the summer, some fruity thing. One good whiff and I was taken back to her lying on me, my cock inside of her, holding her, while she cried. I didn't say anything, I just hugged her. I felt tears running down my face, and she looked up and brushed them away, ignoring the ones dripping down her own cheeks.
"What are you doing here?" I finally asked.
"Going back to school. I need about two full years to finish my degree. My divorce is final, and I'm working on my list." She pulled my head down for a soft kiss. "I'd like to share it with you now, if you'll let me."
I'm sure all of this came to a shock to my roommate, who was sitting at his desk. He finally got up. "I'm going to get some dinner. I'll be gone a while." He stopped at the doorway. "Leave something on the door-handle if you need some privacy."
All in all, not a bad guy, it seemed.
I got up and closed the door, then undressed Amy, while she undressed me. We got in my little single bed, and I put her on her back. She opened her legs for me, and I pressed my achingly hard cock against her moist lips and pushed. All the way in.
"God," she moaned softly. "Even better than I remember."
I stayed on my knees, looking down at her, taking it all in. Her ethereal beauty, amazing body, magazine cover-girl face. "Take out the pony tail." I told her. I wanted to see her long hair unbound, the way I loved it. It only took her a few moments to get her hair free and shake it loose.



"Better?"
"Perfect. Every damn last thing about you."
I kissed her softly, then more fervently as I started fucking my dream. I fucked her hard and fast, unable to hold back, until those first few minutes of desperate need were behind us. I then took on the task of learning her. Trying different things, long slow strokes, grinding against her, stirring her insides, pounding her hard, taking her slow and easy. It wasn't long before she told me she was going to come, and I fucked her faster, straining to come with her, filling her just as she was coming off her first orgasm and making her come with me again.
We made love for a couple of hours, not talking about what had happened or what the future held. We were closing our final deal, the morning we'd missed out on. She rode me for a long time, obviously enjoying herself, playing around, trying different positions, and different actions. We did it on our sides, then doggy style, which I found that I absolutely adored with Amy. The view of her wonderful ass, narrow waist, smooth skin, little dimples that appeared and disappeared while I fucked her. Watching my cock pierce her repeatedly, the view of her tiny little pucker hole between her cheeks. Ridiculously sexy. And it was so easy, so comfortable, it seemed like I could fuck her forever like that. She seemed to enjoy it as well, coming several times for me that way, until she grew weak and collapsed onto the bed. I rode her down, and fucked her prone body, until I came again, having lost count of my orgasms by that time.
When we were thoroughly fucked out she gave me a hug. "Paid in full, poolboy?"
"And then some."
"Feed me? I'm starving. My poor little body's not used to that."
We hit the IHOP, gorging ourselves, while I finally got her story. She'd given it a chance, but Dale was having none of her newfound need for independence, and refused to let her go back to school. He wanted her home, taking care of him, and available evenings and weekends, not having to compete with homework. According to him, she didn't need a job, he earned plenty, and her working would be selfish.
She'd moved home, and over the next few weeks had filed for divorce and worked out all her old issues with her parents and siblings. According to her, it had been difficult but rewarding. She swore she was closer with her mother and youngest sister than she had ever been in her life. Apparently they have money, and were 100% supportive of her going back to school on their dime. The divorce was icing on the cake. Turns out I wasn't the only one that didn't like the guy.
She had worked on her list, which she pulled out and shared with me. It was a little fold up sheet, two pages front and back, four pages in all, almost identical to mine. It was much of what we'd talked about, including completing her Bachelor's degree, getting a Master's, working at a non-profit, helping children. She still wanted to climb Kilimanjaro. She also wanted to see the pyramids and the Great Wall. She wanted to swim in the Red Sea. She wanted to learn to waltz in Vienna, and tango in Buenos Aires. The last page caught me by surprise.
1. Make love to Alex Martin
2. Live with Alex.
3. Marry Alex.
4. Have four children with Alex.
5. Spend the rest of my life with Alex.
I looked up and she was watching me. "My happiness page."
"Have four children?" was all I could respond.
She grinned. "That number is negotiable. I have a small apartment off campus. Want to help me knock another item off my list?"
I smiled, leaning across the table and kissing her. "I'm going to make sure we take care of every item on your list. I promise."
She smiled back. "I know. And I'll help you with yours."
And we did.
================================
Congratulations if you made it all the way to the end of this long story! I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, please vote and let me know. Thanks as always.
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=============================
This little tale is an homage to some of the most popular stories on Literotica.
NakdSalr's "Mom Takes a Ride" (1 & 2), and byRetired04's "Sitting On My Son's Lap", are both slightly absurd, fun and erotic situations, with a Mom going for an extended ride sitting on her son's lap, with others in the car. IMHO "Mom Takes a Ride" sets a high bar for this kind of story, being a quick easy read, and the car scene ridiculously erotic.
I thought I'd take a shot at a similar story, from the Son's point of view. I also carried the absurdity just a little too far. If you've read any of my work, undoubtedly you know I require a lot more setup, background, character development and so on. I can't help myself.
I don't have the talent to make the story as short as I'd like, but I'm working on that.
I hope you enjoy it. - TTT
P.S. This is an entry for the 2012 Summer Lovin' Contest. It is about Aunt's and their Nephews, as well as Mother's and Son's. If that's not your cup of tea, please read one of the other excellent entries.
=============================
"Harold, this is crazy! We're never going to fit all that in the car."
I had to agree with Mom on this one. We were shutting down the summer cabin early, and as usual, it meant bringing home lots of gear that had migrated there during our multiple 'mini-vacations'. Unfortunately, Dad's workload had exploded with a new contract, and it was unlikely we'd get back out to the house again that summer.
This season we'd accumulated more than ever. The coolers with all the game meat were the main culprits. We'd planned on the wild pig hunt earlier in the summer, but had to reschedule twice, due to weather. Mom and Aunt Marie had conniption fits when they found out we'd be hunting on the last day of our vacation. After a bit they settled down and gave in. Mom was a big believer in 'male bonding'. Dad and I didn't do enough together, other than watch football part of the year, by her way of thinkin'. We'd taken up hunting two years back, and even though it was pricey as hobbies go, it turned out to be good for us. It brought us closer, and though we were usually all business during the hunt, we opened up a good bit during our outings. Truth is, it was kind of cool.
My cousin Colin had never really known his real father, and had never been close with either of his two step-fathers, neither of which were in the picture any more. Aunt Marie welcomed any opportunity for him to hang out with other men. Besides, I think she kinda liked the old man. You can't blame her, he's pretty good as Dad's go, if a little ultra-conservative on occasion.
In the end they let us 'he-men' go with their blessings, insisting that we prove ourselves as 'providers' and bring home the bacon. Literally. In the mean time they'd keep the cave clean, and work on polishing off some of the fermented brew. We'd been derelict in our duties, and they had a good bit of work ahead of them, at least in the drinking arena.
We headed out well before dawn to a local orchard where the owner was having problems with herds of feral pigs. It was my first time hunting hogs, and Colin's first time hunting, period. We'd had him practicing out back on the property, chewing our way through a mess of ammunition. Another manly thing the Mom's thankfully approved of. But the play time was over. Big leagues now. We had no idea what to expect.
If you've never gone wild pig hunting, there's no way I could do it justice in a few paragraphs, never mind an entire novel. It's beyond description. We had the time of our lives. We killed wild beasts, dragged their massive carcasses across fields, skinned and cleaned them, and all in all felt pretty damn good about ourselves. Nothing like killing critters, especially big mean ones that could tear you open in seconds, to get a man's testosterone and adrenaline pumping. I swear, after one particular episode I could practically feel my voice deepening, my chest hair growing, and my dick swinging free, half-way to my knee.
If any of you 'men' have got some kind of deep-seated issue with me killin' stuff, as far as I'm concerned you can just pull up your panties, shave your goatee, and move to France, ya damn wusses.
Ladies with issues? Understood. It's a man thing. Come sit on my lap, and I'll explain everything. Heh. (It's an inside joke, never mind.)
The day had been incredible, to say the least. We'd harvested eight all told, and spent more time cleanin' them than we had hunting. We'd filled two large coolers to the brim, and still left most of the meat with the property owner. The farmer was pleased as could be with our results. The pig issue was becoming a huge problem, causing massive crop damage and ground erosion. He welcomed us to come back any time, and clear out as many as we possibly could. Dad shook his hand, and told him we might take him up on that.
We were exhausted yet exhilarated. Colin had killed one ferocious boar that weighed in around 200 lbs, and I'd shot a trophy sow that easily exceeded our 250 lb scale. We'd worked our asses off dragging the pigs back to the Jeep, and learning to skin, gut and butcher a hog bigger than me turned out to be a supremely time-consuming and messy effort. I was never more appreciative of that winch on our Jeep. Dad knew what he was doing, and had all the tools we needed. I'm sure he could have finished it in half the time, but our learning was a big part of the process. Dad always took pride in teaching me, and I appreciated it, even if I didn't say so very often.
The sun was hanging low in the sky by the time we made it back to the cabin, which put a damper on our excitement. We were late getting back, and knew it would be a lot later before we got out of there, with at least a 2 hour drive ahead of us before we got home.
Turns out things weren't all that bad. Aunt Marie and Mom had finished up most of the packing and a stupidly large pile of gear was stacked in the car-port, ready for loading. We backed the Jeep in and found the sisters parked on the front porch, beers in hand.
Colin ran over, still completely stoked over his first hunting trip, but before we were 10 seconds into our story we were cut off.
Mom was holding her nose, and pointing to the lake. "Go! In the lake, clothes and all. Now!"
Aunt Marie was no better. "Lord, y'all stink! You're filthier than those pigs you claimed to be hunting. Harold, I gave you my handsome boy and you returned this?"
Dad laughed. "This young MAN shot a 200 lb boar with 5 inch tusks that could tear you wide open faster than you could say 'Woo pig sooie!'" He put his big old meaty hand on the back of Colin's neck and gave him a squeeze. I saw Colin wince. I knew that squeeze well. I'd suffer it happily. It was the closest thing to affection we men are allowed to share.
Ten minutes later we were swimming/bathing off of our dock, with the Moms parked on the end, listening to our tales while still working on their beers. I suspected they'd had more than a few. It was easy enough to see they were feeling no pain.
To hear Colin tell it, we'd killed Hogzilla, and needed a backhoe to drag it back for cleanin'. Dad shed some reality on the stories, but our Moms were happy we'd had a good day, and were clearly pleased with Colin's contagious excitement in particular.
Alright, I'm gonna throw this out there, even though a lot of y'all are gonna think me perverted or something. Try to be open-minded.
Aunt Marie is hot. Her ex-es must have been some stupid sumbitches.
There. I said it. And don't judge me until you've seen her.
If Mom wasn't, well, Mom, it'd be pretty easy to put her in the same category. Hell, except for their boobs and butts, they could almost have been twins. Come to think of it, they are - Irish twins at least, born only about 11 months apart.
They were both wearing bikinis which they had selected to best emphasize their most noteworthy features. They were obviously sisters, with much the same build, and nearly identical features. Aunt Marie had been considerably more blessed when the boob fairy made her appearance, but Mom had the whole package, including the most perfect ass in the free world. Don't believe me? Ask Dad. He pointed it out in the first place.
Aunt Marie's bikini top was barely able to contain her enormous bounty, and for a woman closer to 40 than 30, they stood up firm and proud, defying age and gravity.
Mom's bikini on the other hand, while nicely encasing her more-than-worthy breasts, emphasized her amazing hips and ass. It was small in the back, showing a lot of cheek, which some might have considered overdoing it a bit, with only family around. I personally thought it was a generous gift to all of mankind, to keep those bodacious cheeks on full display.
Bodacious. That was Dad's word for them. Funny the things guys talk about as they get older. Especially while huntin' with all the testosterone pumpin'. Who ever thought my Dad would brag about Mom's bodacious ass? To me?
The ladies where making us scrub some of the filth off our clothes, passing them out piece by piece. We were developing a nice little pile of wet clothing, which may not have been clean, but was a whole lot better than it had started.
Mom got up and took her cover-up off, but before she could jump in, I stopped her. "Mom! Wait!"
"What?" she asked peevishly.
"I, uh - I'm naked in here."
Colin chimed in, "Me too, Aunt Alice."
Mom rolled her eyes and glared at the old man.
Dad laughed. "Hey! Don't blame me. I'm not the one going commando. Looks like you and your sister's bad habits are rubbing off."
Mom blushed mightily, but Aunt Marie just grinned. Mom dug into the tote bag she'd brought down to the water, and came up with a couple of pair of boxers she tossed to Colin and I. Once I noticed that Aunt Marie was getting ready to get in the water too, I almost wished I hadn't said anything. Hell, let's be honest, there was no 'almost' about it.
After a bit they joined us, and we splashed around playfully. Dad was the first to retreat from the cold lake water, and he made his way to the house to get dressed and start the winterizing and car loading.
Mom and Aunt Marie were always competitive, mostly in a good-natured way. Parties, outfits, dinners, hair-dressers, bargain hunting, everything between them seemed to be some kind of competition. To hear the family tell it, they had always competed over everything since they were kids.
That day was no different and they were soon talking about chicken-fights. We'd done a lot of that the previous summer, and before much longer Mom was up on my shoulders and Aunt Marie was on Colin's, each trying to knock the other one off. Mom was giving me grief, threatening physical injury, grounding, and even starvation if we didn't win.
Like I said, competitive. Especially where her younger sister was involved. So I kinda cheated. Just a little.
I'm about 4 inches taller than Colin, so moving out into water that was just a little deeper gave me an unfair advantage. When the water was almost up to his neck, I turned and forced him backwards. After one step his mouth was at the water line, and after just a few seconds of tussling, and my blocking his way back into shallower water, he was choking. He coughed, turned sideways and started walking away, his mother sliding backwards off his shoulders. Mom grabbed Aunt Marie by the shoulders, leaning over and almost dunking me. She was fighting hard, and her legs were nearly cutting off my circulation, her chest pushing my head almost into the water. When I stood back upright, Mom was crowing over her victory, and I looked up to see Aunt Marie struggling to get back onto Colin's shoulders, half drowning him. It was a few moments before I realized she was topless.
Mom was laughing, waving the bikini top around in the air, while Aunt Marie finally straightened up and covered herself with her hands. "Alice! You rotten little cheat!"
I was walking toward them, for a better look, when Mom threw the top back to her from a few feet away. "You know you love it, Em," Mom laughed. "It's not like you've ever missed an opportunity to show 'em off. Can't say I might not do the same if I had puppies like those."
Aunt Marie struggled to put the top back on, precariously poised on Colin's shoulders. Poor boy. Missed the whole show. And a hell of a show it was. Getting dressed again put her breasts completely on display for me. Her areola were dark and huge, at least 3 inches across, covering half her breast. The cold water had her nipples hard and puckered. They stood out nearly 1/2 an inch, near as big at the tip of my pinky, and begging for attention. I knew it would be a while before I'd be able to get out of the water without embarrassing myself, in spite of the cold.
"Show 'em off? In front of your son? That's pretty outrageous even for you," Aunt Marie answered, tucking her breasts back into her tiny top. "All talk and no action, I'm thinkin'." Even inside her bikini her big nipples poked out deliciously, screaming for more personal attention.
"Jeremy can't see nothin'," Mom teased, "just like poor Colin didn't get to see your big ol' titties bouncin' around." She was wiggling around, and I saw Colin's wide-eyed reaction. "There, now we're even. Both boys got an eyeful. Feelin' better?"
"Jesus, Alice! Put that back on before Harold sees you. That's all I need to hear about on the ride back. You get wild, and I get the blame."
"Spoilsport. Who's all talk now?" I had tilted my head back and was trying to catch just a little view of what the commotion was all about. I had a quick glimpse of Mom's tits, her nipples pink and erect, when she thumped me on the head. "Eyes ahead, Jeremy."
Caught. Damn it.
After the excitement, we all headed back to shore and dried off best we could, before we'd start helping Dad load up the vehicle.
I still had visions of Aunt Marie's amazing boobage on my brain. It was like sunspots; I just couldn't shake it. Of course it didn't help when she snuck up on me, and put me in a head lock, while I was drying off. Getting my face smashed into her breast was too strong a reminder of what I'd just seen.
I love my Aunt Marie. As far as sister's go, she's definitely the fun one. She's doted on me and spoiled me for as long as I remember. She'd always tussled with me, and it still drew Dad's ire that we'd never outgrown it. She had a way of talking to me, when I was younger, that made me feel older, more mature. When things got hairy, I'd sometimes call her and talk it out with her. She was a great listener.
But in the last few years, especially since she split up with husband number three and spent so much time around us, I couldn't help but notice her as a woman. Give me a break, she was ridiculously sexy. You'd feel the same in my shoes. Trust me on this one.
Mom, on the other hand had always been the stable one, the reasonable one, the conservative one. Aunt Marie would show up at our house in Daisy Duke's and a halter top. Mom? Mom dressed like a Mom. Aunt Marie would sneak me a beer, Mom would ground me for having alcohol on my breath. Mom set a 10 o'clock curfew on my dates, even as a senior. Aunt Marie made sure I had a rubber.
Don't get me wrong. Mom was a great mom, and I loved my family like nobody's business. But every boy should have an Aunt Marie in his life.
The head lock was too much. I scooped her up in my arms, and motor-boated her cleavage. She laughed hysterically.
Unfortunately, Mom, who was only about 5 feet away, unbeknownst to me, didn't see it the same way.
"Jeremy! Stop that!" She spoke sharply, through clenched teeth.
The sound of her voice froze me in place, then I set my Aunt carefully down. You could see the tears in her eyes from laughing so hard.
"She started it," I argued weakly.
"And you think that's the appropriate way to end it? With your aunt?"
Aunt Marie tried to come to my rescue. "It's a boob day, Sissy. No big deal. You said so yourself."
Mom was caught. "Alright. I get it. Playin' around. But think, Jeremy. What if your father walked up when you were doing that? What then?"
"He'd have to wait his turn," I quipped. Sometimes my mouth moved faster than my brain.
Mom stared at me, her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of water. She finally just glared at Aunt Marie shaking her finger at her. "You! You're a bad influence." Then she stomped away.
Aunt Marie almost choked holding back her laughter. "I can't believe you sometimes, Jeremy. You're so like your father at your age, it scares me."
"Like Dad?"
"He was just as impetuous, mouthy and confident as you. Jesus, he was something." She had a far off look in her eye. "Your Mom won that one, I'll give her that much."
I put my arm around my diminutive aunt's narrow waist, and tugged her along. "We better get going, no telling what Mom would think we're up to, if we linger longer."
"No telling what we'd get up to either," she teased, goosing me.
"Aunt Marie!" I said, jumping.
"Just keeping you on your toes," she laughed, running away from me so I couldn't exact my revenge. Rotten thing.
* * *
The Jeep Wrangler Rubicon is a decent-sized vehicle. But in this case, not even close to big enough.
"It'll never all fit," Mom continued to argue.
"It'll fit. It's like a puzzle, we just have to find the right combination," Dad argued.
But Mom was right. Five adults and a pile of gear nearly 6 feet high was too much for the old Jeep.
Aunt Marie was the first to suggest collapsing the seat behind the driver. "It'll be a tight squeeze, but maybe we can get the rest in. You'll have to sit three up front and two in back. Someone's going to have to ride on the console."
"Damn it!" Dad growled, re-adjusting some of the gear in the rear. "Nobody's going to be able to sit on the console for over 2 hours."
Mom had a different solution. One I never would have expected to hear from her. "I can sit on Jeremy's lap," she suggested. "If he gets too tired we can take a break, and Colin and Marie can take the front seat."
We were still walking around half-dressed, although I had a t-shirt on with my boxers, and the sisters both had cover-ups, which mostly covered up. Still, looking over at Mom dressed in her bikini, and thinking about her sitting on my lap for 2 hours was a little disturbing. Had to keep my thoughts calm. The boxers wouldn't do a very good job of camouflaging my excitement if things got any worse down there.
Dad grunted, and we tried out Aunt Marie's solution. We soon realized that even with the seat behind the driver collapsed, we still had a lot of gear outside. He was struggling to squeeze the largest suitcase sideways between the front seats, resting on the console, while leaving enough room to access the gear shifter. Even that was a poor fit, pushing the soft top upward to the point where it looked like it might tear.
It was obvious to everyone but my obstinate father, we still weren't going to make it. "Fuck it!" Dad growled. "Let's just leave some of this crap behind, and we'll get it in a couple of weeks."
Now I knew he was getting frustrated. He rarely swore.
Aunt Marie struggled to be the voice of reason. "C'mon Harold, I think we're almost there. If we lay down the other seat in back, instead, I think it'll fit."
I tried to be helpful. "The night's warm. We could ride with the top down. Stack things a little higher. And the suitcase will fit then."
Dad looked tired. It had been a long day. We'd been up since 4:00 a.m. "That seat behind mine is barely wide enough to fit one person, never mind two."
Aunt Marie wasn't giving up. "I guess the boys will just have to suffer through two hours of having their Moms sit on their laps. It'll save you wasting a full day coming back here in a couple of weeks, not to mention a $100 worth of gas." She turned to me and Colin. "Y'all reckon your legs can survive two old ladies sitting on 'em for a couple of hours?"



Maybe it was just the beers talking. The idea seemed beyond crazy to me. I mean, Aunt Marie was always teasing, but this was a new extreme. Especially since Mom would be involved too. But Mom and Aunt Marie seemed to think it the most natural solution in the world.
Colin, on the other hand, seemed to be even more shocked by the concept than me. He kept looking back and forth between our mothers, the mere idea of what they were talking about short-circuiting his brain.
I might as well mention it here, since we're not holding anything back. Colin's got it bad for Mom. I'm not sure what it is, but it's undeniable. He tries to hide it, but in one weak drunken moment, he confessed it all to me. He'd spied on her several times, hell, he'd practically worn a path through the bushes to her bedroom window. He was always snapping pictures of her on his phone, like we couldn't tell what he was up to. He even asked if I had any naked pictures of her. Right. Like I'd share them with him if I did?
It was kind of a family inside joke, but I don't think anyone but me understood just how bad a crush he had on Mom.
As you can imagine, this discussion had him breaking out in a cold sweat.
Mom rubbed her hand in my hair. "Whaddaya say, Jeremy? It won't be that bad. We can take a break if it gets too uncomfortable or your legs fall asleep."
My mouth was as dry as the west Texas wind when I finally agreed. "Sure. We'll be fine. It's not like you're Mrs. Wilson." Mrs. Wilson was our 250 lb VERY friendly neighbor. She'd tried to sit on my lap on the front porch, once. It was a disaster of epic proportions, worthy of its own tale. But not right now.
Aunt Marie giggled. "Hardly. I don't think the two of us combined could make one of her." She was right of course. Mom was a fanatic about her weight, dieting like crazy any time the scale inched over 110 lbs. Aunt Marie might have had her by a few pounds, most of that filling out her bikini top at the moment. The image of her naked tits flashed before my eyes. Damn. I looked at her chest again, trying to make out her protruding nipples. Rats. I guess she'd warmed up.
"It's settled then. Let's get this show on the road," Mom said.
It took another 10 minutes to unload the one side, and reload the other. Somehow, barely, we got it all inside, although we struggled to close the rear passenger door. We reorganized a few things, so the top items wouldn't blow away in the wind now that the top was down, and tied them down so they wouldn't shift too much during the drive. It was getting dark, and we knew it would be late by the time we made it home. Mom and Aunt Marie had finished off the last of their beers, while Colin and I had long ago emptied the one each we were allowed. Dad, on the other hand, was still working on a Red-Bull, looking to stay awake and alert for the long drive ahead.
With the vehicle fully packed it became obvious how crowded the backseat would be. There was almost no leg room, and the space was narrower than either front seat. Mom and Aunt Marie were whispering to one side, and then Mom came forward. "So, who will it be, Colin? You want your Mom back there with you, or would you rather have me sit on your lap for a couple of hours?"
Damn, Mom! Tease the boy much? He'd probably have a brain aneurysm if she kept it up.
It turned out Dad had serious issues in that department.
"I think these boys are a little too old to have their momma's sitting in their laps for that long," he said in his 'and-that's-final' tone.
"But it's Ok for their aunt's to sit on their laps?" Mom asked pointedly.
"Hell. I don't like any of this, but given those two options, I'd say yeah. It's better for their aunt to sit on their lap."
Mom rolled her eyes at him, but she knew him as well as I did. Hell, who am I kidding? She knew him a whole lot better. This one was a lost cause. She could argue 'til she was blue in the face, but he wasn't going to budge on this issue. Dad was like that. Mom got her way better than 95% of the time, but on those rare occasions that he had his mind made up about something, you'd be better off waiting for the Mississippi to start flowing north than him changing his mind.
Aunt Marie stayed out of the line of fire, and waited for them to come to a decision. Sexy and smart. Dad didn't say a word, he just stood there with that dark look on his face, and his arms crossed.
Like I said, Mom knows Dad, what makes him tick, and how to play him. After just a few seconds, we watched her walk over to him, and put her hands on his arm. "Of course, Dear. I'm sure you know best about these kinds of things. They're not little boys anymore." She tugged his arm and got him walking with her, away from the rest of us, while they chatted back and forth. It didn't look like they were arguing at all, but when they turned back toward us, Mom was wearing that grin of hers that told me she figured she'd forfeited that battle, but was winning the war.
Aunt Marie was standing near me and when they walked away she put her arm around my waist. "You don't mind too much if I sit on your lap, do you Jeremy? I'll try not to make it too uncomfortable for you."
I turned to my Aunt and put my hands under her arms. I lifted her up, getting her to squeal softly, while I gave her a little shake. "Heck, I figure you can't way much more than 150. That shouldn't be any problem."
Aunt Marie glared at me, smacking me on the arm. "150! You take that back! I don't weigh a pound over 110."
"Really? Mom weighs about 110, and I'm pretty certain you have her by a good 20 lbs or so." I gave her another little shake for emphasis, which set her breasts to swaying, hypnotizing me.
In reality, other than their breasts and butts, they were so similar in size and shape it was unlikely their weight varied by more than a few ounces. But Aunt Marie was just too easy to tease. And she had it coming.
"20 pounds!" she shrieked. "Do I look like I weigh 20 lbs more than Alice? Really?"
Mom and Dad were approaching and it only took Mom seconds to see what was up. "Jeremy! Stop teasing your old aunt. There's no way that she's more than 10 pounds heavier than me."
Aunt Marie turned to glare at my Mom, but when she saw that we were all grinning, she stammered over her accusations, and finally turned back and poked me in the chest. "You're going to pay for that one, buster."
"I know. Believe me, I know. Thanks to Dad, I'll be paying for at least 2 hours. Damn 20 extra pounds. You need to lay off the Twinkies."
She smacked me again, this time pretty hard. I know she left a hand mark on my arm for a good bit.
"Alright Colin, why don't you join me up front, and we can load up," Mom announced.
Dad looked apoplectic. "Certainly you're not going to ride home in your bathing suits?"
Mom look surprised. "God, I can't believe we almost forgot. Riding two hours in these wet suits would be miserable. I'm chafing already. Marie, where'd we put the bag with the travel outfits?"
Aunt Marie wore a look of apprehension, before turning to the car. I saw her sigh in relief as she found the tote bag was actually accessible. She struggled for a second to get it loose, then climbed out of the vehicle, bag held high in victory. "Got it."
Mom passed us clothes to wear on the ride home, and she and Aunt Marie moved into the house to change. While they were gone, Colin and I quickly changed into the outfits she'd held out for us. Just a pair of knit shorts and a t-shirt, but way more comfortable than 2 hours of sitting in wet clothing. We were already wearing the boxers, and they were still wet, so they had to go. Truth is, we went commando most of the summer, so it wasn't all that unusual. I personally liked the freedom; I hated encasing the 'boys' in anything tight.
Mom and Aunt Marie showed up just a couple of minutes later, wearing large baggy t-shirts that reached halfway down their thighs. Mom posed for Dad, lifting the edge of her shirt, displaying some God-awful ugly colored shorts. "Better now?"
Colin and I both gave our Ok's. Dad had changed into sweats earlier so he was already set. "That's a little more reasonable," Dad grudgingly admitted. "Let's load up."
The back seat was narrow with the passenger side down. I climbed in, and took a minute to push and tug at the boxes and suitcases next to me, until I had a bit of shoulder room, and a place to rest my arm. Aunt Marie waited patiently, then carefully maneuvered her way in, tucking her t-shirt under her bottom, while we experimented with what worked best for our legs. In the end she sat with her legs outside mine. I was uncomfortable with my legs pressed together, so I opened my knees about a foot, my feet still together. It resulted in pressing Aunt Marie's legs apart, one up against the door, one against the suitcase wedged in between the front seats. Not the most dainty of positions. It gave me a nice view of a lot of smooth bare thigh.
After Dad completed one last check of the house, he climbed in and started up the engine. "Alright, the end of another great summer. Hell of a last day, huh boys?"
I was caught for a second, wondering if he was talking about the current situation, but Colin recovered faster. "No kidding. We gotta do some more of that pig hunting. That was friggin' intense."
"I'll say," I added, so it wouldn't seem like I was too distracted. Not that I didn't have every right to be. Aunt Marie might not have Mom's 'bodacious' ass, but it felt pretty incredible, pressed against my lap.
The property road was rough, and even off the lane, the main road was still unimproved for the first several miles. It was one of the reason's we'd bought the Jeep Rubicon in the first place. Not the smoothest ride in the world, but it took to off-roading like a pig to mud.
The interior was loud. With the top off, the wind made things noisy and Dad was cranking his classic rock, which thanks to Sirius, he never had to do without.
I think my Aunt and I both understood this was a good bit beyond our typical play. She'd sat in my lap before, watching a movie at home, but this wasn't the same. Not by a long shot. We were in our own little private cocoon, and barely clothed.
Dad pulled out very slowly, and I tried to find a comfortable place for my arms and hands. I finally rested them carefully on her legs, about mid thigh. "Is this Ok?" I asked.
I expected some laughing response, but she just put her hands over mine, sliding them a bit higher. "Nervous?" she asked me.
"A little."
"Don't worry. We'll be fine. I trust you."
My fingers were slowly sliding along her skin, the smooth soft silkiness of her inner thigh. We reached the end of the open driveway, and Dad sped up a bit, as we disappeared into the trees.
Almost immediately we hit a big bump which killed any ideas of propriety we might have had. She bounced across my lap with a squeal, hitting the door hard, her shirt twisting under her. My hands reached out, grabbing one thigh way too high under normal circumstances, and struggling to keep her from falling into the foot-well. Her t-shirt slid almost up to her chest, during a second almost equally bad bounce, and she was lying on her back in my lap, her legs pointed at the ceiling, her knee practically giving me a black eye.
My eyes were drawn between her legs. She wasn't wearing shorts. Hell, she was barely wearing panties. I don't know if Dad would think this was better than bathing suits.
Aunt Marie gasped, struggling to sit upright, and I tried to help, when the next bad bounce turned her sideways on my lap, and I had to grab her butt to stop her from sliding off of me. I gripped her rear tightly, fighting to keep her in place, and miraculously we got her seated again.
Thanks to the panties she was wearing, that grip was more skin then cloth. I didn't want to ever let go.
She had her hands and feet braced against anything she could find, and stared at me with real surprise. I reached forward and pulled her shirt around, where it had gotten twisted, and straightened it out so it covered her pretty little panties again. The bouncing was continuous but manageable for the moment. I held her shirt tail in my hand and on a bigger bounce, quickly slid it under her butt.
"There. Back to PG-13," I teased.
We both started giggling, and she laughed out loud when she was launched, landing hard on my lap.
We tried to settle down. It was a hopeless task. Every few seconds another dastardly road blemish sent us ricocheting off of our surroundings. More than once I had to push the baggage aside to prevent us from getting buried. We were giggling like kids, struggling to get positioned over and over again, limbs flying everywhere. It was more than a little exciting, with my Aunt's chest obviously unencumbered by a bra, and like to put my eye out on a couple of occasions.
During a brief interlude of near smoothness, Aunt Marie leaned a bit toward the door and twisted her torso, looking at me. "Hang onto me, Jeremy. I don't want you guys to have to recover my broken body after I get ejected from this wild ride." She had her mouth inches from my ear, and I still could barely hear her.
I slid my left arm between her and the door, while my right arm encircled her waist. I tugged her in close. I gave her side a little squeeze, pinching imaginary love handles through her shirt.
"I take it back. No more than 5 lbs difference."
She elbowed me. "Stop it. You're just being mean now."
We hit a particularly bad rut in the road, and we were both thrown toward the middle of the car. I tried to hang onto her, but her arms and legs were flailing, and almost clocked me. I caught a breast flush in the face, and instinctively opened my mouth, clamping on for a moment, until the momentum dragged her away from me.
"Harold!" Mom yelled. "Slow down before you get us killed! Another bump like that last one, and if I don't get hurled out of the car, your nephew's going to learn a lot more about his aunt's anatomy than is proper."
Dad finally slowed down, and probably none too soon. That last lurch left Aunt Marie's legs spread-eagle in the air, and I found myself clutching her to my chest, one hand on her breast, and the other gripping the inside of her thigh just a hair's breadth from her crotch. Her shirt had crawled up past her waist again, and looking down I got a really good look at those panties. Tiny pink ones, with an embroidered red heart and the word 'Me' written in girly cursive below. Heart Me. I'm sure you can understand how that resulted in an immediate change in my status below the waist.
I don't know how long Aunt Marie let me grope her like that, but she eventually peeled my hand off of her thigh, and pulled her shirt down enough to cover her bottom. She reached for my other hand, loosened the death grip I had on her tit, and sat back upright. She smiled at me, as she put my hand back on her breast, patting it softly. I gave her a little squeeze. She moved her lips next to my ear. "Boob day."
That set us to giggling again, and I gave her tit a nice long feel. She put her hand on mine again, "Gentle, Ok? And this stays between us."
"I'll be gentle," I assured her. "I'll be anything you want me to be."
She smiled. "Do you like my panties? I wore them special for you."
"I love them. And I do."
"Do?"
"I do love you."
She moved her mouth to my ear. "It's not about that kind of love. Know what I mean?"
I nodded mutely, while I struggled with the agony of my cock hardening while still bent in half. She must have noticed my discomfort. "Am I too heavy?" she asked, sounding serious for once.
I know I blushed. "Not at all. You feel great." I told her. "Maybe a little too good." I confessed.
She raised her eyebrows, and then grinned hugely. "Jeremy Daniels! Are you getting a hard-on for your aunt?" Her mouth was inches from my ear, and I could feel her breath. It wasn't helping the situation.
"Sorry. Didn't mean for it to happen," I answered lamely.
She was still wearing that silly grin. "Don't be sorry. It's a nice compliment. Makes me feel all gooey down there. Do you need to adjust yourself?"
I nodded, and sighed in relief when she lifted her hips off of me. I straightened myself out, pointing it straight upward, toward my belly. Aunt Marie lowered herself, then wiggled her butt against me, a lot more than was necessary, so that my shaft was resting in her butt cleavage.
The whole boob thing was no longer my main concern. The road was still rough, and I held her by the hips, so she wouldn't bounce away on the deeper ruts. Dad's slowing down made it manageable. Our playfulness had fallen by the wayside, and we sat quietly for a while. Each bump would lift her up, and my arms would pull her back down, rubbing against my raging hard-on. I realized I was no longer pulling her straight down, but I'd ease her forward and slide her back, each time we lost contact.
Aunt Marie had one hand on the door handle, and the other pressed against her chest, to keep her overactive tits moderately under control. I could tell I wasn't the only one getting worked up. She was actively playing along, rolling her hips, wedging me deeper in her crack.
I was going nuts.
Aunt Marie seemed to understand my predicament. I'll say that for a woman who was nearly 40 years old, she was pretty darn flexible. She twisted around, and pressed her mouth to my ear again.
"We're being a little naughty, don't you think?"
"Too naughty?" I asked, hoping she'd say no.
"It's a little much. You're driving me crazy, baby."
Driving her crazy? "Me too." A sudden bump lifted her up, and I tried to be more careful about how I brought her back down. "God, you feel good."
She gave me a little kiss. "And you feel big. Really big. When did my little nephew grow up so damn much?"
Yet another bump had me moan, as I felt the pressure of her ass slide along my shaft. That one was all her doing.
"Listen sugar. We've got a long trip ahead of us, and we need to get comfortable, or we'll both be miserable. We can be grownup about this, right?"
"Sure," I told her.
"Ok. Can you slide down just a bit?"
I struggled to move my hips forward an inch or two. "Like that?"
Aunt Marie nodded. "Trust me?"
"Of course. With my life. You know that."
"I know. But I want you to relax for a second and don't make a scene. Ok?"
I didn't know where she was going with this, but I nodded.
My aunt reached down between us, and I felt her hand slide into the leg of my shorts, searching out and finding my stiffness. She tugged it forward gently, then I felt the material of my shorts move aside, and our connection was skin on skin. She wrapped her warm fingers around my shaft, and held me in place while she sat down in my lap, my aching cock between her legs, pressing back against her soft crotch.
She ground her hips in a bit, her hand pressing my hardness against her crotch. Then she closed her legs, and I peeked around her to see the head of my cock, playing peek-a-boo, between her soft pale thighs.
She leaned back against me, then deliberately wrapped my arms around her body, one around her waist, the other just below her tits. She leaned her head against mine. "As wild as the other was, it wasn't at all comfortable. I couldn't spend 2 hours like that. Isn't this a little more comfy?"
I was trembling. Comfy was NOT the right word for what I was feeling. "Better." I admitted.
I wondered if this wild side of her had anything to do with all the booze she'd consumed. I could smell the alcohol on her breath. I turned my hand upward and gently cupped her tit.
She sighed. "We can't get too carried away now, Ok?"
"What's too carried away?" I asked nervously. I wondered if she referred to where I'd put my hand.




She looked like she was about to answer, when the Jeep came to a near stop, then turned onto the paved road. I held her tight while we got tossed around for a second, before the Jeep started to straighten out and pick up speed. "Everyone doing Ok?" Dad asked.
Mom announced that they were alright up front.
"A little uncomfortable going there for a bit, but everything's fine now," Aunt Marie answered, giving a soft tug on my cock, before tucking it back between her fine legs.
It was full dark now, almost pitch black, with no lights to speak of on the road we were on. The heavily tinted windows didn't help any. There was no moon out, and the stars overhead were our only illumination. "We should make better time from here. That first bit was kind of rough, with Ruby so overloaded."
"I'd say," Mom answered, "I'm afraid poor Colin had his hands full, trying to stop me from bouncing out of the car. This is a lot better."
"Sorry about that, but it should be smooth sailing from here." Dad cranked up his music again, so he could hear it above the noise of the road and the wind.
Aunt Marie didn't seem to mind the way I was holding her, and as my hands wandered a little more, she took it in stride. "Much better," she said to me, now that we weren't being tossed around like the pop-up dice in a 'Trouble' game.
"What's too carried away?" I asked her again, since I didn't want to push my luck.
My aunt gazed into my eyes, then leaned in and pressed her lips to mine. God! I was kissing my aunt! It felt so good, our tongues colliding, her breast filling my hand, my cock hard and warm, trapped between her legs.
It was the longest, best kiss of my life. She felt so good in my arms, and her mouth was warm and yielding. I learned more about kissing in a few minutes with my aunt, than I had in my entire life.
Our lips separated, and she opened her eyes, looking into mine. "You can't fuck me, Jeremy. Not here. Not in the car with Colin right up front."
Her words almost set me off. So much meaning. So much unsaid. I couldn't fuck her. That was the limit? Everything up to that was Ok, then? And it wasn't that I couldn't fuck her. No. I couldn't fuck her right that moment. Not in the car with her son nearby. But afterwards? Elsewhere? Jesus! The implications were mind-boggling.
No doubt about it. My Aunt Marie was a wild one. Bad enough that she was so beautiful, with that tight-ass body, and world-beater jugs. But she looked so much like Mom, I would find myself thinking about how similar they were, and what it would be like to be with Mom instead. I know. Not a proper thought.
Like you'd be any better.
With the implied go-ahead signal, I slid my hands up inside my aunt's shirt, and captured both her breasts, enjoying them to the extent I could. I wanted so much more. I got braver and pulled her shirt up, peeling it off of her. She complied graciously and within moments I was in heaven. I pulled off my own t-shirt, so I could feel our flesh press together.
Her unfettered tits were open playthings now. I couldn't get enough of them, and she didn't seem to mind. No, not in the least. "Having fun?" she asked me, while her hands remained between her legs, idly toying with my cock. At the moment she was rubbing my precum all around the head in little circles that were on the verge of torture.
I was looking at the front seat, wondering how far Dad would have to turn, to see what we were up to. I craned my neck to get a look at the rear-view mirror but it was completely blocked by the suitcase. We were 100% hidden from view. Our own little private island.
"Have I told you lately how much I love you, Aunt Marie?" I answered.
"I know sweetie. And I love you back twice as much."
"Impossible."
She giggled. "Did you ever think we'd be in a position like this?"
"Fantasized maybe. But I never thought it would really be possible."
"You fantasize about me?" she asked, as if she didn't know.
"All the time." I hesitated, "Don't be mad, Ok? But when I jerk off, you're who I dream of."
"Mmmm. Now why would I get mad about that? It's hot. How long has that been going on?"
I chuckled. "Ever since my first hard-on."
She moaned. "God, you're making me so horny, Jeremy. How often do you do it?"
"Two, three times a day. Maybe more. A lot more when you're around."
"I..." she hesitated, "I sometimes think about you, when I do it." She gave my cock a squeeze. "Now that I know what you're packing, I'm guessing you'll star in my fantasies a lot more often. I might have to rename my favorite toy after you."
I pressed my lips against her shoulder and caressed her tits, gentler now. She fantasized about me!
I couldn't resist her any longer, and I slid my hand into her panties. She opened her legs a bit, then carefully lifted them around mine, so she was spread wide open. I nibbled on her neck and shoulders, played with her fabulous breasts, and slowly learned my way around her soaking wet pussy, one finger at a time.
I could feel her body respond to my actions, her legs tensing, her breath shortening. Her tight slit moistened and clutched at my fingers as I worked two fingers deeply into her. She twisted her torso, bringing her lips to mine, her eyes blazing.
She had long abandoned my cock, and was just enjoying the attention I was giving her. She was completely at my mercy, and I explored her pussy as much as possible, rubbing, feeling, pulling, pinching, watching her every reaction. I reached further past her pussy, rubbing my finger over her tight butt hole.
"Uh-uh," she warned, "exit only."
I had no problem with that. I was just learning her body, and eagerly went back to finger-banging her. I managed to get the better part of three fingers inside of her, and worked her over hard, twisting and pounding away at her sopping slit. She moaned hard, and pressed back against me.
"Are you going to come for me, Aunt Marie?" I asked teasingly.
She whimpered and nodded.
"You're going to let your naughty nephew make you come? You're getting off on having your sister's baby-boy play with your amazing body, aren't you? You're going to soak his filthy fingers in your cum, you bad girl."
She moaned, pressing against my intruding digits. She nodded again.
"You know you're mine now, don't you?" I told her, stabbing her pussy with my stiffened fingers.
"Jeremy..." she moaned softly, the words whisked away by the wind almost before I could hear them.
Aunt Marie had been single for almost two years. I knew at the moment she didn't have a boyfriend. And she fantasized about me. I was more than willing to step up.
"Mine, Marie." I growled, my fingers pressed deep inside of her, my hand clutching her pussy tightly. "You've given yourself to me, and I refuse to let you go. I can hardly wait until we can be together alone, and I can fuck your beautiful brains out."
She groaned, pressing against my hand, coming intensely. She seemed to come for a long time, but I wasn't sure. It was hard to tell with these things. When her body stopped shaking, and her breath returned to normal, she looked like she was finally back in the real world. I petted her sweet slit and caressed her naked breast, while she relaxed.
With a huge sigh she came back to life. She put her fingers to her lips to hush me, then proceeded to put her body through contortions that would make a Yogi jealous. She was slow and meticulous, and it took me almost a full minute to realize she was turning around. With the final lowering of an outstretched leg, my beautiful aunt, wearing nothing but a pair of thoroughly soaked panties, had straddled my waist and was facing me. Her knees were on the seat on each side of me, tightly wedged between my hips and the car. She reached for my shorts, and pulled them down from the sides. I lifted my hips, and they abruptly slid down almost to my knees. Giving me a huge Cheshire Cat grin, she lowered her hips and ground her steaming crotch against my exposed hardness.
"You really shouldn't fuck me, not here," she told me, her voice soft and sensuous.
Shouldn't? My how things had changed already.
I took her big tits in my hands and lifted them to my lips. It was glorious being able to taste her, lick, suck, and nibble on those beautiful mounds. I found myself getting carried away, sucking as much of her tit into my mouth as possible, pressing my teeth into her skin, tugging strongly on her nipple.
She sighed. "I always knew you were a boob man. I guess that's one place where you and your father differ. You like your aunt's titties?"
I pulled my mouth away long enough to pull her down for another hot kiss. "I love my aunt's big yummy titties," I told her, going back for more.
"I know. When you were a baby, did you know that sometimes I would breast feed you, and your Mom sometimes breast fed Colin? You were both nursing at the same time. You loved my big tits. Can you imagine? Even bigger than these."
"I think I remember that," I teased. "Given half a chance, I'd do it again."
She moaned sweetly, and held my head to her chest.
Aunt Marie was rubbing her crotch up and down my cock, rolling her hips, pressing hard against me. It was obvious how sensitive her tits were, her moans were now continuing almost non-stop. I had a hand inside the back of her panties, clutching and squeezing her ass cheeks, and slid my finger down lower, crossing her tight little pucker, and easing into her pussy.
She reached down between us, and pulled her panty crotch to the side, pressing her naked pussy against my cock. All I had to do was lift her an extra inch or two and I could be inside of her.
Her hips were grinding against me maddeningly and she leaned her head down. "I'm going to come again," she gasped for me.
I wanted to answer her, but not enough to relinquish her tit. I sucked hard, tonguing her nipple, thrusting my cock against her crotch, while my hand pulled her against me, my finger solidly buried. I pulled her higher on my cock, feeling her wetness engulf the head, before maddeningly sliding back down the outside. She did it again, grinding away at the top, the head sliding between her lips. I was about to fuck her. She gasped, pressing hard and the head popped out of her as she slid down my length once more. Her grinding stopped and shifted into a series of short hard thrusts, accompanied by cries, quickly smothered in my shoulder.
"Everything Ok back there?" I heard my father ask.
Aunt Marie was in no shape to respond. She was still cumming against my cock, grinding against me viciously. "We're fine Dad. Just got a bit of a cramp trying to change position. I think we're Ok now." I had to yell to be heard over the noise of the road.
"How 'bout you, Alice?"
"I'm fine. You still OK, Colin?" Mom asked. "I'm not too heavy, am I?"
Colin's voice sounded strained. "I'm good. At least for a little while longer."
Dad seemed mollified. "Great. If y'all can hold out another 15 to 20 minutes, we can take a break at the crossroads, and top off the tank. That's pretty close to the halfway mark."
"Sounds good to me," I answered, while Aunt Marie continued to clutch my body, her mouth clamped on my shoulder, muffling her moans. She hadn't stopped humping me, and it was driving me crazy.
"A break will be nice," Mom answered.
Dad cranked the music back up and the sounds of Boston's More Than A Feeling filled the car.
Aunt Marie had finally calmed down, and she held my face in my hands, staring into my eyes. "Fuck! That was incredible! I can't remember the last time I came that hard, or that long!"
I was holding her ass, and slowly pressing my cock against her. "You're driving me crazy, Marie. I'm really close to coming."
She got a concerned look on her face, and I saw her looking around our small area. "Shit. Can you last until the stop? Otherwise you're going to make a hell of a mess back here. And I don't imagine anyone will miss the smell."
I closed my eyes. "I'll try. But you have to stop moving. I'm almost there now. I can't believe I haven't come already."
Aunt Marie moved back off of me and stopped moving at all. My cock was straining, any touch at all likely to set it off. For several long seconds I hung there on the verge, and felt the immediacy to come recede. I opened my eyes to see her grinning hugely. "I have an idea. Be patient and hold on for a few more seconds, Ok?"
I nodded.
She lifted her leg carefully, pushing mine outward, and then moved hers inside of mine. She did the same for the other leg, moving slowly and carefully. The worst of my impending need was past. I felt the pulse that had been beating in my temple slowly die down. I'd somehow resisted the urge and wasn't going to spontaneously erupt.
Aunt Marie was kneeling between my legs, and she eased her legs off the cushion one at a time, sliding her feet under the front seat until she was kneeling on the floorboards.
She tapped me on the thighs. "Kneel on the seat," she told me.
The words had been a little loud, but fortunately Mick Jagger was louder. No response from up front.
It was awkward, and I was no way as flexible as my loving aunt, but after a couple of tries I managed to get my knees under me. She pushed them outward, widening my stance. I hung onto the roll bar to keep my balance.
Aunt Marie rose up as high as she could and tugged my head down until our faces were only inches apart. She whispered to me. "You can come now, I figured out a way to deal with the mess."
I groaned, as she slid down my body, and took my cock in her mouth. "Jesus!" I shouted.
Whoops.
Dad turned down the music. "You Ok, Jeremy?"
"Yeah," I managed to gasp. "Just a few more minutes, right?"
"We can pull over now, if we need to."
"No! I mean, I'm good. We're almost there."
"Alright." I waited for him to turn up the music, but he didn't. "One hell of a day."
"Incredible," I told him, while my Aunt cranked up the blow-job action. She'd slowed when Dad started speaking, but I watched her grin, her naughty side coming to the fore, and she was pumping her face on my cock.
Dad was on a roll. "I still can't believe our luck. Pretty sensational first time for Colin, don't you think?"
"No kidding," Colin answered from in front.
We were all practically shouting to be heard above the road noise. I was glad, thinking it did a pretty good job of drowning out any other stray noises. Aunt Marie was going to town on my cock, and even as close as I was, I couldn't hear anything from her.
"What did you think when you saw that big sow just laying there, Jeremy?"
"She was beautiful," I answered, rubbing my hand down Aunt Marie's hair. "I'd never seen anything like it. And so close."
"Yeah. I kept expecting her to spook and you'd lose the opportunity of a lifetime," Dad bellowed.
"I couldn't believe my luck," I told him, getting into the idea of talking to my Dad, and Colin and Mom for that matter, while Aunt Marie's warm mouth was stuffed full of my cock. "We just kept gettin' closer, and closer, and closer," I said, accentuating each 'closer' with a thrust between my Aunt's talented lips.
I think I pressed too hard. I got a smack on the ass for the last one.
"It was like a gift from God," Dad reminisced. "To think we could get within 30 yards before she even moved!"
Colin spoke up. "She was so big! I didn't realize how big she was at a distance, but I was getting nervous as we got nearer. What if she'd turned on us?"
"What were you thinking, Jeremy?"
"I knew I was getting too close. I couldn't wait much longer." That was the truth in more ways than one. "I could feel my heart beating so hard." I had one hand tangled in Aunt Marie's hair, moving her head, thrusting between her lips, her hand and mouth performing miracles on me. I'd never felt anything so good. I didn't think anything could.
"I know that feeling," Dad said. "Massive adrenaline rush."
"Yeah. My legs were practically trembling," I said, feeling my voice start to crack from the strain of talking while getting ready to pop. "I had her in my sights, watching her head, waiting for the perfect moment." I took a deep breath, to try to settle myself, but it was no use, I was on the verge. "I knew I couldn't hold back any longer. I had to take my shot. Fast, before the moment passed." I was looking down at my Aunt and she was watching me, her eyes open wide, her mouth open wider, as her hand pumped me.
"Bang." I practically screamed, feeling my juices rise, my body tensing, as I exploded into my aunt's hot mouth.
"It was a beauty," Dad said proudly. "Perfect head shot."
"Best shot of the day," Colin added. "She just dropped to her knees, looking up for a second, trying to get up. She was done for, and didn't even know it."
Aunt Marie was sucking me dry, and I was trembling all over. "I don't know if anything will ever match that first one," I said, gently caressing my aunt's gorgeous face. "It was almost sad, to think my first one might be my best ever. Where do you go from there? Everything else can only be a letdown."
"A trophy like that? A man could wait his whole life and never bag one half as nice. God was smiling on you today. If you ever top that, you're a better man than I am," he laughed.
"Doesn't mean I can't try." I leaned forward, speaking toward Dad's seat, my message for him. "Thanks Dad, for making the whole thing possible. I know I don't say it enough, but I really appreciate everything. I love huntin' with you. I don't think it gets any better than this."
"You're welcome. We should do these things more often. Go out as a family. It's so much better, when you can share a perfect outing with those you love." Damn. That was about as sensitive as the old man could get. I don't think he'd ever told me he loved me. I knew that he did, and I loved him, but it's one of those things that's understood, and not spoken about. We both told Mom we loved her every day, but that was different. She was Mom. And we were men. Still, I felt a little moisture gathering in the corner of my eye.
Aunt Marie's warm mouth still engulfed me. She was moving slowly, gently, and I was heartbroken to feel her release me.
I lifted my head above the roof line, letting the fierce wind wash over me. I wanted to raise my hands over my head and scream 'I'm King of the World!' I realized that if I stretched up just a bit higher, I'd be able to see into the front seat. I could see the top of Dad's head and leaning to the middle, I saw a view that shook me to my roots. Mom was sitting on Colin's lap, mostly sideways, and his hand was inside of her shirt. It made me tremble to see it.
"Alright. I see the lights ahead. Not a moment too soon, I'd say," Dad announced. "You boys will finally get some relief in a couple of minutes."
Relief? I almost laughed out loud before Dad cranked the music back up.
Aunt Marie and I struggled to get ourselves decent, giggling as arms, legs and sundry body parts were flailing away. We were in a hurry, but it didn't stop us from getting a nice little grope in now and then. We were still putting on our shirts when we pulled into the gas station. Dad stopped at the pumps. "Fill it up, Jeremy? I have to take a leak."
Aunt Marie was in my lap, her breath reeking of my essence, both of us breathing hard from the final exertion. My hand was back inside her shirt, caressing her breast. "Sure. I got it."
I opened the door, but before I would let Aunt Marie off my lap, I pulled her head down to mine. "Thank you, that was incredible."
She smiled. "Don't get too excited, cowboy. That's not usually on the menu. Extenuating circumstances." She climbed off my lap, slithering out the door. I felt myself responding already to the sight of her ass moving away and gave her one last pat. "Need anything from inside?" she asked.



"A Gatorade would be nice," I said. Then I grabbed her hand and pulled her closer. I whispered in her ear. "You might want to get some breath mints."
She nodded. "You don't know the half of it. That stuff doesn't sit well in my stomach. And you had to pump out enough to choke a pro. I'm gonna need some pepto, or alka-seltzer or something. I hope you appreciate it."
I gave her a hug. "I hope to show you how much, in just a little while."
She gave me a peck on the cheek, and I looked over to see that Mom was watching our whole little scene. Busted.
Oh well. I happened to know that she hadn't been the perfect little innocent on that trip either. Not with Colin in the state he must have been in. Even she said it, he had his "hands full."
* * *
After filling the tank, I moved the Jeep and parked in front of the building. Stretching gingerly, I realized I had been more uncomfortable than I'd realized, and my legs were aching.
I hit the head, and found Mom and Dad chatting again. Dad seemed preoccupied. I went over to pass him the keys, and he pulled me to the side.
"Listen Jeremy, I need you to do me a favor."
"Of course. What?"
He looked around briefly. "Your cousin was getting a little too friendly with your mother, on the ride. She's a little nervous over the whole thing. Not that I don't understand how that might happen. We all know how he feels about your mother. She's a handful, and for a young man to have that sitting in his lap for such an extended period, you can see how things might, well, come up." He looked at me very directly to make sure I got the point.
"Colin is still immature in a lot of ways. Sometimes he doesn't have the sense that God gave a goose. I don't think your mother should be sitting with him any longer. Can you switch seats with him? Let his Mother deal with his wandering hands. And other things."
"Of course Dad. Why don't I just say something to him?"
Dad shook his head. "I don't want to if we don't have to. This day was too right, too perfect. To mess it up like that. So far there's no damage done. Just some teenage foolishness. Hell, it's his dream come true. Let's just try to keep it in check."
"Alright. I won't say anything tonight. We'll see about tomorrow. It burns me up thinking about him doing anything to Mom."
It was the truth. Maybe not fair or even sensible, but hey, I'm a teenager, and that's my Mom.
"Let it go, for now. Your mother is handling it. Think you can broach the subject of switching places? Be better if it came from you."
I didn't think Aunt Marie would like to hear me suggesting that. I could see inside the store that Mom and Aunt Marie were huddled together like accomplices planning a crime. They looked pretty animated.
"Sure, Dad. I'll take care of it."
He put his hand on my shoulder. "I'm proud of you son. You took an awkward situation and handled it like a man. It'd be nice if you and Colin could spend more time together. Maybe you'd rub off on him a bit."
I was feeling a little guilty now. If Dad knew that my 'manly' way of handling things was getting a blow-job from my MILF aunt, he might feel differently.
When the Moms came out finally, Aunt Marie was blatant, walking right toward me, Gatorade in hand. She had a beer in her other. There was a definite swing in her step. "Ready for hour two?" she teased.
"Dad wants us to change up the seating," I told her, walking with her around the back of the car, to avoid everyone else.
She looked over at him nervously. "Are we busted?"
"I don't think so, but he's acting pretty damned suspicious. We gotta cool it," I said. Seemed better than saying 'your son got too grabby'.
"Crap," she glanced over at my Dad. "I'll make it up to you later, I promise."
"I'm going to hold you to that." I opened the rear door for her. "Hey Colin. Let's switch, Ok? I want to talk to Mom a bit."
I saw him struggle against the urge to argue, but how could he? "Sure," he finally said, sounding more than a little dejected.
I went over and joined Mom. "That Ok with you, Mom?"
"Of course. I'd love to have a chance to 'chat' with my favorite boy." Her tone had a bit of a challenge to it.
I climbed into the front seat, relieved to have a little more room both at the legs and to the sides.
"Ready for me?" Mom asked.
I patted my lap. "Absolutely."
Mom slid into my lap, and I couldn't help but immediately recall all the things that I'd done with her little sister. Not good. Think of something else or I'd have some serious explaining to do.
"Alright. If traffic isn't a problem, we should be back home in an hour, maybe an hour and a quarter at worst. Everybody settled in?"
"Ready over here," I announced.
"Back here too," Aunt Marie answered.
"Great. We're off." Dad backed out, cranked up his tunes, and we hit the open road.
We were barely back on the blacktop before Mom twisted in her seat, sitting at an angle across my lap, her weight mostly on my right thigh. She leaned against the door, and glared at me.
Crap. This didn't look good. "Everything," she hissed. "You're going to tell me everything Marie did to you."
Funny how she phrased it. Not what I did to her, but what she did to me. I was a little set off by her tone. "Ok, Mom, but you're going to tell me everything that went on up here, that had Dad telling me to switch seats."
Her eyes blazed. "That's none of your damned business! I'm the adult here."
"As am I, Mom, or have you forgotten?"
"Do as your told, young man!" she snapped, loud enough to get Dad's attention.
"What was that Dear?" he asked.
"Nothing honey, we're just chatting," Mom said casually.
"Ok, didn't mean to interrupt," he said. I heard him turn the music up just a bit louder.
I didn't want her angry with me. I knew that I had already pushed things too far. I pulled Mom closer wrapping my arm around her waist, and resting my hand on her leg. She stiffened. "You're right Mom. Sorry. I'll tell you everything. I was just curious, you know? Dad confronting me like that. I almost had a go at Colin."
I could see her anger recede, and her eyes softened. "Don't do that. It wasn't that big a deal, really."
"Ok. I'd still like to hear it, if you don't mind afterwards. But if not, that's Ok too."
She put her hand on mine and nodded. "We'll see. Now start at the beginning."
I explained how much tighter the seating was in back, and how we were boxed in. "Remember how bumpy the road was? We were being bounced around like throw toys."
"How exactly were you seated?" she asked.
She almost leaped out of her skin, when I pulled her back over onto my lap. "We were like this, but her legs were outside of mine, otherwise she'd slide down between my legs."
Mom opened hers a bit, and slid them over mine. "Like this?" she asked.
Our faces were very close, and I could see over her shoulder. "Yeah. And mine were open a bit like this." I showed her. "In the back seat, that wedged her legs in tightly against the door and the gear."
"Not very ladylike," she muttered.
I laughed. "We were just trying to survive at the beginning. I swear. It was almost like a game, really kind of fun, but nothing bad. One time she bounced all the way into the roll-bar, hitting her head. Another time she ended up with her legs sticking out the roof, and her shirt almost up to her armpits. But we just couldn't stop laughing at the absurdity of it."
"I don't know what your father was thinking, driving like that. It was almost as bad up here," she admitted.
"I barely got her sitting up and mostly dressed again, before she was dumped on the floor, and all I could see was legs and panties. After that I reached around her waist, like this, and hung onto her, so she wouldn't get launched again. It helped a little, but when we hit that really big hole we were practically turned on our heads, and I grabbed her so she wouldn't get hurt, and that's when the trouble started."
"Details, Rotten! Everything, understood? Don't you dare leave anything out." She was scary serious.
I nodded. "She got twisted sideways, kind of like this," I adjusted Mom to the side a bit, "and when we settled down, I had my hand between her legs, and I was hanging onto her boob."
I moved my hand down to her leg, placing it on the inside of her thigh, pressed against her shorts. She put her hand over mine and moved it down an inch or so. "Ok, I get it. We don't need a repeat of everything. How'd your hand end up on her breast?"
"It was an accident. I swear. My arm was around her back." Again, I moved my arm behind her, "and when she landed in my lap," I pulled Mom back in place, trying to ignore the feeling of her soft cheeks pressed against me, "my hand just naturally grabbed on so I could hold her."
I slid my hand around her, stopping just short of cupping her breast. I wasn't ready to lose that hand yet. Even so, I could feel the soft swell of her tit against my wrist.
"And then?"
"She pulled my hand off her boob for a second; I'd been clutching it pretty tightly. Then when we were seated normally again, she put it back, laughing that it was a 'boob day', and told me to be gentler."
"God. I knew it! She's such a fuckin' troublemaker."
"I could have stopped, but it was just too hot. I'm sorry Mom. But Aunt Marie's tits are pretty incredible."
"Bigger isn't always better, you know," she told me.
Oops. Sore subject.
"I know. I mean, well, like yours. Yours are better. Firmer, not all saggy and bouncy, like hers." Ok, I was skirting the truth a bit. Mom's were nice, but Aunt Marie's were amazing. My hand had been poised over her boob for a while now, and I carefully moved it closer, until I was barely cupping her.
"Hers don't really sag much at all," Mom admitted. "Not for ones that size. Only fake ones sit up much firmer than hers." She reached over and pushed my hand off her breast, sliding it down a little. But she didn't say anything. "What then?"
"All of the moving around in my lap, and my holding her boob was just a little too stimulating. I guess she could feel it, and she asked me if I needed to adjust myself down there."
"So you were getting hard?"
"C'mon Mom! Of course I was. It's purely physical. I mean, look, even now, when I'm nervous, and worried, I'm still getting hard. I can't help it." Of course the fact that my hand was almost in her crotch, and the other had crept back up and was touching the bottom of her breast didn't hurt.
Mom turned her head toward me, and I leaned forward a little so she wouldn't have to crane her neck so far. I lowered my face, blushing. I had just admitted that I was hard for Mom. "It's Ok Jeremy. Don't be nervous. You're not in trouble. I just need to know." I was surprised by her giggle. "I guess it's inevitable that she'd notice when you got hard. Pretty difficult to miss. Are you Ok?"
"I...I'm a little uncomfortable. Would you mind?"
"Go ahead," she said, lifting up off of me. "Show me what you did."
"Nothing that bad, really," I explained, while I straightened my cock. "It was kind of caught, and I just needed to straighten it out. She sat back against it, but it wasn't anything overt, you know. Trying to get comfortable, that's all."
Mom settled back down, and her ass nestled against my cock. "Jesus, Jeremy! I can see how this might be a problem." I think she realized what she was doing, and she pulled away a bit.
I put my hands on her hips. "The road was the biggest problem. We kept bouncing around so much, and I was trying to keep her from getting hurt." I bounced my Mom on my hips a little, drawing her back against me, shoving my cock deeper between her cheeks. "I couldn't help it. The bouncing just went on and on and on." Fuck. Aunt Marie might have tits to die for, but Mom's butt was ridiculous.
She reached back and patted my hand, "Easy, Tiger. That's enough now."
I held her close, my cock wedged deeply between her cheeks, but stopped the bouncing. I almost lost it when I felt her ass cheeks clench hard around my cock, squeezing. When she relaxed, I seemed to settle in even further and she did it again, her butt grabbing and holding me, while she wiggled her hips.
I was surprised as hell when she turned and chuckled. "Bet your aunt couldn't do that."
"Jesus, Mom. That was wild."
She blushed. "Sorry. I didn't mean to get carried away."
"What's up with you two anyway? She kept talking about Dad, and how lucky you were. She said you won that one. And she kept comparing me to him."
Mom sighed, and she turned in my lap, my cock sad to see her go. She leaned her back against the door again, so we could face each other more easily. "She's always been jealous of me. Even when we were just kids. Always trying to one-up me. I never even knew what set it off."
I pulled her a little closer, repositioning her. I reached inside my shorts and adjusted myself at the same time, so I wasn't stuck under her leg. I undid the tie, loosening the top. She snuggled in closer, resting her head on my shoulder.
"She got her tits early. As a freshman she had one of the biggest racks around, and all of a sudden every boy was interested. I didn't even start dating until I was a junior, and even then, my own were just starting to come in. But nothing like hers."
"But you've got great tits, Mom!"
She giggled. "That's not something you say to your Mother, Jeremy."
"It's true." I reached for her breast, overtly, reaching right across her body, and gave it a soft squeeze. Only for a second before I dropped my hand back into her lap.
She sighed. "Thank you. When I started dating, things got bad for a while. She would always flaunt her body around the guys, especially if I brought them home. Our family was pretty liberal about how we dressed around the house, and she took advantage of it. Twice she stole my boyfriends. That was pretty hard to take. We didn't hardly talk for most of my senior year."
It was hard for me to think of my aunt like that. "That doesn't seem like Aunt Marie."
"I guess there was a lot to it. I was the first-born, and got away with more growing up. Got a lot more attention. And it was obvious that I was Dad's favorite. When Aunt Jenny was born, Mom doted on her. I figure Marie felt kind of slighted by it all. But I wasn't thinking about that back then. I was hurt."
My arm was laying across her lap, and I was caressing Mom's outside leg while she talked. She seemed to like it and didn't give me any grief when I reached her hip, under the edge of her shirt. She just snuggled in closer, telling me about their relationship. I slid my hand around her, and caressed the edge of her ass.
"I met your father in college. He was a Junior, and I was just a Freshman. I didn't know what he saw in me, but he adored me. God, Jeremy, you should have seen him. So handsome, so smart, so confident. And he was mine." I could hear the wistfulness in her voice. "He was my first, you know? I was the only girl on my hall that was a virgin."
"Boys were stupid back then."
She laughed. "Oh a few tried, even with Marie trying to steal them all away. She slept with my first real hard crush. He was the first boy I went down on, and a few days later, he was with her. Do you have any idea what that was like? Even after he slept with her, he tried to get me to blow him again. What an asshole! I didn't think I'd ever be able to forgive her for that." She trembled. "I hardly ever think about those times anymore. I still get angry."
It was surreal. We'd never talked like this, and it seemed so weird, holding her in my lap, knowing she was hardly clothed, and that I'd had my hard cock pressed against her butt just a few minutes ago. For a few moments, she wasn't my Mom as much as a beautiful girl opening up to me. Really opening up. I stared at her mouth, unable to think of anything but her lips wrapped around some strange hard dick.
"Your father and I were getting serious. I was scared to death to take him home. But he was determined to meet the parents, and you know how he gets. We went home for spring break, and that little bitch did everything she could to steal him. She even climbed into the shower with him, naked."
It was hard for me to hear that. Aunt Marie? Dad?
"He chased her out of there, and told me everything. Can you imagine, throwing a naked girl out of your shower, with tits like hers? She and I had a knock-down drag-out that came to blows and he had to separate us. Even then she wouldn't give up, and right in front of me she tore off her shirt, pulling out her ace card again.
"Your Dad was incredible. He smiled for her. 'Nice tits,' he said, 'but to tell the truth, I'm an ass man. Have you seen your sister's ass? God almighty!'"
Mom giggled. "I'll never forget those words. Every last one of them. -Have you seen your sister's ass? God almighty!- Marie was shattered, and walked out of there, not even bothering to put her shirt back on."
She sighed, quiet for a moment, her hand caressing my chest. "That was the night. I slept with your Dad for the first time, sneaking into his room in the middle of the night. He was so gentle, so caring. He's big you know, kind of like someone else around here."
My heart almost stopped when her hand settled onto my cock, which had lost a little of its hardness. She rubbed me, and I could feel the blood rushing back in.
"I was scared. I didn't see how it could fit. I mean, I'd had nothing up there bigger than the handle of my hairbrush. No way that monster would fit. No way. He'd tear me open."
Her hand was lightly stroking me, softly but steadily. She seemed completely unaware. Her legs opened, and her shirt shifted back, exposing her shorts to me. They were some kind of ultra-soft fluffy material, very stretchy and loose on her. I could see they'd shifted a little, and I swore I could see the edge of her pussy. She was going commando again. Her opposite hand slowly crept between her legs while she talked. Her eyes were closed as if she was envisioning it all happening again.
"It wasn't how long it was. No, it was the thickness. I didn't think they were supposed to be like that. It was just too much." Her hand was wrapped around my cock, squeezing it gently. "I knew what I was getting into. We'd been doing a lot of other stuff, and I was blowing him pretty regularly. He loved that, and I really liked doing it. I mean a LOT. There's something about a big fat cock in your mouth, and knowing that the guy on the end of it is in absolute heaven. So I had a very good idea of how big it was. It barely fit in my mouth, and my jaw would usually ache afterwards. No way that thing would fit down there."
She chuckled. "I was wrong. It fit. Barely, and it took a lot of caring and caressing. I was afraid his poor tongue was going to fall off, he licked me for so long, getting me ready. He tried a couple of times, and it just wouldn't go. I was practically in tears. But he was patient, and would calm me down, go down on me a while, and then try again. When he finally slid inside of me, I thought he was tearing me open. God, it hurt so bad, Jeremy! But he kissed my tears away, and slowly eased his way in. He was so excited he only lasted a few seconds, but I could feel his big thick cock pulsing inside of me, and it was all worth it. I was a woman."
Mom's hand was massaging her pussy, and I could see how wet she was. Amazing.
Mom sat up, her eyes open again, and pulled her hands back into her lap, clenching them together. "You're father's a good man. The best I've ever known. He was so patient with me." She leaned back. "It took me a long time before I really enjoyed sex. The fucking part, at least. I loved making your father happy, and would go down on him in a second. Anytime he wanted. I still do, to this day. He returned the favor, and often. But the sex wasn't good for me. I couldn't enjoy it. God only knows why."



She settled back down, burying her head in my shoulder. "I can't believe I'm telling you all this."
"Mom, you have no idea what this means to me. I feel closer to you than I ever have."
"Even closer than with your cock practically in my butt?" she chuckled.
"Mom!"
"Jesus, Jeremy, don't have a cow. I'll tell you a secret. When you were pressing your big fat cock between my cheeks, I liked it. A lot. Too much. That's why we had to stop."
She kissed me on the neck, a soft warm kiss that left me trembling. "You remember how your father said he was an ass man? He really is. He liked to play with my ass, and even lick me back there. It was so incredibly naughty. Over time he played with it more and more, slipping his fingers into me, especially when he went down on me. I wasn't stupid. I knew what he wanted, but I was even more afraid. I screwed my courage up on Valentine's Day, lubed my virgin butt-hole with half a tube of KY, and waited for him naked in our bed, a big bow wrapped across my ass cheeks. He took me up on the offer. And you know what? I liked it. No, I loved it. After that, I'd let him fuck me in the butt at least once a week. Sometimes a lot more. Does that shock you?"
Shocked was an understatement. "A little. But it's the hottest damned thing I ever heard."
She eased her hand down to my cock again, slipping inside my shorts, deliberately stroking it. "One night, he was insatiable. He came in my ass twice, but kept going. He fucked me raw, until I had to ask him to stop. He was still hard as a rock, and he turned me over and fucked my pussy. No preliminaries, he just stuck it in and fucked me senseless. I must have come a dozen times for him. After that, sex was no longer an issue. I was his, any hole, any time. The very next day he asked me to marry him."
"I never thought I'd be so jealous of Dad," I confessed.
Mom slid down in my lap, her rear nestled between my legs, her legs open. I don't even know when it happened, but my hand was between her legs, slowly massaging her crotch through her soaked shorts. One of my fingers was pressed against her flesh. Her hand had a solid grip on my cock and she was stroking me good. It was too much to believe.
"Your aunt, of course couldn't leave well enough alone. She'd dropped out of college and was living with Dan, Colin's father. When we announced our engagement and our plan to get married after your father graduated and got a job, she made Dan propose to her, and planned their wedding right away. She had to be first, you know. I couldn't believe how petty she was. When we came down for the wedding, things were pretty ugly. She didn't even want me to be a bridesmaid, but Mom made her. Four months later your father and I got married, and things still weren't good between me and Marie, but they weren't as bad. At least we could talk some."
I tried to slide my hand into her shorts, but I found out I'd reached her limit. She stopped me, but put my hand back on her pussy. "Behave," she told me softly, and I went back to fondling her. I know she liked it. There was a wet spot the size of half-dollar there, and it was just getting bigger. I could even press up inside of her.
"When I got pregnant with you, right after our honeymoon, that's when we finally patched things up. She was so happy for me. God, I loved her for that. Then we had a long talk and she broke down. They were having trouble getting pregnant. She'd been trying since they first got married. There was a lot of crying and apologies that night, and we worked things out. Six months later she was pregnant, and I had graduated. Everything was so much better. There's always remained a little competitiveness, but nothing too bad. Until now."
"Now? How?"
"She's trying to take you from me."
That was like a slap in the face. "That's crazy talk, Mom."
She didn't like that. "Don't tell me what's crazy! I know her. You don't. To you she's the fun, playful aunt who adores you and would let you get away with anything. I'm the old fuddy-duddy."
I laughed. "Fuddy-duddy? Who says that? And I don't think you're a fuddy-duddy. I mean, look at you!" I ran my hand over her body for emphasis, up to her breast, and then back down between her legs.
She blushed. "Well maybe not right now, but you know what I mean. She's making her play for you, and throwing it in my face." She turned in my lap and practically faced me. "You know what she said to me? Do you? She said you had the sweetest cum she'd ever tasted. Can you believe that? She doesn't even suck cock. She NEVER swallows. And she told me you had the sweetest cum. I could fucking strangle her."
I felt like pond scum. "What else did she say?"
She sat upright, pushing my hands away. "Never mind what else she said. You need to finish telling me everything. Where were we?" She turned and sat on my lap again, facing forward, pressing her butt up against my hardness. "What happened after this?"
"You'll have to raise up a second," I told her. She obliged, leaning forward and lifting her ass way up.
I pulled the leg of my shorts back to my crotch, and pulled my cock forward, so it was almost completely exposed. I inched my hips forward, and drew my Mom back into my lap. I heard her gasp, when she felt the hardness of my cock press up between her legs.
"Oh, Jeremy, you didn't!"
"I didn't, not really. I just got it straightened out. Aunt Marie pulled it out of my shorts and up between her legs, rubbing it, pressing it against her panties."
"Fuck! I knew it! That bitch!"
"Yeah, and then she told me to get comfortable, and not to get too carried away. She leaned back against me," I tugged my mom backward, until she was resting against my chest. "When I asked her what she meant by carried away, I was kind of worried that we'd already stepped over the line. I had my hands on both of her tits already," I cupped mom's breasts gently, "and she was rubbing my thing like there was no tomorrow.
Mom seemed resigned to letting me show, and not tell. Her breath was becoming a little more labored. She didn't call me on touching her breasts, even when my fingers found her hard nipples. "How was she rubbing you," Mom asked breathily.
I took her hand and brought it down between her legs. I pushed her fingers against my hardness, pulling back until she was pressing it against her panties firmly. "Kind of like that, but occasionally wrapping her fingers around it and stroking it."
"And that wasn't getting carried away?" she asked. Her hand lingered on my cock, moving slowly over it, while my hand slid inside her shirt, moving back to claim her breast.
"No. She said I couldn't fu... couldn't have sex with her. Not in the Jeep with everyone around."
"Not in the Jeep. Such a fucking slut," Mom groaned.
"No, but she said everything else was Ok." I moved my other hand inside my Mom's shirt, and toyed with her breasts. Aunt Marie's breasts are huge and amazing to look at, but I was coming to realize that Mom's breasts were just as fun to play with, and if possible more sensitive.
"She let me play with her body, especially her boobs. It was super-exciting for me, you know." I kissed my Mom on the neck. "But yours are better."
"Really?" she sighed.
"Really. I love your tits, Mom." She was quiet while I fondled them, pinching her nipples between my fingers, loving the full feel of them.
"What else?" she said softly.
"I guess the next part was my fault. I wanted to feel her skin against mine, so I pulled her shirt off."
"Jeremy, you're so bad, always pushing things," she sighed. "Just like your father."
I pulled her shirt up, and she resisted a moment. "No, baby."
"Just for a bit Mom, so you'll understand what happened next." I kept tugging at her, and she relented, letting me take her shirt off. Watching her raise her arms over her head, allowing me to pull her tee over her head, had my heart beating like a hummingbird's.
I looked down at her tits, holding and squeezing them. "Jesus, Mom, your tits are fantastic."
"Shhh. Try to behave, Ok? Remember I'm your mother. This is just for the story. What happened next?"
"She had told me I could do anything, right?" I freed one hand, sliding it down Mom's belly. "And playing with her big tits was cool and all, but," I eased my hand into Mom's shorts, "I wanted to make her feel as good as I was."
I slid my finger into her, and she moaned softly. "Jeremy, do you have to do that?"
I ignored her question. "She has some hair down there. She's not smooth like you, Mom. That's really sexy." I slid a second finger into her, "Open your legs wider, Mom."
She whimpered softly, spreading herself open for me. "Somewhere in there, we kissed for the first time," I explained, and I let go of Mom's breast so I could pull her face to mine. I kissed her, pushing her lips open with my tongue, pressing against her teeth until she accepted me. My head felt like it was going to explode. I fingered her harder, feeling her respond, so much like her sister. I pulled my lips away. "I made her come for me. I made her come really hard." I kissed her again, more possessively. I had two fingers deep inside of her, and her whole body was rocking against the fierce fingering I was giving her. I squeezed her pussy, while tugging on her nipple. She finally stopped all resistance, and let me play with her pussy to my heart's content. Our lips never separated, and she kissed me back with more passion than I ever could have dreamed of. I was hard on her pussy, pounding into it, squeezing it. I alternated between rubbing her clit and fingering her. She bit my lip then pulled away, throwing her head back, and moaning. Thank God for Pink Floyd. Nobody was the wiser.
After she'd come for me, I caressed her pussy, sliding a single finger inside, stroking her gently, rubbing her clit softly.
Mom lifted her head, and looked at me. "You're pretty good at that, you know?"
"Did you and Colin do anything like that?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Not even close. He spent the whole time playing with my tits, outside my shirt, and then for a while inside. Toward the end he kept trying to rub between my legs, and I finally let him, but that's as far as it went." She was whispering and I could barely hear her. She sounded nervous. "He was hard for me from the moment I first sat in his lap. Do you know how aggravating it is to have somebody tease you for an hour? I was ready to scream by the time we pulled over."
"Why did you let him?" I asked.
She sighed. "I guess it was payback. I knew, I just knew she was going to let you take liberties. Hell, she had your face between her tits in broad daylight. I had no idea how far she'd go. And that poor boy is so smitten with me. I know it drives her crazy how he his around me. She even caught him beating off to a naked picture of me. Now I close my blinds whenever he's around. I wasn't really thinking through things. But if you were going to play with her tits, I was going to let him play with mine."
I pulled my hand out of her panties, and rubbed her softly on the outside of them. "Do you want to know the rest?"
She nodded.
I grabbed the sides of her shorts, and pushed them down her legs. She lifted her hips up and they slid over her bottom easily. She took over from me and pushed them over her knees letting them fall to the ground.
Fuck. Mom was naked. This was even better than with Aunt Marie.
"I don't know if you could do what she did next. Aunt Marie is awfully flexible."
"How? What did she do?" She sounded irritated.
"She turned around and straddled me."
Mom looked hurt. "Like I couldn't do that? Please! Have some faith in your mother."
It was actually easier since we had more room to work with, and it only took her a few seconds to get spun around. I positioned her legs properly, and before she sat down on me, I pushed my shorts down around my ankles.
Mom had paused midway, and spoke to Dad. "How are you holding up, Harold?" She practically had to yell.
Jesus! Mom was completely naked, straddling me, and decided that was the time to hold a conversation with Dad.
He turned the music down. "Not bad, I'm not nodding off or anything. Another half-hour or so. If we don't hit any more traffic."
"If you get too tired, let me know. We can trade off."
I had my hands around her, feeling up her full ass. Damn she was fine!
Dad laughed. "Right. Like I'm gonna sit on Jeremy's lap."
"Or he could sit on yours," Mom teased, before allowing me to pull her down into my lap.
"Not on your life."
"You know, Jeremy could drive, and I could sit on your lap," she teased.
"Damn it, woman, don't tempt me!" I heard him laugh. "God, that is tempting though."
He seemed to be seriously pondering it. "No, I couldn't trust myself. You guys doing alright?" he asked.
"Wonderfully. We're having the best chat. I told him all about us, the early years."
"I hope you didn't tell him ALL about us," he laughed.
"Not all. But I think he's going to be looking at you differently from now on."
"Jesus. I knew this was a bad idea. Don't believe everything she says, son."
I laughed. "I believe every word that comes out of her mouth. And all I've got to say is, 'You da man, Pop!'"
"Very funny. So y'all are Ok for another 30 minutes?"
"As long as it takes, Dear," Mom answered sliding her hips forward and pressing against my stiff shaft.
I moved my mouth to her breast, wondering if she'd stop me. Au-contraire, she pushed her chest into me, stroking my hair.
"That's good. Everything's cool now?"
"Much better, thanks." From the tone of her voice, you'd never have guessed I had her hard little nipple between my teeth, tugging on it.
"Good. Let me know if you guys need a break." With that he turned the music up.
Mom let me work on her titty a little longer, before pulling away.
"That was very naughty, young man. Sucking Momma's titty while she's talking to your father." Her words were teasing.
"Irresistible, Mom. Couldn't be helped. Perfect tits like yours were made to be sucked."
"Your aunt was positioned like this?"
"Yeah. She was in my lap rubbing herself against me down there, grinding hard. She was driving me crazy, while she let me play with her boobs some more." I went in for a couple of nice suckles, while Mom proved she could grind with the best of them.
"You know, I'm going to have to kill her, right. Corrupting my little boy."
"I was getting too excited, and I told her I had to come," I confessed.
"And that was her opening. You didn't... you didn't fuck her, did you?" She was barely able to make herself say the word fuck. It came out as a whisper.
"No. She said we shouldn't. I knew she'd let me, but I didn't think my first time should be like that, with her."
"Your first time? You're teasing me right?" Mom asked, slowing her grinding to a near halt.
"No. I've done lots of other stuff. It's not like I'm a kid. I've had plenty of blow-jobs, but I've never gone all the way."
She laughed. "Like Mother, like son. Sometime we'll have to hear about those blow-jobs. Penny, I assume?"
"Penny, and a few more."
"My big boy, the stud. You should tell your old man. He'd be proud. So then what happened?"
I had my hands on Mom's incredible ass by this time, and I was pushing my cock against her, feeling her moistness lather up my shaft.
"She blew me."
Mom leaned back and looked at me. "God DAMN her! I was still hoping it was a lie. How?"
"She got on her knees on the floor boards, and she sucked my cock until I came in her mouth. She did all that while we were talking about our hunting trip."
"And she let you come in her mouth?"
"Yeah, and swallowed every drop."
"Now I've heard everything. See what I mean? She'd do anything to win you over." Then she turned serious again. "I'm not going to do that. Not here. Not like this."
Not here. I liked the way that sounded. "I don't want you to."
She glared at me. "You don't think I'm as good as her?"
I pulled my Mom down and kissed her. "Mom, I have no doubt you'd put her to shame. Someday I'd love to have you suck me. Truth is, right now I wouldn't last five seconds in your sexy mouth."
"You bet your ass you wouldn't. These lips are magical. Ask your father some time." She kissed me hard, putting her tongue to good use. When she had me gasping, she pulled away. "What do you want, then?"
I held her ass cheeks in my hands, and pressed my cock against her. "You know what I need Mom."
She stared into my eyes. "I think we better take a break here, buster." She took her shirt and put it back on, covering up her wonderful tits. She was killing me.
She pulled my hands away from her ass, and slid away from me, so she wasn't pressed against my shaft. I wanted to beg her to stop, to reconsider, but understood that I'd gone too far. Asked for too much.
It only took her a few more seconds to get turned around again. She reached between her legs, and casually moved my cock to the side, so she could sit in my lap, without impaling herself. Then she leaned back against me, her cheek brushing mine.
"I'm sorry Mom. Don't be mad."
"I'm not mad, baby. A little disappointed."
"I didn't mess things up too badly did I? Please tell me I didn't."
"Jeremy, I'm your mother. We went way too far. You need to settle down. Jesus, your father is only a few feet away." She didn't seem angry just concerned.
"How can I settle down? You're sitting in my lap, telling me stories about your first time, about blowing Dad, and giving up your ass to him. Never mind making me relive all the crazy things I did with Aunt Marie. I'm going crazy here, Mom!"
"Shhh," she whispered, taking my arms and wrapping them around her waist, making me hug her. "I know. I was bad too. I'm sorry. But I had to stop you. Ten more seconds and you and I both know what would have happened."
I held her tight with one arm, and slid my other hand back between her legs. She might have put her shirt back on, but her shorts were still under the front seat somewhere. I gently stroked her pussy, cupping it, teasing it open.
She pushed my hand away. "Stop! Stop it now, or I'll tell your father."
I didn't know if she was serious or not. I drew my hand back, and nuzzled her neck. My hand came up and caressed her tit through her shirt. She whimpered for me, arching her back, pressing against me.
"You're just so beautiful, Mom. So damn sexy," I whispered to her.
"Jesus. This is all that damn Marie's fault. This should have been just a simple little drive, maybe a little playing around. A little tit, but that's all," she said.
I was more cautious this time, reaching between her legs, and caressing her inner thigh. I petted her thigh slowly, reaching higher and higher. My cock was swinging free, and I carefully guided it upright, where it could move around freely. I teased her terribly, pushing my cock so it would swing forward and slap against her pussy lightly. All the while I was nibbling her neck, her ears, gently playing with her tits, telling her how incredibly hot she was and how crazy she made me.
"Jeremy," she moaned softly, "we have to have limits." She was burning up. Her hips were grounding down against my lap, and as I teased her thighs, my fingers touching everywhere down there but where it counts. She was squirming for more. Her body was begging for my touch.
I moved the head of my cock between the lips of her pussy, and pushed. I felt her open up marginally, then she was shifting her hips, stopping me. I had her positioned perfectly in my lap, her legs open wide, her opening just the right distance from the end of my cock. The top of my cock lay across her molten slit, the head brushing her clit. When I drew back, I could feel the moistness against my skin.
Mom moaned softly, then turned her head and looked into my eyes. "This is a dangerous game you're playing."



I took my hands away from her breasts long enough to pull her forearms across her toned belly. I gripped them tightly with one hand, pulling her back against my chest. She struggled against my hands half-heartedly. "Don't, Jeremy. Please don't."
I raised my other hand back to her breast, and tweaked her nipple, making her gasp. I pressed my lips against hers softly. "Close your eyes, Mom. Feel me."
I was rolling my hips slightly, rubbing the head of my cock up her slit until it pressed against her clit. By rapidly tensing and releasing my PC muscle, I could make it slap lightly against her. Her breath was coming faster.
Her tongue slid out of her mouth, her eyes still closed, seeking out mine. I moved closer, letting her lick my lips. I could feel her hips moving sexily.
I kept poking at her, moving my hips, squeezing my PC, jabbing toward her, forcing the head of my cock against her. I couldn't tell if her movements were meant to stop me or help me. I felt myself enter her for a bit, then pop free. She moaned softly. Her body was completely immobilized, captured in my arms.
My lips slipped over hers again, kissing her deeply.
Her lips went slack, her eyes tightly closed. I could feel her tilting her hips down, raising her sweet ass up, offering me a perfect target. I moved slowly, drawing my cock down her wet slit. I felt the wetness of her lips spreading open for me. Pulling down as low as possible, I hesitated, feeling her push her hips forward. I thrust up hard, and she gasped loudly as the head of my aching cock pierced her, pushing past her resistant opening, settling inside of her.
I waited for some response, but she stayed quiet, shivering in my arms. I pushed further, moving inside of her, half my length entering her.
She groaned, her eyes fluttering open. Our mouths were pressed together, maintaining soft contact, our breath shared.
"Stop. We have to stop, baby. We can't be doing this."
I released my tight grip on her, to see how she'd respond. She could have pulled off of me, but she stayed still, her eyes looking into mine.
"Relax, Mom. Let's slow down and relax a moment." I slid my hands inside her shirt, rubbing her soft skin, lowering my lips to her neck, kissing her velvety skin.
She sighed, her entire body untensing. As her legs relaxed she settled into my lap, my hard cock slipping in even further.
I groaned, pushing against her, feeling the incredible warmth of her surrounding my shaft. "God, Mom. I had no idea it would feel so incredible! I love you so much, Mom."
I held her in my arms, listening to her sexy little noises, I rolled my hips sliding in and out of her, while she stayed completely relaxed, letting me have my way with her. She seemed so small in my lap, and so warm.
Mom shivered again, turning to face me. I moved my lips to her, kissing her softly. "Is this what you wanted, Jeremy? You couldn't wait for us to be alone? You had to take me here? Like this?"
"Mom, I'll never regret doing anything I could to be inside of you. It's the most wonderful thing I've ever felt."
"Better than my slutty sister's filthy mouth?" she asked teasingly.
I breathed a sigh of relief. She couldn't be too mad to be teasing me. "No comparison. None. This is so amazing. I love being inside you."
She leaned back, facing forward, pushing her hips down, letting me sink in deep. She reached her arms over her head stretching. Mom sighed deeply, clinging to the overhead crossbar. I reached higher inside her shirt, taking her tits in my hands, massaging them, while my cock filled her repeatedly.
She pushed down onto my cock, grinding against me. She lifted her legs, all her weight settled down onto my cock, drawing me in deep. She brought her legs between mine, one at a time, pulling them together. Incredibly I settled into her even deeper, my entire length completely filling her tight pussy. She let go of the overhead bar, and leaned forward, resting her arms on the dashboard.
I watched in amazement as she raised her hips drawing nearly all the way off, then pushing down, taking it all. I opened my legs as wide as possible, giving her room to work. She was beautiful, that incredible butt moving up and down, taking me over and over. Fuck, my Mom was hot.
I moved my hands to those sexy ass cheeks, holding them, lifting and pushing up into her. It was too incredible to even think about. God, it felt good.
She moaned loudly. "Damn, so much like your father. So fucking good!"
Dad turned down the music a bit. "What was that?"
"Nothing Dear, Just telling tales on you."
"All lies, son. Don't believe a word of it." I probed Mom's depths, feeling my body shivering. I was fucking Mom, my beautiful hot mom, with Dad just a few feet away talking to us.
"You know I was right. Penny was blowing him. A lot." She wriggled her butt for me.
"What kind of conversation are you two having?"
"The best ever. You and Jeremy have a lot in common."
"I knew this was trouble," he growled. "Everyone OK in back?"
I heard Colin's voice. "Mom's asleep. I'm fine."
"Alright, we're almost on 635. Maybe 15 or 20 minutes to go. That going to be a problem?"
Colin said he'd be fine.
"Think you can last another 15 minutes, Jeremy?" Mom asked, rolling her hips around my cock.
"I'll try."
Dad laughed. "You can do it. You lasted this long."
"Ok, Dad. Just don't be surprised if I can't walk tomorrow."
"Such a tough job, holding a pretty girl in your lap," he teased.
"She's not some pretty girl. It's Mom," I whined, emphasizing my words with a couple of long, deep strokes.
"You just remember that. You keep riding herd on him, Alice."
"Count on it. I'll ride him all the way home."
I almost lost it. That was just too damned teasing. I couldn't believe her! Dad had to know something was going on with a comment like that. Ride me?
"Fifteen more minutes." He cranked up his music again, and I screwed my mom to the tune of Van Halen's eruption.
Mom smiled at me, and we both started giggling. "You're so bad! Ride me all the way home?"
She tried to look innocent. Kind of hard to do, half-naked with my cock buried inside her. "You don't think I should? Besides, look who's talking. 'Last 15 minutes?' 'I'll try'?"
I pulled her back to me, sliding my hands inside her shirt, hugging her tightly, and screwed her. "I'm not going to last much longer," I confessed.
"That's alright baby. Finish inside Mommy. Fill your naughty Mommy's pussy. I need your cum, sweet baby-boy."
Too much. Pulling out the 'Mommy' card was totally unfair. I was right. I didn't last another minute before exploding inside of her. I came bullets, coming so hard I thought my insides would start pumping out any second. Mom started to shift in my lap, and I pulled her back hard. "Don't."
"We're going to make a mess, sweetie."
"I'm not done yet. We've got at least 10 more minutes," I told her.
Mom looked around and I watched her reach for the suitcase beside us. She eased the zipper open, and slipped her hand inside. A few seconds later she fished out a t-shirt, and slid it under us. She opened her legs, bringing them back around mine, opening herself to me. "That'll help. You sure you don't want to stop?"
I was sliding in and out of her, just a little. I concentrated on the feeling, willing myself to stay hard, thinking about what I was doing. I was inside my Mom. I was balls deep in her tight pussy. Hot, wet, Mommy pussy. Full of my cum. I reached for her tits, and squeezed them. My Mom's tits. Her wonderful full tits. I pinched her nipples, feeling their hardness, tugging on them. My Mom's hard nipples. Hard for me.
And, thank you God, I was hard for her. Again.
I slowly fucked her, and teased her tits mercilessly. I had both hands back inside her shirt, and nibbled on her neck. "God, Mom. This is incredible. I can't believe how good it feels to be inside you," I whispered.
"Don't stop. Just like that. You're going to make Mommy cum again. I'm going to cum all over your big fat hard cock. Make Mommy cum for you, baby."
I twisted her nipples, making her gasp. My cock was a steel rod, piercing her endlessly. In and out. Driving as deeply as possible. Feeling the cool air on my wet shaft each time I pulled out. I moved my lips to her ear, and nibbled her lobe, taking it between my teeth. She was trembling and I heard her whimper when I thrust into her harder.
I thought about what it would be like to have her on a bed, free to move around. Pounding my cock into her from on top, or from behind. Maybe even in her behind. Especially into her nasty hot behind.
I could smell our sex, and only hoped the open roof was doing its job.
"God Mom, I could fuck you forever," I whispered. I grabbed her thighs and lifted her up, so I could get more action. She was so slender, so small, she felt like a toy in my hands. A hot sexy toy I could play with to my heart's content.
That did the job. The extra inch or two was exactly what I needed. Up and down I forced her onto my cock, slamming into her as best I could. I could feel her thighs trembling. Faster and faster I went, hammering her, straining at the effort, but willing to die, just to fuck her faster, harder, better.
She pulled her hand up and I watched her press her forearm to her mouth, just in time to smother her cry as she came for me. My Mom was coming on my cock. It made me want to fuck her even harder.
She lifted her feet up and put them on the dashboard, looking too damn slutty for words. She lifted her ass up, giving me room to work. It was perfect, allowing me to use my full length on her. I looked out the window and saw we'd turned off the highway, we were on the home stretch, just a few miles to go. I hated for it to end.
I reached between her legs, and felt where I was sliding inside of her. Inside my incredible Mom. It was all too perfect to believe. "I'm fucking my Mom," I said softly, giving words to my thoughts.
"Yes you are, you naughty little pervert," she teased.
I felt us slowing down, and looked out the window. We were pulling into CVS, just a couple of miles from our house. Mom pulled her legs down quickly, straightening her shirt. My cock was still lodged inside of her, so close to coming it was maddening.
"Why are we stopping, honey?" she asked, while she reached down under the seat, searching for her shorts.
"I thought we should get a few items, since our frig is practically bare." He explained, turning off the engine, the sudden quiet unnerving.
Damn. We were so busted.
"Harold. I look horrible! And I'm not dressed for shopping."
I heard his door open. Mom and I struggled to adjust ourselves to look at least partially reasonable. We both adjusted our shirts, and I watched Dad walk around the front of the car, coming over to our window. I pulled my shirt down as far as possible, trying to hide the fact that I wasn't wearing my shorts. Hopefully the dark would cover for us. Jesus, I was still ridiculously hard, and deep inside Mom. Not good. I rolled the window down.
He leaned on the windowsill. "Milk, bread, juice. Anything else you can think of?"
Mom smiled. "Eggs and bacon, for breakfast. I'll go shopping tomorrow."
Dad nodded. "Ok. I'll be right back. Later, you're going to have to tell me what you've been up to."
I felt myself sweating. How much did he know?
He winked at me. "Penny, huh? So you tell your Mom all your secrets, but not your hunting buddy?"
I laughed, my nervousness immeasurable. I almost gasped when I felt Mom's tight pussy clutch at my cock. "She started it, Dad." I leaned closer to him, keeping my voice down. "Have you seen your sister's Ass? God Almighty!"
His eyes almost popped out of his head. I watched him turn bright red. "Jesus, Alice! What have you guys been talking about?"
She laughed. "Lots. It's Marie's fault. I had to explain some stuff to Jeremy, before things got carried away. We'll talk about it later. I promise."
I had my revenge on her, pulsing my cock inside of her, while she tried to explain herself.
"You bet your ass we'll talk about this later," he grumbled.
I hugged Mom tightly, pushing into her, right under Dad's nose. "Dad, it was great. We really had a nice talk. You have no idea how great it was to have her open up to me." I looked over at her. "I've never felt closer to her than I do now."
I pumped my cock, and felt the responding squeeze from my Mom.
Dad straightened up, reaching in and tousling my hair. "Don't believe everything your Mom says," he laughed. "She tends to romanticize things. But I'm glad you too got along so well. I was a little worried, to be honest. Things could have been awkward, you know?"
"Hurry back, Dear," Mom said. "I think poor Jeremy's lap is about worn out."
"I'll be back in a sec." He walked off, straightening his shirt and sweats.
Mom looked over at me, and put her finger to her lips, hushing me. She leaned to my ear. "Quiet."
"You Ok back there?" She asked loudly.
Colin answered. "We're good, Aunt Alice. Mom's still napping. Thanks."
I was lifting her up, pushing into her. In the parking lot at CVS. Jesus, I was out of control.
"Hurry now," she whispered to me. She leaned forward, raising her hips for me.
I pounded into her, my cock hardening. Our little conversation break had taken the edge off my need, but sliding my cock into Mom was working its wonders. I fucked her fast, a little worried about the squeaking of the seat, but figuring Colin was probably too distracted on his own to worry about it. If Aunt Marie was sleeping, half naked in his lap, I had no doubt he was taking advantage of it.
Mom was helping me, moving her ass in counterpoint, slamming down onto my upward thrusts. I was getting closer. I was torn. I wanted to come before Dad came back out, but I never wanted to stop fucking Mom's incredible pussy. In and out, I stroked her, relishing every moment of our skin-on-skin dance.
"Damn it," I groaned, pulling her back abruptly into my lap, driving deeply into her, as my father returned from the store. Mom straightened out the bottom of her shirt just in time. For a moment, just before he arrived, I had a glimpse of her smooth pussy, with my cock lodged in it.
He passed two bags in through the window. Mom took them and placed them at her feet. "It'll only be for a few more minutes," he explained. "I know it's already crowded in there."
"It's fine Dad. We're good."
"Alright. Final stretch." He turned and got back in the car. The tunes started up and we backed out of the parking spot. Before we were back on the road, Mom had her feet up on the dashboard. "Finish," she told me, "fast."
I held her sweet ass in my hands, and pounded her, while Heart's Magic Man blasted away. Her head was beside mine, and she was being bad.
"That's it baby, fuck your Mommy. You were so bad, teasing your Mommy while your father watched. I almost pulled my shirt up so he could see what his perfect little boy was doing to his helpless wife."
I moaned, fucking her harder.
"God, you feel good in me, sweetie. So hard. So big. Do you like it? Do you love Mommy's hot pussy? Are you going to give me a nice little present? Fill Mommy's pussy with your hot baby batter? Don't make me beg for it, baby. I'm already growing addicted to your monster cock."
"Mom, you're so fucking hot," I gasped.
She whimpered, while I fucked her as hard and fast as possible, not caring how much we moved or how much noise we made.
"Incredible," she moaned. "I love your cock, Jeremy. You're killing me. You're driving Mommy insane. You fill me so deep. Your fat cock stretches me so very nice. Mommy's close, baby. Really close," she gasped the last words. "Make Mommy come, baby."
"Mommy," I groaned, and slammed into her, unloading inside her again, pumping until I was dry. She was trembling, and I realized she had come with me. Gasping, I leaned back, still unable to fully believe what we had done.
I almost blacked out, seeing spots before my eyes. After a few moments I felt Mom rubbing us with the spare t-shirt before she searched for her shorts again. She reached down to the floor boards, and when I saw that 'bodacious' ass, I trembled at the thought that I'd be fucking her again, first chance I had.
I had her ass cheeks in my hand, squeezing her, and even rubbed my finger over her back door. Her stories had me thinking very, very naughty thoughts about that opening.
I felt her pull my shorts up my leg, then maneuver the other one in place. She struggled to get them up over my knees, then onto my thighs. I was being bad, and managed to somehow slip most of my finger up her tight butt, making it that much more difficult for her to work my shorts up my legs. When they reached the top of my thighs, regretfully I pulled out of her butt, giving her ass one last pat, and I pulled them up the rest of the way.
"God. You are your father's son. You like Mommy's bottom?" She was pulling her own shorts up, raising her hips and hiding that incredible ass. I wanted to cry.
"I love it," I admitted.
"Maybe you'll get a chance to show me how much." She turned to the suitcase, and opened it stealthily, pushing the shirt full of evidence inside. She turned and smiled for me. "Good thing I do the laundry."
That got a giggle out of me.
She leaned back against me. "That was pretty incredible."
"Are you kidding? Beyond incredible."
She turned and planted a kiss on my lips. "We're not going to do this in our home. You understand?"
"Mom..."
"I mean it. Don't even try."
I felt suitably chastened. "Yes ma'am."
The smile returned to her face as we pulled onto our street. "Doesn't mean that you and I can't have a few outings of our own. Ok? Just keep it cool."
I hugged her so tight, I thought I heard vertebrae cracking. "Love you, Mom. Trust me, Aunt Marie could never take me from you."
"If you fuck her, you'll never have me again," she said softly. "You'll never have my mouth or my tight little rear. Never fill this pussy again."
I was a little worried. "Did you do this to spite her?"
She squirmed out of my grip and turned sideways. "I didn't plan this. I swear. But you're too much like your father was. You drive me crazy. I felt like a teenager again." She squirmed in my lap. "You came a lot, didn't you? I'm going to have to jump in the shower quick, or your father's going to know something's going on. My poor pussy's absolutely full of little Jeremies."
We turned into the alley behind our house.
"I'm glad you were my first," I told her.
She kissed me softly as we pulled into the driveway. "You're only my second. Just you and your father. Ever. Forever."
"I can live with that," I said, getting one last good feel of her breast.
She smiled. As Dad turned off the car, she whispered. "You think Colin behaved back there?"
"No way. Aunt Marie's going to have the sorest boobs in town."
"What was that?" Dad asked, as the car got quiet before I could finish my sentence.
"Sorest butt in town. We're not doing that again. Not without a pillow or something," Mom answered.
"No kidding. I think my legs are both asleep. I'll be lucky to be able to walk," I said.
"Jesus, Jeremy. She only weighs a few pounds. Man up."
"I'm just kidding Dad. It was cool. Fun even."
"I hope it wasn't too much fun," he growled climbing out of the car.
Mom had the door open, and was crawling out of the car. I watched her wipe the insides of her thighs with her hands, then she turned to me and licked them.
Christ. What a tease! If I got hard now, Dad would kill me.
She turned back and reached between my legs, coming up with the shopping bags. She whispered to me, "Your cum IS sweet. Sister slut was right."
"What are we waiting for?" Dad announced, stretching. "Let's get this thing unloaded." He opened the back door. "Wake your mother up, Colin. We're not going to leave her outside all night."



I climbed out of the Jeep, stretching my legs and making sure I was decent. Didn't look too bad. Dad was already carrying two suitcases inside, and I grabbed one of the coolers.
"Leave that in the garage, Jeremy," Mom said, "and I'll take care of the meat later."
Would she ever say anything again without my hearing naughty undertones?
I was walking past the car when I heard Aunt Marie. "Damn it, Colin!" she hissed. "Where are my panties?"
I chuckled and watched Mom hurry over to help her sister out, before Dad returned and the shit hit the fan. Now that she'd won the competition, I guess everything was Ok again. Mom leaned in and I saw my juices were still running down the inside of her thigh.
Best fucking day ever.
* * * * * *
I hope you enjoyed the story. Not quite the same tone as its progenitors, but it was fun to write. If you found it fun to read, please remember to vote!



            CvsN 27: The New Rules

            Coming home and facing an internal crisis.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/cvsn-27-the-new-rules

Title: CvsN 27: The New Rules

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Group Sex

Description: Coming home and facing an internal crisis.

Tags: apology, passing out, rules, cheating, oral, threesome, mff, make up sex, pregnancy

Series: CvsN


=======
Coming home and facing an internal crisis. Cathy rides to the rescue again, with a surprise.
=======
The trip home was anticlimactic. No last minute calls from Ana Isabel, no nefarious visits from men in black suits, and we were on our own at the airport. No mile-high club. My new favorite stewardess wasn't on our particular flight. Even the petting on the flight was curtailed, nothing more than hand-holding and leg caressing.
We did chat a bit about our trip, and discussed business. There was still a possibility of travel for one more training session. I confessed that the next time I went overseas, I planned to take Debbie and/or Beth with me.
"I don't imagine Major de Borbón would approve of that."
"Perhaps not, but I'm thinking a clean break is best. Showing up in Madrid with my girls would be an effective way of ensuring that."
She laughed. "It would do a pretty good job of enhancing the legend of 'Señor Jack'. Everyone was already talking about how you'd finally melted the Ice Dragon, and of course there were a few rumors running around about you and me. Debbie would be the icing on the cake. Debbie and Beth both? You'd be immortalized."
"Please. As far as most of that crowd is concerned, I'm the guy that struck out every night, and set his sights just a little too high."
"I'm telling it how I see it. I can certainly see the allure, your Major is a fascinating and attractive woman. Wealth, power, bloodlines, and that body! What's not to like? I'm almost surprised I didn't lose you over there."
I didn't tell her just how close it might have been.
I managed to nap a bit on the flight, but my internal schedule was all messed up. I woke up tired and grouchy; Chris was kind enough to let me be. A free beer took the edge off. A second one had me back to my laid-back self, contemplating the situation I'd left behind, and the girls I was headed home to.
It was getting dark as we drove back to the office where I'd parked. Chris drove, and I couldn't help but wonder if our antics would cause any troubles in her home life. I was hoping she'd get through it all OK.
"You're doing it again. Stop it."
"Doing what?" I asked.
"You're staring at me."
"Sorry. I'm going to miss what we have together."
She sighed. "Me too, Jack. Me too. But it's best this way."
"Hundred mile rule still apply?" I teased, reaching out and caressing her leg.
"Please don't, Jack. I don't want to show up home with my panties soaked through."
I withdrew my hand. "You're right. I'm sorry."
"And we'll see about your '100 mile rule'. We might need to fly out to L.A. before too long. Who knows what might happen? We'll take it one step at a time."
"I hope your husband figures out what a treasure he has in you," I told her.
"I'm going to work on it. I think sometimes I'm not such a treasure. Maybe I can do something about that."
She was terribly pensive through most of the drive, and we parted in the parking lot with a hug. It started casually enough, but after several long moments she was clinging to me tightly. "We'll both be OK, right Jack?"
"More than OK. I'm certain."
She stayed in my arms. "There's no doubt we'll come out of this smelling like a rose at work. A huge success. And Spain was nothing short of incredible. But it's back to the real world now."
"I know. I'm sorry things got so crazy."
She withdrew from my arms, and shook her hair free. "I think I needed a little 'crazy' in my life. See you Monday?"
"Bright and early at the stroke of ten. I think I'll sleep in for once. I'm guessing I'll have a busy weekend at home."
It was nice to see her smile. "I hope that makes two of us."
No kiss goodbye, she just walked back to her car, gave me a wave and climbed in. I hopped in my car and took off for home. There were a couple of girls I desperately wanted to see.
* * *
I arrived to a packed house. All the full-time residents were present, as were Karen and Jim. Even Ashley and Erin were awaiting my arrival and when they ran to me for hugs, I realized how much I'd missed the rug rats. I was definitely becoming domesticated. The only real surprise was Eric, who was there with Amie. Looked like that relationship was still on and from the way he was hovering and looking at her, I was guessing there'd been some advances on that front.
Good for him.
I felt smothered under the affection. Beth was the first of the adults to get to me, leaping into my arms to give me a full-body hug and a kiss that could melt an iceberg. Karen gave me a toe-curler, and an ear nibble, and Jim followed with a high five. Of course little sister Robin wouldn't be outdone. As she approached me, I stopped her a few feet away, so I could check out her latest chest advertising. Three lines of "I will not be naughty", as if written on a chalkboard, brought a smile to my face.
"Trying to clean up the act a bit," she said before taking me in her arms. After licking my molars she whispered, "Of course I'd be willing to make an exception, whenever you're up for it." A little pat of her hand below the waist emphasized her offer.
Amie's kiss was controlled, but the hug was intense. "Later," she whispered, before Eric gave me the requisite manly fist bump.
Debbie came up to me last, but her hug was tentative at first. I squeezed her back, nuzzling my face into her neck, while her hug firmed up. She had her face buried in my chest and seemed overly emotional. I stroked her hair, soothing her until she finally relinquished her death grip, and excused herself to the kitchen.
We sat around and worked our way through a few bottles of wine, while I shared a little about my trip and the sights I'd seen. The girls were eager to update me on their progress on the day-care setup. It looked like they were really pulling things together.
Our new living room furniture was overflowing with pretty women, and a few lucky men. I was fortunate enough to be tightly wedged in between the succulent Beth and delicious Debbie, my platinum tressed Goddess. Debbie was quieter than usual, content to let her partners handle all the day-care discussion. She clung to me as if she was afraid I'd leap up and depart for foreign parts at any moment.
The visit was nice, but it wasn't long before Jim and Karen decided to call it a night, although they left Ashley behind for the weekend so the kids could play together. Splitting up those girls was going to be tough. Karen took a few minutes out to put the little ones to bed, which was a bit of a job; they were all worked up like they'd been on a diet of candy and soda all evening. After that our group slowly dissolved. Amie and Eric were the next to go, Amie giving me another welcome home hug, before taking Eric with her upstairs. Interesting. I looked over at Beth for the scoop.
"Seems to be getting more serious. They've been staying together either here or at his place, most of the week," she answered my unspoken question.
"How's Ron taking it?" I asked.
Robin answered. "Seems to be OK. He likes Eric's family, and if she's happy, that's good enough for him. He hasn't been coming over here as much lately."
"And how's your work with him?"
"Craigslist is magical, even better than eBay or local ads. I've probably cleared out 10% of that warehouse already. When school starts in a couple of weeks, he says I can keep working with him part-time. He's really a great guy." She stood up and stretched. "It's great to have you back, but I think it's time for me to hit the sack as well. I'll leave you lovebirds alone for now." She came over and gave me a warm kiss, then headed up the stairs. Incredibly restrained, for her.
Debbie and Beth got up and started cleaning up a bit, while I begged off, heading for a much needed shower. It had been a long day already, and I was hoping for a second wind before we retired for the night.
The hot-shower did wonders for me, and I relaxed in bed, eager for my room-mates to finish their house-hold chores and join me. The wait wasn't long, with Debbie appearing and walking over to the bedside. She leaned down and gave me a peck on the cheek.
"I'll just be a few minutes freshening up," she told me softly. "Miss me?"
"I'm dying to show you how much," I told her. I reached for her but she slithered out of my grip and disappeared into our bathroom.
My beautiful Beth was only a few seconds behind her, and I was distraught to watch her disappear into the bathroom as well. She was only in there a couple of minutes before appearing at my bedside dressed in her birthday suit. My favorite outfit for her. And she wore it so well.
Beth walked around the bed and settled in next to me, cuddling up beside me, warm against my skin. I reached an arm around her and pulled her in close. Her breast was pressing against my chest, and I ran a finger across it, slowly circling her nipple, as appreciative as ever over what I had.
"That trip was really hard on Deb," she said softly, her arms holding me tight. "All her old insecurities seemed to resurface. Last night when you didn't call she was frantic. She was sure we'd lost you."
"Not likely," I told her, enjoying the satiny feel of her youthful skin under my hand.
"She's gonna need some reassuring, Ok? Give her the attention tonight."
I kissed her forehead. "You are too sweet for words. I think there's plenty of attention to go around."
"I know, and we have the whole day tomorrow to make up for lost time. Let's make tonight a Debbie night." With that she made a decision, jumped up and started gathering candles from about the house, running around buck naked. I giggled to myself, wondering what Eric might think if he wandered down the stairs. She started lighting candles and placing them strategically about the room. Several were aromatic and I was worried that the different scents might be a bit overwhelming, but it wasn't bad.
God, I loved watching her! That tight little body and amazing tits, so beautifully on display. They were mine to have, and I damned sure was going to avail myself of them, "Debbie Night" or not.
Beth was back in our bed only a minute or so before Debbie appeared from the bathroom. The teen was still breathing hard from her exertions, but she had a smile on her face that would have put the Joker to shame.
Debbie showed up in a robe, oddly quiet. I finally sensed that I'd lost a bit of her, her openness, her confidence. Simon says, 'take two steps back.' It broke my heart.
I climbed out of the bed and went to her. "I'm mad at you."
Her eyes opened wide, and her mouth gaped like a fish out of water. It may be hard to believe, but it was a look that wasn't gorgeous on her. "Me?" she finally gasped.
Up close I could see how bloodshot her eyes were, dark bags under them I'd never seen before. I took her in my arms and held her, my head leaning over her shoulder. "You shouldn't have let me go alone. I've missed you so badly."
Surprisingly, she spoke up. "You left us, Jack. We didn't leave. You left us."
"Silly girl. I could never leave you. I went to work. Unfortunately this time it was 6 thousand miles away, and lonely as hell." I squeezed her tight, nuzzling her hair.
"I don't want to know about her, whoever it was," she said softly, plaintively.
I wasn't about to start denying anything, or even go down that road. I pulled back a bit, putting some space between us, so I could help her remove her robe. When I went to undo the knot it seemed for a moment like she was going to stop me.
I opened the robe, but instead of removing it, I reached my arms inside and wrapped them around her body.
"Debbie, do you remember our first night together?"
She tensed up in my arms, then quietly nodded.
"Can you feel how hard I am for you? What you do to me?" I pulled her close so that my hard-on pressed against her soft belly. "You promised to keep house for me. To cook for me. To take care of me."
My face was directly in front of her, inches away. She looked into my eyes and nodded.
"You promised to send me to work with a kiss, and to welcome me home with another."
Her eyes were glistening, but she nodded.
"Welcome me home, beautiful," I demanded.
She pulled my head down and pressed her lips against mine, kissing me tentatively at first, then stronger and deeper, her body pressing more firmly against mine. I broke it off.
"I have a new request. Never let me spend the night away from you. I hate it." I placed my hands on her face and kissed her softly. "I absolutely fucking hate it."
She stared at me like I'd grown a third eye. "But the others..."
"There are no others. Not that matter. All that matters to me is in this room right now." I glanced over at Beth who was waiting patiently.
"Tell me. Tell me you'll do everything you can to make sure we never sleep apart."
She moved away from me for a second, and I was worried. But she just lowered her arms and let the robe fall from her shoulders. She took my hands in hers, and moving backward, drew me to our bed. She reclined in her usual spot, opening her arms and legs for me, pulling my hand, guiding me on top of her.
Our good-hearted 18 year old roomie simply had to get involved. She moved toward Debbie and reached out for my hardness, guiding me toward Debbie's warm entrance.
With the head lodged in her opening, I paused. "Tell me, Debbie."
"Never again," she whispered, and I saw tears in her eyes.
"Never again, what?" I asked softly.
"Never. Never again. Never will I let you go." Her soft voice got stronger, a hint of anger and determination rising in it. "Never again. You will always come home to me. Always." She glanced over at Beth, and reached out for her, pulling her close. "Always come home to us."
My back was trembling a bit, from holding myself off of her, the head of my eager cock nudging at her, but no more. I pressed a little harder. "I need you Debbie. I need you now."
"I'm yours, Jack," she said softly, "always."
I thrust into her slowly and firmly, a gentle act of merging, slowly filling her, until I could go no further. I leaned down and kissed her lips, closing my eyes and uniting us as completely as possible.
I held her and slowly fucked her, luxuriating in that miraculous feeling around my cock. After only a minute or two, she was pressing back against me, meeting me. My eyes were locked on hers, gazing into those trusting, beautiful eyes.
Sweet Beth wasn't inactive. She was holding her roomie, one arm around her shoulders, caressing her, toying with Debbie's breasts.
I stared at the phenomenal beauty below me. I'd been away from her for nearly a full week. I thought about the Spanish icon I'd left behind, and mentally kicked myself. What had I been thinking? She was amazing, yes, and exotic, and opened the doors to a world that would otherwise be forever closed to me. And yet I knew if she was in the room with me now, I wouldn't give her a second look.
Debbie was my soul-mate. Had I actually considered, even for the most fleeting of moments, a life without her?
I knew it now. I loved being with Beth. Sweet, pretty, young Beth who had given me her most precious of gifts, and continued to, even now understanding the need for Debbie and I to be together. But I was in love with Debbie. Totally, completely and desperately.
Looking at Debbie watching me, I recalled that moment of hesitation, when she stood beside the bed. I had lost part of her, through my idiocy.
Still, she was under me now, and if I wasn't a complete idiot, she could be forever. I had to learn to say no. I had to stop the stupidity. I'd fucked my boss, a random stewardess, and a lonely, broken, Spanish treasure, and for what? For what?
I felt the tears welling in my eyes, and fought to hold them back. My arms were trembling, but not from exhaustion. I turned my head to the side, and bit back the sob that threatened its release.
Debbie, reached for my head, and turned me to face her. She brushed the tear away that had managed to break free and create a path of exposed regret down my face.
"No," she said softly.
I lowered myself onto her, holding her tight, heedless of my weight crushing her. I buried my face in her shoulder, unable to hold back, crying as I hadn't since before I had pubic hair.
Debbie seemed oblivious to the discomfort I must have been subjecting her to. She clung to me with her legs, refusing to allow me to slide out of her. Her hands caressed my back and head. "Shhhh," she whispered, "I'm here."
She was there. And she would be if I didn't chase her away. She wouldn't be lying with strangers, even though she could have any man who so much as looked at her. She was completely, and utterly devoted to me, and I was a fucking asshole, letting my dick lead me where ever it may.
"I'm sorry, Debbie," I managed to gasp, squeezing her. "I'm so sorry. I never wanted to hurt you. Never, ever." I raised up off of her, taking the weight of my torso onto my elbows. "Nothing could take me from you."
The tears were flowing freely, and I almost jumped when Beth reached out with a facecloth and washed them away. "It's Ok, Jack. She's here for you. We're here for you."
It was true, and I knew that I didn't deserve them. Either of them. I struggled free from Debbie's anguished arms, laying on my back next to her. I pulled the pillow over my face and screamed into it.
I was insane. What else could explain my constant attempts to sabotage my situation? I was the luckiest man in the world. I dared any man to say otherwise, and yet, time after time, I did my best to destroy it.
I'd risked my boss's marriage, a stewardess's career, and destroyed my favorite Major's engagement, and most likely left her in a terrible situation. And why? Why?
"WHY?" I screamed into the pillow.
Just so I could get my rocks off in some strange pussy, while my soul-mate withered at home. I didn't deserve her.
Beth was struggling to get the pillow from me. "Stop it, Jack! Stop it! You're scaring me."
I let her take it away, and covered my face with my hands. "God. I don't deserve you. Either of you."
I felt Debbie's weight before I looked down and saw her straddling me. Any hint of firmness had left me, as I fought my personal demons, knowing that I was too weak to triumph in that particular battle.
My ethereal beauty leaned over, pulling my hands away from my face, and leaning forward on her arms, pinning them to the bed beside my head. "No! I won't let you. You don't get to discard me so easily," she said fiercely.
"I'm not discarding you. I wouldn't. But can't you see? You deserve so much more. You're so perfect, so much more than I or any man could ever hope for, and I'm such an asshole. Cathy's right."
She looked at me, and I saw a great sadness in her. "Don't you think I'm pretty any more, Jack? Don't you think I'm sexy? Have you lost your desire for me already?" Her voice was soft and accusing. "Are you done with me now? Ready to cast me aside like everyone else has?"
"No!" I cried out. "I'd never do that. Don't you understand? I'm shit. I'm a fucking heartless, unthinking asshole, who doesn't deserve you."
She released my hands and sat upright staring down at me. "Is it my body?" she asked softly, running her hands over her smooth stomach up to her breasts. "Am I too old? Has having a child made me hideous? Have I let myself go?"
"Hideous? You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
"I don't excite you anymore," she said dejectedly, her head bowed.
"Debbie! How can you say that? You could make a dead man stand up and dance," I argued.
"That's why you pulled out of me, and lost your erection. Because I'm so desirable."
"Why would you even want me?" I asked plaintively.
"Because I love you. And I thought you loved me. I hoped you did." I could now see the moisture in her eyes, and I felt my heart shattering.



"Of course I love you. I've never felt anything close to what I feel for you. And to know that I hurt you, seeing you hesitate to be with me, knowing I'd lost a part of you through my insanity, it's destroying me. How can I do what I do to you? To you!" I leaned my head back and screamed "FUCK!"
Her hand struck my cheek hard enough to make me see stars. A second blow followed quickly and I welcomed it. I turned my cheek and waited eagerly for another.
"Stop it!" she yelled. "I hate it! I hate it! If you're done with me, be a fucking man and walk away. But don't use some kind of stupid excuse like I'm not good enough for you!"
"I'm not," I whispered.
"Shut up!" she screamed. "What happened to you? Where's my Jack? Where's the Jack who would fight for me, protect me, worship me? Where's the confident Jack who doesn't have to prove anything? Who knows he's different, better?" She leaned down and held my face in her hands. "Where is he? The man who gets hard watching me walk into the room. The cocky bastard who can fuck a room full of women into oblivion, and then take me in his arms and let me know I'm the most important thing in the world."
She laid down on me. "Where's my Jack?"
I wrapped my arms around her, holding her softly. "I'm sorry I hurt you."
"Nobody has ever hurt me as bad as you have tonight," she whispered sadly.
My hands caressed her soft back. My beautiful Debbie, who I knew was so fragile, and still acted without thinking around her. "I swear, Debbie, I'll never hurt you again. Never again."
I kissed her shoulder, and ran my hand down to her soft ass, caressing her. I pressed my lips to her flawless neck.
"You will. And I'll hurt you. That's life. But don't turn away from me. Don't throw away what we have."
I felt a hand stroking my emerging hardness. Our darling Beth. The most wonderful woman in the world was lying naked on me. How could I not be excited? In spite of all my idiocy.
My hands continued to massage her delicious rear, and our young roomies' hand guided me back into her. I felt Debbie settle backward to take me deeper.
She turned her face, and her lips sought out mine, kissing me gently. "There he is. That's my lover, the man who needs me almost as much as I need him."
I stroked into her, wondering what had come over me. I could have been doing this from the moment she climbed into my bed.
"I'm such a fool," I told her. "I don't think I ever realized how much you mean to me. Hurting you is the worst thing I've ever done. I detest myself for it."
I heard the door close, and I looked around and noticed that our roommate had left us. God, I hoped I hadn't hurt her as well.
Debbie let me make love to her gently, while she relaxed on my body. "I'm jealous of her, whoever she is. To hurt you that much. You cared enough for someone else to feel guilty. Was it that hard to leave her for me?"
I was afraid to speak of her, but even more afraid to construct any more barriers between Debbie and me. "No. There was never a doubt. I felt bad for her, but I knew that no matter what, there was nobody for me but you. I'm sorry."
She rose up on her arms and fucked me back. "You love me, don't you?"
"Right now, more than I love myself. A lot more."
"Was she beautiful? More beautiful?" she asked softly.
"She's gorgeous, powerful, and wealthy. She offered me everything to stay with her." I reached for Debbie's breasts, cupping them gently. "She doesn't hold a candle to you. And I was an idiot to even spend one minute with her, when I could be with you."
"But you couldn't be with me, you'd left me behind, and were alone over there."
"Never again."
She smiled for the first time in a long time. "You bet your ass never again." Then a look of seriousness returned to her face. "You lied to us on the phone. You said there were no girls, that you slept alone. You don't ever have to lie to me, Jack."
"No. I didn't. Up until the last night I went back to my hotel room alone every evening. There was a very cute girl in Zaragoza, but she was engaged, and I didn't pursue it once she told me. It seemed like everyone in Spain was getting laid that night but me."
Debbie gave me a little hint of a smile. "I hope you're not trying to get me to feel sorry for you."
"No. And I did spend time with her that evening. There was something between us, and it was growing. I didn't make love to her until the last night, at her home. I went back to my room alone, like every other evening."
"You made love to her. You didn't fuck her," she said sadly, her motions against me slowing to a halt.
"I cared for her. More than I've cared for anybody but you," I confessed.
"And Beth," she said softly.
I didn't answer her, holding her hips up, so I could stroke into her more easily.
"And Beth," she repeated, more firmly.
I couldn't take her intense look any longer and turned away. I couldn't lie to her. Not any more.
She came down and hugged me. "God, I knew it. I could feel it. I was so close to losing you."
"Never. It wasn't even close."
She sighed, "Don't ever tell Beth. Nothing. She loves you as much as I do. She'd be devastated."
I held her, kissing her body where ever I could reach. "No she doesn't. And I'm afraid she already knows how I feel about you."
I rolled my dream girl off of me onto her back, and climbed between her legs. I made love to her gently, kissing her pretty face, nibbling on her soft lips.
"You scared me tonight, Jack," she said softly.
"I'm sick to death over hurting you. Of risking losing you. I didn't know anything could hurt as bad as seeing you hold back from me."
She looked at me sadly, the tears welling in her eyes. "I'm sorry I hurt you. I didn't know, couldn't know that my insecurity would do that to you."
"No, it wasn't insecurity. You knew. I don't know how, but you knew. From 6000 miles away, you knew I cheated on you for the first time. I swear I'll never do it again. I hope someday you'll forgive me." Our lovemaking had slowed to the point where I was taking several seconds to slide in and out of her.
"For the first time? How many girls have you been with since we've been together. I'm sure there's lots I don't know about."
"None that ever mattered. I'm ashamed to say it, but I don't even think about it when I'm with somebody else. No matter how good or how fun it is. It's just sex. This time, I thought about you all the time, and what I was doing to you. And I did it anyway. Now do you understand why I don't deserve you?"
"Don't. I thought we were past that. Don't ever say that to me again." She pulled my hips against her, stilling me. "Please, don't. You must know that I don't feel like I deserve you, after all I've been through. You're a Godsend, more than I'd ever dreamed for. Every time you say it, it makes me feel more and more like I'm the one that's not worthy. So please stop. For me."
"I'm sorry. I keep hurting you, and I never mean to. I'll do better. Be patient with me, please," I kissed her softly.
"Do I still excite you?" she asked softly, smiling.
"Does the sun rise in the east?"
"Then show me. Fuck me, Jack. Enough of this sappiness. I need you to love me hard. Make me come for you. Use me like you can't resist me. Fuck me."
I fucked her. I bent her legs back and pounded her into the mattress. I turned her over, raised her butt up and hammered her, driving her up the bed until her head was bouncing off of our new headboard. I threw her on her side, straddled one leg while I clutched the other one to my chest, and abused her pussy, deeper and faster than I thought possible. I came inside of her, groaning for her, but didn't slow down, using her for my pleasure.
She came for me several times, moaning sweetly when she did, exciting me to further heights. But her pleasure was a side-effect, not my goal. I was after my own pleasure, using my Goddess for my own base needs. I finished on top of her again, both of us breathing hard, plunging into her deeply, but slower, as she drained me of the last remnants of my strength. Her feet wrapped around my thighs, pulling me into her as I long-stroked her to completion, gasping as I filled her again.
I collapsed on her, and nearly blacked out. I submitted to her kisses, as she clung to me, her hand caressing my exhausted cock.
"There he is. Welcome back Jack."
* * *
She left me, but returned with water and our roommate. Beth looked nervous, and I felt horrible for the way I'd behaved.
Debbie led her into my arms and I held her close, hugging and kissing her. "That wasn't me. I kicked that sorry bastard out of here."
It was nice to hear her giggle. "Good. I didn't like that bad man."
I caressed her body, loving the feel of my little pet. "Don't worry, you won't see him again. Debbie and I put a knife through his whiny little heart and left him for the vultures."
Lovely Debbie was squirming between our legs, and her mouth was doing a wondrous job of resuscitating my alter-ego. A task I might have thought impossible for anyone but her. Or possibly the bundle of fun I was holding in my arms.
Beth giggled. "At least one of us is back to normal. Ol' greedy lips is hogging the good stuff."
"Just warming him up," my favorite sex-pot teased, before going down on me again.
Beth joined her, and in one of my favorite acts, they sucked me together, taking turns and sharing, until you would never have known the little guy had pretty much given up the ghost a short while earlier.
Beth claimed me for her own and rode me like a trooper, while Debbie moved up and held me, her amazing mouth never ceasing to kiss, lick and taste me.
I took over after a while, and sat on the corner of the bed, with her in my lap. She gave me a huge smile and hugged me tight. "I love this," she said with a giggle.
"I thought you preferred the old cowgirl position," I reminded her.
"Yes, but this is OUR position. You never make love to anyone else like this."
I realized she was right. I didn't. Not even Debbie.
I lifted her up and down my cock, loving the closeness of our position. I stopped and kissed her, while I felt her warm channel massaging me. "I'd never hurt you on purpose. You know that, right?"
"Of course. You love me. I know it. Sometimes you do stupid things, some REALLY stupid things, but in the end I know that you love me."
She leaned in close and whispered, "Even if you love Deb more."
I lifted her high, and pounded her down onto my cock, wrenching a sweet squeal out of her. "Silly girl. Different isn't more. I love you to death."
She smiled. "Do that again."
I did, over and over again, making her pretty little tits bounce crazily.
About 30 seconds into that, my arms were giving out, but she had a wild look on her face and was gasping with each deep thrust. I lifted her until she was just barely on my cock, then pulled her back down as hard as I could, while slamming up into her. She screamed out, trembling, and grabbed me tightly. I could feel her tight young pussy spasming around my cock.
I held her ass in my hands, and eased in and out of her gently, while she shuddered, and came as hard as I'd ever seen her come.
"Oh God, oh God, oh GOD!" she gasped, grinding against me, as another huge orgasm coursed through her body.
I stood with her, sliding her up and down my shaft, releasing her on each down-stroke, letting her own weight impale her as deeply as possible. Her eyes were open wide, glazed over, and her mouth was open in another silent scream, as her body continued to betray her, refusing to come down from her peak of excitement, tremors coursing through her.
I hadn't even realized how close I was, but seeing her so excited, pushed me over the brink. I clutched her hips in my hand, as tightly as possible, and pulled her away just far enough to pound my completion into her like a jackhammer. She screamed out, her arms squeezing me hard enough to hurt. Then I felt her finally relax.
I looked down at her, gasping from exertion, and saw that she had passed out. I set her down gently on the bed, and eased her into place on her side. She was still catatonic, when I collapsed between her and Debbie.
Debbie cuddled up to me, "Now that's the proper way to say you missed us."
I couldn't even speak, I was breathing so hard.
I felt Beth moving beside me. She turned and mirrored Debbie's position. I loved that.
"Shit," she groaned. "He fucked me to death. Did you see that Debbie? He almost fucking killed me by fucking."
She kissed my side. "Don't ever leave us again. I don't think I could survive the homecoming."
"I won't, beautiful. I've learned my lesson."
I don't know if she even heard me. She was asleep on my chest.
Debbie giggled. "You're right. You are an idiot. You don't even know how much you love her. That was pretty intimidating. I came just watching you two."
I stole a kiss from her. "I do love her. More than almost anybody. But you are my soul-mate. I know that now."
"Let me get this right. You had to fuck a gorgeous teenager senseless to figure that out?"
"I'm a slow learner. What can I say?"
She chuckled, then snuggled in closer. "Does it hurt much?" she asked softly.
"What?"
"That ugly bruise on your back. It looks painful."
"No not really. I hadn't even thought about it since I've been home."
She sighed. "Is that part of the story? Do I want to know?"
"Yes, it is. I'll tell you whatever you want, but it doesn't really matter. It wasn't important."
"Maybe later, then," she said softly.
I fell asleep with those two wonderful girls clinging to me, their legs entwined with mine. I told myself that it was time to straighten up and fly right. No more stupid senseless screwing around. I had everything I needed right there. Debbie and Beth. That was it for me. Ok, maybe an occasional moment with Karen. And Amie. And Cathy of course, and maybe Robin. But that was it. Well maybe Chris, but only on day trips. Nobody else.
I almost had myself believing it.
* * *
I woke to a warm mouth on my cock. I was hard and enjoying the attention immensely. I groaned, and stretched, not even bothering to see which wonderful woman was making my day.
God, she was good. Unbelievably good.
I looked down, but I was covered with a sheet, my glorious cock tender working her wonders in privacy. But that twist of the hand, the swirl of her tongue, the way her mouth pulsed over the length of my shaft...
"Mmm, good morning Cathy," I sighed.
She relinquished her devilish oral hold, and slid up beside me. "Good morning, sleepy head. Did you peek?"
"Like I wouldn't recognize your style? Don't tell my girls, and I'll deny every single word of it, but you are without a doubt, the best cocksucker in the world."
That got a self-satisfied grin out of her. "I guess there's some added cachet to you saying that, since it seems you've been sampling more of the world."
She moved up to my face, and gave me a kiss. "Mind if I play, while we talk? I hardly ever see you anymore."
Talk? That had me worried already. "Play away. I'm sure I'll enjoy it."
She straddled me, sliding the hardness she'd earned into her warm, wet, hole. "Now that's what I'm talking about," she giggled.
"Where is everyone?"
"Beth asked me to come over and talk to you. Sounds like somebody's been messing up again. Time for Aunt Cathy to step in."
"What do you know about it?" I asked, holding her hips while I enjoyed her, leisurely.
"More than Beth. Debbie gave me what I suspect is most of the scoop, as far as she knows. You want to fill me in on the rest?"
I don't know why I feel the way I do about Cathy, but I trust her implicitly, and I've always been able to talk to her and Joe about anything. Maybe that's why our hooking up was inevitable. I opened up to her, asking her what she knew and filling in the gaps. I shared my adventures with Chris, and even with my very helpful stewardess.
"Jack, what are we going to do with you? And that's when you're behaving? Going home alone every night?"
"I know. I don't know why I'm like this. I can't help myself."
"Bullshit. You're selfish and think only of getting your next piece of strange."
"But that's it. I don't. I'm not looking for it. The thing with Chris was completely accidental."
She laughed. "Are you listening to yourself? Accidental? What, did you trip and accidentally tear off both of your clothes and impale her on your dick?"
Cathy climbed off of me, and got on her hands and knees for me, so I could take her a little more forcefully. She was never one for nice-and-easy. "We're going to have to teach you to say 'no'. At least once in a while. You've been lucky until now, but some women are going to want more than you're intending on offering. Repeat after me, 'No'."
I was caressing her big soft butt. "No?" I said teasingly, rubbing my cock against her moist slit.
She giggled. "At least you know how to pronounce it. Now we have to teach you when to use it."
"No?" I asked again, holding my cock between her lips, and teasing her with it.
"Not with me dummy? Never with me. I'm on the approved list, remember?"
"Oh, that's right. Now I remember." I slid my length into her firmly, in one smooth stroke.
"Mmmm," she sighed. "With Debbie, it's not the sex. It's the meaning of it. We all understand you're easily stimulated, and have a peculiar habit of getting into the pants of all the women you associate with."
"Not all of them," I countered, screwing her with long, easy strokes.
"Alright. Most of them. Come on, a stewardess in the bathroom?"
I chuckled. "Ok, that one was pretty bad. With Chris sleeping there."
"Was your Spanish girl worth it?"
"No. She was amazing, don't get me wrong, and if I wasn't with Debbie and Beth, I'd probably be with her now. But nothing is worth losing Debbie over."
"That's nice, what you're doing," she whispered, lowering her head to the bed. "Imagine if she wasn't across the ocean. Do you think she'd give up on you so easily. Are you sure she has yet?"
I was riding her ass pretty hard, thoroughly enjoying her. I always did. She was a great lay. "No, I see where you're going."
"Do you? If she was here, would she be confronting your girls even now? Using her influence to change things? Would Debbie be able to handle her as competition, or would she retreat into her shell, figuring it was what she probably deserved anyway," she asked softly, interjecting the occasional moan.
"She doesn't deserve that," I admitted.
"Of course not," she gasped, thrusting back against me. "You and I know that, but does she?"
"I don't know," I admitted.
"Damn, let's stop talking and fuck me for real. I need this," she gasped.
I concentrated on the task ahead of me, pounding her the way she liked it, deep and fast. I turned her over and pulled her to the end of the bed, poising her sweet cheeks on the edge, and fucked her hard. I pushed her legs back, opening her up, and slammed into her, giving her the rough fucking she enjoyed. The position was working for her and I felt her first orgasm building. I lowered my hips, dragging my cock against the top of her pussy, using long even strokes. It did its magic, and she came for me, so sweetly.
After that I concentrated on my own release, finding just the right rhythm and pressure, building up to a good one. She was talking dirty to me, telling me what she liked, and how she liked it. "You like fucking my married pussy, you bastard, don't you? You love the fact that you were the first to take my ass too, I bet. Do you remember our first time, when you dragged me to your room and fucked the shit out of me, just for spite? God you were a monster. Forcing me to suck you and then fucking me senseless and dragging me back in front of all those people with your hot cum seeping out of me. I had those bruises for days."



She was teasing me, and it was working. I found myself getting closer and closer to coming. She closed her eyes, speaking softly. "I was scared you were going to strip me and fuck my brains out right in the open, in front of all those people, and all I'd be able to do would be to come for you."
"Fuck, Cathy, I'm going to come," I groaned.
"Come for me baby, fill me up with your hot sweet cum. Give me a huge load I can feel all day."
I slammed into her, fulfilling her wish.
I climbed back onto the bed, and she snuggled up to me. "That was nice, but it's time we cut you off."
"Cut me off?"
"Nobody new. Nobody. You've got half-a-dozen girls you can have whenever you want. That's going to have to be enough for you. Understand? If you ever stray from us, that's the last you get from me, and everyone else if I can help it."
"Who's allowed?" I asked softly, holding her while she laid down the law.
"Mama bear and baby bear, of course. And me, that goes unsaid. The sister's too, and Amie."
"Chris?" I asked.
"Do you really want to destroy her marriage? Are you going to take care of her if you do?"
"No, of course not, but when we're away..."
"No pretty boss, unless her husband is either OK, with it, or out of the picture. What you're doing with her isn't right. It's not like you; you're better than that," she told me softly.
"No, you're probably right."
"Doesn't matter if I'm wrong or right, those are your new rules. Can you accept that?"
I nodded. "I just don't want to hurt Chris."
"She's a big girl. She'll be fine. Now those are MY rules. For all I know, Debbie and/or Beth may have their own for you."
"Fine. I get it. No more straying."
"Poor baby. Has to settle for a handful of hotties and a damned Goddess. My heart breaks for you."
I found myself grinning. "She is a Goddess, isn't she? I think of her that way all the time."
"Too much for mortal man. You're lucky that you've got a little of that immortal blood in you, or you'd probably spontaneously combust one night, from the heat of her touch."
She was playing with my cock again, and I was wondering if we'd have another go.
"You remember our play date a few weeks back? Our little lunch break?"
"Like I could forget."
"It didn't take. I think that I'll be ready again the end of this week. Can we give it another go?"
I had no idea what she was talking about? "Take?"
"Take, as in you didn't knock me up," she said as if I was being dense.
"Knock you up?"
"You don't..." she seemed bewildered, "I mean Joe didn't...he didn't explain to you?"
"He didn't say much except we could have some fun," I recalled.
"Shit! I can't believe him. That son-of-a-bitch." She sighed. "You know Joe shoots blanks now, right?"
"Sure." Sweet Jesus. I finally saw where this was going. I was dense.
"I want to have another baby. We want to. I want a little boy to go with our two precious girls. I'd like it to be yours. We both would."
I was dumbstruck.
"But, why not one of Joe's brothers? I imagine they'd all be willing enough, and it could be just like Joe. I mean mostly same DNA and all."
"Oh yeah, that would be cool. A one time fling with one of those guys. And who do I choose to be the lucky guy? How do we explain it to their wives, except for Eric of course? We thought about it. Hell we even thought about his father." She climbed on top of me, holding me close. "I don't want them. I want you. I want your baby in me, Jack. If I can't have Joe's, I want yours. I dream about it. A little Jack running around my house, with your wild, dark curly hair. And a little baby penis that will grow into a mighty pussy-splitter." She giggled at the end.
My mind was still numb. My baby? In Joe's wife?
"Say something, Jack. You're scaring me," she said softly.
I'd heard that way too often the last few hours.
"That's the sweetest thing I've ever heard. I, I don't know what to say. That you would choose me - it's wonderful, and incredible." I hugged her. "I'd love to, but only if it's OK with the girls."
"All the girls, or just Debbie and Beth?" she teased.
"You know. The only two that matter."
"Will you ask them for me? Please?" she said softly.
"And Joe is cool with this?" I asked, finding that part almost incomprehensible.
"Of course, silly? Who do you think suggested you? I almost creamed my panties, when he told me you'd be the best choice. I immediately knew that was what I wanted. You, and only you."
"Wow," I said. "Unbelievable."
She laughed. "Believe it. You're gonna fill me with your sweet baby batter and make me a momma, all over again."
She slid off of me, holding me tenderly. "There's one last thing I want to talk about, if it's OK?"
"Of course, sexy baby mama," I teased.
She wasn't giggling. "Do you know what we like about you Jack? What makes you so special besides your anaconda?"
"My taste in women?"
"I'm being serious. This is important, OK? You're sweet, and kind, and funny, and so laid back, and that's all great. You're a real man, an Alpha male, who acts like a man. It's a lot of little things, but there's one really big thing."
"What," I asked, curious about where she was taking this.
"Your confidence and your swagger. You take a woman like it was the most natural thing in the world. When you touch one of us, it's all so right. We're women, and you are a man. A real man. Your confidence around women is overwhelming. I don't know where it came from, but it's undeniable. Six months ago, could you have nailed that stewardess?"
I laughed, "I couldn't have talked to her."
"Your confidence is your power. It's beyond sexy. It melts my pantyhose. Seeing you look at me, like you do. Feeling your touch. I'm crazy about Joe, you know that. And he's a real man too. But it doesn't stop me from creaming when you pay me any attention, any at all."
"C'mon, you're laying it on a little thick," I teased.
"I swear, Jack. Cross my heart. We all feel it. But last night - last night was not good. The girls are worried about you. And that's one step from feeling sorry for you, which leads to feeling contempt for your weakness. It's stupid and unfair, but it's true."
I still couldn't see what she was talking about.
She sighed, reaching out and stroking my thigh. "Don't ever say you don't deserve any of us. You deserve all this and more. If you said to me, 'fuck your rules', and made me watch you fuck a complete stranger, I'd soak my panties and wait my turn. That's part of who you are. We need a man like you. I'm not saying it's for everybody, but every woman in this house knows that about you. You are entitled to them."
"You make me sound like an asshole," I told her.
"Maybe, just a little, by current standards. Don't show them weakness. They need your strength, your quiet confidence. If you have to open up to anyone, let it be me. But not to Debbie. She needs the strong Jack, not some pussy whining in her bed."
"Is it really that bad to be honest with them?"
"Honest is good. Don't lie to them. But don't let them see you like that. A man doesn't cry because he screwed up. He confesses, apologizes, and then reassures his woman. A man who cries is less than a man. The only times I can stand to see a grown man cry is over his parents, and over his children. Maybe his dog. That's it. Be strong for them."
I sighed. "I know it was bizarre. I've never been like that. But the idea of losing Debbie was just too much."
"It's tough, I know. Trust me on this. No more whining and self-pity. Be a fucking man."
I smiled for her. "OK, I get the message. And hopefully I'll never do that to myself again. If I stick to your new rules, it shouldn't be a problem."
She climbed out of my arms and started dressing. She paused after putting on her pants, pulling out a pill. "Good. Now take this, I have a feeling you're going to need all the get up and go you can get this weekend. When you're up to it go grab one of your girls, bring her in here, and fuck her brains out, just because you can."
"After breakfast," I told her. "I'm starving."
"Fucking man-up, Jack! Do you think Debbie would rather enjoy watching you eat her cooking, or waddle out to the kitchen to cook you a new meal, after you fucked her like your life depended on it?"
"Damn, Cathy. You're tough. It's hard for any guy to live up to your standards."
"Is it really that hard for you to fuck one of your cupcakes? Not the Jack I know and love." She finished dressing, and dragged me to my feet. "I'm wrong. Shower first, then fuck one, or even both."
She'd never steered me wrong before. So I did. Both. One at a time. And Debbie didn't seem to mind throwing away my first breakfast, and cooking me a new one, while I took care of our sweet little bedmate. I was feeling inspired, and took it out on poor Beth, but Debbie didn't even complain when she had to reheat my second breakfast.
=================
Thanks for being patient. I know this installment was stalled for far too long. Times are changing for Jack and his girls. Stay tuned - and as always, thanks for votes, comments and emails.
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A Blackmail Tale 13 - Misty's Back
============
Misty for lunch, with Abby's approval.
This series starts with A Bit of Blackmail, then A Bit More Blackmail, and A Blackmail Buddy. They are numbered after that. I suggest they be read in order.
============
I had a conference call that started at 11:00 and was desperate to get off that call in time for Abby and Misty coming home for lunch.
When the call had run over by 10 minutes, I was telling the crowd I had to go, while the bean-counters kept harping on the same crap as every week. At 12:11 I heard the garage door open, and that was it for me.
"Guys, I have another meeting. If you need an hour and a half to go over infinite minutia, schedule it. This was a one-hour meeting. Email me anything I miss." I hung up the phone, forwarded my office phone to my cell, and put my unavailable message on my voicemail. There. Cleared my afternoon.
I heard the giggling downstairs, and found myself getting excited even before I had seen anybody.
I looked over the railing, and saw Misty walking toward my bedroom. She was peeling off her shirt as she walked across the family room. No bra. It was clear someone was here to play.
"ALEX," my darling wife called out.
"On my way, sweetness." I called down to her.
I met her in the family room, and swept her up in my arms. She shrieked, then wrapped her arms around me. "You're in a good mood!"
"Five minutes ago I wasn't particularly," I admitted. "It's a miracle what a change of company can do for you."
"Bad morning?" she asked.
"Just typical."
"Let's see if we can change that."
I carried her into my bedroom where I found Misty lying in the middle of the bed, wearing tiny panties and nothing else. She looked good, damn good.
I placed Abby on her feet so she could finish disrobing. I also stripped down as quickly as I could, perhaps displaying a little of my eagerness.
I was barely on the bed before Misty made a beeline for my cock, taking it in her mouth before Abby even had a chance to get settled. I guess I wasn't the only eager one.
Working my way to the center of the bed, in spite of Misty's ardent attention, I finally was able to relax, lean a couple of pillows behind my head, and watch as Abby reclaimed what was rightfully hers. The two hotties battled for supremacy until they achieved détente, each content with her share of my missile.
Misty was still the wilder cock-sucker, and more proficient, but Abby had made up considerable ground. I paused to wonder where Krista would place in the expertise order.
Abby pushed her face down, swallowing me completely, and Misty giggled, grabbed my wife's hair and holding her in place. "So! Somebody's been practicing!"
When Abby finally pulled away gasping Misty took her place quickly, once again striving to solidify her role as champion cock-sucker.
I was getting a little worked up and needed to slow the action down. With a good bit of difficulty I managed to dislodge Misty off of my rod and sit up.
"The three of us have limited time together, and I need to make sure that first and foremost, my darling wife who arranged this little get-together gets hers." I encouraged Abby to lay back on the bed. "Of course she can get me on demand, so let's give her something a little more exotic."
I lifted Misty into the air, swinging her across the bed while she squealed. I still couldn't get over how small and petite she was, her weight almost negligent. I placed my plaything on her knees right between my wife's open legs, and pushed her head down in the direction I wanted her to go. I sort of expected some kind of smart-ass comments from one of the two, if not both, but it didn't quite work out that way. Instead Misty got comfortable and went to town on my wife, her hands and mouth quite busy.
It was an incredibly sexy sight. I slid up behind Misty and massaged her panty covered butt before I reached down and started fondling her crotch. She was already wet, and my finger created a nice little crease, rubbing between her puffy lips, spreading the wetness across the thin cloth. I eased her panties off of her hips, and pulled them down just far enough to clear the way for me to do what I had in mind. I lined my cock up and found my way inside of her with little difficulty.
Her narrow little hips and tight ass made my raging hard-on look impossibly large for her little opening, but I knew it was an optical illusion. I stretched her wide, no doubt about that, but she accommodated me nicely, able to take the entire length without distress. I had to wonder where it went. It seemed like at the end of each stroke she should practically be choking on it.
I rode her easily, long slow strokes, just enjoying the idea of fucking the little tart going down on my wife. She was a tricky little thing, and by spreading her legs a bit, her panties would ride up and press against the bottom of my shaft, while I plumbed her. It was an interesting feeling, more than just a little exciting. After a couple of minutes I pulled out and took my wet sticky cock to my wife for attention. She had her eyes closed, but opened them when she felt the weight shift on the bed next to her. I put my cockhead to her mouth.
"Suck your friend's juices off of me," I told her, my voice rasping with desire.
She took me and although she was too distracted to give me her best work, she did let me fuck her face pretty aggressively even as she grew less attentive. I climbed back behind Misty and toyed with her cunt, teasing her. "Make her come, make her come hard, and you'll be getting yours soon." I wrapped my arm around her waist and held her steady while pounding a couple of fingers into her, and I heard her moan her frustration into my wife's pussy.
Maybe she's as good on women as she is on men. She did get my wife to come, and come big. She brought her to a series of orgasms, and I just let them entertain me, playing with Misty gently, not enough to distract her too badly, but more than enough to keep me raring to go. Keeping the panties on her was just a little bit more fun to watch.
When Misty finally rolled out of the way, after a particularly strong orgasm from Abby, I immediately jumped in her place, and slammed my cock into Abby before she could come down, making her gasp loudly. I fucked her hard, continuously not slowing for her orgasms, or for my impending one. Misty eventually got back into play, toying with Abby's exposed clit, while I held my wife's legs high and rammed her fast and furious.
"I'm almost there," I announced for my wife, as she cried out under the continuous assault.
Misty took that as an invitation to plant her mouth over Abby's and rape her mouth with her devilish tongue.
With the added inspiration, I reached over, slid two fingers deep into Misty, and dumped my load into my squirming wife.
We all collapsed onto the bed, breathing hard, looking for a short rest. But Misty didn't take long to revert to her plans for me.
She started licking, cleaning me, then sucking voraciously to get me hard. Once I was clean, however, I guided her back to Abby. "Suck my cum out of my wife's pussy."
She was an obedient little hussy and did as I requested, more gently this time, not driving my wife too wild. After a few minutes, she slid back to my crotch, once more looking to get me hard.
"God, look at the time. I'm going to be late," Abby announced.
Misty groaned. "Please, can't we stay just a little longer?"
Abby reached down and caressed her frustrated friend. "I have to go, but you, you little cock-slut, are his until he throws you out."
That got a response, and Misty jumped up and gave my wife a huge hug, tit to tit, and a big kiss. Their play looked ready to evolve into a lot more, if time weren't an issue. Abby pushed her away, back to my cock. "Suck him until I go."
Abby cleaned up, got dressed, and kissed me goodbye, while her friend's amazing mouth settled onto my cock, and gave me a sweet leisurely sucking that Misty and I both knew was just for show. The main act was just a few minutes away. "Don't forget to pickup Maddy at 4:00," Abby reminded me.
When the door to the garage closed, Misty climbed off of me. "Give me a minute. I need to make a call and change some plans, Ok?" She was kicking off her panties before she was even out of the bed.
"Absolutely," I told her, then got up and found a couple of bottles of Fiji water for the bedside.
The clock read 1:04 pm when she reappeared, ready for action. "God, I'm so ready for this. I can't believe your wife left you alone with me! Anything special you want to start with?" She had climbed on the bed, and was laying beside me, her shoulders level with my hips. Her hand had already sought out my cock, and she was fondling it, while she asked.
"How about a showing me a little more of what that magical mouth of yours can do, before I return the favor?"
Darling Misty was willing enough, and had me rock-hard within minutes. Once my staff was standing tall, she shuffled around the bed, rotating until her knees were bracketing my head. I reached back and folded my pillow in half, raising my head up so I could access her sweet bare pussy without straining my neck. We played in that position for a few minutes, getting each other thoroughly worked up.
I had an ass cheek in each hand, squeezing, and I pulled my head back. "Ride me beautiful? Let me look up and see your gorgeous body above mine, those bit ol' titties of yours bouncing with your movements."
She giggled. "Gee Alex, you have the nicest way with words. Are you ready for me to fuck your brains out?"
"And vice-versa," I assured her.
She sat up and straddled my hips, lowering her tight pink slit down onto my cock, and rode me to the first of several pleasurable, and one almost painful, orgasms. When I saw she was tiring, I put her underneath me, and took her that way. She was so naughtily flexible, it was easy to push her legs back, pressing her knees all the way down to the bed, tilting her hips up obscenely. My cock looked huge against her, and I admired the sight of her tiny pussy being stretched to its limits.
By three o'clock there wasn't an inch of her body I didn't know inside and out, and I'd even found the time to break out a couple of Abby's latest toys to use on poor Misty.
I used one of the smaller butt-plugs on her, not knowing what she was willing or comfortable with, but it seemed I needn't have worried. She took it easily. While I lubed her up, and plugged her ass, she was digging into the toy drawer herself. She came up with the clear 1" balls on a string. "When you're done with that, maybe you could use this on me. I've always wanted to try it."
I'd seen them used on a video or two, and was willing enough to give it a go. I put her on her hands and knees with a couple of pillows under her waist to hold her up. Then I went back to fucking her hot pussy, while I played with the butt-plug, pulling it slowly, until it almost wanted to come out, and then sliding it back into her. After I had her begging me for the balls, I finally allowed it to come out that last half-inch which got it past her tight little ring, and it slid right out.
She didn't stay empty for long, as the first three balls slid into her quickly. I was now fucking her slowly and easy, fondling and squeezing her butt cheeks, easing another crystal ball into her, then massaging it deeper. By the time the sixth and last ball was inside of her, she was moaning constantly.
"That's all of them," I told her, giving her rear end a couple of smacks for good luck.
"Fuck me, Alex, fuck my brains out," she gasped.
I started screwing her for real, getting some weight behind my pounding strokes, but it was never good enough. The harder I fucked her the more she begged for it, always harder, harder. We crawled up the bed, my fucking driving her up to the headboard, until she was bouncing against it, trying to hold herself away with her outstretched hands. Once she could go no further, I finally was able to pound her hard enough for her demands, and she screamed out for me that she was there, she was going to cum.
That was my cue. Pulling on the string I long-stroked her, while popping the first ball out of her ass.
"Oh, Fuck!" she cried out.
"FUCK!" she screamed as the second one came free.
With the third one she was coming on my cock, trembling uncontrollably, and I continued pulling them free from her ass, while she moaned and shivered, impaled on my cock. When I finally had the last one free, she relaxed under me, gasping, her tiny butt hole stretched and red, and I couldn't resist this golden opportunity.
I pulled my cock out of her pussy, and pushed it hard into her ass, nearly burying it in one stroke. She screamed beautifully, stuffed full of hard cock, and collapsed down onto the bed, taking me with her.
"Fuck Alex!" she gasped. "Stop! It's too much. You're too big for me!"
I shifted my legs, my hands massaging her delicious little butt cheeks, while I nudged my cock back and forth. "That's clearly not true. You've got nearly the entire thing inside you now."
She groaned, wiggling her hips, "Jesus, you sneaky bastard! You could at least give a girl a little warning!"
I laughed. She was lying completely prone, her legs together. I was straddling her upper thighs, slowly working in and out of her back door.
"I would think that 20 minutes of opening your ass would be warning enough," I told her, laying almost on top of her, my weight on my forearms, my hips doing all the work.
"You are way too big for that hole. I still hadn't decided if I was going to let you stick that beast in there," she pouted.
"Do you want me to take it out?" I asked her, slowly sawing in and out of her. I kissed her shoulder, nibbling on her smooth tan skin.
"Just take it easy, Ok? Gentle. It feels like you've got your entire arm up my ass, to the elbow," she said. "I've never had anything that big back there, and it's not the most comfortable thing, you know?"
I was feeling a tad guilty. "Sorry, you just looked so good, your ass wide open, begging for attention. That butt of yours was just too damn sexy, I couldn't even think straight." I got up a little, adjusting my way into her. "I can pull out if you want."
"Not yet, just let me get used to it a bit."
"Would a little lube help?"
"I doubt a quart of 10W-40 would help much," she paused. "Maybe a little."
"In the drawer."
She edged sideways and I turned with her, nudging her forward with my cock. She was able to reach down and come up with the bottle of Liquid Silk. She passed it back to me, and I pulled out until just the head remained inside of her. I squirted a few drops on my cock, rubbing it around, and eased the pump nozzle into her ass alongside my shaft and gave it a pump. She groaned a bit while I eased my rod back inside of her, but with a couple of easy strokes, I was buried balls deep, and her resistance was now little more than a tightly clenched fist.
"Do you like it?" she asked, giving a little wiggle.
"Love it," I admitted.
"Show me, fill my ass," she said, turning her head and looking at me with that mischievous smile I was growing so fond of.
It took me a while, I'd already popped a few times, and wasn't sure I had anything left, but Misty's rear was inspiring. She didn't have much cushioning back there, not like the other women in my life, but it made penetration from that position a good bit easier. I was slowly able to work up to a little more thorough ass reaming, and she was taking it in stride, talking dirty to me.
I finally had to pull her up onto her knees to get the penetration and movement I needed, and I was able to fulfill her request, leaving my last load deep inside of her ass.
"Tell you what, Alex. If you ever want to fuck my ass again, let's not wait until I've almost drained you. I don't know if I'll be able to walk normal for a week," she complained from the bathroom afterwards, putting herself back together.
I slipped into the shower for a quick cleanup.
"You fucking tease!" she said, knocking on the glass door. "I can't shower with you, or my hair will be a mess!"
"We'll have to save that for another day." I told her, stepping out after the quick rinse-off.
She planted a quick one on the lips, then headed out. "I gotta run baby. That was intense. Give Abby my love and thank her," she said, before darting out the door.
Still thirty minutes before I had to pick up the little one. I decided to change the sheets and air out the bedroom. It needed it.
* * *
Abby was kind enough to let me rest that evening. I worked in my office late, first at my day job, and later, pulling more stuff together for bringing the girls aboard. I used my video capture software to make a couple of tutorials of the process of checking on the site performance, advertising costs, visits, orders, one-time offers, and payments. The process of documenting everything made it clear to me some of my own inefficiencies, and I tried to make the system as easy as possible.
I also took a few minutes out to review a couple of my home movies. I have to admit, I love that first movie with Krista, and of course my first time with the both Krista and Donna.
By the time I got to bed it was nearly midnight.
Abby was almost, but not quite asleep. "I thought you'd be worn out."
"Thoroughly," I confessed, "but we still gotta pay the bills."
"If you play with the toys, clean 'em up," she said softly.
Oops. "Sorry, got lost in the shuffle of cleaning up the room, and then picking up Maddy."
"It's Ok," she said, while I leaned over and rubbed her back. She loved even just a couple of minutes of that.
"Go to sleep," she said. "You'll need your energy. Krista's coming over early for a play date."
She giggled when I groaned.
=========
Sorry for the long delay getting this entry out. I hope you enjoyed it, and as always, thanks for all the votes, comments and messages.
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CvsN 28 - Robin's Revelation
========
Jack reestablishes his role in the house, openly with Debbie. Robin drops a bomb.
========
Amie jogged up to Debbie who was starting work on dinner.
"Jack's hard again. Do you mind if Robin and I play with him a while?"
Amie's new beau had left before I made it out of the bedroom. Understandably, it was almost noon. I was determined to relax, and refuel. The last few days had been both strenuous and stressful. I was taking it easy, watching some pre-season football, when Amie showed up with a cold beer. She sat with me, putting her feet in my lap, and I quizzed her on Eric. She was content to fill me in on their rapidly advancing relationship. She was also doing her best to get me worked up. When Robin found us sitting alone, she joined in and they teased and tempted me to no end. I readily admit it, I'm weak. If I were Superman, pretty young girls would be my kryptonite.
No surprise that I was showing more than a little physical interest.
Robin was right behind Amie, "Please, just a little?"
From my seat I could see across the house, where my housemates were trying to butter-up she-who-controlled-the-penis. It was never stated as such, but was common knowledge.
The girls rushed back to me, giggling and dragging me off to our bedroom. "Deb says we can have 30 minutes. She can barely walk as is, and poor Beth is hiding in my bedroom, with a cold compress between her legs. You've practically ruined them both," Robin laughed.
If I wasn't sure of her intentions, her latest t-shirt message made it clear. "You're on my list of things to do today."
"How about me? Don't I have any say in this. My poor cock is almost ready to fall off," I argued.
Amie was already undressing me. "We'll be gentle, I promise. Let's go, the clock is ticking."
Twenty minutes later, I was still taking turns on them, when Beth wandered into the room.
Amie jumped up from where she'd been playing with Robin, while I had my way with the naughtier sister. "Beth! Come play!"
Beth scrambled quickly across the room. "No way! I'm taking a long bath, and relaxing. I've got a lot of recovering to do. You forget that I'm going to have to climb back in that bed tonight."
Amie was not that easy to get rid of. She had run over to Beth and was hugging her. "A little while, that's all."
Beth laughed. "That's what he said this morning." She turned on the water in the tub, then stood in the doorway, undressing, watching me drag Amie back into the bed, and climbing on top of her. "That's the last time you travel alone, buster. Shit, if you'd been gone two weeks, I'd probably be in a wheelchair now, ruined for life."
The truth was I was exhausted, and really needed a break. But after Cathy's morning lecture, I felt the need to re-establish myself as Jack the insatiable, and undeniable.
I pulled out of Amie, and went to my favorite teenager. "The bath will take a couple of minutes to fill. Play with us."
I grabbed her hand and dragged her to the bed, while she resisted lightly.
"Jack, I'm so sore," she whined.
"I'll be gentle. Just a minute, Ok?"
She sighed, and let me draw her down. "Get her ready?" I asked Amie.
"Mmm. Love to. She's so sweet."
I pulled Robin into my lap, where she used her mouth to make sure I was equally ready. That's what I loved about Robin. So willing to play whatever part she was asked to, and always giving it her all.
When Amie moved aside, I pulled her over and kissed her. "Thank you. Keep an eye on the tub, please."
Then I was between Beth's legs, slowly, gently opening her up and sliding back inside of her. She grunted once, from soreness, then relaxed.
I leaned over her, kissing her lips softly, holding steady inside her. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"
"Couldn't you be happy with the wild ones?" she asked, a smile letting me know she wasn't really complaining.
"They're fun." I leaned down and whispered, "But you make my blood boil. I love being inside you."
I started stroking her gently. "I'm sorry. I couldn't help myself. Seeing you standing naked in that doorway, that's just too much. You know that."
She gave me a tender smile. "I know. I guess part of me knew what would happen if I came in here."
I was long-stroking her, enjoying her for the few minutes I had her. "Are you really that sore?"
She nodded, "I don't know how Debbie takes it."
"I'll be gentle tonight. We can use the back door, if the front is out of order."
"Oh great. You're going to destroy both my holes," she complained, with an exaggerated eye roll.
"You don't want Debbie to have to take it all, do you?"
She gave me a smack. "Lube. Lots of lube tonight. Got it?"
"Got it. And I'll try to be gentle."
"Like you were last night?" She turned to Amie who had shut off the water to the bath, and was returning to us. "Ames, take care of this please. And don't let him make you sit in his lap. He almost killed me that way last night." I gave her a soft kiss, and let her retreat to her bath. Amie pushed me onto my back, and climbed onto my hard wet cock.
"It starts like that," Beth said, watching her best friend ride me. "All sweet and loving. Then he fucks you to death, making you come and come until you completely black out. Then I think he sticks a baseball bat up your cunt, so when you wake you're completely ruined down there."
She smiled, and it felt like she was bragging. "I mean, really? When a girl's unconscious, couldn't you give her a break?"
"You know what you do to me," I told her. "And there was no bat. Debbie wouldn't allow that."
"Thank God for Debbie. Could you imagine if I was as hot as her? After he fucked me to death, he'd probably go on fucking my corpse until I was cold."
"Go on. That's crazy talk," I told her, while Amie did her best to tame me. "If you were dead, I couldn't enjoy that mouth of yours. It wouldn't be the same. I'll never let you die."
"God, Jack! You are so bad!"
Amie moaned. "Fuck! If this is bad, I don't want to know good."
That got Robin laughing, and Beth retreated to her bath, but not before looking over her shoulder and wiggling her tight little ass at me.
"Do that again, and I swear I'll drag you back in here and fuck that butt until you pass out again." I called out to her.
She smiled, wiggled her ass again, then quickly ran to her bathtub. The little tease.
Robin leaned in close and whispered in my ear. "We've got a few more minutes. I wouldn't mind a little back-door action."
Damn. The things a man has to do, to keep up appearances.
* * *
Karen had the kids all day, so I could have a, supposedly, quiet day of recuperation, but she brought them by after dinner. We retired to the living room, all of us pretty well worn out. The kids were zonked, and were quickly put to bed.
Jim was retrieving the last of Karen's things, and putting them in his jeep, while we enjoyed our adult milkshakes. They were decadent things, with lots of vodka and Bailey's to give them a kick.
Let's face it. Between Spain, and Deb's cooking, my diet wasn't going all that well. At least I was getting a little exercise.
Beth had retreated to the far side of the couch, letting Amie take her place. When Debbie settled in next to me, she frowned. "What are you doing over there?"
Beth looked at me cautiously. "Trying to stay alive. I know if he gets hard again, it'll be the death of me."
That got a good laugh out of everyone. "Did passing out really bother you that much?" Debbie asked with concern.
"Hell yeah! One minute you're having the best orgasms of your life, and then they won't stop. He won't let them. You're coming and coming, and you can't see, can't breathe, your head is bursting, your entire body is on fire, and then you wake up in bed, with no idea what happened in between."
Debbie went over to her, hugging her. "When you blacked out he picked you up and laid you in your place in bed. He was very gentle. He didn't do anything crazy. He wouldn't, you know that. Even if he would, you have to know I wouldn't let him."
Amie had her hand in my lap, playing. "Come on, Beth. Was it worse than the night he took my ass for the first time? He went on for hours with both of us. I tried to get away twice, but he kept dragging me back for more. I don't even remember how it ended, I was so out of it. I just remember waking up being held. That wasn't so bad."
Beth gave us a small smile. "Jeez. Do I remember? He was bad that night."
It seemed like a night for one-upmanship.
Karen laughed. "You're telling me. When we moved into Jim's, they both took turns on me for hours and hours. They double teamed me a half dozen times, and wore me out, front and back. I remember being on top of Jack, while Jim filled my ass, and then all I knew was that I was lying on Jack, while he pounded into me from below. I completely lost it with both holes filled. I was used up, and Jack still wouldn't take no for an answer, and filled my poor aching butt again. It was insane. I swear, when they finally gave up, neither one of them able to perform, I felt like I'd conquered Everest, even if couldn't remember half of it."
Robin looked over at Debbie, "How about you? I can only imagine what he does to you."
Debbie smiled. "Whatever he wants, however he wants, for as long as he wants. I love the feeling of drifting off while he's inside of me. And waking up to the feeling of him still taking me. You have no idea what that does to me."
Robin pouted, "I feel so left out. Nobody ever fucks me unconscious."
That got another chuckle from the crowd. Jim spoke up, "I think we can take care of that." He turned to Debbie, "With Jack's help of course, if that's Ok with you?"
Debbie flushed. "Why do you guys always say it's up to me? It's not like it's my cock doing the fucking."
She looked around and saw that nobody was going to let her get away with that. She finally giggled. It sounded so cute from her, she wasn't much of a giggler. "Alright. It IS my cock. Happy?"
"As long as you share, now and then," Amie laughed.
"We don't even have to have him to ourselves," Robin said.
Even Karen had to get in on the action. "But that's Ok, too."
Beth came to Debbie's defense. "Come on guys! She shares a lot."
That got a response from the peanut gallery. "Easy for you to say. You don't have to get permission," Amie reminded her. "Yeah, she shares with you every night." Robin added.
I think that the teasing was getting to Debbie. I put my arm around her, and pulled her close. "Alright. Enough teasing. Keep it up, and I won't let her share me with anybody. I'd be perfectly happy to save it all for my two roommates."
Beth piped up. "Oh no you don't! We need a break sometimes."
Debbie gave me a hug. "Speak for yourself, wild child. I will never, ever say no to him."
She turned to me, giving me a kiss. "Look at you. Hard again." She grinned and took off her shirt. "Do you want me now, handsome? Here, now, in front of everybody?"
"God, Debbie. I always want you." My voice cracked like I was going through puberty.
Looking around the room I saw a wide variety of responses. Jim looked excited, Robin looked surprised. Beth was wearing a huge grin. I think Amie's was the best of all. "I love watching you two. Do her, Jack."
She started clapping her hands. "Do. Her. Do. Her."
Robin and Beth joined in, while Debbie undressed, then pulled my shorts off. I was definitely able, and God knows when it came to Debbie I was always willing.
Karen reached over and grabbed her sister's hands. "Quiet, everyone. You'll wake the kids. Then we'd miss the show."
Debbie smiled for me, then climbed on my lap, straddling me. "Let's give them that show."
She lowered herself onto my cock, then rode me for our friends. Amie was still beside us, and couldn't keep her hands off of Debbie. "Jesus, you two are hot," she said. Debbie was exaggerating her movements, grinding against me, arching her back, stroking her own impeccable body. I heard poor Amie moan.
Debbie reached over and stroked her red hair. "Kiss me, Amie, for Jack."
Amie got up on her knees, and kissed my naked Goddess. I held her hips still, and thrust up into her, enjoying my own show.
When Amie backed away, Debbie kissed me. She leaned in and whispered in my ear, "Go crazy on me. Use me hard. Give them the show of a lifetime."
I slowly stood, still fucking her, moving my arms under her legs, then lifting her up and down on my cock. I lifted her high, and dropped her down, letting her own weight impale her.
"See," Beth said to nobody in particular, "That's how it starts. That's what almost killed me." She sounded just the slightest bit jealous.
Debbie's bigger than Beth, and even as small as she was, she was tiring me. "Pillows," I gasped. "Coffee table." I nodded to Jim.
He got up, and I saw his cock was out. Nice to see someone was getting attention, not just me. He put a couple of seat cushions on the coffee table, and I placed Debbie on them. With the weight off my arms, I smiled down at my gorgeous lover, my face lowered until our noses just touched. I gazed into her eyes, trying to communicate all I felt for her. I slid in and out of her, deliciously, letting her feel how much I loved her. She lifted her lips to mine and I kissed her, first softly, then more intensely.
As much as she loved that intimacy, I knew this wasn't the time for that. "Ready?" I whispered.
She nodded.
I hammered her. Full length. Pistoning away like I was trying to fuck right through her. Jim had stayed nearby. I realized that he'd never seen Debbie naked, so it was understandable that he would be enthralled. Amie had followed us over, and her hands were busy again, touching and stroking Debbie. The others soon followed suit, gathering around the coffee table, and touching Debbie. There was a sea of hands caressing her skin, a few of them fondling her breasts.
I lifted her legs into an obscenely wide 'V' and started long-stroking her, plowing her thoroughly. I saw her excitement peaking, whether it was what I was doing to her, or being the center of so much attention. I pushed her legs back further, so I could probe her more deeply, and lowered my hips to make sure I worked her g-spot. We were like a well oiled machine, my familiarity with her body making things easy. I knew what she liked, and where her magical places were. I played her like a virtuoso. Fitting, since she'd put a Stradivarius to shame.
She was squirming under the multitude of hands, and I saw her tense up, feeling her orgasm building like winding a steel-spring. Her breath sped up, the tell-tale gasps and gentle moans, announcing her impending release. When she cried out it was beautiful to watch. Beth moved over her face, kissing her upside down. Damn, as if I wasn't excited enough already.
Debbie squealed cutely when I lifted her bodily, straining to hold her in the air by her heavenly hips, flipping her over and putting her on her knees. I slid back inside of her, and fucked her easily, enjoying the change of pace for a moment, getting my strength back, and taking the edge off of my own need. I noticed that clothing was coming off, and some of our audience was sitting on the coffee table, to get closer. Amie was standing beside me, leaning over and holding Debbie's fine ass for me. She was opening her cheeks, spreading her wide. Her face lowered and rested on Debbie's butt, kissing her softly, then she turned to look up at me, and opened her mouth, practically pleading.
I almost grinned, at her willing presentation. We were making a sexual demon out of her. I hesitated for a moment, then recalled Cathy's admonition. Man-up.
I pulled out of Debbie, and slid my cock between Amie's lips. She sucked Debbie's juices off of me, and I entered Debbie again, fucking her harder. Every so often, I'd pull out and let Amie suck me, before I hammered Debbie some more. I was getting more aggressive, pulling Amie's head firmly onto my cock, pressing into her throat, making her gag. A stream of saliva spilled out of her lips, and ran down the crack of Debbie's ass. As I fucked my dream, it pooled on my cock and slid into her.
I saw that Robin had wedged her head underneath Debbie, and was working on her tits. Things were heating up.
Beth was seated opposite me, and was stroking Debbie's hair. I saw that Jim's hand was underneath Debbie, caressing her breast, and I smiled when Karen grabbed his head, and pushed him underneath the blonde beauty. Jim stretched out on the coffee table, and Karen sucked him, while he butted heads with Robin, each gobbling one of her impeccable tits.
I felt Debbie's trembling, and could sense another big one was coming. I also knew that I wasn't going to be long after her.
Beth could see it coming as well, "She's going to come for you Jack," she said softly.
Debbie was moaning now, one arm clutching Beth. "Close," she gasped, arching her back, pressing her tits down onto her oral admirers.
I gently pushed Amie away, grabbed Debbie's hips, and fucked her like a demon. She cried out, her whole body tensing, and I could feel her pussy squeezing me. It was a huge one, and as she came down from it, I knew how I wanted to finish.
"I'm moving her," I announced, and almost laughed watching all of our playmates scamper out of the way.
I put her on her back again, then laid over her so I could look her in the face. "You drive me crazy," I told her, leaning down for a kiss. I felt a hand guiding me back into her, and looked back to see Amie doing the honors.
I turned my head and Beth was there, inches away. I kissed her deeply, while Debbie wrapped her legs around me, and I took her again. Beth alternated kissing the two of us, then moved back so I could have Debbie for myself. "I'm getting close," I told her.
"Not yet," Debbie pleaded.
Hands were squirming their way between us, grasping Debbie's tits. Another was brushing the top of my cock, moving around Debbie's clit. Somebody was rubbing me from behind where I was entering her, and I felt a naughty finger slide inside her with me, and then another, making the tightness almost unbearable.
I couldn't hold back any longer. "I'm going to come for you, Debbie," I groaned, lifting up and grabbing the back of her thighs. I fucked her hard, as deep as I could, each thrust setting her incredible tits in motion, under the questing hands of our friends.
"Come on her, Jack," Beth urged. "Cover her with your cum."
I hated the idea of pulling out of her. There was nothing I loved as much as emptying myself inside of her, but she had wanted a show.
As I passed the point of no return, I pulled out and leaned over her. For a moment her body was open, untouched, everyone watching. With a mighty groan, I came, my first shot nearly reaching her neck. I leaned over further, shooting on her beautiful pale tits, finishing over her smooth tanned stomach. I moved back between her legs, and pushed up inside of her, the spasms finishing inside of her. No way I was done with her yet.
For a few seconds she lay there on display, my juices branding her. Beth leaned over and licked my cum off of Debbie's upper chest, and that seemed to open the flood gates. Karen and Robin set to work licking and sucking Debbie's chest clean, while Amie laid claim to her soaked belly.
Debbie was staring at me, her eye's opened wide. She gasped and then I saw her coming again. "Jack!" she cried out, her hands reaching for the sisters, pulling their heads down against her tits.
It was one of the most exciting things I'd ever seen, and any chance of my hardness wilting was eradicated.
Amie moved down closer, her head sideway, her mouth open for me again. She was a little minx. I pulled out and gave her a taste, before returning to Debbie's warm nether embrace.



Jim had gotten braver, and was sharing Debbie's tit with Karen. While I watched she ceded that perfect melon to him, and squirmed between his legs so she could get to his hard-on.
I wondered if I shouldn't feel jealous, but there was something worshipful about their attention, that I understood. It was only fitting.
Beth came around the table to me, and pulled me down for a kiss. I slid my cock back between Amie's willing lips, until Beth finished. I started to slide back inside of my dream woman, but Beth stopped me. "Let her ride you for a while. Everyone should get a chance to see that once."
I gave her a quick kiss, and announced my intentions, so our playmates could clear out. Debbie looked well used, but still willing. She moved to the side so I could lie down, then she quickly mounted me, several hands at working helping me back inside of her. She took her time getting positioned, carefully placing her knees on the cushion beside my hips.
I looked up and grinned, seeing her beautiful smile. She lowered herself onto me, then leaned forward. Her hips moved up and down, taking my full length, then rising up, up, up until I thought I'd pop free. Then she slid back down, taking it all over again.
I heard Jim moan, "Oh God!" I didn't see him immediately, then looked around Debbie to see him sitting on the couch, Robin's head in his lap, while he watched us from between our legs. I bet that was a hell of a show. I saw Robin move away and her sister's face slid into his lap. Lucky boy.
Beth and Amie were on each side of me, their hands wandering over my body. They took turns kissing me, and occasionally Debbie as well.
Debbie turned to Beth. "I want him in my ass," she said softly.
"You sure?" Beth asked softly, cautiously.
"Completely," Debbie said with a wicked smile. "The show must go on."
"Lube?" Beth asked.
Debbie nodded. "Please."
Beth took off for the bedroom, while I let the excitement build. When she came back, she moved down beside us, and I could feel Debbie responding.
"What is she doing?" I asked her, softly.
"One finger, lots of lube, deep," she said with a smile. She gasped, "Two fingers, no, three. Three fingers."
I could only imagine the view from the box seats. I looked over at the couch crowd and almost laughed. I wouldn't have to imagine. Robin had her phone out and was recording the show for posterity. If that went online, I'd kill her.
Debbie looked down at me. "Ready? I'll start." I nodded.
She rose up off of me, then lifted off of my cock. She shifted her legs forward a couple of inches. "Beth? Help us?"
I felt my sweet teen playmate's hand on my cock, while Debbie lowered herself. I entered her easily, the lube doing its job, and Deb slowly slid down, taking the whole thing first try.
I heard Jim groan, and Robin's angry whisper. "Share, damn it!"
Debbie giggled, and I reached up and cupped her tits, tweaking her nipples. "And that's just from seeing it. He has no idea how good it feels."
She grinned, "And never will."
"Poor boy," I said.
"I think he'll survive. With two sexy, horny sisters to take care of him."
She gave me the wickedest grin. "I'm going to turn around for a bit. It's show time," she whispered to me.
"Rotten thing," I told her, giving her perfect tits one last squeeze.
She settled down until I was fully sheathed in that magical ass. She slowly turned, keeping me in her, working her way around until she was facing backward.
She paused, then rose up on her knees until I was almost totally exposed.
It was difficult, but I rose up on my hands, and fucked up into her, pounding her at the top, imagining how her breasts were responding for our enraptured audience. She lowered herself a little, making my job easier, if a little less visually enticing.
Debbie put her hands on my hips, pushing me down. I watched her start fucking me, faster and harder, until she was bouncing on my cock like a madwoman, her tightness nearly overwhelming.
When she slowed down from the exertion, I pulled her back against my chest and drew her legs back until they were almost to her ears. I fucked her ass deeply, smiling when Amie came over and started rubbing Debbie's pussy.
Beth moved in and pushed Amie out of the way, the lube in her hand, pouring it onto my cock, making the motion easier again. Moments later she was using her mouth where Amie had used her hand. Debbie moaned for us.
That seemed to be a signal, soon the girls were taking turns licking her, while my cock continued its ownership of her flawless ass. A few kind souls would allow their mouths to wander lower, licking me where I was entering my anal Angel.
Karen came over and sat beside us. She put her hands on Debbie's tits, massaging them nicely. "Can Jim have a little taste?" she asked cautiously.
Debbie nodded. "But that's all."
Karen leaned in and gave her a kiss. "Thank you."
I watched her return to Jim. She hugged him, then gave him a nudge. He moved in and I watched his head lower. "That's Jim," I whispered to Debbie, while her head lolled back against my shoulder.
She giggled. "I know. A little eager."
It was incredible. Five people taking turns licking her, while she rode my cock.
"They're going to make me come," she told me softly.
"Good," I told her, straining to kiss her.
"Stop a moment," she moaned, "all the way inside me. Let me feel it."
I pushed in deep and held still. Someone was caressing my balls. I hoped to God it was one of the girls down there.
I felt her tell-tale tremble, heard her sweet gasping, and then she was coming. It felt great around my cock, her ass pulsing wildly. She came hard. She was normally hard to get off, and I couldn't remember so many huge orgasms coming from her. No doubt about it, she was getting off on being the center of attention.
When she was done, gasping, she groaned. "Can you finish for me?"
"Not quite yet," I told her.
"Put me over the end of the couch then, and ream me raw."
She sat up, and pushed her oral admirers away. "Moving," she said, a soft chuckle escaping her lips. She got up and stood at the end of the couch, bending over for me. I walked up behind her, and called Beth over. "Lube us, beautiful?"
She found the lube, and worked us over well. I pushed back inside of Debbie, ready to finish our show. I started out slowly, but soon was fucking like a rabbit, my hips a blur. I'd never taken her ass so hard or so fast. The slapping of our skin was echoing in the room. I had her cheeks in my hands, opening her wide, while I concentrated all my efforts on screwing her as thoroughly as I could.
My legs were burning, and I could feel the sweat starting to drip down my chest. I changed up, giving her long hard thrusts. I pounded harder and harder, pausing and grunting with each stroke. I felt the couch slide in spite of having three people seated on it watching. I was worried for her thighs, remembering Cathy's ordeal. At least this couch was much more padded on the ends.
I ignored the room, gazing down at where I entered her. All my attention was on her stretched ass, clinging to my cock on each stroke. I pulled all the way out, leaving her gaping, then slammed back inside of her. I did that several times before hunching over her and jack-hammering her again, feeling myself finally getting close.
I was reaching the end of my endurance, both physically and sexually. The sweat was dripping off me, fat droplets splashing off of her immaculate skin. My hips were pounding away, the urge was growing stronger and stronger. My breath was labored, as if I'd been running a marathon. I grabbed her hips, pulling her back against me as I went faster. There was nothing in the world but my cock and her sweet, giving ass.
My hands were on her lower back, my arms fully extended, pinning her mercilessly to the couch. My strokes were measured, long and full, pounding, hesitating just a moment when I was buried in her. I was there, so close, holding back. Just a little longer, don't let it end. Never let it end.
My breath was coming in heaves, my legs shaking. My vision was tunneling, only aware of that small hole I was plundering mercilessly.
I could hold back no longer.
"God!" I groaned, turning my head to the heavens, burying myself to the very limits. I felt my balls erupt, flooding her ass, burst after burst painfully shooting into her, straining to push deeper. I couldn't see. I couldn't hear. I couldn't breath.
I pulled back, my legs wobbling, and fell to the ground.
* * *
I was lying with my head in Beth's lap. I looked up past those breasts I knew so well, to see her smiling at me. "Serves you right. See how you like it."
I felt movement down below, and raised my head. Karen had a facecloth in her hand and was cleaning me up. I was so sensitive and raw it hurt. "Gentle, please," I moaned.
Amie was peeking over the end of the couch. She giggled at my predicament. "Now I've seen everything. Two people passed out and still fucking. This should be in Guinness."
"I didn't pass out," I argued. "My legs gave out. I had to rest."
Beth laughed at that one. "Almost five minutes. Dead to the world. I was getting worried for you."
I felt myself turning red. "It was only a few seconds."
She laughed even harder. "It's Ok, Jack. A lesser man would have died. And gone to heaven knowing it was worth it. Probably bragging to St. Peter."
I was looking around trying to sit up. Beth pushed my shoulders back down, settling her sweet tits onto my face. "She's alright. She was only out for a few seconds. I think. She might have been out for the whole time you were abusing her poor butt. But once you finished she was back with us after just a bit."
"Debbie?" I called out.
I saw her walk around the edge of the couch, kneeling down and looking at me. Her smile was gorgeous. Her hair was wet with sweat, stringy, and her body looked like she'd stepped out of a sauna. She was stunning.
"Any time, any where, any way, right?" she reminded me.
I nodded.
"Scratch that. My butt's off limits now," she told me pouting. "God only knows for how long. That was over-the-top."
I smiled weakly. Karen's head was in my lap, my poor worn out cock in her mouth.
"It was worth it," my Goddess said sweetly.
Our little party ended, with me getting dragged into the shower before being allowed in bed. I was surprised to find myself being tended to by Amie, while Debbie soaked in the tub a few feet away, and Beth cleaned up.
Amie was sweet, and loving, pressing her body against me, while she did a pretty good job of cleaning me up. The water was soothing, but not near as much as her gentle touch.
"Anytime, Jack. Anytime you want to do that to me, same rules. Where ever, however. That was incredible to watch."
"You should try being on my side of it," I laughed.
"I'd love to be on the other side of it. Anytime. Please."
I turned to her and kissed her softly while the hot water washed over us. "I'd like that. I'd love to go crazy on you."
"There wasn't a dry seat in the house. I know I came at least half-a-dozen times, just watching. Fuck, that was hot." Her soft hand was caressing me and I was surprised to feel a response. I wasn't hard, but I was no longer soft.
"Damn Amie, you are amazing. I didn't think I'd be able to get even that hard for another week."
She reached behind me and turned off the water, then dropped to her knees and took me in her mouth. She was gentle but insistent, and I leaned back against the glass, watching her in amazement.
"Get hard for me, that's all I want. Just to feel it."
She sucked me for a good while, but I couldn't get much harder, and I saw she was tiring. I pulled her up. "In the bed."
She hugged me, and dried me off outside of the shower. Debbie was sound asleep, and Beth must have still been shutting things down.
I climbed in bed beside the gorgeous one, and Amie settled in between my legs. I closed my eyes and relaxed, letting her play with me. "Gentle," I reminded her when she got a little more aggressive.
Beth came in and found us that way. "Not likely," she teased.
Amie leaned back with a smile, holding my brand new partial erection up for display. "Come play. He doesn't mind."
Beth patted her friend on her naked butt. "You have fun. You earned that one."
She climbed up next to me, and moved in close. "That was pretty amazing. I didn't think it was possible to wear Deb out."
"I needed the help of five other people. You all taking turns between her legs was pretty fucking intense."
Beth chuckled softly, "Wasn't it? I was jealous. Hell, I think everyone was."
I held her, enjoying what was going on below. "I'm sorry about last night. I didn't mean to scare you."
"I know. Water under the bridge. After watching tonight, you can fuck me senseless anytime." Her eyes were closed, and she was speaking softly, half asleep.
"I love you, Beth."
"Mmmm," she purred.
Amie sucked me for an eternity. I almost fell asleep in the middle of it. Beth had rolled over and was snoring softly. Too cute for words. Debbie was dead to the world. I looked over and it was only 10 o'clock.
Amie climbed up and kissed me. "My jaw hurts."
"That was beautiful. I didn't think it was possible for me to get hard again tonight."
"Can I try something else? I'll be gentle."
I nodded. "I think I'd love that."
She moved down and eased herself onto my cock. I wasn't rock hard, but it was enough. Her pussy was soft and very wet, bathing my abused cock. She rode me, gently, true to her word. I was sensitive, and had to slow her down a couple of times, but she was patient with me. On and on she went, pleasuring me sweetly. I was still amazed that I could stay hard for her.
When her breathing was ragged, she laid down on me, resting her weight on my chest. "You feel so good in me, Jack. Thank you."
She reached down and pulled the sheet over us, reaching out to make sure it covered everyone.
"You're so sweet," I told her. "Sweet and nasty. A hell of a combination."
She moved back and forth gently, my cock sliding effortlessly inside of her. When her movements slowed, I took over, pushing into her.
I relaxed and held her sweet ass in my hands, while I eased in and out of her tightness.
She moaned softly. "Don't stop, please. If you keep that up I'm going to come for you."
Spent, I still wanted to reward her for her herculean effort. She was breathing hard, pushing back against me, her hands clutching my shoulders. "So good, soooo good," she murmured, soft little sounds of contentment escaping her.
"You're getting harder," she gasped, feeling me thrust deeper.
"Of course. I'm inside of you, sweet girl. I don't know anybody else who could have done this to me. Jesus, you turn me on."
Her body was rocking harder, shaking the bed a little. No chance of waking the two girls sharing it with us, not in their current state. "Oh God, Jack! I'm going to come for you!"
I squeezed her ass and thrust up into her with the last of my strength. "Do it. Come for me. Now. Come for me now." I urged her.
She whimpered, than gasped. "Coming," she moaned.
Amazingly, I was about to come as well. I thrust into her, feeling her tremble. Again and again, hearing her sweet gasps. "Come for me, Jack. Please? Please?"
It was weak, but undeniable. I pushed into her, groaning, and felt my release inside of her. She cried out softly, and I felt her tight young pussy squeezing me dry.
"Incredible," she murmured.
"Yes you are," I teased, kissing the side of her sweet face.
I closed my eyes, holding her close. I pulled the sheet up to cover her shoulders, and gave myself over to exhaustion and much needed sleep.
* * *
It was dark. I opened my eyes, barely able to make out the tangle of wild red hair. I was hard inside of her. I don't know how she'd done it, but she was fucking me softly, quietly.
I thrust back against her, half asleep, and let her ride me to sweet oblivion. I awoke with a start as I came inside of her again.
She sighed sweetly, kissing my chest. I brushed my fingers through her hair. "Nice," I murmured.
She purred for me, already half asleep.
* * *
I normally sleep like a log, especially after a day like that. Not that night. When Amie left for her own room, it was around 3:00 am and I had been sleeping restlessly. Beth got up around 5:30 for her swim, pulling out of my arms and pushing me toward Debbie. When Debbie got up around 7:00, I was still restless and exhausted. I rolled over and prayed I'd be able to get a couple of more hours sleep. I set my alarm for 10:00, even though I'd told Chris I'd be in by then. I figured I'd earned it.
I woke to a familiar feeling. A warm mouth getting me hard.
Groaning, I was tempted to beg off, but I was determined to stake my claim on one-and-all, in spite of the soreness and aching of my poor body. Never mind my 8 inch partner in crime.
I let myself slowly come alive, trying to guess who was giving me my morning treat.
Definitely, not Cathy, or Debbie. I could tell those two after just a minute or so. Not Beth either. I relaxed, enjoying my mystery fellatrix.
It was a game to me, working it out. I thought about it. Karen had already dropped off her kid last night, and would be at work. Amie should have been dealing with the new kids since it was supposed to be the grand opening of the day care center.
"Good morning, Robin. That's nice."
I felt her mouth release me as she slid upward. I watched the sheet slide back, exposing her sexy body while she slid me home.
"I hope I'm not disturbing you."
"Not at all beautiful. I was getting up anyway."
"Staying up for a while, I hope," she giggled.
"With you? That'll be hard."
She laughed again, kissing me softly. "Good. I like it hard."
That's how she got it. I took my time with her, since we so rarely had any time with just the two of us. The rest had done me well, and I was feeling little after effects from my marathon of the day before, other than a general soreness.
Robin was a sweet little fuck. Very accommodating, and very flexible. She was the skinniest of the girls, at around 5'7" and a little over 110 lbs. It made her tits look huge on her slender frame. I always thought of her as young, still being in college, but she was older than me. You'd never know it from her performance in bed. Robin was like a kid with a new toy, laughing, giggling, tickling, playing. She was so fun, I regretted not playing with her more. She made all her openings freely available to me, and I enjoyed their use, immeasurably.
She was lying against me, her breath still uneven. "Have fun?" she asked.
"What do you think?"
"I think it's about time I finally got to show you thanks for letting me spend the summer here."
"You're welcome?"
She laughed easily, her hand playing with my chest. As her laughter died out, she turned serious. "Ron asked me to move in with him."
Ron? Wow, I wondered how Amie would take that. "You guys getting serious?"
"Maybe. I wasn't planning it. It just sort of happened."
"You're good for him. Hell, you'd be good for anybody, given half a chance." I'd been playing with her boob, and I tweaked her nipple. "Very good. Very, very good."
"I guess that's a helluva compliment coming from you. I'd say you know 'good' if anyone around here does." She climbed out of my bed. "Taking the day off?"
"No, as much as I'd like too." I stood and took her in my arms, kissing her. "You planning on doing it? Moving in with Ron?"
She gave me a hug, then beat me to the bathroom. I followed her, turning on the shower. "I think so. This Friday. I don't know if it will stick. I'm still going back to school in less than a month. At least we can give it a try."



"Happened pretty fast," I mentioned casually.
"Ha! This from the guy that let's a different new love interest move into his house every couple of weeks!"
She had me there. "I hope it works out. This mean you're off-limits?" She was on the toilet, and it struck me as funny how intimate that seemed. More so than what we'd just done.
She giggled, coming over to me for another warm hug. "We'll see. At the very least I won't be adding any more 'friends' to my already full dance-card."
She stroked my cock, threatening to make me even later than I already was. "Does this mean that your girls will let you out to play now? No more supervised visits?"
I hadn't even thought about it. I really was an asshole sometimes. I'd been telling myself I was going to stop playing around, and I still had Amie in my bed last night, with both my roommates sleeping, and now a long carefree romp with Robin, without thinking of Beth or Debbie's reaction. "I'll have to verify that, but it's the assumption I'm going by."
She gave me one last kiss before heading back to the bedroom. "Good. I'm hoping for a pretty spectacular last week, if you're up for it."
I slipped into the shower while she was speaking. "Looking forward to it." I shouted to her above the noise of the water.
I thought I'd have mixed feelings over her leaving, but I realized that once the sister thing was worked out, she was nothing but a pleasure around the house, and I knew I was going to miss her. And not just that tempting ass she was so eager to get stuffed whenever possible.
* * *
I stopped by the 'business', before heading out. Debbie wandered over to me.
"Getting a late start," she observed.
I gave her a kiss. "Worn out. How are you feeling today?"
"Sore, a little embarrassed, and very very happy." She gave me a poke. "You were a little rambunctious, and awfully free with letting our friends tease me."
"I believe your words were 'Go crazy'?" I reminded her.
"You certainly did that. You've never been that hard on me. I wasn't expecting it."
"Regrets?"
"Never. They wanted a show? They got a show. I know it's kind of mean, but I wanted them to be jealous. All of them. Maybe even scare them a bit. Let's see them survive that."
I pulled her into my arms. "You know that none of them mean anything to me, not compared to you."
"Except for Beth," she reminded me.
"You know the truth. There's you, and then there's Beth, and then everyone else. I love Beth to pieces, but you are everything to me. Don't forget it, and never doubt it."
We were interrupted my Beth coming over to join us. Debbie gave me a kiss goodbye and returned to toddler herding. "Morning, handsome. How we feeling today?"
"Thoroughly worn out," I admitted.
"How was Robin?" she teased.
I guess that cat was out of the bag. "Fun. Your idea?"
"No, hers, but I thought you were due for something a little less energetic. She promised to take it easy on you."
"I thought you were going to keep her on a tight leash," I reminded my favorite teen.
"That was before, back with all that crap with Karen. She's been behaving, and with the Ron situation the way it is, I figure she's not really a threat to try and worm her way in permanent like." She seemed almost embarrassed to admit it.
"Fat chance of that. Adding a third full time bedroom partner would likely kill me. No thanks, I'm quite happy with my two loves." I finally realized what she'd said about a 'Ron situation'.
"You know about her moving out, then?"
"Friday. It'll be quieter around here. I think I'm going to miss her. Isn't that weird?" Beth laughed.
"My thoughts exactly. But she's different when her sister's not around."
"Have your fun this week, cause when it's over, it's over," Beth announced.
"As long as I find you in my bed each night, I think the fun part is guaranteed." I pulled her back in for a hug. Looking up I saw Amie waving goodbye to me, while trying to line up the kids. "Looks like you're busy."
"Never too late to say hi, but I guess I should run. This is more hectic than it should be. Once we have a few patterns established it'll be better. Have fun at work."
"You too," I smiled, giving her tempting butt a squeeze.
It was Monday. Beth's night. I was looking forward to getting my hands on her.
==========
Thanks for taking the time to read this, the latest chapter of Convenience Vs. Need.
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The mom's set the rules and Dad gets involved.
=============================
I woke in the night, to find Aunt Marie sliding into my bed. I felt her cuddle up to me, her hand wandering mischievously.
"That was mean of you, Jeremy, to let me fall asleep in the horny clutches of my son. Your Momma had him so worked up, he had to take it out on me," she pouted.
I drew her in close, hoping she wouldn't try to do anything. I wanted her, don't get me wrong, but not enough to endure the wrath of Mom. "I'm sorry. Dad found out that Mom wasn't safe with him. He made us change seats."
I was awash with a mix of emotions. Hot Aunt Marie was touching me, and I wanted to kiss her, push her back on the bed and fuck her senseless. At the same time I was nervous, afraid I'd be unable to resist her touch, and ruin everything I had going with Mom. I settled for a soft little kiss.
I was regretting sleeping naked. Aunt Marie's hand had settled on my cock, stroking me.
She sounded irritated. "He was so nice and well behaved, holding me, cuddling me nicely. I just relaxed and drifted off. I couldn't believe I woke up damn near naked, my shirt pulled up to my chin, and my panties missing. I would never have believed it of him!"
"C'mon Aunt Marie. How could any red-blooded man resist you, even your son? Someone as hot and beautiful as you, asleep in his lap, half-naked?"
"But he's my boy, Jeremy! You wouldn't do that to your mother, would you?"
That, and a whole lot more. "If she had tits half as nice as yours, I'm not sure I could resist." I reached over and gave her breast a squeeze.
She gave me a warm kiss. "I know I promised I'd make it up to you, but we can't make love here. It's too dangerous. Your Momma would kill me if she found out. I mean, literally, kill me."
I tried to find an out. "I love you Aunt Marie. So much it hurts. I'm worried that if we do much more, it could mess things up between us."
She kissed me again, silencing me. Aunt Marie was a great kisser. Even better than Mom, I hated to admit. I figure she'd had a lot more practice.
I was hard in her hand. "Let's take it slow then. We don't have to do everything first time out the door. We'll have some fun and see where it goes. Remember, your old Auntie loves you, and I'd love to be your teacher."
She pulled away from me, sitting up on the side of the bed, her hand still under the covers, jerking me off. "Do you want me to finish you off?" she asked teasingly.
She was wearing an oversized t-shirt and the bottom was pulled up high enough for me to see her panties. Damn, I'd love to get inside of them. I reached my hand inside her shirt and cupped her tit. Fucking incredible.
The light came on in the room and both of our hands made quick retreats. Probably not quick enough. I turned my head to see Mom standing in my doorway. She appeared disheveled and worn out from the day's activities. "What's going on, Marie?" she asked, in a scary tone.
"Saying goodnight to our sweetie," Aunt Marie answered innocently, leaning down and giving me a quick kiss.
"Can I speak to you a minute?" Mom said.
Aunt Marie stood, and straightened out her shirt. "It's kind of late, Alice. I was just going to bed. My head's still spinning a little. I think we overdid the drinkin' a bit."
"It'll only take a moment," Mom answered, walking in and taking her sister by the arm. As they walked out, whispering in hushed tones, I heard my Mom. "Don't even think about it," she hissed.
"Why don't you ask him..." was the last I heard from my Aunt on the matter, before they closed my door.
What I wouldn't give to have been a fly on the wall for that conversation.
* * *
When I woke, I lay in my bed for a long time reviewing the previous day. It was almost too good to be believed. I'd been able to play with my gorgeous Aunt's incredible body before she gave me an amazing blow-job. Then I'd had my Mom, playing with her, teasing her, feeling her tits, kissing her, before she fucked my brains out in the front seat of our car, with Dad only a few feet away. Twice. She was so hot. I had fantasized about her a bit, of course, but never really thought of having sex. I'd dreamed of seeing her naked, and maybe even having her walk in on me while I was jerking off, and helping me finish. But as far as Mom went that had been pretty much it. I'd never really seen myself replacing my father in her bed.
Even when they had sex and I listened at the door, I could imagine what they were doing, listening to her muted cries, but didn't really envision myself in Dad's place. They had a good marriage. They still seemed to enjoy being with each other a lot.
It was easier to fantasize about my hot-to-trot Aunt, who chewed up husbands and spit them out. Those huge tits of hers were a fantasy magnet. The way she was always so playful with me, it was easy to dream of our activities becoming less socially acceptable. I had thought about doing all kinds of naughty things with her. I had for years.
Aunt Marie, yes. Mom, no.
They looked similar, eerily so, similar face shapes, same eyes, usually the same hair, although they both liked to change it up now and then. But there was something that set them apart, other than the boobs and butts. Mom was the pretty one, and sweet as the day is long. Aunt Marie was the sexy one, one look at her enough to start the fantasies running. Mom was the girl you'd take home to mother, Aunt Marie was the girl you'd lock in your basement, chained naked to a pole. Easy to see how I'd made Aunt Marie the object of all my late night Kleenex sessions.
But after being with Mom, all my old fantasies seemed inadequate. Mom was incredible. So much sexier and naughtier than I'd have possibly dreamed. I wanted her. I wanted all of her. I wanted to feel her lips around my cock. I wanted to watch her mouth drain me. I wanted to make love to her in every position I could possibly imagine. I desperately wanted to know what it was like to slide my hard cock into her ass, fucking her until she screamed. Like Dad did.
I knew I'd do anything, anything at all, to make those dreams come true. Even if that meant saying 'no' to Aunt Marie.
I threw on shorts and a t-shirt, and went downstairs to see what a new day might bring.
It was already after 9:00. Dad had left for work. I walked into the kitchen where Mom and Aunt Alice were sitting at the kitchen table, deep in conversation. There was a palpable chill in the air.
"Mornin'," I said loudly, making my presence known.
Mom glared at her sister, then stood and came to me, giving me a hug. "Mornin' slugger. At least one of our mischievous boys is up. Hear anything from Colin?" she asked, walking over to the oven.
"Nothin'. His door's still closed." I walked over to Aunt Marie, giving her a hug and a kiss on the cheek. I always did, and figured it was safest to try to maintain some normalcy. Even if the kiss was longer than usual, and on the edge of her mouth.
"Good morning, handsome," she said, glancing over at Mom warily.
Mom had pancakes warming in the oven, and she deposited a tall stack of them on my plate when I sat down at the table. She put several pieces of crispy bacon beside them. She'd even warmed the maple syrup.
While I feasted, Mom sat down and worked on her coffee. There was a tenseness at the table, and I didn't know what to do to change it.
Mom fired the opening salvo. "Jeremy, things got a little crazy in the car yesterday. Marie and I want you to know that even though the playfulness might have gone too far, it's alright. We all do some things we, well not regret, but think better of afterwards. It was the wrong time, and the wrong place for something like that. You understand?"
"Sure Mom. I know it was over the top, with Dad right there," I admitted between bites. "It's not like we planned it; it sort of just happened."
"Precisely. Our silliness in the lake started something we should have nipped in the bud. I'm sure the booze didn't help. What happened wasn't only inappropriate, but it was foolhardy to do it where we did. I know it's hard to put the genie back in the bottle once he's loose, but we have to consider everybody."
Aunt Marie added her two cents. "It wasn't just your father, Jeremy. Colin isn't as worldly as you, and he could misunderstand what went on. We had fun, yes, but I think we all know it was only a moment of crazy naughtiness. You understand that your mother and I, we're family. There's things that people wouldn't condone, happening between you and me, or even you and your Mom." She nodded toward Mom who was blushing.
"I know Aunt Marie. I'd never say anything."
"Of course you wouldn't," Mom interjected. "None of us would. It stays between us. And I know you're not going to want to go back to the way things were. Things have changed, irrevocably."
Aunt Marie put her hand on my arm, giving me a squeeze. "They don't have to go back to the way they were, but things can only go so far, and we have to be very, very careful about what we do, and where we do it."
"I understand," I told them. I was willing to say anything. This was going much better than I would have dreamed possible. After the previous night, I figured I might find one of them strangled this morning. I would have bet on Mom doin' the strangling.
"I'm sure you do, but it's so easy to make a mistake. Even now, I bet you'd love to reach out and touch your aunt's breasts. They're almost irresistible, aren't they?" Mom asked.
I nodded, slightly embarrassed I was so transparent.
"But that's exactly what can't happen! What if Colin were to come down and see that. You touching my breasts," Aunt Marie said sliding over next to me, pressing those big tits against my arm. "Or worse, seeing you touching your mother's."
"Marie," Mom said warningly.
"I'm just sayin'. We have to be careful and responsible."
I was nervous about where this conversation was heading.
Mom moved closer. "Touching like that has to be very private. We have to set boundaries. You're a healthy teenager, and your hormones are raging. We understand that. Your Aunt and I can help you with your journey into adulthood, but only up to a point. What happened in the car is already pushing the boundaries." She was blushing. "Doing things with your hands is one thing. Using your mouth is dangerously risky. If anyone were to find out about that, it could be a disaster."
I nodded again. It sounded like touching was still on the table at least.
Aunt Marie spoke up again. "Your Mom and I had a long talk. A very long talk. We agree that we won't stop everything, but full-blown sex has to be off-limits. We can't take things that far."
"And nothing at all happens if your father or Colin are around," Mom said firmly.
I suspected that their talk hadn't covered everything we had done. I looked at Mom. "So what we did in the car is Ok, but we can't take it much further than that?" I asked.
She nodded. "If we can draw our limits there, and understand the time and place for it, I think we can accept that our relationships have changed."
"Exactly," Aunt Marie agreed. "Even some of that might have been a little over the top, and will have to be a very occasional thing. Can you agree to that?"
I had finished most of my breakfast and pushed it away. "Of course. I'd never do anything to mess up our relationship, or hurt anybody else in the family. I love you both so much, and even though I'd love to do more, I understand what you're saying. I can let you each set your limits."
Mom shook her head. "No! We don't each set our limits. We have to agree on the limits together, or I don't know how much I can let the two of you be alone."
"Alice, don't start. I've told you I'm willing to follow your rules," Aunt Marie argued.
Mom was determined to have her say. "No sex. Are we understood, Jeremy? Aunt Marie is a gorgeous, sexy woman. You're going to want to do things. Naughty things. Can you stop it before sex? Or do we have to end everything?"
I wanted to make sure we were all on the same page. "By 'no sex' you mean no screwing right?"
Mom reddened and nodded.
Aunt Marie made it even clearer. "You don't get to put your thingie inside my woohoo," she said very softly.
"Marie!" Mom whined.
"Making it crystal clear for him. That's what we're saying, right?"
"Am I the last one up?" Colin spoke up walking into the kitchen.
We broke apart like a football team out of the huddle, Aunt Marie scooting away, and Mom leaping from her chair. "Morning, sleepy head. Any longer, and your cousin would have eaten your share of breakfast."
He was acting nervous, sitting awkwardly in his chair, his glance constantly moving back and forth between Aunt Marie and Mom.
Mom retrieved Colin's breakfast from the oven. "Jeremy, if you're done, your father said you should change the water in the coolers, and make sure the meat is iced down enough. He said if you're feeling up to it, you can try butchering one of the smaller pigs."
It appeared they wanted to have a talk with Colin similar to mine. I'm guessing from the sounds of things, his access was going to be more restricted than mine. Probably a lot more. Poor guy. To be that close to heaven, and to have it yanked away.
I headed out to the garage, and dragged the coolers out to the backyard. We had the better part of five whole pigs on ice, and Dad's mysterious concoction that they were bathed in needed regular icing to keep the water cold. I dragged the coolers over to the drain out back, and dumped the water. I filled them most of the way with the hose, adding a gallon of Dad's additive, and three bags of ice to each. I'd see about butchering one later, when I had Colin's help.
Afterward I headed up for a shower. I was feeling distinctly grubby. And the shower provided great cover for a release I desperately needed.
When I came out, Mom was waiting for me. "Feeling better?" she asked.
"Tons." I was wearing only a towel, and wondered how much it would hide if I kept talking to her. Just being near her was making me excited. I had come only 10 minutes earlier, alone unfortunately, but it appeared my cock hadn't been informed of that.
"Your Aunt and Colin are loading their car. They're going to head home after lunch," she said, walking with me to my bedroom.
When we were inside, she closed the door and didn't resist when I pulled her into my arms. "You understand why we had to have that conversation?"
"I think so. You didn't tell Aunt Marie what we did, did you?" I asked, holding her close, enjoying the feel of her body against mine.
"Of course not! I told her that you did what Colin did. That and nothing more. This way she thinks that if she gets to continue doing what you guys did, she'll be one up on me."
I kissed her, and even though she didn't reciprocate much, she didn't stop me. "What about us?" I asked.
"If you follow my rules with your Aunt, and can keep a secret, we can have our own rules," she said reaching down and adjusting my wrap.
I loosened my towel, letting it drop to the floor. "Jeremy. We have to have rules, and I told you, not in this house."
"I'll follow your rules Mom. I'll do anything you say," I assured her.
"Good. Once Marie leaves, you and I can talk about those rules." She picked up my towel, her face nearly brushing against my hard cock. She turned and handed it to me. "I don't mean to tease you, but this isn't the time, understand?"
"Perfectly Mom. Thanks."
"Don't thank me now. You'll get your chance later. I promise." She stood in the doorway. "I'm going to send Marie up here to you, and keep Colin busy for a while. Say your goodbyes."
Damn. I loved my Mom.
I didn't bother getting dressed. I lay on my bed, gently stroking the erection Mom had left me with, keeping it primed for my hot Aunt.
Within a few minutes, I heard the knock on my door. "It's me, Jeremy. Can I come in?"
I stood and went to my dresser, acting like I was getting dressed. "Sure, Aunt Marie. It's open."
She opened the door, closing it tightly behind her. "We'll be leaving in an hour or so, and I wanted to make sure we both agreed on where things stand."
She was wearing a t-shirt and shorts, and before I could turn around, she had her t-shirt off, and was removing her bra. One look at those tits, and I wanted to throw all the rules out.
I went to her and took her in my arms, pulling her face up for a nice kiss. Her hand was already gripping my cock. She stepped back and pulled her shorts off, wiggling out of them, standing before me in just her panties.
"We only have a few minutes," she said sadly.
"Let's make the most of them."
She smiled. "I like the sound of that."
I drew her over to the bed, and we both stretched out on it. She was in my arms in a heartbeat. I kissed her, my hands exploring her body.
"I know the rules sound extreme at the moment, but we have to follow them for now. I'm hoping to change them before too long, with your mother's permission."
"I don't know, Aunt Marie. She's gonna want to maintain her limits."
"Trust me, sweet boy. I'll work on her. In the meantime, the way I understand it, there's only one thing we can't do. As much as I'd love it, you can't put that big thing inside my pussy. Other than that, we can have some fun." Her stroking of my cock assured me she was willing to do plenty.
"Did you have something in mind?" I teased.
"I'm willing to use my mouth, if you are, stud," she said. "Just warn me before you come, Ok?"
"I'd love to," I assured her.
"Good. Why don't you start then? I take a little longer to get warmed up." She rolled over onto her back, and started pushing her panties down.
I helped her remove that last slip of clothing, then moved between her legs. "I'm kind of new to this," I warned her, suddenly nervous.
I needn't have worried. She was very open, even eager to give me directions. I was a willing pupil. After about 10 minutes of her tutelage, I knew my way around her warm pussy pretty well, and even though my tongue in particular was tiring, I did my best to follow her directions and learn my way around.
I knew I was doing Ok when she grabbed me by the hair, shoving my face down into her moistness, and came for me.
I learned that I liked going down on her. A lot. I liked the feel, the crazy sexy smell, and the taste of her. I loved feeling her react to what I did, and hearing her sexy whimpers, gasps, and moans. I especially loved the feeling of her losing control, crying out my name, and her entire body shaking when she came for me. I was going to do that a lot more often, if I had my druthers.
She was as good as her word. After I got her off, she had me lie down and she attacked my cock with her mouth. She was so good, knowing what to do to drive me crazy. Her hands and mouth worked together, the perfect tandem.
Aunt Marie pulled off after a bit, still stroking me. "You want to know a secret, Jeremy?"
"Yes," I moaned for her.
"I don't do this for many men. Almost never, to be honest."
I groaned. "That might be the meanest thing I ever heard."
She laughed so sweetly, it nearly made me shoot. "But I'll do it for you. I can count on one hand the number of times I let a man, even my husbands, come in my mouth. I have a feeling you're going to change that."
She went back down on me, watching me, while she sucked me off. It had only been a couple of minutes, but I couldn't hold off any longer. "I'm going to come," I warned her.
My sexy Aunt pulled her mouth away, stroking me. "Where do you want me to take it? On my tits? On my face? Or maybe in my mouth?" she teased.
"In your mouth," I gasped, holding back as long as possible.
"Greedy boy," she giggled, and then lowered her mouth over my pole, bobbing her head on my cock beautifully.



I groaned and let loose, filling that sexy, warm opening.
She let me finish, and I felt her tongue teasing me, the wetness of her full mouth incredible. She pulled back, until just the head was between her lips, and swallowed. She slid her lips back over the head, sucking me, making me squirm. I was super sensitive, and each time her tongue stroked me, I jerked.
She pulled away, grinning. She slowly opened her mouth, showing just a hint of my juices, then closed it again, swallowing. "There. That's two for Jeremy, and four for everyone else. Ever."
"That was amazing, Aunt Marie."
"I'm glad you think so. I can't believe I actually like doing that for you."
"I'm glad you do."
"I'm sure you are." She moved up on the bed, and kissed me deeply. I could taste the difference, after she'd sucked me off.
She climbed off of my bed, and started getting dressed. "I guess I better head back down before your wicked mother drives my poor boy crazy." She had her panties on and was buttoning her shorts. "I know you're going to want to do things with your Mom, I understand that. She's not going to be able to get past her ideas of what's allowed. Any time she drives you too crazy, you know I'm only a few miles away. Give me a little warning, and I'll get rid of Colin, and we can take care of you proper."
"I'll be callin' a lot," I told her.
"Good. I like to hear that," she said, adjusting her shirt. "You better get dressed now, before your Mom comes up to check on us."
I did, demanding one last kiss from her before she could leave my room. "You are the best aunt ever, Marie," I told her.
She grinned. "You're probably right. And you don't even know the half of it yet."
* * *
I got dressed and headed down to be with everyone else. Colin may like hunting, but it didn't take long to figure out he didn't like the butchering that comes with it. Kind of squeamish.
He was watching me cut some ribs out, standing to the side. "Pretty crazy car ride, huh?" he said out of the blue.
I almost cut off a finger. Luckily just nicked it, nothing a little duct tape couldn't take care of. I put the knife down and reached for the cabinet that held the tape. "Yeah. I think crazy describes it pretty good." I grabbed the tape, tore off a strip, and rinsed my hand clean.
"You're not mad at me, are you?" he asked cautiously.
I dried my hand, and wrapped the tape around twice before answering. "I was a little, last night, but Dad said to keep it cool," I admitted.
He sounded like he was ready to shit his britches. "Your Dad knows?"
I went back to work, a little slower and more careful this time. "He knows that you were feeling up Mom's boobs, and you got hard for her."
"Jesus!" Colin groaned, pacing up and down the garage. "I couldn't help it, you know? Having her on my lap like that, all the bouncing around, and especially after she flashed me in the lake. I'm sorry."
God, if he started crying I was going to pop him one.
"Stripping your own sleeping Mom naked probably wasn't the smartest thing either," I reminded him.
He leaned back against the sink, and held his head in his hands. "I know. God, I know. Don't think I didn't get an earful about that. I just couldn't help myself. I was so worked up."
"You in trouble?" I asked.
He shook his head. "I thought I'd be in deep shit, but they both sat me down, and told me my behavior was unacceptable. Especially any touching below the waist. Aunt Alice said if that happened again, she'd tell your Dad." He was back pacing the floor. "They didn't seem to be too mad about me touching their boobs. You don't think that might be Ok now, do you?"
The stack of meat next to me was growing. "I wouldn't press my luck. Maybe special occasions, when the time is right, things are private, and everyone's had a couple of drinks. Then we might get away with something like that."
He stopped and stood next to me fidgeting. "You did it too, didn't you? You touched my Mom's boobs."
I wiped my hands before wrapping up the meat in butcher paper for the freezer. "Let's just say I took some liberties too, and they spoke to me about it as well."
"They're pretty incredible, huh? You going to try it again?" he asked.
Already did, and once you leave, even more. "When the time is right. For now, they laid down the law, and I'm going to do whatever Mom says. Take it easy, until the time is right."
"I...I kissed your Mom," he blurted out.
"Damn it, Colin! I don't want to hear that. Keep it cool! If you ever get another chance like last night, play it smart and don't get carried away. And whatever you do, keep it to yourself. If you ever talk about this to anybody else, I swear I'll kick your ass."
He backed away. "No. I'll never say nothin'. I promise. I figured it was Ok to talk to you, but only you, ya know?"
I moved the meat to the freezer, and washed up for good. "I understand. I guess if you need to talk to anybody, I should be the one." I turned and faced him. "How far did you go with Mom, anyway?"
He glanced at the closed door to the house. "She let me feel her up, inside her shirt. She even let me rub between her legs a bit. At the end she let me kiss her a couple of times."
"Pretty brave," I teased.
"I was scared spitless that she was going to shoot me down at any moment," he admitted.
"What about with your Mom?" I asked.
He turned a deep red. "I was bad. Once she fell asleep I felt her up pretty good, and even took her panties off so I could see what it was like, you know? To see a real one. She was completely out of it, and I couldn't think straight. When she didn't respond to my doing whatever I wanted with her tits, including sucking on her big nips, I had to try more. I mean, even with my fingers inside of her, she didn't wake up. Good thing we didn't have much more time on the road. I was real close to doing something that she would have killed me for."
I had closed up the coolers and put away the tools. "Good thing is right. I don't imagine that would have gone over well. She seemed pissed as it was."
"Yeah. I guess I'm lucky I didn't get in more trouble." He shrugged. "Too bad your Mom was awake the whole ride, huh?"
I shook my head. "If she was passed out, I don't think I would have done anything. Not like that. Especially with Dad three feet away. I was happy the way things worked out anyway. Mom and I had the best talk ever. It was epic."
The door opened at that moment, cutting off any reply. "You boys about done in here? We have some sandwiches ready before we have to leave," Aunt Marie said from the doorway.
"Just finished," I told her, heading for the door, with Colin a step behind.
Fifteen minutes later we were seeing them off, after loading their gear into the car. Aunt Marie surprised the shit out of me by giving me a big kiss after Colin got in on the passenger side.
"Remember what I said," she whispered. "Give me a call anytime you feel the urge."
I held the door for her, watching her bare legs as she got in the car. I couldn't help but think where those sexy pins lead to. "I will."
Mom walked over to me, sliding her arm around my waist, possessively, while we waved goodbye. "What was that about, at the end?"
"She said anytime you leave me too frustrated I should give her a call," I explained, wrapping my arm around her waist.
She turned and we walked back into the house. "God, what am I going to do with that tramp? Are you going to behave with her?"
I locked the door behind us, and slid my hand into Mom's. "100%. We talked about that while we said goodbye. We both agreed we would keep to the rules, but she said she's going to work on you to get them changed."
I turned to pull her into my arms, but she stopped me. "Slow down, cowboy. Last night doesn't mean you can grab me anytime you want. I'm still your mother, and you need to show me a little respect."
"Mom, believe me, I'm going to show you so damn much respect, you're not going to be able to walk straight."
I was shocked when she slapped me. "Don't talk to me like that! I thought you understood we'd have rules. We're not going to turn your father's house into some incestuous playground. I won't have it!"
I stepped back from her, confused and ashamed. "Sorry. I didn't mean anything bad, I was only teasing."
She closed her eyes, and brushed her hair away from her forehead. "Shit. It wasn't supposed to be like this. Listen Jeremy, I'm tired, grouchy and a little mixed up. I got almost no sleep last night. I'm going to take a nap for a couple of hours." She looked at her watch. "Let me put another load in the wash, then wake me at four, so we can straighten things out before your father gets home."
She walked past me, brushing her hand against my arm before heading to the laundry room. She turned before she'd gotten far. "If you've got so much energy, why don't you put away the laundry, clean out the jeep, and see what you can about those coolers of meat."
Crap. I'd really stepped in it.
I was folding the clothes when Mom headed up the stairs. It was a little after twelve; she'd get a few hours of sleep in. And I had a small window of opportunity to get back into her good graces.
Or I could just call Aunt Marie.
I did every chore I could think of, helping with the laundry, cleaning up in the kitchen, emptying the Jeep and washing it, and doing what I could with the hog meat.
It was nearly four when I took another quick shower to get the hog stink off me, before going in to wake Mom.
I opened the door to her room, and she was dead to the world. "Mom?" I said softly, getting no response.
She looked so pretty, so relaxed, I hated waking her. I knelt down on the bed next to her and nudged her shoulder. "Mom, it's 4:00."
She rolled away from me. "A few more minutes," she mumbled, barely audible.
Damn it. I had been such a jerk. I slid into the bed next to her, sliding under the covers, and put my arm around her. "I love you, Mom. I'm sorry about earlier."
"Shh," she whispered, reaching up and holding my arm.
I slipped my other arm under her head, and spooned up close to her, holding her. She sighed and pushed back against me, her hips meeting my crotch. I nuzzled my cheek into her hair, kissing her neck and hugging her tighter. "Mmm," she purred.
It was nice to hold her. When she let go of my arm, I ran my hand down her side, across her soft skin. A lot of soft skin. When I reached her hip I still met nothing but skin. Mom was naked.
That had the expected reaction down below. I pushed my new erection against Mom's soft rear. She pushed back a little. "Be good, Jeremy."
I brought my hand back up and pushed her hair away so I could get to her soft neck. I kissed her there, while my hand sought out her breast, holding it softly.
Mom sighed, scooting away a bit and rolling onto her back. I moved my hand away from her breast and rested it on her smooth belly. She cracked one eye open sleepily. "What time is it?" she mumbled. I peeked past her at the bedside clock. "It's 4:08."
"Ten more minutes."
I kissed her lips lightly, and was surprised when they parted for me. I kissed her again, and felt her tongue brush mine. My hand returned to her breast, cupping it gently, caressing it.
She seemed OK with me touching her. I sat up and pulled off my shirt and shorts. I wasn't going to be too bad, I just wanted to feel her skin against mine. I curled up next to her again, pressing my lips to hers, sharing the longest, sweetest kiss, while my hand explored her soft body.
When I reached between her legs, rubbing her pussy, she opened her eyes a little. "Gentle, baby. I'm horribly sore down there."
I kissed her cheek. "I'm sorry Mom, if I got carried away."
She chuckled softly, coming awake. "It wasn't you, sweetie. Your old man was feeling his oats last night. He got a little crazy, making me tell him all about what Colin did and quizzing me on your behavior."
I was stunned. "What did you tell him about us?"
She turned toward me, her hand fluttering across my chest. "It's hard for me to keep secrets from your father, baby. I told him everything about Colin, and I told him what you did with Aunt Marie. I hope you're not mad."
My Mom was naked, and she was accepting my caresses. How mad would you have been?
"Of course not, Mom. But what about us? What did you tell him about us?"
She reached down and held my cock which was pressing against her, and giggled. "Look at you. So worried about what your father might have found out, and still sporting a boner for your old Mom."
The smile left her face slowly. "I'm sorry I hit you."
"No. I deserved it."
She turned on her side, and slid her thigh between my legs. "We have to have rules, Jeremy. This could all get so out-of-control if we do whatever we want."
"What are your rules, Mom? Not the Aunt Marie rules, our rules."
My hand was sliding across her back and her ass. Damn she felt good. "No sex in the house. Kissing, touching, all has to be done when nobody is here. We don't do anything in here, in your father's bed. If we can follow those rules, you can find out how much better your mother is than her slutty sister when it comes to oral entertainment."
She pushed me onto my back with a gentle nudge, and moved on top of me, straddling my waist. "Do you think you can live by those rules, Jeremy? Or do we have to cut you off completely?"
"I swear Mom. I'll do whatever you think is best."
She looked down at me grinning. "Did you do your chores? Or did you run off to your Aunt to get your rocks off after I rejected you?"
"I wouldn't do that," I told her, shocked that she would even think that I might. "I did everything you asked and more. Two loads of laundry, cleaned the kitchen, washed the Jeep, and finished what I could with the meat."
"But you thought about running off to her, didn't you?" she said, with surprising sincerity.
"Are you kidding? All I could think about was hurting you and disappointing you. I wanted to make it up to you."
She leaned down and gave me a soft kiss. "I believe you."
She was straddling my hard-on, and rubbing herself against me, driving me nuts. "Are you going to follow the rules with your Aunt?"
I nodded. "That's what we talked about during our goodbye. I made sure she knew that I wasn't going to go against anything you said. No way." I moved my hands up to her hips, and pushed back against her. "She told me not to worry, she was going to get you to change the rules."
Mom stopped her rubbing, sitting still. "You're willing to tell me your Aunt's plans to let her fuck you?"
"After last night, there's no way I'm keeping anything from you, Mom, ever. The sex, that was incredible, but the talking, the opening up, that was the greatest. I feel so much closer to you now than I ever have. Closer than I've ever been with anyone. Thank you for sharing all that with me."
I could see her eyes were moist. She leaned down and kissed me again, so tenderly it made my heart ache. I felt one of her tears fall down and hit my cheek. I held her. "I love you, Mom. You could never understand how much."
She pulled back and smiled. "Tell me I can't understand, when you're a parent. Until then you'll never really know how I feel."
She sat up again, and tapped my chest. "Jeremy. I'm going to bend the rules this once. What we did last night was pretty damn incredible, but I want to move past that craziness. You understand this won't happen again? Not here?"
I nodded mutely, unable to believe what I was hearing.
"Like I said, be gentle. Between you and your father, I'm very sore." She lifted up and guided my aching cock between her legs, slowly settling down onto me, until I was deep inside of her.
"Mmm," she hummed sweetly. "Let me get used to you."
She moved up and down a couple of times, slowly, until the movement was smooth and easy, and then she lowered herself to my chest, lying on me. "Now what was the question you had about your Dad?" She said it teasingly, giving a small wiggle with her hips.
"God, Mom. You feel too good for words," I gasped, holding her incredible ass cheeks in my hands while I pushed into her, feeling the glory of her warmth engulfing me.
She chuckled. "That was the question?"
"Dad," I finally was able to utter. "What did you tell him? About us?"
She sighed, rocking back against my gentle thrusts. "After I told him what Marie said to me, I explained that I had to know what you had done, and in the process of getting the story out of you, you showed more than you explained."
"Oh God, Mom! Dad's going to kill me!" I groaned.
She rose up a bit and gave me a soft little kiss. "He nearly fucked me to death, during the tellin'."
"He wasn't mad?"
"A little. But more worked up than anything else. To think his boy was feeling up his wife, just a couple of feet away. It near drove him crazy. Especially the part of you gettin' me naked. I told him that we didn't do everything that you and Marie did; that a blow-job was over the line."
She spread her legs a bit, raising up so I could get a little more motion. I was fucking my Mom! Not crazy like, just sliding in and out of her, and relishing the feeling. But I was doing it. I was fucking my Mom, with her full cooperation. In her bed. I wasn't going to last much longer. "What about the rest?" I had to ask.
She sat up, settling down on my cock, looking down at me. "He asked me if I had wanted to blow you. I admitted you had me pretty worked up, between telling you all about our old history, and acting out your little episode with Marie. 'He's big, you know, just like you,' I explained to him. 'So much like you when we were young, it was hard not to.'"
She started screwing me slowly. "He couldn't leave it alone. 'Poor bastard. All worked up like that, and not getting to find out what he's missing,' he said, then he made me go down on him. After he got off he still wasn't done and he had me get him hard again."
Mom stopped her movement, grinning at me. "I figure he was right. It's a shame that you didn't get to experience my mouth. Would you like to?"
All I could do was nod.
She climbed off of me, kneeling between my legs. She held my cock up, her juices glistening on my skin, stroking it slowly. "You have a beautiful cock, Jeremy." She licked the entire length of it, while watching me.
I groaned loudly for her, reaching down and stroking her hair.
She smiled, and her tongue explored my shaft and head, teasing, tasting. Her lips pressed small kisses all around it. She rose up a bit, still looking up at me. "Don't hold back. Enjoy it, and let's get this first one out of the way." Her mouth opened, and I watched in amazement as my cock disappeared in Mom's loving mouth.
She used her mouth and hands together, driving me wild. It was the most incredible thing, far surpassing Aunt Marie, Penny, and any of the other girls. She closed her eyes and pushed, taking my entire length inside of her warm mouth, until her nose was pressed against my pubes.
The third time she did that, I couldn't hold back any longer. In spite of her direction to not hold back, I didn't want it to end, and did my best to make it last, but I was doomed from the start. "Mom," I gasped.
She pulled back off of me, stroking my cock with her hand, massaging the head with her tongue, and keeping her lips clamped around my shaft. "Mom!" I cried, erupting between her lips, and letting her milk me dry.
Mom swallowed my load, sucking me gently, and then turned sideways, laying across my thigh, while she used her mouth to clean me and return the steel to my shaft.
She pulled back after a bit. "Better than Marie?"
"Jesus, Mom. That was incredible! Comparing what Aunt Marie did to that would be blasphemy. You are amazing."
She was playing with my new hard-on, stroking it, kissing it, sucking it for short moments. "How about Penny and your other conquests?"



"Not even in the same league. If you're a ten, there not even five's. Hell, I might have to come up with a whole new scale." I rose up on my elbows, looking down at her. "That was mean, Mom. Completely unfair."
She looked at me puzzled. "What?"
"You've ruined me! I thought what they did was pretty spectacular. I loved it. I couldn't believe how hot it was coming in Aunt Marie's mouth, and watching her swallow my cum. And the first time Penny sucked me, the sensation was so new, I could barely contain myself. Now I know better. I'll be comparing every blow-job I ever receive to yours. How are they ever going to measure up?"
She smiled, sucking me for a bit, before answering. "You know what the worst part is, Jeremy? That wasn't even a good one. I'm going to blow your mind, once we've gotten you past your hair trigger." She grinned, climbing up the bed, and settling into my arms. "So you've got your naked Mom in your bed, and she's willing to do anything you want, this once. What are you going to do now?"
"Anything I want?"
"Anything."
"I want to be on top of you, to start," I explained. "I want to see you come on my cock."
She smiled, and kissed my chest. "That's sweet. I want to come on your big fat cock." She rolled over onto her back and opened her legs.
I climbed between them and she pulled her legs back, exposing herself to me. I gazed between her legs at the smooth flesh, curving into twin mounds, with that mysterious slit in the middle. A small wrinkled line of flesh occupied the center. "Uhh, Mom? I changed my mind."
She raised an eyebrow quizzically. "Really?"
"Yeah, if you don't mind, I want to go down on you."
She giggled. "Please, be my guest. I don't think you're going to find too many girls who are going to say no to that offer."
I lowered my body, examining her smooth pussy up close, kissing her inner thighs. "I'm new to this," I explained hesitantly.
"Shh. Don't worry. You'll do great. If you need any guidance, Mommy will make sure you get things right."
I had to taste her. I just had to. I needed to feel her with my tongue, open her, revel in the texture, the taste. I licked her slowly, parting her lips, working from bottom to top. I pulled back, opening her with my fingers, seeing her up close. The smell was intoxicating, and I took a deep breath, filling my lungs with her glorious odor. I stuck my tongue deep inside of her, tasting her wetness. I peeled back the hood at the top, seeing her little bulb of flesh. It was smaller than Aunt Marie's. I touched it softly with the tip of my tongue. "Is this your clit, Mom?"
"That's it baby. Be gentle, Ok? That's particularly sore today. Your father gave it a serious working over last night."
I teased it carefully, running my tongue around it, seeing how it reacted. I moved closer and took it between my lips, sucking on it lightly, teasing it with the tip of my tongue.
"Not right on top of it, baby. Suck the skin around it," Mom said softly, brushing her hand across my hair.
I backed off, blowing gently across it, while I slid a finger inside of her, feeling her warmth and wetness. I had her squirming nicely.
"You didn't tell Dad we had sex, did you?" I asked, still unable to get the thought of her confessing what we did to him.
"After I told him I wouldn't blow you, I guess he assumed that was as far as it went, and I didn't volunteer any more," she said softly, reaching down and pushing my head back between her legs. " I have to be honest with you, baby. If he had asked, I don't know if I could have lied to him. I just can't."
"I understand." I played to my heart's content, sucking on her lips, sliding my tongue inside of her, teasing her clit the way she'd told me, all while fingering her. I practiced what Aunt Marie taught me, and I seemed to be getting a nice result.
"He was on top of me, fucking me like it was 18 years ago, hard and needy. He made me tell him everything we talked about, about our past. I told him what we had discussed, of course, and it seemed to drive him wild. I hadn't seen him like that in a long time." She was talking softly, breaking off when I did something she particularly enjoyed.
When I pushed her legs back and pressed my tongue against her little brown star she gasped and went quiet. That was something I came up with on my own. Aunt Marie meant it when she said that area was off limits.
I found if I stiffened my tongue and pressed hard, I could get the tip inside of her, making her moan. My Mom's sexy moan. I loved that sound.
With the talking out of the way, I concentrated on what I was doing, seeing how I could get her to respond to my actions, each additional moan, groan, whimper or squeal driving me on.
It wasn't long before I had a finger in my Mom's ass and was pumping her while I licked her pussy for all I was worth. I felt a new change come over her, her body tensing up, her butt-hole opening up for a second finger, her pussy getting wetter. I moved up and sucked on her clit. It felt larger now, swollen, and I used my tongue to play with it. Her legs stiffened and closed around my head, her fingers in my hair pulling me harder against her.
Mom cried out loudly, crushing my head between her legs, while her ass clenched down on my fingers like a fist. She drove her hips up against my face, hard, while she came, trembling. When she started to relax I eased up on her, pulling my fingers out of her butt, and licking her slit.
I had made my mother come on my tongue.
It was without a doubt the best thing I'd ever done. I felt God like. I'd made Mom come. Huge.
She was breathing heavily, her hand caressing my head. "Now, Jeremy. I need you inside of me."
I moved up between her legs, my stiff rod more than ready. I pressed the head against her slit, and she pulled her legs back, opening for me. The sight of my cock head pressed against her swollen pink lips was far better than any porn, short-circuiting my brain. I pushed the head inside of her, then pulled it back out so I could watch it open her again. After a few seconds, I pressed a little further, watching the first couple of inches disappear inside of her. I was enthralled with the view, and fucked her carefully, with short little strokes, slowly opening her up, driving further, feeling the sensation of her hot channel allowing me in. I thought about the fact that I had come out of that mysterious space, amazed that it would even be possible. She was too tight with my cock only halfway in.
I giggled.
She rose up on her elbows looking at me. "Something funny?"
"Not funny. It's just hard to believe that 18 years ago, I came out of here. Now I can barely get my cock inside of you, you're so tight. How could I ever have come out of this?" I was still sliding my cock back and forth, watching it as if my life depended on it.
She laid back. "It wasn't easy, I assure you." I felt her pussy tighten up around my cock, making me groan. "Those are some naughty thoughts. Thinking about your Mom like that, while you're sliding your thick cock inside of her."
I pushed hard, burying the entire length inside, stopping when I was balls deep. "It's just so amazing. You and Dad doing what we're doing, ending up in me coming out of here 9 months later. It's all so incredible."
"Does it bother you?" she asked tentatively.
"Bother me? Are you nuts? It's the most wonderful thing in the world!" I leaned over her, my arms extended on each side of her chest. "You and Dad doing this. Making love, and making me. You made me. You brought me into this world and cared for me. I love you so much, Mom."
I dropped to my elbows, and started driving inside of her, feeling my full length penetrate her repeatedly. It was too much to comprehend. Mom, who had done everything for me, who had given me life, now giving her body to me completely. I felt myself tearing up, and turned my face away.
Her hands reached up for me, turning me back. I could see her eyes were moist. "Don't turn away, Jeremy."
I brought a hand up and brushed the tears away, sniffling. She pulled my face down to hers, kissing me softly, and then more intensely. My movements had slowed but I sped up again, pounding into her, trying to push more and more of myself back inside of her.
She turned her lips slightly away from mine, gasping. "Like that, baby, don't stop. You're going to make Mommy come."
I held her face in my hands, our lips barely touching, my tongue exploring her lips and teeth, while I drove into her, long strokes, as hard and fast as I could.
Her mouth went slack and I was breathing hard, gasping as I felt the impending need to come build inside of me. I closed my eyes, concentrating on fucking her, intensifying her own need, determined to last long enough to satisfy her.
I was at my limit. "Mom, I'm going to come," I gasped.
She whimpered, humping back at me, her hands grasping my biceps, digging into them.
The urge burst upon me, and I slammed down, my insides turning to lava and flowing into her. I pulled back and pounded into her again, making her cry out. Her legs flailed at my thighs, while I filled her. Her body turned to stone, every muscle clenched and she threw her head back with a cry. I fucked her all the way through my orgasm, stream after stream pouring into her, until I was spent. She was still coming, and when I slowed I could feel her pussy clenching around my cock. Her upper chest was flushed, and I started screwing her again, short, fast strokes, for as long as my stiffness would hold out.
I felt her body start to relax, and she opened her eyes, looking around until they slowly came to focus on me. "Jeremy," she gasped, and I was astounded to see her eyes roll back, and her body stiffen up again, tiny senseless noises escaping her lips.
It was the most amazing, most beautiful thing I'd ever seen. Mom was coming on my hard cock.
I couldn't keep up the blinding pace with which I'd been fucking her, and slowed down, giving her longer strokes, at a less breakneck speed. My arms were tired, my thighs were burning, and my lower back was straining. Still, I pounded her, pulling her through her orgasm, and only moments later setting her off on another.
My mother was multi-orgasmic. Unbelievable.
I rose up onto my knees, pushed her straining legs back almost to her chest, and with the change of position the pain faded and I went back to driving into her as fast as I could, my hips a blur. Somehow my hard-on had maintained itself throughout, and I was again as hard as ever.
Mom was blowing like a buffalo, coming off her latest orgasm, when she screamed out, coming hard like she had the first time. I was starting to get worried for her. Her face was bright red all the way down to her perfect tits. She was holding her breath, and then gasping for air. I slowed down to an easy pace, released her legs and leaned over her.
She was slow to come to her senses after the last one, her entire body shaking, her legs spasming uncontrollably.
"Shh," I whispered, caressing her face. I leaned down and kissed her softly, and I saw her eyes focus on mine again. "No more," she gasped.
I slowed to a stop, still hard inside of her, and lowered my body onto hers, letting her feel some of my weight. I was physically incapable of stopping, but the motion of my hips was now minimal, working away at her slowly, with only a few inches of back and forth motion.
I kissed her gently, while she relaxed completely.
"Mom?"
She was gasping through her mouth, her chest heaving. My mother was staring at me, her eyes wide open, as if she didn't recognize me. I slowed further, pushing deep. She groaned softly, and a smile turned up the corners of her mouth. "Wow! That was unexpected."
"Everything Ok?" I asked.
She swiveled her hips beneath mine before stretching her entire body, her back curving deliciously, her breasts pressing up against my chest, her arms stretched out over her head, pushing against the headboard.
"Kiss me, baby boy," she asked softly.
My lips pressed against hers, and we shared a long warm kiss, gentle and exploring, our tongues playing together. I ground my hips against hers, moving in circles, playing inside of her.
She abruptly hugged me close, pulling me down onto her, her arms squeezing tightly. Her calves wrapped around my rear, pulling me tight and slowing our screwing to a crawl.
She released me, and I rose up over her, my cock still buried, amazed at how good she looked.
"Remember how I told you about the time your father wore my ass out and then fucked me silly? The first time I really enjoyed sex?" she asked.
"Sure, one of the hottest things I ever heard. That and tying a bow on your ass to give him your anal virginity."
"I haven't come like that since then. That was incredible. You were incredible."
"Inspired. I am with the sexiest, most beautiful woman in the world." I gave her a long hard thrust.
"Mmm," she sighed. "Now that you've fucked your poor mother senseless, what are you going to do with her?"
"I...I'd really like to do you from behind, if it's Ok."
"After that, I don't think I could deny you anything. So you want to do my butt?"
"Uh, not yet. I just want to see your amazing ass, and hold your soft cheeks while we do it."
"So you want to fuck your Mommy doggy style, fill her pussy up with your sweet cum again, and then fuck her in the ass?"
"And then do it all over again," I told her with a smile.
She grinned for me. "Sounds like a plan. So what are you waiting for? I'm yours. This body is yours. Position me however you want me. Do whatever you want. I'll never say no to you, baby."
I pulled out of her, kneeling tall. "Let's start with that talented mouth of yours around my cock for a bit."
She got on her hands and knees and crawled to me, her mouth open, and taking half my length all at once. I pulled her hair to the side so I could get a better view of her pretty face full of my cock.
"Suck me like you sucked Dad last night," I urged her, thrusting into her mouth.
She pulled off gasping, a string of saliva stretching from my cock to her lips. "Are you sure you're ready for that?"
I grabbed her head, and pushed my cock back into her mouth. "Do it, Mom. Suck me off, make me come for you. Then get me hard for you all over again."
She pulled away again, and then pushed me to the side. She quickly climbed on top of me, straddling my face. "This is how I sucked your father, Jeremy." She engulfed my cock again before lowering her crotch down to my face.
Mom was a demon. She sucked me feverishly, fast and deep, her hands teasing me. I gave it my best effort to return the attention, licking her soaked slit, and playing with her rear, but she was too good, too demanding with her mouth. Each time she took me down her throat, it was like a cattle-prod to my nervous system. I could feel the hitch in her motion, and the tight penetration, driving me insane.
She pushed my legs apart and licked my shaft before working on my balls. First licking and sucking, I groaned when I felt one slide into her mouth, her tongue rolling it around like a marble. Then she was working on the other one, her hand stroking me the whole time. She managed to get both of them in her mouth, sucking and licking, before she went back to tending my cock, taking me deep.
She pulled off, gasping. "Your father can stay hard for me for a long time, no matter how hard I work him. Ten minutes is common. He's made me suck him for upward of an hour at a time." She pounded her head up and down on my pillar, freeing it from her mouth with an audible 'pop'. "Do you think you're going to be able to hold out, baby? Are you going to man up and make Mommy earn it?"
I reached down and pushed her face onto my cock, forcing it down her throat. "Suck it," I demanded, pressing my face back into her pussy, distracting myself from the action below, while I tried hard to make her come for me. I'd show her how much of a man I could be.
It worked for a bit, while I concentrated on what I was doing, my tongue working over her sensitive clit. I was feeling proud. I may not last an hour, but I wasn't going to shoot off in two minutes either.
Then Mom cheated. She slid her finger in my bottom, pushing in deep, and had me keenly aware of everything she was doing. She took me down her throat, pounding on my cock for what seemed an eternity, before pulling up and gasping. As soon as her mouth left my cock, her evil finger started stroking inside of me, sending shockwaves through my body.
I'd brought a knife to a gunfight. No way I was winning this one.
I completely forgot about my efforts to pleasure her, and her mouth slid straight down my cock to the root again, her tight throat massaging the head, her wicked teeth scraping my shaft, that unavoidable finger doing things to me that I couldn't fathom.
With a loud groan I lost any semblance of control I had, shoving my cock upward and erupting. I was as far inside of her mouth as I could reach, and when she swallowed, ripples of pleasure ran down my cock, milking me dry.
I gasped, my world suddenly gone black, as if I'd stood up too quickly. I closed my eyes, grabbing onto the sheets, oblivious to her cleaning me up. I could hear my pulse beating in my temple, hammering away like a sledgehammer, my heart racing, ready to burst within my chest.
I swear I was within moments of passing out completely. I opened my eyes slowly, to see Mom looking down at me, with a teasing grin on her face. My eyes tracked down to that miraculous mouth which I'd never be able to look at the same.
My mouth was dry, and my tongue sore. I opened my lips and croaked, "Wow."
She laughed a little, bringing her moist lips down to mine, brushing them lightly. "Not quite ready to replace your father in my bed, are you, sweetie?"
I reached for her, and she slid into my arms, letting me hug her. I tried to speak, but nonsense sounds came out at first, making her giggle.
"I would never want to replace Dad," I eventually was able to reply. "Never."
She hummed pleasantly, her hand softly stroking my cock, which in spite of my professed desires to do her all over again and finishing inside that mysterious back door, was down for the count.
"No? Then what are you trying to do?" she asked.
"I just want to love you too, Mom," I confessed. "Love you as much as him. Have you love me just as much. Show you my love as intensely, as thoroughly."
"Your father's a special man, Jeremy. He's going to be a difficult one to compete with." Her tone was very serious.
"I don't want to compete with him. I want to share you with him."
She rubbed her crotch against my hip, nibbling on my shoulder. "Now that's a thought. Being shared by both of you. Two huge cocks, one at each end. Or one in back and one in front. Jesus, that would be wild. Marie would be so jealous," she murmured.
It wasn't what I had in mind by sharing. I was thinking more one-on-one, and keeping my end of it a secret. But her words had me envisioning her lying on my father, riding him, her perfect ass sticking up in invitation. Dad reaching up and spreading her cheeks for me, as I climbed onto their bed, my hard cock in hand. Mom looking back at me in anticipation, her desperate need portrayed on her pretty face. Sliding in behind her, seeing where my father's shaft was spreading her open, pressing my cock-head against her other opening, and pushing it in firmly.
"God, you're bad," Mom teased. I felt her hand wrap around my new erection, stroking me. "Where were you in that little fantasy you just had?" she asked.
"In your bottom," I confessed.
"And your father?"
"Underneath you, all the way inside you, holding your ass cheeks open wide for me."
She sighed, her hand caressing my hardness. "You know, don't you, that of all the ways this thing we're doing could possibly work out, that's about the least likely scenario possible."



"I know," I said, stroking her smooth back. "When I said I wanted to share you, I meant like now. He can have you sometimes, and so can I. Not together."
She ran her tongue across my chest, making my erection harden. "I know, sugar. It's just too easy to tease you."
She sat up, looking at the clock. "We have to stop now. There's still a lot I need to do before your old man gets home. We'll have time together later, I promise, Ok? I'm sorry to leave you like this."
I sat up, pulling her to me for a quick kiss. "Don't apologize. That was spectacular. But just because we're being naughty, doesn't mean the house has to suffer, right? If you were late with dinner every time we did anything, that wouldn't be good."
She grinned, climbing off the bed and heading for her bathroom. "See? That kind of thinking will make sure that there's plenty of this," she waved her hand up and down her body, like she was modeling, "in your future." She did a little spin for me, then turned and wiggled her ass. "Lots of this, too, if you're very, very good."
I headed to my room for my third shower of the day. Wouldn't be good to go to the dinner table smelling of sex and Mom.
* * *
We always ate pretty early, and that night was no different. Dad came home and changed out of his suit, while Mom put the finishing touches on dinner. I set the table in the kitchen, where we ate most of the time, unable to stop myself from staring at my Mom's ass every chance I got. Damn, I'd been so close.
She was wearing light grey yoga pants, so tight they crawled up her butt, and when she leaned over, I could see the perfect outline of her incredible pussy. It was obvious she wasn't wearing panties. This was a Mom I didn't know or recognize. My Mom would never wear pants like that where anybody could see her. Hell, I wasn't even sure if Aunt Marie would.
Mom was a yoga fanatic, going to the studio nearly every day. She mostly went in the mornings, but a couple of times a week she'd go in the evening, sometimes both. I loved those yoga pants on her, but her normal wear was black, and never this tight. These were practically obscene. God bless her.
When Dad came down, she was leaning over the oven, checking on the roast. He walked up behind her, obviously ogling her ass. He ran his hand over her butt, down her crack, sliding it between her legs.
Mom gasped, looking back at him, and rolled her hips teasingly.
"Harold..." she warned him, looking over at me.
Dad looked over his shoulder at me, gave me a wink, and smacked Mom on the rear.
Jesus. We were in new territory now.
Mom and Dad kept their intimacy behind closed doors, except for the usual kisses in greeting, and some evening cuddling. I'd never seen him fondle her like that. I felt like he was laying claim to her.
"How'd the butchering go?" he asked me, sitting down at the table.
"Not bad. Got maybe a quarter of it done. Colin wasn't much help, no stomach for it."
Mom turned to me. "Fetch your father a beer from the garage."
I ran out to the beer fridge, returning with a Shiner. His daily beer. Walking into the kitchen, I came to a halt. Mom was bent over, kissing Dad deeply, and his hand was between her legs again. When she pulled away, I could see she was blushing. "Now that's how you welcome your man home," he said grinning, holding his hand out to me for his beer.
I couldn't help staring at Mom. To go with those painted on Yoga pants, she was wearing a skin-tight white yoga top, and her nipples were so hard, I could see the outline of her areola. This was fucking nuts.
Mom served up dinner, and we ate, casually talking about cleaning up after our trip. There was still plenty to do, butchering, gun cleaning and maintenance, vehicle work, and lots more. I wasn't looking forward to it, but I had to admit, summers at the cabin were worth the trouble before and after.
"You going to the studio?" Dad asked, a comment on Mom's outfit.
"If you don't mind. It's been over a week. You know how I get," Mom replied.
"Go ahead. Jeremy and I will finish up with the meat. Don't worry about the dishes, we'll take care of them," he told her.
She glanced at the clock. "I don't have to leave quite yet, I can do them."
Dad shook his head. "Nonsense. I know you like to get there early. Go on."
Mom cleared her own dishes, then came over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. She turned and gave Dad a kiss, and it was almost as good at the one I'd interrupted. Damn, they were in a lovey-dovey mood.
As soon as Mom left, Dad had me on the dishes, while he got things started in the garage. I was happy enough to work separately from him. I was feeling nervous about what had happened with Mom and Aunt Marie, and what he knew about it. I figured that his behavior with Mom that evening must have had something to do with it.
I couldn't spend the whole night washing dishes, and it wasn't long before I was in the garage, back to butchering the beef. It was illuminating watching Dad work. What had taken me half a day to do, he was able to finish in minutes.
"Don't just stand there," he said, "get working."
"I'll only get in your way. You'll finish twice as fast by yourself."
"Yep. But gettin' done fastest ain't what we're talkin' here. Only way to learn is to get in there, get your hands dirty, and give it your best."
He watched over my work, spare with his advice, more apt to show me how it was done, then correct my work. His work with the knife looked so smooth and easy. "I don't see how I'll ever be able to do it as good as you," I admitted.
He laughed. "Are we competing now? I've had a hell of a lot more practice. All I ever want is for you to give it your best, learn from your mistakes, and never settle for good enough."
He showed me his pinkie on his left hand, which was missing the final joint. "Speed is not the end game. Rushing things can make a mess out of everything. I learned that the hard way. I only pray that you can learn from my mistakes."
"If speed ain't the name of the game, how come you finish so damned fast?" I asked, only half joking.
"Skill's all that counts. You get the skills down, the second nature, automatic ability to do anything as naturally as breathing, and the speed comes with the territory. You can finish fast, or you can drag it out as long as you desire. You can do a 'good enough' job, or you can achieve perfection. Focus on the skill, not the speed."
We'd already done the rough work in the field, skinning and gutting the pig, and cutting it into three parts, shoulder, body and hindquarters, for transportation.
I was working my knife down the bone, turning the handle to angle the blade close to the bone, without catching it. When I had it right, the meat turned to butter, the razor sharp edge of my blade gliding along perfectly. Dad put his big hand on my shoulder, giving a painful squeeze. "There, that was it. Technique. You do that 100 times without having to concentrate on it, and the knife will not only slide through, but you can do it as fast as you want."
I stopped to sharpen my blade, and Dad hit the beer fridge, dropping an open one in front of me. I took a long draught, enjoying the cold refreshment.
"Sounded like you and your Mom had a hell of a conversation last night, quite a bit of it at my expense," Dad said casually, wrapping up the meat, the easy job, while watching me deal with the more technical butchering.
"I wouldn't call it at your expense. That woman worships the ground you walk on. I can only pray that someday a woman feels for me like Mom feels for you." I had my snips out, cutting out two racks of ribs from the torso I was working on.
"Not exactly typical mother/son conversation, though."
"Hardly." I had a feeling I knew where this was going, and figured it was just as well if I took control over the conversation. "Truth is, I didn't know about the issues between Mom and her sister. During the first half of our drive home, things between me and Aunt Marie got a good bit carried away, and during our rest stop, Aunt Marie rubbed Mom's nose in it. When Mom got in the car she was livid, and had to know everything that went on between us."
"Do I want to know how bad it got in the backseat?" Dad asked, taking the ribs from me, and passing me another torso.
I laughed. "As long as you promise not to get jealous. To start with, having her sit on my lap, half-clothed in the dark, was bad enough, but I gotta lay some of this at your feet. Things were ok, until she started bouncing around the back seat like a Superball, thanks to your driving. Trying to hang onto her was like trying to hold on to a greased pig, and without even intending it, I was holding onto her in places that were pretty damn interesting."
Dad laughed. "You can thank me for that later."
"Thank you?"
"Hell yeah. You think I don't know what Marie's like? When I saw those women stripping down to their T-shirts and panties, I knew she was up to no good. Your Mom might have some self-control, but Marie's a walking hormone. I figured a little bouncing around might do my boy a little good. I don't think there was a single pot-hole I missed."
I laughed. "I guess I do owe you a thanks. Troublemaker. Mom mentioned how Aunt Marie welcomed you into their home the first time."
"She was brazen, no doubt about it. Naked big titty teenager climbing in the shower with me. To this day, I still haven't told your mother the whole story, for fear it would cause a rift between 'em that might never heal."
I chuckled. "Don't hold back on my account."
Dad took a sip of his bear. "No you don't. This story telling ain't about me, not this time."
I couldn't believe we were talking like that. Once we'd started hunting, we joked around more, and hinted at things, but not so openly. I told him about holding Aunt Marie, playing with her, stripping her practically naked. Getting my hand in her pants, and how she'd been playing with me.
"Pretty incredible, I bet. Almost shameful the way God split them up. Blessing your Mom with the most incredible ass ever, and legs that can stop traffic, then putting that unbelievable rack on her sister."
"Good thing you're an ass-man," I teased.
"Good thing your Mom believes that," he said softly.
I let that statement go, afraid to chase down that trail. "I swear, Dad, I'd have been happy as hell just to get to play with her tits. The fondling and feeling her up was a bonus. It's those damn tits of hers I've been dreaming about since I was old enough to care."
"Join the team, bucko. I don't know a man alive that could resist 'em."
"Yet, somehow, you've managed to," I observed.
He nodded. "For the most part. If it was anyone but Marie, your mother's damn sister, I'm not sure I'd want to. But anything I did with your Aunt would sure as shit get back to Alice, and she might forgive me with some other tramp, but not with Marie. Not a chance in hell." He turned to me, finishing his beer. I noticed he was working through them pretty quick. I decided to catch up a bit, and pounded the rest of mine.
"I guess you learned about that, huh? Anything you did in that backseat, your Momma was bound to find out. 100% guaranteed. You should understand that. You keep doing things with your Aunt, Alice is gonna know."
"I know. Now. I didn't then."
"You really made her come for you?" he asked quietly.
"In a big way. She had set some limits at the beginning of our playing around. She told me I couldn't..." I was stuck for a way to put it.
"You couldn't fuck her?" Dad finished my statement succinctly.
"Yeah, at least not then, not in the car with Colin in the front seat."
Dad chuckled. "Every word of that statement was carefully planned. Believe me. She knew exactly what she was saying and implying. She's a vixen."
"After she came for me, she stripped me naked, straddled me and practically begged me to break our rules. I wasn't ready for that, no way. I mean, she was rubbing against me, skin on skin, pushing down on me, grinding like a mad woman. I made her come again, even harder than the first time. It was a miracle y'all didn't hear it."
He laughed. "You've got good instincts. I'll give you that. You get a woman off good enough, and she'll be begging for more. Pavlovian. She'll always come back to the bringer of pleasure." We'd finished up the lion's share of the rough butchery, but things were slowing down.
"You didn't do it though, did you? You didn't screw her?"
"No. Not that I wasn't tempted. Wrong place, wrong time. And I wasn't sure I wanted to go that far. Not completely. So many possible problems." I admitted.
"Still, nothing to complain about. Not by a long shot. I'd have traded seats with you in a heart-beat, if not for your mother."
"That wasn't the end of it. What we were doing had me at my limits. I was going to have to finish, but was afraid of making a mess. Aunt Marie had a solution. She got down on the floorboards and finished me with her mouth."
"Jesus H. Christ! Marie? Gave you a blow-job in the car?"
He made a good act of being surprised, if Mom had told him the full story last night. "Yeah. I don't know if you remember, but when she first took me in her mouth, I was surprised and yelled out. That's when we started talking about our hunting that day. She was sucking me off the whole time."
"How was she?" Dad asked, his interest definitely piqued.
"Fucking incredible. Of course I don't have a lot to compare her against. Penny of course, and a couple of others that were nothing to brag about. But Aunt Marie killed them all."
"Better than Penny then?"
"Penny's just learning. I was her first blow-job. She can't take much more than my head and a couple of inches, but she's so damn cute when trying. Watching her pretty face, blushing with embarrassment while she sucks me, I thought that was pretty spectacular."
"No shit. That's something I wouldn't mind seeing," Dad laughed.
I wiped my hands down and pulled out my phone. I scrolled down to the pictures, and passed it over. "Don't tell Mom, Ok?"
He was flipping through the images, obviously entranced. "Damn, she's a pretty girl. Surprised she sees anything in a scrub like you."
I laughed. "I could say the same about you old man. Like there's anyway you deserve someone as hot as Mom."
He grinned, passing me back the phone. "You got me there. Shit, I wish I'd had a camera when your Mom first went down on me. Un-fucking-believable."
"I bet."
"Why wouldn't you want me to tell your Mom about this? You don't think she knows a thing or two about blow-jobs?"
"To hear her tell it, she knows a lot more than a thing or two," I laughed.
"Jesus, Jeremy! How much did you talk about?"
"A lot."
Dad picked up the packaged meat and stuck it in the freezer. He brought us both back a couple of beers. "You feeling up to telling your old man the rest of the story? The second half of your adventure last night?"
"You don't mind hearing it?"
"If you don't mind sharing." He closed up the coolers, even though we hadn't quite finished. We were 90% done. "You can finish up the rest of the butchering tomorrow. Let's move this out to the porch."
While I was washing up, and cleaning our utensils, Dad did some organizing and grabbed us a six-pack. Good thing. I imagined it was going to be some thirsty work.
Dad brought the guns out to the porch, so we could give them a good cleaning. I wasn't sure how happy I was about that. With the story I was about to tell, I was glad there was no ammo out there.
I explained how angry Mom was, and how I had to give her every little detail about my shenanigans with Aunt Marie. "Hell, as soon as Aunt Marie got out of the Jeep, she went to Mom and told her I had the sweetest cum she'd ever tasted."
Dad broke out laughing. A deep gut laugh. "That little bitch. She knows how to press your Mom's buttons, you've got to give her that much."
I explained that I'd done more showing than telling, the whole time watching Dad to see if he'd suddenly decide to take my head off. He seemed more intent on breaking down the firearms for cleaning. I talked about the touching, the holding, brushing her thigh, moving her around my lap, pressing my erection against her. I explained how Mom had my hard-on wedged between her cheeks when she decided to show off. "'Bet your Aunt can't do that,' she said."
"She's got a point. Not much of an ass on Marie. Still, kind of surprising Alice would try something like that. It's the competition with her sister, you know."
"I get it now. That's when I got to asking her about what the deal was with her and Aunt Marie. She opened up to me like I never would have imagined. We spent a long time, easily half the trip, her telling me the history with Aunt Marie, starting in high-school and all about you guys. God, Dad, to hear her tell the story of you shooting down her sister, you had to be there. It was like she was describing a legend. 'Nice tits, but I'm an ass-man. Have you seen the ass on your sister? God Almighty!' It was like a holy sermon she was sharing. I'd never heard anyone talk about someone else like she was talking about you. I never thought I could be so jealous of anyone, especially not you and Mom."
"You should have seen her back then, Jeremy. She's a beautiful woman now, but when I saw that little freshman, pretty as a picture, with an ass worthy of carving in stone, I had to get to know her. She was sweet, innocent, and unbelievably nice. She had no idea how beautiful she was, spending the last few years in her sister's shadow."
"Hard to believe Mom could get any prettier."
"Not prettier, different. God, I had it bad for her."
"From the look of things earlier, I'd say you still do."
I couldn't believe I saw my father blush. "She still does it for me. Twenty years, and when I saw her ass in those pants, I still almost lost it on the spot."
"There you are!" I heard Mom call out, nearly making me jump through my skin.
She walked out, hot and sweaty from the workout in a 100 degree room. "What're you guys up to?" she asked.
"Chatting. Man talk." Dad said abruptly.
She nodded. "I'm going to take a bath." She faced my father, "Can you help me out of this top? I can barely lift my arms."
She turned her back to us, and Dad got up, grabbed the bottom, and pulled it over her head, leaving her naked from the waist up. He reached around her and I could tell he was grabbing her tits. "Harold!" Mom hissed, looking over her shoulder.
"Have I told you how much you drive me crazy, Alice?" he said softly, still loud enough for me to hear it.
"I'm a mess," she murmured.
He turned her around, giving me a flash of tit before his body got in the way. "Harold!" she gasped.
He kissed her. Really kissed her. I watched her hands move around his body, clasping him. They were turned at a bit of an angle, and I saw his near hand slide into the back of her pants, tugging them down her hips a few inches.
I probably should have been embarrassed or something. Instead, I drank my beer, and watched with more than a little envy.
He pulled away, letting me see a glimpse of her tit again. Damn it. I was hard for my Mom, and my father was only a few feet away.
"Do you know how much I love you?" he said to her.
She nodded quietly.
"If we didn't have an audience, do you know what I'd have you doing?" he teased.
I saw a slow smile appear on her face. I almost lost it when I saw her open her mouth in an 'O' and push her cheek out with her tongue a couple of times. "After," she said softly.
"You bet your sweet ass," he laughed. He turned her around, letting me see her pants were already half-way down her butt, the top of her crack temptingly exposed. He slapped her on that big bubbly butt. "Go bathe. Clean everything."



Mom wiggled her ass. "You boys have fun," she said cheerfully, heading into the house.
Dad sat back down and took a deep swig of beer. "Almost forty years old. Your Penny might be cute as a button, but she's got nothing on your mother."
"I'll drink to that," I said, holding out my bottle.
Dad smiled, clinking glass. "Not that there's anything wrong with Penny, mind you."
"Hell no. But she's not Mom. Not by a long shot."
"Still, she's not bad. And from what you're saying, a willing learner. We'll give her bonus points for being a barely legal, innocent hard body. How's things between you and her? Haven't seen much of her lately."
"It's so-so. I think we both know that once I've gone to college, it's over."
"Then I'd figure you'd be taking advantage of these last few weeks. She may not be your Aunt Marie, but I imagine she's as willing, and a lot less trouble."
I had to laugh. "Not near willing enougth so far. It's taken most of the year to get to a blow-job. I don't imagine I'll get any further before we both leave."
"Now that's a damn shame. Can I give you a piece of advice?"
"If it has to do with women, I'd be a fool not to listen."
He chuckled. "Young women today don't want to go to college inexperienced. That last summer makes for willing experimenters. If Penny's not one of them, you might want to cut bait, and troll elsewhere."
I was surprised when Mom showed back up, a six-pack in her hand, holding her arm across her bare breasts, hiding very little. Tight yoga pants, pushed down on her hips, barefoot. Fuck, she was tempting. "Looked like you guys were bone dry out here. That's no way to have a man-to-man." She put the beer on the table, leaned over and kissed me on the cheek, then gave Dad a better kiss, before departing.
I couldn't help but stare at her, coming and going.
Dad coughed to get my attention. When I looked at him, he was grinning. "About Penny?"
"Truth is, I haven't been pursuing much. I don't want to hurt her feelings."
"Making a woman out of her wouldn't hurt her feelings. I'd guess the opposite. Better you, who cares for her, than the first upperclassmen whose eye she catches. I read once 20% of girls lose their cherry their first year in college. Half of them lose it before then. Penny's already behind the curve."
"Worth thinking about."
"Now that you've done your best to distract me from your story, you want to get back to it?" Dad said, opening two of our new beers, and passing me one of them. I could already feel the first four, and considered passing on it, but that wouldn't be manly now, would it? And Dad was definitely all about being a man.
I took a long drink, building up some courage. I was still confused and surprised by their latest actions. I had a feeling there was a message for me, in the way Dad was acting with Mom. Was he showing off? Proving his place with her? Or was he teasing? God, I was nervous about how things were going, but I figured Mom was right. Hell, he already knew most of it. I'd have to see if I could finish the discussion without mentioning the part where I fucked his wife.
"We were talking about you visiting her family for the first time, and Aunt Marie coming on to you, right?" I asked, receiving a nod in return. "Mom said that was when she lost her virginity. I couldn't believe it. She was sitting in my lap, wearing only a t-shirt and shorts, telling me you were her first. How you were so patient, going down on her over and over again, to get her ready." I took another sip. "I was hard, Dad. Really hard. It was so embarrassing, getting hard for Mom. I couldn't help it. Not between reliving what Aunt Marie had done, holding Mom in my lap, and then listening to her tell her story."
"I should hope the fuck so," Dad said, leaning back. "Not much of a man if that didn't get you worked up." He took a sip of his beer. "Mom or not."
I grinned. "The point was, I was hard as stone, and she noticed. She couldn't help but notice, the way we were seated. She actually touched me, commenting on how similar you and I were. I think that was what had her going. She kept telling me how much I was like you at this age. She closed her eyes, and described how you took her the first time, and I don't even think she realized what she was doing. That was when things changed. I mean, before then, I hadn't done anything more than hold her. I hadn't touched her bad, or nothin', I swear. Then she held my cock, telling me all about your history, her first time, tying a bow around her ass for Valentine's Day, all the blow jobs she gave you, even about the first time she really liked sex - the night you wore her ass out, flipped her over and pounded her into multiple orgasms."
Dad was watching me intently. "She told you about all of that? Jesus, Jeremy, doesn't a man's love life get any privacy?"
"I swear, Dad, I wish I could have taped it. She was so into it, her eyes closed, reliving it all in her mind. She worships you. She practically came just talking about it. It was so hard to hold her, and hear her talk about another man like that, even if it was you. I was so fucking jealous. I know it's wrong, but Damn, Dad! She's telling me how good she is at blow-jobs, how often you do it, and that she'll do it for you anytime you ask. How she'll deny you nothing. That you take her ass at least a couple of times a week. God, it was so weird hearing that about Mom."
He nodded. "I imagine it would be. You're Mom gets kind of worked up when she's drinking, then that bit with Marie, it's a recipe for trouble." He grinned, playing with the label on his beer. "She exagerrates a bit. I don't take her up the backdoor twice a week, probably not even once a week. She won't do it anytime I ask. She has her limits. Pretty hard ones. She is generous and accomodating. I'll give her that."
"Can you imagine? I never thought about Mom like that. Aunt Marie, of course. But not Mom. It's not that she's not pretty, I'm not stupid. But she was just my Mom. Then to hear her talk about you. Her panties getting wet while she talked, her hand sliding down and holding me, telling me how I was big around, like you. How wonderful you were, that you were the best man she'd ever known, like I didn't know that."
"She said that?"
"You know how she remembers every word about how you rejected Aunt Marie? Mom is in my lap, holding my cock in her hand, describing losing her virginity to you. 'Your father's a good man. The best I've ever known.' Her exact words. I'll never forget them." I put the beer aside, and started reassembling my rifle. "She started talking about Aunt Marie, and how she had to get married first, the issues with getting pregnant and how that brought them back together again. She said things had improved, and she'd gotten over most of the past. Then she dropped the bomb. She told me that Aunt Marie was trying to steal me away from her."
Dad grunted. "Fuck. She'd see it that way of course. Maybe rightfully so. We can't ever really understand the dynamics between them."
"Yeah. She was furious that Aunt Marie said I had the sweetest cum she'd ever tasted."
Dad laughed at that. "She's got a point. Your Aunt is known for being stingy with the BJs, while your mother considers that her personal area of expertise. That would burn her up."
"I know. That was the end of the intimate chat-time, and Mom wanted the rest of the story about exactly what happened between me and Aunt Marie."
"And you were still re-enacting as much as telling?" Dad asked, settling back with a new beer. I was getting left behind. He'd finished two while I was working on my last one.
"Mostly. I didn't mean nothing by it, I wasn't thinking straight. I feel like such a shit now, handling Mom like that, your wife. I swear, Dad, I'm so sorry! It was just that she was there, half naked, in my lap, talking about such naughty things. Then when I would show her what I was doing with Aunt Marie, God! It made my head near explode. I hope you're not too angry with me. That you'll forgive me. I swear Dad, the last thing I want to do is interfere in any way between you and Mom. It would destroy me to mess that up."
Dad watched me quietly. "Take it easy, Jeremy. Let's not worry about that right now. I don't think we're going to be any the worse off for you taking a few liberties with your Mom. Let's finish the story, and we can talk about repercussions later. Ok?"
I nodded. I described how Aunt Marie was sitting on my lap, encouraging me to play with her tits. How the touching escalated as I fondled Aunt Marie's boobs and removed her shirt, while she rubbed my cock. "That's how I got Mom's shirt off, but she wasn't rubbing me anymore, she was more fixed on what exactly happened. Every little detail. Even to the point of describing how I'd gotten Aunt Marie off. When I started showing her, I thought for sure she'd stop me, but she didn't."
"Jesus, Jeremy! Don't tell me you fingered your mother!"
I was embarrassed. Obviously he felt I'd stepped way over the line, and he was right. "Dad, listen. It was a crazy time last night. I did some stupid things, and Mom let me. But I don't want to lie to you about it."
"You didn't do everything you did with your Aunt, did you?" He looked both worried and upset.
"No! I made her come for me, exactly like I made her sister, and I explained how the next part came to happen, with her removing her panties and straddling me, both of us practically naked. I don't know if she would have done it, but you have to remember, I still wasn't thinking straight about the competition thing. When I told Mom she might not be able to turn around, lifting her leg straight up in the air, over my head, like Aunt Marie had done, Mom gave me grief, and proved she was just as flexible as her sister, if not more so. I guess the Yoga pays off. Of course at the end, she was sitting naked in my lap, facing me, rubbing my hardness between her legs."
Dad shook his head. "I swear, there probably was only one chance in a million of getting your mother like that, and you found it, telling her she couldn't do something her sister could."
I nodded. "I know that now. She's kind of predictable like that. I wouldn't do that on purpose, I didn't know. I told her how worked up I had been with Aunt Marie, about to make a mess, with no way to clean it up. I'm holding her by the hips, sliding her wetness up and down my aching cock. Aunt Marie's solution was to get on the floor boards and blow me. Mom went ballistic when I told her that. She was so angry, I'm surprised she didn't crawl into the back seat and throttle her sister. As it was she told me that we were done with show-and-tell, and she started to get dressed again."
"But you wanted to, didn't you?"
"I had mixed feeling, honestly. I mean, Hell, she's beautiful, and talking about how good she was had me wanting her bad. At the same time, she's my Mom, and as soon as she put on her shirt, I couldn't stop thinking how I'd fucked up, touching her and all. I was practically groveling through my apologies."
Dad put his fully reassembled gun aside, thankfully. "Don't take this wrong, but you don't apologize for doing what any sane man would do. What you did was wrong, not just because she was your Mom, but you betrayed my trust in you. Still, you don't tell her your sorry after you did it. It's a screwed up message. If anything you tell her it was good. Don't thank her like a wimp, and don't apologize." He finished his last beer. "It's water under the bridge. It happened. I'm not happy about it, but I can't say I'm surprised given the situation. Hell, I have to take part of the blame. If you'd started with Alice on your lap, I dare say none of this would have happened." He shook his head, draining his beer. "Your Mom is no longer just your mother, now she's a sexy, beautiful woman. That can't be helped. You understand that you can never say a word about this to anyone, right?"
"Of course! God, who would I talk to about it?"
He held my eyes with his. "Me. You can talk to me. I understand. I'm not going to kick your ass, or punish you for doing what you did. The God's honest truth is I don't know if I'd have had any more restraint. Probably less with Marie. Your relationship with your Mother's changed, for better or worse. Whatever happens in the future, you can talk to me about it. Man to man. And not just about your mother either. Marie, or Penny, or anyone else for that matter. I'm here."
I finished my beer, putting it down, and turning to him. "You know this is messed up, right? Talking to you, about this?"
He nodded. "But I also see where you're coming from. This opening up, this talking about your Mother as a woman, and our history, your honesty about this, it's ... I don't know, it's special. I'm just a guy, you know, and that's my woman. Mine. But you're not some poacher, you're my son. You can't know what that means. Not until you have your own."
I chuckled, humor the instant defense against anything sentimental. And I was afraid if I didn't laugh, I'd cry. "Mom said pretty much the same thing."
"She's right. It's weird. I'm fucking confused. I'm not ashamed to admit it. I want to tear into you for messing with my girl, at the same time I want to congratulate you, and even thank you for opening up about everything. I want to hear about you nailing that teasing bitch Marie, someday soon, and still I want to stop you, knowing how it would drive your Mom bats." He grinned. "If you do manage that one, have your camera ready. Those are some pictures I'd love to see."
"What pictures?" I heard my Mom ask, once more nearly making me leap ten feet in the air. She moved around so damn quietly. We were going to have to put a bell on her, if Dad and I were to have any more private talks.
Dad grinned. "Can I show her? Penny?"
I rolled my eyes, "Dad..."
"I won't if you don't want me to," he said.
"Jeremy! Are you keeping things from me now? After everything?" she asked, suddenly blushing when she realized what she was saying.
I passed the phone over, and gave it to Dad. "Knock yourself out."
He turned away from the table, and patted his lap. "C'mere Alice, let me show you a little of what our boy's been up to."
Mom gave me a smile, then sat down sideways across Dad's legs, the lower part of the robe opening, exposing her thighs all the way to her hip. Sitting in his lap. I was instantly jealous. That should be my lap she was sitting on. She was my lap Mom.
They were both huddled around the phone screen, getting an eyeful of my girlfriend's efforts. Penny would be horrified. "Hey, guys, you can't talk about this, Ok? It would kill Penny to know I was letting anyone see those pictures."
"We'll keep it in the family," Dad told me, while Mom figured out how to zoom in on parts of the picture.
"Who's that remind you of?" Mom asked jokingly, holding the camera up to Dad.
Dad grinned. "A certain, inexperienced freshman as I recall." Dad turned to me. "I still can't believe you're not hittin' that. She's a cutie."
I rolled my eyes. "We had this discussion. I'm going to give it a shot, Ok? It's not like it's that easy. We've been away at the cabin half the time, and even when we're both around, it's a little tough to find places to be alone."
Mom turned to me, and I saw that Dad had his arms around her waist, one sliding inside her robe, obviously playing with her tit. "It you want some privacy, you can always bring her around here. I'll make sure to give you a little space. You always have your bedroom."
I was more than a little surprised. "Over Christmas break you gave me hell for bringing a girl into my bedroom."
"That was before. You've graduated, about to go off to college. Things are different. And besides, it was that trashy little whore Tammy I disapproved of, not you having a nice girl like Penny over."
"Jesus, Mom! Now you tell me? Hello? A little info like that might have helped."
She raised her eyebrows at me. "Me? If we knew a little about your girlfriends, and we didn't have to hear about it second hand, maybe we could have talked about it. You think I like having to hear about your conquests from Marie? You never tell me anything anymore."
I blushed. She was right. I was very private about that kind of stuff, at least until the last two days. I sat back. "You're right Mom. As always. Don't you get tired of always being correct?"
She smiled. "Nope. But I'll take a little of the blame. It's not like we'd opened up much in the past."
Dad laughed. "Not like the last 24 hours, that's for damned sure."
I nodded. "No more secrets. Hell, I could use some advice. It's not like I've made much progress on my own."
Mom grinned, turning the phone screen toward me, with the close-up of Penny's mouth wrapped around my shaft. "Not doing too bad." She showed Dad the image. "What do you think?"
"I wouldn't be whining," he smirked. "She might be new at that, but she looks willing enough. You'll be able to train her. Hell, I bet in a few weeks, she'd put your Aunt to shame."
"Harold!" Mom hissed, poking him.
"What? It's true, and you know it! Attitude is 9/10 of a great blow job, and your sister is the poster girl for the wrong one." He turned to me. "How does Penny feel about it?"
God, these conversations were becoming awkward. "She was the one who suggested it, actually. She was worried she wouldn't be any good, but I have to say, she seemed to like doing it, and once I got that first one, the next dozen or so were all incrementally better. And she swallows with a smile. I like that a lot."
Mom grinned. "Sounds like a keeper. Some girls really like doing it. And if they do, they usually become very good at it. You just have to keep working with her." She turned, her arm around Dad's neck, hugging him. "Your father taught me almost everything I know."
Dad grinned. "She knows a lot. She was a complete natural. By our second week together, she was the best I'd ever had." He was still fondling her. Her movement in his lap, and his caresses had opened her robe halfway, and I was seeing a lot of flesh. I could have seen her tit if Dad's hand wasn't in the way.
Mom smiled. "Have her over soon. Maybe for dinner. We'll let you have the evening with her, and see if you can't make a little more progress." Mom was wiggling in Dad's lap. "What's got you so worked up?" she asked him, making a show of rubbing her ass against his crotch. "You like the idea of that little girl giving our boy a blow-job, don't you? Maybe you'd like to help train her? Pretty little teenager choking on your big, thick cock?"
"Please," Dad growled. "You and I both know she couldn't hold a candle to you."
"Big blue eyes looking up at you, pushing her hair back out of the way so you can see her beautiful face," she said softly, slowly, sexily. "Teenage painted lips stretched tight around your thickness. Holding her head while you pushed past her resistance, her innocent tongue teasing you. Don't tell me you wouldn't like that."
"Mom!" I said. "That's my girlfriend you're talking about."
"Alice," Dad said warningly.
She laughed. "Oh, so it's Ok for you to feel up your Dad's girl, but you would begrudge him the same? Don't you think you should at least let him hold her in his lap, both of them naked? Wouldn't that be fair?"
"God, Mom, this isn't some kind of trade!"
Mom grinned, reaching down between her and Dad. "Your father likes the idea. A lot. I can tell, even if he won't admit it. The big guy don't lie."
"Enough, Alice!" Dad barked. "This kind of teasing is why he doesn't share more of his life with us. Nobody likes a tease."
Mom pouted. "I'm not teasing. Not completely," she said softly.
He lifted her off his lap. "You're done teasing me," he growled, standing up and jerking his pants down roughly. I could see why Mom said Dad and I were so much alike.



"Harold!" Mom gasped.
"Now Alice. I'm not waiting a minute more."
She stood and moved next to him. "Let's go upstairs. I'll make it good."
"You'll do it now. Don't make me repeat myself."
Mom took off her robe, suddenly naked except for panties, folding it and putting it in front of Dad's feet before kneeling on it. "Jeremy? Can your father and I have a little privacy?" she asked piteously.
I started to stand up, but Dad glared at me. "Sit down. Don't let her tell you what to do."
I was embarrassed for her. She was already licking Dad's hardness, her eyes glancing over at me in shame. "She's my mom. She's supposed to tell me what to do."
"Not when she's naked. Then she's a woman. And you're a man, or I hope to God I've raised you to be a man. Sit down and see what a real blow-job should be like. Then you can give your girlfriend some pointers next time around."
"Please, Harold," Mom pleaded, stroking him. "This is wrong." For someone who thought it was wrong, Mom wasn't hesitating over performing in front of me. Hell, she even turned to give me an improved view.
"How is this any worse than you playing grab-ass with him in the car, 3 feet from me. Letting him make you come on his fingers. You forgot to mention that little detail, didn't you? And Marie gave him a blow-job? How come I find out about that from him, and not from my wife of 19 years."
Mom had to pull his cock out of her throat to answer. "I told you about Marie. How she said she loved his taste."
"No, you said she told you he had the sweetest cock. That could mean anything."
"I...I thought I told you," she whined.
"No you didn't. You were holding back. Hell if I know why. Your sister gave our boy a blow-job in the back of our car, and you didn't think that was worth sharing with me?" He turned to me. "You weren't lying, boy, were you?"
He seemed pissed off. I wasn't going to contribute to it if I could help. "No Dad. Aunt Marie sucked me the whole time we were talking about our hunting. It was so dirty. When I told you about taking the shot, that 'Bang' was when I came in her mouth. I came a ton, and she swallowed every drop." I was watching Dad hold Mom's head and push her down on his cock. "We barely had time to get dressed before we were getting gas, then she had to go and tell Mom that I had the sweetest cum. Mom was furious by the time we left."
Dad looked down at Mom, while her eyes looked back and forth between us, sucking him deeply. "Was the Colin stuff crap, just to get Jeremy away from your sister?"
She pulled off gasping. "No. He was being bad, I swear. But that was only part of it. I did want our boy away from that conniving slut. From the very beginning, but you were being obstinate. You wanted him with her, didn't you?" Mom sounded angry. "You knew what would happen."
Dad was standing the whole time. After her accusation he sat down, opening his legs, and pulled her forward, back onto his cock. "You were both drunk, wearing only a t-shirt and panties, and practically begging to sit on the boys' laps. I thought it would be better if it was her on his lap, rather than you. God, woman, you're too much temptation for the boy. An ass like yours rubbing against him for 2 hours? I couldn't do that to him. So I gave him Marie. I knew you could handle Colin."
Mom's head was bobbing up and down in his lap. I pulled my chair closer for a better view, the steel legs scraping noisily against the concrete, no subtleness about it. Mom turned her head, and I almost crapped my pants when she winked at me. Things got quiet for a few minutes, while Mom took exquisite care of Dad. He reached for his beer which appeared to be just out of reach. I got up and got it for him, so he wouldn't have to move. He took a long swig. Mom just kept on going. And going.
I finally had to ask, "Jesus, Dad, how can you last this long? With Penny, I was lucky to last two minutes. Same with Aunt Marie. Against that assault I don't think I'd last 30 seconds."
He chuckled. "A lot of practice and training. Tell him, Alice, how long did I last the first few times?"
She pulled off of him, and I saw she was smiling, stroking his thick cock. "First time? Not even 5 seconds. As soon as he was in my mouth he was coming. God, I almost choked to death. I wasn't ready for it." She looked up at Dad and smiled. "He wanted me bad back then." A long slow lick had me squirming.
Dad laughed. "Back then?"
She grinned, sucking him once, deeply. "I don't think he lasted more than a couple of minutes ever in those first few weeks. But we worked on it together, taking breaks when needed, changing things up, learning together. Doing it back-to-back helped. Now, he comes when he wants to, no matter what I do." She lowered her face, looking at me, while she sucked.
Dad chuckled, reaching down and caressing her face. "Don't believe her. She lets me enjoy it, but when she's determined, I'm still helpless. She's playing now. She knows it, and I know it. It's obvious she likes giving you a show. I could go another ten minutes easy, but if she wanted to, she could have me coming in less than two." He looked down at her, brushing her hair back. "Go ahead, baby. Show him."
Mom looked at me, a smile turning up the edge of her lips. Then she went to work. She took him deep, one hand moving underneath him, the other wrapping around his shaft below her lips. She sucked him fiercely, aggressively, her mouth pounding down on him, his entire length disappearing. Dad leaned back moaning softly, while she did her magic.
I eased in closer, amazed, even though I'd been on the receiving end once. I hadn't been able to see it then, and it was a sight to behold. I pulled her hair back away from her face, and caressed her back with my hand. I could feel her tremble when I touched her.
Dad was right. It couldn't have been more than a minute before he was holding her head and exploding between her lips, groaning her name. Her movements changed, becoming more gentle, more playful, while she finished him. When she pulled away a full minute or more later, he was only half-hard, and his cock was clean.
He tilted up her chin, smiling. "Still incredible. The best ever."
Mom gave his cock a kiss, then climbed back into his lap. He held her close, and they kissed briefly.
"Did you notice?" she asked him. "When he pulled my hair back and touched me? God, I came so hard, I almost had to stop."
Dad smiled, his eyes only for her. "I noticed. So fucking hot, I almost lost it right then." He turned to me. "Was your Aunt anything like that?" he asked with a smirk. He knew the answer.
I shook my head. "Jesus, Dad. I didn't know. Aunt Marie didn't blow me, she let me come in her mouth. I'm going to have to teach her how to give a blow-job like that."
Mom and Dad both laughed. "Good luck with that," Dad said. "I'd concentrate on Penny, she's a lot more likely to have that kind of potential. Give her 20 years, and maybe she'll be half as good as your mother."
Mom blushed. "Now you're teasing me," she said softly.
"God's truth. You are one in a million. Saying she'll be half as good as you in 20 years is giving her the benefit of the doubt," Dad told her, hugging her close. "I'm the luckiest man in the world."
He turned to me. "Show's over, young man. I'm going to take your gorgeous Mom upstairs now. You know how I told you she has the most incredible ass ever? I'm not talking about how it looks."
She giggled, doing a little wiggle in his lap.
I stood up and gave her a hand, getting up off of Dad. I leaned over and picked up her robe, opening it for her. She slid her arms into the sleeves, before turning to face me. "Enjoy the show, Jeremy?" She reached down and rubbed the front of my pants.
"Don't tease the boy, Alice," Dad growled.
She pouted cutely. "Close the deal with Penny, or you'll be getting blisters on your palms."
Dad opened his arm for her, and she slid in close. "Can you clean up for us, son?"
"No problem. Have fun," I teased.
He smiled. "I can pretty much guarantee that."
Fifteen minutes later I was upstairs. The parents were the noisiest they'd ever been, and when I walked by their room, I saw the door was wide open, and Mom was riding Dad, facing the door. She smiled and winked at me, then lifted her hips high, and let me see her slowly take his full length, groaning loudly. I headed for my room, leaving my door open as well, taking my time releasing my own need, several times, while imagining it was me making Mom scream like that.
=======================
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Sweets revenge exposes a weakness and opportunity
This is an entry in the 2012 Halloween contest.
========================
In case you didn't know...
M&M is a registered trademark of the Mars company.
Hershey's KISSES Brand Chocolates is a registered trademark of the Hershey Company
========================
I love Halloween. The unapologetic, over-the-top nature of the whole holiday. An excess of candy, a shortage of material in costume making, a handy excuse for the wildest party of the year. Black and white horror films. Technicolor home displays. The sluttification of the American woman. The perfect excuse to scare your friends.
Did I mention the candy?
Our office has a break area supplied with drinks and snack. Mostly soda, water, some juice, and something over-caffeinated in the fridge. Chips, cookies, crackers, nuts and fruit in the cabinets and on the counter.
Halloween brings the candy. Mmmm. Chocolate.
It starts a couple of weeks early, when the over-sized, individually wrapped goodies come out for Halloween, and it continues for another week of decadence following the Trick-or-Treating, when everyone brings in their excess remains.
Our admin is a cutie, young and definitely OCD. Everything has to be in order, lined up, organized, everything in its place. I can see why my office drives her nuts. She gets fidgety whenever she's in there more than a few seconds. I made her sit through a conference call once, and within minutes she lost it and was sifting through my desk contents, stacking, moving, lining things up. I kept smacking her hands away, and 30 seconds later she'd be back at it. Embarrassed, but unable to stop. Cute as hell.
I stop by her desk a few times a day, checking on mail, assigning some minor tasks, sometimes to chat. She's a sweet girl, pretty, almost finished with college, which she's completing part-time. Wears nice little cleavage exposing tops at least once a week or so. Bless her little heart.
Briana does the snack buying, and I noticed she had a penchant for M&Ms. Regular, no peanuts, pretzels, or peanut butter. Simple candy coated chocolate heaven. I personally am a fan of the Hershey Kisses. How simple and elegant, teardrops of endorphins, individually wrapped. Melt in your mouth goodness.
I couldn't help notice how she'd grab a handful of M&Ms out of the candy jar, and lay them out in orderly little piles, sorted by color and number. Sometimes they'd be lined up, other times separated into groups. Boxes of 4, curved rainbows, triangles, concentric circles. There was always an uneven number to start, more of the greens and oranges, maybe the blues, a shortage of yellows, reds, browns. She'd work to even it out, eating the excess quantities down until they were nicely balanced, then continuing to bring the number down until there were one or two of all the colors equally. She worked from left to right (never right to left) or top to bottom, until they were all gone by the end of the day. One good size fistful to start the day, lasting all eight hours.
I'd been giving her a hard time. We were out of Kisses and dry roasted peanuts, but the M&M jar was still a third full, so no shopping. On the third day of shortage I was leaning over the edge of her desk, eyeing her neat little piles. Time to ratchet things ups.
I commenced my terrorist campaign.
Let's face it. Engineer's are a weird bunch. Nothing half-assed in our plans. If we're going to do something, no reason not to do it to excess.
When Briana returned from lunch, she was faced with an epic disaster. In a line of M&Ms six long, and three deep, the fourth from the left was missing. There was a note, written in newspaper ransom font.
"WE GOT RED. KISSES OR SHE GETS IT."
I had a perfect view of her response. I had adjusted the entrance camera to look down on her desk, and had tapped into the IP feed.
She appeared to be in shock. She shrugged it off, and sat down, a few minutes later moving the M&Ms around, into different patterns. She always came back to the same three lines, in the same order. Green, orange, blue, red, yellow, brown. And that sad gap where one was missing.
She got up and went to the kitchen, returning with one red M&M. Damn. Such a beautiful plan, such a simple flaw. Briana slipped it into the opening and went back to her work.
For about 10 seconds.
She turned back and moved the one new red M&M. Adjusted its position. Turned it upside down. She finally picked it up, looked at it and popped it between her pretty red lips. Leaving the huge cavity in her design.
Thirty seconds later she was standing in my doorway. "I want it back," she said, looking so determined. Adorable.
"I'm sure I don't know what you mean," I said calmly.
She walked over and stared down at me from her lofty 5'5", including three inch wedge heels. Wow. I rated. She'd put on her shoes to confront me. "Give it back."
"You know what it takes," I told her calmly, continuing my typing.
She turned and stomped out of my office, "You can be such a jerk, Zach."
"Thank you, please come again," I called out after her.
I brought the video feed back up and watched her angrily push the candy pile to the side, making a jumble of it, getting back to some form she was working on. That didn't last five minutes. She turned to the side, her hands practically shaking, rearranging the piles, desperately. Seeing her like that I started to feel bad for her. It was a real compulsion.
Damn. It was just a joke. I didn't want to do that to her.
I unlocked my file drawer, reaching to the back, and pulling out the tiny little clear plastic box I'd put her M&M in. A joke. I looked up as Briana burst into my office, closing the door sharply behind her. She leaped upon me, pressing her lips against mine. She bit my lip, her tongue brushing against my teeth, her breath heavy.
She pulled back, her eyes on fire, chest heaving. "There. Now give her to me."
I was shocked, and on the verge of groveling for treating her like that. But I couldn't. It was too damn funny. "Chocolate Kisses, Bree. We're out of chocolate kisses." I pushed her little captive red M&M out in front of me.
She picked up the box, clutching it to her chest, blushing. "I'm so sorry, Zach," she whispered, bringing her hand to her mouth.
"Three days we've been out. It was only meant to be a little reminder," I told her. I wanted to hold her, calm her, but I was afraid. The office. Sexual harassment. The age difference, only about 10 years, but it seemed like 20.
"Don't tell, Ok? I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that," she whispered, literally shaking. I could swear she was on the verge of a breakdown.
I couldn't stand it. "Shh." I whispered, putting my arm around and her and walking her back to her desk. I didn't give a flying fuck if anybody saw.
Standing in front of her candy pile, I took the plastic pillbox from her and opened it. I placed it next to the colorful stacks. "You rescued her. Bring her home."
Briana fumbled twice, her shaking hands unable to pull the red M&M from its temporary home. She ended up turning the box over, dumping it out and pushing it in line with the others. She pulled it out again, turning it upside down so the imprinted white 'm' was on the top. She turned it so the printing was straight, and slid it back in place.
I saw the tenseness disperse, and she sat back in her chair, obviously relieved. She grabbed the first M&M in line, the green one and popped it in her mouth. She grinned at me, leaning back in her chair. Suddenly so calm and collected.
"I'll get the Kisses tonight," she said. "Hershey, chocolate Kisses."
"I'm not picky about the brand. I suddenly find myself a fan of all types of kisses."
She grinned. "I bet. You say one word about this, and I will make you pay forever. Believe me, Zach. I can make your life hell."
I shrugged. "Or heaven." I leaned over. "Sorry, I was only teasing," I said softly.
She gave me a sweet little smile and a wink. "I know. We're cool."
Her phone rang, and she looked at the number. "I have to take this. It's important."
I nodded, turning back to my desk.
"Mom? Everything's fine..."
Back at my desk, I couldn't stop thinking about her, and that kiss. I kept the video feed up on my desktop, while working. She had slowly worked her way through the first three M&Ms and had come to the red one. She picked it up and moved it to the back row, eating the one she'd replaced.
Still awfully cute, for a nut job.
I watched her all afternoon. I felt like a damn stalker. Hell, who am I kidding, I was. It was that damn red M&M. I kept waiting for her to eat it. She always ate all of them, before she left at 4:30, on the dot.
It was 4:28, and three M&Ms remained. Red, yellow, brown. Briana had already turned off the computer, and cleared her desk. A spotless surface except for those three colorful chocolates. She suddenly reached out and grabbed all three of them, putting them in her mouth. That lasted a good 5 seconds before she was spitting them back out into her hand. She put the red one to the side, and popped the other two back into her mouth. I saw her trembling hand pick up the last lonely survivor. She opened her drawer, pulled out a napkin and patted it dry. She pursed her lips and blew on it, examining it carefully for damage. I watched her open her center drawer and pull out the pillbox. She glanced up at the clock, placed Red back into the plastic home, and locked her away. The clock still read 4:30, the second hand sweeping past the nine. She grabbed her purse and keys, running through the door. On time as always.
I stayed late. Very late. Doing something I should have done months before.
* * *
I strolled in around 9:40. We have flex hours, 9:30 to 4:30 the core hours when everyone is supposed to be in the office. I usually make it by 9:30, but I wasn't a stickler. We didn't punch a time clock, and as long as you're in the right ballpark, nobody cares about a few minutes now and then.
Briana was sitting in my office. "It's 9:42," she said, exasperated.
There was a little pyramid of Kisses in the middle of my desk.
"I'm sorry." I was. I imagine those 12 minutes were hell for her.
I sat in my chair, the desk between us. "Kisses for me?"
She grinned. "Chocolate only, if you can't be on time."
Flirting. Cute. Adorable. "I won't be late again."
She ran her hands across my cleared desk. Nothing but a monitor, a keyboard, a mouse, and my phone. She looked around the office. Spotless. "Did you do this for me?" she asked softly.
I nodded. "I don't want you uncomfortable when you come in here."
She smiled, and stood up. "You didn't just throw it all in a drawer, did you?" She opened the overhead cabinets, seeing all my books neatly stacked. She reordered a couple of them, and moved to my drawers, opening them and looking inside. She had to make a change everywhere, stacking pads, moving a stapler, shifting empty folders to the back of the full ones, instead of the front.
When she closed the last one, she went back to her chair, sitting back, relaxed, obviously happy. "Must have taken you a while," she said.
"And then some."
She stood again, leaning over the desk toward me. It was cleavage day, and I got quite a nice glimpse of flesh. "That was sweet," she said softly. She reached out and pulled the top Kiss off my neat little pile. She opened it slowly, pulling the little piece of white paper out and straightening it, then stretched across and put the chocolate to my lips. I opened my mouth and accepted her little gift. Briana rolled the foil into a tiny ball, and dropped it in the garbage can. She ran the paper through her fingers, until it was nice and straight.
"Be on time tomorrow, or no kisses for you."
I watched her on camera during the day. Not compulsively like the day before, but occasionally, smiling to myself each time she changed the pattern of her piles or ate another one. She had the little pillbox out, pushed back out of view, behind her pill piles.
I stopped by and chatted a moment, looking at her neat little groupings. "How's Red?"
She blushed. She pulled the little clear box forward. "I couldn't do it. She's not a candy now. She's the queen of the M&Ms."
"Lucky girl. Gets to sit up here with you all day."
"How were the kisses?" she asked.
"Sweet as always. Melt in your mouth goodness. Not as nice as yesterday's of course."
"No? That's too bad. Next time I might have to look for a new brand."
By the end of the day, her pile was gone, and at 4:30, Red was in her protective box, hidden in a drawer, and I was online doing a little shopping for my M&M girl.
* * *
I was at my desk at 9:20. At 9:30 on the dot, Briana walked in looking around the office, obviously checking to see if I'd maintained it in good order. She closed the door, until it was open only a couple of inches. She walked over to the window and adjusted the blind so it was even at the bottom, and ran her hand down the slats, making sure they were all in place. Turning back to the desk, she opened her bag and took out four Hershey kisses. She put three in a neat little triangle, and turned the fourth one upside down in the middle. Exactly the same as the day before.
"There's one missing," I observed brilliantly.
She leaned against the desk next to me. "Goodness. I guess there is. We'll have to fix that." She leaned in and gave me a sweet little kiss on the lips. Nothing crazy, only a soft pucker, not even any tongue.
Even so, she had my heart racing.
"Better?" she asked, turning to the door.
"Yes. I like that brand a lot better."
She laughed opening the door. "I'm sure you do. Enjoy your kisses."
I watched my girl during the day, playing with her candy, entertaining Red, and going through her typical work day. I spaced my own kisses out during the day, imagining replacing each with a real kiss. My new favorite brand.
I left a note on her desk. "Wait for me, before you get your M&Ms."
* * *
At home my package had arrived. $65 for a less than a pound, rush, overnight delivery. Expensive. My adorable admin was definitely worth it.
* * *
I showed up early, knowing that she'd probably get edgy, breaking up her routine. At 7:58 she was organizing her space, unlocking her drawers, putting her purse in the back of the bottom right, hanging up her jacket. At 8:00 she was seated at her desk. She looked up at the clock, moved her mouse and logged into the computer.
I stopped by a couple of minutes later. "Let me know when you're going to get your snacks," I said.
She barely looked up, scrolling through her email. "Nine o'clock."
At nine, Briana was standing in my door, punctual as always. I got up and walked with her to the break-room. She walked over to the M&M jar, and I stopped in front of it, reaching into the cupboard, top shelf. I brought down the jar and passed it to her.
She was nicely surprised. I watched her open the wide mouth jar, dipping her hand in and retrieving a fist full of M&Ms. Three colors only, light pink, dark pink and red. She lifted one up and looked at it. On the reverse it had my name, ZACH. She grinned. "Your brand?"
I nodded. "Not near as nice as yours, but I thought you might like to give it a try."
She shook her head. "I can't eat these."
I closed the jar, and put it on the top shelf. "You have to, or I won't let you see the next batch."
She laughed, such a sweet carefree sound. She was beautiful when she laughed. "Ok, I'll give them a try. It's going to be hard to beat the originals."
"A try is all I ask."
She retreated to her desk, and I watched her play with her new M&Ms, sorting and organizing them. At 9:30 she walked into my office, giving a quick look around. She partially closed the door, came over beside me, her cute bottom resting on my desk, and put three Kisses on my desk.
I pouted. "I was gypped."
She giggled and brought her lips to mine, kissing me softly, lingering, her tongue brushing my lips for a moment. She brushed her hand against my cheek, as she pulled away. "Still feel gypped?
I shook my head.
"You can have the other one after you take me to lunch. 11:50. Don't be late."
At 11:40, I looked up into my admin video feed, and she was playing with the M&Ms. She moved her hands, and I saw she had created a heart, the dark red M&Ms on the outer edge, two interior rows of light pink, the rest of the center filled with the dark pink. She ate three of the dark pink ones, leaving a hole in the middle where she quickly place Red, clear case and all.
She looked up, glancing around and quickly re-segregated them into three piles. She put Red away, and turned off her monitor.
I minimized the camera feed, grabbed my wallet and keys, and hurried to her area, glancing up at the big clock facing her desk. 11:49. At 11:50 she stood and passed me her jacket. I opened it for her, helping her put it on. She pulled her purse out of the bottom drawer, locking her desk.
In the parking lot she took one look at my car and came to a dead standstill. After a few seconds she looked over at me. "Can we take my car?" she asked.
She gave me her keys, and I unlocked the doors, opening hers for her, closing it securely once she was inside. I got in the driver side, adjusting the mirrors and seat. "Any place special?"
She smiled. "I imagine any place you take me will be special." She looked down at her watch. "Fifty-four minutes."
Plenty of time for almost anywhere, but I didn't want her stressing. I had a feeling I knew someplace she'd like. Call it a hunch.
We pulled in front of the large restaurant. It advertised a Chinese buffet, but the real prize was the sushi. Usually twenty or more types, with two sushi chefs behind the counter constantly restocking. The lunch buffet was $8.99, $12.99 with the sushi.
Briana was in heaven. She went through the buffet, selecting half a dozen different types, a few of each. She made patterns, by size and color, before eating the first one. I saw a beautiful smile appear on her face. "It's good," she said.
"You like sushi?" I asked.
She giggled. "A little late to ask." She picked up a second one, tuna. "So far I do."
"Your first time?"
She nodded, blushing. "In a lot of ways. Thank you, Zach."
I showed her how to take the wasabi and mix it with the soy sauce for dipping. It took her a couple of minutes to get it the way she wanted, then tested it with a piece of Salmon, evening her plate down to two each of five different types. Four pieces as spikes of a wheel, with two pieces of spicy volcano roll in the middle.
I got a kick out of trying to teach her how to use chopsticks. I thought it was interesting that she had no problems with the new type of food, and utensils. Then again, what did I know about that kind of compulsion?
It was nice. We chatted about work, about the upcoming holiday, the merits of M&Ms vs. Kisses. There was little awkwardness, and a surprising level of comfort.
With ten minutes to spare, I had paid the bill, and was helping her with her coat. The restaurant was less than 5 minutes from the office, but I didn't want her getting nervous if I pressed the time.
She grinned as she got in the car. "I would have been good for a couple of more minutes," she said, almost apologetically.
"I'll remember that next time."
"You think there's going to be a next time? After that stunt you pulled kidnapping Red?"
"Kidnapping? I was the one who saved her. I had heard she was going to be eaten before 4:30 pm. Such a cruel fate."
I hadn't started the car. And our time was ticking away. "I had an ulterior motive for leaving early," I confessed.
"You? Ulterior motive? I'm shocked."




"I was hoping to collect on my missing kiss."
She leaned toward me smiling. "I think that's only fair. It was a very nice lunch, thank you."
I met her halfway, our lips coming together gently. Hers parted against the pressure of my tongue, allowing me access, teasing and tasting her. I hated to pull away, but time was of the essence.
I started the car before she was even leaning back in her chair, turning into traffic. I looked over at her, eyes almost closed, smiling at me enigmatically. "You're not what I expected," she said softly.
"Ditto, and then some."
She laughed. "Oh, I know I'm seriously fucked up, but you...you surprise me."
"I hope in a good way."
"Definitely. Most definitely. Thanks again. I was very nervous about this, and I can say, without the least hesitation, that was the best date I've ever been on."
"I get to call it a date?" I teased.
"It ended in a kiss, didn't it?"
"I'd like to date you again."
"Me too. Let me have a little time to digest this one first, alright?"
"Whatever time you need."
I got out of the car, and ran around to her side, to open her door. She'd started to open it but stopped, and waited for me. I helped her out, closing the door behind her, and passing her the keys.
"You didn't open the door for me on the way there," she observed.
"I didn't know we were on a date. I'm sorry."
She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Forgiven. I like sushi."
* * *
Our second lunch date, three days later, and less than a week until Halloween. I had called ahead to the restaurant, and asked them to have the food ready when we arrived. Briana was surprised, but delighted when an assortment of finger-food appetizers was presented to us, on two large platters.
"Appetizers for lunch. I hope I wasn't too presumptuous."
She was already making patterns from our snacks. She was giggling, in a great mood. "Double kisses for you today. This is the best ever. I can take what I want, and you get stuck with the excess. It's perfect."
She took a bite of something deep-fried. "What are these round things?" she asked.
"I have no idea. Probably fried zucchini or something similar."
She put them on my plate, opening up space on hers for arranging. "I hope you like them. They taste like poop."
"Thank you so much for letting me have the good stuff," I kidded. She was right. They weren't very good. "Reminder to self. Double mini-burgers, no fried poop, next time."
Briana smiled and reached for the last slider. I beat her to it.
"No! He's mine. I saw him first. I opened a space for him and everything," she whined.
"You snooze, you lose," I told her, lifting it teasingly, for a big bite.
"Please? You can't devour him, it's not fair. He has to go last."
"Last?"
"He's the tallest. Last. It has to be."
"What will you trade for him?" I asked.
She pouted. "I already promised you double kisses," she said softly.
"From your plate. I have to eat too. Not just the fried poop. Trade for him."
"Oh," she said blushing. She eyed her plate, moving the food around, and freed up three items. "Fair?" she asked.
I tried to act like I was thinking hard. Fist to the bottom of the chin and everything.
"What? It's a good deal," she griped.
"Sorry. You got me thinking about the kisses. Much better deal."
She grinned. "You like?"
"Very much."
"If you can be by my car at 4:35, one Big kiss. Fair trade?"
"More than fair. I feel like I'm cheating you now."
She took the slider off my plate, moving the other three items onto mine. "That wasn't the deal."
"Eat. You're going to need your strength."
She was right. At 4:31, I was standing by her car waiting. She walked over casually, unlocking the car from a distance, opening the passenger door and putting her purse inside. She walked around the car and slid into my arms as if it was the most natural thing in the world.
I was expecting the kiss, but was very glad for the long extended hug.
She looked up at me expectantly, and I brought my lips down to hers. It started slowly enough, brushing our lips together, puckered little kisses. She pressed her little teeth against my bottom lip, tugging softly. I ran my tongue across her upper teeth, feeling their sharp, perfectly aligned bottoms. Her mouth opened, pressing forward, her tongue pushing against mine, sliding around it, her breath flowing into me.
I let my legs slide outward, pulling her body closer, connecting from hips to chest, my arms drawing her tighter. She made the sweetest little whimper, opening her mouth and letting me explore.
I felt her tremble, and backed away slowly, worried that I had pushed things too far. "Are you Ok?" I asked, looking into her eyes, looking for any signal she was uncomfortable.
"No. I'm scared."
"Why, Bree? What did I do wrong?"
"Nothing. That's the problem. It's all too good. It has to blow up in my face. I don't deserve this," she said nervously.
I kissed her forehead, her narrow little turned up nose, her soft lips, her sharp chin. "Give us a chance, don't be afraid of something good happening."
She trembled, burying her head in my chest. "Slowly, Zach, Ok? This is all so new to me."
"Kisses?"
"Everything. It should be more difficult than this. It can't be this easy. Nothing new ever is."
I stroked her back, showering kisses on the top of her head. I decided to change the subject. "A friend of mine is having a Halloween party. Usually a pretty big blow-out. Would you like to go, Saturday?"
"I don't do well at big parties."
"What do you normally do for Halloween?"
"Dress up and pass out candies. I like to see all the kid's outfits. We get a good sized crowd in my neighborhood."
"Would you like company?"
"You'd be bored. You should go to your party," she said.
"I'd love to spend the evening with you, passing out candy, and maybe watching a couple of old movies."
"Are you sure?"
"Absolutely positive. Please."
She gave me a squeeze. "No later than 6:00 pm. Dress up."
"Thank you. I'll be there."
"Nothing too crazy either. My parents always stop by. I can't tell them no, just because I have a date. Not on Halloween."
"Understood. Family friendly costume."
She gave me a little kiss. "Was the Big Kiss worth that silly little burger?" she asked.
"Worth the whole friggin' restaurant."
She chuckled. "Why do you have to be so sweet?"
"It's all the kisses. Chocolate and otherwise."
"Mmm. Remind me to keep you fully stocked."
I opened the door, before returning to work. Costume. I had an idea.
* * *
Two more lunches before the weekend. Both times a delight. I wanted to see more of her, after work on a real date maybe, but I didn't want to push her. The more I thought about her comments, how everything was new to her, the more nervous I got. Did she not date? Was I her first 'boyfriend'. I felt the weight of responsibility settle on my shoulders to be as good as I could be, for her.
I found the costume I was looking for online. Paid a fortune for overnight shipping, and then set in to do some customization. Several hours Friday evening and a few more Saturday morning, before I was happy with it.
* * *
She'd said no later than 6:00, not at 6:00, so I felt fine showing up at 5:45. Early enough to allay any concerns about my being late, while giving her plenty of time to get ready.
I rang the bell, and a large, make that huge, man opened the door, dressed as Frankenstein. I had to look up at him, his head higher than the door. Jesus, must have been close to seven feet tall.
He stuck his hand out, and it swallowed mine. "I'm Brian, you must be Zach." He looked me over, smiling. "I see you know my daughter pretty well."
He stepped back out of the doorway, gesturing me to come in. "The girls are still getting ready. You know how they are, everything has to be perfect. To the last detail."
I nodded, grinning. "Women."
"Especially these two. Like mother like daughter." He walked toward the kitchen, while I followed, still stunned by his size. "Angela usually has her issues under control, and the drugs help. Briana's trying to deal with it on her own."
He passed me a beer from the refrigerator, opening his. "You don't mind if we talk about this? We probably won't get another 5 minutes alone. You should know what you're walking into."
"I don't mind at all. I appreciate it. She doesn't talk much about her family life. Nor about her condition. She does seem to have it under control, as long as she stays on schedule, and we leave her personal space alone."
"You understand, if you're going to date her, your personal space becomes hers?"
"I figured that out. Got my office in order, with her approval after a few minor changes. Detailed the car and even organized the trunk."
"Containers," he said softly. "For some reason, things in containers don't bother them as much. A messy container is a very minor nuisance. Even a simple box in the back seat of the car for anything loose, helps a lot."
"Has your wife always been this way?"
"As long as I've known her. If you have any questions, anything, ask. Call. Anytime. I'm serious. Day or night. Anything at all. This isn't easy. Not for either of you. You're the first man she's gone out with more than twice. That says a lot to me. I'm pulling for you."
"Thanks. I'm going to take you up on that. I hope for a very long time."
He grinned. "That would be good. We only want her to be happy."
I heard the women in the other room. He perked up, and walked toward the living room. "Coaster, at least an inch away from any edge of the table. Ideally geometrically placed," he said softly. "By the way. Good choice on the costume. Homerun. You'll see."
We walked out and I saw his wife. Bride of Frankenstein, in miniature. She looked like a doll. Even shorter then Briana, with a Marge Simpson hairdo in black and silver. Tight torn mini-dress, black fishnet stockings. Wow. She walked over to me, and gave me a hug. "I'm so glad to meet you, Zach. She can't stop talking about you."
"Mom! Gosh!" I turned to see the most adorable sight. A giant Hershey kiss, must have been four feet across at her thighs, if it reached that low. Her legs were encased in white fishnet stockings. She was wearing a smaller Kiss for a hat, and long white gloves. Little white streamers, labeled with "KISSES" stuck out of her hat and the back of her outfit.
She smiled, walking over. "I know how much you like Kisses," she said. She looked me over, grinning. "Looks like great minds think alike."
I was dressed as a huge bag of plain M&Ms, dark brown wrapper, from shoulders to knees. Black pants and a black turtleneck complete the ensemble.
Briana giggled. "God, that's mean. I haven't had a single M&M today."
"Ready for a little treat?" I teased, reaching down to my waist, and opening one of my customizations, a pocket, around belly-button level.
"Zach!" she gasped, blushing.
"Trust me, sweetie. Reach in."
She closed her eyes, turning away from me, and slid her hand into the opening. She laughed, pulling out a hand full of loose M&Ms, in her three custom colors. She popped one in her mouth, gave her mother one, then dropped to her knees, organizing them on the table.
I sat on the couch, placing my beer on a coaster as I'd seen her father do, the coaster touching the corner edges of one of the four large square patterns embedded in the wooden surface.
"Any more surprises in there for me?" she asked. She reached over and nudged my coaster a hair. I couldn't even see the difference.
I reached into the two side pockets, equally hidden, pulling out mini-bags of M&Ms. "Plain and Peanut."
Any more teasing was interrupted by the doorbell ringing. "It's starting!" her mother exclaimed, clapping her hands like a little girl. I could see where Briana got her cuteness from. Her mother must have been at least 40, but she seemed like a teenager. Friggin' adorable.
Briana finished her M&M segregation, hopped up and ran to the door, the bottom of her outfit bouncing sexily, teasing, not quite showing what she was wearing underneath.
Any ideas I had of watching a movie were quickly abandoned. Briana was right. The kids didn't stop for hours. She and her mother had a system, a large table around the corner from the front door had an assortment of candy arranged in organized piles. Briana would select the treats to distribute, and pass them to her Dad. He'd hold them on a tray while Briana's mother delivered them to the trick-or-treaters.
I felt like an outside observer, until Briana got me involved, opening bags of candy and putting them on her table, for her to reorganize before sending them out the door.
It was a blast, talking about the kids outfits, hearing about past costumes, and the Halloween house decorations. The parents were subtle, sliding in a few more personal questions now and then, family size, schooling, job, but only rarely, and never more than one or two without a break.
I didn't mind sharing, since they were doing the bulk of it. Angela was a tease, surprising me by giving me a hug from behind. "I'm so glad you're here with us, Zach."
"No Mom!" Briana snapped, giggling, slapping her Mom's hands away as she pulled them out of the front pocket, M&Ms in her greedy grip.
"They're mine," Briana laughed, grabbing at her Mom's hands, trying to open them.
"Brian!" her mother called out. "Help me!"
He laughed. "You brought this on yourself Angie, I'm staying out of it."
They were obviously having fun, and I didn't want to interfere. A group of kids walked up to the door, and I intercepted them.
"Trick or treat!" the four ankle biters called out.
I reached into my side pockets, pulling out some of my M&M treats. I was happy to get rid of them, they were heavy, and I figured they'd be melting before too long.
I dealt with the crowd of four, 2 mini-bags each, and looked back to see the girls gigging, wrestling. Angela had her hands at her mouth, struggling to eat her treat, while her daughter was trying to pull it away. "My hair!" her mother whined. "Don't mess up the hair."
I looked over at Briana's father, and he shook his head. Don't get involved. Seemed like good advice.
I had another group of three coming up the walk. Tots. I was a little surprised they were still out, it was getting late. I knelt down in front of them, and when they made their plea for candy, I reached into my outfit and passed out the bags.
"Mom! I can't believe you! He made those special for me," Briana whined.
"I didn't raise you to be selfish," Angela teased. "I'd share with you."
Briana came over and without a word reached down my front, coming up with some more treats. She walked over to her Mom, holding them out. "Mom, they're not normal M&Ms. They're for me. Look."
I could feel myself blushing, as Angela looked the candy over. "Oh, sweetie. I didn't know. I'm sorry. I was just playing," she said.
I watched and Briana went to her table, segregating the candies, and coming up with two extras. She gave her father one, and gave her mother the other one. "I'll share. But don't take, them, please."
Her mother took her by the hand, and sat down with her. "Relax, baby. I won't take any more, I promise. I didn't know, Ok?"
Briana, was sitting anxiously, moving the candies around, pushing two to the side, before she seemed to settle down. She moved one of the extras in front of her Mom, holding the other one, waiting for her Mom to eat hers.
I dealt with a new crowd of kids at the door. When I finished with them, Angela was standing beside me, looking nervous.
She leaned against me. "Please tell me she's not some game to you."
I shook my head. "No way. Sweetest, most fascinating girl I've ever known," I said softly. I watched a crowd of six come running up to the door. Tween-aged, their parents standing out by the curb.
Angela reached into my side pocket, making me nervous, pulling out a handful of candy packages. I grabbed several from the other side.
"Girls like Briana and me," she said softly, passing out the candy. "We know we're a handful. We are slow to grow attached to our guys, but we are absolutely devoted once we do. Give us a chance."
"Anything I can do, I'm committed to making this work."
Briana moved up on the other side of me, "Leave him alone, Mom. Please, you're embarrassing me."
I turned, reached out to her head, pulled her forward and kissed her softly. "Your Mom's great. She only wants the best for you. Me too. I'm nuts about you, you know?"
She blushed, smiling. "Not too crazy for you?"
I shook my head. "I'm gonna screw up now and then. I don't know how to handle some of this. You need to be open and honest with me. I'll get better."
She looked on the verge of tears. "I don't know how. You've been perfect."
I laughed. "You're setting me up for a fall. I'm not perfect. Far from it. But I'm willing to do whatever you need. Whatever. You only have to let me know."
She smiled. "I could use another kiss."
Angela tugged me away. "Incoming. Keep the kisses indoors, kids. Impressionable youngsters are watching."
The number of kids had slowed, but a trio was laughing, walking up the path. I felt the hands sliding down my sides, retrieving the treats. "One of each, for each of them," Briana said, three bags in her hands. She flipped them over so all the writing was going the same direction.
One brown bag, one yellow bag for each of the kids. I looked up and saw a virtual army of kids on their way. There must have been at least a dozen.
"You have enough for all of them?" Angela asked. I could feel her hand moving around, checking how many bags were left. There was a small problem. It wasn't really a pocket. There was a bag attached to the opening, and pinned to my pants belt. It was easy to reach inside and miss the bag. Angela seemed to discover that, giggling as her hand felt around, rubbing my side.
"Seems like it," Briana said, pulling out a handful.
"There were 40 bags of each," I told them.
I felt her hand slide back into the gap on my side, and struggled not to make a scene, when she discovered the same issue, and her hands started rubbing my hip. "Feels good on this side," she giggled.
"Briana..." her mother whispered, warningly. As if she had any room to talk, her hand was being wicked, inside my outfit, rubbing my side and upper thigh, only a scant couple of inches from really being naughty.
The kids were upon us, and the girl's hands kept slipping in my outfit, retrieving bags, each of the them putting a package of M&Ms into the goody bags held up before them.
Briana was keeping her near hand inside my outfit, leaning close to me, crushing the side of her outfit. She'd pull out a candy, then slide her hand back in, and give me a teasing rub before snagging the next treat to be passed out.
Angela was no better, her hand never leaving the pocket for long. Her hand was more exploratory, wandering around, front and back. She gave my ass an unexpected squeeze, and I almost jumped.
The last of the trick-or-treaters left, and Briana leaned over, looking around me. Her hand was still in my outfit. "Mom! What was that?" she hissed.
"Nice buns," Angela giggled.
"Dad!" Briana, called out. "Mom's being bad."
"God, Briana, I can't believe you told on me!" Angela whined.
Brian walked up behind her, picking her up bodily, hoisting her high, like a toy. "Jesus, Angie, we've just met the boy. Give the kids some space, before you scare him off."
"We're just playing around, Brian," she whined.
I laughed. "She's not going to scare me off. I love the fact that the girls are close. My sister and my Mom don't get along all that well."
"See?" Angela whined, wiggling in his grip. Her struggles had the bottom of her dress riding high on her hips, her legs kicking. A tiny little black thong was exposed, along with a red and black garter belt. Sweet Jesus. Her mom was hot.



We seemed to have weathered the storm. We hadn't seen a kid for a few minutes. A group of teenagers came running up to the door, and I felt like something was missing when Briana pulled out the candy, my other side lonely.
I reached into the pocket, and Angela was there, slapping my hand away. "I'll be good," she said.
"You better," Briana teased.
"That was mean, telling on me," Angela pouted, whispering to her daughter. "Remember, two can play that game, sweetie."
"What? You're going to tell on me? I didn't do anything. He is my date."
"Your costume?" Angela teased, warningly.
"Mom! You promised," Briana gasped.
"I never thought you'd tell on me," Angela said sadly.
Their hands were back to being bad, although they seemed to be ignoring me other than as a candy dispenser, and a body to be teased.
"I'm sorry, Mom. Dad's not mad. He knows we're just playing around. I didn't mean nothing by it."
"Still, you never told on me before," Angela said. She seemed upset. I put my arm around her, and she leaned into me. Her hand moved to the back, rubbing my rear. Her husband couldn't have been 10 feet away, putting away the last remnants of the candy.
"This is different, you know?" Briana said softly.
"I know, sugar. I only want to help. I like him. He's not like the others. More like your dad."
I was nervous. Briana's hand was on my backside, only a couple of inches from her mother's. I felt a little more movement, and the hands were together. Weird, but nice.
"I know Mom. I know you want to help. Some things I need to do for myself. Ok?"
"You're sure?" Angela asked nervously.
"No," Briana said softly. "I'm scared. I can't let that stop me."
Angela let go of me, and moved over to her daughter. She reached up and hugged her, and Briana turned and hugged her mother almost desperately. "Thanks for being here," Briana said softly.
"Always baby. Whatever you need from me or your Dad. I love you."
Briana gave her a big squeeze. "I know, I love you guys."
Angela, let go of her daughter and stood in front of me. She reached her arms up and I leaned over, letting her wrap her arms around my neck, while I gave her a hug.
"She's worth it all," Angela whispered into my ear.
"I know. I'll try to be worthy."
She almost broke my neck she squeezed so tightly. "You are. Be good to her. Gentle and slow, Ok?"
"Gentle and slow."
She gave me a quick kiss on the lips, surprising, even with all the teasing going on. She pulled away, before turning to her daughter. "Can I have a couple of the special ones, before I go?"
"Not too many," Briana said softly.
Angela reached into the front pocket. She pulled out a few and looked at them, sorting out two of each color. She slid her hand back inside and I got goosebumps when she reached down my front, her hand rubbing against me. I was hard, not too surprising, and she gave my shaft a squeeze. She gave me a wink, and turned to her daughter, showing her hand. "Two of each? One for me and one for your dad?"
Briana, nodded.
Angela turned away. "You done in here?" she called out. "I think it's time for us to head home."
Briana walked in, closing her door, and turning off the outside light. I emptied my side pockets, only a handful of packets left from each side.
Her parents said goodnight, her father giving me a crushing handshake. "Call, anytime. I'll understand, and help where I can."
"Dad!" Briana griped.
"You're difficult. I love you baby, but God knows you're not easy to be around sometimes. There's going to be times when he needs help maneuvering the mine field."
"Geez, you make me sound like some kind of ticking time-bomb. You're supposed to be on my side."
"I'm on your side. But us guys got to stick together. I saw you two ganging up on him." He gave me a wink.
Angela gave me a hug. "Wonderful meeting you, Zach. I hope we get a chance to really get to know each other. Don't be a stranger."
I hugged her back. "I had a great time tonight. Thanks for everything, and making me feel so comfortable."
She gave me a quick kiss on the lips, gave her daughter a hug, and they departed. Briana rushed off to the kitchen, and returned with a big empty jar. "Special M&Ms. In here."
Clearly, she was anxious, so I dumped them in the jar, making sure to get all of them. She put a lid on the jar, and shook it. She took the jar to the pantry, and put it on a shelf. After that I could see her body relax. I was starting to recognize her stress symptoms easier.
She walked to the cabinet, pulling out a few liquor bottles. "I need a drink. Can I make you one?"
"Sure, whatever you're having."
Briana poured out equal parts of Amaretto, Grand Marnier and Southern Comfort into a mixer. She was careful, precisely filling her jigger, two ounces of each, twice. She put the shot glass in the sink, rinsing it out. She covered the shaker, giving it a good shake, and filled two glasses, until they were exactly even. She took a big sip of hers, sighing. I accepted mine from her and gave it a sip. Good, but strong.
I watched her put everything away, each item in its place. She rinsed out the mixer and opened her dishwasher, placing the mixer, shot glass, and lid in the top, working from the back left corner forward.
I was quiet, watching her, learning.
She giggled, taking a sip. "Strange, huh?"
"Hardly. I love watching you, seeing how you do things, trying to understand."
"You're weird," she laughed.
"Guilty. Scared you off yet?"
She smiled. "They like you."
"What's not to like? I'm pretty incredible you know," I laughed.
She moved toward me, her outfit pressing against my knees, as she leaned up for a kiss. I wasn't about to deny her. "I know," she said, afterward.
"I liked them too," I confessed.
"Good. You have fun tonight?"
"I did."
She took my hand in hers, pulling me along. "You don't have to leave soon, do you?"
"No. No other plans."
She opened a door, and pulled me into her immaculate bedroom. Every piece of furniture carefully placed, exactly centered against each wall. The top of her dresser bare, the bed-stand with only a clock-radio centered on it. The opposite bed-stand had a single lamp. The carpet showed parallel vacuum rows.
The bed was a double, with at least half-a-dozen pillows arranged artfully on it.
Briana turned her back to me, and removed her 'Kiss' hat, shaking out her hair. "I've got another kiss for you," she said softly. She reached up behind her neck, finding the white cloth pull strip. "Open it?"
I stood behind her, giving a tug. Pulling the cloth opened a velcro seal down the back. It opened all the way to the bottom, and she stepped out of it. She turned, and smiled shyly.
My heart almost stopped. Her breasts were each covered in a pyramid of foil, those teasing white pull strips sticking out at her nipples. Her panties were shiny metallic. She pulled her white pantyhose off, slowly, teasing. She leaned back on the bed, and her legs parted, showing another white strip down at her crotch.
I smiled. "Best friggin' costume ever," I said.
"You like? It was a lot of work."
"Worth every moment of it. Absolutely amazing."
She beckoned me forward with a crooked finger. "I love your outfit, too, but I think I'd like to see you without it."
I undressed for her, taking a couple of minutes to finish the job, removing those inside candy sacks, until I stood before her, naked except for a pair of boxers.
I climbed on the bed next to her, and took her in my arms. I kissed her, and she squirmed underneath me. "Unwrap your prize, handsome. You've earned it."
I leaned over her nearest "Kiss", examining the external package. It was twisted around her breast. I pulled the aluminum foil open and saw the inside was covered with a light silvery cloth, like her panties. I twisted it open, and the top of her breast appeared, her nipple hard. I leaned in for a quick taste.
"Do you like this brand?" she asked.
"More than anything," I admitted, sucking her nipple.
I pulled it completely opened, but the material stuck to her. "Gentle," she said softly.
I saw that she had taped down the inside around her breast. I carefully peeled it away, until she was completely exposed. I took her breast in my hand, cupping it, squeezing it softly. It was bigger than I had expected, even with the numerous flashes of cleavage I'd seen.
I toyed with my unexpected gift, feeling her wriggle and gasp. "The other, one," she said after a bit. "Please, open your other one."
I knew better what to expect, and opened it slowly, enjoying the gradual exposure. I peeled the foil back, exposing her breast completely, the foil a teasing corona around her perfect tit. I sucked and chewed on it, taking it in both hands, forming a cone, which I nibbled the top of.
She was tensing up, and I could feel the awkwardness. "What's wrong, beautiful?"
"The foil. Either put it on the other one, or take it off."
I understood. Uneven, I couldn't leave it uneven for too long. I peeled away the foil. I took the white cloth strip, and saw the carefully lettered "KISSES". I straightened it out and laid it across her belly. I rolled the foil into a neat ball, like she always did. I did the same with the other foil, which I'd originally just tossed to the side. With two pieces of cloth crossing her smooth stomach, I stood. "Garbage can?" I asked.
She smiled. "Behind the door."
I closed the door a little, and took the top off the garbage can. I ostentatiously deposited the two balls of foil inside, and closed the lid. She watched me, smiling.
"You are observant, aren't you?" she said.
"Especially when it comes to you. You're definitely worth watching."
She leaned back in the bed, stacking the pillows behind her head, three high. She parted her legs. "I've got one last KISS for you. Do I get to see you eat it?"
I climbed between her legs, and eased the shiny panties down her thighs. I lifted her legs, pulling them together, and slid the panties off the rest of the way.
I opened her legs up, brining my face down between them. She had another one of those white cloth strips coming out of her. I gave a gentle tug on it, and she moaned softly. "Open me, Zach."
I gave another tug, feeling a little resistance. She was wet, soaking, so that couldn't be the problem. I licked the top of her opening, teasing her, as I gave a series of little tugs. I was making progress, slowly. Another long slow tug, and she was moaning.
"All the way, Zach," she whispered.
It was stuck, and with a firm pull, I saw why. I saw the top of a large silver object, and had a good idea what it was. "Your KISS," she moaned, as I tugged on the cloth.
It was larger than I imagine could be comfortable. I tugged, and exposed half of it, but couldn't get it to move. I slid my finger inside of her, feeling the outline. It had to be close to two inches across. I reached under the edge of it, pulling it outward, tugging on the cloth strip, opening her. She moaned deeply, squirming, as the entire silver kiss was slowly exposed. It was almost free, spreading her wide. She whimpered softly, and it popped free, sliding out suddenly.
She gasped, moaning when I brought my mouth down and sucked on her. I licked inside of her, feeling her velvety smoothness. She smelled and tasted of chocolate. I couldn't get enough of her. I groaned.
"Chocolate Delight," she said softly. "Is it?"
"Is it what?" I asked.
"A chocolate delight. Is it?"
"God yes," I replied, going back down on her.
I lifted her legs up, her thighs over my shoulders, and licked her deeply before sucking on her chocolate flavored clit as if my life depended on it. She was trembling beautifully.
"Eat your special kiss, baby," she whispered, pulling my head down between her legs.
I teased her, feeling inside of her, exploring her warm chamber. "Up," she whispered softly.
I raised my head, and she reached down between her legs. I watched her insert a chocolate kiss inside of her. I reached inside of pussy, pulling it slowly out, holding it at her entrance with my finger, while I licked and sucked on it, feeling it melt and dissolve. When it was half gone, I sucked it out, tasting her juices.
I climbed up her body, pressing my lips against hers, my chocolate coated tongue piercing her lips. She sucked on my tongue, hard, pulling on it.
"My turn?" she whispered, smiling.
I nodded and she rolled me onto my back, climbing off the bed. "Take those off," she said, "and get in the middle, please."
I removed my boxers, and scooted over. She climbed between my legs, and I saw she had a bottle in her hand. She held it over my cock, and poured some of the contents on me. It was smooth and slippery.
"Chocolate lube," she teased, running her tongue around my cock, licking me, spreading the lube around uniformly. She sucked on the head. "Mmm, you taste amazing, Zach."
I chuckled. "You too, Bree."
I groaned when she wasted no time, taking me deep in her mouth, sucking strongly. She bobbed her head up and down, her hand playing with my balls, fondling them. "Jesus, that feels good," I told her.
She sat up smiling. "I want it to feel wonderful. I may be a pain in the ass most of the time, but if you can put up with me, I think you're going to find I'm worth it. I'm going to be the best damned girlfriend anyone's ever had."
She straddled my legs, rubbing against my cock. She held it against her pussy, grinding against it. She lifted her hips up, holding my cock upright underneath her. She rubbed the head against her lips, opening herself. "Am I your girlfriend, Zach?"
"For as long as you'll have me," I told her. "Best damned girlfriend in the world? I'll be damned if I'm going to let you get away."
"Ready to find out just one of the reasons I'll be the best girlfriend ever?"
I nodded, and groaned as she slid down my pole, ever so slowly, taking my entire length. "God, Zach, you feel so good inside of me."
"You feel incredible."
"Your three special kisses, yours whenever you want. As much as you want. My gift to you for as long as you'll take care of me."
"Take care of you?" I gasped, as she slid up and down my cock once, wiggling, taking it as deep as she could.
"Yes, take care of me. I need a strong man, and someone who understands me. Can you be that man, Zach. For me?"
I nodded. "I'd love to be that man for you."
She smiled, giving me another short ride up and down. "When things get stressful, I can be a handful. Sometimes I completely shut down, useless. You'll take care of me then, won't you? Take me somewhere safe, comfortable. Hold me until everything's livable again."
I pulled her down and hugged her. "I'll take care of you."
She chuckled, rolling her hips, rocking back against my hardness. "Then I'll take care of you. The very best I can."
She rose up, her hands on my chest, leaning over me. "Now be quiet, while I give you your gift."
I moaned as she positioned her feet at my sides, lifting her hips up and then bringing them down quickly, impaling herself. She grunted at the bottom, then lifted up and drove down again. She rode me hard, working at it, pounding away on my hard staff. I reached down and held her hips while I thrust against her.
Briana was breathing hard, fucking me. I watched her, enthralled. Her full breasts shaking with each thrust, her beautiful face a picture of concentration, her lips open, gasping for air. Her smooth legs open wide, giving me a clear view of her sexy pussy, as my hard cock disappeared inside of her.
"I'm going to come for you," I gasped.
"Thank you," she whispered, leaning down on top of me, lifting her ass up. I grabbed her hips, pounding up into her. Close, very close.
"Take it," she moaned sweetly. "It's yours, baby."
I hammered into her, as fast and hard as I could, groaning. "Fuck!" I gasped, pulling her down for my final release.
She whimpered sweetly, as I filled her sweet pussy, pushing into her deeply, releasing stream after stream deep inside.
I held her, breathing hard, reveling in the sensation of her naked body pressed against mine.
I felt her tense up after a minute or so of delightful repose. "That was amazing," I told her. "Everything Ok?"
She nodded. "Wonderful. But I need to clean up now, alright?"
"Of course."
She moved down my body, licking my chest. "You sure you don't mind?"
"Whatever you need, Bree."
She smiled, then scooted downward, until her mouth was over my crotch. She inched downward, peeking up at me, before she started licking the base of my cock, her tongue slowly moving upward, cleaning me. She sucked me briefly, taking all of my flaccid tool into her mouth, tugging on it, until it started to harden.
She took her time, meticulous, until I was as clean as possible.
"Better?" I asked.
She nodded. "Much. Not perfect, but better."
"What would make it perfect?" I asked.
She blushed. "I can't say, it's embarrassing."
I pulled her up onto me, getting a cute little squeal for the effort. "Spill, angel. Openness, remember? I need to know."
Her face was bright red, as she looked into my eyes. "I'm still dirty."
She looked nervous, the expression on my face probably not helping matters. She kissed me on the chin. "I'm sorry. I told you I was difficult. I can bathe."
In for a penny, in for a pound. "I'll take care of you," I told her.
She smiled, her face lighting up. "You don't mind?"
I gave her a twisted little grin. "Not something I ever imagined doing, but I'm willing, for you."
She sat up. "Wait." She rose up on her feet, squatting over my hips. She screwed up her face a moment, and I saw my juices leaking out of her. She gave it a few more seconds, then scrambled down the bed and licked me clean again. When she was finished, she smiled up at me.
She laid down on her back, opening her legs, her head hanging over the edge of the bed. She reached between her legs, and brought her hand back to her mouth. She licked her fingers and did it twice more. "Your turn," she said softly.
I moved in place, tentatively running my tongue through her pink groove. The taste wasn't terrible. Still a hint of the chocolate lube. I licked her carefully, and she moaned, gasping. "Clean me, Zach."
I sucked on her swollen nub, licking her, feeling her tense up. "Ok?" I asked.
"Wonderful," she moaned. "Don't stop."
Her legs were trembling delightfully. I licked her, until it was only her juices I could taste. She cried out for me, squeezing her legs around my head. I turned my head, biting down on her sensitive inner thigh, making her scream, her hips thrusting upward desperately.
I pulled her legs open, roughly, dragging her up onto the bed. She was gasping, moaning so sweetly. Absolutely irresistible.
I was hard again, between her oral ministrations, and her reaction to mine. I held her legs open and thrust into her, making her cry out. I pounded into her, desperate for the feel of her around my cock.
Briana pulled her legs back, opening herself. "Yours, always yours," she gasped, before throwing her head back and screaming, coming hard on my cock.
I rose up on my knees, pressing her legs back further, thrusting into her. She moaned, her body shaking. I thought I'd come quickly but I didn't feel the urge. Not yet. There was so much I wanted to do with her. To her.
I pulled out, grabbing her and flipping her over, lifting her hips. She pulled her knees underneath her, lifting her sweet ass.
"Cleaning time," I said, licking her from her swollen clit, up across her back door, probing her with my tongue.
She chuckled. "That's not for you. Not yet."
"Not yet?"
"I'm saving that for my husband."
"Good. It'll make it that more special when we do it."
"When WE do it?" she laughed.



"Someday." I moved in behind her, thrusting into my third KISS, looking forward to the day she'd offer me the fourth one. But this one was more than enough for now.
She moaned, thrusting back against me. I grabbed her cute ass cheeks, holding them tightly while I long-stroked her, amazed at how wonderful it felt. I made her come for me twice more before I couldn't hold back any longer.
I didn't warn her. I pulled her back and jammed myself deep, erupting with a groan, hammering my release into her. She dropped her head to the bed, groaning. "Yes, yes," she whispered.
I pulled out and collapsed backward onto the bed. She turned around, smiling. "Bad boy. Now we have to clean up all over again."
I brushed her hair back, watching her lick and suck me clean. She scurried forward, squatting over me, and pushing out what she could of my latest gift, before turning around and licking me clean again.
I lifted her legs around my head, lowering her over my mouth into 69. I was less fastidious this time, not all that worried about a little taste of myself, not as disgusted as I thought I might be. She whimpered, spreading her legs wide, her weight resting against my mouth. "That's it," she moaned, trembling.
When she was happy, she turned around and laid down on top of me. She pressed her lips against mine, nibbling on my lips, rubbing her tongue against my teeth, exploring my mouth. She giggled, and crawled off of me, reaching into her bedside drawer. She returned quickly, climbing back on top of me. She sat up, and put her hand to my mouth. "Kissy lips," she said.
I puckered my lips for her, and she grinned. She opened her other hand and pulled out an M&M, placing it on my lips. "Hold it there."
I felt funny, my lips pushed forward, a light pink M&M, sitting on them.
"My secret stash." She leaned forward and sucked up the one on my lips.
"Not bad," she said. "I think we can do better. Sit up."
She scooted down to my thighs, and I sat up, facing her. She wiggled closer. "Tongue."
I grinned and opened my mouth, extending my tongue. She placed an M&M on it.
"Feed me, Zach."
I pulled my tongue in, leaning forward and pressing my lips against hers. I opened my mouth, my tongue still. She waited a moment, before her tongue entered my mouth, searching. She found her prize, and worked it forward, out of my mouth and into hers.
She pulled away with a smile. "Much better." She gave me a quick peck on the lips. "I have three of these each night, at bedtime. Will you feed them to me like that, Zach?"
"Every night?"
She nodded. "I can't get to sleep anymore, if I don't have all three."
I pulled her close, my arms around her waist. "I'd love to."
"Stay with me tonight?" she asked, softly, staring into my eyes.
"Will that be Ok? A stranger in your bed while you sleep."
She giggled. "First, I hope you're not a stranger. Second, we'll make it work somehow. We'll find what I'm comfortable with. It may take a while, and I might wake up terrified and screaming. You'll take care of me won't you?"
"Always. I promise."
"No argument then." She leaned over and placed one last M&M on the bedside, nudging it with her finger until she found the place that felt right to her.
"You don't want to finish it?" I asked, surprised.
"Of course, silly. But I eat the last one right before I go to sleep. I jill myself off, holding the others in my mouth until I come. I don't think I'll have to do that anymore."
"Maybe a few times more, I'd love to see that."
"You're a naughty boy, aren't you?" she teased.
"I guess so. I want to be very naughty with you."
She got up, heading into the bathroom. I heard her running the water in the tub. She returned to me a moment later. "Sorry. I don't know why I had to do that."
"It's Ok. Can I bathe with you?"
"You better. Someone's got to wash my back."
We cuddled, and talked about the trick-or-treating and her favorite costumes while the tub filled. We took a leisurely bath. I sat behind her, washing her, cuddling her, playing with her breasts, until she was comfortable. We dried off, and she gave me a toothbrush, so we could both freshen up.
"Change the sheets?" I asked.
"After."
"After?"
"One more time, if you don't mind."
"I don't mind."
It was beautiful. She brought me to hardness with her teasing mouth, and we made love, lying on top of her, thrusting inside of her for an eternity, slow and gentle.
She was getting antsy. She scrunched her face up. "God, not now," she moaned.
"What's wrong, Bree?"
She sighed. "Give me a minute?"
"Of course."
"I love what we're doing. I do. I swear, it's wonderful. It's not you."
"What?"
She wriggled out from under me, and ran out of the room. Shit.
She returned in a moment, obviously uncomfortable. Her hands were behind her back, and she was practically dancing in place.
"Come to bed," I urged her.
"It won't always be like this," she said nervously.
"What? Don't worry, whatever it is. I'll deal with it."
She shook her head. "I know it's weird. I'm going to freak you out."
I smiled. "No you won't. Come to me, and we'll work it out, I promise."
"You promise?"
"Cross my heart and hope to die." I crossed my heart with my left hand, my right keeping me ready to get back inside of her.
She brought her hands out from behind her back, shyly waving her cell phone. She climbed into the bed, adjusting the pillows fastidiously, then laying back into them. "Love me, Zach."
I kissed her softly, rubbing my cock between her legs, entering her gently. She nodded, anxious. "Deeper, and keep going, no matter what."
I leaned over her, pushing all the way in and long-stroked her.
She blushed, lifting the phone and entering a number.
"Mom? It's me," she said, sighing and sinking back into the pillows. Her legs relaxed, opening for me.
"Calm down, Mom. It's good. Everything's good. I promise."
"Stop it. You didn't ruin everything. Trust me Mom. It's wonderful."
"Yes, the costume was a hit. He loved it. All of it...Yes, that part especially."
"He's still here...Yes...Yes, in the bed with me...Inside of me if you really need to know."
Freaky. She was right. Beyond weird.
"Just a sec, Mom." She pulled the phone away from her ear. "Are you Ok? Is this too much?" she asked nervously.
"It's weird," I confessed.
She nodded. "I know. I'm so sorry. I...I had to call her."
I leaned down and kissed her softly. "Whatever you need, Bree. Whatever."
She smiled weakly, her eyes moist. "Thank you. I...if it's too much, I don't have to finish the call right now. She'll be alright now."
She had that nervous look again, her hand holding the phone trembling.
I reached down and gave her breasts a squeeze, then pushed my cock into her hard and deep, making her moan. "Go ahead. Finish your call. I think I can find something to keep me busy."
She grinned, lifting the phone, "One more sec, Mom. I swear."
She beckoned me down for a kiss, and I obeyed, letting her thank me. "You are the best, Zach. God, I can't believe how wonderful you are. I love you, baby."
She brought the phone to her ear. "I'm back. Sorry. I had to make sure everything's Ok."
She laughed, "Yes. And it's perfect. What do you think?" She lowered the phone, and held it down where I was connected to her. "Hard, Zach," she said.
I jackhammered her tight little hole, making her writhe beneath me. She whimpered sweetly. "Harder," she gasped.
I pushed her legs back, slamming into her, watching her tense up. The good tensing. She cried out, her body spasming underneath me.
She gasped, easing back into the sheets, and moaning sweetly. She closed her eyes, and brought the phone back to her ear. "Now do you believe me?"
She laughed, blowing me a kiss. "Number three. First two inside."
I enjoyed her, using her for my pleasure, while I listened to a blow-by-blow of her evening. She moved easily when I needed her to, rolling onto her side, even getting up on her knees for me.
She was grunting while I fucked her hard from behind, talking about our bath together.
"Uh-huh. Doggy. So good, Mom. I think he's going to make me come again."
"How many? I don't know. Tons. He presses all my buttons. Oh!" she gasped. "Mom, I'm close. So close, he has me on edge." She moaned, pushing back against me. "Not now, Mom. Gimme a sec."
She put the phone down, "My bottom, Zach. Tease it."
I laughed, sucking on my thumb before rubbing it against her pucker. She groaned, and cried out, coming hard, when I slid it inside her.
"God, Mom. That was a big one. Huge. Did you hear it?"
"Jesus, Mom! Was that Dad?"
"Fuck!" she groaned, trembling. She looked back at me. "Speaker-phone."
I slowed down, pushing deep, chuckling. What the fuck was I getting into to?
"Hi Dad...Yes, it's been a great evening...No, it's Ok, I just wasn't expecting it."
She turned to me. "Please don't stop, Zach."
"I need to slow down, or I'm going to come soon."
She nodded. "Ok. Let me now when you need to finish."
She turned back to the phone. "Mom, you still there?"
"Mmmhmm. Still doggy...You too?"
Fuck.
"No, he doesn't mind...A little freaked out of course, at first...If so, it doesn't show. Hard as steel, and ready to come soon."
"No...No Mom...That's too much."
She sighed, "Fine, I'll ask, Dad. I know, I know."
She looked back at me. "Mom wants to say hi. You don't have to."
I reached out and she handed me the phone, looking anxious.
"Zach?"
"Hi Angela. Timing's a little weird."
"Is it good? Is everything Ok?" she asked nervously.
"Wonderful. Not in any way normal, but that's Ok. She's worth it."
I heard her moan on the other end of the phone. "I'm sorry," she gasped. "I had to hear it from your lips. I'm so sorry. Don't be mad at her."
"It's Ok, Angie. I don't mind."
She moaned again. "Is it a little exciting? I'm getting off over here, getting it just like she is. I'm so fucking hot right now. Does it bother you to know your girlfriend's mother is a dirty little slut?"
"No, it doesn't bother me. And yes, it is exciting." I pulled the phone away from my head, scanning the screen. I pressed speaker-phone.
"Tell him, Brian. Tell him what I am."
Briana's father's voice came out loud and clear. "Damn it, Angie. I asked you to leave me out of it. The poor boy's going to freak for sure."
"Not yet, Brian." I said loudly. "You're on speaker."
I heard him chuckle. "Sorry about this. I tried to warn you. More than a handful. Both of them. High stress evening."
"Worth it though," I told him, lazily fucking his daughter.
"Tell him, Brian," Angela whined.
"She's a nasty little slut. Dirty little cum-bucket. Made me fuck her hard, while she listened to her naughty little daughter. By the way, anytime you want to change position, I'm up for it. Old knees."
I laughed. "Cowgirl."
"Giddy-up," he chuckled.
I pulled out lying on my back, scooting into the center of the bed when Briana gave me a nudge.
"You there, son?" I heard Brian ask.
"Almost. Got to be positioned just right, you know."
"Don't I know it. Dead center, two pillows."
"Two pillows? She hasn't bothered me about that. Oh, shit that's good," I moaned as Briana settled over my cock.
"Fuck his brains out," Angela said. "Like this."
I almost laughed, when I heard Brian's moan. Almost, until Briana started riding me hard.
"Like this, Momma?" Briana asked.
"That's it baby. Show him. Show him you're worth it. Worth all of this."
"So worth it," I groaned.
"Good, Zach?" her mother gasped.
"Great."
"Can you come for her? Come for us? I need it, baby," Angela moaned.
"Soon, I'm close. Really close."
"You too, Dad?" Briana managed to ask, somehow.
"Yes, angel. Your Mom has me on edge."
Briana looked at me. "Come for me Zach. Let me know when you're going to come."
"Just...a little...more," I gasped, thrusting upward.
"That's it Zach. You're going to make us both come," Angela moaned.
"Now!" I gasped, reaching for her. In one fast move she bounced off of me, taking me in her mouth, her head bobbing fast.
"FUCK!" I grunted, "Take it," I growled, exploding in her mouth. I hear an echo of my own groan on the other end of the phone, and Angela screamed out her daughter's name.
I looked down and Briana had stopped moving, her hands between her legs, as her entire body shook. I thrust my cock between her lips, making her gag, as I finished coming.
I groaned, twitching as her mouth resumed its sucking, draining me.
"Did you make it, honey?" Angela asked.
Briana lifted her head, licking her lips. "Big time, Mom. With his cock in my mouth. You?"
"Amazing, sweetie. Thank you for calling. We were so nervous for you."
She was licking my cock, teasingly. She climbed up my body, picking up the phone from beside us, where it had fallen. "I know, Mom. It's why I called. I could tell."
"I'm sorry, honey. I tried to be good and patient."
"It's Ok, Mom. It worked out. I don't think Zach minded at all. Did you Zach?"
"No. I didn't mind. Whatever you need. I promised, didn't I?"
She nodded, crawling up my body, and lying atop me, getting comfortable. "Some boys don't keep their promises. It's going to be difficult sometimes."
"But always worth it," Brian called out.
"I bet. Sounds like you've got a handful over there," I teased.
"No shit. Hottest pussy in three states. I hope yours is half as good."
"Dad!" Briana whined.
"Unbelievable. I didn't know it could be like this," I confessed.
Briana gave me a quick kiss. "We're going to go now, Ok Mom?"
"Alright. I'm fine now." She giggled. "More than fine. I really am sorry, baby. I didn't want to interfere."
"You can interfere whenever you need to Angela. A little phone call isn't going to scare me away."
"Goodnight, Zach. Night baby. Treat him good. He's a keeper," Brian said.
"I will Dad. I'm lucky. I know a good man when I see one. I've had a great example," Briana said. "G'night, Mom."
"Goodnight Bree," Angela said. "You too Zach. I can't thank you enough. I owe you one. A big one. I always pay my debts."
"Enough, Angela. No teasing. Leave the boy alone. It's his first night with her, damn it."
"Yes, dear. You're right. But you know I pay my debts. Always."
"Goodnight kids," Brian said. "I'm hanging up now."
Briana took the phone, turned it off and put it beside the bed. "Change the sheets," she said, climbing off me.
I pulled off the old ones while she got the new set. She had to make the bed completely, including putting the pillows back in place, before she was happy. She stepped back, looking at the bed, smiling. "It looks so neat and innocent."
I nodded. "Hard to tell I spent the greatest evening of my life in it."
"Was it? The greatest? Not too weird?" she asked anxiously, walking to me and taking me by the hand. She drew me toward the bathroom.
"Best ever. Very weird, but I'm not complaining. Even good."
She laughed. "Sorry about Mom. She gets like that."
"You seemed like you knew she was bothered."
"I always know. Don't know why. That's part of our problem. I know when she's stressed out, and she knows when I'm all tied up in knots. It doesn't make this any easier."
She gave my hips a nudge with hers, laying a nice even line of toothpaste on her brush before passing it to me. We brushed our teeth together, sharing the sink. She poured a half-inch of mouthwash into a dixie cup and passed it to me, before getting one herself. I gargled, and rinsed. I moved behind her, giving her a hug.
Briana took a brush, and gave her hair a quick pass. "Presentable?"
I laughed. "Gorgeous."
She gave me a quick kiss, which evolved into something more. I lifted her into my arms, and she laughed, hugging me. "I'm yours, handsome. Take me to bed, or lose me forever."
We climbed into bed, and cuddled. She was half asleep when she bolted upright. She scrambled to the side, and returned with an M&M. "Feed me?"
I curled my tongue, and put it in the middle, then slid it into her mouth. She sucked on it gently, dragging her teeth across it, recovering her precious M&M. She settled right down afterward, cuddling up to me in a lover's embrace, her head on my shoulder, her leg draped over mine. I reached down and fondled her sweet ass.
"Me too," she said softly.
"Me too, what?"
"Best night ever. You know it's only going to get better."
"I don't know how."
She chuckled. "That's my job. You'll take care of me, right?"
"Always."
"Thank you. I love you, Zach. I know it's too early to say it, but I have too, you understand? I love you. I hope that doesn't scare you away," she said anxiously, clinging to me.
"No. It doesn't scare me at all. I love you too."
She relaxed, kissing my chest. "You can take me in the night if you want. It would be nice if you finished in my mouth, though."
"You'd want that?" I asked, surprised.
"The loving or the mouth?"
"Either."
"Of course. You can make love to me anytime you want. I'm yours now, Zach. Heart, body and soul."
"And the mouth?"
"Less cleaning. I like the cleaning, don't get me wrong, but I don't want to change the sheets in the middle of the night."
"I'm probably going to take you up on that."
"Good."
She drifted off in my arms, and I kissed the top of her head. Weird. No two ways about it.
She woke twice in the night, all worked up, and I settled her down each time, holding her, caressing her. I woke up on my own at one point, her cushiony bottom pressed against me. I had an erection, and desperately wanted to put it to use, but I was worried about her reaction, in spite of her words. Not worried enough to stop me from opening her legs and taking her from behind. She moaned sweetly, while I used her, surprised at how quickly I was reaching my point of no return. When I was at my limit, I climbed over her, and up the bed. Her eyes were closed but she smiled and opened her mouth. I slid my cock between her lips stroking myself. She sucked gently, until I came for her. She took it all gamely, sucking me dry. I let her suck me longer than I needed, watching her, enthralled.
When I pulled out, she pouted. "A little more," she whispered.
I eased my cock back into her mouth, a little uncomfortable holding the position. She suckled easily, slowly, until her breathing changed and her mouth relaxed, holding me. I brushed her hair back, and extracted myself from her lax mouth. She was asleep again.
I climbed behind her, pulling her close, spooning her.
Amazing night. I fondled her soft naked body, feeling her press back against me in her sleep.
Three days without kisses and one kidnapped M&M, three weeks ago. That was all it took. I owed Red a big thank you.
========================
Thanks for taking the time out to read this 'sweet' little story. I hope you enjoyed it. Even though I'm not in the running for the current contest (having won 2nd place in the last contest) I still appreciate your votes and comments.
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Chapter 1: The Dallas Halloween Slave Auction
My wife was livid. In her current state of dishabille, that description could be taken both figuratively and literally.
She snatched the artificially aged parchment out of her friend's hand, and read the Slave Auction Rule Sheet again, out loud, for the benefit of all of us.
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
Dallas Halloween Slave Auction
1. All Masters must arrive with at least one slave
2. Only one Master per invitation, companions will be sold
3. All slaves must be collared at all times
4. Masters receive 500 Gold per slave for evening expenses
5. Additional Gold may be earned (Contests, etc.)
6. Slaves will be auctioned off in random order
7. No Master may bid on a slave they brought
8. Slaves who remove their collars are immediately free
9. Slaves shall not be required to remove any clothing
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
We were standing on the front porch, along with several other couples deciding if we still wanted to play this game. A 'Slave Auction' Halloween party was already over-the-top, but this new twist required nearly every woman there to 'submit' herself to someone other than her husband. Or multiple someones.
Add to that the artificial and unspecified ways for the 'Masters' to gain their wealth and there was no telling how things might end up. It also made the pouch of silver coins at my side meaningless. An hour at the local numismatist store wasted.
"Can you believe this crap? Who's going to agree to these rules?" Amanda asked her friend.
She wasn't the only one questioning the setup. We'd already lost one couple that I knew of and it was obvious that our hosts 'creativity' wasn't going over well.
The rules didn't seem that heinous to me. In fact, if anything, they didn't seem restrictive enough, as far as 'slave' protection went. But prohibiting the Master from buying back his own slave was turning out to be the non-starter, at least for Amanda.
The hostess and her cousin Michelle, looking devastating in leather bondage gear, were intent on getting my wife to give in and join the fray.
"Come on, Amanda, it's only fair! Otherwise, for propriety's sake every husband would have to buy his wife, or look like a complete asshole. Now they're free to mix things up, at least for a little while, like they secretly want," Erika argued. She had a point. In her sexy outfit, I'm sure I wasn't alone in wondering how she'd look tied up and helpless.
Amanda wasn't biting. "Like they want? How about us? Who would want to chance some stranger controlling them?"
That got a laugh out of Teri, our third wheel. "Just about every woman here, except you and me apparently."
Amanda looked shocked, as if her friend had turned on her. "You're not agreeing with this, are you?"
"Hell no! I know who I want to be owned by, and he brought me here. But I can see where they're coming from. If Bill was still around, I'd still want to be controlled by your hunky hubby," Teri said.
Sweet girl. If she kept it up, she was going to make me blush.
"But now that's not going to happen. Do you really want to take a chance on someone like Cole, or heaven-forbid, Greg controlling you? Shit, Greg brought two slaves, he's going to have a lot of gold to bid with," Amanda argued.
Michelle was still working with Erika, trying to persuade the girls. "The way the contests are, I don't think he stands much of a chance to add to his wealth. Besides, even if he were to win, if you don't like it, all you have to do is say no and remove your collar." She put her arm around Amanda, walking her away from the gathered crowd. "Don't worry..." was the last I heard.
Even though I was nominally the Master over my incredibly gorgeous wife, and her (nearly) equally ravishing friend, I had no inclination whatsoever to get involved. Our rocky marriage was barely on the mend, and I didn't want to cause any trouble. The status of our new 'open' relationship with Teri, was equally precarious. Truth be told, I'd have been happy to take my slaves home and play with them alone.
I looked them over, Teri's diaphanous white silk and silver loincloth, reaching half-way down her thighs, her bikini top barely enclosing her smallish tits, the pink of her cold-hardened nipples beckoning. Amanda's rough brown tunic, open erotically on the sides, a simple rope holding it closed around the waist. Strategic tears exposing her skin, the strap of the thong exposed on each side. The side of her ample breasts were visible from the right angle, the teasing partial view in many ways better than a full exposed view. She was ridiculously sexy.
Teri walked over, rubbing up against me cat-like, the silk of her top soft against my arm. "Pet your slave, Master?"
I laughed and pulled her close, caressing her long lustrous dark hair, which had gained a white streak overnight, similar to Anna Paquin's Rogue character. It looked just as good on her. I couldn't help but notice the hesitation on the part of the other couples. "Looks like Amanda's not the only one with issues here," I said.
"Oh, the others are just waiting to see what we do. If we go in, most of them will. If we don't, there goes half the party. Erika knows it," she said confidently. "That's why she's pressing so hard."
"What makes you say that?"
She laughed at me. "Everyone knows Amanda's the most uptight here. If she's willing, it must be Ok. The men are equally interested in the outcome, since they know that if we don't go in the two hottest slaves are no longer part of the festivities," she teased, doing a little Gor slave dance for me.
I noticed that got the attention of quite a few of the bystanders. Maybe she had a point. Saucy wench.
I surveyed the porch, taking in all the couples waiting. Many were still covered up in wraps or coats, hiding their costumes from view. I was definitely curious. There were several women present I wouldn't mind owning, and I had no doubt that virtually every man there would kill to possess my stunning wife, never mind the hot vixen beside me.
"Tal, Jack."
I turned and saw Troy Brown waving at me. Looks like we weren't the only ones coming as Goreans. Troy's outfit looked more like Robin Hood than a Gor Warrior, but his curvaceous wife was rocking an open sided red silk tunic which reached halfway to her knees. Hers covered considerably more than Amanda's teasingly revealing barbarian tunic, with only about a 2-3 inch gap at the sides, and held closed by a four inch wide sash around her waist. Of course, there was considerably more to cover, but the curves looked good on her.
"Tal, Troy," I responded amiably. I looked over Kayla appraisingly. "Red silks definitely suit you," I teased. "Who's idea was that?"
"Hers," Troy laughed, "but she's certainly earned them."
We laughed, while she blushed prettily. On Gor, red silk identified sex slaves, trained in the arts of pleasuring a Master.
They were an odd looking couple. She was taller than he was, and probably had him by 20 lbs or so. Not that she was that heavy, he just wasn't that big. Maybe 5'6, 140 lbs. He was in good shape, and didn't look bad in his outfit. Her soft curves contrasted his lean muscles nicely.
He moved closer, dropping his voice. "This thing about not buying back your own slaves, not good."
"No," I agreed. "At least not for us."
He nodded emphatically. "I was thinking the men of Gor should team up. We could pool our wealth and buy each other's slaves, then share them. Kayla's a little concerned with being sold to the wrong guy."
His offer intrigued me. I knew there was more to it than face value. He could have offered to exchange them, not share them. Like many of the men present, it was obvious he had a thing for Amanda. But unlike most, we saw them sociably, if not often. His wife was friendly and cute, and easy to get along with. He was likable and decent, and they had a good marriage. At least as far as the rest of the world was concerned. Recent events made me wonder how good anybody's marriage was behind closed doors.
More to the point, it might work. It would resolve a lot of problems. And the 'sharing' part of the deal could be kept under control. The opportunity to share his red-silk wife was a titillating bonus. Emphasis on the tit. I wondered how far the sharing might go.
As if I needed any more encouragement, Kayla dropped to her knees beside me, in the classic 'Naru' kneeling Gor position. "Buy me, Master. Please? Buy Kayla."
I grinned. She had the look and the attitude. I felt a tug on my arm from Teri. "I can't think of two men I'd rather be owned by," she said with a sexy smile. "I'm sure Amanda would agree. We like Troy."
I stuck my hand out and Troy shook it. "It's a plan. As long as Amanda decides to stay."
Teri giggled. "Don't worry about her. The act's all for show. No way she's not going into the party, after all we've done in preparation. She just needs to be reassured a bit."
My sweet Teri was right. Amanda walked our way, and Kayla got up and made room for her. My wife came to me, clinging to my arm. "You'll watch out for me, right Jack? I'm a little nervous."
I put my arm around her. "Troy and I will both watch out for you. We're going to work together to buy you all back, and keep you out of the clutches of these other posers."
That appeared to perk her up, and she looked over to Troy, who was patiently waiting. "Really? You'd do that for me Troy?" The devastating puppy dog look. Unfair.
Also, totally unneeded. He'd walk through fire for her.
"Of course, Amanda. Whatever I can do to help. You know that."
She gave a huge sigh. She was capitulating. "Alright. Let's do this then."
Before she could turn away, I grabbed her by the arm. "Once we cross the threshold and I collar you, I own you until the auction. You'll be my slave completely. Agreed?"
She gave me the big-eyed innocent look. "Amanda is Kajira. She will do nothing to disappoint her Master. Amanda will be good. Very good for Master."
Damn, that got me hot.
* * *
Our decision busted the log jam, and we entered the house with a half-dozen couples on our heels. Inside the door I stopped the girls. I reached into one of the pouches at my side, pulling out a leather collar. It was simple, no studs or designs, just a single metal loop on the front.
"This is for you, Amanda."
She held up her hair, and allowed me to place the collar on her neck. "It suits you well," I told her, giving her a kiss on the lips which caught her by surprise. We weren't usually publicly demonstrative. Shit, who am I kidding? Until the last week, we weren't privately demonstrative. When I pulled away she was blushing. "Pretty Kajira. I think I'll call you Mandy." I gave a little tug on her collar ring.
"Thank you Master," she said softly.
I turned to dear Teri, and drew out the second collar from my pouch. This one was a silver mesh collar, nearly an inch wide. It had a large loop on the front, perfect for leashing. "And this one, is for you, sweet Kajira. Do you like it?"
She stood tall, holding her hair out of the way. "It's beautiful. Thank you, Master."
"No more beautiful than you," I told her, closing the clasp on the back.
Dale was standing nearby, and gave me two small bags of coins. "Eight 50 gold coins, four 20's, and some small coins in each, Sir. May I compliment you on your taste in slaves? They look mouth-watering."
I didn't know the protocol for a male slave speaking. "Thank you. I hope your new owner tonight is to your liking. Don't let her use you too thoroughly."
We wandered through their home, absorbing all the changes. The place was filling quickly. Walking into the large central room, I saw a raised platform had been placed in front of the fireplace. A single wooden 6x6 rose from the floor to a height of about 8 feet, with two large steel rings attached to it.
Silks and pillows were scattered everywhere. The furniture remaining had been moved out of the way, leaving the place wide open. Walking through the dining room and formal living room, I saw much of the same. I started to wonder where all the furnishings had gone. Numerous flag staffs were scattered around, but instead of flags, long silken sheets were hanging from each. I contemplated their possible purpose.
The lighting was dim, with most of the overhead lights extinguished, and candles scattered throughout the house giving off dim flickering light and strong fragrances. The corners of the rooms were particularly dark, and I suspected purposely so, in order to create the ambiance of privacy. The centers of the rooms were mostly empty, providing room for standing and mingling. The house was warm, a good thing, with so many of us minimally dressed.
As we explored, I saw a few new girls dressed in provocative leather mini-dresses. The outfits had a large zipper down the front, begging to be opened up. Additional zippers crossed the low cut top, above each breast. More temptation. Leather collars completed the outfits. The girls looked young, probably college kids looking to make some easy money. They were all pretty, though not as stunning as several of the guests.
There were a couple of male servants present. Their tight leather shorts, mesh shirts, and collars were very revealing. Fortunately, they were both fit enough to pull off the look. Most likely more college students. I wondered briefly what they were being paid for the night. The last time we'd hosted the rotating Halloween party, we'd hired three pirate wenches as bartenders and servers. It had run me over $150 each. This whole setup was looking pricey.
Whereas the servant girls were walking around passing out drinks and snacks, the servant men were mostly standing off to the side, observing.
I was thirsty. "Mandy, paga," I told her firmly. "Teri, two cups of Ka-La-Na."
The girls moved away quickly, giving me an opportunity to see how things were shaking up. Nearby stood a truly ugly orc who I would never have recognized except for his lovely companions. His mask must have been uncomfortable. "Nice outfit Raul. Little heavy on the makeup, though."
Hell, it was my responsibility as a man to give him a hard time.
"Beautiful slaves you have there, Master Orc," I said to my long-time friend. He was one of our original guests, half-a-dozen years back.
He snorted. "These scum? Some trash I found on the way over here." I had to imagine the smile I heard in his voice, through the full face mask.
The 'trash' was his tiny wife Denise dressed as a World of Warcraft Night Elf. The long pointy ears were a dead giveaway. The mesh bikini and burgundy cloak worked nicely. Beside her was an extremely tall blue girl, with large curly horns on her head, and hooves for feet. I didn't recognize her at first, then it struck me. I grinned. "Sheila?"
"Greetings, Master," she said with a charming smile. "Perhaps you'd be so kind as to free us from the clutches of this stinking, uncouth, vile captor? I'd be ever so appreciative."
I hadn't seen Sheila in years. She'd gone off to college a few years back. I guess she'd graduated. She was extremely striking, with the hard body of youth, bright yellow hair, and a fabulous breastplate of gold and yellow. Another gold plate was strapped around her waist, with a long yellow silk hanging from it, making her barely presentable. She'd set some hearts to pounding. Top tier slave material.
"I'll see what I can do once the auction starts," I told her with a smile.
My slave Mandy appeared at my side, dropping to her knees and presenting me with a goblet of what I assumed would be some kind of beer. I took it from her, taking a deep swig. It was a dark beer, not Guinness, but something almost as thick. Just what the doctor ordered.
Teri showed up moments later, on her knees, holding up two more chalices. "You two may have one glass each," I told her.
"Thank you Master," she said sweetly, lowering the glasses, and passing one to her comrade in chains.
"Mmmm. Tork would trade. Both of these worthless chattel for either one of yours," Tork barked, tugging on the leashes attached to his two women.
"Tempting, Tork." It was tempting. If I made the trade before the auction, would I get the sellers cash, 50 Gold each? I'd be even more likely to be able to buy my own girls back. I'd have to talk this one over with Troy. "Perhaps later. Can I offer you something to drink?"
"Not now. Tork will try to find someone foolish enough to take these troublesome creatures off my leash."
He walked off, with the girls struggling prettily on their leashes, putting on a nice act of being dragged along against their wishes. In retreat, Sheila had to walk carefully, the footwear she was wearing adding a good six inches to her already considerable height. I noticed she had a large purple tail protruding from her loincloth. I wondered how she'd look on her hands and knees, with me moving that tail out of the way to get to her youthful goodies. Shame on me.
Too bad I'd be buying back my own women. Otherwise I'd have enjoyed having those girls at my feet. Either one, or ideally both. Not a true mother/daughter fantasy, since Denise was Raul's second wife, and only a few years older than her step-daughter.
I mingled for a while, my girls always close at hand, running small errands for me, doting on me otherwise. They were very openly affectionate, raising a few eyebrows. The fact that Teri was acting so intimate, and that Amanda was not only accepting of her friend's attention, but was mimicking it, must have been quite a surprise for most of our friends.
Hell, it was a surprise for me. Unthinkable until a few days ago.
The atmosphere was electric; I'd never felt anything like it. The submissive half-clothed women, the easy way the men held them, touched them, caressed them. The exposed skin, the flashes of breasts, smooth ass cheeks, it was all breathtaking. The outfits for the most part were extremely skimpy, designed to tease. Some were downright lewd. Each movement opened up new vistas of tempting flesh. Even those more fully clothed displayed a new sensuality and wantonness most had never even hinted at previously.
I had known these women for years. Amanda was somewhat standoffish, with a small circle of close friends. I, on the other hand, didn't have many close friends, but I was friendly with everyone. I was prone to flirt, but humorously, never pushing things too far, and rarely overstepping my bounds. Over the years I'd become a little friendlier with a few of the women, Erika our hostess, Tasha, and Raul's Denise in particular. That's part of what made the actions of Teri, and in a lesser way, Kayla so surprising. I'd never really pushed the envelope with either of them before.
Tonight, if I so desired, I could own any one of these women.
I sent Teri off to find out what she could about the contests. More gold would be good.
I won't bore you with the details of the contests they'd set up, but most were either skill or knowledge based. Made sense, any strength contests wouldn't be very fair for the female Masters. I'll admit that some of the frat games I'd played at, plus my endless knowledge of useless trivia came in handy.



I don't know if I did the best, but I did better than most, and when all was said and done, I had another 840 gold to go with the original 1000. I was relatively certain I had more total gold than anybody else. There were only 4 of us who'd brought in two slaves. Raul and Greg were both doing poorly, only Michelle seemed to be doing well, and I didn't see her as auction competition.
I found it especially interesting that Michelle, Erika's cousin, was the owner of our hosts, Erika and her husband Dale. She was flaunting that ownership openly, keeping her slaves in line with her ready crop. The image of Dale licking her boot would stick with me long after the party was over.
By the end of the games, we'd seen most of the house and yard. It was surprisingly warm outside for so late in the year, the temperature probably low 70's outside. During the day it had been in the 80's, and I suspected by the end of the night, it would be cooler outside, a nice change of pace from the balmy indoors. The backyard had a few small privacy tents set up, maybe 10 feet square, which were for rent, 50 gold per hour. Looked interesting. A little privacy might be nice.
A lot of privacy might be even nicer.
I ran into Michelle during our travels, and pulled her aside for a few moments. I filled her in on a bit of my slave's training, teaching her some important phrases for the auction later. She looked to be having a great time. "Too bad you're not for sale, you'd be on the top of my list," she teased. "I bet you'd be hard to break." Her emphasis on 'hard' had me going.
"For you, a private sale might be in order. Being your boy-toy for a night could be interesting," I told her, brazenly running my hand down her skin-tight leather clad side.
"I've got a feeling you're going to have your hands full as it is. I wouldn't want you all worn out come play time. That wouldn't be fun," she had a riding crop in her hand that she rubbed the inside of my leg with, using it to raise the front of my leather wrap.
"Careful, kitten, this is like a kilt. Nothing underneath but Jack," I warned her.
"Mmm. I like the sound of that. We may have to play after all. Of course I'd have to invite Erika; she'd kill me if I didn't."
Damn, talk about hard sell. "You pick the date, and I'll be there with bells on."
"No bells needed. This outfit would do just fine." She leaned in close, her face a bare inch from mine. "Are you teasing me, or would you really like to play sometime?"
"Could Amanda play too?" I asked, getting worked up over the idea.
Michelle's eyes opened wide. "Would she be willing?"
"Perhaps. We're exploring new areas of our relationship," I confided.
"That explains the Teri thing, I guess." She smiled devilishly. "Anytime she's willing, the offer is open. Why don't you see if you can make it happen?"
"I think I'll do that," I told her. "Pretty wild night, you guys have concocted here."
She laughed. "I'm guessing we ain't seen nothin' yet."
I turned to walk away, but she halted me with her crop, and drew me close. Very close. "Open your mouth," she said softly, "and close your eyes."
I did as she requested and felt her finger between my lips. She left something in my mouth. Michelle pushed my chin up until my lips met. "A little gift. To help make sure you're ready if this party gets as wild as I think it will." Then she pressed her lips against mine gently. "Have fun, tonight, handsome."
I went back to my girls and we wandered through the house with about 1/2 an hour until the auction. You could feel the growing excitement in the air.
We settled into a dim corner of the study with a pile of pillows, watching the interplay around us. Troy showed up with Kayla at his side, and sat down with us. I enjoyed the sight of her sidling up to us, her silks shifting sexily. I was sitting on the ground with my girls beside me, and the view from below was riveting.
"Did well in the contests," he said, sending Kayla off for some more paga before settling down with us. "I'm up over 400."
If he thought 400 was doing well, that made me feel even better about our chances. "Good. That gives us over 2700 total. Let me give you an added 1000 to buy these two with." I counted out the large 50 gold coins. "That leaves me 840 to bid on Kayla. If I need more, we can work it out."
"1920," he said, counting his coins. "I hope it's enough. Any strategy?"
"I can't think of any. It all depends on the order they come up. I figure Wendy, Penny and Sheila will go for big bucks. But there's no real telling."
He nodded.
I saw that Teri was squirming for my attention. "Something you'd like to say, Kajira?"
She stretched out against my leg, her hand stroking my thigh. "Mandy will be expensive, Master. Don't worry about this girl. Save your money for Amanda. If I come up first, let me be sold. You can always trade for me later."
"Master?" Mandy said softly, seeking my attention.
"Speak."
"If Teri comes up first, buy Teri. If you pass on Teri, and someone outbids you for Mandy, you'll have neither of us. Buy Teri, Master," she was very un-slave like in the way she was so adamant.
Teri was being bad. Her hand under my wrap was very naughty, brushing gently against my cock. I responded strongly to her touch.
Kayla had returned with our mugs of paga, and I pushed Teri away, "Behave, slave."
With a giggle, she crawled over to Troy. She pressed her body against his, and I saw him smile. "This girl hopes you can buy all of us, Master. We'll be good Kajira. I may wear white, but I'm sure I can make you happy."
Kayla seemed to be in a good mood. She passed Troy his mug, then stroked Teri's long, luxurious hair. "She is beautiful, is she not, Master?"
Troy's smile grew even wider. "Too beautiful, I fear. We have the three most beautiful women here. There will be many Masters trying to buy them away from us."
Kayla sauntered over to me, and took over Teri's previous place. Her robes opened somewhat, giving me an eyeful of side boob, and a brief peek at her nipple. "Such strong Masters. I'm sure you'll have us serving you well, soon." She looked up at me, her eyes blazing. "How may I serve you, Master?" Her hands were on my thigh, reaching under my wrap, teasing me. "This girl lives to serve.
I looked over at Troy, who was oblivious to our actions. He was laying back on the pillows, with sweet Teri draped all over him. Her leg was over his, and her hands were reaching inside his vest. Her lips were pressed against his neck, while his hand caressed her exposed back.
God, that girl was trouble.
Mandy was sitting beside me quietly, watching her friend. I reached over and gave her a nudge. "Kajira, that Master holds your fate in his hands. Perhaps you should help your sister convince him you're worth buying."
She gave me a mysterious look, hard to decipher. A tiny smile lifted the corners of her mouth. "As you please, Master," she said softly, crawling across the pillows. The look from behind was too good to be true. Damn, I was a lucky man. I might have not realized it for the last few years, but the recent changes had me lusting after my wife like an infatuated teen.
Amanda's departure seemed to be the sign Kayla had been waiting for. Her hand slid upward, stroking the inside of my thigh. She didn't stop until she reached as high as she could, the back of her hand brushing my balls. "How may I pleasure you, Master? I'm willing to serve you in any way you wish." She licked her lips slowly and sensuously. I felt her hand move, and her fingers traced the length of my hardness. "What would you like Kayla to do?"
Jesus. This was beyond my expectations. Way beyond. I thought our slaves would be friendly, even allow a little fondling or caressing, but Kayla was forcing me to reassess everything. I wonder if Troy knew his wife's intentions.
"For now, that is nice. After the auction, I believe I may rent one of those tents, and see if you deserve to be in red silk."
She crawled up my body, her hand underneath my wrap all the more obvious. She was kissing my chest. She looked up and whispered, "This girl would like that. Very much." She moved higher, pressing her lips to my ear. "Kayla would like to submit to Master totally. If she's going to be a slave, she'll be the best." Then her lips were on mine, kissing me.
I kissed her back fiercely, a Master's kiss, while my hand reached inside of her robes, squeezing her breast. Her hand was clutching my cock, squeezing.
Kayla? I'd never have expected anything like this from her. She hardly even flirted, normally. I figured her for almost as uptight as Amanda. But now? The red silks, the touching, the kissing. Fucking incredible.
I heard the tinkle of bells, and looked up to see one of the cute servants hired for the party, walking by, ringing a bell. "Auction in 10 minutes. All slaves please report to the Auctioneer."
I looked over to find the other three sitting up, straightening their outfits. Mandy had to be very careful, any wrong movement and she risked showing off quite a bit. Kayla released me, and sat up as well. "Buy Kayla, Master," she said fiercely. "Kayla needs to be owned by Master Jack."
I laughed, and gave her a pat on the rear. "Go prepare to be bought, Kajira."
My girls stopped by for a kiss, which I happily bestowed. "Remember," Teri whispered, "buy Mandy whatever the cost."
Troy stood and straightened himself. He was obviously erect. I shouldn't talk, but at least my outfit didn't show it quite so badly.
"Damn. You're going home with both of those tonight?" he laughed.
"Naughty slaves have been talking, I guess," I smiled. "Yes, and I assure you, Teri will not be wearing white again."
He shook his head. "You lucky, fucking bastard. I don't know if I'd survive an evening with that pair." He grinned. "Then again, what a way to go!"
Chapter 2: Wives Bought and Sold
The main room was filling quickly. We found a place a little ways back from the auction platform, with my back to the corner. Looking around I started to get anxious. It looked like there were several small groups forming. I hope they didn't have the same ideas we did.
We didn't have long to wait. Michelle took the stage, all dolled up in her dominatrix outfit, black leather lace-up bustier, leather panties, black fishnet stockings, knee high laced boots with 4 inch fuck-me heels, and black gloves. She had a riding crop in her hand, and was guiding a woman dressed up as Princess Leia to the stage. The room may have been dark, but the stage was brightly lit. The slaves on auction would be on full display.
Michelle attached the slave pole leash to Leia's collar, then turned to face us. "Before we start, I'd like to lay some ground rules. The safety and comfort of our slaves is paramount. I'll remind you that no slave can be made to remove any clothing. Also, any slave can end their servitude and become a free person simply by removing their collar, and nobody may interfere with their doing so. Finally, all slaves tonight have a common safe word. We understand that sometimes a no uttered by a slave does not necessarily mean no. But any slave that speaks the safe word must be heeded. The safe word is 'lavender'. I'm going to repeat that, 'lavender'. If your slave says lavender, stop what you're doing immediately and find out what your slave's limitations are. Any Master who loses a slave because they remove their collar will not be reimbursed. Any Master who does not heed the safe word will be stripped of his slave and any other slaves, and will be dealt with severely. No slave may be gagged, since that would inhibit their ability to use their safe word. Are the rules clear?"
She got a half-hearted chorus of yes's. "Let there be no mistake. Every Master present, raise your hand if you understand and agree to these rules."
All the hands were raised quickly and the auction began. Michelle faded into the background, and encouraged our Princess Leia to move for us, with a nudge of the riding crop she was holding.
Pilar had made a good choice. Her slender figure fit the outfit well, and the hair buns on each side of her head were picture perfect. Her costume wasn't the most creative ever, but her husband's full body Jabba the Hut was side splitting. I wonder how long it would be before that came off. He had to be miserable.
The bidding started out at one hundred, and there were a lot of bidders. You could feel the excitement. Someone was going to own this pretty girl, with who knows what consequences. The bidding escalated, first by 20's then by 50's. In the end it became a bidding war between Victor and Jerry, the eventual winner. It ended at 650, which seemed a good price. She looked great, and for the first sale of the night, I thought it wasn't too bad. With each Master starting with 500 gold per slave, and another couple of hundred from the contests, you'd figure somewhere around 600 would be the average going price.
We went through two more rapidly, Tasha Evans dressed up as a vampire's blood slave, with a hot red dress that did a very poor job of covering her body, and bite marks on her neck, wrists and breast cleavage. She was our only female black slave, and I figured the exotic allure of owning her would increase her price. Never mind that she was gorgeous. IMHO. During her posing, we all got a clear view of the miniscule pink thong she wore underneath. Quite lovely. She went for 700 even, a bargain. Poor girl went to Cole, who was a crude dick under the best of circumstances. She didn't seem pleased.
I couldn't help but think for a moment that if I hadn't committed to buying back my wife and our friend, I could have owned her. Maybe her and that sexy blue girl. If only.
If my counting was correct, there were 16 female slaves being auctioned off to 11 male Masters. If they all went for over 600, with the most prized slaves probably going for nearer 1000, there wouldn't be enough cash to go around.
Tasha was followed by Savannah, Cole's wife, with a crazy comedy outfit, huge fake breasts under a wet t-shirt, an enormous fake ass, and a strange headpiece that made the top of her head look flat. She was supposed to be her Mad Scientist's experiment to create the perfect girl. She wasn't bad looking, but her outfit was the least revealing, least slave-like, and completely obscured her real body. She topped out at 480 gold, even though she worked hard to drive up her value. Obviously, more skin sold better.
I was caught off-guard when Kayla came up next. She looked hot, and posed nicely on the stage. I stayed out of the bidding at first, and jumped in when it slowed down around 500. At 660, there were just two of us left bidding, and Greg, who my wife detested was the other one. I couldn't let him have her; Amanda would never forgive me. I'm not sure what her problem with him was. Sure he could be a smartass, but for the most part he didn't seem all that bad. Admittedly, he was an obnoxious drunk, but he was usually pretty quick to apologize the next day. Thankfully, he bowed out at 720, and our partnership had its first success. It had me worried a little, that we might not be able to afford the other two. I thought she was attractive, but the thought that she went for more than Tasha was worrisome.
I went up to the stage, paid my 720, and leashed my new slave. She followed me docilely to my corner, and I gave her the additional 120 I had remaining, and instructed her to take it to her husband.
She returned to my side, turning her body to the crowd around us, laying beside me. "Thank you Master, for buying Kayla."
I reached out and caressed her shoulder. "A bargain at twice the price."
She pressed her lips to my side, her hand moving up the inside of my leg. "Kayla will work hard to make sure you continue to believe that." Her hand had reached its goal, and once again I felt her warm fingers stroke me lightly before they encircled me. She dropped her voice, falling out of character. "I was so worried that Greg would outbid you. I couldn't stand to be touched by that bastard. He makes my flesh crawl."
Her too? Greg wasn't popular with the ladies, obviously.
Our first male of the evening was on the block, Dave Moore. I was still surprised that he'd consented to be a slave. He was a big, athletic guy, and I imagine there were a few wives present who wouldn't have minded being leashed by him. I wasn't really interested in the bidding and gazed at my red silk girl. I wondered how much was act, and how far she'd really be willing to go. I slid my hand inside her silks and cupped her breast. She purred delightfully.
"I don't make your skin crawl, Kajira?" I teased, squeezing her tit softly.
She kissed my chest again, her tongue lingering. "Your touch makes my skin burn, Master."
I squeezed her nipple. "No safe word?" I teased.
She let go of my cock, and moved up my body. "Silly Master. There is nothing you could do to your willing slave that would have her even contemplate that horrible word." She finished by placing her lips over mine. The kiss was delightful, and while I kissed her, I saw the bidding for Dave conclude.
Even in the relative darkness of our corner, I was aware of a few prying eyes. There were others who did not find the sight of purchasing a male slave interesting. I pushed her away, "Remember your place slave. Now tend me, while I follow the proceedings."
She moved down, her back to our potential audience, covering up her actions. She quickly slipped her hand between my legs, and stroked me slowly. "Yes, Master. Kayla knows her place." Someone would have to be standing directly over us to see what she was up to. Good girl.
I was surprised to see that one of the servant men was paying for the slave, then he pulled Dave to the side and stayed with him. I put two-and-two together, and figured that Michelle had bought Dave for herself, through a servant proxy. She had to have over 1500 gold, since she had started with two slaves and had seemed to do well in the contests. Then again, she also had access to the gold coffers. Who knew what her limit was?
Wendy, our buxom, barely-clad cave girl was escorted on stage, and I sat up. This would be interesting, I expected her to go high. She was struggling against her chains, putting on a great act, dropping into a low crouch and looking out across the audience. With all her movement, and her frightened poses, we had several chances to see glimpses of her bare breasts and her excited nipples, when her meager top would shift out of the way. She had a dynamite body, and within an instant her price was already the highest of the evening. At 800 there were still three people bidding on her.
Things were getting heated up. Raul dropped out of the bidding at 900, leaving Greg and Michelle's proxy still bidding for her. Michelle finally won at 1020. About what I was expecting price wise. I had secretly hoped that Greg would win, since it would take him out of any bidding war for my girls, and Wendy seemed to get along with him as well as anyone. I was a little surprised that Michelle had bid so actively for her. She'd shot her load early, spending around 1500 for her two slaves.
Kayla had been watching the bidding with interest, while her devilish hand kept me on edge. "Lucky slave. I'd much rather be owned by Michelle than Greg."
"You'd rather be owned by a woman?" I teased.
"Versus Greg? No question. Plus, she does own a handsome male slave. The possibilities are intriguing." She leaned down and kissed my side. "Of course Kayla is much happier to be owned by her true Master. She would choose nobody else."
I caught my breath when I saw my wife escorted on stage by Michelle. God, she looked hot. The house got quiet, and even before the bidding was officially opened, I heard Greg shout out "One Thousand!"



Damn it. Just what I was afraid of.
Amanda was standing tall, almost haughty. Michelle leaned in and swatted her thigh with her riding crop. "Display, slave of Gor."
Amanda looked shocked, but she straightened obediently, opening her legs a little more than shoulder's width, placing her hands behind her head and turning her face to the side. Even from where I could sit, you could see she was blushing.
"This slave comes to us from the second-earth, Gor, and still needs breaking in. A barbarian slave girl. Who offers 1050?"
"Eleven Hundred," Raul yelled out.
"Eleven Fifty!" Greg bellowed.
"Twelve hundred," Raul replied.
I suspected Raul was our most likely competition, I was worried that we wouldn't have enough money for Teri if it went much higher. Both of these guys had brought two slaves, plus whatever they'd managed to earn in the contests.
"Thirteen," Raul answered.
I saw a disappointed Greg, sit down, and chug whatever drink he was working on. I was glad to see him out of it.
Michelle walked around Amanda, running her riding crop along the inside of her thighs, raising the front of her burlap tunic to show the edge of her tiny brown thong. "This slave is unbroken, waiting for a true Master to tame her. Are there no real men here tonight?" Michelle teased.
There were a lot of very attractive women in the building, but Amanda was Amanda. TV star good looks. The face of an angel. A body straight from the pages of Playboy, built for sin. And she was for sale. I had no doubt these men would be secretly picturing Amanda under them, when they were enjoying the fruits of the evening with their own wives.
"Fourteen hundred", Troy announced.
"Fifteen", "Sixteen," Raul and my partner went back and forth. I was surprised that Raul had that much, I didn't think he'd done that well in the contests.
Troy looked over at me quizzically. I nodded emphatically. "Seventeen Hundred," Troy responded, standing.
The room was quiet for a few seconds, before Raul answered again. "Eighteen."
The whole room was riveted, watching the auction pan out.
Michelle was still controlling things, "We have 1800 from the Orc Lord. Surely this juicy piece is worth that and more." She ran her crop along the inside of Amanda's thighs, making her tremble. "Nadu," she said sharply, and Amanda quickly dropped to her knees, hands turned up on her thighs, head tilted back, exposing her collar. Her legs were open, displaying her tight panties, hinting at what lay within.
I could see the people in front leaning forward for a better look. She had her eyes closed, trembling.
"Nineteen Hundred," Troy said.
"Nineteen hundred," Michelle laughed, caressing my wife's hair. "A bargain for such a delicious slave. Imagine, owning the legendary Amanda, even if only for a night." She squatted down behind her, and I saw her hand slide into my wife's tunic from the side, caressing her belly.
Raul was leaning over talking to John Peters. Shit. I guess we weren't the only ones working as a team.
"Nineteen Fifty," he said.
Troy made one last effort, for the works. "Nineteen Eighty."
"Two Thousand," Raul replied. You could hear the murmuring through the crowd. The bidding was nearly double what Wendy had gone for, and I thought she'd be one of the most expensive.
It was a disaster. We were out of it. Troy shook his head in frustration, and sat down.
"I have two thousand gold from the Orc Lord. Any more bidders? Anyone?"
She looked around, waiting for a few seconds. "Sold! For two thousand gold. Lucky beast, come claim your prize."
I was devastated to see Raul jump up and high five John Peters before leaping onto the stage to put his leash on my wife. She looked at me nervously, while she was led offstage.
What was it they said about the best laid plans...?
The next three slave auctions passed me by in a daze. How was I going to get Amanda back? Raul was decent enough, I actually like the guy, and I didn't think John Peters was trouble, but still.
Most of the crowd seemed happy and boisterous, and it didn't appear that the other men were having too much difficulty dealing with selling off their wives. I guess I was alone in that concern.
I had completely missed Mindy, a Chinese Concubine's, sale, as well as our host Dale. I couldn't think straight.
By the time I was paying attention again, Penny was being bid on. Hers was by far the most daring outfit there, having arrived wearing nothing but blue body paint and a thong, as one of the Avatar females. She was tall, almost 6 foot, with long hair divided into two long strands that struggled to cover her breasts. I expected her to sell well, but feared that too much had been spent already. Her husband hadn't bought anybody yet, but couldn't bid on her. Only Greg, Troy, and Victor didn't own slaves yet.
I was surprised that Greg didn't bid much on her, he dropped out early. In the end Victor was able to purchase her for the bargain price of 650. The same price as Princess Leia. Gold was already growing scarce. I would have paid 1000 for her. Easily.
Kayla had stopped her 'tending' duties, and was trying to console me. "We'll still get Teri, and we'll figure a way to trade for Amanda after the auction," she reassured me, adding a belated "Master."
I knew that only Greg had the gold remaining to bid against us for Teri, unless Elliot, Penny's husband teamed up with somebody. Even then, we should be able to outbid anybody. Small consolation.
Michelle called for a break in the auction. "We've reached the halfway mark, and will take a short refreshment break. The auction will start again in 10 minutes."
Troy came over immediately, "Damn, that was crazy! Nobody's going to have any gold for the end of the auction, the way things are going." Troy was a numbers guy, a CFO of a good size company. I was still surprised to see him pull out his smart phone. "The way I figure it, it's not likely anybody has more than 400 left, except for Greg and Elliot. Kim, of course, but I figure she'll spend hers on Darius."
"I'm going to check on something, I'll be back in a second. Kayla, stay with Troy."
"Gladly, Master," she said to my retreating back.
I located Michelle. I had an inkling of an idea. "Hey Michelle, I have a question?"
"Sure. What a deal with Amanda, huh? Two thousand? I didn't think anybody would go for much more than about a thousand, maybe 1200," she said.
"The rules looked like there might be other ways to earn gold. Other than the contests. Are there?"
She laughed. "I was wondering when somebody would pick up on that. There are a few. We'll have some slave contests later, of course." Her grin made me think she was still holding back.
"And?" I asked.
"The servants may be sponsored. As you can imagine, this party ended up a lot more expensive than we thought. Dale is less than happy that we blew our budget. By a lot. So, if anybody were willing to help sponsor a servant, we have 6 of them, they could earn some gold."
"How does that work?" I asked.
"For $100, you own that servant. Not like a regular slave, but as a working slave. Of course, as their Master, you get preferential treatment. You receive 100 gold, and you can cash out any gold tips they make for dollars. One dollar per gold. They haven't earned much so far, but once the auction is over, I expect their tips will improve. It could net you a lot of gold, but it could also get expensive."
"I'll take them," I told her.
"Which?" she asked.
"All of them." I pulled out my pouch, and counted out a dozen Morgan dollars. "These are worth about $50 each, if you'd like I'll change that for cash after the party. I didn't bring a wallet with me." I offered her the coins.
She seemed surprised. "What are you up to, Jack?"
"I'm going to figure out a way to get my wife back," I explained.
"Come on. Raul won't be a bad Master. Are you sure she wants to be bailed out?"
"I'm not certain, but if she does, I want to be able to do it."
She counted out 600 more gold for me. "That should go a long ways with what you already have. I figure there's going to be some bargains at the end, everybody's shooting their wad early."
"That's what I'm counting on. Maybe a two for one deal, or something along that order," I told her.
"Good luck." She seemed to have something else on her mind. "You know Erika is still up for sale. If Greg tries to buy her, I could really make it worth your while to outbid him. I have a few gold in reserve, and would pitch in up to 300 if you do. Any more than that and I'd be cheating."
"Why did we invite him anyway? None of the women here want to have anything to do with him. At least I know Amanda, Teri, and Kayla don't. And now Erika."
"We all love Alice. We put up with him for her sake." She checked her watch. "Gotta run, auction's about to start. Teri's going to be up first after the break."
"Thanks, Michelle."
"Your welcome, handsome. And remember what I said about Erika. She and I would both be grateful if you kept her out of Greg's hands. Very grateful. I might even let you be in charge. We both tie up very nicely." She gave me a sexy smile. "She's up after Teri."
"Got it. I'll do my best."
I returned to Troy. "Teri's next. Spend what you have to, and afterwards, I'll take whatever cash we have left, and see if I can't expand our harem, if that's cool with you." I hung onto my extra 600.
"Got it. It's mostly your money anyway."
I cornered two of the female servants, and filled them in on their new ownership. They had almost 30 gold between them, which I promised to cash out. I gave each of them a silver dollar. "It's worth about $50, almost $30 in silver value alone," I explained, taking their gold coins. "I'll cash it out after the party if you like, or you can keep it." They seemed happy enough with the deal. "After the auction, we can talk again."
Michelle was announcing the start of the bidding, and I had to leave them.
Teri was led on stage, looking too sexy for words in her skimpy outfit. The way I figured it, we might get off lucky. With Sheila and Erika still to go, and so much of the gold already out of play, the bidding might be light for Teri.
I was right. Greg didn't even try once Troy started bidding, and Elliot bowed out at 700. I knew he could afford more, but my guess was he was holding out for Erika or Sheila. Maybe Alice or even Denise. Their loss was my gain.
Troy went on stage to retrieve Teri, and a few seconds later she came crawling over with nearly 1500 gold in her hand. She had to lean over Kayla to give it to me. My red silk girl was back to her tending duties. "I can't believe you didn't buy Amanda," she said, sounding cross.
"I know. We only had 1980, and got outbid. But I'm working on a plan." I gave her a kiss. "I'm glad we got you back, now go to Troy, I've got some buying to do."
She looked at me, curious, but held her tongue. At least for a moment. Teri saw what Kayla was up to, and a wicked smile broke out on her face. "Someone's being naughty," she teased.
Kayla giggled. "Master needed tending. Care to come help me, Kajira?"
Teri sighed. "I wish. Our other Master needs some attention as well." She turned and went back to Troy.
Erika was already up to 600 with both Greg and Elliot bidding on her. Elliot dropped out at 700, and I outbid Greg at 850. 550 out of pocket. That still left me with over 1400. It also earned me a glare from Greg. Oh well.
I went up on stage, and leashed Erika. She was looking incredible in a black leather corset, with a black body-stocking underneath. The corset left her breasts exposed, and you could see her perky nipples through the fine mesh top. After Penny's avatar costume, it was probably the most revealing, only Wendy's cave girl giving her a run for her money.
I brought her back to my corner while Darius, the last of the male slaves went up for auction. I still found it odd that two of the arguably best looking men at the party had opted to be slaves.
"Thank God you bought me, Jack! I don't know what I would have done otherwise. Remind me, why do we even invite Greg?" She asked settling in beside me, opposite Kayla. Kayla was still up to her tricks, with her hand under my wrap, which Erika noticed with a knowing grin.
"Alice," I reminded her.
She rolled her eyes. "Almost doesn't seem worth it. I owe you one." She leaned in and gave me a soft kiss. "How can your lowly slave ever repay you, Master?"
"I'll think of something, Kajira."
She chuckled. "I bet."
The bidding had stopped on Darius at 300. Kim didn't have any competition, since Michelle was tapped out, and Lisa couldn't bid. He was intimidating looking; imagine Dwight Howard as Kunta Kinte. Stripped to the waist, ragged rough-spun pants shredded just below the knees, a rope for a belt. It didn't seem fair.
"Four hundred," I said loudly, surprising everyone.
Kim glared at me. "Four Fifty," she said.
Erika was pressed against me nicely, her hands active on my chest. "What are you doing?" she asked
"Draining the cash pool. I know she has more than 500, and he's the last male available," I explained. "Four Hundred and Eighty," I announced.
"Five Hundred," Kim immediately responded, angrily.
I let her have him. I really had no interest in a big, black field slave. Especially not one who looked like he could break me in half. I expected Kim would enjoy owning him.
Sheila, our hot, young Dranei was escorted out. I looked over and saw Greg standing up, looking over at me for a second. Once again he jumped the gun. "Five Hundred," he announced.
Even before she was leashed, Elliot was countering the bid, "Six hundred."
They were bidding in hundreds, indicating this might go high. Michelle was already asking for the next bid. "Six-fifty," Greg growled.
"Seven hundred," I called out.
"You want her?" Erika asked.
"No, but I don't want Greg to get her too cheaply."
"Seven-fifty," Elliot had countered, and Greg raised it to 800.
The way I figured it, Greg only bid on girls he really wanted. With Penny, Erika and Amanda gone, Sheila was probably the most desirable slave remaining. In this crowd of mostly over 30's, her fresh youth went a long way. "Eight-fifty," I called out, looking over at Greg and smiling.
He looked apoplectic. "One Thousand!"
Sheila looked at me hopefully, as did our auctioneer Michelle, and I felt a momentary pang of remorse when I let her go. He was going to buy somebody tonight. Let it be Raul's daughter, since he had my wife. Served him right.
Poor girl. She didn't know this crowd. And had little idea of who she'd been sold to. Let's hope he didn't get too drunk.
Only Elliot remained with his money intact. Every other Master had at least one slave, except for Raul and John, who shared my wife between them.
I caught my breath. I felt another hand underneath my wrap, looked down and saw Erika had moved lower and was now teasing me as well. "You are both being bad," I whispered, while Michelle escorted the next slave onto the stage. Anybody looking our way, couldn't help but notice Erika's actions.
"Should we stop?" Erika asked wickedly.
"Just go easy, Ok? Let's not make a mess," I reached down and cupped her breast, through the silky mesh.
Michelle's man servant showed up, and both girl's hands retreated for a moment.
"I was instructed to give you this," He said, placing 6 of the large 50 gold coins into my hands.
"Thank you," I said, adding them to my stash. Erika's payment.
After emptying Greg's coffer, everything went according to my new plan. One at a time I bought the remaining slaves, only losing two. Jean Harris, dolled up as a street whore with a drug addiction, went to Elliot for 640. She was one of the skinniest women in the room, and made for a hell of a crack whore.
I was able to pick up both of Greg's slaves, his wife Alice and her sister Marie, for under 400 each. They were cute, but their outfits as brutalized, kidnapped women were scarier than they were sexy. They had been the cheapest sales of the night, and didn't seem happy about it. The few people still bidding were waiting for the last girls it appeared. Denise, the sexy Night Elf was probably their target.
After I fetched the first of the sisters, Erika and Kayla ceased their overt fondling of me, to my displeasure.
After that, I let Rex outbid me for Jewel Peters, who was dressed as a Roman Sex Slave. I was saving up for Denise, the last auction of the night.
Everyone with any money left was bidding on her, but at 500 gold, there was no competition remaining. She was mine. Earlier in the evening she might have gone for 800 or more. She was extremely sexy as a waifish mesh-bikini clad Night Elf, and the ears were teasingly exotic.
I imagine there might have been some bitterness toward me by my fellow masters. Only Rex and Michelle had two slaves. Troy and I had six between us. And I still had almost a hundred left.
Oh well. Next time, they should bring more than one slave of their own.
Michelle was onstage, calling an end to the auction. "It seems it is time for our Masters and their new slaves to become better acquainted. I would remind everyone of the house rules, and the safe-word 'lavender'. Try to behave yourselves. That's somebody's wife you own, and somebody now owns yours. Think 'Karma'. We'll be having a few contests later in the evening. They'll be announced each hour, on the hour.
Chapter 3: Basic (Slave) Training
The party had started at 8:00 pm, and it was already past 11:00. These parties usually lasted until after 2:00, with many people staying until 4:00 am or later. I wondered how many contests we'd have.
I rose and waved Troy over, "Let's find a quiet place to get things sorted out," I told him. We headed over to the study where we'd camped out earlier, and found that we had it to ourselves. I blew out two of the candles in the room, leaving it barely illuminated by one.
I called our new slaves over, standing over them. "You are now slaves of Gor. I hope you have an inkling of what that means. We will not harm you, or abuse you, but we expect you to obey. Kayla and Teri will train you on what's expected. Troy will work with you as well. You will refer to him as Master, and as Master only. Am I understood, slaves?"
The girls nodded. I looked at each one in turn, waiting for a response. I started with Teri, and Kayla, who each answered, "Yes, Master." Looking at Erika, she nodded, "Yes, Master, Kajira Erika understands." I smiled. Someone had been doing her research. The other three answered in kind.
I left Erika and Denise with Teri, Kayla and Troy, pulling Alice and Marie to the side. "It's lucky for me you both went so late in the auction. I could have never afforded you during the first half."
They hadn't looked happy with their outcome, but they seemed to perk up at that. "You think so?" Alice asked.
I glared at her. "How do you address me?" I said menacingly.
"Master! Sorry Master. Do you think so, Master?"
"I'm certain. Seven or eight hundred each, would be my guest. With some changes to your outfits, maybe as much as a thousand," I explained.
"Changes, Master?" Marie asked. "What kind of changes?"
"They are good, don't misunderstand me, but they don't show you as well as they could. They are scary, more than sexy. Blood, dirt and gore hide your beauty, and the outfits themselves should be more revealing, sexier," I explained.
Alice glared at her sister, "I told you so," she whispered.
"It wouldn't have mattered anyway. Everyone was broke when we came up for sale," Marie argued.
"Slaves, I'd like to make you more attractive, but only so far as you're willing, given the house rules. Would you go with Kajira Teri and modify your outfits? Call it vanity, but I wish my slaves to be the most desirable in the house."



"Modified how, Master?" Alice asked nervously.
"I'll let Teri work with you on that, she has a knack for it. If you're willing."
The sisters looked at each other, then turned back to me. "Whatever Master desires," Alice answered for both of them.
"Excellent. Wait here."
I went to Teri and pulled her out of her training session. I explained to her what I wanted, and gave her an idea of my expectations.
"Yes, Master. Teri understands. She will prepare the new girls for you exquisitely."
I pulled her close, kissing her. "Thank you, sweet Teri. I know you will."
"Master, may this girl ask a question?"
"Speak."
"Perhaps, will Master tell this girl about his plans for winning back Kajira Mandy?"
"Perhaps," I told her with a smile. "After."
She hugged me tightly, "Thank you Master. I miss my sister already." She drew away, and I watched her take the new girls in tow, and disappear upstairs.
I had one more task to do, before I could enjoy my new slaves. I hunted down the servant girls, drawing the four of them together. They were a veritable smorgasbord of young beauty. Fiona, the pale red-head; Erin, the tanned, blonde athlete; Beth, the buxom brunette; and Jazmin, the milk chocolate skinned, slender runner, with legs that seemed to reach to her chin. Thank God they weren't on the auction block, it would have wreaked havoc with the economy.
"Ladies, as you may be aware, I'm your sponsor for this evening. Any tips you receive from the guests tonight, I will purchase off of you, one dollar for each gold." I checked with the two girls who I hadn't caught up with earlier, and received another 36 gold from them. I gave them each a silver dollar. Again, I explained the value of the solid silver coins. I drew out four more and gave them each one. "The slave that was sold for 2,000 gold, do you all remember her?"
They all nodded quickly.
"Excellent. I want one of you watching her at all times. This is in addition to your regular duties. Fifteen minutes each, then switch off and report to me. Understand?"
They all agreed. The pretty redhead, Fiona, asked, "It this Ok with Michelle and Erika?"
I nodded. "My slave Erika will be told, and Michelle is the one who sold your services to me. I'll make sure there are no recriminations."
They agreed, and the built brunette, Beth, took the first watch. I left them feeling a little better about the situation. A little.
I returned to the study, sitting down next to Troy, while Kayla put her understudies through their paces. I watched them work their way through half-a-dozen poses.
"Want to fill me in on your plan?" Troy asked. He sounded a little miffed.
"Sorry I couldn't tell you earlier. I managed to get my hands on nearly 1000 more gold, including 300 if I agreed to buy Erika when Greg tried to get her. After that, I thought we should get as many of the slaves as possible. That way, we can keep Teri and Kayla, maybe Erika, and trade the remaining for Amanda. Once they've been trained up nicely and made as desirable as possible."
"Denise is a cutie, but I don't know how far adding Alice and Marie are going to go toward getting Amanda back," he said. "Face it, Marie is anorexic and Alice is just plain fugly."
Fugly? Anorexic? Kind of harsh. Alice had a dynamite body, and Marie looked like a model. Not everyone was going to measure up to Amanda, but I thought they were both more than Ok. Very doable.
He continued, "Now if you add Erika to the offer, I don't know how they could refuse."
"We'll see. I'm hoping the newness and fun of owning Amanda will wear off in the next hour or so, and having three new slaves instead of one might be enough. Plus the sisters thing should be worth something."
While we were talking, Erika and Denise came over and knelt at our feet. "Test them, Masters," Kayla said with a smile.
"Nadu," I barked.
Both girls quickly assumed the appropriate position. "Your turn," I told Troy.
"Tower," he said.
The girls closed their legs, turning their palms down, and sat upright.
"Bara," I told them.
Erika assumed the correct position, on her belly, with her ankles crossed, and her wrists crossed behind her back. Denise left her arms to her sides, until Kayla reached down and pulled them onto her back, crossing them.
"Don't embarrass me, slave!" Kayla hissed. She used a leash on Denise's rear to get her point across. The girl squirmed at the impact, but remained silent.
Denise was still wearing her cloak, and Kayla bent down to remove it. "This is just getting in the way."
I stopped her. "Remember the rules, Kajira. No slave can be made to remove clothing. Besides, I like it."
I got up and knelt between them. "Do you understand what this position is for, Kajira?" I ran my hands over Erika's butt cheek, giving it a squeeze.
Erika answered swiftly. "For binding, Master?"
"Precisely." I pulled out some leather strips from my pouch, one of a dozen I'd come prepared with. I quickly encircled her hands with it. Turning, I did the same to Denise. Moving to their feet, I bound their ankles.
"How do you feel, Kajira Denise?" I asked.
She whimpered. "Helpless, Master. Helpless and scared."
"Good." I took a moment to stroke her thigh, feeling her squirm beneath my hand.
I sat back down in my place. Troy grinned and got up. "Do you know the command 'bracelets'?"
Kayla answered, "Forgive me, Master. I did not instruct them on that one."
Erika spoke up, "Kneeling, hands crossed behind the back, Master?"
"Excellent. Yes. Let me assist you." He stood over Erika's legs, leaned over and pulled her upright into a kneeling position. Then he turned and did the same for Denise, getting her to gasp when he did so.
"Leash," he said quickly, and both girls obediently turned their heads to the side, lifting their chins and exposing their collar for leashing. He grabbed Denise's chin which was facing away from him, and turned her to face him. "You face the Master, whichever side he's on. Understood?" He said it quite forcefully.
"Yes, Master," Denise whispered, and I could see she was trembling uncontrollably.
I moved beside Troy. "Shall we untie them? I would like to see some more positions."
We put them through their paces for a while longer, before allowing them rest. Erika seemed to take to her servitude eagerly, but Denise looked terrified. I drew her aside, sat down and gestured in front of me, "Nadu, Kajira."
She took the position, kneeling in front of me, legs open. Not wide enough, but the moment wasn't right to correct her. I moved closer, kneeling in front of her, one of my legs between hers, and I lifted her face by the chin, so she could look at me.
"Relax, Denise. It's just a game. You're too tense. Let yourself go."
She only seemed to tremble more.
"Take a deep breath, and tell me what's bothering you. Forget about the slave thing for a moment."
She took a couple of breaths, then I saw a little of the tenseness disappear. "Are you getting even for Raul buying Amanda?" she asked timidly.
I laughed. "Not at all. You're one of the sexiest girls here. I was excited to be able to put my leash on you."
She looked at me angrily. "No I'm not. I'm the plainest girl you bought tonight. You could have bought Wendy if you wanted, or Sheila. I was just the dregs at the end."
I looked at her hard. "Stand up."
She stood slowly, inches from me.
"Now turn around, slowly."
She turned, her head on a swivel, watching me watch her.
"Lift your cloak out of the way." It reached just a bit below her ass and blocked my view.
She pulled it to the side, and held it in her arm, letting me see that her bottom only had a simple chain running up between her cheeks, connecting to the waist band.
"Sit," I instructed her.
She sat before me, her legs tucked to the side. I moved beside her, my arm across her belly, hand on her waist. "You're beautiful. I've always thought so. The thought of owning you is making me hard."
She gasped, pulling away from me. "Why would you say that? Why tease me? I see your other girls, like Erika and Alice. I have no tits, and no ass. I never thought you could be so mean, Jack."
"Stop being ridiculous," I snapped. "You're beautiful. Having you kneel before me, dressed like that is driving me crazy." I moved my hand to her bare thigh, stroking it softly. "I want you so bad I can taste it."
She squirmed under my touch. "This is crazy, Jack. What are you doing? We're both married. Am I supposed to just forget all that and give myself to you?"
"I'd like that very much," I told her smiling. I stood and took her hand. "Troy, I'll be back in a minute. I hope you don't mind me leaving you with the Kajira."
"Don't hurry back," he laughed, while the two women openly stroked his hardness. He appeared to be quite demanding as a Master. I could understand Kayla, of course, but Erika? She was certainly adapting well to the role of slave. I wondered about her outfit. Was there something about her I didn't know? Did submissiveness come to her naturally?
Denise looked to be in shock. I took her hand in mine. "Come on, let's see what's going on at the rest of the party."
It was as I'd hoped, a few minutes of wandering and we could see all kinds of craziness going on. Everyone seemed to have different ideas of how to treat their slaves. In a corner I saw a Master being fed, his hand straying all over his slave. I saw another slave sitting between her Master's legs, facing into the room while he massaged her bare shoulders. I wondered which of them was really the Master. Peering into the dining room, a male slave was lying on his back, while his mistress straddled him. They were both still dressed, but the way she was rubbing herself against him, they might as well have not been.
Tasha was dancing for her Master, and a couple of others, while their slaves appeared to be waiting their turn, kneeling at their Master's sides, clinging to their legs. I was tempted to stay and watch.
At least half the party was nowhere to be seen. I imagine the privacy tents were getting their fair share of use. Probably most of the rooms as well.
At that moment Beth came hustling up to me. "I've come to report," she said sweetly.
"Go ahead, please."
"She's outside on the porch, nothing too crazy. At first they seemed to be happy being seen walking around with her. Now they have her explaining all the Gor posing positions to them, and then they've been taking turns making her do them. Her outfit isn't helping of course."
She looked so cute, bouncing on her toes while she explained everything.
"Pretty crazy party, huh?" she said with a smile. "Makes me kind of wish I was a guest, and not working."
The big zipper on her leather dress was calling out to me, straining. I reached over and grabbed the handle. The young girl watched me, surprised.
"You are too sexy to be completely hidden away." She gasped softly as I slowly pulled the zipper down almost to her belly button. The top opened, displaying her young flesh. The lower the zipper went, the more it gapped, until the pink of her areola were just starting to show. "That's so much better. Move carefully, or you'll be giving some of these guys heart attacks."
"Yes...Master," she said breathily.
I pulled out a gold 20 and slid it inside the girl's top, pressing my hand against her tender young breast. "Thanks for the report, I'll see you again in an hour."
I took the dazed Denise by the hand and walked over to the window out to the back porch. I opened the blinds for a better view, and we could see Amanda on her knees, hands spread, head to the ground. The men were walking around her, and we saw Raul lean over and caress her butt cheek. In that position, the front of her tunic opened wide, and we could see the side of her breasts quite clearly. Her panties covered very little of her perfect ass.
"Slaver's Caress," I explained.
"Doesn't that bother you?" Denise asked, leaning against me.
"More than it should. But like all the women here, she can stop it at any time. She wouldn't even have to take off her collar. Do you think Raul would force her to do anything, if she told him to stop?" I asked.
She hesitated longer than I would have hoped. "I...I guess not," she admitted.
"Does it bother you to see him with her?" I asked.
"A little. Not as much as I thought it would."
I put my arm around her, walking around the dancers, where Jean the Crack Whore was dancing salaciously, rubbing herself against each of the men in turn. Her top was untied and her small breasts were hanging free. The music piped through the rooms encouraged slow, sexy movements. I enjoyed the view.
"And this is what's happening in the open. Who knows what's going on in those tents, or anywhere else in the house?" I reminded her. "Compared to what's happening elsewhere, I'd say Raul is remarkably restrained."
Back in the study, I could see Troy was enjoying himself. His wife was going down on him, while Erika looked on from only inches away. I went over to the lone lit candle, blowing it out, leaving us in the dark, only stray light from the hall and from the windows lighting our way.
I sat down on the pillows in the other corner, and guided Denise down into my lap, sitting sideways. She came to me easily enough. I held her in my arms. "It's one big fantasy. Everyone pushing the boundaries, the women free to be the amazing sexual creatures they are, with no recriminations. Is that so bad?"
She had settled down, and I could feel her warmth. She leaned against me. "Why me, Jack? You have five other girls. Erika would be doing that for you now, if I weren't here, wouldn't she?"
"They both would," I told her softly, nuzzling my face against her hair, my hand on the inside of her thigh.
"Why me?"
"I want you. I always have. And now you're mine. It's as simple as that." I turned her face to mine, and kissed her lips softly. I felt the tip of her tongue brush against my lips. When we finished, she lowered her head.
"Why are you explaining all this to me? Why don't you just order me to service you?" she asked, squirming nervously in my lap.
I put my hand on her breast. I wasn't rejected. "On Gor we have many types of slaves. White silk slaves are virginal, and their privates are off limits. Red silk slaves are pleasure slaves. Yellow silks are for tavern servants, where the price of your drink includes their use. The rare black silks are for slaves born and bred as passion slaves. Grey is for domestic slaves, who are little used." My hand was squeezing her tiny breast gently, and I could feel her hard little nipple responding.
"For tonight, I let my slaves choose their own silk colors. If you choose grey, you will not be manhandled. If you choose white, your panties are safe, but not much else. I'm hoping you'll choose red."
"Amanda wears brown," she murmured.
"She's a new capture, once I take her home she'll wear nothing."
"Teri's in white."
"Only because it looks good on her. When Amanda and I take her home tonight, I assure you, she'll no longer be white silk."
"I still don't understand, Jack. You have Amanda. And it looks like you have Teri, too. Every man is jealous of you. We're all jealous of your relationship. Why would you do this?" She nodded to the side, where it appeared Erika had taken over what Kayla had been doing. "I feel like chopped beef compared to the prime rib you sleep with every night."
I held her softly. "Things aren't always as they seem, are they? Would it shock you to know that our marriage has been on very shaky ground? I may sleep beside her every night, but I'm lucky to sleep with her a handful of times a year."
She looked surprised. "You too?"
I nodded solemnly. "Until a couple of nights ago, I may have had the most boring sex life in this building."
She laughed softly, sadly. "I doubt that. The bloom is off the rose in our house as well. It's been over three months."
"I find that hard to believe, Denise," I told her, giving her a warm squeeze.
"Harder to believe than Amanda not getting nailed every day?" she asked.
She had me there. "Or Bob leaving Teri?" I added. "I wonder what's wrong with all of us?" I shook my head. "Since we're sharing secrets, I'll confess. Our problem, at least for me, has been variety."
"Variety? You're looking for something else when you have her?" she sounded a little irritated with me.
"I'm looking for something else WITH her. For nearly 10 years, she's been the most boring lover imaginable. Only missionary. And she only puts up with me, almost never responding." I shook my head, "God I must be drunk sharing this with you."
She looked at me warmly, her hand moving across my chest. "I'm sorry, Jack. And I promise, this will stay between us."
I laughed it off. "It's not all bad. When Teri decided to join us for the party, and they practiced their 'slave' roles, things in our house took a decided turn for the better. Last night was the best sex I'd had with my wife since we've been together. She surrendered as a slave, and she came for me, and allowed me to have her in new ways. Having Teri there with us made it all the more exciting. She even participated a little, and it only seemed to drive Amanda crazier. I think we've had a breakthrough, and that's why I was trying to buy her back, because things may still be a little shaky."
"I guess that explains Teri's attentive behavior," she said.
I lifted my hand to her breast again, cupping it softly. "But somebody's husband was determined to stop me."
She frowned. "Not my idea. Believe me. The last girl I wanted him to buy was Amanda, although from what you're saying, if she's frigid, that could be a good thing."
I shook my head. "I don't think she'll be frigid tonight. She's exploring a new side of herself. Raul and John may have hit the perfect night to buy her." I realized after I said it, that it might not have been what she wanted to hear.
Denise didn't seem to take it wrong. "I don't know what's wrong in our house. I don't. It's been three years now. I deny him nothing, and try to be open to him, but he's shut down. Once in a blue moon he gets amorous, and it's usually good, but I know that he's not happy with me. I just don't know why," she sounded so sad, on the verge of crying.
She felt warm in my arms, and I was hard, holding her. I squeezed her breast. "I wish I could tell you I had some kind of answer, but obviously, I'm not the one to ask. Although I will say that last night Amanda and I talked for the first time ever about a lot of things that had never come out. It was good."
She nodded. "We don't talk. Not much. Hell, I don't think I've had a conversation with him in years, that bordered on the honesty I'm sharing with you."
I leaned down and gave her a kiss. "You know I really am crazy about you. I have been for years."
She grinned, nodding shyly. "I know you like me. And I appreciate it a lot. You make me feel good, attractive. Wanted. I still don't know why me, but I'm not complaining." She took my hand in hers and brought it to her mouth, kissing my fingertips. "I like you too, Jack. A lot." She kissed the palm of my hand. "I'm glad you bought me."
"You are attractive. Beautiful. And ridiculously sexy. I want you so bad it hurts."
She put my hand back on her breast, turned and kissed me. It was different, intimate, loving, not passionate, but promising a lot more.
"So are you ready to choose your silk color, beautiful Kajira?" I asked softly.
She had been sitting in my lap sideways, but she turned and straddled me. "If I choose red?" she asked coyly, pressing her crotch against me.
I reached behind her, spreading her cloak out before sliding my hand between her legs, and cupping her pussy. I gave it a squeeze. "What do you think?"



She slid off my lap, and reached under my leather wrap, her eyes glued to mine. I felt her small hand against my cock, and her fingers wrapped around it. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she whispered. She stroked me slowly. "May I see it, Master?"
I flipped the loose outer end back, then pulled the other side out of the way. I was hard as a rock for my lonely little elf slave. Not too surprising, the way things had been working out.
Her hand continued its slow stroking, and she moved closer, watching me carefully. After a few more strokes, she got up and straddled me again, spreading her cloak out behind her.
The top of her outfit was a see-through white material, with half a dozen silver chains spread across it, meeting at the top, and spreading out below. It was tied to her with a thicker twisted silver chain wrapped around her body. The bottom had a similar chain, with the same clear material, and just a few vertical chains running from the belt between her legs and up the back. I could see the slight change in color where a small mound of pubic hair was mostly hidden from sight.
Those chains were rubbing against me, and I lifted her by the ass, raising her high enough for me to reach between her legs and pull the material to the side, exposing her. She caught her breath loudly.
"Those chains were rough against my skin," I explained.
"Sorry, Master." She kept her hips raised as if in invitation.
I rubbed my cock against her, and she whimpered softly.
"What silks will you wear, pretty Kajira?"
"Choose for me," she said softly, "Master."
I laughed softly, rubbing the head between her moist lips, nudging her open. "I choose red for you. Will you accept me as your master, Denise?"
She leaned forward and kissed me softly. "Denise is Master's red silk slave."
My cock was poised and I pulled her down roughly, penetrating her to the hilt. She cried out sweetly. "Master!"
"Wrap your legs around me, Kajira," I commanded.
She unfolded each one, sitting down more fully. "Too much," she said with a grimace.
"Stay still now, and squeeze me with your treasure."
She wrapped her arms around me, her head tucked into my neck. I felt the warmth of her sheath squeezing around me. From behind, with her cloak covering us, it would look like a simple hug.
"Perfect," I whispered, caressing her ass cheeks with my hands.
"Amanda's a fool." She continued squeezing me, making me feel incredible. I lifted her face and kissed her fiercely. She kissed me back, and I felt her hips grind down.
I pulled my lips off of hers. Her tongue reached out to me, begging for more. "Now stay still." I lifted her top over her breasts, exposing her small tits, not much more than bumps on her chest, capped with the cutest erect nipples. I took one in each hand, pinching them softly.
She stopped her motion, and I tensed my PC, hardening, moving inside her. Over and over I did it, pumping the blood into my swelling cock.
"God," she gasped. "It's growing inside me, stretching me. I can't believe how big you are! How can she resist this?"
"How does it feel to be owned, Kajira?"
"Wonderful, Master," she groaned softly.
I lifted her ass up, making some room between us, and thrust up into her repeatedly, until she was quivering. "Master...master...master," she groaned at each new thrust. I thrust up hard, and felt my first slave orgasm of the evening. "Master!" she cried out loudly, drawing some giggles from across the room.
I lowered her onto my cock, resting, while she caught her breath.
I leaned down and sucked on her bare nipple, teasing it with my tongue. So they weren't the biggest. I liked how they tasted.
"I would feel your lips on me, Kajira," I told her softly.
She slid off of me, and knelt between my knees. Her face was so pretty, I regretted blowing out the candles. I felt her mouth wrap around the head of my cock, and slowly slide down my shaft.
"I chose well," I told her, caressing her head. "Anything but red for you would be a shameful waste."
She was good at what she was doing. Too good. If she kept it up, I would come, and it was far too early in the night for that. I pulled her up and took her in my arms. "Thank you, Kajira."
She held me tight, breathing deeply. "Thank you, Master, for allowing this girl to pleasure you." She pulled away blushing. "And for everything."
"You understand that I am not your only Master, don't you little slave?"
She nodded cautiously.
"I can freely give you to anyone I choose, now that you wear the red."
"Yes Master. Denise understands."
"I will not pass you around like some cheap tavern slave, but Master Troy is of Gor, and if he desires you, I would give you to him."
I felt her shiver for a moment. Then she got up on her hands and knees, and kissed me again. "Whatever Master desires. I only hope that Master is not displeased with this girl."
I laughed. "No. Not displeased. Just the opposite. I had to stop you or else I would have had to come in that sexy mouth. But it's too early for that. I plan to use you much more thoroughly." I gave her another kiss. "Now go to Master Troy, and tell him you are red silk."
She seemed nervous. I drew her close. "You've freed yourself for the night, pretty slave. The decision is no longer yours. You will be used, and used well, as a pleasure slave. As you should be. Relax and be the sensual creature you were born to be." I gave her a squeeze. "What happens in Gor, remains in Gor. Feel free, and know that what happens here is our secret, unless you should decide otherwise."
She nodded, gave me a quick kiss. I held her head and made it a thorough one. Then she crawled across the room. Seeing her tight little ass depart, I was tempted to mount her. Tempted sorely.
I heard voices from around the corner, and was soon greeted by the sight of my sweet white silk Teri returning, with our two new girls in tow.
I stood, straightening my outfit, and greeted her with a hug. "Let's see how you've done."
The room was too dark for a good view. I walked into the hallway where the light was better.
I stood before Alice, looking her over. What a difference. All the fake dirt, grime and blood had been washed off of her tan skin. She'd removed her bra, and the tears to her shirt were maddening. The bottom of her right breast protruded almost completely through one long opening, and several small tears on the left side showed more skin than the tattered shirt covered. One oval tear was just to the outside of her nipple, the dark flesh surrounding her nipple slightly exposed. The shirt had been tied tightly at her side, the thin material straining to keep her breasts covered. Her ragged hair was pulled back in pig tails, and her makeup made her look young, very young. Disturbingly so.
Teri was a devilish genius.
I walked around her, and couldn't help but reach out and touch her ass. Her jean shorts had been shortened, and were in tatters. Her right butt cheek was completely exposed where a large tear went from the bottom all the way to her belt. Her tiny white panties were clearly visible.
"Amazing," I told her. "I'm torn between protecting you and ravishing you." I smiled at her, "I should warn you, the urge to ravish you is winning."
She blushed, "Thank you, Master."
I turned to her sister, who, if conceivable, looked even better. Marie was rail thin. Tall and without an ounce of fat on her body. She had a dancer's figure, no surprise, since it was her profession. Her dress was torn almost completely off, starting just below her breasts. It exposed her entire body, down to her protruding hip bones. You could count each of her ribs. The tattered remnants hung down below the edge of her hip. The bottom was torn at an angle, drooping halfway down her thigh. I reached in and caressed her side, walking around her, taking in the erotic view. Looking closely, it was obvious she was braless. I raised the bottom of her shirt in back, and saw that she was naked below as well. Her hands moved behind her to cover her butt, then amazingly grabbed the bottom of her outfit, and held it up for me. I caressed her skinny naked ass.
Moving back in front of her, I looked into her pretty face. Her hair was loose and wild, her eyes painted dark, her lips unadorned by lipstick. Her features were sharp and angular. She looked liked she'd been locked in a basement and starved. I sure as hell had something I'd like to feed her.
"Jesus," I whispered, "You are unbelievable."
"Is something wrong, Master?" she asked softly.
"Wrong? I can't let anyone see you like this! It'll cause a riot. I can barely keep from throwing you down and ravaging you myself."
She giggled. "Master shouldn't resist his urges."
I took her and her sister by their hands and dragged them into the study after me. Back in my favorite corner, I commanded Teri. "Nadu."
She dropped to her position.
I looked over at the two new slaves. "That is the most common Gor slave position. Nadu. Now do the same."
The girls got in position on each side of Teri. I couldn't resist looking between Marie's open legs, seeing her sexy little pussy, obviously moist.
"Kajira Teri, fetch Erika."
She came back moments later with Erika at her side. Erika dropped to her knees. "How may I serve you Master?"
"For the moment, I would have you teach these two the positions, and the ways of Gor."
"Yes Master. Kajira is honored that Master would trust her with such delicious belongings."
The girls seemed willing, much more so than Denise had been, and it was quite a sight to see Marie's body exposed as she moved from each position to the next.
I drew Teri to my side. "Damn, girl. What a change! You did well."
She giggled. "Thank you Master, they clean up nicely don't they?"
"No way Greg deserves them."
"Master is pleased with Teri?" she asked teasingly.
"Need you ask?" I pulled her close, speaking softly. "Have you and Amanda made plans for us, after the party?"
She climbed into my arms, resting her head on my shoulder. "Mom has Becky until Sunday night. I'm yours all weekend, Master. Amanda's idea."
"Delicious. Have you two concocted any more schemes, Kajira?"
"We stay in your collar all day Saturday. Yours to command and use however you want, Master."
"I want to feel your hand on me, slave girl" I told her softly.
She chuckled, sliding her hand inside my wrap. "This girl would ask a favor, for later, if Master pleases," she said.
"First girl has earned it. Ask."
"When we're home, don't be afraid to ask me to do things with Amanda."
She giggled when my cock swelled in her hand. "Naughty things," she teased.
"Jesus, girl, where have you been all my life?"
She pressed her lips to my chest. "Just down the block, with the wrong Master." Her lips trailed down my chest to my waist. Then she moved back up kissing me on the lips. "Now that I'm in your life, I hope we can find a way to make it more than temporary. Master."
"I'd like that."
"Would Master like to have both Amanda and me whenever he wants?" she teased.
"It would be a dream come true," I admitted.
"Then make sure that she gets most of your attention, and mine. As long as she comes first, maybe she won't mind me being a somewhat permanent fixture."
"Hardly seems fair to you," I told her.
"Silly Master. I'd gladly be your fuck-toy, to be used however you want even if it meant my only purpose was to suck your cum out of your gorgeous wife's cunt and ass."
"You're driving me crazy," I confessed.
"Driving YOU crazy! I'm dying to feel you fill all my holes and drown me in your juice." She kissed me again. "But now, I think Master has some new girls that need breaking in, if we're going to get Kajira Mandy back."
I sat up, just as Jazmin, one of my watchful servants, came in. She approached and knelt down beside me. "Your girl is in one of the privacy tents, giving lap dances for 50 gold. She's very good." I could see her watching the new girls work through the positions. "Fiona is by the tents, collecting payment when they're in use. She'll keep an eye on her."
Lap dances, huh? Things were moving ahead quickly. We didn't have much time to waste. "Thank you Jazmin, I appreciate it."
She smiled for me. "Anything else you'd like me to do while I'm here, Master? Anything at all?"
These young girls were killing me. "As much as I'd like to, I think my hands are full at the moment. And Erika would kill me if I monopolized all your time."
"Aren't you at least going to adjust my costume as well?" she asked with a mischievous grin.
I reached over and slowly pulled her zipper down. She was much smaller upstairs than young Beth, and even after pulling it down as far as her panties, it stayed mostly in place, exposing the swell of her small breasts, but not much more. I pulled out a gold 20, and slipped it inside of her dress and panties. "Thank you, Jazmin."
She stood, carefully testing her outfit. It was fun to watch her wiggle, and see how much it exposed. She seemed happy with the new look. "This should help with the tits. I mean tips." She opened the top, showing me her breasts. "If you feel like expanding your harem later, look me up."
God, she was brazen.
Teri whispered in my ear, "I'd love to see you bang the hell out of her, while I sat on her face."
I laughed out loud. "You are nothing but trouble, Kajira! Why did I ever think you were sweet?"
"Only stating the truth, Master," she said saucily.
Erika seemed to have finished with the girls and they were seated together talking. I sat down with them.
"Ladies, you now have a choice to make. Denise has already made hers." I explained the selection of silk colors to all three. "I'm leaving it up to you to decide your colors."
Erika was quick to respond. "Since I'm wearing black already, black silk would seem appropriate," she told me.
I grinned. "You know black silks are rare and very difficult to earn."
She reached for me, sliding her slim arms around my chest. "Erika would like Master to determine for himself if this girl is worthy of the black."
I pulled her to me and kissed her hard. "Black it is, for now. We'll see if you've earned the right to keep them by the end of the night."
She whispered in my ear. "When this party is over, you can test me all you want."
She pulled away from me. I looked over to the other two. "Any thoughts? Whatever you decide I'll abide by."
Alice looked a little hesitant. "What does white really mean?"
"Your bottoms stay on. Everything else is pretty much fair game."
She looked over at her sister. Marie smiled, "This girl would wear red silk for her Master."
Damn.
"You understand I'm not your only Master here? Troy is your Master as well. And I may very well trade any one of you off later."
"If you trade me, then Gor rules no longer apply?" she asked cautiously.
"Your new Master would have his own rules." I told her.
She smiled sexily. "Then this girl would wear red silk, as long as she is a slave of the Masters of Gor."
Alice poked her. "Marie!"
She laughed. "I'm single, not tied down to some jerk. Let's have some fun. Wear red with me, Alice!"
She hesitated. "I can't. He'd kill me."
"Fuck him. He bought that big tittied college girl. What do you think he's going to be up to?"
Sounded like Marie didn't think any more of Greg than the rest of us.
Alice glared at her sister. "Let's not talk about that." She turned to me, "Master, I...I'd like to wear white."
I reached out and cupped her full breast, making her gasp. "You understand what white entails."
She looked at me, then pulled my hand off of her breast. To my surprise, she lifted her shirt, and put my hand back on her exposed tit. "I'll wear white for you tonight, Master."
"For both your Masters," I reminded her, grasping her nipple between my fingers.
She closed her eyes, squirming while I tugged on her nipple. "This girl will wear white for the men of Gor."
Erika laughed and gave her a hug. "We're going to have so much fun tonight." She turned to me. "Master, if it would please you, I have some colored silks I could get. Perhaps you could tie them to our collars, reminders of our position?"
"That would be nice, Kajira. Do it."
She hopped up, and took off.
I turned to Teri. "And you, saucy girl. Why don't you check on how things are going with Amanda?"
"Yes, Master." She got up and left me with the sister slaves.
"Come," I addressed Alice and Marie, "I wish to get to know my slaves better."
I retreated to my cushions. "Kajira Marie, belly." I patted the ground to my side.
She laid down beside me, on her belly, legs apart, hands to her side.
"Kajira Alice, slave lips." I gestured to my other side.
She dropped to her knees, leaning forward, her lips presented. I kissed her. I started softly, and when she responded, increased my ardor, probing her mouth with my tongue. She moaned softly.
I pulled away and pressed my lips to her ear. "I'm going to play with your sister now. Then I'm going to use her. Prepare me for her." I pulled back my wrap, exposing myself.
She looked at me with something akin to fear in her eyes. She looked down below my waist. "But I'm white, Master."
"Your shorts will remain intact. Your hand and your mouth are mine to use, sweet slave. You may start with your hands."
"Must I remain kneeling, Master?" she asked, her hand moving slowly forward.
"No, be comfortable. But do a good job."
"Yes Master," she said softly, stretching out beside me, her hand encasing my cock.
I sighed in pleasure, then turned to the patiently waiting Marie. I reached down and stroked her skin, lifting the bottom of her dress, and grabbing her tight ass.
"Thank you, Master," she said softly. I could hear the eagerness in her voice.
I took my time playing with her, while her sister stroked my hardness. Her skin was amazingly soft, and it was a pleasure to touch her, caress her, learn her body.
"Slowly, Kajira Alice. Just keep me ready."
"Yes Master," she answered.
"Marie, do you know the 'She Sleen' position?"
"Yes Master."
"Assume it."
She rolled over, her head to my feet, on her elbows and knees. I reached for her leg and tugged her closer, and she moved so that her bare bottom was pointed right at me, raised high, accessible. I lifted the scraps of her dress, and pushed them up her body, until they slid down and were gathered at her shoulders.
I reached out and ran my fingers across her cheek, down her crack and eventually between her legs, feeling her moistness. She was definitely enjoying this. I probed her slit, toying with her, watching her squirm. I slid two fingers inside of her, playfully.
I moaned, against my will, when I felt Alice's mouth replace her hands. God, that felt nice! While I diddled her sister, Alice made sure that I was more than ready.
"Marie, Nadu."
She got up and saw me gesturing toward the space beside me. She knelt down facing me, and I gently turned her to face her sister. I reached between her legs, sliding my fingers inside of her. "Your sister is preparing me for you. Thank her."
"Thank you, Alice," she said softly.
"Come closer," I told her.
She scooted as close as possible, then leaned in further. I moved my mouth close to her ear. "Have you seen her do that before, sweet slave?"
"No Master."
"She's talented."
"It appears so, Master."
"Are you as talented, slave girl?" I teased.
"I believe so, Master."
"Help her."
"Yes Master. Thank you."
She moved down between my legs, and I watched Alice's eyes follow her. Marie moved her face closer, reaching out with her tongue, bathing my balls. She rose up higher, her sexy mouth kissing the bottom of my shaft, while her pretty sister's face move up and down. She extended her tongue and licked me, then I watched in fascination as she reached for her sister's head. Marie stopped Alice's movements and pressed her cheek against her sister's. In tandem, Alice slowly took me deep into her mouth, while Marie licked my shaft just below her sister's stretched lips.



Erika chose that time to appear with the silks in hand. She had already wrapped a black scarf around her own collar. She grinned as she leaned down and threaded a red scarf through Marie's. Then she moved around the girls and carefully worked a white scarf through Alice's. She came up to me and leaned down for a kiss.
"Don't forget this slave, Master."
"That would be impossible. Your turn will come soon."
She hopped up and walked across the room to give Denise her scarf.
Marie took control. She pulled her sister up off my cock, and took it in her own mouth. Alice lowered her face and took over the licking, still working together. Soon they were taking turns, sucking me aggressively, using their hands and mouth. Alice was able to take my entire length, forcing herself down, sliding my aching cock down her throat. She'd pull away gasping, and her sister would do her best to do the same. Marie would push and gag, but couldn't take all my length. She was not as talented as her sister, but I gave her points for trying.
I had been determined to use Marie, but I couldn't stop this blow-job for the life of me. Even when Teri came in, kneeling beside me.
"They have her in one of the tents, where some Masters and even some of their slaves are paying to dance with her. Hands are doing a lot of wandering."
"Does she seem distraught?" I asked, moaning as Alice took me deep again.
"She seems Ok with it, I guess. Her hands are very quiet, but she doesn't seem to be resisting or complaining at all. She dances nicely. If I had to guess, I think she enjoys being the center of so much attention."
"The first competition should be soon," I told her. "We'll see what we can do afterward."
I turned back to where the sisters were doing there remarkable job. "That's enough, slaves. Or else Master will be coming soon."
Teri was cuddling me, watching the sister's performance. "He said stop Kajira."
Alice pulled away, gasping. "Thank you, Master. Alice has prepared master for Kajira Marie." She leaned down and sucked me gently, loathe to stop.
"She Sleen, Kajira," I barked to Marie.
Marie got back on her knees, presenting that sweet ass to me.
Alice lifted up. "Use her well, Master."
I moved behind Marie, and slid my cock into her. She moaned sweetly as I plumbed her depths. I started slowly, getting used to her tightness, then fucked her harder, driving into her. She was so nice to use, her narrow hips fitting my hands perfectly. Alice came over and knelt down beside us, facing me. She reached out for her sister's ass, squeezing her cheeks and spread her open lewdly.
"Master looks so big, abusing her scrawny body," Alice teased. She gave her sister a delightful spank. "How is it, sister slave?"
Marie groaned loudly, "Amazing. You're really missing out."
I stroked her a while longer, then pulled out of Marie and held my cock out to Alice. She hesitated, then moved closer, taking me in her mouth. I slid between her lips a few times, then returned to her sister, deep stroking her.
Teri was parked on my other side, holding me. "That will be me soon, won't it Master? Pound Teri like that."
For several minutes I switched back and forth between Marie's tight pussy, and Alice's warm mouth. I was in heaven.
I pulled out. "Sula, Marie."
She was slow to respond, seeming a bit dazed, but she turned over onto her back and spread her legs wide. I lifted her thin stalks to my shoulders, and entered her again, thrusting hard. Teri moved down and pushed the girl's dress out of the way, leaning in and sucking on Marie's tits. Between the two of us we had her moaning loudly. I opened her legs wider, in a large V, driving into her ferociously. She moaned loudly, "Coming..."
She was right, her body shook while her orgasm rolled over her.
I loved having her come on my cock. I eased back, wanting it never to end.
I gestured Alice closer, and had her rest her head on her sister's belly, mouth waiting.
Again, I switched between the two, spending longer between Alice's lips, before returning to hammer away at her sister. On the very first stroke back into her, Marie cried out, and I felt her exquisite release.
I watched Teri get up and start dragging two of the flag poles together, stringing the material between them, creating a visual barrier from the door. She sauntered back, glancing up at me. "She's too noisy, bound to attract attention."
"Quiet her, Kajira."
It was wonderful to see her lower her mouth over my sex slave's lips.
I heard the tinkle of a bell, and turned to see the servant girl Fiona enter the room, walking around the makeshift barrier. "The dancing competition begins in 5 minutes." She stood there a moment, letting her eyes grow accustomed to the dim light. Then she came over and stood beside me. "So this is where the real party is," she said softly. "Wow!"
I looked at her, slowing my motion inside of Marie. "Kneel here." I pointed beside me.
She obeyed without hesitation.
I reached over and unzipped her dress down to her belly button. She was nicely stacked on top, and her breasts were in imminent danger of falling out. Even more so when I peeled the top back exposing her tit. I grabbed it, squeezing gently.
"You can tell me no," I told her softly.
"Yes," she smiled devilishly.
I pulled out and Alice's mouth engulfed my cock.
"Kiss me," I told the servant girl Fiona.
She leaned in and kissed me warmly, while my cock was sucked. As I was kissing her, Alice released me and guided my stiffness back into her sister.
Fiona pulled away, then stood, guiding her breast into my mouth. I sucked her hard little nipple, while I fucked darling Marie as hard as I could without losing that perky tit. Fiona shifted and gave me the other one. I reached up under her skirt and grabbed her ass, squeezing her young cheek. I slid her panties down enough to feel her bare flesh. My hips were on auto-drive, plowing away at the helpless slave beneath me.
I couldn't hold back any longer. I bit down on Fiona's nipple, wrenching a gasp out of her, while I slammed into Marie, filling her with my hot seed. When I was finished, I pulled out, to find eager Alice's mouth on me again, sucking me clean.
I kissed Fiona's nipple gently. "Sorry about that."
"Fuck 'sorry'. I came when you did that." She grinned. "I'll be back later." She started to turn away. "Oh yeah, your girl is dancing with anybody who has 20 gold. Sometimes two or three at once. She's getting groped pretty good. But she's still dressed. More than I can say for this crowd." She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss. "Save something for the help."
She walked away. I looked down to see Teri straddling Marie's face. No wonder I hadn't heard anything from her lately.
Alice got up and gave me a kiss. "That was intense."
Marie's legs were open lewdly, my juices dripping from her. "Looks like somebody needs cleaning up. Wouldn't do for her to dance like that." I said to Alice.
She blushed. "Please Master. No," she said softly. "She's my sister. Don't make me do this, please?" Her pleading was pitiful.
I took her face in my hands, and kissed her lips softly. "Of course not. I don't want you doing anything you're not comfortable with."
She hugged me. "Comfortable is not the problem. Sucking your dick after it was inside of her wasn't comfortable, but I don't mind expanding my horizons a bit. Going down on her would be different. Bad." She smiled. "Master."
"I understand. And I'll stay within your limits, as long as you make them clear. Thank you."
"Mmm. No, thank you Master."
Coming to an understanding was nice, but it wasn't getting Marie any cleaner and our time was running out. "Kajira Teri, please clean up Marie, the contest is soon."
She stretched adorably, then climbed off Marie. "Of course Master, my pleasure." She settled down between Marie's legs, and went to work. I sat down beside Marie's head, caressing her pretty face. "How are you, Kajira."
Her eyes opened, searching for me. Alice was using Marie's own outfit to clean the poor girl's sloppy face. "God, that was incredible! I never came so much or so hard. You can be my Master any time." She grabbed my hand in hers, squeezing it, clutching it to her breast.
"The contest starts soon. Will you be Ok?"
She had closed her eyes, and was writhing under Teri's ministrations. It looked so sexy, I thought about blowing off the contest, and doing her all over again. Of course, I still hadn't had my way with Erika, and that was near the top of my to-do list.
And then there was Amanda.
It looked like I wasn't going to get an answer from Marie, who was spacing out on me again. I grabbed Teri by the hips and dragged her off of the poor girl. She was strong, and clung to Marie's thighs like an octopus, her mouth working its wonders. I had her completely in the air, and had to shake her to make her let go.
Alice was giggling at us.
"Enough, Teri! When did you become such a wild thing?"
She wriggled out of my hands and turned, leaping into my arms. "Master, how about me?" she pleaded.
I held her tightly. "You're my special girl, Kajira. I'll only fuck you when Mandy's with us. These other slaves are just for fun, and just for tonight. You are more than that, understand?"
She hugged me. "I understand, but you just wait until this collar comes off. I'm going to get my revenge. Master."
Chapter 4: Assessing A Slave's Worth
I peeled her arms away and set her down. "Let's go. We'll be late for the contest. Who is going to dance for us?"
She grinned. "It's not really fair is it? Marie's a professional. How's anyone supposed to compete with that?"
We were walking to the main room, where the dancers were lining up with Michelle. "So nobody's going to try?"
"I will. But don't laugh. And Erika has something special in mind," she leaned into me, giving me a hug. "Wish me luck."
I turned and was almost bowled over by Marie. She hugged me tightly. "What do I get if I win, studly Master?"
"How does a weekend at my place sound, with you, Amanda, and Teri all under my leash?"
She grinned. "Sounds like all the incentive I'm going to need." She gave me a quick peck. "I've been practicing for this Master, choreographed and everything. Tonight, there's no one but us. I dance for you Master, and only for you," she whispered and ran off to join the competitors.
Only six girls opted to compete, and three were on my coffle. None of the men got up on stage and I can't say I blamed them. Of the three women I didn't own, Amanda was one. Tasha and Penny were the other two.
This should be good.
Teri was right. It wasn't fair. Don't get me wrong, all the girls were beautiful and sexy, and had the men calling out for more. There was a lot of tit jiggling and ass wiggling, and a hell of a lot of skin showing. Erika got creative, and was tied to the slave post, by her hands and feet, and she put on the sexiest show I'd seen in ages. Clearly, she had practiced. Homefield advantage. But then Marie took the stage.
She was sexuality made woman. Beautiful, graceful, and barely clothed. Her turns were poetry, the arch of her neck, the extension of her arms, the way she held her hands and pointed her toes. A minute into it, the house was dead silent. Her movements picked up pace, frenetic, needful, beyond erotic. She managed to reach down and hold her dress in place when it was most necessary, giving us flashing glimpses of her well used pussy, and sweet young ass. You could see a sheen on her skin, and rivulets of our mixed juices running down the interior of her thighs. Her small tits were almost constantly on display, while her tattered dress struggled to keep up with her.
Her dancing told a story in which you could feel her desperation and fear. She struggled to free herself from imaginary bondage, yanking her arms away from the pole she was tied to. Her struggles alone were mesmerizing. Freed, she peered around, then escaped, fleeing from her captors. She moved, stopped, perfectly still, then switched directions. But her running was fruitless. You could feel her captors closing on her, grabbing at her, striking her, knocking her off balance, tossing her around, throwing her to the ground. She struggled free, only to be captured and thrown down again. I heard a gasp from someone in the audience.
Her captors used her, viciously, then let her escape for a moment, before capturing her and using her again. Her motions were so real, you could almost feel her being penetrated, her mouth used violently, raped repeatedly on her knees, on her back, on her side. She tried to crawl away, before being thrown on her back. The impact of her fall echoed through the room. Her legs extended, while she gazed in fear at the captors holding her open wide. A look of sheer terror appeared on her face, while her final captor prepared to take her. She'd been silent except for the occasional grunt, and gasp, but now she was trembling. A whispered, "No, please, no" and then she was tensing her body. The remains of her dress slid down her body, leaving her waist naked for the first time. She suddenly screamed out, loud enough to wake the dead. Her body was being abused, pummeled while she cried.
"Stop it, someone," I heard an anguished voice fron nearby. The audience was definitely getting into it.
Marie's hips recoiled with each thrust, her legs pulled taut. Her muscle control was miraculous, and we could all feel every thrust into her. When her rapist was done, she collapsed, exhausted. She was pulled by her arms to the slave post, and tied back in place. She hung there, well used, and certain to be used again. You could see her sobbing, her body trembling while she cried.
Then she abruptly stood up, smiling and curtsied sweetly.
The place exploded.
Penny won second, and Erika came in third.
Minutes after it was all over, my dancer came running over to me, throwing her arms around my neck. She was still gasping for air after her exertions. "Is Master pleased with his slave?"
"Incredible," was all I could say.
We were swarmed after that, and I lost her to the throngs of her admirers.
I had bought her for 380 Gold. I would have paid $1000 for the show alone. Never mind getting to fuck the living daylights out of her. I was desperate to do her again.
"See what I mean? Not really fair, was it?"
Teri was standing beside me, looking over at where Marie was surrounded by men and women alike.
I pulled her close. "I loved your dance."
She gave me a poke. "No pity compliments."
"Behave Kajira," I reminded her.
She stuck her tongue out at me, then smiled. "Worth the price of admission to see that, don't you think, Master sweetie?"
"I think we'll all be talking about that one for a long time," I admitted.
"Shall we find Raul? I think he might be more inclined to trade after that show," she said, reminding me of my original intentions.
We found him easily enough, my wife beside him, on her knees. He'd lost the mask. Couldn't say I blamed him. John was with him, drinking something from a big cup.
"So what did you think of Marie," I mentioned casually.
"Hottest thing I've ever seen," he admitted readily. "Beats porn to hell and back." John echoed his remarks.
"Would you like to own her? Both her and her sister Alice, in trade for the little barbarian slave."
I could see him thinking about it, and he looked over at John, who was obviously considering the value as well.
"Think about it. You've already owned the prettiest girl here, and now you could have that walking wet-dream too," I told them.
Raul grinned. "You make it sound tempting."
"That shirt is all she owns. Naked underneath it. When you tire of her, you could probably trade her for any woman in the house, and still keep Alice," I said.
I saw John scowl. "Good way to get on Greg's bad side. Not sure I'd like that."
"Then trade them as a pair," I urged. "If you'd like, I could offer you Denise as well."
John seemed to like the idea of that, but Raul's face clouded. "Might cramp my style," he grumbled.
"I doubt that. Talk to her. She's feeling pretty rambunctious right now. You might see a new side of her you'd really like."
He kept looking over at Marie, then Alice. "Give us a second, Ok?"
"Sure," I told him, while he and John moved away a bit, discussing the deal.
I knelt down in front of Amanda. "How's it going, baby?"
She smiled sadly. "Tiring. They sure seem to enjoy showing me off and passing me around."
"Nobody's gone too far have they?" I asked. Teri was beside her, holding her.
"No, they're not bad, really. But I feel like a ripe cantaloupe, getting squeezed by almost everyone here. Didn't see much of you, though, did I?"
Teri came to my defense. "We're watching over you constantly. All those servant girls are reporting everything going on every few minutes. I came over and checked in on you, and so did Jack. We wouldn't let anything bad happen."
She grinned. "I thought those young girls were a little too curious."
"I'm going to get you back, Amanda. Whatever it takes."
The men came over and this time it was John who spoke. "Give us half an hour more with her, and then we'll trade her for Marie, Alice and Teri."
"Do it," Teri said.
"Come on guys! Look Raul, you'll be a hero to your wife. You traded to get her back. Denise, Marie and Alice."
I knew I had them, but Teri couldn't leave well enough alone.
"And me, until the next contest," she offered. "Starting now."
"Done," Raul said.
"Hey. Wait a second, you can't trade yourself, Teri." I reminded her.
She slid into my arms. "Please Jack. This way it'll be best. She won't be alone anymore, and you'll have us both back in less than an hour."
Against my better judgment I agreed, peering up at the clock in the kitchen. It was already twenty minutes after midnight. "We make the exchange at ten 'til?" I asked.
"Ok," Raul nodded.
I pushed Teri over next to Amanda, "I'll see you then."
I gathered Marie, Kayla and Erika together, and lead them back to the study. I hadn't seen Denise or Alice around, and sure enough they were with Troy, already playing. Troy had Denise in his lap and she was riding him. Looked fun. Jeez, the guy had a lot of energy.
I led my three over to the corner. I didn't know if I should break the trade news to Marie now, or at the last minute. I realized I had to tell Troy. "Kayla, you and Erika wait here. Marie, you come with me."
The girls obeyed, of course, and I moved over to where Denise was bouncing up and down on Troy's lap.
"Troy, we need to talk a second," I told him.
He reached out and calmed Denise down, until she was sitting almost still.
"I made the trade."
He smiled sheepishly. "I was afraid you might."
"After our dancer's little show, I had a few offers. I've traded Teri away until the next contest, and in about 25 minutes, we're swapping these three for Amanda. Raul wants his wife back." I added the last for Denise's sake.
Troy laughed, thrusting up into her, making her squeal. "I can't blame him. You had a taste of this hottie yet? Fucking sweet."
I grinned. "Yeah, but not nearly enough. Them's the breaks I guess."
Marie was obviously disappointed. "But I won for you, Master," she said sadly.
"Yes you did, and you were nothing short of amazing. People will be talking about that dance of yours for years to come. The reward is still on. But I promised my wife I'd do everything I could to get her back. She's being passed around like a sack of potatoes, and two guys sharing one slave is tough on her. The only slave they'll trade her for is you."
I pulled her close, willing to offer up a white lie to spare her feelings. "It was that damned dance. Every man in the house wants you now. I could have traded you straight up if it was only John. But Raul was insistent on Denise, and it seemed evil to split up a matched pair like you and your sister."



Alice got up and came over, hugging me. "I get it. It's sweet. Who else around here would trade away these two to get his wife back?"
I gave her a squeeze. Holding the sexy sisters in my arms, I was almost regretting the deal. Almost. "Raul would. Our plan was to buy each other's wives, but who knew that Amanda was going to go for that much?"
That got a laugh from Denise. "Oh, pretty much everybody, that's who. Word was already out you were going to try and buy her back. We couldn't let that happen."
Troy spoke up. "Time's wasting. I'll swap you Denise for Marie. I haven't had two minutes with her, and she has my blood boiling."
Denise climbed off of his lap, and Troy immediately was tugging Alice's face onto his cock. I kissed Marie. "Go to your Master. Treat him well." I hugged her close. "If I wasn't married, and hadn't already promised, believe me, I wouldn't trade a night of servitude from you, for a lifetime with these others."
"Yes Master, thank you," she said quietly. Then she threw her arms around my neck and kissed me ferociously, before turning away.
I returned with Denise to my corner, settling in between Kayla and Erika. "We're trading Denise and the sisters for Amanda and Teri in a few minutes, slaves. So let's give your sister-slave a proper goodbye."
Kayla snuggled up against me. "And then it'll be time for Kayla and Erika to get Master's attention?"
"A lot of attention," I assured her.
I leaned back, and opened up my wrap. "Pleasure me, slaves."
I had a few minutes of a mind-numbing three-way blow job, before I felt the need to use Denise overwhelm me. I pulled her up and had her ride me. I tugged Kayla toward my head. "I want to taste you, beautiful."
She pulled her panties off. "Thank you, Master." She straddled my face, and I lost myself in the feeling of being used by these two hot slaves.
My thoughts kept wandering back to the reality of losing my cute little slave elf. I slid out from under Kayla. "Obeisance, elf slut," I growled, and Denise got on her knees, thrusting her arms out in front of her. I was aggravated she still had those damned bottoms on. At least she'd removed her cloak. "Slaves, strip her."
I leaned down and whispered to her, "I'll stop them if you want," while the girls peeled her bottoms off and removed her top.
"Use me, Master. Abuse my naked body. Take me in every way."
I didn't need to hear her twice. I moved behind her, and slid my cock into her, fucking her hard. She squealed as I entered her. She looked so tiny and fragile, helpless. I moved my hand down and fingered her little brown star.
I looked at my other slaves who were kissing and caressing the object of my need. "Use your own juices to prepare her ass for me," I told them.
Kayla needed no further encouragement, and I saw her hand move from between her legs, her fingers sopping wet, and then ease a soaked finger into Denise's tiny butt. I looked over at Erika. She was undoing the leather strap that reached between her legs, and I groaned when I saw her tear a hole in her body stocking. One more opening available. She moved her hands between her legs, and started frigging herself.
I stroked into the naked elf steadily while she was made ready for me.
Denise was moaning as Kayla brought her other hand into play, rubbing her juices around the fingers two knuckles deep in my sex slave's rear. Erika brought her hand up, and Alice pulled out, making room for Erika's dripping fingers. "Master," Erika whispered, "this may be one of the naughtiest things I've ever done," she smiled for me, "and I've been very, very naughty."
Kayla's fingers were back, and she was working one of them in beside Erika's. Denise groaned, "Fuck..."
The two girls kept rubbing their twats, and bringing their soaked fingers up for more. Their juices were running down Denise's crack, and she whimpered as Kayla managed to squeeze her second finger into the poor girl's stretched ass.
"I think she's ready, Master," Kayla said softly.
I pulled out, pointing the head of my cock at her dilated hole, and pushed the head in. "God!" Denise cried out. I pressed forward, slowly sinking into her. Her legs were trembling endearingly.
About halfway in, I eased back out, and started the slow fucking, opening her up for more. "Lube me, slaves," I gasped. Kayla and Erika, rubbed their copious juices around my cock, where I entered Denise's ridiculously tight asshole. I slowly made progress, and with only about an inch to go, I grabbed her hips tightly and slammed forward, wrenching a scream out of her.
"Fuck, that hurts," she gasped.
"Are you Ok?" I asked.
Erika snapped at me. "Don't ask her that! She's a slave. Your sex slave. Use her. Pound her ass. Fuck your god-damned slave's ass raw."
I smiled. Erika had a strong view of how a slave should be treated. I hope she remembered that later. If not, I would remind her.
I took her advice and pounded the tiny body, stretching that poor ass obscenely wide. Erika leaned over and spit hard at where my cock was piercing my toy. Kayla had moved in front of her, and pulled Denise's face down into her pussy.
Erika was reaching under Denise, playing with the girl's pussy. I could feel her fingers inside, rubbing against my cock. She laughed. "I can feel you, Master."
I groaned, butt-fucking Denise as thoroughly as possible. Moaning continuously, her sounds were muffled by Kayla's flesh. The entire scenario was unreal, reaming this tiny beauty's ass, while Kayla and Erika urged me on, playing along with us. I was strongly aware that I may never have the opportunity to use pretty little Denise again. Such a shame.
She cried, out, sobbing, coming hard from being ass-fucked. Impressive. I slowed down, stroking her deeply, while she came down from her high.
I lifted her, pulling her with me, as I reclined. My cock was lodged deep inside her rear, and I gasped for breath. Taking a break before I was unable to stay in control. I reached for her tits and squeezed, tweaking her nipples, pushing my hardness deep inside of her. Kayla was lying back, breathing hard, her pussy red where Denise had been tending her.
Erika moved between Denise's open legs, and she lowered her face for a taste of her slave sister.
"God, oh God," Denise moaned, while Erika teased her.
She was breathing hard, and she turned her head to me. Her smile was beautiful, face glowing, strands of loose hair matted with sweat. She almost put my eye out with her long ear. "Thank you Master. I've always wanted to do this, but I was too afraid."
"You are amazing, Kajira."
"Will Master miss his lonely slave?" she asked wistfully.
I was interrupted from answering, when Beth, my servant slave, burst into the room. "Trouble with Amanda," she cried out to me.
I jumped up, sending my slave girls tumbling, and took off at a run. Beth was beside me. "At the tents, I heard her say 'lavender'. Several times."
Fuck it. Damn that Raul, I'd expected better of him.
Chapter 5: The Rescue of a Slave
The rest of the party was oblivious to whatever was happening, caught up in their own little world of depravity. I sprinted into the backyard, knocking people out of the way, and Fiona pointed at one of the tents. I burst in, and absorbed the whole scene at a glance.
Raul was on the ground, blood running from his nose and lip. John was seated, with Teri in his lap, one arm pinning hers down, the other covering her mouth. She was fighting against him. He looked up and I saw fear in his face.
In the middle of the room Amanda was on her back, struggling. Greg was kneeling between her legs, his big ugly mitt over her mouth, his other inside her panties. "Shut up, slave bitch!" he was growling, while she fought him.
He turned toward me just as my foot reached his head. I had kicked as hard as I could, and his head snapped back, eyes rolling up into his head, and he fell beside Amanda, out cold.
That wasn't good enough.
* * *
"Jack. Jack. Listen to me Jack, it's over. Jack. Stop."
Someone was repeating my name, tugging at my arm.
She leaned into my field of vision. "Jack. Look at me!" It was Michelle.
"Let go," I growled through clenched teeth. Erika entered my vision, tugging at my hands. "Master," she said. She had her head on his legs, looking up at me. "Master, enough. It's over." She reached her hand up to my face, bringing hers closer. "It's over." She looked nervous, her hands trembling. Her eyes were wet.
She kissed me.
The bubble burst, and I was inundated with the cacophony around me. I looked up and saw a field of worried faces. Darius was kneeling nearby, watching me cautiously. I turned and saw Michelle still clinging to my arm. "Stop this. Take care of Amanda, Jack," she said softly.
I settled back on my heels. Greg still wasn't moving.
"I didn't...I mean, he's not..."
Darius answered. "He's breathing. We shouldn't move him until he comes to. What the hell did you do to him?"
Amanda was in the back corner of the tent, along with Denise, who was topless, and Raul. They were both checking on him, glancing up at me, faces clearly worried. I stood, my legs trembling, and found myself between Teri and Erika, their arms around my waist, each clinging strongly to an arm. I looked around and saw Beth just inside the tent huddled in a corner, with Dale and Troy blocking the entrance, keeping everyone out. It looked like we had quite an audience outside.
Man, this was going to be gossip fodder for ages.
I was dazed, my heart beating like crazy. My legs were ready to fold at any moment, and I was worried I might fall down. My hands hurt. A lot.
Why did my hands hurt?
Teri reached for my face, making me look at her. "You Ok, now? You had us worried. You were so angry. You scared the hell out of me." I looked at her and saw her eyes were moist. She hit me with her little fist. "Don't EVER do that again," she said fiercely, and then hit me again.
Erika reached out and guided Teri to my chest. Her arms wrapped around me, and I held her. Erika shook her head at me. "Please tell me your Ok, now."
"I'm fine, alright? Stop asking. What's the big deal? He had it coming."
"Greg did, sure, but why Dale or Troy?"
Dale or Troy? What the hell? I looked up at Dale, and saw he had the beginning of a shiner. "What happened?"
They brought me over to one of the two chairs where I took a seat. I could process things, finally. Alice was in the tent now, and she and Michelle were rolling Greg onto his back. He suddenly leaned over and vomited profusely, catching Michelle's shiny boots in the process.
Teri was massaging my shoulder, while Erika held my hand in hers. "You're not going to go crazy on us again, are you? Darius can handle Greg."
Alice was using her white silk scarf to clean up Greg, who looked miserable. He was struggling to sit up, and I could see that his arms were tied behind his back.
"Amanda," I whispered.
"Shh. I'm here, Jack." I turned my head and she was behind me, her hands stroking my hair, calming me.
"I'm sorry." I was choking up, and couldn't see from the tears welling up in my eyes.
"No. Don't be sorry. You came in time. Nothing happened. You saved us." She was leaning over me, her arms bracketing my head, her hands rubbing my chest. I could feel her soft breasts rubbing against the back of my head.
"I should have been here. I should never have given you up."
She leaned down and kissed my cheek. "Hush. It's alright. I'm safe. I'm with you."
I reached up and pulled her head down, pressing my cheek against her, while I fought to regain my composure. I felt her tears roll down my cheek, and almost lost it all over again. I took several deep breaths.
"Does somebody want to tell me what happened?" I pleaded.
"You really don't remember?" Teri asked wondrously.
"Nothing much, since seeing what Greg was doing," I told her.
It took a couple of minutes for the whole story to come out. In the meantime, the rest of the world was settling down, and the party goers were wandering back to whatever they were doing, each trying to find out from the next what had really happened.
I was surrounded by Erika, Teri and Amanda, with Beth standing just a couple of feet away. The story took form in dribs and drabs, as the girls took turns expanding on what actually occurred.
Apparently I went a little crazy, threatening John who immediately released Teri, and then pounding on Greg before tying his hands and then whaling on him some more, even when he was down and helpless. Beth had followed me in and witnessed everything. Dale was right behind her, alerted when he saw us running by, but when he'd tried to stop me, I'd attacked him, downing him with a hay-maker. Troy was not far behind, but didn't get in the tent until after Dale was down. He came too close, and they said I'd shoved him away hard enough to send him tumbling over Dale. At some point John had crawled away under the back of the tent.
I'd turned my attention back to dealing with Greg, but Beth had intervened, grabbing my arm. I'd tried to shake her loose, and she'd moved in front of Greg, blocking my way to him, before I could do any more harm. It was then that I decided to tie his feet together. Erika and Michelle had followed with Darius in tow, and they tried to calm me down, hoping that I wouldn't fight them like I had Dale and Troy. Darius was ready to intervene if I did anything stupid.
They were right. Even half insane with anger, I couldn't hit a woman, no matter how much I threatened, and between the two of them they calmed me down enough to check on Greg.
I looked over at Dale and Troy, still blocking the entrance, watching me warily. "Sorry guys. I guess I screwed things up royally."
Dale just shook his head. "Yeah, that was kind of fucked up. My cheek hurts like shit."
"That's why you don't fuck with a warrior of Gor," Troy laughed.
He got a few people chuckling, and it seemed to ease the tension. Beth was still standing nearby. I waved her closer and she stopped, her thigh pressed against my knee. "I didn't hurt you, did I?"
She shook her head shyly. "I knew you wouldn't hurt me. I have breasts. You only hit men." She giggled at her own observation.
She did have breasts. Nice ones. "Yes you do. Still, I'm sorry."
"Apology accepted. You did make me scrape my knee. You might have to kiss it better later."
"Where's Raul and John?" I asked.
Raul was sitting behind me and to the side, in the other chair, his wife doting on him. Still topless. His daughter Sheila had joined them.
John had made his escape.
That's when I heard the whole story. Greg had gotten wind of the upcoming trade, through John's big mouth, and had insisted on buying one last 'dance', with Amanda. He'd rented out Sheila to one of the guys inside for a while, to get her out of the way. Seems like Troy and I were the only ones not renting our girls out. Dancing with Amanda, Greg had started groping her more than ever, reaching into her outfit and between her legs. She'd tried to stop him, finally shouting out 'lavender' repeatedly, her safe-word. That's what Beth had heard, and sent her running to me.
When Raul tried to intervene he'd been knocked flat by the much bigger Greg. The asshole then slapped Amanda to the ground and when Teri had stepped in he'd threatened to beat the hell out of both her and John, if John didn't shut her up.
John wimped out and shut her up. Spineless ass-wipe. I should have pounded him too.
Greg had started in on Amanda then, and she'd shouted out her safe-word again, and screamed for help, but he'd quieted her and climbed on top of her. He'd opened his pants and was tearing her panties off when I'd shown up.
Teri was doing the explaining, when Greg abruptly cut in. "That's bullshit. She wanted it man, she was all over me. That struggling shit was just part of the game."
"Hitting Raul was part of the game?" Teri snapped.
"Asshole should have kept out of it. I'd paid for her."
"I screamed 'lavender'," Amanda yelled at him. "I told you to stop it!"
"Slaves don't get to say no," he smirked.
I started to get up again, but eight soft hands pushed me back down. "Don't," Teri warned. Beth moved in front of me, preventing me from getting up. Erika tugged on my arm. "He's not worth it."
"Let him up," Greg growled. "I'll kick his ass with both hands tied behind my back."
Alice had been sitting next to him, propping him up. I guess she'd heard enough. She moved aside, letting him drop roughly to the ground. "Shut UP!" she yelled. "Shut up, shut up, SHUT UP!" She slapped him hard across the face, then stomped out of the tent.
I'd started to rise, but Beth had her hands on my knees, pushing down. "No," she said quietly.
She was almost as small as Denise, but she looked so fierce. I had to laugh. "You're awfully brave, aren't you?"
She smiled. "You wouldn't hurt me, not for real."
I nodded. "I know. Because you have breasts."
Her grin grew wider, and she peeled her top open, exposing two delicious young tits to me. "Your kryptonite."
That had everyone laughing, and Teri pulled the cups of her top to the side, exposing her sweet little tits. "Denise, we need you," Erika called out, and in seconds she was standing in front of me, her tiny boobs on display.
Beth laughed, "More cleavage! We need more cleavage! Stat!"
They were giggling out of control, when Denise called her step-daughter over. "Sheila, help us."
Sheila came over, human sized, now that she'd abandoned her hoof/shoes at some point. She reached down and pulled her top up, exposing quite a nice rack, painted blue, her bright pink nipples standing out in contrast. She had my undivided attention.
"Not fair. They're blue! How are we supposed to compete with that?" Beth whined, holding her breasts out toward me and shaking them.
Sheila bounced up and down, setting her beauteous mounds in motion. "It's for the good of the team," she said.
Amanda had to be the kill-joy. "Alright. You've weakened him enough. Let's put those babies away before we have a different problem to deal with."
I was sad to see them go away. In the case of Denise and Sheila, they only moved a few feet over. I had to wonder what Raul thought of his daughter's blue boobs, still on display.
So I'm a pervert. I know. But they were pretty fantastic. I looked over and saw him pulling her shirt down, covering them up.
You're a better man than I am, Raul.
"Can I get up now? I promise to be good," I asked.
Beth gave me a piercing look, then moved to the side.
Alice and Michelle had returned to the tent, and were leaning over Greg. I'd missed their arrival. See what boobs can do to a man?
Michelle shook her head, "Greg Trantham. You've been a beast and an asshole tonight. What are we going to do with you?"
He struggled, "Untie me. The party can go on. I can let bygones be bygones."
He was sounding a little more sane. Maybe throwing up a gallon of beer had helped.
"I don't think so. Not yet. Of course you no longer can have any slaves. We could call the police and file assault charges, but that would be a lot of trouble, and it would be hours before the party could get back in swing. Then again, we could just send you home, and you'd never be welcome to any of our homes again. That seems awfully harsh for Alice, who didn't do anything."
He was staying quiet, looking back and forth between his wife and Michelle.
"Or, I'm thinking, we could let you try being a slave for a while. I'd have to manacle and handcuff you, to make sure you didn't try anything stupid." Michelle stood up and straddled his legs, looking down at him. "Are you man enough to be my slave for the rest of the evening? If you're a good slave, and I mean 100% good, no misdeeds whatsoever, AND if you apologize nicely to Amanda and Raul, perhaps we can put all this behind us. If that's Ok with Amanda."



He looked over at Alice. "Come on baby. I didn't do anything that everyone else wasn't doing. I don't imagine you've been an angel tonight."
"Nobody has touched me like you touched her. Not once," she told him. "When I set the boundaries, everybody listened."
"Jesus, all I did was feel her up a bit. People were doing more than that in front of everybody during the dance contest," he whined.
"She said NO! Don't you get it? And hitting Raul? Jesus, Greg!" Alice yelled.
"I know. I shouldn't have hit him, I just wanted what everyone else was getting."
"What about Sheila, your own slave?" Michelle asked.
He shook his head. "She wouldn't do anything either. Told me she'd take off her collar if I touched her between the legs again."
"And you stopped?"
"Well yeah. She was serious. She wasn't teasing me."
Amanda spoke up, "I wasn't teasing you Greg. I didn't complain when you groped my tits and ass. But I didn't lead you on."
"But you were like a real slave, not playing at it. Obedient. Submissive. Don't tell me you weren't getting horny. I felt how wet you were."
Alice slapped him again. "Stop! Now apologize to her. She didn't ask for it. She told you when to stop. You just couldn't leave well enough alone. Jesus Greg! You were allowed to feel up Amanda. AMANDA! Why couldn't you be happy enough with that."
He had that angry look again. "Right. That asshole gets to buy my wife AND her sister, and do whatever he wants with them, but I can't touch his?"
Alice screamed out in frustration. "I TOLD YOU, he didn't! He wanted to, and I said no. See that silk? It's white. It means hands off. He gave that to me. He asked, I said no, end of story."
"What about Marie? I saw how she was with him," he argued.
"You're not married to Marie, now, are you? What she does is none of your damned business."
Michelle intervened. "Looks like this is going nowhere. I think I'm going to have to ask you to leave. Sorry Alice."
Greg sat up. "No. I mean, you don't have to do that." He looked over at us. "I'm sorry Amanda. I should have stopped when you said no." Then he turned to Raul. "And I'm sorry I hit you. I know I get out of control sometimes when I drink too much. I should have stopped hours ago. Too much going on around here for me to be boozing."
He looked at his wife. "I'm sorry I messed things up, baby. I really am. I'm glad you didn't do anything. I shouldn't get so jealous."
Finally he turned back to Michelle. "I'll be your slave, Mistress. But can I have some Tylenol first? My head and ribs are killing me. I can't even see straight. And maybe loosen my wrists? I can't feel my fingers."
Michelle looked over at Amanda, as did Alice, hopefully. "Amanda?"
Alice looked pitiful. "Please," she begged softly.
Amanda sighed. "Tie him up good. If I find him running loose, I'm going to kick his balls all the way to the ocean. One at a time."
Chapter 6: The Party Must Go On.
Things were almost back to normal after that. Dranei Sheila was freed from her Master, but they only put her back on the auction block again, and she was bought up by Elliot. I could have bought her, but I had too many women to take care of as is. Although those big blue tits of hers were awfully tempting. There was that mother/daughter thing, too.
Raul and John were stripped of their slave, even though Raul had tried to help. She'd used the safe-word. End of story. Nobody even suggested putting her back on the block. I sold him Marie and his wife Denise, for 1000 gold. He'd made a fortune renting Amanda out.
Raul was almost groveling, apologetic for what happened to Amanda, taking the blame on himself, for not protecting her, and for the way they'd used her which he figured had a lot to do with what happened. It was difficult for me, but I told him to forget it, at least he tried, unlike this partner.
Amanda asked to stay with him a little while longer, showing him how grateful she was for him trying to help. I wanted to say no, but she looked so sad, and asked so sweetly. I gave her a big kiss, feeling her melt against me. "Not too long, Ok?"
"I promise. I'll be back to you soon."
Greg was dressed in leather shorts, handcuffs, ankle manacles, with a leash and collar. He followed Michelle around like a dog on his hands and knees and pretty much kept his nose clean, as far as I could tell. He was naked from the waist up, and his back and sides were becoming a mottled canvas of black and blue. He'd feel that for a while. I could see new marks on this back from her riding crop. She'd teach him to behave. I wouldn't want her mad at me.
I cleaned up a bit, including giving my trouser partner a good scrub down, and took a few Tylenol, readying myself for whatever might come next.
Beth found me just before we got back to the study. "Make me your slave, Master."
I smiled down at her. "I should be your slave. You saved the day, heart-breaker."
She moved close, pressing her body against mine. "Then you owe me. Collar me and use me hard. Enslave me."
I looked her in the eye. I saw her desire, and I liked it. "Kneel."
She dropped to her knees, looking up at me with big brown eyes.
"Erika, train this Kajira, please. Red silk."
"Yes Master. She's a sexy one."
"Isn't she?" As cute and desirable as she was, I had some other things to deal with before spending quality time with her. "When you're done with her, give her to Master Troy to break in."
"Yes Master."
"Master..." I heard Beth whine.
"Silence slave," Erika snapped at her. "Don't make the training more difficult than it has to be."
I turned away from her, searching out Teri. Instead I found Alice. Looking at her I couldn't help but think about her husband and what he'd done. She stepped back when she saw my face. "Master? May this girl beg a favor?"
She looked anxious. I couldn't hold Greg's actions against her. I tried to calm myself, taking a deep breath. "You may."
"Will Master come with me? Please? I need to show him something."
Looks like Teri would have to wait. "Alright, Kajira. You've peaked my interest."
She took me by the hand and led me upstairs. We walked to the end of the hall, where she pulled out a key, unlocking the door. I looked at it curiously, and she gave me a shy little smile. "Michelle let me use it."
I followed her into the media room, and she closed the door behind us, locking it.
"Take me, Master. Use me. Punish me. Do whatever you want with me. But please, keep it between us."
"You are white silk. By your own decision," I reminded her.
"You shouldn't have let me choose. I'm your slave. I'm here to serve you completely. My white silk is gone, dirtied, outside on the floor of a tent. I am no silk now. Make of me what you will."
I suspected she was doing it to get back at her husband, but that was fine by me.
"Strip." I commanded, harshly.
She removed all of her clothing, down to her shoes, and stood delightfully naked, trembling.
I untied my waist belt, and threw my wrap aside. "Nadu, Kajira."
She got to her knees.
"Slave lips."
She leaned forward, pressing her lips together. I moved in front of her, pressing my cock head to those generous lips. She opened her mouth, and sucked me to hardness.
I was happy to let her.
I let her suck me quite a while, making her work for it. I held her head and fucked her face, until she gagged. "Who's slave are you?"
She gasped, "Yours Master, only yours. Alice is your red silk slave."
I held her head, and fucked her mouth, pulling her hard against me, forcing my cock down her throat. I held her several long seconds, while her hands clenched in fists against my hips. Would she push me away?
Her eyes were watering, and her face flushed red. Instead of pulling away from me, she pushed forward, gurgling, fighting to take me even deeper.
I pulled out, and she coughed, drool dripping from her mouth. She looked up at me, grabbed my cock fiercely and took me to the root again. She eased back, trying it a couple of more times until she found a rhythm, deep-throating me like nobody had ever done before.
She was incredible. Denise had been good, but this girl put her to shame.
I had to stop her or she'd make me come. Maybe three minutes all told. She was that talented.
I backed off her divine mouth. "Sula, Kajira."
She dropped to her back, legs open, bent at the knee. "Hands over your head." She obeyed quickly.
I reached between her legs, thrusting my fingers roughly inside of her. "You are white silk no longer," I told her.
"Yes Master."
I finger fucked her hard, two fingers, pushing deep into her. With my other hand I squeezed her breasts and pulled on her nipples. I had her writhing in no time at all. "You will come for me, but only when I say so."
"Yes Master," she gasped.
I abused her pussy, squeezing, fingering, pounding into her. I watched her need rise within her, feeling her wetness. Hearing it. Smelling it. On and on I went, until she was squirming out of control.
"Please, Master," she moaned.
"What, slave girl?"
"Let me come," she begged.
"No." I leaned over her, my hand merciless, lifting her hips off the ground, grinding into her. I pinched her nipple hard, making her cry out.
"Master!" she begged.
"Not yet."
She was throwing her head from side to side, "Please, please, oh please," she gasped.
I moved between her legs, my arm tiring from the exertion of manhandling her. "Beg for it, slave."
"I'm begging," she gasped, "I beg you, let me come Master."
"Come for me."
She cried out, her whole body tensing up. I saw the muscles of her stomach contracting hard, and felt her pussy clutching at my fingers. As she was coming off the crest of her orgasm, I withdrew my fingers and slammed my cock into her.
She screamed out, bucking under me, her legs shaking out of control. I grabbed them roughly and pushed them back against her chest. I leaned over and fucked her hard, pounding her pussy into the carpet.
Her mouth was wide open, head pressed back, and I could feel the spasm of her channel squeezing me. It went on and on, as she came in terrible waves, each one wracking her body. I moved back, changing the angle so each long thrust would rub against the front of her pussy, targeting her g-spot.
The torrent of orgasms continued, with only a few sparse seconds of rest in between. "Master!" she cried.
"Kajira," I reminded her, reaching down and slapping the top of her pussy.
"Too much," she gasped, moments before another enveloped her.
"Beautiful slave," I told her, grabbing her hips, and pounding her as hard and fast as possible.
She cried out, and her juices sprayed forth, showering me. She soaked me in her cum, squirting again while her body trembled out of control.
I pulled out of her, and moved my cock down an inch, pressing into her ass. With one hard push I entered her, forcing myself half way inside, making her shudder, then scream. I gave her a few long deep strokes, surprised at how readily she took me. I leaned over her, her feet on my shoulders. Her legs slid down my arms, trapped at my elbows, while my face descended onto hers for a deep kiss.
"Who owns you?" I asked her, my cock sliding into her ass repeatedly.
Her eyes were open wide, nose flaring. "You, Master. Now and always. Yours to use. Wherever, whenever, Master."
"Are you done coming for me?" I asked.
"No Master. I can't stop. Don't make me stop."
"Your ass is tight, my pretty slave."
"Tell me," she gasped.
"Tell you? Tell you how delicious your tight asshole is? How my little slut of a slave is milking me with her filthy butt-hole? Should I tell Kajira how I'm going to flood her ass, fill her with so much cum she'll be dripping all night long. You are a nasty slave-slut, aren't you?"
"Yours Master," she moaned. "Your slave. Your filthy slut slave."
"That's right. My slave. To do with whatever I please. I could take you down and fuck your ass on the platform, couldn't I? And you'd only beg for more."
"Master," she whimpered.
"Every hole of yours is exquisite. After I come in your ass, I'm going to use that nasty mouth of yours. I have to use it again. Nobody has ever sucked me as deeply as you. I love your nasty cock-sucking mouth, slut-slave."
"Master!" she cried out, coming hard on my cock, her ass clenching me like a fist. I forced my cock into her, fucking her through her orgasm.
I was feeling strong, and not ready to finish yet, having overcome that early urge. Anger was a wonderful thing.
I flipped her over onto her belly, like a rag doll, positioning her how I wanted. I had her legs open wide and spread her soft cheeks, peeking down at her nasty little butt-hole she'd offered up so generously.
She was still open, and accepted my cock readily. The feeling was perfect, I was comfortable in the saddle, my cock was rock hard, and her tightness was the perfect amount needed to keep me going.
I'd never been with such a multi-orgasmic woman. She was still coming for me, every minute or so, groaning the same erotic sound, before gasping her way out of it. I loved her ass, kept hidden throughout the party by those shredded shorts. Now it was mine. She was mine.
At first she'd lifted her hips to me, pushing back, but after a few minutes she was lying helpless beneath me, letting me use her freely. I pulled her legs together, straddling her and rode her ass cruelly, forcing grunts and groans from her.
I tried to talk to her, but she was completely out of it, barely groaning, except for the moaned 'aaaah', each time she came for me. I grabbed her ass cheeks in my hands, squeezing painfully hard, leaving deep red marks where I held her. I stopped the rhythmic fucking, and slammed single strokes into her, pushing her along the floor.
I could finally feel myself peaking, and jack-hammered her. "F-f-f-FUCK!" she screamed, moments before I unloaded in her unbelievable ass.
I leaned over and nuzzled her neck, but she was barely conscious, unresponsive. I sat up and nudged my cock in and out of her, gently, massaging her butt and lower back, playing inside her butt-hole, reluctant to pull out of her and end this incredible session of sex. I stayed hard enough to move within her, and couldn't keep my eyes off that perfect butt, filled with my fat cock.
Long slow strokes did it for me, stiffening me, giving me the perfect view. My long shaft slowly disappearing inside of her. I was hard enough to pull all the way out, before sliding back inside of her. So incredibly good, long slow strokes, into that tight ass, completely at my disposal.
I heard her moan, and it brought a smile to my lips. "Are you back with me, Kajira?"
"God," she groaned. "Didn't you come?" she moaned, while my cock pierced her for my entire length, repeatedly.
"Deliciously. I love your tight little ass, slut-slave."
She moaned, "Your slut-slave loves her Master. Use Alice, Master."
My knees were hurting, and as much as I enjoyed being in her ass, I was just playing now. I thrust my cock all the way inside of her, then leaned over, kissing her shoulder. I kept my cock buried in her, while I showered her with affection, sliding my hands underneath her and squeezing her tits. "Kajira Alice is amazing. Master could fuck you all day and all night, and never tire of you."
I was determined to make her mine. It was an evil thing. As good as she was, I knew it had even more to do with who's wife she was. I would take her from him. Make her mine.
"Alice is glad she gives you pleasure."
I pulled out of her, as difficult as it was to do. "We should join the others," I told her.
I sat on the couch, and she rolled over, groaning. I looked down at her, and was momentarily shamed, seeing how red her hips, thighs and tits were, from being driven into the carpet so powerfully.
"You've ruined me, Master." she pouted. "You've ruined me for all others."
"I doubt that. You were perfection, absolute perfection. And you will be again."
She scrambled to her knees, then crawled over to me, her open mouth seeking out my cock. "Is Alice still your slut-slave, Master?"
She took my messy cock into her mouth, sucking me nastily.
"As if I could ever let you go," I teased, stroking her hair.
She was sucking sloppily, keeping my erection going. She pulled her head away momentarily. "Master was going to trade me earlier," she teased.
"Master was wrong. He didn't know what he had," I admitted. "Master should never have let you wear the white."
She took me deep in her throat, and I leaned back to get a better view. Fuck. And to think, I almost missed out on this. She was playful, enjoying her capability to amaze me. I moaned loudly and often, before I had to stop it.
I pushed her off my cock, and brought her up to my lap. She mounted me, settling down deeply. Slave Alice leaned against my chest. "Hold me, Master?"
I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close. She felt wonderful. She sat still, enveloped in my arms, basking in the attention and adoration. I worked my PC, staying hard, flexing inside of her for fun. She tilted her face up, offering me her lips. Those naughty cock-sucking lips.
I kissed her. Long, slow and deeply, enjoying her. Taking her with my mouth, possessing her. I held her fabulous rear in my hands, easing my cock in and out of her burning pussy, while our kiss went on and on. She whimpered softly, her mouth going slack.
"Come for me, Alice," I whispered, sliding a finger into her butt, while she gently rode my cock.
She trembled in my arms, gasping, and I held her close. "You're so beautiful like that, you come so easily. It drives me crazy."
She leaned back, driving her hips down to take me fully. Looking up, she smiled. "I've never come like this before. Your every touch burns. You have tamed me Master. You own me completely."
I gave her a small kiss. "It's time to go back," I told her.
She sighed, "I wish it never had to end. This has been wonderful."
"Does it end when we leave this room?" I asked her.
"Only if Master doesn't want his slave any more. Alice would be Master's slave as long as he'll have her."
"And what will Alice's husband think?" I reminded her.
She had the decency to blush. "He can't know. But I can't live without this. We have to do this again."
Mission accomplished. I hugged her close. "I'll see what we can do. I won't hide it from Amanda or Teri," I told her.
"I'll take whatever you can give me. Call me whenever you want me. I'll be your slut-slave anytime you want, Master Jack."
"I'll do that. I'm going to enjoy owning you, nasty girl."
"Only for you, Master. As nasty as you want, but only for you."
I kissed her again, then swatted her lovely ass, encouraging her to climb off. She stretched erotically, then walked tentatively to the door. She opened it and peeked outside. I watched her scurry down the hall, naked, returning a few seconds later with a towel. She rubbed it between her legs for a moment, then cleaned off my cock, which sadly was wilting. He'd had a busy night, even if I'd only come twice, hours apart. I was confident he'd be back.
"Shit. Erika is going to kill me," she said, getting on her knees, and trying to clean up the puddle on the carpet we'd created.
"I've never had a woman squirt before," I said, putting my wrap back on and tying it in place.
She giggled. "I've never done that before. I mean, a couple of nice little orgasms, sure. But that was mind-blowing. Every touch was setting me off. There's never been anything like that."
She looked up at me. "Now do you understand why I can't just let this end here?" She scrubbed the floor, her cute tits swaying. "I only wanted a one-time fling. That's all. I've never cheated. Never. But I needed it tonight. I wasn't expecting this. You've ruined me."



She got up and came to me, flowing into my arms. "Thank you, Master, for freeing this slave from her own shackles."
She smiled up at me. "So, is Alice red silk now?"
I shook my head. "No."
"No?" she asked puzzled.
"Black silk is what you'll wear. You are no simple pleasure slave. You were born for this. You are my perfect, passionate slut-slave."
"Was I really that good for you?" she asked hesitantly. "I've seen your women. I know I don't compare to Amanda, or even Teri or Marie."
"The best I've ever had. Ever. That must remain our secret. It would kill Amanda to know." I was shocked to hear my own words.
"Good. Now we both have secrets," she giggled, hugging me tight.
I let her get dressed, then took her hand in mine, and as much as I hated it, we left that room, and headed back to the others.
We passed a few rooms on the way, and we chuckled to hear the sounds of passion through the walls. "I hope we weren't that loud," she whispered.
"I think you were remarkably restrained."
"Restrained. Sounds fun. You'll have to restrain me sometime, Master. Tie me up into a tight little ball, and fuck me senseless," she said softly, glancing around to see if anybody could hear her desires.
"That's a date I'll happily keep. Of course Amanda and Teri might be helping me use you."
She shivered. "Don't tease me."
"I'm not teasing. If I bring you home, I'll share you with them."
"No matter how I feel about it?" she asked tentatively.
"You're my slut-slave. When you cross the threshold of my home, I'll use you however I please. And I'll share you with my other slaves if I so desire. It would be so unfair to keep you completely to myself." I patted her ass. "I'd love to use you until I couldn't any longer, and then let them keep you on edge, until I was ready to use you again."
"And...other Masters?" She asked softly, as we walked down the stairs.
"It may happen. Not as often, certainly, but I won't say it's not possible. I'd say it's even probable."
She stopped, leaning into me. She was breathing hard. "Both at once?"
"If I feel like it," I told her, reaching down and grabbing her ass. "Can you imagine being stuffed with so much cock, you could barely move? Driving two men insane with desire?" I whispered.
"Touch me, Master, now, quickly," she begged.
I slid my hand lower, and pressed my fingers against her moist pussy. I slid my fingers into her panties, and her legs gave out, while she gasped. I was holding her up by the crotch, while she trembled. "Master!" she moaned desperately.
I held her, while she got her legs under control. Yes, I was going to enjoy owning this slave. The fact that she was Greg's wife was icing on the cake.
Entering the study, I found a naked Beth entwined in 69 with my slave Teri. Troy was leaning back in the cushions watching them, while Kayla and Erika delivered a leisurely dual blow-job. I sat down beside him, drawing Alice's face into my lap.
"You bastard!" Troy laughed. "That was mean, leaving me with four of them."
"I know. How cruel of me to leave you with four beautiful half-naked willing women at your beck and call."
I reached over and caressed Erika's side. "Kajira, can you get another silk for Alice? She lost hers earlier."
"Mmm," she moaned, pulling her face back off of Troy's cock. "White?"
"No."
"Red then?" She leaned over and gave my darling cock-tender a kiss on the head. "Congratulations on making the team, Kajira."
"Black," I said.
"Black? Really? That must have been some meeting you two had!"
"It was." Alice had my cock in her mouth, and was taking me to the hilt while Erika watched. Show off. Erika left us, in search of the elusive silk. "And red for the new girl," I called out after her.
"How was the new slave?" I asked my partner in slavery.
He hesitated, "She's looking good," he said.
"You haven't played with her yet?" I asked. I figured she was irresistible. Cute, young, stacked and willing?
He shrugged. "They're wearing me out, I don't know how many more I've got inside of me. I've been completely sucked dry! They're animals!"
"I think I'll try her on for size," I told him.
He was stroking his sexy wife's hair, since she'd been left to take care of him alone.
I pulled Alice's face up. "Bring the new girl to me."
Alice scrambled over, and returned, pulling the new girl by her long dark hair. "Nadu, slave," she hissed.
Beth dropped to her knees, opening her legs wide. I could see she was shaved down there, and had the sweetest looking young slit. Teri had followed the two of them over, and she sat behind me to my side, her legs around me, and wrapped her arms around my chest.
I gestured for Alice to go to Troy, before turning back to Teri.
"How was she?" I asked.
"Sweet. And very, very willing." She kissed my neck. "How did things go with Alice?"
"Unbelievable. Once we get you settled in, we'll have to have her over for some play dates." I gazed down at Beth. "Pleasure me, Kajira."
The brave little co-ed moved forward, and started licking my cock. It was nice as a change of pace from Alice's intense treatment.
Teri was pouting. "Master seems to have time for all his girls but poor Teri," she said softly.
"Slave Lips, Kajira Teri," I told her.
She presented her lips to me, and I kissed her warmly. "Who is Master's first girl?"
"Teri, Master?"
"Kajira Teri, yes. And who's responsible for keeping Master pleasured, Kajira? Keeping his slaves in line."
"Teri is, Master."
"And does Master look happy?" I teased, grabbing Beth by the head, and sliding my hardening cock deep into the naked co-ed's mouth.
"Master always looks happy, when a pretty slave is pleasuring him," she said softly, kissing my neck.
"Then first girl is doing well, isn't she? She will surely be rewarded."
"Thank you, Master. Soon, I hope," she teased.
I laughed. "No, not soon. The other girls will all be tried out first. But when I get you home, I promise, I will thoroughly reward you, all weekend long."
"Maybe just a taste for Teri? A quick dip?" she pleaded.
"No. Absolutely not. When I have you, it will be perfect, and I won't stop until I have you screaming out my name, Kajira."
"Master is mean," she pouted.
"Master is Master, Kajira. Remember that."
"Yes Master."
I held Beth's head still, and thrust into her mouth for a few strokes, then pulled her face back. She had done her job. I was hard enough for more. "Ride me, young slave."
"Thank you, Master," she cooed, straddling me before pushing the head of my cock between her tender pink lips. She closed her eyes, and pushed downward, forcing my cock into her tight opening. She moaned loudly, taking only the tip of my length. Little more than the head.
She had her hands on my chest, and was wriggling on the top of my cock. "Please be patient with your slave, Master," she gasped. "This girl does not have much experience. Master is very big."
I held her hips, helping her get used to my size. "Relax, pretty girl. I've seen how brave you can be. Now is not the time for bravery. Go as slowly as you need." The girl's young pussy was even tighter than Alice's ass.
I reached up and fondled her sweet tits. She was slowly working her way down my cock, and it felt incredible. If I hadn't had so much action already that night, I wondered how long I could have held out.
"How many men has our pretty new slave been with?" I teased, tweaking her nipples.
She stopped briefly, more than half my length inside of her. "Kiss your slave, please, Master."
I pulled her close, and kissed her warmly. "You've been a good girl tonight, Kajira. I'll keep that in mind."
She hugged me warmly. "Only one Master, and that one, only partially," she whispered softly.
"Lucky man," I teased.
Teri giggled. "She means you, silly Master."
I looked at the young girl in surprise. Could it possibly be true? "How old are you, Kajira?"
"I'm legal, Master." She smiled, and rose up and down my cock.
"How old?"
She slowed, swiveling her hips. "Eighteen, Master. For over a month now."
"And this is what you wanted for your first time?" I asked, incredulous, holding her hips still. This wasn't right. Not for a first time. No way.
What had I done? Hell, what was I doing?
She put her hands on mine, grinding against me. She was slowly forcing her way onto my suddenly resurgent cock. "Yes, Master. I've dreamed of this. Being with a real man. Being used firmly. Becoming a woman with a man who knows what he's doing. The kind of man who would fight for his woman." She leaned forward and kissed me again. "I've wanted you from the moment you first spoke to me. After the tent, I had to have you."
I stopped her again, pulling her lips to mine and kissing her softly. "You should have told me, Kajira."
"Would you have been gentle with me? Careful of my feelings? Would you have taken me in private where nobody could see my embarrassment or my struggle to sheath you? Would you have loved me slowly and carefully, letting me grow used to your massiveness? Brush my tears away when the pain was too much? Would you, Master, if I had told you I was a scared little virgin?"
"That and more," I assured her, my hands slowly caressing her pure body.
"That's why I didn't dare tell you, Master. My dream is not to be pampered. My dream is to be used. Taken. Owned by a real man. A man who wants me as a woman, not as a trophy. To be a slave to a Master like you."
"You succeeded. You are Kajira. I won't take it easy on you slave, virgin or not."
"Thank you, Master."
I couldn't stand it any longer. I grabbed her hips and pulled her down firmly while thrusting hard into her. She cried out, as I filled her completely.
I held her still, while I let her get accustomed to me. She had tears in her eyes.
"You're a woman, now, pretty slave. Regrets?"
She threw her arms around me, hugging me tightly. "None. It's perfect. Use me Master. Use your girl for your pleasure."
"Ride me," I told her, slapping her ass and leaning back.
She started slowly, only rising up a inch or so, before settling back down. I was willing to be patient. She lengthened her motions, gradually moving faster, until she was riding me wildly, groaning sweetly, releasing a series of small, sexy, grunts and cries.
Teri was lying beside me, her hand caressing my chest. "Kajira Beth is a lucky girl. She'll never forget this. I wish my first time had been as a slave to you."
"Master is a lucky man," I assured her.
Teri pressed her lips to my ear. "Fuck her, Master. Fuck her hard. Let her feel what it is like," she urged.
It sounded like a great idea to me. I moved the young girl under me, pressed her legs back, and entered her. Damn she was tight, even after riding me. I slowly stroked her, watching my cock enter her tender young slit. She had such a pretty little pussy, smooth and tight, tiny little flaps of skin following my strokes. She was opened wide, and her clit was standing up like a perfect pink pearl. I reached for her bud, massaging it gently, while I long-stroked her slowly.
"You have a sweet little pussy, Kajira."
She moaned for me. "Thank you Master. It's all yours. All of me is yours."
Teri had been behaving, watching us. "May I play with her Master?"
"She's a new slave. You are first girl."
"Thank you, Master," she squealed in joy, bringing her mouth down to my little virgin's tits.
The long strokes were fun, but I had to have her for real. I grabbed the top of her thighs, and hammered at her pussy. Damn, it felt good.
She was a vocal toy, crying out for me, while she felt my strength. I slowed a bit, banging her hard, each stroke shaking her entire body. "Master!" she gasped.
She was the opposite of Alice, who came for me if I merely looked at her. I wanted to make her come around my shaft. I wanted her to come hard for me. I wanted her addicted to my cock. I started playing with the angle of her hips, tilting her legs back, spreading my legs, shifting my angle of attack, looking for the perfect response.
It took some work, but finally she responded with a quiver, as if I'd shocked her. She cried out, gasping. I grinned, and stroked her firmly, maintaining that angle, working her young pussy like the fine instrument it was. Whatever I knew about pleasing a woman, I wanted to share, during this, her first time. I wanted it to be incredible for her.
Teri was helping me, teasing the girl's tender nipples. Beth's soft whimpers were becoming eager cries. I sped up my strokes, deeper, harder, drawing out that orgasm I sought from my teen love slave.
"Come for me slave girl. Come on Master's cock," I told her.
Teri's hand reached down and her fingers bracketed the girl's tender clit. Her fingers closed. Beth's hips raised up, and her legs trembled, "Oh!" she cried out.
I followed her, moving upward as she did, fucking her harder. Teri's fingers were vibrating back and forth, torturing the girl's tender nub. I pounded into her, "Come, slave. Come for us. Give us your gift."
She screamed out, her legs kicking upward, her young pussy nearly snapping my cock off. She was too tight. I could barely move within her. It was beautiful.
She relaxed, and Teri moved away, letting me see my girl. I stretched out over her, her legs wrapped around me. My face was over hers, and I kissed her softly. "Having fun, sweet slave?"
"Perfect," she gasped. "I'm so lucky to have found you Master. A girl couldn't dream of a better first time."
"Can I come inside you?" I asked.
"Master can come anywhere he wants. In my pussy, in my mouth, even in my ass if he desires."
"That's a sweet offer, but I think we'll save your ass for another time, Kajira. One virgin hole a night is enough."
"Does that mean that Master may wish to use his slave after tonight?" she asked sweetly, peering at me innocently. I could feel my cock swell within her.
"I'll be using this slave often, you can be certain of that. All my slaves will enjoy using you, pretty girl." I screwed her gently, enjoying being inside of her.
She smiled anxiously. "Promise?"
Teri moved her face in, kissing the girl on the cheek. "He's claimed you now, Kajira. You can share my bed, when you come over. When we're not in his, of course."
Beth turned to Teri, and I watched their lips meet. God, I loved the sight of that. "Thank you, Kajira Teri." She had tears in her eyes. "Thank you Master. How can this girl pleasure you?"
I grinned, "That one was for you. This one is for me."
"Use me, Master. Use your girl. Take your pleasure from me."
I put her on her hands and knees, with Teri underneath her. She looked so tempting, her young ass open and waiting. I slid back inside her, and used her hard, for my own pleasure, ignoring hers. Her delicious tightness remained, and I thought about the possibility of using her on a regular basis. I wondered for a moment how Amanda was going to respond to all these women, if I started bringing them home. Marie, Alice, and now Beth. I must be insane.
But for the moment I didn't care, and I used my girl as I would. She came for me, but it didn't matter. It seemed that the more times I came that night, the longer I lasted after each. I fucked the teen beauty for a long time, then put her on her side, straddling her leg, holding the top one tightly. I could really pound her deep from that angle. Jesus, she felt good. I could feel myself swelling, getting ready to come.
"I'm going to come for you Beth," I gasped.
"Come in me," she pleaded. "I want to feel you come inside of me."
She got her wish, my cock driving deeply inside of her, erupting mightily. Her tight little pussy milked me, while she reached her third orgasm of the night, a small one, but nice to feel.
I collapsed beside her, catching my breath.
"It's your mess, Kajira. Clean it," Teri told her.
Beth leaned over, using her mouth gently to cleanse me. When I was spotless, she fell back, obviously exhausted. "Thank you, Master," she said softly wiggling closer so her head could be against my side.
Teri parted the girl's legs. "Now I'll take care of you, poor abused child," she said softly.
I put my arm around Beth, holding her while Teri licked her gently. Beth giggled. "A girl could get used to this," she said.
Chapter 7: Amanda Returns.
Amanda knelt down beside me, stroking the girl's hair back in place. "Looks like someone has been having fun."
"I thought you'd forgotten about your lonely Master," I pouted.
She laid down with us, her head on my stomach. Beth turned to her, sliding her hand inside her outfit. "She's so beautiful, Master."
"Yes she is."
Amanda giggled. "And I'm supposed to believe you've been lonely? Can Teri even walk?"
Teri raised up from between Beth's legs. "He's being mean. I have to wait until we get home. He wouldn't do me unless you're around," she pouted before returning to taking care of Beth.
Amanda smiled, turning on her side, and reaching out for Beth's full tits. "I see you've been taking full advantage of your role as Master of your slaves. What happened to the clothing rule?"
"I found her like this," I explained.
"The dress was in the way, Mistress," Beth said softly.
I laughed. "She's not your Mistress. Not tonight. Here's she's a slave just like you."
Beth giggled. "I wish. She may be a slave, but she's nothing like me. I knew if you were worthy of her, you were certainly man enough for this girl."
"How are things going out there?" I asked my wife.
"It's crazy. There's going to be a lot of stories to tell, and secrets to keep, after this night. This will provide fantasy fodder for months to come."
"And Raul?"
"Coming along very nicely, using Marie much like you used this one. With Denise egging him on. He was taking turns on them when I left."
"And you kept out of it?" I teased.
"Maybe not completely. So far, I'm still white silk, but the man deserved a little reward, don't you think? He wasn't a bad Master. He did try to save me, and got beat up for it."
"Were you clothed?" I asked, curious.
"You're certainly nosy, for a man caught with his dick in the co-ed jar. I kept my panties on, Ok?" Her teasing grin confirmed there was more to the story.
"How far did you go?"
"You're not going to let this go, are you?" she laughed. "You won't get mad, right?"
"Just the opposite," I assured her.
She sat up, removing her waist tie, loosening her outfit. Beth took advantage of it to burrow underneath. Teri had finally relented and was on the other side of Amanda, snuggling in. "Share, meanie," she snapped at my ex-virgin.
"I told him I was his white silk slave, and he could use me as such, with Marie and his wife watching. He was very appreciative and very attentive. Turns out Raul is quite oral." She sighed. "He did leave my panties on, but that's all, and they didn't seem to get in the way much. The poor boy was moaning and panting like a dog in heat, while between my legs. Then he begged me to return the favor."
She giggled. "Poor Raul, he was so worked up, he didn't last a minute. The second time he did a little better, but I had help with that one." She turned and faced me, leaving the two girls beside her scrambling to find some new way to play with her body. "I found out that different men taste very different. I think I'll appreciate your taste far more in the future."
"Are you angry?" she asked cautiously.
"No. I wish I could have seen it."
She smiled for me. "You may get your chance. I invited him and Denise over next weekend. Is that Ok?"
"Absolutely. If that's what you want. Were you tempted to do more?"
Amanda blushed. "Tempted. Not here, and certainly not in that tent." She took my hand in hers, kissing my fingertips. "Does it bother you, that I was tempted?"



"No. If you decided to act on that temptation, I'd like to be there," I confessed.
"A little birdie told me the naughtiest story. Is it true that when you heard I was in trouble, you were in Denise's ass, and you dumped her and Marie on their butts, to come save me?"
Beth laughed. "It was so funny. Scary and funny. When I came in to tell him, the little elf girl was lying on top of him with his cock up her butt, while the dancer girl was licking her. As soon as I said 'trouble' he was running out of the room, his hard cock flapping in the wind, and they were lying on the floor looking dazed. It all happened in seconds. I barely caught up to him."
"She's not mad is she?" I asked.
"Mad? How could any woman be mad? You pulled out of her tight butt without thinking twice about it, to save your wife! You've got some big-time fans, buster."
Teri peaked over my wife's shoulder. "No shit. I'd risk being gang-banged by an army of homeless, to be saved like that. Damn that was hot. Scary, but hot. Fuck, I'm creaming just think of it." She rubbed herself, holding up two sticky fingers. "See. I'm not even kidding." She laughed. "Even Darius said he'd hate to be on your wrong side, when you had your rage on. You were frightening, all angry like that. An elemental force. A berserker. Nobody will ever fuck with Amanda again, I can tell you that much."
Kayla came over, and saw my cock was open. She settled in between my legs silently, using her mouth on me.
"Teri!" my wife gasped, as her friend worked to get her panties off.
"Ease up, Amanda, you're with friends now."
She got her way, and was soon going down on my wife.
Amanda sighed. "You guys are so bad." She squirmed a little, then moved Beth's demanding mouth to her other tit. "By the way, if you're Ok with it, I told Marie she could come over and play sometime. She mentioned something about a reward for her dance?"
"Who are you, and what have you done with my wife, you wild thing?"
"I think there's always been a 'Mandy' inside, waiting to get out. I'm glad she finally did." She stretched erotically under the ministrations of her two lovers. "We're going to be Ok, aren't we?" she asked, turning serious.
"I hope so. I love you, you know?" I told her, ignoring the strangeness of the situation, particularly my hardening cock between Kayla's talented lips. I didn't think that was going to be possible. Three was a big night for me, even if it was over several hours. But these were pretty extreme circumstances. I gave a passing thought to that pill Michelle had given me at the beginning of the party. I'd have to ask her about that.
"I love you too. I'm sorry I haven't shown it more. The last few nights have been wonderful. Thank you for sticking with me. I think I realize now how lucky I am to have you." She kissed my stomach. "You could have any of these women," she giggled. "Hell you probably already have. But you stayed with me."
"For as long as you'll have me. I'm the lucky one. I have the most beautiful, loving woman in the world."
"And you're going to have the most willing. Anytime I'm slipping, get my collar out and remind me." She reached down and nudged Teri's head up. "And special thanks to you, devil girl. I hate to think where we'd be if it weren't for you, Teri."
Teri sat up, her hand stroking my wife gently between her legs. "I couldn't stand to see you two like that. If you guys can't make it, which of us can? And if you can't keep your man, well, the rest of us might as well give up."
Amanda turned back to me. "So who all have you been with so far? Or don't I want to know."
"Just Beth, who you saw, and Marie, and Denise of course. I didn't get to finish in Denise, though. Oh, and Alice, but that's supposed to be a secret. I'll tell you about that later."
She laughed, "You're not good at keeping secrets are you? So that talk about being white silk was BS?"
"No, it happened after," I explained.
She nodded. "I can see that. What about Kayla and Erika?"
I realized Erika was alone with Troy. Poor girl. "Kajira Beth, I think it's time you returned to Master Troy."
She got up and shook her hair out. "Yes Master." She leaned over and gave me a kiss. "Thank you for being my first." She got up and crossed the room.
Amanda looked at me in surprise. "First? She was a virgin?"
"So she says."
"Sure as hell didn't look like it," she said.
"It felt like it. I think it took about 10 minutes just to get inside of her. Tight as a fist. How much did you see?"
"Only the last few minutes, when you were pounding the living daylights out of her, making her scream." Teri was still working diligently on her. She sighed, caressing her designated lap dog. "Quite a night, huh?"
"Definitely."
"You going to do Kayla, now, horny Master?" Amanda asked.
"The thought crossed my mind, Kajira darling."
She giggled. "I like that. Kajira Darling."
Kayla was taking matters in her own hand. Her mouth had worked its magic, and she straddled me, easing down onto my cock. I wasn't as hard as I'd like to be, but it was good enough to do the job. I look up at her, enjoying the feeling, but yearning to see her big breasts freed of her red silks.
Amanda slid away from Teri. "Let's get comfortable, Teri. You and I will have plenty of time for play later."
Teri watched Amanda lie down next to me, her head on my shoulder. She got up and mirrored the position on my other side. "You haven't changed your mind about my staying over this weekend?" she asked timidly.
"Changed my mind? You're coming home with us if he has to tie you up and throw you over his shoulder. If I have my way, you'll never leave," she said softly, reaching over to take her hand.
"I don't want to be in the way," Teri said softly, while the three of us watched Kayla slowly ride me.
"We're better with you around. So much better. You'll never be in the way, right Master?" Amanda asked.
"Never," I answered, thrusting up into Kayla.
"We'll talk about it Sunday, after our demanding Master removes our collars."
"Your demanding Master has to move, Kajira," I told them. "I need to fuck the shit out of your sister slave."
I sat up, dislodging Kayla and reached for her tunic which had somehow survived the night. She put her hands on mine, "I'm embarrassed," she whispered.
"Don't be, I have to see you. You're driving me crazy."
She was glancing down at Amanda and Teri. She moved into my arms, pressing her lips to my ear. "It's intimidating. With those two here. Their bodies are so perfect."
"Yours is perfect to me," I assured her, fondling her butt.
"It's not. Not at all," she murmured.
"Please, Kayla? Do this for me."
She started untying her belt. "Don't laugh at me," she whispered.
I reached down and pulled her dress off. She was beautiful. Big tits, narrow waist, wide hips. So feminine it made my dick throb. She was carrying an extra few pounds, but it looked good on her. "You are fabulous. So feminine, so sexy."
She smiled for me, tentatively. "You think so?"
She had a faint scar across the bottom of her tummy, and a few light stretch marks above her hips. I reached out and gently touched her scar.
"Don't. It's so ugly," she whispered.
I leaned forward and kissed her belly. "No it's not. It's sexy. Fertile. You've had children, and your body wears the badge of honor. What man wouldn't be excited to see that? Knowing his seed could breed life in you."
She was blushing, trembling under my touch. I moved upward and kissed her large tits on each nipple. She had huge areola, a good 3-4 inches across. "I've seen sculptures of you. A body like this has been worshipped for centuries. You're a fertility Goddess. The eternal, ideal Mother." I held her full tits in my hands, squeezing them, and alternating small sucks on each nipple.
She stroked my hair. "They're not too big?"
I laughed. "God, I'm aching to be back inside you. I have to have you."
She raised her hands above her head, wiggling sexily for me. "I'm yours Master. Whatever you want. Now that you're done with the child, come see what a real woman can do for you." She brought her hands up to her fat tits. "Let me pleasure you Master. Enjoy your slave."
"I'm sure I will," I told her.
"Would you like to fuck my tits, Master? Or somewhere else? Wherever you want, Master. Kajira Kayla would be your plaything."
I put her on her back and straddled her chest. I'd never done that. Amanda would never have condoned it. Not before.
Teri hopped up. "Let me prepare you for her, Master." She dropped her mouth to my cock, and gave me a couple of minutes of the noisiest, sloppiest blow-job I'd ever had. She purposely took me deep enough to gag. Her saliva was dripping down her chin, pooling on Kayla's impressive chest. When she finally pulled away, she leaned over and spit a mouth full of saliva into the valley of Kayla's breasts.
It was fun, and a visual delight, watching Kayla squeeze her tits together around my cock. She leaned her head forward, licking the head of my cock whenever she could reach it.
"Don't get too used to it," Teri whined. "Some of us aren't built for that." She looked over at Amanda. "You think you can do that?"
"Not half as good as her, but it might be fun to give it a try," she admitted, giving her own breasts a squeeze.
Teri pouted. "Not fair."
Amanda giggled. "We could always buy you a nice big upgrade."
"I don't know." She was unusually quiet for a moment. "I have to admit, I've thought about it at times. I wouldn't mind turning some heads now and then."
Amanda slid over next to her. "You turn heads now, you'd snap necks with some bodacious ta-tas. We can go shopping next week."
Teri sounded a bit reluctant. The girls were definitely distracting me. I looked down at the view, and knew I needed a change of pace. I pulled away, and moved between Kayla's legs, sliding into her. No trouble there, she was more than ready.
"They're pretty expensive. I wouldn't be able to swing it for a while," Teri said.
"We'll make Jack pay for it. They're for him anyway, right? It's not like he can't afford it."
I pulled Kayla's legs open, and thrust into her more forcefully. She drew her legs back, clutching them to her chest. "Fuck your slave, Master. Fuck her hard."
She felt warm and sweet, not the tight clutching of Beth's inexperienced cunt, but a comforting, welcoming home. She started squeezing her pussy around my cock, waves of pressure assaulting me. I might have to change my opinion.
"Harder, Master. Your slave likes it hard."
I changed my position and drove into her, slamming her. "Yes!" she gasped. "God, I've needed this so bad. Fuck me, Master."
I grabbed her hips and hammered her. Amanda moved closer to Kayla, her hand settling on one of those huge tits. "You like it like that? Hard?" she asked. She looked genuinely curious. I'd never fucked her that way.
"Incredible," Kayla gasped. "Huge, hard and fast. Fuck!" she groaned.
"Do you like it, Jack?" she asked.
"Wonderful. She's squeezing my cock so nicely. It feels great," I gasped.
Teri was on Kayla's other side, playing with her tit. "Do you think this would be too big?" she asked. "I'd probably tip over," she giggled.
I tried to ignore her, slowing down and long-stroking Kayla.
"Oh, that's good, right there, Master. Keep that up and you'll make me come."
I kept the motion going, watching her body shake beneath me.
Teri had moved her mouth over Kayla's breast. She had a nipple between her teeth and was tugging on it firmly, stretching her tit upward. "Fuck. Me." Kayla gasped.
Teri sat cross-legged, and put her hands on Kayla's tit, squeezing it, pulling, stretching. "They're fun to play with," she observed.
"Suck it," Kayla gasped. "Please."
Teri sucked it hard, her mouth open wide. I fucked Kayla harder, trying to picture skinny Teri with huge tits. I liked the idea. A lot.
"I'm going to come," Kayla hissed, "come...come." She tightened up and moaned loudly, coming hard. She thrust hard against me, grunting. "GOD!" she groaned, bucking. I slammed my cock into her, with the delightful by product of shoving her up the bed, while Teri tugged on her tit, stretching it way out.
Kayla groaned, then I saw her slowly relax. Teri went back to using her hands, mauling our new friend's breast. "Jesus, Jack. That was nice."
"Turn over for me?" I asked.
"Of course Master. When you fuck me like that, I'll do anything you want."
Amanda reached out and twisted Kayla's nipple hard. "Silly Slave. You'll do it no matter what."
Kayla rolled over, raising her ass for me, giving a sexy shake. "Of course I will. But I'll LIKE doing it, after a fuck like that."
Her ass was big and soft, and I enjoyed squeezing her cheeks while sliding inside of her. Amanda came up next to me, and looked down to watch where my cock was sliding inside of Kayla. "That looks hot. I can see why you'd like that view," she said. She grabbed Kayla's cheeks and spread them wide. She reached down and pressed her finger against Kayla's butt-hole. "You really can fit your thing in this little hole?"
"It stretches," I told her.
"Did you like it? Fucking Denise's butt?" she asked, pushing her finger harder, giggling when the fingertip disappeared.
"Very much," I gasped.
"Would you ever want to do that to me?" she asked, pushing her finger in to the second knuckle.
"I would love to fuck your ass, Amanda," I assured her. Who wouldn't?
She licked the finger of her other hand, and slid that finger in as well, tugging on Kayla's poor asshole, stretching it wider. "Who else did you do, back here?"
"Alice," I groaned. She was driving me crazy.
"Nice?" she asked.
"Incredible. Unbelievable."
She was struggling to slip a third finger inside, and she had Kayla moaning continuously. "I think she likes it," she said with a chuckle.
Kayla groaned her assent.
"Can I see you do it, Jack? Fuck her ass for me?"
How could I say no? Before that night, I'd had anal sex a total of two times. I was about to break that record in one night. I pulled out of Kayla's sopping pussy, and put the head against her little brown hole. Amanda moved her hands back, spreading those big cheeks wide. I pushed hard, meeting a lot of resistance, before the head popped through. With one push I had a couple of inches in her.
Kayla moaned loudly, "Fuck!"
"Doesn't that hurt?" Amanda asked Kayla.
"It hurts wonderfully," she groaned. "Fuck your slave's tight ass, Master."
Amanda watched my length slowly disappear into that tight opening. "I still can't believe it fits," she said, bringing her face close, pressing her lips against Kayla's cheek.
I had the entire length in her, and was able to fuck her more forcefully.
"Is it good?" Amanda asked.
"Very, very good," I moaned. God, she had a sweet ass. I watched the movement, sliding inside her, watching her ass clutch me. Having Amanda there, so close, watching it, was breathtaking.
"It is better than my mouth?" she asked, smiling mischievously.
Fuck. Unbelievable.
Amanda slid closer, opening her mouth, and looking up at me with those big blue eyes. I placed my cock between her lips, and she sucked me lightly. I put my hand behind her head, and pushed a little further, sliding a couple of inches into her mouth. She sucked me for a minute or so, keeping me on edge. Her sucking became more demanding, her tongue attacking me, and when she pulled away, my cock was trembling, red and hard.
She pulled off, smiling. "God, that was nasty," she grinned.
"That was incredible. The sexiest thing I ever saw."
She sucked me some more. I thought Kayla was remarkably patient with us, first taking her ass without asking, then using her as a plaything.
"Put it in her pussy." Amanda said.
I slid it into Kayla, giving her a few long strokes.
"Now me," she said, opening her mouth wide.
I fed her my cock and she sucked it clean.
"Again," she demanded.
I fucked Kayla a little longer, hearing her whimper sweetly. I pulled out and Amanda sucked me again.
"Now her ass."
I pushed my cock into our soft plaything, guiding the head in with my thumb. I held the shaft tightly and fed it into her. I was taking it easy, trying to calm down, the whole scene too exciting.
I pulled out and Amanda sucked me hard.
"Pussy," she said. Waiting patiently with mouth opened until I was back between her lips.
"Ass, deeper this time."
I pushed into her fully. Deep.
Teri squirmed out from underneath Kayla, "What the hell are you guys doing?" she asked, coming over for a look. I pulled my cock out and slid it between Amanda's eager lips.
"Jesus, Amanda! You're such a slut!"
"Pussy," she said with a grin, opening her mouth wide.
I was comfortable enough to play a little, corkscrewing into Kayla's warm slice. I fed Amanda again.
"Ass. Fuck her hard."
I pierced Kayla's hole and pushed deep, stroking into her ass firmly.
Amanda was on my cock, the moment the head popped free.
"Fuck her pussy," Amanda said. "Then feed Teri."
"Amanda!" Teri whined.
I slid into Kayla, and felt her responding nicely, her pussy squeezing down on me. I pulled out and pointed my cock toward Teri. She leaned forward and sucked me clean. No denying it now, this was officially incredible.
"Ass. Then Teri," Amanda said with a grin.
I pushed into that sweet ass while Teri argued. "I don't know, Amanda."
Amanda grinned. "Get used to it, this will be your job tomorrow, when he fucks my ass for the first time."
Jesus, that made my cock stand up and sing. I pulled out of Kayla's ass, offering it to Teri. She opened her mouth and took me in, hesitantly at first, then sucking me firmly. She pulled away making a face. "Your turn."
Amanda leaned back. "Make her come for us, Jack."
"Kayla?" I asked.
"Shut up and fuck me, Master. In my pussy."
I started fucking her hard, obedient to my slave wife. Kayla moaned. "Somebody, stick something up my ass," she pleaded.
Amanda smiled, and pushed three fingers into Kayla's loosened ass. She pumped her hard, adding her pinkie after a few seconds. I pounded that tight pussy, made tighter by Amanda actions.
"Fuck!" Kayla screamed out, when Amanda forced all four fingers into her, all the way up to her thumb. She was coming, coming hard, and I felt like a fist clamped down on my cock.
Amanda pulled her hand out, wiping it on Kayla's quivering ass. "She does stretch a lot."
Kayla collapsed underneath us, pulling off me, and rolling to her side. "No more, please," she gasped.
Damn. Another slave fucked, without my getting to come. I was really worked up, and needed to finish in somebody. I eyed my amazing wife.
Amanda sat back on her heals, giddy as a school girl. "That was great! Who are we going to fuck next? Erika?"
Teri laughed, her hand on my cock, stroking me, keeping me ready. "I think we've created a monster, Master."
We looked over to where Troy was laying back, watching us, Beth's head in his lap. Erika was beside him, taking in the show. "Uh oh. My turn?"
Amanda and Teri went and grabbed her, pulling her over to where I was sitting. They both went to work on her outfit, unsnapping the bottom, tearing holes in the mesh covering her tits. They were giggling, pinching and poking at Erika. "She should be tied up, don't you think? Dressed like that."
Erika's mock struggling was cute to watch, but Amanda and Teri were determined, and once Kayla piled on, the results were inevitable. Of course Erika hadn't helped her own situation by coming to the party with wrist and ankle cuffs already in place. I heard more giggling from nearby and saw that Troy was cuddling with Beth, while they watched the proceedings.
I could barely see Erika, at the bottom of a pile of half-naked women. Make that 2 near-naked women, and one fully naked Kayla. When they finally parted, giving each other high-fives, our sexy hostess was tied to be used.



Her hands were tied together behind her back, her ankles tied together, with about 6 inches of cord between them, letting her wiggle around and even close her legs, but she was pretty helpless.
"Master!" she cried out to me. "Please, Erika's been a good slave, Master!"
I leaned over her and lifted, putting her on her knees. She was looking up at me prettily. I held her chin in my hand, tilting it even higher. "You've been a very good slave, Erika. That's why I'm going to reward you."
She squirmed sexily. "Master doesn't have to bind this girl. Erika will serve Master willingly."
"You will serve, Kajira. Willingly or not." I was severely worked up. I wasn't going to be easy on her. I pressed my cock against her lips, and she opened them, taking me sweetly.
"A black silk slave should not need her hands to pleasure her Master," I told her.
Amanda and Kayla were kneeling on each side of her, their hands moving over the poor slave's body, attacking strategic locations.
I stood still, letting her do her job. She was working hard, pulling her head back, gasping, then moving her face back to the head of my cock, and doing her best to show off her oral talents.
I pulled away from her, laying back on the pillows. "Let her come to me," I told my other slaves, so they'd stop playing with her. Erika struggled to move toward me on her knees, leaning over and losing her balance. She fell with a squeal between my legs, her head coming to rest on my thigh. She wiggled into place, her mouth seeking me out, and went back to her delightful sucking.
Troy moved nearby, and called his wife over. She pouted a bit, then moved to her husband's open side, across from young Beth, only a few feet away.
Amanda was behind Erika, her hands busy between her legs, teasing her. Teri came to me, leaning in for a kiss. "Hi, Master," she said with a grin, laying down beside me.
"Hi, first girl."
She snuggled in, putting her arm across my chest, while Erika's efforts were being slowly rewarded with added stiffness. "Is Teri still first slave? Kajira Mandy seems to think otherwise."
"We'll set her straight at home, sweet girl. For now, I'd like to encourage her wildness. It's so new to her, let's let her find her own limits."
Teri laughed. "I'm not sure she has any, Master. This is not the same girl as two nights ago.
"I'm not complaining," I told her. "Now be quiet, slave girl, and let me enjoy this."
She didn't answer, pressing her lips to my side and holding me.
Erika was still working on me, her head bobbing up and down noisily, taking my length easily. She was very good, no doubt about it. She had the remarkable ability to take most of my length, until I was pressing the back of her throat, and then force down those last couple of inches over and over again, until she had to come up for a breath. It was very effective. I'd still give the edge on technique to Alice, but not by much.
I wanted to see how good she could do with the rest of her body. "Ride me slave."
She struggled upright, and then did a little wiggle crawl to climb up my body. I made it easier for her, closing my legs at the appropriate time, pulling her knee across me. She leaned from side to side, moving forward, until she was over my cock. Amanda reached between Erika's legs, and guided my cock into her.
"Should I untie her ankles, Master?" my wife-slave asked.
"No, she's fine."
Even restrained as she was, off-balance, her ankles pressing against my thighs, she was willing. She was able to fuck me nicely, grinding down against me, swiveling her hips, moving up and down prettily. My sexy slave was breathing hard, the effort she was expending obvious.
"Untie me. Let me pleasure you fully, Master," she gasped, bouncing up and down.
"You're doing wonderful, Kajira. This is good."
"Yes Master," she said softly, working me. She settled, pushing down fully. Her new tactic was to move up and down slowly, her pussy muscles milking me, squeezing delightfully.
Amanda had her hand between us, her fingers tickling my shaft, playing with Erika's pussy while I penetrated her. Her every action surprised me more and more, and I love the idea that she enjoyed having me fuck her friend, and played with us while I did it.
She slid out from behind our hostess, moving behind Teri and leaning over her. Her hand was around her sister-slave, casually resting on her breast. The three of us watched Erika pleasuring me, her legs shaking, her body glowing. I resisted thrusting into her, letting her do all the work.
She leaned backward, her eyes closing, and her movements changed, sliding up and down faster, the pressure on my cock changing, the friction increasing. Her chest was heaving, her mouth hanging open. She made the most beautiful lusty noises, and I knew she had given up on pleasuring me and was pleasuring herself.
I worked with her, thrusting upward, meeting her downward thrusts firmly. My movements were rocking her body, her back arching backward each time she withdrew herself off me, moving forward with each firmer thrust.
"Naughty slave's going to come without permission," Teri teased.
Erika was fucking me with abandon, her body bouncing all over the place. I hammered up into her, and she cried out, suddenly falling forward, unable to catch herself, her arms still firmly tied behind her. She shrieked, her eyes wide, twisting her body to absorb the impact.
That twist was almost her undoing. I reached up and grabbed her, aiming for her shoulders, but grabbing one shoulder and one of her exposed tits. She fell hard into my hands, and she grunted, moaning, when my hand grabbed her tit hard, stopping her fall. I lowered her to my chest, holding her while she fought to continue impaling herself on my stiff cock.
I slipped my hands down to her lovely ass cheeks, squeezing, pulling her hips upward so I could plow into her. It was exciting, screwing our sexy hostess with such a large audience, all attention on us.
I was feeling playful. I grabbed Erika by the hips, raising her up off of me, slowly pressing her into the air, until I was holding her high, arms fully extended. She wiggled prettily, slowly calming and holding still. She looked down at me, smiling, trusting me. I lowered her, bringing her down to my side.
I got up and flipped her onto her belly, lifting her hips nice and high, head pressed down into the cushions. I spread her knees for easier access, and slid my cock into her, in one smooth stroke. I grabbed her wrists, where they were tied together, and pulled her back against me. "Fuck me, pretty slave."
She moved beneath me, back arching, her hips slowly picking up speed, thrusting back and forth, taking me deeply. I slapped her ass cheek, and she moaned sexily. I smacked her other cheek, and she gasped, "Thank you, Master."
Amanda and Teri had been good little slaves, watching attentively but staying out of it. Amanda's patience appeared to have worn thin. She got up and moved next to Erika, grabbing the poor girls hips. She pushed with her, making her fuck me harder. Erika moaned sweetly, while Amanda tugged her back and forth, fiercely.
My wife looked up at me, smiling. "You really like this position don't you?" she asked.
I was enjoying it immensely at that time. "Definitely."
"How come you never wanted to do this with me?" she asked teasingly.
"I always wanted too. I wanted to do everything with you. You must know that," I told her, matching my motions to Erika's.
She ceased her intervention, and moved behind me, her arms wrapping around me. "I'm sorry, Jack," she said softly.
"Sorry? You're the most wonderful wife in the world," I laughed, pushing my cock back into our helpless hostess.
"I wasn't always, was I?"
"We had our issues," I admitted. I held Erika's hips still, using her gently. "Let's not dwell on that. We have a long, wonderful future ahead of us."
She held me tightly. "Are you so sure? Does wild sex suddenly make everything perfect?"
The obvious answer was no. In fact, there was the danger of it doing just the opposite.
Crap.
I pulled out of Erika, easing her onto her side. I turned to my wife, drawing her close. "You know what? I'm done here. And I don't mean just with Erika. Let's go home. You're right, you and I still have a lot to work out, and I know that's more important to me than anything else in the world."
She clung to me, and I had a feeling that perhaps we'd moved forward with our 'healing' a little too fast. My marriage was barely on the mend, and I'd just fucked half-a-dozen women, my wife actively involved in two of them.
"Are you sure? They haven't even given out the prizes yet," she said softly. Her lips pressed against my shoulder led me to believe she'd be happy to skip them, and leave with me.
"Positive. I need some Amanda time. No distractions." I pulled away from her, and started untying Erika. "Say your goodbyes, Amanda."
"We're done?" my poor little bondage slave asked piteously after I freed her from the ropes. She rolled over and opened her legs for me. "The night's young," she said with a teasing smile.
I pulled her legs together, leaned over and gave her a kiss. "I'm sorry, beautiful slave girl. I've got to take care of some things. Can I take a rain check? I'll call you tomorrow."
She was rubbing her wrists. She smiled for me, giving me a hug. "I understand. You take care of whatever you have to. I'm not going anywhere."
I explained the situation to Troy, interfering with the attention he was receiving from Kayla and Beth. He stood and gave me a hug. A manly hug, understand? The kind a warrior of Gor might exchange. Our level of undress didn't mean anything. Nothing.
"Incredible night, Jack. Thanks."
Kayla stood next to him. She'd managed to get her silks back on, but they were hanging loose, untied at the waist, and she was still without panties. I pulled her close and gave her a kiss, stealing one last fondle of her huge breasts. "Thanks, Kajira. I'd set you free, but you were meant to be owned. I'm sure your true Master will take care of you."
She clung to her husband, pressing her body against his. "Thank you, Master. For everything."
I wanted to say goodnight to Beth, but she had slipped off, and I had to hunt her down. She was out in the hallway, and dressed again. It was sad to see her clothed, even if only partially. "We're going, Beth. Thanks for choosing me to be your first."
She threw her arms around me, giving me a huge hug. "Fantasy come true. You were perfect, Master."
I gave her a little kiss. "I'm no longer your Master. You're free."
She shook her head. "I am not. I am yours, Master." She took my hand and placed a piece of paper in it. "My number and my email. Call me Master, whenever you'd like to use your slave."
She gave me another hug. "Don't make me wait too long, please," she whispered.
I held her. "Like I could resist this sexy little body? You'll hear from me soon, beautiful."
She squeezed me tight. "You can stop that now. I know I'm not beautiful. But thank you."
What was it with these crazy women? "Not beautiful? That's stupid. You are incredible."
She shook her head. "No I'm not. I know. Hell, I've never even dated."
I pulled her away from me, and reached for her zipper. While she watched, I unzipped her completely, exposing that fabulous young body. I reached my hands inside, sliding around to her back and pulling her against me. "You are. And I won't let you say otherwise. Making love to you was incredible."
I could see the tears in her eyes, and I let her go, brushing her tears away. "Stop. You're breaking my heart," I told her.
"You really think I'm pretty?" she asked, sobbing.
"No. I know you're beautiful, and incredibly sexy. Even now, after everything, I'm getting hard simply holding you. Why do you think that is?"
She shook her head. "I don't know. I don't understand it."
I kissed her. Deeply, passionately, venting my desire. Afterward, she looked up at me with those big brown eyes, adoringly. "I'd take you upstairs and ravage you, but I really do have to take care of things at home. I promise, I'll call you soon."
I squatted down in front of her, and pulled her dress closed, starting the zipper. I pulled it up, only about half way, leaving a good part of her breasts spilling out. "Can't leave you like that. You'd never make it out of here."
She dropped to her knees, wrapping her arms around my thighs, pressing her face against my crotch. "Thank you, Master. I'm glad I brought you pleasure."
I stroked her hair. "Thank you, Kajira."
I found Amanda waiting for me in the study with Teri kneeling quietly nearby. "Said your goodbyes?" I asked my slave wife.
She nodded.
"Ready to go?"
She looked over at her slave-sister. "Aren't you going to say goodbye to Teri?" She sounded sad.
"Do you want me to?" I asked, wrapping an arm around her.
She shook her head.
"I don't think she'll be a distraction," I told her. "Like you said, we're better with her."
She gave me a hug. "Thank you," she whispered.
I held my hand out to Teri, and she leaped forward, throwing herself into my arms. I held her close. "I thought you were going to leave me," she said, and I could see she'd been crying.
"Not in this lifetime. That collar doesn't come off until Sunday, Kajira. And the three of us have a lot of talking to do."
She smiled for me. "I hope it won't be all talking."
"I can pretty much guarantee that. I'm only a man after all."
We slipped out without garnering any more attention. Incredible party.
But I had a strong suspicion it wouldn't hold a candle to the rest of my life.
=============
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When I woke, I could tell it was late from how bright the room was. One glance at my clock confirmed it. Almost 10:00 am. What the Hell, it was vacation, I'd earned it.
I hit the head, taking a quick leak and cleaning up. Dad was at work. That meant Mom was available. I had unfinished business with her. I was still worked up after last night's show.
I headed down the hall, naked, and found her still asleep. That was a first. Mom's idea of sleeping in was hitting snooze once at 8:00 am. I slid into bed behind her, taking her in my arms. She sighed, leaning into me.
"Morning, Mom. Are we a little tired?" I asked, my hands caressing her naked body.
"Don't Jeremy, please. We can't. Not in your father's bed."
I kissed her shoulder, pulling the covers back so I could see her. She rolled onto her back, looking up at me through heavy lidded eyes. I kissed her softly on the lips. She returned the kiss lovingly, but with none of the passion I was hoping for. I gazed down at her glorious body, surprised to see she had a hickey on her neck, and several more on her breasts. Dad was marking his territory.
I cupped her tit in my hand, tugging gently on the nipple. She flinched, grunting softly. "Please, baby. Every inch of my body is sore and aching. Not now."
I caressed her, kissing her cheek. "Let me run a bath for you. It'll help you feel better."
She nodded, closing her eyes and turning away from me.
Ten minutes later, I helped her into the steaming bubble bath, putting her bath cushion behind her neck. I left her there, going down to the kitchen and turning on the coffee. I took my time, letting her soak, while I had some cereal. I made her some toast and jam, and brought it to her. She let me feed her in the tub, while she relaxed.
"God, he was out of control last night," she finally said, sipping her coffee. "I've never seen him like that. I feel like I've been gang-raped."
I got her out of the bath, onto wobbly legs, dried her off, and brought her back to her bed. "Relax, Mom. Let me take care of you." I got her a few aspirin and some water, convincing her to take them. Then I put her on her belly, and gave her a nice gentle massage.
"Massage oil's in the bottom drawer," she murmured softly.
I found it, among a drawer full of sex toys. My parents were freaks. "Really Mom? Five, six, no seven different types of dildos? Jesus, I don't know what half of this stuff is for!"
She chuckled, "Your Dad sure does. I think he went through all of them last night, some of them twice."
I closed the door, and used the oil to rub her down, extra careful with her rear after she groaned the first time I touched her. Her ass cheeks were bruised. "What happened here, Mom? Did he beat you?"
She chuckled. "No, but he does like to spank me, doggy style, and he has a bad habit of grabbing my ass really tight when he's hammering me. Probably a little bruised from his fingers."
I could make out the lines of his fingers, little black and blue bruises evenly spaced on both cheeks, where his fingertips had dug into her skin. Blasphemous. I got some aloe and rubbed it in, hoping the cooling effect would help. She groaned a couple of times, and moaned loudly when I opened her cheeks. "Gentle, baby. I'm horribly sore back there."
"God, Mom, you're bleeding! Do you need to go to the doctor?"
"Calm down, Jeremy. It happens. Not too often, but sometimes. It'll be OK in a couple of days. I'm not bleeding much, am I?"
"No, but I can see some tears at the opening, and they're seeping blood. What can I do?"
She sighed. "Ice pack, wrapped in a dish towel would help."
I ran downstairs, making her ice pack, and hurried back upstairs. She was just getting off the phone. "Who was that?" I asked, placing the ice pack between her cheeks.
"Marie," she said. "I had to cancel our Yoga session."
I laid down beside her, holding her. "What else can I do, Mom?"
She sighed. "Stop worrying. I'm not made of porcelain. I'm just a little sore. I'll probably be fine by this afternoon." She turned and I saw her grimace. "Or maybe not. Be a dear and look under my sink for a tube labeled lidocaine. It's like a toothpaste tube."
I found it after a minute and returned to her. "Now what?"
"Now a little bit of privacy, while I take care of this," she said.
"I can do it for you, Mom. I promise I'll be careful."
She sighed. "If it won't bother you too much, put a little all around my butt-hole, and a little inside. But be very gentle, Ok?"
She moved the icepack away, and I squirted out some of the lotion onto my finger. I caught my breath. It was so hard to believe what I was doing. Spreading her cheeks, looking at that naughty little puckered hole of my mothers. Not any asshole, but Mom's asshole that had been fucked to shreds just last night. I rubbed it very softly all around her opening like she asked. I got some more lotion and pressed it into her just a bit, making her groan. I stopped abruptly.
"Go on," she said. "Just be careful."
I went as slow as possible, easing it into her, up until the second joint of my finger. Holy crap. I had my finger in her ass. I got hard, and nervous. She sighed deeply as I pulled out. I heard her giggle.
"What?" I had to ask.
"Not what I imagined it would be like, the first time I gave you access to my ass," she laughed. She turned over onto her back, and moved the ice pack between her legs. She grinned, "Your old Mom isn't so sexy now, is she?"
I reclined next to her, holding her. "You're the sexiest woman in the world, Mom."
She reached her arm around me, while I cuddled in close. "I can't do it, Jeremy." She said it so softly, I could barely hear her.
"Do what?"
"I can't be with you. I can't do it to your father. I promised him last night I wouldn't."
"What can't we do?" I asked, deathly afraid of her answer.
"Any of it. No more blow-jobs, no sex of any kind. I'm sorry."
I reached out and cupped her breast, gently. "Is this Ok?"
She sighed deeply. "I've been thinking about it. If you keep above the waist, I won't stop you. That includes kissing and touching like this. But that's it." She hugged me. "I hope you understand. I love your father. More than ever. It's not fair to him. He shouldn't have to share me with you. I'm your mother, not your lover."
I put my finger over her lips. "Shh. I understand. I do. It's not fair to him. You get me, I get you, but he has to give up a little of you. I understand." I kissed her softly, and it grew into a long, warm heavenly thing. "I hate it, but I understand, and I'll go along."
She closed her eyes, leaning back and relaxing. "Touch me, Jeremy," she said softly.
I caressed her upper body, gently, while I showered her with kisses. "I love you so much, baby," she whispered.
I heard the doorbell ring, and I started to get up to answer it.
Mom grabbed my hand tightly. "I...I know it's not fair, but please don't fuck Marie," she said. "Blow-job if you need it, but please..."
"I won't Mom. I promise."
"Penny. Have Penny over, I'll help any way I can, just not my sister." She sounded desperate.
"I got it Mom. Aunt Marie's off-limits. No sex."
She wouldn't let go of my hand, clinging tightly. "I'm sorry," she whimpered, tears rolling down her cheeks. "It's so unfair to you, all of this. But I couldn't stand it. I couldn't. Not her."
I unpeeled her fingers from mine, leaned over and kissed her deeply, while the door rang again. "I love you, Mom. You. Only you. If this is what you need, I understand. Don't worry about it."
I ran down the stairs, skipping every other one, and opened the door without looking out. Speak of the devil. "Aunt Marie," I said with a grin.
She walked in past me, and as soon as the door was closed, she slid into my arms for a big kiss. "How's it going, handsome?"
One touch from my sexy aunt, and I was on my way to forgetting all the promises to my mother. She felt so damn good in my arms. No hesitation, hugging, kissing, willingly. Mine if I wanted, without the drama. Crap.
"I'm not bad. Mom's in pretty rough shape."
She nodded. "Let me take care of her, then maybe you and I can have a little private time."
"By the rules?" I asked.
"If you want. I'm willing either way," she said with a mischievous grin.
"By the rules for now, Ok?"
"You got it. I'll be back in a bit."
It gave me a chance to make a phone call that was way overdue.
I dialed the number from memory. "Penny? I'm back from the cabin. I've missed you..."
* * *
Half an hour later, Mom was sleeping again, and Aunt Marie and I were naked in my bed, playing. She had an unstated goal. As long as we weren't allowed to have intercourse, she was determined to turn me into her personal oral love slave. We spent nearly two hours in bed, most of it in careful instruction on what to do, and what not to do. It was a little distracting, but I believe I was learning something that would have enormous value in my future. She also gave me a hand-job and with just a little coercion, a blow-job. I loved it, but was sad to notice the difference between what she did, and Mom. I was right. Mom had spoiled me for life.
That was when it hit me. What if she was serious? What if it was over, and she never sucked me again? Fuck! I'd compare every girl I was ever with to her, doomed to come up short. I couldn't, wouldn't let that happen.
When I got hard a third time, I saw that mischievous smile of hers. "God, you have no idea how bad I want to ride that beast," she said.
I had to laugh. "Are you kidding? I want you so bad, Aunt Marie, I'm dying over here."
"If you want it, here it is, come and get it," she said, singing the last part.
"Not going to happen," I reminded her, giving her nipple a teasing twist. "Not until Mom gives her Ok."
She sighed. "That could be tough. Once she's made up her mind, it's nearly impossible to get her to change it. I still think it's a miracle your father gets his way with her."
She climbed out of my bed, and wandered over to the bathroom. "I'll be right back, honey, and we'll take care of that big boy who's being so patient." She took her time. I almost went to go look for her before she appeared, holding a bottle of lotion. "Ta-Da! Time for a treat."
She laid down in the middle of my bed, and I watched while she squirted several ounces of lotion between her tits. "Come fuck your Auntie," she said grinning, holding her tits together.
I straddled her chest, pressing my shaft down into her ample cleavage. She pressed her tits together, making a soft tunnel which I was more than happy to traverse with my cock, repeatedly. It took a little bit to get the mechanics right, but once I had that worked out, amazing.
"Do you like that, sweetie?"
I was breathing hard. "Incredible," I gasped.
"You going to be able to come for me this way?" she asked.
"Soon. Real soon."
"Hold them, sugar. Hold my tits, squeeze them, use them to make yourself happy. My tits are yours, now. Now and forever, love."
I grabbed both, pressing them together, squeezing them tightly, pressing them down around my cock. I moved faster, fucking her tits harder and she squirted more lotion between them, making the going smoother and sexier. It was too much.
"I'm coming," I warned her.
"All over me, baby. Mark me."
I groaned, shooting hard, getting her face, neck and tits. She moaned while I squirted on her.
"Perfect," she said softly, smiling at me. "You like the girls, don't you?"
I couldn't help but smile. I rolled off of her, breathing hard. "I love them. Who wouldn't? You have the best tits ever."
I sat up. "How the hell do any of those idiot husbands ever leave you."
She laughed, playing with my cum. "They never leave me, baby. I leave them." She got up off the bed, looking at herself in the mirror. "You relax, sugar, while I clean up and check on your mother."
I should have known better. Of course she'd do it in the opposite order, checking in on my Mom, with my cum dripping from her face and chest. I was out of it, but you can bet I heard about it later. She came back and reported Mom was doing well, and encouraged me to practice my learning a while. My jaw was sore, and we both might have been a little less energetic, but I found I liked it just as much, lying comfortably between her legs, letting strategically placed pillows hold us in place, and lapping away at Aunt Marie's moist pussy, no hurry to accomplish anything but show her how much I loved and adored her. Her body let me know she appreciated it.
After Aunt Marie left, and my chewin' out from Mom for 'pushing boundaries' e.g. titty fucks, I still had the last of the butchering to finish. Dad and I had finished the lion's share the previous day, but I was still slow compared to the old man and it took me a good part of the afternoon to finally finish. Heading into the house, I was stunned to find Mom dressed, chatting with Penny in the living room.
I was filthy so I kept my distance. "Hey gorgeous, you been here long?"
"No, I came downstairs when I heard the doorbell," Mom answered with a teasing grin.
"Mom! You know I was talking to the other gorgeous girl. I know how long you've been here."
Penny grinned. "Only about 15 minutes or so. Your Mom was sweet enough to keep me company."
"Can you give me another 10 to get cleaned up? I'm a mess," I asked, my hands pointing to my old t-shirt which was sweaty and stained.
Mom answered, "Take your time, sugar. Penny and I have so much catching up to do. I don't think we've had a good sit down since you guys went to Anderson together."
Back in middle school, when I still shared many of the details of my life with Mom. "I'll be back in a flash, I promise."
I hurried upstairs and took a quick shower, spending a couple of extra minutes cleaning up, brushing my teeth, putting on deodorant and cologne, all that good stuff. I think it was still under 15 minutes when I walked into my bedroom to get dressed.
Penny was laying back on my bed, waiting.
"Your Mom said it was Ok to wait for you in here, if you don't mind. She's doing some baking."
I was naked, and embarrassed to be standing there in front of her, while she was totally dressed. I considered grabbing my clothes, when she patted the bed beside her. "Come join me, Jeremy. We should talk."
If I was expecting a big sordid sex scene, I would have been disappointed. We really did talk. Talk about our futures. My leaving to go to college 3 hours away. Penny staying behind, going to the Community College for her first year, making up some remedial college math. We talked about our relationship, where it was, what the summer meant, what the future might hold in store.
It wasn't all talk. I got her shirt off, and we relaxed in each other's arms, both agreeing that what we had was great. I confessed that I'd hoped for more in terms of intimacy, and she admitted she was holding back, afraid of being judged, or even abandoned after giving in to my advances.
"I wasn't your first blow-job, was I?" she asked, reaching down and caressing my hard cock, which didn't realize we were having a serious discussion.
"No, but you were the best," I told her.
She chuckled. "That seems unlikely. I have no idea what I'm doing."
I reached up and brushed her hair back, before bestowing a small kiss on her. "It's like Dad says, attitude is 90% of the job, and with you it's not like I'm torturing you. You actually seem to enjoy it."
She had her hand wrapped around my cock, stroking it slowly. "That's what your Dad says, huh? Kind of weird family discussion."
I nodded. "You have no idea. We've always been pretty private. Ever since Dad and I started hunting together, things opened up a little. This weekend, all the walls came tumbling down, and it seems like there's nothing we can't talk about."
She raised her eyebrows, then gave my cock a tight squeeze. "Is that how come your Mom knows so much about our love life?"
"That, and the fact that Mom and Dad saw the pictures on my phone," I confessed, fearful of that iron grip down below.
"Jesus, Jeremy! You promised!" She looked mortified.
"I know. I'm sorry. Once Dad found out about it, he couldn't wait to show Mom. They were so excited for us. Believe me, I caught a lot of shit for not spending more time with you this summer. I was just so confused about where our relationship was headed, with the big changes a few weeks away." I pulled her closer and pressed my lips to hers softly, tenderly, letting her feel my appreciation of her. "Mom thinks you're the greatest. You're the only girl she'd let me have in my room like this. And Dad, well Dad thinks I'm an idiot for not doting on such a gorgeous girl."
She grinned shyly. "Really?"
I nodded. "Mom was comparing the pictures to their first time doing it. It was pretty weird."
She laughed. "I imagine. I'd just die if my Mom talked about her first blow-job."
"Yeah, and then Dad said, and I quote, 'I can't believe you're not hitting that. She's a cutie.'"
She giggled. "God! Do you guys always talk like that? What did your Mom think?"
"I'm not sure you want to know," I teased, working to get her bra off.
"Right. You can talk about anything with your Mom and Dad, but you can't share with me, your girlfriend for the last year?"
Our hands were getting busier, and I think she liked all the crazy talk. "She suggested I have you over. She promised me all the privacy I needed and said I could have you in my room. She says that in the pictures you seemed to like what you were doing. That girls who like it tend to get good at it. I should work with you on it."
"Now I know you're pulling my leg," she said.
"Not at all. Dad swears that Mom gives the most incredible blow-jobs in the world, and that in twenty years or so, he thinks you could be almost as good." I grinned, looking to see how she'd take that.
"Twenty years! I doubt it would take that long. What do you think?" she asked quietly.
"I think I'd like to find out how good you can get. We could learn together."
She suddenly looked shy. "Would it be slutty if I told you I did like it? A lot?"
"No. I don't think my Mom's a slut, and apparently she loves it."
"What about if I admitted there's a lot I'd like to do before you leave for college? Stuff I'd like to do with you."
"I think it would be incredible. I just feel so strange, going away. You don't think our relationship can last long distance, do you?"
She shook her head. "I think once you're gone, we're pretty much done. I haven't wanted to think about it."
I nodded, hugging her close. "I know. God, it's going to be hard leaving. But it wouldn't be fair to either of us."
She nodded. "I'll tell you what. How about if we're not seeing anyone seriously, whenever we're both home together, we can still get together. Give us some hope for the holidays and for the summer."
"I'd like that. I love spending time with you, I'm sorry I've been so wishy-washy this summer."
"We should have talked it out. I guess I should thank your parents for that." She abruptly laughed.
"What?"
"This is so weird! For the last couple of months, sometimes I felt like all you wanted to do was find somewhere private and get me to suck your dick. Now we're here, alone, privacy ensured, your dick is hard and waiting, and I've told you I like sucking, a lot. Yet all we do is talk."
"Penny, I'm dying to feel your lips around my shaft. But even more, I want to open up to you, completely. I want to know that what we're doing is good for both of us."



"That's nice. Now can you take a hint? I like sucking. A lot."
"Can you get naked with me?" I asked.
She looked at me intensely. "I'm not sure I'm ready to go all the way."
"I want to see you. That beautiful body I fantasize about. When you're done blowing me, I'm going to return the favor."
She blushed. "I wasn't expecting that," she said shyly.
I pulled her close, and kissed her deeply. "Go clean up in the bathroom. Take your time until you feel comfortable getting back in this bed with me, naked. Then you and I are going to spend from now until dinner learning from each other."
She grinned. "Is that an order?"
"Will that get you in my bed naked for the rest of the afternoon?"
"Your wish is my command." She kissed me, running her hand over my cock, while she climbed off the bed. "I won't be long. Don't get started without me."
The saucy girl dropped her shorts on the way, disappearing into the bathroom wearing only her panties. When I heard the shower start, I threw on some shorts and headed downstairs.
Mom was in the kitchen when I got there. "Taking a break already?" she teased.
"We've just been talking. Mostly about where things were going with us. It was good."
Mom nodded. "That's great. Penny is a darling girl. She likes you a lot."
"How are you feeling?" I asked her, headed for the fridge.
"Much better, thanks baby. The nap and the bath helped a lot."
I was getting bottles of water for both of us. "Things are about to heat up," I confessed. "I have some thirsty work ahead of me. She'll be staying for dinner, by the way."
Mom walked up and put her arms around me. "Damn. If I hadn't promised your father to behave, I'd get your first load out of the way, take the edge off, so you could take your time with her."
"Jesus, Mom! If you're not going to do it, don't talk about it. You're driving me crazy!"
"Do you need a condom?" she asked.
"Not yet. We're not going all the way now. We're just going to play with each other a while."
She sighed. "God, I'm so jealous of that young girl."
"How do you think I feel, after watching the performance you put on last night for me."
She grinned. "Did you like it? I tried to give you a sexy show."
I took the waters in hand, and gave Mom a quick kiss. "I can't be thinking about that now, or I won't last 10 seconds in Penny's mouth."
As it was, I didn't last more than about 2 minutes between Penny's accommodating lips. At least the first time. Once that was out of the way, we both learned how much better it could be with time to relax, privacy, a comfortable setting, and all our concerns openly talked about.
She had told me she liked sucking, and her actions matched her words. She seemed to have a blast getting me hard the second time, giggling and teasing until I was stiff and ready for more.
"This is so cool, Jeremy, watching you go from soft to this. You always start so hard. The change is amazing, feeling you stiffen in my mouth, thickening, filling me."
"It's pretty damn sweet on this end, trust me. You like?"
She sucked me once, deliciously. "I love it."
She played around, trying different things, responding to my reactions, changing things up. She did a lot of licking and kissing, all up and down my shaft. Sucking on the head, stroking with her hand, taking me to the back of her mouth, struggling to take me deeper and deeper, gasping sexily, before laughing.
"I can do it," she growled.
"I don't doubt it."
She sat up, looking at me. "Do you like it? Really? Is it good, or is it just that having any girl's mouth on your cock is a turn on?"
"Penny, you are doing an incredible job. I swear, it's amazing."
"Make sure you tell me if I do anything wrong, or if anything could be better," she said, back to licking my shaft. "How else am I supposed to improve?" She gave me a wink, and I groaned.
She was sucking me steadily, her mouth and hand working in tandem, up and down, up and down, making great progress. I was getting harder and more excited.
Until Mom walked in. Penny damn near bit my cock off, squealing. I grunted painfully.
"Never mind me, kids. I just brought you a snack. Dinner's going to be late. Your father has to finish something up in the office." She walked beside the bed, setting the plate and drinks on the bedside table, watching us with a smile on her face.
Penny had started to pull away at first, but I had held her head in place, my cock pressed against the back of her mouth.
Mom reached over and smacked my hands away. "Don't do that, Jeremy! Never! That's not how you treat a lady. I thought I'd raised you better than that!"
Penny pulled off of me, obviously embarrassed, drool leaking from her lips. She was grabbing at the bed sheet, trying to cover herself up.
Mom helped, pulling the sheet over her. "Don't be shy, honey. It's a beautiful thing you're doing." She stroked the girl's side. "He's behaving, I hope."
Penny looked up, nodding mutely.
Mom leaned down and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to embarrass you, I only wanted to make sure that everything was Ok." Mom took the edge of the sheet, and wiped Penny's mouth.
Penny nodded. "It's wonderful."
Mom chuckled. "That's all I needed to know. Can I get you kids anything?"
"A little privacy, Mom?" I reminded her.
"Sure, you're happy enough to watch me go down on your father, but you're not willing to share?" Mom pouted.
Penny gasped. "You're kidding! He watched you?"
Mom settled back onto the bed, caressing Penny's covered leg. "Jeremy's father can be rather demanding on occasion. I interrupted a conversation they were having last night, and I guess he thought I was teasing a little too much. So he had me blow him right there, on the patio, with Jeremy sitting this close," she said, nodding toward my proximity.
"God, that would be so embarrassing," Penny confessed.
Mom nodded. "It was, at first. I couldn't believe that he would do that. In front of my boy. But then, once I got into it, I'm not ashamed to say it was a little exciting, showing off what I could do, making his father squirm for me. When Jeremy pulled my hair out of the way, for a better view, his touch alone set me off. It was incredible."
Penny had uncurled a bit, leaning against me, looking at Mom. It gave me a chance to play with her perky breasts a bit. She seemed utterly fascinated. "I would just die if Mom or Dad saw me doing something like this."
"Like what?" Mom teased.
Penny grinned. She turned and put her mouth over my cock which had softened a little. She sucked me hard, wiggling her head, freeing me with an audible 'pop'. "Like that," she answered.
Mom giggled, reaching out and brushing her hair back. "You like doing it, don't you? Like me."
She nodded. "I love it, Mrs. Davis."
"Alice. Call me Alice, honey. Why would you die if your Mom or Dad saw you?"
"I just would! It would be horrible!"
"They're just people. You're Mom is a girl like us. She knows all about this stuff. I'm sure she's delivered her share of blow-jobs."
"But she's my Mom!" Penny said.
"She's a woman. Your Dad probably wouldn't mind at all. I don't know a man alive who doesn't love a good suck, and they seem to enjoy watching them almost as much as receiving them." She turned to me. "You enjoyed watching Mommy suck your father, didn't you Jeremy?"
"Incredible, Mom," I confessed.
"But he's my Dad!" Penny said.
"He's a man, baby girl. They're all just men. Especially when they're hard, and you're naked."
"This is really weird, Alice," Penny said.
"I understand, sweetie. I'll leave if you want me to. Do you want me to leave now?"
Penny looked back at me, then at Mom. "I, uh..."
Mom interrupted. "I'd like to stay. I'd like to see you do it. Blow my boy. Suck him for me. I'm his mom, I can't, but I'd love to see you do it."
Penny looked at me.
"Suck me beautiful. Get me off, so I can do the same for you."
She glanced back at Mom, pulled the sheet back around her body, and took me in her mouth. I groaned. I couldn't believe she was doing it. Sucking me, with Mom watching. Mom didn't say anything, sitting quietly, running her hand over Penny's shoulders, while my girlfriend sucked me diligently. She was almost working at it, no longer playful.
Mom kissed her on the shoulder. "Don't make a job out of it because I'm here. Have fun. Enjoy it. Tease him. Don't do this for me, do it for him, and for you."
Penny looked back at Mom, pulling her mouth off of me. I saw her grin, and fun Penny was back, licking and teasing, looking up at me, kissing my cock, sucking playfully.
Mom couldn't leave well enough alone, rubbing Penny's shoulders, holding her hair back out of the way. She scooted in closer, leaning over my girlfriend, the sheet that was covering her slowly falling by the way. Penny had been laying sideways, but she scooted over between my legs, looking up at me, while she sucked me wildly. She was fully naked, on her knees, pleasuring me.
Mom stretched out on the bed beside us, her face only a few inches from where Penny was playing. She kissed my hip bone, and I heard a moan escape Penny, who was watching her intently.
"Make him come for us," Mom said softly. "Tell him what you want."
Penny pulled up gasping. "Come for me, Jeremy. Come in my dirty little mouth, while your Mom watches us. Show her how I make you feel."
She started sucking me for real, hand pumping away, my cock disappearing deep into her mouth.
"Fuck, Penny, I'm going to come," I gasped.
"All over my pretty face," she said, her hand a blur on my shaft.
I groaned, unable to hold back. "Oh GOD!" I shouted, exploding, shooting my cream across her nose, cheeks and mouth. She was giggling, pointing my cock at her face, opening her mouth, licking me as my shots faded, rubbing my cock against her cheeks. She looked at Mom, sucking my cum off my cock, before using it to clean her face some more, and licking me clean again.
She was grinning wildly, obviously pleased with herself. Mom reached out and ran her finger along Penny's chin, cleaning her up, then slipped her finger into Penny's mouth. Penny sucked Mom's finger, closing her eyes. Mom cleaned her again, from beside her eye, and then brought the finger to her own mouth, sucking it clean.
Penny moaned, taking Mom's finger back into her own mouth. "God, that was hot, Alice."
Mom leaned in and pressed her lips softly against Penny's. "Thank you so much for letting me be a part of this. I won't forget it." She brushed Penny's hair back, and kissed her on the top of her head. "You're a lucky man, Jeremy."
I laughed. "You don't have to tell me. That much I know."
Mom got up, straightening herself out. "I'll leave you two alone now. I won't bother you again until dinner's ready."
Penny jumped up and gave her a hug. "Thanks, Alice. That was wonderful. And you can come back any time."
Mom hugged her back. "I can't. I don't trust myself. I want you to do for him what I can't. Can you do that for me, honey?"
Penny nodded. "I'm going to drive him crazy for you."
Mom grinned. "I won't hold you up any longer." She leaned forward and gave Penny another small kiss on the lips. Those kisses were killing me. "He's ready for more. I better go before he explodes," Mom said, nodding toward where I was laying, stroking my latest hard-on.
Mom left us, and Penny and I enjoyed a couple of chocolate chip cookies and milk, laughing that Mom still treated us like kids as far as snacks were concerned. Penny was teasing, playing with my cock, while I kissed the cookie crumbs off her mouth.
"You're Mom's a little wild, isn't she?"
I nodded. "I never thought so until recently. But the last few days, definitely."
"She wants you," Penny said.
"I think it's the idea of having me, seeing me with you, that's has her this way. She and Dad are very happy together. They have a great sex life."
"And you know this because..?" she teased.
"They both have told me so. They're very openly affectionate. And loud, when they're in their room, especially when they forget to close their door."
"No shit? Wow, in my house, you'd never know that Mom and Dad had any kind of relationship at all, except they share the same bed."
"That's kind of sad, isn't it? I think it's great that Mom drives Dad crazy, and he adores her. You know, he turned down her kid sister for her."
"Your Aunt Marie?"
"Yep. When they were dating, Aunt Marie actually climbed in the shower with him naked. He turned her away for Mom. They're friends, lovers and partners in everything. I only hope I'm so lucky in love."
She leaned in and kissed my lips. "You're going to be lucky in love today," she said, before lowering her head back into my lap.
"Hey! It's supposed to be my turn," I reminded her.
"When this guy stops coming back for more, you can do what you want. As long as it's hard, it's still my turn."
"That's not fair," I told her, pulling her hair back so I could watch her. "I may have to wait days for my turn. You drive me crazy!"
"Exactly like I promised your Mom. Now hush up and enjoy. I don't want to hear anything from you but moans and groans, and advice on how I can do you better."
I sat back and let her pleasure me again. It took a long time, but she was patient and playful, and ever so generous with her attention. "Could you move over here next to me, so I can touch you while you do that?" I asked.
"Would you like that? Fondling me, playing with my titties, touching me down there?" she asked, crawling sideways and moving her body sexily for me.
"I'd love it."
"Grope away, handsome."
I touched her, caressed her, running my hands over her smooth skin, squeezing her butt cheeks softly, sliding my finger down her crack, before exploring her pussy. She'd never allowed me access to it before, and I was going nuts. Finally I couldn't take it any longer. I lifted her up, making her squeal and giggle, then lowered her over my face, straddling my head.
"God, you're beautiful," I said, looking at her cute little pussy, swollen lips, small little opening. It didn't look big enough to slide a finger in, never mind my whole cock.
She had her mouth around my shaft, working hard. I licked her, parting her lips with my tongue, smelling her, tasting her for the first time. It was so damn exciting, it was pushing me over the edge.
"Oh fuck," I groaned, erupting in Penny's mouth suddenly.
She sucked me dry, and kept on sucking while I put a little of what I'd learned with Aunt Marie to use. It was working, and she was moaning continuously, her head resting on my thigh while my mouth and active fingers had their way with her.
She got excited very quickly, and I thought she was going to come for me, but although it was easy to bring her to the edge of orgasm, it was difficult to get her over. She continued moaning and groaning, wriggling wildly. I did everything I could, licking and sucking, fingering and poking. I had my lips over her clit, teasing it gently, when I nudged a finger against her back door. She moaned loudly, her legs trembling, and as I eased it into her rear, she finally went off, screaming out, coming hard.
I let her down easily, licking her gently, until she was relaxed, lying on me, gasping.
She climbed up off me, turning around and lying on me again, bringing her lips to mine. "My God, Jeremy! That was incredible!"
"You think so?" I teased, kissing her pretty little lips that had done so much for me.
"Fuck! I've never come like that. I was on edge so long, driving me crazy, and then boom! Wow. I can't believe we wasted a year. We could have been doing this all along!"
I laughed. "I guess we have some catching up to do."
I grabbed her around the waist, and rolled over with her, loving the way she giggled for me. I slid down between her legs, kissing her. "You have the prettiest pussy I've ever seen, and sooo sweet. I love the way you taste and smell," I told her.
"Really? You don't just do it for me? You really like it?"
"Do you like sucking?" I asked her.
"Hell yeah," she chuckled.
"I love going down on you. Getting you off makes me feel amazing."
She pressed my face down into her crotch. "Show me."
I did, taking my time, enjoying learning about her, tasting her, fingering her, seeing what she responded to. She was very vocal with what she liked, thankfully, and it wasn't long before I pressed all the right buttons and had her coming for me again, screaming out my name, giving me goosebumps.
We laid in bed together, naked, holding each other, talking about it. What we'd done, what we'd liked, and why. Penny giggled abruptly. "Your Mom would have loved that."
"What?"
"Seeing how you got me off. That was fucking amazing, Jeremy. A-mazing."
"It's all you beautiful. Trust me."
"How did you learn to do that?" she asked, obviously curious.
I'm sure I blushed. "That's a story for another day. I had a very good mentor."
"Now you're killing me. Who?"
I leaned over and kissed her softly, nibbling her bottom lip. "I promised not to tell. Sorry."
"You promised to keep my pictures private," she reminded me. "You owe me."
She had her hand on my cock, stroking and tugging, slowly bringing me back to life. "Let me take some more pictures of you doing that, and I'll tell you."
"Sure, and this time the pictures will probably end up on the internet," she said, poking me.
"No, I promise. Nobody will see it except for you, me and my family."
"Your family?"
"Mom and Dad. Dad would just die. It's not going to take you any twenty years to catch up to Mom, and I want to show him."
"You're kidding, right? You want to show him pictures of me going down on you?"
"No. A video."
"Video! Now I know you're nuts."
I kissed her chin, her jaw line, licking teasingly, "You'll never believe who taught me how to go down on a girl, and where."
She jabbed me. "You fucker. You had to go there, didn't you? Is it really a good story?"
"The best. You'll have to swear on your life never to tell anyone. I'd be killed for sure."
"And the video, you promise only us and your parents?"
"I promise."
She grabbed my phone from the bedside and passed it to me, before climbing down between my legs. "It better be a damn good story."
"Ready, Jeremy? Let's see what I can do for you." She turned to the camera. "Hope you enjoy the show." It was at least a 15 minute blow-job, and I was going crazy, both from what she was doing, and who was going to watch it. I was afraid I was going to run out of battery. She was learning me, and as I got close, she rose up, looking into the camera. "Hey Mom and Dad, he's about to blow for me," she said stroking my cock, smiling. "Normally I'd suck him dry and swallow every delicious drop, but I'm going to let him come on my face for you." She looked at me, "Warn me, Ok?"
"God, Penny!" I groaned.
"Goddess Penny," she giggled, before taking me back in her mouth. She sucked me and stroked me, quickly bringing me to the edge. "I'm close," I warned her.
She climbed off the bed and got on her knees. "Come for me, Jeremy. Shoot all over my face for Mom and Dad," she moaned.
I followed her, stroking my cock. I stuck it back between her lips, fucking her sexy mouth for a few more seconds, before pulling out. "Fuck," I groaned, keeping the camera focused on her face as I blew my load. I got a couple of good shots on her, before she opened her mouth and I finished between her lips, letting her suck me clean.
"Am I pretty, Jeremy? With your cum all over my face, marking me, making me yours?"
"You're beautiful, Penny. Fucking incredible."
She used her fingers to clean her face, sucking them clean. She scooped up some of my cream and held her fingers out to the camera. "If you were here Alice, I'd let you clean them for me." She sucked them herself. "I'd let you lick my whole face clean."



She giggled, looking away from the camera. "Oops. Now look what I've done! Time to start all over again. Sorry, this one's all mine." She blew a kiss at the camera.
I wasn't really hard, although I was getting there. "You are a naughty little tease, aren't you?"
"Happy? I did my best for you. Now I think you owe me a story."
"Let's shower together, and then get back in bed, and I'll tell you everything," I told her.
"You're not trying to trick me?"
"No. I want to hold you, relaxed and comfortable, and tell you an amazing tale."
She took me by the hand and lead me to the bathroom.
We bathed, washing each other, learning more about our bodies, drying each other off, before collapsing back into the bed. I plugged my phone into the charger, getting a grin out of my girlfriend. I gave her one of the water bottles, snacking on the last of our cookies.
"Stop delaying, Jeremy! I did my part."
"Yes you did. The story's good, but I think it's fair to say that no story is as good as what you did for me." I chuckled, pulling her close and kissing her. She was a little resistant to start, then she got into it. "Don't judge, Ok?"
"I won't." She crossed her heart, bringing my attention back to her pretty perky breasts.
"We never meant for it to happen, I swear. It was an accident really."
"Jeremy, stop stalling," she whispered, kissing my shoulder. "Tell me, or I'm cutting you off."
"I'm not stalling. I need you to understand, I never intended..."
"Jeremy!" she snapped.
"It was my Aunt."
"Marie?" she asked, eyes open wide in surprise.
"The very one."
"Oh my God! That friggin' sex goddess? Are you fucking her?" she asked.
"No. Don't get ahead of yourself, Ok? Let me tell you a little tale."
She leaned her body against mine, legs entangled, while I told her a partial accounting. I explained about Aunt Marie and me always being close, playful, teasing. I told her about the lake, seeing her tits, and motor-boating her boobs afterward.
"In front of your Mom?" she asked, her hands wandering over my body as much as mine were on hers.
"Yeah. Not the smartest thing I've ever done." I described the Jeep, trying to get it loaded up, and having Aunt Marie sitting on my lap in the backseat, in our own little world, half dressed, and her more than a little drunk. Two long hours. Two hours of magic.
The story evolved, as I explained what we did in the backseat. I avoided the entire second half of the trip, letting it sound like it ended after the blow-job. I did include some salacious details, like the sexy underwear she wore for me, and their true meaning, as well as her declaration that we couldn't fuck there, in the Jeep, with Colin in the front seat.
"Fuck," she murmured softly. "Marie. Those huge tits. She really let you come in her mouth? Jesus, Jeremy." She had her hand back on my cock, tugging on it gently. "Pretty amazing. But when did you learn the rest?"
"Mom found out. No, that's not right. Marie told her, and Mom had a fit. She laid down the ground rules. I wasn't allowed to have sex with Aunt Marie. She did agree to let me continue playing with her."
"No fucking way."
"Yep. With fucking prohibited, Aunt Marie wanted to make progress on the oral front. I wasn't going to argue with her."
I told Penny about Marie teaching me, starting the day before, and was a little ashamed to explain the last lesson was just a couple of hours before she'd arrived. "Mom and her sister have some issues, and she was adamant about drawing the line at sex. Intercourse. I wasn't going to fight it, since oral was still allowed. Both ways."
"Holy shit! You got more blow-jobs from her? This morning, before I arrived? Now I feel like an idiot. How can I compare to that?"
"I'm not going to lie. It was incredible, mostly because of who it was, and where it was. Coming in her mouth in the back of the Jeep with my parents in the front seat? Fuck, that was intense. Then more of the same yesterday and today. Mind-blowing."
"I bet," she said, sounding a little down.
"Time for another secret." I told her, tilting her chin up so she'd look at me. "You're better. You weren't the first few times, but today? What you did on camera? Fucking amazing."
"You're just saying that," she pouted.
"I swear on my life. Much better than Aunt Marie. She's done me a few times, and she's good, but it's like she's doing me a favor. The way you do it, the way you look at me, knowing you want me to come for you, not to get it over with, but because you want it, want me. Jesus, Penny, it's fucking incredible!"
"You really think so?" She was kissing my chest, teasingly.
"I don't have that much experience, but I swear, nobody before you was half as good, and even Aunt Marie can't hold a candle to you. I love that naughty, teasing little mouth of yours." I didn't mention my experience with Mom, of course.
"Good, because you're going to be getting a lot of it. All you want, and then some."
I pulled her on top of me, kissing her. How had I waited this long? Dad was right. She was so doable.
I heard the knock on the door. "Kids?"
"Come on in Mom," I said, wrapping my arms around Penny who was kissing my neck.
"God, you're bad, Jeremy," she whispered, squirming in my grasp, sliding her legs outside mine, and grinding against me.
Mom entered, taking in the scene. "Oh, Jeremy! I don't want to interrupt your first time," she said. I was jealous of Mom's view, standing at the end of the bed, getting an eyeful of Penny's spread legs.
Penny turned to her. "We're just playing now, Alice. No sex yet. Just the most amazing oral. Jeremy's very talented."
I pulled her head close, whispering in her ear. "She doesn't know ALL about Aunt Marie," I said.
"So it sounded," Mom laughed. "I'm so happy for you two. Why don't you clean up and get at least somewhat presentable before dinner. Not that Harold would mind that outfit you're wearing, Penny."
Penny giggled, sliding off me to the side. "This old thing?" she said writhing beautifully, running her hands over her body. "I've had it forever. Not half as nice as yours, I imagine."
Mom laughed. "No, honey. It's quite beautiful. Too beautiful. My husband gets a look at that, and I'll be walking bowlegged for weeks."
"Now that's something I'd like to see," Penny said.
"Walking bowlegged, or getting there?" Mom teased.
"Both. Especially the getting there."
"No way, wild child," Mom laughed. "And here I thought you were a sweet innocent girl, safe to leave my boy with."
"I was. I think you and your boy are changing that."
"Any regrets?" Mom asked.
"Hell no! This is the most amazing day of my life. I hope it just keeps getting better and never ends." She climbed out of my bed, grabbing a t-shirt off the stack on top of my dresser, and slipping it on. "Presentable?" she asked.
"Panties. We don't want to leave stains and puddles everywhere we sit."
She pouted. "Mine are already soaked through."
Mom took her by the hand. "Come, we'll find something for you."
I watched them leave, stunned. Mom was going to give her panties to wear? Holy fuck. I put on a shirt and some light knit shorts that would do little to hide any action below the waist. I ran a comb through my hair and headed downstairs.
Dad was sitting on the couch, sipping a beer. He smiled when I walked in, and held out an open one for me. "Sounds like things are working out between you and Penny. Noisy little thing."
"Newsflash Dad. It's not going to take anywhere near 20 years. It might not take 20 days."
He grinned. "I'm glad you think so. I wouldn't bet against your Mom. You haven't seen even a hint of what she can do when she puts her heart into it."
He was sitting in his favorite chair, and I scooted to the end of the couch nearest him. "You might have been a little hard on Mom last night," I said quietly.
His face took on a dark look. "Are you really going to tell me how I should treat my wife?"
I shook my head, knowing I was treading on thin ice. "No Dad. Never. But Mom would never say anything. She couldn't even get out of bed this morning, and she was bleeding from her bottom."
His eyes got hard. "How the fuck would you know that?"
"Aunt Marie had to come over and take care of her. I helped Mom into the bath when she couldn't even walk. She slept all afternoon."
Dad looked a little concerned. "She seems fine now," he said, taking a drink from his beer.
I nodded. "She loved it, and would never complain. You know that. I'm letting you know how she was this morning. What you do with that information is your own business."
Mom and Penny came downstairs, while I finished talking to Dad. It was clear they'd taken a little time to clean my girlfriend up. She looked gorgeous wearing my t-shirt. Her hair was brushed back, a little makeup on, her perky nipples pushing through the thin material of her shirt. She was barefoot, and her legs were perfect.
Mom looked almost as good, tight shorts accentuating her amazing ass, a simple tight shirt showing she was going braless as well. Mom's beautiful, but the way Penny was almost dressed? Sexy as hell.
Dad called Mom and over, and she sat on his lap, cuddling up to him. I smiled and patted my own legs. Penny curled up in my lap, leaning her head on my shoulder.
Dad pulled Mom's head down for a long kiss, then leaned back, looking at me and my girl.
"Kiss me, Penny." I said softly.
"Here, now?
"Now. Like you mean it."
She brought her lips down to mine, tentatively at first, then more passionately. Her legs unfolded, stretching out, and I slid one devilish hand between her thighs, teasing her. I felt the material of Mom's panties, curious as to which they were. While our tongues dueled, I eased the bottom of the t-shirt back to her hips, and opened her legs a bit, giving my parents a teasing view.
Penny moaned in my mouth, moving her lips to my neck, nibbling on my ear, while I gently rubbed her between the legs, teasing.
"They can see," she whispered nervously.
"Of course," I told her, biting on her ear lobe and giving it a tug. "Can you imagine what it's doing to Dad, seeing you in Mom's panties?"
"Oh, God! Jeremy..." she moaned.
I closed her legs, straightening out her shirt, and pulled her back for a quick little kiss, hugging her. "You're right Dad. I was a friggin' idiot not to be giving her all my attention."
He chuckled, his hand inside Mom's shirt. "It's part of growing up. We all make mistakes. Smart men learn from them. I'm proud of you."
Penny was blushing hard, my hand fondling her tight little butt cheeks, out of view of the parents.
"My boys ready for dinner?" Mom asked. "I imagine at least one of them has built up quite an appetite."
"Starving, Mom," I confirmed.
Penny nodded. "Me too, Alice. It smells great."
"Help me set the table?" Mom asked, climbing off Dad's lap gingerly. Dad gave her butt a squeeze, and watched her cringe. I saw the look of concern on his face. "Alice. Come here."
Mom turned backed to him. "What, dear?"
He pulled her close, reaching his hand around her bottom. "Are you alright?"
"Just fine," she said.
"Be honest with me," he said sharply.
She sighed, sitting back in his lap. "I'm a little sore. Nothing terrible."
"Was Marie here, taking care of you?" he asked.
Penny was watching the interplay as intently as I. My hands were being bad, feeling her up more than was reasonable, with the parents only a couple of paces away.
Mom blushed. "Yes. I just needed a little help getting going this morning. I'm fine now."
Dad gave her a squeeze. "I need to know these things, baby."
She nodded. "There's nothing to be concerned about. Really. I'm fine. Up for anything."
She whimpered, when Dad moved his hands between her legs. "Up for anything?"
"Always. I'll never say no to you."
"I know," he said. He eased her off his lap, helping her to her feet. He stood, pulling her into his arms, kissing her deeply, his hands gently caressing her bottom. "Feed me, woman. I'm starving."
Penny climbed off my lap, but not before I could steal another quick kiss. I got up and followed Dad to the table, where Mom and Penny were serving up the food. Lasagna, one of my favorites, and a huge mound of garlic bread.
While we stuffed our faces with one of Mom's better concoctions, Mom caught Dad up on our relationship progress, with Penny volunteering additional details when needed.
"Penny says she made a movie for us," Mom told Dad, teasingly.
"Alice!" Penny chuckled. "That's for after I'm gone, Ok?"
Mom had more cookies for us after dinner, after which Penny and I excused ourselves back to my room. "I only have a little while," she said, pulling off her shirt. "I told Mom I'd be home by 10:00." She laid back on the bed, dressed only in Mom's tiny panties.
I moved between her legs, nibbling on her through the soft material. She giggled. "This is awfully naughty, Jeremy. Wearing your Mom's panties while you're doing that."
It was. Naughty and exciting. Knowing where they'd been. I licked her crotch, tugging at the cloth with my teeth, pushing the material into her. I slid my tongue along the sides of it, teasingly, probing underneath the edge. I imagined I could taste Mom on them, wondering if they'd been clean when Penny put them on. Kind of hoping they weren't.
I pulled the crotch aside, sliding my tongue along her slit. She moaned sweetly, while I started working on her.
Once I had her squirming for me. I turned her over, lifting her butt up nice and high, pulled the panties to the side, and got back to work, teasing and playing with her, licking and nibbling. It was fun, she was fun, and I couldn't get enough of her, moving her around, doing my best to pleasure her as thoroughly as possible.
She was still very vocal, crying out loudly when she came. I was bringing her to her third big orgasm, when I saw Mom open the door carefully. She pushed it wide, winking at me, then walked away. I went after my sweet toy aggressively determined to get her off big. She was moaning and whimpering, twisting under my ministrations.
I could feel her trembling, once again on edge, hanging there eternally, gasping and crying, begging me to finish her. I held her down, fingering her, sucking on her clit, teasing her butt-hole.
"Fuck," she groaned, her body tense, her thigh muscles turning to stone. "FUUUUCK!" she screamed, exploding for me, trembling uncontrollably, her fingers in my hair pulling hard. She kept coming for me, relaxing for only a moment, then going off again, her legs clamping down on my head. "JEREMY!" she cried out, her body arching, so beautiful in that moment.
I licked her gently, rubbing her softly, soothing her, bringing her back down. She was gasping, breathing hard, her body still shivering. "Jesus," she groaned, her hands caressing my head. "That was crazy."
Penny climbed on top of me, kissing me hard. "Why the fuck did we wait this long?" she asked.
I hugged her. "I'll have to plead stupidity."
"God, we have so much catching up to do," she said, sliding down my body, taking my cock in her hand. "Remind me to thank your Mom and Dad," she said, before taking me in her mouth.
"I think your little video will be quite a nice thank you."
She smiled for me, my cock deep in her mouth, the corners turning upward sweetly.
"We're going to have to do this a lot more," I told her, brushing her hair back for a better view.
Her only answer was to struggle to take me deeper, gagging, until I felt my cock slide into her throat for the first time. She looked up at me, as she pushed her head forward, her nose pressing into my pubes.
She slid back and forth a few times, before pulling off completely. She was grinning hugely. "Yeehaa! I knew I could do it!"
"Fucking amazing, beautiful," I told her.
She sucked me hard, teasing me. "Still think it's going to take twenty years to catch up?"
"Hell if I know. I don't have all that much experience here either, and watching Mom doesn't compare to feeling this. All I can say is that you're incredible. The best, Penny."
"It's only gonna get better. Now give me my present. I've earned it." She slid me back into her mouth, working on me, her hand stroking in tandem with her hot, teasing mouth.
I watched her, getting closer, eager to fill her mouth one more time. She was so pretty, so willing, so eager. I couldn't believe how lucky I was to have found her.
I saw some movement and looked up. Mom and Dad were both peeking in the doorway. Mom saw me looking and put her fingers up to her lips, shushing me. Dad gave me a thumbs up. They had a hell of a view, my pretty girlfriend almost naked on her knees, her butt pointed at the doorway, clad in Mom's sexy panties, while she went down on me.
Dad grabbed Mom's head, and pulled it down to his waist. She opened his pants and pulled his hard cock out, sucking him. She turned her head, her eyes glancing over at us, while she blew him.
"Jesus," I gasped. I tried to hold back. Fought it with my heart and soul. I thought I stood a chance, until I looked up again and saw Dad pressing Mom's head into his waist, his entire cock down her throat. Penny chose that moment to once more confirm she could do the same. It was too much. "I'm about to come," I warned everyone. Penny looked up at me, taking the head of my cock in her mouth, while she stroked me rapidly.
I groaned, letting the feeling roll across me, as I stopped resisting and fired off inside Penny's hot little mouth. She stroked me, milking me, while she sucked me dry. When I finished coming, she grinned and opened her mouth, showing me her prize, before swallowing. I looked up and saw the doorway was empty, and the door almost closed.
Penny climbed up the bed and gave me a tangy kiss. "I do have to go. I'm already late."
"This has been wonderful," I told her.
She climbed off the bed, pulling up Mom's panties, before she finished dressing. I grabbed a pair of shorts and a shirt, getting presentable. "I'll walk you home."
She gave me a hug. "Thanks. It has been fun, hasn't it?"
I squeezed her back. "Beyond fun. Incredible."
She grinned. "For me too."
I walked her the few blocks home, giving her a kiss on the doorstep. "See you tomorrow?" I asked.
She grinned. "If you want."
"I'll give you a call. I definitely want to."
She kissed me again. "I bet you do. More practice?"
"More time with my amazing girlfriend, who, like an idiot, I've been neglecting far too much this summer."
"I'll be expecting that call." She gave me a last peck, before heading into her house, twenty minutes late. I hope her parents wouldn't be too irritated.
At home, Mom and Dad were waiting for me in the living room. Mom was wearing a teasing little nothing of a nightgown. She ran to me, giving me a big hug. "Spill, baby boy."
I laughed. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, cuing up the video. "This is for you and Dad," I told her.
Mom took it and ran to Dad, planting herself in his lap. I watched her start the video, and heard Penny's voice, getting louder as Mom turned up the volume. "Hope you enjoy the show," I heard her say.
I got up and went to the garage, returning with a couple of beers, since it looked like Dad was dry. I opened his, passing it to him, peeking over Mom's shoulder. I was torn between checking out the video, and Mom's cleavage.
"Talented," I heard Mom say, chuckling.
"Damn, son, she's a keeper," Dad said.
I put my arm around Mom, giving her a squeeze, watching the video with them. Damn she looked good, my cock filling her young mouth. Mom and Dad didn't comment much on the first viewing, watching Penny give her best, and obviously enjoying what she was doing. I heard both my parent's breathing speed up. Mom's nipples were hard. I could only imagine how hard Dad was.



"Hey Mom and Dad, he's about to blow," we heard her announce. I watched her bring me to the edge, the camera shot getting wobbly when I climbed off the bed, following her, taking a last few strokes in her mouth before bathing her face in my cum, and watching her clean herself.
"If you were here Alice, I'd let you clean them for me. I'd let you lick my whole face clean," she said to the camera.
Dad managed to tear his eyes off the video long enough to look at Mom, questioningly.
"Mom stopped by to drop off snacks and offer encouragement," I told Dad, giving Mom a peck on the cheek. "Totally hands off. I kind of told Penny that I got to watch Mom blow you last night, so she thought it would be kind of cool to let you see us together. She's a tease, isn't she?"
Dad nodded, starting the video over. "You're sure she's new to this?"
"Completely. You saw what the other picture was like. Trust me, it was easy to tell a couple of months ago. Today? Wow, like a whole new girl."
Mom was leaning into Dad. "Atmosphere, baby. No back of the car, uncomfortable, worried someone might walk in on you, awkward BJ. On a bed, relaxed, naked, in the privacy of your room; it frees her, sets her loose."
Dad gave Mom a squeeze. "Not that there's anything wrong with the occasional public BJ, with the excitement of getting caught, huh Alice?"
Mom blushed. "I'm sure I have no idea what you're talking about."
Dad grinned. "Of course you don't. Just like having an audience can't be a hell of a motivator to do your best either."
Mom giggled. "Depends on the audience."
He pulled her close for a kiss. A long passionate one. It felt odd, with me sitting on the arm of his chair, my arm around Mom's shoulder, while he kissed her like that, his free hand reaching down and fondling her bottom.
When he came up for air, I spoke, while I had the chance. "Dad, I want to get a decent video camera. Something with better lighting control and easier close-up focusing."
He grinned at me. "Do I want to know what for?"
"I think you know what for. With high-resolution, image stabilization, and better auto-focus. Wouldn't you like to see that video on a 60" screen? Without the shakes, and dark moments?"
"What's something like that cost?" he asked.
"I think around $300."
He whistled. "A lot to pay for a simple BJ video," he said.
I laughed. "Trust me Dad. It'll be worth it. How about it?"
He looked at Mom. "Family camera, right? Your Dad can use it if he feels the urge," she asked.
"Family camera. Anyone can use it."
She turned back to Dad. "I have no problem with that."
Dad nodded. "Use your Mom's credit card. Don't go crazy though." He didn't even look up from the video.
Mom was watching it as well. "Don't you love the way she keeps glancing up at him, those big blue eyes looking all innocent?"
Dad groaned, and I could see Mom was rubbing between his legs. "Alice," he murmured almost desperately.
She slid down between his legs, rubbing her face against his hardness.
Dad looked up at me. "Your Mom's going to blow me now," he said. "You're welcome to stay and watch. Pick up some pointers for your cute little girlfriend."
Mom looked up at him. "Again?" she asked nervously.
Dad stroked her hair. "I'll be gentle tonight. I promise." He lifted his hips, and Mom pulled his pants down, freeing his thick erection.
I moved to the side. "Need another beer?"
Dad smiled, while Mom licked his cock. "Sure. That would be nice."
I rushed out and grabbed two beers, returning to find Mom with most of Dad's cock down her throat. The old horn-dog was holding the video next to her face, watching both at the same time.
Mom gave us a hell of a show, and I was surprised to find Dad ready to come by the time I was about to do so on camera. "On your face," he gasped.
She leaned back, and he stood up.
"Hey Mom and Dad. He's about to blow," I heard Penny say as Mom took Dad back in her mouth. He grabbed her head and starting fucking her face roughly.
"Come for me, Jeremy. Shoot all over my face for Mom and Dad."
"Fuck," Dad groaned, pulling his cock out of her mouth and stroking it fast, while she posed for him, mouth open wide, waiting.
"Am I pretty, Jeremy? With your cum all over my face, marking me, making me yours?"
"Alice," he gasped, his hand a blur. He grunted and shot his load, splashing her face, before finishing in her mouth.
Mom took his cock in her mouth, sucking him.
"If you were here Alice, I'd let you clean them for me. I'd let you lick my whole face clean."
She leaned back, pulling off Dad's cock and showing her empty mouth. She reached up and scraped the cum off her cheek, sucking her finger clean.
Dad watched her, no longer paying attention to the video. "Would you do it, Alice? Lick her face clean?"
Mom grinned. "From his cum?" she said with a nod of her head toward me, "Or yours?"
"Either," he said, his voice catching.
"Both," Mom told him, scraping her other cheek clean and sucking her fingers. "Only if it was Ok with you."
Fuck, that was hot. "It's Ok by me," I said.
It seems like they'd almost forgotten about me. Dad looked over and laughed. "I'm sure. So what do you think? Your girlfriend have a chance to catch up to that?"
Mom was grinning, leaning in and licking Dad's cock teasingly.
"Maybe not yet, but you have to admit, she's a hell of a learner."
Dad laughed, pulling Mom's face onto his cock. "I'll give you that. She's a pretty little cocksucker, and looks eager enough to please. That's worth a lot."
Mom watched me, still sucking Dad. I was getting seriously jealous, and hard as a rock.
"I...I think I'm going to go upstairs now," I told Dad, watching Mom taking him deep. I was sitting on the couch next to them. Mom got up, pushing me back on the couch. She sat on my lap sideways, giving me a kiss.
"You didn't enjoy the show?" she asked teasingly. "Didn't learn anything?"
I adjusted her in my lap, embarrassed. "I think I'm enjoying it too much," I confessed.
She turned in my lap, facing forward, pressing her ass down into my crotch. "I thought you liked me sitting in your lap. You certainly did last time."
Dad walked over to us, standing between my feet. He pulled Mom's face forward, and she took him in her mouth. He reached out and pulled the straps on her shoulders down her arms. Her top slid down, exposing her tits. "That's much better," he said.
Mom was rubbing her ass against my cock, moaning beautifully. I held her hips, pressing against her. I slid my hands down her thighs, rubbing her legs, sliding to the inside of her thighs. Dad was grinning, watching his hot little wife, my sexy Mom, blow him.
Mom opened her legs for me, and I eased my hands higher, pressing against her panties.
"Uh-uh," Dad said, staring down at me. "Let's keep it above the waist." I was suddenly nervous. He grinned. "She's a little sore today."
I moved my hands upward, placing my hands on her breasts, watching for my Dad's reaction. He grinned at me. "Your Mom's a pretty hot number, wouldn't you say?"
I pinched her nipples, tugging on them. "The hottest woman I've ever seen."
He smiled, holding Mom's head and fucking her face aggressively. "Your not as dumb as you look."
I kissed Mom's bare shoulder, feeling her tight ass clenching around my cock. "I get my brains from the hottie. I get my looks from you."
I bit down on her neck, and she moaned around Dad's cock, her body shaking as she came for us.
"You like our boy holding you, while I fuck that sexy mouth, don't you?" Dad teased Mom.
She pulled off his cock, gasping, staring up at Dad. "I need more, Harold. I need you to fuck me," she gasped.
He grabbed her head, and stuck his cock back in her mouth. "Soon, Alice. I promise."
I was playing with her tits, squeezing them, playing with her hard nipples. Biting on her shoulders, I saw one of Dad's markings and I smiled, sucking her skin hard. My hickey was going to obliterate his.
Mom's ass was going to town against my cock. Her butt-cheeks were tensing, teasing me, squeezing my staff.
Dad held up my camera, replaying the Penny video. He turned it toward me. "We appreciate this. I appreciate it." He brushed Mom's hair aside, looking down at her. "It doesn't make up for everything, but it's a hell of a nice start."
I released Mom's skin, giving her neck a nibble. "I know Dad. I'm sorry we went behind your back."
He nodded. "I know. Coming clean helps."
"I'm going to keep making it up to you Dad. I promise."
He grinned. He pulled Mom off his cock, and slapped it against her cheek. "Kiss your boy goodnight, Alice."
Mom turned in my lap, throwing her arms around my neck. She kissed me hard and deep, her tongue exploring my mouth. "That was sweet, making that video for us. You had a good time today?"
"Jesus, Mom. It was an amazing day."
"Even after Penny left?" she asked teasing, kissing my lips softly, grinding against my stiff cock.
"Especially after she left." I looked up at Dad. "I am so fucking jealous." I squeezed Mom's tit, making her moan.
"You should be," Dad laughed. "Although Penny's a sweet little alternative."
He pulled Mom off my lap, hugging her. "This one's mine, Jeremy. I hope you can accept that."
I stood, my cock sticking out in front of me, aching. "I understand Dad."
"Good." He turned her around, facing me, reaching down and grabbing her breasts, squeezing them hard, making her groan. "I'm going to take this hot little piece upstairs and fuck her like she needs." He tugged on her nipples, and she squirmed deliciously. "Don't worry, I'll be easy on her tonight."
I grinned. "Good. Give her what she needs. Give her one for me too."
He chuckled. "You do the same with Penny."
"I will. I'm going to fuck her soon. I'll make sure to get us a nice video."
"You'd do that for us?" Mom asked.
"For Dad. Sorry Mom. He gets to choose if he'll share it with you."
She rubbed her ass against him. "That's fine. I know how to get him to share."
I laughed, bending over and kissing her. "I'm sure you do. Now go upstairs and give him a thank you for me. He deserves it. He's the best man I've ever known, too."
She gave me a hug. "I love you, Jeremy."
"Love you too, Mom. I love you both."
I turned and ran upstairs. Couldn't let Dad see me gettin' all sappy. The whole 'I love you both' was pretty much over the line as it was.
I listened to Dad make love to Mom, both our doors wide open. I stroked myself easily, imagining taking a turn on Mom myself. I heard her cry out, and Dad's chuckle. "That one was for you, Jeremy," he called out.
I got myself off, one last time, barely hard enough to manage it. It had been a pretty intense day. I could still smell Penny on my sheets. She really was amazing. Not Mom, but hell, nobody was.
* * *
I woke with Mom's arms around me, kissing my shoulder. "Time to get up, lazybones. Daylight's burning.
I turned and found myself holding a naked Mom. She pressed her lips against mine briefly. "Breath of death," she whispered.
"Sorry. I wasn't expecting company."
She rolled back on the bed, stretching, letting me see her beautiful body. "God, Jeremy, last night was incredible."
"You two had a good time?" I teased, fondling her breast.
"The best. He was so loving, so gentle, and still, when I needed it hard, he gave it to me." She arched her back, pressing her breast into my hand. "It was all about me last night. It was wonderful."
"You deserve it, Mom."
She turned on her side, her hand on my chest, looking at me. "You don't mind that I talk to you about it?"
"I love it Mom. I'll never get enough of hearing how much you two love each other."
She smiled. "You really love your old man, don't you?"
"Of course. Almost as much as I love you."
"You never say it."
"Mom! We're men. We don't have to say it. We know."
She leaned in and kissed me warmly. "That video of Penny. I don't know if you can understand how much that meant to him. The way she sucked you, talking to us. Doing it for us. Openly sharing it with him."
"That part was her idea," I admitted.
"You owe her one." She moved against me, throwing her leg over mine, kissing me warmly. "Your Dad is very private. Much more than me. What he's doing, letting you watch us, it's not like him. We've never done anything like that. We've never been swingers or fooled around. We're enough for each other. Sharing that video, it's intensely personal to him. He couldn't stop talking about it last night."
"This whole thing is intensely personal to me, too. I would never do this for anyone else. I wanted Dad to see those pictures of her. Nobody else."
"Is this because of the car ride?" she asked.
"Partly. What we did was so incredible." I pulled her close, hugging her. "Life altering. Doing it behind Dad's back, was the worst thing I've ever done. I'm going to make it up to him."
She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me slowly, her tongue exploring my mouth. I caressed her soft skin, reaching down for that amazing ass, letting it fill my hands, cupping it, feeling the firmness. Jesus, what an ass.
I reached lower, feeling between her legs. She stopped kissing me, and pulled my hands upward. "The rules haven't change Jeremy. I might bend them a little, letting you fondle my butt, but you can't go any further. Keep it above the waist."
"You climb into my bed naked, and tell me that?"
She glared at me. "I could leave."
I pulled her close and hugged her. "No. Please. I'll be good. I promise."
She kissed my neck. "I'm not trying to tease you, Jeremy. I just love being with you like this. If it's too much, I'll understand."
"No Mom. It's not too much. I can deal with this." I went back to fondling her sweet ass. "You guys were bad last night. Dad made you come so loudly, and then yelling out that one was for me."
She giggled. "You have no idea, Jeremy. He was so naughty. He made me act like his Mommy, and pretended it was you fucking the living daylights out of me. I had to wear a blindfold and everything. Sucking that big cock while he called me Mom, begging for it. Such a rotten bastard. He made me come so hard I thought I was going to pass out."
"Seriously? He pretended to be me?"
She giggled. "That was the one that was for you. Literally. I almost screamed your name. I had to be Penny afterward. He came in my mouth so damn fast. I even cried when he took my virginity."
"Mom! Really?"
She wriggled against me, nibbling my shoulder. "What did you expect, after that video?"
"I don't know. Not that!"
She sat up, pressing her naked crotch against my hardness, grinding against me. "Please, Mr. Davis, we really shouldn't," she said in a little girl's voice. "Ok, just the tip, for a second...No, Jeremy will never know. I won't tell I promise." She rose up, holding my cock against her, rubbing it between her wet pussy lips. "Oh, God! It's too big," she whined, pushing it against her opening. "So big," she gasped, pressing it inside. "It's stretching me too much. I can't. We have to stop."
She grabbed my hands, and put it on her hips, then started wiggling. "No, Mr. Davis. We can't. That's enough. I can't take any more," she begged in that high-pitched teasing tone, meant to imitate my girlfriend. "Yes, I promised, but I didn't know," she whined. "No! Please, don't make me take it all. It's impossible. You're so huge. Not my first time!"
She settled down onto my cock about halfway, groaning. "Stop. You have to stop. It's tearing me open. Please. I...I'll blow you. I'll suck you so good. Even better than her. We have to stop. At least let me get used to it."
She had her hands covering mine, still on her hips. Moaning, while she rose up and down on the last few inches of my cock. "It hurts too much. We have to stop. No more!" she cried out, sinking a little further. "God, Mr. Davis, you're killing me. Please stop. Please. We can do something else, anything else. Whatever you want. Please." She leaned over pressing her head against my shoulder, fucking herself with most of my cock.
"Yes, it still hurts. Too much," she whined softly. "Oh FUCK," she groaned. "Stop! You're really hurting me. You're way too thick. Let me suck you, Mr. Davis." She paused, about half-way down my length. "Mrs. Davis?...Yes, she's pretty...Uh-huh, very pretty and sexy. Of course I'd kiss her for you." She slowly slid off my cock, sighing. "Oh God! Thank you." She hesitated at the tip, driving me crazy. "Down there? Kiss her down there? Oh, no! I couldn't."
She slammed down on my cock, crying out loudly. "Ow! No more! I'll do it. I will. I promise. Whatever you want. Whenever you want. You just have to stop."
She started pounding down on my cock, screaming. "No! You promised! You're destroying me! Don't! Don't come in me! I'm not on the pill. I'll get pregnant! You have to stop."
She sighed, groaning, "So big. You fill me up so much." She got quiet, riding me slowly, taking my whole length. I moved with her, thrusting into her, listening to the whimpers and soft moans. "A...little better," she murmured, kissing my chest. She had stopped her own moving, letting me pound into her. "No, it's Ok, a little longer, but you can't come in me." Mom pushed my hips down, riding me gently. "Yes, that's better. It still hurts a little. Oh, God! Not so deep, please, it hurts at the end. Yes, like that, that's better. Much better, thank you." She gasped, grinding against me. "Do you like that, Mr. Davis? Being my first? Stretching out my poor virgin pussy to fit your huge cock?"
It was too much, Mom fucking me like that, pretending to be Penny. "I'm going to come," I warned her through clenched teeth.
"No, Mr. Davis! Not inside of me. I'm not on the pill, and it's the worst time of the month. You can't!" She rode me fast and hard, grinning, driving me crazy. "Please, in my mouth. You can come in my mouth. Just don't fill my poor virgin pussy with your nasty cum." Mom was breathing hard, digging her fingers into my flesh. "God, yes...Alright? Yes, I want your cum. Your nasty hot burning cum all the way up inside of me, making me pregnant. Give it to me, Mr. Davis. Gimme."
I grabbed Mom's hips and slammed into her, filling her just as she'd begged. I don't know if her orgasm was real or part of her game, but it was huge. "FUCK!" she screamed, slamming her hips down and grinding against me.
She laid down on me, settling all the way down. "You were so mean, Mr. Davis," she said softly kissing my chin. "You said just the tip. That was a huge tip! What if I get pregnant?...You'll keep me? Promise?" She kissed my lips. "Again? What if they come home?...You will? You'll make her lick me? Ok, one more time. But that's it. You promise, right?...Mmm. Good. Thank you Mr. Davis. Can I call you Daddy?...Yes, thank you Daddy. Fill up my poor little pussy again. Give me your baby, Daddy."
She rose up on her hands, looking down at me with a wicked grin. Mom was back. "That one doesn't count, you understand. That was naughty little Penny, not your sweet Mom. Right Jeremy? It didn't happen."
I pulled her down and kissed her. "Of course Mom. You'd never do anything so evil." I thrust up into her, still hard.
She smacked me on the chest. "Enough. You know our rules. That's not allowed." She lifted up off of me, my cum draining out of her messily. She turned sideways, licking up the pooling mess. "One moment, Ok, while I clean up poor Penny's face." She licked me for more than a minute, sucking me clean, even going down on me for a while.
She finally sat up blushing, and laid down next to me, quiet.
"Good thing Mom wasn't here," I said softly. "Just me and my naughty girlfriend, playing."
She gave me a squeeze. "I'm sorry, Jeremy. That was wrong of me. Can we pretend that didn't happen? I'll never be able to explain it to your father."



"Mom, nothing happened. You told me a naughty story. That's all. I'm not going to do anything with you behind Dad's back."
She hugged me tightly, almost painfully. "Win me, Jeremy. You can win me from him, I know. I don't know how, but he'll share me with you if you do. Win Mommy, baby."
"I will Mom. I promise. I'll figure out a way."
She kissed me softly, making a face. "Clean up, and brush your teeth, whatever you do. I'll get your breakfast for you."
She climbed out of my bed, so beautiful, my cum running down the inside of her thighs. She turned at the door, watching me as I got out of the bed. "I love you, Jeremy," she said softly.
"I love you more, Mom. You'll see."
* * *
I made the call to Penny, and she agreed to go shopping with me. I wanted her there when I bought the camera.
We had a great time, and I found it so comfortable to be with her, holding her when I wanted, giving her the occasional kiss. Patting her bottom. We didn't talk much about the previous day. The future was what mattered at the moment.
I took her to look over the cameras, and she was definitely curious. "Do I want to know what that's for?" she asked.
I grinned teasingly. "You know what it's for."
She blushed. "I didn't say there was going to be another one."
I turned and kissed her hard, surprising her. "You're last one was Academy Award winning. You were an enormous hit."
She leaned her head into my shoulder, "Not here, Jeremy. Please. Don't embarrass me."
"Of course not. Help me pick out the best one. I want image stabilization so the picture isn't so shaky, and easy to use zoom and close-up, and really good auto focus."
We played with the cameras, taking practice pictures. She was getting into it, teasing me. We eventually found the one we both liked best. It was almost $400, a bit more than I'd told Dad. I was willing to pay for the difference if needed.
I broke out the camera and filmed her eating lunch. She was shy at first, then started teasing me, playing with her food, sliding her fries between her lips, licking them, moaning in pleasure.
"Jesus, Penny. You keep that up, and I'm going to have to do you in here."
"They really liked the video?" she asked, grinning shyly.
"Holy shit. I had no idea." I leaned forward, my voice little more than a whisper. "After they watched it the first time, Dad made Mom blow him while he watched. He held the picture right next to her head, and at the end, he came all over her face, just like in the video."
She was clearly excited, squirming in her chair. "You watched them?"
"Oh yeah. That bit, when you told Mom you'd let her lick your face clean? I swear it almost gave him a heart attack."
"Twenty years to catch up?" she asked, grinning slyly.
"I told them it wouldn't take twenty days. Dad's still not completely convinced. Not that you're anything less than spectacular, but Mom's just that good."
"Jesus, Jeremy! How good is she?"
I shrugged. "Looks pretty damn good. Dad's the expert."
She pushed her tray away. "Things are good between us now, aren't they? Better than ever. I know you feel it, too."
I nodded. "Everything feels so right, being with you. Wandering around with you, no weirdness, no uncertainty. It's wonderful."
She grinned. "I know, right? I'm happy now. Really happy. Thank you."
We dumped our trays, and I took her in my arms. "Forgive me for being so stupid for so long?"
She kissed me softly. "If you'll forgive me."
"Done. I love you, Penny."
Her eyes opened wide. "Oh, Jeremy. I love you too. So much."
I held her for a long time. She finally pulled away. "You're going to make me late again. I told Mom I'd be home by 2:00, we have an appointment."
"Can I see you later?"
"I'll be over as soon as I can. Probably around 6:00. Dinner?"
I nodded. "And dessert."
* * *
I dropped her off at her door, getting a nice long kiss before she left. "I love you," she whispered softly.
I was surprised at myself for saying it first. I didn't love her like Mom, or even like Aunt Marie. What I felt for her was different than anything else I'd ever felt before. It was good, and real, and if it wasn't love, it was as close as I'd ever been.
Which made me feel just a little bit guilty when I grabbed my phone.
"Aunt Marie? Would it be Ok if I came over for a while?"
"Give me about twenty minutes, alright handsome?"
* * *
Aunt Marie answered the door wearing the sexiest thing I'd ever seen. Lacy and transparent, it barely covered her at all, and what it did cover was more accentuated than hidden.
I took her in my arms and kissed her. She was so damn hot, those big tits of hers begging for attention.
"The afternoon is ours, sugar," Aunt Marie said. "Come play."
I followed her into her bedroom. I'd been there many times before, but never like this. It took on a whole different meaning. The huge 4 poster king size bed. The dresser mirror and closet mirrors both visible from the bed. The thickly padded pillow top mattress, beautiful bedspread, turned down on one side, the smooth satin sheets. I got hard just thinking about it.
Aunt Marie took my bag from my hand and put it on the bed-stand. She started unbuttoning my shirt. "Rules?"
I nodded. "The same. For a little longer."
She kissed my chest, pulling the shirt off, and dropped to her knees, opening my pants. "We could bend them a little. Nobody would have to know," she said softly.
I ran my fingers through her hair. "Like you wouldn't tell Mom," I said.
"Not if you don't want me to," she answered, pulling my pants down to my ankles and helping me step out of them.
"I wish I could believe that," I said.
She slid my boxers down, freeing my hard cock. She took it in her hand, and stroked me once, then took the head in her mouth for a quick, easy suck. "I can keep a secret, Jeremy. I can. Ask your Dad."
Ask Dad? Shit.
I pulled her to her feet, and hugged her again. I tilted her chin up and kissed her softly. "I love you so much, Aunt Marie."
"I love you, Jeremy. As much as I've ever loved anyone."
I opened up the bed, and pulled her in with me. "Tell me about you and Mom. Everything."
She tensed up, suddenly nervous. "What did she say?"
"A lot. Everything about your past. I want to hear it from you."
She bowed her head. "I can't, Jeremy. Please don't ask me."
"Why?"
She heaved a huge sigh, leaning against me. "I'm ashamed."
"I love you. You know that. I know what you've done. Now I want to know how we're going to make it better. Once and for all."
She pulled out of my arms, lying back on the bed, her hands covering her face. "I don't know if we can. I wish we could. I do."
"We can, and we will. I'll help. I'll do everything I can. So will Dad. First, you need to tell me everything."
She turned to me, cuddling in. "Can't we just have our fun?"
"I don't want fun. I want you. All of you. All the time. That's not going to happen until we work out things between you and Mom."
"If we could work things out?"
"You'll be mine."
I listened to my aunt tell her side. About her jealousy. Pretty Alice, perfect Alice, Daddy's pet, who could do no wrong. Good grades, never in trouble, so impossible to be compared to, which her parents did all the time. Why couldn't she be more like Alice? Why couldn't she work harder in school? Why couldn't she do what she was told? Keep her room clean. Dress proper. Be on time. Stay out of trouble. Get better friends. Like perfect Alice.
Aunt Marie rebelled. Fooled around. Stayed out late. Did drugs. Skipped school. Got drunk. Dressed like a slut. Bad Marie, slutty Marie, stupid Marie, she'd heard it all the time.
She did her best to live up to it.
Taking Mom's boyfriends was so easy. Mom didn't put out. Marie would give them one look at her tits, drag them off to her room and fuck them. Didn't matter if her parents were in the house. She once stole Mom's boyfriend while her sister was making dinner.
She didn't want them. Didn't even keep them for long. Just long enough to rub Mom's nose in it.
"Why?" I had to ask. "It wasn't her fault."
"I know that now. Then, she just pissed me off. Why couldn't she screw up just once? Get suspended. Bring home a B. Stay out past curfew. At least get high or drunk. Something. Even the few things she did wrong, she got away with. It wasn't fair."
"She wrecked Mom's car you know? Ran a red light. Had to go to the hospital. Everyone was so worried about her. Treated her like a princess. I backed into a pole and had my driving privileges taken away for a month. God, sometimes I hated her."
"Daddy's little girl. In his eyes she was perfect. She played him. Even at 18 years old, she still sat on his lap all the time, watching TV, reading a book. He'd hold her. Kiss her goodnight. When I tried to hug him he'd shrug me off. If I sat in his lap, he'd put up with it for a few minutes, then tell me I was too heavy. Mom would get mad at me. I figured it out later. He got hard when he held me. Not sweet innocent Alice, at least not that I could tell."
She looked in my eyes. "They didn't love me. Just the Princess. Jenny later, of course, the cute little baby. I was the problem child, and they had very little patience for a sad, confused, teenager."
I held her in my arms. She sounded so sad, like it was still hurting her. "Their loss. You're a wonderful, loving, generous person, and I'll challenge anyone to say different."
She lay in my arms, trembling, thinking back to the bad days. Broke my heart. Happy, cheerful, loving Aunt Marie, an unloved, sad and confused, troubled teen. I couldn't reconcile the two images.
I sat up and started taking off her outfit. "Let's get this off you. It's a shame to cover up any part of your amazing body."
She giggled. "That's all I had, you know. The only place where I could one-up her. The boys always loved my body. All of them." I had her outfit off and pulled her into my arms.
"I can see why. Pretty damned spectacular. Best tits in the world."
She gave me a squeeze. "You should have seen them twenty years ago, sweetie. Back then they were really spectacular. Irresistible. To everyone. Except your Dad."
"He thinks they're amazing. The best ever. Told me so himself."
She looked up at me. "Really? I know he likes them. I see him looking at me."
"Told me how jealous he was that I got to do what we did. How he'd love to trade places with me, if not for Mom."
"How much does he know?" she asked nervously.
"Everything."
"She would tell him," Aunt Marie said, irritation creeping into her voice.
"I told him everything. Every little detail. What these tits are like. How you came for me. All about coming in your mouth that first time. What it was like to hold you, play with you, kiss you."
She buried her head in my shoulder. "Jeremy, how could you?"
"He wanted me to be with you. He made sure you got to sit in my lap. He hit every damn bump in the road, so we'd get to have fun. He would have let me ride with you the whole way home, if Colin hadn't gotten so damn frisky with Mom."
"Really? He wanted me to be with you?"
"That's what he said. That, and he wished he could trade places with me."
"I didn't think he liked me very much."
"He loves you. Like I love you. But he loves Mom, and knows what it would do to her, the way things are now. That's why we're going to fix things. And then I'm going to give you to him."
"He won't," she said nervously.
"He will. With Mom's blessing by the time I'm done."
"Do you honestly think so?"
"Tell me about you and him. That first time."
She was fondling my cock, getting me hard. "He wasn't like the others. Older, confident, manly, so God damn handsome. Better than she deserved. Yes, I wanted him the moment I saw him. I wanted to take him from her and keep him. Not like the others. I loved your father the first time I laid eyes on him."
"I did what I could. Rubbed against him, showed him my tits, even climbed into the shower with him. He didn't know it was me at first, calling me Alice, and telling me we shouldn't. I was behind him and reached around, grabbed that huge cock of his and started stroking him, rubbing my tits against his back, kissing him. He groaned and leaned against the wall, letting me jack him off."
My aunt was stroking me, looking down at my cock. "God, you're so much like him back then. It's uncanny." She leaned down and sucked me once. "I should have done that to him. I should have sucked him off. I didn't do that in those days. Never. Tits and pussy were enough. Or so I thought."
She climbed on top of me, kissing me softly. "I should have finished him. Instead I turned him around and pulled him down for a kiss, grabbing his hands and putting them on my tits. I was convinced that was all he needed. Get a hold of these babies, and he'd be mine."
Aunt Marie sat up, holding her tits out for me. "Irresistible, right? He resisted. He pushed me away. He was gentle about it, I'll give him that. 'No,' he said firmly. I hugged him, grabbing his cock stroking it. He groaned for me. 'We can't. She's your sister,' he told me."
"'We can,' I told him. 'Anything you want. Right now if you want. You can fuck me now and all night long,' I said. I almost had him. I was so close. He pushed me down to my knees. I knew what he wanted. But I didn't do that. I stroked his cock, rubbing my tits against his legs. 'Fuck me', I pleaded."
She leaned over, her tits hanging down and brushing against my chest. "We were that close," she said. "I was stroking him, and he was staring at me with those hungry eyes of his. 'Suck me,' he said. I was a fucking idiot. 'I don't do that,' I told him. He glared at me. He grabbed me by the hair, tilting my head back. He took that big dick in his hand, stroking it rapidly, and grunted, coming all over my face, slapping my cheeks with it when he was done, rubbing the head of his cocks against my lips. 'Alice does,' he said. He lifted me to my feet, and turned me to face the shower-head, rinsing his hot cum off of me, while squeezing my tits. Then he pushed me out of the shower, naked. 'Don't do that again,' he told me. God, Jeremy, I was so embarrassed. I wanted him more than ever after that. I wanted him to stick his cock in my mouth and make me suck him. I needed him to use me. Instead I lost him."
She laid down on me again, grinding her crotch against my hardness. "Fucker went and told her I came onto him, got in the shower with him. He didn't mention asking me to suck him, or coming on my face, did he? No mention of playing with my tits. See, I can keep a secret. Twenty years now, you're the only person I ever told."
She sighed. "I didn't try again. I let her have him. I've never made a move on him in all this time."
"You still love Dad, don't you?"
She nodded. "I always have. Everything I always wanted in a man, and never got. It's not fair, Jeremy."
"What would you do with him, if Mom said it was Ok?"
She kissed my neck softly. "Everything. Anything he wanted. All the same things I'd do with you, if we could. If you wanted."
I held her head, kissing her lips gently. "Do you think I don't want you?"
"Not enough, I guess. You could be having your way with me right now, doing anything you wanted. Things I've never done with anybody else."
"Aunt Marie, I love you, but you don't think things out. We could do it now, do everything. I'd love that. Sooner or later Mom would find out. Probably Colin and Dad too. It would be over, ruined, forever."
I kissed her again, slower, deeper, fondling her soft body. "Or...we could be smart about it, win over Mom and Dad, and do everything we want, with everyone we want, for as long as we want, all of us happy for ever. Which do you want?"
"Do you think it's possible? Really?" she asked hesitantly.
"I do. How much are you willing to do to make it work out?"
"Anything Jeremy. I swear. Whatever it takes."
"I'm going to hold you to that." I eased her off of me, and passed her that sexy little teddy. "Put it back on. Time to start."
She looked at me confused, sliding the outfit back over her head. "Start how?"
I opened the bag I'd brought, and pulled out my camera. "Time for you and me to make a movie. A special movie for Dad's eyes only. You're going to tell him all the things you would do for him if you could, and enlist his help in making it come true."
"If Alice saw that, she'd kill all of us."
"No. When she sees it, she'll understand. Now get between my legs and pretend I'm him. Tell him what you want, how long you've wanted him, what you'll do for him, given a chance. And beg for his help."
I expected a little push-back, not complete capitulation. She got on her knees, facing the mirror, and shook out her hair. She adjusted her sexy nothing of an outfit, and moved between my legs. I was semi-hard, but suspected she'd be able to fix that easy enough.
"Ready?" she asked, sitting up. "Camera up here to start, Ok?"
"Ready." I hit the record button. "Recording," I whispered, framing her pretty face in the display.
"Harold? It's me. I think I owe you an apology. More than one, actually," she brushed her hair back. "Twenty years ago. I was bad. I tried to steal you away from Alice. I did. I had done it before, and I was confident I could do it again. But you were different. I knew it the first time I saw you. Different in every way. Not like those boys. Different with her, too. I wasn't ready for someone like you."
I zoomed the image out, showing more than her face, bringing her amazing tits into the viewfinder.
"Touching you in the shower, feeling you, I can't forget it. How you were, your hardness in my palm." She moved lower, taking my cock in her hand, stroking it. I made sure the camera got all of it. "Pressing my body against your smooth, slippery skin, feeling how hard you got, so quickly. So big in my hand." She looked down at my cock, firming up for her. "I'd never had one so big. I wanted it. I wanted it in me, stretching me. I don't think I ever wanted anything so bad. It's true, at first I just wanted to take you from Alice. I hadn't known you for more than a couple of hours before I knew it was more than that. I wanted you more than I'd ever wanted anyone."
She sat up and removed her top, holding her tits for the camera, before going back to stroking me. Damn, she was hot. "I only knew one way to get boys. Flash 'em the tits, and fuck 'em. I threw myself at you, and for a moment I thought I had you, the way you looked at me. You pushed me to my knees, telling me to suck you. I didn't, and I lost you."
She lowered her head to my cock, kissing it. "I wish I'd done differently. I wish I'd taken that big fat cock of yours and wrapped my lips around it. I'd do it over if I could. I would do whatever you asked. Anything you wanted. I let the best man I ever met slip through my fingers because I was a stupid, immature, scared little girl. This is what I wish I had done."
Aunt Marie licked me slowly, staring into the camera. She kissed the head, moaning softly as she took me in her mouth, teasing me with her tongue, while sucking the last few inches of my cock. She stroked me, tenderly. She had never been like this before. She was making love to my cock, gently, adoringly. This was a different Aunt Marie. Dad's Marie. If he wanted her.
I let her have her way, slowly driving me crazy. I focused on her mouth, sliding up and down my shaft, leaving a slick sheen behind as she pulled upward. She dragged her teeth against my skin, giving me shivers, scraped with her fingernails, teasing with her tongue.
"I'd beg you to come for me, Harold. Come in my mouth. You could have been my first. Should have been my first. Filled my mouth with your delicious cream. I wanted that so badly. I still do." She sucked me hard, popping her head off noisily. "Come for me, Harold? Let me taste you?"



She went back to sucking faster, her hand moving quickly, desperate for my seed. She looked up at the camera, her eyes pleading. I was hardening in her mouth, coming close, and she responding by moaning for me. She had a wonderful rhythm going, maybe a dozen strokes of her head, before pressing me to the back of her throat, holding me there for a few seconds. She would pull off, lick my length and do it again. She was driving me crazy.
"Yes," she moaned, stroking me, holding the head at the edge of her mouth, moments before I came. I groaned, shooting hard, rope after rope into that teasing warm opening. She sucked me gently, until I stopped, then pulled the head away, showing a mouth full of my cum. She moved her tongue around, then tilted her head back and swallowed. Opening her mouth again, you could see she'd finished most of it. She smiled, taking my cock in her mouth, and pulling it out, messy with my cum. She sucked it back in cleaning it, and when she opened her mouth again, it was empty.
"I would do that for you if I could. As often as you wanted. Not for anyone else but you and your boy. But for you, Harold, anything." She got up and straddled me, holding her tits out. "These would be yours. Completely. Kiss them, lick them, suck them, fuck them. Whatever you want. Love them or abuse them, I wouldn't complain. She scooted forward before leaning back and spreading her legs.
"This would be yours, Harold. My hot little pussy. Trust me when I say it's hot. I may not suck as good as Alice, but you'd love this. It's as magical as her lips. And it would be all yours, if I was allowed." She rubbed it, spreading the lips, showing off her clit. "You could fuck me all you want. Like my sister, I'd never say no."
Aunt Marie rolled over, getting on her knees, tilting her butt back to the camera. "I know it's not as nice as Alice's, but it's yours if you want. I'm a virgin back here. Your virgin. If I was allowed, I'd beg you to fuck my dirty little ass, drill it until I screamed. Teach me what I've been missing all these years." She pressed a finger against her opening, groaning as it slowly sank in. "That's it. The most that ever has gone in there. It would frighten me, but I'd take your big fat juicy prick and take it to the root. I'd scream and cry, and suffer for you. I'd beg you to fill my ass over and over again, until I couldn't take any more. If only I was allowed."
She rolled back over and climbed back between my legs, stroking me again. "I'd be yours Harold. However you wanted me. Twenty years I've behaved, ever since you turned me away. I've loved you and wanted you from that moment. Twenty years, and I've never hit on you, as bad as I wanted to. I love my sister, and I wouldn't hurt her. I will never cheat on her with you. Never. But if she would let me, I would be whatever you wanted. Anything the two of you would let me. I will do anything, I swear, to be a bigger part of your life."
She sucked my cock, rubbing her face against it. "I love your son, you know that. I've never hidden it. I adore him. So much like you. I know Alice thinks I was trying to take him, but nothing could be further from the truth. I know I couldn't. I wouldn't even try. I only want to share him, share both of you with her."
She looked up at the camera, her eyes glistening. "Please, Harold. Help me. I want to make everything better between me and Alice. I'll do anything to regain her trust. Let her know I've been good, all these years. And that I wouldn't betray her. Help me, Harold. Nobody but you has ever been able to influence her. Let me in. Let me part of your lives. Let me share your bed. Your love. I promise you, I'll never make you regret it, and I'll be whatever you need, whatever you want. Totally yours. Your family's love toy."
She sucked me sweetly, eyes closed, lovingly. She looked up. "Everyone thinks I'm a strong woman. I'm not. I need a strong man. Someone to take care of me, and use me hard. Discipline me when I need it. Reward me when I'm good. I'm not too proud to beg. Be that man for me Harold. Help me with Sissy, so I can be your little slut. Please, I'm begging. There's nobody like you. I know that. Make me yours." She went back to sucking my cock.
After several more seconds, she lifted up. "Cut." She grinned. "What do you think?"
"I think that was amazing. Soon, very soon, you'll be lying on me, my cock buried in that magical pussy of yours that I've been dreaming of, and Dad will be fucking your virgin ass. With Mom's blessing."
"God, I hope you're right."
"I am. Ready for video number two?"
"Two?" she asked.
"Where you convince Mom. This is going to be a lot harder."
Harder, and more complicated. We went through three different versions before we thought we had it right, and then redid the last one until we were both happy.
Happy might not be the right word. Exposing your soul like she did was painful, and she was crying in my arms. I held her gently, rocking her, reminding her how much I loved her. I rolled her onto her back, my erection pressed against her. I reached down and rubbed my cock-head against her pussy lips, opening her.
"I'd bend the rules for you, Aunt Marie, if you want."
She shook her head. "God, Jeremy. I want it so bad, but I can't. Not after that. I couldn't betray her like that."
I smiled. "Right answer. I'm going to let her know. I'll tell her I tried, and you said no. It should help."
She looked at me angrily. "Were you testing me?"
"Of course. I love you, but I had to know. I'm going to enjoy having you around the house, my willing little play toy. Of course we're going to have to figure out what to do with Colin."
She smiled at me, pulling me down for a kiss. "You'll figure it out. You're the smartest of all of us. I know you can do it. I trust you."
I got up, sitting next to her, caressing that amazing body. "I have to go. I'm going to set things in motion. It might get ugly, but I don't think so. We have to try. I know that much."
"I'm here whenever you need me."
"I need you all the time, Aunt Marie. Time for me to go make sure I can have you. Wish me luck."
"Good luck, sugar. I love you."
"I know. You might want to start practicing opening up that rear passageway of yours. Dad's going to be using it hard, pretty soon."
She grinned. "I'll see what I can do. Are you going to use it too?"
"All the time. Dad and I are going to tag team your ass until you pass out. Probably a good bit longer. Get ready for us."
She nodded. "I'm going to go shopping now. I think I need some new toys. Let me know how it goes. Don't leave me in the dark."
"Of course."
===============================
Thanks for reading, and hope you enjoyed the ongoing saga of the Lap Moms.
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===
Another house shakeup, with Robin's extended goodbye, and a discussion about plans for the future, including some major ones.
===
Work was all about getting everyone caught up on the most recent changes and putting together some documentation for creating a program to customize our work for other countries' needs.
I insisted on a sit-down with Chris, to pull our notes together on the new work and to finish our trip report. She was reluctant at first, but finally agreed. We used the smallest conference room since it was just the two of us.
We started out all business and got through the new work stuff, but discussing our trip report was a little shakier. "How should we describe the meetings with your favorite Colonel?" I teased.
She blushed. "Don't get started, Jack."
"The official ones, Chris. Jeez, get your mind out of the gutter."
If anything her blush was growing more intense. "Productive. They were ecstatic with the results. We got more money for training out of them, and several likely updates. This project is going to be around for a while."
I slid closer to her, and saw her hands nervously fidgeting with her pen. "How's everything on the home front?"
"A little better I think. We had a few good talks, and some nice quiet moments too."
"Quiet? You? I find that hard to believe."
"Yes quiet. As well as very nice, thank you." She gave me a quizzical look. "How much of your adventure did you share?"
"Pretty much everything with Debbie. I wasn't planning on it, but she could see right through me. The girl has some kind of sixth sense. Things were rocky for a bit, totally my fault, but I think it's stabilized now. The whole trip opened my eyes a bit," I confessed.
"Me too."
"Everything alright between us?" I asked.
"Better than alright, I think," she said with a smile. "If we can put the craziness behind us, I think we can be good for each other."
"As friends?"
"As friends, as co-workers, as team-mates," she said.
"Good. You know I like you a lot, even fully clothed," I said, lowering my tone.
"Same here. But we still have to keep things professional."
"I know. But I'd like to think we were friends before all this started, and it would be natural for us to remain friends. Publicly." I smiled at her. "Hell, if I stopped flirting with you it would probably raise some eyebrows. Why should you be the only gorgeous female not subjected to my advances?"
She laughed. It was nice to see she was relaxing. She'd seemed tense when we started. "Good point. Let's not get too carried away though. You can even hint at progress, if you'd like, it might explain my occasional lapses, but progress only, no homeruns."
"Understood. As long as we're going to play it that way, want to open another button for me? Put second base in play?"
"Jesus, Jack! You are completely incorrigible!" She sounded peeved, but her hands opened the top button, revealing a little more cleavage. "Satisfied?"
"Hardly. You know what it takes to satisfy me. Better than most. Let's say I'm happier."
She organized her papers. "Tell you what. Send me the preliminary trip report from your end, and I'll merge the two. We need to breakup this meeting, before I forget all my promises to myself."
I got up and stood over her, peering down her shirt. "Fun, that's all. I won't push it. I promise."
"Please, Jack. I need you to be strong for us," she said turning in her chair, looking at my crotch.
I reached down and cupped her chin in my hand. I tilted her head back. "Eyes up here, wild thing. I'm only human you know."
"Hmmm. I know otherwise." She licked her lips salaciously, and I had to step back before we got carried away.
I could see her instant embarrassment. She was blushing again. "God. What you do to me, Jack! Get out of here, just smelling you nearby made me wet. It'll be a while before I'm over you."
* * *
I was late getting home, with so much to do, and getting to work as late as I did. I'd even made a short stop on the way to do a little shopping. I had some ideas for the bedroom that needed supplies. Not that things were getting stale, or boring, just the opposite was true. But I wanted to move the relationship along in some new areas, which I was relatively certain would be more than welcome. I was starving by the time I got in the door.
Robin found me shortly after I arrived, slipping comfortably into my arms. The kiss was nice, not too desperate, but very friendly.
"Mmm. Welcome home, handsome," she said softly.
"Where's everybody?" I asked, looking around the empty main floor.
"New schedule. Most of the kids don't get picked up until around six, some staying as late as seven. Debbie will be in soon to start dinner, no more than 30 minutes, leaving Beth and Amie to close up."
Of course their workday would be long, dealing with early drop-offs and late pickups. I'd have to speak to the girls and get more details about the new trade-offs and long hours.
"Let's get you changed," she said, pulling me along by the hand, heading to the bedroom.
She turned around just inside the door, posing for me. "Like the shirt? I wore it just for you."
It was tight, accentuating her sizable breasts. There was a large number on the front, in block characters like a sports shirt. "68". Underneath it in small letters was written "You'll owe me one."
I grinned. No subtleness with Robin. "I like it." I opened the drawer at the side of the bed, and put my latest purchases inside, before turning back to the naughtier sister.
"Good." She started unbuttoning my dress shirt. I thought about my recent decision to stop being with women other than Debbie and Beth, but recalled Cathy's suggestions and the performance of the night before. It seemed reasonable to continue playing with the women in the house, as long as Debbie, and Beth somewhat, were still the center of most of my attention. Beth had all but said her fellow co-ed was fair game.
Robin removed my shirt, then hers, exposing her bare breasts, nipples already hard. She moved closer, tugging my belt loose, and opened the top of my pants. With my trousers around my ankles she pushed me back on the bed, and took my shoes and socks off, before removing my last item of clothing.
Once naked, she encouraged me to lay back, her mouth settling in between my legs. It didn't take her long to get me hard and she seemed content to get me off with her willing mouth. After my strenuous last couple of days, I was happy to let her. I pulled a couple of pillows in place under my head, and watched her pleasure me. Life was good. Then again, so was Robin.
It only took a few minutes of her best effort to having me groan out my release. She finished me off, sucking me dry, before reclining beside me. "There. Doesn't that feel better? All the work stress gone. You can relax and enjoy your evening."
"That was perfect. Exactly what I needed. Thanks." I drew her closer, kissing her lips softly, those generous lips that had worked so diligently for my pleasure.
"Are you going to miss me, Jack?" she asked softly.
I eased her onto her back, looking her in the eye. "I know I joke around a lot, rarely taking anything serious. I want to make sure you understand that I'm being very serious now." I had my hand on her face, my thumb caressing her cheek. "When you first moved in here with us, I was worried about the dynamics and having you around. Not now. I love having you here. There's so much wonderful about you. I'm going to miss you terribly. I hope that you remember where you're wanted, and spend a lot of time with us."
She looked sad. "Maybe you might miss me, but I doubt any of the others will."
"You're wrong. It's true that things were awkward at the beginning, and the stuff between you and your sister made it worse. But once we got past that, you became part of us. You are different in so many ways, all of which contribute wonderfully to what we have under this roof. I think we can all agree that the central dynamic of this house is what Debbie, Beth and I have going. But what you bring to the table would be the next most valuable."
She laughed self-consciously. "You don't have to butter me up, Jack. I know what I am. I know how I fit in. And you of all people should know that as long as I'm under this roof, I'm a sure thing. No sucking up required."
I sat up, and quietly removed her tennis shoes and socks. "Jack, I..."
I hushed her, massaging her feet gently for a few moments. I helped her out of her shorts and panties, then leaned in licked her gently. "Please, Jack, I should clean up..."
Again I shushed her with a smile. I went down on her for a few minutes, nothing crazy, just being intimate. I was hard when I sat up, opened her legs, and pressed my cock head against her pink petals. I eased inside of her, taking a few leisurely strokes to get fully buried. I straightened out over her, my face over hers, and kissed her softly. "It's sad." I told her while stroking her easily. "It's only now, as you're leaving, that we've ironed out all our differences and found how to integrate you in with everybody else. There's so much more for us, you can't be a stranger."
She was looking at me solemnly, the most serious I'd ever seen her. "Please Jack, don't."
I slowed my motion, brushing her hair back. "Don't what?"
"Don't make this more difficult than it is. When all I am is a fuck-toy, it's hard enough. If you make me out to be something more, I'm not sure I can handle it."
I leaned in and kissed her passionately, expressing my desire for her. She returned it in spades. "I'm not going to lie to you, or hide the way things are. I'm hoping for the best for you and Ron, you deserve it, and I think he's a great guy. But don't think for a minute I won't be a little jealous. You are special. It's not easy to get through your defenses, but now that we have, I'm not going to take you for granted." I kissed her softly, our tongues moving together easily.
She whimpered softly, when I extended the length of my stroke into her, working a little firmer. "You are a sweet fuck, Robin," I whispered, "and when it comes to playing in groups there's no one better."
She grinned, "Does that mean we should invite some friends in?"
I smiled back at her. "Not now. This one is just for me. To enjoy you the way I should more often." Her legs were wrapped around me, while she angled her hips to accept me better. "Promise me that after you leave, you'll still visit often."
She gazed into my eyes, searching. "As often as you'll let me."
I was stroking faster, finding it harder to talk. "What is it about you that gets me so worked up? I come for you faster than for anybody else."
She smiled. "I'm not like the others. I'm only here for your gratification. All I want is for you to come for me. That's what makes me happy. I have no other expectations than being yours to use whenever you want, however you want. Can you come for me now, Jack? Fill your cum-bucket?"
She was right. Her only desire had always been to have me use her, somehow. "My sweet little cum slut. God you know how to make a guy feel good," I gasped. I rose up on my knees, opening them wide and fucking her for all I was worth. I didn't worry about what felt good for her, or how close she was to coming. I had no concern over what positions she liked. I was going to fuck her how I wanted.
As my need to come peeked, I pulled out of her, moving up her body. "Face," I gasped, stroking hard. She lifted her chin, and opened her mouth, providing an eager and willing target. I painted her prettily, claiming her.
She smiled, rubbing my cream on her face, licking her finger clean. "You don't mind if I wear it proudly for a while?" she asked.
"Please. Let me know if you need it refreshed."
* * *
I finished changing, and headed out to see what was up. Debbie was in the kitchen, and welcomed me with a hug and a kiss. "Why don't you see if you can help the girls close up out back? Dinner will be ready in 10 minutes."
Beth was packing the last of the kids into a van, while Amie was doing some cleaning up. Ashley and Erin were diligently helping, but they seemed happy for the additional hands and it only took a few minutes for us to get the place back in order.
I sat down and took the two six year olds in my lap, asking them how they liked the new place. They were eager to tell me both the good and the bad, taking me on a tour of their favorite stuff. I lifted one up in each arm, feeling their tiny arms slide around my neck, hanging on to me. I accepted their kisses with a smile, escorting them back to the main house. I dropped them off at the door. "Go clean up, Debbie's almost got dinner ready."
It was only once I'd dropped off the tykes, and helped lock up that I got my first hugs and kisses of the day from the two older girls. Quite nice, really.
We had a nice casual evening, with the girls filling in more information about the day-to-day operations of their new business. They were up to 8 kids already, not counting ours, and were looking to add several more.
Robin had cleaned up her face for dinner, and took the opportunity to tell us a little more about her work with emptying the warehouse, mostly consisting of setting prices, advertising, and making herself available to show stuff whenever she received a call. She was completing a couple of deals a day and making excellent progress.
I shared my project plans at work, getting them all caught up on the business side of the escapade that had caused so much trouble recently.
Over a bottle of wine we unwound, enjoying each other's company amicably. I massaged Debbie's feet, while relaxing on the couch, followed by Beth's feet and calves. It was the first real relaxing evening I'd had in quite a while and was surprised at just how much I enjoyed it.
We decided to call it an early evening, but not before Amie got after me about running.
"I gave you a break this morning, but I expect you to be out running with me tomorrow morning. I'm not going to take no for an answer," she warned me.
"I'm looking forward to it," I told her, which was at least partially true. I needed the exercise, and was looking forward to my reward if I ever caught her.
Beth got up and pulled on my hand, dragging me to the bedroom. I reached out for Debbie, but she drew back. "Monday. Beth's night," she reminded me.
Beth stopped. "But he just got back! We can still share tonight," she said softly.
"I think I'll hang out with Amie and Robin for a bit," Debbie answered. "You two get started without me."
She was right. I needed some alone time with Beth, if we were going to maintain any balance in our odd relationship. "Sure. See you in a while," I told her, putting my arm around Beth and steering her into our room.
"Feel like a shower?" I asked my hot little teen bed-warmer.
She answered by turning on the water and disrobing. I joined her in the shower and we took our time taking care of each other. By the time we reached the bed, I was ready for more.
"How are you feeling, Angel?" I asked, running my hand softly over her body.
"Still a little sore, but not too bad," she admitted.
"I think I'd like to do something a little different tonight, if you don't mind too much."
She looked at me askance. "Different? What are you going to do that we haven't already done? Bondage? Spanking?"
I laughed. "Spoiling," I told her. "Roll over on your belly."
She turned over slowly. "You're making me nervous, Jack."
I opened the drawer and pulled out the bottle, pouring a little of the sweet almond oil into my hands and warming it up. I placed my hands on her shoulders and starting massaging them. "Between swimming, and working with the kids, you must be exhausted. I thought a little massage might be nice. I can stop if you want."
She moaned. "Don't stop! That's wonderful."
I massaged her thoroughly from head to toe and back again. On the second pass, I worked deeper, kneading her muscles, searching out any tension spots. The oil was perfect, slippery and sexy, wonderful smelling, and getting absorbed into her skin so easily. I tried to make sure I covered everything, not spending too much time on her spectacular ass, no matter how tempting it was.
"Stay there a second, I'll be right back," I told her, getting up and returning with a large bath towel to put underneath her. I laid it out next to her, and had her roll onto it.
"I've died and gone to heaven," she sighed, as I started on her front.
"What did I tell you about dying? Not allowed. Never. Too much of a waste." I straddled her and gave her breasts an extended rub down, before moving on. When I reached her feet, I settled in for a while, sitting and holding them in my lap. I concentrated on her high arches and her cute little toes.
"Mmmm. What did I do to deserve this?" she asked with a smile in her voice.
"Can't I spoil the girl I love every now and then?"
She purred. "You do love me, don't you?"
"More than I know how to explain."
She giggled. "Trust me, your hands are doing all the explaining." She sighed. "Sharing you with her isn't easy you know."
"I know, sweetness. And I'm not all that good at communicating things like this." I started working my way back up her body. "I know I don't say it enough, but I absolutely adore you."
"I'm not as pretty or sexy as her," she said softly, while I rubbed her breasts again.
"Debbie is what she is. Stunning. Gorgeous. But you are every bit as sexy as her. Inside, I've never met anyone as beautiful as you. Not as loving or caring or fun. I can't believe how lucky I am to have you in my life."
She giggled. "Ok, now I know you're buttering me up for something. You're not going to tie me up and abuse me, are you?"
"Not tonight. No abuse tonight." I kissed her lips lightly then moved down her body, opening her legs so I could continue a more intimate massage. I added more lotion to my hands, and got her inner thighs and between her legs lathered up. I massaged her pussy, sliding my fingers along the outside of her puffy lips, pressing them together, squeezing and sliding. I could feel the little nub of her clit buried inside her lips, and pressed them together, sliding up and down, feeling it move underneath the skin. She was moaning prettily, and I could see her sweet opening parting involuntarily.
She moaned. "God, that feels incredible."
I added more oil, and rubbed her all over, from her pubis down to her cute little butt-hole. I moved between her legs, bringing my mouth and tongue into play. The oil had a nice flavor to it, a slight taste of almond. I gently slid a couple of fingers into her, rubbing inside of her, nothing too harsh. I moved my mouth over the top of her pussy, sucking on her, using the flat of my tongue to apply a little pressure, while I caressed her insides. She was squirming slightly, making the most delightful noises.
I felt her hand in my hair, petting me, running her fingers through my curls. I turned my fingers upward and gently stroked her g-spot, applying a little pressure, curling my fingers back while pushing upward. I got an immediate response out of her, which only encouraged me. I continued with the sucking, while I stroked her insides more firmly. She gasped, clasping her fingers in my hair. I felt the inside of her young pussy tighten down on me, and a small amount of sweet liquid flowed into my mouth. She moaned loudly, her whole body writhing on the bed.
I sat up, running my hands over her body, soothing her, while her whole body orgasm continued unabated. "Shhh," I whispered, pulling her hips back in line when she moved too abruptly. She slowly calmed down, trembling every time I touched her, gasping and whimpering so beautifully.
I laid down next to her, holding her, kissing her pretty face. "That was beautiful," I told her, my hands gently caressing her side.



She looked at me with those big green eyes, opened wide. "That...that was amazing," she whispered. "So intense."
I brushed my hand against her cheek, and kissed her lips softly. "That was the first time a woman squirted for me. Your come is as sweet as you are."
"I...I didn't know I could do that," she said in a tone of wonderment. "Make love to me, Jack? Love me like you love her."
"I'd love to." I moved between her legs, and stroked myself, rubbing my cock-head across her tight little opening. I felt the hardening, and eased the head into her, pushing deeper, letting her tightness add the final steel to my shaft. I leaned over her, kissing her more deeply, holding myself up on my arms, while my hips started their movement.
"Beth," I said softly. "Beautiful Beth. Loving Beth. Sweet, kind Beth."
I long-stroked her, enjoying the feeling of unity. "Do you have any idea what it means to me that I was your first in all ways? That you gave yourself to me so completely?"
She smiled. "A little."
"I love you." I told her softly, looking into her eyes, while I maintained a slow and steady pace.
I saw her eyes glistening. "Say it again, Jack."
"I love you, Beth. I love everything about you. I want you always to be a part of my life. I want to feel you underneath me when we're old and gray. I want to look into those beautiful green eyes of yours and see my reflection."
She was breathing hard, her hips thrusting back against me. "I love you, Jack. I'll always love you," she said breathily.
I stroked her quietly, moving a little more urgently, thrusting a bit more firmly. "You feel so amazing. Like nobody else. The perfect match to my cock."
She whimpered, pushing back more forcefully. "Now Jack, I need it hard. Please."
Hard and fast is what she got, no more talking. I hammered into her, sliding a hand behind her neck, and tilting her head up. I looked into her eyes, trying to let her feel my desire for her, my love, my need.
"Come for me, Jack? Come with me?" she was gasping, her excitement peaking nicely.
"Hold on a little bit, baby, I'm almost there," I said, my voice rough with need.
"Come, Jack. Fill me. Please," she whimpered.
"Don't come without me," I growled.
She arched her back, squirming underneath me. I shortened my stroke and fucked her harder, reaching up and squeezing her breast, pinching her nipple.
"Please!" she gasped.
I was right on the edge. I pulled back and slammed my full length into her over and over again, grinding against her at the end of each stroke. Her hands were clutching my arms, fingernails digging in deeply. "Jack!" she cried out.
"Come baby," I groaned, ready for my own release.
She screamed out, surprising me with her intensity. I drove into her one last time and erupted, holding myself buried deep inside of her, shooting repeatedly, while she came for me.
I lowered my body onto hers, pinning her to the bed, while her legs wrapped around mine, holding me inside of her. "You're mine, Beth. Mine for always. I'll never let you go."
She wrapped her arms around me, her hips still driving against me, coming on my cock again.
"Good girl," I cooed. "Come for Daddy. Come on my hard cock."
She whimpered adoringly, reaching down and grabbing my ass-cheeks, while she ground against me. I moved my hips, playing inside of her, giving her a series of short little thrusts.
"That's it, baby. My sweet young sex bomb. Who do you belong to?"
"You," she gasped. "Only you."
I thrust into her hard. "Whose pussy is this?"
"Yours, Jack. Yours."
I long-stroked her again, immediately setting her off. She'd never been so multi-orgasmic. "Did I say you could come?" I asked.
"I. Can't. Stop," she moaned.
I sat up, pushing her legs back toward her chest, leaning into her and fucking her steadily. I lowered my hips so my cock was rubbing against the top of her pussy. "Hold your legs, gorgeous," I told her, grabbing her hips and tilting them upward aggressively. I reached down and rubbed her clit, while she squirmed under my touch.
"Can you come for me, baby?" I asked her, feeling that she was on the verge again already.
She nodded. "Whenever you let me," she gasped. "Soon, please."
I heard the door open behind me and moments later Debbie was sitting on the edge of the bed, caressing Beth's tits. "You have her pretty wound up, don't you?"
"She's amazing tonight," I answered, steadily screwing Beth, as if her need to come didn't matter.
"Please, Jack!" Beth moaned.
Debbie stood and whispered to me, "Bring her down easy, she needs some comforting."
I remembered Beth's plea to be loved like Debbie. This wasn't what she'd been asking for. Debbie headed to the bathroom and I heard the bathtub start to fill.
I leaned over dear young Beth. "Come for me beautiful, let me see your surrender."
She cried out, thrusting back hard against me, and came mightily, her body once again out of control. I settled onto her, letting my bodyweight pin her down, while she moaned and squirmed.
I pushed deep inside of her, then held her head in my hands until the wild look in her eye disappeared. "Shhh, Beth. Relax for me," I whispered.
Her breathing slowed and her body stopped quivering. I ease myself in and out of her pussy easily. "That's better. Relax. Be here with me. Nothing but you and me." I slowed my motion, taking several long seconds for each easy stroke. I kissed her softly.
"That was crazy," she finally managed to gasp.
I smiled. "I think you needed to get that out of your system. Now we can spend some quality time together."
She giggled. "If that wasn't quality time, I don't know what is."
I had to laugh with her. "You win that argument. Let say we could use some intimate time together." I emphasized our continued connection below the waist. "This is Ok, right? Nice and easy?"
Her grin returned, and she pulled me down for a kiss. "More than Ok. Perfect."
I leaned my forehead against hers, stealing a quick peck. "This is good. A chance for us to chat a bit, without either being surrounded by an army, or investing all of our energy in sex."
She wiggled underneath me, with a sly smile. "If you'd told me that sex could be relaxing, I would have thought you were nuts."
I nodded. "Tell me about your schooling," I said softly.
She looked at me funny. "Really?"
"Please."
She smiled. "Can we switch? You're getting kind of heavy."
I rolled off of her, and she settled back down on my cock, getting comfy. I pulled the sheets up over us, and held her while we developed a gentle rhythm, our hips doing all the work. "Better?"
She grinned. "For talking. What do you want to know?"
"Why GW, how do you expect it to work out, why not Florida? How good are you?
"Let start with the last one first," she answered, while I held her tight little ass. "My swim club's among the best, and I'm good. Really good. Twice NCSA Juniors finalist. In breaststroke, I'm among the top 50 high-schoolers in the country. In the 200 yard IM, I'm in the top 20. Maybe top 10."
I was a little stunned by her admission. I had no idea. "I imagine you were recruited pretty heavily."
She nodded, resting easily on me, while I played around inside of her, just a little. "Mmm. This is nice, Jack," she said softly. "Yeah, most of the big programs showed interest. I'm good for a team, very competitive in all strokes. Great for relays."
"What are the big schools?" I asked.
"Oh, you know. Florida, Cal, Texas, A&M, USC, Georgia, the usual."
I had to laugh. "I don't know the usual. I don't know anything about this stuff."
She wiggled sweetly, drawing me deeper. "There's a lot of good schools in this area. Not quite the same caliber. Maryland and UVA are just a hair from the top. American, George Mason, GW, Georgetown, and James Madison all have good Division 1 teams."
"Why not Florida?" I asked, holding her still for a moment while I caressed her.
"It was tempting. So was Texas A&M. If I wanted to define myself as a swimmer. But just think, I can go to Georgetown, GW or American on a full-ride scholarship, and be their big star. I'll just be a team player at one of the big 8." She nudged me with her hips, raising up a little, so I could poke her a little more. "Only Stanford has that kind of academics, maybe Harvard, and 4 years from now, when my swimming is recreational, a big name degree goes a long way."
I laughed a little, raising her hips and thrusting into her harder, getting a sweet little gasp. "My little bed-bunny is a jock and a brain."
She ground against me. "You got a problem with that?"
I smiled for her, pulling her down for a nice long kiss. "No problem at all. I think it's amazing. I think YOU are amazing."
Debbie slid into the bed next to us, smelling sweet and fresh. "You guys having fun?" she asked.
"Always," I told her. "Did you know she was such a swimming star?"
Debbie laughed, leaning in and kissing me on the cheek. "Of course. Everyone knows. One of the top 20 IM times in the country last year. Once the competitions start up in September, you're going to have to give her a rest now and then. These all night love-fests are a little taxing for a star athlete."
Beth pulled out of my arms, sitting upright. "Are you kidding? My best backstroke all year came the day after he pounded Amy and me all night! Coach asked me what I was doing to improve by a full two seconds, but there was no way I was going to answer that one."
"So no regrets staying local for swimming? It's not because of us?" I asked, trying to keep the conversation serious.
"None. I made the decision over 4 months ago, no matter what my father thinks. My coaches are aboard 100%, although Coach Allen thinks Georgetown would have been better than GW. Coach Williams was pulling for UVA, which keeps me pretty close, very good academics, and a top 10 team."
Debbie was cuddling close. "You should Google her sometime. She was all over the sporting news, choosing a Mid-Major over a top program."
I pulled my little swimmer down and put her on her side, facing Debbie. I lifted her leg, and Debbie reached between us, guiding me back into our bed-mate. "Is that Ok?" I asked Beth.
"Such a silly question. You're dick inside of me, while I get to gaze on our gorgeous roommate? Give it to me, Jack."
I held her in my arms, screwing her more diligently. "What's going to happen when school starts? Don't you have to live on campus?"
She sighed. "I have to have a campus room. Doesn't mean I'll be spending much time there. It's only required for the freshman year."
I nuzzled her neck, while Debbie scooted in closer, kissing Beth's forehead, and running her hands over our teen's sweet body. I nibbled her ear. "Beth, this is your future. I'm behind you all the way, whatever you need for the foreseeable future."
Debbie tilted the girl's chin up and kissed her. "We're behind you, completely."
Beth's breathing was noticeably faster, responding to my increased attention. "Things may get crazy come September. I'll be spending 4-6 hours a day swimming," she answered breathily.
I lifted her leg higher, driving into her deeper and harder. "Whatever you need, we'll work around it," I assured her.
She groaned, pushing back against me. "Right now, this is all I need," she sighed.
I left her on her side, but sat up, straddling her lower leg, and pounded into her. I caressed her muscular, tanned leg, kissing the calf of her leg I was holding upright. "I need to come soon," I whispered to her.
"Fill me, Jack," she replied.
I grabbed her leg just above her hip, and pulled her back against me, thrusting manically into her, the wonderful feeling driving me to my own imminent finish. With a groan I filled her, exploding within her tightness.
When my spasming ceased, I pulled out of her, and Debbie moved down to take my softening cock in her mouth, cleaning me. Beth rolled away from us, onto her back, giving me room to settle in between my girls. After a short while of Debbie's loving attention, I reclined between the two.
Beth climbed out of our bed and hit the bathroom, while Debbie slid into my arm. "Have a nice chat?" she said with a teasing smile.
"Actually, yeah. It was good."
She kissed my side. "I'm glad. She's not your average girl, Jack. You need to get to know her better."
I lifted her lips and kissed them. "I want to get to know the both of you better. Living in the moment is great, but I've been thinking about our future. About a lot of things."
She shivered, and I pulled her close. "This is for good, right? This thing between us. I never want it to end. I only want it to get better."
She gave me a hug. "That's your call, Jack. I'm yours. Completely, totally, heart and soul. You have to decide what you're going to do with me."
I heard Beth call out from the bathroom. "What have you done to me Jack? I can't pee." She moaned. "God, I have to go so bad, and I can't."
I laughed softly, and climbed out of Debbie's arms, going to my problem child. I squatted beside her, taking her hand in mine, and giving it a squeeze. "I think it's the squirting. It's going to take a minute or too for your body to revert to doing things the old way." I kissed her on her shoulder. "Relax, don't think about it. Look at me."
She turned to look into my eyes. "This is a little weird."
I laughed. "Weird? Peeing with me here? God, Beth, what part of your body is a stranger to me? I love everything about you, you know that. Peeing is natural. You make a mess, we'll clean it up. No problem."
She giggled, and I heard a little tinkle from between her legs. I squeezed her hand, "Good."
She lowered her face, blushing, as the tinkle became a steady stream. "I'm still embarrassed," she said softly.
"That's Ok, too." I tilted her head up. "I want to kiss you now."
She was still peeing. "Now?"
I turned her face to mine, and kissed her softly. She was slow to return the kiss but was soon as in to it as me. I heard the stream slow then stop. I reached across her and pulled out some of the toilet paper, tearing off several sheets. I held her chin in my hand, and gazed into her eyes, while I reached between her legs and dried her.
"You don't have to," she said softly.
"Of course not. You're a grown woman." I leaned forward and kissed her softly. "I wanted to."
She smiled shyly. "I probably should dry a little more," she whispered, parting her legs.
I rolled off some more paper, folding it. I moved my hand between her legs. She whispered. "Pat, don't wipe."
I patted her dry, then helped her off the pot. She laughed. "You are a little weird, you know?"
I nodded my head, giving my hands a quick wash under the faucet. "What gave me away? It wasn't the two stunning women sleeping in my bed each night, was it?"
She gave me a big hug from behind. "Yeah. That was it."
We returned to the bed to find Debbie finishing changing the sheets. "If you guys are going to keep playing, use the pullout. My spot was soaked."
I pulled the covers back onto the bed, and jumped in, opening my arms so my girls would come to me. I don't think I love anything more than that feeling of holding the two of them, just before going to sleep.
But there was one more thing I wanted to cover, before sleep. A little something I'd promised a friend to go over.
"You girls know that Joe shoots blanks, right?"
They both murmured their assent. "They want to have another kid. Cathy wants me to be the father."
I felt them both tense up. "You're kidding, right?" Beth asked.
"No, I don't think she is. I told her I had a problem with it. It would be too weird for all of us, but she wanted me to ask you guys if it was Ok."
Debbie's voice was very steady. Calm. "Do you want that? Do you want to have babies? Do you want her carrying your child?"
"I never thought about it until she asked. When she first mentioned it, I thought it was kind of exciting, but now that I've had time to think about, I've been having second thoughts. I know I want to have kids some day, but the idea of my first child being theirs is difficult."
Beth nodded. "Weird. Better her than me, I guess. I don't see myself winning any swim meets with a huge belly. I'm going to have to wait a few years."
I had figured as much. Debbie was the real issue. "What do you think, Debbie?"
"I'm afraid this is going to sound selfish," she said softly.
I gave her a squeeze. "Nothing in the world is as important to me as you two. I want you to be honest. Please."
"If anyone is going to carry your baby, Jack, it should be me," she said softly. "It would kill me to see her getting big with your first child. I would hate it."
Beth crawled over the two of us, cuddling up behind Debbie, sandwiching her between us. "She's right Jack. If you have a kid, it should be ours."
I chuckled. "Easy for you to say, it wouldn't be your belly getting big," I teased.
Big mistake.
She glared at me. "You think it's easy for me to say someone else should be the mother of your child, even if it's Debbie? Don't you know I fantasize about what our kids will look like? How many we'll have? If the boys will be like their father? Don't tell me it's easy!"
Her words surprised me. I didn't know she thought about things like that. She was just 18, not even in college yet. I looked at Debbie. "Do you think about things like that? About having children with me one day? What they'd be like?"
She nodded. "Every day."
"And that doesn't scare you? Doesn't make you nervous?" I asked hesitantly.
She sighed deeply. "A little. What you'd be like when my belly got big. If you'd still want me like you do. If I'd become the last in line at bedtime. Whether you'd still want me at all."
"Are you nuts?" I asked sharply. "How could I want you less if you were carrying my child? Knowing the bump between us was our baby? God, that would be incredible." I ran my hand over her smooth belly. "It's the only way you could ever be more beautiful than you are now."
Beth was grinning. "Can you imagine how pretty she'd be with that baby glow? Shit, it's totally unfair."
My hand was still caressing Debbie, gently rubbing that belly we were discussing. "Would you want to? Carry my child? Make a baby with me?" Saying the words gave me goosebumps.
Debbie looked up at me, her eyes moist. "There's nothing I want more than to have your son," she said. "Nothing. The thought alone makes me tingle all over."
"What about marriage? I can't marry both of you, as much as I wish I could."
"I don't care," Debbie said.
"Marry her," Beth said. "I don't care. I'm still in school for at least 4 more years. Afterward we can work things out."
Debbie turned and hugged Beth. "Don't listen to her. She's the one you should marry. I've already told myself I'd never get married again. I mean, really, the first one didn't even last the length of my pregnancy. She should have a chance for a little normalcy."
It was all happening so fast. I looked at the two girls, and envisioned a family with both of their kids, little girls looking like their gorgeous moms, little boys a mix of us all. Young Erin as an older doting sister.
Beth poked me. "What? What's the big grin about?"
I smiled, reaching for her and dragging her on top of me, while I pulled Debbie in close. "I was picturing our family. The three of us and ankle biters everywhere, with Erin complaining she hadn't signed up for being the big sister to a mob."
Debbie was kissing my neck. "Have we scared you away yet?"
"Impossible. Would you really do it? Be the mother of my children?"
"What are you asking, Jack?" Debbie asked softly.
"Have my baby. Babies."
"This is a big step," she said softly.
"You said you were mine totally. It was up to me. Let me get you pregnant. Carry my first-born."



Beth slid off of me, and pulled at Debbie who took her place. "If that's what you want, I could never say no to you," Debbie said softly. "I'd love it."
"Get off the pill." I told her firmly.
She smiled. "I have, as of now. I only had one pill left in this pack anyway."
Beth was giggling. "This is going to be so cool!" She leaned over and kissed my neck. "For now on, no coming inside me. Every load goes into her until she's knocked up. She's going to be drowning in your spermies."
Of course Beth insisted we start practicing immediately, particularly with Debbie already in position, perched on top of me. "Enjoy the top ride, Deb, since you won't be seeing that upright view anymore," Beth teased.
After dropping a practice load a little while later, I rested, holding my girls, thinking about what the changes in my life were going to be.
Debbie laid against me, hugging me drowsily. "Let me talk to Cathy," she said softly. "I'll work things out, Ok?"
I gave her a squeeze and a butt fondle. "Of course, if that's what you want."
* * *
My day started early, with Amie dragging me out of bed for an early morning run. Beth was already gone, but Debbie was still in bed. It was odd getting out of bed before her, she was such an early riser.
The run went better than expected. Still not much chance of catching Amie, but I was able to run the whole distance at a decent pace. It was hard, but felt good. I was hoping for some playtime with my running partner, but work was calling for her, so I got cleaned up and went to the office early.
I decided to go home for funch. I found an empty house, and headed out back to see how the day-care was shaping up. I learned they'd picked up another kid, up to 9, and starting to get close to where the effort would be profitable. The kids were getting fed, but Debbie made some time for me, joining me outside.
As soon as we turned the corner I drew her into my arms, kissing her warmly. "Are you having any second thoughts?" I asked.
"About last night's discussion?" she replied quietly.
"Yeah. About that."
"One. After reading up a bit, it looks like a I should finish off my pill series. I won't be going off of it until tomorrow." She flashed me a teasing little smile.
"Feeling up to a little practice?" I asked, reaching down and cupping her ass.
She gave me a hug. "Don't get me wrong, I love these little surprises. But it is a surprise, and I already promised Cathy I'd join her for a short lunch to talk about things. Baby things." She gave me a kiss. "If you'd given me even a hint of notice, we could have worked around it."
"Understood. I'll keep the complete surprises to a minimum. I guess this means Beth is going to be extra busy, with you out for a bit."
She nodded. "Beth and Amie. But you might try Robin. It is her last week after all. I bet she'd love a little lunch surprise."
"Robin's not around."
"She should be back soon. She had to meet a potential customer at the warehouse, so she borrowed Beth's car. Said she'd be back by noon." She slid out of my embrace, taking my hand. "Come on, I'll make you a quick sandwich before I have to go."
I couldn't help thinking if we had time for a sandwich, we had time for a quickie, but I didn't push it. Debbie pulled together a nice little lunch for me, and gave me a quick peck after putting it on the kitchen table. "I really do have to run. I'll make it up to you tonight, I promise."
I didn't even get a reply in before she was out the door.
I managed to finish about half my sandwich when I heard Robin come in through the front door. After all the big 'welcomes' she'd given me, I figured it was time to turn the tables. I hurried out to the entrance, and scooped her into my arms, getting a wonderful laugh for my effort.
"What are you doing home?" she asked, wrapping her arms around me neck.
I carried her to my bedroom, depositing her on the bed. "Finding some private time for us." I leaned down and kissed her.
"Just us?" she asked, sounding surprised.
"Us. You and me." I was working her clothing off, with her willing assistance, and once I had her naked I climbed between her legs, for a little oral worship.
Once I had her squirming nicely, I stripped and climbed on top of her, opening her legs. She stopped me before I could enter her. "How much time do we have?" she asked.
"I figure about 40 minutes," I told her.
"Can we spare 5 minutes to clean up? I need to go to the bathroom, and I want to be fresh for you." She wasn't even waiting for an answer, climbing off the bed. I heard the shower turn on, and wondered if it was possible for any woman to clean up in 5 minutes. Not from my personal experience.
She surprised me, returning from the bathroom as quickly as she did, her hair still moist after towel drying. "I'm sorry, but unless I'm clean I feel uncomfortable, unable to surrender myself completely. Now I'm 100% yours." She dropped her head into my lap, taking my soft cock between her lips, ensuring it wouldn't be soft much longer.
Once she had me hard, I let her ride me for a while before taking over. "Use me, Jack," she begged. "Any opening. Fill me with your cum."
I was still surprised how worked up I got for this crazy girl. We hadn't been going at it 5 minutes, and I was already feeling close. I was on top of her, pounding into her, kissing her. "God, you drive me crazy Robin! I can't believe I'm almost ready to come," I gasped.
"Let me suck it out, Jack," she pleaded sweetly.
I rose up on my knees and she spun around, her mouth stuck to me like a leech moments later. She gave me her best, fast and deep, and was rewarded with a mouth-load.
She kept working at me, gently at first, then more aggressively. When she had me fully resurrected, she spun around on her hands and knees, offering her backside. "Fill one of 'em," she teased.
I started back in her pussy, toying with her back-door, while I plumbed her depths. With my first one out of the way, I figure I'd be able to play a while.
She was pressing back against me. I stopped my motion and let her fuck herself, rocking back and forth. "Fuck that pussy, Jack. Fuck it. Tame it. Make it yours."
I took over, fucking her hard, my thumb buried to the root in her ass. She was making beautiful noises of pleasure, groans and whimpers, sweet cries, half-spoken words. I was riding her too hard to talk, enjoying her. Normally I liked to screw in a variety of positions, but everything about the moment was perfect, and the feeling of being inside her was too good to change.
I felt her come for me, but it didn't matter. With Robin, her orgasm was an afterthought. If she came, great. If not, there was always next time. The important thing was for me to get my rocks off, and enjoy myself doing it.
I must have pounded her like that for at least 15 minutes. If I could have bottled up the feeling and sold it, I'd be a billionaire. So often I was concerned with coming too soon, or making my partner feel good. With Robin it didn't matter. I wasn't trying to hold back, but I was in a zone, a perfect fucking machine, with the ideal receptacle for the job. She conformed to my need, raising her ass as needed, tucking her head down, pushing her hips back. I pushed her onto her belly, leaning over and fucking her desperately, driving her into the mattress.
She came again for me, how many times I couldn't count. I pulled her hair back and to the side, to see her cute face, in the throws of orgasm. Her eyes opened wide, mouth gaping. "Use. Me." She gasped.
I was close, so close. I pulled out and roughly turned her over, pushing her legs back to bracket her head. She helped me, tucking her legs behind her shoulders, bent like a pretzel, pussy exposed. I rammed my aching cock back inside and long-stroked, bottoming out on each stroke. "Punish it," she gasped. "Pound that pussy."
I leaned over her, hands behind her neck, pulling her toward me as I hammered her until my hips hurt from the impact.
"Perfect," I gasped. "You are the perfect fuck." I slowed a bit, still pounding deep, the finish only moments away. With a loud growl I erupted inside her, my cock buried completely, pushing against the back of her pussy, while I poured out my juices for what seemed an eternity.
Gasping for air, I knelt upright, watching while she released her legs from what must have been an uncomfortable position. I leaned over her, feeling those slender legs wrap around me. I pushed back inside her, while some of my hardness remained. Looking down I saw tears in her eyes.
"God, Robin! Did I hurt you? I'm sorry, I couldn't help myself." I reached out and brushed the tears away.
"Hurt me? Never. That was wonderful. Your need for me, making me come for you without a care, taking me completely. It was perfect. All perfect." She looked over at the clock, and we'd already run over by 10 minutes. "Sure you have to leave? I have one more hole you could abuse to your heart's content."
I kissed her softly. "I do have to go. A meeting in less than 1/2 an hour. We'll take care of your sweet ass later."
She pouted prettily, then pushed me off of her, so she could clean me up with her mouth. She had me half-hard when she finally pulled away. She bounced off the bed, getting my clothes together, and helping me dress. It probably took longer with her help, but I wasn't going to complain. I loved every minute of it.
"Thursday. Open up your afternoon. I'm not going back to work after lunch, and I expect to find you in my bed, clean, naked and ready for action by 1:00 pm." I told her, pulling her into my arms for a goodbye kiss.
The smile she wore was dazzling. "Really? All afternoon?"
I nodded. "I'd make it all day, but I have a morning conference call with Spain I have to take."
She hugged me tightly, then pushed me away. "Go. Before you're late. I don't want you getting in trouble on my account."
I gave her pretty tits a last squeeze, before going. "Thanks, Robin. That was incredible."
She grinned. "I know, right? We're good together. If the girls don't mind, we can do this regular, even after I've moved out. If you want."
"I want. Don't let it mess up what you've got going with Ron."
She held up her hand, wiggling her fingers. "Until he puts a ring on it, I still own this body, and you're a paid up, life-time member with free access to all rides."
"Better than Disney World."
"Isn't it? And no lines. Not for you, Jack. Now stop delaying and get your cute ass in gear. See you later."
I stole a last kiss, kicking myself for waiting so long to bring her fully into the fold.
=============
New plans, new changes, everything going so smoothly. How long before they hit another bump in the road?
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Laying the groundwork (and Penny) for a culture of sharing
I know Chapter 3 was a little slow-going. I wrote you that one, so I could bring you this one. Enjoy.
=============================
I had spent much longer with Aunt Marie than I'd planned. It was almost 6:00 pm. No surprise then, when I got home to find Mom and Penny sitting on the couch, drinking wine, and talking quietly.
"My two favorite women," I announced. "What's going on?"
"Girl talk," Mom said, rather abruptly as if I was interfering.
I was a little taken aback by her tone. "I'm sorry. Am I interrupting? I can make myself scarce."
Penny shook her head. "No not at all. I've missed you." Mom got up and walked to the kitchen. She definitely looked out of sorts.
I went over and gave Penny a hug and a kiss. "I missed you too, gorgeous. Mom's not bothering you too much I hope."
She shook her head, and I could swear I saw tears in her eyes. "Impossible. She's the best."
I sat down next to her. "Is something wrong?"
She shook her head. I looked up and Mom was walking over, phone in hand. She sat down on my lap, putting an arm around my neck and kissing me on the cheek. "No baby. It's going to be fine." She turned to the phone, and I caught her side of a strange conversation.
"Colleen? Alice here"
"I know, it's been ages. Too long. That's why I'm calling."
"Not on the phone. Could you come over? It's important."
"Yes, it's about Penny. There's nothing wrong. Just the opposite. It really is very important though."
"Ok, see you in a few."
It was weird, holding Mom in my lap, while she talked with my girlfriend's mother on the phone. I'm assuming it was Penny's mother, I didn't know any other Colleens.
Mom gave a little wiggle, settling between my thighs. "Someone smells like Marie," she said accusingly.
"It's not what you think, Mom. I promise, I'll explain it all later. You know I don't keep anything from you anymore."
She didn't seem happy, but she didn't pursue it. "Penny's a little nervous."
Penny spoke up. "He doesn't know yet."
Mom stopped. "I'm so sorry, honey. Should I leave you two alone?"
Penny shook her head. She turned to me. "I thought tonight could be our first time," she said softly. She scooted over closer, cuddling up to me. Still weird, Mom on my lap and all. Especially since Mom was wearing such loose shorts, and my hand was inside her panties, massaging her butt cheek.
"She's a little nervous, and she has very right to be," Mom said. "I know better than most. My first time was with someone as big as you."
I leaned over and gave Penny a kiss. "It doesn't have to be tonight," I said.
"I want to. I'm a little scared that's all. You're really large, you know? I'm not. Not down there." Penny answered.
Mom took Penny's hands in hers. "You'll be fine. A little warm-up, lots of lube, a gentle, patient partner, and everything will be fine." She leaned over, pressing her forehead against Penny's. "I'm so excited for you. It's such a big day. You'll remember this for the rest of your life. Let's make it perfect."
I had to chuckle. "How about me, Mom? Big day for me too."
She gave me a poke. "Not the same. Trust me. It'll be a great night for you, I know. Hell, look who you get to have for your first! Still, you're a boy. You couldn't understand."
Penny squeezed Mom's hands. "Are you sure about my Mom?" she asked nervously.
"As sure as I am about anything. She's going to appreciate it." Mom lifted Penny's hands to her lips, kissing them. "Just like Harold and I appreciated the little movie you made for us. God, did he appreciate it. My jaw's still sore this morning."
Penny was blushing cutely. She was very fair, and when she did blush, it would light her up. I loved to see her turn red.
The doorbell rang, and Mom got off my lap. "Get the door, Jeremy."
I was mortified. I was going to pop Alice's cherry, and I was about to let her Mom in the house. I opened the door. "Mrs. Booth, please come in, the ladies are in the living room."
I walked her into the living room, and I saw Penny move to the center of the couch, her mother taking the seat on the other side of her, opposite Mom.
"Jeremy, bring the wine over please, and a glass for Colleen."
I did as requested, delivering the libations, and topping off all three glasses, while they talked about how long it had been.
"Now make yourself scarce a while," Mom told me. "I'll call you when we're ready."
I retreated to my room and my laptop. Since I had a little time, I downloaded the videos off the camera, cleaning up the two with Aunt Marie, and burning each to their own DVD. I also downloaded the video of Penny's family BJ, and copied that onto Dad's DVD, with the message from Aunt Marie. I reviewed them, to make sure they would play correctly, and erased them from the new video camera.
I was nervous. Since they hadn't called me, I decided to take a quick shower and clean up. I shaved, put on a drop of cologne, and dressed casually, khaki shorts and a polo shirt.
I waited.
Mom finally came upstairs and got me. "I'm so jealous," she said softly.
"You shouldn't be. You were my first."
She leaned over and kissed me. "Our little secret. And one of the most precious things in my life."
At the bottom of the stairs she turned to me. "Get yourself a beer, then come and join us."
I turned to the garage, and walked into the living room a few seconds later, Shiner Bock in hand. The seat next to Penny was open, Mom standing close, sipping her wine. I sat down next to Penny and took her hand in mine. "Everything alright?"
Mom sat in my lap, which was more bizarre than ever, with Alice's mom there.
Penny nodded.
Mrs. Booth was looking at me. "You'll be gentle with her." It was more of a statement than a question. Still scary.
"Of course. I love her."
"Right. Love. You'll be leaving her in three weeks," Mrs. Booth said sharply.
"Momma, don't!" Penny said sharply. "Don't make this difficult."
Mrs. Booth had her arm around her daughter, holding her, facing us. "I'm sorry, Princess. You're right. You've dated for a year, and he's always been decent and respectable. I won't cause trouble. I'm...I...I can't tell you how much this means to me. I'm just concerned."
Penny smiled. "I'm glad you're here."
"What was your first time like, Colleen?" Mom asked.
Mrs. Booth blushed. In an instant, she went from being my girlfriend's mother to an attractive MILF. She wasn't gorgeous like Mom and Aunt Marie, but she was good looking, curvy, pretty like her daughter, same big blue eyes, same full lips.
"Like most, I suppose. I shouldn't say that, I think it was better than most. Back of an Olds station wagon, parking by the dam. Plenty of room to stretch out. After Homecoming, our senior year. I was in love. He played football. We'd dated for over 4 months, and we'd been building up to it."
Penny giggled. "I didn't know that. How were you building up to it?"
Her mother blushed again. It was cute, she blushed so easily. A lot like Penny. As I listened to her I found myself noticing more similarities.
"You know. Kissing, second base, hand-jobs. He liked my boobs. Couldn't get enough of 'em. Derek was handsome, muscular, tall, popular. He smelled good. He had a nice sized...uh...penis."
Penny laughed. "C'mon, Momma. I'm about to get fucked for the first time in my life, and you're calling it a penis?"
"Fine. Cock. There, happy? Cock, cock, cock. He had a nice cock. Not too big, or too thick, just right. Easy to suck." She laughed. "Does that surprise you, Princess? Your mother used to suck cock?"
Penny leaned into her giggling. "Geez, I hope you still suck cock. Don't tell me you gave it up after high school."
"No, Princess. I didn't give it up. I still suck cock. One special cock. Not as often maybe, but enough not to get rusty."
"Are you good?" Penny asked, her eyes twinkling.
"I've been told I'm very good."
"Because you like it, I bet. You do like it, don't you?"
Mrs. Booth gave her daughter a little shake. "Do you want to hear the story or not, troublemaker?"
"Admit it, Momma. You like it. The feel of it, the way you can make him burn with desire, the control, even the taste. All of it."
Her mother was blushing again. "Yes. I love it."
"I know. Me too. I knew I got it from you."
Mrs. Booth gave her a kiss on the cheek. "I had sucked Derek a lot. Almost daily. Sometimes more than once in a day."
"What was the most, Momma? The most times in a day."
"Are you going to let me finish the story, nosy britches?"
"He came for me 4 times yesterday. What's your record?"
"With one boy, or all together?" Colleen answered, grinning. "Five with Derek. Eleven in one night."
"Eleven Momma? In one night? Jesus!"
"That's a story for a different time. With Derek, I knew exactly what I was getting in to. We were prepared. We had planned on it. He had a sleeping bag laid out in the back. I got completely naked for him, and we played together. I sucked him off, so it wouldn't be too quick, and then got him hard again and put the rubber on him." She leaned her head against her daughter's, reminiscing with the sweetest smile on her face. "I didn't know how, and almost made a mess of it, but he didn't seem to mind. I'd already lost my cherry to my favorite hairbrush, so it wasn't too messy. He was big enough to feel good, without hurting too much."
"How big?" Penny asked.
I was being naughty again, playing with Mom's bottom, while we listened to Penny's mom tell her tale. Mom must have been getting into it. She adjusted her weight, leaning on her side, giving me better access to her sweet cheeks.
"Almost six inches. About as wide as two fingers. It was nice. He went down on me for a while, then eased it in. He didn't shoot right away, giving me a chance to feel what it was like. A couple of minutes, at least, before he told me he loved me and came. We did it a second time a little while later, and it was even better. A good five minutes, at least, and he was a lot more active, screwing me faster and harder. We dated until I graduated. I thought I was going to marry him. He was a great guy. I was very lucky."
Mrs. Booth turned to Mom. "How about you, Alice? Or are you afraid to say in front of your boy?"
"He knows. I was about Penny's age. I was home from college, freshman year. It was Harold."
"Harold? Your husband was your first?"
"First and only. It wasn't so easy. He's big. Very big. It took several tries, and it was painful. I was so proud and happy when I felt him completely inside of me. He didn't last long, only a few strokes. Still, when I felt him come, it was wonderful. Knowing I was a woman. My first time, with the man I loved."
She gave me a hug, kissing my cheek. "I know what Penny's going to go through. Jeremy's like his father. We'll have to make sure she's ready, and use lots of lube. I wish I'd known about lube back then. Jeremy will be very gentle, and very patient. Won't you, baby?"
"Of course. I'm not going to hurt her. Last thing in the world I want is for her not to like sex!"
That got the girls giggling. "There is that, I suppose," Mrs. Booth said. "Are you ready, baby girl?"
Penny nodded.
Mom got up. "Wait for us here, Jeremy, while we get everything prepared."
"What do I tell Dad when he gets home?" I asked, suddenly nervous.
"He won't be home until I tell him he can come home," Mom said, giving me a wink. "She's nervous enough without him down here, listening to everything."
The girls left me, dazed. I chugged my beer, and grabbed a second one. I thought about squeezing a quick one off, but decided against it. Aunt Marie had already wrung two out of me earlier, and I figured the ladies probably had a plan in place to make sure I didn't pop too early.
Mom finally came and got me, an eternity later. She took me to my room. "Get rid of those clothes, and put on a nice robe."
Easier said than done. I only had the one. She shook her head at me. "We'll be getting you a nicer one." She looked down at my flaccid cock. "Not hard?"
"Jesus, Mom! This is so awkward. Way weird."
She chuckled, and gave me a hug. "I know, baby. This is all for her, Ok?"
"Of course. Whatever she needs."
Mom gave me a smile. "That's the perfect attitude. Just remember you said it. Now where's the new camera?"
I got it from the computer, and took a minute to show her how to use it. Pretty easy really. "You're going to film this?"
"Of course. Waste of a new camera if I didn't." She checked her watch. "They should be ready now. Be gentle with her, but once she's used to you, don't be afraid to have fun. I know you'll be incredible with her."
"I'll give it my best."
Mom giggled. "No, not your best. She's not ready for that. Give her your good."
I laughed, and pulled her in my arms. "Have I told you how much I love you?"
"As much as your pretty little virgin?"
"Don't be silly, Mom. There's no comparison. I've only loved her for a few days. I've loved you all my life."
She kissed me softly. "I know baby. I shouldn't tease. Let's go make one very lucky girl insanely happy."
She took me to her bedroom, and I almost called it all off. Too damned weird for words.
There were candles everywhere. Classical music playing softly in the background. The lights were dimmed. Not enough for me to miss Penny lying in the center of the bed, naked, her legs together, bent, tilted to one side. Or her mother lying next to her, wearing one of Mom's nightgowns, holding her daughter's hand.
Jesus-fucking-Christ. How was that supposed to work? Especially her. She didn't even like me. Fuck.
Mom hugged me. "It's alright. She's only here for moral support," she whispered.
Penny looked nervous. I wanted to take her in my arms and calm her.
I approached the bed, and took off my robe beside it. I climbed onto the bed next to her, opposite her mother, trying to ignore her presence. "Miss me, gorgeous?"
She grinned. "All day long."
I gave her a tiny kiss. "I've missed you, too. Ready for some practice?"
She smiled. "What did you have in mind?"
"I practice on you, you practice on me, I practice on you again, and then we get down to business."
She looked happy, no longer so nervous. "And by business you mean..."
"I make love to you, nice and easy, before I fuck your pretty little brains out."
I heard a disapproving little grunt from Penny's Mom. Like I cared what she thought. I was going to fuck her baby girl right under her nose.
Penny turned on her side toward me, no longer holding her mother's hand. "You don't mind 'practicing' with everyone watching?"
"Not if you don't."
She laughed, flopping back on the bed, fluffing her pillow, and spreading her legs. "Practice me, baby. Practice me good," she said, in a teasing, sexy, sultry voice.
I didn't jump right in. I laid on top of her, kissing her. "I'm going to make you scream for your pretty Mommy."
"She should have brought earplugs if she has a problem with that," Penny giggled, pulling me down and kissing me hard.
I worked my way down her body, not as slow as I would like, since I was damned eager to get to the end game. I hardly even noticed Mrs. Booth watching us, her eyes burning a hole through me. I sucked Penny's titties, getting her nipples nice and hard, tugging on them with my teeth, making her squirm and moan for me. I traversed her smooth belly, dipping into her cute little innie for a moment, then down past the soft field of blonde hair. I opened her legs, teasing her inner thighs, then her outer lips. I kissed and licked her gently, feeling her trembling in excitement. I opened her up with my tongue, tasting her, getting my first good moan out of her.
Penny ran her fingers through my hair. I loved that. So much that I rewarded her by sliding a finger inside her while I sucked up the skin around her clit, Aunt Marie's favorite move. I moved my lips and tongue, sucking and pressing, feeling her clit moving underneath the skin. Aunt Marie swore it was best that way, without the direct contact, pressuring and teasing her hidden love button.
I changed things up, spending lots of time licking and sucking her pouty lips down there, sticking my tongue deep inside her, probing her with a couple of fingers, but always going back to what Aunt Marie called the 'big suck'. On my third tour of her sweet virgin pussy, I had her.
Her moaning turning into a higher pitched keening, her legs trembling wildly. I was a little distracted hearing the Moms talking about what I was doing to our girl. I had the big suck going on, my middle two fingers curled inside her, rubbing the rough spot on the top, the same move that got Aunt Marie going. Penny gasped, and then screamed loud enough to wake the dead, her pussy spasming around my fingers, clamping down. Her thighs trapped my head and I groaned when the heels of her feet started pounding into my back. It hurt, a lot. She was going to pay for that one later.
Dad was right. She was a noisy little thing. Louder than Mom. I was kind of proud.
She came a long time, shaking, until I eased off, letting her down slowly. I subtly wiped my face on the sheets, and moved up and over her, holding her, while she gasped for air. It was only when I went to kiss her, that I noticed her mother was cuddling her head. I got to feel a new breast pressed against my face, while I kissed her softly. "I love you, Penny."
She was breathing hard, her chest heaving. "God, Jeremy. That was perfect." She giggled. "You can let go of me Momma, and get your tit out of my boyfriend's face. I'm not dying."
I gave her a quick kiss. "Be nice to your Mom. She loves you. Not many mothers would do this for their girl."
Mrs. Booth started to scoot back, and I put my arm around her, before she could get away. I even gave a little tug to keep her close. She was looking at me in surprise. "I'm not going to hurt her Mrs. Booth, not if I can help it," I said. "And I don't mind the boob," I teased, brushing my lips across the thinly covered flesh.
She giggled. "I think you can call me Colleen when we're all in bed together. Especially after that."
"Momma!" Penny squealed.
"Well we are, aren't we?"
I laughed, and leaned over. "Would it be Ok for me to kiss you, Colleen?"
She nodded, and I pressed my lips gently to hers, licking her lips softly, nibbling her bottom lip open, teasing them apart until I could feel her teeth with my tongue. I felt them part, and the tip of her tongue brushed against mine. I didn't stop, taking it slow and easy, just like I was going to take her daughter. I pressed the tip of my tongue against the sensitive upper palate, her tongue exploring the underside of mine. I drew it back slowly, and I felt more than heard, her soft moan. Bingo. Enemy to ally.
I gave her a last soft kiss, brushing my finger across her lips, then returned to her daughter, kissing her hard and deep. I pulled back staring into her eyes. "Practice me, baby?"
She grinned. "I'm dying to. Don't hold back, Ok?"
"Not a chance."
I rolled off of her and scooted into the center of the bed. She moved between my legs, smiling up at me, then pouted. "I wanted to make it hard."
"You can make the next one hard," I promised.
I felt a shifting on the bed and Mom was lying beside me, cuddling up to me, her hand holding the camera, focused on Penny. Colleen moved closer, and I put out my arm, pulling her in tight. So decadent, so very naughty, holding both Moms, their soft breasts pressed close, while Penny pleasured me.
She was having fun, showing off, licking playfully, kissing, sucking noisily. Colleen giggled. "She looks like she's having a good time."
Mom agreed. "She's a natural. I wonder who she gets that from?"



"Like mother, like daughter," Colleen answered, sounding proud.
"Stop you two. If you keep that up, I'm not going to last two minutes."
"Poor baby. Two hot MILFs too much of a distraction?" Mom teased.
Colleen nibbled on my ear. "She's good for a beginner. I'm better."
I groaned. "Please. You're killing me," I whispered. "This is her night."
Mom leaned across me, blocking my view of Penny's actions with her tits in my face. I wasn't going to complain, chasing her nipple through her flimsy nightgown. When she got off me, I looked over and saw that Colleen was naked to the waist. Big natural boobs staring at me. Bigger than Mom and Penny. Maybe as big as Aunt Marie. Not as firm, maybe, but I wouldn't mind finding out. I couldn't help scope them out, huge friggin' nipples, as big as the end of my pinkie, standing tall.
Penny was sucking me, doing her best to avoid laughing. She pulled up, stroking me with her hand. "You both are horrible! He's mine tonight. You both have your own men." She was grinning as she said it, her eyes lively.
"Of course, Princess. All yours. That's a lot of man, are you sure you can handle it alone?" Colleen teased.
"Damn it, Momma! Yes. I can handle it."
"That's wonderful. Remember, if you need help, Alice and I are here for you."
"Behave Momma, or I'll make you watch from the chair." She grinned and took me in her mouth, sinking down, pushing, forcing my cock into the back of her throat. She gagged for a moment, then her lips slid down my shaft, her nose pressed against my pubes. She stayed there, looking at all of us. She pulled back, gasping. "See? I told you I can handle it. I'd like to see you do that, with something this big," she taunted.
I turned to Colleen. "Me too," I whispered, winking. "Like mother, like daughter?"
"My baby girl. I'm so proud of her. So much like her Mommy."
Penny went back to blowing me, and Colleen got up, leaning across the bed. Her breasts settled over my face, and I got my first taste of her hard nipples. She pulled away a little later, pausing to watch me, until my lips released her hard little nub, stopping to give me a quick kiss. "There, now we're even."
I looked over and Mom was naked. "Even?"
"We will be in a moment," she said, and I looked back to see her removing her nightgown. Fuck. She had a tattoo of a rose just above her bare pussy. Unfair.
"Penny," I warned.
She pulled up, and sat back on her feet. "Come on my face, Jeremy."
Releasing the Moms, I struggled to my feet, sliding my cock back between her lips, holding her head and fucking her mouth.
"Gentle, Jeremy," Mom warned. She was kneeling beside me, camera in hand, getting a closeup.
I was being gentle. As gentle as I could be under the circumstances.
I felt Colleen move up next to me, her hand between my legs, massaging my balls. "Give it to her, Jeremy. She can take it. Paint her pretty for us."
I groaned, pulled my cock out from between Penny's sexy lips, and erupted, a long stream of cum streaking her face from hairline to chin. Several more shots later, and she was a beautiful mess, her face covered in my cream. She had her eyes closed, smiling angelically. She slowly laid back on the bed, stretching out, her legs open.
"Practice me, Jeremy, while your Mom cleans me up."
Mom giggled. "That's a lot to clean up, honey. He got you good. It is Ok if your Momma helps?"
Penny grinned. "That would be perfect."
Mom handed me the camera. "Don't do her yet, baby. Get a couple of minutes of this. The Dads are going to love it."
I moaned, already hardening, as I watched both Moms lean over and start licking my sexy girlfriend's face clean. They were sweet and gentle, both of them, their tongues moving slowly, curling, scooping up my cream.
Colleen moaned adorably. "He's sweet. Jesus, I could do this all night."
"Isn't he? Marie told me he was," Mom told her.
"Your sister said that? God, that's kinky," Colleen whispered.
I had a great shot of it all, groaning when I saw the moms come together above Penny's lips, kissing each other. It was cute, a tiny little peck at first, until I saw their tongues, working, cleaning each other's mouth, battling for my cum. Holy fuck, that was hot.
"Open up, baby," Colleen said softly. Penny opened her mouth, and I struggled to avoid stroking myself when she licked cum off of her daughter's forehead, then stuck her tongue in Penny's open mouth. Penny sucked on her tongue. "Mmm, thanks Momma."
"There's more," Mom said, licking Penny's eyelids before slipping her own tongue between my girlfriend's lips.
Penny reached up and held my Mom's face in place, kissing her hard. "My two Momma's taking care of me," she sighed.
"Fuck," I groaned.
That got them all giggling. "I think he likes the show," Colleen said.
"I should warn you. I'm taking this out on your daughter's pussy in a few minutes."
Mom turned to me. "Don't even joke about it! If you're not gentle with her, I swear, you'll be cut off from everything." She wasn't kidding.
"Mom! Of course I'll be gentle. The first time. But we've got a long night ahead."
Colleen leaned over and kissed Mom, stroking her hair. "Trust him, Alice. Penny does."
Mom sighed. "I do. I trust him with my life. But I also remember what it was like."
I crawled around the bed, and pulled my Mom up to her knees, hugging her. "I'm going to make it perfect, Mom. I promise. Whatever it takes. I wouldn't hurt her for the world."
"I know, baby. It's a little scary, that's all."
I tilted her head up and kissed her, tasting myself on her lips. "Trust me, please?"
"Always," she said softly.
I reached over and grabbed Penny around the waist, lifting her easily and spinning her around on the bed, tossing her into the middle, making her squeal and laugh.
"Gentle!" Mom snapped, slapping me hard on the back.
"Jesus, Mom! You wouldn't know gentle if it walked up and smacked you in the face. I've seen how Dad is with you."
"Jeremy..." she whined.
"We're playing! Having fun. Shouldn't this be fun? Wonderful? When it comes time for the big show, we'll be as gentle as she needs. Now cool your jets, or you're getting banished to the Bad Mommy chair."
Penny and her Mom were laughing. "Someone's slacking off," Penny announced, reaching between her legs and slapping her pussy. "It's not going to lick itself, handsome."
I climbed between her legs, blowing a raspberry on her pussy, before going crazy on her. She was laughing hard, wiggling underneath me. The Mom's bracketed her, teasing her, playing with her tits. I couldn't help grinning. I came up for air. "God, Penny. I love playing with you. Fuck me for being an idiot and waiting a year for this."
She laughed joyously. "Come up here and kiss me, stupid. Then I want you to make a woman out of me."
I climbed up and kissed her tenderly. "You are so wonderful," I told her.
She smiled. "You ain't seen nothing yet. Once you've broken me in, I'm going to fuck your brains out."
I kissed her again, tasting her lips. "I love you, baby girl."
"I love you too." She stopped smiling, and looked into my eyes. Those beautiful big blue orbs, mesmerizing. "I think I'm ready," she said softly.
The moms went into action. I watched Mom pull out two full pillows. "Raise your hips up, Penny, this will make it easier for both of you." She slid the pillows under my girl, lifting her butt up, and tilting her pretty pink pussy up toward me. I gave her a quick lick before I was pushed away by Mom.
Colleen had a bottle of lube in her hand. "Pink? Is it any good?"
Mom nodded. "Miracle juice, slippery as hell, and it lasts as long as you want. Perfect for marathon sessions. You can borrow it, if you want to give it a try. I've got more."
Colleen was pumping the lube into her hand, and rubbing it into her daughter's pussy. Fuck. Much more of this, and I'd be shooting before I even got inside her.
"Condom, Mom?" I asked.
Penny spoke up. "I'm on the pill, Jeremy. We're good."
Mom looked over at Colleen. "Get him ready?"
She looked at Mom, then down at Penny. "May I?"
Mom nodded. "I can't. He's my boy."
Colleen moved over and I groaned when she lowered her mouth over my cock. She sucked me nicely, easy and slow, taking me deep in her mouth, her naughty MILF tongue active. I reached down and played with her tit. Yummy soft. After only a minute or so, she pulled off. "Jesus, Alice. He's huge, and hard as a steel rod. It's a lot for a first time."
Mom took the lubricant, and squirted it on my cock, rubbing it in. "She'll be fine, I promise." She leaned her head against mine, her breath warm against my ear. "Try not to hurt her too much," she whispered.
"I know, Mom. Kiss me for good luck?"
She smiled, and pressed her lips to mine briefly. She pulled back and brought the camera back up.
"Penny?" I asked.
"Now, please, Jeremy. I can't wait any longer."
I took my cock in hand, scooting forward on my knees. I pressed the head against her opening, rubbing it up and down. Mom was right, it was slippery as hell. Her lips parted, and I saw the bright pink of her insides. I pushed the head against her, and pushed.
Nothing.
I sat up a little higher, lining up again, and pushed into her. Harder. A little moan escaped her lips. I saw her mom was lying down next to her, eyes tightly closed, clutching her daughter's hand in hers. Her knuckles were white. My cock started to bend painfully.
"Ease up, baby," Mom whispered from beside me.
I pulled back and heard Penny sigh. Mom reached down and stroked me, nibbling on my ear lobe. "It'll be fine. Push hard, quickly, we just need to get the head in. That's the worst," she whispered.
I opened Penny with my fingers, then pressed the head up against her opening. I grabbed my cock a couple of inches back, to stop if it went in too fast. I leaned over my tight little virgin, pushing hard, feeling a little give. Penny was whimpering softly. I took a deep breath then stabbed forward. She cried out, and I felt my cock slide in a couple of inches.
I looked up, worried. She was painfully tight.
She was staring into her mother's eyes, only a couple of inches apart. "Is she Ok?" I asked softly.
Penny nodded slightly. Colleen looked over at me. "She's fine. Slowly now." I watched her brush a few stray tears from her daughter's cheeks.
Mom whispered in my ear. "Little nudges forward. Teeny tiny. Take your time."
I took her advice, rocking my hips ever so slightly, push, rest, push, rest. The tiniest pressure. It moved slowly, in small distinct increments. I'd make no progress for a few seconds, before sliding in another half inch or so. Penny gasped with each little bit of additional access. I looked down and was surprised I had almost half my length inside of her.
Mom gave me a squeeze. "That's enough for now. Back and forth slowly, but no deeper, Ok?"
I eased back out carefully, leaving the head inside. I didn't want to have to go through that again. Penny sighed, relaxing as I pulled back. I pushed forward, steadily until I'd regained most of my ground. Still ridiculously tight. She gave a soft whimper and I slowed.
"Don't stop," she said softly. "It feels good. Big, but good."
Thank God. Back out slowly, then back in again, a couple of seconds on the down-stroke. It was getting easier. I found myself developing an easy rhythm, about a full second in each direction, feeling her virginal tightness slowly start to give.
Mom was reaching down, rubbing Penny's clit gently. "A little bit deeper now, no more than an inch or so," she said softly.
At the end of each stroke, I started pressing a little harder. She was opening for me, letting me in. Mom stopped me with a couple of inches to go, her hand just above my cock. "No further than that, tonight. You're long, and you'll probably bottom out. Most girls find that uncomfortable."
I stopped with most of my length inside of my sweet girlfriend. I leaned over her, my face a few inches above hers. "Are you alright?" I asked.
She smiled tentatively. "Remind me to shove a two-by-four up your ass later, and I'll ask you the same question."
I grinned and she laughed, cringing a little. "Damn, Jeremy. Why couldn't you be human sized?"
"I'm not that big," I told her.
"Nine inches?" Colleen asked.
"A little over eight," I told her.
She shook her head. "Not tonight you're not. I've had eight inches. It didn't look like that."
I leaned over and gave her a kiss. "If I'm bigger than normal, you know whose fault that is, right?"
"Your Mom's?" she said, getting another giggle from Penny.
"You'll get yours," I told her.
"God, I hope so," she said, smiling at me. Her smile slipped away, becoming much more serious. She reached up and touched my cheek tenderly. "I'm sorry I was mean to you earlier. I couldn't ask for a better man for her first time. I can see why she's so crazy about you."
"Thank you, Colleen." I grinned. "I like your tits, by the way."
She gave me a loving slap, followed by a sweet little Mommy kiss.
"Ready for more?" I asked Penny, leaning down and chewing on her lips playfully.
"There's more?" she asked nervously.
"Not more cock. More fucking."
She took a deep breath and nodded. "Fuck me, Jeremy."
I got back on my knees, opening her legs. I'd slipped out about halfway while talking to her. I returned to stroking her slowly, all but the last couple of inches.
"Can I go faster?" I asked my mom.
She reached down and touched me. "Pull out to the edge a second."
I slid out, all but the head of my cock shiny with her juices. I was swollen up as big as I'd ever seen it.
Mom had the lube in her hand, and got me nice and slippery again. "Colleen was right. You're huge tonight. Hell of a time for you to get like this," she said, sounding almost irritated.
"Like this is my fault? I'm getting my first real fuck, with this gorgeous virgin, and two incredible sexy naked women helping and watching. If that wasn't bad enough, the MILFs are not just any Mommies, but mine and hers. Geez, Mom, we're lucky I've lasted this long."
"Um, down here, guys" Penny teased, "ex-virgin needs tending."
Mom patted my rear and give me a kiss on the cheek. "Faster now. Little bit at a time, until she complains."
I slowly picked up the pace, watching her reaction. After a minute or so, I had doubled it, at least, and it was getting easier. She was moaning softly, but it didn't sound like pain. My hands were caressing her thighs, hips, belly. She was so soft and smooth, her skin felt like velvet. I heard her first little love moans.
"Ok?" I asked, maintaining the steady stroking.
"It's good, sweetie," Colleen said.
Penny was squirming a little, biting her bottom lip. The moans were more frequent. I fucked her faster, still only three quarters of my length, making her whimper beautifully. It was feeling good. Wonderful. Earlier it had been too much work, too tight, too distracting. Now I was feeling her. I liked it.
Mom leaned against me, "Close?"
"Not yet, but it's getting better," I told her. "It hurt before."
"She can take a little more, a little faster. Tilt her legs back."
I lifted her legs, hands behind her knees, and pushed them back, halfway to her chest. I felt an immediate change, more pressure against the top of my cock. She gasped, trembling, a cute series of grunts escaping her talented lips, I slowed down to make sure she was Ok.
"Don't stop!" Colleen cried out.
Speeding up, I fucked her harder, faster. There was only an inch outside of her, and she was whimpering so sweetly it was driving me crazy. "God, Penny, you are so fucking incredible," I gasped.
Her calves were trembling, toes curled so cutely it hurt. She started whispering, a series of groans, and muted "oh's". She even squeezed in the occasional "God!"
"Steady baby, just like that. Give it to her. You've almost got her."
The pace was fast, but not out of control. I knew I could sustain it for a little longer. The feeling was magical, and I felt the pressure building down around my balls.
"Momma!" she cried out gasping, her legs stiffening.
"Harder," Mom whispered, reaching down and rubbing Penny's twitching clit.
Unbelievable. I was fucking her with my full length, balls slapping against her ass. I leaned over her, sliding her ankles over my shoulders, my arms outside them, supporting my weight, pinning them in place. I rose up on my toes, legs straight, slamming into her, pummelling that tight virgin pussy. Every stroke, long and full, my entire shaft driving deep. My full weight crashing down on her poor innocent pussy, crushing her. Mom was going to kill me, I was being anything but gentle. It couldn't be helped.
Penny was staring up at me in amazement, her eyelids fluttering, her eyes rolling back in her head for a few dick hardening moments. Her jaw started trembling, her lips shaking. Beautiful, kissable lips.
"MOM!," she screamed, her body tensing below me, thighs as tight as steel bands. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a fist.
"Don't stop, Jeremy!" Mom gasped.
"Fuck," I groaned. "It's too good," I straightened, grabbing the front of her thighs, pulling her back against me on each stroke, gasping as I felt my imminent release. "FUCK!" I growled, slamming into her and feeling the rush of fluid up my cock, screaming for release, firing off inside her.
She was squealing, nonsense sounds, trembling, throwing her head around. She was bright red, from her pretty face, across the top of her chest and shoulders, down to between her tits. Colleen was holding her, trying to sooth her.
I didn't think it would ever end. For either of us. Every time I thought it was over, I'd feel another spasm, and push deeper inside her. I could feel myself touching bottom, but each thrust seemed to set her off again.
After what seemed like an eternity, I could feel it was over. For a few moments there, I had gone deaf, dumb and blind, my entire existence reduced to those few inches buried inside her tight velvet embrace. I was losing my hardness, to my infinite regret. I pushed deep, leaning over her, gasping. I never wanted to pull out of her. Never. Her pussy was pulsing around me, squeezing me, teasing me.
"Jesus," Mom whispered. "Sweet Jesus."
I slowly backed out, her tightness pushing me out the last couple of inches. I kissed her soft smooth calf, lowered her legs, and then crawled up next to her, pulling her into my arms. She clung to me, crying.
"Shh," I whispered. "I love you, Penny." I rolled onto my back, pulling her with me, her chest resting on mine, her head tucked into my shoulder. I was both exhausted and exhilarated. I tried to catch my breath.
She only cried harder.
I felt movement down below, and found Mom sucking me clean. She was very gentle, thankfully. I was ridiculously sensitive. It verged on the comical, her wonderful mouth holding my cock, while she kept that damn camera focused on Penny and me.
"What's wrong, baby?" I asked. "Did I hurt you?"
She was sniffling, kissing my shoulder. "Hurt me? It was perfect. I was so scared. I didn't want you to know, but I was terrified. I didn't think it could actually fit. All my fears came true when you couldn't get in me, and then that big push, tearing me open. God, that hurt so bad Jeremy! I can't remember anything hurting like that. I really thought you had torn me open. I had to be bleeding out. But I knew I couldn't be. My Mommas wouldn't let that happen."
I hugged her. "I'm sorry."
"Sorry? It was wonderful. So...so amazing. I thought I'd have to just suffer through it, try not to let it show, but then it started to feel good. Incredible. I was full, completely, all the way to the back, each nudge at the end like a jolt. Every nerve in my body going off each time you touched bottom. Watching you lose control over my pussy, hammering me, glowing above me, God!"



"You liked it?" I teased.
She hit me. "Asshole! You tore me open, fucked me inside out, reshaped my insides and forced me to come all over that monster cock, endlessly. You were supposed to be gentle, you fucking animal! I'm ruined for all other men now. God! I loved it." She kissed my lips softly. "We're going to be doing that a lot more often. Just as soon as my dislocated hips heal, and my poor kitty stops feeling like there's a Red Bull can still stuffed inside of me."
She leaned over and kissed me hard. I relaxed, letting her tongue rape my mouth. She pulled away gasping. "Fuck God. That's what I'm going to call you." She giggled. "I'm going to build a shrine in my closet. Mom can help. I'll pray to my Fuck God, every night."
She leaned against me. "Was I Ok? Not too uncomfortable? I know that couldn't have been easy." she asked hesitantly.
Jesus. Hadn't she been there? I looked up and Colleen was looking at me, smirking. "Not too bad," I said.
"Not too bad?" she shrieked. "What the hell is that? Not too bad? I gave you my virginity! I let you rip me in two with that fucking mutant beast between your legs! Not too bad?"
Mom had finished cleaning me up, and had moved behind me. She slapped me in the head, hard. Had me seeing stars. "Don't be a fuckwad, Jeremy. Jesus, you're just like your father. Always got to make a joke out of something serious. Tell her the truth."
I stopped Penny from chewing me out by kissing her. "You were incredible. Scary at first, I was so worried I was going to hurt you. So damned tight, I thought I would never get in, and it felt like my poor cock was clamped in a vice. But once we got going, fuck! I didn't know it was going to be like that. You took it all. Everything, right to the root. So sweet, so soft, so tight, I could have fucked you forever, Angel. I loved it. I swear I never wanted it to end. God's honest truth, at one point, when I kept coming and coming, I thought something was wrong. It was impossible. I couldn't stop. You were beyond amazing." I kissed her again. "I think I'll keep you a while."
She calmed down, hugging me. "God, you're such a dick sometimes. Why would you tease me now?" She kissed me, "So you think you're going to keep me? What if I don't want to be kept?" She laughed, biting me on my chin. "Oops," she giggled. "I think I made a mess. God, I feel like I've got a gallon of your stuff up inside me."
Colleen leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek, then moved down between her daughter's legs. "I guess since Jeremy's mother cleaned him up, I'll have to do the same."
Penny's eyes got big. "Momma!"
Colleen peeked up from between her daughter's legs, my juices on her chin. "Hush now, and relax."
I held my girl, kissing her softly, while her mother took care of her. Penny was tense at first, before slowly relaxing in my arms. "Is that nice? Momma taking care of our baby girl? Kissing her boo-boo better?" I was trying to tease her playfully.
She moaned softly, squeezing my hand. "Good," she whispered. "Really good."
I kissed her gently, long and slow, until she pushed me away. "Please, Jeremy, let me have this," she moaned.
Whatever her Mom was doing must have been pretty damned amazing. I held her, fondling her chest gently, watching the change come over her body. "Oh, Momma!" she groaned softly and came in my arms, for her loving mother.
Mom kissed my neck, still filming Colleen's naughty performance. "Are you guys going to do it again, or can I let your father come home."
I looked at my girlfriend. "I want to," she said softly, breathing hard. "But I know it'll kill me. Can we save it for tomorrow?"
"Of course."
She looked down, and saw that I was hard. "I don't want to leave you like that."
"I'll be fine. This was wonderful."
Mom leaned down and sucked me, teasing, stroking me, until I was rock hard. She took me by the hand and pulled me off the bed, while Penny watched us, her forehead crinkled up in curiosity. Mom guided me to the end of the bed, where I looked down at Colleen's ass, lifted up nice and high, while she went down on her daughter. "Looks like it could use filling," Mom teased.
I looked over at Penny, and she slowly smiled, nodding, giving me a thumbs up. Colleen seemed oblivious to it all until I pressed my latest erection between her legs, and thrust in.
"Oh my God!" she gasped, before lowering her mouth down between her daughter's legs.
I grabbed her hips and started hammering away at her. She was tight, and wet, and felt great. Big soft rear end, cheeks jiggling with each deep stroke. I had her moaning quickly, her efforts to please her daughter falling to the wayside. Penny got up and crawled to the end of the bed next to me. "You and Mom are bad," she said.
"Not my idea," I told her, grinning while I plowed her mother. "I'd rather being doing this to you again."
"No, but I didn't see you fighting too hard."
I reached out for her, pulling her close, kissing her.
She pulled away. "This is so wrong. Kissing me while you're fucking Momma. I should be mad at you. This is my night."
"Should I stop?" I asked.
"No!" came a muffled reply from her mom.
"I guess," she sighed, "since you're already this far, you might as well finish her. I suppose you're going to want me to bring Dani over here as well, collect the whole trifecta. At least she's not a virgin." She leaned over and smacked her Mom's butt. "What do you think, Momma. Should I call in Dani?"
Colleen was gasping, "Just us, baby girl. He's just for us."
"Was she Good Mom, tonight, or Bad Mom?" I asked my sexy girlfriend.
"Mostly bad. Teasing you like that. On my special night."
"She did take care of you at the end," I reminded her.
"Alright. She was Good Mom. Why?"
"A bad mom, we'd spank and leave hanging. A good mom gets to come for us."
"She was good and bad. Why don't we spank her, and then you can make her come on your cock."
"You are a wicked little girl," I told her, pulling her close for another kiss.
I pulled out of Colleen, making her moan. I lifted her up and turned her to face me. She looked dazed. I kissed her feeling her respond, my hands gliding over her skin, fondling her soft, mature body. "You were very naughty, Colleen. Teasing me on your daughter's big night."
She grinned sheepishly. "I was just playing, Jeremy. Trying to make things less stressful."
"Your daughter thinks I should spank you, and then make you come on my cock."
She smiled. "I did get naked. That was pretty naughty of me."
"Getting him 'ready' Mom? Really? You couldn't even wait until I'd had him one time?"
Colleen blushed, making my blood boil. "It was only a little taste, Princess."
I sat on the bed, patting my lap. "Now, Colleen."
She laid across me, naked and beautiful. She had a hell of an ass, round and soft, well padded. Not firm and high, like Mom's bodacious butt, but still sexy as hell. I wanted to chew on it. She jumped when I smacked her, leaving a red hand-print.
Penny giggled. "Move up the bed, Jeremy."
I moved further up the bed, dragging poor Colleen with me. Penny moved closer, sitting facing me, wedging her legs underneath her mother, beside mine. Her mother was lying across both our laps. Penny gave her a smack, setting her ass cheeks jiggling. I followed up with a swat of my own. A couple of minute later, Colleen's cheeks were nice and pink. I had a couple of fingers inside of her, teasing her, using my other hand for the spanking.
"Your butt looks really big like this," Penny teased.
Colleen whined, "Don't be mean, baby. It's not that big, is it?"
I slapped her hard, twice. "No Colleen. You have a very sexy butt. Soft and smooth, and very, very kissable."
Penny smacked her mother's butt again, hard. "If anyone's kissing any butt, my rotten mother will be kissing mine!" she snapped. "Stripping naked Momma? You just had to show off your big tits, didn't you. He's mine!" she growled spanking her mother hard. Colleen's ass was turning a bright red.
I pulled Penny's face closer and we kissed, over her mother's glowing butt. "She did give you quite a few kisses, if not on your butt, pretty darn close."
Penny blushed. "I guess she wasn't all bad."
I nodded, smacking her Mom's rear playfully, not hard at all, just enough to keep it nice and red, and keep those soft cheeks shaking.
"Please, kids, enough! I'll be good," she squealed.
Penny pinched her butt, making her jump. "Will you be very good?"
"Very good. I promise."
Penny slapped her mother's ass really hard, the sound echoing in the room, making Colleen cry out. "He's mine Momma. My boyfriend. Not yours. You have Daddy."
Colleen was on the verge of tears. "I know, Princess. All yours. Anybody seeing the way he looks at you would know. The way he made love to you, damn! He's yours, and I don't think anything could change that." She sniffed, "I'm so jealous of you, baby girl. To have a man like that your first time. I only wanted to be a part of it."
SMACK. "Mine Mom."
"Yes," she moaned, lying helplessly on my lap. "He's yours. I won't interfere, unless you invite me. I promise."
Penny looked at me. She nodded toward her mother's head. "Make her blow you."
I moved down Colleen's body, until her face was resting in my lap. "Open up, beautiful Mommy," I told her.
She opened her mouth and took me in, sucking me like her life depended on it.
Penny was still swatting her. Playfully, teasing. "Is she being good?"
"Very good. You come by this honestly."
"Don't come in her mouth. I want to watch her ride you," Penny said.
That's why Mom found us in a cute little three-way. I was on my back with Colleen riding my cock, while her daughter sat on my face. We had been at it a few minutes when she got there. I was getting crazy excited, once I starting thinking about the fact that I had a mother/daughter thing going on. Hot mother/daughter, with the Mommy riding me like a champion cowgirl. I almost giggled, thinking about getting her one of those over-sized award rodeo belt buckles. 'Champion Bareback Rider' seemed fitting.
Mom interrupted my little fantasy. "Your father will be here in about 15 minutes. We should start cleaning up soon."
Penny climbed off my face a little while later, and I saw Mom had the camera out again. Penny went to her, pulling her by the hand. "Ride his face, Mom."
"Oh, baby. I can't."
"Of course you can. You let him fuck my Momma!" She tugged again, pulling the camera out of her hand. "Just for a minute. For me? Please? On my special day."
Mom let her have her way, sitting astride my face. I was in heaven. I licked her eagerly. "No pictures, Penny. Harold will kill me. This stays a secret. Just us girls."
"We'll keep these separate. You've filmed me enough tonight."
Colleen was gasping. "You want a turn over here, Alice? He's incredible."
"God. I wish. I can't. I promised Harold I wouldn't. Even this is too much."
"Your loss. He's going to make me come again," she gasped.
I didn't make Mom come for me, although I tried. I did get a nice little orgasm out of Colleen, and I gave her a load to remember the evening by. Moments later Mom was chasing me and Penny out of the room. I took her to my bedroom, lying down with her, playing around. "Happy?" I asked.
"Ecstatic. I'm just sad it's going to end in three weeks."
"Go on hold. Not end. I think I'll be coming home pretty regularly. We can have some nice weekends together."
"Would you want to? Keep it going? I could come and visit you some weekends."
"I'd like that."
She hugged me. "You're not going to keep screwing Momma are you?"
"No baby. I think that's a one-time thing. Your special night."
She kissed me. "Every now and then might be Ok, and only when I'm there. I don't want it to be a regular thing, like everyday for lunch."
"No. If we do it again, I'll let you decide when and how."
She hugged me. "I had the most incredible night. I'll remember this forever, Jeremy. You were perfect. I don't think a girl could ask for a better first time."
"The Moms weren't too much of a distraction?"
"They were great. I had no idea Momma would be like that. I think we're going to be close like you and your parents now. I love that."
I gave her a last kiss. "We need to get you dressed. Dad sees you like this, all gorgeous, naked and freshly fucked, and Mom won't be able to walk straight for weeks."
She giggled. "If he walks in the other room, my Momma might not be able to walk right for months.
She grabbed my cock. "I just had the most wicked thought. What if he walked in that room, and took it out on Momma, and then you went in there and helped him?"
I was surprised. "You are a dirty girl. You'd want me to double-team your mom with Dad?"
She grinned. "It was just an idea. Two huge cocks at once? She'd owe me, like, forever." She laughed. "God, Jeremy! You got hard? You want to tag-team Momma?"
"Fantasy. I've imagined working over a girl or two with Dad."
"Me?" she asked nervously.
"Maybe." I couldn't say it was my Mom.
"Who else?" she asked, stroking my cock.
"Aunt Marie, and now your Mom."
"How did you imagine it, with me?" she asked.
"I'm not letting him have this pussy," I teased. "It's all mine. I thought he could tell us how close you are to being as good as Mom, in the blow-job department."
She pouted. "That wouldn't be fair. I couldn't give him my best if your big thing was inside me."
"That's why it's a fantasy. In my dreams, you're perfect."
She smiled, kissing me. "You dream about me?"
"I do. I fantasize about you, too."
"How would you do my Mom?" she asked.
I laughed. "We'd make her our cum slut. All openings, all ways. We'd wear her out. Mouth and pussy, mouth and ass, pussy and ass, each of us taking turns in each opening. We'd fuck her for hours and hours, and when she collapsed, we'd keep on using her until we couldn't get it up for her." I whispered in her ear, "When she was too tired to go on, I'd bring you in to keep us hard with your amazing mouth, before fucking the shit out of your poor Momma's unconscious body."
"God, that's nasty. You'd want to fuck her in the butt?"
"I don''t know. Never done it. Dad loves it, though. He and Mom do it all the time, at least once a week. If we did do your Mom, I'm not about to let Dad be the only one to fuck that big yummy ass."
"Jesus, Jeremy! That's pretty crazy. We might have to do that."
"Me, Dad and your Mom? Or me, Dad and you?" I teased.
"You'd really let me blow him?" she asked nervously.
I'd let her? Not make her? "What I'd really like to see is Mom teach you, working with me and Dad."
"Oh, God! Really? Two big cocks? All mine?" she murmured, rubbing up against me. "Why both of you?" she asked.
"He knows how good she is. He can tell you what you're doing right or wrong. I don't know enough. As far as I can tell, you're living perfection."
She hugged me. "After tonight, you must know I'll never be able to say no to you. God, Jeremy, I hurt so good. Every little hurt reminding me."
Mom poked her head in the door. "Enough, you heathens. Get dressed. He's going to pull up any minute. Your father sees her like that, I won't be responsible for any of the women in this house. Your sweet little girlfriend's in no shape to handle him," she teased.
Penny giggled. "Sounds like a reason to stay naked."
Colleen was standing behind Mom. "Penny!"
"Don't sweat it Momma. I'd let him have you first. I might even let Jeremy help him."
That got Mom laughing. "Stop. Get dressed or no play time for a week."
I scrambled out of bed like someone had lit me on fire, throwing on shorts and shirt, getting both our moms to laugh. Penny got up slowly, walking weird, and her mother handed over her clothing.
"Remember, kids, Alice and I stayed out of it, Ok?" Colleen said quietly. "This has to be our little secret. We were just there for support."
Mom handed me the camera. "I expect you to make that clear on the video. Both Dad's are going to see that."
Penny looked mortified. "Dad? He's going to see it?"
Colleen gave her a hug. "His birthday present. Best damned present he's ever going to get."
"He won't get mad?" Penny asked nervously.
"Mad? He'll be jealous as hell. We both thought you were already putting out. Seeing your first time, as wonderful as that? We couldn't ask for anything better for our baby."
I heard the Jeep pull up outdoors. Hard to miss it, followed by the hum of the garage door opening.
"Mums the word," Mom said.
"We understand," I gave her a hug. "Thanks for everything. You both were great."
She kissed me. "No baby. Thank you for sharing with us." She patted my rear. "Go welcome home your Dad, and get him a beer. He's going to have a lot of questions."
I gave Penny a quick kiss, and gave Colleen's butt a squeeze, before running out the door. I met him coming in the garage, and gave him a grin. "Sorry Mom kicked you out. You missed an epic evening."
He raised an eyebrow. "Am I going to get to hear about it?"
"Of course. Who else could I tell? Better yet, tomorrow you're going to get to see it all on our new camera."
That got a grin out of him. "Tomorrow?"
I nodded. "I promised Penny she'd get to see it first. She's a little embarrassed. She said she might want to veto a few things."
I walked past him to the fridge, grabbing two beers. "You up for one?"
"Hell yeah. Let me get out of the monkey suit, and we'll talk."
He was almost to the stairs when the girls came down. Colleen lead the way, walking up to him and giving him a hug and a nice kiss. "Thank you, Harold."
He seemed surprised, but not nearly as much as when Penny wrapped her arms around his neck, and gave him a toe-curler. "I'm sorry I was so nervous. I should have let you stay, Daddy. I hope you like the movie."
He was struggling to answer, when Mom caught him. "I'm going to make this up to you. I promise." She whispered in his ear, and I saw him drop his coat on the ground. The other girls laughed.
"Goodnight, Jeremy," Colleen called out. "It was a perfect evening."
"'Night, Fuck God. See you tomorrow?" Penny asked from the front door.
"Absolutely. You and I have a movie to review."
She laughed, "See you tomorrow, Mom. Thanks again. You're the best."
Dad stared at the door for a few seconds. He picked up his coat, jogging up the stairs. "I'll be down in one minute. One minute."
Mom laughed, flowing into my arms. "I'm so proud of you, Jeremy. You were perfect tonight."
"You were pretty amazing too. God, I love you so much."
She pressed her lips to my ear. "You have to win me. You have to. I'm going crazy."
"I will Mom. Within the week, if you'll help."
"Whatever you need. Count me in. I want a night like tonight."
I sat on the couch, and Mom sat in my lap, letting me play with her breasts, until Dad came down. He sat next to us, took the beer I handed to him, then patted his lap. Mom scooted over to him, giving him a hug. "You'd be so proud of him. So much like you I almost cried."
He grinned. "Ok. I'm proud. Now what the hell was that all about?"
"Penny's first time. We wanted to make it perfect for her."
"No shit? You nailed her?" he asked me.
"Amazing Dad. She was incredible."
"You and Colleen?" he asked Mom.
"She was there for moral support. I ran the camera."
"Jesus. Whatever that camera cost, I'm going to pay you back double," he told me.
I laughed. "You paid for it."
"Oh. That's right. I'm going to pay you anyway. Take that girl out somewhere nice, buy her a car. Do something."
Mom laughed. "You haven't even seen the video yet."
"Is it good?" he asked.
She nodded. "Unbelievable. And I mean that. Inconceivable." She leaned against him. "You remember our first time?"



"Like it was yesterday," he said, hugging her close.
"How difficult it was for me? For a long time?"
He nodded slowly. "I loved you so much for that. Sticking with it, being so patient with me. I wish I'd known more."
She kissed him softly. "I was certain it would be like that for her. You know Jeremy's as big as you."
He nodded. "So I'm told."
She looked at him askance. "Told? You have the video of him and Penny."
"Yes. He's big."
"We didn't want it to be like that. Not that I'm complaining, but it hurt. A lot."
"Was she alright?" he asked nervously.
"Harold, he was perfect. He got her loose and relaxed. He went down on her and gave her the most amazing orgasm, then she gave him a spectacular blow-job." She leaned against him. "Things got a little iffy there, but I don't want to keep anything from you."
"Iffy? How?"
"She made him come all over her face, and wanted me to clean it up, like she said on our video."
"Damn it, Alice! I thought we'd talked about this."
"I know. I'm sorry. But she was so excited, and it might have ruined everything if I didn't go along. It was going so beautifully, and I didn't want to ruin the mood. Colleen helped me. Jeremy filmed it for you." She nuzzled his neck. "Don't be mad honey. That was the worst I did. That wasn't so terrible was it?"
He sighed. "I guess not. If that was the worst."
She nodded. "We were very naughty. Colleen kissed me. Not a friendly little kiss either. She's wild. And we both fed his cum to that darling girl. With our tongues."
"God, Alice! You have that on video?"
"Perfect picture, Dad. Unbelievably hot. Did you know her Mom was like that?"
"Colleen? Not in the slightest. I never would have guessed that. Not in a hundred years."
"After that, our boy went down on her again, getting her going, until she was begging him for it. We got her lubed up..."
"You got her lubed up?" he asked.
"Colleen did, I put some pillows under her hips, and Jeremy went to work. Not before Colleen made sure our boy was nice and ready."
"Shit!" he groaned. "Do I want to know how she got him ready?"
Mom grinned, "Penny comes by her love of blow-jobs honestly. Like mother like daughter."
"Son of a Bitch!" He turned to me. "Really?"
"Only for a minute or so, pretty amazing." I turned to Mom. "I thought we were going to keep some things quiet? She might not want everyone to know."
She glared at me. "Are we going to keep secrets from your father, Jeremy?"
"No ma'am."
"No ma'am is right! You won't talk about this to anyone else, you understand, but we keep nothing from your father. Am I understood?"
Dad interrupted. "Don't be hard on him, Alice. He wasn't trying to keep things from me. Not about anything that matters. She's married. I can understand him not wanting to tell tales, especially if she asked you not to."
"Say what you will, Harold. No secrets. Not about bedroom stuff. Hold one thing back, and soon it's another, and then another. Do you want that?" She was still sounding pretty angry. I didn't like that.
Neither did Dad. He grabbed her by the shoulders, firmly, his voice hard. "No. But let me make my point clear, Alice. Very clear. I have my rules. If you break them, like licking Penny's face, I want to know. If you make a promise to someone else, someone not in this family, I don't want you breaking that promise. Am I understood?"
She nodded quietly. "Perfectly. I'm certain she didn't want us to keep the licking from you. We videoed it. I specifically told Jeremy to film it for the Dads."
"She did, Dad. It's the only time I had the camera all night."
"Dads? So I suppose Joe's going to get a copy of this video?" Dad asked.
"It is his daughter. Colleen said it was going to be a birthday present."
"He's not going to be a little surprised seeing my wife licking our son's cum off his daughter's face?"
"Surprised? Probably. Colleen did worse. They have no room to talk. Hell, he's going to be watching a video of his gorgeous daughter being deflowered. He's going to love it."
Dad didn't look ecstatic.
I scooted over next to him, and Mom stretched her legs out on mine. "Dad, wait 'til you see the video. The whole night was amazing. If you want me to take anything out, I will. I promise."
I rubbed Mom's legs. "Mom was an angel. She knew what to do, every step of the way, thanks to you. She told me everything. How hard to push, how deep to go, when to slow down, when to speedup. I would have made a mess of it without her. You'll see."
He chuckled, grudgingly. "She does know a lot about taking big cocks."
Mom smacked him teasingly. "God, Harold, you make me sound like a slut! One big cock."
He nodded. "One." He turned back to me, "Continue."
"It was so hard to get started with her. I couldn't get in. She was tight as a fist, and practically crying. Collen was almost in tears herself, eyes clenched closed, holding Penny's hand."
"Explain to me again why she was there," he asked Mom.
"It's the biggest day of Penny's life! As big as her wedding, or first child. It's different for us girls. What girl doesn't want her Mom at her side in the delivery room, or when she's walked to the altar? God, Harold, it was so beautiful. You'll see. When she started coming on our boy's cock, she called out for her momma. I was almost in tears."
"She came for you? Her first time?"
Mom was relaxing, stretching out, her bottom resting between my legs and Dads. She had pulled his hand into her nightgown, and he was playing with her tits. I was rubbing her legs, halfway up her thighs.
"It was wonderful," Mom said. "Tell him, honey."
"I really struggled to get in her. She cried when I forced the first couple of inches in. I was ready to stop. She wouldn't let me. It must have taken another five minutes of Mom's coaching to get halfway inside her. Penny was whimpering and moaning the whole time, and I felt so bad for her. I wasn't even enjoying it that much, because she was so tight it hurt."
"What lube were you using?"
"The Pink, dear," Mom said.
He grunted. "Good stuff. Didn't it help?"
"Probably impossible without it. I don't know how you and Mom managed without."
He grinned. "I'll tell you, it wasn't easy."
"But worth it," I reminded him.
"Hell yeah. Best little pussy in 50 states," he teased, reaching down and rubbing Mom's crotch.
"Harold..." she whispered.
"Hush, you. Tell me he didn't see this tonight."
She turned her head, nuzzling his side. Silent.
She whimpered when I saw his fingers pull her panties aside and slide into her.
He looked over at me. "You were halfway inside Penny?"
"Yeah. Almost ready to give up. I'd spent the whole time working my way in. Mom said Penny was ready, and I started actually screwing her. Pulling out and pushing back in. It took forever, but eventually she started loosening up, and it wasn't like putting my dick through a grinder, finally."
"And that was with the lube," he said.
"A huge amount. I did get a rhythm going, and she seemed to be fine with it. She had stopped crying and groaning, and Colleen said she was Ok. Mom told me to push further. By the time I had all but a couple of inches in her, Penny was moaning again, but better. A good moan."
Dad grinned, fingering Mom hard, and getting a nice little response. "That kind of moan?" he teased.
Wow! "Exactly. So I sped up, fucking her harder, and the more I did, the better she responded. When I finally got all of it in her, she cried out for her Mom, and I could swear she came a little."
"A little?" Mom asked. "You need to learn more about women, baby. That was a nice one." She had opened her legs, and I had a hell of a view of Dad groping her.
"After that, I let loose. I fucked her hard, Dad. Mom told me to push her legs back, and as soon as I did, she came for me again."
"G-spot, son. Tilt her legs back, lift her hips, lower yours, and you're riding her g-spot. Big orgasms that way."
"Wow. Thanks. I wondered about that. It felt great."
"I know. Rubbing the crest of your head against the top of her cunt. It can make you too sensitive if you're not careful. Shorten the ride. We wouldn't want that."
Mom moaned when he said 'cunt', pressing his fingers into her hard. She was leaking pretty heavily. I could smell it from where I was. It was ridiculous that I was getting hard again after all I'd been through. Only for Mom.
"I guess the lube helped there. It was perfect. I couldn't believe how good it felt."
"Sounds to me like you lasted more than a couple of minutes," Dad said.
Mom was moaning softly, while Dad kept diddling her. "Forever, dear. He lasted forever. His Daddy's boy."
I laughed. "Forever, or maybe 15-20 minutes. Getting her to blow me first helped a lot. That didn't last long."
"With those two MILFs egging you on? Why am I not surprised?" He gave Mom a few rough strokes and she moaned for us again.
"Once she came for me like that, I rode her hard. All the way in, pounding her. I was bottoming out on every stroke, and she seemed to love it. She was building up to a big one. I saw enough of her orgasms yesterday to know what was happening. Mom told me to keep it steady, like I was doing it, until I couldn't hold back any longer. When I came in her she completely exploded, screaming, trembling, her whole body shaking. It went on and one. God, Dad, I wish you could have been there! I didn't know girls could come like that."
Dad was grinning at me again. He nodded down to his hand, and started hammering at Mom's pussy. She gasped, twisting her legs. "Hold her," he said.
I pinned her legs down, stopping her struggling, holding her open for him. I couldn't believe my eyes when he grabbed the crotch of her panties and tore them open. He stuck two fingers in her, and pounded her pussy. It scared me, how rough he was being, and she was getting off on it. Mom's legs started shaking, and he pulled his hand away, laughing. Mom immediately squirted on me, her whole body spasming, and Dad starting slapping her pussy, making her scream.
"Kind of like that?" he asked me.
I was gob-smacked. Completely in awe of my father. "Jesus, Dad. How'd you do that?"
He looked at me oddly for a bit, quietly before he seemed to come to a decision. "Pull her down into your lap," he said softly.
I lifted her hips, still trembling, setting her in my lap. Dad leaned over and took my hand in his. "These two fingers," he said, pushing down the two middle ones. He drew my hand down to her pussy, pushing those two fingers into her. "See that? Holding her like a case of beer, two fingers, two knuckles deep." He slid his fingers in with mine, pressing upward. "Up here, on top, that rough area. That's what you want. Now, like this." He started jerking his hand upward hard. "Pound her there. Hard. You can't be too rough. You try it."
I started pulling upward.
"Harder, son. She can take it."
Harder she got. Very hard. Lifting her hips by her tight little pussy, making her whimper and moan.
"That's it. This one should be quick. Once you get the first one, the rest are easy."
I copied what I'd seen, slamming away at the top of her pussy, making her squirm.
"Hold still, Alice," he told her, holding her shoulders down. "Use your other hand to keep her legs open, Jeremy."
I pushed her opposite leg away, still fingering her roughly. I felt her pussy pulse, swelling beneath my fingers, and she went off, screaming. She squirted on my hand, and I pulled it away, watching her come so hard, amazed at what I'd accomplished.
"You felt it, didn't you? Right before she comes?" Dad asked, as Mom continued to come for us.
"I did."
"Good. Next time, you pull away at that moment and enjoy the show. Give her another one, let's see you get this one right."
Mom gasped. "No Harold, no more."
"Hush, or I'll let him do it with my cock up your ass. Now be good."
I opened her legs, and she whimpered when I slid my fingers back inside her. Dad had her nightie pulled up to her shoulders and started playing with her tits, pulling on her nipples, while I hammered her pussy. It didn't take more than a minute or two this time, before I felt that pulse again. She cried out when I pulled my fingers away, squirting powerfully, unlike the first two times, wetting the couch down to her knees. She was crying, squirming, and kept coming over and over again.
"That's a huge one, you did good," Dad said, putting his hand around my neck and giving me that familiar squeeze of approval. "Smack her clit lightly, and we can keep her going for a while."
I grinned for him, and starting patting her clit. "A little firmer," he said softly.
Mom was going nuts, twisting and turning, her legs shaking uncontrollably. She started to slide off my lap. "Don't let her get away. Control her," Dad said.
I grabbed her by the pussy, and pulled her back, making her cry out even louder. I slapped her soaked pussy, grinding my cock into her ass, watching Dad strip her, teasing her, tweaking her nipples. It seemed like she'd lost control of all her muscles. I thought she was finally coming down when he leaned against me, "God, isn't she beautiful like this?"
"Incredible, Dad."
"Again, one last one. Like the last one, that was perfect."
I was alway proud when he acknowledged my getting something right. No more so than that moment. I reached into Mom, finding that magical spot, before tugging upward hard, like I was going to pull her pussy apart. She was crying hysterically, pushing me away with her hands, until Dad held her down. It took a little longer, and I was worried that we'd worn her out, until the waves took over her body, and I felt that tell-tale pulse. I pulled away, letting her squirt, before slapping at her dripping pussy, her juices splashing everywhere, her body once again spinning out of control.
She was oddly quiet, and I looked up to see Dad had his forearm pressed against her mouth and she was biting him.
Dad looked at me and smiled. "That was good. We have to let her down easy now, this is hard on her."
She kept squirming, muscles clenching spasmodically, once again in danger of falling off the couch. I leaned over, hugging her hips, holding her safely, kissing her soft belly. "Relax, Mom," I said softly, "Relax, that was beautiful. It's over now. Relax." I kept talking to her, holding her, my hands caressing her softly, my lips brushing across her hips, her belly, her pubis.
Dad was holding her in his arms, soothing her. "Shh, Alice, it's Ok. We're here. Jeremy and I. You're safe. We love you, baby."
He reached out squeezing my shoulder, the closest thing we have to a hug. "We can't do this very often. It takes a lot out of her. There are not many women that can let go like that, completely. It requires total and absolute trust." He lifted her like a ragdoll, and left her in my arms, naked straddling me. "Hold her for a bit. She needs to feel safe before she can come back to us. I'm going to get her some water, she's going to need it."
I held her, kissing her cheeks, her slender neck, holding her firmly in my arms. She was whimpering, even giggling, completely out of it. I felt her grind against me. I reached down and cupped her ass cheek, pushing down, settling her. "You were perfect Mom. I've never seen anything more beautiful. I love you, Mom. I'm here for you, and I love you."
She shivered. "Jeremy?"
I hugged her tight, "Welcome back, Mom."
She settled into my arms, purring. "Mmm, my naughty boys," she murmured, rubbing her head into my shoulder, curling up in my lap.
Dad showed up with a glass of water. "How is she?" he asked.
"Seems better. She knew who I was a second ago."
Dad leaned over, tilting her head back. "Alice," he said firmly.
She opened her eyes, giving him the most beautiful innocent smile. "Harold."
"Drink some water for me, please."
"I'm so tired. Jeremy has me."
"Yes he does. Drink, just a little Ok?"
She nodded, tilting her head back, and letting him place the glass against her lips. He raised the glass and she slowly drank about a third of it. "More, Alice," Dad said when she turned her head away.
"Sleepy," she pouted.
"Drink," he said firmer.
She was like an exhausted little girl. Shaking her head.
"Please, Alice, for Daddy?" he said softly.
"From your lips," she whispered.
Dad took a sip, and pressed his lips to hers, pulling back after a few moments. Mom cuddled into me. "Yummy Daddy," she whispered, already half asleep.
Dad lifted her chin up. "One more time, alright honey? From Daddy's lips."
She pouted. "No. From baby's lips."
Dad sighed and gave me the glass. I filled my mouth, draining the glass, and pressed my mouth against hers. She opened hers, and I let the water slowly drain into it, her tongue lashing out and teasing me while I did. When I was empty I kissed her softly.
"Good Mommy," I said softly.
She grinned, and pressed up against me, purring.
Dad got up and and grabbed an afghan, putting it around her shoulders. "Hell of a night, huh?"
"No kidding."
"Did you get any of that Colleen?" he asked, teasing.
"A little at the end. Penny was wiped out, and I was hard. I don't know if we have it on video. Mom was calling you around then, and we were starting to clean up."
"You lead a charmed life, Jeremy."
"You're not doing so bad yourself, old man. What you did with Mom? Unbelievable."
"No. It just takes time and patience, love and trust to get a woman there. We've had years and years to get it right."
She felt so wonderful, sleeping naked in my arms. The perfect end to a perfect day.
"Is she out for good, now?" I asked.
"Oh yeah. She'll be useless until she wakes up tomorrow."
"There's a DVD on my dresser upstairs that's labeled 'Dad'. You want to get it?"
"Now?"
"I think you'll like it," I said.
"I thought it wouldn't be ready until tomorrow."
"This is a different one. Trust me, Dad. You'll want to see it."
He heaved a sigh and made that huge journey up the stairs and down the hall. He came back down with the DVD in hand. "Can I get you a beer, I'm going to have one more."
"No Dad. I'm good."
He looked at me holding Mom in my arms. "Yeah, I guess you are."
He grabbed his beer and put the DVD on. "Use the headphones," I told him.
Dad grabbed the headphones adjusting the audio output. The DVD Menu came up, with two entries. 'Penny BJ' and 'Marie Confession'. He looked over at me, eyebrows furled in confusion. I nodded back at the screen.
Dad's weird. I know I would have gone instantly to the Marie Confession. Not Dad. Penny BJ was the first entry so he watched it in its entirety. About halfway through, he had his cock out, stroking it.
I, on the other hand, was more than content to hold my Mom, adjusting her in my lap, caressing her smooth skin, fondling her ass, cupping her tits. I stayed away from between her legs, figuring she had to be pretty damn sore down there. I did cup it a couple of times, gently rubbing, imagining using it. I was in heaven. What a wonderful way to wind down the day. I was done. Fucked out, but I still saw Mom out of control, a damn orgasm machine, and then got to hold her wonderful naked body.
Dad finished the first video, and moved onto the second. He watched in confusion, looking over at me several times at the beginning, unable to tear his eyes away once Aunt Marie was naked, stroking me on the screen.
I couldn't remember the words, so I watched, relaxed, enjoying the view of Aunt Marie's body, comparing it to the beautiful girl in my arms. Dad seemed to be enjoying it too, stroking his meat fast.
He turned to me, while Aunt Marie showed him her virgin butthole. "Wake her up, Jeremy. Now. Hurry."
I gave Mom a shake. "Mom. Wake up. Now Mom, wake up."
Her eyes fluttered open. "Jeremy," she said smiling.



Dad stood over her, his cock red and angry. "Open up, Alice. Now!" he said very firmly. I was shocked by her response, sitting up, stretching her head forward, opening her mouth wide, sticking her tongue out. Dad slid his cock between her lips and looking back at the paused image of Aunt Marie's puckered butt-hole, he came in Mom's mouth, groaning. She swallowed his load, sucking softly until he pulled away. Dad stroked her cheek. "Very good, Alice. Good girl."
She smiled, her eyes still closed. "Thank you, Harold," she murmured, settling back into my arms.
Dad must have watched that video for at least an hour. He watched it all the way through again, then started picking and choosing his parts. The butt part was an obvious favorite.
"Wake her gently, Jeremy. I'm sorry about last time. I didn't expect it to come on that fast."
"You want to do it inside her?" I asked. "We wouldn't have to wake her."
"If we hadn't played so hard, I would. It would hurt her now. She's dry and worn out. Her mouth is best. Don't worry, she's used to this."
I nudged her slowly awake, teasing her. "Wake up Mom. C'mon, wake up. Time for another feeding," I told her kissing her face. "Mmm. Jeremy feeding?" she asked.
"No Mom. Daddy feeding. Wake up Ok?" She grinned, sitting up a little straighter. Dad walked over, using the same exact words. "Open up, Alice. Now!" She opened her mouth again, leaning forward for her prize. Dad put his cock in Mom's mouth, and stroked it, while she sucked on the end. He had the remote going, replaying Aunt Marie's early blow-job. His hand was moving easily, Mom sucking away contentedly. Dad fast forwarded to Aunt Marie showing off her pussy, and then back to her tight virgin ass, offering it to him. His hand became a blur, occasionally hitting Mom's chin. She didn't seem to mind as he groaned his release, filling her mouth again. "Good girl," he said softly, and she smiled. "Thank you Daddy," she whispered, leaning back into me.
Dad sat back on the couch, still watching my aunt. He turned to me. "If you need to come, you can use her mouth. I understand."
He couldn't have stunned me harder if he'd hit me with a 2x4. "I'm fine now."
"Alright, but if you do need it, go ahead."
I hadn't, but when I thought about it, watching Aunt Marie, feeling up Mom, that started to change. I rose up and pulled my shorts down, freeing my cock. I started stroking it under the covers, reaching between her legs to do so. Mom seemed to wake a little, cuddling into me, then reaching down and playing with my cock. "Naughty Jeremy," she whispered softly, stroking me.
I couldn't believe how fast she had me ready. "Wake up Mom," I said softly.
She smiled, her eyes fluttering open. "Jeremy feeding?" she asked.
"Yes Mom, Jeremy feeding." I slid her off my lap, standing over her, my cock in front of her face. "Open up Mom," I said. She grinned, shaking her head no.
"Please Mom, Open up for me," I asked her. She clenched her lips, giving a quick shake of her head.
I looked over and Dad was watching me. "Open up, Alice, Now!" I growled at her.
She grinned and opened her mouth wide. I slid my cock between her lips, barely in time. She sucked me for a few seconds, before I had to come, giving her yet another feeding. I let her suck me dry, and didn't stop her until I firmed up again. I eased out of my Mom's naughty mouth. "Good girl," I whispered, kissing her forehead. "Thank you, baby," she said.
Dad pushed me out of the way, "Open up, Alice. Now!" She opened her mouth quickly, and he barely got between her lips before he came for her. A few seconds later he pulled out. "Good girl," he said and she smiled for him. "Thank you, Harold." She gave a little burp and giggled. "Yummy," she purred.
I sat down and took her back in my lap, ashamed of how we both were using her.
"Don't," Dad said softly. He had the movie paused on a closeup of Aunt Marie's pucker. "Don't think about it like that. She loves it."
Damn, he knew me so well. "She completely out of it, Dad," I said softly.
"No. She knows what's happening. She really does love it. She won't remember much tomorrow, but she'll remember every one of those loads. I know I'll be catching hell for letting your first time in her mouth be like that, but she'll thank me for it. Thank both of us."
He moved closer, brushing her hair back from her face. "She's a very sexual creature, your mother. She loves to be used. She craves it. It's part of why I've never shared her. She's so easily dominated. You won't go beyond what I allow, will you?"
"No Dad. You've never told me your rules, and Mom has only hinted at them. Whatever you say, I swear to you, as God is my witness, I won't go any further. I won't let her either. She tends to want to bend the rules sometimes."
He grinned. "I know. I'd appreciate that, if you kept her in line."
He looked serious for a moment. "She's still mine, you understand."
I nodded.
"No fucking. None. Not in her pussy, not in her ass."
"I won't."
"Nobody else gets to use her."
"Of course not!"
He laughed. "You say that easily enough, but what about when your girlfriend's mother shows up with a strap-on?"
"I understand. Her pussy and ass are off limits."
"Not off-limits. She can't be penetrated. If Penny decides she wants to pleasure your Mom, and you're Ok with it, I can let that slide. I wouldn't mind a video," he said grinning.
"Ok. I understand."
"Nobody but us, Penny and her Mom, and your Aunt."
"Got it."
"Ok, I think that covers it. Now you want to explain what that movie was about?" He nodded toward the screen.
"I thought it spoke for itself. She wants you, bad. Always has. She compares every man to you and of course they fall short. No wonder she goes through them like Kleenexes."
"Why? Why are you doing this? I'm not going to let you fuck your Mom, just because you hand me Marie on a silver platter."
"It's not that, Dad. I'm not trying to trade for her. If it was that easy, I'd have a line of girls out the door, ready to do anything you wanted."
He laughed. "I bet you would."
"I want to patch things up between Mom and Aunt Marie. Once and for all. I need you to help. You have more influence than anyone on her."
"Don't sell yourself short, Jeremy. You can wrap her around your little finger."
"Help me, Dad. I'm going to have Marie begging on her hands and knees for forgiveness, and opening her soul to Mom. You need to let Mom know that Marie's been good all these years. She has, hasn't she?"
Dad nodded. "Surprisingly so. Still flirting and the occasional teasing flash, but very well behaved."
"She's trying, Dad. Mom misunderstands. Marie wasn't trying to steal me. She wants to share. She'd never try to take you away from Mom. But she's willing to do anything to be under your control."
"She said that to you?"
I laughed. "Yes. She said that to you, on the video."
"Blow-jobs? Anal? That's not Marie."
"For you it is. She'll be our personal house slut. We only have to convince Mom she's not a threat."
"You're certain she's not?"
"Dad! Would you leave Mom for anything? For her?"
He snapped. "Of course not!"
"Would I trade this here, holding her, for anything?"
He smiled, seeing my point. "I don't imagine you would."
"She's no threat to the family. But I bet she'd be a hell-of-a toy."
He leaned back, thinking. "You want her too, don't you?"
I nodded. "Right now, Mom has agreed that I can do anything but fuck her in the pussy. I've already fucked those tits."
"Amazing?" Dad asked.
"Incredible. You're going to have do that soon." I grinned. "She wants us both. At the same time."
"You're cool with that?" he asked.
"I've fantasized about it. Fucking Aunt Marie, lying on my back, holding her ass open for you, and listening to her scream."
"You're thinking the same about your mother, aren't you?"
"Of course. She's so much hotter than Aunt Marie."
"If I go along with this, I'm not saying I'm going to let you have her, you understand."
"Yes. This isn't about fucking Mom. It's not even about fucking Aunt Maire. I could do that right now if I wanted. Mom would be pissed, but Aunt Marie would let me. It's about Mom and her sister, and their relationship. I want her happy. Deliriously, stupidly, walking around with an inane grin all day, happy."
Dad nodded. "I'll help if I can."
He stood, "Give her to me, I'm taking her to bed. Let me know what I can do."
I stood, holding her and passed her to him. She seemed really nervous, scared for a second when we exchanged her, but once in Dad's arms she settled down, smiling so sweetly.
"You want to give her one more before I put her down?" he asked.
"No. I think I'll wait until she's awake."
Dad grinned. "You're not as dumb as you look."
I laughed, squeezing his shoulder, then leaning down and giving Mom a kiss on her magical lips. "Mom's brains, Dad's looks," I told him.
"Ain't that the truth. Put away that DVD for me?"
"On my computer desk anytime you want it."
Dad started to walk away.
"I love you, Dad."
He hesitated, one foot raised on the second riser. "I...me too, Son."
I cleaned up the room, putting away the DVD, throwing away the bottles, clearing up wine glasses. Keeping myself busy. Wouldn't do to get all sappy. I knew he loved me anyway. Didn't need to hear it. We were men.
====================================
Hope you enjoyed the latest chapter in the Lap Moms saga. I enjoyed writing this one.
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======================
My office Angel shows me her devilish side.
Tx Quickies (TxQ) are short little one shot tales. Quick reads which I have no intent to continue.
======================
Linda had been working for us as a temp for a few months. She was doing a good job, had a nice attitude, and even though she dressed very casually, she looked good in what she wore. Nice addition to the office all around.
She was still in college, and had taken a semester off. She was a junior, but her funding had dried up when her parents split up. Linda was a referral from a friend, and it didn't take long to figure out she really needed the job, and would work hard for it. Her car was in the shop, she barely had enough money for gas. Her mother was working, but couldn't even pay their bills without help. The 20 hours of part-time work was like throwing a life-preserver to a drowning woman.
She was a good worker, and conscientious, but had no practical experience. I didn't mind, she was offloading my work on the cheap, and making progress every day. She was excellent at some things, in particular making sure that nothing slipped through the cracks.
She had quietly asked for more hours, and I'd upped them to 30. I definitely had enough work for her. I was giving her more responsibility, but watched over her to make sure that nothing too bad happened. She made a few mistakes here and there, but nothing critical. I was very happy with her work, and she really did brighten up the office. Her youthful exuberance was infectious. Her kindness and goodness was inspirational.
My boss wasn't crazy about her. She'd dropped the ball once on something he'd asked her to do, and he'd lost his confidence in her. I had to remind him she was only a temp and still in school. Not qualified to do half of what we asked of her, and quite the bargain.
When the group down the hall hired a girl for a similar position, she was making $1.50 more an hour than Linda. I raised her rate, thinking it only fair.
Simple enough, right? $45 extra a week wasn't going to break us. But it brought tears to her eyes and earned me a hug. Kind of sweet.
Some people live a charmed life. Linda had the proverbial black cloud over her head. Every time things were looking up, something would happen to slap her down again. On occasion she was self-destructive, other times it was just damned bad luck.
Her car breaking down, right when she started, she'd earned through lack of maintenance. I understand she had no money for maintenance but that was a different issue. She and her mother carpooled for nearly two weeks before she had her car back.
Getting a ticket for turning left illegally was a questionable one. The sign saying no left turn was hard to see, in a busy intersection. She couldn't afford the ticket, or the insurance bump, so she had to take online safety training. Like I said, kind of a wash, her fault and bad luck.
Having bees move into the walls of the tiny house she shared with her mother was just rotten luck.
Each time, it cost her more money she didn't have, and she struggled. The raise seemed to be what was needed, to balance out the equation.
With school starting up, we worked out a more flexible schedule so she could start classes again. She was paying her own way, with about 80% of her tuition coming out of scholarships and such. The last 20% came out of her paycheck.
Linda worked hard. Coming in early to make up hours, working late when needed. She was studying, taking classes, working and helping her mother out. A good girl, going to a nice little Baptist college, and doing her best to get by.
She was less than half my age, but I liked her. Sure, I occasionally lusted after her, especially when she wore her ultra low cut jeans, or her shirts which displayed her more than adequate cleavage. But I liked her more than I lusted after her. How often do you meet truly nice girls?
When a medical bill for allergies rolled in, threatening to obliterate her school savings, I pitched in. I was notorious for not turning in business receipts to get paid back.
I dumped a box of receipts on her. "If you have some time this week, you might do a little chore for me, off the clock."
She looked up at me curious. I'd never asked for anything like that. "Sure, what?"
"Deal with these expenses. Fill out the forms, make the copies, find the dates, you know, all that junk. Whatever I get back, I'll give you 20%."
She appeared dumbstruck. "That's crazy, Alex. That's your money."
"We're supposed to turn these in within 30 days. I've got some going back almost 12 months. I've already been told I'll lose any expenses over 12 months old. For me it's like found money. On my own, I'd probably never get around to it."
Linda worked late, two nights in a row. Less than two weeks later, I got an expense check for nearly $3,000. I had no idea it was going to be that much. I wrote her out a check for $600, and had her crying again. I hated to see her cry.
It wasn't one of those really messy cries. Her face would slowly redden, and I'd see her eyes well up. As the tears rolled down her face, she'd lose her breath, almost hiccoughing.
I walked over to her where she was seated and wrapped my arm around her shoulders. "Don't cry. I hate to see a pretty girl cry," I told her.
"You're too good to me."
"Nonsense. Things will be fine. It'll work out for the best."
She sniffled. "It never did before you."
"Now you're being silly. I'm getting out of here before you get me all weepy." As I pulled away, she pulled me close for a second, hugging me tightly. Unfortunately it was around the waist, her face pressed into the pocket of my pants. Fortunately, she didn't seem to notice when I responded to her impromptu display of affection. I didn't harden completely, but I was feeling pretty weighty down there, and after a few more seconds it would be impossible to hide it.
I somehow managed to escape her sweet clutches with (most of) my chivalry intact.
* * *
I got a call. It's complicated, and would be a real pain to go into, but we'd made a mistake. A big one. Probably about $20,000 big.
I was in hot water. Normally I was pretty untouchable. I did my job, did it well, and took on the tasks nobody else wanted. This had been one of those. A disguised time-bomb.
I called Linda into my office. She was looking cute as ever, with her stupidly tight low cut jeans, and one of the shirts I'm fairly certain she wore as a favor to me. Light, with a squared off drop neck that showed not only cleavage, but a fair amount of her upper boob. Sweet girl.
I explained the situation and we started our internal investigation. We worked until late, running through email trails, checking and rechecking documents. Calling vendors and grilling them. We were parked at her desk, while she worked the keyboard. I had chosen a strategically sound position standing over her shoulder, where I could look down her shirt on occasion without being too obvious.
Around 6:30 pm I found it.
I owned the problem. On a list of about 80 items, two of their names differed by only a couple of letters. I had chosen the wrong item.
I was devastated. I called my partner in crime on the west coast, figuring to catch him before he left for the day. We had discussed the choices in detail. I knew I'd narrowed the selection down to the right one. I was fairly certain of it. He confirmed all my choices to his recollection. We knew the right answer, and I'd written down the wrong one. I thanked him for his help and hung up.
I sighed, and ran my fingers through my regretfully thinning hair. "I fucked up, Linda. I don't know how, but I definitely ordered the wrong part. This might get ugly." I think it was the only time I'd ever used profanity in front of her. She was a darling innocent young girl going to a private religious college. I didn't like to curse in front of her.
Her face was screwed up, almost in tears.
I stroked her hair, mentally castigating myself for once again looking down her shirt. "Don't worry about it. It happens to all of us. Even me."
She started crying. "I...I think I did it. The form you gave me was an old one. I used the updated one, and copied your order over. I know I checked the wrong one. I'm so sorry." She was sobbing, trying to get it out.
I leaned over her, grabbing some tissues from the desk and passing them to her. "Don't cry. It happens. We all make mistakes. If this is the biggest one you ever make you'll be the luckiest girl in the world."
I put my arm around her shoulders, as I had before, and she hugged me, crying into my pocket. It was becoming a habit of hers. "No! $20,000 dollars is not a little mistake. It's going to ruin me!"
I hushed her. "I promise you it won't. It happens, Ok? Don't cry, Linda. Please."
I was wearing khaki's and it was obvious the waterworks were in full-flow. I had a huge wet spot near my hip. It was kind of embarrassing.
I leaned over and hit the speaker-phone button on her phone, before dialing my boss's extension. "Dan, Alex here. I found the error. It was me. I screwed up. I definitely placed the wrong order."
"Damn it, Alex! This is a fucking disaster! How could you do this?"
"I know. It's late now, but I'll do what I can to fix it. They owe me a few favors, I'll see what we can work out." Linda was still crying next to me, softer now. I was seated on the arm of her chair, holding her around the shoulders, while she soaked my side for a while.
Dan was still not pleased. "Do what you have to. But I'm still going to have to report in tomorrow. I can't take the fall for this one, Alex."
"No, I understand. Let Tom know I'll do what I can. I'll get it straightened out. I'm pretty sure I can resolve this."
"Fucking miracle if you do," Dan growled. "Call me tomorrow with an update."
I looked down at my sad little helper. It wasn't her fault. This was out of her pay grade. I should have double checked the order. Her face was lying across my thigh, while her back heaved in quiet sobs. I rubbed her back gently, and looked down to see her low cut jeans had shifted downward, exposing her lower back, and a plumber's share of her cute butt.
She stopped her crying, rubbing her face against my leg to dry her tears. She sat up a little straighter, inadvertently giving me a nice view of her rack again.
I chuckled to see her mascara had smeared on my leg, leaving a dark stain where her head had been laying.
"You have to tell him it's my fault," she said softly.
"No way. It's not your fault. It's my decision, and my responsibility. So stop crying now. I'll fix this. I always do. Things'll work out Ok?" I stood and patted her shoulder. "It'll be fine."
She started crying, louder and harder than ever. I was worried she'd have the janitorial crowd calling the police on me, for abuse. Linda hugged me around the waist, wailing like it was the end of the world.
"What's wrong now?" I asked solicitously, stroking her dirty blonde hair.
"You're the best boss in the world. I don't deserve you," she sobbed.
"Shhh. Pretty girls shouldn't cry. And it's me who doesn't deserve you. Relax, Ok? It's not the end of the world, I promise." I pulled her face up to look at me, and brushed the tears from her eyes. "Please don't cry, Linda."
She wrapped her arms firmly around me, and pressed her face against my waist once more.
All the holding, and stroking, and naughty views, had me in a very awkward position. My loose Khaki's did little to hide it. When she pressed her face against me this time, I felt her cheek press against my hardness. I felt her stiffen then slowly draw away.
Damn it. Now I'd done it.
She looked up at me with moist puppy dog eyes, her face still red, her mascara a mess. Eyes locked on mine, she eased her face forward until she made contact with my obvious bulge. She rubbed against it like a cat, rubbing both cheeks against it, before she closed her eyes, and moved against it even more sweetly.
I tried to do the right thing. I slowly backed away, but she grabbed me by the hips, turning with me so that I was backed up against her desk. She twisted in her chair, her legs bracketing mine, and pressed her lips firmly against my aching shaft.
"Linda," I whispered, but she looked up and shushed me, pressing her finger to her lips. Those same fingers moved forward, carefully undoing my belt, and unzipping my pants. It took her a few more seconds to have me uncovered to my knees.
I watched her young, innocent tongue trace my length, her lips bestowing a shower of tiny kisses anywhere she could reach. She sat up tall, and I was afforded the opportunity of watching my cock disappear between her lips. I moaned loudly while she took me deep.
She was so damn pretty, with her mouth full of my stiff rod. She made love to my cock, kissing it, sucking it, adoring it. I'd never had anybody before or since devote herself so completely and lovingly to my satisfaction.
I warned her when I was about to come, and she nodded for me, moving just a little more overtly until I filled her mouth. With my seed.
"Linda," I moaned softly.
She looked up at me and smiled, putting her fingers to her lips again, requesting silence. Then her mouth engulfed me again, cleaning me thoroughly.
Good thing I was leaning against the desk. My legs would have given out long ago. She continued her loving adoration, patient and sweet, for a long, long time. She took a short break to remove her shirt and bra, and continued her loving actions until I started to harden for her again. All in total silence.
Her mouth, her sweetness, and her very, very nice tits, were a formidable combination.
When I was back to full hardness, a near miracle at my age, she pulled away from me and stood up. She worked hard to lower her jeans past her hips, then dropped them all the way to the floor stepping out of them.
She stood on tiptoes, and kissed me softly. "I'm a virgin, Alex, and I'd like to stay that way until my wedding day. If that's Ok."
"Ok? Of course."
She kissed me long and deep, and when she pulled away she was blushing. "I'd like to feel you inside me, please. In my bottom, if that doesn't bother you to much."
"Bother me? Angel, that's a dream come true."
She gave me one last peck, her hand toying with my cock. She bent over at the waist, mouthing my cock, sucking me messily, until I was dripping with her saliva. Her hand was between her legs, playing with herself. When she turned to the desk and leaned over it, her tight little ass offered to me, I could see she'd lubed her butt-hole with her own, plentiful juices.
I guided my cock to her butt-hole, pressing firmly, holding myself tightly and pushing against her until I felt a little 'pop', and I glided in. She moaned naughtily. It took a bit of work but I slowly filled her ass with my full length, until I could manage no more.
"Fuck me, Alex," she said softly.
I held her delicious young cheeks in my hands, and slid in and out of her, slowly and gently. My leisurely pace quickened, while I carefully extended both my reach inside of her, and the speed of my thrusts. Her soft whimpers were driving me crazy. I wish I could say I pounded that sweet ass into submission for an hour, making her scream for me over and over.
No I don't. I was happy with what I could accomplish, opening her until she was relaxed enough for a nice firm deep stroke. I held her hips, using more of my body, leaning over her, fucking her. She was moving under me, moaning almost continuously pressed into the desk over and over again. She moved the papers out of the way, and pressed her tits into the wood, stretching her arms out in symbolic submission. She was at my mercy.
But I was at the mercy of that tight ass. It felt too good. It had been too, too long. And knowing who it was under me, added just the right amount of mental stimulation.
I grabbed her shoulders and fucked her ass as hard as I could, heedless of the pressure on the front of her thighs from the unforgiving wood. She cried out softly, her legs trembling while I used her. I groaned deeply, after a dozen strokes or so, burying myself in her bowels, and unloading for an eternity.
I eased out of her, grabbing some tissues, and cleaning myself as well as I could. I was already feeling guilty over what I'd done. Even though I knew it was very wrong, I also knew that I'd do it again given half a chance.
She pulled up her panties, wiggling her butt for me, then turned to me and gave me a shy smile. I saw that I had brought tears to her eyes, one more time.
"Are you Ok?" I asked, moving forward and brushing her precious tears away.
"Wonderful," she said softly. She gave me a little kiss, then leaned down and started the battle to pull those skin tight jeans over that delicious ass. It required a bit of dancing and squirming, but she finally managed. She leaned back against the desk, naked from the waist up. It was a hell of a view. She didn't seem to mind in the least when I moved against her body, and filled my hands with those soft pale tits.
"Did you like it? Was I Ok?" she asked hesitantly.
I gave her tits a nice little squeeze. "Did I like it? What do you think?"
Her smile was warming. "I think maybe you liked it, just a little."
I laughed and hugged her tightly. "You were incredible. I don't remember ever having felt anything that good. I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"Maybe just a little," she whispered, "but I liked it a lot. It was the naughtiest thing I've ever done."
I kissed her. "It was amazing."
She returned the kiss, until I released her. "You are the best boss, ever, you know. I...I could love you."
I held her pretty face in my hands. "You're too good for me. You're too pretty and too damned sweet for words."
She gazed into my eyes. "I don't always have to be good. I can be bad, really bad, for the right person." She pulled my finger into her mouth, sucking on it. "I want to be so bad. An Angel in public, a devil in bed. Your horny little devil?"
I saw her look up at the clock, and I peeked over my shoulder it was 8 o'clock. One hour. One crazy little hour that turned my life upside-down.
"Oh! I have to go, Mom's going to kill me," she moaned, quickly packing up her things, while I watched her youthful animation.
She jogged over and gave me one quick last kiss, before heading out. "See you tomorrow!"
"Bet on it." Even in retreat, it was the cutest ass I'd ever seen. Attached to the sweetest girl I'd ever known.
* * *
I did manage to salvage the order, eating about $1100 in expenses. Nothing too unreasonable.
Linda blushed every time she saw me that next morning. She was generous with her hugs and caresses, and even the occasional kiss on the cheek. But no more than that. I was cautious not to return them, although my arms nearly cramped from holding back.
The caresses and hugs diminished over time. Within two months she was engaged to her boyfriend of the last few years. I took her to lunch to celebrate, and though our eyes and glances spoke volumes, we never talked about it.
I never was with her again. I knew I had to let her go. She was young, in the spring of her life, and I was well into Autumn. She was as pure as a cool mountain stream, and I had a checkered past so full of peccadilloes, just being around me would sully her.
She left us 8 weeks later. I was pleasantly surprised to receive a wedding invitation. She got married in a beautiful ceremony that I attended. When I kissed the bride, I had a hard time keeping it together, and felt the tears well up in my eyes. I was touched to see hers glisten in response. I didn't stay around for the reception.
I wonder if things might have been different. What if I'd taken her home that night? What if I'd talked to her about it? What if I'd grabbed her ass when she walked by, or pinned her in a corner and kissed her?



What if? What if?
What if I let her live the life she deserved, with someone who would treat her like the Angel she was, and enjoy the Devil she could become? What if I lived with the memory of a unique, incredible and memorable experienced, knowing I'd done the right thing, for once? The hardest thing I've ever done.
-
This one's for you Linda. I wish you love and happiness always.
-
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Love potion overdose changes everything. Quite a warped little tale, please forgive me. Wasn't quite sure which category to put it into, so I went with Nonconsent. You'll see why.
This story is based on a premise submitted by sirhugs in the "Story Ideas" section of the Literotica bulletin board.T I'm a little surprised he didn't write it, he certainly has the chops, and I found the twisted plot irresistible, and gave it an extra hard twist. Thanks for the inspiration.
TX Shorties are short (2 pages or less) standalone stories, with abbreviated plots (if any). I have no intention of continuing any of them.
===========================
It hadn't been difficult to procure the serum. Not when you're the head of security. I had seen the results of the latest trials. Unbelievable. They had gallons of the stuff, no way they'd miss one little vial full.
I'd checked the lead scientist's hand written notes, locked up in the safe. It could be taken with food or drink. It had little taste, but was best taken with something sweet, something about enhancing delivery. One ounce was the latest trial dosage.
It was Saturday morning. Time to implement the plan.
I love my wife Pamela. Adore her. Almost twenty years we'd been together. The only place we weren't compatible was in bed.
She had been fun once, but now she was only willing to do it a couple of times a month. No blow-jobs in over 3 years. Nothing but plain vanilla missionary, and I had to beg for that. She kept herself looking gorgeous, exercising, dressing nice, that kind of stuff. I was afraid she was having an affair, and had her checked on. Sixteen hundred dollars to find out she was boring.
She wasn't going to be boring much longer. I had prepared her favorite fruit smoothie. She would attend her morning exercise class, and return in a little over an hour. The serum took about 90 minutes to take effect. By the time she got done showering she would be primed.
Our daughter would be out of our hair at a softball tournament. Jenny's co-ed team was good, they almost never lost in the first couple of rounds, and I had a mantle of trophies to prove it. If things held true to form, they'd play until dark, and have dinner together. She had hit me up for $20 last night. As usual, whatever she asked for, I gave her double. I could deny her nothing. Worse, she knew it.
In a few minutes, my Princess would be gone. The house would be mine. Soon, my lovely wife would be as well.
I had heard the rumors of the early drug trials. Women so desperate for sex, they'd scream and beg for it, open to anything. They had to be restrained. One fifty-seven year old had gone through six volunteers, and still was crazy with need. The program was nearly shut down before they got the dosages and treatments right. The last three trials had been incredible. Now they were investigating long term effects.
I was careful. I'd gone easy, starting with half of the last test dosage. One half ounce, added to her morning shake. Just enough to goose her libido.
My wife came down the stairs, ready for the gym. She looked incredible, still, after all these years. I watched her sit down at the table and take a sip of her smoothie, and found myself getting hard already. My loose shorts were doing a bad job of hiding it.
"Morning, Mom, Dad," Jenny called out, hopping down the stairs in her shorts and team t-shirt. I was still amazed she was ours. Pretty, cheerful, smart, popular, the brightest star in the night-sky of my life. Good, too, church going, involved, the ring on her hand a symbol of her chastity, disappointing so many boys.
I ducked into the kitchen to hide my erection. "Morning Angel," I answered, opening the refrigerator door and using that as a shield, in case she walked in.
"I might be out late. I'll call if it's after 8:00, Ok?" My daughter called out.
"You should eat some breakfast," Pamela told her.
"No time. Wendy's already here. I'm running late, gotta go. Love ya."
I heard the door slam, and walked to the dining area, a cup of coffee in hand. "How's the smoothie?"
"I think one of the juices might have been old. It had a weird after taste," Pamela said.
I smiled and stood watching her nibble her toast. It was then that I noticed her drink was gone. "You finished it already?"
She shook her head. "I wish. Your rotten little 'Princess' stole it. No time for breakfast, so she swiped half of mine."
I felt a cold chill run down my back. Jenny drank some of the potion? Innocent Jenny, precious little Princess that had never even been on a real date?
"Did she say where she's playing?" I asked.
"I don't know, probably Allen park," Pamela said, standing up and giving me a quick kiss on her way out the door.
I got dressed and hopped in my car. She wasn't at Allen park. Not at the city park or the high-school. I drove around for two hours, searching for my baby.
It was only half a dose. Less than that, Pam drank some. Jenny's a complete innocent. It probably won't have any effect. All the sports, it might just flush it out of her system. She'll be fine. She has to be.
I pulled in the driveway, behind my wife's van. It was parked horribly. Ammo to tease her with, since she always complained about my parking.
I wasn't two steps inside the doorway, before Pamela was on me, naked, tearing at my clothing. "God, where have you been? I need you Nick. I need it. Please."
The door was still open, my naked butt facing the street when she took me in her mouth. I closed the door, and sighed in relief. She must have drank most of it. Thank god.
I grinned, hardening in her mouth. I felt incredibly good. Strong. I had taken one of the lab's new hybrid pills, 'male enhancement', guaranteed longer, harder, more frequent erections for 24 hours.
Pamela didn't want foreplay. She dragged me into the middle of the floor and straddled me, going wild, hammering her sopping pussy on my cock, talking dirty, filthy.
"You like that big cock, baby?" I teased.
"Cock. Big fucking cock. Fill me up," she gasped. "Deep, hard, cock-fucking."
I pulled her down, slowing our pace. She snarled at me, slapping my hands away. She squatted over my shaft, grabbed my hips, and pounded up and down so hard and fast it hurt. "FUCK, FUCK, FUCK," she screamed. "Fuck me you bastard, fuck that pussy! Dick, prick, cock in my burning cunt!"
She had a huge orgasm, then climbed off and started sucking me again. She was an animal. The stuff really worked. I wondered how long the effect lasted?
Pamela leaned over the end of the couch, wiggling her ass. "Give it to me, baby. Fill my hot cunt with your meat stick. It's burning up for you, Nick, my pussy's on fire and only your hose can put it out."
I laughed and slid in behind her, filling her up, repeatedly. I smacked her shaking ass, and she came, begging for more. I took a chance and teased my finger around her forbidden back door. She moaned, pushing back against me, "Yeah, baby. That's it. Take what you want. Anything. Everything," she growled.
My dream come true. She was mine completely, no holding back. I slid my finger in her butt, and she screamed out again. God, everything made her come. No wonder the test subjects loved this. I slapped her sweet cheeks, and walked around the couch, pulling her face down hard onto my cock. I held her head and fucked her face, watching her struggle, turning red, her body shaking. I pushed hard, making her swallow my cock for the first time, clutching the back of her head, forcing her nose into my belly.
I released her, and she pulled away gasping. "God, Nick! About fucking time! Fuck my face. Just like that. Make me come again." She lunged for my cock and I was back in her throat. I fucked her pretty mouth. Fucked it until she came, and then I did, shooting down her throat.
I groaned my release, and gasped when I hit my head hard against the floor. She had dragged me down and straddled my face, grinding her pussy against my mouth. "God, I need you so bad, Nick. I'm on fire. My whole body's on fire. You have to put it out, before I explode."
I ate her, feeling her squirming on my tongue, going off, screaming. She climbed off and went down on me, sucking my soft dick. She couldn't get enough of it.
"More cock, Nick. I need more cock. Get hard for me. Now," she growled.
"I...I might need a few minutes," I gasped. Fuck. This stuff was out of control. Next time I'd use a quarter of an ounce. Make it last for months.
Pamela got up and dragged a dining room chair into the middle of the room. High backed, with no arms. "Sit!" she demanded.
I sat down watching her. Her whole body was red, like a huge blush. Her nipples were hard, sticking out as big as I had ever seen. There was a stream running down the inside of her both her legs. She had a desperate look in her eye.
She pulled my arms behind me, and I felt her tie my wrists together with my own belt, and tie it to the chair. She stood in front of me smiling wickedly. "There. Now it's mine. Fucker's all mine!"
She lowered her face over my cock, stroking and sucking, until I was hard again. Thank God for my own pharmaceutical helper. It usually took an hour or more between hard-ons. This one hadn't taken 10 minutes. She climbed up and mounted me, feeding me her tits, hammering her pussy down on my hard staff.
SLAM. The front door swung wide open on its hinges, bouncing off the wall. I looked up and saw two big guys walking in. I couldn't understand what I was seeing at first. They were carrying my daughter. My precious Jenny. She was writhing in their grip, "Fuck," she gasped, "Please, somebody, stick it in, somewhere, anywhere." Her voice sounded hoarse, like she'd been screaming. She was naked, covered in cum. Covered, everywhere.
They were wearing their team shirts, but were naked from the waist down. Hard erections waved with every step, and Jenny, my sweet Jenny, was desperately reaching for them.
The guys carried her across the room, only a few feet away. They all watched my wife fucking herself silly on my cock, but didn't slow down. Three, four, five, six guys walked past. One other girl, Becky, our neighbor. Most were barely dressed, and undressing as they went.
"Pamela! Let me up," I yelled, struggling underneath her. "Stop!" I screamed at the men carrying my daughter.
They laughed, walking by, while my wife fucked me. "Deeper, Nick. Fuck me, fuck! More cock! More baby."
Randy, Jenny's long time best friend came in and closed the door. "God, Mr. Young, your wife too? What's gotten into them? Is Mrs. Young out of control like Jen?"
"What..."
He walked closer, one hand on his cock, the other reaching out to touch Pam's back. "Middle of the second game. We're in the dugout and Jenny started ripping her clothes off. She was crazy. Climbing on us, tearing at our crotches, begging for cock to 'put out the fire'. We had to forfeit, and she was pulling the team train, before Julie and I could convince them to at least take her home."
He looked upset. Not enough to stop him from stroking his dick. Or touching my wife.
I wanted to scream at the young man, but if my Princess had been anything like her mother, it was hopeless. I struggled to calm himself. "Thank you, Randy. I'm sorry you had to see this."
Pamela gasped and turned around on my lap. She reached forward and grabbed Randy, pulling him forward, kissing him. "Please, Randy, I know you want me, I see how you look at me. I need it baby," she begged. She had her hand around his cock, pulling him forward while she had my cock in her other hand, sitting down on it.
"Pamela, don't! Just me, I'll satisfy you," I pleaded.
She ignored my words, pressing my cock against her butt-hole. She was ridiculously tight, and moaned as I penetrated her ass for the first time. She shuddered, coming hard, then looked back up at Randy. She leaned back against me, opening her legs, drawing Randy closer. He pulled out an accordion of rubbers, tearing of the last, and sliding it over his cock. He looked at me, reddening.
"Mrs. Young," he moaned, reaching for her fat tits.
"Call me Pamela, while you fuck my brains out, Randy. Put out the fire. Fuck me, stud. Gimme that cock!"
I could barely move, but I felt his motion as he pounded his youthful meat into her. The door opened and four more guys walked in, carrying a cooler. Randy looked over at them, "Down the hall, second door on the left."
"Who...who are these guys? I don't recognize some of them." Ten. Ten men, in with my virgin daughter. Virgin? Who was I kidding.
"The other team," he said through gritted teeth, humping my wife wildly.
"You've got to stop them, Randy. Not all those guys. Stop them. She...she can be yours, not everybody's."
He paused, panting, his cock buried in my horny wife. "I tried Mr. Young. I did, I swear. I love her you know. I always have. She didn't care. One dick wasn't enough for her. Two dicks aren't. She wants three of them, in her, all the time. She screams and cries if any of her holes are empty. It was horrible to see her crying like that, begging for more cock. Pleading." He wiped his eyes. The boy was crying. "I tried. I did. She doesn't even recognize me."
"Three cocks," my wife whispered, shuddering. "Yes, three cocks. More cocks."
"No baby," I whispered, "I'll take care of you. Randy will help me."
Randy was plugging her again, and she moaned, coming for him. He leaned over and grabbed the back of the chair, pumping hard, groaning, spending an eternity pounding her sloppy pussy, and then grunting, coming, his cock buried inside Pamela.
He looked at me. "What happened to them? Why are they like this?" He still had his cock in her, and was touching her, fondling her adoringly while questioning me.
I couldn't hold his gaze. I looked away. "I...I don't know."
He leaned over and kissed Pamela, and she clung to him. Pulling her ass of my cock, she stood with him. "Let me help my baby girl," she said. "Ten is too many for her, I'll help. Five each."
"No, Pamela!" I shouted.
Randy looked over at me guiltily, and took my wife to the back of the house.
I was able to move around a bit with the chair, but I couldn't for the life of me get my hands free. I'd been working on it for about 10 minutes, listening to the party down the hall, men laughing, calling out, joking. Female gasps and cries of pleasure. I yelled for someone to come down and release me, but it didn't help.
The door open again, and I shuddered. Another group of guys and girls, laughing, having the time of their lives. Julie, one of her oldest childhood friends, came over to me.
"Thank God, Julie, please untie me, we have to stop this."
She sat down on my lap, frowning. "What the fuck is going on, Mr. Young? And why are you here like this?"
I watched the latest crowd walk down the hall, following the noise. Three more guys walked in, carrying a stack of pizzas, and waved as they walked by. I did the math. Seventeen guys, including Randy.
Julie reached down and put her hands on my cock, stroking me. "Randy says Mrs. Young is on fire, too. What's the deal?"
"Please untie me, Julie," I begged.
"You know, I always thought you were pretty hot. Nice cock, too." She leaned down and pressed her lips to mine, opening her mouth wide, kissing me. "You gonna tell me what you did?"
"Nothing, I swear. I don't know what's going on."
She walked into the kitchen, returning with a moist dishtowel which she used to clean my cock, which was stiffening under her ministrations.
"Do you ever think about fucking me, Mr. Young?" She stood up and slipped her shorts and panties off, straddling me again. "Jesus, seeing her like that has me so horny."
"Please, Julie. You're her friend. I have to help her. Her and her mother."
"The only way you could help her right now, is by sticking this hard cock in one of her well used holes," Julie laughed, pressing the head of my cock into her opening. "Is that how you want to help? Fuck your cute little girl, instead of me?"
I shuddered as she settled down onto my shaft. "Fuck her mouth, her pussy, her tight little butt-hole?"
"No, please. Help me Julie, I'm begging."
She kissed me softly. "There's nothing we can do. Randy and I both tried. She doesn't know who I am. She goes crazy if she doesn't get cock. Lots of it."
She rocked up and down on my cock, rubbing her chest in my face. She took off her shirt and bra, so she could press her tits into my mouth. "I'm scared for her, Mr. Young. How long is this going to last?"
"I don't know. I swear I don't know."
She settled down on my cock and ground against me. "She has her Mom with her, that should help."
"Please, Julie. Help me."
She looked sad, hugging me. "I am. The best I can. You can't go in there. You shouldn't see it. There's no way you can stop it, there's more than a dozen college guys in there, taking turns on her. She's begging for it, I bet her Mom is too, and nothing's going to stop them. If you tried to, you'd get hurt."
"I could call the police," I said.
She shook her head. "They're both legal age, and they are pleading for it. Nobody is forcing anybody. If Randy, me and Becky weren't here, there'd be a hundred guys in this house, and a line down the street. We'll try to keep it under control."
Under control? Seventeen men taking turns on my wife and daughter?
She pressed her sweet young lips to mine, and I kissed her back. She was a good kid. I believe she was trying to help. "Relax now, Mr. Young, and let me take care of you, before I go check on your women, Ok?"
I nodded helplessly, and let her ride me, fucking me wildly, until I came for her. She rested in my lap, grinning. "There, don't you feel better? I know I do. I've been fantasizing about that for a long time."
"Thank you, Julie. Please help them."
She kissed me quickly, and stood up. "Be right back." She returned from the garage, and started tying me more securely to the chair.
"Don't! What are you doing?" I asked, incredulous.
"Taking care of you. I don't want you to do anything stupid. I'll be checking on you. We have to get them through this. We'll help each other."
It must have been over an hour later when Becky came down. An hour of listening to screams of pleasure, groaning, laughing, strangers using my wife and my Princess as sex toys. "How are you doing, Mr. Young? Can I get you a beer or something?"
"Untie me. You could untie me."
She shook her head. "Randy and Julie would kill me. It's for your own good." She walked past and into the kitchen, returning with a beer and a piece of cold chicken. She was wearing a t-shirt, and nothing else. It didn't even cover half her ass.
"I don't know how they can take it. A couple of hours of fucking, and I'm completely worn out." She tore off some of the chicken and fed me. "And that is with one guy."
I guess she wasn't completely worn out. I'm ashamed to say I was hard again, from listening to the abuse, and she mounted me, pouring the beer down my throat and feeding me. She rode me to completion, promising they were going to do their best to take care of us. All of us.
Every hour or so, one of them would check on me. Randy would make sure the ropes were holding, offer me a drink, and update me. His report never changed. They were getting all holes filled and begging for more.
Becky and Julie would come down, get me hard if I wasn't already, and go for a ride. On her last visit Julie was worked up, and fucked herself ragged on my cock. "You're the only one I'm doing," she whispered. "Just you, Mr. Young. I wish I could do more for you." She hugged me, running her fingers through my hair. "You're going to owe Becky. She's doing the hard part. Keeping the boys ready, putting the condoms on them, making sure they don't play too rough. Keeping the cameras out of the room. It would be bad if she wasn't here."



By the time it was dark, the place was settling down. A few guys left, some more arrived. Randy helped me pee into a jug, refusing to let me go to the bathroom. I had more than a dozen beers, and was amazed I was still getting it up for Julie and Becky. One of the other girls came down and rode me, I don't even know her name. Ugly little thing, but a pretty tight pussy. Guess she couldn't compete with my gorgeous wife and daughter.
By 3:00 am, I'd had to pee twice more, got fed some pizza, and had an anal ride by the ugly one. Becky was pissed off, and dragged her back downstairs, making her clean me up, and get me hard again, before Becky had her ride. She looked tired, riding me gently. "You too, right? Whatever happened to them, you got some of it. No way you stay hard like this all day long." She held me in her arms, fucking me slowly. "Don't worry, Julie and me, we'll get you through this. There's only about a dozen guys still up there, I think the girls are finally calming down." She did her best to take care of me, earning another load. She kissed me softly. "It's going to be Ok, Mr. Young."
Ok? My wife and daughter gangbanged by two dozen men. Ok?
Julie came down later and hugged me. "Mrs. Young is done. We cleaned her up and put her down in the guest room and we locked the door. I think Jenny is running out of steam."
"How was she? Pamela?"
"Horny and happy. Right to the end. When she came down, she was getting clingy, hanging onto Jenny, and crying. Kind of a bummer. But we got her out of there. She's sleeping like a rock now."
The crowd was thinning. Julie settled between my legs and sucked me hard, then mounted me. She was gentle, "You should tell me what you did, Mr. Young. It can't be like this again. It's dangerous. If Randy and me weren't there, who knows what might have happened? Imagine if she'd gone to a frat party. A movie. A concert. She might be fucking two or three hundred men instead of a dozen or so she knows."
"I'm sorry," I moaned into her soft shoulder. "I'm so sorry."
She kissed me softly. "Shh. I know it had to be an accident. She's your Princess. We all know that. What was it?"
"Experimental aphrodisiac for women. It was for Pamela. For us, to spice up our life. I put it in her smoothie. I didn't know that Jenny would take it."
"I think you used too much," she said softly, kissing me again. "Don't do that again."
It was quiet upstairs, and Julie left to check on things, leaving me hard. Becky came down before too long. She looked sleepy, and she climbed on me like she had every right in the world, and took me in deep. "Mmm. You have such a nice cock, Mr. Young."
"What's going on Becky?" I asked nervously. "Why's it so quiet?"
"We're running out of hard cocks. Randy is doing what he can for Jenny, and she seems to be tapering off. She doesn't beg to be filled in all her holes anymore, but she always needs one or she starts going wild, begging and crying."
Another group of guys said goodnight as they left. Becky got up off my hard-on and locked the door. She gave me a quick kiss. "Nobody else is coming in. I think it's just Marty and us left. That guy's got some stamina. He's on his fifth time with Jenny. We all knew he had a thing for her. He only did your wife once."
Becky left me hanging, and I waited for my next update. I was tired, more than a little drunk, and worn out. My arms and legs hurt, my shoulders burned, and I couldn't feel my hands anymore. I prayed for it to be over soon.
One of the guys came down the stairs, with Julie following. "Please, Marty! You can't leave yet."
He sighed. "Wouldn't do me any good to stay. You saw. I'm done. Wish I weren't." He turned and kissed her. "Thanks for trying though. Take care of her. Find out who did this."
Julie let him out and locked the door. She came over and sat in my lap, stroking me gently. "It's just Randy left for her. He's doing his best. It's kind of sad to see. He loves her so much, but he doesn't want to do it. Not like this. He was crying. I just wanted to give him the biggest hug. He hates to hear her whining and begging."
"How is she?" I asked.
"A mess. Still pleading for more. She looks exhausted, but when he pulls out of her she goes into hysterics. She's going to come out of it, right?"
I nodded. "I hope so. At least her mother did."
She gave me a little suck, keeping the steel in my pipe. "Gonna check on them now. Keep your fingers crossed."
"Please, Julie. You can untie me now."
She gave me a kiss. "In a bit. Not yet, Ok?"
Like I had a choice. A little while later I heard arguing down the hall. Noisy, angry voices, bickering. Randy walked out, carrying my baby. I couldn't even recognize her. She was a mess, cum in her hair, on her body. She was groaning, her voice unrecognizable. "Cock, cock, more cock, please," she gasped, struggling in Randy's arms. Julie and Becky followed still arguing. Becky looked down at my crotch.
Oh, God.
"No! I won't. You can't even suggest that!" I yelled at them.
Randy walked forward. "You're the only one left. She's going into withdrawal already." He looked embarrassed, "I tried, Mr. Young. I did, I swear I did. You have to help her."
Julie swore at them, "Don't. We'll just have to let her come down cold-turkey. It can't be much longer now."
Randy was holding her over my cock, while Becky opened Jenny's legs, and guided me in. I wriggled, and struggled, but I couldn't stop it.
"Stop, Mr. Young," Becky snapped. "We don't want to hurt her."
I leaned back, closing my eyes, hating myself for all I'd done. My angel was impaled on my cock, crying, thanking me. She leaned against me, stinking of cum, grinding down on my cock, praising me. I had never been harder, and I loathed myself.
Julie had a washcloth in her hand and was trying to clean my angel. "You two could at least have let me finish cleaning her up."
Randy looked exhausted, and sat on the couch. "We did. You got nearly all of it."
All of it? She was a sticky mess.
Becky untied my hands, which were numb. They stung as the blood started moving freely. "Hold her. Don't let her fall off."
She was leaning against me, my sweet Princess, hunching her hips against me, sliding up and down my hard-on. "Oh," she moaned, "so good, so hard, so fat, thank you, thank you. Nice cock."
I hugged her. What had I done to her? How could I ever face her again? "It's Ok, baby, I've got you now. It's over."
She whined, rolling her hips. "Not over. Not over, not yet."
I held her bottom, calming her, nudging into her gently. "Shh, I've got you baby. I'll take care of you."
She whimpered, hugging me, "More cock? More?"
"Yes Princess, whatever you need."
She calmed down, and I held her, moving as little as possible, hanging on so I wouldn't come in my daughter. Her breathing calmed. Becky had finished untying me, and I stood up, stretching, holding my baby in my arms. Jenny went crazy for a minute, struggling. "No! Don't stop! More, more..."
I sat on the couch, between Randy and Becky, holding my girl, filling her. She heaved a huge sigh, and relaxed.
"She's almost there, Mr. Young. I'm sorry I couldn't finish her," Randy said.
I nodded. "No, I appreciate you trying. You're a good friend." I turned to Becky, "You too, beautiful. Thank you for all you did."
She got up on her knees, and kissed me. Long and deep. "Can you take care of her now? I'm going to get killed by the parental units."
"Sure, I've got her from here. I think she's almost asleep."
Randy got up, leaned over and gave my girl a hug. "Be gentle with her," he told me, "she's had a rough day."
Him, telling me to be gentle with my daughter. I wondered how many times he'd pumped her full of cum. "I will," was all I said. I knew I should be more grateful for his help, but it was difficult.
I held her a while longer, letting her rock herself contentedly on my cock. I felt her shudder once, coming softly, and my eyes filled with tears.
I lifted her off my cock, and she went nuts, fighting to get it back, and I relented, sliding back inside her loose pussy. She groaned as it slipped back inside her, and she trembled, thanking me repeatedly.
My daughter hugged me tightly, and relaxed, her hips no longer grinding, satisfied as long as I was inside her. I stood with her, my joints aching from my confinement, and walked with her to the back of the house. I turned into my bedroom, stopping, horrified.
The bed was stripped except for the fitted sheet, which had huge wet spots covering 80% of the surface. There were empty bottles and cans everywhere, and dozens of used condoms leaking onto the carpet. They were everywhere. I couldn't believe how many. The place reeked.
I felt a tug on my arm, and Julie was there, pulling me away. "I didn't want you to see this. I was going to clean it up as soon as I checked on Mrs. Young. She's sleeping fine."
"You don't have to clean it up," I told her. "I'll take care of it in the morning." I leaned against the door-jamb, letting it absorb some of our combined weight. My tiny daughter was getting heavy.
Julie walked past me, picking up condoms and dropping them in the waste basket. "I'll be fine. You take care of her. You won't want to sleep in here anyway. Why don't you two go lie down in her room? I'll stay with your wife. I want to be there for her when she wakes up. I have no idea how she's going to react."
She stood up on tiptoes and pulled my head down for a quick kiss. "You and me are going to talk tomorrow. You've caused a lot of trouble."
I could feel myself blushing.
"Promise me, no more of your magic serum. At least not until we work out the proper dosage."
Her words shocked me, and she gave me a wink.
My arms and legs were trembling from holding onto my daughter, and I staggered with her to her room. A girl's room, pink and yellow, posters and stuffed animals. It seemed so wrong to be there, with her, like that.
I sat on the bed and held my daughter in my lap, wondering if she was asleep soundly enough to dislodge her. She groaned when I tried to pull her off my cock, clinging to me with her arms and legs.
"Bedtime, Princess," I whispered. Hoping our nightly ritual might get through to her.
She sighed, "Daddy?"
"Yes baby girl."
"I'm sorry. I was bad, really, really bad," she murmured. She let me pull out of her, and lay her down, but she started whimpering. I leaned over and kissed her. "Please, Daddy, not yet. Don't stop yet. I need you."
The magic words I could never deny. I felt the tears again, as I opened her legs and knelt between them. She opened her arms for me. I eased into her, and she relaxed. "Oh, good, so good. Thank you Daddy."
I fucked her. I leaned over and slid my cock in and out of that stretched out pussy, while she relaxed, mewling tiny noises of pleasure. My tears streamed off my face, splashing on her.
She opened her eyes, pouting. "Don't cry Daddy," she murmured, "I won't be bad again. Just tonight, Ok?"
"Alright, Princess. Just this once. No more bad little girl." My voice cracked as I said it.
"Thank you," she whispered. "Don't stop, don't ever stop, Daddy, not tonight." She relaxed, beautiful, despite her new bruises and disheveled look. She pressed back, still orgasming every few minutes, her body melting, her upraised knee flopping to the side. She would respond to my kisses, and adjust herself to my need, while I filled hers. She gasped, "Daddy!" coming hard, then eased back into the bed, finally sated, and falling soundly asleep.
I wish I could say I stopped.
That would be a lie. I continued, for a long time, finding it impossible to come. I didn't know if it was the drugs, the situation, or the fact that I'd already come so many times. I fucked my sweet Princess until my knees hurt, and my arms ached, pounding her innocent pussy. She seemed to wake a little coming for me.
She suddenly sat up, pulling off my cock. "I'm going to be sick," she moaned.
I managed to get the waste basket under her in time for her to throw up what looked like a quart of cum. She continued until she was spitting up bile, dry heaving. I wiped her mouth with one of her dirty shirts, got some water from the bathroom, and helped her rinse out her mouth. She lay back down and I held her trembling body until she calmed. She reached between my legs and slid my cock back into her. "Sorry, Daddy," she said sadly, and I fucked my little girl, until she fell back asleep.
I kissed her lightly, rolled her over, and slid my cock into her gaping ass, with little difficulty. It was only a little tighter than her poor pussy, not the impenetrable knot it should have been. She only shifted a couple of times, pushing her ass back to me, sighing with pleasure. I fucked her hard, willing her to wake up and beg for more of my cock. I moved her legs, raised her hips in the air, and hammered my innocent child. I watched her body tremble as she came on my cock, and I finally found my release. When I let her go, she rolled over on her side, her craving for cock finally sated.
I got up carefully, and went back to my bedroom. It was neater, but still filthy. I'd have to have it re-carpeted, and replace the bed, before I could ever sleep in there again. There was a large garbage bag just inside the door, and I carted it off to the garage. I went back to my girl's bedroom and rinsed out the waste basket. Destroying the hideous evidence, that my daughter's mouth had been a willing, even eager cum bucket.
I checked in on my wife, and found Julie and her clinging together, naked, both sleeping soundly. I kissed them both gently, happy they could rest. If only I could.
I could see the first light of dawn. It was almost 6:00 am. I got out three bottles of juice, one for each of the ladies upstairs. I imagined they'd be thirsty when they awoke. I got my serum out, and studied the label, wondering how things could have gone so wrong. I'd been careful, reading the trial notes, studying the experimental drugs efficacy. It was only half a dose, and shared by two women. I brought it under the light and noticed the small print at the bottom. Concentrated. 20 to 1 dilution required.
Shit. My girls had shared a dose 10 times too large. Jenny had clearly gotten the most. What a mess I'd made. My poor wife. My poor, poor baby girl. Fucked senseless by a score of men, because I didn't read the fine print.
I opened each juice bottle and carefully put one single drop in each bottle. Thinking better of it, I added another drop to Jenny's, for good luck.
I took the drinks upstairs and set one on each side of both beds. I returned to my daughter, fondling Jenny's body until I was hard again. I climbed on top of her, entering her pussy, making her moan so sweetly. I'd have to thank Julie later. She had made sure that nobody fucked my daughter or wife without a condom. Nobody but me. Sweet girl. I'd have to reward her.
After I'd finished with my baby girl. She needed me, and I never could say no to her. I never would.
===================================
Hope you enjoyed this twisted tale of a bad plan gone horribly wrong. I'm sorry, every once in a while I can't help myself.
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Tied, helpless, discovered, used hard
TX Shorties are short (2 pages of less) standalone stories, with abbreviated plots (if any). I have no intention of continuing any of them.
===========================
"ALEX!" I screamed, "THIS IS NOT FUNNY!"
I had no idea how long I'd been tied down like this. It felt like hours. My arms and legs were tired of being stretched out to the corners of the bed. The cuffs on my ankles and wrists had seemed comfortable at first, but now were chaffing, slick with sweat.
I was going to kill the stupid SOB.
It was our six month anniversary. I figured he'd earned a little fantasy fulfillment, and I let him strap me down to the bed. I thought a little toy play, feathers, tickling, and some righteous fucking would be in order. Then he started with the jealousy shit again.
Ok, I hadn't been 100% joking when I had mentioned getting one of his friends to join us, for a little R&R. He'd already told me about his threesomes and foursomes, and more-somes, and I'll admit, it got me thinking. Two dicks at once, being the plaything to two big strong guys, used for their pleasure, helpless for them. Yeah, it got me going a bit. So maybe I had slipped up, bringing it up in this position.
"You're not thinking of inviting one of your buddies over, are you?" I teased, while he pounded the hell out of my tied down and helpless body.
"Right. Who are you thinking about Hannah? Brad? Alex? Jesus, it's our anniversary and you're fantasizing about another guy?"
I'll say this much, an angry fuck is a hell of a thing. He had a couple of pillows under my butt, and was hammering my poor cooch. It hurt a little, each thrust stretching my legs, the ropes tugging on my ankle cuffs.
"Fuck, Hannah. You're like a swamp down here. All worked up over one of your fantasy boys again?"
"No baby. It's you. All you. You feel so good," I told him, hoping he'd drop the subject.
"Right. You're never this wet or horny," he growled at me.
"I'm tied down, Alex. Helpless. You can do anything you want to me. It's driving me crazy," I gasped, as he leaned over and punished my pussy.
"But I'm not enough am I? You want your dream boy to stick his big cock in your mouth, don't you? Maybe in that ass of yours you keep promising me, then change your mind at the last minute. Is that what you want, Hannah? Brad's cock tickling your tonsils? He's not that big you know. Or is it Miguel? You're always fucking flirting with him."
"Whatever you want, baby. I only want what you want. If you wanted to share me, how could I say no, like this?"
"God, you're such a slut. Megan was right. She told me you dream of being airtight. You'd happily let some stranger have your ass, as long as you had all three holes filled. That's it, isn't it?"
Megan. That stupid bitch. Some best friend she was. "No, baby. That's just a little fantasy. I wouldn't really do it."
He pulled off of me, slapping my thigh hard.
"Ow! Damn it, Alex. No hurting me. I told you."
"Fuck you, Hannah. You and your fantasy fuck squad. Maybe one of them will come over and untie you. I'm gonna go get a beer."
"Alex! Don't you dare leave me like this!" I screamed at him.
I felt him sit on the edge of the bed, getting dressed. Maybe I went a little overboard, cursing him and his various body parts, accusing him of some vile and even physically impossible sexual practices. Pleading might have worked better. Perhaps an apology.
"If you leave me like this, I'm going to fucking tear your nuts off!" I screamed as he walked out of our 1st floor apartment.
He returned, a minute later. "Thank God, Alex. I would have died if you left me like this. I'm sorry. Please untie me."
He laughed, and I felt him tape some paper to my stomach. The tape was irritating, sticky. "Happy Anniversary, Hannah-slut."
He left me. I heard the door open, the sound of traffic on the street. I waited for the slam. I waited, and waited. I could still hear all the traffic outside, the sound of the Wilson kids across the street.
The lousy bastard had left the door open. Wide open from the sound of it.
I'd tried. I had. I pulled and jerked and kicked. No luck. I was good and truly screwed. My shoulders hurt from being extended so long, and my lower back was aching. The fucker could at least have removed those damn pillows.
I had been rubbing my head against the pillow for a while, trying to loosen the damned mask, so I could at least see something.
"Hello?"
I heard a voice from the front of the apartment.
"Hello? Pizza delivery."
The guy sounded Hispanic. Shit. He wouldn't have done that would he? Order pizza to be delivered here? Leaving me like this? He wouldn't.
Would he?"
"Pizza delivery." The voice was getting closer. Shit. Shit, shit, shit.
I heard his footsteps on our wooden floor. Getting closer.
"Pizza del..."
God. He was here. I could hear his breathing. I could smell the damn pizza. He was in our room.
"You order pizza, lady?"
Jesus, he was standing right over me. "Umm, yeah. You can leave it on the chest, please."
"It's $14.95."
Oh shit, he was at the end of the bed. I bet he was looking right up between my legs. I tried to close them, but there was no fucking way. Not tied down like I was. "My purse. It's on the dresser. Please take a $20. You can keep the change."
"There's no purse here," he said.
"It must be in the living room," I told him.
I was such an idiot. Maybe he could help me. "Hey! Pizza guy, could you untie me? This is kind of embarrassing. My boyfriend will be right back, but I don't want to wait."
I felt his hand on my ankle. Thank God. I was almost in tears out of relief.
"You guys have a fight?" he asked.
Oh, God. His hand was on my calf, sliding up my leg.
"No, we're good. He just went around the corner to get some beer."
"What does this paper mean?" he said, his hand running up my thigh.
"What...what paper?" I asked, squirming from his touch. His hand was rough, slowly creeping up my leg. The fucker skimmed his hand across my pussy, running his fingers through my close cropped pubes. "Don't. Please."
"It says, 'Your Tip. Enjoy.' You think this message is for me?" he laughed. He grabbed my tit and squeezed it.
"No. Don't. I'll scream."
"I don't think so. I bet that's why he left this gag here. You think I should gag you?"
"Please," I begged. "Please untie me."
"After," he whispered, and I felt the round ball pressed against my lips.
"Don't," I pleaded through gritted teeth.
"You gonna scream?" he teased, tugging my nipple.
"Please don't. Don't do this. Help me."
"Let me get my 'tip' and I'll untie you."
"He'll be back soon. Don't do this."
He laughed, ripping the paper off my stomach, the tape stinging as it came off. "I don't think so. I think you're my tip, pretty lady. Best tip I ever got. You people are crazy."
His hand was moving between my legs. Shit. "HELP!" I screamed.
His hand slammed down over my mouth, his other hand squeezing my nipple hard. Really hard. Jesus, that hurt.
"Scream again, and I'll invite the whole store down here. You hear me?"
I nodded.
"You be good. I'll take my tip, and I'll untie you. Otherwise, I gag you, and everyone I know gets a turn. Is that what you want?"
"No. Please. What's your name?"
"Pablo. What's yours."
"Ha...Amanda."
"Your pretty Amanda. Kind of kinky. I like that."
"Pablo. Untie me please."
"After. I told you. Stop asking. You're making me mad."
He was on the bed. Between my legs.
"Pretty pussy, Amanda. You smell real good."
"Please, Pablo," I begged.
"Ok. Since you ask so nice."
The fucker licked me. Licked me from ass to clit. Fuck. "No, no," I pleaded, while he licked me like a fucking lap dog. He knew nothing about eating pussy. Lick, lick, lick.
"You like this. You're so wet. Wet nasty girl."
"Untie me," I begged.
I screeched when he pinched my poor clit like a vice. "Shut up. Don't talk. One more word, and I not only gag you, I'll hurt you. Hurt you bad. Nod if you understand."
I nodded.
Bastard. Lick, lick, lick. Didn't he ever get tired of that? I tried to pull away, but that was hopeless. He was licking inside me, deep. The illegal fucker must have had a six inch tongue. Lick, lick, lick.
God. No. Please, no. No, no, no. It was feeling good. Too damned good. I bit my lip, tried to hold still. I mustn't.
I moaned.
"Nice, pussy," he whispered.
"Ohhh," I gasped. The dirty little cunt-licker sucked half my pussy in his mouth, nibbling on my clit.
He release me with a loud pop. Licked me again. "You can come, pretty lady. I don't mind. I kind of like that."
Holy shit. His fingers were in me, and he was sucking again. That six inch tongue was torturing my clit. I struggled to move away, but that damn mouth stayed glued to me. I couldn't. Couldn't let him. Couldn't let him make me...
The spasm rocked through my body. I had no way to stop it. I gasped, and came for him. Came hard. So fucking hard.
He got up, rubbing my pussy like it was his pet chihuahua. "God, lady. You and me, we gonna have some fun." He climbed off the bed. I heard him undressing. This was bad.
"Pablo?"
"No talking."
"Some water, please. That's all."
"You sure? I have to gag you, if I leave this room."
"You'll ungag me after, Ok?"
"Yeah." He leaned on the bed next to my head, and I felt that damn ball gag against my lips. I told Alex not to buy that. Now some damn pizza boy was putting it in my mouth.
I heard him walk away. I wanted him to let me talk. Only a little. That was my plan. He was coming back, but he stopped outside the door. He was speaking softly, but I could still hear him.
"Dwayne, yeah, it's me. You know that money I owe you. I'm gonna pay you back. Yeah."
Fuck. I heard him tell some bastard our address. Not good. Seriously not good.
He walked in the room, and took off my gag. He lifted my head and held a straw to my lips. I drank deeply. I really had been thirsty.
"Thank you Pablo. You didn't invite someone over did you?" I asked nervously.
"One friend. You'll like him. He's a good guy."
"Please don't. Untie me and I'll treat you so good. I'll make you very, very happy, I promise. Just untie me."
I was shocked when he jammed the gag in my mouth, before I had a chance to resist. "I told you not to ask," he snapped. I moaned when he grabbed my nipples, squeezing and twisting hard. "Stop!" I tried to scream, but nothing but a whine escaped around my gag.
He slapped my left tit, making me squirm. Then he was back between my legs. I felt his rough skin pressing against my soft inner thigh. God, he was going to do it. I tried to scream when he rammed his dirty prick into me. All the way in. No warm up. Nothing. He was leaning over me, his putrid dick pounding into me. I could smell his breath, panting, a garlic stench enveloping my face.
"Don't worry, pretty Amanda. I'm using a rubber. I don't get your filthy disease, and last longer this way. I got plenty. Get more if I need to."
He was grunting, mauling my tits. His fat prick was driving into me like he'd spent the last 20 years in prison. Shit. For all I know he had. I thought of him as a kid, but who knows?
I groaned when his rough fingers started grinding down on my clit. "You like that? All the putas like that."
He had stamina. Damn him.
"Pablo!" I heard a deep voice call out from the entrance.
He pulled out of me. "Now the party starts, Amanda."
I was trembling when he crawled off the bed. I couldn't hear him talking, just a low rumble. I heard the door close. The quiet. I couldn't hear the street noise. Only footsteps. Whispering.
"Why is he here?" Pablo asked.
"My ride," the deep voice spoke from just outside the door. "No talking. No names when we go in there. This is some serious shit."
"I been talking to her, she knows my name. She have to know. They ordered pizza."
"You talk then. You want to take your chances, I don't give a fuck. No names though. Got it."
"We're even after this."
"This slut as hot as you say, we even. I go first."
A new voice. "You gotta go last Dwayne. Else we ain't gonna feel nothin' once you stretch her out."
"No names," he hissed. "Fine. Once each. Then the bitch is mine."
Please, God. Let Alex come back. Let this all be a dream.
I heard their footsteps. The bedroom door closing. The rustle of clothing. Someone moving between my legs. Dear lord, let this stop.
Hands on my tits. Rough hands. Cruel. Pressure on my thighs. No. No, no, no. Pressing on my pussy. I prepared myself for the brutal intrusion.
I almost laughed. Almost. Little tiny fucking dick. No wonder he wanted to go first. Poking me. Not much more that a finger. Poke, poke, poke. If only the hands on my tits were as harmless. I moaned, when I thought they were going to tear my nipple off. A stupid chuckle from between my legs. Like that little weenie would make me moan. Six months with Alex had shown me what a real cock was like. Hard seven inches, ready for me whenever I needed it.
Alex. I was going to kill him. Literally kill him. Fucking stab him in the chest with a butcher knife when he went to sleep. Leaving me here to be gang-raped.
PeeWee was grunting, hips going a mile a minute. He pushed inside of me, groaning, and then he was gone. The hands were gone. Thank God.
Only to be replaced a moment later by that fucking pizza guy. "Pretty Amanda. I'm going to make you come for me. You come nice and sweet, and maybe I take the gag off. You gonna come for me?"
I nodded. Anything to get that gag off.
Stamina boy. He pounded me. Good sized cock. Thick. Gentler hands on my chest, caressing. PeeWee had the touch. I hated my body. Hated it for responding. Getting wet. Creaming for him. Someone rubbing my clitty, nice rub. Hands brushing back my hair. Long deep strokes of that grubby cock. Fuck. I could feel it. Feel it growing. I moaned, squirming under the hands on my tits. That damn cock driving me crazy.
I fought it as long as I could. I shouldn't have, it only made it worse, bigger, stronger. He seemed to know. "Don't fight it Amanda. All the girls love Pablito. Don't be embarrassed. Come for me."
I whimpered, trying to hold back, and that damn soft hand slapped my clit. He got what he wanted. I came for him. Fucking exploded. Huge.
"Sweet pussy. Sweet, sweet pussy," Pablo groaned, his face over mine. That rancid garlic breath.
"Finish," I heard that deep voice from somewhere to my side.
Pablo, the steel driving man. Pummeling my pussy. Taking it. Owning it. No longer Alex's.
"Fuck," Pablo gasped. He groaned and I could feel that fat dick pulsing inside me.
He pulled out and the hands all left. I was alone for a moment, then movement between my legs. "Say goodbye to your pussy," I heard that deep cruel voice, and then someone was shoving a baseball bat up my cunt.
Too big. Too fucking big. I groaned, fighting it, struggling, desperate to free my hands and legs. It didn't stop, stretching me, tearing at me, filling me. Fucking Christ. It was pushing so damn deep, all the way to my friggin' lungs. Then it started. Vicious, cruel pile-driver, destroying my poor pussy.
I could feel the tears streaming from my eyes. Hands squeezing my tits again. Different, playing with them. That huge fucking cock turning me inside out. I was crying, begging, whimpering, and it was relentless.
My body was on fire, every nerve jangling, I couldn't get enough air. My hips were betraying me, pressing back against the thrusting. My nipples were achingly hard. Clit throbbing. Every touch of their hands had me trembling.
I couldn't hear anything. Couldn't feel anything. Nothing but that monster cock. Filling me, opening me, stretching me impossibly wide.
Legs trembling, stomach clenching. Fight it. Fight it. Don't give in. Not to this. Please God, not to this.
"Come," he growled.
I lost it. Totally. Body shaking and leaping off the bed, like that friggin' girl in the Exorcist. Laughter. They were laughing at me, as I came like I never had before.
Someone was tearing off my gag. A sticky cock pressed into my mouth. "Suck it." Pablo, that fucking bastard. "Suck, slut."
I sucked. I sucked that filthy cock, and let the beast between my legs get me off again. And again. My legs were released, and brought together, my feet in the air. Fucking telephone pole in my stretched out cunt hammering me. I ripped my face off the dick in my mouth, screaming, coming and coming. "Fuck me!" I gasped, horrified at my own words.
"Suck."
Big juicy cock. Thick, long, forced down my throat. I sucked. I hoovered. I demanded its cum. One hand untied, I brought it to my mouth, stroking my oral invader, sucking the head. The other hand freed. I grabbed his ass, pulling him forward, taking his whole cock, nose to the pubes.
He was on the phone again, calling his friends. Three, four phone calls. My address given out. "Crazy, hot fucking slut," he told the last one. "Sure. Bring them all. Some beer and bud. It's a party."
I started shaking again. God, not another one. The bastard between my legs. Didn't he ever come? The dick in my mouth was at my lips, while I stroked it fast. I could feel it swelling, hardening. My turn to make him come.
I got a mouthful of hot juice, slimy, nasty, coating my mouth. "Swallow, slut," he gasped. I swallowed, quickly. I needed my mouth to scream again.
They were going to destroy me. An army of them. Endless cocks, and I couldn't do anything but take it. Helpless.
My mask was removed. Bright. So bright. Blinding. I squinted looked at the thick cock in front of my eyes. Hairy belly. I looked up. I needed to know.
Shock. My whole world shattered. I knew him. That evil bastard. I looked down between my legs, my pussy finally empty, sore, aching. Long hair. Blonde. Big fucking tits.
"Happy Anniversary, Hannah," Alex said, in his lousy fucking Spanish accent, rubbing his cock against my face.
Megan held up a recorder. "Happy Anniversary, Hannah," that deep, rich voice said from the recorder. She was crawling up my tortured body, the biggest fucking strap-on I'd ever seen, attached to her waist. "Meet Dwayne, Hannah." She pressed the recorder button again.
"My ride. No names, no talking..."
My brain was shutting down. No Pablo? No Dwayne? No PeeWee? It didn't make sense. Nothing made sense.
Alex was holding me. "Hannah, relax. Relax baby."
Megan, naked? She was sitting on the other side, caressing my sore titties. She leaned down and kissed one. "We weren't too rough, were we?"
"Megan?"
She grinned. I looked up at Alex, who was smiling gently. "You didn't leave? You're not mad?"
"I love you, Hannah banana. Did we have you fooled?"
"Jesus, Alex! I was just gang-raped!"
Megan giggled. She leaned down and kissed me. Weird. She'd never kissed me. "Your dirty secret fantasy. Nobody but me should ever know, right?"
I was trembling. I didn't know if I should be angry, relieved, or excited. "You bastards. That was so real. So fucking real. I just new their friends would arrive any minute, and fuck me to death."
Megan laughed, holding up a four inch dildo. "Did you like Junior?" she teased.
I giggled. "PeeWee. That was PeeWee."
I glared at Alex. "Pablo was the worse damn pussy licker I ever met."
He laughed. "Got you to come, didn't he."
"Jesus," I sighed, leaning back into his arms. "Did I ever. I'm exhausted. I didn't think a body could come that much."
Megan was lying next to me, cuddling me, her hand between my legs, gentle. PeeWee's gentle hands. "I didn't know you were a squirter," she said. "God, I came when you splashed me."
"I don't squirt."
She kissed my shoulder. "Yes you do, honey. Big time."



I looked back at Alex. "Do I want to know why she's naked, and what you two have been up to?"
Megan's naughty finger slid into me. "Pleasing you. That's all. Making your fantasy come true. He didn't touch me."
Alex coughed. "I kissed her."
She pouted. "Not much of a kiss. Just a thank you for helping."
I hugged my best friend, while she diddled me. "You are an evil fucking bitch, and you're going to get yours."
Her mouth was on my nipple again. My hard nipple. "Now? Alex promised."
I looked up at him, glaring. "Promised?"
"Her fantasy. You." He looked embarrassed.
"Me?"
Megan giggled. "Both of you really. Mostly you, but him too, if it's Ok."
"What's this fantasy of yours," I asked.
"The usual. Hot threesome. All the pussy and cock I can eat. Maybe you'll wear Dwayne, and I can get a little DP."
"Uh-uh. No way. I'm completely fried. All my joints ache. My poor pussy's a mess."
Megan pouted. "Just a little? Please?"
I laughed. "Why don't you two get started without me. If my muscles ever start working, I'll join in. This is just practice of course."
"Practice?" Megan asked.
"Practice. Tomorrow night, Alex and Dwayne are going to fuck you raw."
I turned to Alex. "That work for you, you evil son-of-a-bitch?"
"I love you, Hannah," he told me.
I already knew, but it was nice to hear it. But I was sure as shit going to find out his nastiest little fantasy, and see how he liked it.
=======================================
A short tale of adventure and fantasies. I hope you enjoyed Hannah's experience. Let me know what you think. Once again, I had a hard time deciding which category fit best.
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Je..re..my
Je..re..my
Such a sweet sound.
"Je..remy," Mom whispered into my ear.
"Mmm," I sighed, turning toward her.
"Je..remy," she whispered teasingly, nibbling on my ear.
I reached my arm out and pulled her close. "Love you, Mom," I sighed.
"Good morning, baby boy. I had the most wonderful dream last night."
I grinned, eyes still closed, enjoying the sound of her voice. "Me too."
"I dreamt my naughty son wore me out, making me come like crazy, while his Daddy taught him how."
"Mmm. Nice dream. I had one just like it."
She giggled, kissing my neck. "In my dream, my boy held me forever, protecting me, taking care of me, while he and his Daddy fed me."
"Sounds like a great dream to me."
"Did my naughty boy feed me last night?"
"I'm sure he did, Mom. You looked awfully hungry."
"Did his Daddy feed me too? While my boy was holding me?"
"Oh yeah. Dad fed you a lot. You should still be full."
"Is my baby going to feed me again?" Mom asked softly. I felt her tongue lick my cheek. Naughty Mommy.
"Every day. Perfect Mommy's should never go hungry."
"Now? Will he feed me now?"
"Your baby would love to feed you now."
Mom slid under the covers, and half asleep, I let her take care of me. It was beyond description, laying back lazily, knowing Mom was between my legs. Her soft hands caressed my legs and stomach. Tiny kisses, nuzzles and licks, teasing, pleasing, before her hot mouth encased me. She was amazingly gentle and tender, coaxing my cum out only after a delightfully long time of reminding me she was the best cocksucker in town.
"Open up, Alice. Now!" I teased.
She giggled, accepting my gift, letting me fill her mouth, sucking me clean.
"Good girl," I whispered.
"Thank you, baby. Mommy's happy."
I pulled her up the bed, cuddling her. "I love you, Mom."
She purred sweetly. "Mommy knows." She kissed my chest. "Your father says there are new rules. He won't tell me," she pouted.
"You thought I would, if he wouldn't?" I said, patting her naked bottom.
"He said that if you wanted to, you would. It was up to you." Mom had her leg over mine, rubbing against me, squirming cutely. I felt the warmth of her crotch, wet against my hip. "Please baby? I need to know. Did you win me yet?"
I lifted her face to mine, tasted her oh-so-kissable lips. "Not completely. Not yet. I'm working on it."
"Rules?" she pleaded. "Where do we have to stop?"
"No fucking, front or back. That's the main one you need to know."
She pouted. "Are there more?"
"Yes, but that's between Dad and me. As far as you're concerned, I'm not going to fuck you anymore. No mistakes, or bending rules. Not until Dad decides otherwise."
"You think he will?" she asked softly.
"I'm certain he will. Once you do your part."
"My part? What's that?"
"It's still a secret. You'll find out soon. In the meantime, my mouth and the sweet little Mommy pussy are going to become very good friends."
"There will be lots of feeding too, right baby?"
"Lots. Don't be surprised if I walk into your room in the middle of the night, and give you a midnight snack in Dad's bed."
Mom moaned softly, her hands rubbing my chest. She nibbled along my jawline. "That would be terribly naughty, Jeremy."
"As naughty as when I give you a late night snack, when his cock is buried in your incredible, bodacious ass, Mom?"
"You wouldn't dare," she said nervously.
"I most definitely will. Often, unless Dad tells me to stop."
"Tonight?"
"We'll see. If you're a very good Mommy."
I took Mom into her shower, and we cleaned up together. It was so decadent, being allowed to wash her and feel her, playing with her body, all with Dad's approval.
"You're sure this alright with your father?" she asked once again.
"Yes, Mom. It's fine," I told her, washing her tits for the third time.
We got out of the shower and dried off. "I'm going to finish getting ready in my bathroom," I told her. "I expect you naked in your bed, when I get back."
"In your father's bed?" she whined.
"Naked and ready."
I brushed my teeth, shaved close, did the usual clean-up. I ran downstairs and got two bottles of water, then returned to her room.
She was in her bed, the covers turned down next to her.
"You're sure this is alright," she asked nervously.
"Stop asking. I'm not going to break his rules, and I'm not going to allow you to, not anymore."
She nodded.
I pulled her into my arms. "How are you feeling down there?" I asked.
"Sore. I'm always sore lately. I wonder why that is?" she teased.
"I'm going to do down on you now, and I want you to tell me what you like, and what I can do to make you feel good. Be honest and open with me."
"Of course, Jeremy."
I took my time with her, practicing what I'd learned with Aunt Marie and Penny, focused on her pleasure. She was easy to get off, and after less than 10 minutes I wrangled my first big orgasm out of her. I tried to be gentle, considerate, after what we'd subjected to her to the night before, but I wasn't always successful. Five minutes later I had her creaming on my tongue. By the time I finished with Mom's pussy, 20 minutes later, my jaw and tongue both aching, she'd come for me three more times.
Mom went down on me, playfully, toying with me. She could take all of it without any trouble, virtually no gag reflex. She did evil things to me with her tongue, crazy things. She'd bring me close, so very close, where I thought I had no chance to stop, then ease me back down. Over and over she did that, until I couldn't take it. I grabbed her head and forced my cock down her throat, groaning, as I erupted, her nose pressed against my belly.
She laid in my arms, smiling sleepily. "Jeremy?" she said softly.
"Mmmhmm."
"I don't mind you being aggressive like that at the end, but don't force your cock down my throat when you come, Ok?"
I sat up a little. "I'm sorry. You don't like that? Is it uncomfortable?"
She shook her head. "It's alright, sometimes, but I can't taste it that way. I can't hold it in my mouth. I always want to taste my baby boy's sweet cum. Fuck Mommy's throat all you want, but finish in my mouth, or outside, please."
"I love you, Mom. I'm sorry. I'll always let you taste it for now on. I didn't know."
She grinned. "I'm not mad, baby. That was fun. We're both learning about each other. I teased you so much, of course you had to take control. I wanted you to know, that's all. How to make it better." She gave me a squeeze, "Speaking of, you know that little phrase you use, to make me take your cock in my mouth?"
"Of course," I teased. "Sexiest thing ever."
She ran her finger across my chest. "That's your father's. It's only for him." She kissed my chest. "Don't be mad, Ok, but that's special for your father."
I gave her a hug. "I understand. That's for you two only. But last night, you wouldn't open for me, unless I said it."
She looked confused. "You said it last night? When you fed me?"
"Yeah. I tried, but you wouldn't open up for anything else."
She sighed. "I guess you're going to have to train me with your own special phrase. Something just for my Jeremy. Why don't you think about what you'd like that to be, and we can work on that."
"It'll be for me only, not for Dad?"
"Of course, baby. There are things about my relationship with my husband, that you'll never be able to be part of, just like there are elements of a relationship between a mother and her son, that your father can't ever have. This should reflect ours."
She kissed me on the lips, gently. "Don't you have some video editing to do, and a girlfriend to take care of? She's probably feeling nervous and vulnerable. You have to call her, see her, let her know everything's wonderful. It still is, right?"
"Fantastic. I swear, every day my life is getting better."
"Are you going to tell me your secret plan? How you're going to get your father to give me to you?"
"Not yet Mom. Soon, I promise. Just a couple of more things to take care of."
She gave me another kiss. "Bacon and egg sandwich?" she asked.
"That would be great. As wonderful as this is, I probably should wash the smell of my mother off, before seeing my newly deflowered girlfriend."
She giggled. "And vice, versa, right?"
"Yes, Mom."
* * *
I felt odd, standing at my girlfriend's door. I thought about how the father's in the neighborhood were off earning a dollar, while their women were home. Mom, Colleen, many others, I'm sure. I felt like a lone man in a sea of women, until 5:00 pm. I don't know why I thought of that, but it hit me, standing on the steps. I looked up and down the street. All those doors, many with lonely women behind them.
I had called ahead, and Penny's mother met me at the door.
"Jeremy! Don't you look handsome today?" she grinned, giving me a hug.
I had dressed up a little, button up shirt, khaki pants, shoes instead of sneakers. I wasn't even sure why. I had my hands full with my backpack, and a small bouquet of flowers. I held out the flowers to her.
"You're so sweet to have brought Penny flowers," she said, taking them and walking into the house.
"Those aren't for Penny, they're for you," I told her.
She stopped in mid-step, turning. "For me?"
"What you did for her yesterday, for us, to make it easy and special. I couldn't stop thinking about that. The way she shouted your name. That was when I knew how important it was. I had no idea. Thank you so much."
She grinned and walked back to me, sliding into my arms. "It's not for the little indiscretion between us, is it?"
I gave her a hug. "Sorry, beautiful, I'm just a teenager. I can't afford that kind of thank you."
She grinned and gave me a warm kiss. "Then I accept. Thank you. For the flowers and for allowing me to be there. I know that couldn't be comfortable for you."
I chuckled, sliding my arm around her waist as we walked to the kitchen. "No shit. Especially after the couch scene. I thought you hated me, and then to have you there, staring at me, when I was about to, uh, be with your daughter, I almost changed my mind."
"I think everyone is glad you didn't, including yours truly." She put the flower in a vase, and set them on the kitchen table. "She's still in bed. She's not feeling very good this morning."
"Can I see her?"
"I know she'd love that. She's kind of proud of how sore she is. Milking it for all it's worth. She has me waiting on her hand-and-foot, saying it's my fault it got so big." Colleen grinned at me, and I could see she was more than a little proud herself.
"She's right, you know. I've never been bigger. Naughty Colleen, with the magical mouth."
She laughed, bumping me with her shoulder. "If you only knew, hot stuff."
"Eleven, in one night?"
She blushed a bright red. "I can't believe I told you that. I never told anybody, not even my husband."
"I'm not going to hold that against you. If anything, you earn a gold star from me. I know how to keep a secret, it ends between us."
She walked me back to her daughter's room, and didn't object to my hand on her bottom as we walked side by side. She stopped at the door, turning toward me, and I pulled her close, grabbing her ass with both hands. "I thought you were such a nice sweet boy," she said, pressing her body against mine.
"I am. You said so yourself last night, when you got a taste."
She blushed again. "Stop. You're embarrassing me," she whispered.
"I don't want that. You were incredible last night, that's all. I'm kind of a dolt, waiting a year to start anything with Penny, and never realizing what an amazing and beautiful woman you are."
She gave me a squeeze. "Enough. We have to behave. I promised."
"Me too. I'm not trying to get in your pants, I swear. I never appreciated you before, that's all. I need you to know that I think you're incredible. I won't try anything other than a hug and a kiss, unless Penny's with us." I squeezed her buns again. "Maybe a little innocent touching."
She shivered in my arms. "If Penny is Ok with it...?"
"Anything and everything, your MILFness. I don't think I could ever get enough of you."
She stood on her toes and kissed me, gently. "If Penny Ok's with it, you'll get a chance to find out."
She opened her daughter's door, knocking softly. "Penny, Jeremy's here."
Collen left me there, and I sat on the edge of the bed, where my girlfriend was lying, wearing a t-shirt under the covers. "I love you," I told her.
She beamed at me and opened her arms for a hug. "Get out of those clothes and get in here with me," she laughed.
As I undressed, she shucked her own shirt, scooting over in the bed. "No bang-bang," she teased. "You pretty much ruined the kitty for a while."
I slid into the bed, and took her in my arms. "I'm sorry. I guess I got a little carried away."
She kissed me hard. "I'm not. It was incredible. I've been on the phone all morning with Emma and Kayla, sparing no details. They are sooo jealous!"
I was surprised. I would never even think of calling my friends and talking about that. Then again, Dad did get a pretty good update. I chuckled, "I couldn't tell anyone. Nobody would ever believe how incredible you were." I hugged her, cupping one of her tits, gently. "I didn't hurt you, did I?"
She giggled, settling into my arms. "It's not that bad, really. Some Tylenol and a little rest. I'll be good as gold in a couple of days, and we can get a little more 'practice' in." She glanced at the door, and lowered her voice. "I can walk around, but it's fun being spoiled and teasing Mom."
"You didn't tell your friends about..."
"Of course not! As far as anyone other than our two families is concerned, it was just you and me."
"You up to reviewing our video? I've done some editing, but I want you to help too."
"Sure. You've got it here?"
I leaned out of the bed and grabbed my knapsack, pulling out my laptop.
We spent a long time in that bed, looking at the footage, trimming here and there, muting some of the sound. We added a title, and some transitions, playing together. I was getting worked up, and I know Penny was too.
"Fuck, we are hot together, aren't we?" she said, during playback of the final product.
"You're amazing," I told her. "Anyone would be incredible with you, I'm just glad it was me."
She put her arm around my waist, leaning into me. "Me too, Jeremy. You were wonderful." She gave me a long soft kiss. "Go get Mom, let's see if she approves of the final. You'll have to make sure Alice gives it the Ok, too."
I climbed out of the bed, and put on my boxers. I found Colleen in the living room. "Penny wants you to see the final video," I told her.
She was up like a shot, taking my hand and almost running to the back of the house. I laughed, as I tried to keep up. In Penny's room, I took off my boxers and climbed into her bed. Colleen went over to Penny's side, and her daughter stopped her. "No way Momma. Other side."
Penny passed me the laptop, and her mother scurried around the bed, lifting the covers.
"Nope." Penny laughed. "This is the love bed. No clothing allowed."
"Penny..." her mother whined.
"Do you want to see the video, Mom? It's fucking amazing."
Colleen stripped down and climbed into the bed beside me. "God, you are so rotten today," Colleen mumbled.
I moved the laptop down toward my knees, so everyone could get a decent view. Then I hit play.
I put my arms around both girls, leaning back, listening in pleasure as they talked about the movie. It was at least as hot as Penny had said. When we got to the scene where I came on Penny's face, they moaned in tandem. Penny reached over and pulled the covers off my lap, my erection standing tall. It was getting to me, no denying.
Penny wrapped her hand around my cock, stroking me slowly, while we watched the two Mom's lick her face clean. "Go ahead, Mom. I know you want to," she said softly.
Colleen's hand joined her daughter's and I groaned. They both giggled.
"In or out, Mom? This scene?" Penny asked.
"In. In. It would be a mortal sin to take that out," Colleen said.
They got to the point where we were preparing her for the big moment, and Penny hit pause, as her mother took me in her mouth on the screen. "Can we leave that in? Or should we take it out. What's Dad going to think?"
Colleen seemed conflicted. "Can we do both? One of each?" she asked nervously.
I started to answer sure, but Penny cut me off. "Both? That's a lot of work you're asking my boyfriend to do," she said.
"Really? It's not that much extra work is it?"
"It is. I think you'll have to earn the second one," Penny said.
"Earn it?"
"Show me how good that mouth of yours is Mom. I heard you telling him you were better. Prove it."
Colleen blushed, but she leaned over and started licking my cock. Penny grabbed the laptop and pulled it to the side, pulling the covers off of us, so she could watch her naked mother suck me.
I leaned back and enjoyed it. If Mom hadn't already gotten me off a few times that morning, I'm sure I would have come right away. She was good, looking up at me, moaning, licking and kissing my cock like it was the most important thing in the world. Stroking it lazily, rubbing it against her face and lips. She was quite the tease.
"Geez Mom, aren't you going to suck it?"
"Hush, Penny," I told her. "It's good. Very good."
"Really?" she asked.
"Definitely."
When Colleen finally took me in her mouth, it was all I could do to hang on. She sensed it, and took it easy on me, until I relaxed a bit and she went back to work.
"All the way, Mom. I know you can do it," Penny urged.
Colleen, sat up. "No baby. Not this time."
"Not this time?"
Colleen turned to me. "Jeremy, love, can you give us a few minutes, please? Get yourself something to drink if you like. When you come back, I'll finish you good, I promise."
I gave her a quick kiss, and climbed over her. "Listen to your Mom, Penny. Think what last night would have been like if our moms weren't there. They know a lot more about this stuff than we do."
I left them for a while. Long enough to have a Coke and relax. Down there, too. Colleen was going to have to work for it.
Back in the bed, they were cuddling and talking softly. They made room for me, and Colleen went straight to work. Slowly and teasingly, she got me hard, making me ache before she took me in her mouth. I knew she adored my cock, couldn't live without it, by the time her mouth was bobbing up and down.
Penny leaned against me, and I saw she had her phone out, recording her Mom's masterwork. "Is it good?" she asked me softly.
"Oh, yeah," I groaned.
"Really good? Better than me?"
Colleen pulled up. "If you answer that, I'll never do this again," she snapped. She glared at her daughter. "This isn't some competition."
Penny blushed. "Sorry, but he looked like he really liked it."
"I do. Your Mom's a cock-sucking genius. A lot better than Aunt Marie. That's all I'm going to say. No way I'm going to risk not getting more of this."
Colleen chuckled. "Good answer, Jeremy. If my rotten daughter will stop interrupting and causing trouble, it's going to get better."
She was right. It did get better, and better. She had me curling my toes, aching for release. I'd still give the edge to Mom, but it wasn't fair. She was my Mom after all. She got huge bonus points for that.
She brought me to the edge several times before finally letting me finish. She pulled her mouth off and stroked me hard, letting me come on her face. She was very pretty like that.
"You didn't even let him come in your mouth," Penny pouted.



"He will. And he'll dream about it until he does. Don't give it all away the first time. In the mouth, swallowing, deep-throat, face-fucking, those are gifts we give him gradually, specials. He'll appreciate them all the more that way. You only get one first time."
She got off the bed, and picked up her shirt, wiping her face clean. I had hoped she was going to let Penny lick her clean, like she had done for her daughter.
Colleen laughed. "You're so cute, Jeremy. So transparent. It'll happen someday, Ok?"
Penny was confused. "What will happen?"
Her mother climbed in back in bed, and I hugged her. "He wanted you to lick it off. Couldn't you tell? The way he looked at you and my face? The disappointment when I wiped it clean?"
Penny looked at me. "Is it true? Is that what you wanted?"
I nodded, slightly embarrassed I was so easy to read.
"I would have done it," she said.
"Little bit at a time. He's happy now. We'll save that for another time."
We watched the rest of the video, the girls back to chatting about how good Penny looked, how amazing it had been, how the fathers were going to get a kick out of it, not just Penny, but both naked moms. All of it. There was no picture of the mom's cleaning either of us up, or any of the stuff I did with Colleen. It ended with me holding Penny and us talking about how it had been. I thought it was especially naughty, that Mom had been cleaning me with her mouth while filming that final scene.
It showed Penny giggling, and saying she made a mess, but we took out her Mom's naughty response, and skipped to my Mom asking if we were going to do it again, and agreeing to wait until later. We cut to a final shot Mom had taken of us lying together, Penny's head on my shoulder.
Colleen, chuckled. "I'm having second thoughts," she said.
"Of giving it to Dad?" Penny asked. "You think he'll be mad?"
"I think I won't be able to walk for weeks. That's the hottest thing I've ever seen. It's going to drive him crazy." She turned to her daughter. "I want you to offer to watch it with him. Not the first time, that would be dangerous. He is just a man, after all. But afterward."
"Are you sure?" Penny asked.
"I'm sure. You watch that with him. You tell him all you felt. Including anything you want about what I did. Anything. I'll prepare him for it."
"Why?"
Colleen laughed. "That's how we're going to get you that convertible VW Bug you've been hinting about. Trust me. You open up to him, tell him you love him and wanted to share that special moment, and anything you want is yours."
I chuckled. "I bet you're right. Dad told me he'd buy a car for her, before he even saw the movie, when we told him what we had in store."
"See? Trust me on this one, baby," Colleen giggled. "You might even sit on his lap. Get him all hot and bothered. I'll take care of him afterward."
We finished up, and I told them I'd make the final edits. "Do you mind which version my Dad gets?" I asked Colleen.
"As long as he can keep it to himself, give him the good stuff. Hell you can even let him see me cleaning her up, if you can cut out that line about your mom cleaning you."
"Great. I'm going to finish it up and let him see it tonight."
"Can I come over when you do?" Penny asked.
"You can come over anytime. I'm sure my parents would both love to have you there."
"After dinner then?" she asked.
"I'll save it until then." I leaned over and kissed her softly. "You know I love you, right?"
"Long, and hard," she teased. She gave me peck on the lips. "I love you too. We both do, don't we Mom?"
Colleen blushed. "It's hard not to." That earned her a kiss as well.
I stood up and put away my computer, and then got dressed. I stood at the foot of the bed, both girls still lying there, naked, watching me.
"What's it like?" I asked, spinning slowly around.
"What's what like?" Colleen asked.
"Seeing the luckiest man in the world. Does it show?"
Penny laughed, and threw her pillow at me. "How about the luckiest girl?"
"Gorgeous, and driving me crazy. To know what's hidden under the covers and not be able to do anything about it. I'm going to go home, watch my video and see if I can't get some blisters on my hand."
She shrieked, "Don't you dare! You and me are doing some 'practice' later. The kitty might be on life-support, but my mouth is just fine."
"Alright. No blisters. But you better not be teasing me."
She grinned. "I'll tease you alright. I think you'll be Ok with it though."
I went over and gave them both kisses, and told them I'd let myself out.
They were giggling like schoolgirls, jabbering away before I was even in the hall.
* * *
I went home and worked on the video. Mom was out, most likely shopping. I had hoped for a little more Mommy loving, but it was probably best this way. I finished the tape for Dad, including the bonus Colleen action, and had a nice chat with Aunt Marie on the phone. I told her about my night, and that Dad had seen her video and he was in. I also told her not to make plans for the next day, since she'd be coming over, and might be staying late. Very late.
She was nervous, asking me if I was sure, and what to do about Colin. "Bring him over. I'll keep him out of it tomorrow, but we're not going to leave him out for long. I don't have the final solution for him yet. Let me deal with Colin for now, you take care of your part."
I reminded her how much I loved her, and why we were doing this, and she finally agreed. "Take care of me, Jeremy."
"I will Aunt Marie. I promise. It'll work out."
She was hard to get off the phone, but I finally managed it.
I was happy with the final video versions. I only needed Mom's approval. I heard Mom drive up, and I went downstairs.
She had groceries, and was dressed in her yoga outfit. I helped her unload the bags and put them away. She asked me how my visit with Penny went, but I didn't go into detail. "We finished the video. You want to see it now, or do you need to get dinner started?"
"Give me a minute, and I'll get the roast going."
I grabbed a beer, and drank it watching her. She was so beautiful, working in the kitchen. Every movement was exciting. I still couldn't believe that Dad was letting me play with her. The luckiest man in the world. I hadn't been kidding.
She giggled. "You're making me nervous, sweetie."
"Why?"
"The way you're looking at me. That hungry, horny look. You get that from your father."
"You're gorgeous Mom. I can't believe how fortunate I am."
She finished washing up her hands, came over and gave me a long slow kiss. A kiss of promises. She pulled back, smiling. "Something you wanted to show me?"
"My room. Now."
She laughed, taking my hand in hers, and leading the way. Inside the door I started undressing her. "I thought you wanted me to see a video?"
"You will." I left her panties on, and stripped down to my boxers. I sat in front of my computer and patted my thighs. "Come here Mom. Sit on my lap. Let's watch this together."
I played with her body, kissing her neck, fondling her tits, rubbing between her legs, while we watched. I got her approval for each of the scenes, as we went. I was hard, and she was rubbing her butt against me teasingly. When we got to the the part where she was talking to me, telling me how to fuck my girlfriend, I paused the movie. She turned to me, and I brought my lips to hers, opening her lips, kissing her with all the feeling I could.
"You were incredible, Mom. You made it work. I know now that it would probably have been a disaster without you there. I love you so much, Mom."
She sighed, holding me. "I love your father. I do, but I wish that had been me under you, experiencing my first time. That's all I could think about. What it would have been like with you. You were perfect, Jeremy."
"Only because of you."
She grinned. "We're a good team, aren't we?"
"The best." I turned her around and started the movie back up. We didn't talk much, but I had my hand in her panties, teasing her, rubbing her, sliding my fingers inside of her.
"Is this Ok?" she moaned, pressing back against my fingers.
"This is fine. I promise."
She was breathing hard, her hands spread apart, leaning on the desk, her face close to the monitor, when the young girl on screen gave me her first little orgasm. Mom groaned, while my fingers worked her pussy, my other hand toying with her tit.
When Penny gasped 'Mom' the first time, my mother came for me. A little one, but so sweet. "That's me, baby," she gasped. "You're fucking me. Taking my virginity."
She was going crazy, gasping and groaning, little tiny 'oh's escaping her lips, as I rubbed her pussy. She was trembling, building up to a nice one. When Penny screamed and came on the video, Mom was right behind her, crying out, and hunching against my hand, two fingers trust up inside her, pulling upward, while my palm hammered her clit. She came hard, screaming my name, when I came inside Penny on the screen.
My hand was soaked in her juices, and she was shaking. I held her tightly so she wouldn't fall off my lap. I reached out and hit the pause, waiting for her to settle down. She leaned back against me, her head lolling backward. "Fuck," she whispered. "Holy fuck."
I chuckled, hugging her. "You Ok?"
She nodded slowly. "This is going to get me killed you know."
"Killed?"
"Your father's going to fuck me to death after he sees this."
"It gets worse, Mom."
"Worse?"
"Penny's going to come over and watch it with us."
"God! This may kill him. You asked her to watch it with us?"
"Her idea."
"That little tart! She's as bad as you. She must know it's going to give him a heart attack."
"Somehow, I think he'll survive," I laughed.
"I won't. Not after that."
"Don't worry Mom, I won't let him abuse your sexy mouth. That will be my job."
"Oh great. That makes me feel much safer. Restricting him to two openings instead of three, just means those get it that much worse. I don't suppose you'd be gentle with Mommy's tender mouth, would you? Sweetie?" she teased.
"We do have to practice my new special saying. That will take a lot of practice. Lots and lots. Tons."
"I am so fucked," she moaned.
"Watch the rest Mom, it's not over yet."
I started the movie, playing with her gently. She gasped, when Colleen climbed between her daughter's legs, as Penny and I finished talking on screen. "She's Ok with us showing him that? Colleen?"
"She suggested it. That's only for our version. Penny's Dad may not get to see that part. It'll be up to them, they're going to have a version with and without Colleen's bonus scene."
"You are trying to get me killed, aren't you. He fucks me to death, and no more play for you, don't forget."
I laughed, pulling her off my lap, and dropping my boxers. "That's why you're going to suck me now. Just in case it's our last."
She laughed, wriggling out of her panties. "Only if you return the favor."
"Video's Ok?" I asked, as she stretched out on the bed.
"Perfect. Like my baby boy. Harold's going to be so happy."
We spent half-an-hour playing, getting each other off. We laid in each other's arms, talking about our video, and watching it together. She went down on me again, but I told her it was only for fun. I didn't want to come any more, not before movie time.
Mom showed me a hint of her best, bringing me close several times, but staying in complete control. I was laying back in the bed gasping, when she left me. "Have to check on dinner. An over-cooked roast would be a lousy start to what should be an amazing evening. Ill finish that later."
She'll pay for that, I promised myself. I burned the final version of the videos, labeling them both 'Dad', putting Penny's in a nice DVD case, with a printed label of her smiling innocently. On Dad's I put a screen-cap of her 'come' face, while she had her big orgasm. She looked spectacular. He was going to love it.
* * *
Dad came home, dressed down, and settled into his favorite chair. I brought him a beer and handed him his video. He stared at the cover shot. "This is it?"
"Yeah. I figure we can have family night at the movies after dinner, if that's alright with you."
He grinned. "I think that works for me." He looked over at Mom, getting dinner on the table. "You and your mother?"
"Yeah. I told her a little about the rules. We talked a lot."
Dad chuckled, "Talk was all you did?"
"No, we did more than talk. A lot more. She came for me a ton while she previewed the movie."
"She saw it already?"
"I needed her approval before I burned Penny's version. It's not as good as yours."
"Really? How's that?"
I laughed. "I'll tell you afterward, Ok? Don't want to spoil it."
"You going to tell me what you and your mother did?" he asked. He sounded nervous.
"Dad, I'll tell you anything you want. I promise. No secrets. I think you'll enjoy it more hearing it from her in your bed tonight. We stuck to the rules."
He grinned. "Yeah. You're right. I might want to compare notes tomorrow."
"Whatever you want."
Mom let us know dinner was ready, and we had a nice little feast, while we avoided talking about anything sexual. Mom looked a little nervous, and over dessert she finally put down her utensils, looking at Dad. "No questions? About your new rules?"
He grabbed her hand in his, squeezing gently. "Tonight, in bed. You can share with me then. Just know that I trust you with him."
Mom got up and crawled into his lap, making him push his chair back from the table. She wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him, the way I'd want her to kiss me. "I'm the luckiest woman in the world. With the best husband and son anyone could ever ask for."
"No luckier than us," Dad told her.
"Amen," I added.
She kissed him again, before climbing off. She was barely back in her seat, when the doorbell rang.
Dad looked confused. Mom and I looked at each other and we both leaped up rushing for the door, laughing and tussling on the way. Dad hadn't raised a complete clod, and I let Mom win.
She smirked at me and opened the door. Penny was standing there, nervous, and Mom pulled her in, hugging her like the prodigal daughter. They started laughing, clinging to each other, moving in from the doorway. I closed the door and locked it, to find them crying on each other's shoulders.
Women.
I didn't understand it. They hadn't said anything at all since Penny arrived. They pulled apart, and Mom kissed Penny on the lips. "Thank you for this," she said softly.
Penny hugged her tightly. "Thank you for everything. I love you."
They started crying again, and I looked up to see Dad standing in the living room, staring at them, stunned.
I walked over to him, figuring I wasn't going to get my Penny hug for a while. Not the way they were acting. "Movie time, Dad. What can I get you to drink?"
He took a while to answer, unable to tear his eyes off our women. "Uh, something strong, I think," he mumbled.
"Jack and Coke?" I offered.
"Sure. Yeah. Strong."
I laughed, never having seen my father so lost. I made us both drinks, and brought him his. The girls were still talking to each other, jabbering away a mile a minute, hugging every few seconds.
I grabbed Dad by the arm, tugging. "Come on. They'll be with us in a bit."
I stopped him in front of the couch. "Here."
He looked over at his chair, then took a drink and sat down where I'd indicated. I loaded up the DVD and turned the screen a little so it faced the couch directly.
Mom and Penny walked past us hand-in-hand, headed for the bar. "Yeah, so I told Emma how he'd gotten me ready..." Penny was saying.
Dad watched them, his head on a swivel, tracking their every move.
"Penny asked if it would be Ok to watch it with us. You don't mind, do you?" I asked.
He was still staring and it took a moment for my words to cut through his fog. "Watch? Mind? No, of course not."
The girls stopped in front of us, held hands and kissed briefly. "I'll be right here," Mom said. She sat in Dad's lap sideways, facing me. Penny kicked off her sandals, and sat in my lap mirroring Mom. Their legs were intertwined, and they giggled, rubbing their bare feet against each other's legs, playfully.
Mom hugged Dad, looking at us. "Jeremy showed it to me earlier. I have to warn you, it's the hottest thing I've ever seen. Let me know if it gets to be too much, Ok?"
He looked over at us. "Here?"
She kissed him on the cheek. "Not many secrets between us. Especially not after this."
Penny spoke up. "I won't mind. As long as you guys don't."
I looked at both of them, seeing the teasing grins on their faces. For the first time I noticed how similarly they were dressed. Both were wearing t-shirts and skirts. The shirts were loose, and the skirts weren't particularly short, both near knee length. I saw Mom's was halfway up her thighs already, and she winked at me, opening her legs and flashing her tiny see through panties.
I pulled Penny's head down, and brought my lips to her ear. "You guys talked before you came over, didn't you?"
She giggled, turned and kissed me. "Maybe. Mad?"
I hugged her. "You two are evil."
She turned to Mom. "He told me I was evil," she pouted.
"Jeremy! Is that any way to talk to your girlfriend, after all she did for you last night!"
"You too, Mom. Evil."
Mom grinned. "Maybe just a little."
I think we had lost Dad completely. He was in la-la land, staring at Penny's thighs.
Mom laughed, grabbing his chin gently and turning it toward the screen. "Later. Now watch."
I took the hint and started the video, showing the opening credits.
Penny's First Time.
Starring Penny Booth, as Penny
Co-starring Jeremy Davis, as Jeremy
Cameo's by Alice Davis and Colleen Booth
It started with a slow pan of the room, then Penny and her mother in the bed, Penny naked, looking nervous, and her mother in Mom's nightgown, looking stoic.
We had Dad's full attention, and I slid my hand up Penny's skirt, stroking her thigh.
We all watched quietly while I entered the scene and climbed onto the bed with them. Penny and I chatted a bit, talking about practice, while her mother stared daggers at me.
Dad spoke up. "Jesus, that would have scared the crap out of me."
Penny giggled. "I didn't know she was doing that. I would have banished her right away. That was Bad Mom."
I went down on Penny on the screen. Mom was moving the camera around, closeups of what I was doing, mixed with shots of Penny's reaction and some of her mother's clinginess, inching closer to her daughter, until she was holding her head against her chest, caressing her.
By the time Penny came for me on screen, Dad had his hands in Mom's shirt, and she straightened up and pulled it off, sitting there topless. She looked over at Penny and I felt her tremble a little as she pulled her own shirt off. She wasn't wearing a bra either.
Dad glanced over several times, torn between the screen and the real live view.
On screen, I was kissing Penny, with her mother's tit in my face. Penny scolded her mother, who backed away. I leaned over and kissed Colleen. In the movie, it seemed a lot longer than it had originally.
I heard Dad chuckle. "Smooth."
Mom hugged him. "Chip off the old block."
Back on the TV, Penny moved between my legs, and Dad groaned, as she started to blow me. "Alice," he whispered.
"Not yet, Harold."
The camera tracked Penny for a while, then cut to a topless Colleen. A close-up of some very substantial tits, before returning to Penny's action.
We all watched the interplay while Penny claimed me, and Colleen teasingly offered her help as well as Mom's.
Dad was laughing. "Damn Jeremy. One good kiss, and you completely won her over. I'm proud of you. Must have been one hell of a kiss."



"Aunt Marie taught me. We've been getting lots of practice."
"Figures she'd be an expert at that."
Mom glared at him. "And I'm not?"
He squeezed her, while Penny was taking me down her throat on screen. "Jesus, boy. Don't let her get away."
Penny giggled. "I'm not going anywhere Dad. Trust me."
"Pause!" Mom snapped. I hit the pause, and Mom was glaring at Dad. "Marie's a better kisser than me? Is that what you think?"
Dad had stepped in it. I went for the save. "No Mom. No way. You're worlds better. But Dad wouldn't know that. She's just been working with me on it. She's always like in teacher mode with me."
Dad nodded. "I only meant she probably had to get good, with all those different men in and out of her life. She can't hold a candle to you. You know that. I made my choice, and never once regretted it for a moment. I've never even kissed her, not a real kiss. Not once in all these years. She never tried, either."
Mom seemed a little consoled. "I could have taught him."
"No kidding," I told her. "Shame on you for making me go to her for training."
Mom blushed. "I never..."
"Yes you did. You gave me to her to break in, with your rules. She was good about it, teaching me patiently, and staying within your boundaries. You know who should have been teaching me," I told her.
She turned to Dad. "Tell him Harold. I wasn't allowed, was I?"
Dad nodded. "My decision, son. Sorry about that. But we're Ok now, right?"
"More than Ok, Dad. You going to teach me from now on, Mom?" I hugged, my girl, who was enthralled with our tête-à-tête. "Teach us both?"
"Of course she will," Dad said. He pulled Mom close and kissed her hard. "Best Mom in the world, right?"
Penny chimed in. "My Momma's pretty awesome too."
Dad chuckled. "I'm not going to argue that one. I'll let you call it a tie."
Mom was sufficiently mollified. "Play, Jeremy."
Dad reached over and gave me a firm squeeze on the shoulder. You're welcome I thought.
We returned to more of Penny working her magic, and then a quick POV shot of Mom shooting the length of her own nude body.
"How?" Dad asked.
"Colleen did it. She was really very naughty. We're going to have to have her over and get better acquainted," she teased.
On screen I got on my knees, and stroked my cock, shooting a huge load on Penny's face. She laid back and the moms agreed to clean her together. The next shot after the transition was both moms licking her face clean, kissing each other, and using their mouths to feed my cum to Penny.
"Oh God, Alice," Dad moaned.
"Keep watching, Dear. I promise, it'll be worth it."
Penny whispered in my ear, "She's torturing him."
"And you're not?" I whispered, rubbing her gently between her legs, pulling her skirt up almost to her waist.
On the TV we were talking and Mom was giving me crap about being gentle. Dad laughed when I told her she didn't know jack about being gentle. "You shouldn't tease your mother like that, Jeremy."
"She hit me hard," I whined.
We all watched as I went down on her again, before she asked me to take the next step. The moms went into action, and Dad leaned forward, when Colleen took me in her mouth."
"You're right, Penny," Dad said, "Hell of a mom you got."
"I told you so," Penny giggled. "Too good. She got him so worked up, he was huge. Made my life a whole lot more painful."
We all got quiet as I tried to stick it inside her. Mom had a great shot, over my shoulder, her voice clear as she told me what to do. You could have heard a pin drop while I struggled getting inside her, Penny whimpering softly. The big push came, and she cried out, with my cock head disappearing inside her.
"Jesus," Dad groaned. "That's a tiny little pussy."
Penny giggled. "Not anymore. Feels like the Brooklyn Tunnel."
Dad glanced over and almost got whiplash. Her legs were open enough for a nice little crotch shot, her skirt raised completely out of the way. I was rubbing her softly, just playing around, and she had a wet spot the size of silver dollar.
Mom chuckled, and turned his head back to the screen.
Things got quiet as on screen Mom whispered what to do, and I slowly worked my way inside my tight, virginal girlfriend. Several long minutes with Mom guiding me each step of the way, until I was fucking her slowly, most of my length gliding in and out of her ridiculously tight hole.
"Pause, please?" Penny whispered.
I looked up and she was crying. I paused the video, and went to hug her when she crawled off of me, and launched herself into Mom's arms. Mom held her, while Dad looked as confused as me.
Penny was sobbing, and Mom caressed her blonde hair, kissing the top of her head. "What's wrong, baby girl? Is it too much?"
I felt vindicated. Even Mom didn't know what was going on. I was kind of used to being in the dark when it came to girls. Now I knew it wasn't just me.
"I didn't know," she sobbed.
"Didn't know what, baby?" Dad asked, his arm lying across Penny's upper thighs, his hand holding her from sliding off.
"I didn't know how Jeremy could know what to do. Everything perfect. Stopping and starting, moving the way he did. Making me feel like that. How could he possibly know? I was afraid I wasn't his first. He must have done that before. A lot."
She looked up at Mom. "It was you. You knew. You took care of me, Mom." She broke down crying, "I really was his first."
Mom squeezed her. "I wouldn't let him hurt you. I hope you don't think I was interfering."
A strange barked little laugh escaped Penny's lips. "Interfering? I was wrong. You win the best Mom in the world award. I'll never be able to thank you enough." She scooted up a little and kissed Mom on the lips, tenderly. "You are the best, Mom. Thank you."
Now Mom was crying, hugging her, while on screen my cock was buried in Penny's little pussy, with only a couple of inches to spare, paused in mid-stroke.
Dad was caressing Penny's naked back, gently, his hand flowing over her skin. Penny turned on her side, facing the screen, her head resting on Mom's bare breast. Dad pulled the girls a little deeper into the couch, so they wouldn't fall off his lap, then put his arm around Penny's waist, holding her. Mom slid down a bit, her shoulders resting on the arm rest. Her butt was hanging over the edge of Dad's thigh, Penny's hip wedged between them.
I got up and grabbed a box of Kleenex's from the kitchen counter, and knelt in front of the three of them, passing a couple of Kleenexes to Mom, then using a couple of more to wipe Penny's tears away.
"You Ok?" I asked softly.
She nodded, then wiggled a little, getting comfortable in Mom's arms. "Can I stay here a bit, Jeremy?" she asked softly.
I chuckled. "You'd have to ask Dad. I'm not the one holding two grown women in his lap."
Penny started to get up, awkwardly. "Oh! I'm sorry Mr. Davis, I wasn't thinking..."
She must have been upset. She never called him Mr. Davis, not since a couple of months after we started dating.
"Shh. It's Ok. I don't mind." He tugged her back into his lap, gently. "Call me Harold, baby girl."
"If you're going to call me Mom, you better call him Dad. I'm sure he won't mind," she said grinning mischievously.
Penny sighed, wriggling sweetly. "Thank you, Daddy."
I looked up at Mom, and she nodded once slowly. Then she gave another nod of her head down to where their legs were stretched out.
I took the hint. I gave Penny a quick little kiss, then climbed on the couch next to Dad. I lifted the girls' legs, Penny's hips, Mom's butt, and squeezed in next to my father.
We were all looking at the screen, and Penny giggled. "Jesus, I don't know how that thing ever fit inside of me. It aches just to look at it."
We all laughed and I hit play, watching the finish of my girlfriend's deflowering. I leaned my head on my father's shoulder. He was being good, his hand resting on Penny's bare stomach, her young breasts only a few inches from his finger tips.
On screen I was leaning over Penny, taking a break, letting her grow accustomed to me. We were chatting about how she was doing, and how big I was, any 'bonus' size all Colleen's fault. I told Penny's mother I liked her tits, and stole a kiss from her.
On the couch, my hand was on Penny's thigh, sliding up between her legs, rubbing her panties gently. I looked over at her watching the screen so intently. She turned her head a fraction and kissed Mom's breast, only an inch or so away from Mom's hard nipple. I almost lost it when she reached for Dad's hand and pulled it onto her breast. "Hold me, Daddy," she whispered.
Dad tried to suppress a deep moan, but he wasn't fooling anybody. "Hold on, Harold. A little while longer," Mom told him.
Back on the screen, I got on my knees and started screwing Penny again. I asked Mom if I could fuck Penny faster, and she had me pull out to the edge, and squirted lube into her hand, rubbing it on my cock.
"I...I forgot about that," Mom said softly. "You're not mad, are you Harold? I didn't mean anything by it."
He shook his head, his voice catching. "No, darling. You were just being you, the kindest woman I've ever known. Taking care of our kids. Caring for our baby girl."
I was shocked when Mom reached up and brushed a tear from Dad's eye. I had never seen my father cry. Never. I didn't think he knew how.
We watched quietly, as I started fucking Penny faster on the video, stroking her soft, flawless body, watching her finally get past simply enduring, and responding to our lovemaking. She was flushed, her nipples hard, whimpering softly, the camera picking up all the sounds, including the steady pumping of her tight hole.
Mom's voice, loud next to the camera, whispered that Penny could take a little more, and to tilt her legs back. Pushing her legs back to her chest, I saw something I hadn't noticed at the time, Colleen holding Penny's legs for me.
I groaned loudly on tape, and the camera captured that beautiful moment when Penny came on my cock for the first time, obvious now. I had slowed down and Colleen urged me to keep going.
I had my fingers inside of Penny's panties, and she lifted her hips, helping me remove them. I slid a finger gently inside her, and she opened her legs. I looked up to see that my girlfriend had her lips around my mother's nipple. Dad and Mom each had ahold of one of her tits. She was wriggling against my finger, whimpering softly same as on camera.
On screen she was getting fucked harder, faster, deeper, taking almost my entire length. "Steady, Dear" screen-Mom said, and we watched Penny's body tensing up, her toes curling, her legs straightening. The camera focused on my cock entering her, slick with her juices, white cream coating it. Her pussy lips clinging every time I pulled out of her.
Dad was focused on the TV, his breath heavy. Mom was watching us. All of us. I eased a second finger into Penny, making her moan. "Gentle, Jeremy," Mom warned softly. I put my thumb on Penny's clit and started nudging it. Her legs were trembling.
Penny's voice echoed through the multi-media speakers. "Momma!" It was gorgeous, the way she responded. "Harder," my mother's disembodied voice ordered, and video Jeremy rose up and pounded his cock into the tiny virgin, driving her deep into the mattress, making her body shake, her tits quivering.
The girl in my lap was whimpering continuously now, her body writhing sensually. My fingers pumped her gently, my thumb still massaging her clit. Dad had her hard little nipple between his fingers, pinching, pulling on it. Mom's fingers were teasing the other one, flicking across it.
"MOM!" Penny's voice exploded from the TV, and Mom was demanding I not stop, as the girl on the screen exploded. I had lifted her hips, and slammed my entire length into her, screaming "FUCK!" as I gave her sweet little pussy, its first full load.
Dad held her as she came for us, shaking and moaning, almost as much as on screen. She gasped, her legs quivering. "JEREMY!" she cried, her hips launching off of my lap and up against my hand. She groaned, relaxing back into Dad's lap, as the girl on scream continued coming.
Our hands caressed her body, as she settled back down. She reached down and straightened out her skirt, self-consciously. She brought her hands up to her face, covering herself up, her arms in tight, hiding her tits.
Mom caught my eye, nodding from Penny to me. I reached for my girlfriend and Dad helped place her in my arms. I hugged her tightly, her body shaking. "Are you Ok?" I asked.
"How can you ask? After what I just did? They're going to think I'm such a slut. What's happening to me?" She sounded devastated.
"Shh," I whispered. "Nobody thinks that. You were beautiful, sharing with us. Just us. Nobody in this family would ever judge you. Not me, not Mom, not Dad. We all think you're the greatest."
"Right. Greatest slut ever."
I kissed her pretty face, calming her. "Every one of us wanted to get off, watching you on screen. You heard Dad begging Mom. You were the lucky one."
"That's me. Lucky slut."
"Stop." I told her sharply. "You're not. Nobody thinks that." She squealed when I picked her up. I nodded for my Mom to get out of the way, and deposited her in Dad's lap."
"She's embarrassed, Dad." I said. "Tell her what you think about what just happened? Be honest."
Dad held her carefully, rocking her. "I wish I had a girl like you," he said. "That was beautiful, and one of the sexiest things I've ever seen." He chuckled, "Married to Alice, that's saying a lot."
She brushed her eyes, "I'm not like that. I don't know why I behaved that way."
"It was the most honest, most trusting, most loving thing I could imagine. Having you here with us,like our own baby girl, sharing the most intimate moment of your life, reliving it with us. Not holding back, your heart on your sleeve. No wonder they're both crazy about you." They hugged her. "Watching you for the first time, your responses, your reactions, I..." He paused, choking up.
He looked over at Mom. "I'm sorry, Alice. So sorry. I wished I'd known back then." Mom came over and sat in my lap, ignoring me, her arms around her husband.
"It's Ok," she whispered.
He shook his head. "No it's not. I hurt you. I knew I was hurting you, and I couldn't stop. Wouldn't." The tears were running down his face, his head buried in Mom's hair, clutching my girlfriend to his chest.
"It should have been like that," he said sadly, "beautiful." Then he was brusquely climbing out from under the two women, walking quickly outdoors, and closing the porch behind him.
Penny looked more upset than ever, and Mom held her, quiet tears rolling down her cheeks.
I started to get up, and Mom put out her hand and stopped me. "Let him be. He's a proud man, and he can't stand for anyone to see him like this. Especially not you. I'll give him a couple of minutes. When I bring him back, act like nothing happened, Ok? I should have known it might effect him like this. I wasn't thinking."
I forced a laugh. "Well, that's not how I pictured this turning out."
Mom giggled. "How did you picture this turning out, my little horn dog?"
Penny sniffled, and sat up, straightening her skirt out. "Yeah. What kind of fantasies were you entertaining, taking my panties off like that, when I was in Mom and Dad's arms?"
They were ganging up on me, but at least they were smiling. "Come on! Give me a break! I'm sitting here with the two sexiest women I know, watching porn. Not just any porn either. You evil girls, no bras, short skirts. See through panties, Mom? You had me hard before I even got to sit down."
Mom whispered in Penny's ear and she giggled. Mom looked over at me, covering her breasts with her hands, coquettishly. "I hope that tent in your shorts is for your little girl, and not your broken down old Mom."
I laughed. "Now would that be fair, if all the hard-ons in the house were over Penny?"
"Jeremy!" Penny shrieked. "That big ol' thing better be for me! Mom already has her own." She turned to Mom. "Don't you dare say you're a broken down old Mom. Jesus, if that's broken down, what chance does someone like me have?"
Dad walked in from the garage, composed, looking like nothing had ever happened. He walked over to me carrying a couple of beers. "Someone like you, baby girl, has nothing to worry about. Friggin' hottest thing I've seen since that one was in college," he nodded toward Mom, putting a beer in my hand.
"You'll have to forgive my son for being an idiot. Dating that," he nodded toward the TV, where she was lying in my arms, "for a year, and almost walking away from it. Stupid chicken-shit." He lifted Penny in his arms, putting her in my lap.
Mom stood up so Dad could sit down, next to me. "Don't me mean, Harold. You were young and stupid once."
Penny giggled, leaning into me. "You know he wouldn't have even been getting blow-jobs if it weren't for me pushing the issue."
"Speaking of," Dad said, sipping his beer. "I never did get to thank you for that little video you made for us. Quite remarkable. No way he deserves something as sweet as you. Makes me wonder who his real Daddy is, sometimes." He tickled Mom. "Something you want to tell me, dear?" She laughed, fighting him off.
Penny kicked him playfully, digging her toes into his side, making him twist away and giving Mom a break. "Jesus, Dad. If he looked anymore like you he'd have to be a clone. Didn't he get anything from Mom?"
I hugged her. "The family secret. Daddy's looks, and Mom's brains."
She slapped me lightly. "Don't you dare insult your mother like that!"
That had Mom and Dad laughing at my expense. I was staring at Mom, and she looked up. "What?"
"I just love watching you laugh, dressed like that."
Dad covered up Mom's tits with his hand. "Behave, man-child. You have your own bodacious boobs. Leave mine alone."
"Fine." I said, lifting Penny and turning her in my lap so she was straddling me. She played along, hugging me, hiding her tits from view against my chest. "No more eye-candy for you. I was going to be nice because you brought me a beer, but you had to go and ruin it."
"You know, son, I have a couple of Grolsch stashed away out there," he said.
I laughed, turning to face him, and spinning Penny around in my lap. She squealed, lifting her hands to her tits, covering them. I pulled her arms back, exposing her chest.
"Oh. My. God! Jeremy! My tits are only worth a stinky beer?"
"No baby. Your tits are worth a stinky beer, and Mom's tits."
She giggled. "Oh. So how many beers do you think we owe him?"
Mom cuddled Dad, laughing. "Have you ever seen anything as sweet as her? Like I could compete with that. Marie maybe."
Dad gave her a little shake. "There's no competition, Alice. Ever." Damn it if Dad didn't surprise me again, actually blushing. "No offence, gorgeous. You are stunning, but she's...she's my Alice."
"None taken. I know when I'm beat. Luckily your doofus son doesn't know any better. Girls like me, we've gotta take what we can get. Look what I got stuck with."
Mom was settling down, her laughing jags over, resting her head on Dad's shoulder. "Poor baby. Had to settle for the smarter, younger version of the best man you or I will ever know."
Penny leaned back against me, pulling my hands up to her breasts. "We're pretty lucky, aren't we?"
"Don't ever let them hear that. Enough of an ego to deal with already," Mom teased, kissing Dad on the cheek.
I grabbed the remote, before it got too maudlin. "Dad, remember what I told you about two separate versions of the video? One of the bonus scenes is coming up."
"Cue it up, boy," he said.
We sat through the scene where we talked about what had just happened. I caught some grief from everyone, first for her telling me how rough I'd been.



"I told you to be gentle," Mom said.
"Mom! You were the one telling me to go harder! Everyone heard it."
She sniffed. "I said no such thing. I said 'don't harm her'." Penny giggled.
Dad laughed at the 'Fuck-God' shrine. "You built your shrine yet," he teased. "To the Fuck-up God?"
She laughed. "I've got Mom working on that. We figured the closet wasn't big enough so we're using the guest room instead. Don't be jealous, Dad. It doesn't suit you."
Mom laughed at Dad's stunned look. Good for Penny. Hard to get one up on Dad.
The "Not too bad" remark, about how good she was, got me in trouble with everyone. Penny elbowed me. "Asshole."
Dad chuckled. "I can't believe you said that! More proof you're not from these loins."
Of course that was when Mom spoke up on the video, snapping at me and telling me I was just like my father. "Alice!" he whined.
"Right. Our first Valentine's day? 'It was Ok'? Remember, Dear?"
He grimaced. "I'm never going to hear the end of that one, am I?"
"Friggin' raped my poor virgin ass for half the night, and it was Ok? You bet you'll never hear the end of it. Jesus, Harold, 20 years later and I'm still sore."
I paused the movie. I didn't want Dad to miss the big scene.
"Tell her the truth Dad, or you won't get to see the special scene."
He gave Mom a hug. "I told her. The next day. Put a ring on her finger. She had spoiled me for all other women."
Mom kissed him. "You ruined me for all other men. It was only fair."
Penny sighed. "And they lived happily ever after."
Dad gave Mom a squeeze. "That we did. Never regretted a single moment. Not one."
I nodded toward the screen, and hit play.
I was telling Penny that maybe I'd keep her.
"Damned straight," Dad muttered. "Ass out on the street if he doesn't"
Penny was giving me similar grief on the video, when she giggled, saying 'Oops!' she made a mess. The movie transitioned to her saying "Momma!" and her mother peeked up from between her legs telling her to hush and relax. I held her in my arms, while her mother took care of her, cleaning up our mess.
Dad groaned. "Jesus, Alice!"
Mom giggled. "I told you she was bad. Her Mom's definitely the naughty one here, taking off my outfit, getting our boy ready, cleaning her daughter's face, and then that. I should get a candy for being good."
Penny snickered.
Dad looked over at her. "Sound like someone thinks differently."
Penny giggled. "Maybe. But you're not hearing it from me."
I gave her a warning squeeze, and Mom whined. "Penny! You know she was the bad one!"
"She might have been naughtier, Mom, but you were no angel. There were two hotties, cleaning up my face, as I remember. You uncovered Momma's boobs before she started on you. And whose hand was rubbing my clitty, while goading her son into fucking the living shit out of me? No candy for you, naughty Mommy."
Dad chuckled. "Three naughty women in your bed, Jeremy. You must live right."
"Good genes, and proper raising. The world's greatest Mom, and a...uh...Dad."
Mom laughed. "You little liar. Best man you've ever known. You said it yourself."
"I plead the fifth."
Mom turned and kissed Dad, long and deep. I grazed on Penny's slender neck, so happy in that moment, holding her. "I love you," I whispered in her ear.
She giggled. "No brownie points unless they can hear it."
I turned her in my lap and pulled her face down to mine. I pressed my lips against hers, tasting her again, exploring, claiming her. She melted against me, kissing me back, passionately.
"I love you," I said loudly. "I want everyone to know it. Dad was right, I was an idiot. You are the best thing that ever happened to me."
She stared into my eyes, intensely. Her dazzling blue eyes were moist. "I'm the lucky one, Jeremy. I know it. Thank you." She kissed me softly, her eyes holding mine, and she pulled away. "I'm going to blow him now, if that's alright, Mom," she said softly.
"They've earned it. I'm with you on this, baby girl." She slid off Dad's lap. "Cue up her blow-job scene Max. From the beginning."
I reversed through the video, while my father and I had our pants removed. We were only sitting a few feet apart, but Penny nudged me over, when I raised up to get my boxers off. Dad and I were less than a foot apart, and I had a great view of both women.
Backing up the video was pretty much worthless. It was hot, but nothing like the show on the couch. Mom was looking at both me and Dad, while getting him hard, and Penny was doing the same. It was beyond description. Seriously. I should stop writing now. Nothing I could ever put on paper would do it justice.
After a few minutes Mom sat up and held Dad's cock upright. She looked over at Penny. Penny smiled and held mine up. "Twins," she giggled.
"Yeah, I'm Arnold, and Dad's Danny Devito," I teased.
"Ass-wipe," Dad growled throwing an elbow at me.
"Mom! Dad hit me!"
Mom grinned, and leaned over to Penny, pulling her hair back, kissing her shoulder, while she sucked me. "Harold, if you can't play nice, I'm going to have Jeremy take our baby girl upstairs, and the show will be over."
"Fucking tattle-tale," he murmured, grinning at me and winking.
Mom was watching Penny, and she pulled her up a second. "Give me your hand," she told her.
Penny put her hand in Mom's. Mom straightened out two fingers, and brought them up to her mouth. She sucked on them, looking at Penny. Several seconds later, she pulled away. "Try that," she said.
Penny put her mouth over my cock, and I felt her tongue moving differently, teasing, the tip rubbing under the edge of my cock head, side-to-side, then over the top. I groaned.
"Did she get it right?" Mom asked.
"Fuck. I don't know if it was right, but that was fantastic."
Mom was going down on Dad again. "What was that, Alice?"
"Pirate Ship," she said, grinning.
"Give her all your secrets, and it sure as shit won't take her no 20 years to catch up," Dad laughed.
Mom grinned. "She's a baby, I'm not going to teach her all my secrets."
Penny did it again, and I moaned. She pulled off laughing, hugging Mom, watching Dad's cock disappear into her mouth. "Teach me another one, Alice? Please?"
Mom laughed. "I don't know. This is only for my son, you understand. Family secrets handed down for twelve generations. Perfected in the back alleys of Paris, three hundred years ago. In the wrong hands, they're deadly, you could stop a weaker man's heart with these."
"I'm your baby girl, right? I'm family," Penny pleaded.
Mom turned and kissed her softly. "Yes you are, angel." She took Penny's hand in hers. "This one's a little harder, pay attention."
Mom took the finger's in her mouth, and concentrated. She looked up at Penny, then winked. She pulled the wet fingers from her mouth. "Got it?"
"One more time," Penny asked.
Mom did it again, and Penny nodded. She went back down on me, sucking my cock for a few seconds, then held the head in place with her teeth, her tongue moving in a circle around the head, then poking the tip with her tongue.
Mom looked over. "Well?"
"Nice, but not as good as the 'Pirate Ship'," I told her.
"What was it?" Dad asked.
"Swirly-Go-Round."
Dad laughed. "She did it wrong, if you think the Pirate Ship was better."
Penny looked irritated. She did it again, but it was pretty much the same. Good, really good. Just not as good.
She pulled off, "Better?"
"It's nice, I guess I just like the other one more."
Mom frowned. She looked up at Harold. "May I?" she asked.
He nodded.
Mom nudged Penny over and blew my mind. She did it twice, and I almost came for her, moaning. "Oh, shit, Mom!" I groaned, "Do that again."
Mom giggled, "Now you can tell her what she does wrong."
Dad laughed. "Told you so. That's one of her Secret Seven."
Penny went down on me, determined. It was worse than the first two. Her teeth were hurting me, and I had to ease her off. "Gentle, baby. That hurt."
"What did I do wrong?" she whined.
"Teeth were way too tight."
She did it again. The teeth felt a little better, but it wasn't the same, not even close. She looked up hopefully. "Nope."
"What? What's wrong?" she said pouting.
"I...uh...the top felt, I don't know, and it was too, jerky?"
Mom sighed. "Jeremy. That doesn't help."
"It just didn't feel as good, none of it."
Penny looked like she was going to cry. "I love what you're doing, Penny. Everything, really. You know your sweet mouth drives me crazy."
She glared at me. Shit.
Mom looked up at me. "I'm going to borrow her for a second, Ok, Jeremy?"
"Sure."
I wasn't expecting Mom to pull my girlfriend over between my Dad's legs. "He'll teach you."
Dad looked nervous. "Alice, I don't know."
"Nonsense. You know exactly what it should feel like. Tell her what she does wrong."
Mom hugged my girlfriend. "Take your time, and play a bit before you get started, so he can wrap his mind around such a pretty thing as you doing this."
Penny giggled. "Right. Following in your footsteps? I'm chopped liver, next to filet mignon."
Mom kissed her cheek. "No, you're a beautiful, blue-eyed, blonde, teenage girl sucking his cock for the first time. You win this one, baby girl."
Penny stuck out her tongue, and licked Dad's cock, slowly. She did it again, watching him. The third time Mom leaned in. "Playful, like on the video. Give him a couple of minutes of fun, before you go for it."
I was aching, my heart in my throat. I had imagined at some point it might come to this, but I felt angry, jealous. She was mine. Nobody but me ever. Penny looked over at me and stopped. She pulled away quickly. "I'm sorry, Jeremy. I won't do it, if you don't want," she whispered, scrambling backward. "I'm sorry."
Mom glared at me, and for a moment I felt like she hated me. It was like a kick to the balls. Dad was willing to share Mom's mouth. Almost all of her. Hell, I'd taken her without his knowing, several times. I suddenly felt ashamed.
I crawled over to her, taking her in my arms. "No, I'm sorry. I guess I wasn't ready for that. I felt so jealous. You're mine."
She nodded. "Only yours," she whispered.
"Please, try it again for me? I'm prepared now. I promise I won't freak out or anything. Learn it for me."
She nodded, nervously. "That's all I want to do. Learn how to be the best for you."
I kissed her tenderly, then drew her back between Dad's legs. "I'm sorry Dad."
He nodded, looking at me intently. "It's a difficult thing. Sharing someone you love." He glanced over at Mom, and I saw her blush. "Even with someone you love just as much."
I felt my eyes watering. "I didn't know. I'm sorry."
He nodded. "Lesson learned. All I ever ask is that you learn."
I climbed back on the couch, and watched Penny try again. She was tentative, nervous, looking up at me frequently. Mom had her arm around Penny's shoulders, whispering.
"Penny?" I asked.
She stopped abruptly, looking at me. "Yes?"
"When Mom did that to me, did you get jealous?"
She nodded. "A little. I know she's so much better than me, and to see her touching, that," she nodded toward my waist, "was difficult. I kind of feel like it's mine, you know?"
I nodded.
"But I know it's Ok. She's only trying to help, and I trust her. Completely. She'd never do anything bad. Nothing that would interfere with you and me. I just had to remember her, upstairs, helping us, and everything was Ok. I even liked it."
She looked at me, then smiled. She gave Dad a playful lick, her tongue dancing along his shaft. He moaned, and her little smile grew larger. "You trust me, don't you, Jeremy?"
"Of course."
She licked him again, in a teasing zig-zag pattern, ending with a puckered kiss on the top of his cock. "You trust our Daddy. I know you do."
"More than anyone in the world," I told her.
She pouted. "Don't you want to see your baby girl suck Daddy's big cock?" she asked in a devastating little girl voice.
I nodded slowly.
"Daddy can teach his baby girl how to make him feel good, make all my Daddy's feel good, with my naughty little mouth. Can't he?" She was looking up at me, sadly, her tongue moving wickedly, along the sides of his shaft, under the head, curling around it.
Dad groaned, reaching down and brushing her hair back. Her silky smooth long blonde hair.
"Please let your baby girl, learn. I need to have my innocent young mouth trained to suck big, fat, huge cocks." She sucked the head, pulling off with a pop. "Thick cocks." She sucked him again, deep, gasping when she backed away. "Powerful, juicy cocks." She bobbed up and down quickly, then pushed hard, gagging. "My Daddy's cocks." She stroked him, her hand moving slowly over his whole length.
"Train your girl. You and our Daddy. Train me to suck cock. To be a good little cock-sucker like Mommy. Train my mouth. How to do the magic, how to take it down my throat. How to swallow. Train your baby. Train me hard. Train me so one day you won't even be able to tell who it is sucking you, me or Mommy."
She looked up at Dad. "Teach me Daddy. Tell me what you like. What I'm doing wrong. Use your baby girl's naughty little mouth." She sucked his cock, staring up at him, her eyes pleading. She didn't do much more than bob up and down.
"Alice!" he groaned.
Mom put her arm around Penny, "He's going to come soon. Maybe I should finish him," she said.
"Please Mommy," she whined, stroking his cock rapidly. "I want to make my Daddy come for me. I want to taste him, then have him cover my face in Daddy cum, and let you lick it clean. Please."
She didn't wait for an answer, taking his cock in her mouth again.
"He comes hard, baby girl. Get ready for it," Mom whispered. "Put your hand near the bottom and you'll feel it."
Dad was leaning forward in his seat, pushing into her mouth. He reached for her head, and Mom stopped him. "No Harold. Let her do it."
He groaned, looking down at my gorgeous girl.
"Out little girl is sucking you. She's going to let you come in her mouth, and then I'm going to lick every last drop off of her face and feed it to her. She needs to learn your taste, get used to it. She's going to need a lot of training," Mom was talking steadily, driving him mad. "Nobody but our boy and you have ever used that sweet mouth. Look at her eyes, Harold. Our baby girl's loving, innocent eyes. Those big blue eyes, begging for your cum. For her Daddy's..."
"GOD!" he groaned, and a moment later Mom was holding his cock, aiming each new stream of sticky white cum on Penny's eager face.
"More, Daddy," she moaned after swallowing his first shot, "cover me. Spray your baby girl."
He was gasping, while Mom stroked his cock, squeezing out every last drop.
"That's all, baby girl," Mom said.
Penny opened the one eye that wasn't glued shut, and smiled. She tilted her head way back. "Mommy. I'm sorry I was so naughty. Forgive me. I know he's yours."
Mom licked her face, a long slow movement, then pressed her tongue into Penny's mouth. When she pulled it free, she said, "I'll always forgive you. You're my sweet baby girl."
I groaned, and Mom giggled. "We'll have to take care of our boy soon."
Penny nodded. "That's why I have to learn. So I can take care of him as good as Mommy."
Mom licked her for a while, driving me nuts. "Harold came so quick for his little girl. He must really love you."
"Does he really love me? Like you and Jeremy love me?" she asked. "Am I his Princess? His special baby girl?"
Mom was holding my girl, her arm around Penny's shoulders, her hand fondling a breast. She was leaning over her, keeping her promise, searching out every last drop, and feeding it to her baby.
Mom was wicked. "Next time you can swallow more, Mommy wants some of it on her little girl's boobies, and that's all mine."
I couldn't take it. "Lay her down Mom. Now."
Mom looked at me, stroking my cock, and she eased Penny to the ground. I stood next to Mom, "Suck it."
Mom opened her mouth wide, her tongue extended, and I pushed my aching cock between those beautiful lips. She sucked me, for only a few seconds before I couldn't stand it any longer. I pulled away and put my cock in Penny's mouth. "Swallow," I said.
I came hard, a few shots in her mouth then I raised up and splashed her chest, neck and face, groaning. Penny had her hands between her legs, whimpering.
I stood on wobbly legs, and stroked my Mom's soft hair. "Clean your babies, Mom."
She took my cock in her mouth, sucking me slowly, her tongue gentle and teasing. She left me hard, then went after Penny.
I collapsed back on the couch, reached for my beer, and finished it. I looked over at Dad, who was stroking himself, watching our girls. "I think you owe me a Grolsch, Dad."
He nodded. "On the bottom, behind the soda water. Bring two."
"No way. Not until Mom's done. I'm not missing this."
Penny was squirming, rubbing between her legs, while Mom sucked on her tits. Both of them seemed to be enjoying it a lot.
"You never answered her question, Dad."
"What?"
"Do you love your baby girl? Do you love my hot little girlfriend? Tell her."
"Jeremy..."
"Tell her, Dear," Mom said, looking back at us. "I don't mind. Don't you love our baby girl? I do."
"Jesus," he groaned. "I love her. I love our naughty girl. I love how she's always called me Dad. How good and sweet she's been. The way she made that movie for us, blowing our boy so good. I love how she was with our son, her first time, so brave. I love her sweet mouth, and her evil teasing words. I love our sweet baby girl to death."
Penny was gasping, and before he could finish, she was coming for him. "Daddy!" she cried out, and Mom held her, kissing her lips.
"See? Daddy loves you too. We all love you so much, Penny. You're the best daughter we never had."
Penny hugged her, catching her breath. She sat up slowly, looking at Dad's cock. She returned to her little girl voice. "Is Daddy ready to train my mouth some more? I still need to learn Mommy's swirly-go-round."
Penny got up and came over to me, sitting on my lap, straddling me. "That was so wild," she said, her chest heaving. "You have very, very naughty parents, boyfriend."
I laughed, kissing her softly. "I have an equally naughty girlfriend and 'sister' it seems."
She got serious. "I want to try to put it in. That's all. I want to feel it again."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded. "Just for a few seconds, Ok? I'm still incredibly sore."
She parted her lips and pressed my cock against her opening.
"Do you need any lube?"
She laughed. "I'm a fucking ocean down there. Lube wouldn't stand a chance."
She held my shoulders and slowly lowered herself. She was still too tight, and I thought it was hopeless, until she bounced up and down hard and a couple of inches slid in. "Fuck!" she groaned, her head bent over, gasping. She lifted up her head, and looked me in the eye as she pressed downward, further, further. She had most if it when she stopped. "Hold me?" she asked, trembling.
I hugged her close, my hands caressing her back.
Mom was sitting in Dad's lap, and they were both watching us. Penny was moaning softly, her hips moving in small circles. "God," she groaned. "So fucking big."
She leaned her forehead against mine. "Don't move. It's perfect. So full," she gasped. Her breath was coming in spasms."
"Rub her clit, son, gently. Tell her how you feel," Dad said.
I pressed my fingers at the top of her pussy, rubbing soft circles. "I love you, Penny. So much. Thank you for loving me."
She was trembling softly, and her lips parted, gasping.
"Kiss her, Jeremy," Mom said.
The moment my lips touched Penny's, she came for me. A beautiful, extended, shaking orgasm, clutching at my cock, while my tongue invaded her naughty mouth.



I held her until she calmed, and noticed she'd sunk all the way down, taking my entire length. She gave me a tiny smile. "Perfect. You are always perfect."
"I loved that," I told her honestly.
"Me too." She grinned and moaned as she pulled off of my cock. I was a wet creamy mess, and I hadn't contributed any of it. She giggled. "Sorry Mommy. I guess while Daddy's training my mouth, you're going to get a taste of your baby girl."
Mom stood and hugged her. "Are you alright?"
Penny laughed. "Seriously? You didn't see that? I'm better than alright. Fucking amazing."
Mom pretended to glare at her. "Your language, baby girl. I've half a mind to wash that dirty little mouth out with cock."
"Daddy cock?" Penny chuckled.
"Lots and lots of Daddy cock."
"Jeremy cock too?"
"Oh yes. No punishment would be complete without Jeremy cock."
"Fan-fucking-tastic," Penny laughed.
Mom grabbed her hair, and pulled her over to Dad's eager cock. "Punish our baby girl's filthy mouth, Dear. But not until she's got the Swirly-go-round right."
She leaned over and smacked Penny's bottom, making her squeal before Dad pulled her mouth onto his cock.
Mom came over and knelt between my knees. "Goodness. She did leave quite a mess, didn't she?"
"Too much?" I asked.
She smiled. "Never too much of my baby girl or my baby boy." She looked over at Dad. "Good enough view?"
He tore his eyes from where Penny was sucking him, and nodded. "Perfect."
Mom chuckled. "Just like our boy."
She licked me clean, taking her time, praising Penny's taste. I heard bits and pieces of Dad instructing Penny.
"A little softer with the teeth...now a tiny bit more...there! That's it. Can you remember that?" She nodded whimpering cutely. "Flatten your tongue at the top, then roll it for the sides, close, it's like your trying to reach your tongue over the top of the head, past your teeth....perfect...now the sides..."
Mom stole my attention away by giving me the real thing. I moaned for her, and brushed her hair. "Seven Mom? You have six more as good as this?"
She sat up, kissing my cock. "Six better. It's the last of the seven."
She took me in her mouth and did something new, my head lodged at the edge of her throat, pulsing. Her tongue felt like a finger squeezing the shaft, moving back and forth, while my cock was held trapped by her tight throat entrance. She pulled off gasping, moments before I would have come. "Patience, Jeremy. No coming in Mommy's mouth until I say so."
"Holy Christ, Mom! What was that!"
She grinned. "Tunnel of Love. Mommy loves her baby boy."
"That one too!" Penny cried out. "You have to teach me that one."
"No baby girl. One at a time, until you perfect it and practice it at least 20 times."
Penny giggled. "Ok. Tomorrow then."
Dad groaned. "Evil baby girl. That's what we have, Alice."
Mom laughed, her head tilted sideway, her tongue wrapping around my shaft while Dad watched her. "Would you want her any other way?"
Penny learned from Dad, then she'd come over and practice what she'd learned. Mom would remind both of us how it was supposed to be done, while teasing Penny by making Dad or I groan with some special skill of hers. It was great incentive, and Penny was very good at taking her instruction, then putting it to use. She'd play the baby girl act for Dad, and the horny girlfriend for me.
"That's one thing you won't have to teach her," Dad said, playfully spanking his little girl's pink bottom, for getting a lesson wrong. She was still wearing her skirt, tucked up out of the way, and nothing else. Like Mom.
"What's that, Dear? If you leave one mark on her sweet little hiney, you'll be cut off for a week, and all her training will be done with our boy."
Dad was caressing more than spanking, and she was barely pinked up at all. "Teasing and roleplaying. She's a master. No doubt about that."
"I'm not teasing, Daddy," she whined. "I need my bottom spanked. I was a bad girl. After ten tries, I shouldn't ever get it wrong. Not if I want to catch up to Mommy."
"Are you telling me you didn't bite on purpose?" he laughed, giving her one real smack, make her cry out."
"Would Daddy's baby girl do that? To her Daddy's wonderful tasty, lip stretching, manly pee-pee?"
"Take her son. Before I do something that will get me in trouble."
She giggled. "Sorry Daddy. Baby girl's kitty is only for Jeremy. My poo-poo hole too, someday. But my lips are for Daddy." She climbed off his lap, wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him soundly. "Tell me Daddy. Tell me you love me."
He laughed, hugging her, "I love our baby girl."
"No, Daddy, tell me you love me."
He kissed her softly, pulling her hair back from her face. He looked into her sky-blue eyes. "I love you Penny. My son is a lucky man."
She gave him a hug. "Daddy's lucky too, right?" she said softly. "To have me and Mommy."
"Yes, Daddy's the luckiest man in the world to have his wonderful family, and beautiful girls." He turned to me. "Take her. Now. Please," he begged.
Mom stopped her play, and I went over and got my girl, holding her in my lap. Mom went over to Dad, sitting in his lap, straddling him. She reached down and slid his cock into her, settling down onto it, making him groan. "Thank you, Alice."
"Daddy still loves his first baby girl?" Mom teased.
"More than life itself."
Mom rode him, lovingly, taking care of his need that my evil girlfriend had inflamed.
"Do you think I'll ever be able to take it that easily?" she asked quietly.
"Yes. My bet is it won't be that long, either. Not the way you learn."
She rested her head on my shoulder. "We're not being too naughty here, are we? You're Ok with all of this, right?"
"It's wonderful. You're wonderful."
She cuddled in. "Your parents are wonderful. Your Mom is amazing. With her teaching me, I'm going to be the best little cock-sucker ever." She kissed me. "And it will all be for you. You're never going to want to leave me."
She grabbed my cock gently, her finger stroking. "Can I finish this for you? Or do you want to save it for your Mom."
"For Mommy?" I teased.
She blushed. "A little over the top?"
I laughed, and gave her a hug. "No 'baby girl' I think it did exactly what it was supposed to do. Did you work that out with Mom? Any of this? All of it?"
She grinned, then starting kissing my chin. "Would we do that?" she said innocently, then chuckled. "Thanks for thinking we could, but most of this is spur of the moment."
"Daddy?"
She hugged me. "Maybe not all of it. The little girl bit, and getting one of you two to give me a facial, we might have discussed. The lessons, that was Mom being Mom."
We were talking, and I looked over to where Mom and Dad seemed to be having a similar intimate conversation. Mom was giving him a slow rocking ride.
Penny slid off my lap. "I'm going to worship Fuck-God now, so no interruptions. Consider this a pop-quiz. You pop and I get an A."
I leaned back, and let her restore the lead to my pencil, before getting serious. No doubt about it. One evening with Mom and she was getting better. Much better. I was going to have to work on the stamina. I'd already come three times, and after only a few minutes, I was thinking about how good number four was going to be.
"Easy, Penny," Mom said. "You could get him to shoot in a couple of minutes, but where's the fun in that? Draw it out, enjoy it."
Penny eased up, getting playful, putting me on a roller-coaster of lust, bringing me close over and over again, just to back off. I leaned back and closed my eyes, wallowing in the sensation.
"How's she doing, Jeremy. Learning her lessons?" Mom asked.
Penny took that as an opportunity to show me her progress on the Swirly-go-round, making me gasp.
"I'll take that as a yes," Mom giggled.
She did it twice more, my fingers digging into the cushions as I tried to hang on. Penny sat up, stroking me rapidly. "Where?" she asked.
"That wonderful mouth. Take it all for me."
She smiled for a brief second before bobbing up and down, leaving her new lessons behind, and easing me into her tight throat. "Close," I groaned.
She pulled me back to the front of her mouth, her tongue teasing as her hands stroked me fast. A guttural groan escaped my lips as I surrendered, letting her milk me for several seconds, until I had to beg her to ease up, I was so sensitive.
She held my cock in her hand, brushing it against her cheek. "That was a sweet little load. I think we've almost sucked you dry."
Mom was back on her knees in front of Dad, tending him as well. "Over here, too. We can be proud of this."
The girls got up, and Mom took Penny's hand, heading for the kitchen. They were giggling like schoolgirls, while Dad and I did our best to recover.
"What do you think, Dad? Can I keep her?"
He chuckled. "Don't take this wrong, but if you don't, we're going to find out if you're too big to get your ass kicked by your old man." He sighed. "That's a hell of a girl you've got there."
Dad looked over at the kitchen, where our women were sipping beverages, chatting. He patted the cushion nearer to him. I scooted over. "This wasn't some plan to get your mother was it?" he asked quietly.
"No. Not that I know of. Penny invited herself over. The matching outfits were their idea. Maybe you can get Mom to tell you more about how they conspired before Penny came over."
He shook his head. "Not this time. I'll let her have her fun. They seem to be having a ball, and we didn't do too badly either, did we?"
"No complaints from me." I got up, stretching. "Another beer? I never did get that Grolsch."
"Sure. One more."
I returned with our beers, the old fashioned bottles, with the swing-top porcelain cap. I gave Dad his, sat down next to him, and he held his bottle up in invitation. I clinked mine against his, and took a sip.
He put his hand on my shoulder. "I know that sharing her that first time was hard. Even with me. Hell, maybe especially with me. I'm proud of you."
I nodded quietly. "I didn't expect it to hit me like that. I...I think I'm only now beginning to realize what it must be like for you."
He laughed, taking a sip. "Whatever you were feeling, multiply it a hundred-fold. Twenty years, and I'm the only man she's touched like that. I was her first and only. I always thought, who am I kidding, I knew she'd never be with anyone but me. This isn't easy, is it?"
"No. It's not."
Dad was watching the girls, sipping his bear. "I'm sorry. I'm not strong enough to change the rules yet. I hope you understand. She's...she's my everything. I can't give her up. I could never even do this much with anyone but you."
"I understand better. I do. I appreciate where we are now, let's not even think about changing anything. What we have now is pretty spectacular."
He grinned. "It is, isn't it. I take back that 20 year comment. With your Mom helping her, I don't think it's going to take that many months. Our little girl is remarkable."
They were walking over, and Mom sat in my lap, giving me a kiss on the cheek. Penny stood in front of Dad, her hands behind her back, twisting bashfully. So fucking cute.
"Daddy? Can I sit in your lap?"
Dad laughed, making her giggle when he pulled her down. "Wicked little minx. Daddy's lap is always here for you."
He hugged her, and Mom picked up the remote. "How do we start this over? I'd like to see it all the way through again, in peace this time."
I'll admit it. Watching Dad hold my girl in his lap, cuddling, whispering, watching the movie together, it was almost as bad as seeing her mouth on him for the first time.
Mom pressed her lips to my ear. "It's Ok, baby. You should feel that way. She's yours. He may be your father, but he's still a man, holding your woman."
"I feel rotten," I told her softly. "He's willing to let me be here with you, like this, and I still want to fight for her. Ungrateful. That's what I feel."
Mom was kissing my neck, her tongue gently outlining my ear. "It's not the same. I've always been yours. Always, from the day you were born. She only became yours last night. He's not going to take her, you know. He couldn't, not from the pedestal she's put you on."
I looked over at them, watching our movie. Penny's head was resting on his shoulder, quietly. He was stroking her long hair, idly. They'd share a few words about the movie, laughing less, talking calmly, sweetly. She wiggled a little in his lap, and he adjusted her, before she settled back down, obviously content.
"Are you Ok?" Mom asked. "Do you want me to go get her for you."
Penny looked over at us, and smiled. She winked at me and blew me a kiss, before snuggling into Dad, and focusing her attention back on the screen.
"No. They look happy. Besides, I've got you here, with me. What more could I ever ask for?"
"I love you, Jeremy. I love watching you change in the last week, becoming a man. It's a little difficult, giving up the baby boy."
"I love you, Mom. I'll always be your baby boy."
Things had calmed down a lot, and when the movie was over, Penny gave Dad a kiss, and come over to me. "Take me home, Jeremy? It's getting late."
We got dressed, all of us a little embarrassed over how things had worked out. Penny said her goodbyes, and I got her video for her.
"Why are there three?" she asked, as we walked out the door for the ten minute walk to her place.
"One with your Mom's 'optional' scene, one without. The third one has your initial BJ video. Since you made it for 'Mom & Dad' I thought you might want to share it with your parents one day if everything goes well."
She took them, and put all three in her small bag. "I'm not sure, but I guess it's nice to have the option. I never saw it; is it good?"
"Hot as hell. I guess that's no surprise, with you starring in it."
She blushed, giving me a hug. "I had a blast, but I have to admit, I'm feeling kind of weird about everything. Are you Ok with it all?"
"It was a little iffy there for a while, but it's cool. You like the lessons?"
Penny laughed. "So weird. I don't know if I could have gone through with any of it, if you and your Dad weren't so damn alike. I swear, it's like being with you, twenty years from now. Almost like you jumped forward in time, got a lifetime of experience, then came back and taught it to me. Several times, I'd forget it was him I was with, until he'd correct me on something. Pretty damned hot, like there's two of you. I'm not freaking you out am I?"
"No. I get it. When your Mom was blowing me, and I looked down into her eyes, the same exact eyes as you, I got a similar feeling. Like it was you, just more knowledgeable. Maybe we're both freaks."
I left her at her door, feeling strange about seeing her father, and took my time going home, enjoying the feeling of being the luckiest guy in the world. I was still thinking about Aunt Marie, and starting the second part of my plan to bring her into the fold. I think Mom was ready. I hoped so, since I wasn't willing to wait much longer.
* * *
I got home, and found the downstairs empty. I walked over to the stairs and heard Mom and Dad going at it upstairs. Hard to believe he was even able to after that evening.
They must have been pretty worked up. They'd left a mess downstairs. I took a few minutes to clean up after us, put away the movies, and locked up.
Back upstairs, Mom sounded like she was having a good time. I saw their door was shut, for the first time in a week. I listened for a while, and headed back to my room. I had considered going in and giving Mom a well deserved feeding, but I got the hint. Dad needed Mom for himself. I wasn't about to open the door, or even knock. No, this was Dad time.
I'd get my time with Mom. Especially if things went the way I hoped the next day.
==================
Things are getting complicated. Time to get the Aunt back involved. Hope you enjoyed this little tale.
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He can't resist helping anyone in need.
This is a four chapter story. Not a lot of the hot and heavy in the first chapter, but it comes on strong in the next three. All chapters are complete, and will be submitted in the next few days, after final edits.
The characters in this story are all at least 18 years old.
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Don't get me wrong. I love camping.
I like the preparation, selecting my gear, carefully loading the backpack, picking out the area to hike, and planning the whole event. I love the experience, the hours spent trekking through the wilderness, selecting a suitable campsite, the quiet of the outdoors, the majestic vistas, the fresh air. I even enjoy the sense of accomplishment of minimally invasive outdoor living, where after a few days, you'd never know somebody had bivouacked there.
This was not camping.
The Outdoors Club had selected the campsite. The permissible fire locations evaluated and chosen. Tent locations tagged. There were even tables for eating.
It's not that I'm not sociable. Au contraire. But camping, to me, had a different connotation than most in this group. In part, that's why I was hauling my gear to the most remote camping space I could find within the 'allowed' area. If I was going to rough it here, I'd do it apart from the others where possible, and do it in style.
I say camping space, since where the rest of the school's Outdoors Club were spending the absolute minimum amount of time setting up a tiny pop-up 2-man tent, I was going to create a personal retreat.
My family was trekkers, climbers, and outdoorsmen, and like my father and brother before me, I was an Eagle Scout, proudly. Before I was 14 I'd summited my first 20,000 ft. peak. Our outdoor gear tended to the high-end. Either ultra-lightweight, ultra-sturdy gear that could (and had) survived a blizzard at 16,000 ft, or ridiculously luxurious family gear you could drag out of the Land Rover and setup within 50 ft or so, where weight and size weren't an issue.
When planning for this trip, I had opted for comfort. The school van was dropping off our gear within a couple of hundred yards of where we planned to spend our extended weekend, miles away from anything resembling civilization. No need to worry about cramming two weeks of sustenance and survival into a 50 lb backpack I'd be hauling for hundreds of miles. A $500 Alpine mummy bag, good to -40°, might be critical on a Denali summit attempt, but an early fall, national park weekend outing screamed out to me for the parent's ultra-spacious North Face 3-season double bag, with self-inflating double-width pad. Sure, at nearly 16 lbs it was four times as heavy as I would normally carry, but then again, I was only carrying it a quarter mile or so.
Of course I had ulterior motives. My girlfriend had graduated and moved away over the summer. I was single, for the first time in over a year. If there was any chance of getting lucky on this trip, the double-wide sleeping bag had its advantages. To be honest, I believed the odds were in my favor. I wasn't just available, but actively pursuing opportunities. The Outdoors Club was a target rich environment, restricted to upperclassmen, with two girls for every guy in the club. Literally. With 22 people on this trip, there were only 8 guys total, excluding the chaperons. Like I said, nice odds.
As for equipment choices, so important on a mission like this one, comfort and privacy were behind my tent selection. Watching my class-mates erect their "Happy Camper" $25 Sears pup-tents, I was still clearing out the flooring area of rocks and twigs and laying out a 9' x 12' ground tarp when they started taking off for the river. I had selected a location a good 50 feet away and at least 10 feet higher up than the wide flat space where most of them had chosen to setup camp. It was away from the clearing, under cover of the massive trees, and almost like being outdoors.
My backpack was pretty loaded, even without the tent, sleeping bag, and ground pad. I had been on enough of these 'Tenderfoot' trips, to know how ill prepared most people were, including our chaperons. I had a pack full of useful stuff, from paracord to poly tarps, wool blankets to windbreakers, coffee to cocoa. Spare knives, lots of first aid supplies, and twice the clothes I'd normally pack for three days. I had it drilled into me enough: "Be Prepared."
I broke out the biggest camo tarp, 14' x 20', and ran a rope between two trees a little wider than the cloth. It only took about five minutes to create a spacious rain/sun shelter, and I moved my gear underneath it, along with my two camp chairs. I took a break, looking down at the work going on below. Nearly everyone else was finished, and I hadn't even started on my actual tent yet.
Teri had been teasing me, in a good-natured way, after finishing her own setup. "That's a lot of gear you've got," she observed, watching me hammer the heavy-duty stakes into the ground with the back of my hatchet.
"I like to be comfortable and dry," I explained, unfolding the tent in the center of the ground preparations. I looked over at where her tent was, the nearest to mine. It was higher than the others were. "Good choice for your spot, it should stay dry if we get any of the predicted rain. I can't believe the area we're supposed to camp is in a depression."
"Thirty percent chance of showers on the last day? What are you? A wuss? I wouldn't sweat it too much."
"Gotta love those weathermen, always 100% accurate."
She was a loud mouth, and a pain in my butt, but a decent friend in spite of all that. "Need some help?" she asked, reaching out to one corner of the folded up material and straightening it.
"Thanks, that would help a lot."
I had always liked Teri. We'd been the best of friends through middle school, and even up through my freshman year. She was honest and open, speaking her mind, but rarely judgmental. A goody-two-shoes, for the most part, and pure as the driven snow, but unlike some she didn't force her values on you. Lucky for me.
She was ready for the water, wearing a bikini top and shorts, with open-toed sandals. It was only a hundred yards or so to the bank, one of the main reasons we'd chosen this spot, but there wasn't much of a trail. I hoped her feet and legs didn't get scraped up too badly on the way back and forth, that would be a true shame. Her chest might not be head-turning, barely filling her bikini but from the waist down, not bad. Those legs, though a little skinny for my tastes, seemed to go on forever. Teri was about 5'9" and most of that was legs. Easily her best feature.
"Jeez, Alex, how big is this thing?" she asked, as we continued the unfolding.
"Mmm," I purred. "You have no idea how many times I've dreamed of you uttering those very words."
She slapped me on the arm, looking around for any witnesses of my verbal haranguing and her physical assault. "Ass," she said, but I could hear the smile in her voice.
"It's not that big. It's a six man tent, but it has a pretty large entrance vestibule, bigger than the tent."
"Just a six man tent. While I'm stuck in an oversize matchbox with Heather and her 20 lbs of makeup. I've built bigger tents than ours out of cushions in my parent's living room." She was helping me thread the bungeed pole through the series of a dozen or so loops that would hold the dome up. One of six poles the mountaineering base camp tent used to keep it sturdy. It would survive a monsoon. Bending over, I got a nice view of a little boobage. Not a lot, but enough to make me smile.
"Hey, I offered to let you share mine," I reminded her.
"Right. Never mind the Herculean effort it would take to keep my virtue intact, how many ways could that plan go wrong?"
Herculean. I liked that about Teri. Not afraid to exercise her vocabulary. "Wrong?" I countered.
"One. Chaperons? Remember? No going in each other's tents? We'd be kicked out of the club, and possibly suspended. At least I would be, somehow you always seem to skate. Two. My impeccable reputation, which is being sullied as we speak from the mere proximity of our resident Don Juan..."
"Don Juan?" I interjected, trying to invest my voice with all the injustice and hurt I could, while sliding the longer poles into their slots, where they would hold the roof in place.
"Hush, Señor Juan. Three, the absolute certainty my parents would find out about my behavior and upon my shameful return home, I'd see all my belongings scattered by the curb, my face cut out of the family portraits, and a large street sign in the yard announcing eviction from my childhood manse, on the basis of moral turpitude. With Alex, no less, of whose questionable morality I'd been warned of plenty of times, from family, friends, and foes."
She stood up, continuing to lecture me on the dangers I presented, while we bowed the center poles, raising the tent roof.
"Four, the inevitable shaming and humiliation I'd endure from the myriad young ladies present who really want to be in your tent. The same girls who would banish me from the coveted first floor, east-wing ladies room, ostracizing me and forcing me to change my name to Hester and embroider a large 'A' above my breast."
I chuckled sliding the last pole in place and adjusting the tension all around before staking everything securely. "A for Alex?" I teased. "You'd name your breast after me? That's sweet."
"You heathen," she growled. "Unlike the hoi-poloi we're doomed to consort with, you know better."
"Consorting now? What's that going to do for your impious reputation, Miss Prynne?"
She was still helping me, stretching the fly across the top of the tent, elastic cords stretching it in place. I dodged an incoming plastic stake. "Impeccable, not impious."
"I stand corrected. So if that's all that's standing in the way, why don't we get your stuff and move you inside with me."
"Is that all, Casanova? What could possibly induce me to enter your fiendish lair of iniquity?"
"First, Don Juan? Really? Amoral womanizer, seducer of countless women, heedless of their marital status, age, or temperament? Don Quixote is more like it, misunderstood knight of purest chivalry and intentions, in search of his one lady love." I sidled up next to her while she held one of the fly tie-downs in place. "Dulcinea, my love. I've searched for you long and far. I've erected this monument to your beauty. Care to help me christen our castle?" I murmured with a cheesy Spanish accent.
She gave me a shove with her shoulder. "Cut it Alex. You don't want me. The only reason you chase me at all is because you can't have me. There're enough girls here who'd swoon to be chosen as your ladylove. Pick one and let's be done with it."
Truth was, she was kind of right. Not that I didn't like her, or that she wasn't attractive enough. We had been friends since we were kids, really close in middle school, but for the last couple of years there'd been an awkward feel to our friendship, which I felt could go haywire at any time. Besides, I had already given it a shot, only to be rejected repeatedly. Now she was off my radar. 7th grade crush gone bad.
I had my sights set on other, more tempting and much more available targets. I glanced over to where one of those targets was lingering over her own campsite, casting looks our way, some wistful, some irritated. I don't believe Julie Samuelson approved of the amount of attention that Teri was garnering. Call it a turf war.
But Teri was fun to tease, and once into the role, it was hard to back off. I stood and helped her to her feet. Leaning over I whispered, "You can't be more wrong. I like you a lot. Pretty, brilliant, and begging to be corrupted." My hand gently brushed her hair back, and caressed her cheek lightly.
She blushed heavily, stepping cautiously away. "See? That's what I'm talking about. Alex. Always pushing the limits. Quit the damn teasing and grow up. It's not like I don't know what you really like." She glanced over at the sexy young thing waiting her turn. "I can't believe anything you say. That is why you'd never catch me entering your tent, come Hell or high-water."
She turned away from me and marched off, looking even better walking away than she had approaching in the first place. What an ass. And I mean that in the nicest way.
Julie meandered over, acting casual, while I started moving my gear inside. I enjoyed watching her, almost laughing aloud at her antics. She was scanning the area, scoping out any possible competition, walking a serpentine path toward my well-delimited domain. As she got closer she adjusted her skin-tight shorts, brushed her mid-length platinum blonde hair back, licked her full red lips and a soft sway enveloped her heavenly hips.
I knew that, most of all, she was making sure her older sister Lisa wasn't in the area. Apparently, she didn't trust me either, especially with the little hottie that had blossomed over the summer. The term 'barely legal' was coined for innocent hotties like her.
She slowed down, posing, hip thrust out, one hand on her waist, the other playing with a lock of her radiant hair. "Hey Alex," she chirped cheerfully.
I pretended like I hadn't seen her approaching while I was spreading out my pad and sleeping bag inside the tent. I peered out of the opening, looking up at her. She was only a couple of feet away, and her outstanding ta-tas were between me and her face. She actually leaned forward a bit to peer down at me.
"Julie! Aren't you a sight for sore eyes. Good job on the tent. I saw you hammering in those stakes nice and deep. If we get a good storm, half those other tents are going to collapse or blow away."
I knew she'd only been biding her time, waiting to come over. Of the girls around the place, she was one of the few that made it deliciously obvious she'd like to be better acquainted. Unfortunately for her, Lisa, her elder, had put the kibosh on that. I wasn't certain why, but fantasized it was because she had her own sights set on me. Not fair, really, since the equally stunning older sister already had a boyfriend.
Julie grinned hugely, her perfect teeth peeking out from behind her mesmerizing lips. "Looks like your tent won't be going anywhere. I think it's built stronger than the cabin we passed on the way in."
"Do me a favor, gorgeous, pass me my pack?"
She reached over to grab it and almost fell over. The pack probably weighed almost half of what she did. She struggled with it, dragging it the 3 or 4 feet over to me. I lifted it easily, at least in comparison, and put it to the side.
Her head appeared in the doorway, and she peered in. "Nice. I bet I could stand up in there."
She was maybe 5' tall. Diminutive and sexy as hell, all the right curves in all the right places, exaggerated by her tiny stature. A living doll I'd love to unwrap and play with. "Want to give it a try? I won't bite."
She chuckled nervously, looking around again before stepping in. "We won't get in trouble?"
"Not while we're setting things up." I put my hand on her bare hip, just above her stupidly tight shorts, her skin baby soft, and guided her to the center. "You're right, a good eight inches to spare." I stood, having to bend over a good bit, putting my face very close to hers. "As for me, I think I need a bigger tent."
She giggled again, her eyes darting around, betraying her nervousness. My hand was still on her hip, closing minutely, holding her in place. I moved my lips to her ear. "It's going to be lonely in this big tent, all by myself."
I detected a faint tremble, and felt her warm breath on my neck. "You probably won't be alone."
I pressed my lips to her neck, tasting her smooth skin. "Promise?"
She gasped, her trembling more pronounced. "Lisa would kill me." Her hand moved hesitantly, a cautious creature inching forward, landing on my arm.
My lips glided across her cheek, seeking out hers. I held her head in my hand, turning it slightly, to signal my control over her. I pushed my tongue against her teeth, and she opened her mouth to me, letting me kiss her for a few seconds before returning my ardor. I pulled her closer, our bodies pressing together, her full tits smashed against my chest. Her arms eagerly embraced me.
I retreated, the hand on her waist descending smoothly, caressing her rear, while I released her head. She surprised me by leaning forward and stealing a second quick kiss. She was blushing bright enough to illuminate the tent.
Kneeling back down, I opened my backpack. "I'm going to change into my bathing shorts. Wait for me?" I peeled off my shirt and started opening my khaki shorts.
Poor sweet thing. She was thoroughly befuddled. When I started pushing my shorts down, she darted for the entrance. I watched her cute rump exit my tent. "I'll wait," she answered from outside.
Such an innocent. She didn't even peek in.
Too bad. I stroked myself a few times, thinking of playing with the cutie, giving my package a little extra heft before going down to the water and putting it on display. I was ready to do a little trolling.
A couple of minutes later we strolled down to the river, side-by-side. Apparently, she was willing to face the wrath of her sister, and be seen in my company. At least for the moment. I wonder if it was the kiss.
* * *
It was a fun afternoon, splashing around, playing in the water, chicken-fights, some Frisbee, a little 'accidental' groping, and a bit of sunning. A great start to the long weekend.
Except for one thing.
I wanted a new girlfriend. Scratch that, I needed one. I was tired of doing without sex, and liked having that one steady girl you could depend on for so many wonderful things. No matter what Teri said. In spite of all my flirting and teasing, I wasn't really a player. Hell, I had only slept with three girls in all of high-school, and all of them had graduated. I was ready to make it four.
The only question was who? Two of the girls I was seriously contemplating a relationship with were on this camp-out. Three if you counted Lisa, which I refused to do until she broke up with her current boyfriend. Sexy young Julie made the cut, as did the delightfully delicious Dominique. For the moment, Dominique seemed immune to my charms, although she was friendly enough.
Not that there weren't other potentials. Shit. Half the girls on the camp-out I would happily bounce bellies with, and that included Miss Shannon, our ever-so-female chaperon, and not-so-secret crush of mine. I'm certain that Teri would be a worthwhile conquest, and her tent-mate Heather was beyond doable. The only thing keeping her off my list was her open disdain for me. Not worth the effort to fight. No, I was better off concentrating on Julie and Dominique.
We had a simple campfire dinner of burgers and chips, and talked about the activities we had planned for the next day before our diligent chaperons reminded us of the rules. No leaving the camp area after 10:00, no swimming after lights-out, skirts up and pants down, indicating the need for the guys to go downstream and the girls upstream to go to the bathroom. Most of all, stay out of each other's tents.
Bunch of spoilsports.
Julie was under Lisa's watchful eye, and one of the underclassmen was doing his best to make time with her. When he looked my way, I gave him my best glare, and when Lisa wasn't looking, I did the old thumb across the throat gesture. I think he got the message.
With Julie occupied and under watch, at least for the moment, I sought out the stunning Dominique, easily the prettiest girl in camp, if we took Miss Shannon out of the equation. Dominique looked like a model, tall, slender, and graceful. She was a hard nut to crack though. Whenever I sat near her, she would clam up, obviously nervous around me, speaking in single word answers, or the briefest of phrases. If I casually touched her, she would jump to the stars, and I'd be hard-pressed to get her speaking for minutes afterwards. I kept coming back for more. You know the whole moth/flame thing. To me she blazed like the sun.



I fantasized that if I was able to get Dominique alone, instead of surrounded by half the camp while sitting by the huge central fire, I'd have more luck. I'd have to do something about that. Luck favors the prepared.
Despite my best (or worst) intentions, I was in my sleeping bag, alone, before eleven, and planning my personal missions for the next day.
I'm certain of one thing. I slept better and more comfortably than most of the group. No sticks or stones digging into me, the doubled-up pad isolating me from the rough earth, my sleeping bag soft against my naked skin.
I could still hear a faint amount of rustling and muted conversation going on in the tents below me.
"Who else is sleeping naked?" I called out into the night.
I was bombarded with a chorus of, "Me!", "Ewww!", "TMI", and the requisite "Alex Hamilton - Enough of that!" from my favorite chaperon.
I relaxed into my bag. Day one shot. I had high hopes for day two.
* * *
I was one of the first up, getting the fire going, and putting two kettles to boil over the coals. Years of camping had me getting up with the sun when outdoors. I ambled down to the riverside, cleaning up as much as I could, running a comb through my hair, brushing my teeth, and making myself moderately presentable. When I had returned to the fire, a few weary souls were struggling out of their tents, stretching, and then heading up or downstream to take care of their immediate needs.
Miss Shannon Ryan, Humanities teacher extraordinaire, looking quite fetching in a light t-shirt and shorts, squirmed out of her tiny tent, scanning the campsite with a tired scowl. Her wild mane of dark red hair was particularly unruly, making me fantasize about being the one who'd mussed it up. I smiled when I saw her sniff the air, heading my way.
"Is that coffee?"
I held out a mug for her, which she accepted gratefully, inhaling its aroma deeply before taking a taste. "God bless you," she whispered, pursing her pretty lips and blowing on it before her second sip. She eased herself down to the log beside me, huddled over her steaming mug in the cool morning air. I glanced over and saw she wasn't wearing a bra, her nipples responding to the morning chill. Her sleeveless tee was too large, and from my angle, I had a dick hardening view of side boobage, maybe even a nipple.
I had a light windbreaker with me and placed it around her shoulders. She looked at me quizzically.
I nodded down to her chest. "The girls are standing at attention," I said softly. "I'm not complaining, but that's a little too much stimulation for some of the boys."
I wasn't sure how she'd respond, particularly in this environment but she took it in stride, slipping her arms into the jacket, and closing one snap right between her boobs. "Thanks, too early to be fending off the walking hormones. I'm not up to it at this ungodly hour." She took a sip. "I hope you got your fill."
I chuckled. "You know I'll never get my fill, but as an appetizer, I thank you from the bottom of my heart. Little Alex thanks you as well."
Shit. I hadn't meant for that last bit to spill out.
She didn't even look my way. "Too far."
Enough said. It was our code. In a situation like ours, sometimes things got out of hand, one or the other had to draw the line. In the open campground, I guess Shannon figured my last comment was over the top.
I could challenge her, of course. But she was right. We had an unusual relationship, and not what you're thinking. It was too easily misinterpreted so we kept it cool in public.
I glanced back at her, and let her know I understood. "Sorry."
She looked up from her mug, smiling. "No you're not."
She had me there. "No I'm not. Not for the comment. But the time and place is all wrong."
Her eyes scanned the immediate area, observing the campers starting to slowly wander over. "You gonna be good this trip? Or am I going to have to tell your Mom?"
"Jeez, Shannon. The Mom card? Already?"
She gave me that evil look of hers, smirking, knowing she had won without even making a effort. I had nobody to blame but myself, and my neurotic need to help anyone in distress. Like a brand new teacher.
That's a different story. For a different time.
A few people were wandering toward the campfire, which was blazing nicely, while I continued to feed it. Needed a lot of hot coals for breakfast. "Coffee and hot chocolate's ready for anybody who wants some. Bring your own cup."
A couple of them were content to stand near the fire, stretching their hands forward toward the flames, warming up. Several others, however, scampered back to their tents, returning with a wide variety of cups in hand.
John showed up, close friend, fellow scout and second year member of the Outdoor Club. He sat down nearby holding a mug out, which I filled with coffee. "Man, it got cold last night. I'm glad I wasn't sleeping naked."
Miss Shannon almost spit up her coffee. "Inappropriate much?" she asked, peering at him.
"Hey, I didn't start it," he argued, looking at me pointedly.
"Don't remind me," she growled. She stared at me for a few seconds, and then went back to her coffee. "Dispensation for the coffee and jacket. Now clean it up, Mister Hamilton."
The last name thing was my warning. But I had to hand it to her, she always gave me the warning, an opportunity to reel myself in before she had to. In public Miss Shannon was cool. She could tease with the best of 'em, but was able to draw the line at how far things could go. I was always careful not to get carried away. A few different witty and salacious comments struggled within my head to be heard, but I successfully kept them at bay. Things you might get away with in private, among friends and family, did not play as well in public.
She looked over at me, raising one immaculately maintained eyebrow over those dark, sleepy, bedroom eyes, waiting for a smart-ass response.
Not today. Under the radar. Looking for some wiggle room in case things went my way later. I was being good. "Yes ma'am. Last thing I would want to do is cause any trouble for my all-time, number one, favorite teacher. Can I give you a refill?"
She smiled for me, secure in holding the upper hand, and held out her mug. I took her hands in one of mine, steadying them, while I poured the coffee. I took my time letting go of her hands, my thumb caressing the back of one, intimately. She didn't look at me, but I saw the beginning of a blush.
* * *
Miss Shannon's blush was about the best I did all day. Saturday was a training day. All of our activities predetermined, keeping us busy until almost sunset. The day had turned hot, high 80's at least, and the views were spectacular, but there was very little time for personal activities. The teachers paired us off when we did any projects, and it looked like Miss Shannon and Dr. Reed were determined to match me up with those who I had the least interest in being with. I would not put it past them to do it on purpose.
We were all tired by the time we settled in for our dinner, a huge pot of spaghetti, meat sauce, and toasted French bread. A large beverage cooler with punch and another with water, kept us hydrated. We took turns doing the cooking and cleanup, but I had volunteered to take care of the fire each morning, escaping most of the cooking and the dreaded cleanup. The meal was filling and there was enough to satisfy even the hungriest among us.
After we had our end of day wrap-up and were reminded of the camp rules and the following day's activities, things wound down and people wandered off on their own. I did a little housekeeping, hanging up my t-shirt from the day before to air out, and cleaning up my personal dishes. I had started on making my covered shelter more inviting by creating a fire space just in front of it, with a tall stack of wood behind it, creating both a heat reflector and a visual wall from the rest of the camp. Instant privacy. Now all I was looking for was a reason to need it.
I dug the fire pit out almost a foot deep, piling the excavated earth behind it and to the sides to help reflect the heat back into the covered area. The slope of the front of the pit made it easy to access the fire while enjoying it. I piled up the initial starter tinder and wood, only lacking a match to set it off. A large log, 'liberated' from a not-too-distant campsite, was lying lengthwise and would create an intimate seating area when the time was right. I'd had to recruit John's aid to get it in place, starting his grumbling.
Moving back down to the central area, I got John to help me build up a large stock of fallen wood for the communal fire, which in turn got several others participating, until the pile was almost the size of Julie. I also surreptitiously hauled out a canteen of Bacardi 151, and headed back to the main area.
People came and went, the conversation ebbing and flowing. By 10:00 it was getting a little cooler, nice after the heat of the day, and the wind had picked up a notch. I was happy enough to be parked between the sisters, Lisa and Julie, flirting openly with both, pleasantly surprised at Lisa's openness and willingness to play along. Julie had sought me out during dinner, and Lisa had joined us, seemingly content playing chaperon. We were all drinking the punch, which I'd openly spiked, with their approval. I was keeping the existence of the rum quiet. I did not have enough for everybody and if we were caught, there might be hell to pay. Best if that risk rested on my shoulders.
The crowd around the big common fire circle had broken up into half-a-dozen small groups, and I was more than content with my quiet corner of it. The fire was warm, the smoke was blowing away from us, and the log we were perched on comfortably worn down from countless rears before ours. As it got cooler, and the wind picked up, the groups seemed to collapse in upon themselves, huddling closer together, little black holes of teenage angst and desires. With the amount of desire I was feeling, I imagined our singularity was greater than most.
Miss Shannon passed by and, obviously sucked in by our gravitational field, leaned over me a second and placed my jacket in my lap. I'd completely forgotten about it. "Thanks," she said. "I think I'm fine now."
I turned toward her, giving a quick glance down at her breasts. "That's too bad. You know where I live if you need it again."
She gave me that look that warned me I was treading on thin ice while sipping from her ever-present coffee mug. The woman was a caffeine junkie. I rolled the dice of chance, standing up, my back to the fire, hiding my actions. "Umm, can I give you a little something for your coffee?" I held out the thermos, so she could catch a whiff.
She took a sniff then looked up at me with a look of caution. "Alex..."
I moved closer and spoke very softly. "Just a drop. To take the edge off. It has to last the whole weekend." I tipped the bottle over toward her mug, and she held it steady. Good enough for me. I poured her an ounce or so.
She moved even closer, almost touching me, lowering her voice. "Who knows?"
"Just the four of us, at the moment."
"Keep it that way. If anyone gets drunk, I'll have your ass."
"Don't tease me, you wicked thing," I whispered back, grinning mischievously. "For an offer like that I'd get everyone shit-faced."
"Alex!" she hissed.
I had been teasing Miss Shannon for almost a year now, ever since shortly after she came to our school. I'd ended up helping her out of a situation, and in the doing she'd become friends with my family, and my mother in particular. She knew of my strong feelings for her, and there had been a possibility of reciprocation, once upon a time. But cooler heads had prevailed, and things eased back to the current level of public teasing and private flirtation. She was a teacher and I was a student, at least for the rest of this year. As much as I lusted for her, I liked her too much to jeopardize her name and career. I had to be content with fond memories of one warm evening when she almost became my third.
"I'm just kidding, Shannon. I would never do anything to get you in trouble. You must know that by now, right? I'll keep it cool."
She shook her head, sighing. She sipped her coffee, closed her eyes, and took a deep breath. She opened her eyes looking up into mine. "Take it easy on that stuff, OK?"
"Of course. Let me know if you'd like some more."
"You're not trying to get me drunk, are you?" she whispered, her eyes sparkling. The edge of her mouth turned up just a hint.
"Here? With all these people around? Not a chance."
She rolled her eyes at me. "I'm not sure that makes me feel any safer."
"I promise. Scout's Honor." I grinned, holding up the scout salute, then crossing my first two fingers, a skill I'd worked on diligently.
"Damn, you can be a pain in my ass."
The responses I had for that were almost overwhelming. I thought I was going to bite my tongue off reining them in. "I know. Believe me, your patience is very much appreciated. Keeping you locked in at the top of my favorite teacher list. Number one with a bullet."
She rolled her eyes at me, and then stepped over to the sisters, addressing them. "The devil. He is the devil. Sweet talker like that is nothing but trouble. Watch out for him."
Lisa almost killed me when she answered. "Oh, we know. We watch out for each other," she said with a nod toward her sister. "You better watch out too."
Our teacher's eyes opened wide, and I almost laughed aloud when she turned away, lost for words.
"Wounded. I'm mortally wounded, Lisa," I told her with a disappointing shake of my head as I sat back down, squeezing in between them.
"Poor baby. Don't worry, you'll do fine. There are enough girls around here that aren't aware of your game, Casanova."
"Casanova? First Teri calls me Don Juan, and now Casanova? What's with you girls?"
She looked at me like I had two heads.
Teri had been sitting nearby, sort of between groups, eavesdropping on both. She was now watching our wordplay from the next log over. She twisted her torso around, scooting a bit closer, poking her nose in. "What's with you, Casanova? Camp full of cuties and you're setting one sister against the other? You'd have Lisa cheating on Darryl, but dollars to donuts you'd be doing the same with sweet cheeks given half a chance." She was grinning hugely, getting her kicks out of poking me with her verbal sharp stick.
Honestly, I was a little shocked. "Cheat? Me? Why would you say that? I have never cheated on a girlfriend. I mean, flirt, and joke around, sure. We're all having fun. But I'm not a cheater." I was quite vehement in my own defense, attracting more attention than I had intended.
I guess I was a little too vociferous, and I saw Teri shrink back a bit. "I was just teasing," she said.
My anger was slow to cool, but I didn't want to make a huge scene. "Alright. Let's talk about cheating. I don't have a girlfriend at the moment, right?" I lowered my voice and leaned forward. Teri had to scoot closer and lean in to hear me. I grinned. She was doomed. Captured by our gravity well.
She nodded, and the sisters on each side of me leaned in as well, adding an additional modicum of privacy to our discussion.
"What's cheating? Where do we draw the line? Who's to say if someone's cheating? If I were to kiss Lisa, right here right now, would that be cheating? She has a boyfriend. Would kissing Julie afterward be cheating? Kissing two different girls?"
It was funny to hear three different responses. Lisa was quick to answer, "Of course!"
Julie was hot on her heels saying "No way."
Teri? She took the weak ass middle road, "It depends."
I looked at each of the sisters. I reached out for Lisa, pulled her close and gave her a brief peck on the lips. Without waiting for her reaction, I turned to Julie, and gave her a kiss as well, less of a peck, since she seemed eager to respond.
"Now. Did she cheat? Did I cheat on either one of them?" I turned to Lisa, "Did I cheat on you, kissing your sister?"
She seemed a little shocked, and shook her head no.
"How about you?" I asked, turning to Julie.
"No."
I waved Teri closer, "Come here."
She shook her head, looking nervous.
"Come. Here." I said more firmly, pointing directly in front of me.
She looked at me, then the sisters, before scooting forward and kneeling right in front of Julie, inches from me. I reached out and held her jaw in my hand, leaned in and kissed her hard. I pulled her chin down, encouraging her to open her mouth, and slid my tongue between her lips. I'd known her eight years and it was the first time I'd really kissed her. She whimpered softly before opening her mouth and meeting my tongue with hers. We kissed for several seconds, before I pulled away.
"Who did we cheat on just now?"
She looked at me with confusion, and a hint of anger. "Nobody, but that's not a fair question."
"Why not?"
"It's all in the intention. If I was your girlfriend, then kissing them would be cheating."
I sat back and looked at the girls on each side of me. Interestingly, Teri kept her place, kneeling at my feet. "Is she right?"
Lisa was quick to answer. "Maybe."
"Maybe? God, you guys are wishy-washy. How is it 'maybe' cheating? It's only a kiss, damn it!"
"If you mean it," Lisa insisted, "if the kiss is meant as wanting more, I'd think it's cheating. The kiss you gave me, it's not cheating. If you kissed me like you kissed her," she nodded toward Teri, "that could be cheating."
I sat back, taking a sip of my punch, while the wind blew the dying fire back to life. The temperature was still dropping to the point where it was getting chilly, and the fire was failing to keep up. Perfect excuse to move our little party.
"Excuse me a minute, ladies. I'll be right back, and we can continue this debate." I passed my half-finished mug of spiked punch to Teri, who took my spot as soon as I got up. I grabbed a nicely flaming log from the fire and jogged the couple of dozen steps to my shelter, putting it under my tinder pile, starting a nearly instant blaze.
I climbed into my tent and retrieved my large wool blanket. Essential camping and survival gear. I fed my nascent fire, and headed back down to my waiting trio of lovelies.
"Ladies, let's move this party up the hill. It's getting a little chilly out here, and my wind shelter will keep us nice and warm." Julie and Lisa seemed eager to follow my direction. Teri appeared to have some reservations, but followed along since it was either that or get left behind. I got them seated, Teri in the middle bracketed by the sisters, and wrapped the blanket across all of their shoulders, with a good bit left to wrap around the outside of each of the sisters.
I turned back to the fire, stacking a few more logs and getting the flames soaring. The difference in heat was obvious. I went back to the girls and took all their mugs for another refill at the beverage box, adding an ounce of liquid uninhibitor to each one. I filled a fourth cup for myself.
Teri started to get up when I got back to them, but I told her to stay put. Not like she would listen. She slid off the log, sitting on the grass, and once I'd sat back down in my original place, she leaned back into me, between my open legs, her arms resting on my thighs, facing the fire. I reached down and rubbed her shoulders. "Comfy?"
"Not bad," she replied casually.
Both Lisa and Julie moved in closer pulling the blanket tight to keep them warm. It was a cozy little private nest that I was at the center of.
"Back to cheating," I announced. "Gotta confess, I don't get it. We're all on such clearly different wavelengths. For me cheating is pretty simple. You're dating someone. You're sleeping with them. You've told each other you're committed. Then you do the deed with a stranger. That's cheating."



"Do the deed?" Julie asked.
"Coitus, intercourse, the two-backed beast." Teri expounded, peeking back over her shoulder. "Sex."
Lisa poked me. "Really? That's the only way to cheat? Let me guess, if you pull out, it's not cheating, huh?"
"Hey. I didn't say that. If you have sex to the point where you finish, it's cheating whether you come inside or out."
Teri decided to pile on. "If you accidentally slid your python into some poor thing, but you managed to pull away before you came, that's not cheating?"
"I, I guess it depends," I stammered.
"Ah-HA! Who's the wishy-washy one now!" Lisa gloated. She bumped me with her shoulder and smacked me on the leg. I noticed that afterward her hand stayed there, warm against my inner thigh.
"What about umm, oral," Julie asked, sounding sincerely curious. "Cheating or not?"
"Giving or getting?" I asked.
"Jesus Alex! Like there's a difference? How can oral not be cheating?" Teri snapped.
"Shhh," I cautioned her after she raised her voice. "I was going to say that giving is cheating. I mean, you're in control. On the other hand, you wouldn't call rape cheating would you? Of course not. So if I was on the receiving end and I was encouraging it, it could be cheating, but if I was just a participant, no."
Julie seemed to have the most problem grasping the nuances of our discussion. "I don't get it. If you had a girlfriend now, like me, but Teri turned around and gave you a BJ, that's not cheating 'cause you didn't ask for it?"
Teri pulled away from me, as if she had touched a hot coal. "Why me? Why am I the one giving the blow-job?" she asked angrily.
Julie chuckled cutely. "You're not. But if someone were going to, you're right there." The little cutie nodded toward my crotch where the conversation was having its effect on me.
Teri pretended not to notice. "Can we change the subject?" She artfully moved back between my legs where I could continue to rub her shoulders, neck and temple, carefully avoiding any indication she was pressed against my hardness.
Lisa leaned against me. "I guess we never will agree on what cheating is."
I laughed. "Of course we can. Maybe everybody can't but every couple can. It's easy enough. If I was lucky enough to be dating you, and we were intimate, and I had managed to somehow maintain my sanity after our first time together, you would get to determine the limits. You tell me what you would consider to be cheating and I wouldn't do it." I had lifted my arm around her and given her a firm hug.
"Why are we arguing about it then?" She shocked me to the core when she took my face in her hands and turned me toward her. She moved within a few inches of my face, staring intently into my eyes. "Never have sex with anybody but me, and always come back to me, and everything else is forgiven," I sensed no joking in her statement. Her lips closed the distance between us with a soft kiss that in any other circumstance I would have assumed sealed the deal.
But this wasn't any other circumstance. She had a boyfriend, and I was embraced by her sister on one side, and my best friend Teri between my legs, leaning back against my aching hard-on.
I drew back from her, watching her eyes for any hint of teasing or joking, but they seared through my soul, an open invitation if I dared to take her up on it.
I was a coward.
I turned to my old friend, a safe haven in times of confusion. "How about you Teri? What would our version of cheating be, between you and me?" I teased her, sliding my hands down her front, across the top of her breasts for a few inches, stopping before her nipples.
"Not happening. You know it." She grabbed my wrists and moved them up just a bit.
"I know, but if it did. Where would you draw the line?" I slid my hands to the sides, feeling the firmness of her smallish tits.
"Not. Happening," she repeated, grabbing my wrists, but not pushing them away.
"But if it did..?" I curled my fingers under her breasts, always pushing her limits.
"Hypothetically?"
"Hypothetically."
She sighed and leaned back, tilting her head way back and looking up at me upside down, giving me a chance to grope her tits for just a second, before I slid my hands back up to her shoulders. "I'm selfish. I don't want another woman to ever see your thing. Don't touch their privates. Stay off their breasts. No tongue when kissing. Don't profess your love or desire for them. Don't get hard for them. No porn. And anytime you backslide, you inform me immediately." She turned, her upper arm leaning into my crotch. "Quite demanding, huh? Still interested?"
I leaned down and gave her a kiss on the forehead. "If I was involved with you, and that's what it took to keep you happy and maintain the peace, it'd be a small price to pay."
"Bullshit. Easy to say, but I doubt you could stay faithful a single day."
I sighed dramatically. "You wound me again, beautiful, ornery lady." I turned to Julie. "Same question. If you and I were dating and in a committed relationship, what would you want me to do or not do? What would be cheating?"
She smiled easily and nuzzled under my arm. "That's easy. When you're my boyfriend, I don't want you to do anything behind my back you wouldn't do in front of me."
I nearly leaped out of my skin as did the ladies around me, when a voice broke in from behind us. "Now that may be the best answer I've heard yet." Miss Shannon. I wondered how long she had been listening. I heard her giggle, "Sorry, didn't mean to scare you all. Nice little private party you have here Mr. Hamilton. I would appreciate it if next time you warned me before starting a second fire. Let's try to wrap it up OK, it's getting late."
Looking downhill, I saw the main campfire was almost abandoned. Two small groups were all that remained.
"And you probably have to stay up as long as us, to make sure nobody misbehaves, right?"
"You got it, bucko. Making me hike up here isn't making my job any easier."
I pulled out my canteen of rum and offered it to her. She took it, gave it a shake to see how much we'd polished off, and recharged her drink. "Miss Shannon, I promise you we will all retire to our own tents in the next 30 minutes, and we won't do anything behind your back we wouldn't do in front of you."
She passed me back my canteen. "OK. But I'm going to hold you to that." She peeked over the blanket at the three girls. "What did I tell you about him? He's dangerous. Watch out for each other."
Teri grinned large. "Us? You're the only one he's committed to so far. Nothing behind your back he wouldn't do in front of you?"
That had the girls in a giggle fit, and had Miss Shannon headed off for one last tour of the camp, her red face lighting the way.
I gave Teri a shake. "You are rotten."
She stifled her giggles, struggling up from her position. "Ow, my legs are getting cramped." She waved her mug around, my spare mug to be precise. "Anybody else in need of a refill?"
Both Julie and Lisa passed over their empty mugs, and as soon as Teri was gone, Lisa slid into her place. "That shoulder rub looked nice," she hinted.
The girl was nothing but surprises. Nice ones I might add. I laughed, reaching down and rubbing her soft shoulders. I tilted her head back and gave her a short soft kiss on the lips, then went back to loosening her muscles, working around her neck. I turned to Julie, who was patiently leaning against me. I leaned toward her and she met me halfway, delivering a long wonderful kiss.
She pulled away and wrapped her arm around my back. "So Alex. Am I asking too much of my boyfriend?"
"What do you think, Lisa?" I deflected the question.
"She's right. I like her answer better than mine. It seems simple enough. Nothing behind my back. If you do it in front of me, and I don't like it, then we can talk about it, but there's no surprises. And this way, there might even be things that I might think would bother me but turn out not to," she answered, wriggling under my hands. She turned sideways, her arm resting on my leg, her shoulder and side pushing against my hardness.
She looked up at me, eyes big, a small expectant smile on her full lips. She tilted her head back when she saw me staring at her lips, parting them fractionally. I reached down and stroked her hair, before kissing her, slowly and warmly, closing my eyes and losing myself in it. Damn, why did she have to be taken?
I pulled back and Julie was turned toward me, straddling the log, her breasts pressed against me. I caught my breath after the surprising older sister kiss. "Any ideas about things you thought might bother you and didn't?" I asked, while Julie's young lips mapped out the exposed flesh around my neck and chest.
"Yeah," Lisa answered in a voice full of need. "Like seeing you kiss my baby sister, Heaven help me."
With her sister's explicit encouragement I pulled Julie close and kissed her as ardently as I had her sister. I moaned into her mouth when I felt Lisa openly rubbing my cock.
"Jesus!" I heard Teri exclaim from a distance. "I go to take a tinkle, and I return to Sodom and Gomorrah."
Julie looked contrite, as she settled in next to me, arms still holding me tight. Lisa turned, obscuring the fact that a large wet spot was developing on my shorts. Darker color shorts next time.
Teri passed out the mugs, and then settled in beside me. She kept a few inches away, and squealed softly when I pulled her in close, kissing her as well. "Welcome back, Bestie."
"Did I say you could kiss me?" she snapped.
"I'll stop if you tell me to."
She heaved a huge sigh as if she was the most put upon person in the world. "What did I miss?" she asked giving me a warning glance.
Julie grinned. "Lisa said she could go along with my idea of cheating."
Teri was not quite as willing to jump aboard that train. "It sounds right, I'll admit. I just don't know. If you ended up with a guy like shameless here, who knows what he'd try to do in front of you? Probably everything I just told him not to do, just to test me. Constantly pushing boundaries."
She leaned her head against my shoulder. "How come you haven't picked out your next girlfriend yet, Alex?" she asked softly.
"I don't get to just pick them. There's a mutual element to it you know. They have to pick me back."
"Semantics. How come?" she argued. "You haven't been without a girlfriend for more than a couple of weeks in the last three years. It can't be that hard."
Lisa nudged her shoulder against my painful erection and giggled, before joining in. "What's your process? I'd love to know. It's so easy for guys. They get to make all the decisions. We girls have to wait to see who's interested and then decide if we're willing to accept their choices."
"It's not that easy. Nobody likes to be shot down, or made fun of."
Julie whispered softly. "I'd never do that, Alex."
I smiled, giving her a tender kiss. "I know, Angel."
"She's right. Who around here would turn you down?" Teri insisted.
"You mean besides you?"
"Please. You're never serious, always teasing. How do you decide for real?"
I had never really given it much thought. "I guess it starts with narrowing down the field. Who would I like to be with if I could? I guess I'm picky. Fun, pretty, smart, good company, I don't want just any girl. I imagine I'm like most guys. I have a list in my head of the top babes. I have enough of an ego to believe I deserve them."
That got Lisa's attention, getting her to turn partially around again. She was getting naughtier. She lifted her arm and rested her wrist on my steely shaft. "You've got to tell us. Who's on the list? Anybody here at camp?"
"Spill," Teri chimed in, giving me a poke in the side.
I felt Julie's lips by my ear. "Please?" she whispered before nibbling my earlobe.
Shit. This was looking dangerous. So far, being open with them had been beyond interesting. I'd never expected any of what was going on. "Two are here."
Julie's voice betrayed her nervousness. "Anyone we know?"
I reached around and gave her a warm hug, almost spilling her drink. "You, pretty girl are definitely high on the list."
Her sweet smile was bright enough to light the heavens. Damned if I didn't see tears in her eyes. She hugged me tightly, whispering, "Just ask."
I kissed her forehead, waiting for the fallout from the other two.
"Who's the other?" Teri asked, seeming more curious than anything.
"Dominique."
Lisa moved her hand over my hardness, giving me a not so subtle squeeze. "Dominique? Really? You hardly even speak to her."
"I know. She seems a little out of my league, and immune to my boyish good looks and boundless charm."
"Puh-lease! You've got to be kidding. She'd go for you in a heartbeat. I happen to know you're at the top of her list."
"You guys have lists?"
"Well, Duh! We all talk about it, just like you."
"I don't talk about it. I've never even told anybody but you three."
Lisa was scratching her fingernails down my shaft, driving me crazy. "We all talk. The guys we'd choose if we could. Who our favorites are. You must know you're on a lot of lists."
"Yours?" I asked, teasing.
She looked at me quite seriously, before nodding. "But I guess I'm not on yours," she pouted, breaking my heart.
I reached down and ran my fingers through her hair. "True confession time. All three of you would make up the top of my list, except that two of you have issues."
Lisa's unobtrusive stroking stopped. "Issues? What kind of issues?"
"Come on Lisa. You're taken. There's no way anyone as fun, sweet and gorgeous as you wouldn't be at the top of everyone's list, but once you're out of the game, you're off the list. Believe me, I wish you weren't, but I wouldn't do that to you or Darryl."
"So you're saying if I wasn't dating Darryl..."
"Top 3."
"Not number one?" she asked with a smirk.
"You really think it's fair to ask?" I glanced over at her sister.
"I take it I have issues, too?" Teri asked, her voice less playful. "It's not 'cause I'm taken."
"No, it's not that."
"What is it?" she asked sharply.
"I'd rather not say," I answered.
"Oh, right. You're suddenly mister close-mouthed. Go ahead. Give it to me. What's the problem?"
"You know."
She was definitely irritated. "Because I'm a virgin? Saving it?"
"Now that's crazy. Every girl I've ever been with so far has been a virgin."
"Oh, Mister Cherry Popper! How many virgins have you slain? Ten? A Dozen? More?"
"Stop it Teri." I said softly, trying to pull her closer.
She fought me. "Come on, I know you're dying to share. How many?"
I looked down at Lisa, and was disappointed to see she looked just as eager to find out. "Three," I finally admitted.
"Three?" Teri responded, sounding confused.
Lisa chimed in as well. "Three? You've dated more girls than that."
"Three. Three! That's it! Happy?" I barked.
Julie reached up and touched my cheek. "Shh," she said. "Nobody's judging you, Alex."
Teri moved away from me. "I call bullshit. I know more than that many who have told me they slept with you."
"Who?" I asked.
"Who?" she faltered. "I can't say, but there's more."
"Who?" I demanded sharply. "I'll tell you who's lying."
She got quiet for a moment. "Angela," she said, challenging me.
My girlfriend for over a year. And the only girl I'd slept with more than half-a-dozen times. "True."
"Maria."
My girlfriend, before Angela. And my first. "True."
"Denise."
"Nope. Didn't happen. Not even close. Second base."
Teri looked at me in disbelief. "You're kidding right? She told us all about it, and I'll be honest, she made you sound awfully good."
"A lie. Didn't happen. Not every likely to. Not even in my top 10."
Teri seemed shocked. "Heather?"
"Heather? Which Heather? Not Heather in your tent?" I asked in open disbelief.
She nodded.
"Jesus! Why would she say that? She doesn't even like me! I've never so much as kissed her."
"I thought your families stayed at the same resort last summer? Didn't you guys hook up? That's why she's mad at you. You used her and dumped her at the end of the summer."
I shook my head in complete bewilderment. "No. Not Heather. I did make a friend on that vacation, a local girl. We played around a good bit, but never went all the way. She was saving it." I gave Teri a meaningful glance. "I'd have been willing to go out with Heather, but she was already involved with family friends and I didn't have a chance."
"Who?" Teri asked.
"I'm not going to say."
"C'mon. She lied about you, you could at least tell the truth about her," Teri argued.
"I don't talk about that stuff. Not to anyone. Not my relationship, not other peoples'. Sorry. Would you want me to be talking about you, if we did anything?"
Lisa had been hanging on every word. "Kaitlyn?"
"Graduated last year?" I asked.
"Yeah."
How did she know? That was the secret one. Totally private. But I wasn't going to veer from my path of honesty. "Yep. Now you know all of 'em."
"Was it last Spring Break?" Lisa insisted.
Damn! She was good. And I knew where this was heading. "Possibly."
Teri interrupted, "While you were still with Angela! And that's not cheating?"
"No. Angie was there when it happened. And that's all I'm going to say on that subject."
Lisa by this time had turned almost completely around and her breasts were cradling my hard-on, intentionally or not. "You're kidding. Both of them?"
"They were best friends. It just happened, OK? Not planned, and not repeated." At least not with both of them. "I didn't think anybody knew. Can we drop it?"
Lisa put her hands on my chest. "Alex, you have to share. They're not here. We won't tell. You wouldn't be hurting anyone. Pretty much everyone knows you were with them, just not at the same time."
"Funny, how I'm the one doing all the sharing."
She leaned closer moving up and down enough to make it clear to me at least, that she knew exactly where my cock was happily residing. "Please. I promise, I'll tell you anything you want to know about me. Everything." She looked over at her sister. "So will Julie. I swear. Right Jules?"
Julie had remained quiet. "Of course. I'll tell you anything."
Teri sounded almost sad when she said, "I'd tell you everything, if there was anything to tell. Or anything you didn't already know."
I sighed. "There's not that much to tell. And it never leaves this circle. Agreed?"
The girls all nodded in expectation, pulling in closer. The wind was really picking up, gusting, and I could hear the occasional drop of rain landing on the tarp overhead. Better get this show on the road. I stood and stepped around Lisa to tend the fire for a moment, while getting my thoughts in order. I took a large, courage fortifying drink from my mug, and then moved back to my place on the log, with the three girls instantly molding themselves to me. Pretty incredible.
"It should be no surprise that Angela and I were doing a lot together. I was her first. She was my second. We did what we could when we could, but it wasn't enough for either of us." I lowered my voice, and looked around, before taking another big sip of the rum-punch. I was starting to really feel it, which was good under the current situation.
"We went down to Kaitlyn's beach house over Spring Break. David was supposed to have come with us, but they broke up a couple of days before we went, so she was alone. She was really bummed out about it. He didn't know it, but that weekend she had plans to give him her virginity. She'd even gotten on the pill, in case it became a regular thing. Idiot didn't deserve her. Kaitlyn was a little irritated that every time her parents were gone for even a few minutes, Angela and I were going at it, sometimes leaving her on watch, reminding her of what she was missing out on."



Lisa was driving me nuts, still pressing my cock between her breasts, while looking up at me while I spoke.
"Kaitlyn's Aunt and Uncle were supposed to come down for the second weekend, and her parents left us in their care. But the weather turned bad, and since all they do is golf every day, they decided to wait until after the storm blew over. Leaving us alone. As soon as we got the word they were going to be delayed a couple of days, we started drinking and fooling around. Angela and I were getting bad, doing it anywhere and everywhere. We'd never been alone like that for so long. A house to ourselves. The first couple of times we did it around Kaitlyn, she'd just leave, but finally she just sat beside us, ignoring us, while Angela sat in my lap and we watched a movie together, screwing the whole time."
The girls were clinging to my every word. I put my hand on Lisa and eased her away from me. "You've gotta stop that, beautiful, or I'm going to make a mess." She blushed hard, and moved back just a little. "God, I can't believe I'm telling you guys this."
I looked around to see if they wanted me to go on. It seemed obvious.
"We were getting more and more blatant. By the time the movie ended the first night, we were all pretty drunk. Angela and I were both naked, and Kaitlyn was wearing a threadbare t-shirt and panties. I'll be honest, it was driving me crazy to have her around.
"'Are you guys always like this?' Kaitlyn asked.
"Angela laughed at her. 'Never, I think he's getting off on having my best friend watch us.'
"I was pretty worn out, but Angela slipped between my legs and took me in her mouth, right in front of Kaitlyn, shocking her.
"'You're kidding me, right? Again?' she gasped.
"I was tempted to beg off, but Angela changed my mind pretty quickly. 'Just one more. Help me?' she asked."
Teri gasped, "She asked for her help?"
I nodded. "She didn't ask for much. She pleaded with Kaitlyn to take off her shirt. 'Please,' she asked. Kaitlyn did, then she rubbed her tits for me and moved in real close. She even told me I could touch them. Between Angela's blow-job and playing with Kaitlyn's big tits, I got hard again, and Angela climbed on my lap for another ride. I was still playing with Kaitlyn's tits, and she got on her knees and let me suck them. Apparently that worked Angie up even more than me. I heard the change in her breathing, felt a new urgency in her actions. I was getting a little crazy, touching Kaitlyn all over, sliding my hand into her panties, urging her to take them off, until she was naked and coming on my hand. Once her friend came for me, it set Angie off and she exploded, the first of many intense orgasms on that ride. But it seemed no matter how long we fucked, I wasn't going to come again. Angela eventually climbed off of me, and grabbed both of us by the hand and dragged us to the bed."
Lisa was back to doing bad things with her tits and my cock. "All three of you naked in bed? Is that when you screwed her?"
"No. Everything but that. It was crazy. We spent that night and the whole next day playing around. I was still screwing Angela, but I spent a lot of time underneath the two of them, with Kaitlyn parked on my face. They blew me together, and I could do pretty much anything I wanted except fuck Kaitlyn. At one point Angela even let Kaitlyn try me for just a minute, so yeah, I was inside of her, not the whole way, but enough to make it official. I just held her while she lay on top of me, and we didn't move. She seemed to like that a lot. Kaitlyn got so worked up she was even able to come for me, without my doing anything but hold her and kiss her. That was amazing. Really intense, feeling her shaking and trembling while she came for me. I had to pull out of her, and Angela finished me off with her mouth while Kaitlyn clung to me. After dinner that night, Angela finally gave in and said she wanted to see me do her friend. Take her virginity for real."
"God, I'm so jealous," Julie whispered to me.
"After almost 24 hours of having to stop short, given the green light I got a little crazy. I should have treated her gently, and made a special moment out of it, but I wanted her so bad I was burning up with desire. I got on top of her, and without any more foreplay, forced my entire length inside of her in one hard stroke, making her scream my name. Jesus, if y'all only knew what it was like to hear your name from a woman's lips while you're fucking her. It's like an adrenaline shot to the brain. We screwed for hours, and now I could take turns on them. I spent most of the time in Kaitlyn, since it was probably my one and only chance. Even after we went to sleep, I woke up and had Kaitlyn twice more. She got up to get a drink, and I followed her to the kitchen and did her on the table. I couldn't get enough of her. I probably spent three or four hours that night, constantly hard and always in somebody's mouth or pussy. It was epic. Best fucking night of my life."
I sat back sipping my drink while Lisa slowly rubbed her tits up and down on my cock, completely open about it. She was rubbing her nipples against me, first one, then the other. The girl had no shame. God, there was so much to like about her. Where the hell had this come from?
"The next morning, Kaitlyn left us so I could have one more turn with Angela in private before the Aunt and Uncle arrived. We never even talked about it after that, although we'd occasionally drop hints, but it was clearly a one-time thing."
I looked down at Lisa. "Lisa, if you don't stop right now, I'm going to lose it."
She had that look of a kid caught with her hand in the cookie jar. "I'm sorry, but that was sooo fucking hot."
Julie spoke up. "And you guys never did it again?"
"She got back together with David a week later."
"You didn't answer the question," Lisa said with a mischievous grin.
"Fine. Over the summer, after Angela and I ended it and she went off to college, Kaitlyn and I got together a few times before she had to leave." I looked over at Teri. "Those were the only three. Do you believe me now?"
Teri leaned against me. "I'm sorry about what I said about cheating. I didn't know. I thought what they'd said was true."
"And that's our biggest issue. You and me. You don't trust me. You always think I'm lying to you and find the worst in anything I say."
"No I don't," she argued, but she knew I was right, and her heart wasn't in it.
"I wish it wasn't true," I told her. I lifted her face to mine and gave her a kiss. "How many times have I told you I like you and asked to move our relationship further?"
"You're just teasing me," she said sullenly.
"See? You still don't believe me. I've never lied to you about that. Never."
"But you're always joking about stuff, like 'christening your castle.'"
"You're right, I do now. I joke because it's easier to take getting shot down if it sounds like I'm kidding than when I'm serious."
"You should have said something," Teri kept arguing.
I sighed. "Whatever. You're going to hear what you want to hear, and believe what you want to believe. And that's why you're no longer in my top five."
I pulled back a bit, and made a show of looking at my watch. "And now I'm going to go to bed, and so are you guys, like we promised Miss Shannon. And nobody is ever going to breathe a word of what I told you here tonight, to anybody. Right?"
"Wait," Lisa said, grabbing me.
I stopped. "What?"
"Who are the others? The ones that aren't here?"
"I don't think it matters. I've made up my mind already, and they're no longer in the picture." I got up and started folding up the blanket. The wind was gusting hard, and I was afraid we were going to get hit with a big storm, not the showers predicted.
The girls were still all standing around, as if they didn't know where to go. Finally Teri, came up to me and pulled me down for a kiss on the cheek. "I really am sorry, Alex. Do you think maybe we can talk about it a little tomorrow?"
I gave her a hug. "Bestest girl since sixth grade? I'll always have time for you."
She hugged me back, gave me another peck and headed for her tent.
Looking around, I could see we were the last ones up. The main fire was deserted. "Goodnight girls," I said, heading to my tent for one of the half-dozen tarps I'd brought. I took it back to our woodpile, covering it, and before I knew it, the sisters were helping me. I scattered the fire so it could burn out. "It's starting to rain. I've got this. You guys should go to bed."
Julie came to me, wrapping her arms around my neck. "Thanks for sharing with us. This was the greatest night ever." She drew me down for a long hot kiss that curled my toes. Afterward she looked over toward her sister.
"Go ahead," Lisa said. "I'll be with you in a second."
"I'm going to take down this fly, so it doesn't blow away," I explained to Lisa who still gave no indication of leaving.
I didn't put the fly away, I just took it down, folding it up in thirds and staked it down thoroughly. Lisa helped. When I was done, she moved next to me. "You and I need to talk, OK? Don't make any big decisions before we chat, please?"
I was afraid she was going to try to make her sister off-limits. That was going to be an ugly chat. It must have showed on my face.
She slid her hand in mine. "Nothing bad, Alex, I promise. It's just that tonight has been eye opening." She moved in for a hug, as the bigger raindrops started falling. "I had a great time with you tonight. A lot better than I expected to, to be totally honest. I think I had let your rep get to me."
"Rep?"
"We'll talk about it tomorrow. Can I have a kiss goodnight, too?"
She needn't have asked. I kissed her there under the trees for several minutes, getting acquainted with much of her awesome body. It was surreal, holding her in the soft rain. "Go, you're going to get soaked." I told her, turning her away, and patting her ass.
She blew me a kiss, and ran over to her tent.
I walked over to Miss Shannon's tent. "Shannon, you still awake?" I asked softly, trying to avoid attention.
It was silent for a moment. "What are you up to, Mr. Hamilton?"
Uh-oh. Mr. Hamilton. She was not happy with me. "The girls have gone to bed. Everyone else too. It looks like a storm is coming. I'm going to secure a few things around the camp. I wanted you to know, in case you heard anything going on out here."
She poked her head out of the opening, looking up at me. "Thank you. I'm sorry I snapped at you."
"No problem. Stay in there and keep warm. It looks like the storm could be bad." I knelt down in front of her, reaching out and stroking her hair brazenly. "Wouldn't want my favoritest teacher in the world getting wet on my account."
"Don't mistreat those girls. They're good kids," she said softly, almost pleading. She didn't pull away from my hand, as I ran my fingers through her hair.
"Wouldn't dream of it. We really had a nice talk. I've never had a chance to talk to girls like that, so openly. Not even with my girlfriends. It was good. I learned a lot."
She rolled her eyes at me. "That's all we need." She reached up and gave my hand a squeeze. "Thanks for helping, and for keeping your trouble-making to a minimum." She gave me a big grin at the end.
"Anything for you," I teased her with a similar grin, inching closer.
She sighed. "Go on now, before one of us says or does something stupid."
I leaned forward and saw her tremble for a second before my lips reached her forehead. "Goodnight, Shannon."
"Goodnight, Alex." She watched me for a second before disappearing back into her tent.
I was getting drenched by this time. I ran back to the fire and picked up where we'd been sitting. My mug, canteen and windbreaker were still there. I slid the windbreaker on, pulling the internal hood over my head, and made my way down to the main site. I scattered the logs figuring to let it burn itself out, keeping it going a little longer as a light source if nothing else. I had little fear of it getting out of control with the rain coming. It took about ten minutes but I put away my stuff, and secured the eating area as best I could.
I stood outside my tent, in the covered vestibule, stripping off my wet clothing and drying off with the towel I had used at the river that day. By the time I got in the tent, I knew it was going to be a bad one. The wind was whistling through the trees, and it was raining hard.
In my tent I organized my stuff, moving everything as far from the entrance as I could. I closed up most of the mesh windows, since it was getting cold. I was worried about the camp. I pulled together an outfit to wear if I had to go back out, including an ugly but utilitarian rain poncho. My clothing was stacked outside of the backpack, leaving all my 'miscellaneous' gear in the pack. I realized I had to take a leak and stood in the vestibule, pissing out the side, when the first loud thunderclap hit. It was like an announcement, and the rain became a pounding wall of water. Shit.
Back in my tent, I relaxed in my sleeping bag. Even the massive storm outside couldn't completely distract me from thoughts about what had happened that night. The discussion, the hugging, the kissing, the soft tits encasing my cock. I was hard, recalling it all, stroking myself slowly, wondering what Julie was going to be like.
She was mine. I could feel it. And nothing her sister was going to say was going to change that. Damn, she had a tight little body. And it had been months since I'd gotten any.
The sudden pounding of hail came as a surprise, pelting my tent. I peeked out the entrance but it was pitch black outside, what little light the fire was producing struggling to reach the inside of my vestibule. I hunted down my flashlight, and was more than a little shocked to see that the batteries were all but dead. Some prepared, huh? At least I had a backup. I found my penlight and looked around. Big hail, some of them the size of a nickel. Crap. We were going to have some very unhappy campers before the night was out. I was certain of that.
============
Long prelude, I know, but trust me, things get interesting in the next chapter. Thanks for reading, and as always, please vote if you enjoyed the story.
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The storm was in full force, rain and occasionally hail pelting the campground. I was warm and dry, but wondered if that would be true for everyone else, if the storm continued for long.
I lay back down, closing my eyes and concentrating on images of Julie doing what her sister had done, while wearing less clothing. Much less. Back to stroking my hardness. I needed relief, after the exquisite torture Lisa had subjected me to.
Maybe Lisa wouldn't be against us. Hell, maybe she'd even play along. Sisters? How cool would that be? The image in my brain became the two of them, their mouths on my hardness, taking turns pleasuring me.
The storm was so loud and noisy, I didn't hear her until she repeated herself. "Alex, can we come in please? Please?"
I retrieved my penlight and peered outside. Teri and Heather stood there, soaked to the bone. I grabbed my towels, and unzipped the entrance. "What happened?" I asked, passing the girls both my towels, one still slightly wet.
"Our tent collapsed. It's filling with water."
"Crap. Dry off, and I'll get you something to wear, OK?"
I grabbed two of my t-shirts and held them out to my visitors. "Take everything off, and put these on."
Teri took the shirts, shivering. She leaned over, whispering, "You're naked Alex, and putting on quite a show."
Whoops. My dick was still hard, and waving in the wind. I ducked back into my tent, searching for my boxers. A little more presentable, I moved the sleeping bag and unfolded the pad underneath, so it would cover more area. I found a garbage bag, and handed it out the door, into the darkness. "Here's a bag. Put your wet stuff in it."
"Can we have a flashlight?" Teri asked.
Damn. I was supposed to be the prepared outdoorsman. Here I was doing everything wrong. I passed her my penlight, and waited in the dark. A couple of minutes later Teri entered the tent. "We're going to get dressed in here. We would just have gotten the shirts wet outside. Don't look, OK?"
I laughed. The darkness was complete. "I wish I could, but it's too damned dark."
Heather spoke up for the first time. "Is it OK if I come in too, Alex?"
"Of course. Plenty of room."
I heard the rustling, and the girls whispering. The light turned on, and they were standing by the entrance. "Where should we go?" Teri asked.
They were both shivering uncontrollably. The temperature outside must have dropped 20 degrees in the last hour. "Get in the sleeping bag before you freeze."
She handed me the penlight, and I waited until they were in the bag before I went to the doorway. I checked on their wet clothing, moving the bag where it wouldn't blow away or fill up with water, and hung up the towels inside the tent, so they could dry a bit. I zipped the entrance closed, keeping out any stray rain. The vestibule roof was snapping in the wind, but it was doing a decent job of keeping the water out. I flashed the light over the bag, and the girls were at each end, looking back at me nervously. I climbed in between them, reaching out for Teri. "You alright?" I felt her skin and she was chilled to the bone.
"Cold," she admitted.
I pulled her closer, and she leaned into me, her body and legs icy. "You're warm," she said.
I looked over at Heather who was shivering silently. "Come over here and warm up," I told her. She didn't hesitate, moving in close. I wrapped my arm around her, and held them both, until the shivering stopped.
Teri rested her head on my chest. She giggled. "He's like a furnace."
Heather, nodded. "Thank God. I thought we were going to freeze to death."
"I'm going to turn off the light now, save the batteries." I twisted the top and tucked it into the pocket on the side of the tent behind my head. Heather lifted up while I did it, but snuggled into my side as soon as I was done. I'd never have predicted that, not from her, but she was wonderful to hold.
We were quiet while I held them, letting them warm up. The only sound was the beating of the rain on the tent, until the silence was broken by Heather's sobs.
I gave her a squeeze. "Shh. Everything's cool, Ok? You're warm and safe now." She hugged me tightly, burying her face into my chest.
Teri ran her hand down my chest. "I feel like an idiot. I'm so sorry that I didn't believe you about who you'd slept with. I should have trusted you. Should have known better."
I felt Heather tense up next to me. I rubbed my hand over her back. "Relax, it's no big deal. Don't worry about it." I said to her.
"What did you tell her?" Heather asked eventually, hesitantly.
"The truth. As much as I wish otherwise, nothing happened between us that summer."
"It was an accident," she said, and I felt her trembling again.
"It's OK. Really." I held her tight, still rubbing her back briskly, trying to get her warm.
"No it's not. I shouldn't have said it. I was telling someone about my summer wildness, and when they asked who it was, I was too embarrassed to say it was my cousins. You were the first person who came to mind, since you were there. I'm sorry, Alex."
"Your cousins? As in plural? Cousins?" Teri asked.
"Don't tease her Teri. We've all done things we'd rather not see the light of day."
Heather sighed. "No kidding. What a screw up."
"All's forgiven," I told her. "Water under the bridge."
Teri giggled, and I felt her lips pressed against my chest. "How many girls do you think he's been with, Heather?"
"Teri," I warned, smacking her rear loud enough to hear it. "What happened to keeping our talk secret?"
"Sorry," she said, leaning into me and throwing her leg over mine. I leaned down and gave her a soft kiss which she returned nicely.
"Eight? Ten?" Heather asked, curiosity getting the better of her.
"You can tell her, Alex. It's just us. You won't tell, right Heather?"
"Hell no. I owe him big time. First for not calling me out when I lied about us, and now for saving my freezing butt." She gave me a squeeze, tucking her head into my neck. "I promise, Alex. I'll be good."
"Alex?" Teri pleaded, her hand moving across my stomach, her leg moving back and forth across mine. Heather wasn't behaving any better, her leg draped over mine as well.
I surrendered. "You can tell her."
"Three," Teri said quickly.
"Three? Angela, Maria and who else?"
I chuckled. "Since when is my love life so important?"
"Since you only date older girls, leaving your classmates wanting," Teri quipped. "What's with that anyway? Aren't we good enough for you?"
I gave her a kiss. I kind of liked all this kissing in the dark. I missed the lips as often as not, but a little seeking around did the job. "Haven't you learned anything tonight? You've always been more than good enough for me."
Heather snuggled in closer. If that was possible. My hand was stroking her back, all the way down to her back side. I pulled the back of her shirt up a bit, feeling her smooth skin underneath. I was hard as a rock. I knew they were bound to notice soon.
"Who else?" Heather asked again.
"Kaitlyn Thomas," Teri said. She was kissing my neck and I was having a hard time keeping it together.
"Wow. Not Denise?"
"Nope, another liar," she said with a fair amount of animosity. "Like Erin. And Naomi."
Heather got quiet. "I said I was sorry."
"No more sorries, OK? Denise never had a chance anyway. I don't mind you saying we were together. Believe me, given half-a-chance, it would have been true."
I felt her moving against me, her hand wandering down my body. "For real?"
I reached over, felt for her face, and brought my lips to hers. "Of course. You're pretty amazing, when you're not pretending to be pissed at me for dumping you."
Teri giggled. "Would she make your list?"
"Solid top 5 last year," I admitted. "One of two from our class."
"List?" Heather asked.
I jumped a bit when I felt a hand settle over my cock. It took me a couple of seconds to realize it was Teri. I stifled a moan, feeling her grip me.
"His favorite girls. The girls he'd date if he could."
"Shit. And I kicked myself off your list, huh?"
"Temporarily." I kissed her again, a little longer. "I think if everything was cool between us, you'd be back in the running."
She giggled. "Don't make me grovel, Alex. As of now, you're my hero." She pressed her lips to my ear, barely whispering. "Let me show you."
Teri's hand left my cock, and reached for my head, turning me toward her for a kiss. Things got quiet after that, and I spent several minutes alternating between kissing the cuties lying with me. It was getting more intense, each of the girls practically crawling on me when it was their turn. Hands were moving all over me, commonly landing on my cock, giving me soft squeezes and light strokes.
The extra large t-shirts didn't offer a lot of protection. The girls were practically swimming in them. I had access to both of their bare asses under the bottom of their borrowed tees. Quite nice asses, if still a bit cool to the touch. I was bad, pulling up their shirts higher, sliding my hand inside, fondling their soft breasts. I was in heaven
Heather was lying fully on top of me, my cock trapped between her closed legs, my hand cupping her butt cheek, while we quietly kissed and learned about each other. A guy could get used to this.
"Alex!" I heard Lisa shout from the entrance.
Heather slid off of me, and I scrambled out of the sleeping bag, grabbing for my light.
I heard Teri whisper "Shit," making me smile.
The rain had not let up a bit. I opened the doorway and flashed the light around to find Lisa and Julie standing there, thoroughly waterlogged. The water was pouring off of them.
"A stream filled our tent!" Lisa sobbed.
They looked even worse off than my first two guests. I passed her the penlight, and the wetter of the two towels. "Strip down, dry off, and then come in. I'll get you something to wear." I stumbled over the girls in the bag, moving to the back of the tent, searching through my stuff. I had one shirt left, and the one I had been wearing which was still wet. The one drying outside couldn't be in good shape. "Crap."
"What?" Teri asked.
"I'm out of shirts. I only have one left."
I felt her moving then she was pressing her shirt into my hand. "I'm warm enough. You can use mine."
"Thanks baby. Mine from today will be drier by morning. I'll make sure you're taken care of."
"I know."
I moved toward the entrance, and had a short glimpse of the naked sisters before they turned off the light and entered the tent. I reached forward and felt a leg. "Here's a couple of shirts. Put 'em on." I was kneeling in front of them, grabbed the nearest towel, and dried the legs in front of me. "Sit down here, and let me get your feet," I told her.
The girls struggled into their shirts. "Decent?" I asked.
"Ye-e-e-s," I heard Lisa manage through chattering teeth.
"Give me the light."
She found my hand and pressed the penlight into it. I turned on the light, illuminating the sleeping bag. Heather and Teri were looking back at us.
Lisa almost leaped out of the tent. "You're not alone?"
"No, their tent collapsed half-an-hour ago."
She just stood there shaking.
"Jesus, Lisa. Take a seat so I can dry your feet. You too Julie, sit down."
Both girls sat down on the sleeping bag. Lisa's legs were trembling badly. I held them in my lap and dried her calves and feet as well as I could. "In the bag with you." I scooted over to Julie and pulled her legs into my lap. The angle of the penlight on the sleeping bag was pointed toward her, and when I looked up, I had a breathtaking view between her legs. If she had any hair there, it was so blonde and fine as to be almost invisible. I dried between her toes, then moved to the second leg. She bent the leg I'd finished with, moving it out of the way, spreading her legs open. Pretty pink slice screaming out to me for attention. Jesus, I was blessed.
"Done, get in there and warm-up, Angel."
Julie crawled into the bag, and I got a brief view of her bare ass pointed my way before she struggled into the middle of the bag. I looked for my blanket, sitting near the entrance. It was still dry, and 100% wool; it would keep me warm even if it got wet. I wrapped it around my shoulders, sitting by the entrance.
"What are you doing?" Teri asked.
"I'll be fine. You guys warm up and get some sleep."
"No way. There's plenty of room in here for all of us."
I smiled. "No there's not. It's a two man bag. Four people is already pushing it."
The sisters were huddled together in the middle, shivering.
Heather apparently was on Teri's side. "Try. Besides, they'll still freeze to death without our 'furnace' in here."
I watched Teri and Heather move to the very outside edges of the bag, and then they were pulling the girls apart, snuggling up to them. "See?" Teri said.
I moved to the middle, and with a little effort I was able to wiggle my way in. I pulled each of the sisters close, Lisa on Teri's side, and Julie with Heather toward the front of the tent. They clung to me, their bodies shaking all over, teeth still chattering. Within moments they were sandwiched between our warm bodies, and starting to warm up.
Julie was the first to speak. "Everything was fine. It was cold, and the rain was loud, but the tent was holding up. Then all of a sudden it filled up with water, at least three or four inches deep. Everything got soaked."
Bad location. I'd tried to warn most of them. No need rubbing it in. "You're safe now. This tent isn't going anywhere, and we're high enough that we shouldn't get any runoff."
I was keenly aware of Teri's bare breasts pressed against the arm I was holding Lisa with.
Lisa finally spoke. "He is a furnace, isn't he?"
Heather giggled. "Told you so."
Both of the sisters were leaning over me, clinging to me for warmth. "Lights going out, OK?"
"OK," Lisa answered, while Julie nodded.
I held them in the dark, my mind going nuts with the crazy situation. Eventually the shivering stopped. "Feeling a little better?" I asked Julie.
She kissed my neck. "A lot better."
Lisa squeezed me tight. "Me too, thanks."
"How was it out there?"
"A couple of tents down, but I think there were people still in them. One other tent was full of water, but empty. I don't know where they went." Lisa explained.
I heard the zipper on the end of the sleeping bag. "What are you doing, Heather?"
"I'm going to open the side, and use your blanket doubled up on the end to give us a little more room."
"Make sure you tuck lots of it under the sleeping bag, or you'll be freezing in a while." It wasn't a bad idea. At the moment we were cocooned, with barely room to breathe.
"Alright." I heard her moving around, and my arm was no longer trapped against Julie's back. I stroked her softly, and hugged her close. She moved up to kiss me, and I let my hand caress her hip while she did. When I turned toward Lisa, I found her face next to mine, bumping our heads with a giggle before kissing her as well. She climbed on top of me, letting Teri scoot in closer, and freeing up my hand to do a little wandering of its own.
"See," she whispered. "Plenty of room."
We kissed long and deep, and I felt her hips grinding against my hardness. I loved the feel of her, and could smell a hint of her shampoo in her hair. She was an aggressive kisser, but I wasn't complaining.
"Share, sissy," Julie whispered plaintively.
With a sigh, she started sliding off of me, and I scooted toward Julie, before she took over her sister's place. I straightened her out on me, and was very aware of her legs opening, and my hard cock pressing against her. Fucking incredible. A few minutes of kissing and bare bottom fondling later, I was a little surprised to hear Teri whisper, "Share?"
Julie gave me a last deep kiss, nibbling on my lip, and moved off of me. Teri climbed over Lisa and on top of me.
"Are you naked?" Lisa whispered.
I thought it was funny everyone was whispering. The storm was still pounding outside, the rain was like drumsticks against the skin of tent.
"He ran out of shirts. I gave you guys mine, so you could warm up."
No more talk after that. Just more delightful kissing, touching and rubbing. Her bare skin encouraged me to reach for her soft tits, feeling her hard little nipples. Teri's nipples. It was a long time fantasy of mine, and I was wallowing in it.
"OK," she mumbled, and I realized someone must have tapped her or something to get her to move. She slid down between Lisa and me, and then Heather was mounting me, dressed only in her birthday suit.
I didn't say anything, accepting her generous offer.
It was amazing, total silence in the pitch black darkness and girls moving on top of me switching off every couple of minutes. Soft flesh pressing against me. Pillowy tits mashed against my body. Full ass cheeks bared to my touch. It was difficult to keep track of who was who, even more so when they started switching sides. I don't know how long it went on, before I realized they were all naked. Not a shred of clothing anywhere. I felt hands at my waist, pushing my boxers down. It came from my right side, but I had no inkling of who it was. My hands were getting braver, naughtier, exploring between their legs, feeling warm moistness in contrast to their cool skin.
The movement was often awkward, knees, elbows and hips bumping against each other, heads butting together, toe nails scraping. I heard the occasional whisper, but never directed to me. I felt they were scheming, but under the decadent avalanche of teen flesh, who was I to complain?
During the movement, hands would frequently grasp for my cock, tugging on it, stroking me, squeezing. Fucking incredible.
Whoever was on top of me opened her legs and reached for my cock. "Who..." I started to ask, and I was hushed from all sides. Soft lips closed over mine from the side, efficiently quieting me. I felt myself entering a tight warmth and I groaned.
She settled over me with exquisite slowness. My arms were pinned down by the young angels parked on each side of me, their taut bodies immobilizing me. The girl kissing me slowed down, her mouth barely covering mine. I could feel her lips turn back in a smile, as I gasped, my cock completely enveloped in velvety moist sweetness.
I was balls deep in one of these amazing girls. She rose up to the very limit, and I felt naughty questing fingers searching out where we were joined, a curious fingernail stroking my length in advance of that fantastic feeling pussy descending over me with torturous slowness. Another mouth moved over mine, and I groaned at the sensory overload while two tongues, side by side, explored my mouth.
The girls kissing me pulled back, and the new love of my life gave my cock one long stroke inside of her before lowering herself to my body and delivering a sweet kiss which I welcomed. The teasing hands were still roaming around our lower connection, adding an unimaginably magical sensation to this perfect moment.
My new lover settled into an exquisite rhythm, riding my full length with a slow inexorable motion. She eased back and forth for only a minute or so, and moved off before it got to be too much. When she pulled off of me I wanted to cry. It was a good thing my arms were trapped beneath the girls at my side, or I would have grabbed her and pulled her back onto my cock until I achieved my desperately needed release.



My next companion wasn't as prone to surrender everything, content to grind against me, her body writhing against mine. My hands were freed, allowing me to fondle her to my heart's content, and I breathed a sigh of relief, my need to come momentarily ameliorated. She gave me a last long kiss and moved away.
Another body eased onto me, and I groaned in feverish anticipation when her legs embraced me, an invisible hand holding my cock steady, poised to enter another teen hottie. My hands moved up to her thighs, but they were pulled back to the sides and encouraged to take up residence between the thighs of my soft bookends. Sliding my fingers inside of my special friends, my cock slowly penetrated another tight young pussy, teasing hands still joining that molten slot on my cock.
The cloud of sexual ecstasy faded from my brain long enough for me to wonder who was fucking me. Two girls now. My guess was Heather and Lisa were the suddenly generous ones. Teri I knew was saving it, and I suspected Julie was still a virgin. This girl knew what she was doing, her upper body remaining pretty still while her hips gave me a hell of a working over, slamming down onto my stiffness over and over again. She rose up on her hands, and the girl to my left moved in for a hot as hell kiss.
I pulled away. "Stop," I moaned softly.
All I got was a chorus of hushes. Abruptly I was unsheathed and my silent rider was inside the bag, her mouth finishing me off. The feel of her tongue bathing me was beyond description, the current situation only making it more intense. I moaned, as I filled her anonymous mouth, exploding harder than I ever had in my life, cumming continuously.
"God! Oh, God, oh GOD!" was my groaned prayer of thanks.
I finished in that incredible mysterious mouth, my heart hammering in my chest, barely able to breathe. I was treated to lots of attention from the girls on each side of me, while that warm wondrous mouth restored me to hardness. It didn't take long, with the thought of getting inside one of those tight little pussies again. Sweet Jesus, I was getting fucked by the school's hottest girls! I wanted this perfect storm to never end.
I felt my dear cock tender move away, and the body on my left moved on top of me. It was strange. I was thinking less of them as individuals, and more as soft tender bodies, delivered to me for my pleasure. Another kisser, she closed her legs holding me tight, while I thrust up between them. One of my more intimate girls replaced her, sliding onto me easily. I was tired of being passive. I tore my hands free, reached for her hips, raising her up, and started thrusting into her, looking for a rhythm I could sustain. She lowered her chest to mine, soft tits pressed against my chest, tilted her hips upward and I found the feeling I was looking for. I started hammering away forcefully, firm ass gripped tightly in my hands while I pounded upward. They had driven the action so far, but I was starting to take over, holding this girl's hips high as I fucked her into submission.
I probably could have worked out who was who, but it was certainly more fun and exciting this way. I didn't know. I didn't care.
Her moans accelerated, and I felt her tremble. "Come for me," I whispered into her ear, straining at the intense pace. She gasped, "Oh, God!" and dug her fingernails into my skin, coming hard. I held her firmly, long stroking her while she caught her breath. More hands joined mine, caressing her, touching her softly.
When she moved away I eagerly drew my next girl on top of me. She spread her legs for me, and I was determined to make my other lover come like the last. Let the two virtuous girls see what it was like. I felt her hand guiding me home. I was going to fuck her senseless.
Lips were pressed against my ear from the side. "Gentle," she breathed softly. "Please."
Gentle? Oh God. Was it possible?
I felt the girl move slowly, awkwardly, my cock turning to granite at the possible prospect of being her first. She whimpered softly, then I felt the tip enter her. She stopped, laying against my chest for a few moments, and I caressed her, gently, warmly. She rose up and pushed down slowly. I felt the pressure increase, her tightness impenetrable. I held her smooth, tight ass cheeks in my hands and with a hard thrust on my end, I was abruptly inside of her. She cried out softly, her hands gripping me tightly, nails piercing my flesh, an echo of my own piercing. I was achingly aware of everything about her, the moment so clarifying, unimaginably intense. I immediately discerned it was young Julie skewered on my cock, much smaller than the others, her head didn't even reach my chin when I was fully buried inside of her. The large soft tits pressed against my skin only confirmed my guess.
I leaned down and kissed the top of her head, my hands softly stroking her back. She started moving on me, and I slid in and out of her, short, gentle strokes, not probing her too deeply, yet still wringing breathy moans and whimpers out of her. I reached down and held her perfect little butt in my hands while I used more of my length on her. She trembled, letting me fuck her tenderly before she pushed back against me, stopping me. She inched forward, pulling off my cock and kissed me heatedly. I held her carefully, wrapping my arms around her, kissing her as warmly as possible, doing my best to let her know how much I appreciated her gift.
I felt a hand around my cock after she got off, a cloth wiping me down, before my next rider climbed aboard. I alternated fucking Lisa and Heather, and groping Teri, for several more rides, each of them getting a little wilder and more intense. The sleeping bag was shifting downward, the cool air on our skin, making their pert little nipples harden under my touch. The time spent actually fucking was growing longer, sweeter, allowing me more time to enjoy each girl. The pauses between the girls, and the interludes with Teri allowed me to extend my stamina, taking the edge off.
The rain was starting to abate a bit, steady, but not the torrent of earlier. Things were quieter, and the air warmed from the proximity of our bodies, and our energetic calisthenics. The room was growing almost comfortable.
When Julie finally took her turn again, I knew instantly it was her. The young sexpot settled onto my cock, slow and careful, tenderly taking me home. I tried to be gentle with her, unlike my performances with Lisa and Heather, who I speared with great abandon. I enjoyed the sweet ride, calming a little after my last aggressive pounding. Julie started moving with me, responding, her movements more accommodating and less enduring. I swear at one point she purred for me. She was exciting me to no end, and it was only with the greatest effort that I didn't take her more forcefully. I loved her gently, easily, until she was comfortable with me, momentarily sated, and drew away, with a lingering kiss.
Our tent was becoming a haven of mind-numbing sexuality. I was getting a little crazy, playing with mysterious tits, screwing anonymous pussies, fondling perfect tight bodies, and kissing generous lips. I didn't ask permission, or even check their preferences. I did what I wanted with whatever I could get my hands on. And I loved it.
After Julie, my next rider sat upright and fucked me hard, riding me like she was born to it. A natural cowgirl. I reached up and gripped her tits, playing with them, teasing her nipples, all in the pitch black, all by feel. Another epiphany. Big tits. Lisa was riding me like she was born to it. Working in the dark so much seemed to heighten my sensations, particularly touch. It was too much, and I had to warn her. "I'm close," I moaned softly.
Whoever was beside me moved downward, and as soon as my cowgirl dismounted, a mouth settled over me, working devotedly, taking only a minute or so to drain me again. I groaned when I felt another mouth join hers, and the two of them proceeded diligently to restore the iron to my rod, and keep the games going. While they did their part my face was enveloped in 2 sets of full, amazing, absolutely glorious tits.
Only two girls I knew had tits like these. The fabulous Samuelson sisters. Big, full and soft, and remarkably similar. And now I knew they were topped with the sweetest, firmest, tastiest nipples which responded to my attention in the most amazing way. I was struck with the thought that with the fabulous sisters up here, virgin Teri was one of those working on me down below. She might be saving 'it' for marriage, but she clearly wasn't saving everything. I'd have to thank her.
That little interlude gave me a chance to sort everything out, whether I wanted to or not. Lisa on my left feeding her nipple into my mouth, newly deflowered Julie on my right clinging to me as if her life depended on it. On my left, below, was my sweet rider, Heather, who could fuck like a minx. I think I owed her cousins a debt of gratitude. Meaning the sweet mouth going down on me was none other than my darling Teri.
As fun as the mystery play had been, knowing who was who, plus the knowledge it was the puritan Teri whose mouth was caring for me so delightfully, had the steel surging into my shaft. Ready for Act III.
What I wasn't ready for was the sisters moving apart so that Teri could claim top spot. The sleeping bag had been pushed down to my knees and she was straddling my hips, hers raised to grant me that most intimate access.
I couldn't stay quiet. "Are you sure?"
Lisa pressed her sweet lips to mine. "Shh."
Julie breathed into my ear, "It has to be you, Alex."
I found myself trembling in anticipation. I'd fantasize about having Teri more than anyone ever. Not because I found her so much more desirable than any of the other girls, but because I'd wanted her for so long, since I first got an erection. One of my longest running fantasies finally on the verge of coming true.
Suddenly I hated being in the dark. I wanted to see this. I wanted to see her pretty naked body settling over my cock. I desperately wanted to watch Teri's cute little tits bouncing with wild abandon while she fucked me into sweet oblivion.
I could feel Teri moving over my cock. It was pressed against my belly, while her moist pussy slid back and forth over it. Her hands pressed down against my chest, and she lifted up, ready for me.
A flashlight beam played across the inside of the tent, illuminating Teri in her resplendent nudity, poised above me, if only briefly.
"Alex? I need your help."
The sound of Miss Shannon's voice had the girls scrambling under the covers, and I was run over by sweet soft flesh in their mad scurry. "I'm coming," I announced loudly, grabbing for the penlight.
"I'm turning on the flashlight," I announced quietly, and with its narrow beam I searched through my clothes pile for shorts to wear. It took a few more moments to slip them on, and I barely made it before the zippered front opened and Miss Shannon poked her head in.
"Are you decent?" she asked.
I scrambled for the entrance, heedless of the squirming bodies underneath me. At the last moment I leaned over to Lisa, closest to the door, and gave her the penlight.
Miss Shannon shined her light in, running it over me. "Are you alright, Alex?"
"I'm fine," I assured her, moving forward until she backed out. I climbed out after her. There was enough light for me to see she was soaked. "How are you? You look pretty miserable."
She gave me a tired smile. "It's been a rough night."
"What can I do?" I asked.
"First, you can tell me what's going on in that tent."
"Nothing's going on." Which was technically true, now that I had left. "But it's pretty full. Teri and Heather came first, when their tent collapsed. Then an hour or so ago, Lisa and Julie showed up when theirs flooded. Soaked to the skin and chilled to the bone."
"I thought I saw a lot of bare flesh in there," she said with a raised eyebrow.
I pointed out the plastic bag. "Their wet clothes. I gave them the three dry shirts I had, but I was one short. Teri's wearing nothing but my boxers. But she's as pure as can be, and besides, I've known her since we were kids, and seen her naked more than once. Anyway, she has the least to cover up on top. She seemed the safest bet."
"I guess that's why you're barely dressed," she observed, looking me over.
"And getting cold out here. What can I do for you?"
"The camp's a mess. Half the tents are down and flooded. I was hoping we could put some people in here but it looks like you're nearly full up. Can you help us put together some kind of shelter?"
The rain was still falling, but the front had clearly passed. Hard to tell how much longer it would come down. The wind was almost non-existent, and I hadn't heard thunder in hours. "I figure we can do something half-decent now that the wind has died down."
"How can I help?" she asked.
"How's your tent doing?"
"Not so good. I wasn't high enough to avoid the flooding either."
I took the flashlight from her and she gave it up readily. I ran it over her, and saw my first guess was right. She was soaked, chilled, and half dead on her feet. "Get dried off and warmed up before you catch pneumonia. I'm going to find John and set up a shelter and fire for anybody who needs it. You get inside with the others, before you pass out."
"I can't do that," she said. "I'm responsible for everyone."
"Where's Dr. Reed?"
She looked like she wanted to spit. "More useless than tits on a bull. He's still in his tent, won't let anybody in. I'm not so certain he's alone, either."
"Ellen?"
"That would be my guess. Stupid asshole."
I moved forward, and took her in my arms, holding her. "You're freezing Shannon. I'll take care of things from here. Dry off, warm up, and try to get a little sleep. I'll let you know when things are taken care of."
"You sure about this?"
"Positive." I moved over to the tent entrance. "Miss Shannon's coming in. Find her a pair of my boxers, and Heather, you let her wear your shirt."
I turned back to her. "I'm going to borrow your flashlight, if you don't mind. Take off those wet things and dry off the best you can out here. There's a towel by the door you can finish the job with once you get inside. If you're shy, they'll turn off the flashlight until you're clothed."
She nodded. "Why have Heather give me her shirt?"
I chuckled. "Truth be told, if I were to come back later and see either you or one of those sisters topless, I'm not sure I could be responsible for my actions. Heather? Heather and I have issues."
She chuckled. "You are one cocky little son of a bitch, aren't you?"
I took her in my arms again. "Go on. You've earned it." I took the biggest chance I had in my short life, and raised her chin, giving her a soft lingering kiss on her lips. "You know there's nothing I wouldn't do for my favorite teacher, Shannon. Let me take care of this for you."
She pulled me down and kissed me back, brief but firm. "Thanks, Alex. I knew I could count on you."
I gave her a squeeze. "Always."
The air was cool, but not horribly so. Walking around shirtless wasn't that bad. A hat kept the water out of my eyes as I surveyed the camp devastation. It was ruined. "John, you out here?" I called out.
I heard him answer from over by the meal area. "Alex, that you?"
"Yeah." I wandered his way, and saw a pretty miserable looking crowd huddled under the table, a tarp above them, trying to stay warm. It was a mixed crowd, and John was holding Dominique in his arms. Lucky bastard. It might prove hard to get him out of there.
"You look like shit," he observed, grinning.
"Feel like it, too. I need your help, we gotta do better than this," I nodded toward his makeshift setup.
"Why's it always gotta be my help?" he griped, with a nod toward the lovely Dominique huddled in his arms.
"'Cause I hate you, especially right now."
He grinned, leaned down and gave Dominique a kiss on the cheek. He peeled off his jacket and wrapped it around her shoulders. He climbed out from underneath his haven, peeling off this shirt. Fucker had pecs like slabs of concrete and some serious abs. "I love you too. You say the sweetest things."
"Let's go, Dickweed."
He laughed, following me back to my area. "That's Mr. Big Dickweed to you."
When we'd put a little distance between ourselves and the meal area, I had to bust his chops. "Dominique? Really? How the fuck does a limp-dick cocksucker like you rate someone like that?"
"Ill wind that blows no good. She was in need, and I was there. Jealous much?"
I didn't mention what was in my tent at that moment, or what we'd been up to. "Hell yeah. Jealous as shit. God, for a moment there I had a suicidal urge to jump in and fight you for her. You think it'll stick?"
"You gonna interfere?" he asked cautiously. He was well aware of my interest in her. At least before tonight.
"With you? No. Any other fuckwad around here, I'd have to kick their ass just to make a point."
He laughed, bumping up against me as we got to my tent area. "You know I didn't intend anything right? It just happened, and how the hell was I going to turn away an opportunity like that?"
"You'd be an idiot if you did. And I know you're no idiot, all kidding aside. I really would have had to kick your ass if you fumbled an opportunity like that one. I hope it outlasts the weekend."
"Thanks. Anyway, seemed you were doing pretty well with the big titty blonde sisters."
"Yeah. No complaints." I wondered if they could hear us, we were only twenty or so feet from the tent, but I knew the rain on the tent made it almost impossible to hear anything outside. Hell, I couldn't hear someone yelling from the entrance.
"I want to set up this fly for a shelter. I've got another tarp I can put underneath. Build up the fire in front of it and add to the back wall to reflect the heat in. It should be able to hold most of the homeless."
"Sounds like a plan."
Easier said than done. The ropes were still in place from earlier, but I wanted to stake it down better, build up some sides, enhance the fire pit, and do it all quickly. With the roof in place, I sent him to get more wood from the stack near the central fire, the bottom of which was now under water. While he was away, I returned to my tent.
"It's me," I said softly in case anybody was sleeping. "Anyone up?"
"Just a sec," Teri replied, showing up in the doorway.
"How's it going?"
"Good. Everyone's napping. For some reason most of us are kind of tired."
I leaned forward, kissing her lips. "I hated leaving when I did. You have no idea how much I hated it," I told her in hushed tones.
She grinned, opening up the fly enough that I could see she was still naked. "I have a fair idea."
"God, you're killing me."
"Did you come here to ogle me?"
I looked her over, imagining that sweet little body of hers underneath me. Or on top of me. Maybe both.
"Alex?"
I looked up to her face. She was smirking. "You are bad."
"I know. In the bottom of my backpack are some plastic tarps. Can you get them for me? And the cord of rope with them."
"Sure." I held my flashlight on her as she turned away, watching her pretty little butt, and that glorious space between her legs. Shit, that was almost mine.
She returned a minute or so later. "Here. Anything else?"
"No, I'll be back a little later. Still have a ton to do."
"You know you have a near naked teacher in your sleeping bag. She wouldn't take Heather's shirt."
"Fuck. Why would you do that to me?"
She giggled. "I bet you'll get back here quicker."
"Hardly. Nothing could get me over here faster than knowing you're waiting, dressed like this."
She gave me a quirky little smile. "You know, I would have called bullshit normally, but I'm changing my ways. I'm going to try to trust you more, and believe it when you say nice things, no matter how improbable."



I gave her a soft kiss. "Six years of being around you. It's a miracle I ever go soft."
She reached out and gave me a push. "I'm trying, Buddy. I'm really trying. So cut the hyperbole, finish up and come back to me."
I returned to the work-site with my cock straining my shorts.
I'd guess it took the better part of an hour before we had the shelter ready for its new guests. While John took care of getting them relocated without getting too wet, I stopped by Dr. Reed's tent. It was set back from most of the others, but in direct view of our new setup. Which could cause some trouble.
I knelt in front of the tent. It looked like it had held up well. I gave it a firm shake. "Dr. Reed. You up?"
He sounded logy when he responded a moment later. "Who is it?"
"It's Alex. Alex Hamilton. I don't want to interfere, but I thought you should know. In a few minutes about 10 people are going to be setting up shelter not 20 feet from here. From that moment on, you're not going to have a bit of privacy. If there's anyone with you, now would be a good time to fix that, while nobody's the wiser."
"What are you intimating?"
"I'm not intimating anything. With all the wind and rain, we're all taking shelter where we can. There's five people in my tent right now. If I had been near your tent, I would have made for it. But appearances matter. We have a nice warm shelter setup for anybody who needs it."
"Who's there with you?" he asked.
"Nobody. I swear, I won't be speaking of anything that goes on tonight. It's certainly extreme circumstances. But if we could avoid any serious rumor mongering, it would probably be for the best. You've only got a couple of minutes before any chance of avoiding observation is gone for good."
There was some whispering and rustling, and a minute later the fly opened and Ellen climbed out, holding a jacket over her head. "I, uh, just got here. My tent was leaking."
"I know. Let's go." I put my arm around her, and brought her to our shelter. "I brought you here from your tent, just now. Got it?"
She nodded, looking thoroughly embarrassed. "Got it. Thanks, Alex."
I leaned nearer, "Your shirt's on backward and inside out. You might want to take care of that." The girl had the biggest tits in the free world. Everyone would be looking at that chest, and couldn't miss the dressing faux pas. I stood in front of her, holding her jacket blocking the view from the rest of the camp while she rearranged things. I'm ashamed to say I'm not enough of a gentleman to avoid taking a peak. Her tits were mammoth, far larger than any I'd ever seen. It was amazing she could walk upright.
She caught me peeking, and blushed.
"Sorry," I whispered. "I couldn't help myself. You have the most amazing body, beautiful."
She pulled her shirt down, and I slipped her jacket around her shoulders. She turned and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks for taking care of me. That would have been bad."
"I'm not one to lecture," I told her, brushing her hair back and letting my hand stroke her cheek. "But you can do better." I left her, and she walked over in front of the raging fire, extending her hands toward it.
While John got everyone transferred, I started on my next task. Why was I such a friggin' Boy Scout? I started checking out the tents that were underwater, moving all their contents near the new shelter. I had a second tarp setup as a cover, with a couple of clotheslines underneath it. We could dry off clothing, and even sleeping bags there. I'd let the owners deal with their own belongings. The tents I unstaked and dragged to higher ground, with help arriving halfway through. John and a new recruit, Max, who looked young but seemed to be holding up better than most. They helped with moving the four worst tents. We spent another 20 minutes re-erecting the tents that had collapsed, which weren't under water.
We checked on our relocated survivors. They seemed in a lot better frame of mind. It had taken some doing, but I had a nice fire blazing, and most of the wood from our original pile was still dry. It made a nice side wall to the shelter, and the tarp that had been covering it served a similar purpose.
The inside of the shelter was warm, throughout, and they were chatting away. Clothes were drying under the side tarp, and it was almost a party atmosphere. I turned to John.
"You got it from here?"
"Sure."
"Good, 'cause Dominique's looking lonely. You should try to get some of the sleeping bags opened up and dried out. You can make a nice community sleeping area. Could be fun."
"I got it, Alex. What are you going to do?"
"Couple of last tasks, and I'll see if the gang that's taken over my tent will let me in. Wish me luck."
Before settling down, I stopped by all the remaining upright tents, waking any sleeping occupants and letting them know there was a shelter set up if they wanted, or needed. My last stop, against my better judgment was Dr. Reed's.
"Dr. Reed? Alex again."
He must not have been asleep, he answered quickly enough, actually opening the front and peering out.
"Everything's fine now. If you wanted to go up to the shelter and check on everyone, it might be good, letting them know you're in charge and all. You've got about a dozen people up there, girls and guys. If your sleeping bag is dry and you could spare it, you'd be a hero."
"Would a blanket help?"
"Anything would be better than sitting and laying on bare tarps."
He stared at me for a moment. "What are you up to?"
He was frying my last nerve. "I'm trying to keep people out of trouble, including stupid little girls who don't need any more rumors around them than they already have. I'm trying to make it a little more comfortable for this crowd on a rough night. I don't want anybody getting into any trouble we can avoid." I calmed down. "Miss Shannon's been dealing with everything until now, but she's wiped out, and soaked to the skin. The worst is over. Everything should be good until morning. You need to take over now."
He looked like he wanted to say something, but seemed to think better of it. "Alright. I'll do what I can. What are you going to do?"
"Me?" I laughed. "I'm freezing, soaked, and haven't slept. I've been working my ass off while everyone else was either feeling sorry for themselves or waiting for someone else to do the heavy lifting. I'm going to see if I can't get a couple hours of shut-eye, if that's alright by you."
He held his hands up, waving them awkwardly. "No offense, Alex. Really. I was only curious. I appreciate what you've done tonight. Everything you've done," he said softly, emphasizing the 'Everything'. "You get some sleep. I'll take over."
I nodded. "Thanks." I started to turn away, but turned back at the last moment. "Listen, Dr. Reed. They like you. But they're cold and exhausted. You could really make a difference here. Find a way for them to get a little sleep, don't fuss about 'guy' areas and 'girl' areas. Let them get their comfort from each other, and I swear you're golden."
He nodded. "I'll take that under advisement. I do appreciate your effort."
"Sure."
I passed by the shelter, standing in the front, letting the fire burn off the worst of the chill. Everyone was settling in nicely. I almost felt bad about dragging a chaperon up there, I counted five guys and seven girls, and they were obviously in a happier state of mind. I caught John's eye, where he was reclining with Dominique in his arms, and gave him a thumbs up. He responded by giving me a wink and planting a lip-lock on his new girl. I wanted to be just a little angry with him, but hell, he'd earned it. I had a new list now, anyway.
Back at my tent I dried off the best I could, shedding my soaked shorts, looking forward to the warmth of the sleeping bag and soft bodies. I opened the fly a bit. "Cold, tired, naked man coming in," I warned them.
Inside the door I grabbed the 'finishing' towel and did the best I could. I covered my flashlight with my hand, only letting a hint of light through to see if there was any chance of finding a place to lay. Miss Shannon was nearest the door, mostly in the blanket. Next to her were the sisters, followed by Heather with Teri on the end. They looked to be sleeping, but Lisa popped her head up, putting her fingers to her lips. She gestured for me to join them between her and Julie.
Sounded like a decent enough plan to me.
I watched her nudge her sister awake, and they moved apart, turning on their sides. I slipped between them, my teeth chattering and I was shivering hard. I must have been colder than I'd thought. The inside of the tent wasn't too bad, but the warm sleeping bag felt heavenly.
There wasn't enough room for me, but Julie solved that problem by propping herself up so I could slide underneath her. She settled on to me, shivering. "You're frozen!" she whispered. I responded by giving her a small kiss and extinguishing the flashlight, letting the darkness back in.
I held her while Lisa snuggled in close. "Everything OK?" she whispered.
I nodded, then realized she couldn't see it. "F-f-fine," I managed to say through my chattering teeth.
She kissed my shoulder. "Mmm. Good," she murmured sleepily.
I felt movement from my opposite side. "Alex?" Miss Shannon asked sleepily.
"P-p-present."
She moved nearer, reaching out for me. "God, you're an ice cube!"
"M-m-melting a l-little," I told her.
She moved against me, and I heard her chuckle. "Julie? Is that an appropriate position?" she whispered.
"He's freezing! And he wouldn't fit in here with us otherwise." She was very firm in her reply. I imagined if Miss Shannon tried to get her to move, she'd have a fight on her hands.
She did feel great on me. I really was starting to warm up a bit.
"I think we can let this one slide. I imagine the camp savior deserves a hero's welcome."
That got a giggle out of my diminutive human blanket.
Shannon was pressing against my side, and I recalled that she was topless, at least according to Teri's last report. A real Hero's welcome.
"How'd it go?" she whispered into my ear. Her breath against my neck had my hormones kicking into overdrive.
I turned my head toward her, bumping foreheads. "Ow," she said teasingly. I could feel her breath on my face when she said it.
"Sorry. All done. Shelter, fire, and clothes hung up and drying. A baker's dozen under the new tarp."
She wiggled against me and I moved my arm around her, pulling her close. "You're warm," I said.
"Mmm. Thanks to you."
Julie eased to the opposite side a bit, still lying on me but straddling my left leg. I scooted toward Shannon. She turned on her side, leaning against me, one leg sliding over mine, her bare breast pressed against my chest.
"Anything else I need to know? Do I need to go out there?" she asked with dread in her voice.
I lowered my voice to the faintest whisper. "No. Dr. Reed's tent is empty now, and he's going to take over."
She pressed her lips to my ear. "Ellen?" she asked so faintly I could barely hear it.
"Personally escorted to the shelter, away from prying eyes."
"Fucking ass," she mumbled.
Julie was up to no good, and had her hand wedged between us, rubbing life back into my frozen cock. It was turning out to be quite effective. I reached down and gave her ass a squeeze. Still bare, and still delightful to touch.
"Everything copacetic here?" I asked.
Shannon giggled. "Oh yes, we had a delightful discussion." She whispered again, "Naughty, naughty boy."
It was too much. I leaned down and kissed her, and was delighted when she returned it in full force.
Julie giggled. "Mmm. He liked whatever you just did."
I'd behaved until then, but that kiss put me over the edge. I slid my hand down her back, caressing her warm skin, and slid it inside her loose shorts, or I should say my loose shorts, giving her round butt a nice grope.
If I expected any kind of recrimination, I'd be waiting a long time. I had a hand full of her ass cheek, massaging it, while our kiss grew more intense. I felt a leg tussle going on below, and Julie's won out, sliding between Shannon and I. God, that girl was brazen.
She had me fully hard, and was trying to get me inside her. It took a few seconds before she could claim success. I moaned into Shannon's delightful mouth.
Our sexy chaperon pulled away. "Is she?"
"MmHmm," I acknowledged, pushing into my unofficial girlfriend. "How much did they tell you? I asked.
She nibbled on my shoulder. "Everything, I think. Your little friend Teri is quite the chatterbox." She giggled while Julie fucked me gently. "I mean, hell Alex, it was hard to hide it. Four practically naked girls in a tent that reeked of sex. Any doubts I might have had are pretty much quashed now."
"Angry?" I asked her.
She pressed her lips to mine. "What do you think?"
"I think I've died and gone to Heaven."
She nibbled on my ear. "I think 'Heaven' is currently fucking you."
"Hell, yeah," I chuckled.
"All of them?" she asked while Julie maintained her sweet rocking motion.
"All but little oral Teri," I teased. "I should be mad at you for that one. I was moments away from corrupting her completely when you showed up."
"Poor baby. How can I make it up to you?"
I moved my hand down her ass crack, pressing a finger against her moist pussy, easing it in.
"Here? Now? With all these girls around?"
"Trade places with Julie."
"Alex. I can't. Not like this."
I caressed Julie's hair, getting her attention. She was totally fixated on servicing me. "Julie, trade places with Shannon."
She slid off of me, and started crawling over our teacher. I tugged Shannon onto me, "You have to now, there's not enough room otherwise."
She moved over me slowly, and I felt her hands slide her shorts off. "God, you're terrible," she whispered to me.
I held her in my arms, kissing her deeply. When she came up for air, she reached between us, and eased my cock into her warm hole. I sighed as she slid me into her welcoming pussy, taking her time, until she was grinding for more. "Is that what you wanted?"
"For damn near forever." I held her ass in my hands and thrust into her hard, getting a sweet little whimper in return.
"Gentle, baby. That's a lot to get used to."
Julie snuggled up to me. "It wasn't just me then? I didn't think it would even fit."
"No sweetie. It's not just you. That's a lot to take care of. He didn't hurt you did he?"
"No way. It was perfect. I mean, it hurt at first, and for a while I didn't think it was even going to be possible. It took some getting used to, but I really like it."
"You don't mind sharing with me?"
She giggled. "Nothing behind my back he wouldn't do in front of me."
Shannon was rolling her hips, teasing me. I reached down and held her hips, pushing deep.
I looked over to the other side, wondering about Lisa's attention, but she seemed to be sleeping again. Incredible.
"Isn't it nice?" Julie asked.
Shannon moaned softly. "Wonderful."
"OK, now here's the rules," Julie whispered. "We all share, just a few minutes each. And we all stay totally quiet. Nobody should know who's doing what, except the people involved. Everything is totally private. What happens between him and any one of us, is our own little secret. Like I don't know what you guys are doing right now, not for sure, and you don't know that I was doing the same to him just a minute ago, until he got greedy," she giggled.
Shannon raised her hips for me, so I could thrust into her harder. "Who's idea?" she gasped sweetly.
"At first it just sort of happened that way. Then Lisa made it a rule. It's pretty wild."
"I bet."
"Oh yeah, and when he has to come, we finish with our mouths so we don't make a mess."
"Have you done that?"
"Miss Shannon! Did you already forget the secret part?" I felt little Julie rise up and caress our teacher. "Nobody is supposed to know who does it, or that I haven't yet, but I will finally get a chance to when he finishes with us, if nobody else wakes up."
Shannon's motions slowed, and with a press of her hand against my hip, she managed to get me to pause. She turned toward Julie, accepting our teen's gentle touch, and bringing her down for a gentle kiss. "I guess we should be quiet then, so we don't wake anyone."
"Yeah. More for us," Julie giggled.
"Thanks for sharing him with me, Julie."
"You're his favorite. We all know that," Julie whispered. "Now hush up."
I fucked her in perfect silence, the patter of the rain our only accompaniment. Julie let us have a nice long time together, before they switched off. I tugged at Shannon, moving her higher until I could reach her breasts with my mouth. Once she understood what I was looking for she was very accommodating, leaning over me while I sucked on those fantasy tits. Shannon could give Julie a run for her money.
Julie removed her shirt, leaving the three of us naked; no complaints from me. Once they had the process down, they made sure to keep me isolated at the end of the sleeping bag, with the girl 'on deck' between us and the rest of them. They must have switched places 4 or 5 times before I got the first really nice reaction from either.
Shannon was on top and I was pounding her very hard and fast. "There, right there," she whispered, before Julie could shush her. I gave her a steady dose of hammering, and felt her tense up. She surprised me by biting down on my shoulder, while she came for me, fucking back at me with a vengeance. The bite didn't hurt too bad, and I brought her down gently, long slow strokes, testing her depths.
Julie hadn't come for me yet, and I dearly wanted to change that. When Shannon started to get off of me, I turned on my side and pulled Julie underneath. I let her guide me into her, and took her firmly. I pumped her with long, firm strokes, my mouth on hers, kissing her the entire time. I felt Shannon's hands between us, caressing us. She concentrated on Julie's breasts a while, then reached down between the teen's legs. At the first touch, Julie whimpered sweetly. I picked up the pace a bit, and Shannon matched my pace. Julie gasped, "Oh God, that's good," and I shushed her, covering her mouth with mine. Her breath was heaving, and I felt her body tensing, her hips pushing back harder. I whispered in her ear, "Come for me Angel, I'm dying to feel you come on my cock."
She squealed, the noise muffled by my mouth on hers, and bit down on my lip. It hurt but I refused to be distracted, holding her by her shoulders and slamming into her. She felt wonderful, and I slowed the stroking, keeping it long and deep. She was gasping for breath, before crying out again, a second orgasm quickly following the first. I kept pumping, wanting to see if that was an accident. She came for me three more times in quick succession, until she struggled underneath me. "No more," she gasped, before arching her back and coming harder than ever.
I was going to enjoy fucking this one.
I eased her down, slowing before coming to a rest deep inside of her. "Don't move, please," she whispered, trembling uncontrollably.
Shannon's hand had retreated sometime during our little escapade. I don't know when, but I'm certain it was a big part in getting Julie over the hump for that first one.
I nudged my cock into her and felt her body spasm. God she was sweet. I pulled out just a little then diddled her with short little strokes. She whimpered and came again, wriggling underneath me, while I pinned her to the floor. "Too much," she pleaded.
Shannon put her hand on my shoulder, "My turn?"
I moved over on top of her, her legs open in invitation. I felt incredible, strong and fierce, my cock a steel rod. We were outside the end of the sleeping bag, the blanket underneath us, but open. Shannon guided me into her, then pulled her legs back. I leaned over her, slipping my arms around her legs, pinning them down, and started up where I'd left off, with some short teasing strokes that became longer and longer, until I was pounding into her as hard as I could. She slowly climbed her own peak, until I got her off as well. She was able to contain it better. "Come for me, Alex, please. Come inside me," she whispered.



A hell of an invitation. One I couldn't turn down. I found the motion and angle that allowed me to build my own need, holding back as long as I could, until I had to finish. I groaned, pushing deep and erupting inside of her. I continued with a dozen or so deep thrusts, filling her with my juice.
Exhaustion hammered me down immediately, my legs trembling with fatigue. I rolled with her, pulling her over on top of me, leaning against Julie's semi-conscious form. With an enormous effort, I straightened out the blanket, covering us. I stayed inside of Shannon, nudging her with my cock, fondling her tremendous ass, trying to keep hard, never wanting to pull out of her. It was working at least a little, as I stayed thick, buried inside of her.
"God, Shannon. You are amazing," I whispered, closing my eyes and holding her.
"Mmmm, you were pretty awesome yourself, Mr. Hamilton." I felt her weight settle down on me, her breasts billowing out to the side.
I'd push into her every few seconds, maintaining my hardness. I'd screw her for a few strokes, then relax and enjoy the feeling of being inside of her. Her breathing slowed, and I listened in the silence to the soft snoring coming from a short ways away, the occasional burst of laughter from afar, and the constant drumbeat of the rain on the tympani of our rain fly. My hands explored every inch of her flesh that I could reach, while my cock hardened within her, growing thicker, longer and harder.
I had fucked her. The ultimate schoolboy fantasy. The sexiest teacher in school. I'd fucked her hard, I'm made her come for me, twice. I'd spent my seed deep inside of her. All with my new girlfriend cheering us on, and taking her turn.
And now Shannon was lying on me, surrendering herself completely, my cock buried inside that tight, warm forbidden pussy. I was fucking her again, and I swore to myself it wouldn't be the last time.
Her breathing was slow and steady, hypnotic. She was asleep on me, while we continued our ancient dance.
I was drifting off, fighting it, so I could stay inside of her, her pussy molding itself to my shape. I dozed off for a second, and wakened as she pushed back against me.
"Alex," she moaned sleepily.
"Shannon," I whispered, thrusting harder.
"Again," she murmured.
I thrust into her again, harder, repeatedly.
She whimpered sweetly. "No, say my name again."
"Shannon," I whispered to her, kissing her forehead. "Shannon, Shannon, Shannon."
She chuckled softly. "Miss Shannon."
I groaned, getting more excited by the moment, feeling her hips respond to me. "Miss Shannon. God, you are incredible Miss Shannon. Everything I've fantasized and more. I can't believe we waited this long. I love being inside you Miss Shannon."
She lifted up a bit, seeking out my lips. I kissed her deeply, grunting while I came inside of her, my cock buried to the hilt, while it pulsed out its creamy prize.
She kissed my lips tenderly and settled back down against my chest, hugging me. "Alex, Alex, Alex. What am I going to do with you?" she whispered.
I surrendered in my battle to stay awake, with one last push inside of her. "Shannon," I uttered, that simple word, a prayer of thanks to God for the storm that had delivered her to me. "My Shannon."
* * *
I woke alone, slowly looking around my now sadly vacant tent. I was tired and sore all over, not the least between my legs. I had to pee like a racehorse. I rummaged through my belongings to find the only things I had to wear were a not quite dry bathing suit and a rain poncho. I arrived with five shirts, two pairs of shorts, some boxers, one bathing suit, one jacket, one rain poncho, and that's all I had left.
I could hear the soft echo of the raindrops hitting the tent fly, alerting me to the fact the rain may have slowed but hadn't stopped completely. The rain made me smile. I loved the rain, especially after last night.
I took a minute to straighten things out a bit, getting a little organized, and rechecking my inventory. I opened all the flaps to let some air in, and headed out into the real world, a little sad to leave my magical tent and its recent memories behind.
The voices were loud and boisterous coming from my impromptu rescue fly, and I turned away from them to take a leak, my tent blocking the view. Turning back to the protected area that John and I had created the night before, I was surprised to see the changes.
The single over-sized fly that everyone had huddled under was now a network of coverings, with four more tarps covering different areas, creating a virtual habitrail. The big tarp was nearest my tent, less than 10 yards away. A few feet from that one was what I liked to think of as our 'drying' tent. It had a separate smaller fire in front of it now, the heat reflected into where the clothing was hanging from ropes, drying. These first two shelters had backs that faced west and reached the ground, providing a wind break and extra protection from the elements.
After the first two, which John and I had erected, again separated by a few yards, was a single large overhead tarp. It had no sides or backs, but provided a nice dry area away from the business of the first two. The final tarps seemed to have been added for no particular reason. Two smaller ones, side by side, creating a long narrow shelter. Nothing was going around under it, but it did give additional coverage.
Just past the last shelter was the new tent zone, where the previous flooded and collapsed tents were setup in the hopes that a little sun might dry them out and make them usable again.
People were up and about, half-clothed, staying busy, laying out wet clothing, sleeping bags, or just looking for a place to chill.
I was gazing around to see who was where and what they were doing. It didn't take me long to spot Heather and Teri, both wearing my t-shirts, organizing some of the clothing in front of the drying fire. I couldn't spot Shannon anywhere, which was odd. She was always easy to identify in a crowd. Tiny Julie, on the other hand, could be invisible unless she was right in front of you.
A smiling face broke my reverie, as Lisa appeared before me, mug of hot cocoa in hand. Not my preferred morning libation, but I appreciated the effort. "Good morning. About time you rolled out of bed, lazy bones. You're one of the last ones up," she said.
"I could still use another 8 hours sleep. What was I thinking, putting that thing so close to my tent?" I asked, gesturing toward the crowded main shelter.
She laughed. "You were thinking it was for you, not for the entire camp. How are you feeling?"
"Worn out, but not complaining. You?"
She grinned, moving closer. "Wonderful. Got a minute for a quick chat before integrating yourself back into society?"
"For you? Of course. Always," I teased, taking a sip of my morning cocoa. Not bad, really.
She put her arm around my waist, turning me away from the crowd, walking deeper into the woods. She had my windbreaker on over my t-shirt, a Dave Matthews Band concert shirt. Definitely looked a whole lot better on her. She was quiet for the first few minutes, leaning against me, as I wrapped my free arm over her shoulders. The tree coverage overhead was dense, and it was hard to tell if it was still raining, or just branches dripping. Either way, the rainfall was almost unnoticeable. It was nice to walk through this more natural setting with Lisa. She moved well. I couldn't help but think what it would be like to go on a real trek with her.
"Darrel and I broke up last week. It was my decision. He's not taking it especially well, but it was his own fault. I found out he'd been screwing around with Tammy." She blurted it out quickly.
"Tammy? His ex? What a fucking idiot!" I almost exploded. "When he had you? What the holy fuck is wrong with him?"
"My thoughts exactly." She reached up and held my hand in hers, pulling it tighter around her shoulders, moving in closer. "I wanted you to know before you made any decisions about who you want to date." She was quiet for a moment. "I want to be back on your list."
I stopped and turned to face her. "Jesus, Lisa! You could have told me this yesterday."
She looked sad. "Are you saying it's too late? I know I'm not a virgin like your previous girls. I've been around a little. But I thought we had a nice thing going last night."
I almost laughed. "Nice thing? Amazing. And being a virgin is the least of my concerns. I never sought them out, it's just the way things happened." I leaned down and kissed her softly. "You were number one, before Darrel, and probably would be now, if not for last night. What about Julie? I've all but told her she was my choice."
She took my hand in hers, and started walking again, headed downhill toward the water, still away from camp. "After last night, I have no idea where things stand. What with Teri willing to make you her first, and Heather making up for past mistakes. I'm not even sure I want to know what happened between you and Miss Shannon. Julie is probably the least of our worries."
"Don't worry about Heather. She's not in the running. All is forgiven, but not forgotten. And Shannon's our teacher. As far as anyone should be concerned, nothing happened there, and nothing will, so long as her job is on the line." The walking was getting more difficult, and I had to help her over a couple of fallen logs, before we broke into the beach area, turning and heading back in the general direction of the camp.
"Teri?" she asked, cautiously.
"I don't know. I like her, and I tease her, and she's been my friend since 6th grade, but she's pretty much driven herself out of the running over the years. Until last night. She and I need to have a heart-to-heart, but to be brutally honest, if I picked my top 5 right now, you, your sister, and Dominique would all rate higher than her. Although it looks like my supposed best friend John has snaked Dominique out of the running."
Lisa chuckled. "Totally. She looks like she's fallen for him in a big way. He's the hero of the camp, thanks to you abdicating your role last night, just so you could have your way with us."
"Me have my way with you guys? You're kidding. I was practically gang-raped last night. I thought there might be a little kissing and grab-ass in that sleeping bag, until y'all got crazy."
"You complaining? After all that teasing around the campfire?"
"Hell no. Best damn night of my life. I challenge anyone to have a better one. Ever. I'm just saying, I was the victim, not the instigator."
She laughed. "Keep telling yourself that." She gave my hand a squeeze. "It was all pretty amazing though, wasn't it? God, that was so hot, riding you, with everyone touching us, not knowing who was who. And to see you deflower my sister. Unreal."
"I wasn't expecting that," I confessed.
"Who was? Did you see the shirt she's wearing? It's the one we cleaned you up with after. An actual cherry, I didn't think that really happened. I lost mine to a hairbrush. But not Julie. Nasty bloody smear on the shoulder, and she's wearing it like a championship trophy. She'll probably never wash it. Baby girl is a wild thing."
"Seems like a family thing," I teased, giving her a squeeze.
She stopped and pulled me in for a kiss. A real one this time. "It could be. A family thing. You choose me or Julie, and I'm thinking that she and I can work it out. At least she sounds cool with the idea this morning." She walked toward a huge tree, pulling me along by the hand, until we were beside the trunk, protected from the rain. She reached for the bottom of my poncho, lifting it up and over my head. She peeled off her rain-jacket, and leaned into my chest, kissing my shoulder. "God, you look good Alex. A guy shouldn't look so good."
I had to laugh. "Look who's talking. Prettiest girl these parts have ever seen."
She smiled up at me. "We'd make a good-looking couple. Don't you think? King and Queen of the ball."
"The queen and her jester, is what I'm thinking," I told her, leaning back against the tree, the bark rough against my skin, while I held her in my arms.
She squeezed me tight. "Are Julie and I really at the top of your list?"
"With a huge gap after."
"Then choose us. Us. Or choose me, and I promise I'll bring her along." Her lips were pressed against my skin, her hand pressing against, unlikely as it would seem after the previous night, my new hardness.
"I don't understand. Are you afraid if I tell her I choose her, she'll lock you out? I gotta be honest here. I've practically told her already, since I thought you were out of the picture. We're more than friends."
She shook her head. "I don't know. What I do know is that I've had two serious boyfriends in the past, and I settled. Both times. The guys I wanted didn't ask me, so I eventually gave in to those who did. I don't want to settle, Alex. Not again. You're number one for me, in a big way. Please don't make me settle for somebody else. Give 'us' a chance."
"Let me hammer things out with Teri, and then you, me and your sister need to have a talk. Believe me, gorgeous, you are the girl of my dreams. But I'm not going to hurt Julie."
"Before we leave this weekend?" she asked.
"Before the sun sets."
She grinned hugely, her smile a thing of beauty. She reached up for another deep kiss that didn't disappoint. I felt her hands pulling at my bathing shorts, and within moments she was kneeling at my feet, her sexy mouth engulfing my cock.
"Mmm. I wonder who this is I'm tasting? A special redhead maybe? Or an innocent little blonde. How naughty would that be? Licking my sister's dried juices off your cock." She took me back in her mouth, sucking expertly.
Fuck. This gorgeous sexpot could be mine. I only had to say the word.
I looked out across the water, the raindrops dotting the surface of the lake, the crisp clean air filling my lungs, the prettiest girl in school, with the most amazing sexy body, eagerly swallowing my cock. "This is incredible," I told her.
She stood, dropping her shorts and turning around, presenting herself to me. "Take me, Alex," she said softly.
I gazed at that perfect ass, alabaster cheeks, so soft and smooth, beckoning. I opened my legs wide to bring myself to her level, and slid inside of her. She was wet and ready. The feeling was perfect, holding her hips, filling her, using my full length on her, the beauty of nature surrounding us. I was in no hurry, finding a nice pleasant pace that didn't tax my strength, while I could concentrate on the feeling of piercing her repeatedly. Sliding inside that heavenly warmth.
After a few minutes she was breathing harder. "Fuck me, Alex. Harder"
I picked up the pace, fucking her faster, deeper, her body shifting, absorbing the pounding.
"God," she gasped. "Don't stop."
Like that was going to happen. I hammered her, the tightness doing wonders for me. She groaned, bending almost in two, and clinging to her legs. My hands dug into her hips, pulling her against me hard on every stroke, until she cried out for me, and I felt her body react to her orgasm. I was getting closer, pounding harder, faster, deeper, the need to finish rising, until it was all-consuming.
"I'm gonna come," I groaned, warning her.
"In me. Fill me with your cum, Alex," she pleaded. "Make me yours."
With a final deep thrust she got her wish. I grew light-headed from the feeling, and had to lean back against the tree, pulling her with me, earning the cutest little squeal for that effort.
A few minutes later we were walking back into camp, hand in hand. "Tonight?" she asked.
"We'll talk. I promise."
She leaned against me, "Thank you. That's all I wanted to hear."
* * *
Back in camp, I found some cereal to eat, reclaiming one of my camp chairs from the same punk who'd tried to make time with Julie earlier on the trip. He seemed eager to give it to me once I made it clear it was mine. Hell, the whole damn setup was mine. Besides, I didn't like leeches who lived off others work, and didn't contribute.
Sitting back, feasting on Honey Nut Cheerios, a steaming cup of coffee appeared suddenly before me. In Miss Shannon's hand.
"Good morning. I see you're still alive," she said grinning.
"Barely. Rough night."
She avoided any reference to the tent activities. "You did a good job with this setup. Even if your buddy John is getting all the credit."
I took a sip from the coffee. Strong and bitter. Divine. "Good for him. I'm not worried about it. My reward is in doing the right thing."
She smiled. "It is, isn't it? This whole setup must be feeding your neurotic do-gooder alter ego to no end."
"I like to help people who need it. So shoot me."
She leaned in close, whispering. "Shoot you? God, I'm dying to kiss you."
She stood up abruptly, mussing my hair. "You look a fright. You should clean up. And check around the camp. I'm sure there's something you could be doing to save some poor soul in need. It's been what, 3-4 hours? You must be in withdrawal." She walked away, and my eyes followed her shorts encased rear. Damn. I had hit that. Hard.
I got up from my chair, reluctant to leave it behind, but Shannon was right. There were things that needed doing. Conversations that needed to be held.
John was sitting nearby, with Dominique at his side. Too unfair. "Hey Dominique. Bozo treating you right?"
She smiled shyly, leaning against him. "Couldn't ask for better."
"Good. I'm glad. He's a little rough around the edges, but he's the best guy out here. Don't ever let him know I said so."
She grinned at the big lunk sitting beside her. "Our secret. I promise."
"Speak of the devil. John, camp savior and superhero. Walk with me?"
I'm sure the kiss he gave Dominique was a reminder of his new claim on her. "Again? Jesus Alex, last time you had me working half the night." The words might have sounded like complaining, but the smile he was wearing said otherwise. He got up and we started touring the camp, to see how everything was.
"How'd it go once I left?" I asked.
"Not bad. Dr. Reed showed up, but he was cool about the whole situation. Helping but not bossing around too much, and giving a lot of leeway in how people were dressing and acting. Kind of surprised me."
"Good. Everything else copacetic? No major problems?"
He gave me a shove. "I told you, under control. No problems at all. Funny how the storm brought everyone together."
"Dominique?" I asked.
"Too good to be true. I think she really likes me."
"What's not to like? Second best catch in the school. She's lucky."
He blushed. I'd never expected that. Some kind of comeback about best catch maybe. Not that. "She's something," he said softly.
"All yours. No interference from me, I swear."
He smiled, as we checked out the cooking area. "How about you? Rumor has you and Julie together. Or maybe Teri. Can't believe she's singing your praises today. And what's the deal with Heather? I thought she hated you?"
"Give a girl a dry tent and a warm sleeping bag, and all the old issues seem to fade, I guess. I think we're cool." I was thinking about the cooking area. "Want to move these tables? I'm sure they'd be a lot more useful under cover. Maybe under that big empty tarp near the end."
He kicked the heavy chain links on the ground. "It's chained to the tree."
I gave the chain a kick and lifted the leg off the loop. "By an idiot."
He sighed, walking to the far end of the biggest. "No rest for the weary, huh? You're a fucking slave driver."
"Lift, Toby. Work more, whine less."
"Fuck you, Massa," he laughed, almost falling in the mud on the first step. "Fuck! If I break my leg, I'm going to kill you, you know?"
"Work more, whine less," I teased.
We barely had the table in place, before its benches were full. I was happy to find Max, our assistant from the night before, falling in step with us. "How can I help?" he asked.



"If you and John get the other picnic bench, I'll get the table." I was asking a lot. John and I both had a good 50 pounds on the kid. Didn't seem to matter, he was a trooper, holding up his end. I thought it a sad commentary that of six guys sitting around, only Max offered to help. Didn't surprise me, but it was disappointing.
I had a good memory for things like that. Max was earning himself a place on the good guys list.
Before we were done, the rain picked up again, light but consistent. I saw everyone scrambling toward the shelters, like they'd melt otherwise. A few of the girls were closing up the tents which were open to dry out when the occasional sunlight broke through. With John and Max in tow, we checked on all the tarps, tightening ropes that might have stretched from getting wet, and re-anchoring loose stakes. I retrieved some of my poly cord and we tied down the tarps at more points, distributing the stress, and keeping the material taut. If the wind really picked up, like last night, we'd be in trouble. All we could do was our best. We got wet, but it was warm out, and didn't feel bad. My rain gear might have been a miserable fashion piece, but it was keeping me dry on the inside. More than I could say for John.
He kept glancing over at Dominique. Eventually I couldn't take it. "I'm doing you a favor dragging you away. No girl wants a clingy guy." It didn't stop him from watching her. "Fine. Go. Go to her. We're done."
He grinned. "Good. Give a shout if you need anything. But not for at least an hour, Ok?"
I chuckled. "I'll leave you alone. And I'm still jealous, you homely whipped bastard."
"Right. I saw what came out of your tent. You're not fooling me."
Max was still standing beside me. "You still here? Isn't there some pretty little thing you should be chasing?"
He grinned. "Yeah. A couple. But hanging out with you guys even for just a few minutes helps my odds."
I laughed. "You little fucker. And I thought you were an altruist."
"I don't mind helping. If it pays off, that's just a nice little bonus. You really done?" he asked.
"Yeah, some personal stuff I need to take care of," I explained, seeing Teri standing nearby, watching us. "Who've you got your sights set on, anyway."
He nodded toward a skinny brunette girl sitting at one of the benches we'd brought over. "Wendy."
"Introduce me."
We walked over and he sat down next to her, on the edge of the bench. "Wendy, you know Alex, right?"
She had a nice smile, "Who doesn't?"
"Hey Wendy. Having fun? This is your first club trip isn't it?"
She nodded. "Not what I was expecting, but definitely an adventure." She had a sparkle in her eyes. Pretty little thing. I could see why Max was interested.
I nodded toward Max. "Take care of this guy for me, will you? The only one out here worth a damn in a crisis. Doesn't bitch and moan like John when we're fixing up this place and getting the tents straightened out." I started to turn away. "I'm only loaning him to you, understand? We'll need his help later if the rain picks up again."
She looked at me like I was crazy. "Me? Max?"
"You," I told her. "Keep the riff-raff off him. He deserves better." I turned back to Max. "Take it easy. Everything's cool now, but if the wind picks up, this place will get ugly. Let me know if you need any help taking care of the main shelter. Or get John to help you if I'm not around."
He nodded. "No problem. I've got it under control." He was grinning.
I didn't know if I'd helped or not, but if so, good. He deserved it, stepping up when nobody else did. Like I said, I remember things like that.
Teri was waiting patiently, standing nearby, watching me. I went to her, giving her a hug. "How are you feeling this morning."
She grinned. "Good, if a little frustrated."
"Tell me about it. Got a minute for me?"
"What do you think?"
I put my arm around her waist, walking over to my tent, ignoring the light drizzle.
"We can't go in there," she said softly.
"Not planning too. I thought we could talk here in private. I'd take you for a walk, but it looks like the rain's picking up."
We stood under the vestibule, while I opened the front of the tent wide, bringing out my poor blanket which had been abused the night before. I hung it up within the vestibule, then went back in to see what I had that we could sit on. My rain poncho seemed like the best option, with all my tarps in use. I took it off and laid it out on the soggy ground, and put the towels from the night before on top. I sat on them, drawing Teri down beside me.
She seemed unusually nervous, and kept her distance from me. Not acceptable. I pulled her close, my arm around her. "Any fallout from last night's sleeping arrangements?"
She shook her head. "None, thanks to Miss Shannon choosing to stay with us. Chaperoned, what could have happened? Especially with four girls," she said with a grin.
"Good. What are you feeling this morning," I asked.
"Confused. A little weirded out. That was crazy last night, wasn't it?"
I laughed, hugging her. "Insane. Everything cool between us?"
"I should be asking you that. I'm really sorry about the way I've been acting. I'm going to try to trust you more. I don't know why I haven't."
"It's my fault too," I told her. "I tease you way too much. Maybe I'm a little too private about my life, when it comes to my friends. I should have been clearer about my feelings all along. I never did actually come out and tell you how I feel about you, all these years, did I?"
She leaned into me, her head on my shoulder. "Were you really interested? Not just kidding?"
"Very. Seventh and eighth grade I had it bad for you. You were my personal fantasy. Didn't know how to say it. By 10th, I guess I'd kind of given up. Settled for friendship. I'm not complaining, you've been a great friend."
She chuckled. "We're so stupid. I always harbored hopes you'd stop the teasing and make me your girlfriend. I was tempted so many times to call you on the teasing. But I was scared, at the same time. Of course, you always had those other girls. Older girls."
"Where do we stand now?" I asked.
"You're asking me? How would I know? I'm still coming to grips with the fact you haven't slept with half our class. Of course, going from three conquests to six overnight doesn't help things. Have you decided?"
"Girlfriend? Not completely."
"Heather changes things?"
"No. Not really. I wish I could, but I can't get completely over the way she treated me for the last year. Forgiven but not forgotten. Although her apology was very nice."
"We figured that, but she was hoping. Lisa?"
"Yeah. She broke up with Darrel last week. Did you know?"
"No. But it explains a lot. I thought it was odd how she was behaving with a boyfriend at home. So Lisa or Julie, huh? Tough decision."
"Or you."
"Me? You're kidding, right?"
I reached for her legs and pulled her into my lap, holding her. "I'm not kidding at all. I've liked you on and off since seventh grade. Still do." I slid my hand inside her shirt, caressing her soft skin.
She seemed surprised. "Wow. I wasn't expecting that. You'd choose me over Lisa or Julie? Or Heather? What's the chance of that?"
"Best friends for 6 years counts for a lot. And I've always had a thing for smart girls."
She leaned into me, head on my shoulder, while I held her. "I don't know if I'm ready for someone like you, Alex. It's a huge step from where I am."
"How's that? You've known me forever. We get along great, most of the time."
"As friends. We're not talking about that now. I've never even kissed a guy before yesterday. When it comes to boys, I'm taking baby steps. You're running marathons."
"What do you want?" I asked, tilting her head up and kissing her softly.
She closed her eyes and sighed. "I don't know. I love you, Alex. I do. You've been so good for me. But I'm not sure I love you. Last night was just too intense. I get so carried away with you, I almost broke my promise to myself. That's what you do to me."
"You don't want to be in a relationship, then?" I asked, curious.
"I do. I'm just not sure it should be with you. Not my first. I think I'd rather be with someone my speed. Starting out. Learning with each other. I'd always feel inadequate around you."
"I'd tell you you're being silly, but it's your call. I'll tell you this much. Being able to sit down and talk like this with you, so openly, it's incredible. We can still be friends, right?"
She smiled. "Best friends. Special friends."
"But sex is out of the equation. And I guess that means no more blow-jobs."
"Alex!" she hissed, looking around.
"It was pretty spectacular."
"You're not even supposed to know it was me," she whispered, blushing hard.
"Incredible," I told her.
She leaned against me. "No sex. As for other things, we'll see. A lot's going to depend on your girlfriend. I'm not going to make a cheater out of you."
"We're cool though? You're not angry with me are you?"
She shook her head. "The opposite. I'm proud of you, for all you did around here, and for the way you're handling this. All of it. Heather, me, everything. I've been mean to you for a long time, and you'd still choose me. It's hard to fathom."
"We can be good for each other. You want a starter boyfriend? I can hook you up. Guaranteed."
She shook her head. "I'll take my chances on my own. Hell, I'm sure my stock is going up this very moment." She grinned, wrapping her arms around my neck and giving me a big kiss. "Look at me. I'm Alex worthy."
"Silly girl. You're so much more." We looked out over the scene in front of us. When we came on this trip, there was only one couple in the entire group. Now it looked like everyone was pairing up.
I got an idea. "Can you do me a favor?"
She looked at me suspiciously. "It doesn't involve getting me in private, or anything below the waist, does it?"
"Where's the trust, Bestie? You've set our boundaries, and I'll abide by them. Friends. As a friend, you could help out another one."
"How's that?"
"Out of all the guys on this trip, only Max over there has been of any help. He's trying to get in good with that girl beside him."
"Wendy?"
"Yeah, you know her?"
"Sure. Cheerleader. A little stuck up."
Cheerleader? I should know things like that. "Go show Max a little attention. Let him know you appreciate how much he helped last night. He worked with us getting all the collapsed tents out of the water, and re-erected on high ground."
"Are you asking me to flirt with him? I can't do that. I don't think I would even know how."
I laughed. "You're a master, and you don't even know it. Just sit by him for a bit. Thank him for his help. A little hug and kiss on the cheek would be nice. See if you can't make Wendy re-evaluate him and get her jealous."
"You're asking a lot," she sighed.
"You need the practice anyway. Give it a try. For me?"
She pulled my face down and gave me another long, sweet kiss. "For you. But you'll owe me."
She climbed out of my lap, straightened herself up, and jogged across the open ground to the cover of the shelter. I watched her go over to Max, leaning over and talking to him. She definitely had the attention of everyone in the area. They talked a bit, then she leaned down and hugged him, giving him a kiss on the lips before walking away.
Poor Max. He didn't know it was a setup. I saw him turn, watching her leave. He couldn't take his eyes from her. He started to get up, and Wendy grabbed his arm, speaking animatedly. He tore his eyes away from Teri, and put his arm around the cutie beside him. She smiled.
Another good deed. Shannon was right. I felt immensely pleased about it. My fix.
================
Lisa and Teri are (mostly) taken care of. Time to work things out with the younger sister and Heather. Thanks for taking the time to read this little tale.
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======================
Girlfriend decisions and campfire fun
======================
With my latest good deed out of the way, I decided to deal with some of my personal camp issues.
I put my poncho back on, grabbed my blanket and headed for the drying shelter. Nobody seemed to mind when I moved a few things around, so I could hang up my blanket under cover, but directly in front of the fire. The fire needed work. I spread it out a bit, so it would cover more of the area, and fed it. We were going through a lot of wood with two different fires, and I didn't look forward to the prospect of finding more, hopefully not waterlogged, before it got dark.
"You are a greedy one, aren't you?"
I turned and Heather was talking to me, adjusting where my blanket was hanging. "Nothing behind this is going to dry."
I shrugged. "My fire. My wood. My tarp. My ropes. My shelter. I guess I feel a little entitled."
She grinned. "There is that, I guess. I'm kind of in charge here. I'll watch over it for you. Move it to the back once it's good and dry." It was already steaming from the heat.
"How'd you get that job?" I asked.
"Same as you. Someone's got to do it." She moved nearer, stacking wood around the fire to keep it dry, one of the few people who didn't seemed worried about getting a little wet. "Thanks for last night," she said softly.
I laughed. "I believe I'm the one who should be thanking you."
She shook her head. "I've been a bitch to you for a year, for no good reason. I spread some pretty mean lies about you. You could have left me out to freeze in the rain. I probably deserved it. Still you treat me like everyone else, even better. As good as your girlfriends."
"I don't have any girlfriends. Not yet. Not officially."
We were getting a little wet by the fire, from the constant drizzle. I moved back under the shelter, and she stood by my side. "Is it too much to hope that I could be in the running?"
I put my arm around her. "Timing, Heather. If we'd hashed this out a while ago, I think things could be different. But I'm pretty much committed at this point."
"Julie? Or Teri?"
"Teri shot me down. Again."
Hard to believe Heather even knew some of the words she directed at my best friend. I had to calm her down before our chaperons took exception to her vocabulary. My lips on hers stopped the tirade.
She hugged me tightly, her lips hot and demanding. Making promises that I had no intention of following up on. I tried to pull back but she was insistent, before slowly releasing me.
"Stupid little bitch! I can't believe her. We talked about this. She promised to give you a chance. I can't believe she'd be so damn stupid!"
"It is what it is. She's not ready for the kind of relationship I'm looking for."
Heather looked up at me hopefully. "I am."
"I know. Let's give us a little time to put the last year behind us. For now, it's Julie or Lisa. Last night it would have been Julie, but Lisa is arguing otherwise."
"She has a boyfriend," Heather griped.
"Had. She broke up with him last week. I just found out this morning."
Heather sighed. "Shit, I guess that's that."
"Listen. I want to get to know you. The real you, not the one perpetually pissed at me. Friends, for now? Let's see what the future brings."
"Friends with benefits?" she asked with a smile. "I really had a good time last night."
"So did I. We'll see. I'm not a cheater."
She nodded. "I know. Now. But if everyone's cool...?"
"That would be wonderful. And maybe things with the sisters won't workout. I may be back on the market before too long."
She nodded. "Ok. Friends for now. I'd still like a chance to apologize in private. Maybe when we get back?"
"Maybe. I'd like that."
"I know you would. I promise, you'd love it."
"I'm starving. You think they're still serving lunch?"
She smiled, taking my hand in hers. "Sandwiches, in the last shelter. I could use one. I built up an appetite last night, and missed breakfast."
Cold cuts, bread, cheese and fixin's hit the spot. We weren't alone at late lunch, and it was nice to sit with Heather and several other campers, talking about the night before, what everyone went through, and the expectations for the coming night. Most of the tents were moderately dry, as was much of the gear. It looked like most of the camp would be able to retreat to their tents again, if the weather didn't take a turn for the worse. On higher ground this time.
At the end of lunch I excused myself from Heather, who went back to check on the drying racks, and made a more determined effort to find Julie. I'd seen glimpses of Lisa, Teri and Shannon all morning long, but Julie had been harder to spot. I finally checked in with her sister.
"Julie? Haven't seen her for a couple of hours. Not since shortly after we got back from our walk," Lisa told me.
Teri had no more information for me. Looks like Julie was staying out of sight. Which had me concerned.
We were experiencing another break in the rolling storms, so I expanded my search beyond the shelters. I finally found her sitting in her little tent. "Julie? You in there?"
"Yeah," she said softly. "I was trying to organize things a little."
"Got a few minutes for me?"
I heard a sniffle. "Give me a second, Ok?"
"As long as you want. I'll wait out here."
It took her about five minutes, but she finally appeared from between the tent flaps. Her eyes were red and puffy. Had she been crying? "Everything Ok?"
"Peachy," she said, with a false smile.
I held my hand out to her and she accepted slowly, letting me help her up. "C'mon. Let's walk a bit. We have a lot to talk about."
"I bet," she said softly.
This wasn't what I was expecting. We were heading away from the camp, through the original cooking area, toward the road. "What's wrong, Julie?"
"Nothin'," she said quietly. "Everything's back to normal."
"Are you mad at me?" I asked.
Her answer was non-committal. "Why would I be mad at you?"
"I don't know. I thought we had a great time yesterday."
"I thought we did too," she answered snidely.
"Then what's wrong?"
She stopped. "Why did you let me think I was going to be your girlfriend?"
Her words surprised me. "Uh...because you are?"
"Really? That's why you had time for every one of your girls but me today? Why you've been avoiding me?" She looked like she was ready to cry again.
I tried to hug her, but she was stiff in my arms. "Julie. Stop this, please. Hear me out."
She pulled out of my grip and started walking briskly. "Hear what out? That you're choosing Lisa over me? Or that you're with Heather? That's right, I saw you guys eating together. Or is it Teri? Making out with her in front of your tent, half-naked. I thought you liked me," she whined, tears rolling down her face.
There was a railing on the side of the dirt road, and I guided her over to it. I sat on the railing, pulling her against me. "Listen to me, and stop with the drama, Ok? If you're going to be my girl, you can't act like some whiny middle schooler."
She wiped her eyes, sniffing. "Fine. I'm listening."
I held her close, arms around her narrow waist. "A lot happened last night. Things I wasn't expecting, I wasn't ready for. Can you understand that?"
She nodded.
"Teri's been my friend forever. What happened last night changed our relationship drastically. We had to talk about it. We weren't making out. Pretty much just the opposite. She and I are going to remain friends. Only friends. I needed to clear that up with her."
"Friends?" she asked quietly.
"Just friends. In fact I'm thinking of helping find her a starter boyfriend."
Julie actually giggled. "I think I could help with that."
"As for Heather, it's even worse. I used to like her, then we had a year of her lying about us, followed by that torrid make-up session last night. She'd like to be with me, but I told her I already had made up my mind. She and I are going to try to be friends, and I'm not ruling out ever being more than friends with her, but not now. Lunch was just us trying out being friends for once. That was all. She's not my girlfriend, and was never even in the running. Do you believe me?"
She nodded. "I'm sorry. She doesn't look at you like a friend."
"I guess we're more than friends. Friends don't usually do what Heather and I did last night. It's awkward. That's why I had to speak with her, and get that cleared up. I'm trying to minimize the hurt feelings," I explained.
"What about Lisa?" she asked.
"That's the million dollar question, isn't it? She told me this morning that she had broken up with Darrel. That she wanted to be back on my list."
"What about me?" she asked piteously.
"You? You're my girlfriend if you'll have me." I lifted her chin and kissed her softly. "You're the one. The one I want."
She threw her arms around my neck and started crying, while plastering kisses all over my face. I eventually calmed her down, brushing away her tears. "Is that a yes?"
"Of course!" she squealed. "Are you sure? You really choose me? Over Heather? Over Lisa?" She climbed into my lap, straddling me, hugging me tightly.
"You're the one. I love everything about you, Julie. Except for this drama. I wasn't expecting that. Everyone else takes getting dumped better than you take getting chosen."
She hugged me tight. "Oh Alex, I'm so sorry. I was certain I'd lost you. I just knew it. I can't compete with those girls. I can't. How could you possibly choose me?"
"You make me happy, just to be around you."
"I'll make you happy. I promise. No more drama."
I held her tightly, enjoying the feel of her in my arms. "What about your sister?"
I felt her tremble in my arms. "Did you tell her yet?"
"No. That's what I wanted to talk about. I thought you already knew I had chosen you."
She sighed. "I thought so, last night, but today seemed so different. It seemed so impossible. It was before you had sex with Heather and Lisa."
"And before I had sex with you. That was pretty wonderful."
She smiled. "I thought so." She ground her pelvis against me, naughtily. "I'm glad you were my first." She glanced down at her shirt, with the rust colored smear on the shoulder.
"Me too. I really am honored you chose me."
She leaned against me. "It's going to kill Lisa, you know. Choosing me over her."
"I know. It shouldn't come as a complete surprise, though. We had a long talk this morning. I made it pretty clear that as of last night, you were the front-runner. She said if I chose her, she'd bring you along."
That got Julie's undivided attention. "She said that? That you should choose her, and you'd get me too?"
"She wanted me to choose you both."
Julie looked confused. "You can do that? How's that supposed to work out?"
"I don't know."
"She shouldn't be saying things like that. That you'd get me if you chose her." She looked irritated.
"She told me she doesn't want to settle any more. Her last boyfriends she dated, not because they were who she really wanted to be with, but they were the ones who asked. Now she wants me and doesn't want to settle for anybody else. She'd pretty much say and do anything to get her way."
"Why are you telling me all this, Alex? Why would you choose me, if you could choose her and get both of us?"
"I don't know. I guess the long and short of it is, I want you. But I don't want to hurt Lisa's feelings any more than I have to, and I don't want to create a rift between you and your sister."
"Am I your girlfriend? Really? No matter what?" she asked quietly.
"Officially. If you'd like, I'll announce it around the campfire. Hell, I'll stand on the table and shout it to the world."
She giggled. "That won't be necessary. But you don't mind if I tell anybody, do you?"
"Nope. I'd be proud."
Her smile got even bigger. "Would you mind if Lisa and I had a talk before things became official? We should work things out first."
"Of course not. You're sisters. Two of the closest I've ever seen. Anything you can do to soften the blow would be appreciated."
She looked at me oddly. "Do you mean that?"
"Of course. If you want, I can be there when you tell her."
"No. Let us work things out alone first, Ok?"
"Whatever you want, girlfriend."
She grinned. "You're not going to regret this, I promise. I'm going to be the best damned girlfriend you ever had. I swear, I'll do anything and everything I can to make you happy you chose me."
She slid off my lap, her hand rubbing the hard-on that our closeness had raised. "I'd like to start now. There's something I wanted to do last night, that I never got a chance to."
She was tugging at my swim shorts, and I raised my hips so she could have her way. She pulled them down to my ankles, and brought her lips to my shaft, kissing it softly. "This is my first time, Ok? So be patient with me," she said nervously.
"I promise."
"And could you lose that ridiculous poncho for a while?"
It was the least I could do. Although I did feel a little weird standing in the open, naked except for my muddy shoes.
She was fun to watch, the way she looked at me, playing with my rod, holding it, touching it, tasting it. She took it in her mouth carefully, testing her own limits, sucking so sweetly. Her sexy tongue was lively, moving, the bottom of it sliding over the top, then twisting around it, before disappearing back inside her mouth, my cock following gamely. She looked up at me, then pulled off gently. "Am I doing Ok?"
"It's wonderful. I'll tell you a secret. If a girl likes doing it, it makes it 100% better."
She grinned. "I love doing it. I love the feel of you, your hardness, and softness, the way you react. The heat, the texture, the way it responds. The way you look at me when I'm doing it." She took the head in her mouth, her tongue active, playing, while she gazed up into my eyes. The edges of her mouth somehow managed to turn up at the edges, almost smiling.
I relaxed and watched her play and learn, until her antics resulted in the reward she'd earned. "I'm going to come for you, Julie," I warned.
She held the crown in her mouth, bobbing up and down, until I gasped, shooting off in her young mouth. Her eyes bugged open wide, and she struggled to maintain her motion, gasping, and losing much of my juices down around her hand.
Julie was a trooper, sucking and licking her hand and my cock clean, until she leaned back, smiling, obviously pleased with her efforts.
She giggled. "I guess I did Ok," she said with a smile.
"Wonderful, Angel. Really your first try?"
She was still playing with my rod, wiggling it in her hand. She leaned down and licked the head, making it twitch. She laughed. "Won't be my last, I promise you that."
She gave me one last sweet suck, then grabbed my shorts and passed them to me. She looked up and down the empty road. "I can't believe I gave my first blow-job on the side of the road, in public, where anybody could have driven by!"
I laughed with her. "Your sister said you were a wild child."
She grinned. "I guess I am. At least with you."
"Feeling better now?" I asked, pulling up my shorts.
"100%." She walked up to me and gave me a big hug. "I still can't believe it. I mean, really, Alex Hamilton's girlfriend."
"I know, right? Julie Samuelsons' boyfriend! I rock!"
She gave me a grin, poking me. "Don't tease."
"We probably should head back soon. We're lucky the weather has held up this long." The sun had actually broken through a few of the clouds, but the wall of black thunderheads approaching from the west did not bode well for the future.
On the way back we held hands, while she regaled me with the problems of growing up with a popular older sister, and having to see the guys come and go, while always being an observer.
"Must have been difficult," I commiserated.
"Naw, not really. She was always good about it. When I started to get curious, she even set it up so I could watch from in private a couple of times."
"No kidding? That seems pretty cool."
"She even offered to get me a boyfriend, but I guess we're more alike than I'd like to think sometimes. I didn't want to settle either. Lucky for me, I didn't have to. It's pretty incredible, huh? My first real boyfriend is the guy I've been dreaming and fantasizing about for over two years."
I pulled her in for a hug. "Enough. You're starting to embarrass me. I'm the lucky one here. And I know it."
She laughed in derision. "Bullshit. But it's sweet of you to say it."
"What if it hadn't worked out? What if I'd gone after someone else? You put all your eggs in this one basket? Who was next on your list?"
She shook her head. "My list is short. One amazing guy."
"That's taking a huge risk, isn't it? What if I didn't like fun, charming, gorgeous blue-eyed, blonde, fallen Angels with incredible racks and a body to die for?"
She pouted. "I don't want to think about it. I guess I would have waited my turn, and kept on trying. I'm not like Lisa. I'm not going to settle for second best."
We broke into camp, and I saw Lisa was perched at the end of the first bench watching for us. Crap. This was such a mess. I liked her. A lot. Almost as much as her sweet sister. Almost. I even felt it was a little unfair, she should have a chance to be with her #1, just like I was getting my chance, and so was Julie. I knew part of it was Julie giving me her virginity the previous night. How could I dump her after that? Without even giving us a chance. Jesus, what a mess.
Julie stopped, tugging on my hand. "Let me talk to her now, Ok? Before we tell anybody. I don't want her to be hurt."
"Of course. I'd hate to hurt her. But there's only one of me."
She grinned. "Are you sure? No secret twin hiding out? It would solve a lot of problems."
"Sorry. My genetic experiments haven't gotten that far yet. If they had, I'd be making clones of you, not me."
"Oh really? One of me isn't enough for you?" she teased.
"Of course it is, but two of you is what dreams are made of."
She smiled mischievously. "Don't you have some camp miracle to perform? Get moving, and keep our secret a little longer."
"Got it. But don't leave me hanging too long."
"Don't worry. I'm worth the wait. I promise."
"I believe it. Get going. I'm going to see how the firewood situation is coming. I'm guessing we don't have much more than an hour or two before the skies open up again."
* * *
I recruited John and Max to help with the wood scavenging, finally coercing a few more into helping, with the threat of a cold wet night ahead. As the skies darkened, I tracked down Shannon and Dr. Reed and shared my concerns. "Looks like a big storm headed this way. If the wind gets bad, and it probably will, we could lose a couple of the shelters. They're not built for a serious storm."
"What can we do about it?" Shannon asked.
"Not much. Make sure everything is well anchored. They're facing away from the storm so that should help. Except for the ones on the end. We might want to take those down."
"Everyone can retreat to their tents," Dr. Reed suggested.
"Probably. Some of those tents aren't made to survive storms like last night. Even without the flooding, they could collapse. Falling branches are an added risk." I looked around, pointing out the better ones. "The domes will flex with the wind, at least the better ones. Those two will probably have no problem," I observed, pointing out some of the better tents, "Yours too, Dr. Reed. I don't have a lot of hope for the others. Any one of them could collapse from too much rain and wind. Just not designed for it. It's a gamble."
"Better than the tarps, though, right?" Shannon asked.
"My big one is heavy duty. It won't tear. Heavy edging and grommets. Strong material. The one with the clothing drying is sturdy too. We should probably take all the clothing down, and count on half the camp sleeping under those two."



Shannon laughed. "30% chance of showers, huh? This is turning into quite the adventure."
I laughed. "Yeah, but they'll learn more from this than from 20 other tame camping trips. Survival. Staying dry and warm. Dealing with adversity. It's all good."
The sky was already dark, and the wind was slowly picking up. I could hear the patter of raindrops accelerating.
Dr. Reed surprised me, taking charge. "I'll take care of the end shelter. Shannon, why don't you find out who is in the weaker tents, and get them to move their sleeping bags under the big tarp. No sense in taking risks. Alex, can you take care of the drying tent, and building up the fires?"
I nodded. "Got it. Time's running out, so we'd better get moving."
Within minutes the campsite was like an anthill someone had kicked. Max already had his gear under the big shelter, making him available to take care of the fires. I was pleased to see Wendy at his side. "I've got to take him back now, Wendy. He's in charge of the fires."
She smiled shyly. "I can help. I won't get in the way."
"Good, the more the merrier. Max, move some of the wood to the back of the shelter, to keep it dry and to anchor the bottom so it doesn't blow away. Leave the sides of the shelter open so the wind can blow through. It might make it a little wetter, but it should hold up better."
"Got it. Should I do anything with the fires?"
"Build 'em up big. Don't want the rain putting them out."
Heather was still working the drying shelter, with Teri at her side. "Mmm. Two of my favorite ladies. Storm's coming. We've got to take everything down."
Heather nodded. "Most everything is dry anyway. Your stuff is in your tent. I dried your towels too." She and Teri were both still wearing my shirts. And I was stuck with a sticky Gore-tex poncho against my bare skin.
"Any of my shirts dry?" I asked.
She laughed. "You had five, from what I could figure out. I think four of them are lost forever, unless you want to try to get them off your girls. I'm not giving mine up without a fight."
Teri giggled. "Me either. Sorry, but that's the way it is. My souvenir of a pretty spectacular weekend. But I'll trade you my nightshirt as long as you don't mind Hello Kitty."
"That means one is left? In my tent?"
Heather nodded. "The one from the first day. A little dirty, but dry. Has to be better than that monstrosity you're wearing. If you were wearing that yesterday, I'm thinking you would have been sleeping alone."
"Right. My rain poncho would have stopped your tents from collapsing and filling with water."
"No, but it might have made us look elsewhere for shelter." She was grinning when she said it.
Teri poked her. "Speak for yourself. He could have been wearing faux fur and jodhpurs, and I would still have been climbing in that sleeping bag. Have you forgotten our furnace? I was freezing."
Heather leaned into me, wrapping her arm around my waist, inside my poncho. "How could I forget? My hero and savior. Those first few minutes when we had him to ourselves, absolutely wonderful. Makes me wish certain other tents had survived better. If it had been just us three, things might be different today."
"No shit." Teri said, surprising me with her tone.
"All wishing aside, we only have a few minutes left. Get this stuff down, while I see if I can find my last shirt."
I left Heather badgering some of the underclassmen into helping, while I jogged the few steps over to my tent. I got rid of my shoes, which were more mud than shoe at this point, stripped off the poncho, and checked inside.
Someone had cleaned up. Everything was stacked and organized. My shorts were folded next to my pack, and my shirt was beside them. The towels were stacked next to them. I was happy to get out of the bathing suit which had never had a chance to fully dry and was starting to chafe. I picked out my loosest knit shorts, wearing them commando, and pulled on the shirt, which felt great against my skin. My windbreaker was nowhere to be found, I figured Lisa probably still had it. Looks like I'd be wearing the poncho after all. That or get my last and only shirt soaked again.
I found my ball-cap by the door, and put it on, a little frightened of what my hair must look like. A swig of mouthwash had me feeling a little more civilized. Nothing I could do about two days of stubble.
I left the tent feeling like a new man. I took my poncho with me, in case I needed it, but was happy to carry it.
From my tent the big shelter was the closest, and I jogged over barefoot, rather than wear my miserable shoes. It was a little crazy in there, with half a dozen sleeping bags lined up in the back, and more being laid out as I watched.
Shannon, my Shannon, was directing things and came over to me. "How are you holding up?"
"Great. Honestly, I've never felt better."
She grinned. "Boy Scout mode. You're in your element, aren't you?"
I shrugged. "It's fun to get things done. How about you?"
"Better than I would have thought. I'm still trying to figure out the logistics of sleeping tonight. You've got the biggest tent, but I'm not sure how good it would look for you to have it full of girls again."
I looked around. This was no place to be talking about what I was thinking. "Come with me?"
She nodded, and followed me back to my tent entrance. My one place of semi-privacy.
"We have 22 people right? And Dr. Reed has his own tent, which I suspect he'll have the good sense to use alone."
She grinned. "0 for 1. He's going to stay in the big shelter, as chaperon. He's already told two of the girls they could use his."
The day was full of surprises. "Ok. That leaves 19. The two best domes can hold up to three each. One is John's."
Shannon nodded. "I believe he's going to try to get Dominique to share it, if Dr. Reed and I turn a blind eye. Which I think is the plan. I'm not going to make a fuss."
"Ok, 17. Who is in the other one?"
"Erica and Kaylee. We might convince them to let in one more person."
"Let's say we don't. That leaves 15. If there were four in my tent, we could easily fit the rest of them under the two best shelters. It should work out."
She looked at me suspiciously. "And who are you thinking should be in your tent tonight?"
"I'm hoping Julie and Lisa, and my favorite chaperon."
She took her time answering. "It can't be like last night. That was crazy. You and I can't do anything."
"I know. I shouldn't have done that. Put you in that position."
She smiled. "Which position? The one with my knees around my ears?"
"Jesus, Shannon! Don't remind me. Now I can't be seen in public for another 10 minutes."
She laughed. "I know. You're right. I'm not complaining, but we can't do it again. Not here. I'm trusting that Julie can keep a secret."
"She will, or she'll be finding a new boyfriend."
"So she won the lottery? Must have broken a few hearts."
"Teri's cool about it. Heather's a little disappointed."
"What about her sister? She seemed to have her claws dug in pretty good."
"I don't know. They're talking it out. I'll have to hunt them down soon and see how that went."
"What if Teri wants to be in your tent. You going to say no?"
"She'll be welcome. I don't think it's likely."
She sighed. "I guess if I'm going to play chaperon, I should get my sleeping bag. At least give the appearance of propriety."
"Same for the sisters, if that works out. We can use theirs as extra padding," I said, grinning.
"Alright. I'll tell Dan about the plans."
"Dan?"
"Dr. Reed," she explained.
I laughed. "I thought Doctor was his first name."
She grinned. "It's a big deal to him. The whole doctorate thing. Shall we get going? I think the storm's about to hit."
We headed back to the crowd, Shannon hunting down her fellow chaperon, and me looking for my new girlfriend. Didn't take too long to find them. They were at the last shelter, now that the food shelter had been taken down. They were sitting together, seemingly in a good mood. Still, I approached with more than a little trepidation.
"You pretty girls mind if I join you?" I asked. They had the picnic bench to themselves, while everyone else hustled.
They moved apart, and Julie patted the space next to her. "I'd be upset if you didn't."
I sat down, not knowing how to ask what needed asking.
After a few awkward moments, Lisa laughed out loud. "Now I've seen everything. Mr. Alex Hamilton, lost for words. Are you afraid I'm going to make a scene?"
Not helping.
"Don't tease him, Lisa," Julie told her sister. "This isn't funny to him. He's been all stressed out over it."
"Good thing you gave him a little stress relief out by the road then, isn't it?"
"I only gave him a blow-job. I didn't drop my panties for him, when I knew he was still trying to figure things out," Julie snapped.
"I wasn't wearing panties. Besides, I had to get my bid in, didn't I? For all the good it did." She looked at me. "Not that I'm complaining, it was fun, and really hot." Her face moved even closer, just inches away. "I've felt your juices leaking out of me all day. You came a ton inside of me."
Julie leaned into me, catching my attention. "So, boyfriend, if we decided to share you, how would we do it?"
I was stunned. I looked over at Lisa, who was smiling, while Julie kept up the questioning. "What do we tell everyone? Are you her girlfriend? Mine? Both of ours?"
"I...I don't know. This is all new to me."
Julie giggled. "You said you wanted a clone of me. Lisa's about as close as you're going to get. Unless you'd rather choose just one of us. I gotta warn you, that'll probably piss off both of us, no matter who you choose."
I turned to Lisa. "You're alright with this?"
"It was my idea, wasn't it? I didn't think you'd make Julie work it out for herself. You should have just come to me, dummy."
"How do you guys want to handle it?" I asked.
Julie answered. "She wants to say you're dating us both. It'll probably raise some eyebrows, and things will be a little rocky at home, but we wouldn't have to hide anything. I think we should take turns. You could date me, with her on the side, then later you could date her, and I'd be the secret third wheel. We could have fun with that, making up excuses to break up and get back together, and watching everyone deal with our weird relationship."
"I don't like hiding things," I told them after a few seconds of thought.
Lisa grinned. "Two against one. Can that work for you, official girlfriend?"
Julie gave me a hug. "Mom's going to raise hell. We might even get grounded. You have a problem with that, sister girlfriend?"
"None. This will be so awesome. We're going to have everyone talking." Lisa moved in close. "Can we make it official? We're both your girlfriends? 50/50?"
"It works for me," I told her. "More than I could ever have dreamed of, so nobody pinch me for at least a year."
Wrong thing to say. They both started pinching me. "Wake up and accept it. You are ours, and that's the end of it," Lisa told me.
"Only ours, got it?" Julie growled, pinching me harder than the teasing warranted.
I laughed, pushing their hands away. "Can I get a kiss from my new girlfriends, to make it official?"
Lisa giggled. "You can have a kiss anytime you want. I think we'll make it official later. In your sleeping bag."
Ouch. "We're going to have company in the tent. Shannon is going to chaperon. No girls and guys in tents alone, remember? We can't hide it, since almost everyone else will be sleeping under the shelters."
"That shouldn't be a problem, she's cool. Does that mean we'll be able to share your tent openly? Since we do have a chaperon."
"Absolutely. We should move your sleeping bags in now, before the rain picks up any more."
"Sleeping bags? Why?" Lisa asked.
"For appearances. No way you're not sleeping in mine tonight."
She grinned. "As long as that's clear. You really think Miss Shannon will be cool with that?"
"She knows. She's already moved her sleeping bag in there."
Julie stood up. "Let's get moving. Just us four then?"
"I think so. I haven't talked to Teri yet. I don't know what her plans are."
Lisa spoke up. "She can come visit, but I expect you to keep the play just between the three of us."
"Not a problem. No sex between me and Teri. We've agreed on that. Friends only."
Julie giggled again. "That would be pretty wild. Having her and Miss Shannon in there with us, our audience, while we rock your world."
Lisa chuckled. "I told you she was the wild one."
"I think I'm beginning to believe you. Let's get moving then. I'll save us a place by the fire, probably at the smaller shelter."
I gave them each a quick kiss goodbye, still incredulous over my miraculous fortune. Both of them. Unbelievable. I got up and hunted down Teri, who was sitting by the small fire, next to John and Dominique. It looked like they had the shelter to themselves. Perfect.
She scooted over against John, making room for me. "Hey stranger. You done with your camp stuff and ready to take a break?" she asked.
I sat down, putting my arm around her. "Absolutely." The wind was gusting pretty hard, and the rain was consistent, if not yet torrential. "What are your sleeping plans for tonight?" I asked.
She blushed. Really. Bright red. "I hadn't thought about it too much. What are you doing?"
"Me and the sisters in my tent. Miss Shannon will be there chaperoning."
John laughed. "Sucks to be you, bud. Both Samuelsson and Miss Shannon there to keep you behaved. That's twice in a row now? Looks like someone up there is pissed at you. What do they say, No good deed goes unpunished? You've got a lot of punishing coming your way."
"Right. Like you haven't been doing your share of good deeds. Gorgeous over there doesn't look like much punishment."
Dominique giggled. "That's where you're wrong, Alex. I'm going to make his life hell. He gets to find out what dating a princess gets him."
"Poor bastard. Not like there aren't a thousand guys that wouldn't kill to take his place."
She laughed. "Like you?"
"In a heartbeat. You were top of my list."
She looked shocked. "Shut up. I was not."
"Ask Teri."
She looked around John at Teri, who nodded. "Top three. He won't tell us the order. You and Julie. Lucky for you John stepped up, or he'd be hounding you to death."
I was surprised to see Dominique blush. Two for two. A good evening.
"Fuck, dude! What did you say about not interfering?" John snapped, sounding sincerely pissed.
"Who's interfering? You won the big prize didn't you? You guys are a couple now, aren't you Dominique?"
She nodded.
"It's cool. I'm with the sisters, you've got Dominique. The best girls this school has to offer, with two guys who don't deserve 10 seconds of their attention."
Teri interrupted. "The sisters? You're not planning on dating both of them are you?"
"Their idea. Not mine. Has me scared spitless."
That turned John around. He laughed loud enough to attract attention. "We are so screwed. At least I'm only going to be wrapped around one pinky. Those girls are going to own you so bad."
"Don't I know it."
Dominique looked even more surprised than Teri. "I don't get it. Both of them? Are you going to take turns or what?"
"Two girlfriends. Both of them at the same time. Don't ask me how it works out, I figure I'll just do what they tell me."
I turned to John. "Don't want to sound interfering," I said exaggerating the interfering part, "but I thought I'd let you know that it would be cool if you guys wanted to share a tent tonight. Apparently I'm the only one around here who needs chaperoning."
That had the girls giggling. John was slow to answer. "Uh...I hadn't really thought about it."
I leaned over and looked at Dominique. "He's lying. He's thought about it. Probably a lot. Doesn't have the cojones to suggest it."
"Alex, man, keep it up and you and I are really going to have a problem."
"Bullshit. Ask her."
"He doesn't have to. Now I won't have to sneak in," Dominique answered.
"Room for two more?" I heard Lisa ask. I turned from the fire, to see the two girls approaching, their hands full.
Dominique scooted down, dragging John with her. Teri followed, leaving space for Lisa on that side. Julie sat next to me on the other. Lisa had my coffee pot in her hands. "Get this going. I want some cocoa."
Julie was passing out cups. "He only has 4. Can you guys come up with two more?"
John looked out at the rain, which was heavy, pounding down on the tarp. Lisa was wearing my windbreaker and took it off, handing it to him. "Hurry. If you have any contraband, bring it."
While he was up, I tended the fire, adding wood and dragging some coal near the edge, where I set the coffee pot. The girls had filled it with water, saving me a trip.
"What did we interrupt?" Lisa asked.
"Your boyfriend teasing the shit out of his supposed best friend." Teri said.
"Teasing you? Why?" Julie asked.
"Not me. John." Teri said.
Lisa put her arm around Teri. "You going to share our tent tonight?"
Teri looked at me. "I don't know. We hadn't talked about it."
I was staying out of it. Tending fire had become my permanent job until there was a little more testosterone around our circle.
Julie chimed in. "You should. It'll be fun. At the least you know it's going to be the most comfortable place to sleep."
"You sure? I don't want to be a third wheel."
Lisa laughed. "Fourth wheel. And that's Miss Shannon's job. Come with us."
Dominique was watching the interplay with open wonder.
I couldn't play with the fire forever. As it was, I was getting soaked. I stood and backed away from the fire. "Anyone seen my poncho? I don't remember where I put it."
"You had it at the picnic table," Lisa said.
I went to retrieve it, although it was a little late. I figured I'd need it sooner or later.
A sudden burst of gale force wind had the tarp overhead snapping, and the skies finally opened up with the torrential downpour I'd been expecting. I hurried back to our little group, as the girls pushed back the seating log, further from the fire and away from the splatter of incoming rain.
I slipped on the poncho, just as John came running into the shelter, hunched over under my windbreaker, and soaked to the skin. "Great fucking idea. Thanks Lisa."
She took it in stride. "Next time come to the fire prepared. Or run faster."
He stood back away from the fire, peeling off the windbreaker and his shirt, before wringing it out.
I didn't have time to joke around. I fed the fire, trying to keep it alive long enough to survive the flood. The flames were leaping at least 3 feet high when I went to check on the others.
"Boy Scout mode kicking in," I heard Teri tease.
The big shelter seemed to be holding up well. The fire was burning strong, with Max parked in front of it taking charge.
I grabbed a few logs and added them to the end, trying to extend the width of the fire a bit. "Looks good, Max. How's everything else going?"
He grinned. "Couldn't be better."
I turned to Wendy, who was sitting nearby to no surprise. "I'm borrowing him again. Sorry."
She grinned. "Just bring him back in one piece."
"C'mon Max. Quick tour to see how it's holding up under the wind."
He stood and walked with me as we checked each of the tie downs, giving a quick tug on each string. Everything was doing fine. "Looks like it's going to hold." I turned to him. "How's things with Wendy?"
"Unbelievable. I hope it lasts beyond the weekend."
"If it doesn't, there's other fish in the sea. I've seen a few lovelies looking your way."
He grinned. "They probably figure if Wendy's interested, I can't be all bad."
"Shit. You're an alpha male. Take charge guy. You run this shelter. It's a genetic thing. Girl's love that crap." I gave him a friendly shove. "Go back to your girl. You made a move on her yet?"



"Holding her. Arm around the shoulder."
"Enough. You're going to make me slap you for being a pussy. Go back and thank her for waiting and give her a kiss. On the lips. A little tongue would be good."
He looked at me like I was crazy. "In front of everyone?"
"Of course. Like it's expected. Trust me. The worst she could do is get pissed at you. If she does, ignore her, and give your attention to someone else. She'll come crawling back for more."
"She only started talking to me today," he whined.
"Man up, Max! Do it. Trust me on this."
I spotted Shannon standing to one side, watching our interplay. "Go, I've got stuff to do. Stop by the small fire later and let me know how it goes. Twenty bucks says she's snuggling you and not vice versa 10 minutes from now."
I walked over to Shannon. "I've got water boiling."
"Coffee?" she asked, her eyes lighting up.
"Not yet. The girls want cocoa. I'll have the coffee ready in 15 if you want to stop by. Everything working out over here?"
"Better than I expected. It's not the cluster-fuck it was last night, that's for sure."
"Good. Then relax a little. We've got space by our fire if you'd like to join us."
"Who's us?"
"Me, Teri, John and Dominique, Lisa and Julie."
"You got your sleeping arrangements worked out?" she asked.
"Looks like Teri will be joining us."
Shannon nodded. "That's good. The more the merrier. Looks a lot less suspicious. Don't want the good name of our favorite Boy Scout to get sullied."
I smiled. "I'm gonna run and get the coffee. Stop by later, Ok?"
"Wouldn't miss it."
The poncho was a lifesaver. With the hood pulled up, I stayed dry running to my tent. I found my second water pot and the coffee. I also found my canteen, which was still half full of 151.
There were three new sleeping bags in my tent. It was getting crowded. I couldn't help but wonder where Teri and Shannon were going to sleep. Were they going to be in the big sleeping bag? I figured Shannon would probably sleep in her own, and Teri would most likely be cajoled into getting into the shared one. Could be interesting.
I grabbed my big blanket as a last thought, and loaded down, headed back to my fire. Walking through the big shelter, I saw that Max was openly necking with Wendy. Good for him.
In the small shelter I dumped the gear. I kicked myself for not filling the coffee pot for water. The water was running off the side of the shelter in buckets. I held the pot under a steady stream, feeling the weight slowly increase.
"What's that for?" Julie asked.
"Coffee."
"Is that sanitary?" Teri asked.
"Boiled rain water? I'd say so. You don't have to drink any if you don't want to."
I kept the poncho on while I checked on the fire and swapped out the coffee pots. The first one was boiling. Stepping back out of the rain, I held it up. "Who's for cocoa?"
All four girls held out their mugs. I poured each one full, then refilled it from my roof tap. Once it was back in place next to the other pot, I pulled out my canteen. "Vitamins, anyone?"
"Vitamins?" Dominique asked.
"Bacardi, good for what ails ya."
They all nodded, and I added an ounce or so to each mug. I stepped back into the shelter, peeling off the poncho before wrapping the blanket around my girls. "Sorry Dominique. You're going to have to switch places with John if you want in."
She looked up at John, eyes raised in expectation. He sighed, stood up and waited for her to scoot over next to Teri before sitting back down.
I sat on the opposite end, next to Julie. "What did I miss?"
"Nothing, nosy," Lisa quipped. "Serves you right for abandoning us."
Teri laughed. "Get used to it. The last Boy Scout. The public good always comes first."
Lisa sighed. "Great. Now you tell us. Anything else I should know? I figure you and John over there know him best. What are we getting into?"
John laughed. "You're on your own. Nobody really knows him. Pig-headed do-gooder who keeps to himself. Now if Shannon were here, she might be able to help."
"Leave her out, John," I said softly.
He looked away. Only John knew about Shannon's relationship with our family, since he was practically one of us. Not even Teri knew. "Sorry. I forgot."
Lisa turned to me. "You've got to be kidding! You can't leave it like that! What's the scoop on Teach?"
I glared at John, trying to figure out how to save the situation. Max chose that moment to come running over. He squatted down next to me, beaming. "I owe you twenty. Friggin' second base."
I laughed putting my hand up for a high five. He smacked it hard. "What do I do now?"
"Ease back. She'll make the next move. Don't press it. And don't do anything more than kissing until you have a little privacy." I looked around our shelter. "You might want to move your sleeping bags over here for later. None of us will be staying here. You might get it to yourself."
"Cool. Thanks. I owe you." He looked over and saw Teri sitting with us. He smiled at her. "Hi Teri, uh...thanks for earlier."
She grinned at him. "Good luck."
He took off practically running.
"What was that about?" Julie asked.
"Girl advice. He's striking pay-dirt with Wendy."
Lisa laughed, "And he's coming to you for advice? You succeed in spite of yourself."
"Say what you will. She wasn't speaking to him yesterday. Now she's all over him like a cheap suit."
Lisa slid off her seat, sitting on the ground in front of the fire. "I could really use a shoulder massage," she said, looking over at me.
I got up and took her seat, letting her lean back into me, while I rubbed her shoulders.
"Shit," Teri muttered. "This is how everything started last time. Don't go causing trouble, Alex."
"Me? You guys started it all."
"Us?" Julie spoke up. "All that kissing, talk of cheating, dirty stories. That was all your doing, Don Juan."
"Oh no you didn't!" I told her. "The Don Juan myth was killed, remember. Three. That's it."
Teri giggled. "Six, now. Almost seven."
Dominique was confused. "Three? Six? Seven?" she asked.
Teri turned to her, "How many girls have you heard he's been with?"
"Jesus, Teri! Again?"
"Come on, Alex. She was on the list. She should know."
Even John looked confused, "Know what?"
"How many," Teri asked Dominique again.
"I don't know. Maybe 10?"
Teri hooted her joy. "Exactly! That's what we thought. But it was only three. All the rest made it up."
Dominique looked surprised. "But why? Who would make up something like that?"
"Heather for one. Who knows why? Maybe because he's too much of a gentleman to call a girl a liar. I don't know."
I was getting irritated. "Damn it Teri! As far as anyone is concerned, Heather didn't make anything up. Got it?"
Teri just rolled her eyes at me.
"What did you mean by six?" Dominique asked.
"See what you started, Teri? Jeez, you're nothing but a pain in the ass." I told her.
"You know you love me," she giggled, leaning into me. "Since forever."
"Pain. In. My. Butt."
"Shoulders," Lisa reminded me, squirming under my idle hands.
I went back to rubbing her, glaring at my supposed best girl friend.
Julie leaned forward. "There was kind of a competition for this bum, if you can believe it. Four girls vying for his attention. If he was more of a jerk, and played his cards right, he could have had all of us. Not all at once, but probably all, if he was leading us on. That would have been seven. Turns out Heather's not really in the running. Six. So we're still looking at three, but numbers four and five might be on his horizon if he plays his cards right."
Nice little surprise. Julie covering for us. Too much idle talk about what happened in the tent the previous night wouldn't be good. Especially since we supposedly had a chaperon.
Dominique was fascinated. "Do you guys always talk about this kind of stuff so openly?"
"No!" I answered quickly. "You open up once, in private, with everyone promising to keep it a secret, and this is what happens."
"Jesus, Alex, don't be an ass! Look at where you are! You've got two of the hottest girls in school as your new girlfriends. That's what happens when you open up. Tell him Lisa. If he didn't tell us the whole truth last night, would you be here with him now?"
Lisa took a sip from her spiked cocoa before answering. "Probably not. I thought he was a sleaze and a cheater. Didn't want Julie getting involved with him, just to get her heart broken."
She looked up at me. "You really do have a bit of a rep. We're going to have to do something about that."
"But I didn't do anything!"
Julie giggled. "We know that. Now. You're not the bad boy everyone thinks you are. You really should hear what Denise says about you. Such a perv."
It was a little hard having everyone laughing at my expense. Julie hugged me, gluing herself to my side, kissing my shoulder. "Is it so bad? We like the open you. A lot. Enough to make a spectacle of ourselves."
I turned and kissed her. "Open book, Angel, if that's what you want."
She giggled. "Ding-ding-ding! Right answer. Tell the man what he won, sissy."
"Alex Hamilton! You've won two hot young blue-eyed blondes, measurements 36-25-34, who are going to spend as long as you want making you the happiest man in town, and the envy of every red-blooded male for 100 miles around. But wait! That's not all. You've also won the heart of your childhood friend, who may be a pain in your ass, but will stand up for you against anyone, and may even, someday, fulfill your fondest wishes. Total value of this package is more than you could ever hope to pay."
"34-22-32," Julie added.
"Fondest wishes aren't guaranteed and are not typical, see childhood friend for actual likely results," Teri finished, chuckling.
What had I gotten myself into?
"Share, sissy?" Julie said teasingly.
"Might as well. He's doing a shitty job. So much better when he was still chasing us." Lisa got up, taking Julie's place next to me, while the younger sister settled in between my legs. She pulled off her shirt, sitting in a bikini top. "You have to keep him interested."
"Tease," Lisa muttered.
"You're just mad because you didn't think of it first."
"I can't. I'm not wearing anything under my shirt," Lisa argued.
"You think he'd complain?" Teri piped in.
Dominique was laughing. "Can anyone get a massage? Or is it limited to girlfriends?"
"Hardly," Lisa answered. "Teri started it. Back when she was still pissed at him."
"That was before," Teri argued.
"Oh. So now you won't even get a massage from him? It's not cheating. Is it Julie?" Lisa asked.
"No problem here. As long as it's in front of us and not behind our backs."
I was trying to stay a little more focused on the task at hand, rubbing Julie's shoulders and staring down into her cleavage. I had that to look forward to. Damn, she had nice tits.
The rain had slowed for a bit but was now a steady downpour. Between the noise of the rain beating against the tarp, and the ten foot wide sheet of rain separating our shelter from the larger one, we were as isolated as if we were on our own island. The trees the tarps were tied to, plus the stack of wood under the shelter staying dry, completely blocked the view of the adjoining crowd. I liked that.
"John, make yourself useful. You should be rubbing someone's shoulders by now. I'll be damned if I'm going to be the designated masseuse."
I looked over to see Dominique settling in between his legs, pulling off her shirt, exposing her bra.
She saw me looking and grinned. "Your friends are a bad influence." She looked up at Teri. "And nothing about this leaves this group, right?"
Teri nodded. "Of course. He's the only one I can't help myself around." She turned to me, and pulled my head down for a kiss. "You know I don't mean nothing bad, right?"
"Pain in my butt," I muttered.
"Don't be that way," she pouted. "You're hurting my feelings."
"Fine. One more kiss then, and all's forgiven."
The next kiss was a good one, sweet and lingering. Distracting.
"Enough kisses," Julie spoke up. "Let the man do his job."
Teri pulled back grinning. "Forgiven?"
"Always," I assured her, my hands back to work, wandering a little more than might be seen as reasonable in mixed company.
"Share?" Lisa asked her sister.
"Aww, he was just getting good," Julie whined, getting up and switching places with her sister.
Lisa pulled off her shirt, flashing us all for a moment, before covering her breasts with it. She looked up at me. "Consider this a challenge. How well you do here will influence my behavior later."
I was doing my damnedest to give her the best massage ever, when Shannon showed up, a garbage bag over her head, doing a mediocre job of keeping her dry on the journey from the main shelter to ours.. "Things are looking pretty cozy over here. You guys behaving?"
Julie giggled. "No. Sit with us Miss Shannon. Tell us stories. John says you know more about Alex then either him or Teri."
Shannon glared at John who had the good sense to look ashamed, while he rubbed his new girlfriend's naked shoulders. "John said that?"
"It just slipped," he muttered piteously.
She sighed, shaking her head. "I don't suppose you could take your wandering hands off that poor girl long enough to get your old worn out teacher a cup of coffee, Alex?"
I'd completely forgotten about the coffee. I leaned down and gave Lisa a quick kiss. "Give me a minute?"
She smiled. "For Miss Shannon? Take two."
I hopped up, throwing on my poncho, and stepping out into the pouring rain. It was still coming down in buckets, but the wind was almost reasonable. I retrieved the coffee pot, coffee already mixed in. "It's going to be strong, almost a quarter of the pot's boiled away." I filled Shannon's cup, then John's.
Shannon produced a second cup and held it out.
"Is that mine?" I asked.
"For Dan. He's earned it. For once."
I filled it for her and looked for my own, filling that one as well. I added another half scoop of coffee, and refilled the pot with rainwater, putting it back on the fire after dragging over some more coals.
Teri had the powdered cocoa out and was putting some in each of the girl's mugs. "Refills?" she asked.
I got the second pot of boiling water and filled their mugs. Another rain refill, and everyone seemed set. I grabbed the rum canteen and walked down the line, giving everyone a splash. No comment from Shannon, so I gave her a double. She had some catching up to do.
I worked on building up the fire again, until it was too hot to stay near. When I turned around, I saw Teri walking off. "Where's she going?" I asked.
"Delivering the coffee," Shannon said, sipping hers. "I'm not moving. First time I've been warm all night."
"Take Teri's seat. Get under the blanket," I told her.
"Hardly seems fair, since I just sent her away."
"She'll be fine. She's been nothing but trouble tonight, anyway."
I took off my poncho, shaking the water out of my hair, before retaking my own place between Julie and Shannon. Lisa slid back up against me.
"Long two minutes," she said.
I leaned down and kissed her. "Sorry." I went back to rubbing her shoulders.
Teri showed up and squeezed into where Dominique had been sitting before getting her massage. John had to scoot over a bit, but they managed. She grabbed the end of the blanket and pulled it around her own shoulders.
"A little crazy over there. They're playing truth or dare by the fire."
Shannon laughed. "And that's any worse than topless massages?"
My hands were working the sides of Lisa's breasts. Caught dead to rights, I wasn't going to say a thing.
"Stories, Miss Shannon. Spill. We want to know what we're getting into."
Teri, of course, was the real trouble maker. "How come you know so much about him, anyway?"
Shannon sighed. "I trust this is all just between us, right?"
Everyone assured her of their eternal silence.
"It's not that big a deal. Not really. We just like to keep it under wraps. When I first started teaching here, I had a few problems, and our notorious do-gooder couldn't help but come to the rescue. John too, for that matter. I didn't know anyone in the area, and Alex's family welcomed me like a long lost child. His mother and I are good friends now, and I spend a lot of time at their place, especially on the weekends. It's been that way for over a year now. I knew his old girlfriend pretty well. His father, not as much, he's overseas most of the time. Gives me and his Mom a lot of time together. I guess I know him as good as anyone, outside of his family."
Lisa spoke up. "Doesn't seem that big a deal, not worth keeping a secret."
"It's not. But there are always busybodies. If certain people knew I spend almost every weekend at the home of one of my students, tongues would wag. I don't need that crap."
"Any good stories?" Julie asked, persistent as a bulldog.
"Lots. But I'm a lot like him. Private. I'm not telling if he doesn't want me to."
"He doesn't mind," Julie argued. "He promised he'd be an open book. So far all we've seen is the cover and the end page. Maybe the introduction."
"Let me hear it from him."
I sighed. No getting out of it. "I don't mind." I shrugged, giving it some added thought and coming to a new realization. "You know what? I really don't. John and Teri I've known forever. And I figure my girlfriends can know anything they want. I don't want to keep anything from any of them. Dominique as John's girlfriend might as well hear it too. Half the stories probably involve him anyway. Tell 'em anything."
I should have shut up. Turns out Shannon knew every good deed I'd ever done since I was 6 years old, thanks to Mom. She spent the next hour entertaining everyone at my expense, while I took turns massaging the girls. All of them. It started out with Julie and Lisa of course. Then Teri had to get her turn. Shannon decided she wasn't going to go on until she got a coffee refill and a chance at a massage of her own. I was more than happy to oblige. She didn't complain once about my perpetual erection trying to drill a hole through her spine.
Teri, as usual, had to upset the cart, complaining that Dominique was hogging two of the four hands doing the massaging. John got dragged into things, massaging Teri, and then Lisa. Dominique figure she deserved a shot with me. After that it was a free for all, every few minutes another beautiful girl between my legs, leaning back against my inevitable hardon, while entertained by Shannon's seemingly endless tales.
The stories ran the gamut. Some made me seem silly, others, I still was proud of. Shannon told the tale of one of my earliest attempts at righting wrongs, and helping out the weak, when I took on my first bully. Dad was wrong. Sometimes standing up to a bully just got your ass kicked. Especially when you're seven years old and the bully is 11 and has friends the same age.
"Your Mom said you lost two teeth and got your nose broke for that one. I'm surprised it didn't get you out of the good deed business."
"Baby teeth. No big deal." It had been a big deal. I'd been afraid to go home and cried like a baby.
"He's a planner, our Boy Scout. His father taught him how to fight dirty, and Alex here took them all on, one at a time, ambushing each and hospitalizing two. Damn seven years old and the terror of the neighborhood. Their parents apparently complained and his father laughed in their faces, threatening to do the same to them for raising bullies."
"Everyone faces bullies," Lisa said. "Doesn't seem like much of a good deed."
Shannon had a quick answer. "They weren't bullying him. They were bullying older kids. Girls. Made one of them cry in front of him. That was their mistake. Once the waterworks start, his common sense goes out the window."



That had my girlfriends teasing me for trying to be a seven year-old superhero. It also got me some nice kissin' so I wasn't complaining.
Teri had maneuvered herself in front of me, and had joined the ranks of the topless, as naked as Lisa, with her T-shirt wrapped around her chest. "Do you know how I met him?" she asked Shannon.
"I do. But that's your story to tell."
"It's not a big complicated story. Pretty simple, really. Back in 6th grade I rode my bike to school, at least on nice days. Only a few miles each way. Too long to walk in a reasonable time, but less than 10 minutes on bike.
"I stayed late for theater, and the weather started to get bad. I tried to rush things, and ended up crashing my bike a couple of blocks from school. Bad. My back wheel wouldn't even turn afterward.
"Alex found me dragging my bike, crying in the rain. I had a bloody knee and probably looked like shit. He stopped and helped me. He was like a real life hero. He put my bike over his shoulders, made me sit on his handlebars, and rode me to my house. He dropped me off, and told me he'd fix my bike. The next morning it was under my carport, working like a charm. I didn't even know his name."
Teri was crying, which I thought was a little silly. "It was no big deal, Teri. Anybody would do it."
"God, Alex! You are such an idiot! Nobody else would do it. Nobody else stopped to help me. It was the nicest thing anyone had ever done for me, and to you it's no big deal. I remember every moment like it was yesterday. When you stopped, and I was scared, I didn't know what was going on, in the dark and the rain. You gave me your jacket, checked on my knee, and brushed my tears away, begging me not to cry. You put that stupid bike over your shoulders, when it probably weighed almost as much as you, and insisted that I sit on your handlebars, scared for my life that you wouldn't be able to handle all the extra weight. I knew it was impossible that you could handle two of us and the bike. Impossible. Hell, you were smaller than me! And yet you did, pedaling hard, riding slowly, talking to me, comforting me, promising me you wouldn't crash. And keeping your word. As I would learn over the years you always did."
Shannon gave me a hug. "Give him a break, Teri. He really doesn't understand why the things he does matters. The idiot believes it's what men are supposed to do. He's even managed to con John into thinking the same."
John wasn't taking that lying down. "Don't lump me in with him. I only help when it's needed. He sees every tiny injustice as a personal challenge. If I didn't owe him, I'd let him handle most of the crap on his own."
Shannon laughed. "Bullshit, John Weber. How many hours did you spend on your own, rebuilding my piece of crap old car?"
"Piece of crap? It's a classic! I had to fix it. It just wasn't right."
Teri stood in front of me, then turned and straddled me, dropping her shirt to sit topless in my lap. She put her arms around my neck. "He's saved my bacon more than once." She kissed me softly. "That's why, Alex, you can do no wrong by me, and the sixth grader inside of me will love you until the day I die. You rescued a tired, scared and hurt little girl, and never asked anything in return."
I let her hug me, stroking her back gently. "I did ask something in return. I wanted to be your friend."
She laughed, almost hysterically. "You are such a fucking idiot! I had no friends. I was new. You GAVE me friendship, and brought me into your private inner circle. You heaped on the debt, with me owing you more and more, knowing I could never, ever repay you."
"You're being silly, Teri. You don't owe me anything. I helped you because I wanted to. I became friends with you because I liked you."
Teri turned to Shannon. "Head like a rock. Maybe you can explain it to him."
Shannon hugged me, giving me a kiss on the cheek. "She's right, Alex. You can't do one-way good deeds. You have to let us give back sometimes."
I turned back to Teri, wondering how my new girlfriends were taking all this. I pulled her away from me holding her at arm's length, gazing down at her naked torso. Her small breasts that fit her so well, hard little nipples begging for attention. "Can't you see that holding you here, now, like this, is worth far more than I could ever do for you? One of your kisses is payment enough for 10 years of good deeds." I pulled her in and kissed her deeply. "There that makes us even until you're thirty. Now you should get dressed and get off my lap before my girlfriends get jealous."
Lisa was getting a massage from John, and chose to speak up. "No jealousy here. How about you, Julie?"
"Not with Teri. She gets a pass. Always. She and Miss Shannon, right?"
"That's what I figure," the older sister said.
I chuckled, while Teri wiggled in my lap, hugging me even closer. "You better get up anyway. Much more of this, and I won't be responsible for you losing your cherry."
She nibbled on my ear. "It's yours. Right now if you want. I'd let you claim me in front of everybody."
I peeled her arms off of me, and held her pretty face in my hands, inches from my own. "I don't deserve you." I took her shirt, and straightened it out, putting it over her head. She maneuvered her arms into it, before climbing off my lap.
"I mean it, Alex. Whenever you want."
"I think that's a private discussion," I told her.
Julie piped up. "Uh-uh. Nothing behind our backs, you wouldn't do in front of us. That's the golden rule."
Dominique was sitting next to Shannon, but she got up to take Teri's place, glancing up at Julie. "Ok?"
"Sure," Julie giggled. "You're just getting him primed for later."
She leaned in to me, pulling her bra straps down to expose her smooth shoulders. "So let me see if I got this straight. You've rescued Teri, and Miss Shannon, and apparently John too, since he says he owes you, is that right?"
"Rescue's a strong word. I've helped them." I told her, massaging the back of her neck.
John barked a half-laugh.
"What about Julie and Lisa? Any good deeds there?"
Lisa laughed. "Two cold wet girls whose tents flooded. He shared his with us and took care of us."
"Come on," I argued. "That's not much of a good deed. What man wouldn't let you two into his tent, storm or not?"
"Ignore the idiot," Julie said. "He already had two girls in his sleeping bag, but he invited us in, dried us off, gave us his clothes and his sleeping bag and tried to sleep in this stupid blanket."
Lisa was switching places with Teri, who had John working her shoulders. "That's what got me, you know," she said, squeezing in next to Shannon. "Not the campfire, or even letting us in his tent. No. It was giving us the privacy of darkness to wear his shirt, and then making me sit down so he could dry my legs and feet, before telling me to get in his sleeping bag, and watching him fold that stupid blanket around himself by the door, so we could be comfortable."
Julie laughed. "I know, right? When he turned off that light, huddled by the door, I was going to kill him if he didn't get in the bag with us." She poked me. "It was so unfair. He did everything right. Spent twice as long making sure his tent was safe and sturdy. Set it up in the right spot. Bringing extra clothes, towels, blankets. Then giving it all to us, so we'd be warm and comfortable, while he tried to pretend a wet blanket and the cold floor was good enough for him. He didn't even have a shirt, after giving all of his to us."
Dominique turned to me, looking up, pressing her breasts against my leg. She definitely had my attention. "Backup. He already had two girls in his sleeping bag?"
Teri giggled. "Yep. Me and Heather. Poor Heather. She was scared to death to ask for help. She'd lied about their relationship and treated him like crap for a year, for no reason at all, and next thing you know she's standing at the entrance to his tent with me, soaked to the skin and freezing, begging for his help."
"You were hardly begging," I reminded her.
"I wasn't. I knew you'd take care of me. No matter what. She didn't. But he took us in, got us dried off, gave us dry shirts to wear, and shared his sleeping bag. We were frozen, and he just took us in his arms and held us until we were warm again. Never said a word about the past to Heather. He just held her. He had every right to kick her out and let her fend for herself, after the way she treated him. Instead he told her none of it mattered, and he held us both, while she broke down.
"We were almost naked in his sleeping bag, and he didn't do anything but hold us until we were warm again."
Dominique giggled. "Doesn't seem likely from the way y'all are behaving now."
Teri laughed. "HE didn't do anything. Heather and I decided some reward kissing and snuggling was in order. We were half way to ravaging him when those two showed up. I wanted to tell them to find their own friggin' tent, but the Boy Scout showed up, off to the rescue. Damn it."
Dominique leaned back against me, and my hands moved down her arms, and across the top of her chest, stopping at the material of her bra. I wasn't about to maul her tits, no matter how tempting they were. She was John's. Dammit.
"So everyone here is one of his rescues, except me. But I was rescued last night by John, which I guess makes me a rescue by proxy. Cool. I feel much better now."
That had the crowd giggling, but it also put the end to that massage while Julie switched places with her.
Shannon started in on another story while I concentrated on making Julie feel good. She had other ideas, turning and facing me, tucking her head into my side. "Rub my back now," she said.
The little vixen had her hand in my shorts, stroking and squeezing me, hidden by her body. It felt nice, but I was going to have to stop her if it went on much longer.
Dominique was straddling the log beside me, one leg pressed against my rear. I felt her hands move up to my shoulders, rubbing me. "Poor baby. All the good deeds, and all those massages, and nobody takes care of you?" she whispered into my ear. I felt her lips against my earlobe, and a gentle nibble.
This was bad. I turned to face Dominique, and her lips met mine. Just for a moment. She pulled back smiling. "Shhh." she whispered. "Just enjoy. You've earned it. I know I missed my chance."
I had no idea what Shannon was talking about after that. I was in my own little world, rubbing Julie's back while she played with my cock, Dominique rubbing my shoulders and neck, kissing my back. I was getting way too worked up. I lifted up Julie, gently moving her hand away from my shorts. "Kiss me, Angel," I told her.
She rose up on her knees, and kissed me hard. Dominique got up, giving me a little kiss on the neck, before going over to John and evicting Teri from her spot between his legs.
I took a short break after that to tend the fire, and provide drink refills, killing off the Bacardi. My shorts were tenting badly, but I wasn't concerned. The girls had certainly earned it. I ended up with Lisa back between my legs, topless, facing me, her breasts encasing my aching cock.
Shannon seemed to have no end to her stories, and things were just getting crazier as John broke out his contraband. A bottle of tequila, a salt shaker, and a squeeze lime. I served as a salt lick for whoever was beside me, before the tequila founds its way over. Lisa, Julie and even Teri were all being bad, playing with me when it was their turn in front of me. I wasn't paying attention to John, I could only hope he was having half as much fun.
I was as bad as the rest of them, openly fondling the girls I had access to. Even Shannon. When she took her turn for the massage, she kept her shirt on, a loose t-shirt. I grabbed the bottom of her shirt in back, and pulled it upward.
"Alex. What are you doing?" she said warningly.
I pulled it up and over her head, until her shoulders were exposed and her shirt was bunched up over her arms, doing a decent job of covering her chest. She leaned forward, still telling tales on me, while I rubbed her soft skin, letting my hands drift down and forward, cupping her breasts.
It was easy to see the booze was hitting her. She was talking slower, sometimes slurring her words. She was letting me fondle her openly, playing with her hard nipples. I'd have to watch out for her. Not enough to stop me from enjoying her.
When the tequila came around Julie leaned over, pressed Shannon's head forward and sprinkled the salt on the back of her neck. I licked it clean, my hands squeezing her breasts, her hard nipples held by my fingers, all hidden by the shirt and her position.
Lisa had the booze, took a swig of it, then tilted my head back and fed me my share from her mouth.
I was learning that Julie really was the instigator and wild child. She took the salt shaker she'd used on Shannon, pulled up the edge of my shorts and sprinkled the salt not an inch from my hard cock.
"Your shot, Miss Shannon." She leaned over and turned Shannon toward her, pushing her face down against my leg, my cock pressed against the side of her pretty face. Shannon licked me, more than once, her lips pressing against my skin edging closer to my shaft.
I looked over to see who was watching. John had Dominique sitting in his lap, straddling him, making out like there was no tomorrow. Teri, oddly enough was facing them, her arms around both. Lisa was watching me. She grinned and grabbed my chin, tilting my head back, holding the tequila bottle to my lips. "For Miss Shannon," she said, tilting it up.
Julie was holding the back of Shannon's head, pressing her into my crotch. Shannon's tongue had found its way inside my shorts leg, teasing the side of my cock. I reached down and moved her head back off of me, tilting her face up. I leaned down, placing my mouth over hers, slowly letting the tequila drain into her mouth. She swallowed, then her tongue reached out and licked my lips.
Julie was out of control. She dropped to her knees beside our teacher, and pulled my cock out into the air.
Shannon looked at it for a moment, then at our mischievous friend. "No baby. Not here. Not like this."
"One suck, and I'll put it away," Julie urged.
I almost died when Shannon lowered her mouth over my cock, taking me deep, before pulling off, and covering me up. "You are trouble, aren't you?" she asked Julie.
Julie giggled, leaning down and shocking all of us by pressing her lips against Shannon's.
It was too much. I could feel the tequila hitting me hard, and could only imagine how much it was effecting the girls. We were way out of control. And there were a dozen schoolmates not twenty feet away.
I fixed Shannon's shirt, looking into her glazed eyes. She was bombed. I lifted her up in my arms. "Come on, you. Bed time for everyone."
She leaned into my arms, hugging me. "I shouldn't, Alex."
"Tent. Now. All of us."
I held onto Shannon, while she swayed. Shit. I wasn't going to walk her through the crowd next door like this. I turned to Lisa and Julie. "I'm taking Shannon the long way, behind the shelters. I'll meet you at our tent.
I put my poncho over Shannon, a job in itself, and walked with her behind the shelters, back to my tent, getting soaked in the process. Julie and Lisa were waiting for me. I took my poncho back, and left Shannon with my new girlfriends, heading back to the fire to clean up.
The other three were still there, and I was more than a little surprised to see Teri sitting in John's lap kissing him. Dominique was beside them but she stood and walked to me, pulling my head down and kissing me like we were long lost lovers. She was tall, only a couple of inches shorter than me, and hugged me close. "Damn, you guys are wild. I had no idea."
I chuckled, kissing her softly. "Me neither. This is all new."
She reached between us, giving my cock a squeeze. "Are you fucking all of them?"
I shook my head. "Just the sisters."
"Who was number six, then, if not Teri or Miss Shannon? And none of that bullshit Julie was trying to feed me."
"Heather."
She kissed me again, her hand stroking me. "If you asked John, I bet we could all fit in your tent. It might be crowded but it could be a lot of fun."
"What's the deal with Teri?" I asked, deflecting the offer.
"I guess she's known him almost as long as you. Long stifled urges." She pouted. "I might be his fantasy, but she has her hooks in him deep, just like in you. You would have chosen her over the others, wouldn't you?"
"I don't know. Probably. There's a lot of history."
"Same with him. Poor baby came in his shorts when she kissed him." She sighed. "You either need to take her with you, or take me. And soon."
"God, Dominique. You're killing me. Do you know how long and badly I've wanted you?"
"No. That's the problem isn't it? If I'd known, it would be me riding you all night long, and not those devil sisters."
"But I've got two brand new girlfriends waiting, and you're with my best friend now."
She sighed, leaning into me. "I know." She held me while I looked over at my friends. "He really is a great guy." Teri was wriggling in John's lap, still kissing him, but she was watching me.
"I'm going to go get Teri now," I told Dominique.
"I know. We missed our chance. This is not a onetime offer, you know. If things should change between you and your playthings, keep me in mind, Ok?"
I was curious. "Why now, Dominique? Every other time I've tried to spend time with you, show you some attention, you completely shut down."
She blushed. "You're pretty intimidating, Alex. I don't suppose you know that. Your past, with all those women. Now I know that a lot of that was rumor, but I didn't know it before. I didn't want to be a notch on your belt. I don't have a ton of experience with guys, and the ones I've been with were...different. I was in control. I knew it wouldn't be like that with you. You were fascinating, but kind of scary. You made me so damn nervous."
"But not now?"
"No. Once I got to know you a little, and see how your girls are around you, I went from nervous to jealous, and now a little sad that I missed my chance. God, the more I learn about you, the more I could kick myself. Don't take me off your list. If anything changes..."
I kissed her again. "Count on it." I gave her one last hug. "I'm going to grab my stuff and get Teri. I'll leave you two alone."
She smiled at me, wistfully, and gave me a last kiss on the cheek. "Don't forget me," she said softly, turning back toward John.
I gave Teri a 'come here' gesture, and she peeled herself away from John, grinning. "Later, big guy," she said, and came skipping over to me like a little girl.
"You're being bad," I told her, pulling her into my arms.
"Not really. We're just playing."
"You've got Dominique jealous."
She looked surprised. "Really? How cool is that!"
I gave her a swat on the rear. "Not cool at all, Trouble."
She pouted. "Party pooper. We going to your tent to play now?"
"After we pick up."
She rolled her eyes. "You've always got to be so damn responsible, don't you."
"C'mon. It'll take us two minutes, and then we have the whole night ahead of us."
I lied. It took us closer to 10 minutes to gather up the mugs, empty the coffee pots, gather up the blanket, and knock down the fire. It was till raining, but lightly, and there was almost no wind to contend with.
John and Dominique left for his tent while we were cleaning up. I really hoped things worked out for them, but I didn't have high hopes. Not the way she'd been behaving. "Later, you and I are gonna talk," I told Teri, as we left the fire.
"About John?" she asked.
"Yep."
I passed by Max and Wendy. She was sitting in his lap while they chatted. "The other shelter's empty," I told him. "For that matter, looks like the worst of the storm is over. Your tent might be an even better choice."



I didn't stick around for an answer. I had my own tent full of beauties waiting, and another by my side.
================
One more chapter to go in our story about about Alex, the last Boy Scout. At always, votes and comments are much appreciated.
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Agena wrote an intriguing story called "A Joke." Chapter one dealt with a man and his wife who had a very irritating habit of teaming up with a neighbor to play practical jokes on him. The jokes were over the top, until the last was far more than any decent human could consider a joke. The protagonist, Jim was injured and humiliated, and kicked the wife out of his life. If you're going to read this, you should read the original first.
You can find his story here.
Agena states that he thought that some other authors might continue the story, and he provided his own ending in chapter 2. I have a very different take on what I thought should happen, and wrote this little dark tale about a joke taken too far, a man pushed to his limits and revenge. Very dark. Let me repeat that. Very dark.
I borrowed several lines and paragraphs from Agena's second chapter. I wanted to stay true to the characters, including Flo, the wife's, response to her husband at reconciliation. I did play around with her past just a little, and added some elements of the prank that made everything go haywire, which weren't necessarily there in Agena's version, but didn't go against the evidence reported.
This is my first effort at working with someone else's characters and storyline, and I hope I didn't take it too far off-track.
I hope you enjoy this offering and that some of you will get a little more satisfaction over the way our protagonist handled the whole thing. It's not for the faint of heart or for the reconciliation-at-all-cost crowd. Not by a long shot. It's also a little long, but I think if you give it a chance you might enjoy it.
With no further ado, I give you, A Joke, Ch. 2, a Texan's Ending.
=====
After my baby girl left, I found one drink wasn't enough. My emotions were in turmoil.
Even if my wife and the asshole hadn't had sex, where was the respect? The trust? I had told her, and told her, it would lead to something like this. Yet she not only continued, she escalated things.
Worse was the intentional humiliation. Making a cuckold of me, even as a joke was too much. How could I ever trust her again? And Roger? The stupid smirks, the pranks, so often at my expense. Even if they hadn't had sex, how much had they done? Did they get naked? Play with each other? Use the joke as an excuse to get intimate? I know that sound, my wife's gradual excitement, the whispered need, the moaned keening that signaled her impending explosion.
Where the fuck was the humor in that?
I like a good joke. Please don't think I lack a sense of humor, but this was not a joke, and it was anything but funny.
The third scotch had me whining at myself. Poor lonely me. I love my wife. I love my kids. This will destroy the family. I'm not young; where will I ever find someone I loved as much as my wife of 23 years? The, possibly, faithful mother of my children. I didn't want to spend the waning years of my life alone and bitter. If only Roger had never come into our lives. If only my wife hadn't gotten such a kick out of his damned stupid pranks. If only.
I knew that if I did leave her, many people would view me as the cad. The unfeeling bastard who left his wife over a stupid joke. Sure, it was over the top, but hell, it was only a joke, right? Get over it, they'd say. She said she was sorry, didn't she?
I was well into my fourth scotch, feeling no pain, not even from my aching wrists. Just a fucking joke. Get a sense of humor.
Fine.
How about if the tables were turned? Let them see what it's like to be on the receiving end of a 'joke'. If, and only if, she passes that damned lie-detector test, I'd start the healing. I'd take her back. I'd see how she liked it. My 'loving' wife and that asshole son-of-a-bitch next door. Hell, I had a sense of humor. Let's see if they did.
I managed somehow to make it to my bed that night, my endless possibilities of a revenge joke percolating through my stewed brain.
I woke slowly, in that grey place between conscious and unconscious, and with perfect clarity found I'd selected the avenue of my revenge. Just a joke. Let's see them find the humor in my 'joke'. I laid there for hours, playing with options, permutations, contingencies, results. When I finally got out of bed, I had a smile on my face, and maybe just a little joy in my heart.
* * *
Damned if she didn't pass the test. Not perfectly. I'd insisted on selecting the questions and Flo wasn't aware of them. She thought I'd only ask about the final prank, but that wasn't good enough for me. This was a major decision, to stay married to a woman who I still believed had cheated on me with our neighbor. Perhaps they didn't screw, but I believed what they did was well beyond what she knew would be acceptable.
No, she hadn't screwed him. Yes, they had taken off their clothing. No, they had not removed their underclothes. Yes, she'd seen his erection. Yes, the orgasm was real.
So much for the faithful wife.
No, she'd never been unfaithful before. She had given more than one hand-job to someone in the past. No blow-jobs, no anal, no intercourse. She honestly believed she'd not been unfaithful.
Yes, the idea for the joke, was Roger's. Yes, that's all she thought it was, a stupid prank. A joke.
Yes, she loved me. Yes, she wanted desperately to get back together. Yes, she'd never make me the butt of a joke again.
Yes, she believed it was fair if she had to suffer through a similar joke herself.
The only question she failed, was if she had thought about being unfaithful with Roger. Her answer was no, but the results were inconclusive. Perfect.
Maybe I hadn't hit every important question that I could have. There were more things I could have brought up, issues I'd had. But this was really about three things. One, what had happened and how did it get that far? Two, was she a faithful wife? And three, was she penitent, and did she really love me and want to get back together? Everything else was in the noise.
I was disgusted with the results. But I did believe she was at least honest, and wanted to be back with me.
The results had been delivered to me three days after my talk with my daughter, during which time the only contact I had with Flo was through her sister Mary, who had given me the information about who my wife was going to go to for the testing, and the contact info I needed to make sure I had my input on the questions.
I started making preparations for my own 'joke' and let her stew for a couple of days.
* * *
Our son Eric called the day after I received the results. He argued for us to get together, as I knew he would. He might not be happy with her, but she was his mother, and he wanted his parents together.
I explained the problems I had with her, even if they hadn't had sex together. It was odd. I realized I was talking to my son as a man, about problems with a woman, and not as my little boy.
"I understand Dad. But it was just a joke. She didn't mean to get carried away, and she didn't have sex with the slimy bastard. You've got to take her back. Please, for us, for the family. Forgive her and let her come home."
"I love your mother, Eric. I can only hope to God that you have a chance to love and be loved like us. I...I don't want to lose her, but I don't know if there's anything we can do to make it right."
"I know Dad. I know what I'd do. Biggest god-damned revenge 'joke' on the mother-fucker next door. He's the real fucking problem here. Why the hell are you letting that bastard slide, while making Mom's life a living hell?"
I couldn't help but smile. Like father like son.
"I'll talk to her soon. I'll try. I'm not going to promise anything yet, but I want to make things work out. Ok?"
"God, yes, Dad. That's all any of us want. Talk to her, let her explain, and try to forgive her. Try, please, for all of us. Don't let her stupid mistake break us up. You need to be the bigger person here."
"I said I'll try."
* * *
"Jim, it's Mary," the voice announced on the other end of the line.
"Hi Mary." I was willing to let her drive the conversation.
"You didn't call."
"No. I didn't." How observant of her.
"The...the test results weren't that bad were they. You saw it was only a joke," she said nervously.
"Did you see the results Mary? All of them?"
She was quiet for a while. "Yes."
"So much for the faithful, loving wife, huh?"
"Jim, she loves you. You know she does. The test proves it. She's done some stupid things. Horrible things, I admit, and I'm disgusted with her, but she didn't mean to hurt you. It was a stupid joke that got carried away. It doesn't have to be the end of the world."
"What part of a hand-job is a joke?" I asked.
"You have to talk to her. The questions and answers are so black and white, and our lives, all of them, are lived in grays. It wasn't a real hand-job. She never felt the guy's flesh, it was through his pants, at a party. She rubbed him, and he got off. She felt she had to say it was a hand-job, because of the results. She couldn't lie. Not if she was going to have a chance at getting back together."
"It's difficult Mary. It went well beyond a joke, and you know it."
It hurt me to hear her crying on the other end of the line. "I know, Jim. She's my sister, and you're destroying her. Please, please speak to her. Give it a chance. Do what you have to do, give her rules and ultimatums, whatever you need to make it right. I know you still love her. Do this for the love, not for the stupid, selfish woman. For your wife, the 23 years, the mother of your kids."
I already knew I was going to take her back. I sure as hell couldn't pull off my side of the 'joke' if I didn't. Still, she had been warned, and she had to keep going. She had cheated on me. She had no respect for me, and got a kick out of humiliating me. I wanted her to feel a little of the pain she'd doled out, over and over, ever since that bastard moved next door.
"Saturday. She can come over Saturday at noon, and we'll talk."
* * *
She came over, and she looked like hell. Her eyes had deep bags and were red and puffy. It had been less than two weeks, and she looked like she had lost weight. Flo had cleaned up, putting on a teasing dress, not slutty, which would have had me kicking her out the door, but enough to remind me how beautiful she was, and to ignite the flame of my attraction. She was wearing my favorite perfume, and she melted into my arms when I opened them to her.
"I'm sorry, Jim. I'm a stupid bitch, who doesn't deserve you, but I pray that you're a better person than I am, and you'll give me another chance."
I hugged her tightly. "Come in," I told her. "Before we start, you need to know I love you, and I always have. I hope it's enough."
She squeezed me tight, and she sobbed against me for a few moments, before I was able to get her to calm down and sit at the kitchen table with me.
I could tell she was trying get hold of herself. She got up and walked over to the coffee maker, reaching up into the cabinet for her favorite mug. She popped the single-serving into the top of the machine and made herself a cup. "Can I get you one?"
"Sure, thanks." It felt good to see her in the kitchen, so natural. I did love her. For a moment I wondered if she loved me enough to survive my 'joke' on her and the bastard.
She passed me my mug and sat down at the table across from me.
"Before we begin I'd like to say something," she said. "In the last two weeks I've had a lot of time to think about what occurred, what led up to it and I'm appalled and ashamed of myself for the lack of respect for you as my husband, friend and lover, that I was exhibiting. I don't know where I was coming from getting involved in those horrid jokes with Roger. When we made you the butt of those jokes I must have been out of my mind and I want you to know I've started to see a psychologist about how I got into that mind set.
"I want you to know also that having this two weeks apart and not being able to communicate with you has been the worst time of my life. It's made me realize how much I love you and need you. However, if you decide we've got to separate then I will accept that as punishment for what I've done to you and our marriage. I can only ask you, as my husband, to please forgive me and take me back as your wife. I will make sure you will never regret it if you do."
I sat there listening, hearing all the right words. More than I had hoped for, to be completely honest. Still, it might have banked the flame of revenge burning in my gut, but it couldn't put it out.
I pulled out the test results and watched her face turn red. "Some of these answers make it difficult, you understand?"
She nodded. "I...if you need me to explain..."
Her little prepared speech was nice. Now that we were off the track, she wasn't so skillful.
"No. Not yet. Someday perhaps. I couldn't stand to hear it now. I wouldn't be able to welcome you back, and that's what I need right now. I need my wife back."
She got up from her chair and came around the table to me with her arms outstretched and a beautiful smile on her face. I stood to meet her and we came together in a frenzied, passionate embrace. Our lips met and our tongues dueled as we hungrily sought to make ourselves one body.
Finally, we broke the kiss and I whispered in her ear as she continued to desperately hold on to me.
"Let's get your things. How long will it take you to pack?"
She blushed. "It's all in the car."
I pulled back a little from her and looked at her tear stained face before speaking.
"You were pretty sure of yourself, weren't you?"
"No, just hoping and praying. I didn't want to waste any time if you decided to keep me."
She was smiling and laughing while she said it and still clinging to me.
"I love you."
"I know," I told her, "and I love you more than my life. Let's get your stuff."
She grinned, pulling my hand, dragging me away from the front door, and to the back of the house. "Later. First, I need to show you how sorry I am. I hope you'll like my first of many, many, sincere apologies."
I did enjoy her apology, three times which was as good as it got for me. I loved her, and loved the sex with her. But when I heard that little cry of orgasm, I almost lost it. Knowing that the bastard had heard that cry, had wrenched it from her willing body set the flames in my gut roaring again.
I loved her. God, did I love her. I hoped she loved me enough.
* * *
Alice and Roger were still together, and Alice was no longer a stranger at our home. Roger had not made an appearance, and his name was not brought up. If I saw him outside, I never spoke to him. He might look my way, but he never made any effort to talk beyond that.
It was three weeks later, on a Friday evening, when I answered a knock at the door.
Roger was standing there, nervously.
"Roger," I said calmly.
"Jim, I know you hate me right now, and you have every right. I only wanted to come over and apologize. I don't expect you to forgive me, but I think you should know that I never meant for anything to happen. I know I'm an asshole, and I let my stupid pranks go way too far, especially with a good friend. I goaded Flo into going along, and I'm sick to death over what I almost did to your marriage."
I nodded, quietly.
"If...if you want to kick my ass, I understand. I'll defend myself, but I think you and I both know how it will turn out. I won't call the police."
I shook my head. "That won't be necessary," I said.
He stared at me and for only a moment, I thought I saw a hint of a smile. That lousy fucking bastard.
"That's all I wanted to say. I am sorry. Please don't hold my actions against Alice. She didn't have any part of it."
"No. I have no hard feelings against Alice." I started to close the door, then stopped. "Roger," I called out as he started to walk away.
He turned back to me, "Yes."
"I appreciate the apology. What you did was really fucked up, and far beyond the limits of a joke. But I know it was probably difficult to come over here and face me."
He nodded. "I am sorry."
I closed the door. I'm sure he was sorry for my interrupting the little seduction dance with my wife. I had no doubt one of his jokes would probably have ended up with me walking in on him fucking my wife in our bed. Just a joke.
* * *
It took two damn months. I wanted to press things, but I had to let it takes its natural course. Two full months. Eight weeks. Fifty-seven fucking days to be precise.
We saw each other at a mutual friend's party. We talked coolly across the fence. Alice came over several times and eventually broached the idea of a casual lunch with the four of us.
We were neighbors after all. Everything was behind us. Nothing would ever be the same, but it didn't have to be horrible between us.
Six weeks after he came over and apologized, we all attended a barbecue at the Henderson's. Our second get together, with the four of us at the same place. Flo avoided being anywhere near Roger, but he still sought her out, telling stupid jokes, not as raunchy as before, but still bad. I saw him put his hand on her, and she took a little too long before pushing it away. The bitch laughed at his joke. Damn her.
A few minutes later, she came to me, giving me a hug. "Thank you for everything, baby. I love you so much. This is the first party I've enjoyed in ages. Having you here with me, makes my life complete." She gave me a quick kiss, and passed me a full beer. "Looked like you were empty. Let me know if you need anything else."
I thanked her, and took a sip. It wasn't beer. It was lemonade. I spit it out, and she looked at me in confusion.
"Are you fucking kidding me? Didn't you learn anything, you stupid bitch!" I growled.
The shock on her face was real. She took the bottle from me, and tasted it. "I...I didn't know. I swear." She ran across the yard, waving the damned bottle. I couldn't hear what she said, but she stood in Roger's face and chewed him out. About fucking time.
I could hear the laughter from Roger, grinning, looking my way, and the crowd around him. She argued with him, and the guys around him, and to my disgust, eventually laughed along with them. She stood there, laughing at me. The flames inside my gut burned.
When she didn't return after several minutes, I'd had enough of it. I turned to leave, and was intercepted by Alice.
"She's drunk, Jim. Let me go get her. Don't let the asshole ruin everything for you two."
"I think it's too late, Alice. I won't let her disrespect me again."
"Please."
"No. It's not your fault, and if you can live with him, more power to you. I'm not going to go through that again." I turned to thank our hosts for the party, and headed for the door.
Flo caught me at the door, "Where are you going?"
"As far away from you and your boyfriend as possible. Don't come home."
It must have shocked her. She dropped her drink, making a mess, her hand lifted to her mouth. "No, Jim. Don't say that. I didn't do anything, I swear. He's not my boyfriend."
"You couldn't stop, could you? Had to play along with humiliating your husband with your lover. Laughing at me, making me the butt of your jokes again. It's over. I'm done."
She screamed reaching for me, and I pushed her away. She crawled and grabbed my leg, clinging to me. Disgusting, a grown woman, in her forties, drunk, crawling on the ground.
I heard a disturbance out back, and Alice was laying into her husband with a bottle, swinging at him, while he was on his knees. She must have gotten one good shot in. He was bleeding, holding his arm up to fend off her blows. Someone pulled her off of him, and I turned back to my loving wife.



"Get off me," I growled, tugging my leg away hard, leaving her prone on the ground, crying.
* * *
Mary was at the door. I'd only been home an hour or so.
"Hi Jim. Is it too bad, or can she come home?"
"What did she tell you, Mary?"
Mary looked over her shoulder, and I could see that Flo was seated in her car.
"Roger pulled a joke on you, and he used her to do it."
"That he did. If that was all, it wouldn't be a problem. Not with her."
"She told me that she confronted him, yelled at him, and told her that it was a stupid thing to do, and to never use her like that again," Mary explained.
"So you understand why I can't take her back?"
Mary looked surprised. "But she didn't do it. She was even mad at him."
"She didn't tell him not to do it. She told him not to use her to do it. Then she stood there while they all laughed at me, and she joined in, laughing along. She didn't come back to me. She stayed with him, and his little sycophants, laughing at me. I gave her ten minutes, and then I'd had enough."
"She was drunk, Jim. That's all. She had nothing to do with the joke. She was used, just like you. Don't throw her away. You two have to talk. She's sorry. She's completely devastated."
"She'll always be sorry. Afterward. Ask yourself this: how in the hell did she end up bringing a drink to me, that he'd doctored? How is that possible? After what they did, how could she even be talking to him?"
Mary was at a loss for words. "I...I don't know. We can't know unless you talk to her. Please?"
Of course I was going to concede. I couldn't finish what I'd planned unless I did. But her actions had changed things. I wasn't willing to settle for what I'd planned originally. Not anymore. This was revenge.
"Last time, Mary. Last fucking time. Next time you intercede for her, I'm done with both of you. You understand?"
She paled, then nodded. "Yes, Jim. Thank you. I swear, I'm going to tear her a new asshole when she's sober enough to understand what she's done. I won't defend her again, and if there is a next time, sister or not, she'll have to find someone else to bail her out. You...you're better than she deserves."
A few minutes later Flo came in the house, and ran over toward me. I stood and moved around the chair, putting it between us.
"Not a word, Flo! Not a single fucking word. You open your mouth to do anything but throw up, and I swear I will beat the living daylights out of you, go next door, and shoot your fucking lover-accomplice dead! Nod if you understand, but don't you dare speak!"
She nodded once, tears rolling down her face, then turned and ran to the guest room, closing the door behind her.
Alice showed up a couple of hours later, in tears. "Can I come in, Jim?"
I opened the door to her, and she walked by me in a daze, headed to the kitchen. I made her a cup of coffee, and another for myself.
"I don't understand how he could do that," she said softly.
"He doesn't respect me, and he's trying to get into Flo's pants. It's pretty obvious."
She shook her head. "No. I can't believe that. He wouldn't."
"Jesus, Alice. You saw the test results."
She looked up at me. "No, I didn't."
I left her, and returned a few minutes later, placing them in front of her.
She took her time reading, and the tears started to flow. "How could they? How could he do this to me?"
I shrugged. "It's not about you. It's about me. Notice, they didn't handcuff you to humiliate you. They sent you away. It was me they wanted to cuckold. Wimpy Jim. Jim who can't take a joke."
"What are you going to do? Is she gone now?"
"No. She's in the guest-room. I'm angry with her, yes. She didn't behave the way she should have. Your bastard husband is the one at fault, however. He just had to start up again, trying to humiliate me, embarrass me in front of my wife and the whole world. Belittle me, try to make her see me as a wimp. I'm fucking tired of his games."
"He's sorry. He really is. Somehow, he thought a simple harmless joke would show that things were cool between the four of us."
"You believe that?"
She nodded. "He only pulls pranks on people he likes. Friends and family. He's a stupid asshole, but I think it was almost a peace offering. He really doesn't understand."
"I came close to killing him tonight," I confessed.
She stared at me in shock. "I hope you're kidding."
"No. Not at all. If I thought I could avoid prison, I would have walked over and put a bullet between his eyes."
She reached across and grabbed my arms. "No, Jim! It's not worth it. Don't do anything stupid. If you were so angry, why didn't you kick his ass when he offered?"
"I don't know. I thought it was over. Now he's starting it up again, and I'm angrier than ever."
"You know he only understands one thing. You should get even. Embarrass him in front of his friends, co-workers. I'll even help if you want. Violence isn't the answer."
It was going so smoothly. I couldn't betray my joy at her words.
"I don't know Alice. I'm not much of a prankster. Whatever I did would probably blow up in my face, and I'd be the laughing stock. Either that or nobody would think it's funny."
"No, Jim. You have to do something. Make him the butt of the joke. Take him down a notch or two. Let him feel what it's like. Let me help."
I let her talk me into it, and twenty minutes later, I gave her a hug and a kiss goodbye, and thanked her.
* * *
I woke to a blow-job from my stupid repentant wife.
I know, I know. I keep calling her stupid, and she's not. Not really. Just the opposite, to be honest. Except when it comes to our idiot neighbor and his asinine jokes. Then she's as stupid as a human could get. So forgive me, but I'm not going to stop.
When I woke, she straddled me, settling down on my hard cock. "I'm sorry, baby. I had too much to drink, but it's no excuse. I swear, I'll never talk to him again. I won't let him within 10 feet of me. I can't believe he used me, to go after you again."
"Shhh," I whispered, then drew her down and held her. "I was angry last night. I'm sorry I spoke to you as I did. I would never hurt you. I love you."
She clung to me desperately, openly crying, while I eased myself in and out of her. I had to admit her apologies were nice. I only wondered how much longer I'd be on the receiving end.
* * *
She was repentant, and Roger was as well, coming over a couple of days later with a shiner from Alice's attack, and trying to explain himself. He gave me the same bullshit about breaking the ice, trying to get things back to where they were. He missed us and the relationship we'd had. He'd made a mistake, but didn't mean to cause trouble.
I acted reluctant to accept his apology, but I did, once again warning him that I wouldn't accept another.
* * *
Two months in total. Two more weeks after the Barbecue fiasco. Plenty of time to prepare. I had a new plan. The bastard would pay. Shit, I was paying too. I was already $1500 into my revenge, and still wasn't done.
The girls got together, and planned a simple dinner party on Saturday night. A chance to bury the hatchet. Flo had been loving, and oh-so caring. I was getting laid every night, more than we had done it since the first couple of years together. She was almost subservient, and I probably could have gotten away with anything.
It was a simple dinner, with the women preparing the dishes. Roger and I spoke cautiously about work and sports, avoiding any talk about our issues. I was going to save that discussion for later.
I was feeling good. In a forgiving mood. I praised both women on everything they did, was affectionate to my wife, and appreciative to Alice. They'd both cleaned up nicely for the evening.
I think Flo is a bombshell, and understood why men would desire her and flirt with her. Alice was a little...simpler. Not bad looking, but not a head turner. Plain short brown hair she didn't do a lot with, and a body that was nice but not spectacular. I'd seen her in a bathing suit, and she didn't look bad. She was a few years younger than us. Smallish breasts, thick waist, and ample hips, with a little cottage cheese on the back of her thighs. She could probably afford to lose twenty pounds or so. She could still look good when she wanted to. That Saturday was one of those nights.
After the women prepared the dinner, I offered to clear the dishes and get us all an after dinner drink. Ten minutes later Alice was looking at me in confusion, as our spouses slipped off into unconsciousness.
I looked at her, got up, and took her glass. "Time for a little joke on our spouses," I explained.
She grinned, a nice big one. She should smile like that more often. It made her beautiful. "About fucking time, Jim! What's the plan?"
"Help me get them downstairs. I think it will all become obvious soon."
She laughed, helping me with Roger's legs.
It was a lot more difficult than I'd expected. Somehow, half-an-hour later they were both downstairs, tied to simple straight backed chairs facing each other, a couple of yards apart.
Alice was trying to get me to talk about my plans, but I kept putting her off. "Trust me on this one. They are both in for the shock of their lives," I told her.
Shock of their lives. Heh-heh. See? I have a sense of humor.
When they both were settled in nicely, firmly restrained, I had Alice help me set up a couple of cameras on tripods, both angled to face one of our captives, with the other one viewed from behind at angle. A third was facing the wall between them, with both captives viewable at the sides of the viewfinder.
"You've really thought this out," Alice said, finishing checking her setup.
"Oh yeah. I want it to be perfect."
She nodded, then got up stretching. "What's my part in this? I get to help, right?"
"Of course. It wouldn't work without you."
"But you're still not going to fill me in, are you?"
"Patience, beautiful. A little more patience."
I took her by the hand over to the bare wall. "I want to chain you to this wall," I said, and held up my hand when she looked up at me in shock.
"No, don't worry. It's part of the joke. I'm going to attach a collar and chain to your neck, and another one to your leg. It'll look very real, which is important. They both have to think you're here against your will, Ok? You can act that one out."
I walked a few feet away. "The key to your chains are right here. You can get yourself free anytime you want. If you think things are getting carried away, all you have to do is tell me."
She looked nervous, but nodded. "Can't you tell me what's going on?"
I thought about it. "I really think it's better if you don't know. You'll give a much more believable reaction, which is what I want them to see." I was attaching the neck and ankle collar while I spoke. Alice was wearing a knee length dress, which made it easier. I did remove her shoes.
"I'm a little scared," she admitted, as I locked the chain in place.
"I know. Think how they're going to feel. This is going to be perfect. If it's too much, tell me now. I'd prefer to keep it a secret a little longer, but I'll tell you if I must."
I could sense her battling with her own fears. "Alright, I trust you. It's going to start soon?"
"As soon as you're ready," I told her.
"Ok, let's get this going," she said, her smile back.
I didn't imagine that smile would be there long.
"A few more things, and we'll be ready," I told her. I had finished anchoring her to the wall. I walked behind her, took her wrists in my hands, and handcuffed them together.
"Jim?" she said nervously.
"Only for a little while. Part of the 'look'."
I stood in front of her, and gave her a hug. "Thank you," I told her. Then I was slipping the ball gag between her teeth, and the fear in her eyes told me she was ready. I anchored it firmly.
"I'm sorry," I told her, honestly. This wasn't her doing. Not totally, but if she'd gotten rid of the bastard, we wouldn't be where we were.
I went over to my wife, and broke an ammonia capsule under her nose. Just a couple of waves, and she turned her head away, starting to wake up.
I walked over to Roger, my nemesis, who this was all for, and did the same. He shook his head, starting to look around, and I slapped him across the face hard. "Wake up, Sunshine. Time to pay the piper."
"W...what?" he asked groggily.
"Wake up, you slimy bastard!" I told him, slapping him twice more, until he was struggling against the ropes holding him.
I walked back to my wife, who was yelling at me. I leaned down, held her face in my hands, and kissed her softly. "Hello, darling wife. Have a nice nap?"
"What are you doing?" she snapped.
"Just a little joke. You both love a good joke, right?"
"This is not funny, Jim. Stop it now!"
"Oh no, my loving, faithful, loyal wife! I can't stop now. You guys threw down the gauntlet. Now it's my turn."
They both were screaming at me to free them, as I rolled over the covered trolley. I uncovered it, and pulled my first toy free. "Let the games begin."
I walked over to Roger, the 18" baton firm in my hand. "Look Roger, old buddy. I bet you think I'm going to beat you unconscious with this, don't you?"
"What the fuck, Jim?" he whined.
I laughed, rubbing the side of the baton against his head and neck. Then I pushed the end against his stomach and pulled the trigger, holding it there for several seconds.
He gasped as the 2,000,000 volts entered his body, making him shake and twitch, before sagging against his ropes. "Just a joke old buddy. I'm not going to beat you with it...yet."
I walked over to my wife, who was shaking her head. "No, Jim. Please don't," she whined.
I had no intentions of hurting my wife. That's why I started with the stun baton. No real pain, and nothing lasting.
"You know what's cool about this honey?" I asked, waving it in front of her. "Look at the shape. Long and firm. Just think where this would fit so nicely. Perfect for the wife who needs something other than her husband between her legs."
I lifted her dress, and saw she was wearing the little blue lace panties we'd picked up on our anniversary cruise. Damn. I loved those panties on her. I reached down and pulled as hard as I could, stripping the torn material from her body.
"No!" she screamed, twisting as much as she could.
I rubbed the baton against her legs, up her thighs, pressing it up against her crotch. She was shrieking, begging.
"I remember begging like that, while I was handcuffed to a pipe, and you were naked, letting that bastard play with your body. Do you remember, love of my life? I know you heard me, because I could certainly hear you."
"No, Jim. It wasn't like that. Please," she pleaded.
I pressed the end against her tight opening, nudging it between her lips. She was terrified.
"I don't think it will do any permanent damage, triggered inside you," I told her.
"No Jim! No!" she gasped, as a couple of inches slid inside her.
"Don't struggle so much or it might go off before I want it to. Then I'd have to do it again."
Her struggles diminished. Her tears didn't as I got about a third of the length inside her. "There, it's almost time. Any last words?"
She sobbed. "Why, Jim?"
"What? I thought you loved a good joke, sweetheart. Why don't you laugh at me now?"
"Please, if you ever loved me, please don't do this."
I leaned over and kissed her cheek. "I love you more than life itself. I'm willing to go to jail for life over you. I'd die for you."
I held the baton steady inside her. "Here we go."
"NO!" she screamed, and I pulled it out of her roughly.
"God," she gasped, "thank God."
I pressed the baton against her thigh and pulled the trigger, watching her shake, groaning. I only gave her a few seconds.
I pulled her head up by the hair. "God has nothing to do with what I'm going to do to you and your lover for the rest of this weekend."
I put the baton away, looked over and winked at a frightened Alice, and got my kitchen shears.
I stood in front of Roger for a second, then leaned over and punched him in the gut as hard as I could, leaving him bent over and gasping. "Sorry about that Roger. The assault isn't supposed to start until much, much later, but I couldn't resist. Forgive me old buddy?"
I started cutting away his clothing, laughing at his angry pleas, threats, taunts and the sickening begging. When I had him completely naked, I looked down at him shaking, then looked back at my wife. "Really, Flo. For this? Jesus, I'd expect better from you." I reached down and grabbed a fist-full of stomach flab. "Come on, baby. You've got to be kidding."
I put my foot up between his legs, and pushed, making him groan. I kicked at his shriveled up cock. "And this? Fuck, it's almost invisible. I thought you said it was so much bigger than mine? That you wanted to feel stretched out."
She was moaning, looking over at me. "It was a bad, stupid joke, baby. I'm sorry."
"Well, looks like the joke is on you three. Since this, or whatever is left of it when I'm through, is all that you're ever going to get to enjoy again. I mean, seriously? You were lying there naked, with him, he shows you this, and you start screaming how big he is?"
I walked back to Flo, who was looking up at me in despair. "It had nothing to do with sex, Jim. It was a fucking ignorant joke. The stupidest thing I did, or ever will. He wasn't bigger than you. Yes, he was hard for me, and he even pulled down his underwear, but I didn't touch it, or let him touch me with it."
"What made you come so loudly, dear wife?"
She had the decency to look ashamed. "His hand, and mine. I started on myself, and he slipped his hand over mine. I was stupid, Ok? It wasn't sex. It was a fucking stupid joke, and I was excited about what I was doing, what you were thinking. I wanted it to sound real."
"Humiliating me got you off?"
"I didn't think of it that way, but I understand how you might. It was the power, the control of the situation. I'm so damned sorry. I really am. Please stop this."
I laughed. "I imagine you're sorry now. Not sorry enough to stop humiliating me at the last barbecue."
"What are you going to do?" she whined.
"Lots and lots. I promise, you won't get bored."
I grabbed my baton, when back to Roger, and pressed it against his balls, pulling the trigger, making him scream and shake uncontrollably.
"Bet that hurts like a mother-fucker. But it's only temporary, and my pain went on for months and months. You owe me, asshole."
I put away the baton, and got out the electrode pads, applying the gel before placing them on Roger's body. "I read the stun gun won't leave you impotent, unless you use it several times on the genitals. What do you think the magic number is, Roger? How many times can I do it, before you never, ever get it up again. Five? Ten? A hundred? I've got lots of time, and tons of batteries."
"Please," he moaned. "I only played a joke on you. A stupid joke."
"Yes, a very stupid joke. That's all I'm doing now. Fair's fair."
I slapped another pad on his bare chest. "As long as I keep the voltage down, it shouldn't stop your heart," I warned him.
I know I was ignoring Alice, but that was part of the plan. By now, they both knew she was there, and obviously not a willing participant.
I walked over to her now, running my hand over her body. "You have a beautiful wife, Roger. Utterly charming. Why would you want to destroy your marriage, chasing after my wife? Why?"
"I wouldn't. I swear."
I walked rapidly over to the voltage regulator, and turned it up, about a third, making him scream as the current ran through his body. I gave him about 5 seconds then shut it off.
I walked over and slapped his face hard. "I don't like lies, Roger. You really wouldn't want me angry."



I moved back to Alice, standing behind her, and started caressing her front, up to her breasts. "What was it Roger? Your wife's tits not big enough for you? Why go after my wife?"
He was gasping, head down. "I liked her. That's all. She understood me, my sense of humor. She was pretty. I liked her, and started wondering what she'd be like in bed."
I strode back to the trolley, and he started begging. "Don't! Please, I swear it's the truth. That was all. I was curious. I liked her, and thought she liked me."
I had a bottle in my hand, and stood in front of him. "I'm not going to shock you, at least not at the moment. I believe you. I appreciate your honesty. I'm going to reward you." I held the bottle with the squeeze spout to his lips. "Drink up."
I gave the bottle a squeeze, and he drank. "Lemonade. Remind you of anything, ol' buddy?"
"I swear I was just trying to make up. That's all."
I held it to his mouth, and gave another squeeze. He drank most of it, but some still leaked out of this mouth. "I believe you. You never managed to nail my wife did you? You wanted to get back in our good graces with her. I get it. That's why you got her to help."
He nodded, helplessly.
I returned to the transformer, and gave him a smaller shock, a little longer.
"Why?" he groaned, afterward.
"Because I can, my good friend. Because I can."
I pulled the trolley over in reach, then stood behind him and pulled his head back as far as I could, by the hair. I put the wet towel over his face, then poured water from the pitcher slowly over his covered mouth, watching him suck at the material. You have to love the internet, such a wonderful source for inspiration.
He fought, almost freeing his head, as his hair tore out. When I thought he'd had enough I pulled the cloth away, watching him spit out the water, gasping.
"I love having a friend like you. So fun to play with. We're going to have lots of fun, aren't we?"
"Please," he moaned. "I'll leave. I'll move away. Whatever you want."
"Now why would I want that? We're such good friends. Best friends, really. No, I want you to stay. We're going to play and play and play..."
Flo was calling out to me, begging me to stop. "Don't Jim. This isn't you. You're not like this. I know you."
"You knew me," I told her. I walked over, and caressed her beautiful face. "I wish you hadn't worn this dress. I always loved you in it." I grabbed it in the front, tearing it viciously, opening the front. "You made me like this, faithful wife," I growled, tearing the sleeves off, pulling at the material until it was lying in a pile in the corner, leaving her naked except her bra.
"Don't...don't hurt me," she pleaded.
I laughed, going to the trolley and returning with a large knife. "I guess it's all up to you, isn't it?"
"No," she pleaded, as I pressed the tip of the knife against her chest. "I love you," she gasped.
"I know. I love you too," I answered, pulling her bra forward, and slicing the strap between the two cups, exposing her tits. Just a few more slices, and it was lying in the same heap as her dress.
"I figured it only fair that your lover and accomplice should get to see you naked one last time, since you're getting to see him."
"Stop, Jim. You're acting crazy," she begged.
"Acting? Do you really think I'm acting, my dear sweet, ever-so-loyal wife?"
I applied the gel to the electrode pads again, placing them over her breasts, on her stomach, and between her thighs. She cried hysterically as I attached each new one, tugging gently to make sure they're secure.
From the trolley I got one of my favorite new toys, a long metallic dildo, with a clit vibrator attached to the large rubber base where the wires protruded. I lubed it up and eased it inside of her, until it was fully seated. "I'd like you to meet the Samurai. I think you're both going to love each other."
"Please don't, don't," she whined. "You'll kill me."
"Hardly, love. Then play time would be over. Can't have that."
I returned to the source of the infection. "Roger. Dear friend. You are such a lucky man. It's about time for us to start playing for real. I don't think you're going to enjoy it much, but I'm not going to let that get me down. Are you ready?"
"No," he pleaded. "I'll do whatever you want. I swear. Don't do this."
I walked over to Alice, who was looking at me in fear, tears in her eyes. She was stretching toward the keychain, to her locks, and found out that it was about a foot too far for her to reach. I pulled the gag out of her mouth.
"Stop, Jim," she said softly. "It's too much. This is not a joke."
"Shhh, sweetie. You've been so good so far." I stroked her hair softly, brushing it back from her face. "You still have an important role to play tonight. You need to be strong."
I moved behind her, and unzipped her dress, slowly easing it off her shoulders. It slid down until it was stopped by her arms.
"Stop it you fucker!" Roger yelled.
"So brave, Roger. I'm proud of you. Defending your woman." I walked over and gave him a 1/4 charge, for ten seconds. When he stopped screaming, and looked like he was almost over it, he got a full 1/2 charge for just a couple seconds more. Man, was that a difference! He really didn't like that.
"Don't pass out on me, Roger. Stun gun to the balls will wake you right up." I grabbed the baton, and stuck it between his legs. "Like this." I pulled the trigger.
Before he recovered, I was back with his wife. "I'm going to release your hands now. Don't do anything stupid, Ok?"
She nodded mutely. When I had her released, she stood quietly, rubbing her wrists, while I lowered the dress down her body. "What are you going to do?" she asked, standing in her underwear.
"Now I think that's up to your kind husband."
I walked over and stood in front of my victim, grinning. "Here's the way it's going to go." I held up a simple kitchen timer. "Thirty minutes, this round. I'm going to give you thirty minutes of my full attention. I've got lots more toys to play with. Some of them sharp. Some hard. Some very, very hot. I'll let you think about that."
"Please," he moaned.
"Like I said, you're lucky. These two women can save you from a lot of pain. Emphasis on the 'lot'. At any time, my dear wife, the object of your desire, can ask me to give her some of what you're getting. I will reduce your punishment five minutes each time she does."
I looked over at my wife, and smiled. "You heard that, dear? If you think I'm too harsh, you and I can play."
I strolled back to his wife. "This little beauty can also save you. If she were to, let's say, 'distract' me, then of course I won't be able to deal with you as much as I'd like to."
"The real question, of course, is why would she? She heard it from your own mouth, you've been trying to seduce my wife, right under both our noses. Kissing her, and trying to make it sound like it was a joke, getting her clothing off, fingering her. Making her come for you. Such a funny joke. You are such a card, Roj! Hilarious."
"Don't touch her," he groaned.
"Oh, I don't want to. I'm deeply in love with my own dear, loving, faithful, loyal, supportive wife. You'd have to beg me to touch yours. Hell, even that wouldn't help, who am I kidding? You'd both have to beg me."
"Fuck you," he growled.
I laughed. "Good. Growing a spine. I like that. Let's start the timer." The clicking could be heard clearly throughout the basement.
I pulled on my latex gloves, got the ultrasound gel and rubbed it onto Roger's chest. I made sure it covered enough space. I grabbed the design transfer and pressed it against his skin.
"I heard that my loving wife just adored your etchings. You remember, Roger? I thought I'd give her a nice etching right here, where she could never miss it in the future." I peeled the paper away, leaving a design of a limp penis and balls on his chest.
"There. Looks so real. A little bigger than life-size in your case, but outside of this room, how many people will have to know?"
"I'm going to kill you," he snapped.
"I doubt that. I seriously doubt that," I laughed.
I pulled the wheeled cart over, and lit the propane torch.
"What the fuck!" he whined.
"Patience, ol' buddy. This will only hurt...nah, who am I kidding? This will hurt more than anything you ever dreamed possible."
I had the steel rod in hand, held by a welding glove, and lowered it into the flame, right at that interior blue pyramid, letting it glow.
"Don't move too much, wouldn't want to mess up the design," I warned him.
Both women were shouting at me. Alice was the more interesting, pleading for me to go to her.
I leaned in and pressed the steel at the beginning of the design, and dragged it about a quart of an inch across this skin. The smell was disgusting, and the sound almost equally so, although it was drowned in his scream. "Not bad, for a first time," I told him. "I figure only about twenty minutes to get the outline in."
I placed my tool back in the flame, whistling merrily. "Whistle While You Work," seemed appropriate.
"When I'm free...," Roger gasped.
"If you're free," I reminded him, drawing the steel across his skin, setting off more screams from all three of them.
Before I could touch his skin the fifth time, he caved in. "Alice," he whined. "Please. Go to her."
I pushed a little harder, and dragged the metal slowly. The burn was a little over an inch long. "Beg me," I told him, heating the steel up for the next go-round.
"Please, no more. I'm begging," he sobbed.
I turned to Alice, "What do you think, beautiful?"
She nodded. "Please, enough."
I cut off the torch, removed the gloves and walked over to her. "How do you plan to distract me?" I asked.
"M...my mouth," she said softly.
I leaned over and gave her a small kiss. "I think I'd like that. But he still has almost twenty minutes to go."
"I know," she whispered, her eyes pleading.
I grabbed our camping mats from the corner, and placed them, stacked, on the floor against the wall. I reached up and unsnapped the chain from the wall. She looked surprised. I had locked the chain to her neck, but a simple carabiner attached it to the loop on the wall.
She got on her knees, and I took off my shirt, while she opened my pants.
"Don't do it, Jim," my wife pleaded.
"Sorry, Miss Faithful, unless you want a little fun of your own?"
She shut up.
Alice was good. She took me in her mouth, semi-soft, and within a couple of minutes I was stiff as steel. She pulled off and licked me, kissing my shaft, teasing me. I knew what she was up to, playing, burning time off the clock. I let her. I was in no hurry, and the longer our spouses got to watch, the better.
She returned to sucking, and I was pleasantly surprised at how good she was. She looked up at me, her eyes smiling. I had to smile back.
"What? Did you really think I didn't know how to give a decent blow-job?" she teased.
"Fuck, Alice. That's not a 'decent' blow-job. It's a friggin' masterpiece."
She sat back on her heels giggling. "You know, I could drag it out for a half-hour, or we could make a deal."
"What kind of deal?" I asked, curious.
"Call this round over, and I'll give you my best. It might not last as long, but I think you'll be satisfied."
"Beautiful, you've just made yourself a deal."
She was right. It didn't last ten minutes. She could take my entire length, right to the root, and had no qualms doing so. She mixed it up, deep, shallow, work the head, work the shaft. Her hands were busy, stroking me, playing with my balls. She had me groaning, and her head sped up. "God, that's good," I moaned.
She got her hand back on my shaft, stroking rapidly, while her mouth teased the crown, sucking, licking, teasing. "I'm gonna come," I warned her.
She kept her head still, her tongue laving me, her hand stroking smoothly. I erupted in her mouth, filling her warm enclosure, shooting off over and over again.
"God, that was wonderful," I told her.
She grinned. "I'm glad someone thinks so."
I walked over to the cart, and turned off the timer. Then I returned to Roger, and slapped his face as hard as I could, rocking his head back.
"You are such a dumb fuck. Risking that?"
I went to the mini-fridge, and grabbed myself a Coke. It was thirsty work.
"Alice, can I get you a drink?" I asked, as she sat on the mat, in her underwear. "Something to wash away the taste?"
She laughed. "Sure, something diet. But not to wash away the taste. I'm kind of savoring it."
Roger, stared at her. "You bitch."
She pouted. "I'm sorry, honey. Did I hurt your feelings? I won't do anything else with him, I promise. I was only doing it to help you, but if you don't want me to..."
I popped open the drink. "Diet Dr. Pepper?"
"Perfect," she said.
I went over to my wife. "How are you doing, baby?"
She looked at me angrily. "How could you?"
I looked at her in mock surprise. "You tell me. How could you?"
"It wasn't the same."
"No, it wasn't. You're right. I won't touch her if you don't want. You know how to make me stop."
"I could do it for you," she pleaded.
"Of course you could. But tonight that's not one of the options." I walked over to the cart and returned with the gel, and the applique. I rubbed the gel on her breast, then pressed the design down. A cute little broken heart, only a couple of inches across.
"There. Now any time you ask, I can start to make that a permanent part of you. All you have to do is say 'please'."
She looked at me tearfully. "You wouldn't do that. I know you."
"You knew me. Before you and your lover broke me. The rage burned in me for months. Every time I heard you come, all I could think about was you with him."
She sobbed. "You never said anything."
"I never would have, if you hadn't started up again. I tried to bury it, kill it, until it faded. You wouldn't let me."
"It wasn't me," she whined.
"If you hadn't been with him, he never would have gotten you to give me that drink now, would he? If you hadn't stood there, laughing at me, I might have made it. Maybe. Those last minutes of humiliation were too much, and I lost control."
Her fingers were reaching out to me, and I placed my hand in hers. "I'm sorry," she said.
I kissed her. "I know. But it's my turn to play the Joker."
"You're not going to hurt me, are you?"
"Only if you ask, my love. Only if you ask."
I stood, stretching languidly, absurdly happy with how things were going.
"Can I get either of you two, fun loving pranksters a drink?"
"Water," Flo said softly.
I grabbed a water bottle, opened it and slid a straw inside. My wife loved straws. I placed the end to her lips and she sucked. I held it for a while, until she'd finished maybe a third. "Thank you," she whispered.
"Anything for you, my love. All my life, you know I'd do anything for you. Deny you nothing. Work as hard and long as it takes to make sure you were taken care of, all of your needs met."
The tears escaped again. "I know. God, I was such an idiot."
"Don't let it eat at you. It's not good. Trust me."
I turned away, and she cried out for me. "Jim!"
"Yes?"
"What's going to happen to us?"
"Monday, baby. We'll talk about it Monday."
"Can't we talk when this is over?"
"Absolutely. I promise, as soon as I'm done, we can talk to your heart's content. Monday."
She understood. "That means..."
"Correct, lamb chop. We have lots and lots more time to play. Oodles of time. You guys have played hundreds of jokes on me. If I only get one, it's going to be a long one."
I turned to Roger. "Something to drink before we get started?"
He looked at me cautiously. "A shot?"
"Bullet to put you out of your misery, or Scotch?"
"Scotch."
I opened the counter above the workbench, and pulled down a bottle. I held it to his lips. "Drink up."
I tilted it up, and he swallowed three times, before I lowered it. "Water chaser?"
He coughed. "Please."
"Of course. What are friends for? And you and I, we're such good friends, aren't we?"
I let him drink from Flo's bottle. "No germs, I figure. You've already swapped spit."
He drank. "I am sorry about that. It was a lousy thing to do, go after my friend's wife. I did think we were friends."
"We are. Good friends. A little joke would never change that."
I got the timer out. "Round two. Forty five minutes."
I grabbed the electric clippers and started shaving his head from behind.
That didn't seem to bother anybody too much. Flo watched calmly, and Alice had a sly little grin on her face. I spoke to her as I worked on his new haircut. "Not going to offer to distract me?"
"No. He doesn't want me to. I'd never go against my husband's wishes. I've always been faithful to him. Always."
"You know, you're a hell of a wife. I wish they made more like you."
She smiled for me. "You're not so bad yourself."
"Not so bad?" Roger snapped.
"Shut up dear. This is our joke, not yours. You've earned this."
With his hair gone, I got the electric razor, and finished the job in relative silence. I grabbed the aftershave, splashed it on my hands, patting it on his bald pate.
"There. Feel better?"
He seemed to be calming. "Thank you. That didn't hurt. I was afraid you were going to pull it out hair by hair."
"Shame on you! I'd never do that. Besides that would be messy, and I want the perfect palette."
"What?" he asked.
I grabbed the design, this time a stencil cut out with three large letters. "BFF. Best friends forever. You and me, right bro?"
"What are you going to do with that?" he asked nervously.
"Apply it to your head, of course. You shouldn't mind that. It's the truth."
"You going to burn it in?"
I taped it to the back of his head. I returned to the cart, and got out my scalpel. "Nothing so callow," I explained. I wiped the blade with alcohol. "No, I'm going to carve it in."
Another set of latex gloves and I stood behind him. "Try not to move, this first part will only hurt a little."
I slid the blade down his skin, and heard the intake of breath. I tried to make it clean and easy. I didn't want him to fight this one. Not yet.
"Shit," he moaned.
"Sorry, I was hoping the Scotch would help. You bleed like a stuck pig, Roger."
I was surprised to hear him chuckle. "No shit. Fucking knife to the head typically does that."
I stopped. "Don't make me laugh, buddy! I don't want to mess this up. It's looking good so far."
"Gee, thanks."
I finished the cuts, and wiped it clean. It was still seeping blood. "Step one wasn't so bad, was it?"
"No," he admitted freely.
"This next part might sting a little." I took the acid and dipped the natural sponge into it, then applied it to the stencil. Roger gasped, "Fuck!"
"Shh, it only takes a few seconds for the acid to take hold. We want a nice bold statement here. Not some little line drawing."
"Shit, shit, shit," he moaned.
When it had enough time to make its impact, I rinsed off the residue, and removed the laminated stencil. "Damn, I'm a friggin' artist. You're going to be proud of this."
He laughed. "Yeah. I bet."
"No, really. I mean it. It looks good. Besides, your hair was way too thin on top. The fucking comb-over wasn't working. You look a lot better this way. Seriously. One friend to the other."
"Great. You wait until now to tell me?"
"What do you think ladies? Nice look for him, or not?"
He turned to face his wife. "He looks a lot younger. Kind of manly," she said.
"I wasn't manly before?"
"That's not what I meant. Manlier. I like it."
He turned to Flo, who was watching us all cautiously. "What do you think?" I asked.
She seemed hesitant to say anything. I walked over and took a swig of my Coke. "Go ahead, baby. We're all friends here. Be honest."



She looked at me, then replied. "She's right. Up top it was looking kind of thin, lifeless. It's a better look for him."
I saw her squirming as she looked back at me. She still had that toy up inside of her.
I grabbed the controller and she glanced at it, scared. "No, Jim! You told me to tell the truth!"
"I did, and you did. I'm not punishing you. I'm rewarding you."
I turned it on, and she moaned, "Oh, shit!" The vibrator started working on her clit, while the varied electro-stimulation started up inside of her. "F..f..fuck," she groaned.
"It's Ok? Not too much?"
She shook her head, her hips moving. "W..what..." she moaned.
"Just a toy I found. A little joke. You thought I was going to electrocute you." I said, reaching down and tweaking her nipples.
She nodded.
"How could you? You must know I love you. I took you back after the terrible humiliation and the unfaithfulness. You're my wife, silly girl."
She was gasping, "God, I'm so s..s..sorry."
"Shhh, no more sorries. We have to get past that. Just know I love you." I kissed her softly. "At any time, you could have stopped what I was doing to Roger or Alice, and this is what you would have received."
"I...I...thought..." she gasped, and I heard the start of her orgasm creeping up on her.
"You thought I'd hurt you. You don't know how much that pains me. I could never hurt you, my love. You don't trust me, and you don't respect me, and yet you expect me to trust you."
I grabbed her nipples and squeezed, pulling them, just as she liked it. I got my reward, that piercing keening of hers, that could cut through walls. She finished, gasping, and I turned off the device. I leaned down and kissed her. I felt her tongue pierce my lips.
"Stop this, please," she begged. "It hasn't gone too far. It's not too late."
I brushed my lips against hers. "I can't. We're nowhere near the punchline yet. Remember me asking you to stop it? Walking up the stairs, with your arm around his waist, shaking your hips at me. I begged you, screamed, pleaded. You kept going, knowing full well what you were going to do to me."
"I didn't think it would go that far," she said sadly.
"You placed yourself in that position. Willingly. Eagerly. Cuckold and humiliate me for nothing but a lousy joke."
"You're better than me. You can still stop this."
"No."
I checked the clock. "Good, plenty of time, still twenty-two minutes to go."
I grabbed my stencil and walked back to Roger. "Part two, good buddy." I slapped the stencil on his forehead, and he shook his head trying to shake it off.
"What the fuck?" he whined.
"Coming and going. I want the world to know that you and me are BFFs"
"Don't. Not there. My chest. Do it on my chest."
I laughed. "No way, Jose." I grabbed my scalpel, and put on a new set of gloves. "Don't move, or you'll get blood in your eyes. Foreheads bleed like crazy."
Unfortunately, I didn't have any hair to hang onto, so I had to practically climb on top of him, holding his head in one arm, while he cursed me. "Don't! I'll kill you, I fucking swear I'll kill you!"
"Not likely once I'm done with you." I told him coldly.
The blade pierced his skin, and he wriggled partially free. The cut was jagged. "God Damn it, Roger!"
I got up and gave him a blast of the juice. Fifty percent for 10 seconds. His screams echoed loudly. When I was done, he was drooling, blood from the cut on his head dripping down his face.
"That was 50% for ten seconds. Next time I'll go to 75% for twenty. You might survive it. I don't know."
"Alice," he moaned.
"What?"
"Please. Alice."
Alice reached behind her and unsnapped her leg chain from the wall, crafty girl, and walked over to us. "What was that honey?" she asked sweetly. She went to my cart and got some of the gauze and wiped his wound clean.
"Please, baby. Help me. Don't let him hurt me again."
"What do you want me to do?" she asked.
"Anything. Whatever he wants."
It was kind of sad, seeing a grown man cry. Hell, who am I kidding? I loved it.
She lifted his head, and kissed him. "I won't let him hurt you anymore. Not if I can help it."
He sobbed harder, and she held his head against her chest. When she pulled away, her bra was covered in his blood. "Bandage him, please?"
I nodded. I put a little antiseptic on his forehead, and applied a Band-Aid. I also went to the back of his head, cleaned it up, and examined my work.
Alice was standing beside me. She giggled. "You did a good job. Why the acid?"
"It's supposed to make it a bigger, darker scar. Really make it stand out."
She touched it softly. "It's kind of sexy, don't you think? Takes a hell of a man to get that done to him."
"Yeah. He took it well."
She gave me a hug. "He's an asshole, but not a total jerk, you know. I wouldn't love him so much if he was."
"I know that. He was my best friend."
She giggled again. "Forever. Now everyone will know it."
I put a large gauze bandage over it, then went to the clock. "I'm adding five minutes," I told her. "For the cleanup work you asked for."
She put her hand on mine. "Turn off the clock. You'll get more than you bargained for."
I turned it off and she took me over to the mats, then removed her bra, and stepped out of her panties. "Damn it. I loved that bra," she griped, looking at the blood stains.
"I'm sorry. I'll buy you a new one."
"Two?" she bargained.
I laughed. "Two matching sets, Ok?"
She pulled my head down and kissed me. "New deal?"
"Let me hear it."
She looked over at her husband, watching us. "I'll fuck your eyes out, I swear. Like nothing you've ever had. But you have to stop this."
"No deal."
She had her hand on my cock, squeezing it gently, firming it up. "Please, for me?"
"I can't. Not yet. We have to get to the punchline."
She nodded. "How about this? No more hurting him. No more shocking. No more cutting. No more burning."
"Counter-offer?" I suggested.
She got on her knees, and her mouth engulfed my cock. She looked up at me expectantly.
"If he's good, and doesn't fight me, I promise I won't burn him, cut him, or use the electrodes on him again. I might have to hurt him a bit more, but he'll have some control over that. If you trust me, it can all be over soon. I shouldn't, I had a lot more planned, but for you, I'm willing to make an early end of it."
She pulled off of my new erection, and stroked it. "You're asking me to trust you?"
I nodded.
She turned to my wife. "Should I trust him?"
Flo nodded, sadly. "Absolutely."
"Lay down, big boy. We've got a deal, and it's time for me to pay up."
She was as good as her word. Amazing. No, that's not a good enough description. Incredible. Epic. Mind blowing.
She had muscular control over her pussy that I would never have imagined possible. She could sit still while waves of pleasure engulfed me. She rode me like a champion cowgirl, with a stamina that left me breathless.
I had to remove her collar and anklet after just a bit. The stupid chains kept getting in the way. At first it was kind of cool, laying the chain across her skin, seeing it shake, knowing what it symbolized. Then it was just a pain.
I fucked her doggy style, missionary, and on her side, straddling her leg, the other over my shoulder. She was multi-orgasmic, and a screamer, and I loved every moment of it. She rode me a while, then sat in my lap, letting me play with her tits, while she kissed me. I got her back on her knees after a while, and went for the big finale.
When I came for her, she joined me, screaming my name, then turned around and sucked me clean. She worked on me, taking her time, until she had me hard again, and took me through my paces once more.
"You got some fucking lube in your pile of toys?" she gasped, while I pounded her from behind.
"Of course."
"Get it. I want that beast in my ass," she growled at me.
Not one to argue with a beautiful, horny woman, I grabbed the lube I had used on my wife, and greased her up.
"Don't do this, Alice, please," Roger whined.
"Anything, you said anything," she reminded him.
"Not that. Not for him."
She ignored her husband, and looked me in the eye. "Fuck my virgin ass, Jim. Ream me and make me scream."
She didn't have to ask twice. In spite of her request, I took it slow and easy, letting her get used to it. She moaned a lot, and squeaked out a couple of soft cries, but she managed to take it all.
"Jesus," she moaned. "Women like this?"
"Some. Men do. At least I do."
She grunted as I stroked into her. "Fuuuuck," she groaned.
I worked slowly, short partial strokes, opening her up and getting her looser. "Please tell me it gets better," she moaned.
"Want me to stop?" I asked.
"No fucking way. You're going to fuck me cross-eyed. Get to it."
"Rub your clit," I whispered to her, stroking slowly.
It took a couple of minutes, and I heard her breathing harder. It was easier, and I was pulling out further, pushing in deeper. She grunted at the end of each stroke, but didn't complain.
"G...Good?" she asked.
"Amazing."
"Fuck me," she moaned.
I looked over at her husband. "You really never got a piece of this? You poor sorry schmuck. Who's the wimp now, dickless?"
I fucked her harder, longer, faster. She was shaking, her cute ass-cheeks quivering. I grabbed her hips, and pounded into her.
"Ohmygod," she squealed, and I felt her ass clamp down on me as she came.
"God, Alice, you are the greatest," I told her.
I heard my wife sobbing in the background, but I wasn't about to start lying now.
"Use me, lover. Use me hard. Fuck my slutty married ass."
I wish it could have lasted forever, but after only another minute or two, I was screaming as I plundered her sweet ass, and filled her bowels with my steaming seed.
I collapsed next to her, and she cuddled up to me, kissing my shoulder. "Did I meet my end of the bargain?" she asked.
"And then some. I think I'm blind. You've got to help me find my eyes. Some crazy married slut fucked them out."
She laughed, raising up and kissing me on the lips. "Towel?"
"Work towels, blue, under the bench."
She got up, waddling over to the corner, and I watched her grab a few towels, stuffing one up between her legs. She had the cutest little closed-leg walk, stopping in front of my wife.
I could hear her clearly. "I'm sorry. I couldn't let him hurt my husband anymore. You of all people should understand that. Defending your husband. Maybe you could learn something."
Flo's tears had stopped. "You're right. I should have protected him, not made fun of him. I'm sorry."
Alice leaned down and kissed her on the cheek. "No more sorries, remember?"
Flo gave a little laugh. "You started it."
Alice giggled in turn. "I guess I did. Ok, no more sorries for the past."
Flo nodded. "Deal." She laughed softly. "You're good at deals, aren't you?"
"Not usually. Special times make for exceptional cases."
"You're not going to take him from me, are you?" Flo asked nervously.
"God. If only I could. There's not a chance of that, and everyone here knows it. There's only one woman for him."
"It didn't look like that."
"That was just sex, honey. A one-off. Stupid revenge. He only loves you."
"What if I don't love him anymore?" Flo whined.
"Then he's mine. But you and I both know there isn't a chance in hell of that."
Alice came back to me, knelt and wiped me clean. She gave me a taste test, then sucked me for a while. Though the spirit was willing, the flesh was weak.
"No more?" she asked piteously.
"Sorry angel. You did me in. It'll be a while before I'm ready to go again."
She pushed me back and laid on top of me, kissing me. "That was incredible you know," she said softly. "All of it. I never came so hard or so much. She's an idiot to chance losing you."
"I think we can say the same about your husband."
She grinned. "Yeah, but I already knew that about him. Time to start again?"
"Yeah, sorry. I'm going to have to chain you up."
"Why?"
"The next part is upsetting. Very upsetting. I have to do it, and I'm going to ask you to trust me again."
"You're going to hurt him, aren't you?"
"I'll keep my promise to you. I just need to finish it."
"Please. Don't take it too far. There's still a chance you know?"
I kissed her softly. "I don't think so. Trust me, Ok?"
She nodded sadly, and put the collar around her own neck.
I kissed her ankle before closing the cuff around it, then put the chains through the eyes on the wall. I went to the corner, worried about the ending. I really needed to finish this. It would all be for nought if I didn't. I returned to Alice, locking the chains together.
She looked upset. "Oh God. This is going to be bad, isn't it?"
I nodded. "I didn't start this. But I'm going to end it. For good."
"Please, Jim. Don't! Don't take this any further. I...I'll do anything you want. I swear. I'll be your fuck slave for life. Just stop it now. Stop it."
God, it hurt to see her like that. "I can't." I felt the tears welling up in my eyes for what it was going to be like for her.
"Oh God, Jim! Don't. Please, please, please. I'm begging. I'm on my knees begging. Don't do whatever you have planned!"
I wiped my tears, and went over to my wife. "You know I love you. I always have. You were the best thing that ever happened to me."
The tears rolled down her face. "There's still time to stop. There is. You don't have to keep going. I forgive you. For everything. I'll be the best damned wife anybody ever had, but you have to stop."
"I can't. It's gone too far. It all ends tonight." I grabbed the duct tape and strapped it across her lips. She fought me, then sank back against the ropes, sobbing. I removed the electrodes from her skin, wiping carefully. I cupped her breast softly, feeling the delightful weight, wondering if it was for the last time.
It bothered me that she was naked. I retrieved my shirt and put it over her, covering her torso. She whined through the duct tape, but I just shook my head.
Roger was watching me anxiously, as I approached him. "We're done now, right? All even. Hell, you took my wife, Jim! You fucked her brains out. All I ever did was get my hand in your wife's panties."
I was quiet, removing the electrodes from his body. He was trembling. "We're good?" he pleaded. "No hard feelings. I got what I deserved. Not much of a joke, but I guess I had it coming. Even that thing on my head. BFF. We can be friends again. I'll never go after her. You have to know that. No more jokes. Please!"
"I'm sorry, Roger. We had our run. Best Friends Forever. But forever ends today."
"Damn it! Don't do anything stupid Ok? You don't want to fuck your life up for someone like me. I'm not worth it. You have a woman who loves you. Everyone knows it. Fuck, you're all she talks about, man. Don't let that go. Not for anything."
I put away my toys. Covered them up. I went over and put on my pants. Alice fell to her knees, clinging to my leg. "No. Not this. Don't to this."
I pulled her away and she fought me. Fought hard, scratched me good, drawing blood. "You fucker! You promised!" she shrieked. "Don't take him from me! I love him. He's all I have. Don't do this to me! I don't deserve this."
I managed to get out of reach of her. I pointed up. She looked upward and saw the key hanging down. She followed the string it was attached to.
"When that block of ice melts, the key will drop. You can free yourself and Flo when it does. I'm sorry it will be a while. I really thought this would take much longer."
Realization dawned on her and she gasped. "Oh God, Jim! This is crazy. Don't do this. What will Flo and I do?"
I shrugged. I avoided looking at my wife of 23 years, and went to the cart. I lifted the gun free.
Roger was struggling against his ropes manically. "Don't! Please. It was all a fucking joke. Don't you get it? Don't you have any sense of humor? It was only a stupid fucking joke. Nothing worth dying over. You can't do this."
"I can. My kids are grown up. My loving wife of 23 years doesn't trust or respect me. She thinks it's fun to humiliate me with her asshole lover. What am I supposed to do with the rest of my life? I can't live without her."
"No. She loves you. She does. We got stupid, but it's over. It's over man. Put down the gun. You've got to stop. You got your revenge. Fuck, buddy, I'll wear it the rest of my life."
"Your short life."
"No. NO! Let me wear it. Let me remember what it cost me to be a lousy friend, lousy husband and stupid prankster. Let me look at it every day, and know what my idiotic games came to. Don't kill me. For the women. Please. They're both more than either of us deserve."
I walked behind him and pressed the barrel against his head. "BFF," I said softly.
"That's right. BFF. Best friends. You and me. We both fucked up. You know you did too. We can end this all now."
I laughed sardonically. "My plan exactly."
"NO! Not like this. We end the pranks. No more one-upmanship. It's over. I swear on my life, we can let this go. I'll never say a word. I'll fucking wear my brand proudly. I will. Let me have Alice, let me live. I'm begging, man. I'm begging you! One last act of friendship. You don't have to do this."
"Listen to him, Jim." Alice called out. "He means it. I know he does. Let it end here. It doesn't have to go any further. For Flo. You'll break her heart. Think about the kids. Don't do it for him. Don't even do it for me. For the kids. Your perfect kids."
"Goodbye, Roger. I'm sorry."
"NO!" he screamed. "God damn it! If you're going to shoot me, have the balls to stand in front of me and do it to my face."
I walked around him. His arms were bloody where he'd struggled to free himself. Fitting.
I lifted the gun slowly, and he wailed. "Please. PLEASE!"
He pissed himself. One last fitting act.
"Sorry, Roger."
I pulled the trigger.
The 10 inch bar shot out of the handle, the cloth unfurling, as he screamed. Alice started laughing hysterically, collapsing on the ground. "You mother-fucker!" she shouted.
I grinned, turning the gun so Roger could read the large letters. "BANG!" Yellow on a field of red. The perfect punchline.
"Who doesn't have a sense of humor?" I said to him, before he passed out.
==============================
Let me know what you thought of this alternative ending. I couldn't help think the only way to deal with a joke, was with one of your own. Even if nobody thought it was very funny. Your comments are always welcome.
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I stood in the vestibule of my tent, holding Teri's hand, still stunned by my incredible luck, and wondering what was in store for me under the canvas.
I passed Teri a towel. "Let's get rid of most of these clothes out here, so we don't bring the storm in with us."
I stripped down to my shorts before entering the tent, while Teri took off everything but her underwear. We toweled off, and I gave her a quick hug and kiss, before opening the zipper and heading in. I had quite the surprise waiting. All three girls were naked, with Shannon lying on my sleeping bag between the sisters.
"Are we the best girlfriends ever?" Julie asked. "Look what we have for you. A beautiful naked teacher, all primed and ready to go."
I could see that Julie had her hand between Shannon's legs, and Lisa was playing with her tits.
"Alex," Shannon greeted me, slurring her words, "your girls are being so bad."
"Julie, what are you doing?" I asked her softly, kneeling down beside her.
"Getting her ready for you. You don't get us, until you do her first."
I was torn. This wasn't what I'd expected, but then again, nothing this weekend had worked out the way I'd supposed. I felt hands around my hips and looked over my shoulder to see a naked Teri pulling down my shorts. "It's Ok, Alex. Everyone can see how you two are with each other. It's just us. Nobody has to ever know."
Shannon might have been drunk, but she wasn't completely gone. "You all have to promise. Nobody can know," she said. "Promise?"
Julie leaned over and kissed her. "We promise. It's our secret. Forever."
Shannon looked at Teri. "Promise?"
Teri surprised me for the umpteenth time tonight by leaning over Shannon and kissing her softly. "I promise. I'd love to see you with him, if just this once."
Shannon turned her head to Lisa, for another, deeper kiss. "I promise too," Lisa said.
Shannon opened her legs, looking at me. I moved between them. "I'm so worked up now, I won't last 10 seconds," I warned her.
She grinned, struggling up to a seated position. "I'm going to suck you dry, then you can do me, Ok?"
I think I liked drunk Shannon.
The girls pulled me to the ground, gathering around, and then Shannon was between my legs, holding my cock in her hand, looking at it. "I've wanted this for so long, Alex. Why did you make me wait?"
"I wanted to graduate first, so we wouldn't risk your job. Next summer I was going to fuck your pretty brains out."
She gave my cock a lick. "I guess we'll just have to get started early." She looked around, "It's our secret right?"
Everyone nodded, watching while her sexy mouth lowered over my cock. She bobbed her head up and down slowly a few times, then lifted up, sucking hard, and pulled off me with an audible pop. "Is that what you wanted, you naughty boy? Sticking your hard prick in your teacher's nasty mouth?
"God, I'm so close Shannon. Suck me off, please."
It didn't take a lot of time or finesse. She smiled and took me in her mouth, moving her head up and down steadily. She watched me the whole time, only using her mouth. It wasn't a minute before I warned her of my release. "Now," I groaned, thrusting up into her mouth, and releasing my soul between those amazing lips.
I came hard, shooting over and over, each time I thought I was finished another burst shooting outward. She kept me in her mouth, letting me finish then sat back on her heels, opening her mouth for us, showing it coated from top to bottom with my cream. She crooked her fingers toward Julie and Lisa, beckoning them closer. The girls moved toward her, and she pulled Julie close, pressing her lips to her, sharing my cum. She pulled back, a sticky string stretching between their lips, turning to Lisa. Lisa went to her eagerly, and they kissed for an eternity, before Shannon pulled away. She closed her mouth, swallowing, then opened it for me, showing empty. She smiled at the sisters. "See? I can share too."
Teri was on her hands and knees, over my waist. She looked up at Lisa. "Can I get him ready for her?"
Lisa nodded. "Sure. But that's all for now, Ok?"
Teri didn't answer. She started working on my cock, licking and kissing it. I watched as Shannon moved over next to Julie, putting her arm around my girlfriend's waist. "Aren't you even a little jealous?" she asked.
Julie grinned. "Nope. He could have had her. Could have had any one of them. He chose me. Me." She turned and pressed her lips to Shannon's, kissing her deeply. "I'm never going to let him regret that choice."
I was already hard in Teri's generous mouth, but I wasn't about to stop her. It was too fun watching my friend of so many years enjoy herself.
Lisa noticed. "I think he's ready," she observed.
Shannon leaned over and ran her hand down Teri's bare back, all the way to her sweet little ass. "Let her play a bit. I think he'll last a while now." She turned to me. "You're going to last for me, aren't you Alex?"
"I swear, this thing isn't going down until dawn. Not with you guys here."
We gave Teri a couple more minutes. It was nice, filling her mouth, watching her play, sucking, licking, kissing. In a way it was good she didn't know what she was doing, I was hard, but I wasn't really getting worked up. I'm sure Shannon would have had me on my third erection by now.
Shannon lay down beside me, sighing sweetly. "Whenever you want me lover, I'm here for you."
I reached down and lifted Teri's face off my cock. "Thanks beautiful. That was nice."
She pouted. "Nice? I was going for incredible."
I laughed. "Maybe if you're good, the girls will allow you some more practice. I'm sure you can be incredible."
I got up and moved between Shannon's legs, pausing to listen to the rain and the murmur of the last of the evening's revelers. I lifted her legs, pulling them back toward her head. Julie and Lisa were kneeling on each side of her, watching. I looked at them, "Hold these, will you?"
The girls took Shannon's legs, tilting them back. "Gently," Shannon warned, "I'm not as flexible as you young things."
She was wide open for me, a pretty little field of red hair above her open pussy. I lay down between her legs, lowering my mouth to her moist lips.
"Oh, God, Alex," she moaned. "Eat me."
I did my best, putting all I'd learned one special weekend at the beach into play. She was moaning from the beginning, and it didn't take me too long to get her to come for me.
She was a moaner, pretty quiet otherwise. When she came, the moans rose in pitch, quieting afterward. She was consistent about that, as I made her come on my tongue twice. The third time, when her moans had nearly reached the perfect pitch, I rose up and thrust my aching cock into her, to the hilt, pushing her immediately over the edge, and making her come hard on my cock. Lisa leaned over me, caressing my side, her hand wandering down to my ass, squeezing my butt cheek.
"Did you like eating her out?" she asked, while I drove my cock in and out of our teacher with a nice leisurely pace, enjoying myself.
"I loved it. Making her come like that."
She kissed my shoulder. "You'll do that for us, right?"
I chuckled. "Until you beg me to stop."
"Mmm. That might take a while. There are two of us, you know."
"Lisa, I'm dying to taste your sweet little pussy."
"Let her legs go," I told my accomplices in the ravishing of our teacher.
They did, and Shannon stretched her legs out, then wrapped them around me. I leaned over her, bringing my face down to hers. "I could do this forever," I told her softly, kissing her briefly.
She grinned. "That wouldn't be fair to our friends. Half of forever will do."
I was feeling strong, in no hurry to finish. And I wanted to play.
I pulled out of her, rolling her over, and lifting her hips high. She rose up on her hands, looking back at me. "Like this, lover?"
"Exactly like this," I told her, sliding back inside her warmth.
Julie shuffled over on her knees, looking down at where I was sliding in and out of our teacher. "God that looks sexy," she said, reaching between us, her fingers bracketing where my cock was entering Shannon.
"Kiss me?" I asked.
She grinned and brought her lips to mine, kissing me warmly, our tongues playing, while I fucked Shannon. Lisa moved in on my other side, tapping her sister. "Share?"
Julie pulled back, grinning. "Always, with you sissy."
I turned and kissed Lisa, for a long, long time almost missing it when Shannon's moans started rising. I pulled back from Lisa, grabbed Shannon's hips and hammered her. She came for me sweetly, gasping, and dropping her head to the ground, that sweet pussy of hers still held high for me.
I looked around for Teri, who was laying on her side, watching us, her hand between her legs. I blew her a kiss, and she grabbed it out of the air, and placed it between her legs, moaning loudly, then winking at me. God, this was a part of her I'd never have imagined.
Shannon sighed, pulling away from me. "Let me watch you with them, Alex. Please." She rolled onto her side, looking devastating.
I looked back and forth between Lisa and Julie. "Shall we?"
Lisa nodded. "Lie down."
I did, stretching out, eager to start. Lisa turned to her sister. "You go first."
"Are you sure?" Julie asked, straddling me.
Lisa nodded. "I want to feel his tongue."
She straddled my head, lowering herself. I held her by the hips, adjusting her, until I had room to work. I was right. She did have a sweet pussy. I felt Julie lower herself onto my cock, her tightness driving me crazy.
I spent several minutes under the two of them, before they traded places. Same blonde peach-fuzz, same narrow inner lips, same hard little clit. I couldn't tell one from the other, not by look or taste. Lisa rode my cock a little harder, and was easier to drive into. Funny that my cock could recognize the difference.
I was starting to feel that change in urgency, when they switched back again. They didn't talk, one minute they'd be straddling me, then they'd be switching. The brief switch helped reduce my need.
They were playing with me, switching more often, only a couple of minutes each time. I was losing track, even my cock was getting confused. I felt the sister on my face starting to squirm against my tongue, and I worked hard to try to get her off before the next switch. I wasn't successful, but I was getting to both of them finally. The next pussy was in the same state of eagerness, trembling against my tongue.
After the next switch, I pulled her hips down and sucked hard around her clit, pressing forward with my tongue. I was rewarded with two hands gripping my hair and pushing back, while she shuddered her release.
The girl at my waist was fucking me hard, and I thrust up against her, groaning, gasping for air. The pussy over my face drew away, but the one down below kept working. I looked down and saw Julie, eyes closed, forehead wrinkled in concentration, while she rode me.
I reached for her, pulling her down to my chest. Her eyes burst open staring at me. I lifted her hips up and jackhammered that tight little pussy, until she squealed for me coming so very sweetly.
Lisa lay down beside me, watching. "Fuck her hard, Alex. Pound that poor tight little pussy to pieces."
I was straining from the exertion, but I kept pounding into her, listening to her sweet little moans and gasps. I recalled the night before when she'd gone multi-orgasmic on me. "Come on my cock, Julie. Come for me."
She cried out, shuddering, gasping, then cried out again, "Fuck," she groaned.
Lisa whispered, "Not inside her, she's not on the pill yet."
I moaned, pounding her with long strokes, feeling that small sexy body tense up, before trembling with ecstasy.
"I'm going to cum," I gasped to Lisa.
Lisa moved down and indelicately pushed her sister off me, taking my cock in her mouth. I held her head, thrusting into her hot mouth for a few more strokes before erupting. She swallowed gamely, sucking me dry, before pulling away.
"Lisa!" Julie whined, "Where's my share?"
Lisa grinned. "Next one's yours, Ok?"
That seemed to console her. "Alright, but don't forget."
I looked over to the side and saw Shannon was sleeping. "I guess we were too boring for her."
Teri giggled. "Are you kidding? That was better than porn. You guys fucked the shit out of him."
Lisa grinned, grabbing my cock and shaking it. "You want to get him ready for us?"
"Can I?"
"Please, have fun."
Teri was looking for some fun of her own. She straddled me in 69, peeking back over her shoulder at me. "Do you mind?" she asked.
"I'd love to taste you, Bestie."
It was wonderful. We just played with each other, licking, tasting and sucking. Lisa peeked over Teri's ass. "Hey Alex, you got anything to drink in here? I'm really thirsty."
I took a break from licking Teri. "Sorry. Nothing."
She pouted. "Where can we get something?"
"I'll get us some water," I told her. "Teri, can we take a little break?"
Teri rose up, grinning. "No hurry. As long as we can play later."
Lisa gave her a hug. "All the oral you want. I promise. Just no sex, right Alex?"
"That's it. She stays a virgin," I confirmed.
Teri sat up, hand stroking my cock. "Works for me. You guys are the best."
Julie piped up. "That's the plan. Best girlfriends ever. He'll never be able to leave us. Who else would be willing to share with someone like you or Miss Shannon?"
I threw on shorts, and headed into the night. I had my coffee pot with me, planning to fill it with water. The camp had completely died down, and things were pretty quiet. I noticed that some of the sleeping bags were intimately close, but I kept my distance, not wanting to interfere with budding romance.
I walked through the second shelter, where we'd spent such an interesting evening, finding it empty. I figured that Max may have convinced Wendy to join him in his tent after all.
The third shelter held the picnic tables, and the foodstuff that had been moved from the last shelter before the storm. The huge water cooler was there, as I'd hoped, and it only took me a few moments to fill my pot.
I had an urge to check all the tarps, just in case, and to work on the fires, but I forced that urge down. Enough Boy Scout for the evening. I had more serious business ahead of me. Two sisters that I was going to do my damnedest to wear out, before they broke me.
Back in the tent, I was welcomed with a naked parade of firm teenage flesh. We filled up a mug and passed it around, twice, to slake our thirst. "It was that damned tequila," Lisa said.
The girls had opened up one of the extra sleeping bags, and covering our sleeping teacher with it. I went to check on her. She was sleeping soundly, and I couldn't resist leaning over and giving her a little kiss goodnight.
Julie showed up next to me. "If you want we can wake her up."
"Let her sleep. You and your sister are more than enough for me."
She giggled. "Let's just play a while. Get to know each other, a little like last night."
Her idea was for us to relax in the dark, kissing, hugging, touching, fondling, all that good stuff. She even thought Teri should play along.
We killed the flashlight, and played. There was no attempt to hide who was who, the dark just made everything a little more intense. I spent a good amount of my time playing with the 4 Samuelson tits, which I doubted I'd ever get enough of. Every time I moved to a new one, I seemed to earn a chuckle. "You really do like our tits, don't you?" Lisa asked as I moved from one tasty nipple to the other.
"They are perfect. The best in the school. Best I've ever seen."
"Ellen's are a lot bigger," Julie said, offering me hers.
I teased her nipple hard. "Bigger isn't better beyond a certain point. Your bodies are both so amazing, soft, curvy, firm, smooth, it's almost beyond belief."
"What about Teri?" Lisa asked. "What do you like about her?"
"I love her tits, on her. They fit her. And she has the most incredible ass and legs. I love to watch her walk away from me."
I got a squeeze from beside me. "You really like my ass? It's not too big?"
"Are you kidding? It's maddening how sweet your ass and legs are. When I used to beat off to thoughts of you every night, I was almost always thinking of that perfect butt."
"You masturbated thinking of me?" she asked.
"Non-stop from 7th to 10th grade. I've come for you thousands of times."
She sighed, reaching down and squeezing my cock. "Damn, Alex. You have to stop telling me things like that. My pussy is flooding and the urge to cram that huge cock of yours into my virgin pussy is driving me crazy."
Julie must have been behind her, at least that's where her voice came from. "So fuck him already. You both want to. It's your stupid rules keeping you apart. I'll give you a free pass."
I turned toward her, feeling Lisa cuddle up behind me. I leaned down and kissed my longtime friend. "We can wait 'til you're ready. There is no rush, Teri. We can have lots of fun, without making you go that far."
I reached down for her breast, and found Julie latched on to it. The girl was a never ending supply of surprises.
Teri moaned slightly. "I just want it to be special."
Lisa giggled. "More special than this? None of us are ever going to forget this weekend. Ever. Julie, was it special for you?"
"Oh my God! To have you here with me, and my fantasy man doing it, in the dark with everyone touching me, unbelievable. My dream boyfriend took my cherry, and I got to share it with you." She sighed. "It was so incredible. Later, when Miss Shannon and I shared him, just the two of us, and he gave me my first sex orgasm, and then later, a dozen more, I could have died and gone to heaven. Shannon was so sweet, helping me get that first one, and telling me it was Ok that it was uncomfortable at first, that he was big, it wasn't just me. I could just eat her up."
Julie had let the cat out of the bag. "You screwed Miss Shannon last night?" Teri asked.
"It surprised the hell out of me. I was freezing to death when I got back from fixing up the camp for everyone. Only Lisa and Julie were up. Lisa, you drifted off, while Julie tried to warm me up, lying on top of me. Shannon woke up and cuddled in next to me to help warm me up. She was topless. So I held her and we talked about the camp."
Julie giggled. "He was freezing. Teeth chattering, body trembling, the whole works. His normally great big cock was a little tiny cold Vienna sausage hiding from me. Then he kissed her and I swear he grew to full size in less time than I can say it. He really liked kissing her."
I laughed. "I did. I like kissing her. But then wild thing thought it would be a good idea to put my cock to more intimate use, right there in front of Shannon."
Julie chuckled. "She called me 'Heaven'. I only got to do him for a few minutes before he asked me to switch places with her. I couldn't believe he was going to do her right there, with me watching."
"Pretty good, huh?" Lisa asked. "Nailing the teacher."
"Hell, I've wanted her since I brought her home the first time. We almost did it once, a long time ago, but stopped. I knew I wouldn't be able to handle seeing her in school every day and not give it away. We've been flirting ever since. Every once in a while I'll steal a little kiss, but not like last night."



"He did us both," Julie giggled, "taking turns. How cool was that? Sharing him with her. He made her come for him, and then he fucked my brains out, making me come so much I thought I was going to die. And she helped me get that first one, playing with my clitty, while he pounded me into the ground. I don't know how long he fucked her after that. I fell asleep and twice woke up to him still screwing her."
"You guys didn't act like you'd been doing it, when you were around the fire," Teri said.
"I think we've been around each other long enough now, that we can keep it separated from our public life. At least I hope so."
Lisa had her hand around my stiff cock, stroking it. "Fuck her again for us, Alex?"
"She's sleeping."
"I know I'd love to be woken up by your big dick plowing me," Lisa argued.
Julie liked the idea. "Let's do it, Alex. Let's fuck her again."
"She'll love it. To think you can't resist her, even with these two here." Teri said. "I know I would. That would be special. Losing my virginity to you because you couldn't resist having me, even sleeping, with these two here. God, I almost came just imagining it." She moaned. "I'm half asleep, and I wake to you kissing me. I feel you between my legs, pushing yourself in. I'm groaning, feeling its thickness, a sharp pinch when you steal my virginity, then that wonderful cock filling me. You're holding me, that hunk of meat sliding out, and then pushing all the way in, filling me completely, bottoming out. 'I couldn't wait a moment longer', you tell me. 'I had to have you'. Now that would be spectacular."
I had to laugh. "No, that would be rape. Fucking a sleeping virgin."
She pulled me down for a kiss. "You can't rape the willing."
Julie wasn't having any of it. "Suck him Teri. Make sure he's hard and wet. We're fucking Miss Shannon."
I felt like a bastard, but I let them talk me into it. We uncovered Shannon and opened her legs. She mumbled a bit, but seemed relaxed. Teri was on her hands and knees sucking me sloppily. I pushed her away and pressed the head of my cock into Shannon's pussy, moving it up and down until she opened for me. I pushed the head in and leaned over her, watching her beautiful face, as I eased the full length of my cock into her.
She didn't wake up immediately. She gave a soft little moan somewhere around the 4th or 5th stroke. I long-stroked her gently, and leaned down for a kiss. Her eyes fluttered, and slowly opened. She smiled so sweetly it broke my heart. "Mmm, that's nice," she said softly, closing her eyes.
I stroked her harder, making her perfect tits jiggle. She wiggled underneath me, pushing back against me. "God, that's good. I wish I could wake up like this every day of my life."
Lisa poked me. "See? I told you she'd love it."
Julie squeezed in between us, and kissed her. "You're gorgeous when you're sleeping."
Shannon's eyes opened, slowly focusing on Julie. "What time is it?"
Julie kissed her again. "It's still the middle of the night. You can go back to sleep if you like."
Shannon sighed, "You couldn't resist me, could you, Alex? Not even with our little wild thing here."
Teri giggled. "Told you so."
I leaned in and kissed her, fighting with Julie for access to Shannon's luscious lips. "Who could resist you? I just had to have a little taste. I couldn't wait until morning."
Shannon grinned, "Anytime you want, lover. I'm yours."
Julie moved down and started sucking on Shannon's tit. It wasn't long before Lisa was latched on to the other one. Shannon moaned sexily. "Your girlfriends are naughty, Alex."
"Just relax, Shannon. Sleep if you want to. We'll only play with you for a little while."
"God, you're all so bad. Playing with me. Using me. Fucking me." I could barely hear her as she muttered. "Am I dreaming?" she asked.
I was on my knees, holding her legs up, and fucking her harder. "You're in my dream," I told her.
Teri was still a bystander. "Kiss her, Teri. Get involved," I told her.
Teri climbed up next to Julie, and leaned over Shannon, hiding her face from my view. All I could see above her belly was my girls covering my teacher. Leaving that sweet pussy, the object of so many fantasies, to me.
I watched my cock entering her, plunging into her over and over again. The view was intense, and ridiculously exciting. I fucked her harder, feeling her move under me. I was only going to play, but now I knew that I had to finish inside her.
I tilted her legs back and drove down into her. The feeling was exquisite. Too intense to hold back. I groaned my need, "I'm going to come," I announced, moments before exploding deep inside her. I kept stroking into her, pumping out all I had, hating the thought of ever pulling out of her.
Teri was the first to back away, giving her a last kiss. "Good night, Miss Shannon," she said.
Julie took her place, kissing her for a while. "Thanks for that. Sweet dreams."
Lisa gave her a kiss as well, "We love you Miss Shannon. We all love you. You're the best."
I pushed my semi-hard cock into her, and leaned down for a goodnight kiss of my own. "You were wonderful. Thank you."
She grinned, her eyes still closed. "Thank you, Alex. That was the best dream I ever had."
I still couldn't stand the idea of pulling out of her. I eased in and out, kissing her gently. I concentrated on the feeling, and who I was doing. Slowly, I felt some stiffness return. Not complete but enough to move inside of her.
"More?" she asked smiling sweetly.
"Just a little, if it's Ok," I said grinding into her, letting her warm tightness breathe life into my cock.
She opened her eyes and lifted her arms. "Hold me, Alex."
I laid down on her, wrapping her in my arms. I felt a hand touching me where I entered her.
"Kiss me," she asked.
I pressed my lips to her, exploring her mouth with my tongue. She started moaning for me, softly at first. I picked up the pace a bit, pushing deeper, getting that beautiful reaction from her, the escalating moaning, pulling her mouth off mine and gasping, fingers digging into my back. Teri lay down next to her, brushing Shannon's wild red hair back. "It's Ok, Miss Shannon," she whispered. "Come for him. Come for us. Come for me. Let me see what it's like to be with him."
Shannon reached out for her, hugging her tightly. "So good, baby. So good."
Enough gentleness. I rose up on my hands, fucking her hard. She groaned, and the moans started up again, after Teri's interruption. Lisa was over my shoulder, caressing me. "Finish her, Alex. Give it to her."
I grabbed Shannon's shoulders, and hammered that forbidden pussy, finally wrenching a beautiful orgasm out of her, feeling her body tense up, her moans peaking. I slowed down, moving gently inside her, while she caught her breath, slowly relaxing.
I stopped, kissing her gently. "Thank you," I told her softly.
She smiled, stretching sweetly. "Mmm, you're spoiling me."
I chuckled. "I'm going to spoil you a lot more, you know that right?"
She nodded, her eyes closed. "Counting on it. Now play with your girls."
I gave her a last peck, rolling off of her onto my back. I wasn't exposed for more than a few seconds before Julie was sucking my cock.
She lifted her head, grinning at me. "I can taste her on you."
I reached down, and pulled her up my body, getting a cute little squeal for my efforts. I kissed her, and felt her sliding my cock into her tight young pussy.
"Did she taste good?" I asked.
"Mmm. So hot, knowing it was her juices on you."
"You like girls?" I asked.
She wriggled on my cock. "I don't know. It's all new, you know. I like Teri and Shannon. Kissing is cool, and getting to play with their boobs is a lot of fun. I like that a lot." She lifted her hips, and settled down on my cock, taking almost the full length. "I like this more."
"You liked tasting her. Do you think you'd like tasting it directly?"
She gave me a kiss. "Kind of scary, you know? That's different."
Teri was lying beside me, quietly watching our interplay. I looked at her, while Julie rode me gently. "You are the surprise of the night," I told my longtime friend, pulling her close for a kiss. "I love that saucy mouth of yours."
She grinned. "How about a little taste now?"
"I'd love it."
She moved down between my legs, and I lifted Julie's hips high, releasing my cock. I felt Teri's mouth engulf me, sucking me so nicely, before easing my cock back into my girlfriend. I thrust into Julie, and she moaned.
"She's touching me," Julie whispered.
"Like it?"
"MmmHmm," she moaned, holding me.
I reached down and grabbed her tight little ass cheeks, spreading them open. I thrust into her, and held her still, filled with my cock. It was perfect for me, taking the edge off.
"Oh God," she groaned, and I felt Teri's hands covering my own. "She's licking me back there," Julie whispered.
"Ok?"
"God, yes," she moaned. "She's going to make me come."
I started pushing into her, just a little, keeping her impaled, while Teri played with her.
"Oh fuck! Oh FUCK!" she cried out, grinding against me.
Lisa was sitting next to us, giggling. "You like that, Jules?"
"Oh God, Fuck me Alex. Now, hard," she gasped.
I lifted her hips, driving into her fast and deep. Lisa moved closer, her face close to mine. "Two fingers in her bottom," she whispered.
Julie hunched over, whimpering, before suddenly crying out. I felt her pussy clenching down on my cock. I kept pumping her, through her orgasm, feeling that change in her as she came off her high. She was gasping, shaking, looking at me with eyes open in wonder. Julie's mouth opened, no sound coming out, as she came for me again, hard. It seemed to last forever. It was working me up, to my own finish.
I long-stroked her, bottoming out on each deep thrust, her body rocking with each new movement. Lisa reached in and grabbed her sister's tits, giving her nipples a hard squeeze.
Julie went wild, fucking back against me hard, wrenching her ass free from my hands, pounding down against me. She gasped, and I felt her trembling again, and again, until she slammed down on me, crying out once more.
She was gasping for air, noisily, "Too much," she moaned.
I lifted her up bodily, putting her on her back, and climbing back between her legs, driving into her with one hard stroke, and pounding her with all I had left.
I loved the way she came so easily, once she was worked up. I knew I couldn't last much longer, and somehow managed to remember I wasn't supposed to come in her.
I reached out for Teri, grabbing her head, and pulling her down to where I was connected to the wild one. Julie was coming for me in delightful spasms, wordless cries escaping her. It was too much. I pulled out of her, and pushed Teri's face over my cock. She took it eagerly, let me stroke into her mouth, aggressively, making her gag, until I could hold back no longer, letting loose inside her teasing mouth.
Immediately, I felt guilty for using Teri like that. She was sucking me clean, and I pulled her up off my cock. I lifted her to her knees, kissing her softly. "Sorry, I didn't mean to be so rough."
She grinned. "Am I incredible yet?"
"Jesus, yes! Better than my fantasies."
She kissed me hard, the taste of own cum strong on her lips. "Good. Use me however you need. That was amazing."
Lisa walked up to me on her knees. "I'm starting to feel a little left out," she pouted.
I looked down at her sister, who was lying helpless and used up. "That's silly. This was all just a prelude to the main act." I nodded at Julie. "Let's tuck her in with Shannon, before you and I get down to business."
Her smile was brilliant. "Promise?"
"Absolutely."
I lifted up Julie, and Lisa drew back the cover off Shannon. I laid the tiny teen down next to our teacher, pulling Shannon's arm around her, before covering them up.
"Was this your plan? Wear us out, one by one?" Lisa teased.
"I don't want to wear you out. I want to love you until dawn," I told her, kissing her softly, my tongue brushing against hers.
The flashlight we'd attached to the overhead cord was dimming, but it had served its purpose. "I think that's enough of the craziness for a while. I'm going to turn that out, and lay with you two for a minute, like the first night."
I reached up, removing the light from the string. I opened up the big sleeping bag, which had served as a mattress for us so far, lay down inside it and brought both of my girls in to my arms. With everything much saner, I turned out the light, dropping it behind my head. It was pretty much shot anyway.
Lisa kissed my shoulder. "You look like you're worn out. That was pretty crazy what you did to Julie."
"Not at all. It's just that the craziness isn't what I need right now. I just want to hold you, touch you, feel you against me. This is all so incredible. You here with me? Unbelievable. I just need to experience it for a while."
"Any more incredible than doing our teacher?" she teased.
"Different. I knew that I'd have her someday, just as I knew for a while that I'd probably be having your sister. But you two? Either one of you is beyond belief. Having both of you here with me, like this? Forget the sex for a moment. Just this, naked, alone, touching, kissing, it's totally and completely beyond even my best fantasies."
I kissed Lisa firmly, my hand caressing her. "You were out of reach. Too much to hope for. The hottest girl in school, and always taken."
She giggled sweetly. "I'm not the hottest girl in school."
"What are you, nuts? Of course you are. Tell her, Teri."
Teri chuckled. "Gotta be top two or three. It's hard to pick just one. But she'd be on anyone's list. That body? Are you fucking kidding me?"
Lisa was rubbing me gently between my legs, keeping my cock, if not hard, thick and substantial. "This is pretty fantastic, isn't it? This, here, now. Us."
I was enjoying the fondling. I knew that before long, I'd be putting it to her again, but for the moment, I wanted the intimacy. "Fantastic is a nice word for it."
Lisa leaned across me, her hand reaching for Teri. "Are you having fun, Teri? I know this is all kind of crazy. Not what I expected when I thought you should join us."
Teri giggled. "And what were you expecting?"
Lisa sighed, resting her head on my shoulder. "Something totally different."
I kissed her forehead. "Share?"
She chuckled. "I guess I thought it would be me and Julie here in the bag with you, with Miss Shannon and Teri looking on. You'd take turns with me and my sister, while they watched. More voyeuristic, I guess. Less hands-on."
I hugged her to me. "Kind of what I was expecting," I told her softly. "More intimate than what happened."
"Me too. I thought I'd be in for a show. Not the designated fluffer," Teri added.
"Fluffer? How do you even know about things like that, little Miss Innocent?" I teased.
"I thought you had a thing for smart girls?" she responded. I felt her hand join Lisa's on my cock, getting a little more of a rise out of it.
"I have a thing for this one."
She kissed me on the neck. "Can I say something?" she asked hesitantly.
"Of course."
"It's not always like this, is it? I mean, I really like playing with your thing. It's so cool to hold it, taste it, see what it does, feel how you react. But the way you pound these girls with it, what you did to Julie, it's kind of scary."
Lisa laughed. "No, it's not like this. Not in my experience."
Teri sighed. "Thank God. I'd be scared to death to let him have me. I honestly think I'd dislocate a hip or something. I wouldn't be able to walk for weeks."
"Now you're being silly," I told her. "Don't you remember last night? The way I was with Julie? Slow and gentle is the key for the first time."
"I figured that might have been because of the situation."
I pulled her chin up and kissed her gently. "No. I'm not a beast."
Teri was obviously still curious. "What was your first time like, Lisa?"
"Nothing to write home about. After a couple of months of fooling around, and getting fingered plenty, when we finally decided to do it, it took a few minutes to get it inside, and a few seconds before it was done and wilting." She giggled. "I thought two minutes was all I could expect."
She climbed on top of me, relaxing in my arms. "To be fair it wasn't always like that. Darrell was a little better, and he'd at least get me off with his hands now and then. And a few times he was up to the task, giving me a few minutes before popping. I never came on a cock before this one, though."
"What's it like?" Teri asked, softly.
Lisa leaned over and kissed Teri. "Beautiful. Really. Someday you'll see. Feeling so full, and wanted. That crazy feeling building up inside, nothing like doing it to myself. God, it's nice." She turned back to me, kissing my lips gently. "Make me feel like that again, Alex?"
"I'd love to."
She sat up, and reached between her legs, slowly sliding me inside of her. "This, right now, you've got to try it, Teri. Feeling him open me up, his thick shaft stretching me so deliciously. The full feeling when it's finally inside. Moving a little until the fit is a perfect match, knowing that my little pussy is encasing his entire cock." She settled down on me, wriggling her hips a bit. "There. Now. I can feel the pressure on the back of my pussy. If he was even half an inch longer, I couldn't take it all. It's on the verge of uncomfortable, so big, so thick, filling me completely. Like it was made just for me. God, Teri, it's amazing."
She rose up, until I was barely inside her. "You can pull out, and feel it all over again, the slow filling, the feel of him rubbing my insides. Slow, like this," she murmured, taking her time riding my full length. She giggled. "Until he can't take the teasing, and hammers it home."
I took the hint, held her hips, and drove my cock into her, making her grunt. "Shit," she gasped. "Mind blowing. Knowing how bad he wants me."
"How would you do me, Alex? My first time." Teri asked.
I pulled Lisa down and kissed her softly. "Ok if I show her? With you?"
Lisa kissed me back. "I'll be a virgin for you. Show us both what it could be like."
I rolled over with her, putting her on her back. "I'm no expert, of course, but first of all, we spend a lot of time getting you worked up," I said to my lovely audience of two. I leaned over Lisa, kissing her warmly, my tongue exploring her mouth, taking my time. I kissed her all over her pretty face. "I can't believe this is happening," I told Lisa softly. "I want this to be perfect. Talk to me. Let me know if I do anything wrong. Share with me what you like."
I moved down her body, nibbling her ears, tasting her neck, pressing my lips against her collar bone. My hands were in motion, gliding across her skin, caressing gently, learning her.
My southward journey paused at her breasts, letting me enjoy them the way I had wanted to the past couple of days. Tasting, sucking, nibbling, tugging at her hard nipples, squeezing the supple and generous flesh. "You have the most wonderful tits. This is Ok, right? Let me know if I'm too rough," I told her softly, before sucking her nipple deep into my mouth, biting down carefully on her breast, hearing the sweet sound of her first moan. I flicked my tongue across the pink peak, before taking it between my teeth and pulling, stretching her tit out. Her torso twisted, offering her tit to me. When I felt the tension was too much, I closed my lips and sucked hard on her nipple, until it popped free. I gave its twin similar treatment, playing until the need to continue urged me downward.
The voyage was a slow one, exploring the flatland of her waist from side to side, from tits to tan-line, teasing her cute innie, nibbling her soft flesh. I pushed the sleeping bag down, exposing her body under the dim outside light of the fire reflected off our tent. My eyes had grown accustomed to the dark, and I could barely make out shadows of my playmates.



I was at her hips, licking her hip bones, tugging on her fine pubes with my lips.
"You don't mind the hair?" she asked nervously.
What a stupid question. "It's beautiful. Perfect. Like all of you. So fine and soft, all natural like everything about you. Never shave it off. It would be a crime." I ran my fingers through it playfully, tugging lightly.
"I thought guys liked it shaved," she said.
"I don't know about anyone else, but I swear as God is my witness, I couldn't imagine anything more perfect than your pretty little playground here. You keep it trimmed so cutely, a little arrow, pointing the way to heaven."
I heard her giggle, and felt her running her fingers through my hair. "I really like that. The way you're touching me and playing with me. It's so sexy."
I was rubbing my face against the soft down, my tongue brushing her skin, my hands moving lower, at the joint of her leg, my thumbs stroking the soft flesh where her legs met her body.
With her puffy tight pussy in front of me, I took the playing more seriously, exploring her, playing with the narrow folds of flesh, pinching gently, pulling, parting her lips. She started squirming, her hips rolling. I licked the inside of her thighs, the outside of her swollen lips. I teased the inner folds open, sucking each one gently, hearing more delightful moans.
Moving my mouth over the top of her pussy, I sucked in all the flesh surrounding her clit, rubbing my tongue against the folds, pushing around the elusive bump within. "God, Alex, that's good," she moaned, her hand back in my hair. An excellent barometer.
I eased a finger inside of her, pressing against the outer walls, pushing downward, feeling the give of her flesh. I continued the sucking, while a second finger joined the first, easing her open, preparing her.
I looked up toward Lisa, and saw that Teri had followed me down, her face only a couple of inches from mine, straining in the near total dark to see what I was doing.
Lisa's hips were driving against my mouth, her breath coming faster, her hands pressing my head down. "Close," she whispered, "I'm so close."
I gave my tongue a little more freedom, piercing the folds, working its way down to tease her sensitive clit while I kept my mouth over her. My fingers were teasing the upper inside of her pussy, rubbing across the rough texture just a couple of inches inside, urging her onward.
The orgasm burst upon her suddenly, her legs clenching tightly around my head, her fingers pulling at my hair. "Fuuuuuuuck," she groaned, lifting her hips several inches from the ground, her entire body taut as one of the ropes tying down our tarps.
Her body slowly released its tension, settling back down, her legs opening invitingly, her hands brushing my hair back. "Sorry, I'm sorry," she whispered. "I didn't hurt you, did I?"
I gave her a long slow lick the entire length of her pussy. "No. It was nice."
"Nice?" she asked. "I almost tore your hair out and snapped your neck."
I climbed up her body, wiping my face dry with a hand, before kissing her. "Nice. I made you feel like that. That reaction. I loved it."
I kissed her again more thoroughly. "Are you ready for me now?"
She nodded, "Please. I need to feel you inside me."
I opened her legs, taking my cock in hand, and rubbing it up and down her opening, spreading the lips, pushing in just a bit. "I'm going to start now," I told her, pushing the head in far enough to lodge it in her opening. "You're tight. Really tight," I told her.
"Too tight?" she asked, teasingly.
"I hope not." I leaned over and kissed her again. "If I forget later, I want to thank you for this. For choosing me."
She hugged me, "God, how I wish you had been my first," she said.
"I am. This may hurt a little, but I'm going to take your cherry now. I can't get in any further until I do. Alright?"
She looked up at me, her gorgeous blue eyes only glistening shadows in the dark. "I'm ready."
I bent over her, my hands holding her shoulders. I thrust hard, driving into her to the very root.
She gasped, thrusting back against me, her back arching, her fingers digging into me, "Oh God!"
I held still, while she ground against my cock, "I know it hurts a little. Let me know when it's Ok to move again."
She moaned, "I felt it, Alex. I really felt you take my cherry," she said.
"I know, it was wonderful," I told her, leaning over her and kissing her softly, my cock buried inside of her.
"No, I'm serious. I could swear it was the real thing. That was fucking intense," she said, clutching me to her. "Fuck me now, slow and easy, while I get used to it."
I eased my cock out of her slowly, and took my time with her, screwing her so slowly, long full strokes. I started moving my hips more sideways, stirring her up.
"Oh shit! Do that some more," she said.
I fucked her for a long time, like that, on her back, playing inside of her. Fast and slow, short strokes, and long ones. All the different angles I could find, moving her legs around, using her wonderfully.
Teri spent much of the time behind me, up on her knees, holding me, touching me, kissing my shoulders and neck, and watching my cock pierce Lisa endlessly. "How long does this go on?" she asked quietly.
"Until one of us can't take it any longer. I'm thinking hours."
"You're going to last hours?" Teri asked.
"No. I'm going to last a good long while, over and over again."
"When are you going to go crazy on her?"
"I'm not. This is our first time. She may not even come. This is all about learning each other, and getting that sweet virgin pussy of hers used to having my fat cock inside of it."
Lisa was beautiful, laying there for me, eyes closed, letting me have her. I felt her start up the peak toward orgasm a few times, before falling short and moaning sweetly when I'd change things up.
"Let her come, Alex," Teri said. "I want to see it. A virgin's first orgasm on a cock."
It was worth a try. I leaned over Lisa. "I want you to come for me. What do you need?"
"Long firm strokes, Alex. All the way to the bottom," she said softly.
I kissed her, and did as she asked. Long, firm and fast, all the way.
"A little slower, and grind at the bottom," she gasped.
I slowed down, fucking her hard, grinding my hips against her with every stroke. I'd found her weakness, and watched her scale the peaks again, the sexiest sounds escaping her lips.
I could feel her legs trembling, and I pressed them backward, my hands gripping the back of her thighs tightly. I tried to maintain that same pace, not wanting to change anything, when it seemed to be working for her so well.
She started whimpering, squeezing her own tits, tugging on her nipples. "Harder," she begged.
I didn't speed up much, but each thrust was powerful, shaking her body. I found a motion that rubbed my pubic bone against her clit, sliding against it, at the end of each stroke. Her moans and whimpers became a gasp, and then quiet. I kept pounding her, and she finally went off, huge. She screamed out, and I hurried to cover her mouth with my hand, while I kept fucking her, milking the orgasm out of her. She screamed into my hand again, successfully muffled, squirming underneath me.
I eased up on her, fucking her slowly, while she recovered. She lay quietly, legs splayed open, unmoving, while I still played inside of her. She giggled abruptly. "Now THAT's how you fuck a virgin. Damn, Teri, I'm so jealous."
"Jealous of me?" Teri laughed.
"Hell yeah! That's what it going to be like for you, only better," Lisa said stretching sexily. "I got 5 seconds and an apology."
Teri gave me a hug. "Is that what our first time's going to be like, Alex?"
I stopped my motion and pulled her in for a kiss. "Yeah, except I won't stop you from screaming."
I pulled out of Lisa, and turned her over, lifting her hips up nice and high. "I've been dying to do this," I told her.
"Don't let me stop you," Lisa answered with a chuckle.
The last one had been for her, this one was all for me. I slid back into her and grabbed her hips, hammering her hard from behind. When I got a little tired, I made her fuck me, holding still while she did the work, backing up against me. I played with her firm round ass cheeks, squeezing and fondling them when I was screwing her easily, before grabbing her hips again and fucking her as hard as I could.
"Fuck," she gasped, "I'm going to come for you."
I looked at Teri, slowing the pace, "Don't let her scream."
Teri scrambled up the sleeping bag, holding Lisa's head in her lap. I hammered her again, as hard and fast as I could, for as long as I could last. I felt her tensing up, her teasing whimpers accelerating. It felt incredible, fucking her like I was, as hard as I could, claiming her completely, stretching her, molding her tight little pussy into my shape. I couldn't see what Teri was doing, but I knew Lisa was on the edge. And she was taking me there with her. "I'm coming, baby," I groaned, my hips going into overdrive, until I slammed deep into her, erupting powerfully inside.
Lisa was trembling, but quiet. "She's coming, Alex," Teri said softly.
I pushed the last of my cum into her, with short firm strokes, bottoming out with each. She whimpered sweetly, while I finished with a few last easy strokes, enjoying her while any remnant of my hardness lasted.
Teri moaned, "Lisa!" She gasped a few seconds later. "Oh God, Lisa!"
I eased in and out, until I wasn't hard enough to continue, sliding out of her. She stayed on her knees. I moved forward, and saw she had her head between Teri's legs.
I sidled up to Teri, holding her. "I guess she's as wild as her sister," I said softly, stroking Lisa's hair.
"Jesus, Alex," Teri whispered. "She's so good at it."
I played with Teri's breasts, kissing her shoulder. "I'll have to ask her for lessons."
Lisa rolled off, gasping for air. "Damn!" she murmured. "I need a break."
I laughed, straightening out the sleeping bags so we could lay in them together, a hottie on each side of me.
I pulled Lisa to my side, hugging her to me. "You're just full of surprises this weekend."
She cuddled in tight, "Is that Ok?" she asked sleepily.
"It's wonderful. Are we official now?" I asked, kissing her forehead.
"I hope so. Any more official I wouldn't be able to walk," she whispered.
I caressed her amazing body, still finding it hard to believe she was mine. Teri was squirming against my other side, looking for attention.
I turned to her, and found her lips, kissing her gently. She sighed, relaxing against me. "I could kick myself for losing you," she said softly.
I chuckled, which had Lisa tunneling under my arm. "You can't lose me, ever."
"You know what I mean. All these years when I didn't know, and now, because I was afraid."
I pressed my lips to her ear. "Girlfriends come and go. You are for keeps."
She kissed me again, a little more possessively. "Would you be my first if I asked?"
"Absolutely. I might have to invite the sisters along for the show, but there's no way I'd miss that."
"I'm having second thoughts. That sex thing looks kind of fun."
I gave her ass a squeeze, while she giggled. "It does!" she whispered.
"Let's see how you feel by the light of day."
She kissed my chin, "How do I feel now?"
"Like a dream come true. Honestly, you guys are killing me. The only thing I have left to fantasize about is going all the way with you. All my other fantasies have come true."
"Like?" she crawled more on top of me, her leg between mine, her arms around my neck.
"Anything with you. Seeing you naked, feeling your mouth on me, even just kissing you, are all things I've dreamed about for years."
"Not disappointed?" she asked tentatively.
"Not in the least."
"Not even the boobage? I'm the only B cup around."
"I love your cute tits, Teri."
"What other fantasies? And not about me."
"Shannon, of course. I've been dreaming about her for over a year. Unbelievable."
She chuckled, kissing me softly. "Good word for it. What else?"
"Lisa. I use to fantasize about her a lot last year."
"Not Julie?"
"No, she was under the radar until the last couple of months. And somehow I believed I could get her if I wanted her."
"Uh, yeah. Not like she didn't make it pretty damn clear."
"What was your favorite?" I asked.
She kissed me. "Easy. When you pulled out of Heather and came in my mouth. The first time I put my mouth on any guy's thing, and I got a mouthful. Between her juices on you, and the way you shot in my mouth, I shocked myself that I was doing it. Then swallowing your cum and sucking you back hard. God, I felt so naughty. Nasty. A dirty little girl, for you." She was rubbing her leg against my cock, and kissing my neck. "How about you?"
"The whole sleeping bag scene last night, especially the moment you climbed on me naked. My heart almost stopped. All up until the moment you were poised to take me, only a few seconds from making the ultimate fantasy come true, and that damn Shannon with the flashlight."
She giggled. "Kind of how I felt when the sisters showed up at your tent. Otherwise, I knew that Heather and I were going to give you everything."
I held her quietly, caressing her. "John, huh?"
She sighed. "Yeah. I'm interested. Lost two in one night. You and him. To the top of your list, no less."
"Patience, my naughty little BJ queen. I have a feeling Dominique and he may not last."
"Really? Why?"
"She knows he likes you better. She was jealous, when you were on his lap kissing. She told me to either take her, or take you back to my tent. Doesn't sound like she's too serious, if taking her was one of the options."
"And you chose me. Any regrets?"
I spanked her bottom. "None."
She lay on me kissing my shoulders and neck. "Sleep, naughty girl."
"Can I suck you again?" she said softly.
"I'm done. Really. Wiped."
"I don't care. Can I?"
"Go ahead if you want. Like I would ever say no to that?"
She climbed into the sleeping bag and took me in her mouth. It was wonderful and relaxing to feel her warm mouth on me. She was getting better, and she got me semi-hard. Pretty big and thick, but not quite fully up. She was content to suck and play with me for a long time, long enough for me to go to sleep with my 7th grade fantasy girl's mouth full of my cock.
* * *
I woke with the dawn, and a bad case of morning wood, in a tent full of naked women. I had to pee badly. I managed to free myself from the tangle of arms in the sleeping bag, and headed for the tent entrance, slipping out quietly. It took me a minute or so to soften enough to take a leak. The rain had stopped, and I looked around at the shelter, where everything was dead.
I would get the fire going in a minute.
I climbed back in the tent, stroking myself to hardness. I wanted to wake up Shannon right. She was only half covered by the sleeping bag, and she looked incredibly sexy. I moved the covers off of her, and opened her legs. God, I couldn't believe I was going to fuck her again, even if only for a little fun.
I rubbed myself across her opening, firming up instantly, and slid my cock into her. It took a little effort, and I leaned over her, kissing her lips. She slowly woke, opening her mouth to me. I kissed her deeply, my tongue exploring her mouth, while my cock eased its way into her.
She sighed, stretching and smiling. "Morning handsome," she said softly.
She cracked one eye, tilting her head. "What time is it?"
"Sun's coming up. I'm going to tend the fire in a minute and get the coffee going. But I couldn't resist having you again."
She smiled. "I'm glad. I've never been woken up better."
I fucked her easily, enjoying the ride, wanting nothing more than that feeling of being inside her.
"Did we really do it with everyone watching?" she whispered.
"Uh, huh."
"And again, with all those girls teasing me?"
"Yep. They love you, you know. You're everyone's favorite, not just mine."
She sighed. "God, I can't believe I let this happen. If word gets out..."
"Not a word to anyone. Ever. I promise. It stays in this tent. And in a couple of minutes, you're going to get dressed, and help me with the fire and coffee."
"Just a few more minutes?" she said sleepily.
I kissed her lips softly. "Sure. I'm going to say good morning to Julie for a bit. She fell asleep shortly after you."
"Mmm. Ok. You know how to wake me when it's time."
I pulled out of her, covered her up, and moved over a little, uncovering Julie. She was dead to the world, and I was fucking her for a couple of minutes before I got any response at all.
She was sighing in her sleep, while I long-stroked her. Her eyes popped open, and she looked startled.
"Shh, it's me, baby." I told her, stroking her hair, and pressing my lips softly to hers.
She sighed deeply, relaxing, "What a dream!" she whispered. "I dreamed you were teaching me how to fly, and to do it, I had to have you in me. When I woke, I thought we were really flying."
"Sorry, no flying."
She purred, wriggling against me. "This is so much better."
"I'm going to go get the fires burning, and start the coffee. But I wanted to tell you how wonderful being with you was. And say good morning to my new girlfriend."
She sighed, while I fucked her gently. "It was wonderful, wasn't it?"
"Perfect."
"You going to wake up sissy like this?"
"I thought I'd let her sleep," I whispered. "We were up pretty late."
"No. She'd love this. I promise. A little wakeup surprise on our first full day together."
This was getting a little crazy. "Ok, I hate to stop though," I said.
She giggled. "Don't worry. You're going to get as much of this as you can stand."
I kissed her softly, pulling out and covering her up. "You can sleep for another hour or so."
"Mmmhmm," she murmured.
I crawled into the sleeping bag, and rolled Lisa gently onto her back. I moved on top of her, and she reached for me, opening her legs, her eyes still close. I guided my cock into her, her sister's juices still wet on my cock. I pushed into her firmly, all the way inside within a couple of strokes, her arms holding me.
"Never wake me," she murmured.
It was slow and gentle, like the previous two, and she laid there quietly, not moving other than to sigh or moan quietly. I kissed her face, neck and shoulders, while I enjoyed her. When I kissed her, she opened her mouth slightly, letting me do whatever I wanted, her tongue barely moving in response.
I was getting excited, and slowed to almost a stop. "Go back to sleep. It was just a dream," I whispered in her ear.
She smiled and murmured, "Thank you."
I had a brief urge to wake Teri the same way, but I managed to suppress it, going back to Shannon. She accepted me easily, and I fucked her a little harder, my excitement level almost out the roof. Doing the three of them like that was beyond incredible.
"God, I need to come for you," I whispered.
"Good," she whispered.
I hunched over her and gave her a minute or so of fast thrusting, until I had reached my limit. I put my lips against hers, and came strongly, pumping her full. She kissed me back, holding me. I pulled out of her, and she sighed sweetly. "Damn, Alex. Best alarm clock ever," she whispered.
I climbed up and held my cock in front of her mouth. She looked up at me, her eyebrows cocked. "Really?"
"Please," I begged.
She sat up a little, bent over and took me in her mouth. She sucked me clean, and kept at it for a while, until I started to firm up, stopping before I could get fully hard.
"You are so spoiled," she whispered, teasingly.
"I know."
"Help me find my clothes," she said.
We sorted through the clothing scattered around the tent, and found hers and mine. We got dressed, bumping into each other at the front of the tent. I reached out for a couple of nice gropes, which she would tolerate for a bit, before pushing me away. "Later. At home."



I pulled her close for a hug and a kiss. "Is there going to be a later, for us?" I asked nervously.
"I hope so," she said.
With shirt and shorts on, I climbed out of the tent into a new day.
* * *
I did my job, getting the fires going, putting on some boiling water, and starting the coffee. I thought I'd be exhausted, but I was exhilarated.
Shannon joined me shortly after I got going, and parked her sexy little butt in front of the fire, sipping her coffee and watching we work.
I walked around sleeping bodies, seeing them slowly come to life, while I started putting some things away, folding up the tarps that were on top of the logs, breaking down the two shelters that nobody was under. A few people were moving around, and Julie came over and gave me a hug and a kiss.
"Cocoa's with Miss Shannon," I told her.
She grinned sleepily, filling her mug and sitting next to Shannon, leaning against her. Shannon put her arm around her. It was so cute, I wanted to drag them back to my tent.
The sun was out, the sky was blue, and the day was quickly heating up. The breakfast crowd started in preparing all the food that was left. We were going to be picked up at 11:00, so we didn't have too much time to waste. I started breaking down the girl's tents, watching couples emerge from their tents, hand in hand, heading for the coffee, the food, or down toward the water.
I saw John emerge with Dominique, both of them looking quite content. Dominique gave me a wave and a smile, as she headed upstream, and John headed down. Max emerged, leaning in and giving Wendy a kiss at the entrance of their tent. He grinned hugely headed my way.
"Success?" I asked.
"Third base, and then some," he said. "Give me some direction. I'm your slave for life."
I laughed, and accepted his help folding up the Samuelson girls' tent. Heather walked over as we worked on the tent she was supposed to have shared with Erin. She gave me a hug. "Morning, Alex."
I leaned over and gave her a small kiss. "Sleep well?"
"Better than I would have in that tent of yours, unfortunately."
I chuckled. "I'll see if I can't make it up to you."
"You do that. Making me sleep all alone," she pouted.
She helped Max and I fold up the tent, stacking their gear next to it. I looked over and all my girls were sitting by the fire, chatting, content to let me slave away.
The morning flew by, eating breakfast flanked by the sisters, tearing down the shelters, my tent, cleaning up the campsite. It was fun to see that six of the eight guys had managed to get paired up. Ellen was all googly eyed for one of the underclassmen, which suited me just fine, getting her away from Dr. Reed.
No surprise that me and my new girlfriends got quite a bit of attention, especially with Teri constantly with us. I was feeling pretty damn good about myself, free with the hugs and kisses, until Shannon put the kibosh on that.
"Enough, Alex. We can let a little PDA slide, but you're getting a little ridiculous. Set an example."
I grinned. "I am Miss Shannon."
She rolled her eyes at me. "A GOOD example for once, Mr. Hamilton." Any sternness in her tone was ameliorated by the little wink she gave me.
At 10:30, the site was cleared and the gear stacked out on the road. I had help this time, three willing girlfriends, if I got to count Teri, as well as Max and even Wendy. It only took 1 trip for all of us to lug my gear out.
We made one last pass of the campsite, and waited for the bus. I pulled Julie to one side, and leaned against the same railing where we'd confirmed she was my girl the day before.
"Less than 24 hours ago, right here," I teased.
"Want me to do it again?" she asked, grinning.
"I do, but I think that would be a little over the top, don't you?"
Lisa ambled over. "Let me guess. BJ home-base?" she asked.
Julie nodded. "Pretty cool, huh?"
The bus showed up a few minutes later, and my girls ran for the doors. "We'll let you do the heavy lifting," Lisa said.
I did. It seemed like John, Max and I did 90% of the work, but that's probably just me. Shannon and Dr. Reed were back in teacher mode, giving directions, and chasing people down.
I got on the bus, sad to leave. One unexpected storm had changed my life forever, I knew that, and wondered how things would be. The girls waved to me from the back of the bus, and I saw they had commandeered the entire last bench. It was going to be a cozy fit, with me and my pretty blonde girlfriends on one side, and John on the other, flanked by Dominique by the window and Teri on his other side next to Lisa.
Max and Wendy were in front of us, and Heather was seated next to Miss Shannon on the other side. Dr. Reed was in the first row, responsible for chaperoning the front, while Miss Shannon had back of the bus responsibilities.
She turned around and faced us. "Don't get too carried away back there, you hear me, Mister Hamilton?"
Lisa leaned forward and whispered in her ear. Shannon blushed almost as red as her hair, and turned around.
I pulled her close, "What did you say to her," I asked softly.
"I told her we're going to blow you all the way home. She can have a turn if she wants," she whispered to me.
Julie already was working on opening my pants, not content to just open the top, but pulling them down to my ankles. The bus wasn't moving for more than a few seconds before she had her face in my lap.
It looked like it was going to be a hell of a year.
===============
I hope you enjoyed The Last Boy Scout. I have a few more of Alex's adventures plotted out, but nothing as extensive as this little tale. His early relationships with Miss Shannon, and with John. I like the characters and may add to the series, once I finish a few more works that I have committed to. Thanks for all the support, votes, and comments. They are always appreciated.
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==============================
The Gamer Goddess meets her match.
This story is very online-gaming-centric. It uses a lot of concepts, vocabulary and acronyms from games, especially Diablo 3, which this story revolves around. If you're not a gamer, it's likely this story might not be for you. Just a heads-up.
A little gaming, online lingo:
IRL/RL - In Real Life / Real Life (as opposed to gaming world)
OP - Over Powered / Original Poster
IMHO - In My Humble Opinion (I feel dumb even listing this one)
XP - eXPerience, how you track progress in game
Neckbeard - Overweight, unshaven, unkempt geek with hair on his neck
Normal/Nightmare/Hell/Inferno - Progressively harder Diablo3 Levels
DPS - Damage per second, how much game damage you do
Portal - Game ability to teleport back to town. Takes a few seconds
Noob/Newbie/New Meat - New to the game, ignorant or stupid
Res/Rez/Resurrect - Bring a dead game character back to life
GTFO - Get the Fuck Out - insult for a noob or jerk to get lost
STFU - Shut the Fuck Up
Tits or GTFO - popularized in 4chan. Typical response to anonymous 'girls'

==============================
I wasn't a socializer. I played hard and played to win. Recorded and posted some of my more interesting tactics, strategies and successes. No time for the namby pamby. I only had 11 in-game friends, turning down numerous requests a day. If I didn't know you IRL you weren't on my list.
Another scrolling pink message in the bottom corner of my screen was nothing special. Something to be ignored nine times out of 10.
[CherryBomb] Dan says you have all the good gear. Hook me up
Wasn't worthy of a reply. Too busy farming Inferno Act III non-stop. I picked up my second legendary in as many days. I know that would excite a lot of newbies, but 9 times out of 10, I'd prefer a good yellow drop over the infrequent orange.
The game had been out for over three weeks already. Playing Beta had helped me get off to a rocking start, but people were catching up. I couldn't back off now.
I popped out of the campaign, checking my auctions. I was well up into the 10's of millions. Maybe not the most, but doing well. The damn Chinese gold farmers would pass me before long, but that was the game. WoW had been just as bad, if not worse. Once I finished the game solo, I was going full-time hardcore anyway, and that would keep most of the bots at bay.
[CherryBomb] Busy? I desperately need decent all-resist. Amulet would be best
I'm sure it would be best. Pricey as hell. The Auction House held plenty. Go shop.
ColMustard was begging for a trip to WhimseyShire. Since I'd posted a vid of me solo'ing it at Inferno level, all my friends wanted to pay a visit. But he was better than most, and gave as good as he got. I opened up the game to take him on a tour. I was the only person I knew with the upgraded staff needed for Whimsey Inferno. It still kicked my ass. But the loot so far had been unGodly.
Fucker had to be res'd half a dozen times, and got me killed twice, which I hate, but it was good for about 60K in gold and two bags of loot. A kick ass shield, max block, hi armor, good crit. Should net a few 100K on the auction.
CherryBomb was consistent, I'll give 'em that. Not spamming me, but every few hours I'd get a request for help with gear. It was getting hard to ignore it.
I was leveling a new hardcore barbarian, after my accidental level 53 death the day before. Fuckin' lag. It was slower going, but I hated power-leveling through exploits. Finding some combo that was OP, that was one thing, but multiple quest turn-ins at double your level sucks IMHO.
PerZeus was online, and offered an invite. He played a Demon Hunter. We worked together well. I also owed him. He'd found my quiver with 9% bonus to Elemental Arrow for my own DH.
I joined his game and hit his banner in town. We were both almost level 50, and he wanted to run the boss's for XP before moving to Hell.
[AceHole] Rdy?
[PerZeus] One more. On her way
Shit. I hated that. Playing with someone I didn't know, especially hardcore, where if you died you lost the character for good, and everything on it. Anyone but PerZeus, or maybe GnuMeat, and I'd have left. We were standing in the stairwell, idling when the flash appeared.
[CherryBomb] You ready? I only have 30 minutes
Crap. I'd been dodging this character for three days.
[CherryBomb] AceHole? Cool. I like your play-style
CherryBomb was running a level 54 Monk. That was pretty impressive. A quick check of the profile was more disappointing.
[AceHole] 4K DPS? Do you ever manage to kill anything?
[CherryBomb] My gear sucks. Yeah. Why don't you hook me up?
[PerZeus] Chat later? Let's get some XP and loot
I'll say this. For someone so under-geared, CherryBomb had skills. Thirty minutes became an hour and we knocked out some pretty tough elite mobs and several bosses. The loot was mediocre but this was all about the XP.
[CherryBomb] Gotta run. RL calls. Nice party. We should do it again
[AceHole] I take back the 4K shit. You're good
[CherryBomb] That's what they tell me ;)
Smiley? Really? Fuckin' noob.
[PerZeus] One more run?
Mistake. Almost died. It was a lot harder without CherryBomb. Still, we managed to survive, and broke level 51 where the gear got better. I had a 10 level reduction two-hander that was epic. It had been used by my previous character, and had been swapped out the same day I lost him and everything on him. The only good thing on an otherwise crappy day. Doubled my damage as soon as I equipped it. The next 4-6 levels would fly by.
[PerZeus] Easier with Cherry. You gonna help her out gear-wise?
[AceHole] You know her in RL?
[PerZeus] No, but she's cool. Been around since day one
[AceHole] Lotta noob mistakes. Doesn't know how to use Shadow worth a damn. And shitty gear. All the cursing. I think she's mapped a different curse to every quick chat key. Probably some neckbeard in his Momma's basement pretending to be a chick
[PerZeus] That, or some 13 year old, who's just learned half those words. Never can tell
* * *
I hit level 56, and went back to my softcore account to do a little farming. Softcore was for learning. I intended to clear Inferno with every class, softcore. Hardcore was for fun. My auctions were almost all done, another 5.2 million in my account, mostly thanks to a 3.1 million ring. Needed to stock up. The economy was shifting. People had gold, and prices were going up. A couple of hours should do it.
I logged in and saw the new friend request. CherryBomb.
Denied.
I was building my valor stacks for improved looting when the messages started.
[CherryBomb] No friend? :(
[AceHole] Sorry. It's a personal rule. Only peeps I know IRL
[CherryBomb] Understood. A lot of fake weirdo's online. I'm pretty picky too
[AceHole] Yeah. Sorry about that. You do play well. We can party some time
[CherryBomb] Your place or mine? ;)
[AceHole] Right. Your place is probably your Mom's basement, under about 3 feet of old Pizza boxes
[CherryBomb] And your place is better?
[AceHole] You'll never know. Access me through the recently played list
[CherryBomb] You gonna help gear me up? Dan says you have the corner on amulets. You got a +75-80 all resist?
[AceHole] 70 is max. Noob
[CherryBomb] Why are you mean to me?
[AceHole] I hate f*cking neckbeards pretending to be hot chicks just to scam gear
[CherryBomb] I never said I was hot, and I am a 'chick'
[AceHole] Tits or GTFO
That shut him up. Or so I thought.
[CherryBomb] Skype. CherryB0mb22. Now!
This should be interesting. I escaped to menus, and alt-tabbed out.
Two minutes later I had Skype up, calling CherryB0mb22. The video chat window popped open.
Fuck. Me.
Not possible. She was a little hottie. Geek glasses. Ultra-tight t-shirt showing some serious assets. Headset looked like the new Astro A40. Nice.
"Believe me now?" she asked, smirking.
"Nice try. How much is he paying you to pose for him?"
She looked a little more than irritated. "You saying I can't play 'cause I'm a girl?"
"I'm saying nobody that looks like that plays Diablo 3 eight hours a day."
She smiled. "Kind of a backhanded compliment but I'll take it. My job is kind of hit or miss. I get a lot of free time."
"No, really. You a sister? Friend? Paid escort?"
Suddenly she wasn't so sweet looking, snarling at me. "Listen, AceHole, I game. I'm good. How about some fucking credit where it's due?"
"How did we meet in game?" I asked, still finding it hard to believe she was the same CherryBomb.
"Other than you ignoring me for 3 days, PerZeus brought me in so I could escort your weenie asses through the end of Hell."
I was stunned. "You're real?"
She smiled. She reached down and grabbed her t-shirt clad breasts, shaking them. "Tits or Get-The-Fuck-Out? These real enough for you?"
"I've seen neckbeard fakers with bigger."
She laughed with me, and it was nice to see. "Trust me. Mine are better."
"I'm not the trusting sort. Pics or it didn't happen."
She pouted prettily. "Pics aren't free. Not from the only girl on the internet."
"A 76 resist-all amulet, with 46 physical resist says those aren't real."
She grinned, raising her eyebrows cutely. "I thought they only went to 70, noob."
"Shows what you know. 68 All Resistance, with 84 Intelligence. 76 Resist."
She looked interested. "Pretty cool. I didn't think about it stacking like that. I prove they're real, I get the amulet?"
"They better be spectacular. It's a 2 million gold amulet."
"No screenshots. Eyes only. And you deliver the amulet first."
I knew I was being scammed. No way this was legit. It didn't stop me; tits were tits. I could make the 2 million back in a few hours. "Switching to game now. Invite me in a couple of minutes."
I popped back into the game. Took me about two minutes to grab the amulet out of my stash and accept her party invite. I ended up in town, with her main character. I dropped the loot on the ground. She only took a second to pick it up.
[CherryBomb] Sweet! These stats are incredible!
Hardly incredible. Secondary stats were crap except for the Int. None of the really important attributes. But the resist alone made it valuable.
[AceHole] It's pretty good. A big upgrade. It should help.
[CherryBomb] Wow. Almost 40 percent increase in resist across the board. Thanks. Back to Skype?
Forty percent? She really was playing with crap for gear. And stupid. Monk had the easiest resistance in the game with their passive skill. Surprised she made it to level 54 hardcore.
[AceHole] Sounds good to me.
Skype was still up, and I switched out of the game, seeing her pecking at her keyboard. She turned to the camera suddenly looking shy. "To be honest, I thought you were going to try to scam me somehow," she said.
"It's the internet. I thought the same."
She nodded. "It's a kickin' amulet. Best gear I have by far. So much better than just the resistance."
"Yeah. I try to be fair. You cheat people, it comes back to bite you. Too many scammers out there. It's part of why I only friend Real-Life."
She smiled. "I'll be honest. I was only going to flash you, but I'd feel like a shit after this. You so over delivered."
"I'll be honest too. I'm still waiting to be scammed."
She gave me a pout. "Poor baby. So untrusting. So are you ready for me?" She had her arms crossed in front of her, holding the bottom of her t-shirt.
"I've got my fingers crossed, and I'm hoping I'm wrong for once."
She smiled, scooted forward on the chair, and lifted her shirt slowly. I saw her firm stomach, cute little belly-button with requisite gemmed piercing, and then a simple white bra, covering some very nice if not huge tits. I'd guess a solid C. Then again, I'm hardly an expert.
"Like what you see?" she asked, reaching up and shaking them.
"Very nice," I admitted. I hoped to God this wasn't the end of the show.
She laughed. "I can see you, you know. You're thinking I'm gonna stiff you, right? Bra isn't tits."
"The thought crossed my mind."
"I'm not. I wouldn't. I'm not like that. Karma and all that shit. Besides, I think you and I are going to be great friends in game, and I know who has the outrageous gear."
She leaned forward, showing me cleavage. "Close your eyes for me, OK?"
I really had my fingers crossed. On both hands. I closed my eyes.
"Open them."
The video window was full side to side, with the sweetest most perfect tits I could imagine. Ideal shape, pink areola the size of silver dollars, perfect hard little nipples a little bigger than a pencil eraser. I leaned forward, taking in every little bump, line and freckle.
"Don't disappoint me and start licking the monitor now," she giggled. "You've been holding up so well."
"I was wrong. I'll man up. Definitely not a neckbeard. You, young lady, are the real deal."
She backed away from the screen, her hands reaching up and covering her tits. "Fair trade? No scam right."
"Not fair at all," I said.
She looked mad. "How could you say that? I thought it was more than fair! I know you liked them."
"Unfair. In the game. Now."
I punched over. It wasn't fair. I'd underpaid. Let's face it, incredible gamer girl tits were a lot rarer than anything else in game. Possibly unique. We were still partied-up in her game.
[AceHole] Give me the amulet back
[CherryBomb] No way. A deal's a deal
I hit the /take emote key, for its pre-recorded message.
[AceHole] Take this.
[CherryBomb] What?
[AceHole] Swap Amulets. Give me old one, take this. Those tits are epic. I didn't pay enough. Now we're even
She picked up the Amulet, and dropped the previous one. She spent a few seconds examining it. I had her player up in the profile, and watched her swap out the jewelry.
[CherryBomb] OMG! This thing is unreal! I didn't know they could have stats like this
[AceHole] Mine is only .5% better on Crit. Maybe 12 million on auction. A few weeks from now, five times that. You still have a lot to learn. Amulets are attack gear. Max crit %, attack speed are more important than resist. Way more important than base stats. It is epic, but so are those tits
[CherryBomb] You really think that one look was worth this? Are you always so fair in your dealings?
[AceHole] I try to be
[CherryBomb] You didn't take any screenshots or anything did you? Please tell me I'm not going to find pictures of my tits all over the place
[AceHole] No way. Not my style. For my eyes only
[CherryBomb] I'm going to be honest again. With a nick like AceHole, I didn't expect such decent behavior. Skype?
I swapped out of game, and decided immediately I was going to upgrade my video card and run dual displays so I didn't have to switch out of the game. Maybe I'd replace the computer with something ridiculously overpowered, and play windowed. Fuck. Never mind. I'd run a second PC, second monitor. So much easier.
She was still topless, typing, her pretty tits jiggling. She turned to the camera. "I'm going to put them away now, Ok? Debt paid and all?"
"One more close-up?" I asked.
She grinned. "Hard to say no after that upgrade." She moved forward until those amazing breasts filled the window. "No screenshots, right?"
"I promise," I leaned forward, still finding it hard to believe these tits were on a fellow gamer. "Do you know how hard it is to believe that someone who plays as good as you, has tits like these?"
She backed away, giggling as she slipped her shirt back over her head. "Now that is the nicest thing you've said so far. You admit I play good?"
"You've got skills. Your movement in game is very good. You choose among your skills well. You still have a lot of holes in your game, and your strategy sucks ass, but you could be very, very good."
She leaned back crossing her arms. "So what am I doing wrong?"
I laughed "I don't have that kind of time. But you could start with worrying less about dexterity since you seem to have a ton, and work more on Attack Speed and Crit Hit Chance. I bet your Critical Hit chance is next to nothing."
"With my new Amulet, it's over 12%."
We spent about 20 minutes chatting about the best stats to chase, what equipment would have them, and why they were worth having. She was knowledgeable, knew the game pretty well, and was willing to learn. I was surprised to find I was enjoying the convo.
"I gotta run," I finally told her. "RL calls."
She grinned. "Don't you hate that? If only we didn't have to pay the bills, although I guess your Mom's paying yours."
"My bills are low."
"I'm sure. Pizza, Coke and Kleenex. Catch you in game?"
"Sure. I'll be around."
* * *
It was late the following afternoon. I was leveling my hardcore barbarian again, up to level 55. Things were starting to slow a little. I'd already finished Nightmare Act II. Champion Jailor Wasps damn near killed me, when I ran into a second boss crowd.
I saw the rose colored writing in the corner.
[CherryBomb] Amulet helps a lot. Thanks again
I was too busy to reply, barely keeping my ass alive in a whacked out rare timed dungeon. Run-run-run. I had a ton of interruptions, both in game and in RL. It was over an hour before I had time to respond to Cherry.
[AceHole] Glad you liked it. You upgrading anything else?
No reply. Maybe she was pissed at me for ignoring her for so long. I hit the auction house to see how my bank was doing.
[CherryBomb] Sorry about that. Party play, crazy times. You should have been there, could have helped a lot
[AceHole] I don't play open or with strangers. Especially not hardcore
[CherryBomb] We're not still strangers are we?
[AceHole] No
[CherryBomb] You didn't tell me that Attack Speed and Crit Chance together were stupid expensive
[AceHole] They're not. Shop a little. You can get some decent stuff for under $400K
[CherryBomb] As if. At $200K I'd be broke again
[AceHole] I hope you're kidding
[CherryBomb] I wish
Cute girl. Total noob. Gold was too easy. How could she not be able to afford the basics? She did have decent gaming skills, just really short on game knowledge. I smiled to myself. Legendary tits.
[AceHole] Got some time? Do a little softcore farming?
[CherryBomb] Cool. Where?
[AceHole] WhimseyShire
[CherryBomb] No shit? You got the staff?
[AceHole] Upgraded to Inferno. Ready in 5? I'm gonna stock up on pizza, Coke and Kleenex
[CherryBomb] :-) Invite when ready
It was slow going. She'd never been there before, and these were some of the hardest fucker's in the game, in a cartoon setting. We wiped out the first Elite pack, and she went to click on the Happy Cloud.
[AceHole] Stop. Don't. Not yet
[CherryBomb] Why not? We share evenly right?
[AceHole] Clear level first. Then loot after switch to MF gear
[CherryBomb] Magic Find? Does it help?
[AceHole] Silly Noob. My MF buffed is 304. It helps a ton
It took us another 40 minutes to clear the rest of the level. She died three times, and I died once. She did a good job of staying alive and rezzing me, I'll give her that. It normally takes me less than 1/2 hour to do the whole thing solo. We still needed work, but by the end we were getting the hang of each other.



[AceHole] Now. Let me swap out gear and we'll hit the loot
[CherryBomb] My packs almost full already
[AceHole] Should be. Portal to town. Dump pack. Grab MF gear. Loot. That's the way we farm places like this
Everything I'd picked up was pretty trashy, but I did get one decent rare. Probably 40K or so. Not worth the effort so far, but we weren't done. I had picked up maybe 25K in loose gold. I grabbed my MF gear, and portaled back. I had to wait about 5 minutes.
[AceHole] Took your time
[CherryBomb] I'm not good at figuring what's good or not
[AceHole] Link the rares to me, and I'll tell you. Not now though. Let's loot
We ran the level. I picked up 9 rares, including one good one, one very good one, and a remarkably useful legendary. The girl was good luck.
[CherryBomb] I'm full
[AceHole] We're done. To Town
In town we spent another 15 minutes with me explaining what would sell and what wouldn't. She had a lot of stuff, but nothing as good as my best 3. Too bad.
[AceHole] Take this. Take this. Take this.
I dropped the best of the loot at my feet. I didn't need it. Nothing would upgrade my personal gear, and I had plenty in my stash to auction for the next few days.
[CherryBomb] One is a legendary
[AceHole] Great boots. Use them
[CherryBomb] Shit. This is all great stuff! You just picked these up? Is it because you have better MF
[AceHole] All picked up this run. MF is shared, so you should have had better luck
[CherryBomb] Two of these are upgrades to my gear!
[AceHole] Because your gear sucks. We'll get you better
[CherryBomb] You gotta leave soon?
[AceHole] Yeah. More RL bullshit. Sorry. I'll show you better farming later. We'll work on your DPS too
[CherryBomb] Do you have 5 more minutes for me?
Damn. It was always like this. You help somebody out, and they keep beggin' for more. She should be happy I gave her the extra loot. The legendary boots would sell for a couple of million easy, maybe 3. Sigh.
[AceHole] I do have to go. But I can give you a few minutes. What do you have in mind?
[CherryBomb] Skype. Now
I didn't even have to log out. My old laptop was up, hooked up to my 24" display, Skype running. One button press, and it was on my main 32". I made the call.
The window popped up, bigger today. Her cute face filled the screen. "That was really nice of you to give me your drops."
"Not a problem. I would have sold them. You could use them. The boots are pretty sweet, I'll admit. You'll have a hard time ever replacing those."
She grinned. "Well I think you earned a reward. Close your eyes."
I closed them, smiling. Tits, Lord, let her show me her tits.
"You can open them."
I opened my eyes and almost fell off my seat. She was sitting back in her chair. A top of the line Aero, the girl had good taste. I'm almost ashamed to admit I even saw the chair. She had one foot up on the desk, the other extended to the side. She was wearing nothing but a pair of pretty striped panties. This babe had a body to die for.
She laughed. "Breathe, Ace. Don't go dying on me. I still need in game help."
"Nice. Are you sure you're a gamer girl?"
"You got lucky. I was playing in my underwear today. Figured you deserved to know after such a good deed. I appreciate it all. The info on what's good. The help with the game play. And of course, the awesome gear."
She leaned forward, putting on a little less of a show. It might have been even more exciting, seeing her moving around, her breasts in motion, looking so natural. "These boots are worth over a million, aren't they?" she asked.
"Three to five, depending on your luck."
She grinned at me. "Think this is a fair trade?" She asked, opening her arms and exposing her body to me.
"Please don't ask that. I can't afford a fair trade this time."
She laughed beautifully, her tits bouncing up and down. "No, I think you've given me plenty today, as long as you don't think I'm cheating you."
"Worth everything and more. Thanks."
"You're welcome."
I couldn't believe I was talking so casually to a nearly naked game girl. "You going to go back to farming?" I asked.
"I don't know. I was thinking of leveling my hardcore monk. You already passed me." She stuck her tongue out at me. It was so cute I wanted to die. Of course I couldn't let her know.
"Don't. Farm softcore. You need the gear. Write this down."
She leaned over the desk and started typing. "Act I Inferno. Start at The Cursed Hold. Go to the Festering woods and clear the two dungeons. Usually good for 2 to 3 stacks. Portal to town. Go to and clear Halls of Agony. Clear Cursed Hold. Make sure you have 5 valor stacks. If not, do Leoric's Manor backwards. Good for one sometimes two more stacks. Then kill the Warden, and Kill the Butcher. Go to town, and do Dank Cellar north of town, if it spawns. Got that?"
She was nodding. "5 Stacks?"
Noob. "Each rare Mob gives you a valor stack. The 5 stacks make your magic drops much better. Don't kill the Warden until 5 stacks. Once you have 5 stacks kill everything and open everything. Try it for an hour or two. One run should take less than 30 minutes."
"Good loot?" she asked.
"Some. Lots of loot. You can vendor, you can salvage. You can auction. Do it for a couple of hours and you should have some gold to buy things with."
She finished typing and sat back turning back to the camera. "You still here? Don't you have someplace to go?"
I grinned. "Yeah. But a few minutes won't kill me. I can't seem to tear myself away."
She laughed. "I'm sure. Perv. I'll let you know how the farming goes. I'm going to get dressed now. I'm not going to have you blaming me if you're late."
"Spoilsport. Leave the camera on. I've got Skype on my phone. Nice distraction from the meeting."
"Now you're being silly. Go on." She had her t-shirt in hand, and she turned it right side out before putting it back on. She looked at the camera. "Go. You're embarrassing me. I'm sure you've seen tits before."
"Once or twice. These are well above average. Like their owner."
She rolled her eyes, hit the keyboard, and the window went black.
* * *
When I logged in the next day, I saw the new friend request. I popped up the friend's box. Three new requests. One from CherryBomb. I thought about it. I really did. For several long seconds.
Deny. Deny...
Deny.
I was trying out some different skill combinations on my Barbarian, while farming Act III. It was good loot, and consistently difficult. Gave me a good feel for what was and wasn't working.
[CherryBomb] I'm a sad Panda. Nobody wants to be my friend
I quickly cleared the room and moved back to a safe distance before responding. She did deserve a response.
[AceHole] I doubt that. Sincerely
[CherryBomb] Nobody that matters. :(
[AceHole] Come farm Siegebreaker with me. You stay alive, I'll be your friend
[CherryBomb] Inferno? Act III?
[AceHole] It's a nice farming run. Best gear in the game
[CherryBomb] No way I'll survive. I haven't finished even half of Act II yet. I can barely survive Act I
[AceHole] Play carefully. I'll take the risks. Let me lead. You should be Ok
[CherryBomb] This isn't your way of teaching me I'm not worthy, is it?
[AceHole] This is teaching. That's all. Come play
We made four runs in a row. She only died seven times. Three against one troublesome crowd that even killed me. Not bad, really. She was still woefully under-geared. During the final boss kill, at 10% life, I took a chance, doing a quick gear change. Wish I had a macro for that. He dropped four rares for me.
[AceHole] How's the drops for you?
{CherryBomb] 3,4,5 blues and 3 yellow
[AceHole] Town, we'll sort through it
She linked her gear to me. A backpack full of nothing but crap. Hardly worth the effort to try to auction any of it.
[AceHole] Vendor blues, Salvage yellows. Nothing here
[CherryBomb] Crapola. How'd you do?
I was still scanning the gear. It was getting harder to find useful gear. People wanted max stats, good stats weren't good enough.
[AceHole] This sucks. New plan. Gimme a minute
I had to switch characters, get one of my mules. Transfer half a dozen items back to my stash and switch back.
[AceHole] Take this. Take this. Take this
[CherryBomb] This stuff is no good. Not nearly as good as my stuff
[AceHole] Farming gear. Max Magic and Gold find. You'll have to be a little more careful. What's your Magic find now?
[CherryBomb] 164
[AceHole] One minute. BRB
I scanned her gear. Got it. Less than a minute on the Auction house and about 4 million gold later, I was back.
[AceHole] Take this. Take this
[CherryBomb] Holy crap! Really?
The helm with the Perfect Star and the max Magic Find amulet would help a lot. The helm was a lucky find. Almost 2 Million, but way underpriced. It couldn't have been on the auction for long. Another couple of million for the treasure gem. The amulet was in my auction house stash, after not selling. I'd been asking a lot.
[CherryBomb] I'm at 246
[AceHole] Got a few minutes? We'll try Act II, Vault of the Assassin
[CherryBomb] Sure
Much easier than Act III. Even with the weaker gear she only died once. We stayed above ground until we had four stacks. Then into the vault. Typically 4-5 packs, each one dropping multiple rares. And the jackpot. Legendary. Skorn. Best weapon in the game. Excellent rolls. Massive damage. Damn, this gamer babe was good luck!
[AceHole] How'd you do?
[CherryBomb] Pack full of rares. Two good ones I think
She linked them to me, and she was right. They were valuable. Three to five million for the gloves.
[AceHole] Better gear, better loot. Three million min for the gloves. You like my weapons?
[CherryBomb] You kidding? They're epic
To her, everything was epic. However in this case, she was right. At least for the main hand.
[AceHole] Take this. Take this.
[CherryBomb] Christ, Ace! I can't take this!
[AceHole] You can. I have better
[CherryBomb] How? Your main weapon is near perfect. 94% natural crit damage? 840 life on hit? And that DPS? Shit!
I equipped the best two-handed weapon in the game.
[AceHole] I'm using this
[CherryBomb] OMG. You just found that?
[AceHole] Jackpot. I could sell it for over $50 million. Makes the 5 million investment trivial
[CherryBomb] What 5 Million?
[AceHole] Your helm, gem and amulet. Auction house. Investment. Better drops. How much Gold did you get?
[CherryBomb] Wow! I'm over a million. How'd that happen?
[AceHole] Gear, baby. Farm with that gear. Level with the good stuff
[CherryBomb] My base damage is up over 14000!
[AceHole] Quick run to test it? Gear up. Good stuff. Seigebreaker
We did two quick runs. She didn't die. The loot was good. We were mowing down the bad guys with the huge damage we were doing. Skorn kicked ass.
[CherryBomb] Skype. Now. Don't make we wait
I laughed. She was stoked.
I brought up the camera. I was a little disappointed to see she was wearing an oversized t-shirt. Her hair was disheveled. She stood up, facing the camera. "That was incredible. We're playing easy-mode now."
I laughed. "DPS is the number one stat for everything. You like?"
She leaned over and a sexy pair of unpainted lips blowing up large on my monitor. She gave me a kiss. "I love it, Ace. You're too good to me."
I'm sure I blushed. "You bring me luck. You're great to play with. My lucky charm gamer Goddess."
She laughed, peeling off her shirt, wearing nothing but some simple light blue panties. She did an adorable pirouette. "Maybe someday you'll get to find out how right you are." She sat back, giving me a wink, playing with her tits for me. "Shit. I feel so inadequate teaming with you. I bring you down."
"Angel, you never bring me down. You're getting better. Lots better. Only one or two people I play with are as good. Don't put yourself down. Besides, you're more fun than any of them. We're a good team."
She grinned. Then pouted dramatically. "How can I ever pay you back for this? It really is too much."
"Another kiss?" I asked.
"You liked that? Better than these?" she laughed, wiggling her boobs.
"Not better. But yes. I liked that a lot."
She got closer to the camera, licking her lips. "You're not thinking naughty thoughts about my mouth, are you Ace? These lonely lips, and what they could do for you?"
"You have the sexiest mouth," I told her.
"A lot of people say I have a dirty mouth."
"A LOT of people?"
She grinned, blown up big on my screen. "Filthy. Language like a sailor. At least in game. If only they knew."
I giggled. She did curse in game all the time. "Knew what?"
"These lips. Barely been kissed."
"That's the saddest thing I've ever heard. A friggin' shame."
She leaned back, her face filling the frame. She looked a little sad. "Would you change that, Ace? If you could."
"In a heartbeat. I'd love to taste those lips."
"You'd be gentle with me, right? I know I come on strong in game, but real-life is different you know."
"Pamper you like a princess."
She pouted. "That's not what I need. I get plenty of pampering. I need a strong man. Like you. But gentle."
Was she still teasing? Like me? "I'd try. Gotta be honest, it would be awfully easy to lose control with someone like you."
"Tell me you'd be careful. Gentle. Breaking me in. Making a woman out of me."
"Whatever you need. I could be that for you. I'd be gentle. Gentle but firm."
"Kiss me, Ace."
I leaned in, close to the camera, I pursed my lips, but not for a quick blown kiss. I closed my eyes, parting my lips, licking my upper lip, teasing the tip of my tongue forward, imagining the feel and taste of her lip.
I heard a sexy moan. I opened my eyes and saw the fire in her eyes.
"I have to go Ace. I should have started getting ready 30 minutes ago. I wish I didn't have to."
"Wait. You ever play with voice chat, in game?"
"No."
"We should try it. Next time we get a chance, I'll call you, voice only, and we can talk in game. Makes things a lot easier."
"Voice only? You afraid I might distract you?"
I laughed. "I know you would. But that's not the reason. Much lower bandwidth, and the voice quality is excellent."
"Tomorrow. Morning. Teach me," she said.
"Everything I can," I promised.
* * *
I logged in and texted her by name.
[AceHole] You out there, Cherry?
I didn't wait 10 seconds.
[CherryBomb] Waiting anxiously. What are we doing? You going to show me how to use voicechat?
[AceHole] In a minute. First things first. AceHole#1101. My battletag
[CherryBomb] Friend?
[AceHole] Please
[CherryBomb] I thought you only friended RL peeps
[AceHole] I consider you a friend
[CherryBomb] RU sure about this?
[AceHole] No. But if I'm ever going to take a chance, I figure you're worth it
[CherryBomb] I'd like to think I am. Thanks
[AceHole] YW. Let's talk voicechat
[CherryBomb] Can't hear enough of my sexy voice?
[AceHole] Yeah. That's it. Get over yourself, gamer girl
[CherryBomb] Not until you get over me. In every way
[AceHole] Tease
[CherryBomb] You know you love it
[AceHole] I won't deny it. Now let's play, gamer Goddess
* * *
We were playing at least a few hours together pretty much every day. She was getting better, and I'd have to admit I was as well. I was managing incrementally smaller upgrades on gear, but something improved every couple of days. Even better on our hardcore accounts.
As for Cherry, her gear was improving exponentially. We started playing our alts more to see how they stacked up. My Demon Hunter was doing massive damage, but still having problems with survivability. On the other hand, her hardcore wizard was kicking ass. We spent a whole day, nearly 11 straight hours farming hardcore gear for her, until it was almost up to her monk's level.
Our game play was becoming so smooth. With Skype on, one word was all it needed half the time to make sure we were in sync. I'd never played with anyone I meshed with so well.
Our softcore guys were making money, and learning the ropes, but hardcore was still the adrenaline pump. One misstep, and it was wipe and restart.
We were finishing up Inferno Act I hardcore, with only two levels of game play left to finish the whole damn thing. It was surprising how smooth the final kill went.
We were sitting back relaxing, talking about moving to the next step.
"What's New York weather like these days," I asked her.
"You stalking me, Ace?"
"Hardly. You give away too much when you're playing. Manhattan?"
I'd never asked anything that personal. We were all about the game and the occasional T&A show.
"Yeah. Only a block from the park. I should get out more. How about you? Or do you mind my asking?"
"We done here?" I asked.
"Video?"
"Would be nice."
"Switching over now."
I logged out of the voicechat, and called her on video chat. 5 seconds later I was looking at her.
"Disappointed?" she asked with her quirky smile.
"Never."
She was sitting in a pair of baggy pajama bottoms, and an oversized sweat-shirt. "Getting over some kind of bug. Trying to keep warm," she said.
"You should have told me. You could be resting."
"This is the best rest I can get. It makes my day."
"Me too. I'm outside DC by the way."
"So are we getting chummy now? Going to get all close and personal like?" she asked, grinning.
"Maybe, not too much. I'm sorry I'm such a weenie about this kind of stuff."
"Can I ask what you do for a living, that you have so much time for gaming?"
"Perhaps later. I don't have to work much; I have enough to get by. Twenty hours of work in a week would be a heavy load, lately."
She leaned back, stretching. "Ditto. It's been a dry spell here, but I can weather it. When work comes along, I may be away for a couple of days at worst. I usually can get some evening play in, but chances are the internet will be spotty. No hardcore on the road."
"You ever get down this way?" I asked.
"Not often. Why? Are you asking me out?"
"Sure. I thought we could hit Chez McDonald's if you've got a few hours to spare."
"Ohh, Mr. Generous. You buying?"
I laughed. "Haven't I bought you enough? How about that awesome ring I got you."
"I love it. The gem is particularly beautiful. I bet that set you back a pretty penny."
"It would be gauche to mention it cost over 6 million. My gamer Goddess is worth every penny of it."
"6 Million? Are you kidding me? You shouldn't do that, Ace."
"Steve."
"Steve?"
"My name. It's Steve. Not Ace."
"Well, Steve. Pleased to meet you. I'm Sheri."
We both started laughing. "We are kind of silly aren't we? Over two weeks, spending most of our waking hours together, and I didn't even know your name," she said.
"13 days since we first played together. 12 days since your first show."
"You counting?" she teased.
"Yes. I know the privacy is weird. Blame me. I've got hang-ups. Give me time."
She leaned closer to the camera. "Take all the time you need. I'm not going anywhere." She sat back. "Still, a ring like that, with a 6 million dollar stone? I feel like Elizabeth Taylor."
"I'm glad you like it. You're worth every bit and more."



"You trying to embarrass me again? Looking for a show maybe?"
I chuckled. "You know me by now. I'll never turn down the show, but it's not required. No quid-pro-quo. I'm happy to gear you up. Playing with you is more than pay enough."
Her smile turned sultry, as she leaned closer to the camera. "You have no idea, Steve."
"In game, harlot! Playing with you in game!"
She laughed again. I liked that. "Tomorrow?"
"Do you even have to ask?"
* * *
It was getting ugly. It had started well. The Act III dungeon was good for a couple of chests. We were playing hardcore, my Barb and her Wizard.
We stepped in it. Deep. Two elite mobs, all the things you hate. Walls, magma, extra health, invulnerable minions, crap. We were barely holding our own when she took a massive hit.
"Out. Out," I told her covering her retreat. She went in the wrong room. Dead End. Fuck. We got walled in a doorway. Our own tactics turned against us by the AI. I pulled out the stops, using my last big damage skill.
"HEAL," I shouted to her.
"Cooldown," she whined.
I was down to about 10% life. Not good. I was walled in, standing in slow death, an invulnerable minion on each side of me. "Portal," I told her calmly.
"But..."
"PORTAL, DON'T DIE!"
I saw the animation start. I had to give her a few more seconds. Pot for health, and a push into the middle of the pack, pulling the mob with me. Block the door. Click, click, click. Dead.
"Fuck!"
It was enough. She had made it out.
A new tombstone, in my hero list. Not my first. Wouldn't be my last.
"You died?" she asked.
No shit. "Yeah, it happens."
"Not to you."
"Even to me. At least you made it out."
"What are you doing now?"
"Starting a new hardcore Barb."
"I'm sorry," she said plaintively.
"I'm not. It happens. Not your fault. Ugly mobs. The invulnerable minions ruined it. No healing, no way past them. I had the wrong skills for this group. I screwed it up."
"You sacrificed yourself so I could get away."
"No reason both of us should die."
"You could have made it, if not for me."
"Maybe. I'd rather see you stay alive."
"I...I've got to go," she said. It sounded like she was crying.
"Don't get upset. It doesn't bother me. I'm happy you made it. I'll catch up fast. Give me a day."
I was talking to dead air.
* * *
I slept two hours. I was level 41 when she showed up the next morning.
[CherryBomb] Voice?
I was in a hairy spot. It took me a couple of minutes before I could answer.
[AceHole] Almost done here. One minute
[CherryBomb] Ok. I'll be on when you're ready
I finished up the dungeon, and popped out. Quick portal to town. Safe, I brought up voicechat.
"I'm on," I said.
"Good. Level 41? Already?" she asked.
"I had my crew help a bit. I'll be back in the fifties by tonight."
"God, you're fast. About yesterday..."
"It's a game, Sheri. It happens. Please don't sweat it."
"But you died for me."
"And I'll do it again, if I need to." I chuckled, "I have to. I can't afford to equip you again."
"It's not funny," she said.
"Help me level, and we'll call it even."
"We won't be even."
"Stop it, Ok? I wanted to do it. I chose to do it. Accept it graciously, and let's play. I want my fun Sheri back."
"When you didn't respond to my message, I thought you were still mad at me."
"I was never mad at you. Now get your monk out, and help me. I hate being lower level than you," I teased.
We played until late at night. PerZeus offered to help, as did GnuMeat, but I stuck with Cherry. I was getting exhausted, sloppy, when she told me to call it quits. I was level 52. "A couple of more levels."
"No. Stop. We can do it tomorrow morning. You're taking too many risks."
She was trying to talk sense into me. Tired and sloppy was not the way to play hardcore. "You're right. Let's get to the next waypoint, and we'll call it a night."
We made it safely, cleaned out our bags, and logged out.
"Skype," she said.
I turned on the video chat, and was greeted by an exhausted looking girl. "Wow, you look like crap." I teased.
She smiled. "Nice. Exactly what I was hoping to hear from my game beau."
"Ok. You look like beautiful crap. We played too long?"
"I didn't get much sleep last night."
"I guess that explains the pajamas."
She laughed. "This is my new gaming attire. It's the hottest trend. You like?"
"Hell yeah. Then again, I'd like you in a burlap sack. Feel better now? We're almost the same level again. We lost a day and a half. No big deal."
"Your gear is shit."
"I'll get better. Most gear doesn't matter until level 60. Go through it in a few hours. Still an improvement over yours at this level."
"Rub it in. So you're really not mad?"
"Not at all. I'm happy to be able to play with my favorite gamer."
"Right. That would be GnuMeat or PerZeus."
"No it wouldn't. I turned them both down today."
"But PerZeus is level 60, hardcore Inferno Act III. He could have covered you easily."
"I'd much rather team with you. You know that, right? We click. I love Dan like a brother, but you and I are perfect together."
"Except last night."
"Even last night. PerZeus and I would have wiped. You survived. How cool is that?"
"I owe you big time."
"How about a kiss, and we'll call it even."
She smiled, leaning forward and kissing the camera. "Better?"
"Getting there," I teased.
She laughed, standing and walking around slowly disrobing. "When do you want to start tomorrow?" she asked, tossing her pajama top on the chair. She was going braless, and I was more than thankful.
"I'm going to have to take a pass, most of the day. I won't be online until after 9:00 pm, maybe later."
She was shimmying out of her pajama bottoms, and they slid to her feet. She stepped out and kicked them to the side. "Good. I'll get some sleep. Maybe actually eat something healthy. Work out. So many things I should be doing. You're corrupting me you know."
She turned away from me, wiggling her sweet little butt. She was wearing sexy boy shorts under those pajama bottoms. And she had her thumbs hooked in the sides, slowly working them down. "What's it worth, Steve? Panties on the ground?"
"Four hours of farming. First choice of all drops," I offered.
"Six hours, and a Topaz to match my Ruby," her hands had stopped, with her panties halfway down her cheeks.
"Eight hours, a Topaz and an Emerald," I countered.
"Hey! That's not the way it goes. You're not supposed to outbid me!"
"Please. 12 hours. All four gems, and 20 million in gold."
She was laughing so hard she had to sit down.
"Ok. Five hours and the Topaz it is. And no argument. After we get you to level 59 again." She brought her legs together bent at the knees, and raised them up. I watched those panties slide along her legs, then down her calves, ending up on one foot. She gave me a wink, and with a kick of her foot, the panties flew across the room.
And onto the camera, blocking my view.
"Nooooo!" I groaned.
The picture was back, her pretty face looking right at me. "Sorry. That was not intended at all." She walked slowly backward, exposing more and more of her body, until she was almost full frame. She did a slow spin. "What do you think? Too skinny for you?"
"I wish I could come up with the appropriate joke or even a nice suave comment. I can't. You are amazing. Simply amazing. A Goddess. You take my breath away."
She smiled shyly, turning and looking over her shoulder as she slowly bent over, her ass pointed my way. She gave a little wiggle and bounce, setting her full cheeks in motion. "You like?"
"I have goosebumps. God, I wish I had some way of conveying how much I like it."
"Show me."
"Show you?"
"I'm tired of being the only one half naked. Or fully naked, like now. Strip for me. Let me see if you really like the way I look."
I smiled. "What's it worth, Sheri?"
"Trust me?"
I nodded.
"I promise it will be worth it. Maybe not this minute, but I swear you won't regret it."
I moved back from the camera, pulling my shirt off. I wasn't as gorgeous as my Skypemate, but I did try to take care of myself. At the least, I ate pretty well. I could probably stand to lost 10 lbs, but I liked to think I wasn't hideous.
She gave me a wolf-whistle. "Take it off, baby."
I smiled at her. "This is a little hard for me. Not too much teasing, Ok?"
She nodded. "Just a little then. You have to allow me a little. You give me enough shit."
I took my shoes off, then opened my pants. I pulled the sides down, and my boxers were tenting badly. I stepped out of the pants, smiled for her, and gave her a raised arm hip roll and thrust."
"God. If I was there now, there would be singles sticking out of those boxers, all over," she said leaning closer to the camera. "Don't stop now."
"Close your eyes."
She did, and I dropped my boxers, taking my aching cock in hand and moving closer to the camera. "Open 'em."
Her eyes opened wide, and her hand flew to her mouth. "Oh my God. You're kidding, right?"
"This is what you do to me, Sheri. Every day, hours and hours each day."
Her face was pressed up almost against the monitor. "So I guess you did like what you saw," she said softly.
"Like I said. More than I could ever hope to express."
She looked nervous. Even a little uncomfortable.
"Should I stop?" I asked.
"Please don't. I need to do this."
"Let me know, if you change your mind."
"Give me a second? This is...difficult for me. But I want it. I need it. You have no idea how bad."
I stroked it once, up and down, turning slightly. "I think we should stop now," I said slowly.
"I think we shouldn't."
"No?"
"No. Stroke that thing. Let me see you finish for me."
"I...I've never done anything like that. To be honest, if I do, I won't last 10 seconds. Not in the state you have me now."
"Please, Steve. I don't ask for much, do I? Do this for me?"
I turned toward the camera, stroking my cock almost straight at it. She leaned forward, and I saw her hands moving down between her delicious legs. "You're beautiful," she said softly. "Not scary at all."
"I'm moving the camera," I told her, breathing heavily.
"Why?"
I lifted the camera and placed it directly under the monitor. I could now look directly at her stunning face, while stroking. It was like I was doing it with her right there, with her looking down at me.
"It's under the monitor isn't it? You're doing it right in front of my face."
"I told you. It's too much," I gasped, speeding up my stroking.
"Come for me, Steve."
I groaned and came hard. My cum hit the camera and all over the monitor. I watched her jerk backward in her chair, laughing self-consciously afterward. "God, that was so real. Right at me."
After the fact, I was dying of embarrassment. I opened the desk drawer, pulling out a roll of paper towels, wiping my cock clean, and starting on the monitor. "Jeez, I can't believe I did that." I muttered.
"Thank you. It's a hell of a compliment. I owe you one. I'm going to leave you to clean up. I gotta get dressed before I get sick again. This place has the AC up way too high."
"Goodnight, Sheri," I said. "Tomorrow evening?"
"Look me up when you log on."
* * *
I got my 7 levels, and we started doing some farming, careful stuff since we were still working our hardcore characters. PerZeus gave us a couple of hours, and GnuMeat pitched in for a while. I got a few texts from my buddies, and some improved level 63 gear started dribbling my way.
"You play the trades and auction house like it's more of the game than the leveling," Sheri observed.
"In some ways it is. Almost impossible to farm all your own gear, if you're going for the good stuff. I wish I had some decent auction bots. The Auction House here sucks. So hard to search for the good stuff."
"You seem to be doing alright."
"Ok. I don't like this part as much. Boring, and I don't get to play with you."
She laughed. "Is that what you want to do? Play with me?"
"In every way imaginable."
"When am I going to get my farming for dropping my panties?"
"We can start whenever you want. Hardcore or softcore?"
"If you're going to play with me, wouldn't you rather it be hardcore?" she teased.
"Hardcore it is."
We didn't get our full five hours in, but it was close to 2:00 am and we'd done more than four hours. We'd hadn't gotten much useful, until our last run.
"Bingo," I said, picking up the sweetest Mojo.
"What?"
"Jackpot. We've got a home-run here, babe. About friggin' time."
I linked it to her. "What is that? A snake? Any good?" she asked.
"I'll say. You could farm non-stop for two weeks and not find its match. I know someone who'll pay big for it."
"Really," Sheri sounded surprised. "What makes it good?"
I had to laugh at her. "You're kidding right? Silly noob. It's only 12 points from Max Damage, high min damage, huge int, decent vitality, 9% crit, mana regen and a socket. Friggin' epic. I've never seen a better one."
"Worth something?"
"Worth enough to upgrade half your gear. Let me put out feelers. Gimme a sec."
It only took 5 minutes to scan the auction house, and contact my buds.
"Alright. Not as much money here in hardcore, but I got an offer for 28 million."
"MILLION? 28 MILLION?" she shrieked.
"Yeah, probably double that on softcore, but that kind of gold buys so much more here. I'm gonna ask you a favor, though."
"Uh-oh, why do I feel like I'm about to be hoodwinked."
I chuckled. "ColMustard could really use it. He can only afford 21 million, but he'll owe you one, and he does a lot of farming. I'm sure he'll either have some sick gear for you, or he'll pay you later."
"You're serious. These guys are talking more money than I've ever seen. It's really worth that much?"
"More, but you can make a quick deal. Personally, having Jaime owe you one would be useful. Fucker will be wracked with guilt, and he'll be sending you everything but his first born, for that thing. Like I said, best I've ever seen. Poor guy's creaming his jeans as we speak."
"You don't talk about him much. He a friend?"
"One of the big three. He's just not much of a team player in game. Solo all the way."
"Big three. That would be PerZeus, GnuMeat and now ColMustard?"
"Yep. Dan, Mark and Jaime. I'd consider it a favor. I'll owe you one."
She laughed. "You found it, you're going to get me 21 MILLION gold, he's going to owe me one, and you're going to owe me one as well? Now I know I'm dreaming."
"Please? Seriously, every second you delay, he's out there going nuts. He just offered me his Helm as part of the deal. It's decent, but it's got a 6 Million Gem in it. Don't take the helm. He'll come up with something better."
"Alright. I just let him know he had a deal. He's so cute when he grovels."
I laughed. "First time I ever heard anyone call Jaime 'cute'. The guys will get a kick out of that. Go make the trade, and I'll meet you in town."
Five minutes later, she was beside me again.
"I've got a new 'friend'," she giggled.
"You're shitting me, right? Jaime friended you?"
"He asked. Should I have said no?"
It was a day for miracles. "That was nice. I think you're his fourth friend."
"Fourth? The gang and me?"
"You're in, babydoll. You got all three of us. Jesus, PerZeus is going to be lording this over us forever. I don't suppose you could de-friend him?"
"The man who dragged you into my web, kicking and screaming? Not a chance. Video-time, sweetie."
I punched out, and switched the monitor over. She was only a few seconds behind, smiling into the monitor. "You remember our first deal?"
"Like it was yesterday."
"Unfair. You way overpaid for those panties."
"Impossible."
"Seriously. 18 Million, and the last of the Big 3 as a new friend. How am I ever going to repay you?" She rolled her chair back away from the camera, and she was already peeling off her shirt, leaving her in cute polka dotted bikini panties. She chuckled. "Shit, Steve, I had no idea being rich would get me this worked up!"
I laughed. "You're getting me pretty worked up over here."
"Dick or GTFO," she said huskily, sliding her panties off her legs.
I stood, watching her, as I stripped naked, pausing for a moment to move the camera again, right under the monitor. Sheri opened her legs, her hand moving between them, rubbing herself.
"I...I'm wet," she said softly.
"I'm hard," I told her, centering myself in front of the monitor, and stroking my cock slowly.
"No, you don't understand. You're always hard. I, shit," she moaned, pulling her hand up and looking at her fingers, her beautiful pink slot on display. "I don't get wet, Steve. Not without a lot of solo work on my side."
"Show me," I asked her.
She scooted her chair forward, rubbed between her legs, and slid her fingers inside, moaning. She sat up, and brought her fingers close to the camera, separating them, a string of her sticky juices stretching between them. "You did this to me, Steve. This," she whispered, her eyes moving to the monitor, watching my hand moving up and down my shaft.
"I wish I was there," I told her. "I'd suck them clean."
She looked into the camera, and a sexy little smile stretched her lips. She reached down between her legs, rubbing in small circles, and sliding back inside again. She brought her messy fingers back up to the camera. "You'd suck this?"
"Jesus, Sheri. You're so fucking beautiful," I moaned.
She eased her fingers into her mouth, closing her eyes, drawing them back out slowly, clean. "Is that what you want to do, Steve? Taste my nasty juices, which only you can make me cream?"
"Right from the source. I'd park myself between your legs, and nothing short of Armageddon would pull me away."
"You...you want to lick me, there?" she asked hesitantly.
"More than I've ever wanted anything in my life. This is killing me. I want to smell you, feel you, taste you. I want to glue my mouth to that pretty little kitty, and make it purr."
She smiled, mischievously, "The boobies and booty might get jealous." She reached up and cupped her tits, giving her hard nipples a tweak.
"They wouldn't lack for attention, I promise."
She was watching my hand, slowly moving up and down. "Sit back, I want to see all of you, not just that huge dick."
I adjusted the camera, and sat back on the edge of the chair, opening my legs, still playing with myself. "Better?"
"Much. You're lasting longer this time."
I could feel myself blushing. "I cheated. At our last break, you were driving me so crazy I squeezed one off."
She sat up abruptly, closer to the camera. "You're shitting me! My voice got you that excited?"
I nodded. "I told you. I'm hard for you now half the time I play. The only time I'm not, is when I get myself off, and then it's only for a few minutes before I'm aching for you again."
"Do you do that often? Get off when we're playing?"
"At least a couple of times. Again, right after we're done. I'm sorry, I hope I'm not embarrassing you."
"I play with myself sometimes. That's why I'm only wearing my panties half the time. When you...the last time...you know, I went to my bed and had the hugest fucking orgasm thinking of you." She quieted down, her head bowed, and she looked up a few seconds later, her eyes glistening. "Thank you for that. I felt normal there for a while."
I grinned. "Sheri, you're anything but normal. You're exceptional. Amazing."
Her tears were running down her cheeks. "I'm not, but thanks for saying so."
"To me you are. The best girl I've ever known. I adore everything about you. I wish I could let you feel what I feel."
She had closed her legs, wiping her eyes with her arm. "I'm broken, Steve. I know it. Everyone knows it. I can't stand a man's touch, I'm frigid, sexless."



"Bullshit. You are anything but frigid. You are so fucking hot and sexy, you're making my blood boil."
"I hate men," she sobbed.
"Do you hate me, Angel?"
She shook her head. "But you're not real. You're just a fantasy."
"I'm very real. Look at me." I moved my face closer to the camera. "Look, Sheri. I'm not a virtual person. I'm skin and bones, dreams and desires, and I'm falling in love with you. Tell me I'm not real."
"How can you say that? How can you say you love me? You don't even know me."
I smiled. "Do you think you know me? I think you do. You know what I'm going to do in game before I do half the time."
She grinned, sniffling. "Duh. You're pretty predictable you know."
"You're sweet boobies think they know me," I teased.
"Ignore them, they're just sluts."
"No, they're in love, just like me. Lots of my body parts want to get to know yours, very intimately."
Her grin got larger, "You think? The boobies have been wondering what those strong hands would be like."
"They'd have to share. These hands want to get to know all of you, especially the big three."
She giggled. "Big three? I hope you don't mean your clan."
"You know damn well what I mean."
"Tell me. Who do your hands want to get to know?"
"Your incredible tits, which I can see perfectly any time I close my eyes. That amazing ass, which I fantasize about every night. Your beautiful, wet pussy, which I'm going to meet someday, and change my mind about kitties once and for all."
The camera went haywire for a second, the picture wobbly, and then it settled down, showing her belly. She scooted back, opening her legs again, her inner thighs and pink cleft filling the screen. "You want to pet my kitty, Steve? Make it purr for you?"
"Pet it, kiss it, lick it, stroke it. I want to feed it, so much cream it would never go hungry."
Her fingers were moving, rubbing, slipping inside, driving me crazy. "How would you feed it, Steve?"
"I'd pet it with my cock, rubbing it until it was eager for me. I'd nudge its tight little mouth open, and push deep inside, slowly, savoring every moment of being there for the first time. So damn slowly, sliding deeper, every little motion in danger of making my head explode. I'd fill it, all the way, right to the end, and hold it there, the perfect fit, matching your tight clasp. Then I'd pet it on the inside, back and forth, learning everything about my new kitty, in and out endlessly, until the cream burst forth, feeding my beautiful pet."
"She's hungry. One feeding might not be enough," Sheri whispered, her hand working fast, rub, rub, slide inside. Rub, rub, slide.
"As much cream as she could ever want," I said.
Her weepy moments earlier had left my cock in a similarly depressed state, but now it was eager to deliver on my promise.
Sheri's feet were on the desk, her thighs trembling. Her hand was a blur. "Feed her now, Steve. Give me your cream," she begged. All I could see was the space between her legs, but I knew she was looking at the monitor.
I stood, bringing my cock to the camera, stroking it faster. "Open her mouth, beautiful. Open her mouth for me."
I heard her whimper, both hands between her legs, her finger parting her lips, exposing the bright pink interior. Her thumbs looked to be fighting over ownership of her clit, buried beneath a dense forest of dark curly hair. I cupped my hand over the head of my cock, letting the glans peak out from where my index finger and thumb formed a tight little circle.
I pushed forward, slowly. "He's sneaking his way in," I said softly. "First introduction."
I heard the trembling in her voice. "I wish it was true."
"See it. Feel it. Imagine it opening you, spreading you wide, sliding into your moistness," I whispered, poking my cock through the opening between my fingers, pushing downward, exposing more and more of my shaft.
She whimpered softly, her thumbs teasing her own clit, her fingers pushing into her pink opening, deeper, pulling wide, exposing a dark little opening.
"All the way, baby. All the way to the back. Filling you totally."
"Fuck," she groaned, her fingers sliding inward as far as she could.
"Quiet now, feel it."
I stroked my cock, slowly, ever so slowly, the full length of my shaft. I took my time picking up the pace, stroking faster, longer. Faster yet, until my hand was almost a blur.
She squealed softly, and I could see her legs trembling, her fingers darting into her fissure. "Coming," she moaned.
"Come for me," I groaned loudly. "Come on my cock."
Her voice moved up an octave, squealing. "F...F...Fuck!" she gasped.
I stroked steadily, taking care of the head at the end of each stroke, until I felt my own imminent release. "Spread it open," I demanded.
She had two fingers from each hand back inside of herself, opening up.
I put one hand down on the desk bracing myself, stroking my cock at her big-screen face, right in front of the camera.
"Come for me, Steve. Fill me," she pleaded.
I groaned, as I felt my release, spraying the monitor and camera again, as rope after rope burst forth.
A few seconds later her camera was back on top of her monitor, and she was acting shy. "I never expected to do that," she said softly.
"You have no idea how glad I am you did," I told her, cleaning up after myself.
She laughed. "No, I got a pretty good idea. Got you a little worked up, didn't I? Kitty loved the attention."
"I'm not the only one worked up," I reminded her.
She grinned back. "Guilty as charged." The smile slipped from her face, "I still don't understand how."
"Me either. I know you could do better, but I'm glad you chose me."
She looked surprised, then angry. "Don't say that. Don't you EVER say that!"
I was the one to look surprised. "Come on. Face it. You're one in a million, so beautiful you make my soul ache. The only girl on the internet. I'm just an out-of-shape, older guy, who's good at hitting a few keys. It's a nice fantasy."
I was more than a little shocked when she reached out and the screen went black.
* * *
It was late, and I should have been sleeping. Big business meeting the next day. Still, I was restless and disturbed. Worried.
[CherryBomb] Sorry. Forgive me?
[AceHole] Nothing to forgive. Didn't mean to upset you
[CherryBomb] You're everything to me. Please don't put yourself or us down
[AceHole] I won't. My mistake. I'm sorry I ruined the most magical moment ever
[CherryBomb] We'll have others. Better. Incredible
[AceHole] Forgiven?
[CherryBomb] Nothing to forgive. I didn't want you to be angry with me. I need you to know you're special. To me
[AceHole] You too. Best thing in my life, by far. Tomorrow night? I'll be late
[CherryBomb] However long it takes. I'll be here for you
* * *
The meeting went well. The numbers guys had done their due diligence, and the price was right. I liked the product and their IP. Couple of nice patents. Dan, my best friend since childhood gave it his full approval. We closed the deal. My biggest yet. This would one would hurt if it didn't work out.
"You going to fly back tonight?" Dan asked afterward. "Want to grab a drink? Celebrate?"
"Maybe another time."
He gave me a knowing grin. "You're going to go play with CherryBomb, aren't you? You've forgotten all about your real friends."
"Hell. You know PerZeus is always welcome. It's your own fault. You introduced us." I gave him a friendly shove. "Besides, you know I'd never forget my few real friends."
"I know. Nice deal, huh? Thanks for bringing me in on it."
"You and your money. You're still on the hook for 20%."
He laughed. "You stupid fuck. You know I'd follow you in any deal, anywhere. The golden touch. You've already made me a wealthy man. All of us."
I didn't like to talk about money. "True friends. I'd give you all of it. Just ask."
"Ditto, buddy. You like her, don't you?"
"More than I should. More than I'm comfortable with."
"She's the real deal. Family has money. Her gigs take less than 20 hours a week. A bit of a shut-in. Shy and aloof. No debt. No crimes. No stalkers. No marriages. Great credit. Nice bank account."
I was not happy, to say the least. "You're checking up on her?" I snapped angrily.
"Of course. I'd rather have you hate me than get screwed over again."
"Damn it, Dan! You had no right!"
He didn't flinch. He stood up to me, like only he and a very select few ever did. "Fuck you, Steve. I have every right. I was there. Raked through the same damn coals. Don't tell me that I don't have a right."
"She's not like that," I told him.
"I had to make sure. I'm sorry if you think I overstepped my bounds. If I didn't do it, you know Mark or Jaime would have."
He was right. I had a history of bad decisions with women. And they'd suffered through the last one with me. It hurt all of us. "I like her Dan."
He smiled. Put his hand on my shoulder. "One drink in the bar. Then you can tell me." He chuckled, "She is different. Special. I like her too."
I'd been hoping to get online early, but one drink became two, then three. I told him about our escalation, and little webcam games. He was laughing, and jealous as hell. "Got any pics?"
"Nope. Sorry."
"You fucking liar. Mr. Security? Records every damn thing that goes across the internet? You're holding out."
He had me. I didn't consider it lying to her, I really didn't record anything other than what I always did, which was everything. I brought out my iPad. "One look, and not the good stuff."
I showed him a picture of her leaning back in her chair, laughing, dressed only in panties and bra. Another one of the close up of her lips, "kissing me".
"She's a honey. Who would ever guess?" he said, zooming in on the picture.
"You knew that already. I'm sure you have pictures."
He laughed. "Not like these." He passed me back the tablet. "She's got my Ok. Seems safe. She's not dating. You should pursue it." He looked at his watch. "Hell, it's not even 10:00 pm. You want to go over there? Surprise her?"
"Hell no. That's not going to happen. Not like this, by surprise, half-drunk."
He looked serious for a moment. "You're happier lately. Don't think we don't notice. She's good for you."
I nodded. "I am happier. She is good for me."
He took my drink. "I've got the bill. Go play with her."
I didn't argue. It's where my heart was. "Thanks for the talk. And the research. I understand why you thought you had to do it."
"We're friends. Fuck, who am I kidding, we're family."
"Yes we are. I couldn't ask for better."
"Ditto. Now go. I'm sure she's waiting."
The laptop was good, but it wasn't like playing at home. Different keyboard, smaller screen, slower connection.
I started up the game, logging in. She was playing.
[CherryBomb] Voice is on
I slipped on the head phones, connecting via Skype.
"Sorry I'm late."
She laughed. "Good start. I was going to chew you out. I've been farming."
"Good," I was feeling all sappy, after my conversation. "I missed you today."
"You too. Everything go well?"
"Great. Closed the deal. Hung out with PerZeus a bit. I'm on my laptop so nothing too difficult tonight. I'll be flying back tomorrow."
"Where are you?" she asked.
"Downtown."
"Here? Manhattan?"
"Yeah. The Carlyle. Gotta keep up the image."
"Did you...do you want to meet?" she sounded as nervous as me.
I took a deep breath. "I do. Not like this. It's late. I've been drinking. I'm in my damn monkey suit. Sometime. Soon. But not tonight Ok?"
She chuckled. "Thank God. I'm a horror right now. You'd run screaming. Soon?"
"Soon. And for the record? I'd never run."
"Next Friday? I have a thing I have to go to. I could use a handsome date."
A chill ran down my back. Meet her? Face-to-face? Friday? Could I?
She must have been concerned with my lack of response. "I understand if you're busy."
"No. I'd love to meet you. Pick you up at your place? Give me a time."
"7:00. I'll text you my address."
I didn't need it. I was embarrassed. "I have to tell you something."
"Let me guess. You're really 50 years old, 5'2 and 300 lbs. You have a stand-in for our chats."
"No, seriously. I know where you live. What you do. Everything."
I heard the catch in her voice. "You are stalking me!"
"No. One of my guys had you investigated. I'm sorry. It wasn't my idea."
"Damn it, Steve! That's not right," she sounded furious.
"I know. I'm sorry. That's why I wanted to tell you. I just found out."
"Your posse, wasn't it? Fuckers won't tell me dick about you. They all clam up like it's some kind of national secret. What do you have on them?"
"Friends. Good friends. I don't have many, but these are like brothers. They were worried for me. I've had some problems with relationships in the past. They were only trying to protect me."
"PerZeus? GnuMeat? Which one, damn it! I'm going to tear them a new one."
She would too. Vicious little thing. I chuckled. "Don't. For me. Please. Let this one go, and I'll owe you one."
She sighed loudly. "Steve, this isn't something some toy in game is going to fix. You betrayed me."
"I know. I was hoping you could understand, I didn't want this. I told you as soon as I found out. I love what we have, and it would kill me to ruin it. Let me make it up to you."
"Fine. One chance. No more holding back. You know all about me, I want to know about you."
It was difficult, but I did it. I told her. About my background. No family. Three childhood friends, and two more college friends starting a business. Failing, and doing it again. Got it right the third time. A bad relationship, with my first serious girl cheating on me with one of my partners, both no longer in the picture. Later a wife, cheating slut who screwed me over when we sold the business, transferring her stock ownership after we got bought out, working with my enemies to force me out. I'd been conned by her from the start. I had money, and friends, but the business I'd built from scratch and poured my soul into yanked out from under me. We got our payday, but I was betrayed, and lost. Nothing to dedicate my life too. Eighty hour work weeks became zero. Until Dan and Mark got me into the Venture Capital game. It gave me something to do. Not enough, but something.
My friends were all men. I had an issue trusting women. I'd been burned badly, twice. Fool me once, shame on you. Fool me twice, shame on me.
She was quiet on the other end. Not interrupting, letting me get it all out.
"That's me. I don't trust anyone I haven't known for 15 years. Especially not women. I'm a recluse, rarely leaving my house. I don't socialize anymore. I don't do much of anything except play these fucking games. A month from now, I'll be done with Diablo and I'll have to find a new outlet."
"I'm sorry," she said softly. "You must know, after digging up all my shit, that I would understand. I won't press it. We can skip next Friday."
"No, Sheri. Please. I do want to meet you. I have to. I can't live like this."
"Skype?" she asked softly. "Video."
"Alright." I brought up the video feed. She was sitting there, dressed to tease. Tight little shirt with 'Gamer Grrrl' emblazoned across the front.
She looked at me, and I could see her eyes were moist. "I want to hug you, now, Ok?"
I nodded, and she leaned forward and hugged the monitor. "That's the closest I've come to touching a man in two years," she said softly. "I'd like a real hug someday."
"Me too," I told her. "Thanks."
She smiled. "I'm still going to chew PerZeus out. He's supposed to be my friend. I know it was him. He's always too damned curious. Way fucking over-protective."
"He approves of you. That's a first. According to him you're special."
"Damn straight I am! He's not getting off that easy. I'm going to get those epic bracers out of him for this. He owes me."
I laughed. "His pride and joy? That should be interesting."
"We're on for Friday then? You'll need to wear a tux. It's formal."
"I think I can scrape one up."
She looked nervous. "It's just a date, Ok? Nothing afterward. I'm still not ready for that. I want to spend some time with you, see if I can, without freaking out. You promised to be gentle with me."
"A date. That's all."
She smiled sadly. "I'm tired, Steve. Mind if we don't play tonight? Tomorrow. Look me up tomorrow."
"Tomorrow. Looking forward to it. And thank you for listening."
"Thank you for sharing. Sleep tight. Sweet dreams," she said, grinning mischievously.
"Shit. I'm going to meet you for real in a week. That's a dream come true. Goodnight."
I called Dan.
"I thought you'd be online all night. She's not on?" he asked.
"You missed something. In her background. Problem with men. Find it out."
"Got it. Anything else?"
"No that's it. That and she figured out it was you who sold her out. You're in deep Kimchi."
"Shit, dude. You told her?"
"I told her she was investigated. She figured out who all on her own. You're not very subtle, are you? Never were."
He laughed. "Not my strong suit. Thanks for the heads up."
* * *
Things were awkward between us. We still played, and flirted in game, but there were no more late shows. We'd video chat some, and she'd still dress to tease, but nothing beyond that. We both recognized the issue, but we skirted around it.
I had my assistant make the arrangements. Hotel, flight, limo, tux. A few options for a late night bite afterward if we wanted. I was getting nervous.
Wednesday I got the call from Dan.
"You're right. I fucked up. She's damaged goods," he said anxiously.
"How damaged?"
"Kidnapping, assault and gang rape. Three days they had her. She managed to escape. The first person who found her walking down the street, naked and beaten, raped her again. Pretty ugly. She was hurt. The hospital pictures are bad."
"Two years ago?" I asked.
"Thirty months. She's messed up. Got her psychiatric records. That wasn't cheap. You don't want this one."
"I'll decide what I want or don't want."
"She can't stand men. Can't stand to be touched. I don't know how that idiot investigator missed it."
"Thanks for the info. I'm sorry I had to drag you into this."
"No sweat. You want I should send you the package?"
I knew he meant the pictures. "No. She's been raped enough."
* * *
On Thursday we played for a couple of hours until she abruptly cut me off. "Video. Now."
I switched over. She was as beautiful as always, still dressed teasingly. I don't know how she did it.
"What's wrong? You getting cold feet about tomorrow?" she asked nervously.
"Nothing's wrong. I'm still looking forward to our date."
"Bullshit. Something's wrong. You don't think I know you by now? Spill."
She deserved to know. "I was wrong. I didn't know all about you. I didn't know about your ordeal two years ago."
She sighed and put her head in her hands. "Jesus, Steve. So I'm not good enough now? Too dirty? Soiled goods?"
"Stop. That's not it. Not at all. But when we talked, you seemed to think I knew. I wanted you to know the truth. I'm sorry."
She leaned back, and I saw she was crying. "I understand if you don't want to go out. This probably won't work, you know. I'll probably run screaming. I can't stand to be touched. The thought of a man doing things to me makes me physically sick."
"What I don't understand is the way you can tease me and joke with me over the web. How could you even stand to see my...my penis, after what happened to you?"
"I don't know. In game it's easy enough, everyone's anonymous. Teasing you over Skype made it a fantasy. Like I was normal. Almost like a real relationship. I've never had a boyfriend. I liked pretending that you and me, we could be like regular people."



"You wanted to see me. Down there. You even seemed to like it."
She blushed. "I did like it. Fuck if I know how. It wasn't real. My boyfriend getting excited over me, like a normal couple. I liked it. I'm scared to death it won't transfer to real life. I know it can't."
"But you're willing to try."
I saw the tears in her eyes. "Please. You'll have to take it slow. Try to understand if I freak out on you. The party alone is terrifying."
"Maybe we should start out on a normal date. No crowds."
She shook her head. "I have to go. It's family. I need to do something. I'll end up a crazy old woman in a house full of cats at this rate."
"Cats? Please tell me you're not a cat person."
She laughed. "That's the deal breaker? Not the rest of it? Cats?"
"Don't dodge the subject. Fess up. There's a line, you know. Some things a man can't accept."
Sheri shook her head and got up. She didn't say anything, she just walked out of the camera view.
God, had I fucked up? I was trying to lighten the mood. I waited patiently. I had nothing else to do anyway.
She was gone a while. At least a couple of minutes. She came back and settled into her chair, looking up at the camera. She tapped her hand on the desk, and a big beautiful chocolate lab hopped up, panting in front of the camera.
"Steve, meet Max." She put her arm around his neck, hugging him. "The only man in my life for the last couple of years. He's a deal breaker. No Max, no me."
I grinned. "He's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. Gamer, gorgeous and loves dogs. No wonder I adore you."
She peeled off her shirt, laughing. "He's the most beautiful thing? Mangy ol' cur. Have you forgotten about these already?" She was wearing a simple cream bra. I didn't know she had anything that plain.
"Like I could ever forget? They're pretty sweet. But have you seen that dog? Really seen him? He's the whole package."
She leaned forward, and Max licked her face. She pushed him away. "Bullshit. You know which you would choose."
"Really? You would make me choose? And I thought you were nice."
"No you didn't. I'm not nice, and you know it." She leaned closer. "I'd never make you choose. It's a package deal."
I laughed. "Smart girl. Sweeten the pot. How'd you know I had a weak spot for labs?"
"Did my research. Your first dog, Yogi? When I saw that, I knew it was destiny. Max's grandma was Boo-Boo."
"You're checking up on me?"
"Not me. Dad. He wanted to know who the man was I'd leave my room for. Sorry. At least you're honest."
"Scared off yet?" I asked.
"Hardly. If anything I want you more. Oh, and I want a limo and an orchid corsage. I think you can afford it. Be glad I don't ask for the whole florist shop."
"Pick one. It's yours. What color are you wearing?"
"A very light pink. A hint of lavender. I think you're going to like it."
"I don't doubt that. Cleavage?"
She blushed. "As much as I can dare. The boobies insisted. They think they have a very special relationship with you."
"I think they're smarter that both of us. Matchmaker boobs."
"I know, right? I would try to hide them. Let you and me get to know each other. As soon as they'd hear your voice, they'd perk up, make me miserable until I had to take my shirt off. You're not bribing them or anything, are you?"
"You caught me. I promised them a trip to Victoria's secret. They were complaining that the booty gets all the love. Fancy panties but nothing for the girls. Come on, look at that bra. I bet the booty is partying in lace."
"I've had the booty longer. The boobies have only been around a few years. The booty's been with me forever."
"Lucky booty. She deserves the lace. I'd be happy to invest in more."
"Oh no you don't! I see what you're up to. Butter up to the booty, bribe the boobies, next thing you'll be trying to get in good with the kitty."
"You wound me. You know my stance on cats."
"Why do I think you might make an exception for this little pussy...cat?" she grinned.
"I don't know. That's a lot to ask." I told her.
"I think I'll let her make her own case. She can be very convincing."
"I don't know. I'm a tough nut to crack."
She giggled. "She's cracked tougher nuts."
I leaned forward. "You are driving me crazy here, gorgeous."
She opened her bra, slipping it off, leaning forward. "Purely intentional. Trying to build up credit for tomorrow. Just in case."
"Sheri, relax. You've got a lifetime of credit already. You could stab me, shoot me and set me on fire, and I'd still come back for more. I'm not a quitter. I'm going to ride this out until you tell me to stop."
"Could be a bumpy ride."
"I'm thinking the ride of a lifetime."
She smiled. "That too. Ticket price is not too high?"
"Not for me. I'll buy a lifetime pass. Whatever the cost."
She leaned over and hugged Max. "What do you think, Max? Is he worth it?"
He licked her, and she laughed. "I agree. We'll give him a chance, Ok?"
She grinned, "Did you bribe him too?"
"Didn't have to. Us guys stick together. Bro-code."
"What time are you flying in?" she asked.
"I've got a meeting downtown at 3:00. I'll be at your door at 7:00. Wild horses couldn't keep me away."
"This is going to be great, isn't it?" she asked.
"Perfect."
======================
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Date night.
I was nervous. No denying it. I had a few preparations to take care of, but I pulled up in the stretch limo by 6:30. Not by accident. By invitation.
Sheri's father came down the steps of their brownstone, stealthily peeking back at the house. The driver opened the door, and he climbed in quickly.
"Jon Elsworth," he said by way of introduction, extending his hand.
"Steve Jeffery, pleased to meet you."
He leaned back and looked me over. "So you're the magic man."
I grinned. "How am I supposed to respond to that?"
"Proudly? She's out of her room. Getting dressed up. Going out, with a man. I don't know how you did it, but I had to meet the miracle worker."
"I appreciate it. She's an amazing woman."
He smiled. "No argument from me. Her mother tells me you know her history."
"Only from reports. We haven't spoken about it. I didn't want to look too deep. It's her business, not mine."
"Once you walk up those steps, it becomes your business. It's shaped her life ever since. You're playing a dangerous game here," he said.
"Sir, no offense, but this is hardly a game."
"From what I hear, it's all about a game. It sounds like you're good. If you've mastered that one, maybe you can figure this one out. You'll never play a more complex or rewarding one."
"Anything I should know?" I asked.
"Wish I could help you. I do. She puts up with me, barely. I see her struggle, flinching if I even touch her. Do you know what that's like? Your baby can't stand your touch. Lying in that hospital bed, broken, and she screamed when I hugged her. Screamed. All I wanted to do was hold her and protect her. I couldn't even be in a room with her alone for weeks. My daughter. My only child. I failed her."
I didn't know what to say. It was difficult to hear.
"How did you do it? I have to know," he asked, practically begging.
"I'm not real to her. An avatar in game. A voice over a speaker. A fantasy boyfriend over a webcam. She's playful, joking, flirting, teasing, an absolute joy, but it's only possible in the abstract. I don't have high hopes for this working out, when I become flesh and blood to her. Still, I want to give it a try."
"Her mother and I will be praying for you. It's her cousin's engagement party. Her closest friend. She wouldn't chance this for anyone but her. She'll know almost everyone there. Still, you'll have to help her. Keep the men at bay. One hug, one grabbed arm, even brushing against her could ruin everything. Once she loses it, she's useless. For days. Do your best, please. Protect my girl."
"I'll do what I can. You can count on that."
"I have to go back. I'll see you in a few minutes." He shook my hand again, nervously. I couldn't say I blamed him. We had matching sweaty palms.
I spent a few minutes confirming everything was set. All my failsafes were in play, reservations ready. I had a few items ready for her within the Limo. I was almost certain we'd need them; I only hoped it was enough.
I felt like a teenager going on his first date. I was excited and nervous. I kept checking my tablet nervously, texting Dan and Jaime. They were great as always, trying to settle me down.
At five minutes 'til, I grabbed the orchid and got out of the Limo. I walked up the stairs to the brownstone and waited a bit, breathing deeply, thinking calming thoughts. We were friends, Sheri and I. Good friends. That should carry us through. I trusted her, and I believe she trusted me.
My knock on the door was answered almost immediately. Jon let me in, shaking my hand. "He's here!" he shouted toward the back of the house.
God, he looked more nervous than me. He was sweating bullets, rocking back and forth on his heels. I put my hand on his shoulder. "Relax, Jon. It happens or it doesn't. If this turns out to be a flop, we'll retreat, and try again later. I'm in it for the long-haul."
"I don't get it," he said. "We've tried everything, counselors, therapists, drugs, group, none of it has helped very much. Then out of the blue, you're here. I don't get it."
"I suspect everything else did work, at least some. It's been a journey, and I was the one lucky enough to be there when she was ready to take the next step."
An attractive, elegant woman, I'd guess in her early 40's, came tearing down the steps. "She's on her way, just a couple more minutes." She turned toward me, glancing at her husband.
"Carolyn, this is Steve Jeffery, our daughter's date for the evening. Steve, this vision of loveliness is my wife, Carolyn."
I took her hand, leaning over to kiss it, formally, when she pulled me into her arms, tears rolling down her lovely face. "I don't know how you did it, but I can never thank you enough."
I held her up and brushed her tears away, trying to stifle my own. "No tears now. Please. Thank you for trusting me with her."
She nodded, wiping her face.
I turned to Jon. "Is Max around?"
He nodded. "Kept him in back, didn't need you both covered with dog hair."
"Could you get him? I think it'll help. He's a bond, and I would like to meet him anyway."
Jon seemed a little confused, but he walked away, and couple of minutes later that gorgeous chocolate lab came bounding in and greeted me like a long lost friend. I knelt down and hugged him, rubbing behind the ears, playfully. He rolled over and I scratched his belly, aggressively, getting his leg kicking.
"Oh, that's great," I heard from the stairs. "Friggin' Max steals my big entrance scene."
I looked up, laughing, and stopped in shock. She was stunning. The pink dress, with hints of lavender, was form-fitting, full length, a slit up the left side to mid-thigh. Spaghetti straps, no sleeves, the front curving over the top of her breasts, diving down daringly between them, showing plenty of cleavage. Her hair was up, long wisps falling in front of her ears, drop earrings hanging from her lobes. No glasses tonight. Simple necklace, looked like platinum and diamonds, short, accentuating her slender neck more than her breasts. I couldn't breathe, couldn't think.
She paused in mid-step, looking around. "Is...is something wrong?" she asked nervously.
Her mother laughed, "No baby, that's a natural reaction. You're going to have to get used to it."
"You...you're so beautiful, baby," her father said softly.
She chuckled, walking carefully down the steps, her heels obviously something she wasn't too comfortable with. "Sure Dad. I bet you say that to all your girls."
He grinned. "I do. Doesn't make it any less true."
She looked at me. "Well?"
I had struggled to recover, and took the coward's way out. "What do you think, Max? She good enough to go out with us?"
She stood over me, glaring at her puppy. "Max, you fucking traitor. Rolling over for him the minute he walks in the door."
I stood, and Max rubbed up against me, while I opened the flower box. "Bro-code, Cherry. You know how it goes." I grinned. "You do look lovely. Not my favorite outfit of yours, but it'll do in public."
She grinned, blushing. "Don't start." She chuckled, "You know I got PerZeus's bracers today."
I laughed, casually reaching forward and pulling her dress away from chest, sliding my fingers inside and pinning the corsage on. "You're shitting me! I talked to him today, and he never mentioned a thing. How the hell did you manage that?"
I saw her tense up a bit, especially when my fingers brushed against her skin. I tried to keep her engaged in our virtual world conversation. She laughed, and it was a beautiful, easy going joyous sound. "I told him I was going to cancel our date, since I couldn't trust your friends. I had him shitting bricks. I could have stripped his character completely."
"That's mean," I teased her, adjusting the flower, and patting it in place. "You didn't mean it, I hope. You know you can trust him."
She kicked me teasingly. "Of course I didn't mean it. Doesn't mean I can trust him. I know you can, but that's not the same."
"Do you have a leash for Max?" I asked.
"Leash?" Jon looked surprised.
"Yeah. She promised me a package deal. No Max, no date, no way," I teased, winking.
Sheri started to say something, but thought better of it, turning to her mother. "Did he screw up the corsage?" she asked, with a sly glance toward me. "Barbarians have never been known for their sense of style."
Her mother played with it for a few seconds, leaving it exactly as it was. Jon showed up with the leash and attached it to Max. He stood looking at his girl, trembling. I knew he wanted to reach out to her, but couldn't.
I think Sheri surprised all of us, including herself, when she gave her father a brief hug. "Thanks Dad, for everything. I couldn't do this without you. I love you."
We left him with tears in his eyes, while Max tried to kill me, dragging me down the steps.
The driver opened the door for us. Although horribly uncouth, I got in second, following Max, and tied his leash down, tossing him a treat to get him to settle. I scooted in as far as I could, and she climbed in afterward, suddenly looking horribly nervous. The driver closed the door after her.
"I lied. I think that's my second favorite outfit of yours," I told her.
She smiled awkwardly. "Bunny PJs number one?"
"Right the first time. How'd you know?"
She reached out and smacked me.
"Nervous," I asked her.
She nodded.
"Want to talk about it?"
She shook her head. I could sense the anxiety building up, her breathing getting faster. Time for the first of my crutches, and by far the most important. I hoped to God I had guessed right.
"Turn to look out the window, Cherry, your back toward me. Trust me."
She turned, slowly, and I reached around her and place the 10" tablet in her hands. She looked down at it, into my smiling face.
I turned away from her, our backs maybe a foot apart. I looked into my matching tablet. "You're not going to wuss out on me. Don't make me get the boobies and booty involved. You know they'll side with me."
Her face on the screen grinned. "Not tonight. I made them promise. I gave them my own bribes. They're both very happy right now. And nothing as cheap and gauche as Victoria's Secret."
"Jesus, Sheri! Frederick's? You really think that's fair?"
She leaned over, and pulled her top out a little, showing me a lacy pink and red bra. "All's fair in love and war."
"I picked up some loot today," I told her. "Open the compartment on the door."
She reached off screen, and came back with a box. "Can I open it?"
"You know I need to gear you up. Someone gave you a hell of an amulet, but I think you need this. Go ahead."
She opened the box and gasped. "Stats?"
"Primary is +100 Courage and Beauty. I think the beauty's wasted, pretty sure you've already maxed out there. Also has some other crap, like 120 resist to fear."
She laughed, putting it on her finger. "Noob. Fear has a 70 max."
"70 Fear resist, plus vampiric resist from teammates. As long as I'm nearby, you have nothing to fear. Ever."
"What's the stone?"
"Perfect Star Ruby, sorry it doesn't match your outfit and other jewelry better."
She laughed, "God, who's the noob now, AceHole? Any pro knows you don't go for the matching sets unless there's an ungodly bonus. This is perfect. Do I want to know how much I'm going to owe you for this one?"
"Please don't ask. I can't give you a fair price for being with you tonight. No way I can afford that."
She giggled, and I felt her back touch mine softly. "According to Dad, you can afford a hell of a lot."
"Not you. Not this. Don't make me get all sappy, now, right before we have to hit the dungeon."
"I'll have you at my side, like always. Watching out for me."
"And vice versa. No Dead Ends this time Ok? We're playing hardcore."
I leaned back a little and felt more of her weight against my back.
"We can handle this, right?" she asked.
"Stupid question and you know it. Is there anything in game that you and I can't handle together?"
She shook her head. "No. You're right. We make a hell of a team. PerZeus is jealous you know."
"Of course. Who wouldn't be? Smart, sexy, gorgeous, and a kick-ass gamer. You got it all babe."
"No, silly. He's jealous of me. Taking all your time."
"Maybe a little. He's been #1 since 9th grade. Even most of the time during my marriages. That probably should have told me something. Guess I'm kind of ignorant in some areas."
"Sandy's my PerZeus. The one always there for me. I wouldn't do this for anybody else. Thank you for making this possible."
Her back was pressed firmly against mine, her voice louder in my ear, than from the tablet. I was barely looking at it, preferring to watch her reflection in the window. But the ruse worked. It took us just far enough from reality to let her open up.
The Limo pulled to a stop, and backed into the space across from her cousin's place. We'd been holding it all day. I felt her nervousness return. She closed the tablet and put it to the side.
"Take it. Take the tablet," I told her.
"I'll look like an idiot," she whispered, sorrowfully.
"No you won't. Your cousin loves you, she'll understand. Being here is the biggest gift you could ever give her and she knows it. If the tablet helps, that's all that matters. Anytime you get nervous, for any reason at all, turn away from the crowd, and look for me online. I'll be there."
The door was open for her to get out, and she wasn't moving. At least she had picked up the tablet again.
"See where the Limo is? It'll be here all night, and Max is here waiting for you. If it gets bad, come back to the Limo. Don't even worry about me. You got that?"
She nodded.
"Then get your cute butt out there. Time to farm. Loot and XP. Nobody's better than us."
She turned and smiled for me. "We're the best, aren't we?"
"No doubt. Hell, you're almost as good as me," I teased.
"Asshole," she giggled, climbing out of the vehicle.
"AceHole, short for Ace in the Hole. That's what I am for you. Your secret advantage."
She waited for me outside of the vehicle, and I reached for her gently, turning her toward the driver. "CherryBomb, meet GnuMeat. He'll be out here if you need him. You can trust him with your life. I do."
He smiled, but didn't stick out his hand. "300 lb. neckbeard, Steve? Think you missed it on this one." He wasn't a big guy, maybe 5'10" but he had that hard look that came from working for a living. His family were mechanics, and he'd worked in a garage as soon as he knew one tool from the other. His rough look hid his sharp brain. Master's degree in mechanical engineering from MIT. Lead Mech E in all of our fledgling companies.
He wasn't done with her. "I hate to say this, and he'll probably kick my ass for it, but I have to warn you. You fuck with him, you betray him, and heaven and earth won't save you."
I was in his face before he could finish. "YOU STUPID FUCK! How can she trust you now, after you threatened her? Get the fuck out of my face! Get lost. I'll find someone else who has my back."
He shrugged. He backed up, looking at Sheri. "What I said. Remember it."
I had my phone out, already dialing Dan.
"Stop," she told me, her hand on my arm.
"No. I need someone here. Someone I can trust."
"He's the one. I know it. He'd never let you down. I'll never betray you, so his words are just so much shit. I want him here. Please." Her hand squeezed my arm, and I looked up at her. She meant it.
"You sure? I can have someone here in 10 minutes."
"I'm sure."
I looked over at Mark, who was standing there, acting like he didn't have a care in the world. "Tonight, you're here for her, not me. You fuck this up, and you and I are going to have it out. You understand me?"
"Don't fucking talking to me like that. I'm not some hired punk. You forgotten everything? Who has your back? I'm here. I'll do whatever it takes. Always. Fuck you, if you think otherwise, asshole. Fuckin' skirt has your brain fucked up again."
Sheri stepped in front of me, glaring at him. "Fuck you, GnuMeat. I've got his back, in game and out. Not like some sissified glass-cannon, taking his shots from a distance and kiting his way through the elites while Ace and I do the heavy lifting. You sit back and take your shots, but I've got his back. And he has mine."
Mark smiled. "Good. You remember that. Don't forget who has the 120K DPS in the background, ready to do serious damage if needed."
She turned and grabbed my hand, stomping toward the entrance. I was surprised by her response. I think she was as well, and released me after half-a-dozen steps. "Sorry," she mumbled.
I took her hand in mine, and she didn't pull away. "My girlfriend can hold my hand anytime she wants. As long as she has my back."
She nudged me with her shoulder. "Don't tease me."
"Wouldn't dream of it. I liked the way you shot him down. Too cool."
She giggled. "Damn, he pissed me off! I'd neuter him in game."
I looked up at the three story edifice in front of us. We were on the avenue, and all the buildings facing the road were old and stately. It was a mixed neighborhood. One block over, off the main drag, many of the buildings which had once housed the well-to-do had been converted into apartments. Not low rent by any means, but nothing like the places around us. Someone had money, but I guess that shouldn't surprise me.
She stopped and gave my hand a squeeze, then dropped it. I watched her take a deep breath.
"You Ok?" I asked.
"I think so. I need a moment, that's all."
A figure standing in the dark by the entrance stepped toward us. "You lose those bracers, your scrawny ass is mine," he growled.
She grinned. "PerZeus?"
"Dan for tonight," he said, standing tall in his form fitting tux. At least as tall as he could. Not an especially imposing figure, at about 5'7" and maybe a buck fifty.
She laughed. "I expected someone a little...bigger."
"Laugh it up, sweet cheeks. I own your ass in game, and we both know it."
"For now. We'll see how I do with my amazing new epic bracers," she said, poking away at him.
"Jesus, lady. Even out of game, you're a piece of work."
She walked over and I was surprised once more when she put her hand on his arm. "Thank you for being here. You...I think I can..."
He grinned. "I know, irresistible. It's a curse. I can't help it."
She smacked him playfully. "Way to ruin a moment, jackass."
His big smile disappeared for a moment. "Hey, just so you know, you're worth all of it. I appreciate that you can stand here with me. It means a lot. Big props, half-pint."
She smiled. "Ditto." She walked back to me, "What's his role?"
"Joining us inside. You get nervous or upset, and I'm not around, he's there for you. My brother by another mother, he won't let you down."
He nodded. "Whatever you need, sugar britches. I got your back." He grinned. "Awfully nice backside, I might add. Definitely worth watching."
I saw her fiddling with her iPad for a second, adjusting her grip, as if to verify it was still there. "I guess we can't stand out here forever."
I put my elbow out to escort her, and a few seconds later I felt her hand slip in and grab my bicep. I kind of wished it was bigger. She gave me a squeeze. "Take lead."



We walked up and through the outside door. In the vestibule a man opened the door for us, letting us in, and the noise of the festivities out.
There must have been close to 100 people in there, and it was pretty crowded near the door. I felt Sheri's hand grip my arm tightly. "Dan," I said.
He stepped around us, and started walking through the crowd. I followed, with Sheri in his shadow. People were looking at us as we passed, and I heard the whispering, and a hush in our wake.
Mostly, I was looking for a break in the crowd, some space to get settled in. Someone had other plans.
I heard the squeal before I saw her. A tall leggy brunette, skinny but damned pretty, came barreling up to us. "Sheri!" she cried out, and a moment later my date was engulfed in her arms.
"God, I'm so glad you're here! You have to meet Robert. You going to be Ok with that? He's been dying to meet you. He knows..." she said.
Sheri was grinning. "I wouldn't miss your engagement party for anything. I'd love to meet him." She looked over at me. "Sandy, this is Steve."
I started to present myself, then I was fighting to keep my balance as our hostess leaped up and threw her arms around my neck, kissing me on the lips. Hard. I don't think I could have been more stunned.
"The infamous AceHole! Steve, you're my hero. Thank you so much," she gushed. "Anything you need, anything I can do for you that my fiancée would approve of, is yours for the asking." She grinned teasingly. "Maybe a little more if you can keep a secret. Hell, maybe a lot more."
Sheri was pulling her cousin's arm off me. "Harlot! He's mine! Damn it, you've got your own."
Sandy had an infectious laugh. "No shit. Anyone seeing him hover over you would know you're his. Shit girl, hit the jackpot much?"
I felt myself blushing. Dan came to the rescue. "Hey Cherry, what am I, chopped meat?"
She laughed. "Mr. Manners here is with us, if you don't mind. Dan's responsible for bringing hot-stuff and I together. Please forgive him if he drools or wets himself. He's not quite house-trained yet."
Sandy turned and gave him a big hug as well. "PerZeus is more than welcome. If he did nothing else ever, bringing you guys together would put me in his debt. I'll task one of the help with cleaning up after him."
He grinned. "I can keep secrets, if the same deal is on."
She laughed. "No way, Jose. I know Steve is too much of a gentleman to take me up on it. Just like I know that you're not."
"Hey!" I interjected. "Who says I'm a gentleman?"
She looked at me smirking. "Really? White Knight and all, you think it doesn't show? Face it, bub, you're toast already." She turned back to Sheri, grabbing her hand. "Come on, I've got a nice little spot staked out for you, and Robert really is dying to meet you."
Sheri reached back and grabbed my arm, squeezing my wrist painfully tight, as she was dragged into the depths of the house. A quick turn to the side, and we were suddenly standing in an oasis of peace, beside a column and behind a couch. Sandy turned and took Sheri by the shoulder, guiding her to the wall. She took me by the arm. "You, here," she said, establishing my post at Sheri's side, basically blocking access to anyone from behind the couch.
She walked over and took Dan by the elbow. "You're a hell of a friend, aren't you?"
"What are friends for?" he asked.
She leaned up and gave him a peck on the cheek. "This is your spot. Don't worry, I'll send a few single lovelies by to keep you entertained. You know your role, right? No more than one guy at a time gets back there."
He nodded. "Got it. I gotta meet this Robert guy. Seems like a lucky dude."
She laughed, giving him a squeeze. "You have no idea, sugar."
Sheri had seemed Ok, but I could tell she was getting a little flustered. She was shifting her weight, her eyes scanning the crowd.
"No worse than crossing that damned bridge in Act III," I said.
She looked up at me, and I saw a hint of a smile. "I was thinking the castle rampart catapults, and your job is to protect me, while those hordes of nasties keep coming."
"Shit, that's too easy. I'm used to protecting three of 'em. One little girl shouldn't be too hard."
She kicked out at me, connecting with my shin. "Watch who you're calling little girl."
"Ok, one gorgeous, stacked girl, with a hellacious ass shouldn't be too hard to protect."
She smiled, "The girl, the boobies and the booty all thank you, kind sir." She looked up, "...and it starts."
Sandy and, I assumed, her beau, walked past Dan single file. Not much choice, the way he had the opening blocked off. "Here she is Rob, my favorite person in the whole wide world."
He smiled, not offering his hand. "Thank you so much. You know you made her night." He turned back to Sandy. "Hey! Wait a second. I thought I was your favorite person!"
"No way. Favorite male person, and at the moment, that's just by a hair, considering Steve here got her out of the house, and the way you've been flirting with the Bobbsey twins."
He blushed. "You shouldn't leave me alone with those girls. They could eat a man alive."
I stuck out my hand. "Steve, second favorite male person. Behave yourself. I doubt I could survive being first."
He laughed, giving me a firm shake. "No shit. Tough job, but somebody's got to do it."
Sandy smacked him playfully. She seemed like an awfully physical girl. Not that I thought there was anything wrong with that. "Tough job, is it? Maybe I should see if there's anybody else that would like the position." She turned and looked over her shoulder. "I bet Dan would be up to it."
Robert pulled his fiancée close, and smacked her bottom playfully. "You don't really want bloodshed at our party, do you, love?"
"I see one of those girl's hands on your ass again, and we'll be knee deep in it," she answered, giving him a hard look.
Sheri seemed to be enjoying the little tête-à-tête. "Maybe I should check out that irresistible butt," she said.
Sandy's draw dropped. "Et tu, Sheri!"
My girl giggled. "You were manhandling my date earlier, dear cousin."
Robert gave her a look, and she blushed. "Jesus, you always were a tattle-tale. It was just a hug."
"And a kiss," Sheri teased.
"A small kiss," Sandy argued.
"On the lips." Sheri seemed to be getting a kick out of this.
"Closed mouth," Sandy whined.
"Mostly," I teased.
She gasped at me. "Keep it up, and you won't be number two much longer."
I laughed. "I'm not saying your mouth wasn't closed, beautiful." I gave Robert a wink.
His laughter was loud and strong. "Damn. I think we're going to get on just fine. I think a kiss for number two is definitely in line. That's all though. I wouldn't want you to have to kick my ass."
Robert was a big guy, a good 6'2" and obviously in great shape. I doubt if I could take him. No way I'd even want to try, he did seem like a good guy.
"That's all. I'd hate to bleed all over your nice new outfit. Besides, look who I'm here with. She'd skin me alive first."
"And salt you down, after," Sheri said.
Sandy took her man in hand. "The four of us. Soon, Ok?"
Sheri nodded. "I'd like that."
"You're sure?" her cousin asked, a little nervously, glancing at her man.
"Definitely. I can't stay cooped up forever, and if I can pry my man away from his myriad responsibilities for a bit, there's nobody I'd rather spend time with."
I saw Sandy's eyes mist up, then she leaned in and hugged her cousin. "I love you," she said softly.
"Me too," Sheri whispered.
I almost lost it when Sandy moved her lips to Sheri's in a kiss better than the one I'd received. "I can't thank you enough," Sandy murmured.
"Shh. It's cool. Everything. Go to your man."
Sandy pulled away, wiped her eyes, then reached up and pulled my head down, kissing me on the lips, her mouth a little less closed this time, her tongue caressing my lip briefly. "You," she said huskily. "I...shit, thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you."
Damn if I didn't feel a moistness in the corner of my own eye. Just the left one you understand. Only one drop. I'm no friggin' wuss.
"I'm the lucky one," I told her.
Her lips turned back up, and Sandy wiped her eyes again. "I hope you know just how lucky you are."
"Luckiest man in the world," I told her, "with perhaps present company excluded."
She grabbed her husband-to-be and started to walk away. "Gotta mingle, and there are a lot of old friends dying to stop by. Let me know if it gets to be too much." She stopped and turned back. "You let this one go, I'm locking him in my basement. He's too good to let get away."
"Hey!" Robert said.
"Oh, don't worry dear. It would only be for when you're on travel. That's, what, about 50% of the time? I promise, the babies will all be yours." She laughed, dragging him off. He looked back at us, and rolled his eyes.
"She always like that?" I had to ask.
"This is one of her tame nights. He's good for her," Sheri said.
With the ice broken, a steady stream of old girlfriends stopped by, some chatting briefly, while others seemed reluctant to go. Several asked if she'd be around and if they could get together some time. Sheri didn't commit to any of them, but promised she'd be in contact.
I seemed to be getting a lot of attention. More than I was comfortable with. When the women showed up in twos or threes, too many of them found it necessary to stand very close. A few wandering hands found my waist, and one even crept a little lower.
Sheri noticed that. As soon as the offender was away she glared at me. "Public toilet would be cleaner. Tramp."
"I feel so dirty," I told her. "Used. How do you girls stand it?"
She tried to keep a straight face, then poked me. "Don't even think about it, bucko. You're all mine."
I leaned down and gave her a quick peck on the cheek. "And you're mine, gamer girl."
"Her tits are fake, too," she said.
"I know. The boobies already warned me."
Her grin was gorgeous. "Don't you forget it. They're very jealous."
"No worries. I prefer real and perfect every day of the week. Twice on Sundays."
A few guys stopped by, apparently most of them were old acquaintances, and she seemed to deal with it well. Mostly. After the fourth or fifth, I saw her getting antsy. "You alright?" I asked softly.
"I...I need a minute, Ok?"
I looked over at Dan, who managed to glance away from his ever-present new female friends every few seconds. I caught his eye, and ran my finger across my throat. He nodded, and stepped beside his latest charmer, blocking all access.
Sheri didn't look good. She seemed to be shaking. I turned her toward the corner carefully, and lifted her hand with the tablet in it. She opened the cover, and I stood with my back to hers, looking into mine.
"Want to blow this stand, and go kill something?" I asked.
Her face and chest filled my screen. "Too early, but it's tempting," she said.
"I don't suppose you could tilt the monitor down a bit. I think the boobies are trying to get my attention."
She smiled, and I got a view of her cleavage. "Like what you see?"
"Do you even need an answer? You know me and the girls have a special relationship."
I felt her butt rub up against mine. "Someone's getting jealous."
"No need. The booty should know by now it's a package deal. Especially in that dress, booty's getting a lot of attention."
"If you're good, maybe when we get to the limo, I'll let the girls have their way with you."
"Tease."
"Maybe. I guess you'll have to be patient and find out." She brought her lips up to the camera, giving me a pucker. "Thank you."
I did the same. "No thanks necessary. The least I could do for the woman I love."
She smiled. "Say it again."
"No thanks..."
"Asshole. Say it."
"I love you, Sheri."
The screen went dark, and she grabbed my arm, turning me. She was in my arms, hugging me hard. "Me too."
I stroked her hair softly. "Ready for the next wave?"
She sighed, releasing me. "Did you learn that from Dan?"
"What?"
"How to ruin a moment."
I pulled her in for a hug. "I would love to hold you all night, but the queue is backing up."
She looked over and saw more than a few curious eyes standing just beyond Dan, studying us.
She was better after that, and Sandy stopped by again for a quick visit. Somehow, she convinced Sheri to take the show on the road, and once again I was escorting her through the crowd, stopping for a drink for all of us at one of the bars, and making small talk to a few of the groups standing around.
So much better than I thought she'd be handling it. One guy brushed against her, and she turned away quickly, but managed to continue her conversation. I was afraid she'd panic, but she seemed to take it in stride. Damn, I was proud of her.
It was going too good. I let my guard down. After the second drink, I leaned over and whispered, "I have to hit the head. Be back in a second. Is that Ok?"
She was talking to two girls she seemed to know very well, and she nodded, waving her tablet. Dan was still standing only a couple of steps away. She was covered.
I made my way to one of the bathrooms, and waited in line for a bit. On the way out I met Robert, and he introduced me to a few friends before I could make my escape.
We'd been standing just outside the kitchen earlier, but when I got there, it looked like she'd moved on. I looked around, and saw Dan in the kitchen, obviously doing the same.
I pushed my way through the crowd. "Where?"
"She was just here. Not 30 seconds ago," he said.
One of the girls from earlier was standing nearby, and must have noticed our concern. "If you're looking for your girl, she took off like a cat with its tail on fire out the back door."
"What? Where?" I asked, looking for the door.
"She was talking to Dale, and then she took off that way," she said pointing to an opening at the side of the room, near the back wall.
"Call 'em!" I yelled at Dan, then took off after her.
The hall led to a utility area with a door to the outside. I was through it in a second, calling out for her. It was an alley that ran the length of the block in both directions. Stoops, garbage cans, utility boxes, and dark recesses were all I saw.
I was scanning the ground for some clue as to which direction she took when Dan came barreling out the door. I wanted to lambaste him for losing sight of her, but it wasn't the time. "You go that way," I said, and took off running in the opposite.
Like most of the New York blocks, this one was long and narrow, and seemed to go on forever. After a hundred feet or so I saw her tablet lying on the ground. I reached in my pocket and grabbed my phone. I pressed the push to talk. "She's this way," I said. "Tell the guys."
I was running now, and saw a crowd on a back stoop ahead. I was going to ask if they'd spotted her, when I saw her huddled in a ball, some guy's arm around her, trying to get her to drink.
There were three of them sitting there, one on the bottom step, touching her leg, the other two bracketing her, their bodies pressed against hers. She never even looked up at me, just sat, hugging her legs, rocking. It was a bad position, showing her panties to the guy on the bottom stoop.
I came to a stop. "Leave her alone, she's with me," I said angrily. Fuck. This wasn't good. She still didn't look up. She seemed almost catatonic.
The guy on the bottom step stood, placing himself between me and the others. "I don't think so. Looks like she prefers our company," he smirked.
I tried to stay calm. "Listen. She's my date. She's going with me. Just leave her alone. Can't you see she's not well?"
The bozo stepped toward me, "Get lost, asshole. She's fine here. You can't take care of her, we will. Go away and nobody has to get hurt."
The jerk trying to give her a drink reached over and thrust his hand in her top, smirking at me. "Private party, dickwad," he said.
I lost it. I should have waited; the others would have been there soon. Dan couldn't have been too far behind. But I couldn't. I'm not much of a fighter, outside of the game, but I rushed the guy in front of me, pushing him to the side, and grabbed for Sheri. I had her for just a second, before the guy with his hand on her was pulling her up the stairs, while the other two started on me.
I blocked a couple of their fists with my head and body, swinging wildly. I should have been paying attention to them, but all I could see was Sheri being dragged away from me. I launched myself at the guys with his hands on her, and drove him into the wall, hard.
I heard Dan yelling behind me, and I slammed the guy I had my hands on's head into the wall, and he dropped, letting go of Sheri. I turned and caught a foot in the side as I tried to get up, moving between her and the other two. I saw Dan was rolling on the ground with one of the guys, and I grabbed the leg of the kicker, dragging him down.
"Run, Sheri!" I yelled, trading blows with the guy between her and freedom.
She didn't move and I tried to push her. "Go!"
I caught a knee in the ribs, but managed to turn the guy and started whaling on his head. For a second I thought we were going to be Ok, when the door Sheri was leaning against started to open.
"What the fuck!" I heard, then saw the door push wider. I could only hope that Dan was doing better than me. I pushed the guy I was on against the door, wedging a foot against the rail, and gave Sheri a push. "RUN!" I screamed at her.
I wasn't fighting anymore, just pushing the guy, head tucked down, while he swung at me. I had to keep that door closed. Suddenly someone was on my back, beating down on my head, and the door was slowly opening despite my best efforts. A burning agony started in my back, sapping my strength. I couldn't see, and I knew I was in serious trouble.
I turned my head, and Sheri was huddled, shaking. "PORTAL, CHERRYBOMB," I yelled. "DON'T WIPE! PORTAL!"
I saw an arm and a leg snaking out the door opening with some kind of stick in its hand. The pain in my back took on a whole new meaning, and I could feel myself blacking out.
"Portal," I groaned. "Portal."
* * *
I shifted and bolts of pain shot through my back. I tried to move my arm and the pain moved to my ribs and forearm. Son-of-a-bitch, it hurt. I opened my eyes, and saw nothing but grey and white.
I heard footsteps, and a hand was on my shoulder. I tried to push it away and had to stifle a scream.
"Relax, Mr. Jeffery, don't try to move," I heard a strange voice intone.
I looked over and saw a figure in white standing over me.
"You've been injured," she said calmly. "Don't move."
I was lying on my side, and after trying to shift again, I knew she was right. I shouldn't move.
"Where..."
"Mount Sinai," she said. "You had us scared there for a while. You've got a lot of worried friends driving us crazy. If you'd settle down, I could check on you, give you something for the pain, and maybe we'll let you see a few of your buddies."
"Sheri."
"Shh. Be still. This will only take a minute."
It took a lot longer than a minute, but by the time she was done, my mind was clearing up and the pain was down to a dull roar.
The door opened, and in moments I was surrounded. "Stupid fuck," Dan said, standing at the head of the bed, looking down at me, anxiously.
"You...look like...shit," I said. It was hard to get the words out. My head felt like it was full of cotton, and my tongue was too big for my mouth.
I was right though. He did. He had his arm in a sling, and his face was swollen. Bandage on the side of his face, and a black eye tinged with reds and oranges. The split lip was an improvement.
"Look who's talking, dipshit. Couldn't wait for the cavalry could you?"
"Your face...looks better," I told him, trying to look around. Mark was there, looking fresh as a daisy, and behind him were Robert and Sandy. She looked like she'd been crying. I noticed that most were out of their party clothes, except Dan and Sandy.



"Sheri?" I asked.
"She'll be alright," Dan said softly. I could see he was hurting, and I don't mean physically.
"Not your...fault," I told him. I knew the guilt would be killing him.
"I fucked up, Steve. God, I'm so sorry. I was watching her, I swear I was. I don't know how she got away. I know you must hate me. I'll leave if you want." The poor fucker was practically in tears.
"No. I...love you man," I said, doing my best to grin.
He chuckled, wiping his eyes. "You're not getting my Bud Light." Old inside joke.
"Where?"
"Jaime went for her. Relax. You did good, jerkoff."
I learned a little of what happened, in bits and pieces. Mark couldn't get the limo down the alley, and had to park it. He started at the wrong end, and was late getting to the scene. Dan never got past the first guy, and though I managed to delay anyone else joining our little get-together, when the asshole I'd knocked into the wall climbed on my back and started to make a pincushion out of me with a knife, things were looking bleak.
We thought we'd taken good precautions, but we hadn't planned on the back door. I always knew there was a chance she'd freak out. Mark had been by the car a few door down from the entrance, and Jaime had been stationed a short ways down on the opposite side, in case she made a run for it in the wrong direction.
When they got the call, Jaime had to crash his way into the party, across the entire house, then guess which way we'd gone. He'd heard the ruckus and got there in the nick of time, although a minute or two earlier would have been nice.
I looked up during a pause in the story-telling, and Man-mountain was stepping through the doorway. The crowd parted and I saw he was carrying Sheri in his arms. She looked rough, bruised, her hair a mess, dress missing. She had a hospital gown on, and her leg was in a cast.
Jaime was grinning like there was no tomorrow. He stepped forward and gently sat Sheri down on the bed by my feet. I felt the tears starting to well up. I had been certain I was going to lose her.
She put on a brave smile, and reached for the hand I extended to her.
Jaime stood over her, protectively. "Jesus, Ace! Where'd you find this one? If I hadn't shown up in time, I think she was going to kill the lot of them herself. Friggin' maniac. Crazy girl was spitting out half a guy's ear before I managed to clean things up."
I looked down at her.
She grinned sheepishly. "No way I was going to portal again. We'd wipe together or not at all." She looked back at Jaime. "You never told me that our resident Witch-Doctor was a real-life barbarian."
Jaime was 6 feet 7 inches of rough and tumble. The left tackle on our high-school football team, and a loner, except for me and Dan. We'd gotten him out of trouble once, and we never could get rid of him ever since. Loyal as an old hound-dog. The fucker could write code like nobody's business.
He'd taken the bat from the guy coming out the door and laid half-a-dozen guys out cold before Mark showed up with the heavy artillery. One shot from his .45 stopped everything. Apparently in his wake, half the party had shown up in the alley, and the police were only a few minutes behind. The guys weren't about to wait, not with me bleeding on everybody, and a couple of minutes later we were loaded in the limo headed for the hospital.
With the story out of the way, everyone decided to give me a little space, especially when the busy-body nurse came in shrieking it was supposed to be only two at a time.
Which meant one at a time, since it looked like it would have taken a platoon of marines to get Sheri out of there.
I was alone with Sheri and her cousin, when Sandy had the brilliant idea of leaning over and giving me a hug, nearly killing me. "You big idiot. No more heroics."
"Don't you have a party to go back to?" I asked, teasing.
She wiped her eyes. "Right. That was Friday."
"Friday?"
Sheri squeezed my hand. "It's Sunday. You really had us worried."
"Shit. No wonder I'm so damned hungry. Sounds like you got something to eat. An ear?"
My girl grinned. "Tastes like shit. And believe me, getting eye goop from out from under your nails is next to impossible."
"Eye goop?"
Sandy giggled. "You've got to hear Jaime tell it. We must have made him repeat it at least a dozen times. Spider-Monkey girl was making mincemeat of the guy who stabbed you. She clawed one of his eyes clear out, bit off half his ear. She was going for the jugular when Jaime dragged her off the stupid bastard. Hardest shot he took all evening was from her elbow, and he almost lost a finger to those teeth of hers."
"It wasn't that bad," Sheri whined. "He only got a few stitches." She leaned forward. "I think he likes me."
"Don't let his wife hear that. She may not be much bigger than you, but I think she could take him, two out of three falls."
"Wife?"
"Yeah, he and Mark are both married. I'm surprised the women haven't shown up yet. I'm going to catch so much hell."
I tried to move and I got another blast of pain.
"Stop that!" Sheri snapped. "You'll tear the stitches, even if you don't start internal bleeding again."
"How bad was it?" I asked.
"If the idiot on top of you knew how to use a knife, you'd be dead now," she snapped. "Then where would I be, you stupid asshole? Why couldn't you have waited for the others?"
"They...they were touching you."
"So what? I've been touched before. More than touched. If you ever do anything that stupid again...I'll...oh Hell, I'll just die."
"How long will I be in here?" I asked.
"Couple of days. You had a pretty bad concussion, a collapsed lung, and lost a lot of blood. The knife got stuck in your ribs, or it would have been a lot worse."
She looked upset, and more than a little angry.
"What are you wearing under that robe?" I asked.
Sandy laughed out loud. "That's my cue to go. I'll give you two a couple of minutes alone. I think he's going to be just fine."
Sheri was glaring at me. "Did you really ask what I had on under this stupid robe?"
I nodded, grinning. "You promised the girls would entertain me."
"If you were good. In the limo. And I said maybe."
"Ok, 0 for 3," I pouted. "What have you got on under there?"
She giggled. "You are so bad. Panties. That's all. Not much of them either."
"You're killing me, beautiful. Half naked and only an arm's reach away."
"I'm still mad at you."
"I still love you."
She leaned her head down on my leg. "You big idiot. You could have died."
"Not when you have my back," I said.
"You made Jaime cry. I don't think I've ever seen a sadder thing. He was running down that alley, cradling you in his arms, blubbering like a baby."
I grinned. "Yes! He's sooo never going to live that one down."
She slapped me on the leg. "Asshole. He saved your life."
"Fine. I owe him one. He's still going to get razzed."
She looked over at the door, then bounced her butt up the bed a couple of feet, sending jolts of pain through my back. Whatever they were giving me wasn't near strong enough.
"Stop wincing you big baby," she said.
She grabbed my hand, and put it on her breast. I cupped it through her gown.
"Second base," she giggled.
"I don't think we've even got much of first base yet."
"You need to get healthy for me. I've got a lot of catching up to do, and the boobies and booty are dying for a little attention."
"How about a lot of attention?" I teased.
"How about, when the doctor clears you, we try for a home-run?"
* * *
It was more than a couple of days. Closer to a week. I never had a shortage of visitors, but at least they bathed and put on normal clothes. I got a serious tongue-lashing from Maria, for putting poor little Jaime in danger. Sheri's parents stopped by every day, as did Sandy. I think she had a little crush on me. I never escaped her without a kiss or two. Or three. Not when Robert accompanied her, but she nearly had me in a makeout session once. I gave her grief about it. She assured me that it was nothing serious, but she couldn't wait for me to get better for a real thank-you.
It was Sandy who told me about the change in Sheri. Apparently her issue with touching men was almost totally resolved. Part of it was me, another part was my posse. Sandy's therapist believes that fighting back against the attackers had the most to do with it. She no longer felt helpless or as vulnerable.
"Sheri and Maria are thick as thieves. They've been ganging up on poor Jaime. He bares it well. You should see them when they're sitting out in the waiting area, once girl perched on each of his legs. Sheri has no problem with physical contact with him."
"I'm going to have to kill him, you know."
Sandy grinned, and gave me another long lip-lock. She tasted of mint, and her tongue was friendlier than ever. "He's like a big cuddly teddy bear to her. She hasn't even kissed him. Now Dan..."
"What about Dan!" I growled.
"Lots of hugging and kissing going on there."
"That son-of-a-bitch..."
Her lips shut me up again. "Stop, silly. She feels bad he got so beat up for her. You were injured worse, but he still looks like a mess. She's always hugging him and kissing his 'boo-boos'. Mark and Jaime give him so much shit as soon as she's gone."
"Good."
She grinned then climbed on my bed, lying down facing me. "You've got great friends. I hope you realize that."
"I know. I couldn't ask for better."
"I hope you consider me and Robert friends," she said softly.
"Best friends. I love what you do for Sheri. She needs someone like you."
"It works both ways. I love her, you know."
"I know. It's pretty obvious."
She took my hand and placed it on her tit. I'm an asshole, I didn't pull it away. I liked the feel. "No, Steve. I love her. I've been in love with her for years."
You could have knocked me over with a feather.
She smiled, and I felt her hand sliding under the sheet, rubbing the erection she managed to give me every time she visited. "She couldn't stand a man's touch, you know. My touch was different."
"Is she...are you..."
"Lovers. Two years now. Toned it down since I met Robert. I'm not gay, and neither is she. She just needed me, and I guess I needed her."
Her hand was gripping my cock, and stroking it. "Once you two have settled down as a real couple, I hope you'll let me share her with you sometimes."
Share? Holy shit! "What about Robert?"
She leaned in and kissed me softly, her lips lingering. "That's what I love about you. Always thinking of other people, and doing the right thing. He knows about me and Sheri. She's getting better, but we've talked and there's no way she's interested in sex with anyone but you. Not for now. We'll see how things are after you two are married."
Married? "I...uh..." Damn this girl could leave me tongue tied.
"You're going to get married, and I get to be the matron of honor. Don't kid yourself that you're not. You're both crazy about each other. Sometimes I'm so fucking jealous. Of both of you."
Her lips were on mine, and I welcomed them, a little guilt still getting through. Her hand was driving me crazy, and I loved the feel of her hard little nipple. Our tongues played quietly, lovingly. "Can I finish you?" she asked softly. "I'd hate to leave you with blue-balls."
I looked toward the door. She licked my lips. "Dan's on guard. Nobody's getting through. Sheri is home, won't be here for a couple of hours. Let me do this for you."
"I feel like I'm cheating," I told her.
"God, you're so fucking adorable, I can't stand it," she said. She pulled free from me, then grabbed her purse. She turned away from me. "Sheri? I'm with Steve."
Son-of-a-bitch.
"He's fine. Looking a lot better. I've got him so worked up he's going to pop, but he wouldn't dream of cheating on you. Can you tell him it's alright?"
She handed me the phone.
"Sheri?" I asked.
"She's so bad! What's she been doing? She told you about us, didn't she? I'm so going to kill her."
"Uh, yeah, she told me you guys were, uh, intimate."
"You understand why?"
"Of course. Hell, no man or woman could resist you. What's this I hear about Dan getting all my kisses?"
I thought I could hear her blush over the phone. "Little kissies, that's all. No boobies, no booty, and certainly no kitty. Are you jealous?"
"Should I be?"
"Don't be. There's no man for me but you. I'm just, well, practicing flirting again. It's been a while. You know who I love."
"I can't wait to get out of here," I told her.
"I know. Me either. I'd take care of your...needs, but I don't want our first time to be like that. Not some stupid quickie in a hospital bed. I'm afraid I might need a lot of patience from you, understand?"
"Totally. I feel the same."
"Good. Then let Sandy do whatever she wants, or she's going to be driving me crazy. No kitty, alright? But if she offers it, you'd be a fool not to let her get her mouth on you. She's pretty incredible."
"Are you sure?"
"I trust her, and I trust you. Give her what she needs, and she'll tell me all about it tonight."
"This feels kind of crazy."
"I love you, baby. Have fun. Now put her on."
I handed the phone to a grinning Sandy. "Thank you, thank you," she gushed. "I will, I promise, tonight. Is this just the one time?"
She giggled. "Perfect. Love you babe." She hung up the phone, and went to the door. She poked her head out, then came back smiling from ear to ear.
"You're mine, until they release you. You have a problem with that, handsome?"
"Robert?"
She rolled her eyes at me. "Do I have to make another call? Or do you trust me that it's Ok. I'm not married yet."
"I trust you. I wouldn't want to hurt him, or your relationship, that's all."
"He knows that when I'm with you and Sheri, there'll probably be some you-and-me action going on. My ass is off-limits to you, that's his. Alright?"
I nodded, my mouth dry.
She gave me a quick kiss, then pulled the sheet down, and pushed my hospital gown out of the way. "God, you've got a nice one. I'm going to really enjoy this."
Not as much as I did. No preliminaries, she took me in her mouth and started sucking. I didn't last two minutes. She swallowed and kept going, until I was hard as a rock again.
"Good. We got that first one out of the way. Man you were backed up! I hope you don't always come like that. I don't mind a little taste but you almost drowned me."
"No, I don't always come like that. You had me pretty worked up, you know."
"The idea of doing two girls? Or just little old me?"
"All you, gorgeous. Not that the threesome idea isn't going to be driving me nuts for a while, but you're pretty incredible you know."
She grinned saucily. "I know. And now you're going to find out."
She got started again, then stopped abruptly. She grabbed her smart phone, set it up, and passed it to me. "Record it. It'll be even better than explaining it to her. I might even tease Robert with it later."
Was there no end to the day's surprises?
She was true to her word, and the second time around, she teased and pleased. Her mouth was wonderful, and ever so talented. I did manage to hold out for almost 10 minutes, before she cheated, putting my hand on her head, and insisting I fuck her mouth. The sweet girl had no gag reflex whatsoever, and a minute later I was painting her tonsils again.
She sucked me dry, opened her mouth showing a full-load to the camera, then took her time cleaning me with her mouth, until I was starting to stiffen again. I killed the video.
"There. That should keep you for a while. Was I Ok?"
"Ok? That was unbelievable!"
"Good. I'll be working with Sheri to make sure she can deliver at least as good. You're going to have to be patient with her. She's never done any of this stuff willingly. In many ways she's still a virgin."
She stood and gave me a salty kiss. Then she pulled up her shirt, and leaned over, placing her nipple in my mouth. "Give us a kiss goodbye, lover."
I got a nice little suck, until she replaced it with the other one. "No marks, Ok? No fair rubbing his face in it."
That put a little damper on my feelings, and I gave her nipple one last tongue swipe. "Thank you," I said.
"A hero's reward. Get used to being spoiled, lover." She gave me a parting kiss, straightened her shirt, and left me to let the others in. Dan and Mark were smirking.
"Lot of privacy," Dan observed.
"Yes. Thank you."
"Sheri..."
"Knows and is cool with it. We were just on the phone with her."
Mark laughed. "You lucky son-of-a-bitch. It's about time you got it right."
"Got what right?"
Dan answered. "Woman. Got the woman right. She's an angel. Perfect. No way you deserve her or whatever the supermodel's doing for you."
I had to laugh. He was right. "No argument from me. Third time's a charm, I guess."
* * *
It had taken me 5 days before they'd let me sit up and use a laptop. I was only online about 10 seconds before my buds started lightin' me up with messages.
From the first time back, I found things had changed. Not in the game, so much, although there were enough new things there. The change was in us. No one was playing solo, not even Jaime. On logging in, I'd find them working together in groups of 3 or 4. With a max party size of four, one of the guys would drop out to make room for me if necessary.
Things were easy, even in hardcore Hell mode. We worked as a finely tuned machine, each watching out for each other. CherryBomb was always at the center of each group. She coaxed, she goaded, she teased. She led.
The first time on, they made me switch from Skype to Ventrilo for voice chat. Jaime set up our private server, and the sound quality was even better and so much easier to join.
We were laughing, joking, teasing each other. We shared loot, traded cash, farmed as a group, and had more fun than I'd ever imagined outside of Beta.
At the end of each session, CherryBomb would announce the finish, and she and I would pop out of the game and onto video chat.
I'd made a few calls, and she'd received the order on my 3rd day after awaking. Every night she'd reward me. Tonight it was a red lace halter babydoll that only half covered her outstanding breasts. It barely reached her crotch, and had the cutest red thong.
"The girls want to thank you again. You didn't have to do this," she said, indicating her outfit.
"Sorry, Angel. It wasn't for you."
"You have to stop calling me Angel, you know I'm anything but. I don't want to be an Angel. I'm gonna be your little Devil. Can't you see I'm wearing red?"
"Sorry sugar. You saved my ass, and you'll always be my Angel. My guardian Angel."
She pouted. "Really? Would an Angel do this?" she asked, pulling her halter material to the outside, exposing her breasts.
"Heavenly tits," I teased.
She stuck her tongue out at me. She turned lifted the back of her outfit and wiggled her rear. "Angelic?"
I laughed, as she smacked her own tight little buns. "Hell no, Devil girl. Hellacious."
She grinned. "Good answer. When you coming home to me? I need you."
"Doctor's talking two more days."
"Sandy showed me the video. Looked like you enjoyed it. Was she good?"
"God, I was so desperate to get off, at first I couldn't even tell. It was a warm wet mouth."
She laughed. "Don't you dare ever tell that! She thinks she's God's gift to men and women. She's convinced she rocked your world."
"Don't get me wrong, Sheri. It was nice. But she's not who I wanted doing that."
Sheri grinned, moving closer to the camera, sucking on her finger. "Really? Now who could you possibly have in mind? You couldn't possibly want your 'Angel' to do such a naughty thing. Putting that big, hard, nasty thing in her innocent little mouth? I don't think it would even fit!"



"Do you think my ornery Devil would like to give it a try?"
"Trust me, there's not much that your personal Devil wouldn't try for you. I'm not saying she'd want to do it more than once, but she'll give anything a try for you. Anything."
"You know there's nothing I wouldn't do for you, don't you."
She laughed. "No shit. I think the whole world knows it by now." I saw a conflicted look cross her pretty face. "Where the hell were you 3 years ago?"
It was like I was knifed all over again. "Don't you think I wonder that myself?"
I saw the tears in her eyes. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean that. Hell, you were married, and I was barely out of high-school. It's not on you."
"It is now. Nobody will hurt you again."
"Say it for me, Steve?"
"I love you, Sheri."
"Sheri? Or Cherry? Maybe you just love the gamer girl."
"One and the same, silly girl. The gamer girl was how I got to know you. The gorgeous little Devil has her claws in my heart, and I don't see how the hell I could ever win myself free, even if I wanted to."
She peeled off her babydoll, sitting there in that little thong. She rolled the chair back giving me a full view. "Yours, baby. Get well and come to me."
"Do the girls miss me?"
She cupped her tits in her hands, giving them a squeeze. "You know it. They want to reward you for all the sweet presents."
"How about the booty?"
She turned and got on her knees, wiggling her cute little butt. "What do you think?"
"I think I'm dying to introduce myself up close and personal."
"I'm going to tell the boys I made you kiss my ass."
"Make 'em jealous?"
"Damn straight. Let them eat their hearts out. All yours, baby. Only yours."
She leaned back in her chair, opening her legs. That tiny little thong was all that covered her magic. She reached down and pulled it to the side, sliding her fingers out of sight. She bit her lip, moaning loud enough for me to hear, pulling her fingers out, and showing the camera how wet they were.
"How do you do this to me?" she said, shaking her head. "The sound of your voice sets me off. I have to sit on a towel the whole time we're playing. I want you so bad."
"Soon, Sheri. I promise."
* * *
The last few days crawled by, with visits from friends, daily checkups, and late night gaming. Sheri came by each day, spending a couple of hours, lying on my bed with me, unless the nurse caught us. I don't think she was trying very hard. We'd talk, about our past, and about our dreams. We'd touch each other, gently caressing. I got to first base, and second base each day. She was driving me nuts.
Sandy was kind, and always made her visit after Sheri. She'd taken to wearing button-up blouses I could open and play with her braless tits. She'd give me a quick suck as soon as she got there, then we'd hang out, talking, a lot of it about Sheri, and the guys. She was absolutely fascinated by our relationship.
We were cuddling, our lips never far apart. "Robert doesn't have anyone like you guys have. Some friends, but nothing like the magic you guys share. You knew they'd be there for you. You never doubted it for a minute, did you?"
"Never thought about it. If it was physically possible, they'd be there for me. As I would for them. I'd sacrifice everything in my life except for Sheri, for any one of them."
"Yet all you do is tear each other apart, whenever you're together," she teased.
"Because we can. We'd never admit it, we can't you know, but under every insult, every tease, we're telling each other what we can't say out loud. We don't have to."
"You love them."
"Words. Everyone talks about love. A lot of it's shit. Absolute trust. We always put each other first."
"Can you do that with Sheri?" she asked.
I pulled her close, and sampled her soft lips, looking into her hazel eyes. I'd started out so conflicted, every time we were alone together, but it was comfortable now. Natural. Strange, with the issues I'd had with women. Sheri had crept up on me, but Sandy? It didn't make sense, but I wasn't going to trouble myself about it. I liked her and trusted her. Weird.
"She's already there. It's not just me, either. She's won over Dan and Jaime already. Mark will get there. Jaime's the surprising one. He doesn't warm up to anyone."
She nibbled on my bottom lip. "He saw her. How she fought for you. She could have run. She should have, but she wouldn't leave you, even though she didn't know about the others coming, like you did. Alone, she didn't stand a chance, and she fought like hell. She'd sacrifice it all for you. How could he not love her?"
"It was stupid. She should have run."
"Love, Steve. She couldn't. Just like you couldn't. Like the guys couldn't. I can only imagine what that would be like. I'm jealous. I shouldn't be, I love her, but I can't help it."
I pulled her close, hugging her, ignoring the twinge in my back. "You have her. Therefore you have me and mine. Just like Jaime's Maria, or Mark's Angela. I know what you've done for her. What you mean. I love you for that."
"And Robert?" she asked.
"With time, I hope. He'll be family." I loved her concern for him. It made me feel better about what we were doing.
She buried her head in my shoulder, "Get well. We need a bigger bed."
I held her until she got antsy, and she pulled out of my arms and squirmed down the bed, taking my cock into her sweet generous mouth. She was different, loving, slow, gentle. After a few minutes, she took a break, stroking me slowly.
"Do you think about her, when I'm doing this?"
"Sometimes. Not in the last couple of minutes. It's not that I'm feeling guilty. I wonder how it's going to be. If she'll actually be able to do it. Do you think of her?"
She licked me slowly. "Yes. Both her and Robert. What it'll be like to share you with her. Helping her. How Rob could let me do this, welcome it, for her sake. I don't think I could do that. He's better than I deserve."
Hearing his name gave me pause. I knew that Sheri accepted things, but I only had Sandy's word for Robert. "Should we stop?" I asked, reaching down and caressing her beautiful face?"
"Only if you want to put it somewhere else. I'd still rather save that until it's the three of us. Put if you'd prefer..."
"Suck me, beautiful lady."
She smiled and took me in her mouth again, a little more aggressively. She normally like to play a lot the second time, but she seemed determined to get me off, and I wasn't fighting it. I let her drive me crazy, sucking like her life depended on it. It only took a few minutes before I was rewarding her efforts again.
"God, you are amazing. I don't deserve you."
She licked her lips teasingly. "No, you're right, you deserve so much more, and luckily for you, you're going to get it."
Maria showed up early the day before I was supposed to check out. I'd had a rough night. They'd reduced my pain meds, and I'd aggravated one of the cuts in my back during the night. It meant some new stitches. I guess I was grouchy.
She started tearing into me, as she did almost always. What was I thinking getting everyone involved? Jaime especially. Was I done playing recluse? Would the gaming finally stop and everyone could get a life? What were my plans for Sheri? When was I going to get back to doing something with my life?
"Please, Maria. Not today. I'm not in the mood."
"It's always about your mood, isn't it, Steven? It's always about you."
I sighed. "I'm sorry, Maria. My intention has never been to get between you and Jaime. I know you don't like me, and I can't help that. But Jaime will always be more than a friend to me."
She looked shocked. "You think I don't like you? Why?"
I laughed. "It's obvious isn't it? Have you had a kind word for me in four years?"
"If you weren't such an ass, maybe I would," she snapped.
"As I said..."
"God, you are such a fool! You don't have any idea, do you?"
"Idea?" I asked.
She rolled her eyes. "Lord save us from the ignorant." She leaned over and planted her lips on mine, kissing me hard. "I love you, you idiot. We all do. God help us."
"Then why?"
"It's how we play the game. You're supposed to know. How can we love one of you, and not all of you? There's the problem, isn't it? You must know how the guys feel about Sheri? It's all part of what we are. For each other." She grinned. "The four musketeers, all for one, and one for all."
I smiled back, surprised by her words. I did what we always did. Joke. "Kinky."
She slapped me playfully. "Such. An. Ass."
"Agreed. But it's all Jaime's," I answered, reaching out and patting, her hip.
"Always. Jealous much?"
"Who wouldn't be?"
She grinned. "She's good for you. It's about fucking time you did something right. If you fuck this up, your ass is mine, Steven Jeffery. You hear me?"
"Sorry, did you say something? I'm still trying to get past that kiss."
She laughed, then hugged me. She didn't let go, and after a bit I could feel her trembling. "Don't you ever scare me like that again."
"Last thing I'd ever want to do. Trust me gorgeous. It's not as fun as it looks."
She pulled away, held my face her hands, and kissed me long and hard. "Get better, baby. We need you back."
She left me shortly after, and I was thinking I could use another visit by Sandy. It was a day for surprises.
* * *
I got a few hours of game play in that evening. It was good. I still was avoiding anything hardcore, playing off a laptop, but we did manage to get to Act IV Inferno mode, and cleaned up. I thought we were going to make it to the end, but it was getting late, and I needed my rest. I was still looking for some private time with my girl.
We popped out to Skype and Sheri was waiting, dressed in her latest. A sheer pink babydoll, strapless, trimmed in black lace. Jesus, she looked hot.
"You like? This might be my favorite," she said, posing for me.
"Mine too. Not much support for the girls."
She laughed. "None at all. Sometimes they like to feel free."
I saw movement, and suddenly Sandy was standing behind my girl, dressed in the black gold bustier and v-string panty I'd bought for Sheri. "Hi Steven. Thanks for the outfit," she said grinning.
"Looks great on you, beautiful."
"Your girl's awfully lonely. Hope you don't mind if I keep her company."
"Not at all."
She was hugging Sheri from behind, and I saw her hands slide up inside her outfit. Sheri leaned back against her friend, and smiled when Sandy's hands reached her tits.
"I wish you were here, baby. I miss you so much."
"One more day."
Sandy's lips were on my girl's neck. "What's your plan for tomorrow?"
"Dan's got me a place for the next few weeks. They've got my office set up, and shipped some of the stuff up here."
Sandy looked up and smiled. "Big bed?"
"California King," I assured her.
"Mmm. Can't wait. You won't make me wait too long, will you, handsome? I know you're going to want some private time, but don't lock me out." Sandy grinned.
I laughed. "I'm gonna let Sheri make that call. But I'm looking forward to it."
"You and me? Or me and Sheri?"
"Yes. Most definitely."
Sheri turned and kissed Sandy on the lips. Long and slow. Damn, I needed to get out of that damn hospital room.
Sheri lifted her arms, and Sandy pulled her top off. "We're going to cut you off, honey," Sandy said, facing the camera. "No early preview at what you're going to see live. Sorry."
"Just a peek?" I pleaded.
Sheri laughed. "No way. Get well and come to me, love. I need you."
Sandy turned to put herself between the camera and Sheri, her back to me. Sheri dropped to her knees, and I watched her slide Sandy's panties down, showing me her absolutely perfect ass. Sheri peeked around her friends hip, smiling. She reached up and got two hands full of firm butt. "Can you believe the body on her? And it's all ours."
Sandy looked over her shoulder grinning. "You still here, naughty boy? Go to bed now. Sweet dreams, loverboy." She turned and reached for the keyboard, and the screen went blank.
Damn. Rotten tease. Both of them.
I REALLY needed to get out of that place.
=======================
The conclusion of the Gamer Goddess series follows shortly. Completed and in final edit. Again, I hope you've enjoyed the story so far. Thanks.
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The price paid.
In my version of A Joke Ch.2 - Texan's Ending, I explored what might happen if a man is pushed too far. Over the edge. He doesn't have much of a sense of humor, but has to prove he does, and fails, except perhaps for the punchline.
He goes beyond the eye-for-an-eye type of revenge, to over-the-top payback.
Jim, the target of many a bad joke and prank, decides to get his revenge in the harshest way possible, outside of outright murder. He restrains not only the his wife and neighbor, the prank perpetrators, but he gets the neighbors wife to go along as well. Only she doesn't know how far the revenge 'joke' is going to go.
In fairness to Jim, by this time, he's partially unhinged. All he wants to do is get to the punchline, and everything he does up to that point is to make the punchline more 'believable'. He needs his targets to believe that he's gotten to the point where his only 'out' is to end the neighbor's and his own life. To get to that point he does terrible things, and loses most vestiges of his own humanity. All in pursuit of his 'joke'.
His wife is humiliated, if uninjured. The neighbor's wife is coerced into first oral, then full blown sex, in front of both their spouses (spice?). The neighbor, is tasered, shocked, assaulted, shaved bald, burned and has BFF carved into his head. He finally has his life threatened, with a gun, before it's revealed that the whole setup is a 'joke'.
Ok.
Many of the readers feel that Jim was too hard on Roger. The payback was more than the original offence.
Duh. It was meant to be. That's why it's revenge. Not get-even. Nuclear option to end everything. Payback is a bitch. Big, hairy long-fanged bitch with fleas.
Sorry, if you're part of that crowd, please understand that writing an 'alternative' ending for me, is an exploration of how far you could take something. Hey, I didn't kill anyone, didn't even neuter anyone. Don't I get some brownie points for that?
With that said, numerous readers didn't like how I ended it. Too many questions about the aftermath. Jail time for Jim. Lawsuits.
Since it was a joke, I ended things at the punchline. Leave something for the kind readers to imagine. Dream your own ending.
Sorry, that's not how I see it. I admit, eagerly, he took things too far. Want to know how I imagined it working out afterward?
Read on.
===========================
I held the gun with the little pop-out 'Bang' flag in front of me, quite satisfied with myself. Now who doesn't have a sense of humor? Ha!
Oh well. Looks like nobody laughed but me. I guess some of those sounds coming out of Alice's mouth were laughter, somewhat hysterical, but laughter.
Roger passed out, so I wouldn't expect him to laugh. Flo was gagged and her mouth duct taped shut. No chuckles from her either.
I put the gun away, and dealt with Alice first. I was suddenly nervous. This all went so much further than I intended. I guess I got a little carried away. I did feel for Alice. She really seemed to believe I was going to kill her husband. The little line I had dropped about shooting him between the eyes, after the last prank, must have done it's job.
I retrieved the key off the wall and unlocked her neck and ankle restraints. I handed Alice her panties and bra, turning my head away, embarrassed at her nakedness in the aftermath. After she'd put them back on, I gave her the dress. She glared at me.
"You went too far," she snapped. "Way too far."
"I know. Once I got going, I didn't know how to stop. If I didn't follow through to the end it would have all been for nothing."
She slapped me, hard. "Fuck you. That wasn't payback. If you just wanted to scare him with the gun, you could have left out the torture. You didn't have to fuck me. I might still have something left of a marriage."
I didn't mention her willingness to cuckold her husband. She had eagerly jumped at the opportunity. She didn't have to offer it all up so quickly. I'd have settled for a naughty make out session and a hand-job. Access to those titties of her. I wanted to humiliate him, not necessarily emasculate him. Que sera, sera. I'd let her blame it on me. There was no way this was going to end well anyway.
The adrenaline fading from my system, my anger abruptly assuaged, I felt myself starting to shake. I guess they weren't the only ones who could take a joke too far. I was no better than them. I no longer felt the joy I was expecting.
I went to my wife, and removed the duct tape from her mouth. The vitriol poured forth immediately. "What the fuck is wrong with you, Jim? You think that's funny? Scaring everyone to death? Fucking that slut in front of me? Torturing Roger? What the fuck!"
I untied her hand, and received my second slap. Right on my ear, leaving it ringing. "You are the guys who love a joke," I reminded her.
"That wasn't a joke!" she screamed.
"Handcuffing me to a pole, and fucking where I could hear it was?" I argued.
"We didn't do it!" she snapped, while untying her other hand. I was already working on her foot.
"You chained me. You got naked, and let him get you off. That's cheating in my book."
"God damn it, Jim! You know we didn't mean for it to go that far."
I untied her other ankle. "Neither did I. I figured we'd do what you guys did. Tit for tat. When Alice offered more, I wasn't expecting it. I really thought we'd fool around, maybe a hand-job. I see how these stupid pranks get carried away."
"Carried away! You tortured him! Electric shock? Branding?"
"The shock looked worse than it was," I tried to explain. "I know, I tested it on myself. The conductive pads make it seem worse. His hair will grow back, and the BFF will be invisible but a reminder..."
I looked up at her, and saw her eyes grow wide. She screamed "No!" and my head exploded in pain before everything went black.
* * *
I slowly came to, and felt the clippers slide across my head, my hair tumbling down around me. I heard arguing, but I was still too fuzzy to make out the words.
I was all but naked again, and tied down to the chair. Fuck. This wasn't what I had planned. Not by any means. I felt the clippers cut another swath through my hair.
"He's awake," I heard my wife say.
"Another prank?" I asked. "This is getting ridiculous."
"What did he say?" Alice asked.
"I think he asked if it was another prank." Flo answered. "Don't do this Roger. Please. It has to stop. This is insane."
I felt the razor on my head, pulling at what little remained of my hair. "I guess nobody thought my joke was funny. Don't you guys have a sense of humor?"
"Hilarious," Roger said from behind me. I felt the stun baton at the back of my neck. The pain was acute, and I gasped.
"I think we need matching scars, good buddy. Don't you think that would be fair?"
I had a hard time responding, after the shock. "Sure. Best friends, right?"
"I'll let you choose, burning or cutting."
"Burning works for me. I hate to see my own blood. If your hand's not too steady, you can let Alice do it. She deserves a little payback. None of this was her fault."
"I'll be just fine," Roger snapped.
"Make sure the tip is red hot, then only do about a half-inch at a time. They don't need to overlap."
"You want me to do it?" he asked warily.
"No. But I don't see much of a way out of it. Just do it right. I did."
I felt him apply the stencil to my head. I was kind of wishing I'd made the letters smaller. He had the torch going. "Use the glove. It gets really hot."
"I know. I saw what you did," he growled.
"Just trying to help, buddy."
I felt the first searing pain, and realized it wasn't as bad as I thought it was going to be. Sure, it stung like hell, but it was quick. I tried to hold my head still. I really didn't like the smell.
Alice spoke up after he finished the first vertical line. "I don't like this, Roger. This really needs to stop."
"Really? It's fine for him to carve up my head, but I can't do the same?"
"You started this, and you know you did. The two of you."
"So what? Now I'm going to finish it."
I held my head still as he worked on the horizontal lines. "No you're not. This won't be the end. As long as you keep going, I'm going to have to one-up you. You understand that, right?"
"You know what I'm going to do after this, don't you, BFF?" He asked, in between burns.
"No. Why don't you tell me?"
"I'm going to fuck your wife," he sneered.
That got a response from both women. Neither agreeing. Quite vociferously.
"What? He gets to fuck mine, and I don't get to do the same?"
I felt his hand slipping. "Damn it, Roger! Don't fuck up the design."
His hand pulled away abruptly. "Sorry."
"No problem. Just try to keep it neat, alright."
Flo was just staring at me. "You both are seriously fucked up. This stopped being funny a long time ago."
I laughed, and Roger held my head still. "Don't," he said.
"It stopped being funny that first time in the living room. I told you that. Why wouldn't you ever listen, Flo? You know I hated it, but you had to disrespect me, humiliate me, make fun of me. All I ever did was love you and forgive you, and you had to keep going. You and the asshole. You could have stopped it then," I told her.
"Alright," Flo answered. "Maybe we should have. It's too late to take it back. Alice is right, this needs to stop."
"I'm willing," I chuckled. "Fuck, Roger! That hurt."
"Stop moving. This isn't as easy as it looks."
Alice moved behind me. "Give me that. You're going to make a mess of it."
I felt her softer hand hold my head still, and the metal slid down my head. She seemed to have a steady, even hand.
"This is for scaring the hell out of me, you asshole. I really thought you were going to kill him and yourself."
"That was the idea wasn't it? If I didn't make it seem real, it wouldn't have been much of a joke."
She was faster, and smoother. I was a little worried that the three letters wouldn't look alike. Then again, I was planning on growing my hair back. Unlike Roger, I still had a pretty thick head of hair.
Roger was standing at the edge of my vision. I saw he'd managed to tie his shredded shirt around his waist. I was almost naked, wearing only boxers, and Flo was wearing my shirt. I realized I'd torn her dress and panties. She didn't have a lot of choice.
"We're going to be here a while, Flo. Why don't you go upstairs and put something on."
Roger looked over at her. "No! Don't I at least get a blow-job?"
I shook my head, forgetting what I was doing. Luckily Alice was reheating the tool. She smacked my head. "Stop moving."
"You don't get jack, Roger. Do what you want to me. I'm not going to ask you to touch my wife. I'm not a pussy, like you. You'll have to kill me first."
Flo snapped. "Shut up, both of you! Nobody is touching anybody. This has gone way too far." She walked around me, and I heard her bark at Alice. "Give me that. It's my turn. I can't believe the bastard fucked you right in front of both of us."
My head was throbbing. I guess the burning had some kind of delayed reaction. After Flo's first effort I asked for a break.
"Could I get a drink of that Scotch? It's starting to really sting."
Flo had nearly finished the down-stroke of the final 'F' when Alice held the bottle to my lips. I took a couple of deep swallows. "Thanks," I told her hoarsely.
She took a drink herself, and I watched her walk over to her husband. She sat in his lap. "Why would you chase her? Aren't I enough?" she asked softly.
He put his arms around her. "I'm an idiot. It just seemed like fun and games. We got carried away."
"That's a lie. You went after her. Jim was right. You wanted in her pants. You did everything you could. I don't understand why. Can you explain that?"
He was squirming, under the interrogation. He glanced over at us. "She gets me. I don't think you ever have. She laughs at my jokes. She thinks the pranks are funny. That was it. Of course she's pretty, but that wasn't what mattered."
"She gets your jokes. A hell of a reason to end 20 years of marriage," Alice said sadly.
"All done!" Flo announced. "Anything I should do now?"
"Cold compress for a couple of minutes, and then the lotion on the table," I explained. I turned my head to watch her. "Thanks, Flo. You know I never would have hurt you. I couldn't. Didn't take you very long to side with your lover and burn me, did it? You make everything so clear."
She stared at me angrily, but I could see her face reddening. "He's not my lover."
I imitated that little cry she made, when she came.
Alice and Roger had gotten up, and were looking at the finished product. "The B is kind of sloppy," Alice said.
"Hey, I did my best," Roger whined.
I felt the cold cloth against my head. "I don't think it looks half bad," Flo announced. "Can we stop this now?"
"You need some more payback, Roger? The electricity smarts like hell, but if you feel you still need more..."
"How the hell would you know? That was horrible."
I laughed, as Flo re-soaked the compress and held it against my head. "I tested it on myself first. Had to put it on a timer, it's hard as hell to turn it off, once it's going. You should try it at full blast. I damn near bit my lip off."
"Man, you really are messed up, aren't you?" Roger said softly.
"Me? This from the asshole who never knows when to stop. If you just could have left it alone, and not pulled that bottle shit, I could have gone with my original plan. But, noooo, you had to keep pushing."
"Jesus, Jim. That was totally harmless. I was just trying to show you that all was cool."
I could feel my blood pressure rising. "I TOLD YOU TO STOP!" I screamed. "Why couldn't you both just STOP?"
Flo was applying the lotion to my head, and the lidocaine was doing it's job.
"Why wouldn't you ever listen to me, Flo? How many times did I ask you to stop? How many times did I warn you it would go too far? Why couldn't you just stop?" I could feel the tears welling in my eyes. The burning couldn't do it, nor the taser. The thought of what we'd lost? Yeah.
"I loved you so much. I did. Why did you have to do this to us? Destroy everything we had? Why did you have to make me hate you?"
She stared at me in shock. "Why would you say that? You don't hate me?"
"My stomach churns when I look at you. I took you back, because I had to, if I was going to do my joke." I looked at her hard, eyes burning. "We had a chance, a tiny one. In spite of the cheating, the disrespect, the humiliation. I took you back, and I really was going to see if we could get better, get back to where we were before he came into the picture. I made love to you, even though it almost made me throw up. I hoped with time we could past it. The betrayal. The humiliation. Then the very first time we go out, you're back with him. He all but destroyed us, and you went back. Watching you laugh at me, after that last prank, that burned away the last shred of love."
"I wasn't laughing at you. It wasn't me! He used me!" she whined.
"How, Flo? How could he possibly use you? How was it possible that after all he'd done, you were even around him long enough to get used? How could you speak to him? All he ever wanted to do was belittle me in your eyes, so he'd have a better shot at getting in your pants. All you did was help him. You stopped loving me long before I ever stopped loving you."
She was crying. "Where are we now, then?"
"The divorce papers are done. When we're finished playing here, I'll give you your copy, while I decide what my next order of business with Roger is."
Flo slid to the floor, crying. Roger looked up at me. "What business with me?"
"You couldn't let it end could you? You said you would, but you've always been a cheat and liar. Despicable. No more pranks, you said. No more oneupmanship. You swore on your life it was over, if I let you live. Alice stood up for you, said you were a man of your word, even though all of us know otherwise. So here we are. Finish whatever you're going to do to me. Just know, that I was gentle this time. This time it was a joke. The next one won't be."
"Maybe I should kill you now, while I can?" Roger snapped. "How'd you like that ending of the joke?"
I laughed. "You should. You don't have the balls for it, but you should. Because when this is over, your life isn't worth a rat's ass." I glared at him. "Unlike you, I'm a man of my word, and I hope you realize by now I have the balls to do it."
Roger looked furious. He grabbed the stun baton, and started toward me. Flo staggered to her feet and stood in front of me. "You touch him one more time, you'll have to kill me too."
He stopped in shock. "Why? He did this to you too. Your marriage is toast. Don't defend the asshole."
She spit at him. "Asshole? My marriage is a mess because of you! He was right. I never saw it, but he was right all along. All the little digs, the slights, the insults. He was supposed to be your friend, but you were always putting him down, making fun of him, looking for some kind of joke to pull on him. Fuck, I was stupid. You tore him down, and I helped. You wanted to destroy my marriage, just to get in my pants. Well fuck you. He may hate me, but I still love him, and if you do anything else, I swear to God, I'll kill you myself. How's that for a punchline, Roger?"
"It wasn't like that, Flo, and you know it. I was just teasing. It was just a harmless joke," he said, shakily.
Alice had been standing by quietly. She always was the quiet one. Quieter than me. She walked over and stood in front of me. "Let's stop, Jim. Stop it now, Ok? No more payback. You went way over the line with me, and you know it, don't you?"
I glanced at her, but couldn't look her in the eye. I nodded. "I regret that. I do. You didn't deserve it. I wanted to destroy his marriage, just like he destroyed mine. I had to have my payback. I was wrong to include you in it."
She reached up and stroked the side of my face. "They pushed us too far. I forgive you, Jim. I'm begging you, end this." I saw the tears welling in her eyes, one single drop crawling down the side of her face. "I don't know if there's anything left for any of us from here. You three have destroyed four lives, and I've lost a marriage and best friends over it." She started crying harder. "I didn't do anything. Why me? Why destroy my life? Wasn't I a good wife? A good friend? Why? It's not fair!" She was shaking, sobbing before she finished.
Roger reached for her, and she jerked away from him. "Don't touch me! You started everything. Destroyed us all, just for a chance to fuck her. Don't come home. I don't know if I ever want to see you again."
Alice turned toward the stairs, and Flo went after her. "Alice."
"Get away from me. Some friend you were. Goading Roger on, playing up to him, encouraging him. All those God-damned jokes on Jim were jokes on me too. Why couldn't you stand up for your own man just once? Stand up for me, you're supposed best friend. Sure you were always soo sorry afterward, and then a little while later you'd be back at it again. I'm done with you too. I'm tired of forgiving you. No longer."
Flo reached for her. "You forgave Jim. Can't you forgive us?"
"Jim hurt me once. Never before today. He really was a friend. He was hurting, you guys drove him to it. He snapped. I can forgive him because I know he didn't want to hurt me. You two made a fucking game of it."
"Alice, we never intended..."
"STOP LYING!" Alice shrieked. "You knew EXACTLY what you were doing! No wonder he hates you, you faithless, cheating bitch! Let my husband play with your diseased cunt all you want." She turned and ran up the stairs, slamming the door behind her.



The room was quiet for a bit.
"That went well, don't you think?" I chuckled.
Flo sighed, and moved behind my chair, untying my hands. "Enough, Jim," she said softly.
Roger sat on the opposite chair. I noticed he was still practically naked. "Put some clothes on, Roger."
"Which? You cut up everything, remember?" He reached down and tucked his torn shirt between his legs.
"Go upstairs and take a shower. Grab some sweats and a t-shirt out of my closet," I said, rubbing my wrists which were aching. My fingers burned as the circulation returned to them.
He stood up, holding the shirt over his crotch. "I...uh...guess we're done here, for now?"
Flo was working on my ankles. "I think we've all done enough, don't you? Put something on."
He trudged up the stairs, while Flo released my other ankle. "You're not going to do anything stupid now, are you?"
"Not now. I'm tired, my head hurts, and to be honest, I feel like shit."
"Yeah. I know that feeling. For a while now." She stood. "Coming up?"
I shook my head. "I think I'll clean up a bit down here. I'll be up in a while." I walked over to my rag bin, and started cleaning up the mess. I should have made Roger clean up his own urine.
Flo turned away from the stairs, and started helping. She was putting away the air mattresses, where I'd misbehaved with Alice. "Did you have to fuck her? Couldn't you stop with the blowjob?"
I felt myself turning red. "I screwed up, Ok? I didn't think it would go that far. I figured at least a hand-job, to get even, you know? Not the rest. I was just caught up in it. Don't tell me you don't know what that's like." I had the Lysol out, scrubbing the chair and floor.
"We've made a mess of everything, haven't we?" she asked softly.
I was putting the tool back where they belonged, throwing out the disposables. "Yeah. It's too bad. We had a good thing, you know."
She moved the chairs back to the walls, and broke down the cameras. "I'm deleting this," she said.
I nodded. "Stupid idea."
"All of it was stupid," she said, working the cameras, one at a time.
"I had to do something. I had to. You didn't leave me any other choice."
"I know," she answered, breaking down the tripods.
I grabbed the Scotch and took a swig. "Drink?" I offered.
She gave me a wry little smile. "Sure." She took it, helped herself, and put it back where it belonged.
A few minutes later, other than a few out of place items, the place was back in order. She picked up the Samurai toy I'd used on her. She held it up and looked at me. "This was pretty bad."
I blushed, remembering what I'd done. "You seemed to like it."
She walked over to me. "How come you never wanted to play with something like this before?"
I shrugged. "Don't know. I was happy enough with the way things were. Sex was never our problem."
"No, it wasn't, was it. I am sorry. You were right about him, and I never saw it. I could have stopped all this a long time ago."
"He was seducing you. Just not any way you'd normally expect it. You're so good at deflecting the straight on attention. He came at you from your blindside."
"Don't make excuses for me now. You warned me, and I would just get mad at you. I screwed up." She was looking at the electronic dildo. "Can I keep this?"
I shrugged. "Sure. I bought it for you. I doubt you'll need it now. You're a gorgeous woman, Flo. I'm sure you'll have no shortage of suitors. Probably Roger, if you want him."
"Please don't, Jim. Don't. I messed up badly. Threw away all I ever wanted, for a joke. I doubt I'll be in any shape to move on anytime soon. I'm going to have to figure out how I let this happened, before I destroy anyone else's life."
She started for the stairs, just ahead of me. She stopped on the third one. "Do you really hate me?" she whispered.
I stepped up behind her, putting my arms around her. "Sometimes. I was very angry. I'll probably be again. Every time you laugh, I hear you laughing at me. Every time you come, all I can do is imagine you with him. The sound makes my wrists ache. It tears me up."
She nodded, pulling my hands free. She pulled up one arm, and gave me a kiss on the hand. "You deserve better."
She started back up the stairs, and I watched her sexy figure, hid behind the shirt of mine that was way too big for her. Maybe I did deserve better. I'd be damned if I knew where I was going to ever find it.
I took a shower, and threw on shorts and a shirt. It was after 3:00 am. I went downstairs, and I saw Roger was sitting there nervously, drinking a beer.
"Help yourself, buddy," I said. "You've always been comfortable with helping yourself to my belongings." I got some milk, my stomach was upset.
"We really messed up, didn't we," he said.
I shrugged.
"Is it over? Can we end it?" he asked.
"I don't care. I'm out of here. Screw over your next neighbor. No more jokes on me. Fuck her if you want. She's not mine anymore."
Flo walked in on us. "Haven't you guys had enough? Come on, let's call it a night. This has been a horrible day." She turned to me. "Is it alright if he sleeps on the couch? Tonight only. Tomorrow he can either go home, or get a motel."
"Whatever," I said. I got up and grabbed my briefcase. I opened it on the table, and Flo reached out and held it closed.
"Not tonight, Jim. Please? Tomorrow. We can do it tomorrow, I won't stand in your way. Let's go to bed, one last time as husband and wife. I'd like to sleep beside you and wake up next to you once more, for old time's sake. Twenty-three years. Please."
I was completely burned out. No longer feeling anything. Not love, not hate, not anger, not even disappointment. I just wanted it over. I reached my hand out to her, taking hers in mind. She linked her fingers through mine. She turned to Roger. "Be gone by noon."
In the bedroom, she took my shirt off and asked me to sit on the bed. She went into the bathroom and came out with our first aid kit in hand. She put some lotion on my head, and covered my burn with a pair of large gauze bandages. "Bald isn't so good on you," she said with a chuckle. "Grow it back."
I nodded, checking the bandage with my fingers. She washed her hands, then came back to the bedroom, and stripped off her night shirt. She still looked beautiful to me. I was going to miss that body.
She saw my look, and smiled. "I know. I'm going to miss all of you, too."
Flo climbed in the bed, turning down the covers on my side. "Kill the lights?"
I did, and slipped in beside her.
"Can I hold you?" she asked.
I reached out for her, and she slid into my arms so naturally. Twenty-three years does that. Her head rested on my chest, arm thrown across me, leg over mine. "I do love you, you know," she whispered. "I'm sorry."
"Me too. I love you too. All the time that I don't hate you."
I let her cry, stroking her back soothingly.
* * *
I woke slowly, feeling her body pressed against mine. I reached out for her automatically, cuddling up to her, and wrapping her in my arm. I buried my head in her hair, breathing deep. She purred sweetly, leaning into me, moving my hand up to her breast.
I was hard, pressed up between her cheeks. Her hips pressed back against me, lifting her top leg over mine. I rubbed back and forth, feeling her hips tilting backward, inviting me. My cock slid into her, before I realized what I was doing.
I tensed up, and she reached back, holding my hip. "Still yours," she murmured. "For a little while longer."
I eased deeper into her, languidly, sliding in and out slowly, accepting her weight against my chest. I nuzzled her neck lazily, holding her breast. Her hips ground back against me, while I pushed into her a little more urgently. I grabbed the inside of her thigh, pulling her leg open more, and thrust deeper, harder.
Instinctively, my hand slid down to her crotch, rubbing her clit in little circles, while I fucked her. She moaned for me, and I heard her tell-tale signs. She was groaning sweetly, getting close. I was expecting her to finish, when she pulled the pillow into her mouth, biting down on it.
I knew her too well. She remembered what I'd said about the sound of her orgasm hurting me. I pulled the pillow roughly away from her. "Come for me," I told her. "Let me hear it. That's my sound."
She trembled, too far lost in her own pleasure to respond with words. I fucked her harder, the soft high-pitched squeal taking shape, growing stronger, piercingly loud, until her body stiffened.
I kept pumping her, not too far from my own release. She gasped, "Oh my God," and her hips went crazy against me. I tugged on her nipple, squeezing it, and she whimpered softly. I slammed into her, coming hard, and heard that sweet keening or hers as she came for me again.
I stayed inside of her, breathing hard, while she leaned back against me, arms akimbo, smiling sweetly.
No, sex had never been our problem.
When I finally fell out of her, she rolled over and climbed on top of me. "Thank you."
I held her, kissing the top of her head. I reached down and grabbed her full ass cheeks, giving them a squeeze.
She kissed my neck. "Can I say something?" she asked nervously.
"Go ahead."
"I love you, and I don't want a divorce, but I'll give you one if you want. If you change your mind, I'll be better. No more jokes. I won't even speak to that bastard. You can stay, you can move out, whatever you need to do. It'll take a few months for it go through. Anytime up until that last day, I'll be here for you. Until that day, I'll never turn you down. In my eyes, you'll be my husband until the courts say otherwise. I won't beg, I won't plead, and I won't bother you anymore. Once we leave this bed, it's up to you, but you need to know, I'll be praying every night that this nightmare ends and you take me back." She rose up and kissed me softly on the lips. "I'm sorry, but I had to say it. You need to know. I love you more than anything, and will always regret what I did."
"I need time."
"All you need. Even after we're divorced, if there's still even the faintest chance for us, tell me, and I'll wait for you."
"That wouldn't be fair to you," I told her softly.
"I'm 46 years old, Jim. All my adult life, I've dreamed of these last years with you, our kids grown up, time for just the two of us. I can't imagine my life without you. I don't want to."
"I'm sorry, Flo. I don't know how to get past what happened. Besides, I screwed up pretty badly. I had sex with your best friend. That will always be between us now."
She chuckled. "Sex? You fucked the shit out of her. If you don't stay with me, you damn well better give her a chance. You've ruined her now."
"How can you joke about that?" I asked.
She gave me a squeeze. "It's that or cry. I don't want to cry. Not yet. Let me have these last few minutes together."
I held her a little longer, then gave her one last long warm kiss. I got out of our bed, and hit the bathroom. I started the shower, and made room for her when she climbed in with a me a little later. We scrubbed each other, and when she slid into my arms, I held her, quietly, until the water started to get cold.
Afterward, I watched her get dressed, covering up that body which had been my personal playground for half my life. Damn that Roger.
We held hands all the way down to the living room, silent. A blanket was folded on the end of the couch, and there was a note on it. Simple enough, "Thank you. I'm sorry."
Too little, and way too late.
Flo stood next to me, and followed while I went to the table, opening the brief case. I pulled out the papers, and her hand finally fell free of mine as she took them. I felt the moisture in my own eyes, as she sat down with the papers in front of her, crossed her arms over them, and rested her head on her forearms, the tears flowing.
I went and made coffee, staying in the kitchen until it was ready. I poured her a cup as well and brought it to her. She took it gratefully.
"What are you going to do now?" she asked.
"I don't know. I didn't really think that far ahead. I'll start with apologizing to Alice."
She nodded. "I'll do that same, but I think it's best if we do it separately. Until you have a place to stay, I'll move into the guest room if you like."
"No. You keep the Master, it'll be easier for me. Moving your bathroom stuff alone would take a 3-man moving crew."
She smiled sadly. "Thank you. My door will never be closed. Anytime you want to share my bed, it doesn't have to mean anything more than what it is."
I nodded, but I'm pretty sure she understood that wasn't going to happen. Too painful.
"Breakfast?" she asked.
"Not now. I'm not very hungry."
"Me either." She got up and gave me a hug. "Thank you for this morning. I'll remember if forever."
I gave her a squeeze and turned away before she had me crying again.
* * *
Alice wasn't forgiving. At least not to Roger and Flo. She and I got along well enough. I was a shoulder to cry on. Shared misery. Maybe a little more than that. She had Roger served and he found an apartment, half-way across town, and I didn't see him for several months. She was still very angry with Flo, and it didn't look like they'd ever be the same again. Not much surprise there.
Flo and I lived like friends. I didn't hate her. I never really had. She went out and got a job, explaining that she'd need it in a few months. She cried a lot, but only late at night, when she thought I couldn't hear her. Several times I was tempted to visit her bedroom, but I managed to stop myself.
I received lectures from my family and hers, from the kids, even from Alice. I needed to forgive her. Hell, I'd done worse than she had. They were right, but still, I didn't see how I could. Maybe I was too damn stubborn for my own good. I no longer trusted her. She'd promised so many times to stop her shit, and where had we ended up. She didn't respect me. Humiliated me. She made a game of cuckolding me. I was always waiting for the other shoe to drop.
Our divorce went through just two days before Alice's did. I moved next door, and Alice and I had a torrid relationship for a couple of months. We saw Flo regularly, and it felt awkward at first, but we became friendly. Strange, Flo and Alice finally buried the hatchet, and it was almost like old days.
Flo started dating. It took a while, but she finally went out on a few dates. I never saw her bring anyone home, but I'm pretty sure she had some intimate times. She stayed out all night at least once. She talked to Alice about them. I was never privy, but it seemed like she wasn't ecstatic with the results. I wasn't paying that much attention, I no longer had that right.
Alice and I didn't stick. We tried, and the sex was good. Never as good as that first time, but pretty intense. We didn't have the chemistry I'd had with Flo, and it wasn't long before we both knew it. Maybe it wasn't fair to compare her.
We were lying together late one night, after somewhat perfunctory sex.
"You're going to be leaving soon, aren't you?" she said softly, starting at the ceiling.
"This isn't fair to you," I told her. "We're not going anywhere in this relationship are we?"
She sighed. "Do you even want to?"
"I think maybe this was too soon, for us. All my feelings are so raw."
"How long?"
"End of the month?" I asked.
"Hold me?" she asked, her voice breaking.
I held her until we both fell asleep.
The last week together, we coupled like frenzied rabbits. We rarely made love. We fucked each other like each time would be the last. All over the house. On a moment's notice. We finally got to know each others needs and likes, and it got better. Much, much better. I was almost to the point of changing my mind. Almost.
When I started looking for an apartment, Flo found out, and cornered me. "Live with me," she said simply.
"I don't think I can," I told her.
"Bullshit. Come home, Jim. Even if it has to be like it was those last six months."
"What if I want to date?"
I could see it hurt her. "I'll give you your space. I can even stay with Alice if you want an overnighter."
It was foolish, but I missed her. I moved back. Path of least resistance. I was paying for the house anyway.
I did try to date for a while, before I realized I was happier over dinner at home with her than I was with anyone else. It took me another six months to figure that one out. She was patient with me, but I saw how much she hated it every time I left. Especially those nights I called and said I wouldn't be home. That was only three times, but each one, I think hurt me almost as much as they hurt her.
"I'm going out this Friday," I told her one evening.
"Why are you telling me? You can go out whenever you want." She looked concerned. "Is it...? Do...do you want me out of the house."
"Yes," I told her, trying to hide my smile.
She sighed. "I'll talk to to Alice."
"I'd rather you didn't. I was hoping you could go to La Trattoria." La Trattoria had been our favorite.
"Why?"
"That's were we'll be eating dinner," I told her with a grin.
She looked surprise, then grinned. "Jim! Are you asking me out?"
"Flo, would you go to dinner and dancing with me?"
She smiled. "Well, I'll have to change a few plans but I think I could squeeze you in."
We started dating on weekends. It was exclusive. Two weeks later we ended up on the couch, kissing like teenagers. By the end of the month we were back in bed together. I came home the next day, and my stuff was moved back into the bedroom.
"Getting ahead of yourself?" I teased.
"God, I hope not. I don't want to spend another night apart from you."
Alice was our best friend. We spent a lot of evenings together, eating dinner, having drinks, just hanging out. She was dating again, and we double dated several times. After her first relationship breakup several weeks after Flo and I were sharing a bedroom, she ended up in our bed, after crying on Flo's shoulder all night.
It wasn't anything I'd ever expected or even dreamed of. They didn't do anything together, I guess that would be too much to hope for, but I took turns on them, throughout the night, and the next morning as well. I knew them both so well, it was easy and natural. I don't know if it was having a third person there, but it was incredible for all three of us, and I got to hear Flo's special finish numerous times, as well as Alice's delicious gasping grunts when she was fulfilled. They took turns blowing me, getting me ready for each new session, each one preparing me for the other. I felt like I was 20 again, energetic, hard as steel, getting off four times that night, the last time seemingly lasting forever. I would have thought four times was impossible. Hell, three times was highly improbable.
I think we were all feeling a little weird about it the next day, and we didn't talk about it. A couple of months later, I came home to both of them drunk and horny, and it happened again. They teased me mercilessly until I took them both to bed. It wasn't quite as good, but it was still pretty amazing. The morning after was even better, and we spent most of it in bed, playing. And yes, we talked about it. We talked about when we'd do it again.
Flo and I are still not married, and I don't know if I want to go there. We're talking about our future, and we have more money than ever, with her working. We're saving tons, and talking about retiring early. We see Eric and his new wife at least once a month, he's doing well. Patty will be graduating any day now. To be honest, life is pretty much what Flo and I had hoped for, when we planned our future. All except the missing ring on her finger.
Alice is a regular. She's still dating, and whenever she's intimate with someone, we don't see her. She'll show up one evening, overnight bag in hand, and we'll be on again. It happens at least twice a week when she's not seeing anybody. I'm thankful to the inventor of Viagra.



Lately, she's been spending a lot of evenings at our house. She and Flo are talking about a vacation for the three of us. Our families are overjoyed that Flo and I are back together, and nobody talks about the fact that we're not married. If anyone's aware of the relationship with Alice, they never bring it up.
I'm happy. Happier than I've been in a while. I sometimes think back to how things were for about a year, when things were at their worst. I rarely let the sounds of Flo coming get to me. I've reclaimed that wonderful sound for myself. Sometimes she'll rub the back of my head, through my hair, feeling for the scars. She doesn't say anything, but I know what she's thinking. She tends to get real lovey-dovey after that.
There's a lot of love and laughter in our home now. No jokes or pranks of any kind. None at all.
It works for me.
========================
That's it. There will be no epilogue to the epilogue. A joke carried too far. Payback carried even further. Marriages broken. Relationships shattered. Luckily, most of us are pretty resilient, and it's true that time heals. I chose this ending because at heart, I guess I'm a romantic, and I want people to be happy. Even those who make mistakes. Especially pretty girls. I confess, I have a weakness for those. In the end, I'll normally choose the happy ending.
Except for that damn Roger. He got cancer, testicular. Lost a ball. Picked up three strains of VD from a transvestite hooker. Got fired from his job. Crashed his car. His dog died. He stubs his toe at least twice a day. Someone keeps stealing his newspaper. Gained 60 pounds. His computer gets a virus at least once a week. He lost a second job, and at his latest he asks "Do you want fries with that?" He drives a moped. That's right. A fucking moped.
The high point of his day is when he gets on Literotica and leaves charming comments on stories that other people spend dozens of hours working on, spewing forth vile, poorly written, grammatically incorrect rubbish. Yes, he's Anonymous.
Of course I'm not writing about my Anonymous commenters, for the most part they're reasonable, have good points, and I appreciate their input. Really, it's true. I have no complaints.
No, we're talking about Roger here.
Fuck you Roger.
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Gamer Goddess Surrenders
As mentioned in chapter 1, this story is very online-gaming-centric. It uses a lot of concepts, vocabulary and acronyms from games, especially Diablo 3, which this story revolves around.
This chapter's a little less voyeuristic than the first two, so I went with the Group Sex category. It's just a recurring threesome. Could have been Romance, Erotic Couplings or even Loving Wives. I even gave thought to First Time, although 'technically' it wasn't her first. I'm sure you, the reader will let me know if I got it wrong.
==============================
I had one last checkup with my doctor, and was given strict directions on how to take care of my wounds. I was forced to take the obligatory wheelchair ride, with a large escort. Dan, Jaime, Sandy, Maria, Angela, even Carolyn, Sheri's Mom. I was kind of disappointed that Sheri wasn't there.
Sandy leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Cheer up, handsome. How about a little smile. You're finally free."
I forced a smile and Angela grabbed my hand and gave me a squeeze. "Lousy timing asshole. All the excitement, and I'm stuck in Spain. Next time give a girl a little heads up, Ok?"
I laughed. "Sorry. What was I thinking? I promise, no more late night stabbings unless you're no more than a couple of hours away. Deal?"
"No more late night stabbings period, dickbreath. Do I have to take you home and lock you in my attic, to keep you safe?"
"Maybe just on Tuesdays and Thursdays," I told her, grinning.
"You know Tuesdays and Thursdays are Mark's training nights."
"Yes I do."
She grinned, looking around at the crowd walking with us. "What are you saying, rotten man?"
"Maybe you and me should spend some more time together," I teased.
She leaned down and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "I thought you didn't like Maria and me. Stealing your guys away."
I grabbed her hand, holding it. "I've been an ass. You know my issues. Forgive me?"
Her smile was touching. "Nothing to forgive. Good to see you back. I think we all owe your girl a lot."
"Tuesdays and Thursdays?" I chuckled.
"Right. I heard what she did to the last guy that messed with you. No chance I'm getting on her bad side." She squeezed my hand. "Besides, you couldn't handle this."
I was loaded into the Limo, Mark driving again, with Dan, Jaime, Maria and Angela joining me in the spacious interior. I was still sore and tender, and looked at Dan. His face was a rainbow of bruises.
"Gotta tell you, buddy. The new look is an improvement."
"Eat shit and die, asshole," he laughed.
I had left Jaime alone, most of the last week, but the opportunity was too good. "Sheri tells me that one of those guys hit you so hard, he left you crying like an 8 year old. Tiny little girl beating the hell out of the bunch of 'em, and you're watering the alley."
He blushed before responding. "Tears of laughter. Seeing you lying there like a little bitch, whining over a few pin-pricks, while you left your girlfriend to the do the heavy lifting. Just like in game."
That got a laugh out of everyone. I was out of practice, on the losing end against Jaime of all people. What was the world coming to?
We talked a little about our latest business venture, which Dan, Jaime and Mark were all invested in. Angela handled Mark's money and investments so the entire team was together for the first time in a week. I got updated on the status of our deal, with the papers signed, and first cash payments paid out, we were putting one of our guys on staff, and doing some deeper research into their technology. It had Jaime working with them on site, and Dan attending their staff meetings.
We hadn't been this involved in a new business effort in years. Then again, $40 million was a lot of money. My share was almost a quarter of my worth, a huge risk. Oddly, I hadn't given it a thought in the last week, even with all my free time.
We pulled up to the Carlyle, where I learned that Dan had moved me into one of their two-bedroom suites, with a remarkable view of Madison Avenue. I was a little nervous about the expense. Sure, money wasn't a problem, but a couple of weeks there would probably buy a luxury car.
Dan reassured me the cost was reasonable, only around two grand, unlike the central tower suites which ran better than $8k a day. What a bargain.
Inside the lobby, I said goodbye to everyone except Dan who escorted me to my suite. He handed me my keycard, and gave me a pat on the shoulder. "Don't strain yourself. Take it easy for a few days. Use the amenities here, you're paying for them."
"Office setup?"
"Complete. New gear, matching your old, Jaime configured everything. You're good to go."
I opened the door, and he stayed behind. I looked at him curiously, but he just grinned. "You got it from here."
I walked past a small kitchenette and powder room into the luxurious living room. It wasn't going to be too tough to stick it out a while. Beautifully laid out, tasteful furniture, fireplace, and a stunning view from the 12th floor. I saw a door to my left, and looked in to a fully furnished office. The bed had been removed, and dual desks had been installed, face to face, each fully outfitted with a computer station and 32" monitors.
Back through the living room, I found the entrance to the bedroom. I opened the door and smiled.
"Hey sailor, in port for long?" Sheri asked, stretched out on the king-size bed.
She was wearing one of her new outfits, a cobalt blue lace halter style babydoll, that showed off her beautiful breasts to their best advantage. Mostly sheer, with flowery designs throughout.
"They'll let anybody in this place, won't they?"
"You don't know the half of it. I had to fight off half-a-dozen sluts to keep you to myself."
"You've always been a hell of a fighter."
"Miss me?" she asked, squirming sexily.
"You have no idea, gorgeous."
She laughed sweetly. "I'd say I have a very good idea."
She got up, and slipped into my arms. She tilted her head up and I kissed her, softly at first, then more passionately, until I groaned under the pain of a tight hug. I'd have to remind her to avoid the actual wounds. Wasn't worth interrupting the hug over.
"Pussy," she teased, working my tie, and the buttons of my shirt free. I was dressed casually, clothing the guys had brought me for the trip home, so I wouldn't be stuck wearing my tux.
My torso was completely wrapped, and she walked around me, her hands fluttering against my skin, her lips pressing against my back. "Don't you ever scare me like that again," she whispered.
"I'll try not to."
Her lips pressed against my shoulder, as her arms wrapped around my body, undoing my belt and opening my pants.
I had been told she was past her contact-with-males issue, but this was still surprising. She dropped to her knees, leaned over and untied my laces. She nudged my leg up, and pulled off my shoes, one at a time. Still on her knees, she pulled my pants down, leaving me in my boxers and socks.
Sheri drew me over to the bed, getting me to sit, and removed my socks. She ran her hands slowly up my legs, gently, lovingly. At my thighs she looked up at me. "You gave me this. This ability." She leaned over and kissed my skin, tenderly.
I lay back and relaxed while she took her time becoming acquainted with my body. She avoided my boxers but a few minutes later her lips were on my neck, her soft body pressed against mine. My face was bathed in kisses, before her lips finally met mine.
I don't know how long we spent there, quietly kissing, our lips joined, our breath one. Her tongue was gentle and tentative, then more forceful, teasing, battling, exploring.
Our lips separated, my eyes boring into hers. "I love you, Sheri."
She grinned. "No shit, Sherlock. I think you've made that pretty obvious. The whole fucking city knows about it by now. The man who'd fight three guys for his girl, ending up half-dead in the hospital for a week."
"If you hadn't destroyed that one guy, I doubt it would have been newsworthy."
She kissed me again. "I'm yours, big guy. What are you going to do with me?" She got up on her knees, and peeled off her top, sitting there in small blue lace panties. I started to rise, but she pushed me back down and brought her tits to my face. "The girls have been dying for this moment," she giggled.
I kissed, fondled, and sucked away to my heart's content. She appeared to enjoy it, moaning sweetly. Her nipples were hard, standing up proud, and received more than their share of attention.
Sheri backed away, and moved off of me. She pulled off her panties, then moved to my waist and pulled my boxers down. She was staring at my hard cock, and her hand moved forward tentatively, a single finger reaching out and touching me cautiously. She kept her eyes on it, lying down beside me, her fingers floating across my skin.
Her breath was loud, heavy. She wrapped her fingers around my shaft and shivered. I held her close, my hand stroking her back.
"Relax, baby. We don't have to do everything at once," I told her.
She shook her head. "I want to. I need to, Steve."
Sheri scooted down for a better view, her hand stroking me ever-so-slowly. Her grip loosened, and she curled her hand around the crown, her palm smearing my pre-cum across the head.
"It feels so weird," she murmured. "An iron rod, wrapped in velvety skin. Hard and soft." She looked up at me. "I want to do it. Can we?"
"I'd love to," I confessed. "You're sure?"
"Absolutely."
I'd love to say it was the greatest ever. The culmination of all my dreams. Perfection personified.
It was horrible.
She straddled me nervously, holding me upright. She lowered herself and as soon as my skin touched hers, she started shaking and was soon sobbing, crying inconsolably. I drew her down into my arms, and she pulled away, rolling onto her side, her back to me.
I left her alone for a few moments, before placing my hand on her shoulder. When she didn't struggle, I closed in behind her, holding her. I didn't say anything.
She got herself together and turned into my arms, pressing her head into my neck. "I'm sorry. It'll get better."
I hushed her. "We're rushing things. Take it easy. I love being here with you. Don't force it. I love you and I'm in no hurry. I'm going to spend the rest of my life with you, Angel. Time is not an issue."
"I...I thought I was ready."
We cuddled, kissed, and I was surprised when she wanted to try again. It was only slightly better. I actually settled the head between her lips before she lost it.
After that, we stayed in bed for a while, holding each other, before getting up. I was suffering a pretty bad case of blue-balls, but wasn't about to say anything.
We got dressed, and had a meal in the restaurant. I sent her off to the spa for some spoiling and relaxation, while I returned to the suite and checked on emails, trying to get a little work done.
She was in a great mood when she returned to the suite. She was glowing, laughing, and leaped into my arms, stealing a kiss.
"Game time?" I asked.
"Hell yeah! We need to kick Diablo's ass in inferno. You've been slacking and we're behind."
She got comfortable, wearing a t-shirt and panties. I dressed in shorts and a jersey. Turned out she'd had time to get setup, had her home keyboard and mouse hooked up. Our machines where back-to-back, and we sat down, facing each other. If I sat up high, I could see her over the top of the monitor.
The guys were online, and Dan offered to sit out the final battle. He'd already completed it solo, and with a couple of teams. For the rest of us it would be the first time.
We started about 3 save points from the end, to get warmed up. Half-an-hour later we were ready to face the final nemesis. With all the issues we had getting there, he went down remarkably easily, taking only about 5 minutes. We worked like a well-oiled machine, the two cannons firing from a distance, while Cherry and I took care of the melee. We had to be careful, and timed our moves to the animations, warning us before each of his big moves, giving us a chance to interrupt them. None of us died. When he went down, we were whooping it up, laughing. The loot was nothing to brag about, but we'd done it. End game.
We bowed out of team play, and Sheri and I switched to our softcore alts, and went after him again. It was a little more difficult, with me running my Demon-hunter and Cherry playing her barbarian. It took a good 10 minutes, and it was close a couple of times, but we did take him down, talking throughout, planning our strategies, advising each other on our strategies and planned moves.
I was ready to do some hardcore farming, when Sheri insisted on a break. "We're going to dinner," she told me.
I was a little surprised. I thought we'd just spend some time together, relaxing but I realized my life wasn't my own anymore. We got dressed, with Sheri taking only about half-an-hour to get ready. My preparations were simple enough. Shirt, slacks and tie, another dose of pain-killers. Turned out we had reservations in-house. We were escorted to a candle-lit table, where Sandy and Robert were waiting. They both stood and welcomed us with hugs.
Dinner was pretty amazing. The company was wonderful. Robert and I discussed what we did for a living. He was a lawyer, and I was stunned. The first lawyer I'd met that I could stand, to be honest. I even told him as much, and he laughed. He knew every lawyer joke ever made, and regaled us with a few. Robert was in mergers and acquisitions, and was familiar with the legal team I'd worked with on our latest investment. I knew that in the future, Robert's firm would at least get a shot at working with me.
We lingered over our second bottle of wine and coffee. They were fun to be with, comfortable. I was feeling no pain, literally, by the time we were ready to call it an evening.
I offered to have them come up and visit, but Robert excused himself. He kissed the girls goodbye, and insisted I meet with him for lunch in the upcoming week.
Sandy agreed to join us, and we headed back up. I thought it was nice that the elevator operator, with his elegant white gloves, remembered us.
"Your floor, Mr. Jeffery?"
"Please," I glanced at his nametag, "William."
He nodded, tipped his hat to the ladies who were chatting quietly. In the room, we settled into the living room, and Sandy hopped on the phone, ordering champagne and a snack from room service.
I was sitting between the two beauties, when Sandy hung up the phone and pulled her dress all the way up to her waist before straddling me.
"So it didn't go so well the first time," she said nonchalantly. "What do you say we play around and see what she is comfortable with? We can work our way up to the big finale. Nobody here is in that big a rush are they?" She was grinding away on my lap, her arms casually resting on my shoulders, looking me in the eye.
"No hurry here," I told her. I looked over at Sheri, "That alright with you?"
She nodded slowly. "I'm sorry..."
Sandy leaned over and gave her a kiss on the lips, shutting her up. "No sorries, silly girl. We're both ecstatic to see how far you've gotten. No need to go crazy the first night. Let's drag it out."
She sat back upright, and ran her fingers through my hair. "Now don't think I'm selfish, but I figured maybe you both could play with me. Nobody seems to have a problem with that. Then anything you two want to do together can be an offshoot of that."
I think my grin was answer enough for her. She turned toward Sheri. "That work for you?"
Sheri leaned against me, reaching out and running her hand down Sandy's side. "I'd like that."
"Good," Sandy said. "The zipper's on the back. Undress me for your man."
Sheri stood up and moved behind her best friend. She slowly drew the zipper down, her lips brushing Sandy's shoulder as it was slowly uncovered. Then she gripped the bottom of Sandy's dress, and pulled it up and over her head, leaving her sitting on my lap, completely naked.
"Oops!" Sandy giggled. "I guess I forgot underwear. I hope you both will forgive me."
Sheri dropped to her knees, her arms wrapped around Sandy's waist. I wish I could see what was going on behind her. I leaned forward and took a nipple in my mouth, sucking on it, feeling the nipple harden. She had amazing tits, high and firm, smaller than Sheri's but perfect on her body.
The doorbell to the suite rang at that moment. Of course. Sheri stood, grabbed my jacked and wrapped it around Sandy's shoulders, then went to the door. A moment later a bellboy was wheeling in a cart, with a bottle of champagne, and a plate of chocolate covered cherries. Sheri signed for it, while the young man's eyes tried to burn a hole through Sandy's impromptu cover-up. She was leaning against me, still straddling my lap, her long, luscious legs exposed. Her head was resting on my shoulder, watching the poor boy. He walked the cart right into a chair, apologizing and blushing profusely.
As soon as he was gone, Sandy hopped off of me, shedding the jacket. She grabbed the handle of the cart that had been left behind, and started steering it to the bedroom. "Let's go," she laughed, "and two people here are wearing way too much clothing."
In minutes there were three of us naked on the bed, cuddling and kissing, with Sandy in the middle. Sheri and I took turns kissing and feeding her, then kissing and feeding each other. If we spent too much time away from Sandy, she reminded us.
It was better. Playful, casual. Lots of touching and fondling, kissing and licking. Nothing overtly sexual, except for a lot of breast play.
I was achingly hard, and Sandy was kind enough to notice. "Did you try to blow him earlier?" she asked her cousin.
Sheri shook her head no.
"Well I'm going to. If you want, come on down here. Any time you feel like helping, jump in."
With no more adieu than that, she squirmed her way down the bed, and took me in her mouth. Sheri laughed. "Looks like you're pretty comfortable down there."
Sandy pulled off with a loud sucking pop. "Twice a day for the last few, thanks to you. You'd get him all worked up, and leave me to clean up after you. Looks like you did it again. He's ready to pop any moment."
Sheri blushed. "Damn! I...I guess I should have helped him finish when I couldn't go through with the whole thing."
Sandy giggled. "No sweat. Good for him to get teased a bit. We spoil him too much anyway. We'll finish this one off quick, and then we have the whole night ahead of us." She gave me a lick. "Kiss it?" she said to Sheri.
Sheri leaned over and pressed her lips quickly to the shaft. She looked up at me, grinning, and brought her face down again, kissing it more slowly, several small kisses, working her way upward, until she placed a kiss on the very top.
Sandy moved in and did the same on the opposite side, her final kiss extended, her lips slowly opening, as she took me into her mouth. She bobbed up and down a couple of times, then pulled back, and pointed my cock toward Sheri.
Sheri was a little hesitant, but she kissed the crown a couple of times, her tiny tongue reaching out and running along the bottom ridge, making me moan. She looked up nervously, then smiled.
"Yeah, he enjoyed that. It takes a lot for me to get him to moan that way. I think he likes you," Sandy said.
It took a few minutes, with Sandy doing most of the work, but Sheri did, at one point, take me in her mouth for a moment, before pulling away.
"Jesus, that was nice, Sheri," I gasped.
She giggled. "I'm hardly doing anything," she said.
"Maybe, but it's you doing it," I told her.
I was dying, and Sandy took pity on me. She sucked me for real, taking me deep, working her tongue. Sheri's hand reached down to the base, moving up and down just a couple of inches.



"Soon," I gasped.
Sandy kept going, and before much longer I was shooting in her mouth. She let me finish there, swallowing most, but letting a little drip out over the head and shaft.
Sheri's fingers moved away, then one hesitant forefinger reached out and touched the milky mess, pulling away, then reaching back and coating it. She held it out to Sandy, who opened her mouth, and Sheri slipped her finger between the pretty girl's lips.
Sandy sat up, and reached for Sheri, pulling her up so they were face-to-face. "Look at me, beautiful," she said softly.
Their eyes were locked on one another, then Sandy leaned closer, until their lips were touching. I saw their mouths open, and their tongues pressing together. A few moments later they pulled apart. "Did you taste him?"
Sheri nodded her head slowly.
Sandy leaned down and placed her mouth over my cock, sucking me clean, then sat up again, and pulled Sheri's mouth to hers. They kissed longer, eyes closed, holding each other.
"Is that Ok?" Sandy asked softly, as they parted.
Sheri nodded, smiling. "Hot."
"Great. Next time maybe we'll let you taste it a little more directly." She hugged her cousin. "Do you think it would bother you to see him fuck me?"
Sheri was slow to respond, then whispered, "I don't think so."
"Then let's get him hard again. I've been dying to feel that thing inside me."
They played, and before long, Sandy had Sheri actually sucking me a few times. She pushed her away after the third time. "Not too much. I don't want you getting too comfortable, too fast. That would mean less play time for me. And you owe me."
Sheri, laughed, and after a few seconds, pushed her cousin away. "Share, piggy. He is mine, you know."
God bless Sandy. She knew exactly what to do to get her cousin's mind off the implications of what she was doing, and into a playful, less tense mood.
It became almost a tutorial after that, teaching Sheri how to do things better. "Look at him when you do it. They love that shit," Sandy whispered.
Sheri had her mouth around my cock, and looked up at me. I tensed up in her mouth and she pulled away quickly. "He moved!"
Sandy laughed. "Of course. You're driving him crazy. We better stop soon if I'm going to get any fun out of it, or he'll come as soon as he's in me."
Sheri wriggled up the bed, and kissed me on the lips. "Was that Ok?"
I laughed, pulling her close and kissing her hard. "Amazing. You?"
She grinned, nodding. "I can do that. I think I can do that a lot."
"Best girlfriend ever," I told her, stealing another kiss.
Sandy climbed up to the other side of me, swiping a kiss of her own. "Almost time. You want to see something really naughty, Steve?"
"I'm certain the answer is yes. How naughty?"
"Very, very naughty. You're sweet little innocent girlfriend is going to go down on me, getting me ready to take that monster of yours inside my itty-bitty tight hole." She turned to Sheri, "Aren't you, sweet cheeks?"
Sheri blushed. "This is kind of embarrassing," she said softly.
"I would love to see it. I've been thinking about that constantly for the last few days. Please, for me?" I pleaded.
"You don't think it's...oh I don't know...wrong? Perverted?" Sheri asked hesitantly.
"I think it's amazing. I think it's wonderful. Hell, I think it may damn well be the hottest thing I could imagine. Drive her crazy, and then let me finish her."
Sheri smiled. "I can do that, you know. I can drive her absolutely crazy. Make her scream for release. Beg me." She gave me a quick kiss. "Shall I do that for you? Take her to the edge. Over and over, deprive her of her release, make her squirm and plead. Then you can pound her into a little moist puddle."
Sandy moaned. "Shit. I don't need warming up anymore, I can do him now."
Sheri crawled across me. "No way! You're mine now. It's my turn to be in charge."
She did exactly what she said she would. It took her a good ten minutes or so, but Sandy was begging her, pleading, crying out for release.
Sheri climbed on top of her, in a 69. "Make me come," she demanded of her cousin. "Until I come, you don't get yours."
I watched in awe, slowly stroking my cock, keeping myself ready for my turn.
Sandy obviously had Sheri's number, and it was only a couple of minutes later that Sheri was coming for her cousin. Once she'd calmed down, she grabbed Sandy's hips and rolled with her, so that Sandy was on top, with Sheri's head and Sandy's ass toward the end of the bed. Sheri looked up at me, looked at my cock, then at Sandy's tight pink opening.
I moved up behind her and Sheri reached out a hand, stopping me. Her mouth opened and latched onto Sandy's clit, making the beauty moan. "Please," she gasped, "I did what you asked..."
Sheri's head was moving, her mouth torturing her cousin. She looked up at me, her hand reaching out and grabbing my thigh, pulling me forward.
Sandy was trembling, moaning continuously. I guided my cock to Sandy's opening, scant inches from Sheri's eyes. I pressed the head in, waiting for the go ahead.
I couldn't see what Sheri did, but Sandy tensed up, crying out, "Yes!"
Sheri gave me a tug, "Now!" she barked.
I slammed my cock in as hard as I could, and Sandy screamed. I pounded her hard, and felt her exploding around my cock, her pussy squeezing down hard, legs kicking. I watched her hands grab the headboard, the tendons on her arm straining, as her entire body went taut. I rammed my cock all the way in, grinding against her, and felt Sheri's teasing tongue lapping away where I entered her best friend and lover.
It looked like Sandy was coming down, but she tensed up again, gasping, pressing back against me. I kept myself buried to the hilt, corkscrewing inside of her. "Ahhhh!" she groaned, before her body relaxed, slowly, as if we were letting the air out of her. A few seconds later she was lying down, gasping. "Holy Christ," she gasped.
I slowly long-stroked her, enjoying her sweet body, filling the full depths of her pussy. I grabbed her hips, and pulled her up and back, to get better access, for a moment forgetting about Sheri down below. Sheri shifted with her, and I could look down past my cock on the out-stroke, and see Sheri watching my cock fill our play-thing.
"You Ok?" I asked softly.
She looked up at me and smiled. "That was intense. Too huge ones back to back for her. I think she liked that."
I grinned. "Man, you really had her going."
She lifted her head, and I felt her tongue flicking where I entered that tight little pussy. "Always. I'm not a total innocent."
She was watching my cock again. "It doesn't seem like it should fit. That doesn't hurt her?"
"Tell her Sandy. Am I hurting you?"
"Fuck yeah. The best damn hurt in the world. You can hurt me like this all you want lover. You fill me so fuckin' good."
"I'm going to fuck you hard now," I warned her. "I can't help myself. You're friggin' amazing."
"Pound me. Hammer that pussy," she demanded.
I inched my knees forward, got a good grip on her hips, then put my hips into overdrive, fucking her as hard and fast as I could, hammering her, just like she'd asked.
She moaned, and started grunting every few strokes, the grunts growing in intensity and frequency. After a couple of minutes I was getting tired, but I thought she was close, and wanted to get her to come for just me. I leaned over her, gasping, feeling the tension in my thighs and abs. I slowed down a little, and finished harder, stabbing that sweet little pussy. I grabbed her by the hair, twisting it and pulling her head backwards. "F..F..Fuck m...me," she gasped.
I felt the trembling in her legs, and I knew I had her. "Come for me," I growled.
She whined, her voice getting louder and higher pitched, until she made that same "Ahhhh!" groan, and she came for me. Rather than stop this time, I fucked her through it, punishing that pussy, ramming hard and deep. When she was finished, I slowed down to a nice easy steady stroke, releasing her hair.
I pulled out of her a few seconds later, and rolled over onto my back. "Ride me, beautiful. Make me come for you."
She moved slowly, her shaking leg stretching across my body. "God, that was good," she told me, before she took my cock in her hand, and lowered herself onto my shaft. "Oh, yeah," she moaned as she settled down.
Sheri climbed up next to me, her head on my shoulder. "You like it this way?" she asked softly.
I laughed. "I like it all ways, but that last bit took a little out of me. I needed a break."
Sandy was rocking back and forth on my cock, a little smile on her lips. "You want some of this, Sher? It's good. Really good."
"Not quite yet. I'm enjoying this. Fuck his brains out, Sandy."
Sheri got up and knelt beside us, her hands caressing her cousin. "This looks so amazing, watching you fuck him. I...I didn't know it would be this hot."
Sandy settled back on my cock with a wiggle, and started swiveling her hips. "I know. I can't wait to see him on you. He's going to go crazy."
Sheri spanked Sandy's butt. "We should have brought Buster. I wouldn't mind a turn on you myself."
Sandy laughed. "Who says we didn't? Check the bottom drawer, left side."
Sheri hopped up and ran to the dresser while Sandy rode me gently, easily.
Sheri was laughing. "When?"
"When we were setting up your computer."
I looked over and saw my girlfriend strapping some webbing around her waist, and when she turned around, she had a substantial rubber cock sticking out in front of her. "Damn, we're going to tear you up, girl."
I looked at it with a little trepidation. "As long as that's only for you two," I said.
Sheri walked over, wiggling her hips, the artificial cock waving in lazy circles. "What's the matter, lover? Afraid of a little backdoor action? I promise I'll be gentle."
I looked up to see if she was joking. She had a teasing look on her face that made me more than a little nervous. "We'll have to see about that," I said. "Nothing I've ever done, or had any inclination toward doing. Nowhere near drunk enough to even give it a thought."
She laughed. "Don't worry, baby. This is all for our little sex slave. Maybe a little for me, later, if she's especially good." She looked over at Sandy, "Lube?"
"Bedstand," she answered.
Sheri walked over to the side of the bed, opened a drawer, and pulled out one of the biggest bottles of lube I'd ever seen. It was clear and half-empty. She popped the top, and in a few moments had her 'cock' lubed up. She climbed on the bed behind her cousin.
"My turn."
Sandy lifted up and off my cock, then moaned as Sheri sank the dildo inside of her. She pounded at her cousin for a couple of minutes, then pulled out and guided my cock back inside. We took turns, only a minute or two each, and I honestly felt like I could fuck like that forever.
"She's getting close again," Sheri said.
I hadn't noticed the signs, but a few seconds later Sandy was moaning sweetly, grunting on each stroke. I watched Sheri lean over for some more lube. "Let's get this other hole ready. The little slut's begging for it."
Sandy gasped, and I felt her orgasm take over, while I stroked away inside of her. She groaned, and looked backward. "I don't know, Sheri. That's pretty big for back there."
"You'll love it. I'll be gentle."
Sandy looked at me nervously, biting her lip. "Should I stop her?" I asked.
She shook her head. "I...I'll be Ok. A little scary. Nothing that big back there before."
Her eyebrows pinched in pain, and she hissed. "Slowly!"
I stopped my movement, letting her get used to the new intruder. She lowered her head to my chest, with a moan. "Jesus, that's huge."
I could see Sheri now, moving back and forth slowly. "I'm going in," she warned.
"Fuuuuuck," Sandy groaned.
"All of it, baby. I knew you could do it."
"Wait," she gasped. "Let me get used to it."
I felt myself hardening inside of her. I couldn't believe how exciting it was. This was something totally new to me. Hell, anything with the two of them was new to me. I guess I'd led a sheltered life.
"Ok," Sandy breathed. "Easy now."
I started moving again, pushing up into her pussy, and I could feel the pressure from above, each time that rubber cock entered her ass. The feeling was intense. I pushed all the way in, letting Sheri do the work, and it was like someone was masturbating me inside of her pussy, rubbing the bottom of my cock from bottom to top and back again.
Sandy was looking into my face, and she smiled. "What's it like?"
"Wild. I can feel it move inside you, rubbing against me." I leaned forward and kissed her lips. "You like it?"
She nodded. "I love it. Once I got used to it. So fucking full. It's amazing. You feel huge, with her inside me."
She kissed me again. "Fuck me, Steve. Own me."
I started moving again, and Sheri was pounding away, hard. Sandy's head was beside mine. "Shit, she's going to make me come," she gasped.
I grabbed her hips, driving into her as hard as I could from that position, and I felt Sandy's fingers digging into my shoulders.
"You've almost got her," I told Sheri.
"I know. This is wild," she answered, breathing hard.
I put my lips to Sandy's ear. "Come for us, beautiful. Bring us together."
She whimpered, and started grunting rapidly. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she gasped, and then I was hanging on for dear life, as she screamed out, "FUCK!"
Sheri was laughing, smacking her ass. "That's it. Come on my cock, you silly little whore."
It was all too much for me, and I didn't realize how close I was. I slammed my cock inside her, feeling the beginning of my own release. I squirted, backed out, and drove in again, emptying my balls inside of her silky warmth.
"Yeah!" I growled into her ear, and I felt her trembling, her orgasm rolling over her in waves.
She collapsed on me, and a few moments later, Sheri was lying beside us. "You don't think you're done, do you, my sexy little toy?" she asked, running her fingers through Sandy's disheveled hair.
"Too much," Sandy gasped. "Please, a break at least."
Sheri giggled, got up and returned with a chocolate covered strawberry, holding it to Sandy's lips. "You were wonderful. Here, for energy."
Sandy smiled and took a bite from it, juices dripping down on my chest. She lowered her mouth and licked it up clean, while the rest of the strawberry was offered to me. I took a bite, all but the stem, and felt a few drops dribble down my chin. Sheri leaned over and licked it up. "God, that was fun. This is going to be amazing, isn't it?"
Sandy laughed. "Easy for you to say. Wait until you're the cream in the cookie."
"Was it really that good?" Sheri asked.
"Unbelievable. Like a whole night of sex, wrapped up in just a few minutes. Wiped me out."
"Really? Or can we play a little longer?"
Sandy rolled off of me stretching. "You're going to have to kick me out. This is too good to leave willingly."
Sheri crawled across me, her naked little body lying on mine, and she kissed her cousin. "I'll never kick you out. Never."
Sandy gave her a hug. "I know. I love you too."
Sheri sat up grinning. "You made a mess. I expect you to clean it up." She grabbed Sandy's hair and started tugging her toward my waist.
Sandy whimpered a little, then her mouth settled in sucking and licking me clean. Sheri got off the bed, and headed for the bathroom. "A little sanitation for our other cock. I expect him fresh as new when you're done, or I'm going to take it out on that sexy ass of yours."
Sandy got me clean, and well on my way to another play session before Sheri returned, her strap-on in hand. "All better, but I think we can put this away for a while."
She climbed on the bed, inspecting the job. "Not bad, I guess your ass is safe for a bit."
Sandy rolled over onto her back, and opened her legs. "The cleaning's not done. I'm still messy. Help me out, gorgeous."
Sheri knelt between her legs, looking down. "I...it's not too bad," she said softly.
"Same man, different lips," Sandy whispered. "Love me?"
Sheri stretched out, her fingers moving slowly. "Gentle, Ok?"
"I won't move a muscle," Sandy said. "Please, I need it."
Sheri moved in, and I watched her face get closer. Her tongue reached out and brushed along the side of Sandy's pussy. Our guest gave a little moan, and I could no longer see the contact as Sheri's face settled in.
"So good," Sandy whispered. "You're always so good, Sher."
Sheri spent a couple of minutes between Sandy's legs, then Sandy was pulling her up her body, kissing her, hugging her tightly. "That was perfect. Thank you."
Sheri smiled. "It was good. I could taste him and you."
"Not too bad?" Sandy asked, nervously.
"No. Not at all. I...I liked it. A lot."
"Enough to do it some more?"
Sheri didn't even answer. She went back down and had Sandy moaning in minutes. Sheri lifted her head, grinning. "Naughty girl, you did that on purpose, didn't you?"
"A little extra taste. Want me to squeeze out some more?"
Sheri giggled. "I'm going to get it myself."
She dove back in, her head moving from side to side, while Sandy moaned sweetly. "Get it," she gasped. Her hands reached down, grabbing Sheri's head, and grinding against her mouth. I saw her body shaking in a small orgasm.
She relaxed, and jerked her hands back. "Sorry," she whimpered.
Sheri sat up, and her mouth and chin were a wet mess. "Don't be. That was perfect. I love when you come for me."
I never did get in Sheri that night, although the girls gave me a wonderful dual blow-job, and Sandy got a nice sweet missionary fuck that Sheri cleaned up afterward. Off of both of us.
Sandy called her husband, letting him know she was going to spend the night, and giving him a little update, promising the full blow-by-blow later. I was amazed at how casually she discussed what she did, and the look of joy and love in her eyes as she chatted with her fiancée. Sheri and I layed down beside her and started fondling her, making her beautiful body writhe. "God, Robbie, they're touching me, touching me all over."
We only played with her gently, and I suckled on her nipple teasingly, while she spoke on the phone. When she was done, she pulled me up for a kiss. "You two are so naughty. Teasing me like that."
The nervous Nellies insisted on checking my bandages before calling it a night. Apparently none the worse for wear, but still getting me a nice dose of sympathy.
I slept between the two beauties, wondering what I'd ever done to deserve this new life of mine.
* * *
I woke in pain, with the booze and pain-killers worn off. My back was in agony, and I felt sore in places I didn't even know I had. The girls took care of me, even giving me a massage, and fixing my bandages which had worked themselves loose during the night. We didn't have any sex that morning, but we did have lots of cuddling and loving, and that was fine by me.
Room service delivered breakfast, and when it was done, Sandy begged off. She gave us both toe curling kisses. "Tomorrow night?" she asked.
"Open door," Sheri told her. "Anytime. Right, handsome?"
"I'm not going to complain."
Sheri giggled. "I bet not. You have fun last night?"
"Best ever. I can only wonder if my heart can take it, when I get all of you," I told her.
"Soon baby. Don't worry, I know CPR."
* * *
We spent a relaxing day, going for a walk in the park, exploring the hotel and immediate environs, chatting on the phone with friends. We stopped by her house, and reassured her parents that she was doing fine. We stayed for an early dinner, and spent some time playing with Max. She showed me her room, which I'd only seen a little of over Skype.
"So this is where the magic happens," I teased.
She laughed. "Where I lost my heart to the most wonderful man in the world."



"Who is it? I'll kill the bastard," I growled, taking her in my arms and swinging her around.
She kissed me, blushing. "Do you really love me?" she asked.
"More than words can say. With all my heart, Angel."
"Devil," she reminded me.
"Only in the bed," I told her. "Speaking of, you really are a pretty wild thing, aren't you?"
She giggled, walking around me, her hand dragging across my skin. "Only for you, lover."
"And Sandy," I teased.
"Alright, only for the ones I love. You're first now, you understand? Think you can handle that?"
"Patience. That's all I ask. I had no idea what I was getting myself into."
She giggled, her arms around my neck. "All I ask is the same. You've been so patient with me all this time, in game and out. Think you can put up with me a little longer?"
"I don't know," I teased. "I guess I'll give you another 70, 80 years. But that's all. If you don't come around by then, I'm gonna start looking."
She stepped on my toes. "You do, and I'll take my toys and go play somewhere else. Including Sandy."
"Alright, damn it. Ninety. Ninety years, that's my final offer."
She hugged me. "No. Forever or nothing."
I picked her up, hugging her tight. "Fine. But I get to choose which side of the bed is mine."
"Of course! It's always the other side next to me."
"Damn it, girl. Leave me some pride. Do I get to at least name our kids?"
She looked up at me, her eyes wide. "Do...do you really want to have children with me?"
"If at all possible. A house full."
"Really?" she asked nervously.
I drew her over to the chair, and sat her on my lap. "Of course. I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Raise a family together. Is something wrong?"
"I, I don't know if I can have kids. There was some concern after it happened." She looked on the verge of tears.
I hugged her. "Whatever we can do. If you can, great. If you can't and there's anything medical that can be done, we can afford it. If you can't carry, but your eggs are good, we can have a surrogate. If not, we can adopt. Whatever. Even if we can't have kids, you're mine, Sheri, no matter what."
She nodded, hugging me. "I haven't thought about it much. I don't know why. I guess it never occurred to me I'd ever be with a man again. Be part of a real, normal family. Not for real."
"No hurry. You're young. One step at a time, Ok?"
"One step at a time," she answered softly.
Sheri gave me a hug, and looked up grinning. "Middle name."
"What?"
"The middle name of our third child. You can choose that name."
"Are you always so rotten?"
"Absolutely. Completely spoiled. Not my fault. You're going to have to get used to it. Blame Dad if you must."
We returned to the hotel late, and retired to the bedroom. No gaming at all for once. We got in bed together, and our kissing and cuddling evolved into a wonderful evening of oral sex. She was cautious, and nervous, but by midway through my second erection, she was playful and teasing. She gave me a hard time about my own skills, telling me that she'd have to get Sandy to give me lessons. I guess she saw that hurt a little, and she swarmed over me, begging forgiveness, and telling me she was teasing.
"No you're not, I saw what Sandy does to you," I told her.
She blushed. "She knows me. She's been with me for years. It's different. I love what you do for me, I swear. Don't be angry or jealous, please! It would kill me. I'm sorry, I was just teasing."
"I'm not angry. Maybe a little jealous. Not of her, but of what she has with you. How well she knows you."
She kissed me softly. "I know. Believe me. You don't think I'm not a little jealous over your posse? Your complete and total faith and trust in them? The way they hovered over you? Even their damn women are in love with you. They've had you all their lives. How do I compete with that?"
I gave her a squeeze. "No competition. I love them. I'm in love with you. You are number one in my life."
She nodded. "Ditto. I love Sandy. I probably always will. She and I are wonderful together. But my heart is yours. Totally. What I feel for her is a faint echo of my love for you. We have everything but the sex, and by the time I'm done with you, we'll be magical together. I know it."
She kissed me long and deep. "I love you. You love me," she whispered. "Truce on our others?"
"Truce. Hell, what am I saying? It's not truce, I accept her in your life without limits. Whatever you want, Ok? But no way I'm bringing Jaime into our bed."
She laughed. "Spoil sport. Did you see the size of his hands? Do you think it's true..."
"Rotten girl. I'm telling you, Maria would eat you alive, and spit out the bones."
She sighed dramatically. "Alright. This bed's too small for four anyway, and Sandy would kill me if I brought in any boy-toys and she wasn't invited."
She sat up and straddled me, leaning down and kissing my nose. "You know I'm teasing, right? I don't want any man but you. Ever. The only man I'd even think of inviting into our bed would be Robert, and that would be for Sandy. So he could see me and her together. I know that turns him on something crazy. I'd never let him have me. I'm yours, bub. Only yours. Get used to it."
"Good. 'Cause I'm yours, too. Nobody else."
"Except Sandy," she reminded me.
"No. She's yours. Not mine. You want her with us, I'm happy to do it for you. But that's it."
She giggled. "I know you like her. You can't fool me."
"I think she's great. I love her, like I love my own. For what she's done for you, and how she is with you. She's a beautiful, wonderful woman with a heart of gold. Sexy as hell. Wild in bed. As God is my witness, as long as I have you, she's an afterthought."
"She grows on you," Sheri teased.
I laughed. "What do you want from me? I love her, and love being with her. I'll never kick her out of our bed. But, damn it Sheri, I'd be happy with only you beside me for the rest of my life."
She wiggled on me, kissing my face. "You haven't even had her ass yet. She's a wild fuck. You can tie her up and use her hard."
"Evil. You know you're absolutely evil. She's our toy. I get it. You're the love of my life. Keep it up, and I'll be tanning that cute little bottom of yours."
"Mmm, she pinks up so nicely. You can get her to come just by paddling her."
"Sheri..."
She laughed, hugging me. "God, you're so easy to tease. She's going to be married in a few months anyway. I don't think Robert will let her play nearly as much after. So you best get your fill. In a while you're going to be stuck with just me."
"That's all I could ever ask for."
She cuddled up to me, kissing my chest. "You know what's funny, Steve?"
"What?" I asked sleepily.
"I believe you. Jeez, I'm going to have you so whipped. Worse than Jaime."
I chuckled, and swatted her rear. "Tell me about it."
* * *
I had a morning checkup at the hospital, and was given a passing grade, and reminded not to overdo it. Sheri and I took a long walk in the park, walking hand in hand like the new lovers we were, even if we weren't quite completely lovers.
Dan stopped by after lunch, and Sheri made herself scarce for a couple of hours while we did the work thing, including a conference call with the others. Too early to know much about our latest venture, but he was getting antsy and wanted me to get going and start researching new opportunities. He'd never been that pushy. I wondered if it was an effort to get me out of the game, and back in the real world.
I told him I needed a few more days, and within the week I'd start looking around, reviewing some of the proposals we'd been receiving, and start the networking up again. He seemed alright with that.
"No gaming yesterday?" he noted.
"No, a few hours this afternoon maybe."
"You and Sheri good?" he asked.
"Perfect. Or almost. We're working out some things. I think this time it's for good. Third time's a charm, and all that."
Jaime cut in. "Maria says if you let this one go, she's going to kick both our asses. You know how I hate when she does that."
I laughed. "Yeah. I imagine there'd be a line she'd have to get in when it came to kicking mine."
Dan jumped in. "No shit. I call first dibs. Make me go through that beating for nothing. Hell, I'd get back in line twice. Steel-toed boots."
"Alright, tell me how you really feel," I laughed.
"Ok, I will," Dan said. "Jump on that now. Claim her, and don't let anyone else even get their nose in the door. You're so hung up over her, if you lose her, it'll be 10 years of gaming before we ever get you out in public again. And the way she is over you? Fuck, dude, no way you're ever going to top that. I get to be best man, by the way."
The other guys all started yelling. "Asshole!" "Douche-bag, we talked about that!"
That was the end of the useful part of our meeting, and we got back to talking about important things, like soloing Diablo hardcore, and the new WoW expansion pack.
Dan left when the others bowed out, but invited himself over for dinner. Said he had some business to attend to. I told Sheri about the plans when she came home, during a little hardcore farming. She let me know that she'd already made plans with Sandy and Robert that we'd meet with them again. That spurred a short conversation about letting each other know what was going on, and ended in a cuddle-fest. I suggested Peter Luger's, craving their porterhouse. We went to Lombardi's, the renovated home of New York's first pizza. Truth be told, I liked several of the simple walk up pizzeria's better, blasphemy or not.
I was feeling a little nervous about seeing Robert, but he was the same charming bastard. When the girls took off for the ladies room, he leaned over to me. "It's cool. Really. I don't want you to feel weird about this. Whatever she needs right now. We're good?"
Kind of surprised he'd even ask. "That woman of yours is the best, you know. Damn, you're a lucky man. Heart of gold, easy to see why Sheri loves her so much."
He laughed. "Ditto. Breaks my heart what Sheri went through. Believe me, I've heard endless hours of what she was before, what she went through, and how she was after. I was starting to think I'd never actually get to meet her in person. What you did for her, you deserve a fucking medal. I've never seen Sandy so happy. That makes me happy. I know you don't have a thing for her, it's obvious when they're both around. When Sheri's around, the rest of us are practically invisible. Makes it easy."
Dan spoke up. "Alright, if the love-fest is over with, you guys want to tell me what the hell is going on?"
I laughed. "Shut the fuck up, Dan. This has nothing to do with you, alright?"
He put on a mask of disappointment. "Hey! I fought for her too!"
Robert and I looked at each other and laughed. "That you did," I told him. "You're golden in her book. Now leave it."
I turned back to Robert. "You could help me with something. We're still looking for some good investments. Tech and Energy companies preferably. Maybe Medical. We prefer second round venture buy ins, not seed money. Don't need the risk/reward that entails. You catch wind of anything worthwhile, I'd love to hear about it. I could even use a good legal team to work with, if you know of one." I gave him a grin.
"Robertson, Samuels not working for you? They're good."
"I'd prefer something local. I'm thinking of sticking around here. Making it home base. Plus I'd prefer working with someone I actually liked."
"Damn, that narrows it down, doesn't it? Rumor is you can't stand lawyers," he said with a chuckle.
"Almost always true. I think I'm learning to make some exceptions."
"I'll keep my eye open. Finder's fee?"
"For the right opportunity."
"What kind of numbers we talking?"
"Between 10 and 40 preferably. We could go higher for the right deal."
Sandy leaned over and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "What kind of deals are you boys working out? Nothing illegal or immoral I hope."
He grinned, while Sheri settled in between me and Dan. "Maybe a little bit of both. You remember I am a lawyer, right?"
"Oh, business? I was thinking something more along personal lines," she said. "How droll. Talking about business, with two lovely ladies present."
He laughed. "They weren't present, and the subject is benched. What would you lovely ladies like to talk about?"
"Vacations. Cruise, all-inclusive, something lazy and decadent, with lots of down-time."
I glance over at Sheri, who was trying to look innocent.
"Vacation?" Robert chuckled. "You've got a honeymoon in less than three months."
"That's a wonderful start!" she said. "I'm thinking summer, sunbathing, and as little clothing as possible."
It was a fun chat, and had me thinking about whether Sheri and I would be married by then. I wondered how much time she's need for a wedding. Damn, she was right. I was pussy-whipped already, and hadn't even gotten any of the pussy.
We split up after dinner, Dan and Robert going their own ways, and Sandy going home with us. She was laughing. "You guys have to be gentle with me. I'm serious. I'm so sore now I can barely walk. Between you two the other night, and then how Robert was when I gave him all the details, I haven't been pounded like that, since, hell, since ever!"
She stopped, and grabbed Sheri by the hands. "Please? I'm serious. A little gentle, tonight?"
Sheri hugged her. "I think I'd like to make tonight about me. I'm going to need your help."
Sandy hugged her, "It'll be perfect. It will. I know it. This is going to be ab-fab."
I was seriously wondering what it cost to live like I was full-time. Doors opened. The elevator man knowing us, taking us straight to our floor. Limo service for the asking. The room immaculate. Anything we needed a phone call away. We were living large, and it was something I could get used to.
I'd been thinking hard about the Sheri problem. I had an idea, that I thought we might fall back on if necessary. I wanted to see if we could make things work naturally first. I took Sandy to the side and told her my thoughts, and she seemed to like it. As a fall-back solution.
We went to our bedroom, and got undressed. It was so natural, to watch both girls strip down to nothing, and climb into my bed. Fucking amazing bodies, one small and curvy, the other long and slender. Both sexy as hell. Shit, I was a lucky guy.
We started out with the cuddling and kissing, this time with Sheri in the middle. We moved on to some sensual touching and I grinned as I shared her tits with Sandy, lifting my head for a kiss from her, before we went back after Sheri's perky little nipples. Sandy leaned over and playfully competed for a nipple, our tongues tangling. She lifted her eyes to mine, and the joy and happiness I saw there was heart-warming. "You're the best," I whispered.
She looked a little surprised, then grabbed my head and kissed me hard. "God, you're so damn lovable," she sighed.
We both went down on Sheri, and I demanded Sandy teach me some of her magic. She laughed, kissing me again. "You're not jealous of me, are you?"
"Damn skippy I am! And you're going to share your secrets, or any promises made about being gentle with you are out the door. I will tie you up and fuck the living daylights out of you if you don't share."
She giggled. "That's a threat?"
I shrugged. "Best I can come up with at the moment. I am in bed with two gorgeous naked women. My brain is only capable of so many thoughts right now."
"How about this? I teach you all I know about her, and next time we're together, you do exactly what you said, and then some."
"You've got a deal."
"Good. First thing, get out of this bed, go in the bathroom and give yourself the closest shave possible, then use her skin lotion. Your face is like sandpaper." She gave me a quick peck on the lips. "Take your time, I'll only warm her up a little."
Back in the bed, she made me open my mouth, and popped in a wintergreen lifesaver. "Now this is cheating a little," she teased, giving me a little kiss on the lips. "Mmmm, fresh. She'll notice. Not as much as those Altoids, but still a little advantage."
The rest was an education. I learned. I was taught little things, like indirect stimulation, inner vs. outer lips, fingering essentials, top and bottom, variety, pressure, teasing, blowing, sucking, licking. They were both getting into my training, and I had to take a turn on each of them, with the other giving me added guidance. I was worn out by the time I'd given them each two 'adequate' orgasms. Then they teased me by giving each other one, showing me what it could be like with practice and a little more tutelage.
Fuck. I had a ton of ground to makeup. They played each other like maestros. They must have read my mind, and mobbed me, hugs and kisses galore. "It's not a competition baby," Sandy teased. "You're wonderful, and there's things that you can do that leave us completely out."
Sheri nodded. "Your strength, for one. Feeling your big hands holding me so firmly. The direct way you attack. All good."
I was rewarded for my efforts by another dual blow-job. I really could get used to those. The visuals alone were mind-blowing. Sandy had nothing but praise for the progress that Sheri had made in only one evening. I delivered my praise physically, filling Sandy's mouth, with a little taste for Sheri at the end.
Afterward, Sheri sat on my face, while Sandy put her talented mouth back to work, getting me ready for phase two. I put my newly learned skills to practice, warming up Sheri.
When I was hard as steel, and I had Sheri moaning sweetly, Sandy decided it was time to put her to the test. I remained on my back, and Sheri nervously straddled me. She looked over at Sandy, "Patience, Ok?"
Sandy gave her a hug. "I'm an observer. I won't even get involved. You'll be fine."
She wasn't. I didn't understand it, everything else was going to well, but I felt bad for her. I knew she wanted to, but as she pressed the head of my cock against her opening she started shaking, and I saw the tears in her eyes. I put my hands on her thighs, gently, for support, and she practically jumped off of me.
She sat quietly, curled up in a ball. "I'm sorry. I know I can do this." She looked up at me. "I love you. I do. I swear to God I do."
I didn't reach for her, worried that I might upset her some way. "I know, baby. There's no hurry. Whatever you are Ok with."
She sniffled. "What if I'm never Ok?" she whimpered. "What if I'm broken?"
Sandy went to her, hugging and rocking her. "No, you're not broken. Look at how far you've come. That blow-job was amazing. We can do this. I know it. If not tonight, soon. Nobody's giving up here!"
Sheri nodded. "How about we try with me on the bottom?"
"You want to try again? Now?" Sandy asked.
She wiped her eyes and nodded.
Sandy fluffed the pillows, and laid my gamer girl back on the bed. We took a couple of minutes pampering and cuddling her, then Sandy moved between her legs. A couple of minutes later Sheri was obviously excited, and I took Sandy's place. I rubbed my cock up and down Sheri's slit, parting her lips, and she jerked back away from me for a second, then settled down.
"You Ok?" I asked.
"Go ahead," she whispered anxiously.
I pressed my cockhead into her opening, and felt her trembling. I was tempted to stop, and let her settle down, but thought maybe once I was in, she'd get over the worst of it. I pressed into her, feeling her tight opening give, watching the first couple of inches slide in.
"Stop," Sandy said, her hand pushing me away gently.
I looked up, and saw the tears rolling down Sheri's face, her eyes clenched shut, teeth gritted.
I pulled out, and climbed up the bed. Sheri's legs snapped shut behind me. "I can do this," she whispered. "I can."



I held her in my arms, while Sandy soothed her. "No, you're forcing it, baby. It has to be good. You need to be ready. Accept him. Welcome him inside you. Not suffer through it."
Sheri sobbed. "Why?" she moaned.
God, it hurt to hear her. So much pain, so much unsaid, with that simple heart-rending cry.
"Hush," Sandy whispered. "We'll get through this. I promise, Ok? Me, Sheri. I promise. You know I'll never let you down. We're all in this together. You love each other like nobody's business. It's going to be alright. Better than alright."
She gave Sheri a long soft kiss. "I'm going to let him fuck me a while. We're torturing him. I want you to relax, and when you feel like it, you can watch."
Sandy pushed me on my back, and straddled me. She gave me a grin. "Plan B."
Plan B was simple enough. We knew Sheri was a very visual person, a bit of an exhibitionist and voyeur. We'd play to that part of her.
I nodded, and closed my eyes as she lowered herself onto my cock. She rode me gently, rocking back and forth easily. Sheri rolled onto her side, her head on my shoulder. "It looks so easy. Why am I having so much trouble? I want this so bad, Steve. For us."
I gave her a little kiss. "Maybe that's part of it. You want it too much. It's too important to you. Relax. Enjoy what we have. Play along if you want, but only what you really want to do."
She nodded. "It doesn't hurt, does it?"
Sandy answered. "No, sugar. Just the opposite. It doesn't hurt at all, unless I take him too deep at the beginning. I need to get used to it a little, because he does reach the back and that can be a bit uncomfortable." She giggled. "Luckily, our little pussies seem to adapt. When you two were pounding all the way in last night, it was amazing. No pain or discomfort at all. It just takes a little time."
She rose up on her feet, and squatted over my cock, lifting and lowering herself, giving us the most incredible view. "He's the perfect size, you know. Thick enough to feel great, without feeling all stretched out. Long enough to reach the deepest parts without poking a hole in the back. Fucking perfect cock," she gasped, thrusting down hard several times.
She dropped back on her knees. "Get behind me. See what it's like from there. You can see everything. I wouldn't mind if you played with my bottom a little, just nothing crazy, Ok? It's really tender."
Sheri moved behind her, and Sandy winked at me, blowing me a kiss. "Sexy, huh?" she asked.
"God, Sandy, he looks like he's stretching you so wide," Sheri answered.
Sandy lifted her hips, giving me some room to work, and I thrust up into her, longer full strokes.
"Mmm, that feels great," Sandy purred.
"All of it fits?"
"C'mon Sheri! He's no bigger than Buster. You know that fits pretty damn well. Both of us."
"He's thicker."
"A little. A wonderful, precious little. I love that extra little."
I felt Sheri's hand on my cock, just below Sandy's entrance. Her fingers sliding against my shaft as I pushed upward. "He's so hard."
"Yeah. Isn't that great? He gets like that for us. Hard like a rock."
I gave her longer strokes, until she shifted, purposely letting me fall out.
"Oh, put it back in baby, I'm so empty! Put him back in me," Sandy whined.
I felt Sheri's hand guide me back home, and I hammered at Sandy hard.
"That doesn't hurt? Hard like that?" Sheri whispered.
"Fuck no," Sandy gasped. "Perfect."
I pulled back extra far, popping loose, and Sheri guided me back in without prompting.
"Oh yeah," Sandy murmured. "That's great, when he sticks it back in. Feeling him open me up. Stretching me."
I started trying to think of other things, distractions, not wanting to get too worked up yet. Not yet.
Sandy wiggled herself free of my cock, and held herself up too high for insertion. "Taste me on him," she said. "Suck my juices off his cock."
Sheri's mouth engulfed me, sucking sweetly. I felt her moving up and down. "God, that's naughty," she said giggling.
Sandy laughed, "I know, right? Put it back now, I'm not done with him."
She lowered her hips and Sheri guided me home for another minute of fucking before Sandy pulled off. "Taste me, baby." She giggled a second later. "No, off of him, silly."
I felt Sheri's warm mouth again, and Sandy smiled at me. "Time," she whispered softly, her face inches from mine.
She climbed off of me, while Sheri, sucked me, watching her friend. Sandy knelt next to her. "I've got an idea, want to try it?"
Sheri pulled free. "What kind of idea?"
"Naughty. Those are the best kinds. Keep him hard for me, I'll be right back."
She left us, and Sheri looked at me. "You two are up to something, aren't you?"
I gave her my most innocent look. "Me? She's the wild one. No, let me correct that. You're the wild one, but she's no Angel either."
Sheri grinned, and gave me a quick suck. "Nothing bad, right?"
"Of course not. Speak of the devil..."
Sandy had a video camera and tablet in her hand. "Come here honey, we're going to try something. You and me, hands and knees, side by side, Ok?"
Sheri looked nervous, but let her best friend guide her into position. "Hips nice and high," Sandy told her.
It was an amazing view. Those two asses lifted up in welcome for me. God, I hoped this worked.
Sandy held the tablet between them. "Now watch him fuck me," she said.
I held the camera up below my chin, and guided my cock into Sandy. She purred sweetly as my length slipped into her. "Pretty amazing isn't it?"
"He slips right in, doesn't he?" Sheri chuckled.
"Oh yeah. God, it feels good. Way better than that cold rubber. He feels hot inside of me. Hot and hard."
I gave her long slow strokes, while listening.
"Mmm. So good, Sheri. I want you to feel this. It's so damned good. Try it for me?"
Sheri, tensed up a little. "Now, like this?"
"Yes. Watch the video with me. Don't think about it. Just feel his cock against you. Not even inside you, just against you. Can we do that?"
She was quiet. "Against me. Just the opening, right?"
"Yeah. Only the opening. Can we?"
She nodded. I backed away from Sandy who moved her leg, giving me some room. I straddled Sheri's legs, avoiding touching her at all. I aimed my cock at her opening, with the camera capturing the close-up view.
"Look at that," Sandy said. "Hard and waiting. Watch it. Watch him."
I moved forward, my cock slowly coming in contact with her. She flinched for a moment, then held still while I slid the head up and down across her lips.
"God, that looks so wild. Teasing, opening you up. One nudge and he'd be in you," Sandy whispered. "I'm so jealous. You have the prettiest pussy in the world. Sweetest too."
"Mmmhmmm," Sheri hummed nervously.
I moved up and down a couple more times, parting her lips.
"Look how wet you are, Sheri! You can see your juices on his cock."
I pushed forward a hair, watching the head of my cock slowly disappear, her lips parting, then slide back out. Again. And again.
"Wow. Did you see that? How you stretched around him? That didn't hurt did it?"
"No," she said, but I heard the quiver in her voice. Enough. I pulled back out and returned to Sandy. I teased her opening, just like I had with Sheri.
"Oh, that's so good," Sandy whispered. "Opening me, teasing me. God I love it."
I pushed the head in, then pulled it out a couple of times.
"More," she pleaded. "Don't tease me, let me feel it."
"It's just like in me," Sheri whispered.
"I know. Exactly the same. He's driving me crazy."
I slid inside her a couple of inches at a time, rocking back and forth getting a little deeper with each stroke, until I was all the way inside. "Look at that," Sandy said. "All of it. I'm taking all of that big fat cock."
I stroked her, holding her hips and going deep. After a few dozen strokes I pulled out and she whimpered softly. "Shit," she murmured. "Your turn, ready? Just the head again, Ok?"
"Ok," Sheri said.
I went back to her, opening her exactly the same way, until the head was nudging in. She was holding perfectly still, but she didn't jerk away this time. A few more nudges, and the head was out of view. I paused, leaning my chest back, and zooming in on our connection.
"He's in you. Look! Can you believe it? How does it feel?" Sandy asked.
"Good," Sheri whispered. "It looks so nasty. All that big cock trying to get inside."
"A little more?"
Sheri nodded. "A little, that's all."
I pulled out, and pressed back in a couple of times. On the third stroke, I continued pressing until about an inch was inside her. I stopped.
"God, he's fucking you," Sandy whispered. "Does it hurt?"
"No."
"Can I have him back?" she asked.
"Just a little more, Ok?" Sheri asked.
Music to my ears. I back out a bit, keeping the head inside her, then pushed forward just that inch. In and out, trying to think of gameplay, getting a little too worked up. I pushed a little extra, and saw another couple of inches enter her. Almost half my length. I pulled back and heard Sandy giggle. "Look at that. How your tight little pussy clings to him. It doesn't want to let go."
Sheri chuckled. "Naughty kitty. He said he was going to pet it."
"Very naughty. That's the extra thickness. Not bad, huh?"
"No, feels good," she whispered.
She whimpered when I pulled out of her, and went back to Sandy.
"Goody. My turn. You were hogging all the cock, rotten thing."
I slid into Sandy, going deep on the first stroke. Playing at her opening was too much for my sensitive head. Nice easy strokes inside her were better to keep me calm.
I looked down at the girls and watched Sheri nudge her friend with my shoulder. "I wasn't hogging. You had him a lot more than me, and he is my boyfriend."
"Let me have him just a little bit, sweetie? He feels so good in me."
"Just a little," Sheri whispered, her eyes watching the tablet where my cock was sliding into her friend. "Only because I love you so much."
"Oh," Sandy moaned, pushing back against me. "I love you too. Love you so much, baby."
Sheri watched a few more seconds. "My turn?"
"A little more?" Sandy whined.
"Who's hogging him now?" Sheri whispered.
"But he's yours forever," Sandy said.
"My turn!"
I pulled out of Sandy, wrenching another sweet whimper from her, then returned to Sheri. I held steady for a moment, letting the camera stabilize, then pushed into her. Just the head to start with, then with a series of slow gentle nudges I had half my length inside of her.
"Halfway," Sandy said. "More?"
"A little," Sheri said softly.
I pulled back and pressed forward, enough of me inside her to start stroking. Back and forth I went, inching more inside until there was only a little light between us. She felt amazing. Definitely tighter than Sandy. Almost too tight.
"God, girl. You're going to take all of it, aren't you?" Sandy said.
Sheri nodded. "All the way this time."
"You sure? That's a lot of cock. I can take it if you want," Sandy teased.
"My turn," Sheri whispered, and I felt her push back against me, until her ass cheeks pressed against my hips.
I couldn't help myself, and I let my free hand stray down to her back, caressing her. She flinched under my touch, then pulled forward and pressed back against me, hard. I felt the pressure inside her, where I bottomed out. She gasped, then started rocking back and forth on my cock.
Her eyes were locked on the tablet. "See. I can take all of it too. All of it." She pulled away, exposing all of my cock, then impaled herself, grunting sweetly.
"How is it?" Sandy asked.
"Fucking great," Sheri moaned sliding forward and driving back on my cock. "So fucking much better than Buster."
"My turn?" Sandy asked.
"God, Sandy! I just got him. Give me a little while, Ok?" She was looking down at the tablet. "Look at that, will you? He's not doing me, I'm doing him."
Sandy chuckled. "Of course. You always were the wild one."
Sheri giggled. "Is Robert like this?"
"Almost the same length. Not as thick. That thickness, Jesus, that feels sweet. You've got a keeper."
"I know, right?" she chuckled. "All that, and a nice fat cock too."
"My turn?" Sandy pleaded. "Please?"
"Fine. Meanie."
I moved the camera down, and captured the image of me pulling out of her, her pussy closing slowly after I pulled out.
"Wow," Sandy whispered. "You really didn't want to give him up. I thought I could see your tonsils there for a second."
"Oh, like you're any better?" She looked over her shoulder at me. "I want a good shot of her gaping for you afterward."
I laughed and drove my cock into Sandy, making her grunt. "Shit," she moaned. "I thought you guys were going to be gentle with me."
I grabbed her hips and pounded her for a while. "Opening you up, sweetness," I teased.
Sheri giggled. "Give it to her. Pound the greedy slut."
I did, fucking her hard, making her moan for me. I brought the camera down and pulled out quickly. Her opening was slow to close, a quarter sized black opening staying visible for a few seconds, before slowly shrinking away. I grabbed her ass and pulled her cheek to the side, her opening widening again, until I released her.
"See, slut? You're pussy's desperate for that big cock. Worse than mine," Sheri teased.
"He went easy on you," Sandy whined. "I couldn't help it, he banged the hell out of me."
I moved behind Sheri, pushing in slowly.
"Like her," Sheri said.
I grabbed her hip with my free hand, feeling a little tremble, then started fucking her harder. Long deep strokes. After only a few, I knew I was in trouble.
"I can't," I warned her. "If I fuck you like her, I'm going to come. I can't hold back when I'm inside you."
She looked over at her friend, smirking. She gave her hips a torturous wiggle. "Do it then. Fuck me hard and come for me."
I didn't hold back, pounding into her, and I heard her first little moan. It was driving me crazy. I would love to make her come on my cock, but there wasn't a chance in hell. I had to come. I was holding back on every stroke, but it was a lost cause.
"Fuck," I groaned, slamming my cock into her with long full strokes. I looked down and saw her head resting on the pillow, her eyes closed, the tablet abandoned.
I drove myself in to the hilt, and let go, flooding her insides. She groaned, and I gave a series of short strokes, pumping out all I could. Sandy sat up and took the camera from me, moving back and capturing a picture of the both of us.
"Damn, you two are hot," she chuckled.
I slid my hands down Sheri's back, all the way to her shoulders. I held her and drove my hips against her, trying to get just a little deeper. I leaned down and kissed her shoulder. "I love you so much," I told her.
She arched her back, pushing against me. "Mmmm, I can tell."
I pulled out of her, and laid down next to her. "Damn that was incredible," I told her.
She laid on her side, looking at me. "The both of us? Every man's fantasy?"
"The finish," I answered. "Coming inside you. Amazing."
She smacked me jokingly. "Bullshit. Come on. Two hotties? Taking turns on them? That had to be epic."
I lost track of my answer when Sandy's mouth slid over my cock. "I'm not going to lie. That was pretty amazing. But getting to fuck the love of my life for the first time? Unbelievable."
"Am I? The love of your life?"
"Stop fishing for compliments, rotten thing."
She giggled, rolling over onto her back, and opening her legs. "You know you love me. Don't be afraid to say it."
I eased my arm under her head, and she wiggled onto my shoulder. "I LOVE THIS GIRL!" I shouted. "Happy? We're probably going to get complaints."
"If we didn't get complaints from our little screamer two night ago, nobody's going to whine about a little love shout."
Sandy abandoned my cock, and shifted over between Sheri's legs.
"Mmmm. See why I want to keep her? Isn't she the best?"
"Best friend ever. Better than we deserve."
"No shit. But I can make her come really good. That should be worth something."
Sandy poked her head up. "Nice cock, too. You keep me around, you don't get to hog all the cock now, bitch."
Sheri laughed, grabbing her friend's head, and pushing it back between her legs. "Don't worry, slut slave. You'll be getting plenty of cock. I'd never make you do without. You know that."
I scooted closer, and kissed Sheri softly. She smiled, her eyes glistening. "We did it, didn't we?"
I chuckled. "Oh yeah. We definitely did it. You're alright?"
She nodded. "Better than alright. I was getting into it there, at the end. The start was a little scary. But the little bitch was making me so jealous, watching you in her, when you should be in me."
Sandy climbed up from where she'd been, taking the other side of Sheri. "You always amaze me, girl. Always. Can you believe where we are now? Compared to just a few months ago?"
"It's him, you know. It couldn't be anyone but him."
"No shit. If anyone should be jealous, it's me. He's stealing my baby, and you get the jackpot."
"You have Robert," Sheri whispered, pulling Sandy's lips down for a kiss.
Sandy grinned. "Yeah, I do. Wouldn't trade that one for anything. Not even your White Knight. God, I love that man."
Sheri giggled. "We're both pretty lucky, aren't we?"
"Hit the boyfriend Lotto. Home-run. Luckiest girls in the city."
I laughed. "Enough, you silly girls. Robert and I both know the truth. We're the lucky ones. You two could have your choice of any man in the state. No way we're deserving."
Sandy surprised me by climbing on top of me, straddling my hips and pushing my shoulders down roughly. "You shut the fuck up! Don't you EVER say you don't deserve us. NEVER!"
I was stunned by her reaction. She dropped down and hugged me, squeezing so tightly I thought she'd tear my stitches. "Don't, Ok? I can't stand it. You don't know. You have no idea what it was like. How much you've done. So don't ever, ever say you don't deserve us."
I held her, stroking her back softly. Kissing the side of her pretty face. "Shhh," I whispered, as she cried into my shoulder. "Don't cry, please. You're breaking my heart, Angel."
Sheri had snuggled in closer, and her hand was caressing her best friend, soothingly.
"You don't know," Sandy sobbed. "You weren't there. You brought her back. I didn't think we'd ever get her back. Two fucking years I tried everything. God, I love her so much, and there was nothing I could do, nothing any of us could do." She lifted her head and held my face in her hands. "You did it. Impossible, but you didn't care, you did it anyway. Even tonight, you knew. You just knew. I...I love you for that. Fuck, I don't mind saying it. I love you."
I caressed her soft skin, kissing her lips softly. "I love you too. I've told her." I glanced over to where Sheri was watching us, inches away, and saw her eyes shining. "What you've done for her, what you are to her. Even now, how you're fighting for us. You're the best, Sandy. Absolute best woman I've ever known. I love you to death."
She sniffled, smiling. "No, I'm not. I'm not even a very nice person. I'm selfish, and rude, and mean."
I smacked her bare bottom. "Don't. I know your heart. Nobody who can love like you is selfish." I kissed her again, more passionately, feeling the response below my waist. "I need to be in you now," I whispered.
She smiled, and reached between us, guiding me home. She pushed back against me, until I was completely seated. "I guess you do like me a little, don't you?"
I laughed, and turned to Sheri. "You're right. She does grow on you."
Sandy gave a wiggle of her hips, and giggled. "And you grow in me. I like that."
I sighed, feeling her hips grind against me. "God, I'm so spoiled."



Sandy laughed, rising up to a sitting position. "Nobody deserves it more." She turned to Sheri. "Share the ride?"
Sheri looked nervous. "You think I can?"
"Yeah, but if you can't, no big deal. We're going to get there. We know that now, right?" She climbed off of me, and Sheri straddled my waist. Sandy turned around and sat on my chest, that sweet perfect ass of hers inches from my face. "Look at me," she told Sheri. "Don't even think about it. Let him in, and look at me, baby."
Sandy reached down and held my cock, wiggling it in place, until I felt the head settle home. "Let me fill you, beautiful," Sandy whispered and Sheri slowly lowered herself down.
When she was completely filled, Sandy hugged her. "I'm so happy right now. I can't tell you how good this makes me feel."
Sheri giggled, and the sound was wonderful. "Makes me feel pretty good to."
Sandy chuckled. "I bet." She gave Sheri a short little kiss. "I'm going to get out of your way now."
"No!" Sheri whispered. "Not yet. Stay with me, like this. I want to feel your arms around me a little longer, please?"
Sandy nodded, hugging her, rocking with her, telling her how wonderful she was, how beautiful, how sexy. She giggled. "Robert would have a heart attack seeing this." She stroked Sheri's hair. "Someday, right? You'll let him see us together? Hold me while he fucks me?"
Sheri nodded. "Of course. I'd do anything for you."
Sandy pulled away slowly. "I want to see you two together, alright? I'm right here."
She climbed off of me, laying beside me, head on my shoulder. "Isn't she beautiful?"
"Yeah, but I'm prejudiced. Most beautiful girl in the world. And she's mine."
Sandy giggled, and gave me a pinch. "Ours. I won't even insist on 50/50, but don't you dare lock me out."
"Shame on you to even suggest that. Ours. But I get first dibs on all the good stuff."
I looked up at Sheri, and opened my arms to her, beckoning. She laid down on my chest, and I held her. "Are we one screwed up relationship, or what?"
She giggled. "You don't like it?"
"I love it. I love you. But no way is this normal. I'm lying here telling your lover I love her, and arguing over who you belong to. Talking about her fiancée and you two together."
"Does that bother you?" she asked nervously.
"No. I mean, it probably should. I've not had the best track record with women, you know. Two cheaters who left me. I'm still a little insecure I guess."
"If you don't want me to, we won't do it. He's not going to get me. He'll only be with her."
"No. He should get to see you two together. It's amazing. She's going to be his wife. I want you to be with them, however you're comfortable. Just remember that you're mine, Ok?"
She sighed, pressing back against me as my cock continued its short, redundant journey inside of her. Her lips brushed my neck. "I love this, here, now, with the two of you. I can't believe how wonderful it feels, you inside me, like this."
Sheri lifted her head, looking into my eyes. "Can we stay like this? Love me gently just like this, until you fill me again? Please?"
I chuckled, hugging her. "Forever, if you want."
After that, there wasn't a lot of kissing, or talking. I held her, making love endlessly. She was completely relaxed, and I knew that the excitement level for her was nothing compared to much of what she'd done, but it was perfect, nonetheless. Joined and together.
The world was narrowed to the two of us. Eyes closed, feeling her weight on me, her body mine, my cock inside of her.
"I love you," she whispered.
"Love you to."
It was wonderful, but nothing lasts forever. I was ready for her. I thrust a little harder, deeper, hands on her delightful ass cheeks. "Coming for you," I whispered.
She whimpered softly, pushing back against me for a few more strokes until I pushed in to the limit and yielded.
She hugged me, and I could feel her body shaking. She was crying softly.
"What's wrong, baby?" I asked.
"Nothing. It's perfect. I never thought it could be like this. So perfect. Thank you," she whispered, brushing her tears away.
I chuckled. "You've got to stop crying. I thought maybe I'd hurt you."
She laughed, her tight little pussy pushing my wilting cock out. "Get used to it. I'm a girl. I cry. It's not a bad thing."
Sandy bounced onto the bed next to us, grinning. "Man, that was great. I guess my job is done here. Unless you want me to stay. I don't want to be a third wheel."
Sheri giggled. "Your job is definitely not done. You've got some serious cleaning up to do. And there's no way you're leaving this bed tonight, even if I have to tie you down to keep you here."
Sandy pouted. "All I get is clean up duty? Where's the love, Sher?"
"Clean us up, and I'll show you the love. Besides, when he wakes up hard, who's going to take care of him? My poor kitty is already complaining about the beating she's taken. She's not used to this. You're going to have to deal with him in the morning."
She did. Twice. Sheri got clean up duties. I don't know what they had against a warm washcloth. That had always worked for me in the past, but I wasn't about to complain.
Hell of a way to start the day.
* * *
It wasn't perfect after that. We still had issues. A couple of times she had to get on the phone with Sandy, and talk things out, before she could calm down enough for sex. Sandy came over at least a couple of times a week. We kept the suite for almost a full month, until I found a nice apartment for us.
I had a surprise for her. When we moved out of the hotel and into our apartment, I stopped her in front of the door. Her eyes got big as I dropped to one knee.
"Make me the happiest man in the world, Sheri? Say you'll marry me. Let me take care of you forever. Please? I love you, and don't want to live without you."
I opened the box and held it out to her. I'd manage to finagle a ring shopping trip with her mother and Sandy. They picked out the setting, a simple solitaire, round cut. Less than three carats, nothing ostentatious. I would have gone with something fancier, diamonds on the sides, but I went with their advice. Not cheap, but considerably less than the cost of a month in the hotel.
Sheri dropped to her knees, hugging my neck, tearing up. "Forever. I swear. Forever and ever."
I put the ring on her hand, and she was crying hard. I lifted her in my arms, and opened the door.
The room held about twenty of our closest friends and family. All my gang, her parents, Sandy and Robert of course. About a dozen of her long time friends. She was mortified at first, to be caught crying, but was soon running around showing off her ring. It was a wonderful moment, to see her like that. Happy, at ease with everyone, men and women alike. Glowing.
Dan laughed. "You just can't take your eyes off her, can you? Sometimes I wish I knew what that was like."
"Giving up your tomcatting days?" I teased.
"Hell no. Not 'til I find one like yours. I don't mind the search."
"Speaking of the search, how's the other one going?"
He looked around cautiously. "Not much progress. It's getting kind of expensive. You sure you want to keep going?"
"Every penny I have, if needed."
He chuckled. "We're not talking that kind of expensive. We'll stay on it. I'll let you know if we have any progress."
Three nights later, I was staying up alone, drinking heavily. She was with them. I knew I said it would be Ok, but my stomach thought otherwise. It was unfair, I know. Robert had been so good about everything. I guess I'm just not built the same. It was eating me up. The phone rang several times, but it was never her, and I didn't pick up. I fell asleep on the couch, watching some damn 50's black-and-white gangster movie.
I woke to her holding me. I reached around her and hugged her tight. "You look terrible," she said softly. "Did it upset you that much? He barely even touched me, nothing more than a friendly hug or caress. I swear."
"I'm sorry," I whispered. "I know it's not fair, but I hated it. Not knowing. I trust you, I trust both of them, but I couldn't stop wondering."
"Shh. It's Ok. It's done. He was ecstatic. Sandy was so happy it almost hurt. You did a kind and wonderful thing, but we never have to do it again."
"They don't want to?" I asked.
She giggled. "Of course they want to. I don't. Not without you. Never again without you. I loved being there for her, but I didn't like it. Being a sideshow. I thought I'd like it better. I missed you every damn minute of it."
"I don't want to be selfish," I told her.
"You're not. Robert's different. He likes to hear about it. He gets off on it. Sandy loves sharing and teasing him. It works for them, but they're not us. I could never do what she does, and we both know you're nothing like him. Not in that way. It's alright."
"Were you naked?"
She nodded. "As a baby. He got an eyeful. I got her off for him at least half-a-dozen times, then he fucked the shit out of her for a good thirty minutes or more. I...I couldn't go down on her after that. I think I disappointed them both a little. I just couldn't. She got me off a couple of times, barely, but it really wasn't about me. It was all about Sandy."
"She was happy?"
"Delirious. They both were. You did a good thing. We did a good thing."
I nodded. "That's what matters most. I...I can bear it, I guess, if it's that important to them. I understand if you ever want to do it again."
"No. Not a fucking chance in hell. Maybe if you're there too. I could deal with the four of us, but not without you. Don't even ask me to."
"I won't. I'm selfish. I want you for me, and me alone."
"And Sandy," she teased.
"Ok. Sandy too. Sharing you with her is different, you know?"
"Of course. We all love each other. I don't love Robert like that. I know you don't."
She hasn't done that again. Not the three of them.
* * *
It was four months of bliss before we got the first nibble. Dan kept me updated, while progress proceeded on the first investment that Robert had located. We were at dinner, the four of us, Sandy & Robert, still newlyweds, and Sheri and me. I received the text from Dan. "Target acquired. CP Southeast corner. 15 minutes."
I tried to act calmly, but gave my dinner companions my apologies. "Urgent meeting," I explained. "Can I impose on you to give Sheri a ride home?"
Sheri was confused. "Urgent meeting? You never have urgent meetings," she said.
"Rarely. I can't miss this one. I really have to run. I'm sorry. I'll see you tonight."
I grabbed a cab and was dropped at the Ritz Carlton a couple of blocks away, making my way to the rendezvous from inside the park. The Grand Army Plaza, with all the horse and carriages begging for tourists was a great place for anonymity. The plain grey Ford pulled up and I hopped in the back. It was dusk, and the light was fading.
"Twenty minutes ago," Mark said. "Dan is with him, Jaime's on his way. Our resources have left the building."
We took the Brooklyn Bridge and headed south to the Port Authority. As we drove up to one in a long line of identical warehouses, the metal garage door opened, and we pulled inside quickly. It lowered behind us, before the lights came on. Mark walked with me to the door leading to a stairwell. Dan was standing at the base of the stairs. "No information yet. We really haven't tried so far. Confirmed ID. Definitely one of the four."
A red light started blinking, followed by a soft beeping. I could hear the motor for the garage door operating above. A few seconds later, Jaime came walking down the stairs. He looked like I felt.
Funny how the women thought he was a big cuddly teddy bear. Grizzly was more like it. Dan moved in front of him and was almost bowled over as Jaime walked through him as if he didn't exist.
"Don't kill him..." Mark started speaking rapidly. "We need information."
Jaime walked up to the guy, and slapped him on the side of the head hard enough to lift the guy and his chair off the ground, toppling him sideways. "I want him when you're done," he growled.
Dan had hold of one massive arm. "That's not your call," he said calmly. It's up to Steve."
It was not a pretty scene. Nothing scientific or calculated. Mark worked on the guy for a couple of hours, until we were certain we had all the information we could get out of the bastard. None of us were professionals in this line of work, but I believe we did an adequate job as motivated amateurs.
Dan was carefully taking notes, asking questions, repeating them in different ways, going over previous details, until he was satisfied. "Let Jaime have him," he finally said. He turned and walked up the stairs. Mark picked up his tools and followed suit.
I stood beside Jaime, seeing the veins bulge on his temple. I almost felt bad for the guy. After over three years, I'm sure he thought he'd gotten away with it. Just a little fun, right?
"Go ahead," I told Jaime.
We weren't wearing masks or trying to disguise ourselves. This piece of filth would never identify us to anyone. Not in his short lifetime.
I knew Jaime was dangerous. He had a temper that had gotten him in serious trouble before. Getting him out of the trouble, once a long time ago, was how our friendship was originally born. What I saw scared me. For well over an hour Jaime 'tended' to our guest. He didn't talk to him, didn't explain, didn't threaten. No hope for the future, for escape, for redemption. Not for this piece of shit. He didn't use anything but his own hands, knees, elbows and feet. He must have broken half the bones in the guys body, methodically snapping his ribs one at a time with his boots. I refuse to describe what he did below the waist.
The guy was still alive, somehow, when Jaime moved the chair out of the way, and centered his victim in the large plastic sheet. He looked over at me, and even though I was feeling nauseous, I had to add my own signature to the effort. I unzipped and pissed on the fucker, in his face, taking my time, shaking off the last few drops.
Jaime folded the ends of the plastic in, and rolled it up. If he was still alive, it wouldn't be for long. Suffocation was too good for him anyway. He took a roll of duct tape off the table and tossed it to me. I strapped the plastic closed, while he held it off the ground. He delivered one last massive kick, and turned away. We walked up the stairs, and he sighed. "I feel better, how about you, Ace?"
"Twenty percent or so," I told him.
He laughed. "Yeah, that's about right. It's a start."
* * *
I picked up flowers on the way home. I thought I'd be in deep shit for my abrupt departure, but I didn't expect the reception I got. Sheri flew into my arms, making me drop the flowers to catch her.
"I was so worried for you. You've been gone for hours. I couldn't get hold of you."
I hugged her, my precious gamer girl, my wife-to-be. I didn't say anything, just held her, until the tears stopped flowing. What she'd gone through. How close I'd come to losing her altogether before I even had a chance to meet her. How she'd suffered.
"What's wrong?" she asked.
"I love you, Sheri. More than anything."
She clung to me. "Do you want to tell me what this is all about?"
"No. I'm not going to lie to you, but I'm asking you to stay out of this. Please."
"I'm your wife. Your life partner now. You shouldn't be keeping secrets from me," she said.
I picked her up in my arms and sat down in the living room, with her on my lap. "Please. I can't talk about this."
"The wives are upset. Something bad's happening, isn't it? We're not in trouble are we? Maria's frantic."
"No. It's something we have to do. With luck it'll all be over soon, alright? I don't ask for much do I? Let this one go."
She stared into my eyes, and slowly nodded. "Someday."
"Maybe. I don't know."
She hugged me. "Take me to bed, Steve. I'm scared. I need you close."
I didn't tell her that I hoped in the near future, she'd never have to be scared again.
* * *
Five more weeks. Cost us well over a million dollars in all. Dan was funneling our company funds through two offshore accounts. I had told him to use my money, but he insisted on using the business, so everybody was paying in, almost $200K a piece for them. Angela had a cow, but Mark laid down the law, which he so rarely did, and she let it go as well. There was stress at the home front, with the impromptu meetings and hush-hush discussions.
The third one gave me nightmares. He was the worst of the perpetrators, and Jaime wanted vengeance in kind. "You like forcing sticks and bottles up inside little girls, you piece of shit? Let's see how you like it?"
He didn't, and I was certain his screams would stick with me for the rest of my life. Jaime was careful with him, not wanting him to pass out too early. The bastard suffered for hours, until one of the bottles broke. That didn't stop Jaime. The fucker's not suffering now.
A lucky break found the evil son-of-a-bitch who had taken advantage of her after she'd made her escape. We thought that was a lost cause, but we had a huge reward out, and the idiot had to boast. He was in prison, behind bars. That actually made it easier. Dan told me it cost less than $20k. Only an extra couple of grand to have "Child Raper" tattooed across his forehead. That scumbag suffers every day, reminded of what he did each time. He's only in for three years, but he'll never walk out alive. Never hurt anyone again.
The four of us met for a beer when it was all over. We didn't talk about it, but we silently toasted each other. Dan was in a quiet mood, and ordered a round of shots. He lifted his. "To CherryBomb."
We drank to my fiancée, and agreed never to mention the subject again. Five scumbags who'd nearly destroyed one young girl's life, would never harm anyone again. I had no sympathy for them, none. I didn't know if they left family behind, if they'd changed their lives for the better, if they regretted what they'd done. I didn't care. They got what they deserved.
Time to move on.
* * *
It was only a week later, when I found out that someone had let the cat out of the bag. I knew it wasn't me.
We were visiting Sheri's family. Her father and Sheri had gone out to pick up dinner. I was sitting in the living room, when Carol walked in, took my drink from me, and sat in my lap, shocking the hell out of me.
She put her arms around my neck, and kissed me on the cheek. She hugged me closely. "Thank you," she said softly.
I was confused, and started to talk, but she put her finger over my mouth. "Shh. I don't want to know. It was a foolish, dangerous thing, but thank you. I won't mention it again."
My heart was racing, and I wondered how much had gotten out, and who knew. She could only be talking about our 'equalizing'. We didn't consider it revenge. We considered it balance.
Sheri acted like nothing had happen, but she was nervous that night, like she hadn't been in months. I held her, until we both fell asleep. I knew I'd have to call the guys and see if we needed any kind of damage control.
When I woke Sandy was in bed with us. I had no idea when that happened. She was lying there facing me, spooning Sheri. When she saw I was awake, she gave a nod toward the bedroom door, and followed me out to the family room.
"She had a bad night," Sandy said softly. She took me by the hand and sat me on the couch climbing in my lap and holding me. "We know, Steve. The wives, me and Carol. Not Robert. Not her father. Just us. That's all it will ever be."
"I had to do it," I tried to explain.
She had tears in her eyes and hugged me tight. "I know. I don't know exactly what you did, none of us do. We don't want to know. All that matters is that five of the dregs of society will never hurt anyone again, and Sheri won't be looking over her shoulder the rest of her life."



She grinned. "Remind me never to get on your bad side."
"She wasn't supposed to know. It wasn't about that."
Sandy nodded. "And she'll never let on that she does. This is the last that I or anyone else will ever talk about it, Ok? If she needs to discuss it, she'll talk to me, Maria, or her mother. As far as she's ever to know, it's our secret, as much as it's yours. You boys have yours, and this is ours."
She had a nervous look. "I...Should I be scared of Jaime?"
I laughed. "Not in this lifetime. Anyone who ever thinks of hurting any of you women, that's different. He takes that whole 'protector' thing to another level. Please don't ask me anymore."
She kissed me hard, curling my toes. "I love you, Steve Jeffery. Thank you."
"I love you too, Sandy. Thank you for being there for her, when I couldn't."
She smiled, and got up, taking me by the hand. "She shouldn't wake up alone." I thought she'd get on the other side of Sheri, but she climbed in with me on my side. "As long as you and I are up, what do you say I start a down-payment on a lifetime of rewards you've earned, Mister White Knight?"
I chuckled softly. "I've already got my reward, thank you very much, beautiful. Marrying her in a few weeks. With that said, I sincerely doubt I'll ever be able to say no to you."
She grinned. "Then don't. I'll never say no to you. You don't mind banging a prego?"
She laughed at my surprised look. "How can you not know? Did you think I was getting fat? Two months along now. Honeymoon baby. Good thing. Last thing I want is for my first baby to look like you. No offense, but he is my husband. Besides, you're not a bad looking guy, but hubby's a hunk."
I wasn't about to argue. Those two hit the genetic jackpot. That was going to be one damn good-looking kid.
Sandy was riding me quietly, trying to keep our movement to a minimum, when sleeping beauty woke up. She smiled sleepily, and snuggled up against me. "How're my two favorite people in the world doing?" she whispered.
"Pretty wonderful," Sandy said.
Sheri closed her eyes, kissing my shoulder. "Take care of him. He's the best, you know."
"We'll take care of him. Always. Together, right?" Sandy said, relaxing on my body, reaching out and brushing Sheri's hair from her face.
"Forever and ever. I promised," Sheri whispered.
* * *
I don't know what the future holds. I can hope for the best. I have great friends, the best girl in the world, and family I could only dream of growing up. The doctors think Sheri should be able to get pregnant and carry a child to term.
Tomorrow's the big day. Sheri's hoping that we can follow in Sandy's footsteps, getting pregnant on our honeymoon. We're taking a 12 day cruise on Crystal Cruises, from Lisbon to Miami, where everyone's joining us for a 17 day Discover America journey. Robert can only make a week of it, so Sandy will be joining Sheri and me in our Penthouse Suite. It only has a queen-size bed, so it should be cozy, especially with Sandy four months pregnant. Robert was teasing that she gets cold at night, so we have to let her be in the middle. Apparently the cats out of the bag about our unusual relationship. I have no idea when that happened, but it seems I'm always the last to know about everything.
We're all excited about the trip. Robert's not part of the core four yet, I'm not sure he'll ever be. He's more like the wives, included, accepted, loved, but unable to crack our inner sanctum. Sheri's closer to that than anyone. Not so much for what she is or has done, but from what we did for her, and learned in doing. She stole a little of all of our hearts. She has Jaime wrapped around her little finger almost as bad as Marie. They're like sisters, a clique within the clique, of Sheri, Sandy, and Marie. Angela's business keeps her a little out of center, and Dan's girl of the hour doesn't stand a chance, although he swears this one is a keeper. Sandy assures me he's wrong, but she's on the lookout for the right one.
This time spent together, our first group vacation, we're hoping will strengthen us even more. Kind of scary. I don't know if we can get much closer. The women are already threatening to make it an annual thing.
We rarely game anymore. I miss it. Sheri assures me it's temporary, but we're busy getting on with our lives, making families, even (shudder) earning a living. That's right. We have an office in Manhattan. Go in at least three times a week. The wives were a little pissed when we shifted operations from D.C. to Manhattan, and we've been dealing with the moves, and new offices since. Angela was especially unhappy, until her company offered her a raise and promotion to move to Manhattan. It's good to know people.
It was less than a year ago that I was a lonely, depressed man, self-isolated, with little ambition, and not much going for me other than three very good friends. Victim of two disastrous marriages, including a total betrayal. I'd lost my company, which I'd worked so hard for. The only thing I was good at was a stupid game, which almost consumed my life. Thank God, or I would never have met CherryBomb.
Today I'm on top of the world. I've got the greatest girl, which makes everything else in life that much sweeter. There'll never be any question about her love for me. If anything in life is true, that is. How could I be any happier?
I'm getting married tomorrow.
=========================
That's it. Hope you enjoyed this little tale. If you did, I really appreciate the votes and comments. Lets me know that the effort was worth it. Thanks.
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The lengths a man will go to for love.
A short (at least for me) tale of love and loss.
I agonized over what category to submit this story under. I chose Loving Wives. I hope by the end you understand why. I'll understand if you castigate me.
This is an entry in the 2013 Valentine's Day contest.
========================
Alan sat in the near-dark, alone in the large empty house. Sorry excuse for a fire struggling in the fireplace, providing the lone illumination. Half a bottle of Gentleman Jack in his right hand, the damning piece of paper in his left.
He wished he could burn it. Turn back time. Take a mulligan.
Life doesn't work like that.
He took a swig of the bourbon, brusquely rubbing his hand across his eyes.
Fifty years old. Married exactly half his life. Maybe that's the way these things were supposed to work. Twenty-five years of maturing, twenty-five years of wedded bliss, then whatever's left, a living hell.
Something had to balance the scales. He had been the luckiest man in the world. No way a man who'd had the life he'd had wouldn't roll snake eyes one day.
Twenty five years, silver anniversary. They'd worked for their future, planned carefully, never living beyond their means, raising the kids - thank God they were grown and out of the house before this - building for their retirement.
As if he had any kind of future now.
Alan looked at the clock and braced himself. He stood shakily and put away the booze. He took the piece of paper in his hand, crumpled it into a ball, and tossed it into the fireplace.
Tuesdays and Thursdays. She'd be back soon. Worn out and trying to hide it. Disheveled, sweaty, exhausted, she'd greet him, hiding behind her mask. He'd have to wear his own. A little longer, until he'd decided what he was going to do.
* * *
Becca tried to maintain the pretense. She smiled as his arms wrapped around her clutching her. He stunk, stale sweat, cigarette smoke, garlic breath. Writhing sensually, as if she enjoyed his body pressed against hers.
It had been fun at first, a diversion, a way to kick up her heels after 25 years of being a Mom. Alan didn't know. Couldn't know. Her little secret.
She felt guilt. She had it all. The stay-at-home Mom, raising their three, beautiful, brilliant children. He worked hard to give them what they needed, while she provided the secure home environment, mother, housekeeper, chauffeur, lover. She understood some women chafed under the roles, but she thrived.
First David's graduation, then Carrie's, finally her baby Josh moving out almost 7 months ago. She found herself lonely, at loose ends, while her husband, her soul-mate buried himself in work. She understood, he was working for them. Their future. Still, she'd felt the first cracks in her perfect world in nearly twenty-five years. What do they say about 'idle hands'?
She looked up and smiled as Randy drew her close, hands, familiar with her body, sliding down her back. She reacted, her first genuine smile.
"God, Becca, if you weren't married..." he started, as he so often did.
"But I am, and I love my husband."
"But we're perfect together," he reminded her, taking control.
She sighed, allowing him, following his movement, for a brief moment enjoying what she was doing. His rigid hardness pressing into her, pressing back against it, feeling his desire for her.
He was right, for those few minutes they were perfect. But that was all. She had no desire for anything more from the handsome man. It was exciting to know he felt otherwise, but this was all he'd ever get.
She drove those thoughts from her mind, living in the moment.
* * *
He was himself again, when she got home. He asked her how Bridge night was. She smiled.
"The usual, gossip, husband trashing, too much wine."
He nodded. He returned his attention to his book, thinking about what he was going to do. He had the beginnings of a plan. A desperate plan, but these were desperate times.
She walked up the stairs, taking a second glance at him. Something wasn't right. She paused, her gaze lingering. He was in his usual chair, the book open in front of him, but she realized now he wasn't reading. He was staring at the page, eyes unmoving, attention elsewhere.
She continued to the bathroom, stripping off her clothes, climbing into the shower to wash the stink off.
Alan heard the water running. Thursday night. When it started she'd be excited after 'Bridge' night. They'd make love, and it was like it had been years before. She was still a striking woman, not classically beautiful, but with that tall slender body that aged so well, legs that could still make his heart beat fast. To Alan, she was beauty personified.
For the last couple of months, she'd clean up and retreat to the bed, exhausted, fending off any attempts to be amorous.
He sat in his chair, hardening his heart to what he had to do.
* * *
Becca wouldn't cry. She wouldn't. Not when he was near. She laid there, wondering how it had gotten to this point. Nearly a month since he'd taken her in his arms and made sweet love to her. Loved her like only he could.
Their love life had always been one of the strengths of their relationship. They seemed in perfect tune with each other. After their last child had left the nest, for several weeks they'd been like teenagers in love, desperate for each other, taking advantage of their freedom.
She could admit to herself she was partially to blame. For the first time in their marriage, he'd wanted more than her. She'd begged off a few times, especially after her nights out. A few times she'd gone along, but they both realized she was doing it for him, without the desire.
He'd started making excuses of his own. Upset stomach one night. A series of headaches. She'd spent more time away from the house, late afternoons and evenings, with the other empty-nesters. He'd worked late, putting in extra hours, travelling more.
She'd been hurt, devastated to learn that one of his 'business' trips was anything but. How did he really think he could hide it? Wives talked, and she was friends with many of his peers. There had been no 'business'. He had take personal time, and gone away for three days. He'd called daily, telling he what he was up to, the meetings he was attending. He told her how me missed her each night, and how much he loved her.
Lies. All lies.
He'd been upset when he returned, guilty no doubt. She didn't demand an explanation, call him on it. She let the doubt gnaw away, but she couldn't imagine a life without him. She knew he loved her, and she loved him. The hurt was devastating. When he turned to take her in his arms, in the bed, she turned away. How could he cheat on her? How could he?
* * *
Alan sat in his office staring at the phone. He couldn't put it off any longer. He'd made up his mind, as painful as the decision was. He knew it was the right thing to do. He'd gone over his options several times. He hated the solution, but he had no choice.
His life was over. Their life was over. Twenty-five years. His heart swelled as he thought back over those years. He'd lived a charmed life. He realized he'd had more joy than any man deserved.
He closed his eyes, remembering their honeymoon. Neither of them were virgins, but the amount of their experience was laughable. That week was the best of his life, with his new wife. They were open with each other about their fears and concerns. They took things slow to start, and learned together, from each other. By the end of the week, they almost never left their room except to eat. Alan couldn't get enough of her incredible body. To this day, he could remember the sound of her passion. He could get hard, just thinking about it.
He picked up the phone and called her. Dinner at the Hilton, and a room for afterward. His heart was pounding and his hands sweating as he hung up.
There. No turning back.
He wasn't a perfect man. He'd done things that he was ashamed of in the past, took liberties he shouldn't have. Never with the intention to hurt, and rarely with the same woman twice. This was different.
Alan knew she'd be out when he called home, avoiding talking to her directly. He left a message, telling her he'd be late, and had a dinner meeting with a client.
He told Sandra his assistant that he had a late meeting, and would be out of the office by 4:00 pm. She managed his calendar and knew there was nothing scheduled, but she accepted his word. Must be new business, or some old friend. Sandra had worked for him nearly nine years now. She knew him almost as well as his wife.
He waited in the lobby and saw her walk through the door. Stunning, much younger than himself, catching the eye of ever man as she walked through the doors. Her eyes were scanning the large open space, and stopped on him. A beautiful smile beamed at him, and she walked his way, hands outstretched.
"You're beautiful," he said softly.
"You're sweet. Dinner?"
"And drinks. Dancing if you'd like."
"You know we don't have to do this. I'd be just as happy going upstairs with you right now."
He slid his arm around her waist, heedless of any prying eyes. "No rush tonight. Dinner first."
"I'd love to."
In the hotel room, a couple of hours later, Alan was nervous. She was standing before him, making a show of disrobing. Her body was a thing of wonder. Large breasts he could see himself getting lost in. He never would say a word to his wife, he loved her small age-defying breasts, but he sometimes wished for more. Amber's tits were dreamlike. Large, full, natural, begging for his touch.
They didn't talk much, didn't need to. They both knew what this was about. He felt guilty about what he was doing, then buried those feelings. He was going to do this, and damned if he wasn't going to at least try to enjoy it.
Amber made sure he did. She made it as good for him as she could. Doing anything he desired, willingly, happily. She saw his hesitation and nervousness evaporate, and let herself go as he took her for the third time, powerfully, in control for the first time that evening.
He escorted her to the door when they were done. She gave him a kiss and told him to call her soon. He promised he would.
He closed the door and laid on the bed, mourning the end of his marriage.
She was nervous, but no more so than I. The lights were turned down low, and she was under the covers, the open side of the bed had the bedding turned down neatly.
My heart was beating so fast I could hear the sound of my pulse in my ears. She smiled at me, and patted the bed beside her. The new diamond glittered on her hand.
I slid my boxers down, hoping I wasn't embarrassing myself. I was hard as could be, and aching with need. I saw her eyes look down below my waist, and I could swear I saw desire there.
I climbed in the bed, and turned toward her. The prettiest girl I knew, tall slender, shiny long dark brown hair. I yearned to see her body, but I knew she was shy about that. Never dressed to tease, she showed very little of her curves in public.
"Say it again, Alan," she whispered, slipping into my arms, her lips grazing my collar bone.
"Mrs. Alan Hammonds."
"Are you sure? It seems so fast..."
"I was sure after our first date. I've never felt anything close to what I feel for you. I took this long to save enough for the ring. I love you, Becca."
Her body pressed against mine, and my fingers fluttered across the smooth expanse of her back.
"I love you too, Alan. More than I can believe. I'm gonna be the best wife in the world." She rolled onto her back, pulling me on top of her. "Make love to me, Alan. Tonight, and forever."
I was trembling with need. I moved between her legs, my knees between hers. Under the covers I tried to find her opening, rubbing against her.
I recalled my limited experience. Three girls before Becca. Relationships of 14 months, 5 months, and two weeks. I held myself up with one arm, my turgid shaft in my opposite hand, pressing against her.
"Lower," she said softly.
I tried again, and felt her hand come down to join mine, her soft fingers finding the crown and moving it slightly.
I groaned, and exploded tremendously all over her, unable to stop cumming for several seconds. I was devastated, humiliated.
"Oh God, I'm sorry, so sorry Becca. I couldn't help it..."
She giggled, pulling me down and kissing my lips firmly. "I think it's great that you can get that excited over me. I'm a stick, I know it, but you don't mind, do you?"
"Mind? You're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen."
"You really do believe that..."
"With all my heart and soul. Raving beauty, inside and out. I'm the luckiest man in the world to be here with you."
She kissed me again, her lips soft, tender, gentle tongue swiping across my lips. I opened my mouth tracing the edge of her teeth, rubbing against her tongue.
She pushed me off gently, and pushed the covers back. "Alright, Mr. Lucky, let me clean up, and we're gonna try this again. We'll keep trying until we get it right. I'm not going anywhere, are you?"
I shook my head, and caught my breath as I saw her naked for the first time. Firm small breasts protruding from her chest, small hard nipples begging to be tasted. Narrow waist, the line of her rib cage curving sensually around her abdomen. The swell of her hips, daring to be held. The small triangle of dark brown hair, a promise of pleasures beyond belief. Those long slender legs, which seemed to go on forever. I moaned softly, feeling my cock hardening.
She looked back at me, smiling. "Like what you see?"
"Love it. Love you. God, Becca I love you so much."
* * *
Becca was irritated. If he was going to work late, he could at least do it on the nights she was going to be out. She felt a little guilt at the thought. She left him alone two nights out of the week, yet when he did it, she felt bitter.
When he walked in, she knew something was wrong. He couldn't look at her. He apologized for being late. She got up to greet him, and he looked like he was going to avoid her.
"Alan," she said softly. "It's after 10:00."
"I'm sorry. The meeting ran over," was all he said.
She moved toward him, hugging him. "I hate those late meetings."
He responded stiffly, his arms lightly wrapped around her.
Becca felt the wrongness, and it hit her like a ton of bricks. He smelled of a woman. Perfume and...sex? Had he gone to a strip joint? It wouldn't have been the first time, but he'd always told her about it in the past.
"I'm really tired, dear. I just want to take a shower and hit the bed."
She pulled away slowly, her heart thumping like a sledgehammer. "Of course. I missed you, that's all."
He nodded. "I miss you sometimes too, you know."
She felt the dig for what it was. He never gave her a hard time for her late nights. Not until now. She made a decision. Tomorrow night would be her last. She hoped it wasn't too late.
* * *
It wasn't his last. The following week, he was out late with clients twice. Becca knew it was a lie. He didn't meet with clients after work more than a few times a year.
He didn't comment when she told him her Bridge club split up, but he was attentive when she stayed home, instead of going out. He took her to bed that night, loving her with an intensity that filled her with fear. She fell asleep in his arms, and almost died when she woke and felt his sobs, as he cried, holding onto her tightly.
She hadn't seen him cry in years. Not since his father died. Tears rolled down her own cheeks. She didn't respond. Didn't turn to hold him. He had too much pride for that. She pretended that nothing was happening, that she was asleep, praying that whatever he was going through was temporary. That their marriage wasn't in the trouble she feared it was. Had her little harmless deception driven them to this?
By the third week, Alan escalated things. He saw Amber three times, and stayed overnight, on a Thursday, not even coming home. He went straight to work from the hotel, wearing the same clothing as the day before.
Becca called Sandra after the latest 'meeting' call home.
"Who's this client he's going out with?" she asked.
"I...I don't know," Sandra admitted. She didn't want to get in the middle of things. She knew something was going on with her boss, and hated what she feared he was doing. It didn't make sense. He and Becca were the perfect couple. The ideal. Obviously in love, raising a beautiful family, never a hint or rumor of trouble in their marriage.
"Three times this week? What kind of client requires evening meetings three times in one week?" Becca snapped.
"He doesn't tell me anything, Becca," Sandra explained. "I swear I don't know anything. He leaves early, and tells me he's going to be at a meeting. That's all."
"Anyone else at these meetings? Any office floozies making lots of late night outcalls?"
"No. It's nobody from here. No way."
"I'm not going to put up with this. This has to stop," Becca practically screamed.
Sandra was almost in tears herself. "I don't know what to tell you, Becca. I hate it too. He's changed. He looks like he's miserable. In pain. I don't know what he's doing, but I could swear the guilt is eating him alive. He never smiles anymore, no jokes around the office. He's been a complete bear."
* * *
Alan was anguished. He'd expected a confrontation. Something. He couldn't afford for it go on much longer the way it was. He'd have to take things up a notch.
Becca took my hand, a mischievous grin on her face. She pulled me over to the chair, and gave a push against my chest. I sat back heavily, naked, fresh from the shower. She was wearing her hotel robe, and she undid the waist tie, and opened it up.
"I've got a surprise for you, husband mine," she teased.
"I love surprises, Mrs. Hammonds," I laughed.
"I'm sure you'll love this one." She leaned forward, pressed her soft lips against mine. She moved lower, kissed the middle of my chest and dropped to her knees in front of me.
The honeymoon so far had been crazy, passionate, wild. I had finally had a chance to adore that amazing body of hers. We had only been awake for an hour or so, and I still couldn't believe she was mine.
Her face moved down, and looking up at me, she held my soft cock in her hand, and took it in her mouth. All of it. I felt her gentle suction, and caught my breath.
She pulled away, stretching me out, then sucked me down again. By the fourth or fifth time, I was stiffening.
My new wife peered up at me shyly. "I...I've never done this. Tell me what to do."
I caressed her soft cheek. "You're doing wonderful. Do what you want. Seeing you doing that is the most exciting thing I could imagine."
She giggled, pursing her lips and kissing the crown of my cock. "You like this?"
"God, yes."
She sucked me again, bobbing her head up and down. I had already come for her once that morning, a lazy loving when we first woke. I couldn't believe how excited I was for her already.
Becca's hand joined her mouth, stroking my shaft, while her tongue teased the head of my cock. I groaned in orgiastic agony, my legs trembling.
She pulled away, smiling. "Damn. You really do like this, don't you?"
"Don't stop," I gasped. "Please!"
She laughed, and took me back in her mouth, her head bobbing up and down rapidly. I groaned, feeling the tension in my balls. "I...I'm gonna..."
She looked up at me, her head slowing, my cock still in her mouth, her hand moving faster.
"Becca," I gasped, and gave up trying to resist. I saw her eyes open in surprise, nose flaring, as I erupted in her mouth. She looked down, her hand moving slowly, milking me dry. I felt the suction of her swallowing, then again. She pulled off me slowly, wiping her mouth.



"God, baby, that was..." I was lost for the right superlative.
She kissed my cock, giving me a smile. She rose up and offered me her lips. I could still see a drop of my essence on the corner of her mouth. I hesitated only a second, then took her face in my hands and kissed her deeply. I couldn't taste much difference, and didn't care. If she could do that for me, I was sure as hell willing to kiss her afterward.
Becca back away, smiling. "That's going to take some getting used to," she said. "Not what I was expecting."
I looked at her nervously. "You don't have to..."
"I want to, Alan. We're going to have to practice that. A lot. As much as you want. I'm yours, husband dearest. body and soul. Yours forever. If I can bring you pleasure, I want to. I need to. I'll never deny you. Never."
I pulled her up into my lap, hugging her. "I'm the luckiest..."
She laughed. "I know. The luckiest man in the world. Not half as lucky as me, handsome."
* * *
Sandra took the call.
"I'd like to talk to Alan. Can you tell him it's Amber?"
"He's stepped out of the office for a minute. Can I take a message?"
"Can you? Thanks so much! I have to delay our meeting tonight. I'll be at the restaurant at 6:00."
"I'll make sure he gets the message. He knows which restaurant?"
The voice on the other end of the phone giggled. "The usual."
Sandra took a note and left it on his desk. "Your client called and will be delayed until 6:00 pm."
She sat at her desk, and made a painful decision. She called Becca.
"Becca? Sandra. Her name is Amber, and she's meeting him tonight at some restaurant at 6:00. That's all I know."
Becca felt chills as her worst fears were confirmed. "Thank you. I...I'm sorry to get you in the middle of all this."
"I'm sorry too. I don't understand it. It doesn't make sense."
Becca sighed. "Me either. I guess I can see how we've been drifting apart a bit. We have some small issues. I never expected this. I'm lost. I don't know what to do."
"Don't do anything rash, Ok? Make sure you know what's going on before you say or do anything. There must be a logical explanation. This is Alan we're talking about."
Becca hung up the phone, and gave Margie, her best friend a call. Margie was the only one she'd shared her concerns with. They agreed that Becca should try to find out more. That's how she ended up in the parking lot by his office in Margie's car, a wig on her head, and large sunglasses on.
She waited over an hour, getting nervous, before he finally appeared. He seemed very casual about it, driving straight to the Hilton, and getting valet car service. They were there by 5:45. Becca parked nearby, checked her appearance in the mirror, and confident she was unrecognizable, slipped into the lobby.
There was no way that Alan wouldn't recognize his wife of 25 years, even with a ridiculous red wig, and oversized 70's sunglasses. He even recognized the sunglasses, from their last vacation. His heart was pounding as he turned away from her, avoiding any chance of her catching him looking at her.
When Amber arrived a few minutes later, he felt a moment of guilty pleasure as all eyes turned her way. She marched straight toward him and he gave her a hug and kiss. She was a little surprised, the kiss was more intimate than he'd ever done openly before. She felt his hand on her ass. That wasn't new. Even in public.
Alan took her by the hand. "Room first, then dinner?"
She smiled. "It's your dime, lover."
He checked in at the desk, and walked straight to the elevators.
It had been a hard day for him. He was feeling ill, and a little weak. Nonetheless, he was determined to put on a good show. As soon as he got in the elevator, he was pulling Amber into his arms, and Becca was already up and moving toward the bank of elevators, moving without thinking. She saw them come together in the elevator embracing. She watched, her heart sinking, as the elevator rose to the 12th floor.
She was shaking, unable to think. Becca walked slowly away, then turned back to the desk. There were three people working there, and she avoided the young man on the far left who'd checked her husband in. She walked up to the counter.
"Becca Hammonds," she said confidently. "I left my key upstairs, 12th floor." She pulled out the driver's license, handing it to the woman.
"Of course Mrs. Hammonds," she said politely, looking up the room. "Mr. and Mrs. Hammonds, room 1216." She took a blank card, and ran it through the machine. "Anything else I can do for you?"
"No thank you."
She was nervous as she walked up to the door of the room. She braced herself, pulling out her phone and getting ready to take a picture. She ran the card through the lock and opened the door.
She was in a hallway with the dresser and TV visible ahead. She closed the door quietly. She moved forward slowly, camera in hand. Her husband was lying between the slut's legs. He was naked, she was wearing nothing but garter and stockings. He was pounding into her. Fucking her. Becca lifted the camera and started recording.
Alan knew she was there when he heard the door open. He lifted Amber's long, silky legs and pressed them back. He leaned over her and started hammering at her, as forcefully as he could. He saw the small smile appear on the beauty's face.
"God, I love fucking you, baby," he said. "So damn good. I love everything about you. You're incredible."
Amber looked up at him, smiling. "You're pretty incredible yourself. Before and after dinner? You're going to wear me out."
"Forever and ever. I can't get enough of you."
She sighed, thrusting against him. "You never have to. You know I'm always only a phone call away."
He let go of her legs, and leaned down, kissing her. "I love you, Amber. Love you so much. Where have you been all my life?"
Before she could answer, his lips were back on hers, stealing her breath away, stopping any response. He thrust to his finish inside of her, screaming out as he came.
He tried to act surprised when he heard the clapping from behind him.
"Quite the show, Alan. Don't come home. Don't call. You disgust me," Becca said.
He thought there might be some violence, but she simply turned away and walked out the door. He pulled out of Amber, removed the rubber and tied it in a knot, dropping it in the trash.
"What was that all about?" Amber asked.
He reached for her, caressing her side, trying to stall the tears. "You've been wonderful," he said to her. "Really. I won't need your services any longer."
He got up and pulled the money out of his wallet. "For tonight."
She got up, casually slipping her dress back on.
"Are you going to explain, at least?" she asked.
He shook his head. "No. It was something I had to do. That's all."
It hit him hard, and he staggered back to the bed. He curled up in pain, and she went to him, the poor broken man. She held him until the worst was past, stroking his hair. He was so stoic, hiding his pain, his emotions. So typical.
She felt the heat of his head, the sweat. She pulled him back into the bed, drawing the cover over him. He moaned softly, and she took her dress back off, climbing in with him.
He had paid for the full girlfriend experience. No girlfriend would leave her man, in that kind of pain.
* * *
Margie was sitting with her, when Alan arrived home a few hours later. The keys still worked, and he let himself in the house.
"I told you not to come home," his wife snapped at him.
"It's my home. I paid for it. I have every right to be here," he said wearily, trying to keep up a strong façade.
Margie had her arm around his wife, comforting her. "You bastard! Couldn't you just stay in your little love nest and give her one night to deal with your betrayal."
He went to the refrigerator and grabbed a beer. Unscrewing the top, he took a long draw.
"Why, Alan? Why would you do this to us?" Becca cried.
"I'm not going to discuss it with that bitch here."
Margie looked shocked. "You asshole! She needs someone with her now."
"Whatever. How's Bridge night, Margie? That was your idea wasn't it?"
Margie blanched, and his wife moaned softly. "Yes, and it's over. You know that. Once Becca and Jean left, we didn't have enough to play."
"Whatever. Stick with your lies, you evil cunt. You're her guest, so I'm not going to kick your diseased ass out the door, but don't speak to me again, or I might forget I'm a gentleman."
"Gentleman..." she shrieked, abruptly stopping when she saw the anger in his eyes as he stepped toward her.
"One more word to me, and I swear I'll slap that fucking leer off your face, understood?"
She nodded fearfully. He was a large, scary man. Over 6 foot tall, solid. Wide bodied. Bigger than her ex-husband, much bigger, and that son-of-a-bitch put her in the hospital twice. Still, she'd never expected that kind of response, from cool, controlled Alan.
He turned away. "I'm going to bed. You can use the guest bedroom, Becca. You're welcome to join me in bed, either of you. Hell both, if you want. If you do, come naked. I'm still horny."
Alan laid there, in agony, fearing his wife might for some God-forsaken reason come to their room. He sighed in relief, when he heard the door to the guest room close loudly, and a few minutes later a car pulled out of his driveway.
He relaxed, as much as he could, and pressed his face into the pillow, struggling with the tears. So much harder than he'd imagined. He fought to harden his heart, reminding himself why he was doing it. Twenty-five years.
There was something wrong. She'd been acting nervous the last couple of days. Two days in a row we hadn't made love. It was a record for us, only two months after our wedding.
I knew changes were going on at her work. She'd been on the phone a lot. She even lowered her voice, almost whispering into the device when I walked by.
I took off a couple of hours early and prepared.
She walked through the door into the bedroom, following the trail of rose petals. I watched her eyes as she took in the scene, dozens of red roses in vases around the room, lights doused, three dozen candles illuminating our haven.
She stood in surprise, and I saw tears in her eyes. I went to her, slowly undressing that body which enthralled me. "Hush, now. I can tell you're under stress now, let me take care of you."
"Alan," she said softly.
"Please. Let me do this for you. We can talk afterward if you like."
She nodded, the corners of her sexy mouth turning up at the edges. I had her naked, clucking over the plain panties. "This ass deserves better. I'm taking you shopping this weekend."
She giggled. "That's a good idea."
I kissed her hip, and took her into the bathroom, helping her step into the bubble bath. "Relax." I whispered, and handed her a glass of her favorite chardonnay. I pressed play on the CD player, and let the sounds of the symphony fill the room.
She looked up at me, and I could see the love in her eyes. It was worth everything.
I put her clothing away, and brought out what I needed for the next phase, forcing myself to be patient.
After twenty minutes, I went into the bathroom. She was half asleep. I leaned down and let my lips graze hers. Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled. "I don't deserve you," she said.
"You deserve so much more, but you're stuck with me," I teased.
"Forever," she whispered, reaching up and putting her arms around me neck, pulling me close for another kiss.
I emptied the tub, and helped her up. I had a big, new ultra-soft bath sheet, which I used to dry her. When I was done, I tossed it to the side, and guided her, nude, back into the bedroom. She allowed me to lead her onto the bed, on her stomach. I started the soft music, and warmed the massage oil in my hand.
I took my time, slowly worshiping her body, my hands rubbing and kneading every square inch. She sighed often, moving subtly under my ministrations.
I turned her over and did it all over again to her front side. I kept the sexual play to a minimum, massaging her breasts, but not teasing too much. I rubbed the sides of her magical pussy, but no more than that. When I finished it felt like she didn't have a single bone in her body.
I laid down next to her, caressing her face. "I know something's bothering you, beautiful. Talk to me. You can always confide in me. Please, whatever is going on, I want to be there for you. I know I'm not the most demonstrative man in the world, but you have to know you're the world to me."
Her hand brushed my cheek. "You're going to be a Daddy. Please tell me your not mad."
"Mad!" I said, sitting up, my mind a whirling maelstrom. "Daddy? Are you sure?"
"The doctor confirmed it today. I know we said we'd wait..."
I took her in my arms, laughing, tears creeping into my eyes. She looked at me in surprise, her hand reaching out and brushing away my tear. "Thank you. Thank you, thank you, thank you. I'll be the best father I can. I swear. I'll...I'll do anything I can for you."
She looked nervously. "You're not angry?"
I kissed her hard. "Angry? I'm the luckiest man in the world. I could never be angry at you. Not for giving me the most wonderful gift imaginable." I looked at her nervousness, my stomach suddenly knotting. "You...you want it, don't you?"
She gasped. "How can you even ask? I want it more than anything in the world. I want to bear your children, raise them together, watching them grow together with us. I love you, Alan."
I took her in my arms, and entered her, gazing into her eyes, lying on top of her, trying to convey just how deeply I loved her. I knew it was impossible, but I tried.
She couldn't keep her hands off of me, touching me all over, her hands gliding across my skin, lovingly, possessively. "Love me, Daddy. Love me forever."
I let my lips graze hers, sharing her breath, my hips driving into her. I felt her pleasure growing, her eyes losing their focus, her breath stronger, soft moans echoing in my mouth.
"Forever. Forever and ever, Mommy," I whispered.
I felt her hips drive against mine, tensing, as she surrendered, whimpering softly. I groaned, and moments later, filled her with my seed, redundant now that it had already done its job.
She hugged me tightly, desperately. "Forever, promise?"
"Forever."
* * *
He popped two of his pills and walked downstairs. She was sitting at the kitchen table when he got a cup down and poured himself some coffee.
"Why, Alan? Can you just explain why?" she asked softly.
He smirked. "C'mon Becca. Did you see her?"
"Is this because of Bridge night?" she asked.
"Listen, we had a good run. Twenty four great years. One so-so. Three wonderful children. You were a terrific wife and mother. We can abandon the charade now. We both want something different. No need to hide it anymore."
"It was just dancing, Alan. Dancing, that's all. I don't want something different. You're my husband. I love you. I want to grow old with you."
Alan laughed. "You have a funny way of showing it. Our love life is shit. You haven't been a decent lay in years, so it really hasn't bothered me that you don't want to put out anymore. All the lies. Months and months of lies. That's not love. I will say this, you've got the growing old part down pretty good." He was trying to hurt her, and from the look on her face he was succeeding.
"You never said anything," she whined.
"Fuck you. You're my wife. I shouldn't have to say anything. Worked out for the best, anyway, didn't it? You got what you wanted for the better part of a year, and I'm getting the best sex of my life, with a beautiful woman who cares for me. I guess I should be saying thanks. Gotta run now."
"Where are you going? It's Saturday, you don't need to go to work. We have to talk about this."
"I'm going to see a friend. She was upset last night. Since we don't have to hide anything anymore, I'm going to spend some quality time with her. Why don't you go see Margie? Thank her for all she's done for you. Sincerely. We could have been stuck in our rut for another twenty, thirty years, if she hadn't help you unfurl your true colors."
"You're the one cheating, you bastard!" Becca shrieked. "All I did was dance with some men. That's all! Nothing sexual ever. Not like you, fucking that, that kid!"
"I'm a man. I need to fuck something, and I'm not going to take sloppy seconds off of you. I might get some kind of lousy disease."
"I NEVER FUCKED ANYONE!" she screamed.
"Certainly not me, in the last few months," Alan smirked. "I'll be back Sunday evening. You might make your roast. Take it easy on the onions this time, Ok?"
Alan left, and checked himself into a motel. He spent the day going over his financials again, making sure he hadn't missed anything. He looked at the numbers, and reminded himself once again why he was doing it. It was for the best. She deserved it. Twenty-five years.
I had her to myself. She was stunning in her simple black dress. Tired but happy from an evening of dinner and dancing. Our one year anniversary.
Her parents had taken David for the evening. We were alone. The first time having the entire night to ourselves since our son's birth three months earlier. Our honeymoon baby.
Arriving home, she closed the door, and kissed me. "Thank you, everything was perfect," she whispered, her hand lifting to run her fingers over the pearl necklace I'd given her.
She stepped back, smiling mischievously. "Now I have a gift for you. Give me ten minutes, and meet me in our bedroom."
It was almost impossible to wait that long, but I watched the minute hand on the mantle clock crawl across the face, until I had done as she asked.
She was waiting for me, dressed in the most amazing lacy babydoll, which covered her swollen breasts, but still showed them clearly through the mostly transparent material. The bottom of the outfit ended at crotch level. She wasn't wearing panties.
"You're...'
"Shhh," she whispered, pressing her finger against my lips. She undressed me slowly, moving around my body, taking her time until I was naked. She stepped away, and handed me a small wrapped box. I untied the ribbon, with a questioning glance. She smiled and nodded toward my hands.
I opened the top, and saw a small purple bottle. I read the title, Astroglide. I looked up at my wife, and she crawled onto the bed, on her hands and knees, her sweet round ass wiggling.
"Your gift, husband mine. My last virgin opening. I...Do you want it?" she asked nervously.
I'd never broached the subject. I'd teased her back there a few times, but I was afraid to bring it up. I didn't want to scare her or make her think I was a pervert.
"You...you want me to?"
She blushed. "Only if you want to. You never said anything, but I get the feeling you'd like to. Am I wrong?"
I approached the bed, leaned down and kissed her soft white cheeks. "No, you're not wrong. I didn't want you to think I was, I don't know, a weirdo or anything."
She wiggled her hips, giggling. "I'm yours silly. Anything I can do for you. Talk to me about what you want, don't make me guess. I swear I'll never judge you. Let me in, share. Please."
"I will. I promise. I...I didn't want to mess up what we have. It's perfect. You're perfect."
She laughed. "Hardly. But I'm glad you think so. I only want to be perfect for you. Your perfect woman. Accept my gift. I want you to know that I'm excited to be able to do this for you. It's not something I ever really wanted, but now, I can barely contain myself. Fuck my virgin ass, Alan. Take me."
I looked down at her open cheeks, and saw the glistening around the little brown hole. I took my gift bottle, and poured a little at the top of her crease. I pressed my finger against her hole, and was surprised at how easily I entered her.



"I've been preparing myself," she moaned softly. "I'm ready for you, lover."
I applied a generous amount to my cock, stroking it. I was hard as a rock, my pulse running wild. I pressed the head of my cock against her opening, holding the shaft firmly as I pushed. I felt the pressure and moaned as I saw the crown enter her.
"Are you Ok?" I asked nervously.
"Wonderful," she answered softly. "You're in me. God, I'm trembling, Alan! I want this so badly. Take it slow, but take me."
I pressed forward, feeling the intense pressure. I started a slow rocking, staring in wonder as I entered her, little by little. With about half my length inside her I paused. "Still Ok?"
"Fuck me, Alan! Fuck my ass! Stop teasing me!"
I pushed forward harder, pulling back, and thrusting hard. She moaned softly and all but the last inch penetrated her. I watched in amazement as her flesh clung to me on the out-stroke. I was burning with need. I grabbed her hips tightly and thrust hard, my hips slapping against the flesh of her ass.
Looking down, I saw her hand was between her legs, touching where I was entering her, rubbing her sweet pussy.
"Fuck," I groaned, and started stroking the last few inches in and out of her, feeling her accept me. The strokes grew longer, faster, until I was long-stroking her.
"So...good," she moaned, pressing back against me. "So...big. Filling...me."
I lasted longer than I thought I would, after the evening of teasing, and the idea of what we were doing. It was my first time, but I knew that if I had any opportunity at all, it wouldn't be my last.
She was moaning as I sped up, pounding her.
"Fuck it," she groaned. "Fuck that dirty ass."
I groaned, her words doing as much as her tight tunnel did. "Too good," I groaned, pounding deep inside her. I slammed my cock home and erupted inside her, feeling like I was coming harder than I ever had in my life.
She squealed and her body started shaking, while I pumped my balls dry, deep inside of her.
I pulled out slowly, watching her tight little hole dilate, a small stream of white flowing out of her.
I collapsed next to her, gasping. "Wow!"
She cuddled up to me. "I guess you liked that. So what do you think, Mr. Lucky? Add that to our regular menu?"
"God, Becca! What did I ever do to deserve you."
"You loved me."
"Forever," I reminded her.
"Of course. That goes unsaid." She made a little face. "Pretty wild, but I bet I'm going to be sore as hell tomorrow."
"I didn't hurt you, did I?"
"The most wonderful hurt in the world. God, baby, you were sure worked up. I guess you really did want that. You liked your present?"
"Loved it. Love you. Thank you for marrying me. Thank you for everything."
She giggled. "You're welcome. I'm glad you enjoyed 'everything'. Let's clean up. I'm not done with you yet."
* * *
Alan was feeling better Sunday evening. He headed home around 7:00, and found his keys didn't work. He'd expected that.
He went around back, and checked the key there. No luck either. No problem. It only took a couple of good kicks beside the door-handle to get in. The damage to the door frame was minimal. Nothing he couldn't fix for a few bucks and a couple of hours time.
"Lucy...I'm home," he called out chuckling.
She was sitting in the living room, Margie with her again. "Get out! I've already called the police," his loving wife said.
"Good. Maybe they'll take the bitch with them. The roast ready?"
"GET OUT!" Becca screamed.
Alan walked into the kitchen, and saw nothing had been prepared. He sighed, and checked the refrigerator. Sandwich fixings. He made himself a sandwich, and took a bite. Grabbed a glass of water to wash it down.
"Something's wrong with the locks," he said calmly, while the women huddled together. "My key didn't work."
The women glared at him, while he worked on his sandwich.
The doorbell rang a few minutes later, and he stood. "I'll get it. You two look comfortable." Alan answered the door with sandwich in hand, peering out through the peephole.
He opened the door. "Good evening, officers. Can I help with something?"
The man at the door peered around him. "We had a call about a break-in."
Alan opened the door. "I'm sure it was a simple mistake. Would you like to come in?"
The two uniformed officers entered the house, looking around. "I take it you didn't make the call," the taller one said.
"No, I believe that was my wife. She's in the living room."
The two men followed him in.
Becca was standing. "I don't want him in here. He kicked in the back door."
The officer looked at me. "Is that true?"
Alan nodded. "Yes, my key didn't work, and nobody answered the doorbell. I did the least damage I could."
The officers looked at each other, then Becca. "Is that true?"
"I told him not to come back, after sleeping with that bitch. I had the locks changed."
The officer sighed. "Ma'am, is this your house. Only yours?"
She looked angry. "I won't have him in here, threatening me."
"He threatened you?"
Margie spoke up. "He hit her. Twice. I saw it."
Becca looked surprised. More so than Alan, he'd expected something similar.
"Is that true?" the shorter officer, officer Roland from his name-tag, asked Becca.
"Yes," she said softly. "Twice."
Alan laughed. "Thank you Margie. I don't know how I could ever have done any of this without you. You too, Becca. Still with the lies. Any doubts I had, you've sure taken care of that."
Officer Roland pulled me aside, asking to talk to me outside and get my statement. The taller one, Officer McGregor stayed with the women.
Alan gave his story, denying striking anyone. "I understand how it goes," he said. "Fucked up legal system, isn't it?"
Officer Roland looked embarrassed. "You probably should get a lawyer."
"Got one. Not a problem. Can I get some stuff, or are you going to take me in?"
"With two witnesses, we're going to have to arrest you and take you in, if they file a complaint. They didn't say anything on the original call, so we'll have to see what comes of their statement."
"Got it. Can I at least change? I'm feeling kind of grubby."
The officer seemed to consider it, then acquiesced. They walked through the entrance, and into the master bedroom. Alan spoke to the officer. "I understand if you don't want to leave me alone. I may be a dangerous risk, right? I'll change here, only take a moment."
He stripped down unselfconsciously, changing everything, and putting on jeans, a t-shirt, and a casual button up. He turned back to the officer. "Thanks for that. I appreciate it."
Officer Roland nodded. "No problem. You didn't hit her, did you?"
"Hell no. Twenty-five years. Check your records. Never a call, not even a threat. She doesn't want me here, this is her easiest way out. I'm sure her friend discussed this with her. Her ex was an abuser. Put her in the hospital twice. I'm sure she knows all about this stuff. One little lie, and the bitches get their way."
The officer walked Alan back outside, and he didn't even try to talk to the women. "You get a lot of this stuff?" Alan asked.
"It's the worst. Probably twenty percent of the calls we get are for some kind of domestic issue. If they stick to the complaint, we'll have to take you in. You won't get a hearing until Monday, nothing on Sunday."
Alan shrugged. "Not much I can do about it now, is there?"
Officer Roland sighed. "You're taking this pretty well."
"When I saw her there with Margie, I figured it might go down this way. I couldn't let her kick me out of my own house without trying to stand up for myself."
Officer McGregor came out the door. A few minutes later Alan was in handcuffs and read his rights. Thirty minutes later he was in jail. They took his pills away, and he explained his issues, and showed them his prescription. He was given his medications on a schedule, and all in all, had a decent night's rest. He thought things were moving ahead pretty smoothly. He hoped the arrest wouldn't stall things.
On Monday he was charged with third degree domestic assault. The testimonies were read, as well as the Officer's report, including no evidence of harm, and the situation as they encountered it.
Alan was brought into a tiny room just outside of the courtroom. He faced a woman, an attractive mid thirties brunette, who seemed frazzled. She told him he was being charged with a class C misdemeanor, the lowest form of assault.
She started asking questions after telling him his rights to have an attorney. He stopped her and asked her what his options were. Alan explained that he hadn't hit his wife, but wanted to know straight up what his choices were.
The woman heaved a sigh, and told him he could plead guilty, not-guilty or no-contest. If he was willing to plead no-contest, given the evidence and reports, and no previous issues, she would reduce the charges to harassment, he could be out with a $500 fine and court costs, but he would be limited in contact with his wife, and have to stay out of his home, under a protective order for 6 months. Violating the protective order was serious, a class A misdemeanor, with up to a year in jail and up to $4000 fine.
That was fine by Alan. He didn't want to communicate with her. He didn't want her communicating with him. He just wanted the damned divorce and needed her to initiate it.
He made his plea, signed the papers and made his way to the cashier to pay the fine.
Alan had to get a police escort to return to his home, get his necessities, and recover his car. It took almost two hours to arrange things, and it was early afternoon when he was escorted to the front door of the house. Becca seemed surprised, and when she tried to talk to him, the officer in attendance advised her that he was under a protective order not to have any contact with her, and that she could wait outside or in the kitchen while he got his clothing and toiletries. Alan had to get her permission to remove his laptop.
Becca tried to call him several times afterward, but he never picked up the phone. He listened to her messages, including numerous apologies, which always ended in 'he should have just given her some time'. He had calls from all three kids, wondering how they'd already gotten word.
He called David, the oldest first, and found out that Carrie had gotten word from a neighbor friend that he'd been carted out in handcuffs. He was angry with his father, and Alan explained that all he did was enter his home, and his mother and her friend lied about his hitting her.
"Mom wouldn't do that," his son argued.
"You mean it's more likely that I hit your mother, than she lied about it because she was angry at me?" Alan asked.
"Why didn't you just leave?"
"It's my house. I paid for it, I have every right to live there."
"Mom said you cheated on her," he finally said. "Is it true?"
"Yes. She's been going out on dates for 6 months, telling me she was going to Margie's for Bridge. She stopped having sex with me. Our marriage is over. She should have asked for a divorce, but she decided to lie to me, and humiliate me instead. After her third Bridge night, I had one of the men from the office telling me he'd seen her out dancing. Hell of a way to find out, huh? If she didn't want me anymore, she should have just been honest about it, and gotten a divorce. I'll be speaking with my lawyer soon. I'm not going to support her and let her live in that house when I'm not allowed in it. If she won't do the right thing, I will."
"Can't you guys fix this? Is it that bad?" he asked.
"I can't contact her for the next six months. How are we supposed to fix anything? She sent me to jail, for God's sake! I didn't do anything. No, it's well beyond any repair now."
"It's only six months. Can't you at least wait that long? Cool off and see what can be done then?"
"Live in a motel, or cheap apartment, while I pay for her to live in my house and date other men? Do you really expect me to settle for that? If Diana sent you to jail, would you still plan on marrying her?"
"That's not the same. We're not married. You have 25 years together."
"No, Dave. If she wanted to talk things out, maybe something could have been done. I'm finished with her. Now I have to figure out how to make her pay, that's all."
The conversation didn't end well, with David telling his father he was stubborn and thick-headed. Alan called his eldest a Momma's boy, and told the young man to leave him alone if he was going to take her side after what she'd done.
The calls to his other two children didn't go as well as that first one. He had to make quiet an effort to antagonize Carrie enough to take her mother's side and scream at him, but it all worked out. He had effectively extended his no-contact rule to the kids. Mission accomplished.
It took a few hours of calls, but he finally found a short-term sublease of an apartment that was cheap enough. It was only for 5 months, but Alan figured that was probably as long as he was going to need.
He accepted a few more calls from friends, asking him what was going on. He made sure they all knew that she had him locked up by lying about his hitting her, and that he was going to divorce her and take her to the cleaners. She wouldn't get a penny if he could help it. He didn't win much sympathy from any of them.
Alan hit Wal-Mart and purchased a futon sofa bed for about 150 bucks, and had it loaded onto his truck. It was more work than it should have been to get it into the apartment, and was grateful for some help from a couple of young guys heading inside when he was.
He went to bed, heartbroken over what he'd had to do, but satisfied that things where turning out the way he needed. He missed his wife, but that was inevitable.
I had called her after lunch. Nine years had paid off. I had been called into the president's office at 10:00.
"How does it feel to be married to the new Director of Manufacturing Test?" I asked her.
"Really? You got the promotion?"
"Yep. Twelve percent raise. Bonus plan. Stock options. The whole works. See if your parents will take the kids, and put on something sexy. We're going to celebrate."
"I'm so proud of you, Alan! Nobody deserves it more than you."
"I couldn't do it without you. You're my rock. I have a meeting at 4:00 so I won't be able to come home early. I should be there by 6:00."
"I'll be waiting. Hurry home, lover."
I thought she'd be waiting by the door, but the house was quiet. I called out to her but heard no response. Her car was in the driveway, she should have been there. I called out again, then made my way back to the bedroom to change. I was just a little irritated.
Those feelings changed when I walked into our bedroom.
She was lying on the bed, naked, her legs spread, ankles tied to the corners of the bed. She had a gag in her mouth, and her hands were handcuffed together, to the middle of the headboard. Her eyes sparkled in amusement at my look.
I noticed there were a variety of objects laid out on the bed beside her. Feather duster, vibrator, dildo, can of whipping cream. Some other things I'd have to examine more closely.
A single blue bill was sitting on a post-it. The words 'eat me' were inscribed, with a little smiley face. I did.
Removing my clothing, I grinned. As I approached her, I saw a piece of folded paper beside her head. I opened it and read the words.
"Congratulations. You're the boss!"
I laughed, leaning over and kissing her cheek. "Evil woman. I love you."
"Uu uuuf oooo," she mumbled through her gag.
"I hope you understand this gag isn't going to stop me from taking advantage of that hot little mouth of yours."
Her eyes sparkled, and she smiled around the gag.
I took full advantage of the opportunity. I teased her forever, tickling her, rubbing her, sucking on her nipples. I used the vibrator and dildo on her, the first time I'd ever done something like that. After the first half-hour she was going crazy. When I climbed between her legs, feasting on her, lapping away at her juices while I rubbed her clit with the vibrator, she exploded, screaming through the gag, coming harder than I'd ever seen her.
I eased the smaller vibrator in her back door, licking her sweet pussy, teasing her clit relentlessly. She was struggling against her restraints as I forced her to come for me repeatedly. I had been working on her for nearly two hours, and she was glistening in sweat, her body in sensory overload, while her orgasms came in waves.
Becca's chest was heaving, when I moved up the bed, looking into her startled eyes, and removed her gag.
"My God, Alan," she gasped. "I...I never..."
I knelt next to her head, and pressed my cock against her lips. "I'm not nearly done with you yet," I told her, sliding my cock into her mouth. "Get me ready, I need to fuck you."
She whimpered softly, sucking me fiercely.
When I was happy with her effort, I moved to the bottom of the bed, removing one of the ankle restraints, and loosening the other. I climbed between her legs, eased the vibrator back in her ass, then slammed my cock inside of her as hard as I could.
She cried out, and within seconds of pounding her, she was coming for me again, loudly. I felt great, powerful, so in control. She would never forget this night.
I knew I couldn't last long inside of her, this first time. I was too worked up. My hips went into overdrive, pounding her mercilessly, until I couldn't hang on a moment longer. I reached up and squeezed her tender nipples, setting her off. "Take it," I growled, slamming into her, filling her while her tight little pussy came in waves around my cock.
I pulled out and looked at her glistening opening. I grabbed the little bullet vibrator, and pressed it against her clit, while I lowered my mouth to her pussy.
"Alan!" she screamed, as my tongue touched her.
I'd never done anything like that. Creampies weren't my thing, but seeing her like that, helpless, so well used, I couldn't help myself. Her body was shaking, "God, please, too much," she gasped.
I laughed, teasing her, torturing her, until I was hard again. I moved up and slid inside her again, twisting her lower body, straddling her restrained leg, and lifting her free one over my shoulder. I removed the vibrator from her ass, and fucked her hard, the earlier edge gone. I felt like I could fuck her forever. I was going to try.
She calmed down after a bit of slow steady screwing. Her quiet moans and soft grunts grew in intensity, as I used her for my pleasure. I moved her leg around freely, finding whatever worked best for me. When I felt the change in her response, I used her harder, glorying in my ability to pleasure her.
I had her coming, her leg shaking. I pushed her top leg back and down, opening her up. I pulled my cock out and pushed it into her ass, making her scream. She was coming hard on my cock, shaking wildly, while I fucked that tight forbidden hole. She turned her upper body, her free leg hanging off the side of the bed, while I pounded her ass, making her moan with ever stroke.
The sweat was pouring off my body as I leaned over her, hands holding her down, spreading her cheeks. The view was amazing, and I groaned, filling her ass.
She had collapsed, unmoving. I was afraid she'd passed out. I untied her, and found the keys to the handcuffs, tied to them with a string. I freed her, caressing her abused body.
She moaned softly, looking up at me in wonder and exhaustion. I kissed her lips softly, got up and started her bath. I brought a warm facecloth to her, and cleaned her up, then lifted her helpless body in my arms and carried her to the bathroom. I placed her in the bath, and washed her.
"My God, Alan. You almost killed me," she whispered, as I ran the facecloth over her body.



"You were amazing," I told her.
I used the facecloth to clean myself, then climbed in the tub behind her, holding her in my arms. "I love you, Mrs. Hammonds."
She giggled. "No shit."
"You never stop surprising me," I said, kissing her neck.
"Good. I'm not even going to ask if you liked that. Crap, I won't be able to move for two days."
"Don't tease me. Having you helpless like that could end up killing me. My hearts not strong enough."
I got out of the tub, dried off, then helped her out and did the same for her. She giggled as I lifted her in my arms, and took her back to our bed.
"I need to make love to you now, my perfect wife."
She leaned back, beckoning me. "I'll never say no to you. Never."
We laid together, kissing like teenagers, her hand working below my waist. When I was hard for her, I moved between her legs, and made slow easy love to her. Twice.
I laid back, holding her on my body, exhausted, a permanent grin etched across my face.
"Go ahead, baby. Say it. I know you want to, Mr. Lucky."
I kissed her. "The luckiest man in the world. I dare anyone to argue otherwise."
"And I'm the luckiest woman in the world. Match made in heaven."
* * *
In the office the next morning, Sandra walked into his office as soon as he got there. Alan learned she knew what had happened, after calling his house, and covered for him, sending messages to his boss and the people working for him that he was unavailable for the day, on personal time.
"You didn't really hit her, did you?" Sandra asked.
"What do you think?" he responded.
"Of course not. But why would she say you did?"
Alan gave her a wry smile. "Easiest way to get rid of me. It sucks to be a man, in the eyes of the law. Any complaint of violence, whatsoever, and the man goes to jail. Period. She got what she wanted, and now I can't have any contact with her. If she calls here, make sure you let her know that, and don't put her through. I don't want to go to jail, just so she can explain herself."
"What are you going to do now?" she asked.
"I've got a place to live. I've got my work. I'm going to divorce her ass, put her through the wringer if I can. Get every penny possible out of the divorce and make sure she doesn't get to live in the house. I'm not going to support a woman who puts me in jail for spite. I'll leave her in the poor house if I can."
"Alan! That's not like you. You've never been spiteful or cruel. She's your wife, the mother of your children."
"Sit in jail for a couple of days, and see how you feel. I don't want to talk about it anymore. Don't bring her up, now or in the future."
Alan managed to get through the work day, and did some minimal shopping at a local thrift store for the minimum he could live on. Whatever he couldn't find at the thrift store, he picked up at Wal-Mart. Not a big fan of the place, but it was convenient and cheap. He ate at Waffle house, and called it a day.
The following day her father called. The two of them had always been on good terms.
"She needs to talk to you," he finally said.
"No can do. Her little lying stunt has me under protective order not to contact her at all. You need to start preparing a room for her to stay. I'm going to have her out of that house as soon as I can. I'm not going to pay for a cheat and a liar to live in my house, when I can't."
"I hear you're the cheat, not her," her father said angrily.
"Six months of dating behind my back, lying to me twice a week. She cut me off totally. So yes, I had sex. It was good. Better than her to be honest. Much better," Alan said.
"She didn't cheat. She wasn't dating. She was going dancing with the girls," Becca's father tried to reply calmly.
"Would you put up with that? Lying about where she was going and who she was seeing for six months. Take her word that she wasn't cheating when she lied about everything else? She could have told me. Not cut me off. She's a liar, a cheat, and a piss-poor human being who put me in jail for no reason. I'm going to take her down, leave her penniless. You can take care of her if you want. I'll be damned if I will."
"We'll see who leaves who penniless!" the older man snapped. Just the answer that Alan was hoping for.
"So you're a cuckold too? You'd put up with your wife fucking around behind your back? Thanks for the info, maybe I'll give Ellen a call."
"YOU SON-OF-A-BITCH! IF YOU EVER CALL THIS HOUSE AGAIN I'LL DESTROY YOU!"
"Cluck-cluck-cluck. Give Ellen my love. I'll do it in person first chance I get." He listened to the dead air on the line with a good deal of satisfaction.
Alan got served at work on Friday. She was asking for almost everything. 80/20 division of cash, stock options, investments. Even 80% of his retirement 401K. She wanted the house, and for him to continue paying for it for ten years. It would be paid off before then. He marked out the 10 years, and wrote 8, the remaining time on the mortgage. Even though it wouldn't matter. He initialed the change. She was divorcing him on the basis of adultery. He left a note that irreconcilable differences could be settled in 60 days. If she would change that, he wouldn't fight it.
She asked for alimony, 50% of his pay. Alan knew that there was no way the court would grant that, and changed it to 35% so it wouldn't look too suspicious. Not that it would matter much in the long run.
When he was done with his changes, he made copies and had the original document couriered to the law office on the letter head. He included a complete, updated copy of their financial records, and notarized limited power of attorney to contact his banks and investment companies for any information needed. Then he made the call.
The lawyer was surprised at his quick response, and assured Alan that he'd get a call back as soon as the documents arrived. She thanked him for being prompt in his reply.
The call came in just after 4:00, and the attorney insisted on going over all the details. Alan explained his rationale for the change in the time he'd be required to pay the mortgage, and explained that he'd accept either 50% of his pay, after the mortgage was paid, or 35%. Mrs. Davis said she thought she could work with what he'd offered, and would get back to him.
Alan smirked. Work with it? He'd given her a gift and she damn well knew it.
On Monday the lawyer called, and told him they'd accepted all the changes as he'd asked, and the papers had been filed.
On Tuesday, Alan disappeared.
* * *
Becca was worried. Bills were paid, and the bank accounts hadn't been touched. She had moved 80% of the funds out of the joint account, and took 80% of the CDs. Money was deposited into the joint account, and none removed. The day after the papers were signed, apparently he'd cashed out the CDs and whatever remained of their investments.
She talked to Sandra, who told her that he'd resigned on Tuesday, effective immediately, taking his accrued vacation and sick leave, nearly six weeks' worth.
After the first month, she'd talked to the kids, and they hadn't heard from him. She even called his mother, taking a tongue lashing for the way Becca had treated her son. No, she didn't know where he was, hadn't heard from him since he'd told her about the divorce. Even if she had, she wouldn't tell her. Becca didn't argue when she was called an ungrateful, lying bitch.
Christmas came and went, as did the New Year. It was difficult. Sitting at the table with all three of her children who had shown up to support her, along with David's fiancée. The empty seat at the head of the table, which nobody seemed inclined to sit in was a sad statement. No card from her husband of twenty-five years. Nothing. She received a call from his mother, asking if Becca had heard from him. His mother had received a ten thousand dollar check, in an envelope with no return address. He said he loved her, and always would. That was the extent of his contact.
During the dinner prayer, Becca choked up when Carrie prayed that her father was well and happy. She had to leave the table for a moment to compose herself.
After 60 days, Becca received notice that the divorce was official. She was lonely in the house, devastated by the collapse of their marriage. She still didn't understand how it could go so bad, so quickly. Twenty five years.
He had known about her going out dancing. He'd admitted as much, but never said a word about it, until that fateful afternoon. She'd made the horrible mistake of going along with Margie's accusation. She had made a criminal out of her husband, out of spite and anger. It had been the death of her friendship with Margie, and the last nail in the coffin of her marriage.
The mortgage was paid, and money was deposited in their joint account monthly. She still had insurance, which she used to see a doctor and get on anti-depressants, for all the good that did for her.
She searched for him, asking everyone she knew, reviewing calling records, old credit card bills, anything she could find. She was considering hiring a private investigator to find him.
One lead panned out, a mysterious phone number on his cell-phone bill, and she found herself in the Hilton restaurant sitting across from Amber, the marriage wrecker. She was a little surprised that it had been that easy to get her to agree to the meeting.
"Are you still seeing my husband?" Becca asked.
"No. Not since the day you walked in on us," Amber said calmly.
That didn't make sense. He'd spent the entire weekend with her. That's what led to the big blow-up in the first place. She stated as much to her lunch companion.
"No. He never called me again. He told me he wouldn't after your little show. He was devastated. I stayed with him for a couple of hours until he could pull himself together. He paid me one last time, and left."
"He paid you?" Becca asked, surprised.
"Of course. I don't do it for free, honey. $250 an hour for the full girlfriend experience. Dinner, dating, dancing. He only took advantage of the other 'benefits' twice. The first time and the last time." The beautiful woman laughed. "In public he was always a gentleman, he seemed almost like he was putting on a show, displaying me on his arm, kissing me, hugging me. In the bedroom he wouldn't even let me get undressed. We'd just lay together and talk. He was in a lot of pain."
"I imagine. The guilt was probably eating at him."
"No, I think it was more of a physical pain. He'd get so tired after dancing, and need to lay down. He was taking some kind of pills. It wasn't all the time, but it was noticeable. You must have noticed, living with him."
Becca thought about it. Alan never showed pain. He didn't complain when he smashed his thumb, losing a nail when working on the car. He was as stoic a man as she'd ever met. She recalled his holding her, crying, after the last time they'd made love. None of it made any sense to her.
She apologized for taking up the woman's time, her intention to attack the slut for breaking up her marriage abandoned. "If you do hear from him, would you please give me a call? I'm very worried. He disappeared almost three months ago, and I haven't heard from him since."
Amber looked concerned. "He ran? Doesn't seem like him. He talked very lovingly of you and the kids. He said you'd been the perfect wife. Didn't jive too well with what he was doing, but I wasn't being paid to judge him."
"He...he disappeared. He's still paying the bills, and maintaining all the insurances. I need to know where he is. Please." Becca pleaded.
Amber took her number and assured her that if she heard from Alan again, she'd let her know.
It was February before she made the big break. She had a medical appointment and there was an issue with her insurance. Her policy number had changed. She had received her new card in the mail, figuring it was the annual update, but her co-pay had been reduced. After over an hour on the phone with the company she was thoroughly confused. Her insurance had been paid for the year, she was the only one on it. Her husband's Cobra had expired and he had purchased a new, better plan.
She asked if she could get a copy of her old medical statements, and received it in the mail a few days later. An afternoon of phone calls and she knew.
Damn him.
* * *
It was a huge party. Our family, friends, children all present. Becca was wearing the tennis bracelet I'd given her.
We sat on the couch, watching a DVD the kids had made of our marriage. Pictures and clips from our wedding until today. Twenty five years together. Twenty five perfect years. She crawled into my lap, almost as slender at 50 years old as she had been when I first met her. Still the most beautiful woman I knew.
We laughed and joked with everyone else, as we took our ribbing.
When it ended, we accepted hugs and kisses from everyone. Congratulations for being the model marriage. The perfect couple. It was hard to hold back the tears.
We were both surprised when we were pushed to the front door. I was given a small overnight bag, and the door was opened. A stretch limo waited by the curb.
David gave me a pat on the back. "Go on. Your chariot awaits. Thanks for being the best parents in the world."
I hugged my kids, and took my perfect wife, the love of my life, by the hand, and out to our ride. The chauffeur held the door for us.
We took advantage of the champagne. "Did you know about this?" Becca asked.
"I'm as surprised as you."
We were taken to the hotel, where a woman in uniform met us. "Thank you for choosing us to celebrate this occasion." A porter took the bag from me, and we followed our host.
She took us to the top floor, and opened the door for us. The suite was amazing. Huge, beautiful. We walked in looking around. "Pound 50 on the phone if you need anything. Anything at all," the woman told us. She smiled, taking our hands into hers. "Somebody loves you a lot. You're the talk of the hotel you know. We're honored you're here."
I reached for my wallet and she stopped me. "No. Everything's been taken care of, very generously I might add. Please, don't hesitate to call."
They left us, and Becca and I stood looking at each other. "Can you believe this?" she asked.
"I can't believe any of it. Not from the day you first sat across from me in that bookstore."
"Twenty five years," she said softly. "I know I should feel old, but you make me feel like a teenager. I love you, Alan."
We took advantage of the amenities. We had more champagne and strawberries delivered. We spent half an hour in the hot tub. She excused herself in the bedroom, to prepare for me. She called me in and my heart almost stopped, gazing on her beauty.
She was wearing a pink top with completely transparent material hanging below her hips. A tiny thong, with pink bows on the side covered her hips. She smiled. "Another gift, from your secretary of all people. Is there something I should know?"
I moved closer, holding her in my arms. "Yes. I love you more today than I ever have. I'll love you even more tomorrow. I adore you Mrs. Hammonds. I can hardly wait for the next 25 years."
"You want to call that pretty little girl up here? She looked like she really liked you. She did say 'anything' after all."
I laughed, and swatted her backside. "No way. We've talked about that. Seeing you kissing another man almost killed me the one time we thought about trying that."
"You? That bimbo had her tongue down your throat not five seconds after we switched places. I was going to scratch her eyes out. Soft swing my ass."
"There's nobody for me but you, Becca. Never. I'm a one woman man."
"Ditto, baby. I couldn't imagine being with anyone but you. Are you going to talk all night, or ravage me? You can pretend I'm your hotel girl. You like blonds, don't you?"
I pulled her on the bed, and over my knee, listening to her squeal. I smacked her adorable bottom. "Not even as a joke." I smacked her again, and she giggled.
"What?"
"Twenty five years before I learn you have a spanking fetish? You've been holding out on me."
I pulled her bottoms down, and swatted her bare ass. "Never. I hold nothing back. You know that. Not since our first anniversary."
"Mmm, I remember, butt boy. You love this little ass, don't you?" she wiggled her butt.
I leaned over and kissed her bare cheeks. "Of course. Every part of you."
She rolled over, looking up at me. "Love me, Alan."
I left her in the top, the material beautiful against her skin. I removed the bottoms, untying the sides and slipping them off. I moved her to the middle of the bed, and went down on her. It was easy, natural, almost automatic, the way I had her juicing up for me.
She returned the favor, using her mouth and her knowledge of me to get me hard. We came together with the ease that only years of intimate knowledge can bring.
She moved on top of me, and used her experience to wring my finish from me, not before I was able to get her off first.
We rested, her weight on my, her head on my shoulder. "Thank you for a magical life," I told her.
"Thank you for making all my dreams come true." She giggled. "You think it would shock our party guests to know what we're up to?"
I laughed, hugging her, rocking her back and forth in my arms. "I doubt that."
"Does it ever surprise you?" she asked.
"Every day. How it can get better and better, when it's already the best. I'm..."
"The luckiest. Yes. Everyone knows. Both of us are." She kissed me. "Want to go for seconds?"
"Willing to help?"
She moved down between my legs, licking her lips salaciously. "Always."
Alan woke, and instinctively reached out for the button for more painkiller. A hand slipped into his, and he looked over.
"Happy Valentine's day," she said softly.
He was in shock for a few moments, trying to take in his surroundings. There was a large heart-shaped balloon tied to his headboard, and his wife was looking down at him with tears in her eyes.
"You weren't supposed to know," he said.
She leaned over and hugged him. "I'm sorry. Sorry for everything. Please forgive me. I should never have lied to you."
He reached up, moving the tube going into his arm out of the way, and hugged her. "No need. I know you didn't do anything. I'm sorry I had to throw that in your face. I'd been a little jealous, I admit, and watched you a couple of times. You were as loyal as ever. I know you never cheated."
"Then why?" she asked.
He felt a touch on his opposite arm, and looked over to see his three children there. "Happy Valentine's Day, Daddy," Carrie whispered, leaning over and kissing his forehead.
She echoed her mother's question. "Why, Daddy? Why did you abandon us?"
"Our insurance. It wasn't going to cover my expenses. It would drain our funds, take everything we'd worked so hard for. In the end you'd be stuck with nothing, on top of losing me."
"That was a decision we should have made together," Becca said firmly.
"No. I knew what you would choose, and I couldn't live with that. I made sure that you got everything I could legally give you. There are three gifts for the children with what was left after I cashed out the 401K. About $35,000 apiece. The mortgage is paid off. I hope you have enough to get by, and my life insurance should help. It's only about $750,000. I wish I'd taken out more when I could have."
"I don't understand. You gave away everything?"
"I had to. Medicare is covering everything now. If I had money, they'd take that until I didn't have any. I'd rather you have it than them. I'm sorry."
"Your affair. Why did you sleep with that woman?"
"I needed you to divorce me. You had to come after me, asking for as much as possible, so I could give you your freedom. You're a beautiful woman, Becca. The best wife in the world. Better than I deserved. I want you to be happy, find a loving man you can give yourself to. Live well, for me. Please."



"You tried to make me hate you," she said.
He was getting tired again. He tried to sleep as much as the pain would let him. "Because I love you," he explained.
She was crying inconsolably as he drifted off to sleep, the energy of talking too much.
Alan woke a few hours later, and they were still waiting with him. The pain was almost intolerable. He reached for the button, then stopped. He needed to be clearheaded.
"He's awake," he heard Josh say, then they were standing around him again.
Alan reached for his wife's hand, and felt her soft skin against his once more. "I love you, Becca. I always have. I'm sorry I cheated on you. Please forgive me," he pleaded. The tears that the pain of his wracked body couldn't force out, came easily.
"Oh, Alan!" she cried. "Stop this. Let me take you home. We'll find better doctors. We can beat this."
It was too late for that, but he nodded. "I'd like that."
The kids gave him cards, which he had Becca read to him, and Carrie placed a stuffed animal pair in his arms. "You are the best Dad in the world," she told him, kissing his emaciated cheek, her tears spilling over onto his skin.
Another jolt of pain shattered his body, and he pressed the button that would allow more of the painkiller to enter his veins. He hated them to see him like this. Weak.
Alan reached out to the table beside him, and picked up the folded piece of paper. He handed it to Becca. "Happy Valentine's Day, baby," he said. He smiled for her and closed his eyes.
Becca looked at the handmade card. The front had a poorly drawn heart colored in red. His and her initials were in it, with the TLF underneath, True Love Forever, just like they'd carved into the tree in Battery Park after he'd proposed.
She opened it and read his awkward, shaky hand-writing.
"To Becca, my first, last and only true love. Thank you for 25 perfect years. I am the luckiest man in the world, to have had your love. I love you. Your husband, Alan."
She rubbed the tears from her eyes, and hugged him, crying, telling him she loved him and always would.
My heart was breaking. I'd cheated on her. I hated it. Hated what I had to do. Forcing her out of my life, trying to make her hate me. I knew it would be difficult, I had no way of knowing just how devastating.
The pains were becoming more frequent. Out of nowhere, the agony would paralyze me. The pills helped. Almost every day I had to suffer through a period of the blinding pain.
She had stopped. Stopped her one outlet, harmless dancing, a way of making her feel young again, naughty. I'd watched her twice, dancing with the different men, never more than a couple of times with each. Turning them away, not letting them sit with her, refusing any drinks. The girls worked together, most of them behaving similarly except that skank Margie. She was the only single one, so I guess I shouldn't hold it against her.
Lying in bed beside her, I gazed at that body. Mine and mine alone for 25 years. I knew every inch of it, better than I knew my own.
I couldn't help myself. I had promised myself that I would hold out, keep away. For the good of the plan. It was no use. I could smell her, feel the warmth emanating from her. She'd come to bed naked, for the first time in months.
I reached for her, my hand on her shoulder. She didn't move, didn't pull away, didn't turn toward me. I eased closer, my hand gliding down her side, my lips pressing against her shoulder. I kissed my way to her neck.
"I'm sorry," she whispered softly.
"Me too." I nibbled her ear, and she turned toward me.
I was aching for her, and when I felt between her legs, her desire and need was obvious.
I eased her onto her back, climbing above her.
"What's going to happen to us?" she asked.
I hushed her, scared to death I was going to ruin everything. There was no way I could hide my love for her. I slid inside of her, and she whimpered softly.
I made love to her in silence, our bodies working in perfect harmony. I stared into her eyes, my love for her in danger of destroying my careful plan.
I needed her to know. One last time. My last time ever with the love of my life, the perfect wife, the mother of my children. I wish it were otherwise. It was unfair, but I had accepted it. I'd had the best 25 years anyone could ask for.
She was everything to me. I would be gone within 6 months. Terminal. Inoperable. I couldn't take her down with me. She deserved so much more.
She had too much to offer. Too big a heart. She had to have a chance to move on, to be happy, never to have to worry about money.
God, I loved her! Why me?
I shoved the pain down, sliding in and out of that magical warm, wet opening, she'd shared with me, only me, for over 25 years.
And I had cheated on her.
I prayed in time she could forgive me.
Once again I wondered if I was doing the right thing. As painful as it was, it still seemed the best option. I'd take the blame. Let me be the bad guy. As long as she was taken care of.
I stared into her eyes, and saw the love there. Still. After all I'd done so far. It was going to be difficult to kill that light. I hated doing it. Hated myself.
She was responding, eyelids fluttering, mouth open, those sounds I knew so well escaping her lips. I adjusted my hips grinding at the end of each stroke. I had her, and I stretched it out, keeping her on edge, while I reached my own peak.
I was close, and concentrated on her, pushing her to crest, gazing into that beautiful face, feeling her response. As she peaked, I drove inside of her for one last perfect time, matching her need, timing it perfectly, making her come for me, as I finished inside of her.
She came down slowly, gasping. She stared back into my eyes, and I saw the love fighting with the fear.
"Alan..."
"Shh. I know. Me too." I shouldn't have even said that much.
I laid beside her, holding her. One last time, for the rest of my life. That was the hardest part. Never being able to hold her again.
I felt her breath slow, as she relaxed in my arms. So perfect.
I couldn't stop it. The tears rolled down my cheeks, as I remembered all the times we'd had. 25 years. It seemed so short now. I had accepted it. Any one year with her was worth it all. I was being called home, but I couldn't complain.
For twenty five years I'd had it all. The dream. The perfect life. I was the luckiest man in the world.
I prayed she had at least twenty five more. I would wait for her. Forever. I had promised.
The luckiest man in the world never woke again.
=============================
Thank you for reading my story. I hope you enjoyed it, even if it's not the most typical love story. It's part of the Valentine's Day competition so I'd appreciate the vote if you can spare the time. Your comments are always more than welcome.



            That Damned Valentine's Day Card

            He made her an offer, 7 years later she took him up on it.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/that-damned-valentines-day-card

Title: That Damned Valentine's Day Card

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Loving Wives

Description: He made her an offer, 7 years later she took him up on it.

Tags: bi-sexual, get out of jail free, cheating, lesbian, friends, threesome, stripping, teasing




===============================
He made her an offer, 7 years later she took him up on it.
This is an entry in the VALENTINES DAY STORY CONTEST 2013.
===============================
I was lying back in exhausted post-coital bliss. A smile affixed to my face unlikely to be removed by anything short of the apocalypse.
My sexy wife of six years had placed it there. It was a tradition. Every Valentine's day since we first met, I tried my best to spoil her as much as humanly possible, and she worked her damnedest to kill me with sex. It had been close this year. I was convinced she'd stopped my heart at least three times.
"You win," I murmured sleepily, reaching out for her.
She seemed about as done in as I was, yet still managed to roll onto her side and cuddle up to me. "No way. That balloon ride? Ankle deep in rose petals, and the pilot behind the gauze curtain, allowing us our privacy? How did you ever come up with that?"
"You inspire me."
She chuckled, and kissed my shoulder. "Alex?"
"Yes, darling, love of my life," I said softly, my eyes closed, the siren call of sleep stealing me away.
"I...I've been thinking of using my 'card'."
At first I wasn't sure I'd heard her right. Her 'card'? Wait. Not the card! That woke me up.
Shit. The card? She would spring it on me now? Seven years without a word, then tonight?
"Did you hear me?" she asked nervously.
"Yes, Sheri. I heard you." I tried to keep my voice calm and even.
"What do you think?" she was tensing up, and I figured it might well be in response to my own reactions. My heart was beating a mile a minute. I couldn't even think straight.
"Now?" I asked, trying to mask my anger. "You would suggest that now? Tonight of all nights?"
She moved away slowly, until only her hand was touching me softly. "I'm sorry, but if I do, it has to be soon," she answered quietly.
I sat up, my stomach roiling. "Happy fucking Valentine's Day," I murmured, as I climbed off the bed, and made my way to the bedroom door.
I walked out to the living room, and headed for the refrigerator. I grabbed a beer, then changed my mind and took the whole six-pack. I had the first one half-finished before I sat down on the couch.
The Card. Her Get-out-of-jail free card. She actually wanted to use it.
Seven years ago tonight. Valentine's Day. I'd proposed several days earlier, and she'd waffled. She wasn't sure she was ready. I was 25, but she was only 21, still in college. We'd met over the summer, 9 months earlier, and it had seemed perfect. From the first time I met her, to our first time having sex three months later, she was all I could think about.
She seemed to have it just as bad; the looks she gave me were nothing short of adoring. We were teased by both our families incessantly, about being love-struck teenagers. I didn't care. She was the one.
Perhaps that's why I was so surprised at the results when I got on my knee and proposed, holding out the ring I'd bought. She seemed overjoyed, looking around the room at our family, who I'd gathered together for the occasion.
She laughed, smiling, and took the box. "God, Alex. I love you so much, it's beautiful." I was grinning from ear to ear when she leaned down and kissed my cheek. She brought her lips to my ears, and said those frightening four words.
"We need to talk."
I forced a smile on my face, and everyone cheered and toasted us. Congratulating us. Falsely, it turned out. She never said yes.
Sure, she put on a beautiful front, proclaiming her love, hugging me kissing me. I guess she didn't want to embarrass me. But she closed the box, without taking the ring out, and whispered those four little words, shattering my world.
I kept up appearances as best as I could, then when I had a chance, I went outside, got in my car and drove home, without saying goodbye. I could feel the hot tears finally escaping. How could I have been so wrong?
I turned off my cell-phone, bolted the door when I got home, and unplugged the phone. I drank a half-bottle of scotch, and collapsed in the bed, wondering what I was going to do with the rest of my life. She was the one. She was. There had been nobody before her that attracted me half as powerfully as she did. Everything about 'us' was perfect.
For three days I didn't move. Didn't turn on my phone, ignored the intermittent pounding on my door. Wallowed in hurt, self-pity, and anguish. Drank my meager liquor cabinet dry. Didn't go to work. Didn't call in.
I woke up the fourth day, my head splitting, sick to my stomach. I'd run out of booze sometime the night before. I got off my living room floor and staggered to the bathroom, eating a handful of aspirin dry, and climbing in the shower until the water ran cold.
I didn't feel like trying to prepare anything to eat, so I threw on some clothes, haphazardly, and decided that Denny's might do the trick.
I opened the door, and was surprised to see Sheri curled up in a ball, on my doorstep. The sight of her pained me more than I thought possible. I carefully stepped over her, and didn't even bother to pull the door closed behind me. Walked down the apartment steps to the first floor, got in my car and went to eat.
I was half-way through the Grand-Slam when she sat down in the booth opposite me. Not much of a surprise that she found me. She knew my habits, my taste. She looked sort of like I felt. I didn't understand that. She's the one that turned me down.
She could barely look at me. "I'm sorry," she said, barely above a whisper. "I didn't handle that well. You surprised me."
I finished chewing on my pancakes, and started cutting another bite. "No, you handled that perfectly. I got your message."
"Please, Alex, talk to me. I love you. I've never loved anyone like you."
I laughed, stuffing my face with too much pancake, and washing it down with some coke.
"I didn't mean to hurt you. I only wanted to talk about it."
I set my cutlery aside. "Talk? It was a simple question. Two possible answers. Yes or no. You didn't answer yes. I understand. I'm sorry if I embarrassed you."
"Embarrass me? It was the sweetest, most romantic thing in the world."
"What do you want, Sheri? Can't you see I want to be alone right now?"
"I want to talk with you, like we always do. We can talk about anything. It's one of the things that's so great about being with you. I love you, Alex. I'm just not sure I'm ready to get married. Can't we go somewhere and talk?"
I was having a hard time holding it together. The combination of pancakes, eggs, bacon and coke was suddenly a very bad idea. I scrambled out of the booth and barely made it to the bathroom before I lost my breakfast, which I hadn't even paid for. I stayed in there a long time, head over the bowl, emptying my stomach. When I had nothing left to offer the porcelain gods, I rinsed my mouth out in the sink, and prepared myself to face her again. Maybe if I was lucky she'd left.
I left the bathroom and she was standing in the little hallway. She took one look at me, then dropped to her knees crying. "What have I done?" she whined.
I stepped around her, left a $20 on the table, and headed out the door.
She caught me as I was unlocking the car and almost knocked me down, throwing her arms around my waist and clinging to me. "Please, Alex! I'm begging you. Don't do this. I'll marry you. I love you. I'll do whatever it takes. Don't leave me."
What can I say? I loved her. With all my heart and soul. I lifted her into my arms and hugged her, broken heart and all. "No, I won't make you marry me. I'll take whatever I can have, but I won't do that to you. Let's go, Sheri."
She cried all the way back to the apartment. The door was still open, but miraculously the place looked just as bad as when I left. I was holding her by the hand, and she followed forlornly, a step behind.
We laid down on my bed, fully clothed, and held each other. We both cried, my tears streaming down my face, while I held it back as well as I could. She let it all out, sobbing.
"Why?" I finally asked, once we were both cried out, lying there silently.
"I don't know. You surprised me, and all of a sudden I was scared. I've done so little with my life. I have all these ideas, these dreams, things I've wanted to do, and I was seeing myself married, tied down with children, my freedom lost."
"I have dreams too, Sheri. Goals, a long list of things I'm determined to do some day. I want to do them with you. I can't imagine doing them without you."
Sheri looked pitiful. "Maybe I'm an idiot. Ruining the best moment of my life. I love you so much. I dream of a life with you, having my babies with you. I don't know what happened. I...I'm afraid. What if there's something I want to do, and you don't want to? Do I just give it up? Will I regret getting married before I'd done more with my life?"
I was nervous about what she was saying. Of one thing in particular.
"Is it sex?" I asked softly.
She was quiet for a while. "I don't know. Maybe. That's part of it I guess. You've been around, done so much more. I've had two miserable lovers in my life. I didn't know how to enjoy sex until you. You were so good with me, so patient. You taught me so well."
"But..."
"But sometimes I get jealous. I wonder. How many were there before me? How did you learn to be so amazing? Am I enough for you? Will you get tired of me? Worse, will I someday feel I missed out? Will I succumb to temptation someday?"
"Temptation? Aren't I enough for you? Don't I satisfy you?"
"You destroy me. You are wonderful in bed. You can leave me a shivering mess." She moved closer to me, hugging me. "I had no idea love could be like it is with you."
"And still it's not enough," I said softly.
"It's not that, Alex. I swear." She shuddered. "You know I get hit on all the time. All the time. I have no interest in them, none whatsoever, but every now and then, afterward, I wonder. Don't you ever see a beautiful woman and wonder what it would be like?"
"Sometimes I think about it. I would guess all men do. Not seriously, more of a fantasy. Nothing I would consider acting on. Why would I when I have you?"
"But what if one day it's different? Maybe you're mad at me. Maybe you're drunk. Perhaps some woman will come on to you so hard, you'll start wondering. More than wonder." She tilted her head back looking at me. "I'm only going to get married once, Alex. It would destroy me if you cheated on me. Probably worse if I cheated on you. If I wonder now, when everything is so new, so perfect, what might happen 10 years down the road? Why do I even wonder about other lovers?"
"I'll never cheat on you, Sheri. I hate cheating."
"I hate it too."
But it didn't end there. We talked about her thoughts. Her concerns. We eventually got naked together and made love. We tiptoed around the subject a little. We slept together, nothing resolved. The next morning I got up to go to work, if I still had a job. Sheri told me she'd called the office when I wouldn't answer the door, my car parked out front. She told them I was deathly ill, and didn't know when I'd be back. She'd called in sick herself.
I thanked her, and told her I'd see her after work. It wasn't until I was in the office, and saw the flowers, balloons and cards on people's desks that I realized it was Valentine's day. Our first together. Barely. We almost hadn't made it. I still wasn't sure we would.
I got sympathetic nods and comments from a few people, hoping I felt better. I'd never missed a day of work in three years, except for taking two weeks off last summer, after meeting Sheri.
Before the end of the day, I went to my boss, and told her I still wasn't feeling well.
"You look terrible, Alex. You didn't have to come in. Get well, Ok? We'll survive until you're back to 100%. You looked like you were in a daze all day."
"I'm sorry. I hope to get over it soon." That much was true.
I left early, with my boss's blessing. I bought the biggest card I could find, nearly three feet tall, and plastered the back with a dozen more cards, glued to it. I wrote a message in each one, telling her I'd wait until she was ready, I didn't mean to rush her, I loved her and always would. I got two dozen long stemmed roses, Godiva chocolate truffles, a gift certificate to the spa.
And in a moment of temporary insanity I made out that handwritten, God-damned stupid card.
"Get Out of Jail Free" it said on one side. On the reverse I'd written these simple words. "Whatever you want. One Time. I won't say no."
I stopped at the jewelry store, and bought a stupidly overpriced box. A hard case, navy blue velvet covering. I placed the card inside. Big romantic gesture.
I know. I'm an idiot.
I called her and told her to go home and get dressed up. I had to phone almost a dozen restaurants to find one that we could get in on Valentine's Day, at the last minute.
I picked her up, and once more was amazed at how beautiful she was, and how she could possibly be with me. I really didn't deserve her. I wined and dined her, then took her back to my place.
Rose petals on the floor, leading to the table where her card was. "Happy Valentine's Day, Sheri," I told her, giving her a hug. She read her card, alternately laughing and crying. When she finished the last of the smaller cards, telling me how much she loved me, I gave her the box. She undid the ribbon holding it closed, and opened it, a look of curiosity scoring her face. She took the card, and read it carefully. Turned it over twice, re-reading it.
"You...I mean...I would never," she stumbled over her words.
"But if you ever do, once, you're forgiven. I love you Sheri. I don't want you to have to wonder."
She closed the box reverently. "How? How could you love me that much? Forgive me even before I did something?"
"How could I not? You're everything to me. My entire world. I know that now, having thought I'd lost you. I can't let that happen. I don't think I could survive it."
She took me by the hand, and quietly brought me back to our bedroom. She took off her dress, and stood before me, wearing the sexiest bra and panties I'd ever seen. I didn't know she owned anything like that. She blushed prettily. "Happy Valentine's Day, Alex. I'm yours, whatever you want. Anything you can imagine. I'll never say no."
We made love four times. Nothing crazy, no water sports, no bondage, no anal. I did ask her to suck me before each time, and we covered every inch of my queen sized bed. She wore me out, then woke me in the night to continue our play. The morning was a continuation of the night before, and I couldn't get enough of her. I called in sick. It was a Friday, and I told them I thought I'd be better by Monday. Better if I was still alive.
We were laying together, pleasantly exhausted, when she reached beside the bed. She pulled out the little box which I'd given her a scant six days earlier. "May I?" she asked.
"I'd be honored," I answered.
She opened it and took out the ring. "Put it on me?"
I took it from her hands, and slipped the ring on her finger. "Are you sure?" I asked nervously.
"I've never been more sure of anything in my life. Does the offer still stand?"
"No," I told her.
She caught her breath, looking at me in surprise. "No?"
I scrambled off the bed, onto my knees. "Sheri, the first time you agreed to go out with me, I knew I was the luckiest man alive. I'd do whatever it took to win your heart. As I grew to know you, and saw how perfectly our dreams and aspirations matched, I knew you were placed on this earth to complete me. When I took you to the movies, and three times in a row, you chose the one I wanted so desperately to see, without even knowing, I accepted it was fate. Before I met you, I was content, wandering through life, but without any passion. Now, everything I do reminds me of you, and makes me want to be a man worthy of your love. Please, I beg you, make me the happiest man in the world. Tell me you'll marry me."
"I will. I'll marry you, and spend the rest of my life making you glad you asked me. I love you more than you'll ever know. Thank you for helping me understand how badly I need and want you." She got down on the floor with me, hugging me. "I'm the lucky one, Alex. I don't deserve you, but I swear I'll do my damnedest to change that."
That was the beginning of our Valentine's Day tradition. Every year I was hard pressed to ratchet the romantic gestures up one more notch, and every year she made my dreams and fantasies come true. The best day of the year. For six more years after that, our first Valentine's Day.
Until that night.
* * *
When she came out to find me, after I hadn't returned to our bed, I had killed the six pack, the empties arrayed beside me, and I was working on a bottle of single malt. I was determined to drink until I didn't hurt any more. I was getting close.
I could see she'd been crying. She sat down next to me, quietly. I ignored her, taking a long swig from the bottle, feeling that delightful soothing burn down my throat.
"Never mind. Please forget I ever said anything," she whispered.
I stared out the glass doors into our backyard. Had I missed something? I thought we were happy. Deliriously happy to be honest. Where had I gone wrong? How the fuck could she want to use the card.
"Alex, please, put that away and come to bed. Let's pretend this never happened, Ok? I'm sorry."
"Use your damn card," I muttered.
"W...what?" she stammered.
I stood, and screamed at her. "USE YOUR GOD-DAMNED FUCKING CARD!" I took the bottle in my hand and threw it at the wall. It didn't break, it made a hole in the drywall, stuck, the neck sticking out, and the half bottle of Laphroaig draining onto the floor. I stomped out of the room and locked myself in the guest room.
She knocked a few minutes later, calling out for me. "Alex?"
I ignored her. She tried the handle, knocked a few more times before giving up.
I don't know how, but I slept like a rock.
Apparently she didn't. She had put on a t-shirt, and was standing in front of my door when I opened it.
"It's not what you think, Alex. Will you listen to me? Please?"
My head was aching, and my mouth was as dry as the Sahara. I walked past her to the master bedroom, and headed for the bathroom. I turned on the shower, dumped several aspirin in my hand, and stood under the cool water as it warmed up. I opened my mouth below the shower-head, and drank in the water to wash down the aspirin, washing the sand out of my mouth. The water got hot, then cooled down again before I left. The pounding in my head had settled to a gentle thumping.
She was waiting for me, a towel in my hand. "Please, baby? Don't do this again. You have to listen, try to understand."
"I understand. I'm not enough for you. Fine. Use your card. You have my blessing. I don't want to know why, or how, or with who. No gory details. I couldn't take that. Never talk to me about it. Do whatever the fuck you have to do, and leave me out of it."
"It's John. He leaves for Afghanistan on Tuesday. That's why it couldn't wait," she told me.
"Damn it, Sheri! I don't want to know!"
"Please, baby, I need you to understand. It's not about me or you. I swear, you're everything I need. The only man I ever want."
I laughed brushing past her, ignoring her hand clinging to me. She grabbed me tighter. "No, Alex! You have to listen to me. I've earned this much."
"Right. I thought I'd earned love and faithfulness."
"You have. I've never cheated on you, and I never will. John's devastated, Alex. First that horrible divorce, losing his kids, and then getting called up to the reserves barely a month after his divorce is final. He's dying. If he goes over there like that, I don't think he'll ever come back."



I was trying to ignore her, walking through the house to the kitchen, starting the coffee. She followed, a step or two behind, trying to justify herself.
"I think I can help him. I have to if I can," she whined.
"I get it. You fuck him, and everything's better. You get to scratch your itch, and he gets a special going away. Go ahead, I told you, I don't care."
"I can't. I won't destroy our marriage to save him. It's selfish of me, but I can't do that."
"You won't destroy our marriage. I gave you that fucking card, and I'll stand by it. You're forgiven. Do what you think you have to. Just please don't throw it in my face afterward." I felt beaten down, miserable.
I felt her arms wrap around me. "Come to bed, Alex. Lay with me, and listen with an open heart. I swear, give me an hour of your time, and if you don't ask me to go to him, I won't. I'll never mention it again, and I'll burn that card, and never, ever bring it up. One hour. Call in late, and do this for me."
I figured I could play along. No way I'd ever ask her to go to another man. We'd end this, and hopefully find a way past it.
I laid down stiffly, wrapped only in my towel. She got naked and cuddled up to me.
"This is John, we're talking about. Not some asshole. I know you like him, he's a good man. Life has just been giving him nothing but an ass-kicking for the last couple of years."
She was right. I did like John. He was a good guy, or so I'd thought. One of the few people from her work we socialized with. Unfortunate that he married a cheating slut. Didn't mean he had to make one out of my wife.
"He doesn't know about this. He probably won't even go along. He hates cheaters as much as you or I. Probably more, and with good reason. You remember how happy he used to be. Fun, cheerful. He's miserable now. A zombie at work. I think most people are going to be glad to see him leave."
I remembered how he'd taken the news about his wife, and bore it well. Until the divorce. It had been horrible, she'd accused him of everything from being a wife-beater to a pedophile. Dragged his name through the mud. Got a restraining order, kicked him out of his own home, and then took him for everything she could. Her lawyer was a lot better than his, and it paid off for her. He'd been successful, a cheerful guy, easy to get along with. Fun at a party. Never obnoxious. He flirted like most of us, but never to the point of being uncomfortable.
When she left the state with her lover, or at least one of them, taking the kids with her, he'd been crushed. He didn't socialize. I don't think I ever saw him in public after that.
"I was his sounding board at work. The only one he talked to. She destroyed him, and he was so angry, so bitter. He seemed to hate all women. I was surprised he even put up with me."
"Sounding board?" I asked cruelly. "Was that all?"
"Yes baby, I swear. Breaks and lunches. I'd have to drag him out of the building sometimes. The only thing he cared about anymore were those cars of his. I don't know how he managed to keep them."
I remembered. He'd told me once. "Family business. They're registered under some kind of family business with his mother."
"If I could get him out of the building and in his car, he'd calm down. He'd talk, open up. He was so sad. Losing the children and getting accused of abuse. Everyone knew it was bullshit."
"God, she must have hated him," I said.
"She's the worst piece of shit walking this earth, as far as I'm concerned. He was finally coming back. Smiling sometimes. He was never anything other than a gentleman. He never kissed me, never even touched me in an offensive way. Opened doors, held a chair, but that was all. He wouldn't even hug me back, when I tried to hug him."
I could believe that. She was right. I did like him. And I trusted him. That made it even weirder.
"We both know he always liked me. He'd always seek me out, talk to me, at parties. He flirted, but in a friendly way. I never felt awkward around him. Still, I could see how he looked at me. Not filthy, but appreciative."
"And that got you wondering," I taunted her.
"No, never! I swear. It's not about me. I think if I could spend some time with him before he goes, remind him of the good things. That all women aren't evil conniving bitches. Show him a little love and appreciation."
She leaned her head on my shoulder. "He was getting better. He was, and then came the service call. He never thought he'd get called up, but they need civil engineers. It crushed him. I don't think he'd ever imagined it would happen, but on top of everything else it was the last straw. He drew back into himself. I'm afraid for him. I know he's really depressed. I think he's suicidal. I have a terrible feeling that if he goes over there like he is now, he'll never come back. He won't survive."
"I tried to get him to lunch yesterday. I even bought him a little stuffed bear for Valentine's Day. He was in his office, head on his desk crying. God, Alex, he was crying like a little boy. It broke my heart. I left before he could see me. He's hurting so badly."
I could feel her tears on my chest. She was clinging to me, almost painfully. "I...I think I could help him. I had to try. If he died over there, and I didn't at least try, I don't know how I'd live with myself. That's why I had to ask. I swear, it was the hardest thing I ever did. I was afraid it would hurt you, but I hoped you would understand. When I saw you last night, so much like that first time I hurt you, I knew it was too much to ask. But I needed you to understand why I did. It wasn't because I don't love you, or want anything else. I swear to God it's not. There's nobody but you for me, Alex. I know that now. I'm not the ignorant little girl I was 7 years ago. I wanted to help him if I could, that's all."
"That's a lot, Sheri. Asking me to let you be with another man, for whatever reason."
"I don't even know it would come to that. Hell, I don't even know if he'd go along. But he's leaving Tuesday. I thought I could spend one last day with him. Saturday. Get him out, maybe to a park or to a museum. A nice dinner, and then an evening alone. If I thought that being with me would save him, I'd even do that. I'd try to mend him enough that maybe, just maybe, he'd somehow survive and make it back. I don't think he will, if he goes over there like he is now."
"And you think one day with you will provide this miracle healing?"
"I don't know. Probably not. Still, I wanted to try. That was all. I'm sorry. The timing was horrible, but seeing him the way he was yesterday put the idea in my head. Time was running out. I wasn't thinking straight. You made my day perfect, and I ruined it. I'm so sorry Alex."
She was so stressed out, I was surprised I hadn't noticed the night before. I hate to say it, but I believed her. Was the idea of getting to bed a different man thrilling for her? Perhaps, I can't really know, but what I did believe that this was about trying to help a friend, more than anything else. An unusual situation.
I was also torn over that damned card. I felt a little guilty. I knew that first Valentine's Day sealed the deal that got us to the altar. Broke down her last reservations. I honestly felt that with the offer there, she'd never need to take me up on it, and although I'd sweated it a few times in the first couple of years, I'd completely forgotten about it until she brought it up.
If she really did expect me to honor it, was this the best chance I'd get. A good guy, in tough straits, that was leaving town for at least a couple of years?
"How do you picture it happening? Do you just show up at his place? Do you pack an overnight bag? Will I hear from you?"
She was slow to answer. "I...I don't think we should do it. I saw how you were. God, I thought you were going to walk out on me! I could even understand it if you did. I love you Alex, and I don't think it's worth the risk."
"It shocked me. It really hurt that you'd bring it up after all these years, and to do it on Valentine's Day! Our special day. All I could think was that our love making was a sham. It was all done to get me let you cheat."
She started to say something, and I cut her off. "No, please, let me finish. I'm trying to be honest with you, so you can understand my reaction. I would have probably have been hurt and surprised no matter when you brought it up, but on Valentine's Day? For God's sake, Sheri, you must know what that day means to me! I thought it meant that to both of us. I spend weeks, months, doing everything in my power to make it the single most romantic day of your life up until that point. Each year I plot and plan how I'm going to surpass the previous year. I spend hundreds, even thousands of dollars in preparation for that look in your eye that tells me, once again, I've won you. The end of the day, holding you in my arms, knowing you're mine, totally, heart and soul is the best part of my year. You killed that last night. I don't know how I'll ever get that back."
She pulled away from me, crying openly. I turned and held her, waiting for her to calm down. When she could breath normally, she finally managed to get a few comprehensible words out. "I'm sorry. It's magical what you do for me. I feel so loved and appreciated. It's like getting proposed to all over again," she chuckled. "The second time, I mean, not that other time I fucked up so bad."
She turned and hugged me. "I was going to wait until today. That was my plan, but I was an idiot. I felt so warm and calm, so content, so happy. I felt your love for me was so absolute, and the fear of bringing it up to you had faded for just that moment. I wanted to get it over with, not hide it, not have to think about it. Yes or No and it would be over. In retrospect, I was a complete jerk. If you can find it in your heart to forgive me, we can put this past us, and I swear I'll make it up to you. I will, and you know I keep my promises."
I gave her a hug. "I know you do. That's the real problem here. I do too. I told you once, seven years ago, I didn't want you to have to wonder. If the time came when you wanted to do something I wouldn't normally agree to, I'd give you the one free shot. No repercussions, no punishment, no second thoughts. I behaved badly last night, and I can only blame it on the timing. I hope you'll forgive me."
"No Alex. There's no forgiving, because there's nothing to forgive. I ambushed you, in the worse way on our special day. I'll regret that the rest of my life. At the end of every Valentine's Day for now on, instead of having all those beautiful times to reflect on, we'll both be thinking of how I ruined this one. How I might have even cost us our marriage, by being a selfish idiot. No, I'll never forgive you for something that I did."
I kissed her softly, and said what was probably the most painful words that had ever passed my lips. "Go to him Saturday. Do what you can to save him, whatever you think it takes. I don't want to know any details, but I'd like to hear from you each night, just to know that you're alright."
I could feel her tensing up, and she spoke up, "Each night?"
"Go tomorrow, and don't come back until you've done all you can. Take him to the airport, Tuesday, and come back to me. This is your one."
"Are you sure?" she asked several seconds later. "I couldn't stand the thought of this damaging our marriage. Nothing matters more to me than you, Alex. Nothing."
"Do it, Sheri. Saturday through Tuesday. Then we'll never talk about it again. You'll never see him alone again, and you'll never be intimate with another man for the rest of our marriage. If you practice unsafe sex with him, I will want you to get tested before you come back to our bed. I won't ask for proof, but I expect you to take precautions, and make sure it's safe for me. When you're ready, you can come back to our bed, and I'll expect you to be available to me. Those are my only conditions."
I climbed out of our bed, and started to dress for work. She watched me, silently. I figured she had questions, but we could talk about it that evening.
She followed me to the door, dressed only in her robe, and pulled me in for a long kiss before I left. "I love you. You and nobody but you, ever. I hope you know that."
All I could do was nod.
* * *
The day seemed to drag on forever, but somehow I made it through. I considered stopping at a bar for a few bracing drinks, but thought better of it. I wasn't a big drinker, a few drinks a week maybe, social drinking at parties, a couple of beers watching a game. Twice I'd set out to get blinding drunk, both times because of her. I didn't want to do it again.
I got home, and she met me at the door, on her knees, wearing only a negligee. She handed me a drink, and then opened my pants. The door was still open, and I went to close it, she told me no.
"Don't. Leave it open. I don't care who knows that I will do anything for the love of my life. Anything. Tonight it starts with this."
I put down my briefcase, took a sip of my drink, and let her get me hard. I rested my hand on her head, guiding her gently. She poured her soul into that blowjob, and after only a few minutes of effort, she had me ready to shoot. I groaned, thrusting hard into her mouth. She grabbed my hips, and sucked me deep. I gasped as I exploded in her mouth, and she took it all, sucked me gently through my finish, and kept at it, teasing me back to half-staff.
She stood up, and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "Dress down, lover. I'll see you in the living room in a few."
I was sitting on the couch less than 10 minutes later, and she showed up seconds later with a tray of snacks. She pulled the coffee table right up to the edge of the couch, and climbed into my lap. I was treated to an array of tiny treats, fed by my wife, her lips following each morsel.
"A tiny snack is all," she whispered. "I hope you have an appetite for dinner. I think you're going to find it pretty spectacular."
I laughed. "I skipped lunch. I'm famished."
She giggled. "Perfect."
"You don't have to do all this," I told her.
"I do. I was thinking about it. Every year, you do so much to make my one day perfect, and all I give you is sex. I try to make it great, but it doesn't compare to what you do for me."
"Hush," I told her, sealing her lips with mine. "It's the greatest gift in the world. Nothing you could do would ever top that."
She pouted. "No. I want to do something for you. You spoil me rotten every Valentine's Day, and I went and messed it up. I want to start a new tradition. February 15th, is my day to spoil you for now on. It's a done deal, and I don't want to hear any more about it."
I chuckled. "Yes ma'am. As long as this isn't about the other thing."
She shook her head solemnly. "No. It's nothing about that. We can talk about that later. This is because I want to do something special for you. I know it won't be in the same league as your romantic gestures, but I need to do this for us."
"I'm yours for the rest of the night, beautiful."
She grinned. "Good. Now I want you to go out on the patio, and enjoy your drink. I need a few minutes to finish the dinner preparation. I'll get you when I'm ready."
I let her guide me outside, and sipped on my drink. I tried to keep thoughts about the other matter out of my mind. A welcome home blowjob, with the door open? I wonder if any of our neighbor's had caught any of that.
It took longer than I expected, but eventually she showed up, still wearing that naughty negligee. She looked spectacular.
"Trust me, hubby dearest?" she teased.
"With my life."
"Nothing quite as drastic as that," she teased. She pulled her arms out from behind her back, and waved a blindfold at me. "May I?"
I nodded and let her put it on me. She took my hand and guided me indoors out of the cool evening air. Inside, she pulled my sweats down my legs, and told me to raise my hands. I lifted them up, and she took my shirt off, leaving me in my boxers. Her hands ran down my chest. "I hate you. You haven't gained one pound since we got married. How am I supposed to keep up with you?"
"Who are you kidding? You're more beautiful today than when I met you."
"I'm glad you think so." The she was pulling me forward by the hand. She maneuvered back to the couch, from my blind estimation, then urged me to sit back with a simple push on my chest. I felt her sit down next to me. Her hands moved to my head, and I felt her pulling on my mask.
"Dinner is served," she whispered, giggling, and pulled my mask free.
It took a few moments for the reality of the situation before me to sink in. Too surprising to be believed at first, I was stunned.
My wife's arm slid around me shoulders. "Nothing? Please don't tell me I screwed up again," she said nervously.
The coffee table before me was quite full. A naked female body was stretched out in front of me, with a couple of dozen sushi treats lined up on her body. The woman was blindfolded and unmoving, but I saw a hint of a smile on her lips. Her skin was completely smooth, including at her crotch. A starburst of treats were placed there as well, three at the point where her legs met, and another five radiating out beyond those.
It's strange how hard it is to recognize a woman when she's absolutely naked and wearing a mask. Her hair was no help, hidden under some kind of cap. Smallish breasts, covered in sushi, narrowed it down somewhat. I started with her usual friends, trying to figure out who it was.
"Alex, you're scaring me," Sheri whispered anxiously.
"Who?" was all I could utter.
"Don't worry about that. Time to enjoy our dinner." She handed me a pair of chopsticks, and started mixing a dollop of wasabi with soy sauce in a small ceramic bowl in front of her. She passed me the wasabi, and I took some, then watched as she added the soy sauce to my bowl. She reached forward, plucked what looked like salmon on a rectangle of rice off of the thigh in front of me. She dunked it in my bowl, then held it to my lips. I opened my mouth and accepted her offering.
She seemed happy with that, and took another piece off the belly in front of her. A nice firm belly, I might add.
With the ice broken, I helped myself to the tuna at our server's waist. The outer ring of the sunburst. With a smile, I grabbed another, reaching across my wife, and selecting from the breast. I held it to her lips, and she gave me a big grin before opening up for me.
I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek. "You are nothing but surprises these last few days, aren't you?"
"You like?"
"Very much. Naughty girl."
It was crazy erotic, to be eating off the naked body. After a bit, she stopped using the chopsticks, and started picking up the pieces with her fingers, and I followed in her footsteps. It became playful, feeding each other, teasing, uncovering our serving girl.
Sheri's hands lingered, caressing the naked flesh, and I placed my hand on the thigh in front of me, for the moment cleared of food. I thought I felt a slight trembling.
"Do I want to know how much this cost, or how big a favor you had to call in for this surprise?" I asked.
She leaned against me, kissing my neck. "Quite the bargain. When I explained what I had in mind, I had more than one volunteer. It seems you have admirers, handsome man."
She leaned forward, and scooped up a treat off the far breast, with her lips. She took her time, and I saw the tip of her tongue brushing the skin underneath. The woman's nipples hardened noticeably. She turned to me with a wicked grin. "Delicious. You should try it."
I took her at her word, and leaned across the leg in front of me, nibbling a morsel off the far thigh. Sheri was giggling before I was done.
"God, that looked hot," she said softly, and then her arms were around my neck, and she was kissing me.



She brought her lips to my ear. "We can tease her, but no penetration and no kissing. Understood?"
"Perfectly."
After that we got a little crazy, moving around the prone body, using only our mouths to eat from her. After scooping up a treat, we were both kissing and licking the underlying flesh. Sheri, grabbed a piece and set it right on the nipple, twisting and pushing a little, until it was seated firmly. "Go get it," she teased.
I wasn't about to argue, and took my time eating it in place, sucking on the perky little protrusion, and getting my first tiny moan from our human serving tray. I grabbed another and did the same for her.
Sheri smirked at me, as if I was challenging her, and she did an even better job of retrieving it, making the woman underneath squirm.
She laughed at that. "I think we're getting to her. And she was doing so well, don't you think?"
"Wonderfully."
We were down to half a dozen pieces, and I was loathe to finish. I was still surprised, after all we'd done, when she moved to the end of the table, between the woman's legs. Sheri parted them, hanging our guest's calves over the sides of the coffee table. I heard a faint gasp, and she placed a treat right over the pretty pink opening.
"We don't want her to go away wanting," she whispered to me, nibbling on my ear.
I took several minutes to devour that piece and the succulent flesh beneath it. As I pulled away, another piece appeared in place of the previous, and I went after it with gusto, exploring further, my tongue grazing her opening, my lips sucking up on the little hidden nub of flesh at the top of her opening. I felt my 'table' trembling, and a whispered "please..." escaped her lips.
I sucked with abandon, tonguing her clit, until I felt her shuddered release.
I pulled away, both excited, and embarrassed. I wondered if I'd taken things too far, but my wife was nibbling on a breast, and lifted her head, smiling for me. "That was kind of you," she said.
I moved away, and placed one of our last two treats where the previous two had been. I looked at Sheri, and I saw a flash of nervousness. "You want me too...?"
I nodded.
She gazed at me for a few seconds, then blushed. She moved down between the woman's legs, and when she lowered her face, a whispered "Oh God..." got my attention.
I caressed our generous hostesses face, and forgetting the rules for a moment, kissed her lightly on the lips. She whimpered softly, and I turned and worked on her breasts while my wife finished the last of the treats, and finished our pretty little playmate as well.
The woman was completely naked, breathing hard, with nothing covering her anywhere. She was trying to hold completely still, and I thought we were done, but Sheri stood, removed her panties, and climbed on the table, her knees bracketing the woman's head, and her hands braced beside her hips. "Now, Alex. I can't wait any longer," she growled.
I dropped my boxers and took up position at the end of the table. Sheri was absolutely soaked in anticipation and I entered her easily. With the first few strokes she was coming. I started slowly but was soon banging her hard. She lowered her head, and I groaned when our naked playmate cried out. I looked down past where my cock was sluicing in out of Sheri's dripping channel. Literally dripping, drops of her juices, falling on the blindfolded face below.
"Fuck me," Sheri gasped, thrusting backward. "Fuck. Me!"
I was hammering her as hard as I could, when I felt the shift below me. I grabbed her hips in reflex, as the overworked coffee table surrendered its life, collapsing to the floor, and wrenching a surprised "Ooof!" out of our guest.
Sheri squealed, and I released her gently, as she crawled to our guest. "Oh, God, Alyssa, are you Ok?"
The woman was trying to sit up, holding the back of her head. With me positioned as I was, her hand grazed my cock. "Damn, that hurt," she whined. "I hit my head."
"Get her some ice, Alex," Sheri commanded. I rushed to the kitchen grabbing a kitchen towel, and wrapping several cubes of ice in it. Alyssa? From her work? I hadn't seen that one coming.
I went out to the living room, and Alyssa was unmasked, sitting on the couch with Sheri beside her. I brought over the improvised ice pack. "Sorry," I said, with more than a little embarrassment.
Alyssa, took it and held it to the back of her head, chuckling. "Frankly, Sher, this isn't what I signed up for. You're going to owe me big time."
Sheri gave her a hug. A nice naked hug I might add. My erection, robbed of its imminent finish, was in no danger of going away.
"I got a little carried away," Sheri mumbled.
"You think?" Alyssa teased.
"It's for a good cause," Sheri whined.
"You gonna leave him like that? The least you could do is finish what you started. I think I'll just sit back and watch this time. From a safe distance."
I had nervously picking up the pieces of the table. All four legs had simply folded toward the far end of the table. I had lifted the table top away and stood it to the side, and found Sheri lying on her back in its place when I turned around.
"I hope you don't mind an audience, big guy," she said, grinning.
I didn't and I climbed between her legs, tilting them back, and was soon thrusting away at her. The effort leading up to that moment, plus the presence of our audience had me distinctly worked up, and I didn't last more than a couple of minutes before I was filling her. I was pleased that she was somehow able to reach her own release with the limited servicing I provided. I looked over as I grew close to my finish and saw that Alyssa had her hands between her legs as she watched us.
I groaned as I unloaded in my wife, thrusting in deeply. I pulled out a few seconds later, and she quickly moved forward and took me in her mouth. Quite the naughty thing to do, and not usually on the menu. When I was sufficiently clean for her tastes, she pulled away, blushing again.
She grinned. "You, sir, are corrupting me."
I laughed. "I'll be corrupting you a lot more before this evening is through."
She got up, stretching beautifully. "Dessert's going to have to wait."
Sheri extended her hand to her officemate, and Alyssa stood up. They disappeared into the back of the house, and I finished neatening up the mess. We were going to have to get the carpets cleaned. I'd completely forgotten about the soy sauce, and our little serving bowls. They had spilled everywhere, right in front of the couch.
I put on my boxers, and did what I could, spraying the stains with carpet cleaner, and patting down the stained areas. I heard a wolf whistle behind me, and I stood, once more a bit embarrassed.
Sheri had a new negligee on, and Alyssa was dressed casually, in her business clothing. She walked over and gave me a hug, and a quick kiss. "Thanks for an...interesting evening. I hope I didn't spoil everything."
I laughed, giving her a hug. "Not at all. You were pretty amazing! How can you hold still that long?"
She smiled. "I used to do some modeling for the art students to make money in college. I'd have to stay perfectly still for sometimes as long as 30 minutes at a time. I guess I got used to it." She pulled me down for another quick kiss. "You know you're a damn lucky guy, don't you?"
I nodded, looking over at my patient wife. "I know it."
Alyssa grinned. "Good." She turned to Sheri, "Give me a call, I'm gonna need details later."
Sheri escorted her to the door, and gave her a hug. "You're the best, Alyssa."
Alyssa grinned. "That was wild," she confessed. "As long as we at least try to follow the rules, I'd love to help you again. Let me know."
When she was gone, Sheri came to me, sliding into my extended arms. "That was different," she said.
I laughed. "No kidding."
"Take me to bed, Alex? I...I need you to love me tonight. I'm nervous," she said softly.
I scooped her in my arms. I couldn't remember the last time I'd done that, and she squealed cutely. "Stop, you'll hurt yourself."
"Not hardly. I love holding you like this. Brace yourself, beautiful, you're about to be loved."
She smiled for me, and leaned her head against my chest, while I carried her back to our room.
I did as she asked, nothing too crazy, a long drawn out love session, most of the time spent holding her and moving in and out of her warm tunnel gently and easily. No screaming or hysterical moaning, it was more in line with re-establishing our connection, which had been strained so severely.
We were laying in the afterglow, cuddled together. "It's not too late to change your mind," she said softly.
"Having second thoughts?"
"From the moment I first entertained the idea. I'd hate to mess up what we have."
I gave her a squeeze. "I'm nervous too. Hell, even a little jealous at the idea of him experiencing you for the first time. I think we'll be fine. You love me and only me, right? This isn't any more than what you've told me."
"I'd hope you wouldn't even have to ask. You're the one for me, big guy. You and only you, forever and ever." She ran her hand across my chest. "We'll talk every evening. If you change your mind, if you find yourself doubting us in any way, tell me. I'll leave and come straight home to you."
"Alright. I think I can survive 3 days and nights without you. It'll be difficult being alone, but I'll manage."
She giggled. "You won't be alone. I've made sure you'll be taken care of."
Taken care of? "What do you mean? What are you up to, Trouble?"
"Nothing bad. A way to distract you a little. You won't be eating alone. You've got dates for the next three nights lined up. Now don't go getting your hopes up, these are platonic dates. No funny stuff, beyond a little flirting and playing around, Ok?"
"What kind of dates?" I asked.
"It wouldn't be much of a surprise then, would it? You'll have to trust me. I know I'm asking that a lot."
"I trust you completely, Sheri. Doesn't make me less anxious about this weekend, but I want you to know that I do trust you. Not to get too carried away, or forget about me."
She kissed me softly. "Not a chance, baby. Not in this lifetime."
* * *
After breakfast the next morning, she went to pack a bag. When I was done cleaning up, she called me in to the bedroom. "Want to see what I'm packing?" she asked.
I thought about it. "No, I don't think so. I don't see how it would help, and it might get we thinking in weird ways. Like I said, I trust you. Take what you think will help."
She moved away from her bag, and hugged me. "No weird thinking. Nothing may even happen. Whatever does, I'll keep in mind that at any time you can ask me and I'll tell you every detail."
"That's not part of the deal," I reminded her. "I don't want to know."
"I know, but whatever I do, and I want to be able to lay with you and tell you everything without any guilt or shame. I won't volunteer, but if you ever do decide you want to know, I'll tell you anything you want."
I squeezed her. "God, this is hard," I whispered. "I don't want to be like this, but I can't get past someone else being with you."
She froze. "I won't go."
"No, that's not what I'm saying. I'm being honest, that's all. It's difficult, painful. I think it's the anticipation. I'll deal with it. I want you to do this. I believe you need to. More than anything, I want you to be happy and at peace with yourself, and I'm afraid if you don't do whatever you can to help him, it will haunt you. I'm not going to be responsible for that."
"Thank you. I promise I'll make it up to you. Remember, if it does become too much, all you have to do is call me."
She pulled away, and closed her suitcase. She stood in front of me, posing. "How do I look?"
"Gorgeous. Lucky bastard."
She grinned. "He is lucky, isn't he?"
"God, I hope he realizes just how much."
"I'm sure he will." She looked me over. "You better get cleaned up and dressed. Your first date is going to show up in less than an hour."
"An hour? You said dinner."
"You'll have dinner with her. A lovely afternoon as well, I hope. I've got to run now, be good." She smiled, and I saw the look of anxiousness cross her face. I wondered if she wasn't perhaps almost as nervous as I was.
* * *
For three days, I barely had time to breath, never mind think of what she was up to. Sheri's idea of 'dinner' was a far cry from my own. Amusement parks, Dave & Buster's, playing tourist, sampling new restaurants for lunch and dinner, hikes, all kinds of stuff. The women were all from her work, young, attractive, and determined to keep me entertained.
Each night ended in dinner out, a phone call to Sheri, and dancing. That first night, I went outside and called Sheri, nervous as hell, while my date waited patiently at the table.
"Hi baby, can you talk?" I asked.
"Yes. I'm out on the porch. How's your day been?"
"Busy. I guess you planned it that way."
She chuckled. "Exactly. You going dancing next?"
"That's the plan."
"Good. I hope you have a blast. We're about to do the same. He's already acting more cheerful. I even had him laughing a couple of times. I think he's more nervous than you and I combined. First time I put my hand on his arm he nearly jumped three feet." She was laughing, and I smiled with her. "We're still good?" she finally asked.
"Yes. I'll manage. Making a fool out of myself on the dance floor for a couple of hours will leave me little time to mope."
"I love you, Alex."
"Love you too, baby. I miss you."
She chuckled. "I doubt that. With Joanie on your arm? I'm the one who should be jealous."
"Hardly. Not that she hasn't been a complete joy to be with, she's a nice girl, but she's not you."
"I know. He's not you either. Not even close. It shouldn't be so much work to go out, but I knew that going in. Everything we do, I keep thinking it should be you, and how much better it would be if it was."
"It'll get better," I told her, secretly hoping it didn't get too much better.
"Go dance your legs off. Call me tomorrow. Make sure you get a lot of rest, I think you're going to need it."
"Goodnight. I love you."
She sounded choked up when she answered. "I know. Love you too. G'night."
Joanie, my companion the first day, was a dance instructor, and she insisted on working with me to improve my meager skills. She teased me mercilessly about my two left feet. She also made me swear that we'd make it a regular thing, with Sheri of course, until I felt comfortable on the dance floor.
I learned from Joanie that Sheri really enjoyed dancing, even more than I knew, but she didn't press me to do it more, since she knew it wasn't my thing, and didn't like to dance with anyone but me. Another surprise, and something to think about. I felt better about my efforts by the end of the first night, and I thanked my date profusely.
We ended up back at my place, for a very late nightcap, and she sat next to me, almost in my lap. "You know the rules, right?"
"I think so," I laughed. "Platonic."
She lifted an eyebrow. "Funny, that's not how Sheri explained it to me. I was told nothing I wouldn't do on a first date. That, and to keep my clothes on. That work for you?" She lifted her arms and placed them around my neck.
"I think I can work with that," I answered.
We necked like teenagers, drank a little wine, and talked. She was single, dating a couple of guys, but not exclusive. She worked in accounting at Sheri's firm, and knew all about the deal. She was apparently friendly with John at one time, and was hopeful that this weekend was going to help.
"You're a hell of a man, Alex. I don't know many guys who would be confident enough in their marriage to go along with this."
I guess I wasn't as confident as I thought. "You don't think I'm a wimp then? Whipped enough to let my wife do whatever she wants. Spend three nights with another man."
"No," she said softly, kissing me for the umpteenth time that night. "Just the opposite. I wish I could find a man like you."
"I'm certain you will. You're a pretty incredible catch if you don't mind my saying. Beautiful, easy to talk to, earning a good living. Not to mention a terror on the dance floor."
"Thank you. Maybe someone worthwhile will realize it someday," she said wistfully.
It was after 2:00am when I moved away from her. "It's late. I have no idea how early my day's going to start tomorrow. I think we better call it a night."
She took my hands in hers. "I'll stay if you'd like. Nothing naughty, but I'd love to fall asleep in your arms, and wake up the same way."
"I think that would be pressing the definition of a platonic date a little far."
"It wasn't my idea. We don't want you be alone this weekend. An empty bed can be a lonely place. Let me stay? I'll behave, and I know you will."
"You know I will? With someone as gorgeous as you in my bed?"
"Absolutely. You're not a cheater. We both know that." She leaned against me. "It's hard for a girl to ask," she said softly.
"Let's go to bed. But I expect a goodnight kiss."
She went out to her car, and brought in a small case. We took turns showering, and she came out of the bathroom, dressed in a short t-shirt, and shorts. God, she looked good. "I can wear more if I need to, but I'm used to less. Is this Ok?" she asked.
"Perfect." I was wearing a pair of shorts, which admittedly was more than I was used to as well.
She climbed into my bed, and into my arms. We took up the kissing where we'd stopped on the couch. A little fondling and caressing, but avoiding the goodies. It was only for about 5 minutes, before we were mostly just holding each other, an occasional peck breaking things up.
"This was the best day ever," she whispered, her eyes closed. "I'm so fucking jealous."
I pulled her close, and her arm went around me, her leg sliding over mine. "I had a wonderful time. Thank you," I told her
"Mmmhmmm," she purred, snuggling in close and getting comfortable.
I was hard, no surprise, but I had little inclination to act on it. For a moment I started to wonder what my wife was up to, but managed to put it aside. It did help to wilt my trouser soldier.
I woke up, curled around her, spooning. My hardness was pressed against her, and my hand was inside her shirt, cupping her breast. I toyed with it softly, enjoying the feeling until I realized what I was doing. I started to pull away, and her hand grabbed mine. "Don't stop. Just hold me a little longer, Alex, please?"
I nuzzled my face into her neck, breathing deep, kissing her softly. I pulled her close, not worrying about how I was poking her down below, and massaged her tit gently.
I rested, content to feel her warm soft body against mine. When I awoke next, I was alone in my bed. I could hear the shower running. I laid on my back, wondering how it had come to this. A beautiful woman in my shower, my wife off with another man. Oh well, I started the whole damn thing with that damn Valentine Day's card. It could have turned out a whole lot worse.
Joanie peaked out of the bathroom. "Shower's yours, hot stuff. Get your butt out of that bed. Time's a wasting. It's after 11:00 you know."
I looked at the clock, amazed we'd slept in that long. I got up, my morning wood leading the way. The bathroom door was open, and she was drying her long dark hair. "I don't mind sharing the bathroom if you don't," she told me.
What the hell. I started the shower, and dropped my shorts. Joanie was watching me in the mirror. I caught her looking and she smiled. "Looking good, Alex. I'm getting more and more jealous," she teased.
"Ditto, beautiful," I laughed, and climbed into the enclosure. After a quick wash and shampoo, I got out and dried myself, wrapping the towel around my waist. She pouted cutely. I got in front of my sink, did the shave and teeth brushing thing, then ran a brush through my hair. Less than 5 minutes all told. She was still working at putting on her face.



"Not fair," she teased. "It's not a race."
"I wanted to finish quickly, so I could watch you for a few more minutes," I told her.
She grinned at me, then made a show out of removing her towel and wrapping it around her waist. Her tits were mesmerizing. She gave me a big smile. "You deserve this much at least. You were the perfect gentleman. A dying breed I might add."
I laughed, moving behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist, pulling her hair to the side and kissing her neck. "Thank you for yesterday and last night. It was what I needed. But to be honest, I'm not feeling much like a gentleman right now. If I wasn't married..."
She turned wrapping her arms around me and kissing me warmly. "Happily married, and you are. To my great chagrin. And you're still a gentleman. I could strip naked, and still leave with my virtue, couldn't I."
"But not without regrets," I teased.
"Bullshit, Alex. You wouldn't regret it. You might fantasize a little. I know I will be. But you'd never regret it. That's one of the things that's so fucking lovable about you." She gave me another kiss. "Go, get dressed. I'll never get finished in here, with you around. I'm so damn tempted to see if you're corruptible. Go!" she laughed.
"Dress casual!" she shouted after me. "Jeans would be good."
She came out ten minutes later, looking good enough to eat. She saw the look on my face and smiled. "I'll take that as a compliment," she teased.
"Damn, Joanie. How the hell are you single?"
She laughed, walking up to me and putting her arm around my waist. "All the best ones are taken. Just my luck." She checked the time. "Let's go handsome. We got a schedule to keep."
"Schedule? We haven't even had breakfast yet," I argued.
"Your own fault for sleeping in, lazy bones. Besides, it's already lunch time. C'mon, you can ride with me."
We climbed in her Honda, and she drove us to the Bay Street Diner. We placed our orders, and I wondered at the situation that had me seated in front of this stunning woman, while my wife was off with another.
"You thinking, about them?" Joanie asked softly.
"A little. I must admit, you've done an incredible job of keeping me distracted."
She grinned, and took my hand in hers. "Nicest job I've had in a long time."
"How'd you get signed up for it?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Girls in the office talk, you know. John's been going through a rough patch, and it's pretty obvious that the only one he responds to it Sheri. Damn if I know why. We were all so concerned with him, especially lately. She came into my office on Thursday, and broke down, after seeing him crying. We talked about what we could do, and she brought up spending extended time with him, to get him out of his funk. Of course, none of us could believe that her husband, you, would allow that, even if nothing happened. When she called Friday, and told us her plan, and that you had not only Ok'd it, as a onetime thing, but even encouraged her to do all she could up until he left, we all had to meet you."
I gave a sheepish smile. "Caught me off guard. I would never have thought I'd go along with it either. She seemed so sincere in her need to 'save him' I just couldn't get in her way. Doesn't mean it isn't eating me up inside."
She nodded. "She was a mess on the phone. We all know about your special Valentine Day's. Hell, we're all jealous as shit. Pretty lousy time to spring a surprise like that on you. She realizes it now. She was beating herself up pretty bad about it. We weren't easy on her either."
"I'm not going to deny it. Most hurtful thing she's ever done, by a long shot. I doubt she knows how close she came to being alone."
"She's going to make it up to you, you know that, right?" Joanie said softly, the concern in her eyes evident. "She loves you like nobody's business. Last person in the world that would cheat on her husband. Most of us are single, and she's like the Mom looking over us. All of 2 years older, but such a different outlook. So mature, settled, and happy with her life. Our dream role model."
"I know. I love her just as much. No way I could do this otherwise. I mean, really? The guy hit a rough patch. Down deep, I just want to shake him and say man-up. Get over it. Leave my wife alone."
"Rough patch?" Joanie almost snapped. I saw a flash of anger in her eyes. "The man's been through hell! First his cheating fiancée four years ago, then the slut-wife gets him on the rebound, quick pops out a kid that isn't even his, a second one that is, to complicate things, and starts cheating on him with any cock she can find. Rapes him in the divorce, takes half his trust only weeks after he gets it. His father dies before the ink on the divorce paper's even dry. He gets passed over for a promotion by one of the guys that was doing his wife. He's paying for kids he doesn't get to see since the whore left the state. Even then he looked like he might survive and he gets called up in the Reserves to serve in Afghanistan. The poor guy is cursed."
"You seem to know a lot about him," I mentioned, noting her intensity.
She blushed. "He's a great guy. Or he was. Now he sees every single woman as a gold-digging whore. I'm not going to deny it. When I heard he was going to be free, I showed my interest, but I was shot down colder than his ex's heart. Fuck, nobody can get through to him but Sheri. How the fuck is that fair? She has you, the dream husband, and the most eligible man in the building doesn't know anyone but the Ice Queen is alive."
"Ice Queen?"
"Oops. I didn't mean to say that. We don't mean it harshly you know. It's kind of cool. Doesn't matter who hits on her, she shuts them down hard. Not even a hint of flirting. Looking like that, and so damn cold. She's a challenge to every man who sees her. Most of them never get so much as a smile."
Before our food was delivered, a pretty red-head came in and high-fived Joanie.
"Tag, you're it," Joanie laughed, scooting over.
Our new guest settled in quickly. "I'm Shannon. You're mine now until I drop you off at work tomorrow morning. Got a problem with that?"
I laughed at her impertinence. "No problem at all."
Joanie giggled. "This should be interesting," she said.
"Interesting, how?" I asked.
"Fire and Ice. Married to the Ice Queen, and spending a day with Blaze."
"Joanie!" Shannon snapped.
"Sorry. I couldn't help it. You have to admit it's kind of funny," Joanie smirked.
Shannon glared at me. "One smart ass crack, buster, and I'll make your life hell on earth for the next 24 hours. Kapiche?"
I was amused. I turned to Joanie. "This is my wife's idea of how to keep me distracted from her antics?"
Shannon answered. "Hell no. This is our idea. She was happy enough to go along once she had her ground rules set. We just had to meet the man who could thaw Sheri."
"I still can't get over your nickname for her. I've never seen anything 'Icy' about her in seven years. Just the opposite, to be honest. The most passionate woman I ever met."
Joanie smiled. "It's all for you. Nobody sees even a hint of that passion, at least not a work. I mean, well, we girls have heard more than our share, but in action? Stone cold."
Shannon nodded. "No shit. The guys in the back offices get a kick of playing the Stone's She's So Cold every time she makes an appearance. She only smiles, and acts proud."
"She seems to have thawed for John, though," I noted, maybe with a little more irritation than I should have.
"He's a friend. I guess you guys know him away from work. With friends, the mask comes down. Nicest girl in the world, when it comes to her buds." Joanie said.
The food was placed in front of us, and Shannon had a fry in her mouth before I had even straightened the plate. "Should I order, or you willing to share?" she asked me.
"Dig in. We can build up an appetite for dinner," I told her.
She laughed. "We'll do that, I promise."
* * *
She was right. The girl was a human dynamo. Perpetual motion. She had everything planned out, including a hike and a canoe ride. My shoulders were aching by the time we got out of the water. She was nothing like Joanie, and equally as charming and beautiful. Curves out the wazoo on a tight little frame, her burgundy hair blazing under the sun.
She couldn't pass an outdoor food stand without begging me to buy her something, which she would quickly proceed to share. "Need to put some meat on you. Don't you know nobody likes a skinny man?"
"I'm hardly skinny."
She gave me a quirky look. "No girl wants to go out with a guy skinner than her."
I was surprised. "Who are you kidding? You don't have a single ounce of fat on your body that isn't perfectly placed. Pulchritudinous fits you to a tee."
"That some kind of dig?" she sneered.
"You're beautiful and sexy as hell. No dig. I think your body is pure fantasy material," I explained.
"So you're hitting on me now?" Her glare was vicious.
I laughed. "Jesus, you're prickly. I'm not hitting on you. I'm very happily married. I am having a great time with you, and I do get a kick out of all these poor bastards around me, wishing they were in my shoes. Shuck the armor, Shannon. You don't need it with me. I promise."
She blushed, and I don't think I'd ever seen anyone turn as red as she did. "Easy for you to say," she mumbled.
I grabbed her, surprising her into squealing. I held her under her arms and spun around with her, over and over. Her look of surprise turned to glee, and she laughed.
When I put her down, dizzy, she just stared at me. "Anyone ever tell you you're weird?"
"Yep. Like I give a damn."
She grinned at that. "I like you're attitude, Alex. Where you taking me for dinner?"
"My choice? I thought you girls had it all planned out."
"Naw, I'm more of a spur of the moment girl. I don't like Japanese, and I'm not in the mood for Mexican. I'm starving. Where you taking me?"
"I've got a hankering for meat. Steak? Ribs? Barbecue?"
"I wouldn't say no to a nice steak," she answered.
* * *
We stopped by my place to clean up after the day's activities. I was booted from my own bedroom while she got ready. It was still pretty early but I decided to make my call to Sheri.
She answered on the third ring, and asked me to give her a minute. It wasn't 30 seconds later that she told me she was back.
"How you holding up?" she asked.
"Pretty good. You're distraction theory is about 90% effective."
She was quiet for a bit. "How's the other 10%?"
"Coping. Anxious. Jealous. Maybe feeling a little sorry for myself."
"You should know that I think it's paying off. He's a lot better today. Almost like normal. I even caught him eyeing a few hotties, and gave him crap for it."
"Eyeing other women? With you there? What is he, insane?" I asked.
She chuckled. "No. It's what we're hoping for. We all agree, the only reason he seems Ok with me is because I'm safe. I'm not after him or his money. I know you didn't want to hear it, but last night was purely platonic. I mean even more platonic than you and Joanie, from what I hear," she teased.
"You checking up on me?" I laughed.
"Naw, she was so wound up, she gave me a call as soon as you took off with Shannon. Man, you've won yourself a fan with that one. I don't have anything to be worried about, do I Alex?"
"Hardly. She was great to be with, but you know how it is."
I could almost hear her smile over the phone. "I do. I...I appreciate it more than you can know. To be loved like that, it's almost daunting."
"I know what you mean."
"Do you? Do you really? Because I do, you know. I might have fucked up the other night, but you have to know, Alex. You're my soul-mate. Absolutely." She sounded nervous. "We're Ok, right? I'm not ruining things. Please tell me that we're Ok?"
"I can't tell you we're Ok," I teased, hesitating. "We're so much better than that. We're perfect. I understand. I...I think it's a hell of a thing you're doing, and the courage it took to ask me is something else. You're a pretty amazing friend, aren't you?"
She was quiet, and then I could hear her crying softly. "You're too good to me Alex."
"Impossible."
I was almost knocked on my ass, when a towel clad Shannon plopped down on my lap, snatching the phone from my hand.
"What up, Bitch. You been holding out on us. How come we've never seen your hunky hubby around any of the company events?"
I didn't hear the response, but Shannon was giggling. "Yeah. No shit. Well, that's over now. Time to share. I expect an invite to every party, every barbecue, whatever. How's John-boy doing?"
That got a longer answer, and Shannon leaned back against me, giving me a little smile. I adjusted her in my lap, before I poked a hole in her rear. Damn she smelled good. Little tease.
"Hold on a sec. Tell lover-boy goodbye, he needs to get ready. We're about to head out again." She handed me the phone.
"Alex?"
"I'm here. I hope everything goes well on your side."
"You gonna survive an evening with that ornery girl?" Sheri asked. "Keep her in line, Ok? Don't let her misbehave too much."
"Too much?" I asked.
"You know what I mean. Keep it in your pants, big guy. Have fun, just not too much."
"That would never be an issue," I told her.
"I know, baby, but she's a wild one. And if she sets her sights on you, she's hard to reject. Keep her leashed. Now go get ready. I love you."
"I love you more," I told her.
"I'm not going to argue that. It's kind of scary, to love you as much as I do, and to think you might actually love me even more. It doesn't seem possible, but damn if you don't try to prove it over and over again. Go now. Put the wild thing on."
I handed the phone to Shannon, and lifted her off my lap. Not that I wanted to. She felt good there.
I hit the shower, and was almost dressed before I got ejected from my room again, while she finished up.
* * *
Dinner was followed by dancing. More dancing. Ughh.
She was an amazing dancer, and I was given more tips and pointers. She wouldn't dance with anyone but me, and I hated to keep her off the floor, she seemed to love it so much.
At one break I had to ask. "Jesus, Shannon. Are all your crowd as good a dancers as you and Joanie?"
She grinned, and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Sweet that you'd put me in her category."
"You're completely different, but equally amazing."
Her eyes flashed with amusement. "She's a pro. I'm just a talented amateur."
"Bullshit. You're holding back."
She laughed, bounced up on her knees, and gave me a hug. "God, you're cute." She gave me another quick kiss on the cheek. "Dance with me, Alex."
It was slow dance, and she plastered her body against mine. She got the expected response. Shannon looked up at me with a scary grin. "So you're not totally immune to my charms," she said proudly.
"No, I'm not dead."
She laughed loudly, and pressed up against me once more.
I was surprised when she wanted to call it a night by 11:30. I would have happily stayed longer, but then I wondered if the evening might end like the one the night before. Joanie had been very touchy-feely, and openly affectionate all day. Shannon, hadn't started any physicality, except for the surprise leap in to my lap on the phone call, until half-way through dancing.
Any questions on that subject were settled quite quickly when we got home. She pushed me to the couch. "Sit."
I sat. She gave me a mischievous smile, then disappeared back to the bedroom. A minute later she walked out and threw something at me. It was a pair of silk boxers she'd found in my drawer. A gift from my wife I don't think I'd worn twice. "Turn up the temperature a couple of degrees. I'll be out in a few minutes. I expect to find you wearing that, and nothing else. Understood?"
I nodded, more than a little surprised at the sudden change in her behavior.
A few minutes was closer to 20. She came out wearing a form fitting business outfit. She walked around, turning down the lights, then walked back and brought out a boom box. The opening sounds of Joe Cocker's You Can Leave Your Hat On started playing, and she started dancing for me.
She was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen, slowly peeling off the outfit one piece at a time, staring into my eyes most of the time. By the time the last notes expired, she was wearing only her thong. Her breasts were hypnotizing, as close to perfect as I could imagine, large, firm full, with hard little nipples standing tall.
Nickelback's Something In Your Mouth started playing and she moved closer, touching me caressing me, until I was receiving a heart-stopping lap dance. She teased me mercilessly, her tits and tight ass, rubbing all over me, grazing my face. I was so hard I was aching.
My face was between her powdered breasts when the drums from Pour Some Sugar On Me started beating. She straddled me, grinding against my hardness. She leaned over and whispered in my ear. "God I love the feel of that. Your hardness, wrapped in silk, pressed against me."
I moaned and she worked me harder. All her attention was below my waist, whether it was her tits, her ass, or her burning crotch. She was driving me crazy. She got up, turned her back to me then did a handstand, slowly walking her hands back until she was against the couch. Her body leaned toward me, her legs open, as Cherry Pie started playing. She had incredible body control, and somehow managed to get her legs around my head, and her head in my crotch. I was still wearing my boxers, and I could feel her head and then her mouth, teasing me through the thin material. My entire vision was captured by the tiny thong covering her pussy, less than an inch from my face.
When I didn't make a move toward her, she pushed back further until my lips were grazing her barely covered pussy. She was rolling her hips, grinding against my face, as I started participating, nibbling and licking at the thin material. All thoughts left my brain, as I concentrated on what was before me, and the action in my shorts.
She rolled away from me, then dragged me to the floor, on my back. She straddled my waist, then paused waiting for the end of the song. When Kid Rock's Cowboy started up she ground against my cock, up and down the length. She leaned over and smiled. "You gonna come for me, Alex? We're following the rules right? Keeping it in our pants."
I'd been following strip club rules, keeping my hands to myself, but I couldn't help myself. I grabbed her hips and drove myself against her. "God, you're amazing," I told her.
She smiled sultrily, then lowered her hips to mine, softly. Her mouth opened and her tongue slid between my lips. She was breathing hard, moaning softly.
"Oh baby," she moaned. "You're gonna make me come for you."
Her hips went into overdrive, pressing against me, scooting back and forth along my length.
"Fuuuuck," I groaned feeling my own end approaching. Her fingers were digging into my shoulders, hair waving back and forth, eyes closed, the sweetest little mewling noises escaping her lips. With a shuddering whimper she came for me. It wasn't ten seconds later that I was making a mess inside my boxers.
Sweet Child O' Mine was playing as she settled against me, stretched out on my body. She seemed content to lay there, as I caressed her. "You're not mad at me, are you Alex?" she asked softly.
"Not hardly. You were incredible."
"I wouldn't ever want to make you cheat on her. I told her what I planned. I swear she's Ok with it. I couldn't stand the idea of getting you worked up two nights in a row without a little release."
I chuckled. "Thank you. I was afraid I'd be taking another cold shower."
"I was thinking a hot shower together, but all attention above the waist. Do you think you could manage that? Not get too crazy?"



"I'd love to. And yes, we can keep things under control."
We did, and it was wonderful. After the shower she put on a pair of little boy-short panties, and I wore my boxers as we climbed into bed together.
"You've done that before," I teased, holding her in my arms.
She giggled. "A time or two. Put me through college. It's been years."
"I couldn't tell. Thank you for today."
She kissed me softly. "You're welcome."
She seemed tuckered out, content to be held. I was equally happy to hold her.
"Wanna know a secret," she asked sleepily, wriggling up against me.
"Other than what an amazing girl you are?" I teased, nuzzling her neck, face deep in that spectacular red mane of hers.
"Promise not to get mad?" she said, ignoring my response.
"It would be very difficult to be mad at you Shannon," I whispered, kissing her shoulder.
"I didn't think I was going to like you. Not one bit."
That did surprise me a little. Why wouldn't she like me? She didn't even know me.
She pulled my hand off her breast, and kissed my palm. "I was wrong."
* * *
We woke lazily, cuddling together, until she shooed me off to brush my teeth. She followed, that spectacular body on display, and used my wife's toothbrush to take care of her own. As soon as she was done, she held her arms up to me, and I entered them for a nice little kiss.
She took me by the hand. "It's still early. You don't have to be in until 9:00 today. Come back to bed."
We ended up holding each other, kissing and caressing. "I had a great time yesterday," she confessed. "I wasn't expecting that."
"Why not?"
"I don't know. I thought you'd either be a real ass-wipe, or a cold fish. You're not."
"Thanks, I think."
She grinned, nibbling on my bottom lip. "It's a compliment. It takes me a long time to like people. I think I could like you pretty damn fast."
"The feeling is mutual. I hope we all can stay friends when this is all over."
"You won't feel awkward? Hanging out with a bi-sexual, ex-stripper, basket case?"
"I doubt I'll ever feel awkward around you. You're as comfortable as an old shoe, no offense. I like being around you."
She grinned. "It's not just my hot body, and amazing dancing skills?"
"Trust me, that doesn't hurt."
"Want me to get you off again?" she teased, rubbing my inevitable hardness.
"God, I'd love that, but I think I'll take a pass. I'm already feeling a little guilty."
"Mmm. Thanks. I'm feeling it too, but I wouldn't want to leave you miserable," she said, cuddling in tightly.
"Shannon, I'm feeling the opposite of miserable right now."
She was quiet, content to lay in my arms. She heaved a big sigh. "Alright. Enough of this. Go get cleaned up. I'll make us something to eat, and take you to work. Be outside at 5:30 on the dot. We're not done with you yet."
I stole one last kiss, and disappeared into the bathroom. I still had the stray thought or two about what my wife was up to, and how her evening went. Distractions or not, it was never far from my mind.
* * *
I was standing outside at 5:30, when the convertible bug pulled up. Kind of brisk outside for open top season. I walked to the car, and stopped a couple of steps away. I was more surprised than I probably should have been.
Alyssa looked up at me. "Too awkward? I can call Shannon."
I opened the door, and got in. "Not at all. You caught me by surprise, that's all."
"Not a bad surprise, I hope," she said, pulling out into traffic.
"Not at all. It's nice to see you again. I almost didn't recognize you."
She laughed. "You mean clothed, no blindfold?"
I chuckled. "Yeah. I guess that would be it."
"Anything you want to do in particular?" she asked.
"No. I'm flexible."
"Want to talk about it?"
"Not particularly," I confessed.
"Good. Then what do you say we get you out of the monkey suit, and have a little fun."
Her idea of fun wasn't exactly the same as mine. It started with 60 minutes of yoga in a 100 degree room. I was drained by the time we were finished. Then it was back home to get cleaned up, all totally innocent, and then out to dinner at a Japanese Steakhouse with all the fancy knife play and kidding around. She was not the chatterbox that Shannon was, or the playful kitten that was Joanie. She was easygoing, cheerful, laughed easily, and a great conversationalist. The perfect casual date.
At the end of dinner, she took my arm in hers. "That was nice. You want to call her now? It's probably a good time."
We stopped in a park, and she walked around nearby, giving me some privacy for the call. Not like Shannon at all.
Sheri picked up on the third ring. "I miss you, baby," she said without any introduction.
"Same here. How's John doing?"
"So much better. It's been a quiet day, mostly talking, helping him put all his stuff in storage. The moving guys were here for 4 hours."
"I hadn't even thought of that. No use keeping a place I guess."
"Yeah. He lost the house to the bitch, and then she sold it two months later. He's been renting an apartment ever since. It is a nice apartment." I could hear the nervousness in her voice.
"What's up? Something's bothering you."
"I could never get away with anything with you, could I? You know me too damn well," she didn't sound like it bothered her at all. Just the opposite.
"Better than I know myself, I think."
"Would you mind if I took him home for a while? We haven't eaten, the movers left less than an hour ago."
"For the night?" I asked, feeling the uneasiness surface.
"Oh no! Don't even think that. I thought I'd make a little dinner, something simple and quiet. We'll be gone before 10:00."
"If you want. I won't be home until at least 11:00, how's that?"
"Thank you, Alex. I'm sorry to be such a pain."
"No problem. Really. Have a great dinner. What time is he leaving tomorrow?"
"I think he said 2:00. I'll be home when you get there."
"I can't wait to see you again. I miss you terribly."
She laughed. "I know what you missed. I promise, I'm going to spoil you rotten."
"I think you already started. These girls of yours are pretty wild."
"I know. Shannon called. She was almost in tears, she felt so guilty. Hell of a lap-dance I hear."
"To say the least. I'll fill you in later if you want."
"I want. Sounds like you had fun at least. I'm getting a little jealous, I have to confess."
"Same here. They're fun, but they're not you."
"They're good people. I hope you realize that. They've been great friends."
"How come we never got together then?" I asked.
"I...I guess I've always wanted to separate work from home. I'm a different person at work. I like to leave that behind me when I go home to you."
"The Ice Queen?"
She chuckled. "I figure that was inevitable. Who told?"
"Joanie. Comparing you and Shannon. Fire and Ice."
"That's about it. You don't think it's weird, do you?"
"No. I think it's nice. I get my own little Fire when you get home."
"Friggin' bonfire this time. God, I need you."
"Me too. Less than 24 hours. I hope it works out like you wanted."
"Same here. It's been really good for him so far. Thanks again for letting me do this."
"I won't say anytime," I teased. "But you're welcome. I love you, I won't keep you from him any longer."
"I love you too." She hesitated a bit. "Alyssa's not like the other two. Go easy with her, Ok?"
"She's been great so far. We'll take it easy."
"G'night. See you tomorrow."
* * *
Ok. It was definitely a conspiracy. Dancing for the third night in a row. I get it. My wife likes dancing.
Different kind of place. Country. Alyssa liked dancing, and worked with me on the Texas two-step. After the training by the other two, I figure I took to the bit pretty easily. I wasn't uncomfortable at all, dancing around the floor in circles, keeping it simple, and watching all the regulars do their thing. She coaxed me into learning a couple of moves, simple twirls, sweetheart, promenade, easy stuff.
I was dragged out on the floor for a couple of line dances where I made a fool of myself. We danced until close to midnight, before she told me it was time to go home.
There were no cars in the driveway when we got there, other than hers. Inside she seemed shy, and I invited her into the living room, where we shared a bottle of wine.
"I had a great time tonight," I told her. "I've danced more in the last three nights than I have in a year."
She grinned. "We know. That's going to change now, isn't it?"
I nodded. "I think I'll still need some lessons."
"You won't have to look far. We all can make a night of it. I'd like that."
"Me too."
I could see she was nervous, and I wasn't sure how to put her at ease. "You don't have to stay if you're uncomfortable."
That didn't help.
"I...I want to. I don't do this. I don't date much. I...I've never been with a man."
I was surprised to hear that. "Could I get a hug?" I asked. "I could use one right now."
She looked surprised, then concerned. She got up and awkwardly sat on my lap. "Like this?"
I chuckled, adjusting her a little, then pulling her close. "Thank you. I don't know why tonight feels so much more difficult than the last two."
"I'm sorry. I don't know what to do," she said softly.
"It's not you. I've enjoyed tonight immensely. I can't stop thinking about them."
"If...if I kissed you, would that help?" she murmured, blushing.
"If you don't want to..."
"I do." She smiled, and then gave me a kiss that curled my toes. I don't know how long it went on, but the girl had a magical mouth. When she pulled away, I was stunned.
"Wow!"
She giggled. "I like kissing," she said. "Even boys sometimes."
"Even boys?"
"I mostly kiss girls. That's not going to freak you out, is it?"
"No, not at all. A kiss like that leaves me too numb to freak out over anything."
She laughed, turned in my lap, getting more comfortable, and laid another on me. She seemed surprised to feel my erection. "I guess you really do like my kisses."
"I do. I really, really do."
"Want to go in the bedroom?" she asked shyly. "We could get comfortable." She suddenly blushed. "I...I don't mean, like, get comfortable I just, well, the bed is more comfortable. Something's poking me."
I laughed, and helped her up. "You go ahead, clean up and change. I'll be in shortly."
She smiled, and grabbed her small bag she'd left by the door. I put things away, and cleaned up. There wasn't much to do, but I gave her fifteen minutes. The lights were dimmed, and she was in the bed, under the covers. I hopped in the shower, and put on shorts. Coming out of the bedroom, the covers on my side had been turned down. She looked nervous as hell.
I climbed in the bed. "Don't be nervous. Nothing's going to happen. I'd just like to hold you, if I could."
She looked at me, then slowly smiled. "I'd like that, I think."
I drew her close, and held her, trying to drive images of my wife out of my mind.
"Don't," Alyssa said softly. "Stay here with me, Alex."
I looked down at her, and she moved up, starting a slow kiss that evolved into another toe curler. Afterward I giggled. "I'm going to have to get you to teach my wife how to do that."
Her eyes sparkled. "I'd love to, if you didn't mind."
I realized what she was implying. "You like her?"
"Oh yeah. Big time. But you got her first, you bum. I can't compete with you." She gave me another kiss. "I guess I should thank you for Friday night. Getting her to go down on me like that? Man that's been a fantasy of mine forever."
I was stunned. She laughed at me. "Oh come on. She's gorgeous. We'd all love to do her, but she's so thoroughly yours. It's almost sick."
"All of you?"
She nodded. "Well, Joanie swings more toward guys, but she thinks you're hot. Shannon's a freak both ways. I'm pretty exclusively girls, but I swear, you're not bad to be with, Mr. Alex Martin."
She reached down and caressed my hardness. "I wouldn't mind seeing you put this to use. Having you two go at it, right above my face, blindfolded? God that was intense!"
She kissed me, and rubbed her leg against my hardon. "I'd love to share her with you, if you were in any way interested." Another teasing kiss. "Together we could absolutely destroy her." Toe curler. "Does that excite you, Alex? Me with her? It excites me. God, I'm practically dripping at the thought. Will you at least think about it?"
"Think about what?" I heard from the doorway.
Alyssa almost leaped out of the bed, and I bolted upright. "Sheri? What about John?"
She laughed, and started undressing. "He's in good hands. I passed him off to Joanie, after the dancing. My job was done."
She was naked when she crawled in the bed next to me. "Now I've seen everything. You and Alyssa?"
Alyssa spoke up. "We weren't doing anything. I swear. Just some kissing and talking."
Sheri giggled. "That's a nice start. You guys have fun tonight?"
I was still stuck on her being back. "John and Joanie?"
She gave me a hug. "In a big way. I'll go back tomorrow. I'm still going to see him off, if you don't mind."
I pulled her in for a big hug, dragging her on top of me. "God, I've missed you."
"I hope you have plans to show me how much," she teased.
I kissed her, and rolled her to the side, between me and Alyssa. She looked a little surprised, then she blushed. "I have a confession, Alex."
"It's not about John is it? I really don't want to know." I told her firmly.
"No, I mean not directly. You remember 7 years ago, when I told you I wasn't sure if I was ready yet. That there were things I wanted to do, things I wondered about. Worries about temptation, cheating, stuff like that."
I nodded solemnly. "Like it was yesterday."
"I...there were some things I didn't say."
"Say? Like what?" I asked nervously.
"It wasn't about being with another guy," she said softly.
It took a few moments and then things started to fall in place. "Girls?"
She looked embarrassed. "I had a college roommate. We played around a little but never got too far. She drove me crazy. I...I loved you, but I wondered. What it would be like. A soft touch. A woman's touch."
"Wow."
"You never had to worry about John. I like him as a friend, but he does nothing for me. The only fantasies I have that aren't filled by you, are about girls." She looked at me anxiously. "I'm not grossing you out, am I? I'd never act on it. I just wanted you to know. That's what it was about."
"Jesus, Sheri. This is a hell of a week for surprises," I told her.
"Please don't be mad at me. I wanted to be honest with you. I couldn't say it then. But Friday, when you encouraged me to...to do something with Alyssa, damn that was hot. Then just now, seeing you two together, knowing how she is..."
Alyssa had been quiet all along, laying at the edge of the bed, silent observer. She moved forward and cuddled up against Sheri. "I told him. Told him how bad I've wanted you."
Alyssa looked up at me. "We've never done anything. Kisses. That's all. Not even really good ones."
"That's a shame. Everyone should get one of your best kisses at least once," I told her, smiling.
I kissed my wife softly, then turned her head toward Alyssa. Alyssa wasted no time, trying to claim her.
During a short break, I turned Sheri back toward me, and did my best Alyssa impression. While I was kissing her, she was squirming, and I looked down to see our guest moving between Sheri's legs. "Can I, Alex? I owe her one. Please?"
I nodded, and turned back to my wife, smiling. She looked at me in surprise, then pulled me down for a passionate kiss. I felt her excitement and fed off it. I pulled away and watched her face. Her eyes were glued to mine. "Oh, Alex," she moaned softly. "God, Alex," she gasped a few moments later. I caressed her pretty face, running my thumb across her lips, while Alyssa did her stuff. I did mention her mouth was magical, didn't I? From the reaction we were getting out of Sheri, I knew it was true in more ways than one.
"A...A...Alex..." she whimpered, and I looked down to see the top of Alyssa's head moving vigorously.
Sheri grabbed my arm, clutching it, her body bowing, head tilted back, mouth open. "Alyssa!" she cried out, trembling mightily.
I had to have her, I couldn't wait any longer. I moved down the bed, and Alyssa grinned, moving aside. She reached down and opened Sheri's pussy for me. I thrust in, deeply and started fucking her hard. She screamed out as soon as I entered her, coming for me. Alyssa crawled up the bed, holding her, kissing my wife's face, fondling her tits.
No way I was going to last long, and after only a few minutes I was filling her. I was shocked when Alyssa pushed me out of the way and went down on Sheri again, driving her crazy. I moved up the bed, and placed my cock in Sheri's accommodating mouth, letting her get me hard. She continued sucking me until Alyssa had her coming again, then I took another turn.
By the time I was on my fourth, I knew Alyssa was right. We could destroy her together. She was out of control, begging for it, coming on demand, her whole being one raw nerve. While I was fucking her the last time, Alyssa straddled my wife's face, and a few minutes later I got to watch her come for us.
We fell asleep with my wife between us, fucked almost catatonic. I was amazingly content.
* * *
We were eating breakfast together when the doorbell rang. 8:00 am, early for visitors.
I opened the door to find a glowing Joanie there, John beside her, dressed in uniform, Captain's bars shining in the morning son. Joanie ran past me and gave my wife a huge hug, before breaking down crying.
Women.
I felt distinctly awkward, facing John, after he'd spent the night with my wife two nights in a row.
He stepped forward, and I saw he was nervous. He stuck out his hand. "I don't know what to say," he started. "I...I had prepared...oh shit," he mumbled, and I was shocked to see him tearing up.
He stepped forward and hugged me, almost desperately. "Thank you. I couldn't believe it. How you could do that. She's amazing, you know, best person I ever met. You're a lucky man." He wouldn't let me go.
I put my arms around him, and patted his back. "She is, and I know how lucky I am. Be safe over there, Ok? I'll buy you a beer when you come back."
He finally let me go. "I'll take you up on that. I have a reason to come back now."
I didn't like the sound of that, and I think he noticed. "I don't mean - I understand, this was a onetime thing. I would never, never break your trust. I swear on my life," he said anxiously. "I was in a bad place, the divorce, then this surprise. It wasn't good. She saved me, Alex. I swear to God, there's no other way to put it. I didn't care if I lived or died. She dragged me out if it, and then there was Joanie. I've been such a fool. Now, I need to get back. I have to make what she did for me matter. What both of them did. What all of you did. I can move on now, and I believe in time I can find my own Sheri. Maybe I have. At least I hope so. Not all women are like my bitch was. What you two did for me, I can never repay. Anything, anything I can ever do for you, you name it."
"Come back in one piece. That would be all I could ask."
Sheri was standing beside me and gave me a hug, looking over at John. "Best man in the world, didn't I tell you?"
He grinned. "I'm beginning to believe you. You two deserve each other."
She turned and gave me a kiss. "Joanie, John and I are going to breakfast, one last trip to the museum, then I'm taking him to the airport. I'll be home when you get off work." She gave me a squeeze. "I love you."
"I love you too," I said, then was surprised to be kissing Joanie. "You guys are the best," she whispered, leaving me stunned.



The door closed behind her, then Alyssa was guiding me back to the table. She giggled. "Just you and me again."
I nodded, still having a hard time getting my head around things.
Alyssa looked at me anxiously. "You Ok with last night?"
I came back to the present. "Surprisingly so."
"So maybe it won't be a onetime thing?"
"I think that'll be up to Sheri," I said.
She grinned from ear to ear. "God, Alex. I think you and I are going to be really good friends. I hope so."
Her smile was contagious. "Me too, beautiful."
* * *
My life was blessed. Over time, we five became the best of friends. I never got to fuck any of Sheri's girls, but they joined us in bed regularly. I got blowjobs from Joanie and Shannon, but Alyssa was always all about Sheri.
Occasionally Shannon would hook up with a guy, and we lost her for a couple of months, twice in that first year. She showed up on our doorstep afterward both times, and we'd take her to bed, reassuring her she was a fantastic woman, and she'd get it right. I don't know what the hell is with wrong with the males of the species sometimes.
Joanie was different. She just loved to be with us. The sex wasn't spectacular, not as good as with the other two, blowjobs aside. Still, she spent the night more than both the other two put together. Sheri confessed she loved waking up in Joanie's arms almost as much as she loved waking up in mine.
It was obvious that Alyssa was in love with my wife. The intensity of her attention sometimes bothered Sheri, but damn, that girl could drive my woman crazy. We left her in a quivering mess at least once every couple of weeks.
We spent more time with just the two of us in bed, then we did with our friends, but a weekend didn't pass when one of them didn't join us for a Friday or Saturday. We went out a lot, and in less than six months, with my gorgeous instructors, I wasn't a half bad dancer. I never got much rest though, dancing with all my girls. Maybe I should say Sheri's girls, but they felt a little like mine too.
Like I said. Life was good.
* * *
For the better part of a year.
He didn't make it back. He made it ten lousy months, and was lost to an IED. Sheri cried for two days. She and Joanie were together all the time, basket cases. To be honest, I wasn't a whole lot better.
The three of us attended his funeral, and we were both surprised to see that his mother and sister both knew who we were. They thanked us over and over again for what we'd done. His mother told us how happy he was, how excited he was over getting to come home. A new start, new friends, and a new lease on life. His sister made us promise to keep in touch.
The request for our presence at the reading of his will was even more surprising. We knew he was well off, and had a trust fund. We just didn't know the extent of it. He came from money. Old money. He left Sheri a substantial amount, and his life insurance, we found out, was in Joanie's name. We tried to refuse it, but his family was adamant we accept it.
"You all made him happy for the first time in years," his mother argued. "Don't belittle his last wishes."
He even left me something. His prized collection, which I knew nothing about. A 1967 Corvette 427 Stingray, black with tinted windows, a '68 Corvette 427 Convertible all original in bronze, a '97 40th Anniversary ZR-1 in Ruby Red, and a '60 Corvette Convertible in turquoise. He left me a message, that I knew how to take care of "Beautiful things."
We almost got in a fight, when I insisted that his mother and sister should each take one of his cars. They insisted they had no use for them, and we shouldn't break up the collection.
I did manage to get rid of two of them, and lost possession of the '60 to my wife, and the ZR-1 to Joanie. I was secretly please that I got to keep the '67.
I think of him, and what Sheri had done, or hadn't done, every time I drove either one. I never did ask her to tell me what they did. I never regretted my decision.
I framed that damn Valentine's Day card, and put it on the wall at the foot of my bed. It changed our lives, and not for the worse.
Sheri tells me she has a surprise for me, on her new official spoiling day. The day after Valentine's Day. February 15th. The girls have been conspiring, whispering and getting quiet whenever I'm around. They're up to no good. Or maybe a lot of good. You don't suppose...
=============================
I hope you enjoyed this story. It's a contest entry and I'd love to hear your comments and as always, your votes are appreciated.
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The high cost of success in her business.
This is an entry in the EARTH DAY STORY CONTEST 2013. A sad, dark story of ambition, redemption, a love betrayed, and the lives affected.
===========================
It started as a good deed. I swear. Makes you wonder sometimes.
My best friend Nick was on his honeymoon. Twenty eight years old, he was on his second marriage. In my opinion he hit the jackpot with this one. Alice was attractive, had a good job, and was an absolute sweetheart. Good for him. He deserved it after the first miserable go-around. At least that cheating bitch had moved away, and we didn't have to be around her anymore.
I was responsible for watching over his house while he was gone. Not much to do, really, no pets to take care of, or plants to water. I had a key for emergencies, and I checked his mail. That was about it.
I knew that his new wife would be moving in with him upon their return, and letting go of her apartment. Nick's place was a bachelor pad, and he wasn't the cleanliest person in the world. I looked around, after emptying his mailbox and checking for any packages left on the front stoop. He'd made an effort to neaten it up, but it really could use a woman's touch, and a thorough cleaning.
I knew just the people for the job. Intimately as it were.
My wife of six years, Brenda, had started a cleaning service a couple of years earlier. She was a real neatnik. Our home was always spic-and-span and I wasn't complaining. Her friend Gail was similarly cleaning compulsive, and over some beers one evening they came up with the idea of starting their own service. I was happy to sit in on the discussion and add in my two cents where appropriate. I knew a little about starting your own business, since I'd done it twice. The second one stuck, and had been paying our way ever since.
The conversation had entered the realm of differentiation. How they could make their business stand out.
"So much of the commercial cleaning products are crap," my wife argued, somewhat intelligently for the amount of alcohol she'd imbibed.
"Full of poisons, too," Gail added. "I stopped using most of them. I'm using the Mrs. Meyers stuff almost exclusively now. It doesn't even cost that much more."
"Meyers? Have you tried the Seventh Generation cleaners? So much better," Brenda argued.
They got into an argument over what the best natural and organic cleaners were. Shows how much I know. I'd never heard of any of them. Seventh Generation, Mrs. Meyers, castile soap, Trader Zen, Bon Ami, and homemade solutions with orange, vinegar and other stuff.
I sat back and kept my peace, content to watch them. Neither was hard on the eyes, and I figured as long as I didn't cause trouble, I had a fair chance of getting lucky that night.
They eventually decided their gimmick was to use Eco-friendly cleaning materials, good for the environment, and all that hooey. I didn't think much of the idea, but didn't want to rain on their parade. I worked with them on the business basics, marketing, business plan, bank accounts, etc. I even funded the effort, and we agreed to use our vacation fund that year to give them a start.
Six months in they were getting down in the dumps. Their business was slow taking off, and I was pumping a little more money into it every month it seemed. Not a lot, but the ladies were almost working for free. Brenda seemed to be always tired, and in a bad mood most of the time. I was considering asking them to give up the business. It was rough on our marriage, a drain on our bank account, and didn't seem to be going anywhere.
We were gathered together at our house, on a Sunday afternoon. Just the four of us, my wife and I, her partner Gail and her husband Ron. The conversation returned to the subject of their business, and the issue of differentiation. The 'eco' cleaners didn't appear to be enough.
Ron started the conversation down the slippery slope. "If your customers saw how you cleaned our house, you know damn well they'd all be repeats."
Gail blushed, and I raised my eyebrows in question.
"Panties alone is about the most conservative outfit she wears."
"Ron!" Gail squealed.
Of course the visual that came to mind was not something I would share. Gail was pretty enough, kind of plain-pretty, but her body. Damn! Some serious attention grabbing tits, and a nice round ass. Little thicker around the waist than absolutely necessary, but I sure as hell wouldn't have minded seeing her scrubbing the floor in just her panties.
"It's true. Her birthday suit's her favorite outfit."
I grinned. "I know I'd pay a premium for a maid like that." Stupid, I know in retrospect, but I blurted it out. "Remember that French maid outfit you surprised me with," I reminded Brenda, heading off any grief.
She smiled. "Oh yeah. That got your motor running."
Gail was taking the whole thing more seriously than I expected. "Maybe something like Hooters? Shorty shorts and a tied off ultra-tight t-shirt? Think that would have them ringing the phone off the hook?"
"Every red-blooded single male in the area," I laughed.
"Most of the married ones, too. If they could get away with it," Ron said.
Brenda was catching on. "You really think so? Would they pay extra for it?"
I looked over at her and Gail, who seemed to be seriously considering the idea. "You would do that?"
She shrugged. "No worse than going to the beach, really. Maybe a bikini top and tight shorts."
Gail leaned forward eagerly. "We could give them choices. Sexy maid, lingerie, bikini. Different price points."
"All your staff would do that?" Ron asked.
"Don't know if all of them would, or if we'd even want them to. I imagine for the right price we could find plenty. Get a raise from $9.00 an hour to $15.00 and raise our prices by $10.00. I know I could find the girls, the question is would it really work?"
A week later, after endless discussions they were determined to try. I wasn't feeling 100% comfortable with the idea, and made sure that Brenda knew it.
"It's just an outfit, Dave. We'll make sure it's very clear there's no touching, no solicitation, nothing of that sort. I've looked it up. There are lots of companies doing something just like it. In most major metro areas. We'd be the only ones around here."
"I'm still not sure I like all those guys ogling my wife," I insisted.
She laughed, climbing in my lap and hugging me. "With the girls I'm lining up, I doubt they'll be doing much looking at me. There's a lot of young hard-bodies looking for work. Looks like we can pay them as much as $20 an hour and still make a nice profit. College girls, single moms, underpaid liberal art majors, there's a lot of them out there."
"Maybe the management should wear more conservative clothing. More professional."
She shook her head. "No way. That's the big secret. We show up looking sexy at that initial meeting, lay out all the ground rules, and set the hook. Then the cleaning crew does the real work."
"What if I said no?" I told her.
She looked disappointed. "I wouldn't fight you on it. You've been so supportive so far, I have no reason to complain. Please don't. I think this could be the key. We've got the experience now, and the infrastructure. The costume part could be the beginning of something big. You know nothing bad would happen. I'd never allow that. Let us at least try? Please?" She went into her sexy routine, kissing me, wriggling sweetly in my lap. "I can never thank you enough for all you've done so far, but I promise, I'd try really hard. Really, really hard."
How do you say no to the woman you love chasing her dream, when all you have is a niggling little worry? I couldn't.
I went into support mode once again. I found a college kid to do an improved website for them, with interactive online reservations. Choosing the outfits, adding gallery of photos. A little search engine optimization, some paid ads, and business picked up a little. They had two cars, and we added fancy 'wraps' advertising their business, for impressions and word of mouth referrals. Their staff was four underpaid 'undocumented' ladies they had working with them for about $9 an hour. Two weeks later they had replaced two of their four, and added four more, at anywhere from $15 to $20 an hour. They almost doubled their prices. It was working. They were finally getting to the point that both teams were busy about 30 hours a week.
Brenda's mood improved, and our sex life, which had almost died off in the previous six months, was finally off life support. We were getting intimate at least twice a week. Not all I was hoping for, but a big step in the right direction. We were still pretty young, and my wife was always a looker. Giving her foot massages, back rubs, and taking care of her aches and pains was starting to pay off a little. Thank God, 'cause each rub down left me horny as hell.
I was lying beside her, after a particularly enjoyable weekly lovefest. "Things look like they're getting better for your business," I mentioned.
"Better, but not great," she admitted. "I had no idea it would be this difficult."
"How's the repeat customer business?" I asked.
"Not nearly what I was hoping for. I thought by now we'd have a few dozen weekly or at least bi-weekly regulars. I know we do a great job. The costumes are bringing in the new business. I wonder why they don't use us more often?"
"Have you thought about an incentive program? You know, multi-level memberships, VIP customers, that type of thing."
"Why? We clean all the places the same." She sounded a little irritated that I had the temerity to tell her how to run her business.
I leaned over and stroked her flat belly gently. Damn, she was a fine looking woman. "Maybe you could give them a discount for being a weekly customer, or preferred scheduling times. A choice in cleaning crews. Provide bonus cleaning activities that you only do for VIP members. The kind of things people never want to do, windows, blinds, dishes, silver polishing, even ironing."
"You think anyone would pay for that stuff?"
"Sure. If I wasn't married to the perfect wife, I'd be happy to pay to have my shirts ironed once a week. Light bulbs changed, especially the hard to get to ones. Window cleaning is a pain, but maybe you could team with a window company and give each other business. I don't know, you're the expert, I'm just trying to brainstorm. Some way to get people to sign up and use you exclusively."
She grinned. "Isn't that your job, to use me exclusively?" She reached down and gave my alter-ego a little rub, teasing me.
"Sign me up for the VIP," I told her, leaning over and taking her nipple between my lips. "You can clean my pipes any time."
"Yes sir! One for the ultimate cleaning experience. I trust you'll be satisfied." She surprised me by leaning over and taking my semi-hard cock in her mouth. She didn't do that very often, without a lot of cajoling and near outright begging. I moaned my appreciation, and after only a minute or so, she had me ready for a second round.
She straddled me, sliding my rod into her naughty bits, and leaned over. "You're the best, you know, Dave. Never complaining, always willing to help, supporting me completely. Even with the costumes. I don't tell you often enough how much I appreciate that. I'm sorry I haven't show it more in the last several months."
"It's a difficult thing, starting a new business. I'll admit it's been a little hard on us for a while, but I think it's getting better, and if it's what you want to do, I'm behind you 100%." The tender look in her eye, the loving way she spoke, had me wanting her more than ever.
She was rocking back and forth slowly, deliciously. "Thank you, baby. I'm going to make sure you know how much it means to me a lot more often. You deserve it."
* * *
A little over 9 months ago they seemed to finally turn the corner. They were constantly busy, and had added a third team. It meant longer days, and busy Saturdays, but I could see how happy my wife was, and she did her best to make sure our time together was quality. Brenda was contributing to the household account, and I was pleased to see our coffers slowly growing. Three months earlier she had surprised me with a check repaying our original investment. We had Gail and her husband over for big steaks, and I bought my first bottle of Dom Perignon to celebrate. We got toasted, and Gail cornered me in the kitchen, letting me know how much she appreciated my support for their effort by tickling my tonsils.
Things were looking up.
Our sex life had gotten much better, which I attributed to Brenda's new success. We were active at least a few times each week. She always took Sundays off, and made sure that Sunday mornings were a time for us to get reacquainted in the bed. From that turning point months earlier, she would give me oral almost every Sunday. In the last couple of months she even continued it through completion.
The night of our big celebration, she let me go down on her, and afterward she blew me until I came, and even swallowed. God, I was living the good life. Our sex had taken a 180. There were still things I'd like to try, anal was one of them, but it looked like they were still off the menu. I wasn't going to complain, and didn't pressure her, since it seemed the menu was slowly growing. New positions, oral, even using toys. After two years, our relationship seemed even stronger than before she'd started her business.
The only downside was kids. Or lack thereof. We'd talked about it extensively while dating and the first few months after we'd married. We both wanted children, but we were young and wanted to get established first. I felt like we were there. We had a nice home, I made almost 6 figures a year, and we had money in the bank. Brenda kept putting it off, saying she wanted to make sure her business was going strong before hitting it with a pregnancy. We were both in our late 20's by this time. Not in a hurry physically, but it sure seemed to me like the time was right. I decided not to push her, but still had a date in my mind, where I wanted us to move in that direction, or duke it out.
Of course, her business was where I turned to do Nick this favor, even if he were absent and wouldn't enjoy the view. I was sitting in his study, after looking over the place and determining what he needed. I decided to go online and set it up. It was a last minute decision, and I scheduled it for the day before he was supposed to arrive back home.
I brought up the cleaning website and was surprised to see the message, "Welcome Back, Nick." Nice little touch. He was automatically logged in, as a VIP guest. I was a little surprised that he was a regular user of the service. His house certainly didn't look like it had been cleaned recently. Maybe he'd stopped using it, with the expenses of the wedding.
I hadn't been on the website for almost a year, and was amazed at how good and professional it looked. I hit the button to schedule a cleaning, and was brought to the VIP page. I was more than pleased that I was able to schedule the cleaning with such short notice. It did mean scheduling a morning appointment, starting at 8:00 am.
At the top of the page were three pictures of preferred outfits. Sexy maid, lingerie, and bikini. The Sexy maid was the cheapest, and since there'd be nobody to see, I went for that one. Even so, the $10 an hour upgrade for the other two outfits seemed like a bargain.
When it came to the actual cleaning, there was a long list of check-box items to choose from. I saw she had taken my suggestions to heart. I decided to go all out, and ran down the list, checking most of them, each with an additional charge.
Some of them were typical weekly cleaning items, others were the specials I had mentioned. The kind of things you might only do once a year.
I started with checking the full-service weekly cleaning box. I checked Mattress Flipping, and was surprised it had two choices, top down, or bottom up. Weird. Seemed like the same thing to me, so I checked the first one, bottom up. Baseboard, bathroom detailing, vent cleaning all seemed like useful items. Blinds seemed like a no-brainer.
There was even a check box for Decorative Arrangements. Like I said, it felt like the place could use a woman's touch, so I checked that one as well.
It was a little more expensive than I thought it would be, amounting to over $300. No wonder my wife had been able to pay back the original loan. I accepted the charges, and was surprised that there was no way to pay for it. On the final confirmation page, it stated it would be paid from the active account. Damn it! Now I was going to have to pay Nick back when he returned, and he'd know how much I'd spent.
Oh well. He'd appreciate it. Even if he didn't, I'm sure his new bride Alice would.
* * *
Two days later I took the morning off for the cleaning. It was my business after all, ownership had some side benefits. I set up in his study, doing a little work that I could do remotely. I was waiting for the doorbell to ring, so I could let in the cleaners.
I was on the phone to one of my East Coast clients, when I realized I could hear a vacuum running. I finished the call, and opened the door, to see a team of scantily clad whirling dervishes cleaning like mad. A short, curvaceous Latina woman walked up to me in her French maid outfit, abundant cleavage on display.
"La señora está lista en el dormitorio principal."
If my high-school Spanish was right, the Mrs. was smart in the principal's bedroom. I followed the pointing finger, to figure out why she was smart.
I opened the door to Nick's bedroom and my heart almost stopped.
There was a beautiful naked woman lying on the bed, belly down, legs spread and tied to the bedposts. Her hands were handcuffed and attached to the headboard. She was blindfolded. A pillow lifted her hips in invitation.
She giggled, and I almost lost my breakfast. "You're back a day early. I thought you said you were done with our service, Nicky? Being married and all. Couldn't give it up, could you?"
I felt my body quivering, a cold sweat breaking out on my forehead. My wife Brenda was lying on the bed, naked, waiting to be used. Apparently a common situation.
Her little laugh, always so cute, now sounded like fingernails on a chalkboard. "I know you're there, Nicky. Why so quiet, cat got your tongue? I can't believe you finally opted for the bottom-up service. What's the matter, sweet Alice won't let you play in the back door? And Blinds? Getting a little kinky, are we? You said you always liked to look into my eyes. What's changed?"
I could feel my heart pounding, my blood rushing into my head. Sadly, I also felt it rushing into my lower appendage. The bitch would never let me in her 'back-door' but it looked like any one of her customers could get that privilege for the right cost. I moved closer, and saw the glisten of lube already applied to her forbidden hole. I was furious!
She started thrusting her butt into the air. "C'mon, lover. I know you want it. What's with the silent treatment? Is this part of the game?" She shook her legs, and rattled her handcuffs. "Decorative Arrangement? Is that what it is? You want a little role-play? 'Oh, sir, please don't hurt me'," she whined in a high-pitched young girl voice. "I'm so helpless, use me if you must, but don't hurt me."
Fucking slut. Our marriage was over, but I'd use her. Hell yeah. She'd deprived me of that ass for far too long. I stripped off my shoes and pants, and climbed up on the bed behind her.
"Oh no!" she giggled. "Not my hiney, mister! Please, not in my bottom! I'm still a virgin back there."
Right. I aimed my cock between her cheeks, guiding the head in, and pushed mightily. She groaned, and pushed back as I slowly sunk in.



"Take it Nicky. Take my ass. Fuck me, baby," she growled, as I started stroking into her. It only took a few strokes before I was bottoming out inside of her.
"Is it tight, baby? Barely used, you know. Only special clients. Favorite clients. What took you so long, Nicky?" she grunted as she took my pounding of her ass in stride. "Does it excite you to know you're getting something that even Dave doesn't get? VIP service?"
Excite me? She was pissing me off. I fucked her hard and started slapping her ass. The bitch even told her clients that not only was I a cuckold, but they were getting action she denied me. I was still in shock. My best fuckin' friend! It was impossible to understand. I thought we'd had a good marriage. I'd been certain of it until about 10 minutes earlier. How the fuck had I missed this?
"Yes!" she cried out after the third or fourth good hard slap. "Punish me, Nicky. Spank my ass. Make me pay for being a naughty slut. Your slut."
I leaned over her, holding her shoulders painfully tight, pounding my cock into her ass for the first and only time. I'd never touch her again, the dirty little skank. My wife was a fucking whore, and I'd put her in business.
She had finally stopped talking, crying out softly with each powerful stroke. I was surprised I was lasting as long as I did, within her tight sheath. She started mumbling a series of cries to God, her ass thrusting back firmly against me. So fucking beautiful, and such a fucking waste. I felt the tears in my eyes, as I realized how this had to end. My marriage was over. Hell, my life was over.
She was moaning continuously; I felt her body tense up and she squealed her release. She was coming. The cheating bitch was coming on my cock, from an ass-fucking. God damn it! She got off on this shit. She loved it, and still kept it from me. Her husband. Her loving, clueless, cuckolded husband.
"God, you make me come so good, lover. Nobody can love me like you. Come in me now. Fill my filthy ass with your cum."
I drove my hips against her with a vengeance, the bed creaking dangerously, the headboard pounding against the wall. She was whimpering as I drove her into the mattress. Bottom-up. Bitch. With a groan, I realized I couldn't hold back anymore, and pumped my cum deep into her bowels. Those traitorous bowels, which had taken other loads, who knows how many, but not mine. Not until now.
When I was finished, my thighs trembling from the effort, I pulled out. I reached down and untied each of her ankles.
"God, Nicky, that was incredible," she sighed, turning on her side and speaking down toward me. "Then again, you're always incredible."
That blindfold of hers was getting on my nerves, but I decided to leave it for just a little longer. I moved up the bed, and saw the handcuff key hanging on a string from the chain. I undid the handcuffs, and she turned onto her back, smiling. I laid down on her, holding her one last time. We'd had some good times, Brenda and I. Too bad I'd married a lying cheating whore. No more good times for us. Ever.
She reached for her blindfold, and pulled it off, squinting and blinking rapidly. I saw her eyes focus, and take me in. Those beautiful eyes I'd fallen in love with. I ran my fingers through her long dark hair, trying to capture that feeling for an eternity.
"Dave," she whispered nervously. "Oh, God, Dave ..."
"Shh," I told her, my finger over her lips. "You know how much I love you, Brenda? I've always loved you. From the first time I saw you. I always will."
"Please, baby, let me explain..."
My hands moved to her neck, and started squeezing. "Not a word, Angel. Not one fucking word."
"It was just..."
I squeezed harder, cutting off her air. The stupid bitch wouldn't listen. I continued squeezing, my fury raging through me, watching her face turn red, my fingers digging into her tender skin. After several seconds she started to struggle, pulling at my hands, hitting my arms, her body squirming underneath me. I squeezed harder, her eyes bulging in fear, face turning scarlet, lips turning white. Her fingernails were digging into my hands, desperate.
I eased back, hearing her gasp. Mouth gaping open for breath.
"Listen, love. But don't say a word, understood?"
She was holding my wrists, her breath catching in her chest. She nodded.
"You have two choices. One, you speak, say one God-damned thing, make one stupid excuse for being a lying cheating whore, try to justify it in any way, and I swear I'll finish what I've started. Nod if you understand." I squeezed her throat to make sure she understood, and she nodded quickly.
"Good. Your second choice, and it only lasts for a few minutes is this: You leave this house, you get in your car, and you start driving. I don't care where, but you drive, in as straight a line as you can away from here, and you don't stop until it's dark. Don't look back, and you'll never see me again. Don't go by our home. Stop using my last name. You will never contact Nick, Gail or anyone else from your whoring company. You will disappear. I will leave the joint checking account and your ATM card open for two weeks. Then I close everything. You are a ghost, a memory after that. You gave me several great years, so this is my gift to you. I ever hear from you again, even a hint of you, and I will hunt you down and finish what I started. That I promise. You contact anybody, and they'll get the same treatment as you. That's anybody. Family, friends, I don't care."
I pulled back, and saw tears in her terrified eyes. "You understand I mean every word I said? Choose carefully. At the moment, I'm hoping you choose option one, I really am."
She climbed off the bed, and silently got dressed. I laid on the mattress, watching her, my juices dripping down her inner thigh. When she was done, she turned toward me at the doorway, with tears rolling down her face. "I'm sorry. You'll never see me again."
For a moment I was sorely tempted to jump up and deal with her for speaking, choosing option one, but I let her go. I put on my pants, and noticed the cleaning team had finished and moved on. I sat down and drank straight from Nick's best bottle of bourbon.
As I sat there, I started to get angry. Angrier. My fucking best friend. My wife. Damn it! Someone was going to pay. Ten minutes later, I had the beginnings of a desperate plan.
I got off my ass, and hit the door. In 15 minutes I was in the Plano SpyCentre Security Store. I'd driven past it dozens of times, but never imagined I'd be using it. They were helpful, and I have to admit, they had dozens of solutions for what I was looking for.
On the way back to Nick's house, I picked up a few more 'Odds-n-ends'. Within a couple of hours after my return, I had the place wired to the nines. The gear wasn't cheap. Most of the hidden cameras cost several hundred dollars apiece from that damn store. But that was Ok, Brenda's business was going to pay for it. I'd damn certain make sure of that.
Fake smoke alarm cameras, hidden book cameras, fake wall charger cameras, I had them all in place.
With Phase One complete. I started on Phase Two. I trashed the place. Brought in dirt from the yard. Pissed on the carpet. Cut up a fish and placed pieces of it deep inside several of his vents. Did the same with some raw chicken. Went to the garage and flipped the circuit breaker on the kitchen. Crammed a fist full of paper-towels into each of the toilets. I even opened up the shower-head, and stuck a piece of fish inside it as well.
I shook up a beer, and let it spray all over the guest room. Another for the master bedroom. I left the bed as it was, trashed. Didn't worry about DNA or anything. Hardly likely a simple case of vandalism would be inspected that carefully. Besides, at that moment, I didn't care.
Finally satisfied with my effort, I left the back door wide open, and left a muddy trail across his porch, walking back and forth several times, leading to the back of his yard. I broke a window leading into the guest bedroom, from the outside, and opened it. I made a few more tracks across the back deck to the window. Tracked the mud into the guest bedroom.
Phase Two complete, I headed home. Time for Phase Three. I dealt with accounts and credit cards, reporting the cards stolen, closing out the ones I could, and moving money out of the joint accounts back into my business account.
I'd need some anonymity, and to hide my trail, so for about $300 each, I set up a couple of Nevada corporations, with 24 hour turnaround service. Amazing how easy it was. Ten minutes on a website, and everything was started.
Now to deal with Brenda. I loved her, I did. Unreservedly for over seven years. For those seven years, I left seven grand in the joint account. A grub stake for her new life. One week from now, I'd close it out. I hope she made good choices.
It was getting late, so I made a call. Phase four.
"Hi Gail, Brenda asked me to give you a call."
"Dave! I've been trying to get hold of her, she never got back to us after her morning cleaning. Did something happen?" She sounded nervous, and I was wondering if the cleaning crew had said anything.
"I'm not sure. I got a call at work. She said she had to go out of town, apparently some kind of imminent death in the family. I had no idea, it was all so sudden."
I forgot to mention that the imminent death was Brenda's, if she didn't disappear.
"I'm sorry to hear that. Did she say when she'd be back?"
"No word. I imagine it'll be a few days. She didn't pack much." I think that was fair to say. Nothing wasn't much.
"You'll let me know if you hear from her? Tell her I hope things get better."
"If I hear from her, you'll be the first to know."
* * *
I woke up after sleeping far better than I ever expected to. I went to work, like it was any other day, but checked the accounts regularly. She was using her ATM card, had taken out a few hundred dollars, and filled her tank at a gas station in Louisiana. Looks like she was running toward Florida. There was no charge for a motel, but she might have used cash.
It was no surprise when I got a call from Nick in the late afternoon.
"How was the honeymoon?" I asked.
"Dave, my house was trashed! When's the last time you were over there?"
"My God, really? I checked your mail and stuff day before yesterday. It looked fine then. I'm certain I locked up afterward."
"Looks like they broke in through a window. They left the place wide open. There were three God damn cats in there when we got home, and the place was a complete mess. Why the fuck would anyone do that?"
"Damn neighborhood kids, probably. Vandals. You have no idea who would do that? Nobody pissed off at you personally?"
"Hell no. As far as I know, I don't have an enemy in the world. It doesn't make sense."
"Probably just bad luck. Real shame too. I know that Brenda had her team over there a couple of days ago to get the place cleaned up for you when you got back. Belated wedding present."
"Shit. Is she around? I could really use her help getting everything back in order. Alice was supposed to move in tomorrow, but not the way it is now."
"She had a family emergency. She had to leave town. Sorry about that. Give Gail a call, I'm sure she'll squeeze you in." Between her thighs, I thought.
"Yeah, I think I'll do that. Damn the luck!"
I felt a little better, as I saw the jigsaw pieces of my plan slowly snap together.
At home that evening, I went to the study, where Brenda did all her business work. Her computer was password protected, but nothing special. She used the same three passwords for everything, and this was no different. I guess the whore trusted me. Thank God for all the people who knew nothing about security.
I laughed at how easy it was to access all her stuff. Logging into the business website, it automatically filled in her username and password. Thank you Chrome. One click and I was in.
A few hours later, I knew it all. When the 'special' services started, how the repertoire was expanded. Who the clients were. How often they were serviced. What they paid. Nick was scheduled for a full cleaning the following day, and I was pleased to see he had opted for some of the specialty choices. Nothing too crazy, but he had opted for the top down mattress cleaning, which was straight sex, and the vent cleaning, a euphemism for a blowjob. Nice way to spend the day after your honeymoon.
I printed off names, addresses, emails, phone numbers. I had a use for those.
Next, I checked into the bank accounts. Again, automatic password filling came in helpful. Their bank account was quite flush, with over 80 grand in it. They'd been clearing better than 15 thousand a month for the last few months. I checked deposits and withdrawals, and was a little surprised to see that my wife hadn't been dipping into it. I'm not sure why that was, but I was going to keep an eye on it.
Back on my computer, I had received an email with my new corporate information. It had taken less than 18 hours to get it back. Pretty amazing; thank you Internet. Opening a Cayman Islands bank account was only a little trickier. Most of it could be done online, with a phone call, and some notarized documents and a passport with an Apostile, proving its authenticity. I was going to be busy. The good thing was once I had the process in place, it would be easier to open the next ones.
Back to the Nevada corporations, two more opened by the previous corporations, the money coming from my wife's ATM/Visa card. Paid the premium for 24 hour service again. I was getting good at this. Hopefully after this week I'd never have to do anything similar again.
After being in the dark for nine months of adultery and lying, it felt good to be doing something. Anything. Things were working out well for me so far. I think I'd covered most of my bases. Another check of our personal accounts and I saw that Brenda had transferred six grand out of our joint account, to a new one. She was in the Orlando area, from the look of the ATM charges. She was still using the card, not trying to hide.
I hadn't asked her to, and she didn't seem to mind leaving a trail behind. I guess she figured that if I wanted to find her I would. No emails, texts or phone calls from her since she'd left. Looks like she'd taken me seriously. Good. Nobody ever said she wasn't smart. A lying cheating whore maybe, but not dumb.
I considered cleaning her stuff out of the rooms, but I opted not to. When I reported her missing in a few days, I wanted it to appear that I was expecting her return.
* * *
Still no contact, no messages. She was gone. I used my key to get into Nick's place after he'd finished his cleaning appointment. It looked clean, but smelled bad. They had deodorizers all over the place. Made me smile. I reviewed the recording on the hidden cams, and hit pay-dirt in the bedroom. I had guessed correctly he couldn't resist one last VIP treatment. All I needed. I swapped out the cameras, and left long before he should be home.
Back home I checked out the video more carefully. There was Gail, entertaining Nick with her VIP services. Good picture, HD, faces very clear. No doubt, Gail was another slut, sucking and fucking on demand. I watched it twice, for the informational value only, you understand. I had to wonder if they both charged the same amount. Gail wasn't as attractive as my wife, nor did she seem to be as skilled. Those tits of hers though, something to be reckoned with. Overall, nothing to sneeze at. The equipment might have been a little pricey, but it worked damn well.
I had all I needed. Phase Five.
Private VPN service from an inexpensive used laptop, using a Starbucks network. Not perfect anonymity, but pretty good. I had my two newest corporations up and running, and completed the process of opening the Cayman Islands business accounts. Final banking step was to open an account in Switzerland.
The truth was, I had no idea if what I was doing would work. I'm not some financial wiz, but I'm a Googling pro. It only took a few minutes of research on the internet to understand how these foreign accounts operated. It took a few thousand to open each one, but I wasn't spending the money, just moving it around. Didn't cost me much more than a few hundred a year and that wouldn't be for long. I was putting a dent in my own accounts, fronting the money, but figured to get it back.
The Swiss account wasn't one of those famous numbered accounts. Nothing that fancy. A simple garden variety Swiss checking account, with all the privacy and protection that came along with it. I actually had to have a face-to-face video conference, and tell them where the money was coming from. I was honest, explaining it was from my own corporation. I told them I was looking to expand operations into Europe. I made the initial transfer, and I was set.
I felt I needed one more day for everything to come together. I was itching to pull the trigger, but convinced myself to wait. I didn't sleep well that night. Nervous and eager.
* * *
I got a call from Gail the next day, and wondered if I'd waited too long.
"Dave? Gail here. Have you heard anything from Brenda?"
"Not a peep," I told her honestly. Not that I ever expected to. "It does have me a little worried. I thought for sure she'd call when she got to her family's place."
"Me either. Nothing. It's not like her. Aren't you a little worried?"
"I'm starting to get that way. I could understand that things might be getting hectic out there, but three days without word? I'm going to call tonight and see what's going on."
"Did she...did she say anything about cleaning Nick's place?"
"Nothing. When I spoke to Nick, I thought he said he was going to have you over for the VIP service." I couldn't help myself. It was stupid to say, but I felt the urge to poke at her.
"Oh. He mentioned that? We did clean up. After the mess that some vandals made of his place. It looks like Brenda did a cleanup before she left. She never mentioned anything to me about it. You either?"
"No. We don't talk much about her day-to-day business. Is there a problem?"
"Not really. I mean, it does make things a little more difficult, not having her here."
I bet. You have to whore yourself twice as often? I tried to keep the anger out of my voice. "When I talk to her, I'll make sure to remind her to call you. If you hear from her, let me know, alright?"
"Ok. I'm just worried for her."
And getting a little sore, maybe? "Me too. If there's anything I can do to help, let me know."
After I hung up I knew I couldn't postpone things any longer. I called her family. It was a calculated risk, but I was pretty confident she would be keeping a low profile, at least for the moment. They confirmed that they hadn't heard from her, and expressed concern when I told them she'd left town, supposedly headed their way.
"Give me a call if you hear from her, please. I'm starting to get worried." I played the concerned husband the best I could.
I started the Final Phase. I transferred the money from their business account, into the first of the Nevada Corporations opened in her name, and paid for with her ATM card. All by anonymous VPN. I didn't take all of it, I left enough to cover the bills, so nothing would start bouncing yet.
After that, I erased her hard disk, removed it from the machine, and replaced it with a new pristine OS. The old drive was disassembled, the platter drilled, and the pieces scattered.
No turning back.
* * *
The next day, Thursday, was the riskiest, and I called in sick for few days. It was a long drive to the border, and it took me the better part of a day to get to El Paso, and into Mexico. About $1500 later, I was on a flight to Mexico City, and from there to the Caymans. I withdrew the money from one bank, and walked it over to the next, where I deposited it. I was a little paranoid about my shell game, and wore a ball-cap and sunglasses to disguise my look.



I spent the night, and returned to Mexico the next day, thoroughly exhausted. I had held onto five grand, for expenses. Still managed to leave over $80,000 in the new account. I made the drive back home, once again paying cash for everything.
There was a lot of risk in what I was doing, without that much payoff, but I couldn't help myself. I still burned with anger. At my wife, the cheating whore, her slut partner, and my ex-best-friend, who'd been banging both of them.
With the money two steps removed, I started part two of the payback. Back to my internet cafe, VPNs in place, I inserted the USB, and started uploading. It took the better part of two hours to complete my machinations, and then the emails started their inevitable path of destruction.
My anonymous mail drop in Denmark was converting emails into snail mail, and mailing them off to the desired recipients for less than $2.00 a piece and a $100 setup fee. A few hundred dollars to maximize the pain. Digital and hard-copy, taking no chances.
I destroyed all the evidence I could of my involvement and sat back.
* * *
The next few days were ugly. My phone never stopped ringing, with angry spouses screaming into the answering machine about what a slut and whore I was. I assumed those calls were for my loving wife. The company website was shutdown, to no surprise.
I called the police, and reported my wife missing for the last 4 days. They asked why I hadn't reported her missing earlier, and explained that she'd been out to visit her family, and when I hadn't heard from her, I contacted them and they knew nothing about the visit. I gave them the information on her car, and told them that she'd removed several thousand dollars from our back account. Over $6,000. They took my information but didn't seem overly concerned. I know it appeared she just took off.
Sunday morning I had a visit from the police. I welcomed them into the house, and explained I hadn't seen my wife in a week. I told them about her disappearing and my reporting it. They had a warrant, and took my wife's computer. Good luck with that. They probably would have taken my laptop, except I had left it at work. Not by accident. Their little visit was anticipated.
I let them go through her belongings, and I confessed that it only looked like she'd taken a few outfits. Not more than a week's worth. Minimal amount of cosmetics, too.
"Looks like she left in a hurry," one of them said.
"I have no idea. She called me and told me she had to visit her family, and she was gone when I got home."
"How long have you been involved in this scheme of theirs?" he asked.
"Since day one, I've helped her with the cleaning business. I didn't know about their 'extra' services until I received an email a couple of days ago. Not the kind of thing a man likes to find out about his supposed faithful wife," I told them.
They had a few more questions, and in the end, I promised I'd contact them if I heard from her. I didn't figure it would be the last time I'd see them.
I decided to pay my best friend a visit. Ex-best friend, I should say, although he may not have known that yet.
He opened his door to me and ushered me into his house. "God, I can't believe what I'm hearing about your wife and Gail. Is any of it true?" he asked.
As if he didn't know. Fucking asshole. "I don't know. She took off several days ago, and I haven't heard from her since. It doesn't look good."
His new wife Alice came out to join us, and offered me a beer. From the way she was acting, it appeared that Nick had managed to intercept any information about this involvement.
Nick was acting nervous, but he tried to put on a good act. "I'm so sorry to hear this. I never would have expected it from Brenda, from either of them. If there's anything I can do to help, you can count on me."
Alice sat down beside him, holding his hand. How sweet.
I pulled out the pictures from my jacket pocket, and spread them out in front of them. "You could tell me how long you've been fucking Gail, and if you've been fucking my wife as well?" I told him.
The look of shock on his face was great to see. He started to reach for the pictures, and I saw his wife pull some of them over in front of her. "Nick?" she asked softly, the worried look on her face painful.
Nick tried to grab up the pictures. "It's not what it looks like, baby," he said. "This was a long time ago, before you and I got involved."
"The day after your honeymoon? You weren't involved then?" I asked.
I could see him getting angry. "Where did you get this? It's all fake!"
I sat back and sipped from my beer. "Funny thing about that. I received an anonymous email asking me if I knew what my wife and her partner were up to. Sadly I didn't. Now I do. Her scheduling logs accompanied the email. Looks like you were getting their VIP treatment at least once every two weeks for the last six months. I received a nice video of one of your cleaning sessions. Would you like to watch it?"
Still in denial, he turned to his new wife. "It's not what you think. I swear, it was just cleaning."
"According to the schedule, Brenda's team took care of you 3 out of 4 times. As you can imagine, I find that a little disturbing. My supposed best friend is fucking my wife every couple of weeks. Why would you do that, Nick? Why would you fuck around with Brenda? Especially when you'd been engaged to Alice almost that entire time?"
"I... I didn't," he whined.
I sighed. Standing up, I turned to Alice. "If you want to see the evidence I have, you're welcome to stop by any time. It's pretty damning. He fucked Gail twice after a welcome home blowjob, the day after you guys got back."
"Why?" Nick asked me. "Why are you doing this?"
"You fucked my wife, you asshole!"
"Everyone was doing it. It wasn't going to change anything between us."
I laughed. "It changes everything. Next time I see you, you fucking bastard, you'd better start running. I'm going to destroy you, and you've got it coming."
"Dave..."
"Shut the fuck up! Don't ever say my name again. Don't speak to me, unless you're begging me to stop hitting you." I turned to the door, "Have a lousy life, dipshit."
* * *
It was almost midnight, when I found Gail tapping on the back door glass. I went to let her in, she looked like shit.
"Where is she? I have to talk to her," Gail whined.
"Whore number two. So nice of you to come over," I said.
She turned red. "It wasn't supposed to be like this. We were already slowing things down. You have to believe me Dave. Brenda and I weren't involved in the VIP treatment anymore. We had escorts who did that."
"I have pictures and video that say otherwise," I reminded her.
She sat down, clearly upset. "Just a couple of the original regulars. That's all. Even those we were weaning off the service. It was just until we got the business off the ground."
"I understand. You were only part-time whores, now. How could I have missed it?"
"Please, Dave. Where is she? I have to talk to her."
"I don't know. I really don't. Haven't seen or heard from her since she left."
Gail gazed at me nervously. "This isn't your doing, is it?"
"I wish it were. I'd rather she was here, and I could tell her what I think of her cheating whoring ways, face-to-face. So much harder to get a divorce for abandonment."
"She...she took our money. Almost all of it. I need that money. I need it for lawyers. Ron threw me out. I'm not even going to fight him about that, I can't be in that house. The police have been there, lots of angry wives, the phone calls never stop. My family knows. Everyone knows," she was crying now. Poor little slut, feeling sorry for herself.
I got up and opened a bottle of wine, pouring her a glass. She took it and drank down half of it quickly. I refilled it for her.
"What are you going to do?" I asked, trying to act concerned, when all I really wanted to do was laugh at her. That and get a peek at those big tits.
"I...I don't know. I'm almost out of money. My bastard husband shut down all the credit cards and bank accounts. I don't even have enough gas money to get home, if they'll even take me in." She looked up at me, openly crying. "This isn't what I wanted, Dave. I swear. It was just until the business could stand on its own. We spent over two years trying to make a go of it. We couldn't let it fail without making one more last-ditch effort."
I sat down next to her, taking her hand in mine, even though it made my skin crawl. "Gail, you cheated on your husband, just like Brenda cheated on me. Over and over again. For money. How did you think it was going to end?"
"We never thought we'd get caught. It was only a few times to start with, you know. To close the deal. Married men who couldn't afford to talk about it mostly. All so secret. Nobody would get hurt. There was no love, no affection. It was a simple business deal. You understand, don't you?" Her hand was clinging to mine like a life preserver in heavy seas.
"I'm sorry. I don't understand. I can't. I thought my wife loved me, but she was fucking around with half the town, including my best friend."
She turned and clutched my hand with both of hers. "She does love you. More than anything. You were so good about everything, helping us every step of the way, never complaining. I only wish Ron had been half as understanding. We talked about you so much. You're everything to her, you know. Everything."
"Hardly. Cheating, whoring herself out, and then running out with all our cash."
"She took your money?"
"A little less than $7,000, pretty much everything in our joint account. I closed out her credit cards and other accounts, at least until I hear from her."
Gail seemed to collapse on herself. "What am I going to do, Dave? My marriage is ruined, I'm broke, the police are coming after me, and I don't have a job."
I removed her hands from mine, and stood up. I returned a little later, and put five one-hundred dollar bills in front of her. She looked up at me, smiling. "I...I wish I could turn it down. Thank you."
I held my hand out to her, and she took it, allowing me to pull her to her feet. She might not be as good looking as Brenda, but she wasn't an eyesore by any means.
"C'mon, baby. Let's go to bed."
I felt her stiffen up immediately. "Bed?"
"I figure that's worth a few mattress turns and vent cleanings. Enough to get us through the next couple of days."
I saw the joy leave her face, replaced with resignation. "I'm just a whore to you now, is that it?"
I nodded, tugging her along behind me. "Not 'just' a whore. A special whore. One I've fantasized about more than a few times."
She trodded along behind me, up to the bedroom. "Go ahead and take a shower, clean up. This won't be horrible," I told her.
"What happens after," she asked, her voice shaking.
"We have a little fun. You get to stay here, instead of having to get a motel. I'll probably choose to enjoy you several times, I'm been doing without for better than a week now. When you feel you need to leave, we'll settle our account. In the mean time, you can hide out here."
She looked up and nodded. "I...I guess that's more than I deserve. Thank you."
She cleaned up nicely, and made herself pretty for me. She came to my bed naked, and started in on giving me a blowjob without my having to say anything.
I'll give credit where credit's do. She was good, damned good. Much better than my wife at that particular task. She took me in her hot mouth, sucking me like her life depended on it, which I guess in some ways it did. She was able to take my entire length, the first couple of inches sliding down her tight throat. I'm not huge, I'd say average, but it couldn't have been comfortable. I was quite happy with her performance.
After a few delicious minutes, she pulled off. "Would you like to finish in my mouth? Or would you like something different."
"Your mouth for the first time. You swallow, right?"
She nodded slowly. "Not normally. I will. For you, Dave."
"Excellent. You're very good, you know. Much better than Brenda."
She smiled at me. "I know I'm a distant second place. She's much prettier than me, and had a lot more requests for her services than I did. At least at first," she grinned.
"You're definitely first in blow-jobs. Now finish me please."
She started toying with my cock. "In a hurry? Or would you like me to drag it out, have a little fun with you."
"Take your time. I'm enjoying this, and I don't believe either of us have anywhere we need to be any time soon."
She nodded, licking my cock naughtily. "Would it be Ok to put my car in your garage? I'm parked half a block away. I didn't want to cause any trouble for you." A look of shame crossed her face, "Any more trouble than I already have."
"After. I'll probably need a little break after the first two times. We can do it then."
Her hand pumped me slowly. "Thank you," she said softly. She took me back in her mouth, and I had a good twenty minutes of the best blow-job of my life. I could see why people would pay for it. She could take me right to the edge, and back off, making me ache, almost begging. She had no issues with deep-throating me regularly. Her cheating little tongue was devilish, teasing me, licking, bathing my balls, caressing my taint.
She looked up at me after my latest groan, her eyes sparkling. I saw a little moistness there, whether it was for her situation or for the throat fucking, I had no idea. I could see she was done playing, and she became aggressive, stroking me firmly, pounding my cock down her throat, sucking voraciously.
I didn't warn her, I let my cock explode between her lips, doing my best to drown her. I moaned as she sucked me dry, her cheeks hollowing, her tongue gently working me over.
Leaning back, I lifted her head up to look at her. "Damn, Gail, you really are amazing. Ron's a lucky guy."
She looked sad. "Was a lucky guy. I doubt he and I will ever have a chance to do that again." She leaned her head on my thigh, her body shaking softly. "I can't believe it. Everything ruined. Our lives, our marriages. Just because we were too proud to let the business collapse, to look like failures."
She moved her head and took me back in her talented mouth. A few minutes of effort and she had me ready to go. "This time?" she asked.
"Ride me," I told her.
She nodded. "You want to use a rubber? I won't ask you to. I'm clean. I've never allowed a single client to use me without a condom. Not once. Not even Nick or Jerry."
Jerry would be her husband's best friend. I'd have to make sure Ron knew.
"Then why me?"
She straddled me, and eased herself down my cock. She might have been upset, but she was soaking wet, definitely ready. When she had my entire length inside of her, she laid down on my chest.
"I've always had a thing for you. You have to know that. Especially the way you supported us. I... I'm sorry we betrayed you. Maybe even more than I regret doing it to my husband. You deserved better."
I held her ass in my hands, driving in and out of her. "I did."
She clung to me, holding on tight. "I know. God, don't you think I know? I'd do anything to turn back time. To do it all over. Just walk away from it all. You know what the sickest part of it is?"
I ground my way into her, feeling her ass muscles tighten. "What is the sickest part?"
"This," she murmured, driving her hips down onto my cock. "Ninety percent of the time I didn't enjoy it, you know. I did it for the money. I really am a whore. But this? Being with you? My little secret fantasy? My stupid whoring around made this come true. That's the sick party. The guilt is tearing me apart, but I'd never be able to say I resented this result. Even if it's only this once, using me as the whore I am."
I chuckled. "Trust me, beautiful. It's going to be more than once."
I had her sit up, leaning over so I could access to those tits I'd been fantasizing about. Everything I hope for and more. She seemed to enjoy me nibbling on them, biting her big nipples, rubbing my face against them. She even giggled, switching from one to the other, moving them to my mouth.
It was more than once that night, using all three holes. Hell, I'd paid for them, hadn't I?
We showered together, and she laid in my arms, naked and available if I felt the urge.
"How did it start?" I asked softly.
She cuddled in close, voice barely audible. "Pretty obvious in hindsight. We made it clear that there would be no fooling around, no sex, no touching. We got stupid and started teasing that the VIP regulars might get a little something extra. That had them lining up, but then we had to provide something. We started with topless cleaning."
She grabbed my hand and put it on her breast. "Such a simple stupid thing. Show 'em our tits, right? No big deal. An extra $30 a session, and at least one of the crew would be topless. Turns out every one of our crew was willing, for an extra $7.50 an hour. Easy money."
She sighed, reaching down and rubbing my cock. "Damn slippery slope. $50 and we were cleaning naked. The guys were getting brazen, watching us in their robes, playing with themselves, offering bonuses. One of the girls gave a handjob for an extra $50. A few of them did. Then it was a $50 blowjob. Stupid little slut gave away her mouth for the same as a handjob, so we had to set a price. Next thing you know we had a menu of services."
"You and Brenda weren't doing it?"
"No, not at first. I don't know what it was, maybe that we were unavailable, but the offers kept coming. I... I was an idiot. I slept with a guy, gave him three hours, in exchange for a yearlong contract."
"And Brenda?"
"Nick. He blackmailed her. He heard from someone what the VIP service was. Told her he'd tell you, if she didn't provide it for him. He wanted it for free. She finally agreed to do it, but for the same price as everyone else. She was smart about that. If she did it for free, he'd want it all the time. He couldn't afford more than once every two or three weeks."
"He was the only one?" I knew better, but I wanted to see what Brenda had to say.
She was quiet, slowly stroking my cock, surprising us both I think when she started to get a response. She kissed my chin. "This is difficult to talk about. Would it be Ok if I got this guy nice and hard, and took him for a ride, while I finished my story?"
I allowed her that liberty, and a few minutes later I was inside her again, while she laid on my chest. I liked the feeling of that, her full breasts flattened, billowing out on the sides.
"I'm sorry, Dave. So God damned sorry. I know you won't be able to forgive me. Please don't hurt me."
"Shh," I calmed her. "I'm not going to hurt you. Get it off your chest. You need to."
She nodded, rocking back and forth slowly on my cock. "I convinced her. Spreadsheet and numbers. We'd both push the hard sell, get us up to three crews, full-time, and then we'd be done. It should be self-sustaining after that. We figured 2-3 months at best. Ended up being over 5 before we started shutting down our involvement about a month ago. Everything was perfect."
It was easy and comfortable taking her like that. I was hard enough for fun, but the three previous finishes sated any need.
"How could you possibly believe you'd never get caught?"
"The first few times, you're scared to death. Afraid to go home. So sure he'll know. Then it gets a little easier. After a while you stop thinking about it altogether. It's only temporary. You'll stop, and everything will be back to normal. We were delusional."
She rose up, her hands on my chest, lifting those hips up and down, doing the work for a while. "It stops being anything but a stupid job for the most part. When you're not doing the choosing, there's not a lot of romance in it."



"None?" I asked, finding it hard to believe.
She shook her head. "I had a couple of nice regulars. Two. They could get me off. I didn't mind them. Even liked them a little. Not enough to go bareback or swallow."
"Big cocks?" I couldn't help myself.
"Not them. There were three pretty memorable ones. One lousy bastard who hurt me. I wouldn't do him again. It was interesting to have a 9 inch cock, thick as my wrist, but not all that good. One of my two favorites was only maybe 5 inches. But man, he could use it."
She leaned down and gave me a quick kiss before I could stop it. "What you've got is just about perfect. It's what? Close to seven inches? Thick. Much longer and it wouldn't be comfortable. No, this here's what a girl's looking for."
Nice little ego-stroke, but I'd take it with a grain of salt from a lying whore.
She rode me quietly for a bit, then returned to laying on top of me, letting me use her gently. "When she shows up, any chance of you taking her back? She loves you more than life itself you know. It's going to kill her."
"My best friend, Gail. Fucking my best friend for six months. Doing things with him she'd never do for me. Did you know she never let me have her back-door, but it was a regular item on your menu. She bragged about it to him, that he got what I didn't."
She stiffened up. "How do you know that?"
"I confronted him. I was sent pictures and a video?"
She looked up at me. "Do you know who it was then? Who exposed us?"
"Who do you think it was?" I asked.
"Probably the husband of one of the girls. I don't know if she talked, or he found out by accident. Brenda must have gotten word. She took off so quickly."
"The help was married too?"
"Three of them. Another with a live in boy-friend."
"That's really fucked up, Gail."
She nodded quietly and started thrusting back more firmly against me.
"Could you forgive her?" she said abruptly. "She never meant to hurt you. Nick blackmailed her."
"Six months. Who knows how many men? Doing things she denied me. Lying to me, cheating on me, when I supported her in every way. Hell, it makes me her pimp, putting her in business so she could become a whore. Now everyone knows. I'm humiliated. Scared to death to go back to work and face the music. No, I don't see ever taking her back."
"You could move away. Start over. It wasn't an affair. There was no other love. She was stupid, but she loves you. God, how that girl loves you. How she talks about you. She'd make it up to you. I know she would."
"I don't want to talk about it," I told her angrily. "Enough."
She lowered her head, while I pounded my cock into her from below. "I'm sorry, Dave. I don't want to hurt you anymore. Punish me if you need to."
I rolled her onto her back, and fucked her hard, angrily. She took it quietly, even getting excited after a bit. I didn't let her come, getting my rocks off while leaving her high and dry. She didn't complain. She left the bed, cleaned up, then brought back a warm washcloth to clean me. She gave me a little taste test, before settling back into my arms.
She was quiet, and I thought she was almost asleep. "I don't deserve this, but thank you. You've always been a better man than either of us deserved."
I kissed the top of her head, lost in my own feelings. I should have detested her, but I felt sorry for her. Her life was ruined. I'd give her shelter for a bit, and use her for my pleasure, but that was it.
Still, I held her, feeling her soft skin, knowing her feelings for me, and that I'd always liked her. She fucked up big time, but I didn't have the heart in me to punish her much more than I had. Outing her, ruining her marriage, making her a laughing stock.
Now Nick and my cheating whore wife? I couldn't think of any way to punish them enough.
* * *
Brenda stayed invisible. The police visited me twice more, with no additional information. The second time, after a few weeks, they told me they weren't looking for her. It looked like she'd left of her own free will, and didn't want to be found. I didn't hear from her, and when she stopped using the ATM card and the joint account, she disappeared. I figured she was somewhere in the Orland area. Maybe Tampa.
Nick's marriage was over. I was amazed that his wife of a few weeks would get anything out of the divorce, but I guess her lawyer was good. Then I found out why. She was pregnant. Poor thing. The lawyers worked it out that nothing became final until the birth, and proof of parenthood, but the house was sold, and he was paying for two households.
He was a software programmer, an IT job. Why somebody would hunt him down one night, and beat the hell out of him, going out of their way to break his hands and fingers, I have no idea. Someone must have been very unhappy with him.
It cost me two grand. Money well spent. I figured out that twice a month for five months, at around $200 a shot, was two thousand dollars. He paid for it himself. Ironic.
Whoever did it, also kicked his testicles halfway back into his body. Me? I had an alibi. I was fucking the hell out of my wife's whore partner. With a little help from modern medicine, I did my best to make it an all night thing. Three holes and those amazing tits. Knowing what was going down across town, I was riding a high, while I was riding my whore.
The asshole disappeared not long after that. I decided I'd keep track of the divorce, and if he returned to town, maybe have someone pay him another visit. He never did, that I know of.
Seven months I kept Gail and used her well. Any way I wanted, any time I wanted. Naked blowjobs when I walked into the house after a long day at work. Taking her tight ass while she was doing the dishes. Multi-hour oral sessions, seated in my leather chair, watching the ball game, my loving whore on her knees. Long leisurely fucks in our bed at night. Entire weekends with her wearing her Sexy French maid outfit, getting fucked on demand. She hated that outfit, but never denied me.
It wasn't cheap. Housing and feeding her didn't cost much, but I used about $15K of her own money to pay her lawyers. She got off on probation for the prostitution gig. Lack of evidence, so they made a deal. The pictures of her with the asshole were claimed to be nothing more than consensual sex. The two had known each other for years. The business did clean houses and any payments received were for that express purpose. No VIP treatment without at least a cleaning. I guess her lawyer was pretty good.
Gail was grateful. She kept my house impeccable, cooked and cared for me. If I got pissed at her for anything, she'd give me what I needed for the night, and retire to the guest room without a complaint. When I got maudlin about my shitty life, she'd hold me and sooth me. She was just what I needed at the time to get over my cheating wife. Yes, I recognized the irony.
I learned things from her. She was wild, a little kinky. We played with toys, and light bondage. I fucked those big tits of hers dozens of times. I spanked her ass raw often, used a belt on her more than once. She'd come explosively when I fucked her brains out afterward. I spent almost an entire day with her tied up, using a battery of dildos and vibrators on her, seeing how many time I could get her to cum. Whenever the excitement got too much for me, I'd finish in her hot little mouth, and go back to work on her body. At one point I had her so on edge, I just laid beside her, gently sliding my finger across her clit, and watched her cum softly with each stroke. Dozens of times. She was incredible.
It was on a Saturday, a few months after her divorce was finished. We had spent the whole day spoiling each other.
She was lying in my arms, and I kissed her. I rarely did, and she melted for me each time.
"It's time," I told her softly.
"Time?"
"To move on."
I felt her stiffen. "How much longer do I have?"
"What do you need?"
"I don't know. I need to find a job. A place."
"You need to start looking. Let me know what kind of progress you have."
"Are you sure? What we have is good, isn't it?"
"It's very good. You've been wonderful to me, baby. But I've got to move on. I can't help thinking about her, with you around. You understand, don't you?"
She nodded against my chest, then kissed it softly. "I do. I didn't deserve this much. I know it. You've been more than generous. I'll start Monday."
I thought we were done for the night, but she worked her oral magic, and rode me with a sad desperation. Afterward, I held her as she cried herself to sleep.
She moved on. Found a small apartment she shared. Got a menial job as a receptionist. She looked good, the best she ever had. She'd been in nice shape when I took her in, and she worked hard to improve that for me. It paid off.
Oddly enough, we remained friends. Friends with benefits for a long time. My own divorce came through, and I started dating again. For some reason I never tried before then. I don't think it was because I was being faithful to my marriage, because I sure as hell used Gail thoroughly and often. I ended up in a couple of exclusive relationships for a while, but couldn't find what I needed. I enjoyed those times, but when they were over, I'd take up with Gail again. She kept some things at my place, and stayed over more often than she went home, but it was different. She was mine when I wanted, but she went back to her place when I told her to. She never left on her own.
Every couple of months, she'd probe a little. "Can you forgive her yet?"
"I don't think I ever will. It was too much." I'd explain. The same damn conversation over-and-over. Always during sex, when I was at my weakest.
She wouldn't press too hard, just send out those little feelers. I started to wonder if she was in contact with Brenda. If she knew.
I asked her, and she denied it. "No. I don't know where she is, and haven't heard from her."
"Then why the questions?"
"I think you need her. If you were ready, I'd find her for you. It's the least I could do."
"Bring back that cheating whore? You think you'd be doing me a favor?" I snapped angrily.
She looked sad. "I do. If you found the right girl, I'd stop. I want you to be happy, Dave. I wish it could be with me. I understand it can't. I know it could be with Brenda, if you could find a way to forgive her."
All I had to do was remember her lying there, naked, lubed up and ready to go. Laughing and joking. Telling me how wonderful it was, thinking it was Nick all the time. Giving him her ass, which she'd always denied me. God, that irked me. "It's not going to happen, Gail. It was too much."
* * *
They say time heals all wounds. It might have healed mine, but it left hellacious scars.
It was four long years before I finally did move on. My business was successful, my anger had dissipated, and I had the world's best sex any time I wanted. I needed more.
I met her at Arby's of all places. She ran into me and dropped her tray with all her food. She'd been having a bad day. She started crying.
I'm a sucker for tears. I sat her down, took her tray and receipt to the counter, and they replaced everything for free. I brought it back to her, and left her alone. She barely stopped crying long enough to thank me.
She must have lived nearby. I ran into her three more times, twice at the supermarket, before we both laughed and said we had to stop meeting like that. I bought her a coffee.
A week later, I ran into her again. I had figured out she did her shopping on Saturday mornings, and I was in the store for 2 hours before I 'accidentally' found her. Her smile made my day. She let me buy her lunch. I left with her number. The next day I asked her on a date.
It's a small world. She was 28, divorced, childless. Four years earlier she had only been married a year, when she learned her husband who worked from home had been using a certain cleaning company once a week.
I explained my wife's involvement. She walked out on me, her meal half-finished. I didn't see her for four weeks, even though I staked out the market. I called daily for a few days, then every few days, then I stopped. I could take a hint. Gail soothed me with her body. Frequently and thoroughly. The woman gave great consolation.
I shopped late, not wanting to see her. It didn't matter. It was after 7:00 pm, and she walked up to me. "I'm sorry. It hurt too much."
"Me too," I told her. "I didn't want to hurt you anymore, so I thought I'd leave you alone."
"You know your phone number is blocked?" she asked.
"Yeah. I still get some awkward calls. It's unlisted."
"I couldn't call. I've been in this damn supermarket for almost 9 hours. I'm sloshing from so much coffee. I was getting afraid you'd found somewhere else to shop."
Two weeks later she stayed the night. The following week I cut Gail off. If I'd known it was going to be our last time, I might have made more of it.
Jenny and I spent the weekend together, mostly in bed, telling each other our full stories. She couldn't get over my relationship with Gail.
"You'll take care of one cheating whore, and keep seeing her, but dump your wife for doing the same damn thing?" She sounded angry.
"I know. I can't figure it out either," I confessed. "I guess the difference is, Gail didn't cheat on me. She gave me what I needed when my life was a mess. She felt so damn guilty, she catered to me completely. It helped. When I was ready to move on, she let me. No fuss."
She shook her head at me. "Jesus, Dave. I can't believe I'd fall for the one poor bastard more screwed up in the head than me."
I laughed, pulling her naked body close. "You falling for me?"
"Duh. You can be dumber than a box of rocks sometimes."
Jenny was good for me. We were good together. Not crazy, mad, head-over-heels in love. I guess that only happens once, and I had my chance. But good enough to make things permanent within the year. She was very attractive, with a wonderful body, and looked great on my arm whenever I had a function to attend. She was generous in bed, and extremely affectionate. I enjoyed the attention. She vowed her faithfulness, and shut down anyone who came on to her. She danced with nobody but me, and made it clear to the world who she was with.
I grew to love her. More so when she bore my child. I know she loved me more than I did her. But that was Ok. I was happy. I was. The sex wasn't as incredible as it had been with Gail, but it was very good. Sometimes great. I didn't think of her every moment of the day, always planning new ways to please her, as I had with Brenda, but I thought of her often. I loved her response when I'd give her a little gift, or surprise her with a night out. She was loving, beautiful, loyal, and a great mother. All a man could ask for.
The strangest part was she became friends with Gail. My ex-lover, and the woman who had participated in ruining her marriage. I still don't know how they met. I think Gail might have been checking up on me. I didn't think they had much in common, but they became close. Gail was over often. I thought it would be much more awkward than it was.
Jenny was 8 months pregnant with our second child, on bed-rest. Gail was visiting, helping around the house. We'd come to depend on her. She still cleaned like a maniac. Didn't wear the special outfits anymore, which I have to confess I missed. We were relaxing in the living room, late, my daughter Rebecca long put to bed.
"It is enough?" Gail asked.
"What?"
"What you have with her. With Jenny. You seem happy. Is it enough?"
"I am happy. She's a good woman. I have a wonderful daughter and a son on the way."
"Can you forgive her now?" she asked.
"Why? She's out of my life. I hardly ever think of her anymore."
"I know you, Dave. I've loved you for years. You settled."
I felt angry at her words. "A loving, faithful wife. That's what I have."
She nodded sadly. "You do. She loves you to death. She'd die before she'd cheat on you."
"Why are you doing this?"
"I need to know. I'm sorry. I wanted more for you. Not just contentment. You deserve more."
"I'm happy, Gail. Happier than I've been in a long time."
"I know. I'm glad for you. It's been a long seven years." She held my hand. "I'll never be able to thank you enough, for what you did for me. You didn't have to. You should have dumped me. Burned me. Punished me like you did them."
"She left me," I reminded her.
"It's Ok, Dave. I understand. We deserved it. All of us. That and more. Don't ever think twice about it. It was harsh, but we had it coming."
I finally realized what she was saying. She knew. Knew it was me.
"She humiliated me, Gail. I loved her so damn much, and to see her like that. Calling me by his name. She fucking came from an ass-fucking when she had never allowed me to touch her there." I could barely keep the hurt in, my eyes filling to point of overflowing.
"I know. She knows. She'll never contact you. But she'd kill to hear your voice again. If you could forgive her, maybe she could move on. Start living."
"How long?"
"Four years now. I had to know. Know why she ran. That was cruel."
"Cruel? Like what she did wasn't?"
"Hers was unintentional. She'd never hurt you on purpose. You know that."
"She knew exactly what she was doing. Screwing other men, giving them what she never gave me, laughing at me behind my back. How is that unintentional?"
"The act was bad. What she did was horrible. We all realized that. But she would never have willingly hurt you. She forgave you long ago. Can't you do the same for her?"
"I... I don't think so. Every time I think about her, I see her that final time. I hear those vicious words. I can't get it out of my head. Even now. I don't think I ever will."
She sighed. "I understand. I'm sorry. I think it would be good for you. I know it would help her a lot, even though she probably doesn't deserve it. I can't help thinking about how wonderful you were to me, still are. Even now sharing your life with me, this little bit. I feel guilty. Could you do it for me? Forgive her? Please?"
"I can't. Not yet."
She leaned her head against my shoulder. "Alright. I'll leave it alone. I'm sorry to dredge up the pain again." She was quiet for a bit. "I'm seeing someone."
That surprised me. I don't think she'd dated once since it all came crumbing down. "You like him?"
"I do. He's not you, but he's good, and kind, and he seems to really like me."
"I'm not all that, Gail."
She looked up at me, and I saw the tears in her eyes. "You are. Still. The best in so many ways."
"After what I did to your business? To you? You can still say that?"
"Absolutely. We deserved that and more. You know I'll always love you, but it's time for me now. Time to move on. I know that you love her. Your new wife. And that's good. I hope you stay happy. You have a beautiful family."
"I hope things work out for you and..."
"Jeff. Jeffrey E. Davidson the third. He's so very proud of that 'third'. I hope it works out too. Can we still be friends?"
"I hope so."
She stood, and gave me a kiss. Not the kind of kiss a woman should give a married man. I understood it was goodbye. We had both moved on.
I climbed into bed with my loving, faithful wife. I held her belly, feeling the occasional movement. She didn't ask why I was crying. She was content to rollover and hold me. I don't know how I felt, but I was glad to have her by my side, her big belly pressed between us.
* * *
I don't know how she got my number at work. The call came out of the blue and hit me like a thunderbolt.
"Hello, Dave," she said.
I'd know that voice anywhere. It would never fade from my memory. Five years of marriage to another woman, almost ten years without hearing it did nothing to alter that.



"Hi Brenda."
"Would you come to see me? Please?"
"Now? After 10 years?"
"Yes. Please. Soon. I know I have no right to ask, and you certainly don't owe me anything, but I'm still a selfish bitch I guess. I need to see you. Talk to you once. Face-to-face. Please."
"What's that supposed to accomplish? What can you possible say that will change anything?"
"Nothing. The past is what it is. I destroyed the best thing in my life, and I have nobody to blame but myself. I had hoped that one day you could forgive me, and I dreamed that one day I'd be at your side again, but we both know the truth."
"Then why?"
"I need it. I... I'm begging, Dave. You hurt me badly. Maybe I deserved it, but it still crushed my soul. If you have even the smallest shred of mercy, the tiniest fragment of caring left for me, you'll give me this. One time. I'll never ask again. I swear, after this it's over. Please?"
Call me a wimp. A sucker. Whatever. I agreed.
* * *
I couldn't tell Jenny what I was doing. I should have, but I couldn't. I told her it was a business trip. I only took a half-a-dozen a year, but it wasn't that unusual.
It wasn't that far. Seven hours by car. She was no longer in Florida. She was only one state away. I got a room at the edge of town, called home, and slept a fitful sleep. I ate a late breakfast, dawdling, trying to get up the nerve I needed. I drove up to the address, shaking. I could barely breath when I looked at the decrepit apartment building.
I pressed the button to allow me into the building, and I heard her voice. "Come up, Dave. 2B. The door is open."
The door buzzed, and I walked up the stairs as if I was on my way to the gallows. I knocked then turned the door handle, entering her apartment.
It was devastating. Small, but incredibly neat. Immaculate. It was an homage to our marriage. Pictures of us everywhere, and pictures of me and my family. The family I should have had with her. That she cost us. It was emasculatingly painful. Like a kick to the nuts. I stood there, trembling, all of it coming back.
"I'm in the back," I heard her call out.
In her bedroom. Did she believe it would be that easy? Like I could stand to touch her again. What was she thinking? The resurgent anger strengthened my limbs, and I marched toward her voice.
The room was open and a wraith was lying in the bed, looking up at me. Emaciated, sunken eyes, hollowed cheeks. Dull hair pulled back severely. "Hi Dave, forgive me for not getting up."
The sight of her was unnerving. That voice I'd known and loved, emanating from the shell of a woman in front of me.
"Hi Brenda. Been a while."
She smiled, and I saw the flash in her eye, the glint I'd once adored. She patted the bed beside her and I sat, still unable to fully comprehend what I was seeing.
"The pictures?" I asked, grasping for something to say.
"Gail did it for me. I had a couple from Facebook, but not enough. She made copies and sent them to me. She keeps me updated. I hope you don't mind."
I shook my head. "That's not healthy."
She laughed, and I saw her wince. "That's the least of my problems Dave." She reached out and put her trembling hand on mine. "Thank you for coming." I was mesmerized by the wedding rings. The ring set I'd given her. I saw the white tape wrapped around the band, so it wouldn't fall off her skeleton-like finger.
"Why am I here?"
"Like I said. I guess I'm still a selfish bitch. There's four things. First, I had to tell you how sorry I am. I have no excuses. I did a terrible thing and you called me on it. I guess we both paid a hefty price for my betrayal. It was the worst thing I could do, and I have spent every day of my life regretting it. I never meant to hurt you, and for that, I'm eternally sorry. Sorry I did it, and even more so that it caused you any pain. You did nothing to deserve that."
"It's been 10 years Brenda. Ten years since you ruined the best thing that ever happened to me. You destroyed me once, but I've moved on."
"I know. Still I had to apologize, you never let me."
"You did on your way out, as I recall."
"I did. I said the words, but at the time, I was still feeling too much self-pity. That sorry was as much for my own loss as yours. Selfish. I am sorry."
She gave my hand a soft squeeze. "Second, I need you to know I forgive you. I didn't for a while. You hurt me, and I was angry. You didn't give us a chance. Maybe I didn't deserve it, but I wanted it, needed it, and you denied me. When I learned you took Gail in, when she was as bad as me, worse even, it galled me to no end. I understand now. It took me almost two years, but I forgave you."
"I didn't ask for your forgiveness."
"I know, but I forgave you anyway. I'm sorry for what I did, and forgive you for what you did."
"And now I suppose you want me to forgive you?"
"Yes. Please. That's number three. For your own sake, if not for mine. Can you forgive me for being so stupid, so selfish? For not thinking about us, when I was so desperate to prove myself in business. I did the unforgivable, but I'm asking anyway."
"Why? Why would you do things with him, with them, you wouldn't do for me? Why would you laugh at me? What did I do to deserve that?"
"Nothing. You did nothing but be a wonderful supportive husband. A terrific husband. Incredible lover."
Her veneer of calm was cracking, and her voice broke. "It was a job, Dave. I didn't enjoy it most of the time. I often fantasized I was with you, when I let them use me. The talking, the stupid words were just that, words. Ways to keep them happy, get them off quicker, get it over and done with. Idiotic, I know."
"You came with my cock in your cheating ass. For him. You denied me for years, and you did it with him, and enjoyed it."
"I faked it, baby. I always did. I had to. They paid for it, and I gave it to them. I swear as God is my witness, I never once enjoyed it. Especially not with Nick. I hated him for what he did to me. I'm sorry that all these years you were forced to believe otherwise, because I never had a chance to explain."
"You faked it? I'm supposed to believe that?"
She nodded, eyes glistening. "I have no reason to lie. Not now. It is what it is. It doesn't change the fact that I cheated on you. Deceived you. I was a terrible wife. But I'm begging you to believe me, I never enjoyed it."
"Why did you do it at all? Why anal, when you never would with me?"
"For the money. They paid extra. That was all. I was a whore. I didn't tell myself I was. I convinced myself I was a successful business woman, doing whatever was needed to succeed. I regret that. I don't like anal. I'll never understand how some women do. It hurts, and I get no pleasure from it. Still, I'd give it to you now, as sorry as it would be, but I know you'd never accept it. You're not a cheater. There was only one in our marriage. All I can do is beg your forgiveness. Please? I know I don't deserve it, but I'm begging, Dave. Begging. Forgive me?"
The tears were running down her face, and seeing her lying there, like that, her life as much a ruin as her body, I couldn't deny her absolution any longer.
"I forgive you, Brenda."
She shook her head. "No. Not the words. I don't give a fuck about the words, Dave. I need you to do it. To forgive me from your heart. Forgive this selfish, cheating lying whore for destroying our marriage, shattering your heart, and stealing your future. For not giving you the children you wanted and deserved. For ruining the best thing that would ever happen to either of us. God, I did a horrible thing, and it's so unfair, but I... I need this. Forgive me." She leaned forward, clinging to my arm, shaking, sobbing, tears soaking my skin.
I eased her back onto the bed, brushing her tears away. I climbed up next to her, laying beside her, and wrapped her in my arms. Her lamentation was soul rending. I didn't think anybody could hold that much pain. I had done this to her. I wasn't aware, but I'd punished her more than any one person should endure. I'd destroyed the one true love of my life. Not that she hadn't given me cause, but did anyone deserve this?
"I'm sorry I hurt you, baby, and I forgive you. All of it. It's over, Brenda. I loved you with every fiber of my being, and it hurt me more than I can say, but you are still my first true love, and I forgive you. I know you never meant to hurt me."
She didn't deny me. She clung to me, until the tears stopped, and the shaking disappeared. I looked into those eyes. The eyes that had won my heart all those years ago. I pressed my lips to her dry, chapped ones, and felt her welcoming response. There was no passion, but there was still love. Love and forgiveness.
I laid beside her, gazing into the windows to her soul, open, pleading. I forgave her.
"Thank you," she whispered.
"You're welcome. I'm sorry it took so long."
She shook her head. "No more apologies. I have one last request. It may be difficult, or it may be the easiest thing in the world. I don't know."
"Ask."
"I need you to keep your promise."
"Promise?"
"That day. That horrible day. When I looked into your eyes, and saw what I had done. You made me a promise. I need you to keep it."
She had lost me. She took my hands in hers, and drew them upward. With dismay I felt her pull them to her neck. I pulled away, but her scrawny hands were stronger than they looked, and she jerked them back, around her neck.
"I only have a short while left. Days, maybe a couple of weeks at best. I know it's selfish of me, but I want you to be the last thing I see. The love I had. Let me pretend for a moment, one last moment, that the last 10 years never happened. You told me you loved me, you always would. Even beyond the hurt, I saw it in your eyes, but it's faded. I've lost it. Let me go, thinking you still love me a little. Like I should have all those years ago if I had the courage. When the love was still there, betrayed, but strong.
"Please, Dave. Keep your promise."
"Shh," I told her, raising my finger to her lips. "You know how much I love you, Brenda? I've always loved you. From the first time I saw you. I always will."
My hands dropped down to her neck. My lips brushed hers.
"I'll keep my promise. That's how much I loved you. Still do."
Her eyes glistened and shone, like they had once upon a time. When we were younger, foolish, in love. Before.
She didn't fight it. I saw the corners of her mouth turn up one last time. Her eyes remained fixed on mine, even as the light within them dimmed, fading forever. Her lips moved, mouthing a final "I love you."
"I'll always love you," I whispered.
I kissed her cold lips, and closed her eyelids. I removed the band from her dark hair, spreading it out. I used to love to see her like that. I pulled the sheet back and saw she was naked. I couldn't stand for her to be found that way, and searched through her drawers. Nothing fancy to wear, but I picked out her nicest panties and bra, and dressed her. I pulled the sheet back up, tucking her in nicely for her final sleep.
I had loved her once. A raven haired beauty who'd promised me her love 'til death do us part. She kept that much of her vow. My love had faded, but enough remained to keep that one hateful promise.
It was a long drive back home. I needed my wife. My beautiful children. I hoped Jenny would still understand and not ask any questions if I once more cried myself to sleep in her arms. It had been almost three years since I had done that.
Brenda forgave me. I forgave her. I wondered how long it would be before I could forgive myself.
=============================
Thanks for reading my little story. Not the happiest ever, but real life doesn't always have happy endings. This is a contest entry, and if you enjoyed it, please consider voting. Comments are always welcome.
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The foundation is shaken. Can it be rebuilt?
This story is about a man who would rather fight for his marriage, than let it collapse. Who'll fight hard, pulling no punches. There is some domestic violence, and implied very serious violence at the end. It's a story of making amends, reconciliation, and rebuilding.
I never understand stories where the husband sees his wife on the verge of cheating and just watches to see what will happen. It doesn't compute for me. I would like to believe that true love is worth fighting for, as is any marriage, particularly with children involved. I guess that's just the romantic in me.
I have to confess that Life as a House is one of my favorite movies. I'm a big fan of Kevin Kline's work. The story does not have anything in common with the movie, except my play on the title.
=============================
I walked in the door, and immediately could tell something was up. The place was clean, sparkling, pine-sol, polished chrome clean, the first time in ages. Donna was standing nervously in the entryway, dressed up. Not to go out, but not in her typical (as of late) slovenly way. Her hair was up and shone. The children were out from underfoot, and there wasn't a sound of them in the house. Her face betrayed her guilt and nervousness.
I was reminded of our early years, not all that long ago, actually. She never had much money growing up, and went to school on loans, working co-op, and using summer earnings. She was very frugal. When we were married, I had been working for two years and earned a good living. Almost $50K a year. I encouraged her to buy things she needed, and even things she didn't need, but wanted. Every time she bought something for herself, she'd feel guilty, and she'd clean like mad. The entire house, top-to-bottom. It was as if she was punishing herself. It took me years to break that habit. The house had that look again. Guilt.
I had imagined things might come to a head soon, the way things had been going. My concerns had increased dramatically in the last couple of days, when the worst of my fears were confirmed. A concerned 'friend' had brought the issue to the forefront, after seeing my wife in an intimate embrace with another man. I'd started my preparations less than 48 hours previously. I had hoped for more time.
Admittedly this was one of a few scenarios I had anticipated. Confession and confrontation. I silently said a prayer that she hadn't succumbed completely.
"Allen," she said anxiously, "We need to talk."
No preliminaries, no gentle lead up. Right to the point. Too fast, almost, I had to act quickly before she ruined everything to the point of no return.
I shook my head, putting my briefcase on the floor, and walked toward her. "After," I said softly.
She was wringing her hands, face red. Her arms were trembling. "I'm having an... Ooof!" she gasped as my fist sped forward, plowing into her stomach with as much force as I could generate. She folded around it, clutching my forearm, unable to breath. I put my arms around her shoulders, holding her so she wouldn't collapse onto the floor. I wanted her on her feet. This worked better if she was standing.
After 30 seconds or so, the first wheezing gasps of air entered her lungs, and tiny cries of agony escaped her lips as she slowly regained the capacity to breathe. I examined her, still snared by her beauty. The tendons in her neck straining, nostrils flaring, mouth open wide in an effort to admit the life giving air she so desperately needed.
When her legs could support her again, she stood shakily, one hand grasping the door-jamb, as her breathing steadied. She stared at me in shock and fear. Understandable, I'd never so much as lifted a finger against her. Then again, until that moment, there never was cause. I, on the other hand, maintained an air of calm, waiting for her.
"I...I can't believe you hit me!" she finally whined.
"I did nothing of the sort. Was there something you wanted to say? If not, why don't we have a drink? It's been a stressful day."
"No, Allen. I can't live like this. I want a... Aaaah!", she screamed as the blow to her stomach lifted her off the ground. Solar plexus shot, leaving her gasping and breathless. Her eyes were on mine, fearful, as I eased her to the ground on her back. Her lips opened and closed, desperately grasping for air. I straddled her, and sat on her chest, lowering my weight, crushing her rib cage. My legs pinned her arms to her side and the tears started trailing from the corners of her eyes, as the battle for oxygen was slowly lost.
I rose up a little, and heard the faint rush of air into her lungs. A wheezing, whistling sound, it brought focus back to her eyes. The instant look of relief on her face vanished when I put my hand over her mouth and nose, suffocating her. She fought it, twisting, shaking her head, all in vain. I pressed down on her chest, and watched the light extinguish in her eyes.
I think she got the message.
* * *
She was only out for maybe 30 seconds. Enough time for me to lay her on the couch, her head resting in my lap. I hadn't even needed to deliver mouth-to-mouth, she came back all on her own.
My wife of 8 years sat up abruptly, gasping loudly, eyes open wide. She was obviously terrified. I held her and gently eased her down. I waited for her to get her bearings, and felt the fear and trembling take over her body. She turned her eyes to me, tears streaming freely. I brushed them away.
"Was there something you wanted to talk about, baby?" I asked softly, my hand caressing her cheek. I let my hands glide lower, encircling that long slender neck of hers.
Her eyes locked with mine, hers nervous, questioning, evaluating. Mine patiently waiting. I didn't even squeeze.
"I...I made lasagna," she whispered. "Beer or wine with dinner?"
"Wine would be perfect," I answered. My hands starting moving, rubbing and massaging her neck. I could see the glint of fear in her mesmerizing green orbs. "You know I love you more than anything, don't you, Donna?"
She nodded carefully.
"I would do anything for you. I would fight for you. I would die for you. I would gladly, without hesitation, kill for you. You matter that much to me."
Her eyes filled with tears, and she nodded again. "I know."
I lifted her into my arms, and hugged her firmly. "You look like Hell," I whispered. "Into the bathroom with you and clean up. Don't come out until you're presentable." I walked with her to the master bedroom and guided her into the bathroom. As soon as the door closed I leaped into action. I wanted us incommunicado for at least a few hours. It took all of 30 seconds to rush outside, and unplug the phone access where it entered the house. That also took care of the DSL internet. I located her purse in the kitchen where it normally was, and had her cellphone in only a few more minutes. I turned the ringer to vibrate, and put it in my pocket.
She was still in the bathroom. Feeling a little bit better about my control over the situation, I changed out of my work clothing. For a moment I almost put on my sweats and old t-shirt, as I did most evenings. Instead I opted for Dockers and a nice polo. She had dressed up for me, it was the least I could do. I brushed my hair in the mirror over my dresser.
I heard the door opening, and saw my wife peer out nervously, brace herself, and enter the bedroom. She flinched as I walked toward her, arms open.
"This evening started badly," I told her, as I approached. I hugged her. "Hi baby. I'm so sorry I was a little late. You look marvelous."
She hugged me tentatively, then a little more firmly. "You were only a few minutes late, thanks for calling ahead. The lasagna will keep," she said softly.
"Kids out?"
"I left them with my parents. I...I thought we needed some time together. Alone."
I released her, and tilted her chin up, kissing her softly on the lips. "You're right. I think we both recognize that things aren't perfect between us. I'd like to work on that."
"Work on it?" she asked, anxiously.
"Absolutely." I took her by the hand, heading back into the living area. "I'm starving. Let's eat, and perhaps after dinner we can talk."
* * *
Dinner was awkward. We talked about the kids, and about work, but not much about what was going on in her life. We assiduously avoided the elephant in the room. We shared a bottle of wine, but at the end of dinner, it was still a third full.
Twice during the meal, I'd felt the vibration of her phone going off. I ignored it.
When we were done, I stood and picked up the plates. "Dinner was great, as always. You are a wonderful cook. I don't think I tell you that enough. Why don't you relax, and I'll clean up? I'll only be a few minutes."
Donna thanked me, and I saw her pop into the kitchen, when I left for the second load of plates. Upon my return she was standing next to the table with her purse on it, looking nervous. I suspected she'd been looking for her phone. "I've got the kitchen, baby. Take it easy."
"I...I'm going to use the bathroom. I'll be right back."
I saw that guilty, nervous look again. She'd make a lousy poker player. I knew she was likely headed for the phone in our bedroom. The girl was in for a surprise. I took her phone out of my pocket, to inspect the call log. She had the phone password protected, but I hadn't been idle the last couple of weeks once my concerns had emerged, or better said, were exposed. Her password was stupidly simple, the last four of her social security number.
The latest call was from an "Emily." As far as I knew, we had no friends named Emily. I hit redial, and a male voice answered anxiously after only one ring. "How'd he take it?"
"Run. If you know what's good for you, run, and don't slow down." I hung up.
She entered the living room a few seconds later, white as a sheet. I went to her, and guided her back to the dining room table, seating her on the end. I put her wine glass in front of her. "Wait one moment. There's something I need you to do for me, before we talk, Ok?"
She nodded quietly. She sat with her hands folded together in front of her, trying to stop the shaking.
I returned from the study a minute later, and placed the piece of paper in front of her. "I want you to read this. Think about it. Weigh the words carefully. I'll be back for you in 10 minutes. During that time, all I want you to do is think about what this means to you."
She looked down at the paper, whose written words she'd spoken to me a little more than 8 years ago.
I, Donna, take you Allen, to be my wedded husband. To have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, 'till death do us part. And hereto I pledge you my faithfulness.
When I went back to her, 10 minutes later, I could see the words were smeared from her tears. She looked up at me nervously.
"Come," I told her, holding out my hand. "Let's sit in the living room."
She followed me docilely. I know the evening wasn't turning out as she'd planned. She wasn't a milquetoast by any means, always willing to stand up for herself. Her actions, or lack thereof, spoke worlds about how my response had affected her.
I sat beside her on the couch. "Let me tell you how I feel about those words, baby. I consider it a contract, of the highest order. Said after long deliberation and preparation, and sworn to in front of God, our family, our friends, and each other. Do you agree?"
"Yes, but..." she whispered.
"Shh. Not yet. You'll have your turn. As far as I'm concerned, it's very straight forward. There is only one exit clause in the contract. Only one way out of it. One. It's written there, in very direct terms. Can you tell me what the exit terms are?"
She was quiet, and I gave her a little push. "Donna? What is the one way out?"
"'Till death do us part," she whispered.
"Precisely. I know that things haven't been ideal for almost a year now. I'm not certain why. I'd be willing to work on that. I can't do it alone. I need to know, do you want to exercise your exit clause?"
"No," she answered quickly.
"Are you certain? I would hate to do it, but I'm willing to execute that option if you feel it's come to that."
"Please, Allen. Don't." Her voice betrayed her, stuttering, almost begging. It hurt me to terrify her so, but I felt it was essential if there was any chance of saving our marriage.
"Excellent. I can swear to you, today, that I have never broken that contract. I love you, and cherish you, although I may not always show it as well as I should. Fortunately it's been for better, for richer, and in health for the most part, wouldn't you agree?"
She nodded. "Yes, for the most part."
"I've been faithful to you, 100% since this contract was invoked. I have never been with another woman. I may have been tempted, and even behaved in ways which I might have been ashamed of, but I've never had relations with anyone but you. Can you say the same?"
I saw the fear in her eyes return. She hesitated. "I...I've done some bad things, Allen. Some I'm ashamed of right now. I have never been with another man, though, since I committed to you. Do you believe me?"
I took her hand in mine. "I do. If I thought otherwise, I might be tempted to terminate the contract. Do you understand?"
She nodded her head anxiously. "I'm sorry," she whispered.
"I'd like you to tell me now, what you thought, sitting there re-reading our contract. What it means to you."
"It's difficult," she said.
"I know. It's been difficult for me these last few months, seeing you willingly ignore it. Tell me, please."
"I...When I said these words, I meant them absolutely. You were the best thing that ever happened to me, and I couldn't imagine life without you. I believe we had about 5 or 6 absolutely wonderful years, then a couple that were good, but not the same. In the last half-year, I...I forgot. Forgot what was important. I started thinking that maybe life could be better," she hesitated, gasping a short breath. "God, I'm so sorry Allen, I don't know how I came to think of it, but I was imagining a life without you."
"If you were unhappy, Donna, why wouldn't you tell me? Work to make our marriage better, not sabotage it. You need to understand, there are only two people fighting for our marriage, you and me. There will always be those whose goal is to undermine it, for a variety of reasons. Jealousy, lust, anger just to name a few. Only you and I, a team, to fight for it. I can't do it alone."
"I never thought of it like that," she said.
"Do you remember how we consummated this contract?"
She smiled at me sadly. "I do. It was wonderful. I can't believe I ever forgot, even for a moment."
"I'd like to reconfirm our contract, and consummate it again. Could you do that with me? It's been almost five weeks since we last reconfirmed it."
"H-has it been that long?"
"Five weeks tomorrow. The longest since we've been married."
"I'm sorry," she whispered.
"Shhh. Let's forget about that for the moment. Will you go with me to our bedroom, and consummate it once again?"
"Do you still want me to? After tonight?"
"More than I want anything in the world."
She smiled. "Can you give me a couple of minutes? To prepare myself for you?"
"Absolutely."
* * *
We lay together, naked, after making love for the first time in a very long time. Love, not sex, a commitment and reaffirmation of our love. We recommitted ourselves twice on my part, a few more times on hers.
We ended with me holding her, while she cried, clinging to me. When her tears ceased, I mounted her once again, amazed at how readily my body responded to her, after the stress of that evening. Ensconced deeply within her, I kissed her face. "I'm sorry I let it get away from us. I never wanted that. You mean the world to me."
"Me too. I...I love you, Allen. I'm so very sorry. You've given me a wonderful life, and two beautiful children. A better life than I ever thought possible, all those years ago. I almost ruined everything, didn't I?"
"Too close for comfort. I'm sorry I hurt you. I couldn't let you say the words that would terminate our contract. I couldn't do it. I had to stop you. Please forgive me."
The corner of her mouth turned up slightly. "God, that hurt. I still can't believe you hit me! I'm still sore." She looked nervous again. "Do I want to know what would have happened if I'd gone through with it?"
I shook my head sadly.
She nodded in response. "Thank you for giving us another chance."
I stroked into her body slowly, lovingly. "I love being inside you," I whispered.
"Me too. We don't do this enough."
"I know. I'm sorry for that as well," I said.
"What happens now?" she asked, her hand caressing my side. Every few seconds I'd slide into her again, enjoying the melding, doing just enough to keep me firm.
I'd been thinking about this a lot. "A relationship between a man and a woman is a lot like a house," I explained.
"Some people get apartments. Temporary, little vested in it. They move out after a year and get a new one. Marriages are like a house. You invest in it, you commit to it, you work to make it a home. A good marriage has both spouses doing their best to keep the house up, improve it, maintain it."
I paused to pump my beautiful wife for a bit, restoring the steel to my shaft.
"We had a wonderful home, the envy of our friends and family, but we allowed it to fall in disrepair. Didn't do the upkeep, made no effort to improve it. It got stale, and a little run down. I'm as much at fault for that as you are, perhaps more. I regret that, and will work to make sure it doesn't happen again." I thrust myself fully inside of her, holding still. I leaned down and kissed her sensuous lips softly.
"I believe at some point, some outside forces thought it would be fun for them to undermine our home, tear down the walls, put dividers between us. They wanted you out of our house, and into a new one. I don't know if that would have been an apartment, a condo, or a mansion. All I know is it wouldn't have been ours any longer."
"I don't think it was like that," she said softly, nervously. "Maybe they just wanted to help fix up my side a little."
"There is no 'your side' and 'my side'. It's our home. This wasn't some handyman we chose to make things better. It was a damn thief in the night. An enemy." I felt a little anger surging up, and pounded into Donna's accommodating depths, powerfully. "Stealing my woman. Mine."
I penetrated her fully once again. "I need a name, Donna. There are barbarians at the gate. I need to defend it."
"What are you going to do?" she asked nervously, her body trembling.
"Defend our home. Make sure they never try to tear it down again."
"Can't we just move on, Allen? I'll make sure it comes to an end."
"No. I can't trust you yet. You betrayed us. You invited them in. You unlocked the gate. I'm going to slam it shut." I pulled back and slammed my cock forward, making her gasp. "A name, Donna."
"Gerald. Gerald Wheaton."
A name I'd never heard before. Not one of our friends, thank God. I leaned over her, my face inches from hers, and stroked into her firmly. "I'm angry with you, my love. So very angry. This could never have happened if you hadn't opened the gate. Betrayed our marriage. You were a traitor, allowing another to interfere. It will be a long time before I can fully trust you to be the sole defense of our marriage 'house'. Do you understand?"
She nodded nervously. "I never meant for it to happen. I'm sorry."
"Forgiven." I whispered, reaching a hand up to gently caress her cheek. "Forgiven, but not forgotten, not yet."



"What are you going to do?" she asked again.
"First, here, with you, rebuild the walls. Right now, I'm slamming the gate shut. Afterward, I will take care of the invaders, that's all you need to know."
I stopped talking, and pounded my wife into the bed. We weren't making love, I was fucking her. Hard, almost viciously. She responded nevertheless, crying out for me before I finished.
We lay together, both of us a little uncomfortable with how things were. I pulled her close. "You won't talk to him, warn him, or anything. If he approaches you, send him away. If he persists, scream, fight, yell, whatever it takes, but do not engage in conversation. Call me if you can. Do you understand? There are no more second chances."
"Yes. Shouldn't I tell him it's over?"
"No need. I already have."
Her eyes opened wide, and I felt a tremor of fear course through her. "Be careful," she said softly.
I smiled. Those words went a long ways toward closing the breach.
* * *
Trust, but verify.
The phrase, made famous by Ronald Reagan in his dealings with the Soviets, interestingly enough was coined by Vladimir Lenin. Doveryai, no proveryai. I'm not sure why I found that so entertaining. It was my new motto.
The confrontation started on a Friday. Saturday morning, we reconfirmed our contract again, and it was almost like we'd turned back the clock 8 years. Almost. I tasked my wife with getting the kids, and bowed out of Alana's soccer game, for the first time that season. Time was still of the essence and there were things that needed doing.
It took less than an hour to download the software onto her smartphone. StealthGenie Gold for the iPhone. It wasn't cheap, well over $100 with 6 months access, but it allowed me to track everything she did, including activating her GPS remotely and tracking her movements. I could read her texts, and all call logs. I had the ability to record her calls, and even, if I so desired, to call in secretly, and listen in on her conversations. It was virtually undetectable. Technology had come a long way.
For another $80, I had complete access to her computer, emails, chat logs, web history, key logger, the works. I was surprised how cheap and easy it was. Spytech SpyAgent Stealth Edition, if you're wondering. Less than 30 minutes to purchase, download, install and configure.
A thirty minute round-trip journey to Radio Shack resulted in the XBlue recording device, which connected to a phone jack, and my PC. It recorded and logged all phone calls, including answering machine messages, and saved them to the computer digitally. It also tracked Caller-ID and message times and lengths.
I purchased a GPS Logger/Tracker while I was there, for about $180. The TecNet TTL 1000 didn't do everything I wanted. I wouldn't have live GPS tracking, but I could download complete histories of all her travels. It would have to do. I had ordered a better one online, with live tracking, but didn't want to wait for it to arrive. I had to wait for her to get home and install it under the hood. It required 12V power, instead of batteries. It also had a 1 GB SD card I'd need access to, to review the logs. I bought a spare memory card so I could swap them out while I was analyzing them.
Almost $400 altogether, but a lot cheaper than hiring a PI, or the cost of a divorce.
I downloaded Donna's old call and text history from her phone. When she returned from the game, I got the excited update from the kids, while she fed them lunch. After eating, I pulled her to the side for a little privacy.
I handed her the phone. "I have your call history. I want you to clear him off your phone. No more hiding under 'Emily.' Who have you talked to about this relationship of yours?"
"It wasn't a relationship..." she started.
"Don't start lying now, Donna. I have no patience for that. We need to move forward. Every untruth, every deception sets us two steps back. Another crack in the foundation of our 'house'. The truth now. Who knows about it?"
She blushed. "Karen and Lisa."
I sighed. "Damn it, Donna! You're not making this easy. They are both accomplices in this betrayal."
She shook her head, firmly. "Not Lisa. I swear, she fought me on it the whole way. Please, call her, she'll tell you the truth."
I nodded. "She is your sister, so I'm going to give her the benefit of the doubt. I'll be talking to her. Karen gets the same treatment as the bastard. She's cut off. No more relationship at all."
"No, Allen. You can't do that, she's been my best friend since college."
"I'll make it easy for you, Donna. You can cut it off, or I will. If I do, I promise, you'll never see or hear from her ever again. Ever. If you do it, there's a chance of reconciliation in the future. Minimal but possible. Your choice."
"Why are you being so harsh and cold about this? So threatening? It's not like you. You're not this kind of person," she sounded angry.
Which made me angrier. "This is me. The business me. The part I keep away from you, because I've loved you so much. I've sheltered you. I can be hard and even cruel if need be. You don't rise through business the way I have by rolling over and taking it up the ass. It's important that you understand. For the moment, we are no longer a team, protecting our marriage. I'm in control. Things will be done my way. There is no other option. Variation from my rules will mean complete and total war on my side. Take no prisoners, absolute and merciless destruction. This is the most important thing in the world to me, and I will bring everything I own or control to bear, to make sure I get my way."
"You're scaring me, Allen," she whispered.
"Good. Now, as I said, cut it off with Karen. You're allowed one call to break it off. I never expect to hear from her again. I'll know if you don't. I reserve the right to inspect your phone and emails whenever I want. You've lost my trust, and until you've earned it back, you're under watch. To be fair, you can inspect my phone and emails as well. I have nothing to hide."
"What about Lisa?"
"I said I'll talk to her. If everything pans out, she can be your outlet. You can talk to her about everything. I'll let you know by the end of the weekend."
"Where do we go from here, Allen? I feel like I've already lost you. You don't trust me, and you're spying on me. I'm scared of you."
"We talk, we open up. We discuss what went wrong, and how we can fix it. We take our time repairing the cracks in our relationship. We repair our 'house.' At some point you lost your respect for me. If you won't respect me, you damn sure will fear me. I'll spend a lot of time and effort regaining your respect, while you work to rebuild the trust. We make this a priority in our lives."
"I never lost respect for you," she argued.
"Your actions speak otherwise."
"What if it's not enough?" she asked.
"That's not an option. You don't want to know what happens if you break our contract. That's all I'm going to say about that. There won't be another chance."
"I...I didn't break it, you know? You have to believe me. I was thinking about it, but I wouldn't do that while we were still married."
"I know. That's why we're giving this a second chance. I know a lot more than you think."
"How much?" she asked.
"You're never going to know. A lot. Let's leave it at that."
"But how?"
"I said you're never going to know. Leave it alone, Donna. Be happy that you brought it to a head before going too far."
* * *
I called her older sister Lisa. We had a long, heart-to-heart. Donna had been honest. Lisa was firmly against what she was doing, and on the verge of informing me before things went too far. I brought her into my plan, at least somewhat. I asked her to be Donna's confidant moving forward, and to help her back onto the straight and narrow.
"Why did you stop it? If she wanted out, why not kick her to the curb?" Lisa had asked.
"I love her. She's the mother of my children. She made a mistake, and we caught it before it went too far. I'd rather fight for my marriage and my wife, then let someone else steal her from me. If I did 'kick her to the curb' it wouldn't be pretty. I don't believe in rewarding traitorous bitches and predators. I would do whatever was necessary to make sure that she and the bastard paid dearly, very dearly, if required."
"You wouldn't hurt her, would you?"
"Ask her. She knows."
She sounded nervous. "I wouldn't want to be on the wrong side of you, would I?"
"No, you definitely wouldn't. On the other hand, I'm very loyal and appreciative to those on my side. I can't thank you enough for trying. I owe you one, Lisa."
"Let's fix your damn marriage, knock some sense into that thick head of hers, and we'll call it even."
I laughed. "Hardly. I'll owe you even more. I don't mind being in your debt. I'll gladly accept all the help you can give us."
"She's my baby sister, Allen. I'll help, but if she fails, I won't be the one to tell you."
"I understand. Let's try to make sure she doesn't, Ok?"
She nodded. It was good to have an understanding and an ally.
* * *
The talk with Karen's husband, Jerome, didn't go quite as well. He met me at the Dubliner, our local watering hole, where I bought him a beer.
"What's going on, Allen? You've never invited me out for a beer before."
"First and last, I'm afraid. Your wife had been involved in breaking up my marriage. Neck deep. I've stopped it. She's no longer allowed to be involved in our lives in any fashion. Sadly that includes you. It's too bad, I like you Jerome. Unfortunately, your wife is a traitorous cheating bitch."
I could see him turning angry, his face reddening. "Where the fuck do you get off calling my wife names?"
"Donna was on the cusp of an affair. Karen was encouraging her. I know that for a fact. I was tipped off by a friend, a true friend, unlike your wife. I did a little checking. I have evidence, and my wife's confession. Apparently Karen thinks that cheating on a marriage is alright. I'm not willing to share that opinion, or allow anyone who espouses it to be involved in our lives. I only thought it fair that you should know, when we cut you two out."
"What kind of evidence?" he asked, slowly simmering.
"That doesn't concern you. Donna stopped. The bastard who tried to seduce her will pay dearly. Anyone who helped will pay also. I'm giving you fair warning. Karen helped."
"I don't believe you."
"You don't have to. It's not going to change my response one way or the other. She is my enemy now. You have a choice. Get clear on your own, or try to protect her. Either way, she has to pay."
"What the fuck? Are you threatening me?"
I sighed. "I did this out of courtesy, Jerome. Like I said, I've always liked you. This is a warning. You've got a little time, not a lot. Then the hammer comes down."
I handed him a list. "Surveillance tools. If you want to know more about the woman you married, use them. Or don't. It doesn't matter to me." I got up, and left a $20 on the bar. "It was nice knowing you. If you decide to make a clean break with her, let me know. I'll try to keep you clear of the fallout."
He was staring at me as if I had a third eye. "I...I don't believe you."
"Yes you do. Confirm it. And stay clear."
* * *
I called in to work, and took a few days of emergency leave. I agreed to check my emails and deal with any major issues that came up, but I wouldn't be in the office for at least 3 days. Maybe not for the week.
I started romancing my wife. Little things. Notes. A single flower. Small jewelry items. I took her out to dinner. I complimented her. I expressed an interest in making love to her every night, and she responded in kind.
She didn't know I'd taken the time off work. I left the house at the usual time each morning, and worked on my plan.
It started with a little intelligence, finding out where he lived from public records, and tracking down his car, a two year old Sebring. I followed him from his home to work, little fear that he'd recognize me. I'd certainly never seen him before.
Tuesday I placed the mail-order GPS tracker on his vehicle, the kind with a paid service plan for real-time monitoring, and had live updates of his whereabouts. When I got home that night, at the usual time, I knew not only where he lived, but where he worked, where he went, and what he did. I even managed to insert a micro-recorder in his vehicle that I could listen in on while he was in the vehicle. I could download conversations, or even turn on the microphone remotely and listen in.
From my wife's computer, I sent him an email. I tried to use the same words and tone she used in her earlier contacts with him.
Dearest Gerry,
It's over. I was wrong to respond to your advances. Please do not try to contact me again. I'm married, and want to rebuild my marriage.
Please accept these images in friendship. I'll recall our times together fondly, but they are over. Please, if you really care for me, don't make this more difficult than it already is.
Donna
The attachment was an executable. Clicking on it started a simple slideshow of 4 pictures of my wife. None were especially salacious. The simple program also installed software on his computer. Illegal as hell. That night I was able to download his email history, web history, passwords, and other useful content. Another $80 well spent.
Wednesday I spent analyzing the intelligence I had gathered. The information was disturbing, but not especially surprising. Donna deleted her emails, but this idiot kept them all. I was able to read the entire six month effort, where he was slowly winning her over, playing on her emotions, building her up, tearing us down. She was beautiful, sensual, intelligent, misunderstood. I was cold, controlling, unloving, a user, and almost certainly cheating myself. He was good at it, slowly worming his way into her confidence.
It was interesting how they'd met. Karen had introduced him at a volunteer event at the church. Our friggin' church. What a slimy way to pick up women. Karen wasn't just a facilitator, she was the instigator. Damn, she needed to pay.
It turned out the asshole was a serial seducer. My wife wasn't his only target. He still stayed in contact with two previous conquests, and was targeting yet another. He was married with one child, to a woman who didn't understand him, or so he said. Who was too busy with her own job to make time for her family. Cold and heartless, she was. He painted a less than flattering picture of her, little by little over time. I was certain his wife knew nothing of his proclivities.
With complete remote access to his computer, I was developing a clear picture of this scum-sucking predator.
This was going to be too easy.
* * *
I decided to spend half a day at work Thursday to get caught up. Donna woke when I did, and made me breakfast. She sat down with me, sipping her coffee. She'd had almost a full week to stew. "I was an idiot, Allen. I don't know how I let it happen. I look back at my actions now, and it was like I was a different person. I don't like that person, what I had become."
I nodded. "You were seduced by an expert. You were hardly his first conquest, and he's already started on his next."
She reached into her robe, and passed me her phone. "He's been trying to contact me. When I wouldn't accept or return his calls, he showed up here yesterday, insisting I speak with him. I...I had to talk to him. I told him it was over, and I never wanted to see him again. I threatened to call the police if he didn't leave."
I passed her back the phone without looking at it. "I know. A little after 1:00. Thank you for telling me. He won't bother you much longer." I knew he'd stopped by the house from the GPS tracking. I didn't know the rest but was happy enough to let her believe I did. Keep her off balance and maintain the all-seeing, all-knowing façade.
"Please don't do anything stupid, Allen. He's not worth it."
"I'll be careful. Just stay clear of him. Tell me about your conversations with Karen and Lisa." Again, making it seem as if I already knew.
"I told Karen she almost cost me my marriage, and I wouldn't have anything more to do with her. She wasn't very happy about it. I also called all of our common friends, and made sure they understood that I was no longer willing to associate with her, and if she was invited to any events, I would not attend. I told them I valued my marriage, and she had been willing to torpedo it. I don't think we'll have to worry about seeing her around much."
"Do you want to explain how she was involved in you meeting the bastard?" I asked, calmly.
"You know?" she stared at me, surprised. Then she shook her head. "Of course you know. You've known everything. Why didn't you stop me, Allen? You should have stopped me!"
"No, Donna. If I interrupted too early, you'd never believe me. I had already lost your respect. You needed to decide it was the wrong thing to do on your own. That was the only way I could trust you. The only way things could get back to the way they were. Unfortunately, you never did that. I only intervened at the last moment, when your next action would have destroyed what we had. I couldn't let that happen. I love you and our daughters too much to subject them to what I would have been forced to do."
She was obviously distraught. "I'm sorry. I know you're probably tired of hearing that. I swear I didn't even see it coming. He was just a friend, when I needed one. Someone to talk to, a sounding board. He was good to me, understanding."
"Of course he was. He wanted to fuck you. Wanted to cuckold me, take you away, use you and throw you away like he has with the others. He wanted to demolish our 'house.' You're a smart woman, Donna. How could you not see it?"
"I...I don't know. He seemed like a perfect gentleman, and Karen kept telling me I was doing nothing wrong. It's Ok to have male friends, a different perspective. Even the first time he kissed me, it was like kissing a cousin. Friendly, nothing more. I don't know how I let it keep growing."
"You opened the gate. The first time you shared an intimacy, spoke about your feelings, about your and my relationship, you let him in. He liked to get you to talk about that, didn't he?"
She nodded. "But he was always supportive. He wanted to help me, make our marriage stronger. Make me feel better about myself."
"I hope you've learned your lesson. You need to understand, Donna, strange men don't want to become friends to help you. They want to fuck you. Make you their slut. The better ones may want to take you for themselves. Guys like your boyfriend want to use you and throw you away. They get their jollies that way."
"It was a painful education," she admitted quietly. "It's still hard to believe. He seemed so nice."
"Enough of the bastard, and that slut Karen, his partner in crime. I'll deal with them. How about Lisa?"
"Two long talks. She chewed me out but good. She says I'm lucky. I agree."
"She's a good one. I don't think I ever realized it. I'm sorry I didn't make more of an effort to get to know her better. I'm glad she's in your life."
She looked nervous. "I want to ask you something," she finally said.
"By all means. Ask anything. I want you to be able to talk to me about everything, freely."
"I have too much free time on my hands. I'd like to do something to keep busy. The kids will both be in school next semester. I think I want to get a job, or at least do some kind of volunteer work."
"That's a great idea. We don't need the money, so that shouldn't be a consideration. You can get a job if you like, pursue some schooling, or volunteer. I'll support you in any endeavor. You're a smart woman. I'm sure you'll succeed at whatever you choose."



"It would be part time. Only while the kids are in school, I hope. I don't want anything to interfere with what we're doing."
"Good. If you need my help with anything, job search, referrals, resume, whatever, just let me know."
She got up and put her arms around me. "You do love me, don't you?"
"I would hope you wouldn't even have to ask, baby. You're everything to me."
"I'm sorry that I started to forget that. I'm going to make it up to you. You'll never have to worry about me again, I promise."
"I know. I'm willing to accept part of the blame. I wasn't doing my part in keeping the love alive and vibrant between us. Wasn't maintaining our 'house' like I should have. That's one mistake I won't allow to happen again."
"I love you, Allen."
"Thank you. I love you too."
* * *
That afternoon I hired professional help. I had been hoping to avoid it, but the information gleamed from the bastard's computer necessitated it. It wasn't cheap, costing me $2000, but it was fast. Friday morning I had the results. I was ready to make my play.
Public libraries are great things. The computers are free to use, and mostly unprotected. Within 20 minutes of sitting down, I'd inserted the USB into the machine, and installed the anonymous private VPN service. The bastard was considerate enough to leave his credit card information on his PC, and he paid for the service. I felt I'd covered my tracks as well as I needed.
His emails involving his previous conquests, along with some very incriminating photos, were sent to their spouses, and his as well.
The full history of his current ongoing seduction was forwarded to the unlucky husband, with the information about his previous successes included. GPS locations and car discussions outlined nefarious lunches, and a planned future meeting. The soon to be cuckolded spouse was provided with the location, date, and time.
One of the women he'd been involved with worked with him at the same company. She no longer worked in the same building, but that didn't change anything. His email contact list was filtered to get all the company emails, and his co-workers were all included on a very informative missive about his activities with his fellow employee, and everyone else he'd been involved with.
All customer contacts extracted from his emails were notified of the type of person he was. In detail, with photos.
It was a start.
* * *
Donna was dressed as I'd requested. The kids were with her sister for the night, and I took her out for dinner and dancing. She turned down the few men who asked her to dance, spending her time with me. I thought we had a great time for the most part, but she seemed distracted. At the end of the evening, on the way home, she turned down the radio.
"It's started, hasn't it?"
"It has."
"He must have called the house and my phone at least a dozen times. He left some disturbing text messages. He blames me."
"I'm sorry. I'll make sure he stops. After this weekend, I hope you'll never have to hear from him again."
"Is it going to get ugly?"
"Probably. For him. I've done my best to keep you out of it."
"God, I really screwed up, didn't I?"
"Yes. It's water under the bridge. Did you have a good time tonight?"
She nodded, her hand caressing my shoulder. "I did. I should have brought this up earlier. It was distracting, I kept thinking about it."
"Please trust me. Don't be afraid to ask anything. At the worst, I'll explain that I'm not going to tell you. I honestly believe our lack of communication in the last couple of years was our biggest issue."
"I know. It's better now, isn't it?"
"I think so. Getting better. We still have a ways to go, but I believe it's improving. We should have been doing this more often. We need to make time for just you and me."
"I want to. Can we do it once a week? Time for just the two of us?"
"I don't see why not. I love being alone with you."
"Do you? Really?"
"You have to stop doubting my feelings for you Donna. I love you. I always have. I'll never stop. I may not have excelled at expressing them, and I regret that. I'll strive to do better."
"You're going to show me tonight?" she asked, teasingly.
"Over and over again, it you'll let me."
"Let you? I'm going to insist on it. Take me home lover, I've been wet for you since we left the house this evening."
* * *
We lay together, spooning, in the delicious afterglow. I had my arms around her, and she was holding them tightly. "I love this feeling," she said softly.
"Me too. Believe me."
She giggled, wiggling her rump against me. "Oh, I do." She was quiet for a few moments. "I need this, Allen. This time together, afterward. The holding and cuddling. Sometimes a quickie is nice, but we were losing this. The intimacy. It means as much to me as the sex does."
I thought about it and realized she was right. We had been in a rut. Sex was practically on a schedule, and afterward I'd give her a quick kiss goodnight and try to get some sleep.
"I'm sorry," I whispered. "I didn't notice the gradual change, but now that you mention it, I'm almost embarrassed I didn't. I was taking you for granted."
"Me too. You've been so good to me, but I came to expect it, not to appreciate it. I always loved you, but I think I was getting to the point where I wasn't in love with you. You were my husband, provider, and my children's father, but no longer my lover and confidante."
She turned to face me, wiggling a leg between mine, snuggling in as closely as possible. She kissed my neck. "We used to talk in bed. About anything and everything. We talked about our dreams, our goals, our fantasies. It was the most precious part of our relationship, this sharing time, and it slipped away. I don't even remember how or why, but it stopped." She squeezed me tighter, and I realized she was crying. "Don't let us lose it again."
I pulled her in closer, enveloping her in my arms. She felt so small, so fragile. I kissed the top of her head. "Never again, Sugar. I promise."
She stayed in my arms, until she fell asleep. Even then I didn't want to let her go. It was a breakthrough for me. A window into how things had deteriorated and why. I felt like an idiot. An extra 10 minutes of cuddling a night, might have helped so much. It was a time for communicating, just the two of us, intimacy and openness. I'd let it slip away, once. Never again.
* * *
I got up early, leaving her a note. I checked the GPS monitor, and found the car parked outside of a motel just off the highway. I drove there, prepared for any eventuality. I hoped it wouldn't be necessary.
At 8:30 AM I was knocking on the door.
Gerald Wheaton was a big guy, and I suspect a lot of women would appreciate his looks. Didn't do anything for me.
"What do you want?" he asked.
"Don't ever call Donna again. If I were you, I'd take your lumps and get out of town. If I ever see you again, you won't see me. I'll make sure that you never mess with my wife or any other woman ever again."
"You're the fucker who set me up?" he growled. "I'm going to enjoy kicking your ass and fucking your woman."
I smiled. "Don't say I didn't warn you. I've been kind so far." I opened my jacket to show him the holstered Ruger LC9. "Leave her alone, and disappear. Last warning."
* * *
I wasn't surprised to get a visit from the police later that morning. They asked me if I knew a Gerald Wheaton and if I had threatened to kill him.
I explained that I heard he'd seduced several married women, and had made a play for mine. I wanted him to leave her alone. I played the recording of the conversation I had with him.
"At no time did I threaten him with any type of bodily harm. I told him to leave my wife alone, or I'd make sure he did. That was the extent of it."
"You didn't point a gun at him, threaten to kill him?"
"At no time did I brandish a weapon of any type. I never threatened him. I told him to leave my wife alone. As a matter of fact, the only threat made was by him."
"Would you mind if we had a copy of this recording?" one of the officers asked.
"Not at all. If you'll come in, I'll make a copy."
Provenance works in strange ways. I had more plans for dealing with the scumbag, but he decided to make it easy.
The bastard called the house, and was yelling into the answering machine. "You stupid fuckers! You messed with the wrong man. I'm going to hunt you down, beat the shit out of you, and fuck your woman in front of your eyes. You're going to pay for messing with me, asshole. I may even have to do your daughter while I'm at it. I hope you have eyes in the back of your head, because I'm coming for you."
What an idiot. I had to wonder how my wife ever saw anything in him, other than bullshit stacked 6'2" tall.
I had a copy of the recording I'd made. I also made a copy of the logs of the dozens of calls he'd made in the previous days, including the recording of his latest threat.
"Here's the recording, officer, including a copy of the threat he made just now. I'd like them to stop. I don't want him having sex with my daughter, she's only six years old. Is there anything you can do about that?"
The lead officer nodded. "If you'd like to come down to the precinct, I'll file your complaint. I have no doubt the DA will take this very seriously."
Don't you love it when a plan comes together?
* * *
The kids were playing on the Wii, when I let him in. "Hi Jerome, I'll be honest, I didn't expect to see you anytime soon."
"She cheated on me, Allen. I don't know how much, or for how long, but my wife is a cheating slut. I'm sorry it affected your marriage."
"Come in, sit down. Can I offer you a beer?"
"That or something stronger."
"Scotch/rocks?"
"That would be perfect."
I hunted down my wife, who was doing the laundry. "Who was that at the door?" she asked.
"Jerome. He's figured out that Karen was cheating on him. Would you be a dear, and bring us both a glass of the Johnny Walker Blue on the rocks?"
"The Blue?"
"I think it's the least I can offer him, since I was the one who started him looking into his wife's behavior."
She finished folding the towel. "How much does he know?"
"I'm not sure. I'm hoping you can help clear that up."
"Me? But Allen, what she told me was in strict confidence. She was my best friend."
"Was, is the operable word here. Two drinks, another for yourself if you'd like, and then please join us."
"I...I'm not sure if I can. It wouldn't feel right."
"Would it feel better than shacking up with your boyfriend Gerald? Losing your family, your children. On the run, always looking over your shoulder?"
She glared at me, then lowered her eyes shamefully. "You're not going to let me live that down, are you?"
"Forgiven, but not forgotten. This goes back to the trust. If you're hiding other people's affairs, you're only a gnat's ass from having your own. Approval through inaction. You can see that, can't you?"
"Fine. Give me a minute, will you?" She didn't sound happy about it, but I was confident she'd do what she had to.
It was closer to five before she joined us, passing out the drinks. She sat in the chair opposite us, taking a sip from her own.
Jerome looked a little surprised to see her. "Hi Donna, sorry to intrude on your Saturday."
"No apologies necessary, Jerome. I guess this is partly my fault. I've not been much of a friend."
"Please tell him, dear. Everything. How long, how often, how many, whatever you know," I urged her.
"It's bad. Are you sure you want to know?" she asked, turning and facing our guest.
"I don't want to, but I need to. However you can help."
She sighed, taking another drink. "She's a slut. Total unrepentant slut. We laughed about it, I'm ashamed to say. She was one in college, and she remained one throughout your marriage. I don't think more than a couple of months ever went by without her seeing someone."
"Even after we were married?"
"At her bachelorette party, and within a week of you returning from your honeymoon. She had some regular boyfriends, and didn't want to give them up. Two of them, until they both moved on about 4 years ago. A couple of times a week back then, often with both of them."
"Did she say why?"
"She likes sex. She likes doing doubles, and she enjoys big dicks. That's what she said."
"But how?"
"She's a stay at home Mom. She has lots of time to play. She always made sure she was home and cleaned up before you got there. She almost never did it in your home. On the rare occasion you went out of town, she'd go a little crazy. She loved to tell me about it. I was the one she could share with, since she knew I'd never tell. We were best friends, after all."
I could see he was struggling to contain his anger. "Once they left?"
"She was in the dumps for a while, before she found some new playmates. None of them seemed to last more than 6 months or so. She was picky, and finding discrete men with big cocks who liked to play in groups was more difficult than she thought, I guess. I'm sorry to be the one to tell you."
"She never tried to get you involved?" I asked.
"Of course she did. For years. I kept reminding her I was very happily married, and lived vicariously through her adventures. I didn't really think about it much, how wrong it was. She'd always been that way."
"What are you going to do, Jerome?" I asked.
"I don't have a lot of choice, do I? First thing I'm going to do is see if the kids are mine."
Donna spoke up. "They are. She was always very careful about that. She might be a slut, but she loves you, and only you. This is going to devastate her."
"It's not doing a whole lot for me," he said angrily.
"Is there any way you could forgive her?" Donna asked.
"Forgive her? For cheating on me our entire marriage? I'm not enough for her, obviously that's never going to change."
"She says you're a great lover. She loves what you do for her. She's just wired wrong. Maybe you could see a marriage counselor, or work out an open marriage."
"Enough, Donna," I said. "This is his decision." I turned to him. "If we can help in any way, just let us know. I'll hold off on any action until you decide. You don't deserve any of this."
His eyes were red, as he stared into his glass. "I'm such an idiot. I thought we had a great marriage. I really did. She's a wonderful mother, and the sexiest, most loving woman I ever met. I guess that's the problem, isn't it?"
"I don't know what to tell you. I'm sorry you had to hear it from us," I said.
"No, it's not your fault. I'm sorry that my cheating slut wife almost dragged your woman down with her." He took a long drink from his glass. "You wouldn't know the name of any good divorce attorneys, would you?"
I shook my head. "Can't help you there. I would never get a divorce, or allow one to happen. I'm not wired that way." I turned to my wife. "I imagine you might know one."
She blushed. "I have a card, if you'd like me to get it."
I was irritated, to be honest. "Why don't you do that? I don't imagine you'll be needing one, ever."
She shook her head. "No. I'm sorry, I'll be just a moment."
She returned with the card. "I got it from Karen. He's supposed to be the best. You'll want to call him before she does."
"Has she slept with him?" Jerome asked.
"I...I don't know. I don't think so."
"Great. Just fucking great." He finished his drink, placing his empty glass on the table. "Sorry to intrude. I'd say it was fun, but that would be a lie, wouldn't it? It has been enlightening."
Donna stood, and gave him a hug. "I'm so sorry, Jerome. She does love you. She's still in love with you. She's just...broken. If you had it in your heart, maybe you could fix her."
"I don't see how," he said. "Thanks for the drink."
"Anytime. You ever need anyone to talk to, don't hesitate to call, Ok?" I said.
"Thanks. I'll keep that in mind."
After he left, I stared at my wife. "Convenient, you having the best divorce attorney's card on hand."
She blushed. "I'm sorry. I never thought to get rid of it. Can we please forget about that? It's in the past, right?"
I sat down heavily, taking a drink. "Whatever. Your best friend was quite the slut, huh?"
She sat down next to me, moving in close. I didn't feel especially romantic at the moment, but I didn't shy away from her. "I think she's a certifiable nymphomaniac. They had a great love life, but it was never enough for her. She was always looking for the next great fuck. I didn't think it would ever rub off on me, we were totally different. For me, sex matters. It's the reason that I never cheated on you, even when I was considering leaving."
"We never talked about it. You say you never had sex, but I imagine you did more than hold hands."
"Do you have to know? I'll tell you everything if you want. Is it enough to know that I never had sex, oral, vaginal or anal? I didn't. I couldn't do that to you while we were married. Believe it or not, I took my vows seriously."
"Kissing, touching, feeling, fingering? Hand jobs?"
"I did things I'm ashamed of. I allowed him liberties I never should have. I didn't love him."
"But you were willing to walk out on our marriage," I reminded her.
"I thought I wanted something new. Something different. I let him convince me I deserved it. Just a separation, to see for myself. It wasn't out of love for him. Now, it's hard to believe I could even think that way. I don't know what was going on in my mind. Maybe I should be the one seeing a shrink. I don't even recognize the person I was becoming."
She leaned her head against my shoulder. "I didn't open the gate. It was unlocked, and I let him wedge his way in, little bit at a time, without ever realizing he was doing it. Building tiny walls between you and me with his little comments. I never saw it coming. I'm so ashamed. You deserve better."
I put my arm around her, hugging her. "I bet you won't let that happen again. First time you were seduced by anyone but me."
She nodded. "Never. I learned my lesson. Anyone pulls that shit, I'll see it coming a mile away."
I tilted her head up, and kissed her softly. "I could use some building reinforcement right now."
She smiled. "The kids?"
"We won't be long."
She climbed up and straddled my lap, wrapping her arms around my neck. Her lips pressed against mine. "Wham, bam, thank you ma'am?"
"A quickie. For now. I'll make it up to you later."
She kissed me again, grinning hugely. "No way. I'm still the one who gets to do the 'making up'."
"That works for me."
* * *
Gerald was charged. He pleaded out, and was given a suspended sentence. Too damn easy on him I thought. He was also given a 1000' restraining order from my family.
I was keeping dibs on him, even employing my PI associates a couple of times. He was in the middle of an ugly divorce, and eventually ended up in the hospital. It wasn't me that beat him up, although I'll admit to harboring such thoughts. I guess one of the other husbands didn't take lightly to his fucking around either.
I was questioned about it, but had a better than average alibi. Dumb luck. Dinner out with Jill and her husband Roger, with only about a hundred witnesses, and video surveillance. The police only asked once. I had mixed feelings. I had wanted to extract that kind of revenge up close and in person, now the associated risk was much greater. On the other hand, it looked like it was a serious ass whipping, with broken ribs and severely bruised testicles. I backed off at the time. It's like they say, revenge is a dish best served cold.
Karen and Jerome are separated. She's seeing a shrink, and they're both seeing a marriage counselor. I don't know how he does it, living with what she did to their marriage. I've put off any more revenge against her, at least for now. The loss of her best friend, most of their common friends, and the state of their marriage are pretty hard on her. She's put on weight. Jerome is paying for her apartment, and has it wired to the rafters. We talk regularly, and he's over for dinner at least every couple of weeks. He makes sure that Karen knows that as well. According to Jerome, she hasn't been with anyone since he gave her the divorce papers. Maybe it was the wakeup call she needed. He's still not sure if he's going to follow through on it. I guess love is a pretty powerful thing. Whether it's trying to get him back, or the meds the doctors have her on, she's at least putting on the semblance of being faithful. Personally, I don't think it's going to last.



As for Donna and I, our marriage 'house' is stronger than ever. She still is determined to make it up to me. I still have trust issues, but I try not to bring it up to her. I check her emails and GPS logs, less frequently I admit, but thoroughly. I don't jump to any conclusions, and all aberrations have been false concerns, so far. She has a job, working at Children's Hospital, and she seems to like it and is doing very well. The money doesn't hurt, and the time spent hasn't interfered with our lives so far.
We have our dates, and I never forget how close we came to losing it all. I'll fight for our marriage, like a fucking cornered badger, and I'm still doing it. I make sure she knows how important she is, and we make sure to find 'us' time. It's working. Will I ever be able to stop checking on her, trust her completely? Perhaps in time. For now it's enough to know that she loves me, is in love with me, and is completely faithful. We're even talking about adding an extension to our 'house'. She's only 31 and working with children all the time has her talking about having another one. Frankly, I think it would do the opposite for me.
I'm inclined to go along, if it's what she wants. I wouldn't mind having a son. I'm also thinking of how to add a moat and a second set of gates to our 'house'. She says she wants it to be a mansion. I'm thinking more in line with a castle, 30 foot wall, six feet thick, and archer ports throughout. Pots of boiling oil on the ramparts ready to take out any invaders. Hopefully, I'll never need them, but never doubt, I'll fight and kill if necessary, for our marriage.
Speaking of which, it's been three months since anyone's heard from the bastard. Word on the street is that since he lost his job, his wife and his reputation, he's moved away. I happen to know that he never made it past the abandoned quarry eleven miles west of here. He never should have tried to contact my wife again. He was warned. I was very happy to hear his ex got remarried within a year after the divorce. I hate collateral damage.
As for Karen, we'll wait and see. If Jerome takes her back, and she behaves, maybe I'll let it go. Like I said, I like Jerome, always have. If she doesn't?
I'm patient.
============================
Thanks for taking the time to read this little tale. I know, I've got a string of pretty dark stories lately. Emptying my writing folder of several that have accumulated over the last year. They're not all like this, I promise.
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Reopening Old Wounds between the Sisters
Alex's efforts to bring his Mom and Aunt back together come to a head. Serious repercussions follow.
Apologies for the long delay between chapters. Things got ugly, and I had problems finding the right ending. Ended up changing things, doing some rewriting, and now have finished three more chapters. Pretty happy with the way it turned out. It looks like there's only one more to go. Hope you enjoy this installment.
=============================
I woke up alone with a smile on my face, and a severe case of morning wood. Seemed a shame to waste it.
I got up, stretched, stroked my shaft, and headed for the bathroom. After a few seconds I was able to relax enough to relieve myself. I shook myself dry, patted the end with some TP as a courtesy, and stroked myself back to full-hardness as I walked down the hall.
Mom's door was open, and she was lying in bed, a single sheet partially covering her. She looked so beautiful and serene it made my heart ache.
I climbed on the bed, and pressed my cock against her lips.
"Suck your son, Mom," I told her firmly.
She didn't move, and I rubbed my cock up and down against her lips, shaking her shoulder softly.
"Suck your son, Mom," I repeated.
I saw a hint of a smile, and her mouth opened. I eased my cock inside, and started stroking between those sexy lips.
She turned a little, toward me, and sucked softly. No special moves, no attempt to take me down her throat, just a simple, willing sucking.
I brushed her hair back, and watched her pretty face. Her eyes were still closed, her mouth a comfortable 'O' letting me use her. I reached down and caressed her breast, and after only a couple of minutes felt the early end approaching.
"Soon Mom," I told her.
Her lips tightened, and her tongue starting moving. I pumped faster, fucking her mouth, and groaned. I delivered a full load, taking my time finishing, leaving my cock in her mouth as she swallowed and sucked me clean.
I pulled my cock out a few seconds later. "Good Mommy."
"Thank you baby," she whispered, her sweet smile fluttering across her lips.
I kissed her forehead, and straightened out the sheet. "Sleep now, you've earned it."
She sighed, rolling onto her belly, and I tucked her in, taking a moment to caress the swell of her ass, lifting the sheet so enticingly.
Mom came downstairs a couple of hours later, hair still slightly damp from her morning bath. She was wrapped in a plain cotton robe. I gave her a hug, and escorted her to the kitchen table.
I set her coffee in front of her, and heated up the pan. "Dad's egg white veggie omelet Ok?" I asked, whisking three egg whites, one whole egg and adding a splash of milk.
I turned on the broiler, and looked over where Mom was watching me. I blew her a kiss, added the butter to the pan, and poured the egg in.
Dad made omelets different than anyone else I know. He cooks the eggs over low heat without stirring it, then when it's mostly firmed up, he adds the extra ingredients, then puts the whole pan under the broiler for a couple of minutes to fully cook.
With the omelets on the top rack of the oven, I popped the English muffin in the toaster.
"You didn't pay me a visit last night," she teased.
"No Mom. The door was closed. Looked like you guys wanted some privacy."
She took a sip of her coffee. "Thanks for cleaning up last night."
I took the pan out of the oven, and slid the egg onto the plate, folding it in half and adding a little salsa on top. I put the omelet in front of Mom, and kissed her cheek.
"You're welcome, beautiful. I love you."
I buttered the English muffin, putting it on the edge of her plate and placing the jar of strawberry preserves next to her.
"Are you trying to fatten me up, Jeremy?" she laughed.
"Don't think that's going to be a problem. You've been getting quite a bit of exercise lately."
"But I already had my breakfast. Best breakfast I could ever ask for." She glanced down at my crotch, teasingly.
"I'm glad you like it, but I want to keep your strength up. Purely selfish reasons, you understand."
She sipped from her grapefruit juice, and wiped her mouth. "Pretty special night, wasn't it? Are you alright this morning?"
I washed the dishes, while she ate. "Yeah. I had a rough time there for a bit, but I think it was good for me to feel a little of what Dad was going through."
"He understands. We both do. He was having a difficult time as well. Not the sharing as much, but rehashing our early days. That Penny is a hell of a girl. Too bad the summer's ending."
"I think we're going to try to keep it going. Spend our weekends and holidays together. I'm crazy about her."
Mom stood and put her plate in the sink, then came over and hugged me. "Of course you are. She's a special girl. I'm not sure how easy it will be, once you're away, but I think it's great that you're giving it a try. There are a lot of girls out there, and you'll be able to have your choice, but I don't think you're going to do much better than her."
I stood and gave Mom a hug. I escorted her back to the family room, where I sat her down and kissed her gently. "I want you to watch something for me. Please try to keep an open mind." I hit play.
I went to the kitchen and finished cleaning up, letting her watch it alone. I grabbed the phone and called Aunt Marie.
"It's time, Aunt Marie."
"Are you sure?" she asked.
"It's time. Give us about an hour."
"You still want me to bring Colin along?"
"Definitely. He's part of this, and we can't keep him in the dark forever. I'll see you soon."
I returned to the living room, and sat down next to Mom, putting my arm around her.
Mom seemed upset, and I kept quiet as Aunt Marie plead her case on screen. At least Mom was sitting through all of it. I wasn't sure it would even get this far on the first try.
She was stiff, sitting upright, her shoulders back. As the screen went blank, she didn't say anything, eyes still locked on the solid blue screen.
"How could you do this to me, Jeremy? Betray me like this," she said coldly.
"Mom! How can you say that? You know how much I love you. Are you so bitter about 20 years ago that you'd accuse me of betraying you? Me? Ever?"
"What do you expect, choosing her over me? You couldn't love me and do that!" she snapped.
"Stop it. You know better. I'd never choose her over you. This isn't even about her, it's about you."
"You expect me to believe that! You just want to fuck her." I could feel her anger brewing.
"I'll never touch her again if you don't want me to. I love her, I always have, she's the best aunt a boy could have. That said, she means nothing to me compared to you."
"Then why would you do this to me? Side with her like this," she whined.
"Because I love you. I want you to be happy. Our life is so wonderful, except for this feud between you and Aunt Marie. I think it's time to bury the hatchet. She's been good for twenty years. Yes, she was horrible to you in high school. She admits it. We all know it. Can't you let it go?"
"Twenty years? After trying to steal you from me barely a week ago?"
"She didn't. Didn't steal me, didn't try. You know we've always been close. She just wants to be a part of us. She's lonely, and she wants to make things right with you. Can't you give her a chance?"
"Give her a chance? What do you think I've been doing for the last two decades? I never cut her off from the family. I never locked her out. I let her be the fun one in your life, while I had to be the tough one. I've treated her son like my own. She repays me, how?" Mom was practically frothing at this point.
Not going so well. "She loves Dad. She has from the day she first met him. Has she ever made a move on him since you were married? Done anything that was inappropriate? Over the top?" I asked.
"She knows I'd kill her if she did!"
"Never stopped her in high school," I reminded her. "Admit it Mom, you know she's been good. Her only recent mistake was letting me go too far with her in the backseat after Dad and you practically threw us together."
"We did no such thing!"
"Yes you did. Both of you. At least Dad is willing to admit it. What did you do with her son? Were you such an angel?"
She turned crimson. "I allowed him a few liberties. Not like you two."
"C'mon Mom! The boy has the biggest crush on you, and you let him play with your tits and rub between your legs. You kissed him. Were you trying to steal him away from his mother?"
"Don't make this about him," Mom snapped. "He took the liberties, not me."
"I did the same with Aunt Marie, with Dad's secret encouragement, throwing us together and making sure he hit every damn pothole between our cabin the main road. What about those outfits you two wore? That wasn't just her."
"I was wearing it for you, Jeremy!"
"No you weren't. Be honest, Mom. You and I had never done anything remotely sexual until that moment. That same morning I got to see Aunt Marie's tits, and motor-boated them. You were teasing Colin. Kind of cruel when you know how he feels about you."
"But that's all it was! Teasing, being a little playful. She's the one who crossed the line."
"Did you two discuss that line? Where to cut it off?" I insisted.
"She should have known!"
I felt like I was going in circles with her. I lifted her off the couch, while she tried to maintain her stiff manner. I pulled her onto my lap, hugging her.
"Mom, who do I love more than anyone else in the world? Honestly."
She slowly sank into my shoulder, leaning against me. I stroked her hair softly, turning her head to look at me. "Who, Mom? Who do I love?"
She lowered her head 'til our foreheads touched. "Me."
I kissed her lips gently. "Who do you think I love second most?"
She had to think about that.
"It's an easy question Mom. Don't think about it. Answer. Who do I love almost as much as you?"
"Your father," she said softly.
"Third? Don't think about it. Say it."
She couldn't just blurt it out. She gave it a few seconds, then wrapped her arms around my neck. "A week ago I would have said Marie. Now I'd have to guess Penny."
I brought her head down to mine, and kissed her a little more firmly, insistently, until her tongue caressed mine. "Correct on all three. Aunt Marie comes in fourth. Knowing that, why would I try to get you to accept Marie's confession and apology?"
She stiffened a bit, but I held her tight.
"Maybe you think it's the right thing. I could see how you might. But you don't know her like I do, baby."
"I've known her all of my life. Hell, I fed from her breast when I was an infant. I've lain beside her, holding her in my arms, and talked. Heart-to-heart. Talked about her past, her mistakes, her dreams, and her failures. I've let her cry on my shoulder until she had no tears left. She's sad and lonely, and afraid of you. In her eyes, you have everything. The perfect life. She's just a sad three time loser, who compares every man she ever meets to yours, and always falls short."
"That's her fault, not mine," Mom argued.
"You're right. She made her bed. She had to sleep in it. You got Dad. The best man you and I have ever known. She was jealous, went out and got married to the first man she could sink her claws into. For twenty years she sat on the sidelines, waiting for you to accept her back, watching you have what she never could. A man who loved her so completely, so devotedly."
"What do you want from me, Jeremy? I've let her in. As much as I can."
"I want you to sit down with her and talk about the things that you've avoided. Without hate or rancor. Sit, listen, and try to accept. Let's try to move on. The only time I ever see you angry, upset or unhappy is in relation to your sister. I hate that. I hate to see you upset."
She wiped her eyes. "You might try avoiding things like that damned tape and this whole conversation."
I smiled. "Maybe. I'm thinking more along the lines of building bridges. A little hurt today, to forgo future heartache."
She dropped her head to my shoulder. "I don't think I can do it, Jeremy. It's too much. She hurt me. You can never understand how much."
"I know. She hurt herself worse. Your sister is hurting badly. Please, Mom? Try? For me?"
"That's not fair," she whispered.
"You're right. It's not fair. I'm willing to beg. I'll do anything to make you happy, and I honestly believe we all need this. Whatever you want, Mom. I'll do anything. I'll never touch her again. I won't be with anyone but you. I'd even defy Dad. What will it take, Mom? What will it take to get you to at least make the effort?"
"Why, Jeremy? Why would you do this to me?" she whined sadly.
"You know why Mom. I wouldn't do this for anyone else in the world."
She'd had too much. I felt her body shaking as she cried into my shoulder, quietly at first, then louder. All I could do was hold her, caress her, and let her work it out for herself.
Eventually she calmed down, and I used the belt from her robe to dry her tears. She couldn't help but giggle a little when I gave it a tug, opening the front a bit. Then she kissed me so softly, I wasn't even sure our lips touched.
"What if I can't, Jeremy? What if I try and I still can't?"
"Then I'm wrong. I'll love you exactly the same, and will do my best to hide the pain when I see you two go at it. Only you can know if it's possible. All I'm asking is you give it a chance."
"And if I can't, you'll leave her alone? No more going to her?"
"If that's what you want. I'd hope she could still be my favorite aunt, just without any benefits."
"Of course. I'd never try to break you two apart."
"Just like she'd never do that to you. Never again."
I had my hand inside her robe, cupping her breast, feeling her nipple harden against my palm. She pressed her chest forward, pushing into my hand. "Mine aren't as good as hers," she said.
I gave her tits a squeeze, making her twitch. "Yours aren't as big as hers," I told her. "But they're better. They're yours." I kissed her neck. "They're not as big as Colleen's either. Do you think I prefer hers?"
"No."
"All of yours are bigger than Penny's. You think I love hers any less?"
"Of course not," Mom said.
I leaned her back, opening her robe wide. I took her nipple between my lips and sucked hard. She moaned for me.
"My tits, Mom. You said these were mine. You gave me life, fed me with your body. Whose tits could ever mean as much to me?"
"Nobody, baby. They are yours. Your father may own the rest of me, but my breasts are always for you."
I was taking turns suckling on each, when the doorbell rang. I sat up, and pulled her robe closed. "Listen, Ok? All I ask is that you try."
She sat up, calling out to me. "Jeremy! You didn't!"
I went to the door, and welcomed a nervous Aunt Marie into my arms. "She's seen the video. She's still a little upset."
"Is now the right time?" she asked.
Colin stood in the doorway, obviously confused.
"I don't know," I answered my aunt. "I hope so. Be honest with her. Honest and patient. Don't argue with her, try to listen."
I let her go, and gave her an encouraging pat on her rear, in Mom's direction. I dragged Colin in and closed the door behind him. "C'mon, Colin, let's get a beer and you can catch me up on the latest," I told him.
We walked through the living room, and I saw Aunt Marie on her knees in front of Mom, head in her lap, crying. "I'm sorry, Alice," she whined. "I can't help it, I'm so sorry."
Mom was stroking her hair, and looked up at me. She gave a nod of her head toward the patio. I took Colin out to the garage, grabbed a beer for each of us, and took him out the back. We ambled over to the patio, and I saw him looking inside where his Mom and mine were.
"Let's give them some private time, Ok? They've got some things to work out. How's your Mom doing?"
He opened his beer once he saw me open mine. "Nervous as crap. What's going on?"
"Sister stuff. Best we keep out of it for now. I want to hear what's been going on at your house since the jeep ride. Any repercussions? Problems?"
I saw him blush. "I'm not supposed to say."
"Jesus, Colin! You're not supposed to talk about it to anyone but me. You know that right? You can tell me and Dad anything, nobody else. We're family."
"Your Dad too?"
"Sure. He knows everything that went down. You haven't seen him blowup or anything, have you?"
He looked unsure. "No, I guess." He stared at his beer. "Uncle Harold really knows?"
I figured I'd grease the rails and get this train rolling. "Tell you what. Let me get you caught up. Penny and I did it."
He almost spit out his beer. "No shit? Did it? The whole thing?"
"Popped her tight little cherry. Blowjobs too. Sweet as can be, I gotta tell you. I was an idiot for waiting so long."
"Wow! Man, you are so damn lucky. First playing with our Moms and now going all the way with Penny. You're not shitting me, are you?"
"No way. Mom and Dad know too. They're cool with it. So's her Mom. I don't think her father knows yet, but it won't be long."
Raised voices from inside the house let me know things weren't going completely smooth. "Dude, grab a chair, let's give them some space." I picked up mine, and carried it further out into the yard, near the back fence, with Colin following.
Seated again, I grinned at him. "Spill. You couldn't keep your hands off her, could you? I know I wouldn't be able to."
He looked back at the house, and took a big swig of his beer. He shook his head.
"Tit? Or more?"
I saw a small smile creep across his lips. "Tit, then some more." He sounded proud.
"Damn it, tell me! I told you about Penny."
His smile grew bigger. "You didn't tell me much."
I gave in and told him a little more. About my father encouraging me, getting experience before college, Mom saying I could take her to my room, and spending a day naked in bed with her. More the next day, before she decided it was time. I told him the Mom's helped stage the room, but not about their presence. That was still their secret, especially Colleen's.
"You're kidding, right? They were there in the house, getting everything setup?"
"Candles, music, lube, they wanted it to be nice for her."
"How was it?"
"Fucking incredible! I had no idea. Man, we're going to have to get you laid. There's no way to describe it."
"When was it?"
"Two days ago. We didn't do it again yesterday 'cause she was too sore."
"Holy crap! Too sore?"
"Hell, she was a virgin. I'm pretty sure we're going to spend a good part of this weekend doing it some more. We're going to try to still see each other while we're at school. Weekends and breaks," I told him.
"Fuck. I'm so jealous. She's gorgeous."
"Everything I told you has to remain a secret. It's just between us. I haven't told anybody else," I warned him. "You gonna tell me now?" I teased.
He drank some more of his beer. He was already two thirds done. I'd never seen him drink a beer so fast.
"Nothing happened that first day. I was still kind of embarrassed, and Mom seemed out of it. Really tired and a little upset. The next morning though, when I woke up she was sitting on the edge of my bed. She brushed my hair back and looked down at me.
"'My boy's becoming a man,' she said to me."
"I told her good morning, kind of nervous still, and she scared the hell out of me when she took off her robe and climbed into the bed, wearing just a t-shirt and panties."
"No shit!" I told him.
He nodded. "I couldn't believe it. She said, 'Colin, I still can't believe what you did to me in that back seat. My shirt was up around my neck and my panties were off. I never thought you'd do that to me.' Man, I felt bad about it. I told her I couldn't help it. She asked why."



"Why, Mom? Wearing nothing but that thin shirt, and those tiny panties, sitting in my lap for hours?"
"I've sat in your lap before," she said.
"Not dressed like that."
"Was it my boobs? Did my baby want his boobies back?"
"God, Mom! Your nipples were so hard, poking through that shirt, pressed against me. I couldn't help it."
"You like Momma's boobies?" she teased.
"Mom, please don't tease me. You're killing me. You have the best tits ever. How could I not like them!"
He took another sip of his beer, all but finishing it.
"Hold that thought." I told him. "This looks like thirsty work. I'll be right back." I headed back to the garage, grabbing two more cold ones, then took a peek in the house. They were sitting on the couch and talking. That was good. Better than the alternative.
I passed him a beer. "Go on. You told your Mom she had the best tits ever. I gotta agree."
He nodded. "She surprised the hell out of me, sitting up and taking her shirt off. Hell, she was in my bed, wearing only her panties! Can you believe that?"
I nodded.
"Well, she lay back down after that, looking at me kind of funny. 'Don't you like my tits, Colin?' she asked me. I figured I wasn't in trouble, so I reached out and squeezed the near one. She smiled at me, then told me she didn't mind if I touched her there. After that I couldn't help myself, you know? She let me play with her tits for like an hour. She let me suck them and everything."
"She does have great tits, doesn't she?" I said.
"Man. Better than any magazine. Big and soft. That's all we did that morning, and we didn't talk about it later. But the next morning she came to my room wearing only her panties and got in the bed again. I got to play with them for a long time, but I was going crazy, you know. I was so hard for her." He blushed, taking another drink.
"I don't blame you. When she was sitting in my lap, I was hard the whole time."
"Yeah, but I couldn't help myself. I was pressed against her leg, and I started rubbing myself against her. She didn't stop me, and after a few minutes I couldn't hold back and I came all over her leg. You know, I thought she'd be mad, but she giggled. 'Take a break, baby,' she told me."
He looked back toward the house, where things seemed quiet. "She wasn't mad. She got up and went to my bathroom, coming back with a washcloth. She'd already cleaned up her leg, but she pulled the covers back, and started cleaning me up with that washcloth."
I laughed. "I'd have gotten hard in a second, if she did that."
He nodded quickly. "Exactly! Me too! I wasn't even completely clean, and she was holding my hard dick in her hand. She didn't even say anything, she just pulled my head back down to her tits, and kept her hand on my shaft, pulling and squeezing."
"And you said I was the lucky one? Jesus, Colin, that's pretty incredible."
"I know! I mean, I got to play with her tits and everything, while she was stroking me down there. When I got close again, a little later, she whispered 'It's Ok, baby, you can come on Momma if you want.'"
"No way!"
"Yeah! Shit as soon as she said that, no way I could hold back any longer. I squirted all over her leg again, biting on her nipple, and you know what? I'm pretty sure she came too!"
"And that was a few days ago?" I asked.
"Yeah. Since then she's been coming into my bedroom every night. I get to play with her tits, and she jerks me off before I go to sleep."
"So have you tried to do anymore?"
"Are you kidding? She'd kill me!" he whined.
I had to laugh. "I don't think so. Damn, Colin, she has her hand on your dick and all. You didn't try touching her anywhere else, rubbing between her legs or nothin'?"
He shook his head.
I took a sip of my beer. "I don't know everything, but I think she's offering more. You've got to take a chance, bud. And not just when she comes to you at night. Push things a little. If she stops you or says no, oh well. At least you tried. You should try walking up to her during the day. Hug her from behind, push up against her ass, cup her tits. See what she does. Seriously, she's been jacking you off for close to a week. It's worth a try, isn't it?"
"But what if she stops everything? What if she stops coming to my room?"
"Then you go to hers. Be a man, Colin! Dad would kick your butt for being a weenie."
"Would you do that to your Mom?" he asked.
"Hell yeah, that and more. I already do, but I have Penny too, so I don't have to get carried away, and she gets plenty of attention from Dad." No way was I going to tell him the full extent of my relationship with Mom. Not yet. "Your Mom doesn't have a man in her life. She needs the attention. You should try to give it to her."
"You really think so?" he whined.
I wanted to shake him. "Grow some balls, Colin! You were brave enough to touch Mom. You were only three feet from Dad, and your own mother was in the back seat a few feet away, but you went after her. Touched her between the legs."
"Mom was so mad the next day, after what I did in the backseat," he said.
"That was worse. She was unconscious. Of course she'd be pissed. She had no idea what you had done. This is different. She's in your bed, already touching you. You should touch her back. Ask her to help you. Teach you what to do. Play on the whole 'Mom' thing. Tell her you want to start dating but you're not sure what to do. Get her to show you. I bet she would. Hell, it's even possible that my Mom would. But I'd start with yours first."
He looked nervous. "You really think so? She wouldn't get mad?"
"I bet just the opposite. It's worth at least a try, isn't it?"
He shrugged. "I don't want to mess things up."
I was frustrated with him. "Whatever. If you don't do it, I will. Your Mom is hot. If my Mom wouldn't kill me for it, I'd do her in a second."
"Do her? All the way?"
"Oh yeah. Absolutely. She doesn't have a man in her life now. If you don't want to play the part, I sure as hell wouldn't mind doing it."
"You really think she wouldn't mind?"
"I already said so. Give her a big wet kiss. Tell her she's the greatest and how much you love her. Feel her up and see how it goes. Keep pushing the limits until she stops you. Climb in her bed with her, instead of waiting for her to come to yours. Go for it, cuz!"
"Maybe I will. She's really sweet when she gets in my bed."
"She's sweet all the time." I finished my beer, and decided it was time to check on the Moms. "I'll be right back, Ok? I'm going to see how they're doing."
He nodded, and took another sip of his beer. It was still half-full.
I walked back to the house, and looked in. They seemed to be talking, without any screaming or violence. I opened the door and peeked in, announcing my presence.
"One nervous son and nephew entering the battlefield. Is it safe?"
Mom looked back at me, a little exasperated. "It's not a battlefield, Jeremy."
"Nobody bleeding? I don't need to call 911?" I teased.
Aunt Marie smiled a little, which was a good sign. "We're sisters. We're not going to kill each other, although I imagine there's been a few times when Sissy probably wanted to."
Mom grinned. "I never wanted to kill you. Shave your head maybe, and leave you naked on the front step, bound and helpless."
"I'd pay to see that," I laughed.
Aunt Marie squirmed forward and took Mom's hand in hers. "If that's what it takes, Alice. I'd let you. Whatever you need from me, to show you how sorry I am."
Mom didn't reply, and I could tell she was still resisting. I walked over to her. "Upsy-daisy, Mom," I said, taking her hands and pulling her off the couch. When she stood, I sat down and pulled her into my lap. She was a little stiff at first, then she settled against me. If I'd learned one thing about Mom in the last week, it was that sitting on Dad's or my lap relaxed her.
"What's the problem, Mom? Tell me. Tell us. What are you really worried about? It's not anything from 20 years ago, is it?"
She leaned her head against my shoulder. "I don't know. I guess I'm scared. She took those guys away from me so easily back then. What's to say she won't do it again? Steal you and your father."
"Alice! I would never..."
"Shh, Aunt Marie. It's the way she feels. It's not wrong, even if you wouldn't, couldn't. It's still the way she feels, deep down. That's what matters."
Mom squirmed in my lap. "I know I shouldn't feel that way. I know your father would never leave me. I know you love me, Jeremy. More than anything. I guess that's part of what's so scary. The thought of losing either of you. I just can't handle that."
I decided to take a desperate chance. I hoped it wouldn't backfire on me. "I guess that's it. You're not ready for this, and I understand. I told you I'd back you." I tilted Mom's head up and kissed her softly.
"Sorry, Aunt Marie. I wish it was different. I tried to fix things. You know I love you, and I always will, but I think you're going to have to go now. We won't be doing anything in the future, you and me. I can't. I really am sorry."
She crossed her legs Indian style, lowered her head, and put her face in her hands. "Please, Jeremy. Don't take everything away. I'll follow her rules. I swear I will, just like we've been doing. Don't shut me out."
"I have to. I know she gets upset when I see you. I can't do that to Mom anymore. I can't. Please understand."
Aunt Marie was crying softly. "I...I'm sorry, Alice. Please don't do this. Don't take him completely away. He's my Jeremy. Please."
Mom seemed anxious. "Jeremy..."
"No. It's Ok. It'll hurt for a while, but Aunt Marie can always get another man. It's not like they aren't chasing her all the time."
Aunt Marie raised her head, her eyes red and tearing. "We can be the way we were, can't we Jeremy? Best friends. You can still tell me anything. It can be the way it was, before. Right?"
"Maybe, in time. I think we need a break."
Mom twisted in my arms, looking up at me. "No Jeremy. She's your Aunt. She loves you like her own son. You can't just throw that away."
Aunt Marie squirmed even closer, sliding her leg under Mom's. "Listen to your Mom, Jeremy. It doesn't have to be like that. Please. Don't abandon me. I...I couldn't take that. I couldn't. You guys are all I have. You and Colin."
"You don't understand, Aunt Marie. She hates you. What you did eats at her every day. If we even mention you, she goes crazy. We were watching a video together, and I said we'd been practicing kissing, you and me, and Mom went nuts. When I told her I wanted you guys to try to work things out, she practically disowned me she was so mad. I can't hurt her anymore."
Mom had lowered her head, and wasn't even looking at her sister anymore. "Jeremy, it wasn't like that."
"Yes Mom, it was. It was terrible. You said I betrayed you and that I didn't love you. You screamed at Dad. It's too much. Maybe you're right."
"You hate me Alice? You hate me that much?" Aunt Marie sobbed.
Mom shook her head. "I don't hate you. I love you, you're my sister. I...I just get so angry. You hurt me so badly."
Aunt Marie looked devastated. "God, I've destroyed my life. I was so jealous of you, and look what I've done. I'm sorry, Alice. I never wanted to hurt you. You're my big sister. My idol. I...I won't bother you anymore."
Colin had some serious timing issues. He decided to make an appearance about then. "What's up? You never came back out."
Aunt Marie stood wiping her eyes. "We need to leave, Colin. Say goodbye to Alice and your cousin."
Mom reached out, "Marie..."
I grabbed her hands. "No. Let her go. It's better this way."
She looked at me in shock. "Stop it, Jeremy! This isn't right."
"Mom? Why are you crying? What's wrong?" Colin asked nervously. He walked over to her, and took her in his arms. "What happened, Mom?"
"I...I've done some terrible things, Colin. Awful things and I'm just going to have to live with that. We really need to go now."
He looked over at me angrily. "What's going on? What did you guys do?"
I felt bad about what I was doing, and I hoped it would work out, and not blow up in my face. "We didn't do anything. Ask your Mom sometime. Ask her how one sister should treat another. What she did. How she tried to take my father. How she stole Mom's boyfriends growing up. Ask her."
Mom seemed angry. "Enough, Jeremy! That was a long time ago. Don't tell him things like that."
"It's the truth," I snapped.
"It's the past. You can't do this. You can't send her away. She's been your favorite for 18 years. What she did has nothing to do with you."
"She tried to get between us. Remember what she said to you on the way back from the cabin? She knew exactly what she was doing."
Aunt Marie was crying again. "No, Jeremy, I swear. I wasn't trying to hurt her, or take you from her. I swear, I wouldn't do that."
"You don't know, Aunt Marie. The way she looked at me afterward, like I was scum, lower than dirt. I won't have that. Not from Mom."
"Jeremy, stop this now! You're overreacting. She's family," Mom said angrily.
I moved her off my lap, and stood up. "She's not. Family doesn't do what she did to you. I'm done. We're done."
"Don't tell me what I am or am not," Mom snapped.
"Whatever. You can kiss and make up, but not me. I'm not going to let her or anybody else get between you and me. Never."
Colin had been standing, his arm around his mother. He stepped toward me. "You're being a jerk," he said angrily.
"Don't be stupid, Colin." I pushed him to the side. "Take your Mom home. She's not welcome here. And leave my Mom alone, she doesn't want you around."
I was goading him. Purposely. So easy to push his buttons.
He turned red, and took a swing at me. I went with it, letting him hit me, then stepped into him, driving my fist into his stomach hard. He dropped to his knees, gasping.
"Fuck off. Don't you ever touch my mother again, or I swear I'll kill you. I was going to do it that first night, but Dad talked me out of it. I should have."
I ran up the stairs, and slammed my door. I laid on my bed, trembling, my stomach in knots. I hated it, all of it.
It was more than an hour later, and I was lying there regretting everything I'd done. It looked like I'd screwed up. It was a stupid, desperate stunt. If it was going to work, I'd expected her to show up in my room within minutes. Fuck.
I was feeling sorry for myself. I decided to give Penny a call. Maybe it would make me feel better.
I was right. Hearing her voice picked up my spirits. I told her a little about what was going on, and that I wasn't sure we'd be able to get together later. I'd been hoping for a little more practice, but she was good about it, telling me she was going over to her friend's house.
"Your ears should be burning in a little while. I might even have her come over and help her work on my shrine. It's really coming along nicely."
I laughed, and it felt good. "Have you been practicing your swirly-go-round?"
She giggled. "Right. And who would I practice with?"
"One of your myriad fans. I'm sure the boys would line up for a chance."
"I'm sure they would. But I'm done with boys. I'm quite happy with my amazing man. I think I'll save all my practicing for him."
"I'll call you later, if anything changes."
I hung up the phone after saying my goodbyes, and was about to get up and face the music, when the door cracked open.
Mom poked her head in. "Jeremy?" She had gotten dressed, exchanging the robe for shorts and a t-shirt. No bra, I saw.
I sat up. She opened the door and came over to the bed, sitting beside me. "Are you calm now?"
I nodded.
She put her arms around me. "You were too harsh with your Aunt. She didn't deserve that."
"I'm sorry Mom. It just drives me crazy to see you so upset."
She nodded. "I know. But she's still my sister. She's your family. You hurt her badly."
"Not like she hurt you."
"That was a long time ago. She was just a kid."
"My age?"
Mom was quiet. "I don't want this. I don't want you to be angry with her over something that happened so long ago."
"Long ago? What about the Jeep ride, Mom?"
"We both know that wasn't the same. She loves you, we'd all been drinking, and your father made sure you two were in a special situation. She might have pushed things a little too far, but it wasn't out of cruelty, it was out of love." She leaned into me, easing me back on the bed, her hand caressing my chest. "You can't understand. For Marie and me, you're so much like your father back then, it's disconcerting. So easy to forget. You're like catnip to us."
"I don't want to be angry with her Mom. I love her. I just don't want you to be unhappy."
"I'd be a lot sadder with her out of our lives. I love her."
"So what do you want to do?" I asked.
"I want you to make up with her. I want things back the way they were. You were very mean to Colin. You hurt his feelings badly. He looks up to you."
"I didn't mean to. He started it. He hit me first."
Mom looked irritated. "He couldn't hurt you. You know that. You're almost twice his size! Hitting him was cruel, you could have walked away. I'm disappointed in you. He's your cousin."
"I'm sorry, Mom. I was just so angry. When he took that shot at me, I wasn't thinking. I reacted poorly."
She brought her lips to mine. "I know. You did it for me, and I understand. I need you to make things right, though. Can you do that for me?"
I pulled her closer, kissing her. "Of course. Whatever you want."
She got up and opened the door, and Aunt Marie walked in, wearing one of Mom's nightgowns. She looked nervous, and Mom took her by the hand and led her to my bed. She stood behind her sister. "No more stupid rules, Jeremy. Show my sister you still love her."
Aunt Marie was always so confident, so in control. Now she appeared distraught, shaken. I held my hands out to her, and she hesitantly placed hers in mine, and let me draw her down onto my bed. I looked over at Mom.
She smiled shyly. "Colin's very upset. I'm going to calm him down."
I lifted an eyebrow, just the right, a talent I'd been working on diligently.
She blushed. "No more than in the car, Ok? I won't break your rules."
"Dad's rules," I reminded her.
"Yes, your father's rules. I understand. He...he needs me now."
Aunt Marie's head was whipping back and forth between us like she was at a tennis match.
"Tell him I'm sorry. I didn't mean it. I was angry, but he's still my bud."
Mom grinned. "I will. Now convince your favorite girl you're sorry," she said, giving me a wink. She turned and walked out of my room, closing the door behind her.
I had been sitting up, and I took Marie in my arms and guided her down to lay beside me.
She was still looking anxious. "You're not still mad at me, are you Jeremy?"
"No, Aunt Marie. I love you."
She leaned into me, pressing her head against my chest. "You hurt me, baby. You were supposed to take care of me. Supposed to be on my side."
I kissed her head softly. "I am."
She looked up at me. "You have a strange way of showing it."
I smiled. "How are things with you and Mom now?"
"Better. She's still very cross with you."
I gave her a squeeze. "Better she be angry with me than you, don't you think?"
She stared into my eyes thoughtfully. "That...was that on purpose?"
I tilted her chin up. "It didn't seem like things were getting anywhere between you and Mom. I thought I might try something desperate. A little crazy, even. A way to get her on your side, defending you." I kissed her softly. "You can never say anything to Mom about it. Promise me."
"You didn't mean it?" she whispered.
"Who's been trying to bring you two together? I want you here with us. If that means I have to take a little heat for a while, that's fine. I'd do anything to heal the breach between you two. I didn't mean to upset you, but it had to seem real. Forgive me?"



She relaxed, her arms hugging me tightly. "Oh, Jeremy. You're too good to me."
I laughed, running my hand down her side. "Impossible. Nothing's too good for my special girl. My first fantasy woman. My confidante and teacher."
She grinned. "Now what? Do you think she meant it? No rules?"
"I think she did, but she may not feel that way later. I think it would be best if we tried to stick to our rules just a little bit longer. I'll tell her I couldn't do it, I was too upset. Dollars to donuts she'll be pushing us together."
"God, you are a devious little son-of-a-bitch, aren't you?"
I rolled her on top of me, squealing delightfully. I kissed her hard. "Is that anyway to talk about your favorite nephew? Haven't we learned anything, naughty Marie?" I swatted her butt playfully.
She rolled off of me, then was fighting to get my clothing off. I didn't resist, letting her pull off my shirt and pants. As she was pulling down my boxers, I decided to tease her. "Colin tells me you two have been naughty."
She hesitated, then finished stripping me. "That damn boy should learn how to keep his mouth shut," she mumbled.
I hopped onto my knees, and grabbed the bottom of her nightgown, pulling it off of her, over her head. "From me? Where's the trust, Auntie?"
She tackled me, dressed only in her panties, her buxom breast crushed against my chest. "What did he tell you?"
I laughed. "Uh-uh. What did you do, you naughty wench?"
"Not what I do with you," she teased.
"How far? More than the handjob?"
"Not much. He needs to learn how to be with a girl, doesn't he? How to bring her pleasure."
"Kissing?"
She nodded, giving me one of her delightful kisses.
"Boobies?"
She grinned. "Not his first time there, is it? They've always been for Colin and you."
I rolled her over, giggling, while I sucked a nipple into my mouth, playfully. "You do have the greatest tits. It would be awfully cruel to take them away." I gave the sister nipple a suck. "Keeping him out of your panties?"
She blushed. "You're not going to let this go, are you?"
I slid down her body, kissing her belly, until I got to her waist. I grabbed her panties and started easing them down her legs. "You don't have to tell me. It's not like I'm anyone important to you."
She gave me a push with her foot, "You are so rotten!"
I leaped between her legs, spreading them, and dove face first between her legs. She fought me playfully, giggling, until she sighed and pulled my face tight against her crotch. I took my time, reviewing the lessons she'd taught me, until she was thrusting up against my mouth, moaning and coming for me. I held onto her firmly, and started fingering her roughly, her pussy soaking wet, making dirty, nasty splashing noises as I drove two fingers into her, my other hand rubbing her little love button.
Aunt Marie was twisting on the bed, her legs shaking, struggling while I forced her to come for me again. "Please, Jeremy," she gasped.
"Please, what?" I teased.
"Enough...too sensitive."
I laughed, and brought my mouth down and back into action, sucking on her like my life depended on it. I even tickled her backdoor, though I knew she didn't go there. Just nudging it, pressing softly, getting most of my first knuckle in. Her moaning had become desperate grunts, her legs kicking out, twisting, trying to push me away. I was having none of it. I was determined to drive my aunt crazy with lust.
She cried out when I switched back to fingering her hard, three fingers working her over. I moved from between her legs, sliding up alongside her body. I trapped one of her legs with mine, brought an arm across her shoulders pinning her down, and did what my father had taught me. Two fingers, yanking up hard against her pussy, merciless, while she gasped and pleaded.
Her head tilted back and she moaned "Oh, God!" It was harder to get her off than Mom, and my arm was tiring, but I kept it up. "God, oh God, oh God," she groaned, her body shaking.
I picked up the pace, my fingers almost pulling her off the bed. She screamed, and I felt the pulse within her, and pulled my hand free, as the clear liquid shot from her pussy. She was out of control, and I kept her leg pinned down with mine and slapped down on her clit, setting her off again. When she seemed to come off the worst of it, I rubbed her softly, leaning over and kissing her. "That was beautiful," I told her.
"Jesus," she gasped, looking up at me, and I slid my fingers back inside her, going to work again.
"No!" she moaned, "No more."
"Come for me, Marie. Squirt for me."
It took only a couple more minutes and she was coming hard again. Her body reacted stronger the second time, trembling, her stomach muscles spasming out of control. Every few seconds I'd see them harden, and she'd grunt. I spanked her naughty little pussy, making her scream, flooding my bed.
I didn't want to leave her like Dad and I had left Mom, so I eased back after that, holding her, cuddling her, caressing her crotch gently. She was half out of it, in a daze, giggling a little. "Jeremy," she whispered lovingly.
"Who loves you, Marie?" I teased, kissing her chin.
"My Jeremy. My Jeremy loves me."
"Always, Aunt Marie. You should have known that. You should have had faith in me."
Her eyes teared up, and she rolled onto her side, her arms enveloping me. "I do Jeremy. I love you. I love you so much."
I held her, my hands gliding over her soft skin, telling her how important she was to me, how much I loved her. She relaxed and cuddled in closer. I was kissing the top of her head, when I realized she was asleep. I figured it must have been a pretty exhausting and emotional day for her.
I took a couple of minutes to gorge myself on her amazing tits, which I could never get enough of. Her nipples were hard, but other than that she was barely reacting. A last gentle kiss on her lips, and I slid her sideways, out of the puddle she was lying in, and pulled the covers up to her chin.
I put on my boxers and a t-shirt, and went to see if Mom was being good.
After a quick look around, I determined she wasn't upstairs. I didn't hear them anywhere, and headed downstairs. The two of them were lying on the couch, holding each other. Colin was still dressed the same, but Mom had lost her shirt. They were kissing, and their lips never separated while I watched. I went to the kitchen and got a glass of water, then walked into the living room.
I know, I was being rotten. I hate to admit it, but I was jealous. I wanted Mom for myself. Completely unfair, but I couldn't help it.
Mom opened her eyes and saw me watching. She pulled back abruptly, her arm covering her chest. "Jeremy! I...I thought you were upstairs."
I grinned. "So it looks. Aunt Marie is asleep. I guess it's been too stressful a day for her."
Colin sat up, blushing, trying to hide his erection. After a little scooting around they were sitting side by side, almost touching. I sat next to my mother, pulling her against me. "I'm not interrupting anything, am I?"
Mom's turn to blush. "We were...we're just talking, mostly," she said finally.
I chuckled. "Quietest talking I ever heard." She still had her arm over her breasts, and I pulled them down slowly exposing her. "Looks like he talked your shirt off, Mom."
She jabbed me with her elbow. "Don't be mean, Jeremy."
I kissed her neck. "Isn't she the most beautiful thing in the world, Colin?"
He nodded, his eyes on her chest. "I can't believe it sometimes."
I nibbled her ear, and she leaned back against me. "I know. I can barely stand it. Every time I see her, I want to go crazy on her. I almost can't help myself." I reached around and squeezed her tits, tugging on her hard nipples.
"Please, Jeremy," she whispered softly.
"Colin, I'm going to borrow Mom for a second. We won't be long, she'll be down in a couple of minutes, Ok?"
"Uh...sure," he said.
"Have a beer and relax. We'll be back in a bit." I got up and faced him. "I'm sorry about earlier. Still friends, right?"
He nodded. "Sorry I swung on you. I couldn't stand seeing Mom like that."
"Understood. We gotta protect our moms. I would have done the same thing." I took Mom by the hand, and at the last minute she grabbed her shirt as I pulled her toward the stairs.
"What are you doing," she asked.
"Taking you to your room for a second."
She followed quietly, until I got her in her bedroom. I closed the door behind us.
"That was mean, teasing him like that," Mom whispered.
"I'm sorry. I was jealous."
She looked at me, then came into my arms, kissing me. "Baby, you never need to be jealous. You're my man. I was only trying to help your cousin a little. What happened to Marie? I thought you guys would be busy for hours."
"I couldn't do it, Mom. I'm sorry. We talked, kissed and played a little, but I couldn't go all the way. I'm still afraid it will mess things up."
"You fixed things though, didn't you? You can't stay mad at her. You two love each other."
I pulled Mom to the bed, and pulled off my boxers. I was achingly hard. I'd been expecting a little quid-pro-quo from Aunt Marie after getting her off, but no such luck. Then seeing Mom like that, I was ready to burst a blood vessel.
"We're better. I think it might be a while before it's like it was. When I think of how she hurt you, I...I guess I go a little nuts."
Mom moved down the bed, her hand reaching out and stroking me. "Give her a chance, baby. I believe she's trying? Don't you?"
"Yes. She's always been great to me. I know she'd never do anything to hurt us. Still, it's hard."
Mom laughed, her wicked tongue lashing out at my cock. "It is, isn't it? You played around, but she didn't get you off?"
I lied. "I couldn't. I can't get hard for her like I do for you, right now."
She looked up at me in surprise, then she crawled up my body, hugging me. "Poor baby, I have made a mess of this, haven't I?"
"No way Mom. It's not your fault."
She was rubbing her thigh against my erection. "I notice you have no problem getting hard for your ol' Mom," she teased.
"No. I doubt that will ever be a problem. I want you every time I see you."
Her lips grazed mine. "I know baby. I can feel it."
"I hate Dad's rules. I want you. I want to take you right now. Over and over again."
"Soon. I know you'll work it out. Then we'll do it all."
"Suck me, Mom?"
"Whenever you want, Jeremy. You only have to ask."
"I'm asking."
She smiled and shimmied down the bed. Her mouth slid over my cock, and she bobbed her head up and down a couple of times. She looked up at me, grinning. "You're asking, and I'm sucking."
I got off pretty quickly, after only a couple of minutes. She didn't let up for a second, getting me stiff again, and then going through her paces. I recognized each move for what it was, groaning, begging and moaning when appropriate.
"Jesus, Mom! You are so amazing. Why would I ever want Aunt Marie to do that, when I have you? She's not even as good as Penny before you started working with her."
Mom pulled off me, and stroked my stiff shaft. "You should be happy she sucks you at all. She doesn't hardly do that for anybody else. That's how much she loves you."
"You should train her," I said.
She laughed, and went back to sucking me.
"I wasn't joking."
She gave me her swirly-go-round, then lifted off. "First, she's got too much pride to let me do that. Second, why would I give her any more ammo in the competition against me?"
"Competition? Please. Besides, she could practice for years and she'd never even be in the same league as Penny, never mind you. She'll never enjoy it like you two do, and that makes all the difference."
Mom giggled, licking and kissing my cock all over. "You really think I enjoy this? Debasing myself for you and your father? Shedding the disguise so you can see me for what I am? A cock-hungry cum-slut?" She was smiling as she said it.
"You love it, crazy woman. It shows in everything you do. And we love you for it."
She pouted cutely. "Is that why you love me? Just because I'll give you a blowjob?"
I leaned over, grabbed her under the armpits, and lifted her bodily, laying her on top of me. I hugged her tight, then smacked her bottom. "How long have I loved you, Mom?"
She cuddled into me, kissing my neck. "Always." She giggled, "You always were a Momma's boy."
"I am. I love you more than anything. How long have I been getting blowjobs?"
"Uh...about a week?"
"Five days. Now, do you really think that's what I love about you?"
She laughed, squeezing me. "It's something you love about me."
"Absolutely. I love everything about you. Now finish what you started, evil Mommy. It's not nice to leave your son with a case of blue balls."
"I'd never do that," she said, then was quiet as she went back to work on me with a passion. She was wicked when she wanted to be, and had me unloading for her after only another five or so minutes.
"Stamina, Jeremy. We're going to have to work on that," she teased, licking her sexy lips.
"Unfair. You did that on purpose. You could have made it last."
She smiled. "Alright. You caught me. Go back to Marie, and do what you can to make her feel better. I'm going to go tease your cousin a little more. Don't interrupt me again for at least an hour. I'm going to make him mess his pants for me."
"Just remember the rules, Mom."
She stood up, and put her t-shirt back on. I watched her, thinking how much I wanted to take it off of her again. That and her shorts. Drag her into bed and have my way with her. Repeatedly. With vigor.
"Don't look at me like that, Jeremy. You're going to get me all worked up. Go to your Aunt. Make up with her for me."
"I'll try, Mom."
She blew me a kiss, and hurried back down the stairs. I headed for the bedroom, where my aunt was still napping. I pulled the covers off of her naked voluptuous body, and eased her legs open. I was gentle, kissing and licking, no finger poking at all.
"Mmmm, Jeremy," she sighed, her hand reaching down and brushing my hair.
I relaxed, playing, adoring the sweet, naughty opening. She was purring for me, sighing beautifully. "God, honey, that's so nice," she murmured.
My tongue was almost numb, I'd been working on her so long, but I wasn't reaching out that far, just past my lips, teasing her, sucking on her clit, licking the edges. I planted my mouth over her clit, sucking gently, rubbing my tongue around her firm little pearl. Softly, barely touching it.
I was surprised at her adorable little whimper, and I felt her throbbing in my mouth. I eased back, kissing it carefully, then climbed up beside her, pulling her into my arms.
"That was perfect, honey. So sweet. I felt so loved."
I kissed her nose. "Good, because you are, you know. Loved."
"Make love to me, Jeremy," she asked softly.
"God, I want to so badly. But not yet."
She pouted. "Why? Now that she'll let us."
"I'm going to make her force us together. I'm not going to let up until she's the one actually putting my cock inside of you."
Aunt Marie laughed. "Really? You think you can push her that far?"
"I think if Colin wasn't here today, she'd be in here now, working on me to fully forgive you."
"What do you want to do now?" she teased, rubbing her hands on my chest.
"Honestly? I just want to hang out with my best friend, and doing it naked is about as good as it gets."
"Really? I'm naked in your bed, and that's all you can think of?" she pouted.
"I'm thinking of a lot more. Tons more. You know what I really want to do. But with the long view in mind, I'd much rather have my way with you for the rest of my life, than screw things up because Mom's in la-la land at the moment." I pulled her close, my arm around her, hugging her, leaving little kisses all over her face.
I slid my lips down to hers, kissing her softly, tenderly. "I'm so lucky to be here with you," I whispered.
She grinned. "Ditto."
Another heart-warming kiss, and a thought occurred to me. "Want to hear about my first time with Penny?"
Her eyes shot open. "You did it with your girlfriend?"
"Oh yeah. Big time. Even shot a movie. If we can get Mom and Penny to Ok it, I'd love to show it to you."
We pulled up the covers, cuddled in the near dark, and I told her. "Some of this is very private, you'll understand, but I've always been able to tell you anything, right?"
"Of course! I've never broken a single one of your secrets."
"These aren't necessarily mine. You promise?"
"Always." She smiled, and gave me a quick little kiss, the pouted. "I was starting to think you didn't want to share with me anymore. So much going on in your life, and I feel left out."
"It's been a hectic week. But you'll always be my best friend, and I'll never leave you out. You know how I feel about you."
I earned another pout. "I thought so, but it feels like your Mom is taking my place, and your girlfriend is your big new romance," she said.
"Mom is mom. I love her to death. But we've never really shared our private thoughts and stuff until the last week or so. Not like you. So it's new, and cool, and different, but you've always been my number one go-to friend. That will never change. As for Penny, it's wonderful, it is. Learning about love and sex together. Getting closer. But you know how it is. Young love. Who knows where we'll be in a year? You and me, we're forever you know."
Her eyes got misty, and she hugged me. "You mean that, don't you?"
"Forever and ever. Nobody will ever have that part of me that you do. I can easily picture you and me lying together like this 30 years from now, cuddling and kissing, and telling each other everything."
She rested her head on my shoulder, sighing. "I'd like that. I can see it too." She giggled. "Now about that Penny..."
Half an hour later I was still answering her questions, and she had her hand on my erection, stroking it lazily, just playing around. Mom walked in on us. "Looks like you two are getting along again, getting ready for another go?" she asked, but I could tell that no matter how cool she tried to act, it was bothering her a little. Bursting in the door like that, I had no doubt she was trying to surprise us.
Aunt Marie was on the opposite side of me from the door, and Mom had a great view of her hand, moving up and down my shaft. "Another go? It's taken me all afternoon to get this much out of him," Aunt Marie pouted.
The idea of Mom helping Aunt Marie tend to me had the blood surging down below. I was rock hard in a few seconds. Which might not have been the best thing. Aunt Marie let go of my cock. "You see Alice? I spend hours with him, naked and teasing, and I get nowhere. Five seconds after you walk in the door, fully clothed, and he's hard as stone." Aunt Marie sat up, and the next thing I knew she had her face in her hands sobbing.
"You had to do it, didn't you? You couldn't leave me anything? Twenty years later and you're still punishing me. You've taken him completely away from me and left me nothing. Nothing!" Aunt Marie cried.
"I didn't Marie, I swear," Mom started, sitting on the bed opposite her.
"LIAR! Sure, he says he wants more. That he's on my side, wants to help me, but there's the truth!" she said, taking a swipe at my shaft. "He doesn't want me anymore. You've got it all now. Harold, Jeremy, and even Colin, I bet. What have you done to steal him away from me? Why, Alice? Do you still hate me that much? I was a 16 year old confused kid. Are you going to hold it against me forever?" Aunt Marie stood and picked up her panties, stepping into them. She grabbed my shirt and pulled it on, angrily, heading out of my bedroom.
"Don't go Marie," Mom pleaded.
Aunt Marie glared at us. "I don't know what kind of cruel game you're playing. I opened my heart to you both. Told you everything, begged forgiveness. Then you pull this shit. He keeps me busy, while you seduce my son? When were you going to tell me about Penny, Alice? His first time, and I never heard a word from you?"



I was stunned. I'd really thought things were going well. Damn it.
She stomped off without an answer, practically running down the stairs. I heard her bellowing for Colin and I was almost back on the first floor when she started interrogating him.
"Everything you did!" she snapped at him. "So help me, if you lie, you'll regret it."
Colin was pulling up his pants, and he had a tired dazed look. From his appearance he'd been napping. Maybe Mom wore him out. I started to get nervous. How did she wear him out?
Colin had his pants on, and was seated on the couch, turning his socks right-side out. "You know, Mom. Just some kissing and touching. Like we do," he whined.
"Why were your pants off!" Aunt Marie growled, standing not two feet in front of him.
"Marie..." Mom started, but my Aunt cut her off.
"Not a word, Alice. This is MY son. Mine!" She turned to Colin. "Well?"
"They were uncomfortable," he said.
"Did she touch you there?" Marie asked, her voice turning scary.
He blushed, and fumbled with his shoe laces.
"DAMN IT! DID SHE TOUCH YOU!" Aunt Marie screamed.
He nodded, eyes turned downward, his hands clutching his sneaker.
Mom tried to calm her. "Don't Marie. You're upsetting him. We can talk about this."
Aunt Marie glared at Mom. "Sure. Like we talk about everything else. You promised no more than in the car." She turned to Colin, grabbed his chin and pulled his head up. "Look at me when I'm talking to you," she snapped. "How did she touch you?"
"W...with her hand," he whined.
"And...?"
He was practically shaking. "With her mouth."
I wasn't ready for it when Aunt Marie turned and slapped Mom across the face, hard. "You disgust me, Alice. All these lies. These tricks." She looked over at me, while Mom stood in shock, holding her cheek. "You too, Jeremy. What's happened to you? You were always such a good, open honest boy. Now it's nothing but lies, tricks and deceit. Both of you!"
Mom was looking angry. "I didn't do anything you didn't do, Marie."
"No? You lied to me! Yes, I blew Jeremy, but I wasn't planning on it. Hell, you know I don't even like to do that. I teased him too far, and let him finish in my mouth, so we wouldn't make a mess and get caught. Right afterwards I told you. I confessed because I'd never keep something like that from you. I knew it was over the line, and I told you."
She turned to Colin who was just sitting there watching. "Finish getting dressed, Colin. We're going home."
I went to her, reaching out, but she pushed me away. "Don't Jeremy. I'm tired of this bullshit. I tried, Lord knows I tried. But all these games you two are playing, all these lies upon lies. It's not worth it."
"Lies? All I want is for everyone to be happy?" I said.
"Bullshit! What, you get a little pussy off your mother, and then nobody else matters? You lie to me, lie to your father, to your mother, to Colin? I'm sure you're lying to your little slut girlfriend. What happened to you?"
I was shocked by her words.
"What lies, Marie? We're not lying to you or anybody," Mom argued.
"Still lying, you mean, don't you? Let's start with our trip, and our discussion afterward. We were only going to do what we did in the car, right?"
Mom nodded.
"So how come I can't fuck him if you can? Answer me that, Alice!"
"We...we didn't..."
"GOD DAMN IT! Stop the fucking lies, Alice. You don't think I know when my sister gets fucked by only the second man in her life? How long were we out the door before you were upstairs doing it again? Ten minutes?"
"It...it wasn't like that. It was an accident. I told him it couldn't happen again," Mom said.
"You lied to me. I know you didn't tell Harold, did you? So you're lying to him. You kept doing it, so you're still lying to all of us. When are the lies going to stop?"
"We're not doing it," I told my Aunt. "Dad and I talked it out, and he set the rules, and I swear we're following them." I looked over at Mom, still unable to believe she'd blown Colin. "Or we were. At least I was."
"You talked it out? You told him what you did with your mother? Everything?"
I shook my head. I was still ashamed of that.
"This game of yours, playing your mother and me against each other. How could you?" Aunt Marie asked.
"It was for us! I swear, all I want is for everyone to be happier. No more of this anger and competition between you two."
"Did you ever think of just trying honesty for once? When the hell did you become such a manipulative lying bastard. The both of you." She turned back to Mom. "And you! It was only a few hours ago you swore you were only going to tease him. Play a little. No more. You promised me!"
"I didn't mean to, it just happened," Mom said softly. "You were up there doing God knows what with my boy."
"I never lied to you. Not once. If I pushed a limit, I told you. I followed your damn rules, even though I was so tempted to break them. I did it for us, for the family." Aunt Marie, sighed, then reached out her hand to Colin. "Let's go. I don't want you around these people."
"Marie! Please, we need to work this out," Mom said.
"I'm done working it out. I don't like what you two have become. I don't like it at all."
I figured it wasn't the time to try to discuss things calmly, she needed space. Besides, she'd given me a lot to think about. She was right about a lot of things. We weren't being as honest as we should be, and even though I did believe that the little tricks I'd been playing were in everyone's best interest, it was still deceitful. All I had to do was think about how my father would feel about it, and I knew that I was in the wrong.
"Marie..." Mom pleaded, walking after them.
I put my arm around her. "Not now, Mom. She's right about a lot of it. Let's give her some time, and we need to talk."
* * *
We did talk. She cried, and I was damn near close to it several times. Things were getting worse, not better. I was furious with her for breaking Dad's rules with Colin. She was angry with me for pressing the whole Marie issue, until it blew up. We both decided no more lies.
Dinner was an awkward affair. Mom made Dad's favorite, New York Strip. I grilled the beef, while she prepared homemade mashed potatoes, fresh green beans with chunks of thick cut bacon, and scratch made biscuits.
Dad didn't seem to notice how we were trying too hard to keep things light. He was actually grinning when I told him to come sit in the living room, maneuvering him to the couch. I got him an after dinner drink.
"Don't tell me you have another video? I'm not sure my heart could take it," he laughed.
"No Dad. We need to talk."
A saw a dark look pass over his face. "You didn't bend the rules today, did you? I can trust you two alone, can't I?"
"It's bigger than that. We haven't been truthful about everything, and while I was trying to get things worked out with Aunt Marie, I did some things wrong, and it's all blown up," I confessed.
"How bad is it?" he asked.
"Bad."
He looked at Mom, and she lowered her head, nodding slowly. "I'm sorry."
"I'm waiting," he said, the steel in his voice a clear warning.
"To start with, we weren't completely honest about the Jeep ride. We did more than we told you. Please don't blame, Mom. It was me. I...I couldn't help myself. I got carried away. I'm ashamed and I'm sorry."
He got up, from where he'd been sitting between us. He turned and faced Mom. "Anything to say, Alice?"
"I...I had sex with him, Harold. I don't even know how it happened, but I did. I'm sorry."
He turned away from us and started toward the stairs. "Harold..." Mom called out.
"Stay there. Don't say a word, Alice," he growled.
He returned in less than a minute. "You two had sex in the Jeep? Not three feet from me?"
We both nodded. He pulled a bag from behind his back, and threw it at Mom. She practically jumped off the couch, gasping.
"No shit," he snapped.
I looked at the bag, and realized it was a large storage baggie, with her shorts from the trip inside.
"Oh, God, Harold. I'm so sorry," she whispered.
"You stink of sex, you can't wait to get in the shower when we get home, and you don't even do a decent job of cleaning yourself. You don't think I can tell when you've been fucking, Alice? Twenty years, and you think I'm not going to notice?"
"You...why didn't you say something?"
"I did. I asked you to tell me what you did. With both of them. At first I wondered if that was why you made me move Colin to the back. Maybe it was him. Then the way you behaved, what you told me about you and Jeremy, I knew. I knew and I waited for you to tell me. I waited, and waited."
"It was a mistake," she said softly. "We didn't want to hurt you."
"So that was it? One time in the car? Or have you kept hanging the horns on me, with my own son, no less?"
Mom was holding that bag, tears rolling down her face. She shook her head.
"Twice more," I said. "Once the next afternoon, and once more almost by accident when we were lying in bed together talking."
Dad looked more disappointed than angry. "Why would you two do that to me? Haven't I been a good husband, a good father? Did I do something wrong?"
Mom spoke up first, tossing the shorts to the side as if they were on fire. "No, Harold. You're the best. The best husband a woman could ask for. A terrific father. It's...it's complicated."
He turned to me. "I can almost understand you. A virgin, hormones raging, and we put you in that position, first with your aunt, and then with your mother. Half naked beautiful women on your lap. But afterward? Couldn't you have just come out and told me? You give me half the story, but won't come clean? I knew you were trying to make it up to me, I understood, but with those lies between us, how could you?"
"I was afraid. Not for me, but for Mom. I wanted to. I even came close a couple of times. I felt so guilty, and so ashamed. It was the worst thing I ever did in my life."
"I need to hear it. All of it. What's been going on this last week? How many other lies have there been? Where do we stand now?" Dad asked. His matter of fact quietness was scarier than if he'd started yelling.
He wouldn't sit, and I tried to tell him everything, holding nothing back, with Mom interjecting and taking over on occasion. I told him about in the Jeep. The next day, waking Mom, after she'd said no more. Doing it again. The blowjob. More sex. The following day, taking care of her in bed, massaging her. Everything I did with Aunt Marie. The afternoon with Penny, and Mom's getting involved. I explained that Mom had behaved, mostly encouraging Penny, during that first time with Penny, when we were learning about each other.
I reminded him of us watching the Penny blowjob video. Watching them. Listening to them in bed that night. His calling out, "That one was for you, Jeremy." Dad actually blushed a little at that. At least I think the red face was blushing. I could have been wrong.
Mom interrupted now and then, to tell what she was thinking. What was going on in her mind. She confessed to the wild excitement of being with us. Fantasizing about being available to both of us.
"Nobody else, ever, Harold. There was no one else, and there never will be. It's...different. God, he's so much like you, don't you understand? Like when we were starting, all over again. Your mannerisms, the way you walk, God help me, even the way he holds me. It's you all over again. I'm helpless against it. Then you started making me blow you in front of him. You saw what that did to me. He only had to touch me once, and I was coming for both of you."
He nodded. "Go on."
I told him about the following morning. The last time we had sex. How it wasn't supposed to happen, but we started rehashing what he and Mom had done the night before. The Penny role-playing, but with me in his role, and Mom acting like Penny again, until we were acting out the same scenario.
"I swear, Dad, we didn't mean to that time, we got caught up in it. So damn hot, listening to Mom tell me about you fantasizing about playing the part of me with her, and then pretending she was Penny, and you were taking her for the first time. I didn't even think about what we were doing, until we were almost done. I'm really sorry about that. The first times, were bad, behind your back, but that one, you trusted us to behave, and it got out of hand. I wanted to tell you, but there were too many lies already."
"Lies are like that. It only takes one to get the ball rolling, then it picks up momentum, taking on a life of its own. One lie begets the next, and the next. You get to the point where you can't remember what's true and what isn't. What lies you've told. I thought I taught you better than that," he said, his voice filled with disappointment.
"You did. This isn't your fault. You were honest with me every step of the way. I screwed up. I won't do it again. I couldn't take it anymore, that's why we had to have this talk," I said.
"Is that all of it?" he asked.
I shook my head. "Aunt Marie. I wanted to make things right with the family, but I went about it all wrong. You saw the movie she made for you. She made another one for Mom, begging forgiveness for her past, and asking to be a closer part of the family."
"Closer? How much closer?" he asked.
"You know. You saw her video. Intimately close. She'd like to be freely available to you. To both of us. I wanted it to happen. She came over today to start the healing, but it went poorly. Mom wasn't as forgiving as I hoped, and I..." It was hard to face what I had done. I took a deep breath, looking at both of them.
"I pretended to be really mad at Aunt Marie, and to want to cut her out of our lives, for Mom's sake. To stop the constant bickering and jealousness. I think I went too far."
Mom looked at me in surprise. "That was all pretend? Getting angry with her? Hitting Colin?"
I nodded. "I wanted you to take her side, Mom. Better the two of you against me than at each other's throats. I purposely didn't do anything with Aunt Marie, to keep you pushing us together, working with her, instead of against her. Marie didn't believe that's what I was trying to do. That's why she blew up. At least partially. You want to tell Dad about Colin?"
Mom turned red. Her knees were pressed together tightly, hands clutching at each other. "I gave him a blowjob, Harold."
That seemed to surprise and upset him. "Christ, Alice! Are you going to tell me he's just like me too? Or are you just becoming a big slut? Who else are you having sex with?"
"Nobody, Harold! I swear. It was only a blowjob for Colin. I...Marie was upstairs with Jeremy, and I was getting upset I guess, at what they were doing together. I did it because of her."
"This thing between you and your sister has to stop!" Dad snapped. "Giving the kid blowjobs because you're mad at Marie? So what next? You girls fight and you fuck him?"
"No, Harold! Of course not! I'd never do that. It wasn't supposed to go that far. I don't even know why I did it, other than I wanted to get back at her, and that silly crush he has on me. I'm so sorry."
"What's the boy supposed to think now, Alice? He's going to expect blowjobs from his aunt whenever you guys are together. Damn it! You know how he feels about you! How could you? Isn't our son enough? You going to go after Jenny's boy when he's of age? Or will you even wait?"
He was getting to her. Mom was really upset. "Please, Harold. It was a mistake. Of course I'm not going to do anything with Andrew. There're just so many things happening. I'm confused. Help me, Harold. Don't get mad. I need you now. I...I don't want any of this. I only need you."
"Twenty years, Alice. Twenty. Now this? First Jeremy, then that business with Penny, and now Colin? Colin of all people? What the hell is happening to you?"
Mom was crying. "I don't know, baby. I don't. I can't seem to help myself. My emotions are all over the place. Things between you and me have never been better, everything just seemed so wonderful. I don't know how I got here."
Dad stood over her, glaring. "It has to stop now, Alice. All of it. This has gotten out of control. No more, you understand? I won't take any more of this crap from you." I could see him getting upset. "Twenty years, you were the best wife a man could have. I was so proud to be with you. So damn proud. I don't understand what's happened to us, that you would think this was acceptable."
She leaned forward her arms clutching him around his thighs, clinging desperately. "I know it's not. I'm praying you'll forgive me, and help me through this all. You know how much I love you. You have to."
His hand reached down and caressed her head. "I know. That's what makes it so difficult." He grabbed her chin and tilted her head up until she was looking up at him, sorrowfully. "It stops now. All of it."
She nodded, then looked over at me. "Everything?" she asked softly.
"For now. Until we get everything under control. Nothing with Colin or Jeremy that you wouldn't be willing to do out in public. You understand me? No slip ups, no 'accidents'."
She nodded.
Dad looked at me. "Same goes for you. No more. Not with your mother, not with your aunt. Your relationship with Penny is your own business, but leave her mother out of it. That's inappropriate, unless her husband is on board. I doubt he is."
I agreed to his terms.
"You need to be the strong one, Jeremy. Don't let your mother slip-up. I hope I can count on you better than I have in the last week. Please don't disappoint me again."
"I won't Dad. I am sorry." I did have some concerns. "What about Aunt Marie? She's kind of in limbo now, and pretty pissed off at Mom and me."
"Leave her alone for now. I need to talk with her anyway."
Mom was still hanging onto him, like she was scared to death to let go. He peeled her arms away. "It's been a rough day. I'm going to go to bed now." He stepped back and looked down at Mom, his anger still visible, just under the surface. "Alice, I'd prefer if you slept in the guest bedroom tonight."
"No, Harold! I need to be with you. Show you how sorry I am. We need to be together," she pleaded.
"For now. I...I need to get my feelings under control. It wouldn't be pleasant if you were around me tonight. I don't want to say things I'll later regret. I need some time to deal with this. Don't push it."
The tears were running again. "Alright," she told him. "I'll hate it."
Dad nodded. "Me too. I hate all of it. I'm disgusted." He turned away, and walked upstairs. I moved over on the couch and put my arm around Mom. She tensed up for a second then settled in against me.
"It'll be Ok, Mom. It was a shock to him, I'm sure. But we needed to get it out in the open. We'll give Dad and Aunt Marie some time. They both love you. We'll be better for it, in the end."
"I don't know, Jeremy. This is pretty bad. I feel like we betrayed him."
"We did. Not out of spite, or meanness, but we did nonetheless. I'm sorry I pushed you so hard."
She shook her head. "I let you. I wanted it. I know I shouldn't have, but I couldn't help it."
I was pretty sure Dad would get over it. Let's face it. He had no problem with letting Mom give me blowjobs, even when he knew we'd already had sex at least once. He sure as hell seemed to enjoy the attention that Penny had given him. I knew for a fact that he wouldn't mind enjoying some intimate time with Aunt Marie.
Things were messed up, but at least it was all out in the open now. No more hiding. Even the business with Aunt Marie and Mom I felt was better now. At least they'd talked long and hard about their issues. I may have manipulated Mom, but that was out there as well.
I knew I should have felt better getting all that secret shit off my chest, but I didn't. I felt like crap. I'd always hated disappointing my father, no more so than I did now. On top of that, Mom was off-limits. Even Aunt Marie. I wasn't sure if I was going to let that last one stand. If Dad took Mom away for good, there was nothing holding me back from being with Aunt Marie. I wasn't going to rush that, but the idea percolated in the back of my mind.



For a moment I felt jealous of Colin. I imagine once his mother got over the fact that Mom had given him a BJ, he'd be getting more action from Aunt Marie than I would.
I guess I'd been too pensive, for too long. Mom gave me a squeeze. "Whatcha thinking about, Jeremy? No more planning I hope."
"No Mom. More along the line of regrets. Not over what I did with you, but about not coming clean that first night. I wonder if we could have avoided all of this. Taken our lumps. It was a mistake, and if we'd just confessed, we wouldn't have all the trust issues we have now. We shouldn't have kept lying about it, even if most of the lies were of omission."
"You're not mad at me too, are you baby?" Mom asked softly.
"A little. Colin, Mom? After you told Aunt Marie you wouldn't. You keep breaking your own rules. You've got to stop that."
"You've gotta help me, baby. Be strong for me. For us, for the family."
"I'll do what I can. You know that. I still love you like crazy."
She smiled. "I know. That helps."
I stood and gave her a hand up. "Come on, let's make sure the guest bedroom is ready for you."
I saw the look of sadness cross her face. I gave her a hug. "You know it won't last long. He can't resist you. We both know that."
She gave me a grin. "I hope you're right."
I was lost in my own thoughts. For something that was going so well, it sure went to hell in a hurry.
===================
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Storms on the Horizon for Moms and Sons
A little turmoil, then the quiet before the storm.
=============================
For a Saturday, things were awful quiet on the home front.
Dad was up early, and in the garage. Mom went back to her bedroom after he left, to get ready for the day. Me? I spent a good part of the morning lying in bed and feeling sorry for myself until I got a call from Penny.
"I thought you were gonna call me last night?" she started.
"I'm sorry. Things are in a little turmoil here at the moment. Family argument last night."
"Aw, I hate that stuff. Everything Ok now?" she asked.
"No. I think it might be a while before it is. I'm sure it'll blow over in time, but we'll have to wait and see."
"You wanna do something?"
"Sure. I'd love to. Get out of the house at least. Did you have something in mind?"
"Other than practice?" she teased.
I chuckled. "Yes. Not that I wouldn't like the practice."
We discussed a couple of options, and settled on a movie and hitting the mall food court. She wanted to come over after, and I finally agreed to it. Maybe by this evening things wouldn't be so awkward.
Mom offered to make me something to eat. Unlike a typical weekend morning, when we would usually eat together, it looked like she was cooking as needed. I gave her a hug, and felt her tense up.
"Take it easy, Mom. It's just a hug."
She nodded. "He's still angry."
"I figured as much. You should go out. Do yoga or something. Go to lunch with Colleen. Try to pretend it's a regular day. I don't think you and Dad should be under each other's feet all day."
"I was thinking about trying to talk to Marie," Mom said.
"If you want. Maybe you should give her a little time as well. I imagine a short phone call and apology might help."
Mom scrambled me up some eggs, and I made a quick sandwich, before giving her a peck on the cheek. "I'm gonna head over and see Penny. We're gonna catch a movie, and get something to eat. I'll probably bring her home later."
"We can't do anything..."
"Of course not, Mom. Not the way things are now. I'll take her to my room and stay out of everyone's hair."
* * *
Penny was in a great mood and it was contagious. She hadn't been idle, and when we went to the Cineplex we were joined by two other couples. Her best friend Emma and Dan, her boyfriend, a guy I knew but wasn't especially friends with. Emma's friend Kelly and her date Drew joined us, both of whom I'd seen around but didn't really know.
She argued with me, when I insisted I was paying for our 'date.' Neither of us had a lot of spending money, no part-time jobs although she picked up some cash babysitting, and I got a nice allowance for doing the yard work, on top of my other chores. Still, it was our first time going out since 'the night' and I wanted to make it special.
In the theater, Penny and I didn't do a lot of necking, although that seemed to be all that the third couple had on their mind. I did have my arm around her, and her hand was on my thigh, teasingly high.
It was nice, comfortable. Knowing we were going to be going back to my bedroom, I didn't feel the need to get as much quick fooling around in as possible.
She turned her head and smiled at me. "It's different now," she said, almost as if reading my mind.
I leaned over and kissed her. "Yeah. Better."
She rested her head on my shoulder, while I caressed her hair. "Just what I was thinking."
I actually got to watch the movie, and all of us headed to the food court, although my appetite was curbed by the over-priced extra-large popcorn we'd devoured between us.
The matinee was pretty cheap, and I had a $2.00 off coupon for the popcorn and soda we shared, but my funds were already running low. Penny wanted a sandwich, and I was leaning toward pizza. I gave her my $10 bill, leaving me enough for a single slice. Thirty-four bucks, gone just like that.
I was standing in line to get my pizza at Sbarro's, with Emma in front of me. She kept turning and looking at me with a weird look on her face.
"What?"
She grinned. "She really is building a shrine, you know. I got to help."
I'm sure I blushed heavily, as she laughed at me.
"If anyone was building a shrine, it should be me. I've been such a dolt for the last year. Penny's pretty amazing."
Emma grinned at me. I thought she was being flirtatious when she stepped closer to me, her hand resting on my arm. She gave a little tug on my arm, pulling me closer. "You're a good guy Jeremy. What you did with her, for a first time? You have half the girls jealous. Just remember that Penny's yours. Only Penny." She giggled, her smile lighting up her arms, "No matter how much the rest of us tease and flirt."
She turned back to the front of the line, stepping forward as it moved. I followed her, only a foot or so back from her. She turned her head, her voice soft and teasing. "Stop staring at my butt."
I laughed. She did have a nice butt. "How did you know?"
"You're a guy." She gave a little shake of her hips. "I'm just kidding. Look all you want. Just no touching."
"Understood. Tease."
She chuckled, and stepped forward to order her food.
We were the last to get back to our table, and I was more than a little irritated that Dan was sitting next to Penny, and the new guy, Drew was sitting across from her, with his date at his side. They were talking so much, I don't think they even noticed me. It was obvious they weren't strangers. I stopped a few steps from the table, not knowing what to do. Penny was sitting on the end, and there was no place for me.
Emma stood at my side. "Drew's an ass. Ignore him."
"Why wouldn't Penny save me a seat? She always has."
"Don't let it get to you, Jeremy. Sit next to Kelly. She's probably irritated that Drew's ignoring her, after being all over her in the theater. Use that."
I wasn't sure what she meant, but I did what she said, sitting next to Kelly and across from Emma. She was right about Kelly. The girl seemed upset, and she turned toward us as soon as we sat down, turning her back to her date.
We chatted a bit, then I asked Kelly how she liked the movie. I knew for a fact that she hadn't seen very much of it.
"I...uh..." she mumbled, blushing.
I chuckled, leaning close. I whispered in her ear. "I'm teasing. Hell, if I was sitting with someone as pretty as you, I wouldn't even know what the name of the movie was."
She blushed, and a big smile appeared on her face.
I was looking across the table. Dan was talking with Emma, quietly. Penny seemed to hardly know I was alive. I honestly didn't understand that. When Drew grabbed a French fry from her tray, she giggled and pulled the tray closer, but didn't stop him.
Kelly and I talked about school, and I was surprised to learn she'd be going to UT with me.
I was keeping her near, talking softly so she'd have to lean close to hear me. I put my hand behind her chair, my fingers lightly touching her far shoulder. I brought my mouth near enough to her ear that she could feel my breath.
"Nervous?" I asked. I glanced over to see if Penny would finally acknowledge my presence. I might as well have been a blank wall. Invisible.
Emma blushed, as I kept teasing her. "About going to college three hours away," I said.
She seemed to relax a hair. "Yeah. I won't know anybody. It's a big school."
"You know me."
"Not really," she answered.
"I'd like to know you better," I answered, my lips brushing her ear lobe. "It would be nice to have someone there I know."
She was trembling, and looking down at her tray. I rested my hand on her shoulder, giving her a little squeeze. I glanced over at my girlfriend who still seemed unaware I was even alive as she chatted with her new 'friend'. He had his hand on her wrist, his fingers stroking her skin lightly, and the bitch was letting him. Fuck.
"I...I'd like that," Kelly answered me, recapturing my attention.
She was barely picking at her food. "Your fries are getting cold," I reminded her.
She picked up one nervously, and took a bite from the end. I'd already finished my pizza. I was pissed that I'd given Penny almost all my money, and she was letting that jerk eat the food I'd paid for.
"How are they? Maybe pizza was a mistake."
She was cute. Little dainty bites. She finished her mouthful, and looked at me. "Want one?"
"Sounds great," I said, but I kept my hands away from her tray. She was still holding half a fry, and when I didn't move, she hesitantly lifted it to my lips. I took a small bite, not that I was hungry, but it only seemed fair, since Drew was eating Penny's fries.
"Mmm. It is good. I normally only get the plain ones."
I reached over and took a sip of her drink. I noticed that Penny had finally realized I was there. She looked surprised. Good.
I slid my hand across Kelly's shoulder, under her hair, and rubbed her neck softly. "You and Drew serious?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Only our second date. I don't think there's going to be a third," she answered, angrily.
"Good. He's an ass. You could do so much better."
She turned and looked right in my eyes. "How much better?"
"Me, better."
"But, I thought you and Penny..."
"I thought so too. I guess she didn't. If she's going to act like that, when I'm here, what's she gonna do when I'm in Austin?"
Kelly nodded, taking another nervous bite of a fry. As soon as she did, she hesitated, then turned to me and offered me the rest. I accepted it, my lips touching her fingers as I finished it, and thanked her.
I pulled out my phone and handed it to her. "Give me your number."
She took the phone, and typed in her digits. I saved it under Kelly, then leaned back and took a picture of her, linking it to the number. Penny was watching me now, and she looked more than a little angry. I hit the Send button, and heard Emma's phone ring. "Call Me Maybe," how apropos. I hung up.
Penny stood up, and walked over next to me. "Are we done?" she asked, testily.
"You tell me," I told her calmly, then looked over at Drew, who was smirking. "Enjoy your date with your new boyfriend?"
Smirk away, asshole.
"We were just talking," she snapped.
"Whatever. You're free to do whatever you want. Nobody's stopping you." I turned back to Kelly. "I'll call you later." I leaned forward and gave her a kiss on the cheek, watching her blush.
I got up, and Penny was glaring daggers at me. "What was that about?"
Emma was standing, and didn't look too pleased with me either. Oh well. It was her idea.
"If you don't want to be with me, Penny, just say so. There are plenty of other girls out there who'd like my company."
"Damn it, Jeremy! We were just talking. That's all."
"Yeah, me too." I went and dumped my tray, and when I turned around, Penny was running off through the crowd. Drew was laughing at me, as he walked over with his tray.
I didn't punch him in the face, as my first instincts urged me. My father had taught me better. I started to walk past him, then hit him with the side of my hand in the throat. Hard. Ridge hand, I think my father calls it. The fucker dropped like a rock, gasping, his hands reaching up to his neck, tray falling onto him. I kicked him on the shoulder, knocking him to his side, then stepped over him. I dropped a knee into his belly, hearing his breath whoosh out of his body, grabbed his hair and lifted his head.
"Have fun asshole? Next time I'll fucking kill you."
I dropped his head, watching it bounce off the floor and walked away.
The others stared at me as I strolled off. I gave one last look to see if Penny was around, then headed out to my car, and drove home.
Not the best date I ever had. Fucking $34 wasted. I didn't even like the movie.
* * *
Mom was surprised I came home alone, but I didn't want to talk about it. There was a chill in the air, and Mom and Dad weren't talking. I didn't feel like it either, and went up to my room. I found distraction on my computer, gaming for a while, then perusing the porn sites. Two nights in a row without sex of any kind. A week ago that would have been no big deal, but I was used to more now.
I passed on dinner, and didn't even wander downstairs. I wondered if Penny would call and try to explain her behavior. By 11:00 I figured it was unlikely. I wasn't going to call her. No way. Not after the way she behaved.
She was fun, pretty, sexy, and a joy to play around with, but I'd be damned before I'd be second string to some asshole she'd just met. I was kind of glad it happened. Any thoughts of continuing our relationship once school started seemed wasted.
I was angry. Angry with the world. I was playing with myself, and irritated that I had to. Pissed at Penny for ignoring me and taking up with some asshole. Pissed at Dad for blowing up at everybody. Pissed at Mom for what she did with Colin, and her eternal attitude with the sister which caused all the problems. Pissed at Aunt Marie for bailing on us when everything seemed to be coming together.
Damn it. I couldn't even get off. Life sucked. Maybe UT would be the start of something better.
* * *
Sunday I had only made a brief sortie from my bedroom long enough to grab a sandwich and some soda. I was still in a vile mood, readily placing the blame for everything that had gone wrong on anyone but myself.
I heard a little bit of coming and going downstairs, but blocked it out to the best of my ability. I had been anticipating one of the parents hunting me down for some chores but so far I'd been ignored as much as I was doing the ignoring.
So far.
It was around 3:00 in the afternoon when Mom knocked on my door. She didn't wait for a response.
"Make yourself presentable and come downstairs," she said sharply. "Don't be long."
She closed the door behind her before I could even answer. Not sure what was going on, I spent a couple of minutes throwing on some clothes and brushing my hair, but that was it. I headed down the stairs, and found myself confronted by what appeared to be two very upset mothers. Mine and Penny's.
I wasn't going to take any crap from them. I hadn't done anything wrong.
Mom shot the first salvo. "Do you want to explain yourself?" she asked hotly.
"Sure."
She looked at me, glanced at Colleen, and waited, arms crossed. After a few seconds she snapped. "Well?"
"I said I'd explain myself," I told her. "So what do you want me to explain?"
Mom looked irritated. Colleen looked no better. "How about you explain how you could leave your girlfriend at the mall?"
"Never happened."
Colleen interjected hotly. "Of course it did! Her friend had to bring her home when you abandoned her after the movie."
"Penny? She was no longer my girlfriend. She decided to date some new guy instead of me, and when I called her on it, she ran off, leaving me. I went home."
Both women looked confused, and unhappy. "You didn't take her to the movie for a date?" Colleen insisted.
"I did. I thought we had a great time. I guess she didn't. The movie was the end of our date. Her decision." I explained.
"Penny said you had lunch afterward," Colleen insisted.
"We didn't have lunch together. That's when she decided she wanted to spend some time with someone else, not me. She had lunch with some asshole named Drew, leaving me on my own. I told her if she didn't want to date me, there were plenty of other women who would, and she left. I went home. I wasn't having much fun by then."
Colleen frowned. "That's not what Penny says at all."
"I'm sure she wouldn't. Easier to blame me, I'm certain."
"She says you were fooling around with some other girl, even got her name and number and took her picture," Colleen said accusingly.
I sighed. "I'm getting a beer. Do you guys want anything?"
They both shook their heads. I hit the garage, and saw Dad's Jeep was gone, explaining the lack of interruptions. I took a long swig of my beer before returning to the lion's den. I sat in Dad's chair, turning it to face the couch. "Sit, please. I'll tell you what happened. You can decide what you want."
They both sat and I made it brief and to the point. "I invited Penny out for a movie, a meal, and then we were going to come back here for a while. Pretty straightforward, right? It's been kind of stressful around here and I was really looking forward to it. We went to the movie, with two other couples she'd invited. Emma and Dan, who I know, as well as Kelly and Drew, who I don't. No big deal."
"We watched the movie, then hit the food court. My date, so I gave Penny $10 to get what she wanted, while I got a piece of pizza. When I got back to the table, Penny and Drew were all chummy, chatting away, sharing the food I paid for, with no place for me to sit. She never even noticed when I got there. I ended up sitting at the only open seat at the opposite end of the table. I was next to Kelly, who was supposed to be Drew's date, but she was ignored as well, although at least she got to sit by her date." I took a long drink of my beer.
"When Penny finished eating, I think she finally saw me sitting next to Kelly, chatting. She got mad. What was I supposed to do, sit docilely in silence while she had lunch with the asshole? The way I figure it, if she is going to behave that way, when I'm here, on a date with her, buying her fucking meal, how's she going to act when I'm in Austin? Not going to happen. If she doesn't want to be with me, that's fine."
Mom spoke up. "Jeremy, I'm sure this is all a misunderstanding. Why didn't you talk to her?"
"When? By the time I finished cleaning my tray, she had run off. I looked around for her, but obviously, obviously, she didn't want to be with me. I'm not going to force myself on her. I didn't feel like hanging out with the others, especially not that asshole, so I left. Never heard from her again." Ok, so maybe I was understating my flirting with Kelly, but hell, that's all it was.
"Emma said you beat the guy up," Colleen said.
"Hardly. The asshole was smirking at me, laughing at being able to take my girl. He fucking laughed at me, Colleen. Fine, he could have her, but he doesn't get off scot-free. I hit him once. I looked for her, but she was gone. I left."
"She's crushed, Jeremy," Colleen said softly. "She won't stop crying. How could you think she'd choose some other guy over you?"
"Uh...because she did? We've dated a year. She's never once failed to save me a seat, or I'd save one for her. I come back and not only do I not have any place to sit, but she ignores me for the entire meal. The asshole is eating from her tray, the food I paid for. It's only when she's done, that she gets mad that I had the temerity to actually talk to someone else while she was having her fun. Well fuck her. I'm not going to put up with that. Either she's on a date with me, or she's not. She ignored me. She left me."
Colleen looked anguished. "I know she didn't mean to do that. She was upset. Why couldn't you at least have called her or something? You were willing to throw away a year's relationship just like that? It seems like you got what you wanted from her, then dumped her."
"I didn't dump her. She. Left. Me. She could have called. She could have stuck around and explained herself."
Mom glared at me. "I take it you didn't do anything wrong. None of this is your fault."
"What do you want from me, Mom? Was I supposed to sit by myself at another table, and wait to see if she'd ever remember who she was supposed to be with? Should I have bought the asshole lunch, so he wouldn't share hers? I sat in the only place left. I talked to the only person who didn't have a date by then. Maybe we flirted a little. Why not? It was pretty clear by then that I didn't matter a damn to Penny."



"Is this what you want, Jeremy? End your relationship like that? I thought you liked her? More than liked her. You're just going to throw her away, over a stupid lunch seating?"
"It's not what I want," I snapped, getting tired of the carping. "I wanted a loyal girlfriend. Someone I could trust when we were apart, not turning to the first guy she sees, the first chance she gets. I'm not going to share her. If that's what she wants, she picked the wrong guy." I stood up. "There, I explained myself. She made her choice. I've accepted it. Time to move on." I turned and walked back upstairs, leaving the meddlesome Mom's in my wake.
It wasn't 20 minute later before Mom was in my room. "Can't you call her, Jeremy? I know you two can work this out. All couples have issues, it's something you're going to learn as you get older. I know she didn't mean to hurt you, and she wasn't leaving you. It's a stupid mistake. Ten minutes, and I'm certain you can get past this. You two belong together."
"Why, Mom? I can't trust her now. What's she going to be up to as soon as I leave?"
"It's not the end of the world. She only talked to a guy."
"She embarrassed me. Humiliated me. Disrespected me. Ignored me, while she spent all her time with that jerk. He was fucking laughing at me, that it was so easy to take her away. Why would I want her back?"
Mom sat down on my bed. "I wasn't there, but it sure sounds like that guy was the troublemaker, and Penny was too naive to see what was going on. She's probably not used to that kind of attention, and he took advantage of her. Why didn't you confront him right away? Insist on sitting with her?"
"I shouldn't have to. She made the choice, not me."
"Baby, guys are going to hit on your girl. She's sweet and beautiful. You need to stand up for what's yours. Nip it in the bud. Make it clear to her what your expectations are. Not abandon her the first time she makes a mistake. Call her, Jeremy. Do it for me, please?"
"No," I answered curtly.
She looked shocked that I would deny her. She got up after a bit, and went to the door. "Think about it, alright? You said you loved her. This, what you're doing, doesn't look like love. It looks petty. I'm disappointed in you. Call her later." That was her parting shot.
Hell. If Penny wanted to talk, she could call me, right? It wasn't like her fingers were broken. She's the one who made her choice.
I was more than a little surprised when Dad walked into my room around 6 o'clock. He sat on the corner of my bed. "What's this I hear about you dumping Penny?" he said.
"I didn't dump her. She left me. She chose someone else." I was getting tired of explaining that.
"Did she tell you that? Did she say she was done with you?"
"No. She opted to show me instead."
"I don't think so. From the sounds of things, she might have made a mistake. You're blowing it all out of proportion. You've got your mother upset, and her mother upset. Seems like the girl is a mess over this. If you've got a problem with your girl, you don't tuck tail and run. You have an obligation to get to the bottom of things. Work things out if you can. You've been dating her for a year, and this is the first fight you've had. Now man up, and work it out."
"Right. Like you 'manned-up' and ignored Mom for two days."
I saw his face turn red. "This has nothing to do with me and your mother. What she did was a hell of a lot worse than talking to some guy in public. You're making an ass of yourself."
"Thanks, Dad. I learned from the best."
He stood and glared at me. "Fine. Sit here and ruin your life. Whine like a spoiled little girl. You know she's crazy about you, and you're going to punish her for talking to someone else? Throw away everything because your panties are in a bunch? Go ahead. You're a man now, right? Old enough to fuck up on your own, and too full of yourself to listen to good advice. Screw this up too, why don't you? It's not like you don't have enough practice making a mess of everything around you." He turned away from me, "I honestly never expected you to grow up to be such a disappointment to me. I'm ashamed you're my son."
By the time I had a good snappy response, he was gone. Well fuck him too.
I was getting good at all this self-pity shit.
* * *
The door opened, and the last person I expected to see walked in. Aunt Marie. She walked over to the side of my bed without saying a word. Sat beside me, and put her arms around me.
I sat there, upset beyond words. Why was everyone hounding me like this was my fault?
But Aunt Marie didn't nag me. She was quiet, holding me, slowly rocking back and forth. After a couple of minutes of silence she spoke softly.
"Young girls make mistakes, Jeremy. We do. Take it from someone who knows, and will pay for it for the rest of her life. We don't have enough life experience to make the right choices some times. Penny screwed up. Now it's up to you to decide if it's worth crucifying her over, or if you can let it go."
I could feel my eyes moistening. I leaned against her, and she kissed my forehead.
"Am I still your best friend, Jeremy? The one you've always been able to talk to? The one who would never steer you wrong if she could help it? Is it over for us too, or can I still be your buddy?"
I caught my breath. "You know."
"I hope so. I'm not so sure anymore. I'm not sure about anything. But never mind us. Let me tell you something about girls." She moved behind me, 'til I was sitting between her legs, her arms wrapped around my chest, mouth inches from my ear.
"There's a window of guilt. Right now she feels horrible about what she did. At some point, that guilt will turn to anger, and all she will remember is how you turned on her. Once that happens, your chance of ever working things out drops dramatically. The longer you two go without communicating, the worse it gets. I'm sorry, but that's the way it goes. If you have any feelings for her at all, if you see any way past this, there may still be time to fix this."
"She could call me. Why do I have to be the one to grovel? She's the one who hurt me. Humiliated me."
I felt her lips press against my neck. "You don't have to grovel. All you have to do is take the first step. Be willing to talk to her. You can tell her how you felt. How she hurt you. Whatever you think you need to say. You just have to make that initial effort. She knows she screwed up. You have to understand, baby, attention is a heady thing to a young girl. We live for it. She hasn't learned yet how to fend off hurtful attention. She doesn't know about predators, seducers, the guys who say all the right things for all the wrong reasons. She's going to have to live with that attention for many years to come, and learn how to deal with it. This was a hard lesson, but I'm pretty sure she learned it."
"It's not that easy, Aunt Marie," I said.
"I know, baby. Let me tell you something else. You were her first. Right now, her heart is in your hands. You can't understand, you never will, what it means for most of us girls. You were her first, and it was perfect. That makes her extremely vulnerable at the moment. You could destroy her, so easily. Crush her. I don't think you want that, do you? Are you going to rip her heart out, because she was too naive to see what that bastard was up to?"
"I...I guess I wanted her to feel some of the pain I was feeling, when she ignored me. What it felt like when that asshole smirked, laughing at me."
"You've done that. Tenfold. Forgive her for a stupid mistake, and let her forgive you for compounding it. She hurt you, but you didn't handle this well at all. You're both learning what it means to have a serious relationship. What you had for a year was nothing compared to these last few days. Learn, while you're young, Jeremy. It's not too late for you two. All you have to do is make the first gesture. Please, take it from someone who knows the value of forgiveness. She loves you, and you love her. Don't let this ruin it."
I turned around, and pulled her onto my lap. I hugged her until my arms ached. "I need you, Aunt Marie. Don't let my stupid mistakes interfere with us, please. You've always been my go-to girl. Always. I'm so sorry I've screwed things up."
She rubbed her face on my shoulder, and I felt the moisture of her tears. "Don't you go worrying about us, Jeremy. We'll be just fine. You and I both know that. We'll have time enough for us later. For now, take care of Penny. The poor girl is devastated."
I kissed her, a long soft kiss, from my fantasy woman and best friend. "I'm going to go over there. I'm sorry I was so stubborn."
Aunt Marie climbed off my lap, and took me by the hand. "C'mon, no time like the present."
"It's late," I told her, the clock on my desk reading almost 10:00.
"Trust me, she's not sleeping. Go."
She walked me downstairs, and I saw my parents sitting on the couch, watching me anxiously. I walked over, needing to make peace at home as well.
"Sorry Dad. You're right. As usual. Don't you ever get tired of hearing me say that?"
He gave me a lop-sided grin. "Not in this lifetime."
"I'm going over to talk to Penny. See if I can make things better. Thanks for trying to help me pull my head out of my ass."
He nodded.
"You, too, Mom. Thanks. I'm sorry about earlier."
"I understand. Go on now. Time's wasting."
I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss on the cheek, then turned and took Aunt Marie's hand in mine. We walked to the door, and I gave her another kiss before I headed out. "You're the best. Don't ever let me forget that."
I got a quick last hug, before she shooed me out the door.
* * *
I had to knock on the door three times before anyone answered. I looked up to see Penny's father scowling at me.
"I know it's late, Mr. Booth. I'm sorry to be bothering you, but I'd like to speak to Penny if I could."
"Couldn't it wait until morning?" he growled. "Haven't you done enough lately?"
"I think it would be better if we spoke tonight."
He glared at me for a few minutes before stepping back to open the door.
"Who is it, Joe?" I heard Colleen ask. She looked my way and was out of her chair like a shot. She grabbed my hand, tugging me down the hall. "Just promise me you're not here to make things worse," she said softly.
"I hope not," I confessed.
She knocked on the door to Penny's room. I heard the muffled "Come in," and Colleen was pushing me through the door.
If I expected her to leap into my arms, crying, begging for forgiveness, I was sorely disappointed. Her eyes were red and swollen, but I didn't see much in them but anger.
I recalled Aunt Marie's words, and wondered if I'd missed the window.
She didn't say anything, apparently waiting. I took a page out of Aunt Marie's playbook, climbed up on the bed, and wrapped my arms around her, silently, just holding her.
She sat still, unyielding for the longest time. I was in no hurry. I let her get used to my presence, happy to hold her again. I saw her head slowly bow. "You hurt me, Jeremy. Nobody ever hurt me like that."
"I'm sorry," I told her, kissing the top of her head. "I think we both suffered enough the last couple of days. You destroyed me. I...I know you didn't do it on purpose."
"I only talked to him. That's all. Why wouldn't you believe me?"
"It wasn't that you talked to him. You forgot about me. Ignored me. We were on a date, and you let him replace me. I don't know if I've ever been that angry or jealous. How could you do that to me, after the last few days? I thought you loved me as much as I loved you. I would never do that to you."
"You did just as much, and more," she said.
"No. I did it to get back at you, to get your attention, to give you a taste of what you were doing to me. You did it because you forgot about me. Didn't care. All I could think about was what was going to happen when I leave for school. If you could forget me, flirt and date other guys, while I'm three feet away, what are you going to do when I'm 3 hours away?"
"What about me, Jeremy? It's like you stole my virginity, and then the first time you get mad at me, you dump me and pick-up the first slut you run into. Didn't you know I'd hear all about it? You and her becoming 'special' friends at UT, while I'm stuck back here? What am I supposed to be, your weekend fuck-buddy, while you keep a new girlfriend down there? I talk to some guy, and you've suddenly abandoned me at the mall, got a new girlfriend, and are ignoring me. Do I mean that little to you?"
"You could have called me, you know. You're the one that ran away from me at the mall. Left me there with that asswipe laughing at me."
"He's not an asswipe. He's a nice guy. A lot nicer than you, it seems."
"Sure, a nice guy moving in on a girl he knows is taken, ignoring his own date while he tries to get in your pants. I saw you two, Penny. Eating off your plate, teasing, joking, touching. I saw how you looked at him. You never once thought about me, sitting at the end of the table. Never for a moment even looked my way. No, you were all goo-goo eyed for lover-boy. How long have you had a crush on him?"
"I...I never had a crush on him. We're just friends."
"Right. Your 'friend' sure moved in on you pretty damn fast. How long have you two been friends? It sure didn't look like something new."
"Stop it Jeremy. Just stop it. We're friends, Ok? I've known him for a couple of years. We never dated. He's never even kissed me."
"I bet you wanted to, though, didn't you? What was I, second place? First chance you got to trade up you jumped on it?"
She started crying. "No, you've got it wrong. You're my first choice. You always were. I was so lucky to have you. He's just a guy I know. He was paying me attention. It was nice. That was all."
I didn't like to see her cry. I held her, brushing back her hair. "I'm sorry, Ok? I was jealous. Maybe too jealous. I was hurt, and I overreacted. I've never had anyone I was serious about like you, Penny. Don't you understand? I felt I was losing you, and it broke my heart. I thought we had a chance, a long-term special relationship. Seeing you like that made it all seem so temporary, like you were just using me for the experience before I went away."
"Why did you have to beat him up? He didn't do anything. We just talked."
"You thought you were just talking. He knew exactly what he was doing, stealing my girl. You didn't see the way he looked at me, smirking, laughing at how easy it was."
"He didn't 'steal' me."
"Not yet. He opened the door. Got you giggling and ignoring me. I bet he knows I'm going away. Is he going to be around? Get another shot at you later? Where's he going to school, Penny? Locally, I bet. Did he make comments about me leaving you?"
"He said he's going to UNT. He's going to be around. I guess he did ask where you were going to school."
"I bet he suggested you guys get together, too, didn't he?"
"Not on a date or anything. He said we should go out as a group more often."
"A group, when I'm out of town. Who was going to be your date in the 'group', Penny?"
"We didn't talk about that." She shrugged my arms away. "Is it going to be like this every time I talk to a guy. The big interrogation? Getting mad and ignoring me? Don't you trust me, Jeremy?"
"It's not that I don't trust you, I don't trust guys like him. What kind of guy moves in on someone else's girlfriend?"
"So what do we do now? Is it over because I talked to some guy and you didn't like it? Is that how it is? I'm not going to live like that. It's not fair. I didn't do anything wrong other than let some guy sit opposite me. I didn't even do that. I told him I was saving the seat for you, and he said he'd keep it warm until you got there. How come you didn't come and take your seat, if you didn't like it?"
"What was I supposed to do? Tell him to move, in the middle of your intimate conversation?"
"If it mattered so much to you, then yeah. You should have made him move."
"How come you didn't ask him to move, like he promised, when I got to the table."
"I didn't even know you got there, until you were already practically making out with that slut," she snapped.
"Ten minutes after I arrived. That's when you realized I didn't have any place to sit, thanks to asshole lover-boy."
"Can we stop, Jeremy? If you don't want to be with me anymore, just say so. Don't torture me like this. I talked to a guy. I did. So shoot me. I didn't touch him, hug him, get his phone number, take his picture. That's what you did. How would you feel if I'd done that?"
"You did touch him, and he touched you. I watched it. Long before I touched anybody."
"We did? I...I don't remember..." suddenly she was blushing, ashamed.
"I did it to get even, Penny. Hell, your friend suggested it. Why did you do it?"
"Some kind of even. If I had kissed him, what were you going to do, fuck her right there on the table?"
"No, I would have kicked his ass, dumped you and moved on," I snapped.
"Over a kiss? You'd dump me, without even talking about it?"
"I'm not willing to be second place to anybody, Penny. I'm not going to let you publicly humiliate me. I'm sorry, but that's just the way it is."
"You were my first. My boyfriend for a year. You've had sex with me, and a dozen blowjobs. Kissing him would have made you second place and you'd dump me just like that? By your rules, I'm second place to your mother, your aunt and even my mother. How's that fair?"
"You're not second place to anybody, Penny. You should know that."
"So should you. I'm sorry I got distracted, Ok? I didn't mean to hurt you, I didn't even think I was. I don't think he was really trying anything, but if you say he was, I won't argue it. He's never going to get anywhere with me. I saw how he treated his own date. But you can't treat me like this. Not if you love me like you say you do. If you're mad at something, tell me. Don't blow up and abandon me. Don't try to get even. Talk to me. I thought that was one of the great things we had going for us. We could talk about anything, then you shut me out."
"I'm sorry too, alright? I just got so angry, the way you were ignoring me, like I didn't matter. Maybe you didn't do it on purpose, but it hurt just the same. The longer I sat there without you even noticing me, the more pissed I got. I'm not going to do anything with that girl, hell, I don't even remember her name. I wanted you to feel as jealous as me. That was all."
"What do you want to do about it then? Are we over? Is that what you want?"
"No! That's not what I want. I want you. I want to be your man. I want you to blow off any guy who tries to take my place. I want to be able to trust you completely. Not worry about which assholes are hitting on you when I'm not around."
"You are my man. Totally. Nobody's going to replace you. I'm not going to let that happen. I've been with one man in my life. One. You. And it was perfect. Do you really think I'm going to throw that away because some guy can make me laugh?"
We'd been sitting there, talking to each other, no longer hugging or touching. I understood what she was saying. I probably over reacted. She made a mistake, and I blew it up. Probably part of it was all the stress at home, which wasn't her fault. Did I want to mess things up between us? Hell no.
"Can...can I just hold you for a while? I'm sorry I blew up. I don't know how to handle what happened, Ok? It was a shock to me. I'll try to do better."
"You gotta take those shoes off," she said, with a hint of a smile.
It only took a few seconds before I was lying under the covers with her, still fully dressed, and holding her. "I'm sorry," I whispered.
"Me too. I shouldn't have forgotten about you like that. I didn't even realize it was happening. I won't do it again."



I kissed her, and she kissed me back. She leaned against me, her soft body pressed against mine. I cradled her in my arms, determined to never let her go. Next time I'd just confront the guy immediately. Make it clear that she was mine, and I wasn't going to give her up without a fight. She was mine, damn it.
I woke up to Colleen shaking my shoulder. She was gentle, nudging me awake. "You want to stay here, Jeremy? Should we call your house?"
It took me a few seconds to even realized what she was talking about. I still had her daughter clutched in my arms. I looked up and saw her father was standing in the doorway, watching.
"I probably should go," I said softly. "What time is it?"
"It's after one."
I peeled Penny's arms off of me, and slid out from under the covers. "I'm sorry, I guess I fell asleep," I whispered, as I put my shoes back on.
"Is everything all right between you two?" she asked.
"Better. I think we'll be fine. I'm sorry if I overreacted. I didn't mean to hurt her."
She nodded, "We'll be outside." She turned and walked out the door. I finished putting on my shoes, leaned over and kissed my girl.
Her eyes were closed, but she smiled. "Love you," she whispered.
"I love you too, Penny."
* * *
Mom was still up when I got home. Sitting in the living room, in her PJs, watching an old black and white movie. She looked up when I entered the room, and patted the seat next to her.
"How did it go?" she asked.
"Good. I don't know how it got out of hand so quickly. I'm sorry I'm so late, I fell asleep."
"Did you guys make up? Do it?"
"Yes and no. We talked. Held each other. Kissed a little. That was all."
"You've got your father's temper. You keep it buried, but when it goes off, heaven help us all. You really went overboard."
"I know. How come you're not in bed?" I asked. I moved over closer to her and put my arm around her shoulders.
"I'm not sure which bed I should be in. Your father's still unhappy with me."
"Why don't you go up and join him? The worst he can do is kick you out."
"I don't want to make him any angrier. I think things are getting better. I don't need any setbacks."
I stood, pulled her up by the hand, and turned off the TV. "Give it a try. I'll wait in the hall to make sure everything's Ok."
We walked up the stairs, and Mom braced herself before entering her room. I peeked through the crack in the door to see her slide underneath the covers.
"Is he back?" I heard Dad ask.
"Just a few minutes ago," Mom answered quietly.
"They make up?"
"Sounds like it. He has a temper on him."
"Like me. Is that what you're saying?" his voice sounded a little louder.
"No baby. I wasn't comparing you. I was just saying." They were quiet for a second, before I heard her speak again. "Please don't send me away tonight."
He didn't answer and after a few seconds she started to get up.
I saw him grab her arm. "Stay, Alice."
That was all I needed to hear. I went back to my room, hoping we were all on our way back to better times.
* * *
I woke to a warm body cuddling me. I pulled her into my arms. "Mmmm," I hummed contentedly.
"You left me last night," she said.
I cracked open an eye and saw Penny looking up at me.
"Your Mom woke me up. Your father was standing in the doorway glaring at me. I don't think he's very happy with me right now."
"It should be interesting to see how he feels about you this afternoon. Mom's going to show him our video." I could hear the mirth in her voice as she told me.
"Crap. I'm so screwed."
She leaned in and kissed me. "Not yet, but I'm hoping it's in the cards."
She leaned into me, and I realized she was as naked as I was. "I think I'd like that."
She gave me a pinch. "You only think you would?"
"Alright. I'd love that. I'm sorry I got so mad."
"Forgiven. I'll try not to give you any more reasons to, alright?"
"Agreed. Now kiss me. I've missed you."
I got a short one, before she pulled away. "Clean up and come back to bed. You've got dragon breath, lover."
Ten minutes later, I was back. I wanted to be thorough, and had shaved, brushed my teeth, and taken a quick shower. I felt human again, and was sporting an anticipatory erection upon my return.
Penny chuckled. "Looks like at least somebody missed me."
"I missed you. I was a damn fool, Ok?" I crawled into the bed, taking her in my arms.
"No you weren't. You were right. I didn't say anything last night, because I didn't want to get you upset. He called me yesterday. Twice. He wanted to go out, and he said mean things about you. I was wrong, and you were right. He wants in my pants. I should have known."
"You shot him down, didn't you?" I said softly, nuzzling her neck.
"Of course. I made it very clear. I told him if he called back, you'd beat the living crap out of him. Again."
I nibbled on her soft shoulder working my way down. "I should have known you would. Right from the beginning. I should have trusted you."
I felt her fingers running through my hair as my lips reached her breast. "You can trust me, Jeremy. I promise. I want nobody but you."
Her nipple hardened as I gave it a little tug. "I know. I love you, Penny. I really am sorry."
"No more apologies. Show me you love me."
I took my time exploring her body again, before I settled in between her legs. I teased her for a bit, before going in for the kill. She tasted odd, and I pulled back.
"I...I prepared myself for you. You made me wait so long, I was afraid I might have closed up again," she said nervously.
"Prepared?"
"Lots of lube, and a little bit of practice with a toy Momma bought me. God, I'm so worked up, Jeremy. I need you in me. Now. Don't tease me anymore. Take me."
She reached down and pulled her legs back, opening herself to me. I rubbed the head of my cock up and down her slippery chute, pressing in just a hair, pushing against her cute little clit. She moaned the first time I did it, and squirmed as I kept it up.
"Please, Jeremy!" she whined.
I pressed against her opening, nudging downward and in. After only a few gentle pushes, the head entered her, spreading her open beautifully.
"God, that feels incredible," she moaned.
"I know. Amazing." I was looking at it, seeing it open her, pushing forward until I felt too much pressure, then easing back again. Little by little gaining ground, entering her.
"Is...is it Ok?" she asked nervously.
I laughed. "Ok? It's the most wonderful thing in the world, beautiful. I love doing this with you."
"You can go harder if you want. I can take it."
I only had about three inches inside of her, but it was enough to work with. I leaned over, holding the back of her thighs, and started pushing harder, a little faster. I was slowly inching my way inside, two thirds of my length disappearing on each stroke.
I got nervous as she started grunting softly with each stroke.
I slowed down. "Are you Ok?"
"Perfect," she gasped. "Don't stop. Shut up and fuck me."
I still hadn't gotten all of it in her, when the pleasure became too much. "Shit," I gasped. "Gonna come."
"Do it. Fill me up."
There was no holding back. I pushed in deeply, and erupted. I seemed to come forever, shooting rope after rope inside her warmth.
I leaned over her, kissing her face. "Sorry," I mumbled, embarrassed.
"Sorry? Why? That was wonderful!"
"I came too quick. You didn't get to come."
She smiled and pulled me down, kissing me. "No, baby. That was perfect. You can make me come later. I got to enjoy feeling you, watching how you responded, going crazy for me. Uber-cool. I loved the feeling of you coming in me, without the distraction of my own come. It felt good. Almost no pain at all. It really was wonderful. Thank you."
She kissed me again, deeply. "Besides, that one was for you. The next one is for me. I'm going to get you hard, and you're going to fuck my brains out, Ok?"
"If you insist," I teased, nibbling her chin.
"I do. I most definitely do."
She pushed me off, and hopped out of bed. She waddled to the bathroom, and a couple of minutes later she returned with a warm wet washcloth, and cleaned me up. "That was weird. It made me have to pee."
She tossed the washcloth aside, and replaced it with her talented mouth. She pulled off after a few seconds. "I'm going to practice a little, Ok? I haven't had a chance in ages, it seems."
I didn't complain as she went through her lessons, and I even corrected her a couple of times until it was perfect. I was stiff as steel when she finished. "How was that?"
"Amazing. Just like you."
"You gonna do me now?" she asked, teasingly.
"You know it. How do you want it?"
"Like last time to start. Once you've gotten me loosened up, if you want to try something different, I won't stop you."
I slipped between her legs and guided my cock home. After only a few strokes I had fully half my length in side of her. I kept working at it, pushing, until I could go no further. I saw her furrowed forehead. "Too much?" I asked.
"A...a little less," she said quietly.
I limited my strokes, and leaned over her, my cheek brushing against hers. By straightening my legs a little, I found I could push all the way, but the position restricted me from hurting her.
"Better? I asked.
"Perfect." She wrapped her arms around my back and shoulders, pulling me downward, until my weight was pressing her into the bed. I pounded her steadily, feeling her opening, accommodating me. It was getting easier, and I fucked her a little harder.
"Oh, God," she gasped. "Just like that."
I could sense her body responding, arms clutching me tightly, legs stiffening. The sexiest little sounds escaped her with each stroke, growing in intensity, urging me onward.
A soft piercing whine escaped her lips, long and uninterrupted, gaining volume. I adjusted my hands, grabbing her shoulders and hammered her, not holding back. The whine was interrupted briefly at the end of each stroke with a little grunt. I felt her fingernails dig into me as she went eerily silent. I looked over into her face, and her head was shaking, her mouth open in a silent cry, as she came for me. Just as I thought she was finished she screamed out, and I felt her thrusting back against me crazily. I long-stroked her, deep and hard, and set her off again.
God, she was beautiful in the throes of passion.
As she settled down, I came down with her, holding her, kissing her neck, gently probing her depths. She was gasping, breathing hard, clutching me to her. Her legs seemed to flop around helplessly with each stroke of mine.
"Jesus," she gasped hoarsely. "What was that?!"
I couldn't help but chuckle. "I think you enjoyed it."
She reached down and held my hips still, fully sheathed. "You think? You almost killed me there."
"It was beautiful. You were beautiful."
"Wow. I'm going to want to do that again. No wonder people talk about sex so much. Shit, I've been missing out."
I laughed and kissed her. "Want to play a little?"
"Whatever you want handsome. Consider me your little fuck toy. You got yours, I got mine, now let's play together."
We played. Sideways, doggy style, her on top. She got a couple of more orgasms, but nothing like that big one. We were having fun. Going from laughing to passion in the space of a heartbeat. It was clumsy, sometimes awkward, always exciting. She got me off while on top of me, then cleaned me up, and did some more oral practice until she had me ready to go again. We must have spent more than an hour at it, and I was getting exhausted, muscles aching I didn't even know I had.
I was back on top of her, in the position we both found we liked best, cheek to cheek, my weight pushing her down into the bed, immobilizing her, my hips doing most of the work. I felt her teeth dig into my shoulder. "It's happening," she gasped.
That made me feel good, and I listened for her cues, reacting to each, stroking harder, faster, deeper as needed. When I heard that beautiful high-pitched whine, I knew I had her.
"Come for me," I growled. "Come all over my hard cock."
I stretched out my legs, and hammered her into the bed with my full weight, driving her into the mattress, grunting helplessly with each full stroke.
I sensed the tension in her body, and changed my tactic, jack hammering her tight little pussy as fast as I could.
This time she wasn't silent. She screamed. And screamed, writhing underneath me, shaking, loud enough to wake the dead. It was so damn exciting, it put me over the edge unexpectedly, and I came with her.
She didn't come down slowly, she collapsed underneath me, boneless.
I lifted off of her, caressing her face. Her eyes were unfocused, and she breathed in deeply through her nostrils, her mouth clenched closed. Her lips parted, and she gasped deeply, eyes jerking around haphazardly, until they focused on me.
The door to my room burst open, and I heard Mom enter the room. "What happened? Are you alright?"
I saw the corners of Penny's lips turn upward. "Better than alright Mom. Incredible."
I looked over my shoulder, and saw my father standing in the doorway, Mom stopping halfway to the bed.
"Oh, God, I didn't mean to interrupt, but that sound..."
"What sound?" Penny asked.
I looked at her in surprise. "You screamed your pretty little head off."
"No I didn't. I could barely breath."
I heard Dad's chuckle from the door. "Let go, honey. I think they're going to be just fine."
It made me smile to hear him call her honey.
"Yes you did dear," Mom said on the way out. "I was afraid the neighbors were going to call the cops. It sounded like he was killing you."
Penny blushed. "He can kill me like that anytime. That was amazing."
They closed the door behind them, and Penny got a case of the giggles. She shoo'ed me off to get another washcloth. "There's got to be a better way to do this, we're making a mess of the bed."
"It'll survive. I can always change the sheets later."
I convinced her to take a shower with me, which is something I can heartily recommend to everyone to try at least once. It might be a little crowded, but having the soft, smooth, slippery skin of a beautiful girl accessible from all angles makes it well worth the while. I couldn't keep my hands off of her, and she had similar issues. A heavily lathered erection, held in two very soapy hands is quite the experience as well. What can I say? I think I'm addicted. I'm going to be doing that a whole lot more.
In the end we just held each other, squeaky clean under the running water, until it started to get cold. I turned off the water and dragged her out into the middle of the room. "Stand still," I told her softly.
"Why?"
"I'm going to dry you off."
"You're dripping all over the place!" she laughed as I brought the large bath sheet to her body.
"Don't care. I...I have to do this."
"You're weird, Jeremy," she giggled, as I started with her hair, towel drying it playfully, then working down her body. I got all the nooks and crannies, the nape of her neck, under her chin, all around her ears. Shoulder, armpits, breasts - most definitely breasts. On one knee I dipped into her belly button, dried her hips, and moved between her legs.
"This is embarrassing," she said softly, as I ran the towel along her crotch, and up between her butt cheeks.
"I think it's amazing. Incredibly sexy."
"There's nothing sexy about my butt crack," she said.
I dried her legs. "Are you kidding me? Ridiculously sexy. So very naughty."
"Pervert," she teased, nudging me.
"Maybe a little." I grabbed her ankle. "Lift your foot, and put your hand on my shoulder for balance."
I dried both her feet that way, paying special attention between her cute tiny toes. I gave her big toe a kiss. "All done," I said sadly. I stood and wrapped the towel around her shoulders. I pulled her close. "I love every inch of your body."
Penny kissed my shoulder. "Have you always been this weird?"
I dried myself off, as she turned to brush her hair out, in the mirror. "I don't know. It's my first co-ed shower. Probably."
My phone started ringing, and she glance over at me. "Gonna get that?"
I wasn't going to. I was happy where I was, watching her. I returned back to the bedroom and picked up the phone. I saw Kelly's face appear on the display. "Shit."
"What?" Penny asked, while the phone rang again.
"Kelly."
Penny appeared in the doorway. "Don't leave her hanging. Let her down easy. You are going to let her down, right?"
The messes I get myself into. I hit the answer button. No smooth, debonair answer for me.
"Hello?"
"Hi Jeremy."
"Kelly?"
I could hear the sudden intake of breath. "Yeah, you...uh didn't call. I was hoping you would." She sounded nervous, and for some reason that seemed to put me at ease.
I leaned back on the bed. "Sorry about that. Things were pretty crazy here for the last couple of days."
"I heard. Emma says you and Penny aren't together. I hope that didn't have anything to do with me. I didn't mean for that to happen," she said.
The rumor mill grinds away. "We had a misunderstanding. Actually, we never broke up. I guess I blew things out of proportion. We had a bit of a fight, but made up last night. She's here with me now."
"Oh." I could hear the disappointment in her voice.
Penny smiled and climbed onto the bed with me. She gave me a mischievous grin then scooted down the bed and took my soft cock into her mouth.
"I'm sorry I led you on Kelly. I enjoyed talking to you, and you do deserve better than that asshole, but I'm sticking with Penny for as long as she'll have me."
"I'm sorry too," Kelly answered softly. "You guys aren't mad at me, are you?"
I looked down the bed at Penny, who was well on her way to somehow get another rise out of me. "We're not mad at her, are we?" I asked.
She looked up at me, lifting one eyebrow. She pulled her mouth away slowly, her hand replacing it, stroking me. She held her hand out for the phone.
"Kelly, Penny here. No, we're not mad at you. I was an idiot for letting your date hit on me. It's not your fault that you were stuck next to Jeremy, and he decided to play his little game. I'm sorry I didn't shut down dick-breath earlier. Forgive me?"
I couldn't hear the extended answer, and sighed when Penny took me back in her mouth again while listening.
She lifted up, her mouth barely clearing my cock. "Agreed. He's right, you know, you can do better. I'm gonna put him back on." She handed me the phone, then went back to practicing. I moaned when she tested her swirly-go-round on me.
"Jeremy? Are you Ok?"
I stroked Penny's pretty blonde hair. "Very Ok." I had an idea, maybe a way to kill two birds with one stone. "Seriously, Kelly. If I wasn't committed, you'd be great to go out with. Would you mind if next time we go out I invite you along?"
Penny was less than pleased at the direction the conversation was going. Her teeth dug into me warningly.
"I'd love to. You sure you don't mind?"
"Positive. Thanks for the call, gotta run."
Penny glared at me when I hung up the phone. "What the hell, Jeremy?"
I grinned. "I just got Colin a date."
The realization turned her frown back into a loving smile. "You don't think you could have warned her?"
"I figure if we toss them together, it'll work itself out one way or another."
"Devious. You could have at least warned me."
I pulled her up the bed, and gave her a kiss. "Trust me, Angel?"
She answered by tickling my tonsils. "Always."
We cuddled in the bed, delightfully naked and sated.
"Want to tell me what's going on with your parents? It was like a freezer down there this morning, but they seemed chummy enough when they crashed our little party."



"We're having some issues. Big issues, really. Mom, Dad, Aunt Marie, me, even Colin. Family stuff. I'd love to tell you, but I don't think it's my place. It's mostly about Dad and Mom."
"That's hard to believe. They're obviously nuts about each other. Is that why he's home on a Monday morning?"
I shrugged, not knowing the answer. I decide to divert the conversation to safer territory. "What's this about showing your old man the video?"
I could see her blush. "Mom's idea. It's a couple of days early, but he's wondering about my reaction to our tiff the other day. I guess I didn't take it well, and he's very unhappy with you at the moment. We'll straighten it out. Mom thinks he needs to understand that our relationship, you and me, isn't what it was."
"What do you think?"
"I think it's going to be embarrassing as hell to go home. To have him looking at me, after seeing all that. It's kind of explicit."
I nodded. "It is that. Eat?"
"Yeah, I'm starving." She was pulling on her shorts, pretty breasts hanging free. "You're not going to get pissed at me if I talk to your father, are you."
That got my dander up. "I don't know. Are you going to ignore me, flirt with him, then yell at me afterwards and run off in a snit? Are you going to try and tell everyone else it was all my fault afterward?"
Her face reddened as she pulled her t-shirt on, sans bra. "I was just teasing, Jeremy."
"Sorry. Still a sore subject I guess."
She came over and gave me a hug. "You're the only man for me. Get that through your thick skull. If I do anything you think is wrong, call me on it. I'll do the same, Ok?"
I tilted her chin up for a little kiss. "You got it. As for doing things wrong, let's not bring up that event again, at least not for a while."
She nodded. "Alright."
Mom and Dad were both downstairs. Mom was doing some baking, seemed like a lot, probably for some volunteer thing. Looked like she was making dozens of cookies. Dad was doing some work stuff, huge sheaths of stapled pages in front of him, which he was reading and marking up with a red pen and little post-it notes. For all the interaction between them, they might have been in different zip-codes.
Penny gave me a peck on the cheek, and literally skipped away to check on Mom. I parked myself near Dad. He had his reading glasses on, and looked up at me over the top of them. "I take it things are better?"
I nodded. "I was right about that guy. He was still trying to hook up with her yesterday on the phone."
He took his glasses off and glanced in toward the kitchen. He turned down the corner of his paper and placed it back on the table. "Of course he was. Your instincts were right. Guys are going to hit on her. She has to learn to deal with it, because you're not always going to be around."
"She wasn't dealing with it then," I groused, still irritated, more with him than her.
"No. It's a learning experience. Give her some time to learn." He turned and faced me. "I know you don't think I have any moral high ground to stand on here, but I still need to speak my piece. In relationships, we're always navigating a treacherous path. If I could suggest one basic rule, it would be this: be slow to judge, and quick to forgive. For 20 years your mother and I had a simple rule of forgiveness: Never go to bed angry. Work things out and clear things up so each day starts with a clean slate. I...I'm sad to say that we're having a hard time with that rule right now. I wish it weren't so. I swear I've been trying to keep what I'm preaching in mind in my own relationship. I was in no hurry to judge, hell, I gave her almost a week to come clean. Now, to be honest, I'm finding it difficult to forgive. Either of you."
"You know I'm sorry Dad. I'd do anything to take it back."
He nodded. "I understand. I want you to think about this. Penny's been your girlfriend for what, one year? You've been intimate for a couple of days. She lets a guy flirt with her, in public, and see how you reacted."
I started to speak and he cut me off. "Let me finish. Now imagine it's 20 years. She doesn't just flirt, she actually sleeps with the guy several times, and gives another guy a blow-job. That's what I'm dealing with here, Jeremy. Imagine how you'd respond."
To hear him put it that way was devastating. "I...I don't know if I could handle it. I'd probably want to kill the guy, and dump her."
"At least you're honest. I'd feel the same, except that 'guy' is the one person in the world I love almost as much as her. How do you throw away 20 years of love and your entire family? How do you get past it? I don't know. I just don't know." He sighed deeply, sitting back in the couch. "I think it's getting better, and then suddenly, for no reason the anger is back, blinding."
"Can I say something?"
"Of course. That's why I'm trying to talk about it with you."
"I don't think it's the cheating so much." He raised his eyebrows at me, as if I was nuts. "I don't. You've done things with her, in my presence, even getting me involved. That doesn't seem to bother you as much. I'd say, by how you two were getting along, you even liked it. You certainly seemed to enjoy letting Penny play along. It was the lying. The lying, hiding and deceit."
He was quiet for a few seconds. "I need a beer. Get us a couple?"
I returned with them after a couple of minutes, and he drank off a third of his. "I'm not going to lie. There was something exciting about having her blow me in front of you. Showing you how to get her to squirt. Having her teach your girl how to give a blow-job, and both of them practicing. Some of the hottest sex I can recall, afterward. It's true. But I don't trust her anymore. It's different with you. I think you made a mistake, and you tried to make up for it, in your own kind of weird way. I believe if I asked you never to touch her again, you wouldn't. If I asked the same of her, I just don't know. That's the hard part. I never doubted her before. Never."
"Do you believe her when she says it's just me she has a problem with? Because you and I are so similar?"
He took another sip, and I took a larger one to catch up.
"If not for that Colin blowjob, maybe. That makes a lie out of all of it."
I nodded. "I know. I can't believe she did that. Even when she told both Aunt Marie and me she wouldn't. I don't understand that."
"Precisely! How can I believe her?"
"We have two problems, don't we? The first is her weakness for me. It's there. We all know it now. It's my fault it started, but I can't take it back. You have to know I'm crazy about her. Mom's the perfect woman. Friggin' irresistible."
I saw the slow smile. "She is that. I...it's hard to say it, but I take great pride, immense pride in how much like me you've become. I see it in everything you do, and as a man, and a father, I don't know if anything could make me happier. Knowing that, how hard is it to believe you'd feel the same about that woman as I do? Like father, like son, I guess. I never thought I'd regret it for a moment."
Those last words hurt. "Do you regret it? God, Dad, I hope not. Every time someone tells me I'm just like you, I can't imagine a better compliment. You're the best man I've ever known."
He shook his head. "No, I don't regret it. But it has brought us to where we are, hasn't it?"
I nodded. "The second problem, and we all recognize it, is Aunt Marie. The crazy relationship those two have. That's what's driving all this. It's why things got carried away in the jeep, and it's why she did anything at all with Colin. We both know she did it because of Aunt Marie. Not because she has the hots for Colin."
"Your plan to fix all that back-fired, didn't it?" he snapped.
He was right. At least partially. "It blew up in my face. No doubt about it. But I still don't think that what I was trying to do was wrong. Getting them back together. I even think I was making good progress. Now I don't know what to do. Any suggestions?"
He laughed. "Don't you think if I had a solution, I would have done something about it years ago? I'll give you credit for at least taking a swing at it."
"Can you forgive her, forgive us for what we did? Not the Colin part, but us going behind your back at the beginning. I'll do anything to make it right, Dad. I hate that it's coming between us, and even more so that it's messing up things between you and Mom. You have to know, you have to, that I would never do anything to mess with your marriage. Never."
"I can. Hell, I pretty much had. We wouldn't have been doing the things we were, if it was a problem. But there's still the rest."
"You have leverage now. Forgive her the first part, and tell her that working things out with Aunt Marie is the cost of forgiveness for the rest. If they were working together, instead of at odds with each other, half these issues would go away."
"That might work with your mother, but what about Marie?" he asked.
"C'mon Dad! She'd do anything to make things right. You would only need to talk to her to get her on-board. You must know by now, she'd walk through burning coals for you. You saw the video."
He put his empty beer bottle down. "Where do you see this all going?"
"Honestly?"
"Of course. Do you think I'm asking you to lie to me?"
"I've thought about it. A lot. I dream of Aunt Marie and Colin living with us. You know Colin and Aunt Marie are fooling around."
He looked a little surprised. "No shit? What the fuck is going on with this family?"
I grinned. "Jesus, Dad! Take a step back and look at his from the outside. Do you know two more attractive women? What red-blooded male wouldn't want them? Once those original boundaries were crossed on the jeep ride, there was no turning back. Colin did things to her in the back seat, mostly while she was sleeping. Or should I say passed out? She was cross for a while, but it started the ball rolling."
"That doesn't make things any easier you know."
"Maybe it does. That's a different issue. The main thing is, I want her here with us. Available to both of us, with Mom's complete blessing." I laughed a little. "You're going to get the real benefit here, hell I'll be gone in a few weeks, as will Colin. You'll be the poor bastard stuck satisfying the two hottest women in the state."
"Nice fantasy, but there's not a chance in hell of it happening, you know."
"I disagree. I think we were 90% there, when the whole thing blew up in my face. You forgive Mom, and I swear, I think I can have Mom personally escorting Aunt Marie into your bed."
"And the cost is, you get to bed your mother," he said quietly.
"You get to make Mom the happiest person in the world, close the divide between her and her sister, and love both of them, totally and without reservation forever more."
He chuckled. "I'm not a teenager, Jeremy. I have a hard enough time keeping up with your mother. Never mind the two of them together."
"You know what, Dad? I love you enough to help."
He chuckled. "I bet. What about Penny?"
"I don't know. She obviously knows about oral sharing, and had no problem with that. She knows about Aunt Marie."
"What if she wants you to stop any of it? All of it?"
"We're not married. I guess I'd have to decide which I want more, at that point. Hell, I've got four years of college ahead of me. I'm not making any permanent decisions yet."
"Well you better have it figured out, because sure as shit it's going to come up, the way those two are getting along," he said, nodding to where Penny and Mom were working together.
"What do you think? Am I crazy? Can you at least start us down the path of forgiveness?"
"It's intriguing, I have to admit. I'll think about it."
I turned toward the kitchen. "What's a guy got to do to get fed around here?" I called out.
"You might try rolling out of the bed before noon," Mom answered teasingly.
"Let us get this last batch in the oven, baby, and we'll do something to get your strength back. Rumor has it you may have a strenuous afternoon ahead of you," Penny laughed.
* * *
Lunch was surprisingly cordial, and every time Dad said anything even a little kind to Mom she absolutely glowed. Penny was buttering him up something awful, pouting that she'd had so little 'practice' lately. I tried to stop her from going down that path, catching her eye, shaking my head slightly, but she ignored me.
When lunch was finished, and it almost seemed like we were a normal family again, Penny skipped over in front of my father, and grabbed him by the hands. She pulled him up, and tugged him along to the living room. He acted a little reluctant, leaning away from her, but no way that little 110lb ball of energy could make him move if he didn't want to.
In front of the couch, she gave him a push in the chest, and as soon as he was seated, she climbed in his lap. Mom and I were watching in amusement.
"Penny..." Dad started.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, and gave him a quick kiss. "Hush a second, Harold, Ok?"
He nodded slowly.
I took a seat on the opposite end of the couch from them. Mom came over and sat down next to me, obviously as intrigued as I was. I had my concerns, this could all blow up, but then again, who knows what she was up to? She was kind of irresistible. A force of nature.
"I know the other night was kind of crazy. I was being awfully silly, I guess I was kind of embarrassed by everything. I want you to know it was pretty wonderful. I don't regret a minute of it. I hope you'll let me practice with you again sometime. Maybe let Mom keep on teaching me new things."
He adjusted her in his lap, his arms around her waist. "Spectacular," he said softly. "Someday, maybe..."
She kissed him again, a little more sincerely. "I know things are a little messed up now. I don't want to cause trouble, and sure as hell don't want to get in the middle of things. I just wanted you to know. I'd do it all again in a heartbeat. Nobody else but you. I couldn't. But with you, it's... well it's hard to describe. It's like Jeremy with experience. You understand? I don't do things like this. You two are the only ones."
Dad nodded, and looked over at Mom. "I understand. Thank you."
She giggled, doing a little dance in his lap. "No, thank you, Daddy. I still need a lot more practice before Mom teaches me number 6."
"Pearly Gates," Dad said, grinning. "That's a dangerous one, you might want to make sure you have all the basics down before you go there."
Penny looked confused, then looked over at me and Mom.
Mom smiled. "We'll see, sweetie. One step at a time, alright?"
My girl turned in Dad's lap, straddling him. I felt that stab of jealousy again. Mom took my hand in hers and squeezed it reassuringly.
"Daddy, I just wanted to tell you that you're the best. The absolute best. I'm gonna take Jeremy back upstairs now, because I have lots of practice to do. Lots and lots. I... I was hoping that maybe later, you could give me my final exam. Make sure I'd learned things properly. Maybe not tonight, but soon?"
His hands slid down her sides, grasping her hips. He looked down at her body, then back into her eyes. "I'd like that," he finally said quietly.
She squealed her joy, throwing her arms around his neck, hugging him tightly. "Thank you, Daddy. Thank you so much."
He chuckled, "No, thank you Angel."
She planted her lips on his, kissing him deeply, and Mom squeezed my hands tighter in response to my own involuntary clutching. I understood a little more of what Dad was going through. It drove me a little crazy to see her with him, even after all we'd done.
Penny hopped up, reached down and gave his crotch a quick squeeze. "Get rid of this one, Dad. I want a fresh one for later."
She hopped over in front of Mom, grabbed her hands out of mine, and pulled her up off the couch. A few seconds later, she was guiding her into Dad's lap. Dad's look was more one of amusement than anything else. Mom had looked nervous, but now seemed more content than anything else.
"Take care of him, Mom. Baby boy and I have some business of our own to take care of."
As she dragged me up the stairs, I was overjoyed to see Dad holding Mom, kissing her.
* * *
The afternoon with Penny was spent in naked play. We talked more than anything else, about our classes, weekends back home, and the mistakes we'd made. I still didn't fully fill her in on the family issues. She didn't press too much.
We didn't talk all the time. She must have spent more than an hour with her lips wrapped around my cock, and her new skills were becoming almost automatic. She tried several times to take me down her throat, becoming a little better, doing a decent job of it a few times. I worshipped at the 'Y' for a spell. I loved doing it for her. I enjoyed it, I did, not as much as what she did for me, but seeing how well she liked it. Still, it was probably two-to-one the time we spent orally teasing each other.
Our play naturally turned into sex a couple of times, playful fooling around. We talked throughout about what we liked, what was comfortable, what felt good. It was mind blowing how wonderful it was. The second time she had another of those big orgasms, trembling and crying out. Afterward I held her for an eternity, happy to have her in my arms, in my bed.
"A Penny for your thoughts," she teased.
I laughed, giving her a squeeze. "Best bargain in all of history. Thinking about how I almost blew everything. I... I never thought I'd get so angry over anything. I can't remember ever feeling that way."
She nuzzled into my neck, kissing my shoulder. "It's wrong, but it makes me kind of happy," she whispered.
"Happy?"
"Yeah. That you would get that angry, that jealous over me. The idea that you would beat up Drew for me. It... it makes me feel like you really are crazy for me. Is that wrong?"
"I don't think so. I am crazy about you. Even downstairs, I got so jealous, seeing Dad hold you like that, watching you kiss him."
She tensed up. "Oh! God, I'm sorry, Jeremy. I wasn't thinking. I didn't mean anything, you know. Just trying to break the ice a little, make things better."
"You don't want to be with him?" I asked.
"Not like that. No. I only want you, can't you tell? All of this, with you, is so amazing. Unbelievable. I don't mind blowing him, like I said, he's so like you. I won't if you don't want me to. I swear. It wouldn't bother me never to do it again. Don't you like your mother doing it for you?"
I hesitated before answering. "That's part of our problem. Dad's not so happy about that. That and other stuff. He doesn't want Mom doing things with me."
She sat up, nervously. "Crap. I didn't screw things up, did I? I didn't mean to."
I pulled her back down, rolling her onto my body, kissing her. "No, it's fine. I'm just saying that if you did do anything with him later, it would probably be just you and him. Not me and Mom."
She settled into my arms, and my hands caressed her back down to her firm butt cheeks. "Ok. I think I get it. Sorry if I caused trouble."
I gave her butt cheeks a squeeze. "Don't sweat it. Everybody knows you meant well. Dad didn't seem to mind."
She giggled. "He didn't, did he? He got hard for me just a few seconds after I sat in his lap."
She settled down after that, letting me hold and fondle her. She was quiet again and seemed to be distracted.
"Alright. Your turn," I said.
"Mmm. Sound's good to me," she whispered, leaning back and beckoning me over.
I laughed. "No. What were you thinking, just now. You were definitely not here with me."
She glanced over at the clock. "I think Mom is probably giving Dad his early birthday present right around now."
"You know, I'll probably never be able to show my face in your house again. Your old man doesn't have any guns, does he?"



"A few. Nothing like you guys."
"Crap."
She bounced up and straddled my waist, chuckling. "I don't think you have anything to worry about. You were well behaved. According to Mom, he already thought I'd lost my virginity. If anyone should be sweating, it's Mom. She chaperoned the thing."
"Which version is he getting shown?"
"Don't know. I'm not sure she knew until the last moment. I think she's going to show him the blowjob video first. Sort of break him in. Jeez, Jeremy! I can't believe I let you film me."
"Pretty amazing though, you have to admit," I teased.
"Seems like some people think so."
"I think your Mom's going to be walking bowlegged tomorrow."
"Jeremy!"
"Daddy's little girl is a sex...machine," I teased, sing-song.
"Stop it. It's not funny," she whined, smacking me.
"Not funny, but very, very hot and sexy." I sat up on my knees trying to look fierce. "Penelope! I had some very disturbing news about your behavior today," I growled deepening my voice.
"Not. Funny."
"Not funny at all, young woman. And the words that came from that mouth of yours! Such filth." I reached out and rubbed my finger across her lips.
"You're a pig!" she whined, pushing me away.
"Is that any way to talk to your father. I have half a mind to wash your mouth out," I told her. I started stroking my cock.
"Half a mind is right."
"I will not have you disrespecting me, young woman. A harlot living under my roof!" I grabbed her and pulled her over my lap, despite her admirable struggles. She cried out when the palm of my hand came crashing down on her ass.
"Ow!" she whined, kicking her legs.
I started walloping her rear. Not too hard, but firmly and loudly. "You. Will. Respect. Me. In. My. House!" I barked, each word accentuated with a new smack.
I used one of my favorite lines on her, spanking her pink butt rapidly. "I brought you into this world, young lady. I can take you out. Make another one just like you."
"Stop," she whined. "Enough!"
"Are you going to behave now?" I teased, my hand rubbing her warm cheeks.
"You're a beast. Do you get off on spanking girls now?" she said, trying to wiggle out of my grip.
I started spanking her again, more firmly, and she wiggled, and tried to cover her bottom, but stopped trying to get away. "I can do this all night, young lady. Are you going to behave!"
She glared at me. "I can take it as hard as you can give it, pervert."
Man, she was ornery. I rubbed her cheeks again, teasingly. "I washed this cute little bottom, diapered it. Kissed it. Don't make me blister it, little girl."
"I bet you liked that. Kissing my ass."
Leaning over I pressed my lips to her rosy cheeks. "I loved kissing your ass. You're my baby. There's not a single part of your body I don't love."
"Dirty old man," she sneered.
I spread her legs, wiggling out from under her a little and let my kisses move downward between her legs. "Pretty baby girl. All grown up now."
"Does that excite you, old man? Kissing me there?"
My lips arrived at their target, and I nibbled her fleshy lips. I was moving, leaving her prone on her belly, scooting around her legs, spreading them, kissing and teasing. "Does it excite you, baby girl?"
"No. It's gross."
"Don't lie to me baby. I will wash your mouth out."
"I... I think it's disgusting," she sighed, her sweet pussy starting to weep for me.
I licked her teasingly. "Nasty baby girl. Leaking all over Daddy's tongue."
"You're the nasty one. Stop it. I don't like it. I'm telling Mom." She opened her legs wider, lifting her ass up.
"Does your Mommy lick you better than Daddy," I teased, running my tongue along her slit.
"I... She doesn't..."
I spanked her ass sharply, making her jump. "I warned you about lying to me. She told me everything you know. Everything."
"It wasn't the same," she whined. "She was taking care of me. That's all."
I walked around the bed, my erection standing tall. "Open up that little mouth for me. Time to wash it out."
"Daddy..." she whined, looking up at me.
"Open, my little Angel. Isn't Daddy good enough for you? Didn't I raise you right? Take care of my little girl? Open, baby."
She opened her mouth, and I slid my cock between her lips. She didn't cooperate, just laying there, mouth open, while I stroked a couple of inches into her mouth.
"I've seen the video, baby girl. I know you can do better than that. Not as good as your Momma, of course, but surely better than that."
She glared at me, pulling off. "Not as good as Momma?" She took me back in her mouth, and gave it her best. Swirly, Pirate-ship, even down her throat. She pounded her face down on my cock, then slowed, looking up at me, making love to it.
"What do you think of your little cock-sucker now? As good as Momma?"
"Suck it, baby. Show me more."
She returned to action, once again employing all she'd been learning. Amazing. That's all I can say. I reached down hand held her head in my hands, fucking that sexy mouth. "Dirty girl," I growled.
She pulled away with a huge gasp, laughing. "Daddy's dirty girl."
I pulled her face back onto my cock. "Not Jeremy's dirty girl?"
She shook her head.
"Daddy's?"
She nodded, tilting her head back and looking up at me, her eyes wide and innocent, such contrast to that teasing mouth.
"Daddy's going to come for his baby," I whispered.
She rapidly bobbed up and down on the end, her hand stroking me, milking me.
"Now, baby," I groaned.
Her tongue was teasing the head, while she sucked me, and I exploded. She whimpered softly, sucking me dry, while I groaned, stroking her soft hair.
She kept it going for a bit, slowing, gentle, until I started softening. She pulled off, and kissed the head gently.
"I love you, baby girl," I teased, leaning over and kissing her lips.
"God, Jeremy. You are really warped." She slapped my thigh. "And my ass stings. What were you thinking, spanking me like that!"
"Talking back already? Am I going to have to call your father back in and spank you for real?"
"Don't even think about it!"
I jumped on the bed, bouncing, pulling her into my arms, laughing as we rolled across the bed. "You know my Dad fucked you."
"What?" she squealed. "He did no such thing!"
"He made Mom pretend to be you, and he stole your virginity before I could get it."
"He didn't!"
"Uh-hunh. That's what your videos did to him. What do you think it's going to do to your old man?"
She pinched me. "Stop teasing me. I'm already worried enough."
I pulled her close, hugging her, kissing her softly. "Alright. No more teasing. You are the hottest thing in three states."
"Just for you, Jeremy." She pressed her lips to mine, kissing me more firmly. "Only you, baby."
"You sure got wet for me. Was it the spanking, or was it for Daddy?"
"No teasing. You promised."
"I'm not teasing. You were soaking. Dripping. Did you like getting spanked that much?"
"Beast," she whispered.
"You did, didn't you."
"Asshole."
I nibbled her lip. "It's me, beautiful. You can be an open book. Tell me the truth. You liked it?"
She blushed. "Maybe. A little. The whole Daddy thing was very naughty," she said. "That was so wrong."
"I know."
"Does your Mom do more than suck you? Is that what the fight is about?"
Damn. Not a discussion I wanted to have. "Solemn oath it doesn't leave this room?"
"I'm a little sad you even have to ask. Of course."
"We did. A couple of times. We stopped before it got carried away."
"When?"
"Before you and me. We confessed to Dad, but took to long to do it. He had already figured it out. I think if we'd just been up front when it happened, it would have worked out. We screwed up. Now everything's a mess."
She kissed me softly. "Thanks for telling me. I don't want to make things any worse for you guys. I would hate that. Your parents are the greatest."
"They think the world of you. That's for sure. You should have seen them all hounding me to call you after the fight. All of them. Man, I got an earful."
"I'm glad they did. Your Mom convince you? Or was it Dad?"
"Aunt Marie."
"Really?"
"She's always been me best friend. I could tell her anything growing up. She always treated me like an adult, honest with me. She knew how to make me see things right."
"I guess I owe her one. I thought for sure it would be your Mom. No way you could say no to her."
"I'm sure I surprised both of us, when she asked me to do it for her, and that's exactly what I said," I confessed.
Penny hugged me, and I held her, kissing the top of her head. "I should start cleaning up. I told Mom I wouldn't be late, and I don't want to got back reeking of sex."
"Shower?"
She nodded, grinning.
"Together?"
Her smile grew wider, and she nodded harder.
We took our time, and it was another hour before she was ready to go. Mom had poked her head in, asking if she was staying for dinner.
"Not tonight Mom. It's video debut night in her house."
"Jeremy!" Penny whined, blushing.
Mom laughed and gave her a hug. "It'll be fine, sweetie. Daddy's know their baby's grow up. Now he won't have to wonder."
"I know I'm gonna die of embarrassment," Penny said.
"Trust me. He's thinking the same thing. Be gentle with him. But make sure he knows you're still his baby girl."
"Like Jeremy's still your baby boy?" Penny asked.
"Exactly. No matter what else happens, where he goes, what he does, he'll always be my baby boy. Best in the world."
On the way out the door, Penny saw Dad sitting in his chair. She jogged over to him, pulled the papers out of his hand without a word, and climbed into his lap, straddling him. He looked surprised at her actions. She wrapped her arms around his neck, hugging him tight, as she brought her lips to his ear whispering. He listened, his arms wrapping her up. I saw him nod a couple of times, then shake his head. He nodded again. She let go, then grabbed his face in her hands, and gave him a big kiss.
She pulled away a bit, looking into his eyes, and then kissed him again, softly. "Promise, Daddy?" she said.
"You're rotten, you know that?" he laughed.
She nodded, giggling. "I know. Now promise."
"Alright. Now get out of her before I forget myself and tan your bottom, ornery thing."
She got up laughing. "Too late. Jeremy already did that." She skipped back to me, gave Mom a quick kiss on the lips, and pulled me out the door. I walked her home, hand in hand.
"What was that all about?"
"None of your bees-wax," she laughed.
"That was a big kiss," I said.
"Mmhmm. He kisses nice."
I wasn't sure I liked that.
"Chill out, Jeremy. I'm only teasing. He's going to earn that kiss."
"What does that mean?"
"I'm not telling. Not yet. Give it some time, Ok? And trust me. You do trust me, don't you?"
I stopped and pulled her into my arms. "Sorry. Still a little jealous I guess. You're gonna have to ease back on the teasing a bit, Ok?"
"Alright. Jeez, you just had your way with me for an entire day. How could you be jealous?"
"I know it's stupid. I can't help it. I'm sorry. I do trust you."
We stopped in front of her door. "Come in?" she asked.
I laughed. "No way. This is all yours. I don't know when I'll have the guts to walk in there again."
"Meanie. Call me later?"
"Sure."
"Promise?"
"Alright. I promise. I'll call. Stop stalling. And be good."
"Thanks for today, Jeremy."
"I love you, Penny."
She grinned. "I know." She opened the door, and gave me a quick wave before disappearing inside.
* * *
At home, I was told I only had a few minutes before dinner.
"Air out your room, Jeremy. And bring down the old sheets, don't leave them in the hamper."
I blushed, and Dad laughed. "God, to be 18 again."
Mom leaned down and kissed him on the cheek. "And give up all that knowledge? Not in a million years, bucko."
"Ok, to be 18, with what I know now."
Mom grinned. "Now that would be something. I'd be in a wheel chair before I was 20."
It was great to see them kidding around. I had no illusions that everything was fixed, but it seemed better.
It only took a few minutes to remake the bed, open the windows for a little fresh air, and gather up the sheets and towels. I dumped them in the laundry room, and joined Dad at the dinner table.
Mom served up her roast, giving Dad a big helping. Probably his favorite. As she turned to serve me, I saw him pat her on the bottom.
Mom would usually give a little squeal or jump if he did something like that. This time she stopped and looked back at him. "Again?" she asked.
Dad grinned, and Mom finished filling my plate with Dad rubbing her bottom.
As she served herself, Dad turned to me. "Happy you worked things out?"
"I was a jerk. Rub it in. I can't help it if I get jealous. It's not like I plan on it. Hell, she spent the whole day with me, and that kiss she gave you drove me nuts! How do you handle it?"
He seemed surprised by my answer. "Trust. You have to trust her. Nothing else will work. You can't be there all the time, so you have to count on her to do the right thing. You do trust her, don't you son?"
I took a bite of the soft potato. "Yeah. It's not helping so far."
"The rest is time. Trust over time. You'll get there. It's pretty obvious." He gave me a grin, digging into the roast."
Suddenly he stopped eating. He put down his knife and fork, looking across the table.
"Alice," he said.
"Is something wrong with the roast? I... I used a different wine..."
He shook his head. "No. It's perfect as usual." He took a few seconds, while we both waited in anticipation.
"I'm going to trust you again. It may not always be easy for me, so I'm gonna ask you to be patient with me. I trust you not to cheat on me, not to do anything behind my back, and to be upfront in everything you do. Please don't deceive me, or let me down."
I saw Mom choke up. "Never again, Harold. I promise. Thank you."
He reached over and squeezed my wrist. "You too, Jeremy. I trust you. I have to confess I lied to you. You don't disappoint me. You never have. You made mistakes, we all did, but I've never been disappointed in you. I'm proud of you." He looked more serious than he had in ages. "I love you."
"I... I love you too, Dad. I'm sorry I let you down. Never again. I'll never betray your trust."
Mom dropped her silverware, and ran around the table. She knelt beside Dad's chair wrapping her arms around his waist. She was openly crying. She was trying to speak through the sobbing, but all I could understand was the occasional "Sorry" and "Trust". He put his arm around her shoulders.
"I know, baby."
Eventually she calmed and we managed to go back to eating our meal. It was like a dark cloud over the house had been blown away. We laughed and I got teased for the noises we'd made up stairs.
Dad grinned. "Oh, Jeremy...Oh! Jeremy!...OH! JEREMYYYYY!"
Mom laughed.
I looked back at Dad, "I... I love you, Man."
Dad snapped upright, and I saw Mom looking like I'd slapped her. Oops. Maybe I pushed it too far. The first time I could remember him saying it to me since I was shaving.
He hit me in the head with a roll. "Jesus! I can't believe I raised such an ass!" he growled.
Mom tried to hold it in, but her chuckles were leaking, until she was giggling out of control.
Dad had his face buried in his food.
"Hell Dad. You never have to say it. I know. You show it in everything you do for me. Don't think for a second I don't know it."
That earned me another dinner roll in the chest. "Ass," he growled, but I could see he was smiling.
"Jeremy, pass your father the rolls."
* * *
Mom had gone all out. Even made her pecan pie. Too rich for more than one slice, but heavenly. I was contemplating another small piece, when Dad stood up. "Clean up, will you Jeremy? Your mother and I have some things we have to discuss." He walked over to Mom and put his hand out. She took it and stood, momentarily hesitant, before falling into his arms.
Ornery old buzzard left their door open. I had barely finished the dishes when I heard Mom.
"Oh, Harold... Oh! Harold!... OOOH! HAAAROOOLD!"
"VERY FUNNY!" I yelled up the stairs, and I heard them both laughing.
That laughter, more than any sounds of passion, told me things were better. Maybe not perfect yet, but a whole lot better.
=========================
Nearly the end - looks like only two more chapters until the conclusion. Major changes coming in the next chapter which is in final edit. Thanks for the patience.
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Follow up to Nici's cheating wife story.
This is part one of a two part finish.
I, like most it would seem, have a lot of issues with the original story. The author says that husband and wife are both to blame, and that's her right. The story she wrote says otherwise. The woman was a polygamist, with two families, and didn't care what she did to the first. She abandoned her family, and the wimpy husband sucked it up, and allowed her back in, with everything she wanted except for him.
In her opening comments, she says she's writing about a real-life couple. Not the 'wackos' who are so prevalent in other 'Loving Wives' sagas. How she can see Susan as a 'normal' cheater is beyond me. Saying she wants to have two loves in her life, but he can't. If she doesn't give her what she wants, she'll make him pay, make him suffer. Such love. Sick.
My version of the ending takes into account some things hers never did. Everyone else. Parents, grandparents, children, friends, siblings, co-workers, neighbors, strangers. She wanted her affair hidden, and wanted it to stay that way. I say 'out' the bitch. It starts at the end of Nici's first story, before Jonathan totally wimps out in chapters 2 and 3.
I tried to stay true to the author's characters, including the information from her second and third chapters. I don't know how successful I was, I find it very difficult to understand and empathize with Susan. Maybe it's because I'm a man. My apologies in case she seems too different. There are no murders, no beatings, no violence, but there is a death. There is revenge, but I leave a tiny opening for possible future reconciliation. So shoot me.
I never expected the story to get this long. My BTB first response would be more along the lines of:
She left. Got his Tokarev out of the basement. Loaded the chamber full of 7.62x25mm. Checked the newspaper archives for the accident two years ago. Got a name. Found an address. Burned the house to the ground. Drove over. Caught them in bed. Put four rounds into each of them. Through the bastard's heart. Through her knees and hands. Drove off. Crossed the border into Mexico before dawn. Started a new life. Sent the kids birthday and Christmas cards. The end.
This version might be a little crueler, though less violent.
==================================
Jonathan woke with the mother of all headaches.
His marriage was over. His wife was gone, sleeping in the arms of another man, as she had been doing for over a year.
He made it to the bathroom, and climbed under the shower, letting the cold water wake him, until it got warm enough for comfort. He washed, dried off and stood in front of the mirror, appraising himself.
She was at least partially right. His hair, cheaply cut at the barber, was thinning on top and bare on the crown. His belly was bigger than he'd like, wearing a size 42 waist, instead of the 34 he'd graduated with. He looked old and tired, like the middle-aged men he'd laughed at when he was young, sure he'd never let himself go like that. He lifted his arms, powerful still, not the arms of a middle-aged fat man. Manual labor took care of that.
The belly has got to go.
He turned his head, examining his hair from different angles. Searching under the sink, he found the old clippers from when he'd worn a beard for a few months. She'd never liked it, and he'd capitulated, shaving it.
Five minutes later, Jonathan had his razor out and he smiled at his own appearance, half a can of shaving cream making his head a white chia pet. He was new to this, and it took a couple of passes before he got it right.
Better. Not good, but better.
Leaning closer to the mirror, he plucked two stray eyebrow hairs that seemed to have a mind of their own. The little cuticle scissors took care of the nostril hairs that unfortunately grew faster than those on the top of his head.
He was purposefully avoiding any thoughts about what to do about his situation. Would he take her back? Could he stand being married to a woman who had cast their marriage aside so cavalierly? Cuckolded him, for a year, confessed without guilt or remorse, then walked out to do it again? Forget her words; actions speak louder, and hers screamed.
There was no accepting that. None. Maybe a one-time accidental slip up. But an ongoing affair, with a man she claimed she loved? That she threw in his face, insisting that he accept it, or she'd destroy his life.
She wasn't perfect either. She was carrying at least 20 more pounds since the birth of their youngest. Thirty-four years old and her tits were already starting to sag. Her hair wasn't the full shining glorious mane it had once been. She now wore it short, claiming it was easier to take care of. Not that he had any say in the matter. She hadn't cared about his opinion in years. Two, to be precise.
Jonathan rubbed his chin and decided against shaving. He'd always liked his beard. No reason he couldn't wear one now. He examined his wardrobe, mostly older clothing since he didn't like to spend money on himself, when he could spend it on his family. He found the least reprehensible articles he owned, and dressed carefully to face the first day of the rest of his life.
He wasn't a wealthy lawyer or a CEO, not some tricky CPA or an ex-navy SEAL. He was a simple man, a diesel mechanic, but a man of action. As such, he drove down to the bank. It didn't take long to withdraw everything they had, not that it amounted to much. The overtime had helped, and they'd managed to accumulate nearly seven grand. Before the overtime started they'd been living little more than paycheck-to-paycheck. His annual bonuses and tax refunds were the only things that ever made improvements in their savings.
He walked across the street and opened a new bank account, putting a thousand dollars in it. They were happy to have his business, and he earned a new toaster oven for his effort.
The next order of business was harder. Jonathan walked into the Caterpillar dealership, and hand wrote his letter of resignation. His boss tried to talk him out of it, but Jonathan was determined. He explained the situation, that his wife was cheating on him, and had been for over a year. He was not about to pay for her life with her new lover. He left with an agreement that if things changed there'd be a place for him.
By the time he'd left, he received a final paycheck, including vacation time. He had changed his health insurance, taking his wife off of it, and cancelled his company life insurance. He could take out an independent policy protecting his children. Nothing for the slut.
With the essentials taken care of, he headed home and started making calls. He cancelled their single credit card. It wasn't difficult, it had a small limit, and they couldn't afford to build up debt, so it was paid off each month.
Another call removed his wife from his cellular plan. Let her get her own. Maybe her boyfriend could pay for it.
He realized he'd missed breakfast and lunch, and was getting hungry. It had been a busy morning.
Looking in the refrigerator, he was struck by the thought that Susan might not have been happy with his beer gut, but she certainly didn't help. There was nothing healthy to eat in the refrigerator. Soda, snacks, cold cuts, bacon, instant dinners. Beer of course. No wonder both of them had put on the pounds. Jonathan scrambled up some eggs, and made a sandwich out of them. Not the healthiest meal ever, but about the best he could do.
The first steps complete, he was at a loss for what to do next. He had been reacting on instinct. Last night, his gut reaction was to get mad and get drunk, wallow in a little self-pity. The morning's reaction was to protect himself, and stop supporting her. Now we wasn't sure what to do. It had been too much to absorb, and his mind was spinning. His wife was a cheating slut, and his marriage was over.
He felt he couldn't handle this alone, and looking toward his family, he headed to his Grandfather's house. Given a choice of talking to his Grandpa Max, or his mother, he would choose the old man. His Mom was a woman, and at that moment, he was afraid she might take the whore's side, for the sake of the family and the kids. Grandpa was a straight-shooter, and would at least give him an honest opinion.
The septuagenarian was surprised to see his grandson on his doorstep. "Jon? What's with the new look?"
Only Grandpa Max called him Jon. Jonathan self-consciously rubbed his smooth dome. "Grandpa, I need advice."
Grandpa Schritter was a throwback, son of German immigrants. His father had carved a ranch out of the wilderness, and Grandpa had expanded it. A no-nonsense man with few friends, those he had were loyal with similar values. Strict with his children, rules were to be followed, or there would be consequences. His mother still talked about the time she wore a skirt that showed part of her knees, and she was whipped to tears. You might call him old-fashioned. His honesty and values were a core part of the ranch's growth and success. In a time of slick-talking lawyers and 50 pages contracts, Max Schritter's bond was his handshake.
Uncle Len, the oldest, had taken over the ranch, and lived in the large rambler about 100 yards from the old homestead. Raised as he was, he maintained his family's legacy of hard work, fairness, honesty, and loyalty to friends.
It only took half an hour to get the story out. The old man had no patience for lying, deceit and trickery. Particularly not where family was involved. "How you going to get rid of her?" was his only question.
"It's not that simple. We have three kids."
"She's a cheating whore. You take the kids and throw her ass out."
Jonathan had to smile. If only it was that easy. "It doesn't work that way anymore, Grandpa. The mothers almost always get the kids, especially since she's the caregiver. She gets half of everything, probably a lot more than that. I'll have to pay child-care for three kids, and maintenance to take care of her, since she can't work."
"Won't work, you mean. Lazy ass cheating cunt."
Jonathan was taken aback by the old man's words. He rarely heard the ol' cuss swear. Not like that. Never in front of a woman or kids. Guess Jonathan was no longer a kid. "It's the law, Grandpa. I don't like it, but I suspect she's right about most of that. She figures she has me over a barrel and is gonna force me to take my medicine."
"I don't believe this stack of manure you're spreading." He got up and reached for his old phone. Rotary dialer, built like a tank. Jonathan knew the phone was older than he was.
"Bill? Max here. I need your expert opinion on something. How long before you can get your sorry ass off of that couch, and over here?"
His Grandfather hung up after the short answer. "What's the plan?"
"I want to get rid of the house. Can't afford it. I was hoping the kids and I could stay here. I'm not going to pay for her to live the good life with her son-of-a-bitch lover. Let her find somewhere to live." Jonathan knew they had no equity in the place, not after two years. It hit him. Two fucking years, the same time she started up with the asswipe. Buy her the house she's beggin' for, and she starts an affair. Yeah, she really loved him, didn't she?
His grandfather nodded. "No problem. Still have four empty rooms around here, filled with 50 years of junk. It'll be nice to have young blood around. Who's going to watch them while you're at work?"
"I'm not going to work. Let her get her child-support and alimony from an unemployed man."
"How you gonna get by?"
"I was kind of hoping Uncle Len would let me work on the ranch, under the table. I've got experience, spent enough summers sweating here. He can pay you, and you can make sure the kids don't do without. Maybe I could take a token salary to pay my expenses. I don't figure on needing much, car insurance, food, clothing."
His grandfather glared at him. "No token salary. A man lives under my roof, he works. We'll figure out a way to get around her gettin' any of your money. We'll have to see about some kind of caretaker for your kids."
Jonathan heard the sound of a truck pulling into the driveway, the thump-thump-thump of the big diesel easily heard indoors. He stood to get the door, but Bill Wesley, one of his Grandfather's oldest friends, walked in without knocking.
"What's got your damn panties in a bunch, Max?" the newcomer asked.
Another 20 minutes spent explaining the situation, before Bill had enough. "Mostly true. She's likely to get the kids, and sonny-boy will be expected to pay child-support, keep up the mortgage, and support her cheatin' ass as well. You said her lover gave her the advice? He's a lawyer?"
Jonathan nodded.
"Big screw up there. That's not kosher. Could get him disbarred. What do you know about him?"
"Nothing. He's younger, and a divorce lawyer. That's all I've got. That and apparently his wife died in an accident a couple of years ago. He was driving."
"Shit. Can't be many of those around. Let me make a few calls, and see what I can find out." He sat back, apparently concentrating. "What have you done about finances?"
"Emptied the accounts. Quit my job."
"Good. A lot of these new panty-waist lawyers will tell you to only take half. Bullshit. She'll get half eventually, but don't make it easy on the slut. Make her fight for it. Stay in control. Why'd you quit the job?"
"I was working too much overtime. I'll be damned if I'm going to let the courts base their child-support and alimony on 60 hour work-weeks. Can't pay much, if I'm broke and out of work."
"Any chance of you gettin' your boss to fire you, instead of quitting? The courts will look a lot more kindly on that. You quit, they figure what you can afford on back history. You get fired, there's a lot more wiggle room."
Jonathan smiled at the older man's analysis. Judge Bill Wesley had been district court judge longer than he could remember, only retiring a few years back. He'd know how things work, better than anybody.
"Her family's putting up with this crap? Doesn't sound like the Finnegans I know."
"They don't know yet. Nobody knows. She wants us to keep it secret."
"The hell you say! Damn slut thinks she can hide her cheating ways, does she?" He pulled what looked like a ten year old flip-phone out of his pocket, and after searching through his contacts for a minute, he was waiting for the voice on the far end.
"Jimmy. Bill here. Got some hard news for you. I hate to be the one to tell you... No, nothing like that. Your granddaughter, Susan, married to the Schritter, I mean Freemont, kid, she's cheating on him... No, I'm not fuckin' kidding... No, didn't catch her or anything, she came out and told him last night, said she's been doing it for a year... She's not leaving, at least not according to her, she wants him to be good with it, and allow her to keep screwing around... Hell, no! Of course not. You think he's some kind of fucking pussy?... Yeah, I know. Tough to hear. Always was a selfish little bitch... Not sure yet, but it ain't looking good. I thought you should know, sorry to be the messenger... Sure, I'll tell him."
Bill turned to Jonathan, the anger simmering behind his eyes. "Broke her grandpa's heart, the slut did. Nobody wants to think their kids would grow up to be like that. He's sorry, he says."
"Thanks. Damn, this is so hard to believe."
His grandfather spoke up. "You said she might be back today? You need to get home and control things. Make sure you make it damn clear you're not going along with what she's doing. No man in his right mind would."
"I think I've already done that."
"How you going to deal with that monstrosity of a house you bought."
"Figure I'd let the bank take it."
The old judge spoke up. "If her name's on the deed, she can stop you."
"I don't know what else to do."
"For now, I'd say stay in the house. Control your finances, and stop making payments. You never heard it from me, but you can hide your money. Stash cash. Drive up to Oklahoma and 'lose' most of it in the Indian casinos. Take a couple of months, if you can stand it, get your ducks in a row, and get so far behind in your payments, there's no way out. Then you deal with her. You divorce her now, your ass is grass. Play her on your line a bit, set your drag lightly."
His grandfather looked him over. "I hate to be the one to say it, but you've let yourself go, boy. You're going to be back on the market soon. You might take this time to get yourself ready. The stupid bitch thinks you can't get a woman? Her pussy is gold-plated? Shit, there ain't nothin' easier in the world. We'll have you back in the saddle in no-time."
Jonathan was a little sensitive on the subject. "I'm not the only one who let themselves go. She's not perfect."
The old man laughed. "No, but that don't matter none. Decent looking woman willing to spread her legs will always find someone to park between them. There's no denying she's still a fine looking broad. More's the pity. I hope you ain't lookin' for that kind of relationship. Your kids are going to need a real woman. Not some slut."
"I'm not ready to be dating, Grandpa. Besides, I'm still married."
"Not in spirit you're not. She left you. Remember that. you had no choice in the matter. She has a new love now. Whatever you think you had is over. You don't owe her nothin'. Hell, we can sit talking all day, but it ain't gonaa get us nowhere. Head on home. I'll talk to Len about takin' you on. Stop by tomorrow, we'll palaver some and see what Bill finds out."
Jonathan returned home, feeling better. His feelings and reactions to his wife's ambush vindicated by his elders.
There wasn't much to keep him busy, and he missed his family already. He wondered if he hadn't gone a little overboard quitting his job and closing out the accounts so quickly. Too late to worry over spilled milk. At least he felt a little more in control. Not responding to whatever the bitch insisted was her right.
He looked through the refrigerator again, trying to figure out what he was going to eat. He saw the large pile of carryout menus beside the refrigerator and looked at them in disgust. No wonder they had no money, and were out of shape. He threw the TV dinners in the trash, along with the menus. When Susan hadn't called or shown up by 7:00, he drove out to the supermarket and filled the basket with healthier options.
When he got home, Susan was waiting for him.
She looked at him, and stepped back in shock. "Jonathan?" His new appearance was unexpected.
"Susan," he said calmly, taking the half-dozen bags of groceries he was carrying, and heading for the kitchen.
She followed. "I wanted to say I'm sorry for the way things turned out last night. None of that came out the way I wanted it to. I didn't mean to hurt you. Are you calm now? Sober? Can we talk like adults?"
He shrugged. "Didn't matter how you said it. Knowing you'd thrown our marriage away for some young stud was going to hurt no matter what. You get some more great sex last night?"
She scolded herself again. Why had she brought up the sex? She knew that it would hurt him. With men, it was always about the sex. Why couldn't he understand that was the least of their problems?
"Please, Jonathan. I shouldn't have said anything about sex. It was unconscionable. Making love to you is wonderful. That's not the issue."
He laughed. "Not anymore it isn't, that's for sure. I wouldn't touch your cheating cunt with a 10 foot pole. What do you want, Susan?"
His words shocked her. He'd never spoken to her like that. Not in eleven years of marriage. She felt her anger building, but tried to stay calm. She didn't need a repeat of the night before. "I want you to understand what I'm going through. This isn't easy for me. I didn't mean to fall in love with him. I only wanted to help him through a difficult time. It doesn't have to affect us at all. I love you and I'll never leave you."



"Got it. Now you're 'in love' with him. I understand. Thank you for that. Anything else you want to say, maybe you'd like to open my chest, tear my heart out and dance on it? Please, tell me how I'm inadequate, how I can't fulfill your needs, how I deserve to be treated like scum. I'm sure you've practiced lots of pointed little barbs to hurt me as much as you can. Have the whole damn conversation planned like the one you ambushed me with last night."
"No, Jonathan. I don't want to hurt you. I love you. You're my husband, the father of my children. My soul-mate. I'll always love you. I just need to be there for him. Can't you understand? This is important to me. To us."
"So go to him. I have no desire to be in the same house as a cheating wife who doesn't want me. Go. Please. Your presence here sickens me."
She was crying. "I know you don't mean that. You're only trying to hurt me. I know you love me, and you'll come to see what's best for all of us, for the children. I...I'm going to bring them home tomorrow. They don't need to know about the problems we're having. Nobody needs to, this is between us. I expect if we have any issues, we can take them up in private."
"And what am I supposed to say when you're spending the night at lover-boy's?"
"I don't do that. I never have, until last night, and I didn't intend to then. You scared me last night, with your drunken, loutish behavior. I thought you might hurt me. I couldn't stay here. I've never done that before. Things can be just as they have been for the last year."
"I don't think so. I guess if you're waiting until tomorrow to pick them up, it means you'll be spending the night spreading your whore legs for lover-boy again."
"Please don't call him that. He's a nice man. A good man."
"Right. The kind of man that can't find his own woman, has to steal another man's wife. So nice. So good. So honorable. Go to him, already, before I throw up."
She stood, and slowly started walking away. "I'm going to let you have some time," she said. "I understand this comes as a shock to you. I wish there'd been an easier way to say it. I love you and never wanted to hurt you."
"You could tell me it's a lie, that my loving wife really isn't a cheating slut."
"Damn it, Jonathan! I'm not a slut! I can't believe you can say that. I'm not running around on you. This isn't some tawdry affair, I love the man. You calling me names and insulting me isn't helping anything. Are you trying to force me to divorce you and destroy your life?"
"Did you love him the first time you spread your legs for him? When you broke your vows, abandoned your family and became a cheating slut. Did you love him then?"
She stood there, mouth gaping. He had a point. She remembered the guilt of that first time, coming home, crying in the shower, until the water turned cold. Telling Rich they could never do it again. She had cared for him, but love him? No, she hadn't loved him. She liked the way he made her feel, needed.
She turned and walked away, angry that he'd made her feel guilty for something that was good and right. He had needed her.
Once she'd left, he had a hard time not going back to finish whatever was left of the Jim Beam. Instead, he made a salad, ate a skinless chicken breast, and went for a long walk. It didn't make him feel any better, but at least he didn't feel any worse.
* * *
Jonathan got up with the alarm, and was at his grandfather's by 8:00 am. Treat it like just another work day.
He was surprised to find the old man's entire crew there, waiting. They were a tight knit group. On the mantle, over the fireplace, was a picture of the five of them, dressed up in their green uniforms, Eagle scouts, all. They'd been best friends their entire lives. Hard to imagine in this day and age, having four best friends you could count on, always, for over 60 years.
They had always faced trouble head-on, as a team. Jonathan was lucky to have them on his side. He was led into the dining room, where a big farm breakfast was set out. Seven place settings. Jonathan looked around again, and saw that his Uncle Len was there as well. He took his seat, and Bill's wife came out, offering coffee to those who wanted it. Behind her, Darrel's wife appeared, proudly bearing a plate of hot cakes a good eight inches high, each as wide as the plate.
Jonathan laughed. "There goes my diet," he said.
Uncle Len stabbed a couple of the hotcakes and dropped them on Jonathan's plate. "Enjoy. Trust me, working as a ranch hand is going to burn off any calories you can get in your system. You're starting at the bottom."
Along with Bill and his grandfather, two of the other men were retired. Darrel Smith had been a career Army officer, and put in another dozen years as a civilian teaching, after his retirement at 30 years as a bird Colonel. He still did the occasional substitute teaching, but not more than a few weeks a year. James Krum was another of the old German immigrants, and owned the ranch that butted up to grandpa's on the south. His two sons ran it now, but he kept his hand in, and attended all the cattle auctions religiously. A Vietnam war vet, he'd joined with Darrel, but left the service after two tours, when his older brother died, leaving him in line to get the ranch. Carl Jenkins' family owned the first market in town, and the hardware store. They'd been the well-to-do family, their livelihoods independent of the weather, the cost of feed, and the vagaries of the beef market.
Apparently they were all aware of his situation. Once the friendly chatter slowed, Bill started in. "First things first. We're behind you, 100%. I hope you don't mind, but our wives have been included in the conversation. They may be able to help with a woman's point of view. You had to know that once we got involved, there was no way of keeping them out of it."
"Not a problem, sir. I understand."
"Good. How much does your mother know?" he asked.
"Nothing, yet. I haven't told anybody but you and Grandpa."
"She needs to know. She'll be mighty pissed off to find out her father and brother were told before she was. Today, alright?"
Jonathan nodded. Not a conversation he was looking forward to.
"Fine. The bastard's name is Rich Patton. Worked as a para-legal at Bell and Richards. Apparently went back for his law degree after his wife's death. Big insurance payoff made it possible. Don't know if he's passed the bar yet. Sounds likely, though. Supposedly a pretty sharp guy and well-liked. Doesn't make him any less of a bastard.
"I know you don't want to hear it, but everyone at the law-firm seems to know of your wife's involvement. The only thing they didn't know was that she was married. Apparently she's been hiding that tiny little fact."
The ex-judge had the attention of the entire group, while they dug into their breakfast. Jonathan noticed that the four older women were standing near the kitchen listening in. Jonathan ghawed on a piece of the thick cut, apple smoked bacon.
"The only real question, before we start in, is if there's any chance at all of reconciliation. She's the mother of your children, three, under the age of 10, right?"
"Five, eight and ten," Jonathan said.
His grandfather spoke up. "Do you want her back, boy? That's the big question. Can you overlook a year of slutting around, and take her back?"
"Maximilian!" one of the women snapped. Jonathan recognized her as the Judge's wife. "You have no business calling her a slut. We haven't heard her side of the story. Don't make this any more difficult than it is."
The Judge turned and faced his wife. "Judith! You said you'd keep out, until you were asked your opinion."
"I'm not going to let you railroad him. She screwed up. We all know that. It's up to the boy if he wants to try to work things out, for the sake of the family. Don't try to make her look any worse than she is."
"She's been screwing around with another man for a year, behind his back, and now wants him to accept that there's a new man in their lives. What else do you call a wife who has an affair for over a year, and refuses to give it up?"
"Confused? I don't know. It's up to them to work it out, if they want to. Let him decide on his own."
Jonathan spoke up. "She came over again last night. Didn't stay. Went back to her lover. No apologies, other than she says she didn't mean to hurt me. No intention of stopping her affair. Still threatening me. I can't accept that."
The Colonel spoke up for the first time. "What if she did give him up? Is it too late?"
Jonathan took a few seconds to think that over. "I don't know. If she stopped it, realized how hurtful it was, if she was repentant, and I could believe it wouldn't happen again, then maybe."
"That's a lot of 'ifs' for a maybe. You think there's any chance of that happening?"
"Honestly? No. She says she loves him. She's in love with him. Says he's a great lover. I can't see my way around that. She had no call telling me about her love life with him. She was trying to hurt me. She threatened me with divorce and ruin. Keeping my kids from me. She wants to cheat, and laughs at the idea of my finding another woman, and says if I did, she'd divorce me. As if that's fair. No, I want her out of my life."
The Colonel's wife, Diane spoke up. "That's not going to happen, Jonathan. She's the mother of your kids. Like it or not she'll be in your life for the next thirteen years at least, unless you plan on abandoning your children."
"They're my kids. My responsibility," Jonathan snapped.
"Understood. But they're hers too. You can divorce her, but if it's bitter, hurtful, you're going to have to live with that for the next couple of decades," Diane said.
"Hurtful, like telling me she had an affair for a year, and he was a better lover than me? That she was keeping him whether I liked it or not, and if I caused any trouble she'd divorce me, make me pay, and laugh while I lived out of a cardboard box, supporting her?" Jonathan replied angrily.
His grandfather stood up. "Ladies, we invited you here to provide your advice and wisdom. You agreed to stay out of it until you were asked for your input. I don't think you're helping at the moment. Please, leave us alone for now, and we'll get you involved once he's made his decisions on how to move forward."
There was a little grumbling, but the women moved out to the living room, leaving the men alone.
"What do you want, Jonathan? As simply as you can state it."
"I want her out. I want the kids. I don't want to support her. I don't want to be paying for her to have a good time with her lover. I want him to suffer if I can. Both of them, if I'm totally honest with myself. I'd like to break them up, maybe even make them hate each other."
The older men looked at each other, and they all slowly started to grin. The Colonel nodded. "Good. We're all on the same page, then. It's war. Battle lines are drawn. Now it's a matter of tactics."
* * *
Three hours of non-stop discussion and arguing had the basic plan in place. The women were brought in at that point, over lunch, and though they weren't happy with the decision, they supported it.
Jonathan called his house and left a message. "I won't be home tonight," he said. "Tomorrow night either. I'll see you Sunday."
Leaving the 'Eagle's' and their wives to deal with the first order of business, Jonathan headed for his mother's house, wanting to be there when she got off work.
She greeted him in surprise at his new look. "What brings you over? You could have called."
"I need to talk to you Mom. It's important."
She was crying only minutes into his explanation.
"No chance you'll take her back? She's the mother of your children, Jonathan. She's given you eleven good years."
"Nine, really. That's when she started seeing her lover."
"Is divorce the only solution? Nobody wins in divorce."
"I don't see any other way, Mom. Honestly. She won't give him up. She loves him, she says. She's been screwing him for a year. I can't accept that."
His mother nodded. "It breaks my heart, baby. I have to tell you."
"Mine too. Believe me."
"What can I do? You need help watching the kids on the weekends or evenings?"
"Right now, I'm staying in the house. I'm not starting the divorce yet. She may want to before long. I'm not going to help her though. I'm not going to pay for her to be with her new love. I'm cutting her off. She wants money, she's going to have to get a job. I'll pay for the house, and food, and take care of the kids, but she's not getting a dime unless it's court ordered."
His mother nodded. "She probably should get a job. She's going to need it once you two are through."
"I want you to go with me to talk to her parents. I don't want them watching the kids while she's out screwing around on me."
"I'm sure they wouldn't do that," his mother said anxiously.
"They've been doing it. The only question is did they know why."
Twenty minutes later they were knocking on the Finnegan's front door. "Jonathan, you look so different!" Susan's mother said. "You've already missed them. Susan picked up the kids over an hour ago."
"Actually, I came to speak to you and Dad. Can we come in?"
"Of course! Carolyn, nice to see you. Can I get you a drink?" She called into the house, "Terry! Jonathan and his mother are here!"
"Soft drink would be nice," his mother said.
"Ginger Ale?"
His mother nodded, and he said, "I'll take the same, thank you."
They were seated in the living room, when Brenda brought them their drinks, with Terry following close behind. Brenda sat down. "Is something the matter? You don't look... well."
He nodded. "I'd like you to stop covering for Susan while she's having her affair."
Brenda acted like she'd been slapped, and Terry turned red. "How the hell can you say something like that?" Terry growled angrily.
"For a year she's been seeing her lover, and you watch the kids while she does. I'd like you to stop that. I think it's beneath you to support her cheating on me."
Brenda was the first to speak. "That's ridiculous! She loves you and the kids. She's not having an affair. We certainly wouldn't cover for her if she was."
"She spent the last couple of nights at her lover's house, while you watched the kids. She told me two nights ago she was in love with him and had been seeing him for the last year. She doesn't see him at night, she's home with her family. That means she sees him during the day. I doubt she takes the kids with her. Do you mean to tell me you haven't been watching our kids several times a week for the last year?"
Brenda sat with her mouth open. "She...she said she was doing volunteer work at the battered women's shelter."
"Unless the bastard's beating her, the only thing battered is our marriage," Jonathan said.
Terry looked distraught. "She told you? She had an affair?"
"Is having an affair. She refuses to give him up. She says she loves him, but she wants me to take care of her and the kids. I'll be damned if I'm going to be paying her to fuck another man."
Brenda was on the verge of tears. "I can't believe it. I can believe she'd use us to cover for her cheating."
"I'd like you to please stop. You're helping her destroy our marriage. There's no hope for us as long as she's seeing him. Can you understand that?"
Terry's face was red. "You have no fault in this, I suppose? Were you cheating on her?"
"No. You have no cause to imply I was. My only fault was working too many hours to pay for that damn house she had to have, and to keep her in new lingerie for her boyfriend. I... I may have let myself go a little. Put on some pounds, worked too many hours, came home too tired to pay enough attention to her, maybe. I don't see how that's any reason for her to take on a new lover for a year. Do you think that's right?"
His wife's father glared at him. "I don't know what's right or wrong. I'm only hearing one side of this story. I'll save my judgment until I hear her side."
"Sure. I understand. Daddy's little girl can do no wrong. She couldn't be a cheating slut, could she? Stop watching the kids so she can fuck around!" Jonathan snapped.
"I think you should leave now," Terry growled angrily.
"That works for me. What kind of people cover for their daughter so she can be a cheating whore, abandoning her kids all the time to get fucked by some young guy? Who raises that kind of kid?" Jonathan replied testily.
"Out!," Terry screamed, his Irish temper in full bloom.
Carolyn couldn't believe how belligerent it had become so quickly. She looked across at Brenda, sorrowfully. Jonathan ignored them, headed for the door. "Congratulations on raising a whore, Dad. Good job!" he sniped as a parting shot.
His mother snapped at him. "How could you speak to them like that?"
"I wanted him angry. She'll feel the brunt of it, if she's been hiding it from them. If not, if they knew about it, then fuck them, they deserve it."
* * *
Jonathan headed north, for the Oklahoma border. His mission, he'd been told, was to collect as many losing receipts as he could, get a hotel room for a couple nights, do a little gambling, and maybe get his ashes hauled. He felt no guilt over the idea of sleeping with another woman. The moment his wife confessed to her year-long affair, and said she was going to keep seeing the bastard, their marriage was over. Now they were just marking time until the paperwork was done.
His phone had started ringing within minutes of leaving town, but he'd turned it off before he even hit the state border. He figured the shit would be hitting the fan. Oh well, she made her bed, let her sleep in it. Not like the whore wouldn't have company.
He tried his luck at a couple of the tables, then hit the bar. It wasn't half an hour later that he was talking to a gorgeous woman, who had a salve for his pain, and was willing to rent it to him. He felt a fleeting pang of guilt, paying $400 for a woman. Like he was cheating. Then he'd laughed to himself. The bitch had done it for a year. Why shouldn't he? At least he wasn't getting emotionally involved.
Afterward, as he escorted her out of his room, he grinned. Damn, best sex I've had in years, he thought. The woman had the body of a Goddess, and gave him unlimited access. He'd come in her mouth, in her pussy twice, and even in her ass. He'd fucked her for two solid hours, and she used her mouth to make sure he kept coming back for more. He'd used a condom, but it wasn't that bad. Maybe good even, it helped him delay his finish. Best $400 he ever spent. $400 the cheating whore wife would never get her hands on.
The following day, he wandered the casino for a while. He played a little craps, and some poker, losing a couple of hundred bucks. He'd picked up dozens of receipts in the Keno and Sports betting rooms. Thousands of dollars' worth. He'd taken in the show, and found another good-looking woman who was more than happy to exchange her favors for a few hundred bucks. Not as young or pretty as the previous night's guest, she was closer to his age, and very easy going. He managed to get her for only $300, and got even more use out of her than he had the tall blonde, the night before. He figured it had to last; he'd be damned if he would be having sex with his whore of a wife anytime soon. It was so good, he tipped her an extra $50. She gave him a business card, and asked him to look her up any time he needed company. He saved it.
Jonathan felt sated but lonely in the big bed that night. He thought about his wrecked marriage, and all the things his wife had done with her younger, better lover. The bitch. How could she do that to him? To her only children? How selfish could one person be? Giving up her marriage for some stranger fucking her. What kind of man would set out to steal another man's wife? Figures it would be a lawyer. Lying cheating fucks, all of them. Scum of the earth.



He slept in the following morning, stood in front of the mirror, and cleaned up. He shaved his head, carefully checking for any rough spots, then applied the aftershave lotion. He trimmed his beard where it was coming in, neatening it. He almost didn't recognize the man in the mirror.
Jonathan pulled into his driveway a little after noon. His wife's car was there, so he girded himself for battle. Walking into the house, the kids saw him first and swarmed him.
They were laughing, wanting to touch his head, asking him where his hair was. Where had he been? Why didn't he come home?
His wife was glaring at him, anger seething just below the surface. He laughed with the kids. "Daddy had some business to take care of out of town. I'm back now, and I shouldn't have to go away again anytime soon."
Susan had moved closer. "We need to talk, dear," she whispered.
"Soon. I'd like to spend some time with my kids, now that they're not at your parent's house."
Jonathan sat down in front of the TV with the kids, talking about their time with their grandparents. "I bet you like staying with them, don't you? You get to see them a lot. A lot more than your other Grandmother."
"A lot more," Cindy the oldest said. "Grandma picks me and Joey up after summer school."
The plot thickens, Jonathan thought. "And she watches Nancy?"
Little Nancy nodded.
Susan was standing over them. "Jonathan, I'd really like to talk now," she said.
"I'd really like to have a faithful wife," Jonathan snapped. "Looks like neither of us are going to get our wish."
She stepped back as if he'd slapped her. "Is this what you want? Hash it out here, now, in front of the kids?" she hissed.
"No, I'll talk to you when I'm good and ready. It took you two years to talk to me. Now you're in some kind of big hurry?" Jonathan told her, his cold eyes staring at her.
She turned, sobbing and ran into their bedroom.
"Why's Mom crying," Joey asked.
"Your Mom's been very naughty. She knows she's in trouble," Jonathan explained.
"Did she break something?" Nancy asked. Breaking something was the worst thing you could possibly do.
"Yes she did," he answered. Her wedding vows. His heart. Their marriage.
He spent a few more minutes with the kids, and braced himself for the coming confrontation. He entered the bedroom, and closed the door behind him.
"How could you!" Susan shrieked. "I told you we didn't need to get my parents involved!"
"I told you I didn't want you fucking around," Jonathan said calmly.
"Where the hell were you the last two nights?"
"Out. Where were you the last two years?"
"Where's out? What are you up to?"
"None of your business anymore. Once you chose him over me, you lost any rights to ask me that."
She tired of that line of argument. "Why doesn't my phone work?"
"I canceled your service. Just like I canceled your health insurance. Like I canceled your credit card."
"Why? Why would you do that? Are you so petty?"
"I'm not going to be the one paying you to fuck around on me. You want to be a whore, you do it on your own dime," Jonathan explained.
"I'm not a whore! I fell in love with another man. Are you so shallow, so selfish you can't see the difference?"
"So I'm the selfish one? Because I want my wife to remember her wedding vows, to stay faithful to me and our children?"
"Don't bring the kids into this."
"No, you did that. Getting rid of them every day so you could spend your time in bed with your lover."
"We didn't spend our time in bed. I took care of him. I helped him. He needed me."
"How exactly did you take care of him, Susan dearest?"
"Don't be a smartass. I... I cooked, I did his laundry, cleaned up a little. I accompanied him out sometimes. We talked. He took time to talk with me. He understands me, doesn't ignore me for the television and beer."
"So you were his wife, cooking for him, while we ate carry-out. Talking with him, when you ignored me and abandoned your kids. You traded this family for another one. Fine. Let your other husband pay for your cell-phone, for your insurance, let him give you spending money, buy you nice clothes. Trade sex for money from the man you're not married to. You say you're not a whore?"
"Why are you doing this? It doesn't have to be this way. We were happy for the last year, weren't we? I never made you do without. Why can't we go back to being that way? Don't you love me at all? Did you ever love me?" she whined, tears glistening in her eyes.
"I didn't know you were a cheating slut then. Now every time I see you, I picture you in the arms of your lover who gives you great sex. Your younger man."
"It's not about the sex, Jonathan. Not at all. You've got to get past that, give your fragile ego a break. It's about the love and companionship. He cares for me, and I care for him. We love each other. The sex is only an expression of that love. I never said he was better than you. It's different, that's all. I still love you. I... I need him."
"That's fine. See him all you want. I don't care. But as long as you're seeing him, I'm not paying for it. He loves you; he can pay your way."
"Don't think he hasn't offered! He's rich. Not like you, working day and night to barely keep a roof over our heads," she shrilled angrily, immediately regretting her words.
"Which is it, Susan? Is it love, or are you simply looking to trade up? You're angry 'cause I work my ass off to give you the house you wanted, to take care of our children? I work 60 hours a week, to make sure you have whatever you need. What do you do? You don't work, you don't take care of the kids. You hardly ever cook anymore. What do you do for this family that I'm busting my ass over?"
"I... I'm sorry. I didn't mean to say that. I've always appreciated how hard you work for us. You...you just make me so angry. Why can't we have things the way they were?"
"Stop seeing him. Be a loving faithful wife and a good mother. Then we'll see if things can't be the way they were, for a good nine years before you threw your marriage away."
"I threw nothing away! I always was here for you. I only saw him when you were working, and the kids were in school. I've always placed my family first."
"Like you did the two nights you spent at his house? When I was working? When the kids were at school?"
"You drove me to him. You know you did. I was scared of you. The second night you begged me to go to him."
"I know, it's always my fault. You did nothing wrong."
"I didn't! I can't help the way I feel."
Jonathan sighed. "This is getting nowhere. Are you going to stop seeing him?"
"No."
"Then you're on your own. This is my bedroom. You're welcome to stay here, but I'm not leaving. I'll continue to feed you when you're home, and I'll keep the car paid for, and insured to make sure you can take care of the kids. Things are going to be tight around here."
"Why? What do you mean tight?"
"I quit my job. It was interfering with my family too much."
"You quit your job? Without discussing it with me?" Susan shrieked.
"You fucked another man, without discussing it with me?" Jonathan mocked her.
"That's not the same," she said.
"I know. It's much worse. I'll be working for Uncle Len. I won't be making near the money, but we can squeak by if we're careful. No more wasteful spending."
"I never waste money," she said.
"How much gas do you use, driving to Rich's house and your parents every day? How many lunches, coffee house meetups?"
It took a few seconds before she realized what he'd said. "How... who said his name was Rich?"
"Richard Patton. 'Rich' to his sluts. Para-legal and dilettante, living off the money he made killing his wife. Some lover you have there."
"It's not like that! He didn't kill her. It was an accident. It wasn't his fault. And he's not a para-legal. He's a lawyer. He's finished law school and passed the bar exam. He's not a dilettante."
"He must work awfully hard, since he can spend all his days fucking you."
"STOP SAYING THAT!" she screamed.
Jonathan glared at her. "I thought you were the one who wanted to do this in private. If you're going to start screaming, we might as well invite the kids in."
"We don't spend all of our days fucking. If you have to know, we only make love a few days a week."
"Do you ever have sex with me on the days you screw him?" Jonathan asked.
She blushed. "I told you, it's not about the sex."
"God, Susan. You are such a fucking slut. You disgust me. Does it thrill you to make me fuck you when you've been with your lover? Do you ever make me go down on you after you've been with him? How much of a cuckold have you made me?"
"No, Jonathan. Don't say that. I would never do anything like that. I always clean up after I'm with him. I wouldn't do that to you. I love you. I wouldn't flaunt it like that. I don't want to hurt you. Please, can we not talk about this? I love you, honey. I want things to be wonderful between us. Can't you let me have this? I'll make sure you never regret it. I promise."
Jonathan shook his head. "Tell me when you've stopped seeing him. If I'm still around, we can see if there's anything left to salvage of our marriage." He turned and walked out the door, unwilling to continue the useless conversation.
He made himself a sandwich, and watched his wife take call after call in the bedroom. She walked up to him while he was cleaning up in the kitchen. "That was my grandfather, disowning me. Are you going to be a complete asshole about this? Do you really want to start a pissing contest you can't win?"
"Stop seeing him," Jonathan said. "I'm going out for a while. I'll be back for dinner. It would be nice if you took some time out of your busy schedule to cook something for once."
"You just got here," she whined. "We still have to talk."
"After dinner."
* * *
Using the information the Judge had acquired, Jonathan was standing on the doorstep of the Tudor, ten minutes later. It was a nice house, larger than his own. Far more than a single man needed.
The door opened. "Yes?"
Jonathan stuck his foot in the door. "I want you to stop fucking my wife. You killed your wife. Now you're killing my marriage. Stop."
The slender, smaller man looked up in fear. He leaned against the door, pushing it closed, but it didn't budge. "I...I don't know what you're talking about."
"Stop fucking Susan Freemont. Mrs. Jonathan Freemont. My wife. Don't ever get in a car with her. If you kill her too, I'll hunt you down and make sure your last minutes on earth are as miserable as possible. I don't want a killer fucking the mother of my children."
"I...I'm not a killer. It was an accident," the frightened man said.
"You killed her. You're living off the money you made doing it. You spent that blood money seducing then fucking my wife. Stop it. If you don't I will, and you won't like that."
"You can't threaten me!" the man whined.
"Stop fucking her, you little worm. There are plenty of single women out there that the fee for killing your wife can buy you. Leave my wife alone. Murdering bastard."
Jonathan walked away, confident he'd gotten his points across.
* * *
If Susan had been angry before, she was absolutely furious when he got home.
She marched toward him angrily, and he strolled past her, lifting his youngest onto his lap, tickling her, getting her to giggle.
"I'd like to talk, please," Susan said, standing beside him.
"Then talk."
"In private."
He shrugged, happy to have yanked her chain once more. He walked back to the bedroom, his wife following him, closing the door behind them.
"You attacked him? Threatened him? Called him a killer? A murderer?" she spat at her husband.
"Him? I'm not sure. Which him are you talking about?"
"God damn it, you know good and well. What do you think you're doing?"
"I told him I didn't want him fucking my wife anymore. I don't think that's unreasonable."
"You called him a killer!"
"Yes I did. He is. He killed his wife. I told him I didn't want him driving you anywhere. I don't want him killing you also. Even if you are a whore, you're still the mother of my children."
"He didn't kill her. It was an accident. You have no right saying that."
"He was driving. She died. He killed her. Just as dead as if he put a gun to her head."
"How could you? It almost destroyed him. He loved her. His depression was so bad he almost died. It took me years to get him to where he is today."
"So you're saying if I can get him depressed again, he might die, and this nightmare will all be over?" Jonathan asked.
She stared at the man she'd been married to for 11 years. How could he have changed so much in so little time? Become so heartless. So unfeeling. "You don't mean that. You couldn't."
"I'd dance on his grave, if it meant you becoming a good faithful wife again, and placing this family first."
She looked into his eyes and shivered. There was no doubt in her mind he was telling her the absolute truth. "He needs me, Jonathan. If you ever loved me, loved me at all, you'll understand. He needs me. Let this run its course. Give me a little time. When he's strong enough to be on his own, I... I'll give him up. Can we do that? Please? We won't have to talk about it. I'll be discrete. Nobody has to know. I'll be the perfect wife. Don't make this any worse."
"Do what you have to do, Susan. Obviously I can't stop you. But as long as you're seeing him, you're my wife in name only. You'll live in this house, and take care of the children, but our love will be on life support. I don't know how long it will last. I know you don't care, but it's only fair that you should know."
"Don't say I don't care, baby. I still love you. I'll show you. I only need a little while. If you can't accept that, then I will divorce you. I'll take your kids and your house, and I'll make Rich their father. Is that what you want?"
"That will never happen, Susan. You need to know that."
"How can you stop it? I have the law on my side. You'll pay. You'll work your ass off for kids you never see, so I can have my love, my home and my kids. You'll have nothing."
"Never happen, Susan. Take my word for it," he said sadly. "Don't put it to the test."
She stared at him nervously. He meant it. She could tell. Eleven years together told her he was dead serious.
"You're not going to do anything stupid, are you?" she asked.
"Stop seeing him. And stop threatening me."
He stared at her, daring her to challenge him. She was the first to blink, running into the bathroom, crying at how it had possibly come to this.
* * *
Carrot and Stick. That was the plan for Susan.
Hints for the carrot, Jonathan had received from the Eagle's wives. It made sense that a trio of 70-something women would know a thing or two about how the female mind operates.
Obviously, I didn't have a clue, he thought.
Susan was out of sorts after he'd shaken up her day. Quite intentionally. He decided to handle the kids, and give her some quiet time. He got them into bed, eventually, although Cindy was fighting to stay up past 9:00 now that she was a 'big' girl. He compromised, letting her stay up until 9:15, to cutoff the discussion, and maybe a little to assuage his guilt over leaving for two days.
With the house quieted down, he could hear Susan on the phone. It might have been lover-boy, or maybe there was a friend or two she confided in. He didn't know. At that moment, he didn't really care.
Jonathan opened a bottle of wine, and selected two crystal goblets for them. He knocked on the bedroom door, and waited a moment for her to get off the phone. She eventually opened it, looking up at him sadly. "You don't have to knock, it's your bedroom," she said softly.
He walked past her and put the tray down on the bedside table. He remembered her locking the door on him a few nights earlier. His bedroom. Right. "I didn't want to interrupt you on the phone," he explained.
"It...It was just my sister Jenny. She wanted to know what was going on. Everybody's talking, you know. You've really started a mess."
He hadn't started anything. She was the one fucking around, cheating. Now was the not the time to remind her of that. He poured out a glass for her, stood and put it in her hand. "It's been a rough week, hasn't it?"
He wanted her to open up. Start talking. He'd listen, as much as he could stand.
She nodded. "Horrible. I never wanted this, Jonathan. I thought everything could be the same. Not like this. Why do you have to make things so difficult?"
He filled his own glass, and patted the bed beside him. "Come. Sit by me. Let's talk. Quietly, civilly. I still love you, baby."
She climbed on the bed, her bed-shirt climbing up her thighs when she sat cross-legged facing him. "Talk? No yelling, no accusations?"
He reached out and rubbed her bare knee. "Yes, talk. What went wrong, Susan? How did I fail you that you needed to find what you were missing in another man's arms?"
The ice around her heart started to melt. He did care. "It's complicated, honey. I love you. I never stopped loving you. Please tell me you believe that."
"Of course I do," he said, barely able to stomach the lie. "Would we be here if I didn't?"
"It was never supposed to happen. It was all just a series of small little things that kept building. I started talking to him at a party, and he was so sad and dejected over his life, I found myself trying to comfort him. The first time I got him to smile was a huge success. The first tentative laugh was a greater one. I felt so good, like what I was doing mattered."
She looked at her husband nervously, and he just nodded. "It's wrong, I know, but I was tired of being just a Mom and housewife. My days a mind-numbing repetition. Taking care of a toddler, a six year old, and an eight year old, I never seemed to have time for me. You were so busy all the time. I know, God Jonathan, it hurts to even say it. I know you were doing it for us, for me, for the kids, for the family, but all you did was work, and come home exhausted, and I... I felt unloved, like you didn't care for me. I was just a nanny and housekeeper."
Jonathan reviewed the advice the older women had given him. Don't argue about what she felt, right or wrong. Let her come to the right conclusions on her own, steer her that way carefully. Allow her to put some of the blame on him, accept it, and she'd feel all the more guilty.
"I'm sorry, baby. I should have seen it. Ten hour days, six days a week are pretty exhausting, when you have a physical job like mine. It's no excuse for letting things slide between us. I appreciated everything you did, even though I might not have said it."
She shook her head, eyes glistening. "I know it wasn't your fault. I could have talked to you more about it. But you seemed like you were slipping away. No time for me, for us. You were drinking more, you always seemed to be sitting on that couch with a beer in your hand. I started hating that damn couch, and that TV. You always had time for them, but not for me."
Jonathan let her vent. "I'm often under a lot of stress. It was something I did to try to relieve that. I didn't want you to have to feel the pressure I was under. We were letting people go, and there was more and more to do, with tighter schedules. I should have talked to you about it, instead of holding it in."
She sniffled and wiped her eyes. "I was bored, and he became my project. That was all, to start with. There was nothing there for a year. I didn't see him that way, I swear. I felt good helping him, watching him slowly pull himself together. I felt useful, and that's what I needed. That was our entire problem. It was never about a lack of affection, or our love-making, or falling out of love with you. I never stopped loving you. I was doing something that made me feel good, and I was proud. I wasn't doing anything wrong, except maybe spend too much time with another man, but it wasn't romantic. It was like a job. One I was doing well at."



"I can see how that could happen. Everyone needs to feel good about themselves. I had hoped that being a wonderful mother and terrific wife would have filled that need. I understand you weren't getting the feedback from us, that you were from him." Jonathan was finding it harder to keep up the act. Doing nothing wrong! Then why did she hide it for a year?
She had finished her wine, and Jonathan refilled her glass. She took a long sip gratefully. "It happened so fast, I wasn't ready for it. Things went slowly at first. Some phone calls, a few lunch meetings or having a coffee together. We talked. Talked like you and I didn't anymore. He was easy to talk to. He wanted to go to dinner, but I couldn't. I was a married woman. There's a difference between a lunch and a dinner. I offered to cook him a meal. It was a little weird at first, in a strange kitchen, not knowing where anything was. A little exciting if I'm honest. I still had no romantic feelings, he was just a friend."
Jonathan filled his own glass. He didn't want to hear this. He didn't need a blow by blow. He just wanted her to tell him what was wrong with their marriage that she had to fuck another man for a year. Not this sappy whining monologue about friendship. Men don't want women for friends. He knew that the slimy bastard intended to get into his wife's pants from the very beginning. He wanted to shake her, and explain it to her. Make her understand. The poor-pitiful-me act, playing on her mothering instincts. Instead, he tried to stay calm, nodding occasionally.
"After that, it became easier to go his house, than out in public. It was private, and we could talk more openly. Plus, I didn't want anyone to get ideas about us. We were just friends." She looked at him hopefully, that he might understand.
"Go on," Jonathan said.
She felt so good to be able to talk it out. Surely he would understand now. This was all they needed. A little time for him to get over the shock, to let his male ego take a back seat. Once he understood why, it would all be fine.
"I helped him around the house. He was so disorganized. Cleaned a little. Helped rearrange things. He'd let everything go after his wife's accident. We talked more; we could talk about anything. Sometimes we talked about our wants and needs. Then some more about our desires, our fantasies. Things we had done, or wanted to do. It wasn't about sex, it was about communication, sharing, understanding."
"He was seducing you," Jonathan blurted, not meaning to say the words.
She looked surprised. "No! Never. He was a friend. Someone who needed me, and who I needed. Good friends can talk about things like that. That was all. He's not like that."
Jonathan bit his lip, waiting. If he opened his mouth, the entire night's effort would be wasted. He tilted the bottle up and poured the last of it into her glass.
"It...it just happened. I was in the kitchen, and then we were kissing. I know I should have stopped it, but it was a kiss between friends. Then suddenly it wasn't. I don't even know how I ended up in his bedroom." Her hand was shaking as she sipped her wine.
She looked up at him, and he saw tears in her eyes. "I never meant for it to happen. I felt horrible. I came home and showered, scrubbing and scrubbing, but I could never get myself clean. I had cheated for the only time in my marriage, and I hated myself for it. I knew you'd see it in my eyes, but you only grabbed a beer, and sat on the couch. You didn't ask me, didn't see the guilt. I wondered if you even cared."
She drank down half her wine. "I tried to end it. He called and I told him to stop. I avoided him, not going anywhere we used to go. I swore to myself I'd never do anything like that again, and I'd make it up to you. Then I heard he was in the hospital, from an overdose of sleeping pills, and I knew it was because of me. I'd almost killed him. I... I went to him, to help him, but we promised each other that it could never happen again.
"I'm so sorry, Jonathan. I tried to stop it. I swear I did. I felt so bad seeing him slipping away again."
Jonathan was furious. At his stupid gullible wife, and that slimy predator. Overdose, my ass! he thought. A few pills, a call to the hospital, and he had her back, after she resisted his efforts. Lousy mother-fucker.
Jonathan took the empty glass from her, and placed it on the bedside table. She was sobbing, and he drew her into his arms, holding her. If she'd only talked then, this could have all been avoided. He could have forgiven her one stupid mistake. He was fairly certain he could. But a year of adultery? Demanding that she be allowed to keep seeing that slimeball? Threatening him. No, that he couldn't accept. She'd pay, they'd both pay.
He guided her down to the bed. She whimpered when he let her go, but all he did was turn off the lights. He pulled her close, holding her, letting his hands caress her body, slowly becoming more intimate. Moving from her sides and shoulders to her breasts. Brushing down her hips, across her thighs. Reaching between her legs and rubbing her gently, feeling her moistness. Playing her body, in all the ways that excited her.
She sat up and pulled her shirt off, lying naked in their bed. She turned to him reaching out. He braced himself for the more intimate contact. He was torn. He was disgusted with her, but her body was something he knew so well, had pleasured him so many times. It was tainted now, but still enthralling.
He eased her backward, leaning over her. He couldn't kiss her. That filthy, lying, cheating mouth of hers. He pressed his lips to her neck, right where it excited her most. He tweaked her nipples, then moved his hand south and started playing with her.
In only a few minutes she was pressing back desperately. He pulled his hand away, hearing the sharpness of her breath, smelling her need. The slut. He cuddled against her, putting his arm around her, holding her.
"Love me, Jonathan. Please. It's been too long," she whispered.
"No, baby. I won't be second to him. I can't do that."
She reached for him. "You are never second. I love you. You're my husband. You're first, he's second. My nights are yours. They've always been."
"You spent two nights in his bed. I have no doubt that once I'm at work you'll be fucking him again. I get a few moments with you, but he can spend all his time with you, pampering you, telling you how wonderful you are, stealing you away from me. I can't do it."
"Honey, it hasn't been a problem for over a year now. You don't even have to know. When I'm here with you I'm only yours."
He had tried. Damn, how he'd tried. The words were like knives, filleting him open. He released her, and rolled away from her, onto his side.
Fucking slut. I married a fucking cheating whoresome slut.
Susan didn't understand, couldn't understand what had just happened. He'd been so good, loving, understanding. Then to shut down like that. Why couldn't he just love her? Make love to her? Nothing had changed. She moved to him, wrapping her arms around his wide body. He was so strong, made her feel small, feminine. She felt him tense up, and she felt a pang of guilt. What if she had stopped, back then? After that first time.
She sighed. Too late for that now. She had to make him understand. Nothing would change. It could be good again. Maybe even wonderful again, like it had been in the beginning.
She found herself rubbing up against him, her nipples still hard, still agitated. She needed him. How could he not know?
Her hand reached around to his waist, and he shuddered when her fingers wrapped around his hardness. "Please, Jonathan," she whispered. "I know you want me. I'm here for you. I'll always be here for you."
"Never again, so long as you're seeing him," Jonathan said coldly, rolling away from her onto his stomach.
Susan turned away from him, the rejection painful. She didn't even try to hold back the tears, as she cried herself to sleep.
===================
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There's a Price to Pay for blatant infidelity.
Second and final part of the follow-up to Nici's Something We Have to Talk About.
Jonathan, with the help of family and friends, embarks on a plan to balance the scales. His wife has confessed to cheating on him for a year, and insists he accept an ongoing affair, or she'll divorce him and take him to the cleaners.
He prefers option 3, none-of-the-above, and pursues an alternative solution.
==================================
The next morning Jonathan was up bright and early. It was the dawn of a new day, and he no longer felt out-of-control. He had confronted both his wife and her lover about their behavior, insisting it end. He'd started down a path to help ensure it stopped, with the help of his family and friends. That included quitting his old job, and going back to work on the family ranch. It also meant early hours.
Susan was still in bed when he headed downstairs for a quick breakfast. He idly wondered if she'd run off and fuck her boyfriend that day.
At the ranch, Uncle Len introduced him around, most of the people he already knew. He was told his responsibilities, and put under the direction of old Miguel, who'd been working with the family for a good 20 years.
Uncle Len sent word down for him to come to the house for his lunch break. There was a big spread set out, and he was smiling when he saw his Grandfather and friends waiting for him.
He gave them a quick 10 minute update on the weekend, the discussion with his mother, and his wife's family. The visit to the casino, glossing over the female companionship he'd found. He reviewed his actions with his wife, and the confrontation with the bastard.
The grandfather spoke when he was finished. "You should know, the Gray Brigade is making this their personal project."
"Gray Brigade?" Jonathan asked.
The Colonel responded. "Senior Center. All the retirees. A little excitement in their lives. If the little slut keeps it up, she's going to be hearing about it. That's for damn sure."
"Madge Johnson lives across the street a couple of doors down from the bastard," Carl Jenkins said. "Her daughter works at the my store. She'll be keeping an eye on the house. Anyone coming and going, Madge and her sister will know about it."
The Judge laughed. "Her parents are getting an earful as well. 'So sad to hear the kind of woman your daughter turned out to be. Is that why your other daughter moved away?' I'm glad I'm not on their bad side."
"You need to talk to the bank, Jon. Get all your contact information moved to my house. When you get behind on payments, we don't need them calling your house, and your slut wife getting wind of it," his Grandfather said.
The Judge had some papers out. "The guy's wife. The dead woman. Her name was Heather. I've got some pictures. Buried in the Methodist cemetery. Pretty ugly. He was thrown clear of the car, she was stuck inside. She might have been killed in the impact, but the car caught fire, and she was burned to the point where she was barely recognizable. The suit he won was about that. The vehicle had a history of catching fire in accidents."
Jonathan nodded. Some good information he could work with. "Thank you sir."
"No problem. We take care of our own."
He had his directions. Hot and cold to his wife. Start the program against the bastard. Continue to protect the assets. Move all financial contacts to Grandpa's house.
By the end of the day, Jonathan was aching in places he didn't even know he had. It felt good to be working outdoors, and to be around old friends. He headed home, cleaned up, and went to work on his second job. His wife.
* * *
That night Rich Patton got a phone call from a blocked number. "Hello?"
"It burns, Richie. How could you let me burn like that? It hurts so bad..." a quivering female voice whispered.
He recalled laying on the hard asphalt, watching his car engulfed in flames, his young wife still inside. He dropped the phone, the words resurrecting his pain.
"Aaaargh!" the voice screamed on the other end of the line, still audible from where he was standing.
* * *
"No, you can't bring the kids over here for us to watch," Brenda snapped angrily.
"But Mom, I need to go out," Susan said.
"Take your kids with you. They're your damn kids, Susan!"
"Everything takes so much longer with three children to take care of," she explained.
"What else do you have to do? It's not like you have a job, or do much around the house anyway. You going to run off to that bastard you're screwing?" her mother sneered.
"He's not a bastard. He's a good man. You don't understand."
"I understand he's a lowlife prick that's screwing another man's wife. God, you're such a disappointment to your father and I. We can't even walk around town without someone reminding us of what a whore you've become."
"Mother! How could you say that!"
"Dump the bastard and go crawling back to that husband of yours. Beg him for forgiveness. Blow him every night for a year. Maybe it's not too late to salvage your marriage."
"I did nothing wrong," Susan argued. "He's the one who should be apologizing to me."
She was shocked to hear nothing but a busy tone on the other end of the line.
* * *
Max Schritter sat at the table, addressing the group before him. They had the card room at the Senior center, the door closed. More women than men, but all understood the situation.
They'd already divided responsibilities. The phone lines would be burning up well into the night. The first pass had brought the Gray Brigade up to speed. Second pass was to start applying pressure to the next generation. Make it clear what was acceptable behavior and what wasn't. Within days, the whole damn town would know.
Cheating wasn't the issue. It happened. Hell, probably better than half the group had probably strayed a time or two. Maybe more than a few times. But blatant disrespect, expecting a spouse to accept an ongoing affair, all but abandoning a family while expecting to be able to keep the rest of your life, your family and friends, was too much to ask.
No, they all agreed, it was unforgivable behavior on the part of both cheaters. Make up, or break up, but not this. Disgusting. The 'Me' generation.
They would be reminded, chided, insulted, and condemned where ever they went. No, that kind of behavior couldn't be allowed to spread.
Responsibilities were divvied up, tasks assigned, options discussed and weighed.
When the room had nearly emptied, the Colonel sat with five associates. "This is the ugly part. We all understand what's involved? The risk?"
His lifelong friends all agreed. They were up to the task. John Krum took the lead.
Copies of the keys to his house were passed out. Straight from the wife's keychain, to Jenkins hardware, and then in the hands of the perpetrators. Pictures, articles, documentation, love-letters, as much history as they could attain.
Step one was to get more information. They'd receive notice when he was out. The Gray network would keep tabs. Once they'd determined the window of opportunity was right, the first break-in would occur, and they'd collect as much intel as possible. Only then would campaign "Guilt" go into full gear.
A couple of them felt a little uneasy at what they were going to do. Not enough to stop them.
* * *
Susan parked in his garage, closing the door behind her quickly. She took off her hat and sunglasses, embarrassed that she was disguising herself. This was ridiculous. She had every right to see Rich.
She entered the house through the garage, and eagerly accepted his embrace. They didn't speak of anything other than missing each other as they retired to his bedroom, undressing quickly before falling into the bed together.
Half-an-hour and two sessions later, he sat up, staring down at her. "How did you mess things up? Nobody down at the firm will even talk to me."
Susan was stunned by his accusation. How had she messed things up? He uses her to get off, not even caring about her satisfaction, after the nights she'd given him. She confronted her husband, alone, faced his anger and accusations. And now it's her fault? "You wanted to stop hiding. Wanted your overnight stays. It was your idea to tell him, force him to accept us, threaten him with divorce and the kids."
"How the hell did it become everyone's business?" he snapped.
"I don't know. Gossip. He told his family and mine; they're still barely speaking to me. Word must have spead."
"You were supposed to keep it private, just between the two of you. How'd he know it was me? Where I lived?" Rich was livid with anger.
"How the hell do I know? I talked to him just like we discussed. Told him how it was. You're the man, you should have known how he'd react."
"I'm not some neanderthal who can't keep his woman. I'm supposed to remove half my brain to think like him?"
Susan could barely believe his words. The disrespect, the anger. Where did it come from? She started pulling on her clothing, before she said something she'd regret.
Rich reached out for her. "Where are you going? We're not through already. You just got here. It's been a week since we've been together."
"You shouldn't talk about Jonathan like that. He did nothing wrong. He's a good man. We're the ones who want to change the rules."
"Good man? Starting rumors and gossip about us? Ignoring you, disrespecting you? Where's the good in that?" Rich snapped, standing between her and the door.
She buttoned her blouse, and combed her hair back with her fingers. Plenty of time to clean up when she got home. She was thankful that her mother-in-law accepted her excuse that she needed to pick up some job applications. "I have to go. I'm going to be late."
He moved toward her, pulling her into his arms. "What about us, Suzy-Q? I miss you. We need some time together. Tell him you'll be spending the night over here. He already knows. We need to reconnect. You're everything to me. You know how much I love you. I can't stand going days on end without you. I need you."
She listened to his pleading, knowing it was true. Without her, he'd be retreating back to his old ways in nothin' flat. She held his face in her hands, kissing him softly. "We'll work something out. No overnights, what would I tell the kids?"
"Foist them off on your parents again."
She sighed. "It'll be a cold day in hell before they'll watch them again. They've made that abundantly clear."
She started to pull away, but he clung to her, needy. "Come over after they go to sleep. I need to feel you in my arms again as I fall asleep. Wake up next to you, your smell in my head, your warmth beside me. Don't you want that?"
She nodded, but if she were honest with herself, she would admit she hated being apart from her children at night. She didn't sleep well in Rich's place. She smiled to herself. She didn't sleep much at all, come to think of it. It was like being a teen again. "Let me think about it, Ok? I've got to get things settled at home before making any more waves."
"How about a quick blowjob before you go? To hold me over?"
His callous words stung her. Was that all she was to him? "I have to go, Rich. I'm going to be late as is. I can't afford to alienate my last baby-sitter."
He was pushing her to her knees. "You promised you'd never deny me, Susan. You said you loved me. I need this. It'll only take a few minutes."
She refused to let the tears fall, as she mechanically sucked his cock, his hands in her hair, forcing his way down her throat, heedless of her discomfort.
* * *
Max took the call from Madge. Nearly two hours all told, the whore spent with him, sneaking around like a thief in the night.
He called his daughter, berating her. "What the hell were you thinking, Carolyn? Watching the kids while she went to get laid?"
"She said she was looking for a job. Picking up applications."
"And you believed the lying slut, after all she's done?"
Carolyn was not happy when Susan showed up at her door 20 minutes late. She helped get the kids packed up and into the car. Before Susan could leave Carolyn grabbed her arm.
"Never again, you lying slut. Using me to cover for your ass while you screw around on my son?"
Susan trembled at the harsh words. "I... I didn't..."
"Save the lies for somebody else. You reek of sex. You could at least clean up before picking up my grandkids. What the hell is wrong with you?"
In the battle for shame and anger, anger won out. "If you don't ever want to see the kids, that's fine by me. I didn't do anything wrong. You'll never have to watch them again. You'll be lucky to see them."
Susan was rocked back on her feet, when Carolyn's hand whipped across her face. "He's right. You're nothing but a whore."
* * *
Jonathan sat with his Grandfather, after a long hard day. The last thing he needed to hear about was his wife's fucking around on him.
"I don't want to know, Grandpa. Frankly I could care less."
"She had your mother watching the kids. Said she was getting some job applications or some such nonsense."
Jonathan's anger took hold, until his hands were shaking. "Nobody watches my kids unless I say it's Ok. Nobody. Not you, not Mom, not even a neighborhood sitter."
"Don't blame your mother on this. She was trying to do the right thing. She has a right to see her grandkids."
"I don't blame her. It's the lying whore under my roof. I'll talk to Mom myself."
* * *
"Mom, what's a Jezebel?" Cindy asked.
"A... a what?" Susan asked, surprised by her eldest's words.
"Dana's grandma said you were a Jezebel."
Susan felt her blood pressure rising. She had no right. The old bitch had no right talking to her daughter like that.
"It's nothing, baby. Something old people say."
But not in front of her daughter, if she could help it. No more play-dates with Dana. That was for damn sure.
* * *
Rich didn't notice the stares or whispered comments as he entered his old employer's office. It was good to maintain relationships and his standing monthly lunch outing was one way to do that.
He waited in the lobby, patiently. After twenty minutes, he realized something was wrong. As each new person exited the elevator, he'd see the looks, the whispers. None would hold eye contact. Something was up. He made a call.
"Jean? I'm in the lobby, for our lunch," he said.
There was a silence at the other end. "I don't think I'll be able to make it today."
"Something come up? I haven't seen Eric or Dan either."
"It's just not a good idea right now. Things are kind of hectic. Maybe some other time. I'm really busy, I have to go."
Rich listened to the dead air on the other end of the line.
A quick call to Eric fared no better. "We've had this standing lunch date for over two years, Eric? What's going on?"
He heard anger in the man's voice. "Your girlfriend? You lead us to believe you guys were serious, getting engaged. You never said she was married with three kids. You used us to cover for you. We all feel like idiots now. My wife would kill me if I went to lunch with you. No, I don't think we'll be going to lunch anytime soon."
He looked up from the phone, feeling the eyes on him. He walked toward the revolving glass door, falling in with the crowd exiting the building.
"...a year. She's married..." he heard the whispers from in front of him.
"...cake and eat it too...three kids..." from behind.
"...two million for killing his wife..." echoed in his ears as he hurried down the sidewalk.
* * *
Late summer was a hard time on the ranch. Dawn to dusk most days, checking fences, working on the irrigation, moving herds from pasture to pasture. Almost time for the second hay cutting, which was breakneck while the weather held.
Uncle Len still abided by Grandpa Max's ways for the most part. Ranching had become largely mechanized, pickup trucks replacing horses for a lot of the work. The Schritters still stood by the practice of driving as infrequently as possible, as short a distance as possible. Gas cost money. For much of the work, horseback was the way to go, especially when it came to moving the herds and the pasture checks.
Jonathan had forgotten how sore a man could get riding a horse 10 hours a day. How tiring it was, hauling around 40 pound packs, digging trenches, replacing fenceposts. He was looking forward to the haying, which mostly involved driving around.
Most ranch-hands were jack-of-all-trades by necessity. A standard motto on the ranch was "If it's broke, fix it." His experience with machines, engines and anything mechanical was almost revered. No sending out the ranch vehicles for work. If it was broken, Jonathan could fix it.
He might be rusty on the range, awkward herding strays, but his mechanical abilities, and his willingness to do whatever the job took, won the admiration of his fellow hands. He liked that.
He went home each evening, tired, sore and hungry, but he couldn't remember being so satisfied with his accomplishments at the end of each day.
It was only when he got home, and had to face the anger, disrespect and condemnation of his supposed wife and soul-mate, that he'd get down. He braced himself before entering his house each evening, reminding himself of his plans and purpose. It wouldn't last forever, he told himself.
* * *
The first picture of a charred body was slipped under Rich's door sometime after he'd gone to bed. It was grisly, almost unrecognizable as human. Someone had written in white marker, "Heather Patton. Burned to death, now burning in Hell."
His hands trembled as he picked it up. How could anybody do something so horrible? So heinous? Didn't they know how much he regretted it? How badly it hurt? It was an accident. It wasn't his fault. He'd loved her.
He sat on the floor sobbing, until he fell asleep.
* * *
Susan was unloading the car of groceries. What should have been a simple 20 minute trip took over an hour. The kids had run inside carrying a bag each.
It had been a painful outing, seeing the glares, the looks of condemnation. Nobody would speak to her, but whispers followed her everywhere. Barely contained laughter in some cases. Did the whole world know of her relationship?
"Hey Susan!" her nosy neighbor called out, almost running over.
Shit. The last thing she needed. "Hello Margie."
"So what's he like, this young lover? Does he have a huge cock? Can he go all night? What's the scoop?"
Susan felt her face blushing. "I don't know what you're talking about."
"C'mon, Susie. You can tell me. Everyone knows. You and that young lawyer kid, the one who killed his wife. Isn't that scary? Exciting maybe? You don't think he'd do that to you, when he's done with you, do you?"
Susan couldn't believe the bile that was pouring forth from the neighborhood gossip's lips. "It was an accident. He didn't kill her."
"It sure paid off pretty good for an accident. So what is it? I bet he has a huge cock. Ten inches. That's it, isn't it? You wouldn't leave Jonathan for some sad sack if he wasn't amazing in bed. I mean, really! Leave a real man for that scrawny kid?"
Susan slammed the back of the car shut, turned and entered her house without saying another word.
* * *
Jonathan held her in his arms, while she cried in their bed. He felt pretty good about how things were going. "What's wrong, baby?"
"They're horrible. Everyone is horrible to me. They think I'm a slut."
You are a slut. "Shh," he whispered. "Things will get better. You do what's right, and ignore them."
"Why can't they understand? Haven't they ever been in love before? I can't help how I feel."
He had his hand inside her shirt, caressing her breast, cupping it gently. "You still have us. Your family. We love you."



She sobbed, "Do you? Do you love me, Jonathan?"
His leg moved between hers, spreading her open, and he was rubbing her pussy softly. His finger glided up and down her moist channel, before sliding inward. "I've always loved you, baby." His lips moved across her neck, nipping gently.
"Love me, Jonathan. Please," she begged.
"God, I wish I could. I want you so bad," he lied, his breath tickling her ear.
"You can. I haven't been with him. Not since that last night. I'm yours, honey."
Still lying. Madge had reported seeing her at his place only a week ago. Three hours there. At least she was lying about it, not throwing it in his face. Progress of a sorts.
"I'm afraid," he said softly. "I know you're not the only woman he's been with. I don't know if he's given you anything, any disease."
She tensed up. "How could you think that?"
"You don't use a condom with him, do you?" Jonathan asked.
"I... I don't want to talk about it," she whined, twitching as his finger pumped inside her, his palm pressing down against her sensitive clit in waves.
"I can't be with you until I know you're clean."
"But we've been doing it for a year, with no problems."
Thanks for reminding me. Slut. "I was checked. I'm clean. It's not fair to risk the lives of both our children's parents. He's fucking other women. Who knows what diseases they may have."
"He wouldn't do that. He loves me."
"You love me, and you did it," Jonathan reminded her.
Her hips were driving up against his hand, and he could feel her getting close, he backed off, rubbing her gently.
She groaned her need. "I'm your wife, Jonathan. Make love to me. Fuck me. Fuck me, honey."
He pulled her close, hugging her. "How I wish I could, baby. Not until I know you're clean and done seeing him."
* * *
The magazines started showing up. Ms. Cosmo. Good Housekeeping. Southern Living. Homes and Gardens. All addressed to Heather Patton. A constant reminder.
A large picture had been taped to his front door. Her gravestone. Defaced. Under the words Loving Wife, someone had written, 'Murdered and Replaced with a Cheating Slut."
He'd torn the picture into little shreds, and spent hours scrubbing the gravestone clean of the chalk message, long after every speck of writing was gone. The police found him after being called, and questioned him about his actions, threatening him for vandalism.
He went berserk, screaming and crying, and had to be handcuffed before he calmed enough to explain. They checked his ID, and compared it to the gravestone.
One of the officers looked at him in distaste. "Oh, you. The wife stealer. Yeah, we know you."
Three days later, he was scrubbing her gravestone again.
* * *
"Yes, I got your previous messages. No I can't make a payment. I've lost my job and I don't have the money." Max Schritter hung up, grinning.
Third call in two weeks. Things were definitely going according to plan.
He looked at the picture in his hand, smiling. He'd give it to the boy after work. It should help. It didn't prove anything, but should help sow the seeds of discontent.
He examined the papers scattered across his kitchen table. Sightings, comments made, background. Information retrieved from the bastard's house. A wealth of information.
For Max, it was exciting, fun to have something to do. A new purpose, if only temporary. Righting a wrong. Punishing the guilty. Those two were very, very guilty.
* * *
Ranch's don't shut down on weekends. Jonathan worked, but brought his family with him. He lifted his eldest onto the saddle of the old quarter horse.
"Do you really think that's safe?" Susan asked.
"Been doing it for four generations. Buttercup's a gentle horse. She'll take care of our girl."
Cindy was glowing with pride, her hand petting the horse's mane, leaning over and talking to her.
Jonathan took the bridle in his hand and started walking, watching his first-born, seeing how she kept her balance, pushing on her knee to show her how to sit properly. He thought it was funny how the girls always took to riding so readily.
After a few turns, he handed the reins to his baby girl, and let her smile warm his heart. She was getting the handle of it already, shifting in the old western saddle, gliding along with the horse's movements. He saw the change in the horse, a settling. She knew her handler was comfortable, and that made everything right.
"Your turn?" he asked Susan.
"Me? Are you crazy?" she asked.
"C'mon, Susan. Lighten up a little. Try it."
With only a little goading, he had her up in a saddle, explaining things. She was nervous, far more nervous than Cindy had ever been. His daughter seemed like she'd lived in the saddle already. She steered her horse up along side her mother, talking to her, laughing, until Susan relaxed enough to move along at more than a crawl.
Jonathan slipped his foot into the stirrup, and hauled himself up on the big gray. With a cluck, a pat on the neck, and a press of the heels, he took off at a trot, easing back to a gentle walk when he was beside his two girls.
"Not so bad is it?"
"You do this for hours and hours each day?" Susan asked.
"Sometimes. Every day is different. There's times I rarely get out of the garage."
"You like this?" she asked.
"I love it." He looked over at his daughter, seeing the energy, the desire to do more, trot, gallop, become one with her horse. He chided himself for not getting her riding earlier. They were ranchers. Five generations now. It was in their blood. He'd been a fool to deny it.
* * *
Rich sat up in bed, listening. There, the crying, the sobbing, he thought.
It stopped. He closed his eyes, willing himself to sleep. Unsuccessfully.
When the soft crying started again, he pulled the pillow over his head, trying to block it out.
"I'm sorry," he weeped.
Outside, John took another sip of the tepid coffee. One more, hour and his shift would end. He adjusted the earphones, and listened to the bastard's whining. He pressed the remote control, starting recording three, the sound of a fire burning.
"IT WAS AN ACCIDENT!" he heard, screaming.
He'd give the bastard five minutes and hit him with number one, the miserable crying. That was a tough one. It sometimes gave him goosebumps, and he knew it was Diane on the recording.
* * *
"Jonathan?"
He reached over and put his arm around his wife's waist. "Yes, baby?"
"I... I need some money. I'm almost out of gas."
Jonathan pulled his hand away abruptly. "Get it from lover-boy."
"Please. I have an interview down at Jenkins's hardware."
"I didn't know you were looking for a job," he said.
"I'm worried about our finances. Nancy can start kindergarten this year, and I can work while the kids are in school."
"You're not going to use the money to go see lover-boy, are you?"
"No Jonathan. I promise. It's for gas so I can go on the interview and take care of our children. What if there was an emergency? I'm on empty."
He pulled out his wallet and gave her two twenties. "I trust you. Please don't make a fool out of me."
"I wouldn't do that. I love you."
"You've done it before," Jonathan said coldly.
She bowed her head. Why wouldn't Rich return her calls? Was he really seeing someone else? That picture of the slut from his old office, coming out of his house. Him hugging her. Had he replaced her that quickly? They hadn't spoken in over a week.
"I... I'm sorry."
* * *
Jonathan looked at his paycheck. The 50% he received directly was barely a third of what he'd earned at this old job. It wouldn't even have been that much if Uncle Len hadn't given him a raise when he took over maintenance of all the ranch vehicles. With the money that his Grandfather secretly received, it wasn't much less than he'd earned previously, before the overtime.
Uncle Len was talking about him getting a share of the profits if he'd stay with the ranch. It was only one percent a year, for the first five years, but that could be a nice little bonus. He'd be a partner. A minor one, but there was a certain pride that came with that. He'd never be a majority owner, that would fall on Len's oldest, although so far Will hadn't shown an interest in taking over the family business. It was the way they did things. But his mother got 10% of the business profits, and if he stuck with it, that could be his one day, as well.
He hitched up his pants, thinking he'd have to buy some new ones soon. Second time he had to replace them. He didn't know what size his waist was, but he'd had to punch two new notches in his belt. All this field work was changing him.
He joined the rest of the regular workers in a payday drink, at the Spur and Saddle.
Mikey, the giant of a man with the juvenile name, jabbed him in the ribs. "That filly seems to have her eye on you."
Jonathan looked over at the table where three women were seated. The cute little redhead was definitely giving him the eye.
He got the bartender's attention. "What are they drinkin'?" he asked, with a nod at the table.
"Pitcher of Shiner."
"I'll take one."
The old bartender gave him a nod and a wink and placed the pitcher in front of him.
He walked over to the table, and stood beside the empty chair, offering in hand. "Just so you know, I'm not Greek."
The girls looked at each other in confusion, until a smile popped up on the redhead's face. "And you're bearing gifts?" she asked.
He gave her a wink, put the pitcher on the table, lifted the old one, topped off their glasses, and returned with it to the bar.
The blonde was tapping him on the shoulder a minute later. "You're kidding right? You're not even going to join us for a beer?"
"I've sworn off beer," he explained.
She gave a glance at his glass.
Jonathan grinned. "Haven't sworn off Jim Beam yet."
"So bring your Jim Beam over and keep us company."
It was an enjoyable hour, well spent, with pretty girls. He got two phone numbers out of it, and three hugs, one with a nice little kiss. Maybe Grandpa was right. It was the easiest thing in the world.
* * *
Susan's life was turning to shit. She was the laughing stock of the town, ridiculed and insulted everywhere she turned. She had given up getting her fancy coffees and resorted to Dunkin' Donuts. It was all she could afford. She was waiting at the drive through, when the old man brought her the coffee. He took one look at her, and turned away from the window, walking around the corner for a second, before returning with a smirk on his face. He handed it out the window.
"One Cheater's Special," he said, grinning.
Her hand was trembling in anger when she took it. She noticed the lid was loose. She didn't want to think about what he'd done to it. She recalled the scene she'd made when complaining at McDonald's about the service. She'd been humiliated and laughed out of the store, the manager laughing as loud as any of them.
She glared at the geezer, opened the lid, and poured out the coffee. The bastard smiled. "Maybe you're not as stupid as they say."
* * *
Rich was afraid of plugging his phone in. He never knew when his wife would call again, hounding him, blaming him for her pain and suffering.
Logically, he knew it wasn't her. But when he was woken from his sleep, that whispering voice begging him to end the pain, all logic abandoned him.
He could feel the eyes on him, everywhere he went. Judging him. Blaming him. Condemning him.
It wasn't his fault! Why couldn't they understand? It was an accident!
The little notes were the worst. Tiny reminders, in her careful handwriting. "Remember that little bar..." "Do you still have that dress? The one I wore for our anniversary?" "Cancun, Richie, remember Cancun?" "Why, Richie? Why?"
Yes, he remembered it all. He opened the albums that Susan had hidden away, stealing his memories. How beautiful Heather had looked at the rail of the ship. Hiking through the ruins. God, how he'd loved her. And now she was dead. His fault.
He took another drink from the bottle, feeling the burn down his throat. She'd trusted him, and he'd failed her. He never meant to.
"It was an accident, love," he mumbled, tears falling onto the pictures.
* * *
Max, the Judge, the Colonel and John sat going over their notes. The Colonel had his map out, colored dots showing each encounter over the last month.
"Think he's gonna run soon? Hardly ever out in public anymore," John Krum asked looking over the latest entries.
"He'll break long before she does. Stubborn, she is," Max said. There was a hint of admiration in his statement.
"Maybe we should dial it back, give them both some time to realize how bad they've got it?" the Judge asked.
"Hell no," Max snapped. "She wants to be stubborn, we'll crank it up."
The Judge shook his head. "Judith's not going to be happy about this," he muttered.
The others laughed. "52 years and you're still pussy-whipped?" John teased.
"Least I'm still gettin' some," he said. "How's Rosie doing?"
"Alright, enough," the Colonel said. "We got some calls to make. Take it up a notch." Poor bastards.
* * *
Susan wiped her face in shock. That old woman had spit on her! Spit in her face!
She was sitting outside the coffee shop, where they used to meet. It has been almost two weeks since she'd heard from him. She'd even gotten up the courage to go to his house, but he hadn't answered her knock. His car was there, he must have been around. She used her key and opened the door, but it was chained.
"Rich?" she'd called out. "Rich, honey? It's me."
No reply. The place had a sour smell to it. It looked dark. Maybe he was gone. Gone with that slut from the picture. Driving her car. How could he do that to her? What had she done wrong?
She'd strolled down memory lane, going back to their coffee shop. Where they'd had those long wonderful chats. She'd been sitting there, remembering his voice, his touch. Lost in her recollections.
"Tramp," the woman had hissed, walking by on the sidewalk, just beyond the railing surrounding the drinking area. Susan had looked up just in time to feel the spittle land on her face.
She had been in shock. She heard the whispers around her. The open laughter. She wiped her face with her napkin, tears trailing down her cheeks.
How had her life turned to shit so quickly? She'd had it all. A loving family, a good man, a young love. Great sex. Now? All she had were memories and the hate of everyone she knew. It wasn't fair. What had she done wrong? She couldn't help it. She never had wanted it, never sought it out. It was love. Undeniable. It wasn't her fault.
She looked up when a college aged kid sat down across from her. He grinned, cheekily. "Pretty lady like you shouldn't be crying. What do you say I buy you a drink?"
She shook her head. "No thanks, I'm married."
He shrugged. "Never heard that stopped you before. C'mon, we'll get a drink or two, have a little fun. You're sure pretty."
Fun? Is that all she was now? "Please, leave me alone," she said.
He stood and leaned over. "You change your mind, we'll be over at the Spur and Saddle. You ever been with three guys? We'll keep you going all night."
"LEAVE ME ALONE!" she shrieked at him.
"Jeez, lady! Don't have a cow. Just figured a party girl might like to party. No hard feelings, alright?"
She lowered her face into her hands, and didn't fight the tears.
* * *
Jonathan watched his grandfather place the rope in his son's hands. Showing him how to hold the loop open, how far down to hold the two ropes parallel, a foot or so from the honda, the eye of the lariat. Explaining how to coil it properly, how to hold your off hand. The pole sticking up out of the bale of hay was their target.
It was his third try, swinging the rope at his side, then over his head, learning the timing before casting his arm forward quickly, the loop maintaining its shape at it fell over the pole.
Both he and Susan clapped in appreciation, as did Cindy. Little Nancy was too busy rolling around with Grandpa's old work dog Blue, a 12 year old blue heeler. The ranch standard, he never remembered his grandfather not having at least one. They were working dogs, and lived out doors, but he had a soft spot for the suckers, and when they started limping, getting up slowly and awkwardly after setting a spell, he didn't put them down.
No, he couldn't do that. They were his friends, and nobody could ever say he wasn't loyal. They moved indoors, got old fat and spoiled. Lived their days out with their one master. Eager for the lightest touch, a single word of praise. Always at his side. Their faithfulness rewarded.
Grandpa reached down and squeezed Joey's shoulder. Jonathan remembered that touch. How good it made him feel.
"Sloppy, but it's a start."
As close to praise as he'd ever be likely to receive. One day he'd learn to treasure it.
He felt Susan lean against him, and he put his arm around her shoulders. "He's good with kids. I... I never would have expected that," she said softly.
"He always was. Some of the best days of my life were here, with him and Dad."
"We had some great times, didn't we?" she said, her arm reaching around his waist. It was so nice, together as a family, working with the kids, enjoying being outdoors.
"We did."
"It's not too late, is it? To have more. As a family. As a husband and wife."
He shrugged. "I don't know, Susan. I honestly don't know."
* * *
Rich stood in the reception area, pleading with the woman sitting there.
"Please, I have to see her. She must have some time in her schedule."
The silver haired woman made a show of checking the calendar. "I'm sorry, Mr. Patton. Dr. Schaeffer is booked solid. Maybe next week... oh, I'm sorry, she's on vacation next week. Perhaps the week after that. You really should call ahead."
"I've tried! You have to get me in. I... I don't know what I'm going to do."
"I'm sorry, sir. That won't be possible for at least two weeks. Would you like to schedule an appointment for then? I can put you down for Thursday, at 3:30, week after next."
"Five minutes. That's all I need. Five minutes. Can she at least renew my prescriptions?"
"She's very busy today, trying to get ready for her vacation. Why don't you go home, and I'll talk to her when I can. We'll give you a call if she can squeeze you in tomorrow, before she leaves."
Rich, nodded slowly, and turned to walk out the door, hunched over in defeat.
Slink away, you filthy wife stealer, Ellen thought. She picked up the phone and called in the contact.
* * *
Susan hung up the phone. She didn't know why she even tried. All she got was a busy signal anymore. He couldn't be on the phone that much.
Where is he, now that I need him? she thought.
She'd sacrificed so much to help him. Her time, her fidelity, her family, maybe even her marriage. She had come running any time he called, now he was ignoring her. It wasn't fair.
What Susan didn't know was that it was a simple matter to block her calls. The last time John Krum was in the bastard's house, he picked up the phone, dialed #60, and maneuvered the menues until both her home phone and cell-phone numbers were blocked. Jonathan had done the same thing to their home phone, and her cell-phone, blocking the bastard's incoming calls.
It would be a cold day in hell, before they'd be calling each other on those phones.
* * *
Jonathan jerked the reins to the side, heading off the stubborn old cow. He looked for some reason she'd shied away from the gate, instead of following the rest of the herd to the new pasture.
She turned, and looked to be headed for the scrub, when Vincent, his cattle dog, nipped at her foreleg, turning her. He saw the tentative shifting of weight, and figured she might have an injury.



It took a good bit to get her where he needed. Two ropes around her neck, and an hour of battle had her wearied to the point where it seemed he might safely approach her. A job better handled by two, but they were short that day. He could handle it.
Miguel found him there, treating the cut on her leg, moving closer slowly. Didn't want to spook her.
"Dangerous, alone," the old man said.
"Didn't want her to get into the brush, or turn up lame. Thought I'd have it taken care of an hour ago."
An experienced eye checked over his work, before giving a grudging nod. "You got this?"
"Yessir, I'll have her through the gate within the hour."
"Lock it up behind you."
Jonathan felt a pride in his work, he hadn't felt for far too long. His shoulders ached, his hands were rubbed raw, and he would be lucky to get back before dark. He was happier than he had any right to be.
He removed the ropes, talking softly, calming the cow. Vincent was laying down a couple of feet away, patiently. He rubbed the young dog's head, praising him for this work. "Good boy, Vincent."
He smiled, recalling Joey picking out the name. His son thought the dog's hair color, a blue, black and grey mix, along with a largish light grey spot on his side, looked like Vincent Van Gogh's Starry Night. Jonathan didn't see it, but he was proud the boy even knew who Van Gogh was. Grandpa agreed that Vincent was a better name than 'Dog'.
* * *
She was wearing a filmy negligee, the outline of her red panties barely visible. She looked nervous as she handed him the drink.
"Where are the kids?" Jonathan asked.
"With your mother."
He lifted an eyebrow.
"Until morning. Please don't be mad. I... we need some time alone."
He could smell the steak from the broiler. He was starving. Then again, he always was of late. Hard labor does that to a man.
She pulled him over to his chair, and struggled cutely to get his boots off. She landed on her butt, when the second came free, and he had to laugh at the image of her, dressed for play, with his dusty boot in her hand, sitting on the floor with her legs splayed, the tiny red bikini panties on display.
She got up and called him to the dinner table. His plate had a large T-bone, with a loaded baked potato. Hers had a small fillet, and some asparagus. One of the perks of working on a ranch. Plenty of beef, all free.
There was a piece of paper above his plate.
He picked it up, and she said softly. "I'm clean. I haven't seen him since that night. I won't be with him anymore."
He stood up and walked around the table, giving her a hug. "I'm sorry. I know this is difficult for you."
She shook her head. "No, don't apologize. I'm sorry. I... I don't know how it happened. Please forgive me."
He picked her up in his arms, and she squealed cutely. "The dinner!"
Jonathan carried her to their bedroom. "We'll reheat it."
It had been almost two months. Two months since either of them had sex. Jonathan got carried away, tearing the panties off of her, and thrusting inside her desperately, only moments after she'd managed to get his clothes off.
She cried out for him, her hands floating across his skin, touching, feeling, remembering. He was harder, like he had been back then, muscled, huge, looming over her. Her own cowboy. She felt the pain of his thrusts, his hips pounding against her, pressing her backward. Her fingers slid across his smooth head, running through his beard, across his neck, fingers fluttering across his cheek.
Jonathan leaned over her, staring down into the face of the woman who had betrayed him, choosing another over him for a year. He hammered his aching cock into her as hard as he could, punishing her. Pussy was pussy. He'd fucked a whore before.
She whimpered, moaning, taking the beating and relishing it. Feeling his strength, his power, dominating her. The feel of him inside her, filling her. Each stroke driving her passion higher until she was whining, moaning, begging him to make her come.
Her gasping cry made him wonder how many times the bastard had wrenched such a noise from her. He slowed down, pounding long hard strokes into her cheating cunt. He growled his anguish and erupted deep inside her, filling her.
She was still gasping when he put his cock in front of her mouth. She looked up at him nervously, but didn't dare deny him. He wasn't asking, she understood. She opened her mouth, the slimy texture disturbing. She sucked, moving further down his rod, her tongue reaching out and cleaning beyond her lips. She felt his hand in her hair, holding her, while he pressed forward.
Susan gazed upward into his hard eyes. Forgive me she tried to convey, doing her best to clean him and ready him for more. He firmed up between her lips and she fought back the gagging, trying to swallow, relaxing her jaw, as he penetrated the top of her throat for the first time. She almost choked, but wouldn't pull away. Not this time.
Jonathan felt more of his cock penetrate her mouth than ever before. Sliding into her tight throat, her lips pressed against the very base of his cock. Was this something that bastard had taught her? She'd never done it before.
He pushed her off his cock, flipped her over onto her knees, and pulled her to the edge of the bed. He entered her easily, and fucked her with a force driven by anger.
Susan couldn't believe how excited she was. He was taking her, claiming her back. She was his, however he wanted. She moaned for him, on every stroke, feeling his hard body slamming against her ass. Driving into her. Filling her exquisitely. His hands, strong and rough, holding her hips, pulling her back with each stroke, intensifying it.
Once more she felt that wonderful feeling building, a giant crescendo, until she was shrieking, coming for her man, yielding to him. It was the most intense she could ever remember, no mercy, no down-time, a constant high, making her come over and over again, helpless.
Jonathan ran his hand across her hips, over her tight little ass. He wasn't the only one who'd lost weight, he realized. She must have dropped 20 pounds. Damn, she hadn't looked this good since before Cindy.
He pulled out and pushed her onto the bed. He lifted one leg, straddling the other, while she lay on her side, trembling. He entered her again, clinging to her thigh, fiercely hammering inside of her. He reached down and rubbed her clit, wanting to feel her coming for him again. Over and over. Let her see who the better lover was.
She was moaning, crying, begging him to fuck her, and he did everything he could to oblige her. When he couldn't hold back any longer, he rammed in as far as he could and yielded to the inevitable.
They ate naked, and he had her blow him for dessert. Sitting at the table, his chair turned to the side, sipping his drink while she brought him ever closer to his finish. He thought about stopping her, finishing it in the bedroom, but it felt too good. Too right. He leaned back, closing his eyes as the end approached. She didn't stop, didn't hesitate, taking his seed in her mouth, sucking him dry in penance.
Afterward, he tilted her chin up so she would look at him. He offered her his drink and she shook her head, no. "I want to taste it," she said softly.
They showered together, and he held her in his arms, as they drifted off to sleep. I'm going to miss this.
* * *
Susan walked out of the back door of the ranch, looking for her kids. Her feet ached from standing all day, but she was back with her family now.
She saw the group of men, gathered in a circle inside the fence. She started rushing forward when she saw there was some kind of fighting going on. Len's wife, Grace, was leaning against the fence. She grabbed Susan's arm.
"Leave 'em be."
"What's going on?" Susan asked desperately. She spotted her son standing beside Jason Krum, one of the boys in Cindy's class. When Joey turned, she saw her son had a black eye, and swollen lip. Strangely he was grinning.
"They're learning your boy some lessons on self-defense," Grace explained, hanging onto Susan's tense arm.
"I don't want him fighting!"
"I don't imagine you want him getting his ass kicked."
Susan was surprised to see her daughter Cindy walk out with a tray of drinks. The 10 year old walked over and stopped in front of her brother, letting him choose first. Then she turned to Jason, blushing as she offered him one.
"What's this all about? Cindy would sooner kick Joey's butt then wait on him. They fight like cats and dogs."
Grace tugged Susan over to the railing, her arm around her waist. "He saved her bacon. Fought for her. Got his little butt kicked for it."
Susan gasped. "He... he doesn't fight. We don't allow that."
"Good thing he did today. Couple of boys from school figured that since Cindy was her mother's daughter, she'd be easy, fool around. Caught her behind the bleachers. Had her shirt off before your boy waded into them, little fists flying. That's how Jason tells it. He heard the shouting and found two of the little bastards holding Joey down and beating on him. There was no quit in him, though, he kept gettin' up, goin' back for more. Jason evened things up."
"They're just kids! Fighting doesn't solve anything. They should have gone to the teachers."
Grace looked at her in disgust. "Are you stupid? She'd be soiled goods by now if they went that route. The little assholes would probably get lectured. Maybe not even that. Sometimes a man's gotta stand up for what's right. Even if he only stands belt high."
"He could have gotten killed!"
"Doesn't change things. You should be proud of him. Sticking up for family. Protecting his sister like that. The men'll make sure he knows how to hold up his end in a fight. You leave the boy alone now. This is their world."
Cindy walked over to where the two of them stood, leaning against the railing, watching.
"You alright, baby?" Susan asked hesitantly.
"Mmhmm," her daughter replied absentmindedly, her attention firmly focused on the crowd. "Isn't he great, Momma?"
Her daughter's look of infatuation wasn't lost on her. "Who, Cindy?"
"Jason. The way he beat the tar out of the those jerks. They'll never mess with me again. Not as long as Jason and Joey are around."
Susan didn't hear Max walking up behind her. "Hell of a kid you raised, Susan. Whatever else anyone says about you, they can't take that away. You can be proud of your son. I know I am."
She watched her boy get off the ground again, brushing his jeans off, while one of the ranch-hands lifted his arm up, showing him how to hold it. She wanted to run out there, hug him, hold him, protect him. She watched her little boy kick out with his boot, and follow up with a big haymaker. He'd fought to protect his sister. Against older boys, three on one. So much like his father.
"I am proud of him. Don't let him get hurt, Max. Please?"
Max laughed. "It ain't him you should be worried about. Boy's got sand. No quit in him whatsover."
"Where's my husband? Why isn't he here?"
"Irrigation problem. He probably doesn't even know what's going on yet. He'll be back soon enough. Ranch don't shut down over one little fight."
Susan recalled Grace's words about Cindy being her mother's daughter. Easy. Her reputation, making her little girl a target. It wasn't fair. None of it was. Now the kids were suffering for it. Would her nightmare ever end?
* * *
"Oh God, this is going to be a bad one," Officer Banks said, holding a handkerchief up to his nose.
His partner reached into his pocket and pulled out the Vick's and rubbed a little under each nostril. He passed the container to the younger guy. The kid would learn.
They called out again, getting no reply. The house was a mess, papers scattered, dirty plates in the living room and kitchen. The smell was strongest from the back of the house. They followed it into a bedroom, eyes watering from the stench.
"Son-of-a-bitch!" Banks gasped. "That's seriously fucked up."
The naked man was lying in a pile of photographs, some large, some small. Letters were scattered at his feet. The bottle of vodka, less than half full, and the empty prescription pill containers told them all they needed to know. That and the stench of death. The mirrors in the room had been broken, and they could see the dried blood on the guy's hands where he must have hit them.
"Never could understand how a man could take his own life, over some broad," Officer Gilroy said, shaking his head.
He turned to his protégé. "Call it in. Nothing else for us here."
* * *
Jonathan sat with the Eagles, all of their gazes turned on him.
"Figured he'd run. Not take the coward's way out," Grandpa said. "Get away from that house and all the memories around here. It wasn't what I wanted. Maybe he really was depressed."
Jonathan shrugged. "Doesn't bother me. Bastard had it coming."
"Do you still want to go through with the rest?" his grandfather asked.
Carl Jenkins spoke up. "She's doing a good job at the store. It'll be a shame to let her go. You and the family are all she talks about now. I... I don't know if it matters, but she sure seems like she loves you."
Jonathan nodded. "I believe she does, or as much as she can understand the concept. No, this doesn't change anything. She's back now, but who knows when she'll try that shit again. I want to move ahead. Finish it."
His grandfather reached out and gave his wrist a painful squeeze. Those old hands could crush walnuts. They could make paste out of his bones. Jonathan understood. It was as close to a hug as he'd ever get. "It's going to be hard on the kids. They're good, you know. Don't know how they ever came out of that bitch, but they did."
"I know," Jonathan told him. "I'm not going to lock her out of their lives. I... I just can't get past what she did. For a fuckin' year."
* * *
Susan was tired, but feeling better about things. It had been over three months since her world had blown up. It had been hard. Torturous to be honest. Things were getting better. The time on the ranch with the kids was good for them, healing.
She grinned to herself. The sex. Nothing to complain about there. Never better. Wilder, more passionate, more frequent. He came home tired from working the ranch, but rarely too tired to give her a late night workout. His energy was out the roof, and she was the lucky recipient of it.
She knew that her decision to open up to new things, do all the things she'd done with Rich, and more, was helping. She gave her butt-cheeks a little clench, feeling the delicious soreness. She couldn't take that too often, but Jonathan had loved it. He deserved it. All of her.
He loved her. He'd forgiven her. Last night he'd held her, afterward, kissing her. Kissing had been missing. She understood his reluctance, and melted in his arms when his lips met hers.
The words had been almost a whisper, into her ear. "I love you, Susan. I always have. I always will. I want you to know I forgive you. Forgive you for everything. I'm sorry."
She had burst into tears, hugging him desperately. His strong arms held her, supporting her.
He'd taken her again, gently, long and slow. Love. He'd made love to her, his lips caressing hers, looking into her eyes, salty tears falling on her face. The passion of his release had been unbelievable, making her come with him, hanging on for dear life, in danger of losing her mind.
It was going to be alright. Better than alright.
* * *
Jonathan got home early for once. It was culling time, but the morning rains killed that. Uncle Len knew it was a big day for him, so he sent him on his way.
He spotted the for-sale sign on the front lawn. The house had gone to foreclosure. They had 30 days to vacate. Half the kids' stuff had already been moved into his Grandfather's house, slowly, quietly. Rooms for when they stayed over on the weekend, they'd been told.
He knew it would be hard. It shouldn't be. She was a lousy cheating slut. But eleven years, three children, and a few months of repentance took the edge off some of the pain. Some. Not enough.
He showered, dressed in his best shirt, clean jeans. He looked at his tan face in the mirror, trimmed his beard, and inspected himself. A new man looked back at him. A better man in many ways, but sadder. It wasn't what he'd ever wanted for his life.
He went back to the living room, opened a bottle of her favorite wine, and poured two glasses. He placed them on the coffee table, the papers stacked neatly to the side. Jonathan adjusted their placement for the second time.
She did this. Not me. He only had to remember her, the way she spoke to him that first night. Her great lover. Who understood her. Threatening him. Walking out of their house and going to the bastard's bed, leaving him in that unbearable pain. What kind of evil selfish bitch would do that?
Remembering burned away any doubts he might have had.
The door opened, and he stood nervously.
"Jonathan? Why's there a for-sale sign on our house? Are we moving?"
He walked over, took her by the hand and sat her down.
"Baby," he said, the word catching in his throat. "There's something we have to talk about."
She glanced down at the table, the two wine glasses. The stack of papers next to them. She looked at the papers again, her eyes finally recognizing the words. "Original Petition for Divorce."
She turned and looked into his eyes. Searching for sorrow, or anger, she saw emptiness.
"Why?" she asked, trembling.
"You cheated on me for a year, Susan. Insisted I accept it. I'm not made that way. I'm sorry."
She could barely breathe, her hands shaking. "But... but you said you loved me. That you forgave me."
"I do love you. I always will. You were my first true love, and the best wife a man could ask for, for nine wonderful years. The mother of my beautiful children. A terrific mother. I do forgive you. Forgive you for all of it. But that's not enough."
"Please don't do this, Jonathan. You don't want a divorce. It will get ugly. I'll fight it every step of the way. I swear I will. I want my family. I don't want a divorce."
"It's done. Filed. The official process server will be here shortly to serve you. We have 30 days to leave the house. I'll take the kids to Grandpa's, he has the space for them, and you know they love the ranch. I won't keep you from them. We'll have joint custody, and you can see them all you want."
"No! You won't take my kids! I have rights."
"Where are you going to live with them? How are you going to take care of them?"
"Here. I'll keep them here. I'm not going to let you sell my house. Never."
"It's not our house anymore. It's the banks. It's in foreclosure."
She stared at him in shock, trying to absorb his words. "Foreclosure? How?"
"I haven't paid the mortgage in four months. I don't make enough money anymore."
"But... but that's not possible! How come I didn't know?"
"Because I didn't want you to."
She understood then. It had been divorce all along. He never intended to give her a chance. It was all planned. "How could you lead me on like this? For four months? Lying to me. How could you?"
"I just had to remember the two years you lied to me. A year of going to another man's bed, giving him your love, your affection. Making a mockery of our marriage. It was pretty easy, really."
She felt the anger growing. "I'm still their mother. The courts will give them to me. You know they will. I'll make your life hell, Jonathan. You'll never see them if you do this. I swear you won't."
"Where will you live? How will you take care of them?" he asked softly.
"I guess I'll go back to Rich. He'll take me in. He loves me." She knew there wasn't much chance of that. He'd cut off all communications. Still, once she explained...



"You don't know?" Jonathan asked, concern on his face.
"Know what?"
"Rich is dead. Suicide. Sleeping pill overdose."
Susan heard the words, fighting hard not to believe them. Deep down she knew it was true. Without her, he would have slipped back into his depression. She remembered how he was after she left him the first time. It wasn't her fault. She tried to talk to him. See him. He's the one that cut her off. She'd tried. She went to see him. She did. She never wanted to end it like they had, going silent like that. Oh, God! Was he dead, even then? How long? Why? Was it just her leaving? Did he get the treatment she had? Oh no, he couldn't have survived that. Not in a million years. He wasn't strong enough. Not without her by his side. Maybe it was a lie. That was it, Jonathan was lying to her, trying to hurt her, like she'd hurt him. It had to be a lie, didn't it? He couldn't be dead. Not Rich...
Jonathan held her, waiting for the shakes to stop. The glazed look in her eye, the unresponsiveness. "Susan," he kept repeating softly. "Susan."
Eventually her breathing calmed, and he felt her lean into him. She started crying, softly, then harder. He pulled her close, holding her.
"He is dead, isn't he?" she finally breathed.
"Five days now. I'm sorry, I thought you knew."
"What am I going to do now?" she whined pitifully.
"I imagine your parents will take you in, at least temporarily. You have your job; you're still a beautiful woman. You'll find somebody, someone who ca accept what I couldn't. You can see the kids all you want."
"I want them with me," she said.
"I know. Your parents don't have the space. I don't know how you're going to afford a big enough house for the four of you. You don't want them living three to a room, do you?"
She shook her head.
"Grandpa has plenty of space. Miguel's niece will take care of the house and watch the kids when I'm not around. Grandpa's not happy with you, but he's agreed to allow you free access to the house, and the kids."
"You... you could help me. Child support and alimony will make it possible."
"I earn less than twenty grand a year now. I could pay maybe, maybe $500. It won't be enough. They have the run of a huge house, ten thousand acres of back yard. They won't want for anything. Grandpa has a lot of money. He's crazy about them. What can you offer them?"
"They're my children," she sobbed.
"Yes they are, and they still will be."
"Why can't we go back to the way things were, Jonathan? We love each other. Things have been so good the last couple of months. I made a mistake. Don't punish me forever. I never meant for it to happen."
"I'm sorry. I could never trust you again. I'd always be wondering when you were going to fall into someone else's bed. Come home to me, stinking of sex, another man's seed filling you. I can't do it. I don't want to. I'm moving on now, and it's time for you to, as well."
"I can't. I know I can't. I'll die without my family. No reason to live."
"I hope you don't. It would be hard on the children."
"The children? Don't you care?"
"Of course I do. Unfortunately that's not enough. Your betrayal was too thorough. Too complete. You destroyed me."
She shook, hearing the condemnation in his words. "And now you're going to destroy me."
"Yes."
* * *
She tried to fight it, but she didn't have the heart for it. She was broken. Her parents sided with her, angry at Jonathan for denying her the children. Over a long, painful dinner, he managed to make it clear to them they could see the kids whenever they wanted. Susan could have unlimited access to them. When she pulled herself together, if she had the space for them, they would work out shared custody.
Dinner was at his grandfather's house, and it was obvious the kids were happy there. Three new puppies kept them entertained. Cindy was riding every day, and insisted in showing her grandparents her new horse. Joey was proud as could be, wearing what the ranch hands wore, his boots dusty, his small Stetson dirty and curled on the sides of the brim. Nancy sat in her great-grandfather's lap, happy as a clam while he read to her, giving them time to talk. She had him wrapped around her little finger, and everybody knew it. The crotchety old man had finally met his match.
They were home. Happy. She couldn't take that from them. She signed the papers, and moved forward with her sad, squalid life.
There was no alimony. She made as much money as he did. On paper. He didn't ask for child support, and offered joint custody, with him as the primary caregiver. They had virtually nothing to split, except for a few pieces of furniture that Jonathan kept in back, for whenever she wanted them. At the end, he gave her a check for half of their equity, $1120. Eleven years, $112 a year.
Susan lost her job at Jenkins Hardware, the week after the divorce was final. Times were tight, she was told, and she was one of the newest hires. She laid at home in her childhood bed, wondering at what had happened to her life. She had it all. Now she had nothing. Absolutely nothing.
* * *
Jonathan looked down at the beautiful red hair, cascading over his crotch. Aideen wasn't the most talented, he'd have to credit Gina with that, but you had to give her an 'A' for effort. She certainly was willing.
He was more than hard enough, as he lifted her bodily into the air, giving her a quick kiss on the lips, and laying her down on the bed. He opened her legs and went in for another quick taste. His previous effort had yielded two pretty spectacular orgasms, but he wasn't done with the little fire crotch yet.
"Fuck me, already, you beast," she laughed, squirming, trying to pull him up the bed.
God, she was tight. Deliciously so. Twenty-three friggin' years old, and tight as a middle-schooler. He continued working his way in, until he was fully sheathed, stretching her.
"Jesus, Jonathan, how did she ever give this up," the young beauty asked.
He put the thought out of his mind. The first 6 months, that would have had him wilting and feeling sorry for himself. Not any longer.
She was a talker, urging him on, telling him what she needed, begging him to do it harder whenever she got close. He loved the way she responded, the way her perky little nipples on her tiny tits stood tall. The way her body trembled as she came for him.
"Just like that, lover," she crooned, thrusting back against his long steady strokes. "So good," she moaned a few moments later.
She was getting close, and he lifted her hips, slamming into her.
"Ride me, cowboy," she begged. "Hard, ride me hard."
He knew he had her then, and pounded that sweet tight hole, until she gave him her beautiful release. He was content. He always tried to make sure he got his girls off at least once, before he went for his own pleasure.
He leaned over her, letting his weight come down on her, feeling her arms clinging. His hips drove in and out, corkscrewing, stretching out her insides. She whimpered, her fingers digging into this flesh. She'd probably give him another nice little orgasm. She usually did. But that didn't matter now, this one was his. He'd earned it.
She came for him, grunting, but he rode right through it, nearing his finish. Pumping fast, his breath ragged, thighs feeling the strain. He groaned, and slammed his cock home, exploding inside her.
They lay together, catching their breath. "You need to leave anytime soon?" Jonathan asked.
"No. I can stay as long as you want," she said cautiously.
He knew she was offering to stay over, but he wasn't ready for that. She was a great little fuck, pretty as a picture, but she drank too much, and didn't seem like the nurturing type. And that temper! Not the best mother material. Not like Katy, sweet Katy, the most loving of all of them so far. If only she could have kept her trap shut every once in a while, that, and learned to suck cock. Did she really think she was too good for a blowjob? She was happy enough to have him go down on her. And her laugh? Like fingernails on a chalkboard.
He rolled over and sucked Aideen's cute little nipple into his mouth. "Round two?"
* * *
Susan met with her grandmother. They sat in the parlor, and had tea together.
"You look terrible, dear," Grandma Bridget said.
"I know," Susan answered softly, unable to meet her grandmother's eyes. She remembered the harsh words, condemning, insulting her. Her grandfather still wouldn't acknowledge she was alive.
"It's been over a year, Susan. You've got to let it go. Move on with your life. You're still young, barely 30."
"Thirty-five, Grandma."
The old woman laughed. "A baby. God, what I wouldn't give to be 35 again."
"Want to trade places?"
"No dear. Not in a million years. I could never do that to your grandfather. He deserves better."
"Am I that terrible?"
"No honey. You did a terrible thing. You can get past that." She took a sip of her tea. "Did you just come over for a visit, or did you want something."
Susan looked up at the older woman. Fifty-six years of marriage. She might have the answers.
"I want him back, Grandma. I know he's lonely. He dates, but never for long. I see the way he looks at me at Sunday dinner. We were perfect together. I was an idiot. I threw it all away. I want him back. I want my family back."
"That's a lot to ask, sweetie. You done him wrong. Very wrong. A man has his pride, and you did your best to destroy his."
"I know. I'll do whatever I have to. Do you think it's possible? Am I just dreaming?"
The older woman sat back, looking at her daughter's child. Broken. She was broken, not even a shadow of the happy girl she was once. Still, 35 years old, pretty if she wanted to be, nice figure. She'd made him love her once. She'd paid the price, and maybe she'd learned. Just maybe.
"It's going to be difficult you know. Getting him to fall back in love with you."
Susan perked up at the words. Difficult, but not impossible. "Whatever it takes Grandma. I swear. There's nothing I won't do. Just tell me what I have to do. Anything! Please!"
Bridget looked up at the mantle, at the picture of her with her four best friends. Cheerleaders, all those years ago. The most popular girls in school. The original Fab Five. All married now, Emma celebrating her 50th anniversary last month. Josephine on her second husband, ten years now. May Darren rest in peace. Her Jimmy was a good man, but that Darren, he'd been special. Amazing. Thank God, he'd gone to the grave keeping her secret. She still felt shame for that lost weekend, shame and excitement.
Fifty-five years after high-school, and the five of them were still the best of friends. Still turned heads. What they didn't know about men wouldn't fill a teacup.
"Let me make a few calls, we have a lot of work ahead of us, you understand?"
==========================
Sorry. I'll leave it to you the reader to decide. Has she paid enough? Will she be able to win him back? Has Jonathan moved on? Like his Grandfather told him, finding a new woman was the easiest thing in the world. Right? Was it as easy to find the right one?
Me, I'm a hopeless romantic. It's true. I bear the stigma with shame. It would be expensive, but in the end, she'd probably manage it. It's the kids, you know. The bond that will never break. Without them, she'd be so much dog-meat. I'd like to think with the Gray Brigade backing her this time, she'd have a chance.
I'm not the only romantic.
I'd love to hear what you think of my version of the ending to Nici's warped little tale. Comments and votes are always appreciated.
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===================================
Just what was the record they were setting?
A little tongue in cheek, humor entry in the NUDE DAY STORY CONTEST 2013. It is in no way sanctioned by Guinness World Records.
===================================
Ross King, Shock Jock Extraordinaire, nodded to Kimberly and Dean, as they continued distributing the outfits. The steady stream of participants passed under the banner, proclaiming the Guinness attempt for the largest "Human Chair".
The old record of 1311 was going to be eclipsed. This was the third practice, and virtually every adult in the entire town had turned out for the event.
Not content to simply set a single record, they were going for multiples. Each person who wanted to participate was given an official uniform, and directed to the massive changing tents, where the men and women exchanged their travel wear for the official shirt and briefs. From there, they marched single file into the gated corral, to ensure the number of participants were accounted for, and there would be no interference.
Groups were standing around practicing, lining up front to back, only inches apart, and sitting on the lap of the person behind them on a count of three. It was very rare that any group would collapse. The practice rounds had been successful.
Ross checked the weather again. Timing was everything. The front was advancing rapidly and they were rushing the last participants through the changing area. The Guinness judges were counting out the members onto the field. The simple white tops and shorts, with black lettering proclaiming the town's name, was meant to generate badly needed publicity.
The chalk lines had already been painted on the ground. Ten tightly packed concentric spirals ended in a single chair. At the sound of the horn, the entire line would sit backward, going from standing to the 'human chair' in one second flat.
The coaches worked rapidly, lining up each group, ordering them male / female. The Guinness judge walked the circle, rapidly counting out the number of participants in each loop. There was excitement in the air, laughter, anticipation. There was little doubt they'd own at least two new Guinness records within the hour.
As each loop was completed, the next one lined up less than a foot outside the internal one, a densely packed grouping, looking like human dominoes.
Kimberly stood next to Ross, watching the proceedings nervously. "There gonna run you out of town," she said. "It's not too late to stop it."
Ross laughed. He was going to be a legend. He'd parlay this day into a major multimedia career.
"They're going to run all of us out of town. I hope the car's gassed up," Dean whined.
"Stop sniveling. You knew how this was going to pan out. It's done. Look they're on the last loop. We'll get an official count any moment now, and not a minute too soon. Go man your cameras."
His assistants gazed nervously at the approaching squall line. They were running out of time. They hurried over to their stations and trained their video cameras on the massive group below.
Ross and the Guinness Records judge, standing on the raised platform, confirmed the raised flags. Everyone was ready.
"How many?" Ross asked. Just from the number of outfits distributed he knew it had to be close to 5000.
"Four thousand, nine hundred and twenty two," the judge confirmed.
Ross stood up to the microphone. "Citizens of Sanford! ARE YOU READY!"
"READY!" 5000 voices screamed out.
"On the first siren everyone will SIT and remained seated on the lap behind you for one minute. That will give us a new GUINNESS WORLD RECORD, more than tripling the previous record!"
The crowd cheered excitedly.
"The second siren will announce the completion of the record. NOBODY MOVE!"
Another cheer.
"We will hold the position for FIVE FULL MINUTES. A BRAND NEW GUINNESS WORLD RECORD!"
The screams and cheers were if anything even louder.
Ross grinned. "We've got a storm approaching but we're not going to let a little thing like water bother us are we!"
"NOOOO!" screamed the masses.
"On the third Siren, everyone will stand and turn 180 degrees. The fourth Siren will sound, and you will SIT AGAIN. THE LONGEST HUMAN CHAIR REVERSAL, AND A THIRD GUINNESS RECORD!"
Screams and cheers continued emanating from the crowd.
"ONE MORE MINUTE, THAT'S ALL IT WILL TAKE. THE FIFTH AND FINAL SIREN WILL GO OFF AFTER ONE MORE MINUTE, AND ALL THREE WORLD RECORDS WILL BE OURS!" Ross screamed out into the microphone.
The response was almost deafening.
"Once more. Sanford, ARE YOU READY!" He'd dragged it out as long as he could. He could see the sheet of rain, only a few hundred yards away, the first stray drops already landing. Perfect.
"READY!"
"On the count of three, ONE... TWO... THREE!" The Siren blasted out a single shriek, and nearly 5,000 people sat. It was beautiful.
There was no wavering, an eerie silence feel over the field. The Guinness judge kept glancing back and forth from his watch to the crowd, as the first serious rain started falling.
"HOLD ON!" Ross announced into the microphone. "It's just a little rain, hold steady, almost there." The big clock showed 50 seconds, but only the judges chronometer was official. The judge turned to Ross and nodded smiling.
Ross hit the siren, and 5000 voices screamed in joy. "A NEW WORLD RECORD! HOLD ON NOW, HERE'S THE HARD PART, FIVE MINUTES."
The rain had officially become a downpour, and Ross was giggling. Once the water hit, it would only be a few seconds before the real record would be set.
He laughed as he saw the people at the leading edge of the spiral start grasping at their shirts. The water soluble fabric was dissolving, and would be gone in moments. Nothing would be left. Nothing.
"STEADY!" He shouted into the microphone. "HOLD YOUR POSITIONS! DON'T MESS IT UP. DO IT FOR SANFORD!" He chuckled, wondering how long it would be before they broke. He had to keep them together, just a little longer. "THREE MINUTES, MORE THAN HALF WAY THERE. STEADY NOW. IGNORE THE RAIN!"
Ross looked over at his assistants, perched on the corners of the corral, capturing everything. He was amazed, no way they could stick it out. Someone, one of them had to break. Impossible that 5000 people could handle having their clothing washed off of them.
He glanced up at the clock. Only 30 seconds left, unofficially. "THIRTY SECONDS!"
It couldn't be... laughter? Cheering? He looked over at the judge who was smiling. He lifted his hand.
Ross almost forgot to hit the siren. He slapped the button, and 5000 people stood simultaneously, holding each other's shoulders. This was the hard part. Never done before. In only a couple of seconds, like reverse dominoes, the entire spiral of humanity was standing. Standing and screaming.
"A SECOND WORLD RECORD. Everyone, turn around TO YOUR LEFT."
Like a choreographed dance, the 5000 naked men and women turned in place, any last remnants of their temporary clothing dissolved and gone. They were laughing and cheering! This wasn't supposed to be happening.
"On the count of three, SIT!" Ross called out. "ONE... TWO... THREE" He hit the siren and the group sat in reverse.
"ONE MINUTE TO GO FOR YOUR THIRD RECORD!"
He looked up at the judge who was studying the formation, and nodded.
Ross was distraught. This was going to ruin everything! There was no humor in this! He grabbed the intern standing in the corner. "Go into the corral. When I hit the siren, you need to pull the chair out from under the guy in the middle."
"But..."
"JUST DO IT!" Ross screamed at the college junior. The frightened guy ran down the steps, through the torrential rain and into the corral. The judge was already lifting his hand. One minute was up, but it was too soon. The kid was almost there. Almost...
The judge was waving his hand, glaring at Ross. Ross hit the siren, and smiled as the naive kid yanked out the chair starting a chain reaction of everyone falling backward onto the person behind them. 5000 naked people rolling on top of each other. Hilarious.
Ross turned to the judge. "Would you like to inspect their clothing?"
The judge laughed. "No need. The sample is gone. From here it is quite obvious, there's not a stitch of clothing among them. It's official. You have the record."
Ross watched the rolling tumbling squirming mass of naked flesh, and felt oddly proud of this community.
"PEOPLE OF SANFORD. CONGRATULATIONS. YOU HAVE SET A FOURTH GUINNESS RECORD. LARGEST NUDE DAY GATHERING. FOUR THOUSAND NINE HUNDRED AND TWENTY THREE NAKED PEOPLE. A NEW WORLD RECORD!"
"Actually, Four thousand, nine hundred and twenty-two," the judge corrected him.
Ross laughed, stripping off his shirt and shorts. "Twenty-three, unless you'd like to join us and make it twenty-four."
The staid judge, standing in his requisite suit and tie uniform grinned. He pulled his tie loose, kicking off his shoes at the same time. He was down to his boxers when he saw Ross King, record organizer and AM personality dive into the squirming mass of laughing bodies.
The judge leaned over the microphone. "Four thousand, nine hundred and twenty four. Congratulations Sanford, on a New Guinness World Record." Jogging into the ring, he sought out those improbably large breasts he'd been observing only moments before.
He'd always wanted to participate, even if unofficially. If ever there was a record worth joining in on, this would seem to be the one.
===========
Just a short break from the serious writing. Nothing serious. Hope you enjoyed it.
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I was in bed, enjoying the new sheets, and listening to Mom and Dad go at it. I wasn't the only one having their share of fun that day. Not at all.
It was late enough that I figured it was alright to call Penny. I could use the distraction. I was feeling more than a little jealous of Dad at the moment. Mom was on fire, and he was feeding the flames.
Penny picked up after the first ring. "Jeremy?"
"How'd it go, gorgeous?"
"Jeez, we have some weird, screwed up families, don't we?" she laughed.
"That bad?"
"Naw. Pretty good. Good thing you didn't come in. Dad was sitting in his chair wearing nothing but his robe, and it was wide open. Mom was wearing some kind of sleazy see-through nightie and was on her knees gobbling him down, while he watched the video of me giving you head. The old perv."
"That's funny. I remember seeing a similar scene over here."
"Maybe, but it wasn't your Dad!" she whined.
"Actually, it was my Dad... and Mom."
She chuckled. "I guess. Still it was super weird."
"You freak them out, showing up when you did?"
"A little. Mom got off him quick, blushing redder than a tomato, lipstick all smeared. Dad pulled his robe closed, but it didn't do much to hide what was sticking up. He's not big like you, but pretty substantial. Mom's not doing without." I heard another giggle. "I was a real shit. I walked in like nothing was going on, the video still playing. 'Anything good on TV?' I asked."
"You didn't! Evil girl."
She laughed. "Oh yeah I did. I don't know what got into me. Y'all are a bad influence! I went over and sat on his lap, carefully pushing his big stick to the side. I put my arms around his neck, gave him my best innocent baby girl look, and said 'You're not disappointed in me, are you Daddy?'"
"Go on. Don't leave me hanging, rotten thing," I told her.
"You're not going to get upset or jealous, are you?"
Upset? Jealous? "Do I have any reason to?" I asked quietly. Then again, with what had been going on in my house, I sure as hell didn't have any moral high ground.
"No. I swear. Just a little teasing. Do you want to hear it?"
"Of course."
She laughed, and continued. "Alright, like I said, I was giving him the Little Miss Innocent look, the video of me sucking you off still running in the background..."
---
"Of course I'm not disappointed. A little surprised, maybe. I... I thought, I didn't know, maybe you had already done it."
"Nope. Daddy's little virgin baby girl, until a few nights ago."
"Mom was sitting on the couch, doing her best to cover up with that ridiculous see-through outfit. I mean, it showed everything, Jeremy."
"Are you trying to make me jealous?"
Penny chuckled. "Now who's teasing? Dad was stiff and awkward, the video still playing. Mom grabbed the remote and turned it off."
"Too bad for Dad," I chuckled.
"Not really..."
---
"You want to watch the other video with me Daddy?"
"Uhh... I don't know," he mumbled, while I settled into his lap, wiggling.
"I want you to. Talk to me. Ask me anything you want. I don't mind. I don't want to keep anything from you, ever. Please?"
"You sure? You won't feel uncomfortable?"
I teased him, reaching down and wiggling his hard-on with my hand. "Just a little. We can deal with it. Mom can take care of you if things get too crazy, alright?"
Mom leaned over. "Maybe it's best if I finished taking care of it first," she said. "Why don't you go change into something comfortable? Give us a few minutes."
Penny laughed. "I didn't give 'em much time. Stripped down to a t-shirt and panties, and a couple of minutes later I walked in on Mom blowing him again."
I laughed. "You really are trouble, aren't you? You couldn't give them five minutes?"
"I could have. I didn't."
"Bad girl."
"Your influence. Now where was I? Oh yeah, Mom was back blowing him..."
---
"Don't let me interrupt," I told them. "Not like you haven't seen me doing that."
Mom didn't even slow down, and I guess Dad had gotten over his nervousness.
"Mom's good, isn't she," I asked.
"The best," Dad groaned.
I laughed, told him that maybe she could teach me a thing or two. "I bet this isn't the first one of those she's had to take care of tonight."
Dad shook his head.
"How many?" I teased.
Mom acted like nothing was going on. Gotta give her credit. One track mind. Seems like I'm learning more about Mom every day.
"Third," Dad said, then he gave me a little self-satisfied grin.
"All blowjobs?"
He shook his head.
"Good for you Dad! So this one might take a while?"
He shook his head again.
"No? Because I'm here?" I leaned over and pulled her hair back out of the way.
His face was turning red, and he nodded.
"Jesus, Penny! When did you become such a little tease?" I asked.
"Look who's talking. You teased me to death today."
"Did it take long?"
"What do you think?"
---
"Maybe I could help?" I told him, and his eyes got big, fast.
I stood behind Mom, and took off my shirt, standing there in just my panties. It was so cute. He didn't want to look, but he did. He turned away twice, then couldn't help himself, staring at my titties. Weird, since Mom's are so much bigger. I gotta confess, Jeremy, I kinda liked it.
"There not too small, are they Daddy?" I asked.
"No baby, perfect," he gasped. I saw Mom was really working on him, trying to get him off.
"You like them?" I asked. I bounced on my toes, watching his eyes follow my breasts.
He nodded, moaning, thrusting his hips up at Mom.
I cupped them both, pulling on my hard little nipples. "They're really sensitive."
It was too much for him. He groaned, grabbed Mom's head, and shot off for her. When he was done, Mom stood up and turned to me, wiping her mouth with her hand.
"Don't tease your father like that, rotten thing," she said, but I knew she didn't mean it.
"Not even just a little?"
She smiled, and gave me a hug. "A little is fine. Too much and I won't be able to walk for a week." She gave me a kiss, and I wouldn't let her go until I got a small taste of Dad.
"Jesus! Really?" I asked
"Just a hint. I guess I still wanted to tease him. I hopped into his lap, and told Mom to put on the video. It only took her a second to change it, and we were off and running."
"What about your shirt?" I asked.
She giggled.
"Oh, yeah, my shirt..."
---
"Uh... Your shirt, Angel?" Daddy whispered.
"No biggie, Daddy. You're going to see all of me on screen aren't you?"
"It's not the same," he said.
"It's just titties. I don't mind. I know they're not as good as Momma's."
"No, Angel. Your breasts are perfect. You're a beautiful young woman."
I gave him a kiss for that. "Thank you."
The first time video was already starting in the background. He didn't say much, and I didn't encourage him. I leaned against his chest, occasionally whispering how I felt, when I was nervous or scared. How lucky I was to have both the mom's there. Things like that. When he watched our mom's licking my face clean, he moaned.
"You're not mad at her are you?" I asked.
"No, Angel. I understand she was trying to make it special for you."
"I didn't know Momma was so naughty."
He chuckled. "Very naughty sometimes."
"You like that, don't you? Having a naughty slut-mommy all your own."
"I do."
"He seemed to be getting over his nervousness. He laughed with me, when you tossed me back on the bed, getting grief from the moms," she added.
"I was just playing," I reminded her.
"I know. It was perfect. Took away the stress of the moment. I really was nervous."
"You didn't seem like it. What was it you said?"
"It's not going to lick itself?" she chuckled.
"Yeah, that."
"It didn't have to, did it?"
"Never will, as long as I'm around," I told her.
"You don't mind doing it? I always feel a little guilty afterward."
"Guilty? Don't be silly. I love doing it. If anyone should feel guilty it's me. You don't have any problems sucking me, do you?"
"I love it. I'm going to be the best you know. You better not leave me, 'cause I swear, you're never going to find anyone else even close."
Except Mom. "No, I think I'm going to keep you. If that's alright with you."
"More than alright. Now stop interrupting my story..."
---
"You guys looked like you were having fun," Dad said, his brazen hand rubbing way up high on my thigh.
"Was your first time fun, Daddy?"
"Not like that. We were nervous. Both of us virgins. In her parent's basement, hoping nobody would come down and interrupt us. It was awkward, and there was a lot of clumsy fooling around, but once I was inside of her, it was all worth it."
"Who was it? It wasn't Mom, was it?"
He shook his head. "Jessica Beauregard."
"The little tramp," Mom teased.
"Momma! Don't interrupt! This is me and Daddy time. I don't want him to be afraid to tell me anything."
He leaned down and kissed my cheek. "No secrets, baby girl."
When he kissed me, I could smell his aftershave. It made my nipples hard. "Thanks, Daddy, that means a lot to me." I grabbed his hand and put it on my breast, when Jeremy on the TV finished going down on me. "I was really scared here," I explained. "Hold me?"
"He... he didn't hurt you, did he?"
On the screen, the moms had finished getting me positioned for the big event, and it was about to happen.
"A little. It had to hurt a little. I was a virgin."
I realized then, that Mom hadn't shown the version where she sucked Jeremy. We both stayed quiet while we watched that big fat cock get ready to penetrate me and inch its way in. Daddy was squeezing my boob real nice.
"He's big," Daddy said softly.
"Huge. Couldn't even get all of it in. Not at first."
I realized then that Daddy was hard again. I laughed, wrapping my fingers around it. "Again, Daddy? What are you 18?"
"You jacked him off?" I asked.
"No, baby. Just held it. He never came for me or nothin'. It wasn't about that. Mom took care of him later. Matter of fact, it sounds like she still is, or I should say he's taking care of her. Can you hear them? They're really loud."
I laughed. "No, I can't hear anything. Same thing's going on over here. For at least the last hour."
"That's good, isn't it?"
"Very good."
"Let me finish my story, and I'll go check on them..."
---
We were quiet, until the action paused for a moment. It was when I was about to get the whole thing, captured on video for all eternity. Mom apologized for being mean.
"She was mean to him?" Daddy asked.
"A little. Before we started. You saw how she looked at the beginning. She got over it."
"I wasn't mean," Mom said. "I was just, I don't know, really nervous."
"You were mean, Mom. You know it. Now hush up," I told her.
On the screen, your mom was lubing up your cock.
"This is when it starts Daddy. I was scared. I tried to hide it, but I knew he was really going to fuck me."
We were quiet, while your mother coached you on how to treat me.
"You were lucky to have her there. With just the two of you, it could have been a disaster," Daddy whispered.
"I know. She wanted to make sure it was good for me. Her first time wasn't so good. He was big like Jeremy. She wanted better for me."
"Was it her idea for your mother to be there too?"
"Yeah. That was the greatest you know? Mom there to help me, take care of me?" I turned to face Mom. "You were perfect Momma. Just what I needed."
"I was glad to help. It was beautiful to share with you."
"And now we get to share it with Daddy."
He was still focused on the screen. "A little rough," he mumbled, as my body shook with each deep stroke.
"No, never! It was perfect. Alice made sure."
Things got quiet, as my moans on screen started up.
"See? Perfect. He made me come for him. It was really nice. I wasn't expecting that, not the first time."
I could feel Daddy's cock swelling in my hand. I'd almost forgotten I was holding it.
You were hammering me on screen, getting ready to make me come again.
"Look Daddy. What he does for me. It was incredible, perfect. I took all of it, all of that great big cock and came all over it."
"Your first time, like that," he whispered.
"Only because everyone helped. I was pretty spoiled huh?"
He chuckled. "My girl deserves to be spoiled."
"I'm still your baby girl, right Daddy? This doesn't change anything."
"Always, Angel. My perfect baby girl."
We stopped talking, until the big one started. "Watch now. Watch me make him come for me."
I tugged on his cock a little, while he played with my nipple. I could feel his heavy breath. Daddy was enjoying it a little too much. I took my hand off his cock, and he moaned.
"Shh, watch," I told him, while you drove me crazy on screen.
We were quiet, long after the huge finish.
"I'm not a virgin anymore." I told him.
"No kidding. You kids could go pro."
I giggled. "I think Mom should take care of you now. Thanks for watching that with me." I pulled his head down and kissed him. Not a daughterly kiss at all. "We'll have to do this again sometime."
I climbed off his lap, and he grabbed Mom's hand and practically ran to their bedroom.
"You were really pushing the 'Daddy' thing, weren't you."
"What? No! I always call him Daddy."
"Pretty wild day all around, it sounds like," I told her.
"Oh, yeah. Can you hear them now? I'm right outside their door."
I listened carefully. She must have pointed the phone toward them, because I could hear them going at it. Colleen was getting very vocal.
"I'm going to tease him a little more."
"Penny!"
"Just a little," she whined.
The phone got quiet, and I listened to her father gasp. "Penny!"
"Don't stop, Daddy," I heard her as if she was a little ways from the phone. "I don't want you guys to hide it from me anymore. If Momma needs to scream, let her. I want to know you guys have a great sex life, Ok?"
I heard her Mom. "No more hiding. And yes, we have an excellent sex life. Your father is very, very good. But I don't want you walking in on us like this. That's a little over the top, don't you think?"
"I think it's beautiful, what you guys are doing. It's how you made me. I... I'm really happy to see you together. I didn't know if you guys even still did it. You're always so secretive."
"It's private," I heard her father say. "Intimate. We're not exhibitionists."
"It's just me Daddy. If my being here bothers you, I'll go away now. She's a great Momma. Make her come really good, Ok? She deserves it."
He laughed. "I'll do my best."
Mom spoke up. "Wear some clothing next time, rotten thing. Seeing your titties like that is going to leave me bowlegged."
"These little things? When he has yours?" There was quiet for a second. "Fuck her, Daddy. Hard. Let me see just for a moment."
"Penny..."
"Please? You saw me. My first time. All of me. Do Mom good."
I heard Colleen's moan, and her father's grunt. "Yeah, like that," Penny said. "Pound that Momma pussy."
The sound of flesh-on-flesh was loud and clear. The bed was creaking, and I heard a soft moan. "A little suck, Daddy. Not too hard, they're very sensitive."
Shit! What was she doing?
"Mmm. Like that. Don't stop fucking her. Suck my titty 'til one of you comes."
God, she was worse than me! Where was the innocent Angel of a week ago?
I heard Colleen's familiar keening, and knew she was close.
"God, Momma's sexy like that, isn't she? She's gonna come hard for us."
"Big comes," I heard her father growl.
Colleen cried out, and I heard Penny's giggle.
"Like that," her father said. "So good."
"I'm gonna leave you guys now. Thank you. I... I'm really happy right now. That was beautiful." I heard kissing, a couple of times, and then her voice was loud and clear again.
"Wow! Did you hear all that?" she asked.
"Pretty much. You are a very naughty girl."
"Not as naughty as you. Not nearly as naughty. Maybe someday."
"Someday?" I asked, feeling that old jealousy creep up.
"No screwing. I won't do that. I thought I might have Momma do some BJ training with me, using Dad. Would you mind much?"
"I... I don't know."
"Imagine if I learned everything both moms know, and brought it back to you. Pretty incredible, huh?"
"Let me think on it awhile, Ok? I'm having a hard enough time right now."
"I wish I was having a hard time. Wish you were here. They got me really horny."
"Tomorrow?" I asked.
"You'll wake up with me naked in your bed."
* * *
For four days everything was wonderful. Mom and Dad were almost like old times. Penny and I were inseparable. We spent time at both of our houses. Nothing started up with Colleen, the whole video watching night seemed to put the brakes on anything we had going. We still kissed, and there might have been a little playful touching, but no more naked visitor with us in Penny's bed.
Six of us went to the matinee again. This time Colin replaced Drew. Big improvement. Aunt Marie even gave me a couple of twenties, and a big kiss for getting Colin his first date.
"It's not really a date, Aunt Marie. We'll see what happens."
"I've been coaching him a little. You watch over him, make sure he doesn't screw things up, Ok?"
I laughed. "It's a movie and a snack, that's all."
It turned out to be a little more than that for Colin. A few minutes into the movie I had my arm around Penny, kissing her neck.
"Didn't get enough this morning?" she teased.
"Never enough. This isn't about that. Sort of follow the leader for Colin."
She laughed, glancing sideways. "You planned this out?"
"Not really. He told me he didn't know what to do, right before we went in. I said he could watch what we do."
"You're not going to bend me over the seat in front of us, and fuck my brains out are you? That would be a hell of an example."
"No, naughty girl. Although the idea is tempting. We're taking it slow. Very slow."
An hour into the movie he had left us behind. I knew he was going too fast, and it took me a few minutes to get enough of his attention to slow him down. I waved my popcorn bucket, and nodded to the back of the theater. He took the hint.
"Too much, too soon," I warned him.



"She seems to like it," he argued.
"Trust me Colin. What did your Mom say?"
He thought about it a bit. "I should stop?"
"Don't go in her clothes. Not this time. If she feels she was too easy you might not get a second shot. You'll scare her off. Second base and kissing. Take a few breaks. Let her make a bit of a move. Got it?"
"Alright. You think I can get a real date with her?"
"Get her number when we eat. Tell her you'll call. Phone her tomorrow. You should be fine."
He was, and Penny and I were as proud as new parents. Aunt Marie was especially happy, and made sure I knew it. Not as much as we had in the past, but it was a really nice little make-out session.
Mom seemed to be in a great mood all week, except there was still that distance between us now. She was nervous if I even touched her. We had a little talk about it.
"We can't do anything, Jeremy."
"I know Mom. I'm not talking about that. What we had before it all went south. The hugs. Little kisses. That's all. It's like there's a wall between us."
"I can't take the chance. God I want to, you have no idea how hard it is not to fall into your arms. I can't get started. I won't be able to quit."
I was disappointed but I could be patient.
"How're things with Aunt Marie?"
"Getting better. We had lunch. She's really happy about you guys helping Colin out. You know he has a date Saturday?"
"Yeah. Just the two of them. We'll talk. He gets carried away."
"You're teenagers. You're allowed to get a little carried away."
"He was opening her pants and trying to get into her panties, an hour into the movie."
"Talk to him. But be gentle, this is a big deal for Colin."
Penny was dealing with the other half of the equation, gabbing to her friends, breaking Kelly in, telling her how lucky she was to have Colin. She seemed to be going for it.
Like I said, four days of near bliss. I should say three-and-a-half.
* * *
It was Friday afternoon. Penny was going shopping with her parents. Looked like her Mom was right about her getting the car if she buttered up her father. To hear her tell it, the atmosphere at their house was like a second honeymoon, and her parents weren't being subtle at all. Open blowjobs had become the new norm. She'd been on the phone with her older sister Dani, warning her about the changes at home.
I was home in my room. I heard my parents arguing. It sounded like it was coming from their bedroom.
Dad walked down the hall, his arms full of Mom's things. He was headed for the guest room. It upset me to see the relationship turning sour again. It had been going so well.
"You always have to push, push, push," Dad growled, going back for another load, while Mom paced him, whining.
"Is this how you're going to handle everything?" she yelled. "Every time you're unhappy, you're going to throw me out of our bedroom?"
"Until you learn to love and respect me, I don't see I have any other choice," Dad answered, carrying a drawer of her things.
"Jesus, Howard. I only asked to loosen up your damn rules. Be reasonable!"
"No, Alice! That's over. Done with," Dad was returning with the empty drawer.
"I'm not asking for what we had. I just need to feel comfortable around him. I'm nervous all the time. I'm afraid to touch him."
"You shouldn't be touching him."
"Don't be an ass, Harold! Hugs, an arm around the waist. Kisses like we had before. Affection, not passion. That's all I'm asking. You said you were going to trust me."
"We both know how you are. You don't know when to stop."
"He'll stop me, if he has to. You know he will."
"He shouldn't have to, should he? Am I not enough for you? What the hell is the problem?" His voice rose for a second, then quieted again.
I felt awkward listening in, but I didn't want to interrupt. I had the door cracked, and watched them march back and forth with her things. This was the worse fight yet. I didn't understand it. Each little thing seemed to be blowing up bigger and bigger.
"It's not that," Mom whined. "You're wonderful. Perfect. I don't want anyone but you. I need Jeremy back. I feel like I'm losing him."
"He's got a girlfriend. They're happy. You don't need to be stealing him from her."
"Damn it, Harold! You know that's not what I'm talking about."
"What are you talking about?" he sneered.
"You know. Affection. Not sex. It's killing me to be around him all the time, after what we had, and not be able to do anything."
"I don't want to hear about what you had. This conversation is finished."
"No it's not! I'm going to do it. I have to. I won't go too far."
"No you won't, Alice." I recognized that tone. His 'and-that's-final' tone.
"I will! It's only for a couple of weeks until he leaves anyway. What's the harm?"
"You will, will you?" he asked, his voice scary calm. That was a bad sign.
"Yes. It's my body, and he's my son. I'm not going to let you stand between us. I'm tired to you ordering me around. I'm sick of you playing this game with where I sleep. Kicking me out of our bedroom. I'm not your possession!"
"You're going to fuck him again, aren't you?"
"Why would you say that? I told you, affection only. That's all I'm asking for. You don't have to be crude."
"Do what you want. Fuck him if you want. I'm tired of all this shit. I don't care anymore." I heard him walking away, his voice fading.
"MAYBE I WILL!" Mom screamed at him.
Mom ran past, directly to their bedroom and slammed the door.
* * *
When she hadn't come out after an hour, I knocked. "Mom?"
"Go away, Jeremy. Just go away."
Not happening. I opened the door. "I heard it. I didn't mean to eavesdrop."
"Why? Why can't he even try to understand?" Her face was a mess, red, teary eyed.
I sat down beside her. Aunt Marie style, holding her, not saying anything.
"See, baby? Even this. We're not allowed to do this. How is it wrong for my boy to hold me?"
"It's not wrong, Mom, but we have to give him time. We both hurt him badly."
"We don't have time! You're going off to school. You're leaving me. I'll never have you again. Not like now."
"Sure you will. Weekends, summers, holidays for the next four years, at least."
"But you'll be with her."
Those words surprised me. "Penny? You're not jealous of Penny are you?"
"She gets all of you, and I get nothing! Nothing! What happened, Jeremy? I thought you loved me? I was number one. You loved me the most. You don't even have time for me anymore."
I kissed her neck, sliding behind her, wrapping my arms around her waist. "I love you, Mom. You'll always be number one. We have to cool it. Give Dad time. Let him accept us back together."
"He'll never do it. You were supposed to win me, baby. Me. Make me yours. Why did you give up on me?" She pulled out of my arms, turning around and wrapping her arms and legs around me. "I thought you loved me. Really loved me."
She was breaking my heart. I kissed her lips softly, breaking away before it could get too intense. "Of course I love you. I'll talk to Dad, alright? There's nothing wrong with this. What we're doing now. I'll make sure he knows it. That I know where to draw the line. Let me take care of it, Ok?"
"He kicked me out of our bedroom. He walked out on me. He never does that."
I hugged her, feeling her breasts press against my chest. I could smell her hair, her skin. Her lips caressing my neck. God, I wanted her.
"We hurt him. Now you defied him. Like he didn't matter. That's not the way and you know it."
"Just hold me, Jeremy. Let me pretend."
That's how Dad found us.
"I knew you two wouldn't waste any time. Couldn't wait to jump in her bed could you, you little fuck!"
Yep. He was angry.
Mom was slow getting off of me, staring back at him in open defiance.
"We didn't do anything, Dad. She was crying. I came in to comfort her."
"I know how you comfort her. She's got her own bedroom now. Take her there. I don't care anymore. Take her and fuck her. Just not here. I need my bedroom."
He'd been standing in the doorway, and I only then realized that Aunt Marie was peeking around the door.
I got out of the bed, as pissed off as he was. "What the fuck, Dad? You have an argument and this is how you handle it? What about all that bullshit advice you keep handing me?"
"My advice is get your ass out of my room, and take your whore mother with you."
I heard Mom gasp.
"No Dad. Not like this. I'm not going to let you."
"Like you can stop me. Let it go, Jeremy. Your Mom's a hot piece. She's single now. Enjoy her."
"What are you going to do, Harold?" Mom asked nervously, standing at my side, clinging to my arm.
"What I should have done long ago. You want to screw around? Go right ahead. I can do the same, right Marie?"
Marie had her head down. I couldn't believe it when she nodded.
"NO!" I yelled at him. "You're not going to fuck things up like this. Not this way. We didn't do anything!"
"You didn't fuck her three times?"
"Harold!" Mom shrieked.
"Three times. And now you want more. You'll do it whether I like it or not. Well go ahead then. I'm going to screw your gorgeous sister's sexy brains out. Fuck those outrageous titties..."
This was ridiculous. "MARIE!" I shouted. "GO TO MY ROOM!"
She looked up in shock. "J...Jeremy?"
"NOW, MARIE!"
Dad stepped toward me. "You don't get to tell anyone what to do in my house. She's not going anywhere." His voice was icy, eerily calm.
I ignored him. "GO, MARIE! I WON'T SAY IT AGAIN!"
She stepped back a couple of steps, and Dad went ballistic. I didn't see it coming until I was picking myself up off the floor, cheek aching.
"Get the fuck out of my house, you little prick!" he screamed.
I guess he didn't expect me to stand up to him. I never had. I never thought I would. I launched myself at his waist, driving him into the corner of the dresser beside the door. It wasn't intentional, but I could tell it hurt by his grunt. His fist came down on my back, punishing me.
Mom was screaming at us both, but I wasn't listening. I stood just before his knee would have taken my head off, and drove my fist into his gut, forcing him back awkwardly over the dresser. I got a couple of good shots in, before he rang my bell. Shit, he hit harder than I could imagine possible.
It got ugly. I went for his throat, and he tried to knee me in the nuts. Neither of us hit our targets, but it was obvious there was no holding back. Punching him wasn't working, and he got another shot in while I threw him to the side, knocking over the tall upright dresser.
He fell and kicked out at my knee, folding it. A few inches forward and he might have taken it out. I was furious and swept all the items off the dresser onto him, including the TV. He put his arm up to stop it, and I kicked him as hard as I could, right in the ribs, while he was distracted.
Mom started pulling me away, and he took advantage of the fact to get off the ground and ram his shoulder into my gut. We rolled on the floor, kicking, gouging, punching. He got up before I could and kneed me in the side of the head, a glancing blow, making me see stars. Mom must have intervened. When I could see again, she was standing between us screaming.
I stood up, and could taste the blood in my mouth. "You too, Mom." I spit a mouthful of blood on her floor.
She stopped yelling and looked at me. It must have not been good, because I could see the concern in her eyes. "Stop it. Both of you," she pleaded.
"Go to my room, Mom. Now. Take your sister with you."
"You're going to kill each other!" she shrieked.
"NOW! GO!" I grabbed her arm and yanked her aside.
Dad was breathing hard. Bleeding from the side of his head, holding his side awkwardly. "I don't want to hurt you, boy."
"Too bad."
"You get the whore. Isn't that what you wanted?"
I launched myself at him, and we exchanged punches. My ears were ringing, and I collapsed to one knee. I saw him shift his weight, and I knew he was going to kick me. I went with it, rolling backward, and managed to catch his calf, pulling him down. His head hit the wall hard, as he fell. I was on top of him swinging wildly, then I was under him, getting the worst of it. I managed to kick him off, and he stood back, glaring at me, as I slowly rose to one knee again.
"You're going to get hurt, we keep this up," he growled.
"Bring it on, old man," I told him, standing.
He did, and I got the worst of it again. I couldn't even feel my left arm. Didn't stop me from driving my fist into his crotch from my knees. Twice.
He fell back against the bed, hunched over.
I got up again. Had to use the wall to help me.
"It's broken. Your arm," he sneered.
"Only need one to kick your ass, old man."
"You're the one getting your ass kicked, junior."
"That was wrong, bringing Marie here like that."
"Fuck you," he growled, and leaped off the bed.
He was slowing down. Maybe it was the crotch shot. I saw it coming. He missed me, driving his fist into the wall with all his weight. He caught a stud, and I could hear the crack. I hit him on the side of the head with all I had, and he dropped to his knees. I followed that up with a knee to the cheek, and he hit the ground.
I straddled him, full mount, and drove my right hand into his head repeatedly. He tried to block it with his arms, and twist out from under me, but he was gassed. With one last burst of energy, he arched his back, pushed my hips downward, squirming, freeing one of his, to get me into half-guard. A mistake. This wasn't wrestling. I drove my knee between his legs, hard. When I lifted to do it again, he rolled away giving me his back. I was straddling him again, and started pounding him. He covered his head, but I was out of control. Rabbit punches, elbows, shots to the temple. He stopped resisting.
"I am going to fuck them. Both of them," I growled.
My left arm was numb from the bicep down. I couldn't even see, my vision blurred. Too tired to hit him anymore, I sat upright and felt myself toppling over.
I was seated, leaning against the bed, Mom huddled over Dad. Aunt Marie was kneeling beside me, a bloody towel in her hands, wiping my head.
Mom glared at me. "What have you done? He's your father, Jeremy! Your father!"
"This one's going to need stitches," Aunt Marie said, wiping my head.
* * *
The hospital was a blur. I didn't even remember how we got there. I had a hyper-extended elbow, a sprained knee, and 18 stitches in my forehead. They gave me an ice-pack for the side of my face. My hands hurt like a motherfucker.
We had to wait almost another hour for them to bring Dad out. Broken hand, broken nose, bruised kidney, bruised testicles, light concussion. His ribs weren't broken like we thought they might have been. but they'd wrapped them anyway. He looked like shit.
It was after midnight, and the women weren't even talking to us. Dad and I sat in the back seat. The music from the front drowned out whatever Mom and her sister were saying to each other.
"You lied," I told him, keeping my voice down.
"How?"
"My arm. It wasn't broken."
"I know. Radial nerve. Maybe a little hyper-extended. I thought you might stop." He grimaced as he shifted position.
"You tried to take out my knee," I said. "You could have crippled me for good."
"Sorry about that. I was angry."
"No shit."
"You could have stopped anytime. I would have," he said.
"No you wouldn't."
He chuckled, wincing. "Maybe not. I wouldn't have beat on you when you were down. Pussy move."
"I was scared to death you were going to get back up. I was blind at that point. If you got off the ground, you were going to kill me."
"You're my son, damn it! I wouldn't have killed you." He shifted, groaning. "Busted you up a little, maybe. Not like you didn't deserve it."
"How's your hand feeling?" I said, smirking.
"Like shit. You got lucky."
"No, you got slow. You telegraphed that one."
We rode in silence for a bit. Something was bothering me. "How come I didn't see that first punch?"
He laughed. "I taught you everything you know, not everything I know."
"You held back on me?" The idea really hurt.
He was quiet. "No. Not really. I always told you never to start a fight. That was how you start a fight. I'll show you later."
Silence.
"Sorry I kept hitting you at the end. I guess I lost it there," I said.
"No shit."
My leg was killing me, and I turned, trying to find a way to straighten it. The stupid brace was in the way.
"You're not sorry for anything?" I asked.
"Told you about the knee."
"Nothing else?"
"What do you want? You happy you beat me unconscious? Proud of yourself? Gonna rub my face in it? Wanna go again? Is that it? You gonna make me apologize now?"
"You shouldn't have brought her over like that. That was wrong. For both of them."
"So now you're going to teach me right from wrong? The little mother-fucker?"
"If I have to. I learned from the best."
"Maybe not," he mumbled.
I adjusted the wrap on my elbow. It was too tight. It felt like it was cutting off circulation. I straightened it a bit, and felt a bolt of pain shoot up my arm. Shit. Funny how my attention seemed to focus on one thing at a time, like tunnel-vision. I wondered if it was the pain drugs.
"Sorry about the crotch shots. I was getting desperate. Damn knee kept giving out. Couldn't figure out why I kept ending up on one knee."
"Take out the legs early. I told you that."
"I know. Didn't expect it from you. Pretty harsh."
"Harsh? You broke my fucking nose."
I chuckled. "Maybe now they won't keep saying how we're so much alike. I'm prettier."
"Too much alike, I guess. Got my temper too, didn't you?"
"Did Mom give me anything?"
"Her morals?"
Made me want to hit him again. If he was sitting on my right side, instead of my left, I might have. The idea of using my left arm made me nauseous.
"Sorry. That was uncalled for," he said.
"Like you have room to talk, after tonight," I growled.
"Said I'm sorry. Be a fucking man and accept it graciously."
"I won't let you hurt Mom, and I won't let you insult her. Call her a whore again, and we're going again."
"Just drop it, Ok? I was angry, and a little drunk. Hurt. I didn't mean it. She's my fuckin' wife."
We rode in silence for a while. "Besides, you started this whole mess," he said, and I could still hear the disappointment in his words.
"I know. You always told me there are three parts to an apology. Admit when you're wrong, apologize for hurting the other person, and do what you can to make it up to them." I leaned back, closing my eyes. "I know what I did was wrong, and I've never denied it. I never meant to hurt you, or this family, and I'm as sorry as can be. I've tried to make it up to you, accepting your rules, being honest. What more can I do, Dad? What do I have to do to make things right?"
"I don't know," he mumbled sadly.
We pulled into the garage, and a couple of minutes later I found myself sitting on the couch, Dad next to me, confronted by two irate sisters.
Mom stood in front of me, shaking with anger. "Apologize to your father."
"For what?" I wasn't trying to be a smart ass. The painkillers must have been kicking in. Everything was kind of fuzzy. Thinking took an effort.
"For what? How about for nearly killing him!"
Dad spoke up. "Lucky shot. I've had worse."
"Apologize, Jeremy! Do it!"
"Sorry I kicked your ass, Dad."
"Damn it, Jeremy! Do it right," Mom snapped.
"I already did, Mom. In the car."
That seemed to get me off the hook. Dad wasn't so lucky.
"And you!" Mom yelled, waving her finger in his face. "Starting a fight with your son? What were you thinking?"
"I didn't start it," he said. "He should have left things alone. This is my house. I'm still the father and husband."



"You threw the first punch. Knocked him on his ass without any warning!"
He chuckled. "Yeah, I did, didn't I? One punch."
"You're still going to have to teach me that one," I reminded him.
"Later."
Mom threw her hands in the air, shrieking. I didn't think people did that in real life. Only on TV. It might have been funny, if so many parts of me didn't hurt.
Aunt Marie stepped forward, getting in Dad's face. "You lied to me, Harold. I wouldn't have done it if I'd known. You said it was alright."
He turned red. "She said she was going to fuck him."
"I NEVER SAID THAT!" Mom screamed.
"'Maybe I will', you said. I heard you. It's not like you haven't done it before."
Mom dropped to her knees in front of him. "Is that what you really wanted, Harold? You wanted to fuck my sister so bad, you'd throw me away? Give me to your son? Toss away 20 years?"
"It was never what I wanted. You are all I ever wanted. I guess I'm not good enough for you now."
"Don't say that. You know it's not true," Mom whined.
"Why can't you give him up?"
"He's my son!" She leaned forward, her head resting on his knees. "My baby boy, Harold. You can't cut me off from him completely. You set the rules, and I'll follow them, but you have to give me something. He's my son."
"Mine too."
"You seemed to have forgotten that tonight," she said.
"Alice, I don't want to argue anymore. I'm tired, and I hurt all over. My head's killing me, and I can't even see straight. My fucking hand hurts so bad I want to cry. My nuts ache like a mother-fucker. I just wanna go to bed? You do what you have to do, and I won't interfere. I'll even leave Marie alone. I just want my wife back."
She stood up slowly, and offered him her hand. "I never left, honey. I screwed up. Screwed up big time. I'm sorry about that. I want things back the way they were."
He stood slowly, letting her put her arm around his waist, his broken hand over her shoulder, leaning on her. She didn't seem to notice his weight. "Me too. I don't think that's possible. Can't put that cat back in the bag."
"What do we do?" Mom asked fearfully.
"We go on. Figure something out. No more fights for a while."
"Ever!" she snapped.
"I won't start it again," he told her.
Aunt Marie was sitting on the arm of the couch beside me. "Proud of yourself?"
"I didn't start it."
"You sure didn't help things!" she snapped.
"I couldn't let him do it, Aunt Marie. Not like that. It would have destroyed everything."
"Are you so sure?" she asked, helping me to my feet.
"Yeah. I'm sure. You and Mom would never have been right after that. Any chance of you two ever patching things up?"
She pulled my arm over her shoulder, and helped me up the stairs. "Stranger things have happened. Everything work out between you and your girl?"
"Yeah. I owe you for that one. You were right."
"I usually am. You never called me. Never said nothing. I never hear from you anymore."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't I matter anymore, baby?"
"Of course you do. I thought you were still angry with me. Me and Mom both. I don't know what to say to make it better."
"Say you still love me. Say you're sorry, and I'll say you're forgiven."
"Sorry."
"Forgiven. There. Was that so hard?"
She was undressing me, carefully. "You two certainly made a mess of each other. Not to mention your parents' bedroom."
She didn't stop until I was naked. She eased me into the bed, then took her clothing off. "Don't get any ideas. I'm not some prize."
"You're beautiful."
She smiled. "Ok, maybe I am a little prize. No sex. Not tonight."
"I wish I could argue."
She giggled and climbed into bed with me. "Go to sleep, baby boy. Tomorrow is a new day. I feel changes in the air."
* * *
I woke, feeling pain everywhere except where a warm mouth was pumping my morning erection.
"Morning, Penny," I murmured. It was how she'd been waking me every morning lately.
I felt a slap on my leg. "Penny?!"
Oops. That brought me back to reality. "Just teasing, Aunt Marie."
"No you weren't," she snapped.
I sighed. "It was wonderful. Please don't stop. It was the concussion talking."
"Concussion? I didn't hear about a concussion," she said worriedly.
"Damn sure feels like it. There's only one place on my body that doesn't hurt."
She smiled for me. "And where would that be?"
"You had it figured out a minute ago."
She forgave me my faux-pas, and went back to pleasuring me. It was nice. I'm not going to go around comparing everyone to Mom and Penny, that wouldn't be fair. Let's just say I enjoyed it, and leave it at that.
Afterward, she gave me a couple of pills and made me take them with some water.
"Rest a while. Come down when you're hungry. Can you make it on your own?"
"I'm not an invalid, Aunt Marie."
But I was tired. Exhausted.
* * *
I woke, sore and groggy. A shower helped a little. Getting the knee brace back on was a pain with one arm. The elbow was only a little sore, unless I moved it wrong.
Standing in front of the mirror was a shock. Sweet Jesus, I looked almost as bad as Dad had. Worst black eye I'd ever seen. Big bandage across my forehead. Swollen split lip. I wasn't so sure I was the prettier one.
I walked by the Western guest room, and saw Mom's stuff was still in there. The bed looked slept in. I thought for sure she would have moved back into the master. I peeked in on Dad, and he was lying in bed alone, snoring. The room was a disaster. Man, we'd messed it up bad.
I managed my way down the stairs, one slow step at a time.
"Oh my God! What happened to you!" Penny shrieked, standing in front of me.
"Disagreement with Dad."
She looked back at my mother and Aunt Marie in the kitchen. "No. This is too much. This is abuse. You can't let him get away with this. I don't care what you did. This is wrong. Really wrong."
"Take it easy, Penny. It's not that bad."
"Not that bad! Are you kidding? You need to call the police, Child Protective Services, something."
"I'm an adult. We don't need to get anyone involved."
"This isn't right! He could have killed you! Where the hell is he?"
"Leave it, Ok? Besides, I sort of won."
"You what? You won?"
"Yeah."
"Jesus, Jeremy! I thought things were getting better?"
"Later Ok? Quieter would be good. My head is aching. Please?"
She moved up close, checking out my facial mess. "He did a number on you, didn't he?"
Aunt Marie came over, giving me a wink. "You should see the other guy."
"Why? Can you at least tell me why?" She turned to Mom and Aunt Marie. "How come you didn't tell me? What's going on?"
I limped past her to the kitchen. "Something soft to eat?" I asked.
Mom smiled and put blueberry pancakes in front of me, with a glass of milk. "Bon appétit."
I laid my left arm on the table, and started cutting my pancakes with my fork, one bite at a time. Penny sat down next to me, looking aggravated. She snatched the fork from my hand, picked up the knife and cut the tall stack into bite-size pieces.
"Syrup?" I asked.
She sighed dramatically, and poured the maple syrup over them. "Do I need to feed you?"
I shook my head. "Probably not."
Aunt Marie and Mom both sat down with us. Penny seemed to be calming. "How bad is it?"
Mom answered. "Nothing serious. Sprained knee and elbow. Some stitches. A lot of bruising."
"What happened?"
Mom sighed. "Penny, I love you like a daughter. I do. You're the best thing that ever happened to numskull here. But this is between us. Him and his father, me and Marie."
"If it hurts him, it's about me too," she whined.
"He'll be fine. They both will, eventually."
"They really fought? Punches? Jeremy and his Dad? That doesn't even make sense!"
"No it doesn't. And yes they fought. Maybe if we can ever get his father up, you can help me piece together the wreck they made of my bedroom."
"Sorry 'bout that," I mumbled in mid chew.
"Don't talk with your mouth full, sweetie," Aunt Marie warned me.
I almost said sorry again. She knew, her eyes full of mischief. Aunt Marie knew me so well.
Penny looked like she was getting angrier again, sulking.
"What?" I asked her, pointedly.
"You've pretty much ruined everything, haven't you? You're going to be all but useless until you leave."
"I'll be fine in a few days."
She was steaming.
Mom stood up and held out a bucket to me. I looked inside and I saw some spot remover, sponges, work towels and stuff.
"Clean the backseat of the Jeep," she said.
"Mom! How about a break? Give me a day to recuperate at least."
"No dice. Maybe it'll teach you a lesson. Get going."
"Why me? This is as much Dad's fault as mine."
"Yes. Maybe so. But he pays the bills. Besides, he's in no shape to do it. Most of it's your blood, anyway. Go on now."
Scrubbing out the seat and flooring of the backseat of a Jeep Rubicon, with one arm and a knee in a brace is no easy task. I was wondering if I should have just stayed in bed like Dad.
I had already switched sides, the worst of it taken care of as well as I could under the circumstances, when the opposite door opened. Aunt Marie stuck her head in.
"Need some help?"
I definitely could use some, but if this was my penance, I'd accept it. "Thanks Aunt Marie, but I'll manage."
She rolled her eyes at me. "Don't be a martyr, Jeremy. I offered to help. You know you're not in shape to do anything but a half-ass job."
I passed her the bucket, and my gorgeous aunt climbed down among the floorboards, while I was trying to use the spot cleaner on the upholstery. I doubted it would ever look the same. Good thing Dad understood that working vehicles were not meant to be showpieces.
"Is it over between you and your father?" she asked softly.
I shrugged. "Don't know. I can't believe he did that. Bringing you over just to rub it in Mom's face." I could see her blushing, and realized it didn't say much about her, if that's the only reason he wanted her.
"Sorry, I didn't mean it that way."
"What can I say? You're right. I was going to let him use me against her. Not much of a sister, am I?"
"What are we going to do?" I asked. "Everything's such a mess. I don't even know how it got this bad."
She got up off her knees, stretching. Her breasts stuck out, stealing my attention. "I think you and your father have done enough for now. Let your mother and I handle it for a while," she said.
"But how?"
She smiled. I swear she did. "That's not your problem anymore. Your stupid games didn't help, you know. For such a smart guy, you're pretty ignorant."
She backed out of the car, and walked around to my side, climbing down between the seats again. She giggled.
"What?"
"Remembering the last time I was down here, and you were up there. Started this whole mess."
"Pretty incredible," I told her, reaching out and stroking her back. My elbow twinged, but it was worth it.
"That it was," she looked up at me. "Colin's coming over before his date tonight. Don't go into any details about what you and your father were fighting about. He doesn't need to know." She rose up off the floor, reached up to me and pulled my head down, kissing me.
"Thanks for stepping up. You're right. If Harold and I had gone through with it, I doubt anything would ever be the same. I think he'll realize it before long."
We cleaned up the best we could, and she took the supplies from me. I grabbed a beer, even though alcohol wasn't a good mix with the painkillers. As I closed the door, I grabbed a second one. A peace offering.
Somehow, Mom and Penny had maneuvered my father down the stairs and parked him in his chair. He looked older, smaller, tired. I stepped up and held the beer out to him.
Dad looked at me for a while, before accepting it. He didn't say thanks.
I took a seat on the couch, and sat back. He was watching golf. Golf. He never watched golf. Said it wasn't a sport. Only bowling would have been worse.
The beer combined with the painkillers made me kind of loopy, and I think it hit the old man at least as bad. It was clear after a while, the sisters were doting on him. Checking with him regularly, running their hands across his shoulder, giving him kisses on the cheek.
Penny was doing pretty much the same for me. Very attentive. Enough to get me thinking about more.
When they weren't giving us their attention, they were gathered in the kitchen chattering like magpies. From the smell I could tell they were cooking.
"They're up to no good," Dad said quietly.
"Cooking sausage," I observed.
"Garlic. My bet's lasagna. Tryin' to get on my good side," he said. He was really out of it, from the way he was slurring his words.
"Or she could be trying to make your favorite dish because she's crazy about you," I said.
"Crazy part's true."
He was right though. They were up to something. The attention Aunt Marie was giving him? Never seen the like from her before, and damn if Mom wasn't encouraging it. They'd both check on me, run their fingers through my hair, touch my shoulder while walking behind the couch, but Dad was getting the full press.
When they left, he turned to me. "Whadda you know 'bout this?"
I knew what he was talking about. "Nothing. I swear. Obviously Mom and Aunt Marie are up to somethin'."
"Don't trust 'em," he sulked.
Someone, Penny or Mom probably, had stolen my beer. Replaced it with a Coke. I held it up, looking at it ostentatiously, then glaring at the women. Penny grinned, and came over. "No more beer for you, you were getting weird. Didn't even hear what I was saying. I don't think it mixes well with whatever you're taking."
"How come Dad gets to keep his?" I argued.
Mom walked up to me from behind Penny, leaning over and kissing my cheek. "First of all, he's not underage," she reminded me.
"Like that ever stopped us before," I pointed out.
"Second, he pays for it -"
"So let me get my wallet, I'll give you a buck."
"Finally," she said, cutting me off, "You've still got things to do. Can't afford to get doped up. Your father is going to rest."
"How's that fair!" I whined.
"I never said it's fair. Doctor said he needed complete rest for a few days. He's getting it."
Thirty minutes later I was up in her bedroom, patching two holes in her wall, awkwardly with only one working arm. I had to be careful with the leg. Most of the time it didn't hurt, but if I positioned it wrong, Yow!
Penny and Mom had pitched in to help, while Aunt Marie was watching over Dad. They were putting things away, re-positioning the furniture, and cleaning up what looked like a ridiculous amount of blood stains on the carpet and furniture. The room stank to high-heaven, and I realized that someone had thrown up by the wall. I didn't remember doing it, must have been Dad.
I was smoothing out the putty on the second hole, when Mom sat back, sighing. "I think we're going to have to re-carpet in here."
"I said I was sorry." I might have sounded a little harsh. I was tired and aching.
Mom stood, took the tools out of my hands and gave me a hug. "I'm not blaming you honey," she said softly. "I... I understand why you did it. You stood up to your father for me. I'm not saying it was right, but I understand, and I appreciate it."
Penny was watching from her knees. She was still scrubbing the worst spot, by the side of the bed.
Mom released me, and went over to my girlfriend, extending her hand. Penny accepted her help, getting up. "Why don't you take your boyfriend to his room, and let him rest up a bit. It's been a long day, and dinner won't be ready for a couple more hours."
In my room, Penny helped me remove my braces and undressed me for bed. She stripped down and joined me under the covers, careful to stay on my right side, and cuddling up to me gingerly.
"How are you feeling?" she asked.
"Rough. Knee doesn't hurt unless I move it wrong. The elbow's a little sore, but if I keep it bent, it's not bad.."
"How about your face? It doesn't look good." She reached up and softly touched my cheek.
"Sore to the touch. Alright other than that," I admitted.
"You gonna tell me what the hell happened?" she asked, resting her head on my shoulder, her hand wandering across my torso.
I debated whether I should or not, then decided what the hell. "Mom and Dad were fighting. Dad's angry at her right now, and decided he was going to punish Mom by kicking her out of his bedroom and bringing Aunt Marie home to sleep with."
"What? He was going to do what?" Penny gasped.
"Take her to his bed," I said. "I couldn't let him do that. I tried to stop it, and he hit me, after saying some pretty bad things about Mom and me."
"I... I can't believe it. That doesn't sound like your father at all."
"He has a temper, and like I said, he was mad. Plus, he'd been drinking. Once he hit me, I guess I lost it. We really went at it. Holding nothing back."
"Do I want to know why he was so angry?" Penny asked softly. "It was about you and your mother, wasn't it?"
I nodded.
She sighed. "Quite a mess you guys have made. The fight was serious?"
"Worse than it should have been. We were both trying to hurt each other."
"Jeremy. That's not good. He's your father. You guys love each other."
"I know. Tempers got carried away. I think it was weeks building up. Hopefully it's over now."
"And those games you've been playing? Trying to get your mother and aunt back together. Working on getting Marie in your father's bed. Tell me that's over too."
"How do you know..."
"We talk. You know I'm part of the family now. Don't mess things up any worse, Ok?"
"No more games. Hell, I was only trying to make things better for everyone. A lot of effort for nothing. I'm done with that."
Penny sat up and kissed me. "Besides, you have me now, big guy. Let them work out their own problems." She started kissing a line down my chest, past my belly, until her warm talented mouth was teasing me.
"God, I was such an idiot waiting so long to make a move on you."
She laughed. "No shit. I'm still waiting for you to make a move. I've had to take the lead every step of the way. That's not good for a girl's ego, you know."
"I'm glad you did. Really glad."
She laughed. "Me too, baby. Me too." Then her mouth was too busy for talking.
It was pretty wonderful. I let her pleasure me, using all her new-found talents. Teasing me, torturing me, bringing me close, then easing off. I finally grabbed her head, and pulled her down on my cock.
I thought she might be offended, but she let me guide her, steer her. Lift her head up and down, further and further down, forcing my cock into her throat. The naughtiest sounds came from her violated mouth, egging me on.
I let her up, caressing her pretty face, rubbing my cock across her mouth. She gazed at me lovingly, reached up and put my hand back on top of her head. Opened her mouth wide, willing, waiting.
I pushed her down on my cock, stabbing deeper, until her lips slid forward, to the very base. I held her there, feeling her trembling, my entire length buried in her face. Five, ten, fifteen seconds, before I pulled her off gasping. She drooled a little, then opened her mouth wide again, her eyes capturing mine, glistening.
Again and again, I fucked her throat, amazed at how readily she was handling it. My hips thrust upward, as my hand pulled her head down, driving deeply, her nose pressed firmly against my pubes. I held her until her hand came forward, resting against my hip, hesitant, then pushing softly. I let her go, and she snapped her head back, taking a huge breath. I could see tears in her eyes, and I wiped them away.
"Come for me, Jeremy," she pleaded, then took my entire length on her own.
I clenched her hair in my fist, pulling her up, then back down, longer strokes, out to the lips, then all the way back down. So fucking incredible. I was groaning, no longer able to hold back. I shoved my cock all the way in, holding it there for a few seconds before coming hard. Rope after rope I ejaculated down her willing throat, until only a few tremors were left in my shaft.



She pulled off, gagging, coughing a couple of times. She sat up, wiping her mouth and eyes. I saw a shiver travel down her body.
She smiled. "That was different."
"Wow," I gasped.
"You liked it?"
"Do you even have to ask?"
She rolled off the bed, and I watched her disappear into the bathroom. She showed up a minute later, a hand-towel in her hands, wiping her face.
"It was almost too much," she said. "That's going to take some getting used to. Your mom makes it look so easy."
"She's had a lot more practice. Aunt Marie couldn't do that if she tried."
That won another smile from my girlfriend. "Feeling a little better now? Got rid of some of that stress?"
"God, Penny. I'm feeling nothing but adoration for my special girl."
She cuddled up to me. "Good. Glad to be of service." She lifted her head and gave me a quick little kiss. "Your mom thinks we should give you a break from the real thing for a couple of days of healing until your arm and leg are feeling better."
"Believe me, beautiful. What you did was very real."
She gave me a playful slap. "You know what I mean."
I was getting ready to query her on what Mom and Aunt Marie were up to, when I heard a car pull into the driveway. "Bet that's Colin."
Penny pouted, then climbed out of the bed. "Rest time's over, I guess. Get dressed, cowboy."
I spent a few moments watching her slowly cover up her beautiful body, then carefully slid my legs over the side of the bed. She tossed me my boxers and I put them on. She was teasing, throwing my t-shirt and shorts my way, playfully. When I had my clothing on, she sat next to me and help me with my two braces.
"Do they help?" she asked.
"Yeah, a little. It's really not that bad most of the time. I think they're overkill."
"Good. Get better. Time's running out, and there's lots more we need to do before I lose you for a while."
"You'll never lose me."
"For a while. Weekends and holidays, right?"
"As many as possible."
"If you can't make it up here, let me know. Maybe I can make the run down there."
"We'll work it out," I assured her.
My mother's voice echoed up the stairs. "JEREMY! COLIN'S HERE!"
Penny took my hand, and we ambled down to join the rest of the family.
* * *
Colin's visit was short. He was eager to go on his date, and was visibly anxious. He hardly seemed to notice the state Dad and I were in. Mom and Aunt Marie took turns giving him advice, and I smiled to hear Dad sit him down, and tell him the same things I'd heard a couple of years earlier when I'd first started dating. I don't know how much it helped, but I think Penny did the most for him.
When he was ready to go, she walked with him to the door. Before he could leave, she turned to face him, reaching up and straightening his collar. "Stop worrying, Colin. You're a good guy, and she'll realize it. Don't rush things, and be yourself. Whenever you don't know what to do, ask yourself what Jeremy would do. Now go have some fun, and you can tell us all about it later." She pulled his head down and gave him a kiss on the lips. "And stay out of her pants. It's still your first real date."
He nodded nervously, then gave her a big hug. "Thanks. I appreciate it."
She grinned. "That's what family's for, right handsome?" She gave him another peck, pointed him out the door and gave him a smack on the rear on the way out. "Be nice, but not too nice!"
She was grinning from ear to ear when she walked back into the living room. "Dinner almost ready?"
It was another 20 minutes or so before we were stationed at the table. Things had been getting better, but they were awkward again once we were all seated. Dad and I were at opposite ends of the table, with the sisters on one side, and Penny on the other. We'd been right about the lasagna, second time in little over a week. That was a treat.
We were mostly silent through the beginning of the meal, before Mom started in. "Things have to change around here," she said firmly.
"No shit," Dad muttered.
Mom glared at him. "That attitude is part of it, Harold. I'm sick and tired of you acting like everyone in the world is to blame for what happened, except for you of course."
Dad glanced over at Penny. "This is not the time or place for it, Alice."
Penny glared at him. "Right. You can manhandle me, feel me up, and fuck my face, but you won't talk in front of me? Thanks a lot Mr. Davis."
Dad flushed. "This is family business, Penny. That's all I meant."
"So I'm not your little girl anymore? Only when you want to play with my body, I guess. I thought I was part of this family now. You're really hurting my feelings," she appeared to be on the verge of tears.
Mom reached across the table, extending her hand, and Penny placed hers in Mom's. "Of course you're family, honey." Mom looked over at Dad. "She's part of this too."
Dad mumbled, and stuck a fork full of lasagna in his mouth so he wouldn't have to say anything.
Marie spoke up. "I can't believe you'd use me like that, Harold. I opened my heart to you, and you took advantage of me. You were going to fuck me just to get back at Alice. That's wrong in so many ways, I don't even want to think about it. Don't you even care for me at all? Is that all I am, just a fuck-toy to be used for revenge?"
I started to feel bad for Dad. They were really ganging up on him.
"It wasn't like that, Marie," Dad said softly. "I... I've always been interested in you, I just wouldn't think of doing anything because of Alice. Once she rejected me, I figured I wasn't going to worry about what she thought, since she didn't care about me."
Mom's eyes blazed. "That's bullshit and you know it, Harold! Say that to my face. Tell me you honestly believe I don't love you and care about you, more than anyone else in the world."
"Not as much as your son," he snapped.
"You really believe that?" she gasped.
"Pretty obvious, isn't it? I gave you twenty fuckin' years, and you threw them away for him."
Mom stood up and she was shaking, she was so angry. "If that's how you see it, I guess we're done." She reached her arm out and swept all the dishes in front of him onto the floor. "I'm done apologizing and trying to make things right. You used me, Harold. You knew what had happened, and made me a sex object in front of our son. If you didn't want me involved with him, why the fuck did you hold me down and teach him to make me cum with his fingers, even after I told you to stop? What did you expect after telling him he could do everything but fuck me? Jesus, you used me as a cum-dump, while I was sitting in his lap!"
I think we were all stunned by her outrage.
Mom stomped away, then turned back, grabbed the large bottle of wine off the table, and took it with her upstairs.
Penny stood, placing her napkin on the table. "I think I should leave. I know when I'm not wanted." She turned to face me, glaring. "Thanks for sticking up for me. Thanks a lot."
"Penny..." I called out to her, but she literally ran to the front door, and was gone before I could even stand up. I moved slowly, straightening my braced knee, and started to follow her.
"Let her go," Dad said softly. "Give her some time."
I turned to face him. "I think I'm done taking advice from you. I thought you knew everything. Seems like you don't know shit about women."
It took me a good fifteen minutes to get to her house. I knocked on the door, and Colleen answered it.
"Oh my God, Jeremy! What happened to you?" she asked.
"It's a long story, Colleen. Can I talk to her?"
She opened the door wide. "Come in. Have a seat, I'll go get her. You guys aren't fighting again, are you? She seemed upset when she came in."
I shrugged. "I don't know. That's why we have to talk."
She returned a few minutes later. "She doesn't want to talk to you right now. She won't listen to me. Maybe later, Ok?"
I nodded. "Before I go, would you please remind her what happened the last time we didn't talk? I don't want that to happen again."
My pleas fell on deaf ears, and 10 minutes later I was making that long walk back home. What a disaster our lives had become.
When I got home, Dad was on the floor cleaning up the mess. Marie was nowhere to be seen. The dinner was still on the table. I limped over and started moving things to the kitchen, storing the leftover lasagna in the frig, putting things away.
Dad dumped the broken dishes in the garbage, and helped load the dishwasher after I rinsed. He was moving slow, obviously in pain from his bruised ribs, and working with one hand didn't help.
"Why couldn't you have just stayed away from her, Jeremy? Wasn't Marie enough?" Dad asked softly.
"Why didn't you confront us from the beginning if you knew? Why all the fucking games, Dad?"
He stopped loading, and leaned against the counter heavily. "I didn't know for sure. I suspected, I worried, but I didn't know. When it was only a possibility, it didn't matter so much. I convinced myself you'd played around, but didn't go all the way. I let myself believe your half-truths. I don't know why it hit me so hard when you two confessed."
"You should have said something from the start," I insisted.
"You shouldn't have fucked your mother and lied about it."
"I know. The difference is, I've accepted my responsibility for everything I've done wrong, and tried to make up for it."
"I'm not taking the blame for this," Dad continued to argue. "You guys screwed up."
I was tired, sore, and feeling more than a little depressed. "Whatever. You're perfect, I get it. You never do anything wrong. Sorry nobody else can measure up. I guess you're gonna get what you want."
"What is that supposed to mean?"
"You're on your own. I'm tired of trying. I'll be gone in two weeks. At the rate you're going, Mom may be gone before then." I walked away from him, and headed to the garage. I grabbed a beer, and took it to my room, where I washed down my pain pills with the cold brew. I liked the way it made me not feel.
I was wallowing in my misery again, trying to figure out what I was supposed to do. Maybe that was my problem. I was always trying to figure things out. Over-thinking things. Sure as shit, my plans so far didn't count for crap.
Dad had retreated to his room, slamming the door. Mom was in the back guest bedroom, working on her bottle of wine, I suppose. I was doing time in my own room. I had no idea where Aunt Marie was. Colin was on a date. How the fuck did that work out, where Colin was the only one gettin' any lovin'?
I heard the doorbell, and realized I'd been zoning out. Gotta figure it was the good drugs. It was after 11:00, and I could hear Colin come in, gushing about his evening. Mom walked past my door, headed downstairs. Before long there was laughing and giggling echoing up the stairway. Not too long after that, it got quiet. Too quiet.
It took me a couple of minutes to pull it together and struggle out of the bed. I headed to the stairs, and walked down far enough to see what they were up to. Aunt Marie was kissing Colin, and his hands were inside her shirt. Mom was leaning against his back, whispering. After a minute or so, he pulled away, turned and did the same with Mom, his hand starting at her waist, and slowly moving upward, inside the material of her top.
After another minute or two, his hand moved downward, between Mom's thighs. Aunt Marie slapped his hand away, chuckling. I moved down another step so I could hear things better.
"Too damn eager, Colin," Aunt Marie teased, taking his hand and putting it back on Mom's tit. "It was only your first real date. You'll know when she wants to go further."
"How?" he whined.
Mom glanced over at me on the stairs. "Ask Jeremy, he'll tell you."
Colin jerked back away from Mom, blushing, looking over at the stairwell where I was sitting.
Mom glared at me. "Is this what's it's come to, Jeremy? Now you're a Peeping Tom?"
I stood and walked into the room, heading over to Dad's chair, since the couch was full. "Really Mom? Is that what you think? No chance I came down to hear how my cousin's first solo date went, and didn't want to interrupt?"
Mom's turn to blush, although she had called it right the first time. I was spying on them, I realized, with more than a little shame.
Luckily Colin still had no clue about all the underlying tension in the house. "How'm I gonna know, Jeremy? When do I make my move?"
I had to laugh. "You have a move?"
Aunt Marie glared at me. "Yes he does, and a pretty good one."
I put my hands up in mock surrender. "Alright, Aunt Marie. I believe you. Hell, if you and Mom taught him, you sure as shit don't need my help. How come I never got any kind of tutelage from you two?"
Mom answered. "You had your father, Jeremy."
I shook my head. "Listen. I love Dad, but I would have much preferred hands on training from you two. It might not have taken me nine months to get a blow job from Penny, and nearly a full year to get laid."
Colin looked frustrated. "Is someone gonna tell me when I make my move?"
Both moms chuckled.
"Take it easy Colin. It's not a race. Jesus, didn't you hear what I just said? It took me a friggin' year," I explained.
"I don't wanna wait a year," he whined.
I sighed. "Alright. Mom, come over here and sit on my lap."
Mom looked at me like she was annoyed, but she eventually made her way over. I straightened my bad leg and got her positioned carefully, sitting sideways, facing the other two.
"If she'll sit on your lap, she's ready for a little more intimacy. Dad says it's a flag. Like when she plays with her hair, or touches your arm and shoulder a lot. When her touches move from your arms and chest to your face, that's a big clue. If she'll let you pull her into your lap, and she stays there, it probably means she's ready to be more intimate."
Colin reached over and started pulling his Mom into his lap. Mom and I laughed. "Jesus, not like that Colin!" Mom teased.
He frowned. "How then?"
"Easiest way is to start with both of you standing. Maneuver it so that your back is to the couch, and she's facing you. Go ahead, try it," I told him.
Aunt Marie stood, and Colin was right behind her. "You don't even have to be kissing or anything. Get up Mom, let me show him."
Mom stood, and I climbed out of the chair. I took Mom by the hand and walked a few steps away from the chair. Then I turned, still holding her hand, and walked back. I sat down, and as I was sitting, I grabbed her hips, and drew her down with me, casually, pulling her into my lap and putting my arm around her. "There. That's not so difficult is it?"
Colin followed my lead, a little awkwardly, but he got his mother in his lap. She wiggled herself comfortable, and looked over at me, eyebrows raised in question. "So that's it?" she asked.
I shrugged, cuddling with Mom. "That's what Dad says. She's comfortable in your lap, she's likely comfortable with a little more than necking."
Colin reached between his mother's legs, and she slapped his hand away. He frowned, and I had to laugh. "Damn it, Colin! Don't just grab her. She's yours now. Cuddle, kiss, fondle a little. If she seems cool with everything, go for the inner thigh, and work your way up."
I decided that showing was better than telling, and I pulled Mom's face around and started kissing her. She seemed a little uptight at first, but after a minute or two things were getting better.
"God, I've missed this, Mom," I whispered to her, my hand under her shirt, caressing the soft skin of her waist.
"Me too, baby," she murmured, settling more comfortably into my lap.
We necked like teenagers, while my hands started their exploration. It wasn't long before I had her bra unsnapped in back, and my hands were inside her shirt, on the bare flesh of her breasts.
Mom was caressing my face, her fingers soft, barely touching me. "Does it hurt much?" she whispered.
"Not really, just the leg."
She shifted her weight, and I pulled her hip in close, pressing her bottom against my erection. "It's fine, Mom. My leg doesn't hurt now. Just sometimes when I move wrong."
My hand slid off of her hip, and started caressing the inside of her thigh. She giggled softly. "Think you're smooth, don't you?"
"Hardly. I'm learning I don't know much at all about women, sadly enough. Seems almost silly me trying to teach Colin anything."
Mom kissed me warmly. "Don't over-think things, baby. When you're in the now, acting and reacting, you... you're almost irresistible. It's all the other crap that messes things up."
My hand had made it to her crotch, feeling the heat of her body. I caressed her softly, rubbing gently. She seemed to melt into me, her head resting on my shoulder. "Naughty boy," she murmured, opening her legs a tad.
I continued to rub her through her shorts, teasing her, while she squirmed delightfully. Her mouth was glued to mine, getting reacquainted after far too long.
Mom sighed, resting her head on my shoulder. "Not too much, baby. Not here, with everyone watching."
"You really think Colin's paying attention to us?" I teased.
She whimpered softly as my fingers entered the side of her shorts pressing against the puffy flesh between her legs. Wet. Very.
"Alice."
I looked up and Aunt Marie was standing in front of us, looking exasperated.
"What?" Mom asked, closing her legs.
"Can you deal with Mr. Hands over there?" Aunt Marie nodded toward the couch. "He doesn't hear a damn word I say, in one ear and out the other."
Mom giggled, twisting her legs to the side as she climbed out of lap. "You think he's gonna behave better with me?" Mom asked.
"No, but you seem to be able to control him better."
Mom leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. "Give me a minute?"
I wanted to drag her back to my lap. She'd been off-limits for too long, and now that we were back on the road to fun, I hated to let a moment slip away. But he was my cousin, and I'm sure Aunt Marie would find a way to keep me occupied.
"Of course, Mom." I reached out a hand to Aunt Marie, who slid into my lap readily. That earned me a quick second-glance from Mom. I guess she hadn't counted on that. Still, she didn't chew me out or nothin'.
Aunt Marie leaned in, pressing her lips to mine. "How you doin'?" she asked softly.
"Better, now," I answered, my hand caressing her body.
"Now? Better than when your Mom was sittin' here?" she teased.
"No. Not better than Mom. That was different. We were gettin' to know each other, after our forced separation. Better than you not sittin' here." I pulled her head down for another kiss, sliding my hand inside her shirt. "What's the deal with Dad? You two actin' all lovey-dovey all day, than ganging up on him over dinner."
Aunt Marie was wearing a t-shirt and shorts, similar to Mom. She sat up and reached behind her, unsnapping her bra, then she was pulling that woman magic of removing her bra while keeping her shirt on.
"Dinner was a mistake. We really want to make sure he knows he's loved and appreciated right now. That must have been a real blow to his ego, getting beat up and almost hospitalized by this son. Ruining his plans. He's in no shape to be doing anything in the bedroom for a while. The doctor said to give it a week, after the number you did on him in the jewels. That was uncalled for, baby. You don't do that to your father."
I spread my legs, so she could settle down between them, and my hand was inside her shirt, playing with her bare breast. "I know. Didn't mean to go there, but it was getting ugly. He tried to do the same to me, and the shot to the knee had me believing he was really out to hurt me. I kind of lost it."
Aunt Marie's hand was rubbing my crotch, while she kissed my neck. "No kidding. You two had us scared to death. I never would have believed it possible. You and your father."



"Me neither, to be honest. I never expected him to hit me like that." She peeked over my shoulder. "Check out Alice."
I looked over, and Mom was cuddling up to Colin. His hand was stroking up and down her thigh, right up to the edge of her shorts, but no further.
"I don't know how she does it. She's got him behaving, when he doesn't heed a thing I say." She sounded frustrated.
"Don't ask me. Doesn't make much sense. Mom's pretty submissive, once she gets worked up."
"Alice?"
"Hell yeah. That's part of our problem. She can't say no to me or Dad. So when there's a conflict between me and him, it messes her all up," I explained.
"Really? That doesn't seem like her at all."
"Wanna see? Watch this." I turned toward the couch. "Mom. I need you over here. Now."
Mom looked over at me, gave Colin a quick kiss on the cheek, and pushed his hand away. She got up and walked over. "What's wrong, baby?" she asked nervously.
"Take off your bra, Mom," I said firmly, giving Aunt Marie a little squeeze to pay attention.
"But Jeremy..."
"Now, Mom. Take it off."
Mom turned her back to the couch, reached inside her shirt, and a few seconds later her bra was off. I reached my hand out, and she gave me her bra.
"I need a kiss, Mom," I said. "I already miss you."
She smiled and leaned over, kissing me firmly. After a few seconds she pulled away. "I'm right over there, baby. I'm not going anywhere."
"Don't let him in your pants."
She nodded. "Of course not. That's what we're trying to teach him, right?"
"Just so you understand. We're going to have rules with Colin. You stay out of his pants, and he stays out of yours."
"These... these rules are just for Colin, right?" she said softly, glancing over at her sister.
"Those are Colin rules. I'm not going to give you any rules about Dad. He's your husband. It goes without saying, nothing happens with anybody outside of the family."
Her head bobbed up and down rapidly. "Of course! I'd never do anything like that!"
"Good. Go back to Colin now. I'll give you 10 minutes. See if you can get him in line."
Mom grinned. "That's not a problem. He'll do as he's told." She leaned down a gave me a quick kiss. "I'll be good."
"I know, Mom. I just had to make sure we agreed on what 'good' is. I love you."
She gave me a huge smile. "Don't you be bad, either," she said, nodding at her sister.
"Don't worry. We'll talk later, you and I, about Marie rules, Ok?"
She nodded as she turned to go back to her nephew. I checked the time on the cable box, to start her 10 minutes.
Aunt Marie was chuckling. "Damn. I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it myself."
"Can you face me, Aunt Marie?" I asked.
She turned in my lap, slipping her knees down beside my thighs. I pulled her close. "She's my Mom, and she makes the rules around the house. I accept that. But once we start getting intimate, she just gives over all control."
"You figured that out all on your own?" Marie asked, as I pulled her shirt up, exposing her breasts. She didn't stop me.
"Nope. Dad filled me in. As soon as he told me, her behavior all made sense."
"So what's your plan now, Jeremy?"
"No plan. I'm done with plans. They all seem to blow up in my face. I'm going with the flow."
I leaned down and sucked on her nipple. God, she had incredible tits.
"What's the flow telling you?" she asked, grinding her crotch against my hard-on.
"That you have the most incredible tits, and I'd be a fool to ignore them. For the next 10 minutes, you and I have a little catching up to do."
"And after that?" she asked.
"After that, I don't know. But I'm not letting anybody, Mom or otherwise, tell me what I can or can't do with you. Only you can make that call."
"Really?" she asked. "Won't that cause trouble?"
"I don't know. I'm not going to worry about it. You and Mom can work out your own issues. I'm done interfering. If Mom has heartburn over anything I do with you, that's between me and her. I guess the only real wildcard is Penny, but for the moment she's not speaking to me."
I pulled Marie down for a long kiss, my hands slipping into her shorts, squeezing her ass. When she pulled away, I went back to her breast, licking and sucking.
"I don't want to mess things up between you and your girl," Aunt Marie said softly.
"You're mine, Aunt Marie. I'm not letting anybody else interfere with that again."
"What about your father?"
"I'm willing to share."
"You wouldn't mind?"
"He's my Dad, Marie. I know how you feel about him. Just like I know how he feels about you."
She nibbled on my ear. "What does he feel about me?"
"He wants you. Of course. The only reason he never did anything was Mom. Once she gives her Ok, you're going to be beating him off with a stick."
She giggled. "I'm sure we can think of something much better than beating him off. You have a plan to get Alice to give her approval?"
I shook my head. "No. I'm out of that business. That's up to you two to workout. I hope she figures out that when she's in my bed, it's not fair that Dad be alone."
"Is she gonna be in your bed?"
"A lot."
"And me?"
"Of course. I'm dying to fuck you. You were wrong about me not wanting you the other day when I had you in my bed. Yes, I was still up to my games, and while you were napping, I dropped two loads in Mom. That's why I wasn't instantly hard for you." I took her hand and placed it on my hard cock. "Do you doubt I want you now?"
"That's for me? Not your Mom?"
"Jesus, Marie! Isn't it obvious? You must know you've always been my fantasy. If Mom and I didn't have a lot of issues to resolve, I'd have you in my bed right now. But you have Colin to deal with, and I've got to make Mom understand how things are now. But after tonight, I'm done holding back. You need to prepare your son for that."
That seemed to make her nervous. I saw her looking over at the couch again. "What am I supposed to tell him?"
"I don't know. Whatever you want. I'm not going to dictate the relationship between you and Colin. That's up to you."
"I can't leave him in our house alone. What do I say when I want to spend the night with you? Will you come to me?"
"We have two guest rooms. I think you should take one, and him the other. I figure you're not going to be sleeping alone anymore. You need to be here with us."
She pulled away a bit. "That's a big step, Jeremy. What if your father has issues?"
I grinned. "The way I see it, you and Mom can work that out. You two need to work together."
"But we're just starting to resolve our own issues."
I pulled her down for another kiss. "It was just an idea. I probably shouldn't even have suggested it. Everything I plan blows up. Forget I even mentioned it."
"I... let me think about it, Ok? It sounds great, but I don't know..."
It had been 10 minutes. I pulled down her shirt, and patted her bottom. "Time for you to see if your boy's learned his lessons. He's yours the rest of the night." I turned to the couch, while Aunt Marie climbed off my lap. "Ten minutes, Mom. Break it up over there. I need you."
Colin pulled his hand out of her shirt, grinning. Mom gave him a quick peck, and hustled over to me. I stood and took her in my arms. "How'd it go?"
She giggled. "He's a pussycat. No problems at all. Marie's going to have to deal with his issue below the waist. That's what mother's are for, right, baby?"
I gave her a quick kiss, and took her hand in mine. "Exactly. Come on, let's go to bed."
She was only momentarily reluctant. I gave her hand a little tug, and she followed me up the stairs.
We had a lot of catching up to do.
==================
Thanks for reading, and sorry for taking so long. Hope you enjoyed this chapter. I promise, the next one is more loving and less fighting. Final resolutions and reconciliations coming
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Some things are better left to chance.
A short little tale of a price paid for infidelity.
===========================
"You're in here early today, Jack. What'll it be?"
Jack took out the worn silver dollar and flipped it in the air. "Heads."
Gina, behind the bar, grinned. "Maker's 46, coming right up."
Jack was a good guy. She gave him a generous pour, and placed it in front of him. She turned to the rear counter, and held up two bowls, pretzels in one, and Spanish peanuts in the other. She watched him flip the coin again, once more wondering about this idiosyncrasy of his. "Tails."
She placed the peanuts in front of him, and leaned against the bar. "How much longer is this crazy experiment of yours going to go on?" she asked.
"Actually, this may well be the last day."
Gina didn't know whether to be pleased or sorry. When he'd started appearing in the bar a couple of weeks earlier, flipping that damned coin, she'd wondered if he was nuts. Didn't take her long to realize he was a bright guy, comfortable to talk to, easy on the eyes, with a good sense of humor. It was the underlying aura of sadness that got to her. Not that she didn't see that often enough in her line of work, but for some reason this guy got to her.
"That gonna be the end of your visits?" she asked.
He grinned. "That would be kind of foolish, wouldn't it? I'm just getting to know you." She was surprised at the sparkle in his eye, and the flirtatious tone. Whatever was bothering him, must be getting better.
"Good. You have no idea how hard it is to break in a good regular," she teased. "What's with the tablet?"
He had his Android tablet open, watching some type of video. She couldn't make out what it was, but he seemed awfully intent on it. "Got a rodent problem at home. Trying to take care of it," he answered. Again, that gleam in his eye. He was enjoying something.
"Exterminator?" she asked.
"Not sure yet." He flipped his coin, and she watched him grin, before pressing something on his screen. "Heads, today's the day! You got the time, Gina?"
"And the place," she joked. "It's 3:45. You were a good 20 minutes early, today."
"Perfect. Any chance you can get Marty to cook me up that Murder Burger you keep warning me about?"
"You got it, handsome. Only one a week you understand. After the first one you're gonna be begging me, but I won't be responsible for your heart attack."
"Then you best stop wearing jeans that tight," Jack answered, ducking a crumpled napkin thrown his way from the grinning barkeep.
Jack looked around the bar, observing the small crowd. Only six people all told. He held his credit card up catching Gina's attention. "I feel like celebrating, gorgeous. Drinks all around, on me. You and Marty included."
That surprised her. He was a loner. Didn't talk to anybody except her, and Marty on occasion. She took his card and swiped it, then reached overhead and rang the old brass bell, catching everyone's attention. "Free drink to anyone who wants one. Courtesy of my good friend Jack..."
"Atkins," Jack said.
"Courtesy of Jack Atkins," she said.
* * *
Lauren closed her eyes, and turned her head slightly. She breathed through her mouth so she wouldn't have to smell the acrid sweat from the bastard's body. Even the half dozen scented candles she had arrayed around the bedroom couldn't neutralize his stench. She made all the appropriate noises, urging him on, trying to get him to finish.
It wasn't horrible. Five years ago when they'd been in college it had been alright. But things were different then. Now, she wished she could be anywhere but there, beneath him, but that wasn't in the cards. No, she'd put up with it for a little while longer. She'd pay for his continued silence, with her body, if that's what it took. He would be gone in less than two months, back overseas, and she could deal with it until then. The first time, almost six weeks ago had been the hardest, but she was becoming inured to it.
"Pound me, baby. That feels so good. Give it to me," she pleaded.
Doug thrust into her, gazing down at the beauty below him. "That's right," he growled, driving into her. "You know you missed this. Nobody could ever do you like me."
"Only you, Dougie," she said, adding a moan for effect. "Come for me."
Not for the first time, she wondered if she was making the right choice. He swore this would be the last, and she'd never hear from him again. Of course, that's what the bastard had said almost five years ago.
* * *
"Last chance to change your mind," Jack mumbled to himself.
"What was that?" Gina asked, sliding the massive bacon infused cheeseburger in front of him. A pound of ground chuck, 8 slices of thick cut bacon, 4 slices of pepper-jack cheese, two fried eggs, and a dollop of chili. More than 24 oz of burger decadence ensconced in a plate sized bun.
"Nothing," Jack said. "This is too big for any one human to eat. You want some?"
She laughed. "Right. I work damn hard to fit into these jeans, which I can't help notice you appreciate. Eating that would have me wearing a Mu-mu."
"One bite. I'm sure you can think up some exercise to work it off." Jack cut the burger in half. He glanced at the streaming video, reached over and pressed the blinking button. He laughed, picked up the burger, and took a huge bite, watching the antics on the screen.
Gina leaned back and observed him, wondering where the change had come from.
* * *
"What was that?" Lauren asked loudly, pushing at Doug and trying to sit up. She could swear she'd heard a door slam.
Doug kept screwing her. "I didn't hear nothin'."
"Luuucy, I'm home!
"Oh, God! He's here!" Lauren squealed, trying to push the idiot off of her.
"So what?" Doug said. "What's he gonna do about it?"
"Get dressed you fucking idiot! He'll kill us! The guys got more guns than the entire Canadian Army."
"Surprise, Honey! her husband's drunken voice sounded loudly just outside the door. The distinctive sound of a shotgun pumping preceded his next words. I got a present for you and lover-boy!
Doug leaped off of her, his legs tangling in the sheet, and fell off the bed, on his face. He grabbed for his pants. The explosion of a shotgun blast sounded like it was right beside them. "Fuck!" Doug, screamed. He scrambled to the window and tried it, but it wouldn't budge.
"Open it, you idiot!" Lauren hissed at him. "Hurry!"
Another pump of the shotgun, was heard, followed by a door pounding. You've got five seconds to open that door. If you do, I'll only kill one of you. The laughter sounded demented. Heads, baby. I win. Make sure you stand clear of lover-boy.
Doug wrapped the pants around his hand and hit the glass as hard as he could, shattering it.
Five... Four...
"Go, go, go!" Lauren screamed, while Doug tried to clear out the jagged shards, and the house alarms started going off, a piercing siren. Shit, just what they needed.
Three... Two...
"GO!" Lauren, yelled, pushing Doug hard from behind, sending him tumbling through the second story window. She turned around to see if her husband was walking through the door as she crawled through the opening.
* * *
Gina watched Jack chuckling, as he flipped the coin. "Heads," he said, looking up at her.
"Another Bourbon?"
"No." He hesitated before the dual buttons on the screen. This was a pretty radical choice, but so far, leaving things to chance hadn't let him down yet. Not like his normal choices.
"You're fired," he chuckled. "Whoosh!"
* * *
Lauren saw the flames crawling up both sets of curtains, bracketing the window. Had the candles fallen over?
One! Ready or not, here I come!
She scrambled through the window, cutting her hand and leg on the way out. She jumped outward, trying to clear the landscaping below. She hit the ground hard, and felt a sharp pain in her ankle.
She was immediately soaked. Damn it! The sprinklers were on! Why were the sprinklers on? She looked for Doug, and saw him trying to climb out of the huge rose bushes, whimpering as he struggled to push the branches aside. The damn bush must have been six feet tall. She should have trimmed it herself, when her demands to deal with the overgrown shrubbery had been ignored. She should have known something was wrong then. Her husband had been in a sour mood for weeks. She assumed it was work. Now she was certain he'd found them out.
She turned away from the house, and almost fainted. The school bus was at the corner, unloading the kids. Everyone was looking their way.
She was naked.
With a squeal she turned and looked for a place to hide. She painfully ran to the garage, where both their cars were carefully parked, away from prying eyes. She entered the code in the outside remote three times, before she realized he must have changed it. "Fuck!" she groaned.
Doug was standing beside her bleeding from a thousand cuts and scrapes, one hand covering his crotch, the other covering his butt. Damn, there was a lot of blood.
"Open it, you stupid bitch!" Doug snapped.
"The code's been change, asshole!" she replied. She ran to the back yard gate, and tugged on the handle. Son-of-a-bitch. It was padlocked on the inside. The fence was eight feet tall and almost impossible to climb. They'd made sure of that when they had the pool installed, so they wouldn't get backyard trespassers.
Lauren looked back at the house, and stared in shock. The entire upstairs looked to be on fire. They'd made it out the window, but he must still be inside!
She turned back to the street, seeing her neighbors watching. Martha, from across the street was standing on her sidewalk, filming them with her iPhone. Lauren limped toward her, and grabbed the phone from her startled neighbor's hand.
* * *
Jack was surprised to hear his phone ring. He picked it up. "Jack Atkins."
"Baby! I'm so sorry. You gotta get out of the house. Get out now. It's on fire. Hide the gun, we won't say nothing. You gotta get out now."
"Calm down, Lauren. What's the problem?"
"Listen Jack! Get out of the house. The bedroom's on fire. You've got to get out. Do something with the shotgun. I'll deny everything about it, but I don't know what this bastard will do, so you gotta dump it. Go, go, go!"
Jack hit the camera selector and zoomed in on her, limping up and down their driveway nervously, her hand covering the phone as she spoke.
"I'm not in the house, honey," Jack explained carefully.
"God Damn it, Jack! I don't know what you think you're pulling, but there's no time for this. I can hear the sirens coming already. Leave through the Simmons' back yard, but dump the shotgun, and don't come through the front! Do you hear me?"
Jack stared at the coin in his hand. He didn't have a choice prepared for this eventuality. "Alright, honey. I'm out of the house."
He heard her sob. "Thank God. Now go. Hurry. I... I'm sorry, Jack. I never meant for any of this to happen. I love you."
* * *
Lauren looked at the architect of her troubles, squatting behind the holly bush beside the garage. Someone was holding a jacket over her shoulders, and she turned to see Cindy from two doors down standing over her.
"Cover up, Lauren," the dizzy blonde whispered softly. "Don't let them see you like this."
Lauren saw the fire truck pulling up, a police cruiser right behind it. She felt the tears well up in her eyes, and looked into her neighbor's concerned face. She reached an arm out and slid it into the windbreaker, then put her arm in the other sleeve, before buttoning the front. It was way too large, thank God, reaching halfway down her thighs.
"Thank you," she whispered.
Cindy put her arm around her, giving her a hug. "It'll be Ok," she said.
Lauren gave a pained chuckle. "I don't think so, Cindy. Not every again. But thanks anyway."
They both stepped back out of the way, toward the sidewalk, as the firemen poured out of their vehicle, two of them putting the hose into play, shooting a powerful stream of water into her bedroom, while a couple more broke through her front door to get into the house.
* * *
Gina leaned over the bar, and watched the scene play out on his tablet. Firemen were swarming around a house, while a naked, blood covered man was being escorted away from the camera. "What show are you watching? Is this live news?"
Jack chuckled. "Reality TV." He closed the tablet, and looked up at her. He flipped his coin. "Tails."
"Harp?"
He nodded.
* * *
By 7:30, the bar had a good sized crowd. Gina was concerned for her new favorite regular. He'd been in such a good mood for the first time since he'd started frequenting the place, but now he was back to his quiet ways, working on his fifth drink, a Harp again. Everything was wrong. He never stayed more than an hour or so, sipping his two drinks before disappearing. She was glad he'd eaten the burger. It would soak up some of the booze.
The noise level in the bar dropped to nothing, and she looked around to see what had happened. A disheveled brunette was standing in the open doorway, looking around. The young woman peered Gina's way and started walking over, limping badly. She looked a right mess, barefoot, legs coated with rivulets of dried blood, bandages on her thigh, shin and arm. She was wearing a dark blue lightweight jacket, and not much else from the look of things. Seriously smeared makeup indicated she'd been crying.
The crowd next to the bar parted as she walked over. Jack got up from his seat, and offered it to her.
"How long have you been here?" the woman asked.
Jack turned toward Gina. "What time did I get here?"
"Around 3:40. Remember?"
The woman looked toward Gina. "And he's been here the whole time?"
Gina nodded. "Don't think he's left that seat once. I was beginning to wonder if he had a bladder the size of Lake Michigan."
Jack walked down the bar and grabbed the only empty stool, and carried it back, placing it beside the woman's. "How rude of me. Gina, this is my ex-wife Lauren. Lauren, this is the best bartender in the city, Gina."
Lauren just stared at her husband. "How?"
He shrugged. "Does it matter?"
She shook her head. "I guess not. Can you tell me why?"
"You know why. Besides, I should be asking you that question."
He expected anger, but all he saw was sadness. "I guess that's fair," she said. "Would you buy your 'ex' a drink? I seem to have left my purse somewhere."
"Beer?"
She chuckled sadly. "I think I could use something a little stronger."
"Heads, Adios Motherfucker. Tails, a Zombie?" Jack sneered.
Gina spoke up. "Can I make a suggestion?"
Both turned toward her, expectantly.
"How about a Bastard on the Beach?" Gina said.
"You don't have anything called a 'Stupid Bitch Who Probably Deserves What She Has Coming' do you?" Lauren asked.
Gina laughed. "That would be a Lindsay Lohan - a Red Headed Slut with a splash of coke. But you're not a redhead."
"Bastard on the Beach will be fine for her," Jack said. "I'll take Screaming Sex with the Bartender."
Gina gave him a grin. "Kind of fu-fu for a bourbon drinker." She turned and started preparing the drinks.
Lauren reached across and grabbed Jack's half-full glass of Harp. She chugged it down. "What do you want to know, Jack?"
"Why? Why would you cheat on me? I thought what we had was perfect."
"Blackmail." She said it calmly, without expression.
"How? How could he blackmail you? And why wouldn't you just tell me, and let me deal with it?"
Lauren brushed her hair back, self-consciously. "I did some really stupid things in college. Really stupid. Experimented with drugs, to start with. That led to even stupider things."
"You? You don't even drink or smoke," Jack said.
"Not anymore. Not after what happened."
Gina leaned in. "Bastard on the Beach part I. The Suffering Bastard." She pushed the drink toward Lauren, who took a long sip.
"What happened?" Jack asked.
"A very dirty video. Shameful. Disgusting. Me, another girl, and a room full of guys. I was completely out of it, and don't remember the occasion at all, but it was definitely me. I do remember the hospital stay afterward."
"You still could have told me. It was before we were married. I wouldn't hold it against you."
She shrugged. "Maybe you wouldn't. How about my work? My family? Your family? Our friends? Our church?"
"You're kidding, right?"
"Not at all. Debbie, the other girl found out the hard way."
"Screaming Sex With A Bartender," Gina announce, pushing the orange colored drink in the hurricane glass toward Jack. "Just a hint, Jack. No bartender in her right mind would scream for a man who drinks anything that fruity."
He chuckled. "Sorry, Gina. I couldn't help myself. I always wanted to order one of those." He flipped his coin. "Heads."
She grinned. "That's more like it. Maker's 46. After your companion gets The Bastard Part II."
Jack turned back to his wife. "You still should have told me, Lauren. I don't know what we could have done, but we could have worked it out together."
She drained the last of her Suffering Bastard. "It was only going to be once a week for less than three months. Then he swore it would be over. I was stupid, and scared. I didn't want to lose you. You're the best thing that ever happened to me."
"You should have told me," Jack insisted.
She lowered her head. "I know. I'm sorry. You'll never have any idea how sorry I am. I... I didn't know what to do. It all happened so fast. The first time he insisted I do it right then, or he'd send the DVD out to everyone. Post it online. The works. So I did it. I hated every minute of it, but I did it. Once I'd gone that far, I figured it was too late. A few months, and it would all be over. I'm not very smart, am I?"
"Dying Bastard. Why don't you put him out of his misery?" Gina said, taking the empty glass and replacing it with the new drink."
"I'm sensing a theme here," Lauren said.
Jack leaned closer to her. "No. It wasn't very smart at all. We're supposed to be a team, Lauren. I would have stood by you no matter what. After the first time, you should have come to me."
"I know. God, don't you think I know, Jack? It's too late now. I'm sure everyone we know will be getting a copy soon. I imagine Doug is not very happy with me."
"Why did you call me, Lauren? I threatened your life. You and your lover."
"Please don't, Jack. Don't call him that. There was no love. You have to believe me."
Jack nodded. "Alright. I threatened you and your blackmailer. Why did you call me?"
"I couldn't let you get hurt. None of it was your fault. I knew you were hurting. You were drinking, acting morose. You hadn't touched me in weeks. I wanted to fall into your arms and explain everything, but all I could think was just a few more weeks, and it would all be over. I could spend the rest of my life making it up to you. No, I couldn't let you get hurt or get in trouble, over my screw-up." She sipped on her drink, making a face.
"Maker's 46," Gina said, pushing the bourbon toward Jack. "You gonna drink this thing?" She asked, lifting the orange colored concoction in front of him.
"I think I'll pass," Jack said.
Gina smiled. "I was off the clock 1/2 an hour ago when Angela got here. Mind if I have it?"
"Please, be my guest."
Gina leaned forward, sipping on her drink, shamelessly eavesdropping on the odd couple in front of her.
"I don't suppose there's any chance for us now, is there?" Lauren asked anxiously.
"You fucked another man in our home. In our bed. For months. You hid it from me, made me an unknowing cuckold. You treated me like crap for a month, a complete basket-case. No, I don't think there's much left of our marriage."



Lauren turned away from him, the tears spilling forth, unbidden. She reached for her glass, and drained her drink, flipping it upside down. "Hit me, Gina."
Gina got up, and started preparing the next salvo in getting the poor girl blitzed.
"What's next for us, Jack? You gonna give me even a modicum of hope? We had three great years. I love you, and I know you still love me."
"I have the divorce papers. I thought we could go over them later. I'm not sure you're up to it now." He sipped his bourbon. "I should warn you, you're not going to walk away with much."
She nodded absently. "What is it? 60-40 split? 70-30?"
"No, 50/50, but there's not much to share. I got fired last week, so there's no income for alimony. No kids for child support. Our bank accounts are nearly empty. The deductible on the repairs of the house will drain any last cash. We have maybe 30K in the house, but after repairs, and Realtor fees, we'll be lucky to clear anything."
"You were pretty thorough, I guess. I take it you've known for a while? Plenty of time to prepare to burn my stupid ass." Lauren sighed.
"You'll get your car, but it still has two years of payments. Whatever you want from inside the house, but I imagine your wardrobe is gone."
Gina placed the latest drink in front of Lauren. "Dead Bastard. Nothing left but the burying. Go slow on this one, it packs a punch."
Lauren took a hit off the latest drink, then turned back to Jack. "Seriously. How'd you do it? Obviously you have a hell of an alibi."
Jack opened the table, and showed her the video feeds. Six smaller images on the side of the screen, each could be selected to view nearly full screen. Two of the bedroom, two more of the front of the house. One of the entrance, and another of the bedroom hallway.
"Ok," Lauren said. "So you had us on video. How were you two places at one time?"
"The big vent in the hallway? It's now home to two massive speakers." Jack pulled up the menu and started playing the pre-recorded messages. Luuucy, I'm home!
"That was it? A recording? We almost killed ourselves over a recording?" Lauren downed half her glass.
"That and a few preparations. Changed the alarm codes and garage code. Locking the place down. Gluing the window shut. Moving all my belongings out of the master bedroom." Jack leaned over and snapped one of the buttons on her jacket closed, before it exposed any more of her body.
Lauren turned to face her husband. "I should have told you. You always were the smartest man in the room. You would have figured out something, wouldn't you?"
Jack nodded. "I would have. I swear. I would never let anyone hurt you."
She snorted, quite unladylike. "Except for you. You didn't seem to have much trouble destroying me."
"You destroyed me first, Angel. I've never loved anyone like you. You tore my heart out and shredded it, when you said those things to that bastard, in our bed. How big, he was, how good he was. How there was nobody like him."
Lauren turned a bright red. "I'm sorry you heard that. I was just trying to get him to finish as quickly as possible. Stroke his ego, so he'd get off and leave me alone. I don't think we ever spent more than 15 minutes in bed. That was why. It's no excuse, I understand, and I'm sorry."
"Yeah, I figured that out eventually, but the first few weeks, it destroyed me. Utterly destroyed me."
Gina spoke up. "She didn't ever put you down, did she, Jack?"
Jack shook his head, a little surprised by the interruption. "No. That's a big part of how I figured it out. That and the way she acted in bed. I know my wife well enough to see she wasn't enjoying it. It only confused me that much more."
Lauren was getting wobbly on her chair, the alcohol hitting her hard. "One more to go," she said to Gina, waving her empty glass. "The Suffering Bastard is dead and in her grave."
Gina felt sorry for the woman. Mixed feelings, actually. She was intrigued by the idea that Jack might be available, but she saw him differently now. A dangerous man. Someone you wouldn't want to get on the bad side of. Cold, calculating and deliberate. She prepared the final drink, and watched Jack scoot his stool next to his wife's, straightening the bottom of her jacket, which was showing a lot of thigh, and putting his arm around her.
Lauren felt the arm around her waist, and leaned against him. "I've ruined everything, haven't I, baby?"
"You have, Lauren. Crushed our marriage like a grape. Made a mockery of our vows."
"What am I supposed to do now? Where will I go?"
Jack had meant to dump her. Destroy her utterly. Now he was having second thoughts. That phone call. The damned phone call. Her standing there naked in the front yard, the only thing on her mind making sure he was Ok and covered. Why'd she have to go and do that?
He pulled out his coin. "Call it, Angel."
She watched the coin flip through the air, wondering how much of her future was tied up in this random act. "Heads," she said.
Jack caught the coin, and laid it flat on his forearm, exposing it slowly. "Heads it is."
"What does that mean?" she asked nervously.
"I'll help you get back on your feet. I'll take care of the asshole, you can count on that. You can stay with me tonight. Tomorrow we'll move back into the house, and I'll start repairs. You'll find a job. You're going to need to support yourself."
"When you say stay with you..."
"I've got a hotel room. Separate beds. You certainly don't think I'm going so sleep with you after you've been with that bastard? You weren't planning on giving me sloppy seconds again, were you?"
Again? "I... I would never do that, Jack. I always cleaned up thoroughly. I swear."
"Every fucking time, Lauren. Every single fucking time," he growled.
She started crying harder. "I'm so sorry. I needed it. I needed your loving, to erase the horrible feeling of being with him. I didn't mean to disrespect you, baby. Never."
Jack was having a hard time controlling his emotions. "You hurt me, Lauren. Hurt me so bad. God, I didn't think anything could hurt that bad."
A drink appeared in front of them. "Mai Tai. Phase 4. 'Out of this world'. Time to send the Dead bastard to his just rewards." She leaned over and grabbed Jack's arm. "It's her drink, but I think you get to choose the final destination. What's it going to be? Hell, Heaven, or Purgatory?"
Jack pulled out his coin and looked at it.
"What the fuck, Jack? Seriously? You're going to flip a coin over this woman's life?" Gina almost exploded.
Lauren sat up and glared at the woman she saw as her opponent. "It's a better chance than I deserve." She turned to her husband. "Can I call it?"
Gina stared at the two of them. "Why the coin, Jack? Seriously, I have to know."
Jack placed the coin on the bar and spun it on its edge. "It seemed like I'd been making a lot of bad decisions. Starting with my marriage. I decided to let chance have its way. A flip of the coin, brought me into this place. It made me act out my revenge from a distance, instead of actually walking in that room with a shotgun. It's governed every step that got me this far. I guess it's a crutch. Easier to live with every decision if it's not my fault. Let the Gods decide."
Lauren sipped on her final drink. "Is this hemlock? Or ambrosia? What are my choices, Jack?"
"I don't want to get your hopes up, Lauren. The marriage is over. I'm considering the path there and the aftermath," Jack explained.
"So it's Hell, no matter what?" she pouted.
Jack flipped the coin, caught it, and slapped it onto the back of the his arm.
"What's the choices? Please?" Lauren begged.
"Heads, I win. Tails, you lose."
He exposed the coin. The classic features of the woman's bust on the Morgan Dollar seemed to stare directly at his wife. "Heads."
"But what does it mean?" Lauren whined.
Jack gave her a squeeze. "Purgatory for you. No Hell. Not if I can help it. But let's face it. Our little piece of Heaven is lost." He turned to Gina. "Check?"
Gina felt as confused as Lauren. She totaled up the last drinks, and gave Jack the bill. He signed it, opened up his wallet, and dropped a C-note on top of it. "Thanks for being here for me Gina. If I'm still welcome, I won't be a stranger."
Gina nodded slowly. He was an odd one. She pocketed the Benjamin, and slipped the signed receipt in the cash drawer. She walked around the bar, while she watched him stand and help his wife to her feet. Gina grabbed Jack's arm. He turned toward her, and was shocked when she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him hard. "Don't you dare torture that woman. I like you, Jack. In spite of this insanity, I think you're a good man. Don't prove me wrong."
Jack smiled. He pulled his favorite bartender close, and kissed her firmly. "I'm not going to hurt her. I'll be divorced in a few months, and I'll be available. I hope you don't mind, but I'd be interested in seeing where things might go between us."
Lauren had started heading toward the door, but she turned back and saw her husband kissing the tall, stunning woman. She felt her heart shatter within her chest. She stumbled forward and grabbed his arm. "Don't! Not yet! You're still mine, until the court says differently!"
Jack shook his head. "No, Angel. You decided otherwise. In my mind, I'm no longer married to you. Until we're divorced, I won't sleep with any other women, but you have no claims on me."
"So that's it? I'm out of the picture?"
Jack pulled her in close, and gave her a hug. "Our marriage is over. We'll be divorced in three months. I'll be starting over."
"I'm not going to give you up, Jack. No way. I'm going to change your mind. I love you and you love me, and that's that! I'm gonna win you back!" she argued.
Jack grinned, and leaned down and gave her a quick kiss. "Maybe you will. You did it once. You might be able to do it again. But you're going to have competition this time."
Lauren stared at him, trying to absorb his words. She shrieked and threw her arms around him, hugging him desperately. "I have a chance? Really?"
Jack nodded. "Purgatory. A time for purification, and a chance to achieve grace. No Hell for you, my little Angel. You'll get your Heaven eventually. It just may not be with me."
"You're wrong about that, Jack. We're destined for each other. I fucked up. Fucked up big time, but nobody could ever love you as much as me." She looked over at Gina, and gave her a chilling smile. "Game on."
Gina watched the two of them turn and walk out of the bar, Jack steadying his gimpy drunken wife. She sighed. She knew that her chances of winning that competition were slim and none. The ignorant little cheater was down for the count, out of the game, and had managed, with one stupid call, to clear the boards. Damn it.
She'd be hard pressed to explain why she did it. She ran to the door, and caught them only a few dozen paces into the parking lot. She grabbed Jack, almost knocking him down, and kissed him again, pressing her body against his, making her own claim. When she pulled away, she grinned. "Game on."
Lauren was about to explode when the Amazon turned and hugged her. "I hope things work out for you. I do. But if they don't, I swear, I'm gonna take him, keep him, and never let him go. You have one chance. So don't fuck this one up!"
Gina turned back to the bar, to retrieve her stuff and head back to her lonely apartment. In the bar she saw that Jack had left his silver dollar on the bar. She picked it up, testing it, feeling its weight. She flipped it into the air, caught it, and checked the results. Tails. I wonder what that means?
=====================
I know, there will be some of you who will insist this story isn't complete. I like it the way it is, and hope that most of you will as well. This one's been rattling around the working pile for a while, so I polished it off and here it is. Thanks for reading.
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There's a new Sheriff in town.
Healing time, and some changes.
=============================
Mom hesitated at the entrance to my room. "Are you sure about this, Jeremy?"
"Absolutely. You're not going to spend another night in the guest room, as long as I'm around. Either you're in Dad's bed or you're in mine. If he doesn't want you in with him, I sure as hell do."
"What if..."
"'What if' nothing, Mom. He sent you to me, remember? You're mine until he asks for you back." And even then, we'll see.
"He was angry. He didn't mean it."
"Enough, Mom. He was going to fuck Aunt Marie, while you were relegated to the guest room. I'm not going to let that happen. It's gone too far. Come to bed."
She let me draw her into the room, closing the door behind us. I started undressing her, but she pulled away.
"Mom..."
"I want to clean up before bed, baby. Please? I'll feel better."
"Alright. Five minutes. I'm going to do the same."
She nodded. "I'm going to check on your father. I'll be back in a few minutes."
With my allotted five minutes, I shaved, and brushed my teeth. Back in my bedroom, I took a couple of pain pills, and started removing the braces. I realized my arm hadn't been hurting me hardly at all, although my leg was still sore. It was closer to ten minutes, and I was about to get up and go looking for her, when Mom opened the door, closing it quietly behind her. I started to get up, but she shook her head. "You just relax. It's been a long day."
She grabbed the bottom of her t-shirt and pulled it off. She was naked underneath it, and moments later was climbing into my bed. It took me only a few seconds to catch up to her, shedding my shorts and boxers.
I slipped under the covers with her, killing the bedside lamp. She came to me, easing into my arms, and her lips sought out mine. The kiss promised untold pleasures.
"What's our rules, Jeremy?" she asked softly.
I pulled her closer, my hand sliding down her back, cupping her butt-cheek. "No more rules. You're mine, Mom. For the next couple of weeks, until I head to school. When you're in this bedroom, you are 100% mine. All of you."
"What about your father?"
"You can go to his bed anytime you want. When you do, Aunt Marie will stay with me."
"She'll sleep with you?" I heard a little resistance in her voice.
"Only when you don't. You get to make that decision."
"But you know I need to spend time with your father. I can't leave him alone every night until you leave."
"Then don't leave him alone."
"But I want to be with you, baby. I need to be. We have so little time left!"
"It's not either/or, Mom. You can be with me, and he doesn't have to be alone."
I felt her stiffen up, and I gave her a squeeze, bringing my lips to hers. When I pulled away a couple of minutes later, she had relaxed again. "I love you, Mom."
She squeezed me. "I love you too, baby. I don't know if I can do it. You're talking about sending Marie to him, aren't you?"
"It's up to you, isn't it? For the next week, he's not supposed to be doing anything, anyway. There's no rush."
"Aren't I enough for you, Jeremy? Why would you turn to her?"
"I love her, Mom. You know that. Almost as much as I love you. If I can't have you, I'm going to have her."
"What if I don't want that? What if I say no?"
"Then you can go to the guest room, and send Marie in here."
"You... you'd throw me away for her?"
"Never. I told you, as long as you're in my bedroom, I'm yours and you're mine. When you leave me, I'll have Aunt Marie."
"But Jeremy..." she started to whine.
"Enough Mom. For now, you're here, and you're mine. Let's forget about everything else for the moment. I need you to suck me now."
I gave her a little push for impetus, and she slid down my body. I sighed as I felt her mouth engulf me. "God, I've missed this," I told her.
She started calmly, sucking me gently, but after a minute or two, I felt her start in with her tricks. "Easy, Mom. We're in no hurry."
She ignored me, driving me crazy with her sweet mouth. I pushed the covers down, so I could watch her. She peered up at me, and smiled, stroking my cock, while she pulled her mouth away. "Marie's not going to do this for you," she smirked.
"Not half as well, that's for damned sure. You're the best, Mom. Incredible."
She grinned. "Don't you forget it either."
"Suck your son, Mom."
She was out to prove something, and gave it her all. I was helpless before that onslaught. I was a couple of inches down her throat, when I felt the impending finish. "Gonna come," I groaned.
She eased back, holding the head in her mouth, her tongue lashing me, while her hand stroked away. I moaned, and erupted between her lips. She sucked me dry, and kept at it until I was firm again. It only took a few minutes. It was Mom, after all.
"Ride me, Mom."
She didn't need any more encouraging. She straddled my hips, and lowered herself onto my cock, sighing as she did so. I groaned, pushing up into her. She put her hand on my stomach, holding me down. "Patience, Jeremy."
"God, you feel so good."
"And you're awfully big. Be patient with me, Ok?"
I nodded as she moved up and down my cock, taking more and more, until she was sitting all the way down, my cock buried inside of her. "Be careful with your leg, baby boy," she said.
"I love this," I told her.
She grinned. "I know. Me too."
She rode me upright for a few minutes, then laid down on top of me, lifting her hips and letting me pound up into her. "I can't believe how perfect it is with you."
She chuckled. "Better than your new girlfriend?"
"I love her to death, but it's a chore with her. I have to be so careful. I know it'll get better, but with you it's perfect. Like you were made for me."
She giggled, turning and kissing me. "You got it backwards, baby. You were made for me. By me, in me." She moved her hips up and down on my cock, meeting my strokes halfway. "A little harder, baby. You can make Mommy come like this."
I grabbed her ass, and held it, while I pounded up into her. I felt a twinge in my knee, and turned it sideways, letting my other leg do all the work. It was a bit of a strain, but Mom was worth it. I felt her breathing change, and her head dropped down tucking in between my neck and shoulder. "Fuck me, Jeremy," she gasped.
I gave her my all, hammering away at her, holding her ass, and driving her down against my cock with each stroke. "Yes - oh, yes - yes, yes, YES!" she cried out, and I felt her come for me, her pussy clamping down on my cock, her fingers digging into me.
I kept pounding her, dragging her orgasm out for as long as possible, until the strain was too much. I slowed down, then stopped, lowering her onto my cock. She rose up on her hands, her breasts bracketing my face, and started a slow steady motion, back and forth, riding my cock wonderfully. We were quiet as she took care of me. I had my hands on her perfect ass, swatting her bottom playfully.
"Relax, baby, let Mommy take care of you," she whispered huskily, her swaying motion hypnotizing, breasts swinging in front of me, while I slid in and out of her. I looked up into her gentle smile, and saw her action for what it was, comforting and loving.
I settled into the bed, adjusting my leg and arm for the least discomfort as Mom took care of me. As she always had.
"Mom, I..."
"Shhh, baby. Relax. No talking now, Ok? Let me love you."
No more words from me. The occasional moan maybe, a few sighs, as she gave me comfort.
"Can I come for you, Mom?"
She smiled, kissing my forehead. "I'd love you to come for me, Jeremy. But you shouldn't come in me. It's not safe. You can have my mouth or bottom, but for the next few days, it would be best to keep those little baby-makers out of the oven."
"You're not on the pill?"
"Why would I do that? Your father got snipped ages ago."
"But in the car..."
"Timing baby. I was about as safe as could be. Now's not the same. We have to be careful."
She changed her rhythm, lowering her body onto mine, and hammering her hips up and down on my cock. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders, clinging to her, hugging her close, while I started reacting, thrusting into her.
"Let me do it, baby boy. Just warn me when you're close." she whispered into my ear, her actions lengthening, riding more of my shaft.
"I want to come in you, Mom," I told her, clasping her tighter. I wasn't about to let her go.
"Please, baby. Not now," she squirmed, tugging away. "Not like this. We need to talk about it."
"Now Mom. I need it. I need you."
I squeezed her tightly as she gave up control, ceasing all resistance. She whimpered softly as I felt the release. Her actions changed again, and she stopped fighting it, and joined me. She was pushing back against me, when I erupted, coming hard. She gasped, her pussy tightening, milking me sweetly. "Fill me, Jeremy. Fill me up, my lovely boy."
My cock pulsed its seed home. Mom settled down onto me, kissing my face carefully, avoiding my injuries, brushing my hair aside. "I love you, Jeremy," she whispered.
"God, I love you so much, Mom."
She smiled. "I know. You've proven that much, haven't you?"
I released her, sliding my hand down her back, caressing her perfect ass cheeks. Kissing her neck, her shoulder. She snuggled against me for a couple of minutes, then climbed out of my bed. She retreated to the bathroom, and returned a few minutes later with a warm washcloth. Sitting on the edge of the bed, she cleaned me, finishing with her warm mouth, sucking gently for a short while.
She was only playing, teasing. She looked up at me. "Jeremy. That was very irresponsible of us, you understand? What if something happened? What if...?"
"I love you, Mom. More than anything. I need you to be mine, in every way."
Of course I knew what she was talking about. And I did feel a little guilty. The idea of my mother being so much more, my woman, my wife, the mother of my children, was breathtaking. But I was going off to college. Leaving her behind. Now wasn't the time.
"But you're right. That was irresponsible of me. I can't help it. You know what you do to me. I'll try to be more careful in the future."
Before she had me ready to go again, she grabbed the sheets, pulling them over us as she laid down beside me, hugging me. "No more for tonight, alright? You need your rest."
I hummed my assent, hugging her close. She got comfortable, leaning against me, her head resting on my shoulder.
There may be something better. I don't know. I'm only 18 years old, and have a lot of living ahead of me. But lying there, holding her, falling asleep with my naked mother in my arms was about as wonderful as it gets. Smelling her, feeling her, the warmth, the love emanating from her. I was able to relax totally, basking in the emotion, the sensation, the unmitigated selfless love. A mother's love.
* * *
I woke slowly, spooning her body. I slid my hand up from her waist, cupping her breast. Her huge breast. I played with it for a moment, until it hit me. "Morning, Aunt Marie," I said softly.
I felt her chuckle. "Good Morning, Jeremy. Sleep well?" She turned in my arms facing me.
"Wonderfully. You?"
She grinned. "Pretty good. Colin's learning to behave himself, mostly."
"It must be damned hard, with you in his bed."
Another giggle. "Very hard. I took care of it of course. Twice. What good mother wouldn't?"
"So you and him..."
"Handjob. I don't want to steal his youth. His first time should be with someone his own age. Let them learn together. Not that he won't get a little coaching on the way."
"You and Mom are pretty amazing coaches. Lucky Colin."
She pressed her lips to my shoulder, kissing me softly. "You're not doing so bad yourself, are you?"
"I'm not complaining."
She rose up a little, and brought her lips to mine. Briefly. "We gotta do something about that breath," she teased, kissing my jaw line.
"I just need a few minutes."
She hugged me, giving me a little shake. "Not now. I'm officially on wake-up duty. You're the last one still in bed. Even your father's up."
I pouted, trying to hang onto her, as she wriggled out of my arms, giving me a little push. "Up, Jeremy. The day's a-wasting."
As I sat up, I saw she had panties on. She grabbed her shirt, and pulled it over her head, hiding away the eye-candy. She caught me staring, and laughed. "C'mon, sugar. Up and dressed, you can shower after breakfast. It'll be ready any minute. Don't get me in trouble."
She tossed me my shorts, and selected a shirt for me from the closet. As I got dressed, she helped with the knee brace. When she passed me the elbow brace, I told her I didn't think I needed it.
"We're not taking any chances. Give it a few more days," she insisted.
When we got downstairs, Dad was holding court with Colin, while my cousin filled him in on his date. I felt a pang of jealousy, only for a moment. I hoped that the fight with my father wouldn't change us that much. Aunt Marie guided me to the table, and went to help Mom serve up breakfast.
"Food's on," Mom called out, and Dad and Colin got up and joined us. Dad was still moving real slow. Not that I was moving a whole lot faster.
It was a big Sunday brunch. Eggs, bacon, hash-browns, toast, fruit. We started out eating quietly, no reference to the previous night's fiasco. Mom reached out and grabbed his hand. "Sorry I got so mad at dinner," she said.
Dad looked up at her, and squeezed her hand. "You're right. We do need to talk. Afterward?"
She nodded. "I think we need to re-carpet the bedroom."
Dad shook his head. "Big scrap piece in the garage attic. We should be able to cut out the worse and replace it. It's not that big a task. It'll give me something to do."
Aunt Marie had an issue with that. "You can direct. The boys can handle the work."
There was a new atmosphere around the table. I could sense it. I wondered if everyone else could. Dad and I still sat at the opposite ends of the table, but Marie was sitting near me, with Colin between her and Dad. Mom was careful to stay in the middle, but watched over me, making sure I had whatever I needed. I felt a subtle change. I liked it.
Dad seemed oblivious, but I wonder how much of that was his drugs. He still looked to be half-out of it.
"Penny?" Aunt Marie asked me.
I shrugged. "Don't know what she was so pissed about. I went over and tried to talk to her but she wouldn't see me."
"Give her a little time," Mom said.
"I'll try again later, but I'm not going to be the one always crawling back to her. I don't know what this game is, but I don't think I like it."
I thought Dad was going to interject something, but he bit his tongue and kept eating.
"What do we need for the carpet, Dad?" I asked.
"I'll make a list. You can Colin can pick up what's needed."
I thought about that. I had a feeling it was a way to get me out from underfoot, while he and Mom talked. That was fine by me. Wasn't going to change anything as far as I was concerned.
Things were surprisingly normal afterward. Colin and I did the work, and Dad supervised. Aunt Marie and Mom took turns checking in on us, and bringing us drinks. I wondered if they weren't afraid that Dad and I might blowup at each other, but they needn't have. It was almost like old times.
Colin may well have been part of it. I don't think I'd ever seen him in a better mood, and Dad was in full-on guidance mode. "You need to call her later. Don't make a big deal about it. Just a simple, hey, how's it going, and an offer to get together again. Women need reassurance. They're always talking about the fragile male ego, but it's not like theirs isn't made of sugar crystal, ready to crumble at the smallest perceived slight."
Colin was all ears, hanging on Dad's every word. I was reminded of myself a couple of years earlier. Back when I believed Dad knew everything. That he was the smartest guy in the world. Before I knew better.
Maybe he didn't know everything. Perhaps I pushed him too high up on his pedestal. He still had been the best Dad I could have hoped for.
I grinned. "Listen to him, Colin. You think I could have landed someone like Penny on my own? Dad's forgotten more about women than we're like to learn in the next 20 years."
"Can't say I know everything. Not by a long shot, but whatever knowledge I do have is yours. You only have to ask." He was looking at Colin, but I felt the words were directed at me equally.
The carpet looked good. You could hardly tell what we'd done, unless you were looking for it.
Mom and Aunt Alice joined us for an inspection. With their approval, I gathered up the tools to put them away. Colin helped Dad down the stairs. He was walking slow and funny, and I still felt a little bad about the whipping I'd given him. Mom got out the vacuum, and Aunt Marie gathered up the remaining carpet remnant and followed me to the garage. She volunteered to take the carpet pieces into the attic, since my leg brace made it difficult.
She was wearing shorts, baggy legged, and I got a hell of a view coming and going. Aunt Marie was a little nervous and I assured her I'd hold the ladder steady. Which meant I was looking straight up her shorts as she came back down. On about the third step, she lowered herself right onto my face.
"Jeremy!" she squealed.
I was playing with her, wiggling my nose between her cheeks. She started giggling, sticking her butt out. "You are so bad," she snickered.
I reached up and pulled her shorts and panties to the side, sticking my face back where it didn't belong.
"Jeremy!" she hissed. "Everyone's here! Just inside the door!"
"You drive me crazy, Aunt Marie. I want you so bad."
She pushed me away, blushing, and quickly dropped down a couple of steps. I turned her pinning her to the ladder, playing with her breasts.
"What has gotten into you?" she laughed.
"It's more what's not gotten into you. I'm sorry I played those stupid games with you and Mom, trying to bring everyone together. I was an idiot. I should have made love to you every chance I got. You were my childhood fantasy, my favorite person in the whole world, and I screwed things up."
I saw her smile, and she hugged me. "Am I really your favorite?"
"Don't be silly. You knew it. Everyone did. It was kind of obvious. My friend, my mentor. You always treated me like an adult. I loved that."
"What about your Dad? You guys always had a special relationship. I felt so guilty that none of my husbands ever developed that with Colin."
"We did. Maybe still do. But it was a father/son relationship. A great one, but different. He guided me, mentored me, encouraged me, set an example. You spoiled me, pampered me, gave me a shoulder to cry on, and a sympathetic ear. Not to mention starring in my fantasies for the last 5 years."
She slipped down to the last step, her face before mine. I kissed her, and she returned it with passion. "I understand. Your Mom and I both do. What you did was screwy, but we both recognize why you did it, and that means a lot to us. In the end, I think it's mostly worked. Alice and I are the closest we've been since, well, since forever. We owe it to you, and your silly machinations."
"Machinations?" I teased
"What? You think only you and your father are entitled to a vocabulary?"
I kissed her again, pressing against her body, toying with her tits. "What's going on, Jeremy? Where do you see this going?"
"I don't know. I'm not making any big plans anymore. I love you, and I want you. I want to spend the night with you."
"And your mother? Penny?"
"Does it have to include everybody? Do I have to choose? I've always loved you and Mom, does that have to change?"



"Honey, sex is different. You can feel love for our family, but you don't get to screw everyone you meet."
"I told Mom that if she wasn't in my bed, you would be."
She gave me a piercing look. "I get no say in the matter?"
"I told her last night. I'm telling you now. One or the other. I love both of you. Whoever I'm not with can be with Dad."
She shook her head. "Jeremy, Jeremy. Really? Your father gets your castoffs?"
I nibbled her neck. "Don't be ridiculous. Like either of you are castoffs. The sexiest, most beautiful women I know. I want both of you. That's what I really want. But Mom is Dad's wife, and I know how you've felt about him forever. I'm willing to share. With Dad. Nobody else."
"And my boy?" Aunt Marie asked, giving me a hard look.
"You said it. You want his first time to be with someone his age. I think it's cool that you two are teaching him. You know he doesn't have the same level of feelings that I have for you two."
"What about Penny?" Aunt Marie asked.
"I don't know. Jesus, Marie! It's so confusing, and if I try to make things work, it just goes to hell. I don't know. I want you. I want Mom. That's what I want. I think Penny is great, and love being with her, but it's not the same as with you and Mom. Can I be any clearer?"
"Honey, I'm not sure you know what you want. You're 18. You're going off to college. Things are going to change."
"No. I'm not going to love you or Mom any less. I'm starting to regret going away to college. Big time, when I could be here with you two."
"And Penny," she reminded me.
"Maybe. She's pissed at me again. I'm getting tired of it. I don't even know what I did wrong."
"A girl wants her man to stick up for her."
"Right. Last time I stuck up for her, she got mad. This time I don't, she gets mad. I can't win for losing."
Aunt Marie pulled me in for a hug. "We'll happen, Honey. I promise. For now, the most important thing is your parents. Their marriage is on shakier ground than ever. We've got to see them over this. That comes first, don't you think?"
"Sure, but I don't know how."
"That's for you and your father to work out," she said.
"I thought you and Mom said you were going to work it out?"
"We're trying, but it's slow going. You bangin' the hell out of your Mom last night didn't help. Alice is very vocal, you shouldn't have her screamin' like that with your father right down the hall. That's not right."
"He didn't want her. He sent her away. Told me to take her."
"He was angry and hurt. You know that. Don't be a jerk, Jeremy."
"No. If he doesn't want her, I do. If he sends her out of his bedroom, she's going to sleep with me."
"Talk to him, Jeremy. You two were always so close. Just talk to him and be honest."
I sighed. "Alright. I'll try. But if it blows up, don't blame me."
The conversation I knew I needed to have with Penny would have to wait. Aunt Marie was probably right. She usually was. Smarter than me about these things. I was willing to give it a try.
I got our mini-cooler, and put a six-pack in it. Opened the porch umbrella, and setup the beers. I went inside and hunted down Dad. He was parked in front of that damned TV again, watching some weird show about fishing. Golf? Fishing? I was getting worried.
"Dad, can you and I talk, man-to-man?"
He turned. "Always."
I held out my hand to help him out of the chair, he was moving worse than me. He gripped my hand and I pulled firmly, standing him up. I nodded outside, and he followed. At the table, I waited for him to get seated, and passed him a beer. He saw the six-pack and smiled. "Six beer talk? Must be pretty damned serious."
"I think it is."
"I don't suppose it would have anything to do with the dogs barking in the night?"
I guess he meant Mom. "Everything's a mess, isn't it? And I started it all. I'm sorry, and I want to work things out."
"Bangin' your mother is workin' things out?" he snapped.
"God Damn it! Stop, already!" I yelled. "No more fighting! We need to fix things, not keep pouring fuel on the fire. Jesus, I love you, but you're one stubborn old fool!"
"Don't sugar-coat it, Jeremy. You're taking her from me."
"You know, Dad, I thought you knew everything. Everything. But some areas, you're blind as a bat. I could never take her. How the fuck can you even say that? She loves you."
"She sure knows how to show it."
I sighed, taking a long drink from the beer. "This is going nowhere. Let's start over from the basics, Ok?"
He stared at me a while, took a sip and put his beer down. "Fine. What are the basics?"
"I think it's pretty simple. Mom loves you. You're angry at her, and she screwed up, hiding things from you. But you love her, and she loves you. Tell me if that isn't true."
"Just because I love her doesn't mean..."
"Basics Dad. You love each other. It's obvious. Next, I love you and Mom. Differently, I admit," I tried to make light of it, grinning.
"Thank God for that," he smirked.
"Did you hear me Dad? I love you. God, you... you're the best father a son could have. I hate changing that, hurting you like I did. Not the fight, that was just stupid. I broke your trust, and I hate that. Please, forgive me for messin' with Mom, and not telling you immediately after it happened. Please."
He stared at me, but I saw the glisten in his eye, matching mine.
I got up and knelt beside his chair. I hugged him. "I'm a fucking lousy son, I know it. I'm sorry."
I felt his arm slowly go around my shoulders. "No, you're not. You love your mother. You stuck up for her. You took her in when I threw her out. I get it."
"How do we fix it, Dad? How?" I pulled away, and sat back in my chair. I wiped my eyes, and downed the rest of the first beer.
I barely heard his reply. "I don't know, son."
I popped two more beers. "Do you hate me now?" I asked.
"Don't be stupid. It doesn't befit you. You're my son. My only child. You're part of me. I could never hate you. I may get pissed at you, or be disappointed. I may even feel like kicking your ass, although that's becoming more troublesome. But I couldn't hate you. You... you know that. You're my son."
I nodded. "You and Mom love each other. You and I, you know how I feel. Mom and me..."
"Yeah, what about you and her?"
"We love each other. More than a mother and son should. My fault. I accept all the blame. But it happened and it is what it is. I love her more than anyone."
"Don't you understand that's wrong?" he said.
"Yeah. Doesn't change things a bit. I love her and she loves me, second only to you, and a close second at that. There's a difference of course. She's in love with you. She loves me largely because you and I are so much alike, and I'm her son."
"This doesn't seem so basic," he said.
I ignored his comment, moving on. "Finally, Aunt Marie loves you, and always has. I love her and she loves me. The only real question is how do you feel about her?"
Dad looked embarrassed. "Honesty, Dad. What about Aunt Marie?"
"She's a beautiful woman. A beautiful person, but I'm married to your mother..."
"No, forget that for the moment. Do you love her at all?"
"As family. I... I guess that after your mother and you, she would be the closest."
"Can we make this work out for us? You and me? Mom and Aunt Marie?"
"What are you saying?"
"You know exactly what I'm saying. You get both of them. Whoever you're not with, is with me."
"Do you even hear what you're saying? Me and Marie? Your mother would have a heart-attack. Hell, isn't that what our damn fight was about?"
"No, it wasn't about that. It was about the way you did it. Throwing Mom out, and bringing Aunt Marie home to rub her face in it. No more of that, Ok? Nothing out of spite. Everything out of love."
"Listen Jeremy..."
"God, Dad, can't you just admit it? You'd love to do Aunt Marie. Get those big breasts of hers. Be the first in her cherry ass. She'd faun all over you. You'd get the two hottest fucking women in the state. Just admit that you want her."
"It's not that simple," he continued to argue.
"Fine. You don't want to listen. You want to keep arguing. Here's how it goes. If Mom's not in your bed, she's going to be in mine, with all that entails. If Aunt Marie's not in your bed, she's going to be in mine. You can have either one. All you have to do is ask. Otherwise they're mine."
"She's my wife, damn it!" Dad growled.
"Yes she is. You threw her out of your room. I'm not saying you didn't have some cause. But you can't hold it over her forever. Take her back to your room, and she's yours. Not mine."
"And you'll leave her alone?"
"No. I love her. I'll be showing her a lot of attention, and will be willing to go back to our old rules. I won't fuck her, as long as she's in your bed."
"Mighty white of you, offering not to fuck my wife," he said sarcastically.
I nodded. "I think so. At the same time, I'm going to give you the same rules with Aunt Marie. No fucking her, front or back, as long as she's in my bed. You want her, all you have to do is ask, and I'll send her to your bed. With Mom's full approval."
"You don't know that."
"I do. I told her last night. I told Aunt Marie today. They're ours. Actually, for the moment they're mine," I said grinning. "But I'm willing to share with you. Even give you top billing. You make the choices."
"So I'm supposed to roll over and be thankful that I get my wife back?"
"No, Dad. We try to make things work. That's all. They both love you. They're finally willing to share you-"
"Your mother actually said that? She's fine with me being with Marie?"
"Yes. Any time you want. Say the word, and I'll have her on her knees in front of you, with Mom teaching her the basics." I smiled. "She's really not that good."
"But if she'd do it topless..."
I chuckled. "Yeah that would make up for a lot."
"What are you going to do about Penny?"
"I'm not sure. I think the real question is, what are you going to do with those two, when you don't have me to help you take care of them in a couple of weeks?"
I saw the first real smile. "Hell of a problem, don't you think?"
"Take a better man than I am, to work that one out."
Dad took his third beer, cracked it, and passed it to me. "This is insane, you know?"
"Fuck if I know. What I do know, is that week of sharing Mom with you was the best of my life. You teaching me how to take care of her, what she needs, what she likes, that was the best ever."
He smirked. "I bet." He took a sip. "I... I'm sorry I blew up at you guys. You're right. It was good. Some of the best sex of my life, too. Knowing the truth, when I already suspected, shouldn't have hit me like that."
"Nobody blames you. I screwed up a lot, with my games, trying to bring them back together, make everything work out."
"Like now?"
"No. No more games. I'm just laying it out there. With everyone." I leaned over. "I want to double them with you. Both of them."
"You are a sick little mother, aren't you?" he chuckled.
"I can't help it. When Mom's riding you, I want to walk up to her, stick my cock in her face, and make her suck me. When she's done, I just leave and let you keep fucking her brains out. I've fantasized about that since the first time you told me I could have her mouth."
"And your Aunt?"
"She's riding me cowgirl. You walk right in, swat her ass and tell her to get ready. I hold her to my chest, while you take her ass. We ride her ragged, taking turns, seeing how many ways she can handle two big cocks."
"You think she'd go for that?"
"She fantasizes about it. Want me to go get her? She'll tell you yourself."
He was half done with his beer, sitting back. "You're serious about all this?"
"For the next couple of weeks. Then they're both your problem."
"So if I said I wanted Marie tonight..."
"I'd say you were getting ahead of yourself. The doctor said you should give the old python a couple of days rest."
"Right. Thanks a hell of a lot for that. Asshole."
"You threw the first punch," I reminded him. "You still have to teach me that one."
He nodded. "Still. Even if we didn't do that, I could have her naked in my bed tonight?"
"She'd smother you in affection and those bodacious tits of hers."
"And your mother would be Ok with it?"
"Yes. She'd be with me," I explained. "Although I think it would be good at some point for us to keep the sisters together. With you. Let Mom deal with it better."
"You think that would help? You're stupider than you look."
I laughed. "I look like you, Dad. Just a little prettier now."
"Seriously. Both of them?"
"Here's my idea..."
* * *
I still had to deal with Penny. Dad was perched in front of his TV, but we was back to watching the NFL channel, thank God. The sisters were doting on him, and he wasn't taking it lying down, teasing them back, getting a little grab-ass in. I got a few curious looks from Mom and Aunt Marie, but I just smiled. I received my fair share of attention.
I called Penny's cell, but she didn't pick up. I tried her house, but she was out. Her mother said she and her father had gone to pick up her new car. They were supposed to be back any minute, so I headed over.
Colleen let me in, fixed me up with an iced-tea, and clucked over my condition. I forgot I still looked pretty sorry, and tried to brush it off, but she's a pushy one. She plopped herself in my lap, and had to check things out herself, kissing my boo-boos.
"Penny tells me things are different around here."
Colleen blushed. "In a big way. In a good way."
I gave her a peck. "I'm so happy for you. I take it you're happy?"
"Ecstatic. I know it's probably temporary. Nobody can keep up what we're doing forever, but it... it's amazing Jeremy. I guess we owe it all to you and the ornery daughter of mine, and your little video gifts." She grinned, leaning against me while I held her. "Not just the sex. That's great right now, but it's everything else. The renewed intimacy, the talking, discussing our future, our dreams again. He's... he's everything he was, when I first fell in love with him."
"I think that's pretty wonderful. He's a lucky man."
"Not near as lucky as me," she said softly.
"Has Penny talked to you? She ran out of the house the other night, pissed off. I didn't even know why."
"No, she's not talking. She probably just needed to blow off some steam. She'll probably be in a much better mood when she returns."
"She said she might be getting blowjob lessons from you. Any chance of that?"
Colleen laughed. "Oh she did, did she? And who does she think she's supposed to learn on?"
"Don't ask me, I'm just wondering."
"No, no BJ lessons yet. Something could probably be worked out. I don't know if we could do what y'all did."
"Us?"
"Yeah. She told me. Your mother giving her lessons, using you and your father for practice. That was a bit of a stunner."
"That's a secret..."
"Of course. We have our own secrets, don't we?"
I nodded.
"I can keep them, if you can. Maybe we'll have to have you over for dinner... and a movie?" she teased. "I'm sure that would be conducive to lessons. Although I'm not sure if she should be practicing on her father. That's a little over the top. Hell, that's a lot over the top."
"Yeah, I suspect so. I doubt he'd complain."
She laughed again. "I doubt that very much." She sat up, gave me a peck on the cheek, and slipped off my lap. "I think they're here."
She had good ears, and I heard the rumble outside. I stood to face the music, and her father walked in. Alone.
"Where's Penny?" Colleen asked.
Joe smiled. "Heading over to his house, to show off her wheels, I imagine."
I opened my cell, and dialed her. No answer. Crap. "She's not answering."
Joe frowned. "She turned off her ringer while we were doing our negotiating. I bet she forgot to turn it back on."
I sighed, and gave Colleen a kiss on the cheek. "I'm gonna go get her. Thanks for seeing me."
Penny's father shook my hand on the way out the door. "She's my baby. Try not to hurt her."
"Never, if I can help it. Although I seem to be pretty clueless half the time. I never mean it, I swear. She's pretty wonderful."
He grinned. "I know. Hard to figure 'em out."
I headed back up the street, and was nearly home when a Mini-cooper convertible blew past me, a certain gorgeous young blonde at the wheel. She did a U-turn half way up the block and drove up beside me. "Hey handsome," she called out from the car, pushing her shades up to her forehead.
"Hey lady. Nice wheels."
"You like?"
"Fits you."
She grinned. "I know, right? I owe it all to you. You and a certain movie. The old man is putty in my hands."
I walked over to the car, looking in. "He was putty to begin with. You girls and your Daddies."
She grinned. "Go for a ride?"
I climbed in. "I'm sorry about last night. I'm not 100% sure what about, but I am sorry."
She laughed. "That's Ok. I was pissed at your old man, more than you. I wanted you to stick up for me, but I understand it's awkward. Like taking sides within the family. If I want to be part of the family, I need to stick up for myself."
We drove around a bit, and I have to admit, it was a cute car. Little tight fitting, but as long as there was no one behind me, it was alright. We finally ended up back at our place. "Coming in?"
"Not tonight. Tomorrow, Ok? Tonight I've got to do my best appreciative daughter, plus I told Emma I'd stop by. Rain check?"
I leaned over and gave her a kiss. "Soon? I think I'm going into withdrawal."
She laughed, and gave me long deep kiss. "Soon."
* * *
I could smell dinner. Someone was cooking steaks. "I'm home," I called out.
Mom poked her head out. "Penny with you?"
"Not tonight. Needs to show off her car tonight, and do some serious sucking up at home."
"Her car?"
"Her Dad bought her a new mini."
Mom smiled. "You two Ok?"
"Like nothing ever happened. How's things around here?"
"Your father insisted on grilling. Marie's helping him." She looked a little surprised when I moved in for a hug and a kiss. "You and your father both. What's gotten into you two?"
"We had a talk. A good one."
She looked at me suspiciously, "How good?"
"You'll see."
"Jeremy..."
"Patience Mom. Where's Colin?"
"Out. I don't know what's gotten into him either. He's meeting Kelly and some friends. Told his mother not to wait up."
"Good for him." I pulled her in and kissed her.
"Jeremy! What if your father sees us? I don't want to be causing trouble."
"No more trouble Mom. We love you. No more fighting, Ok?"
"Really?"
"Yeah."
"What exactly does that mean?"
"After dinner. Still a few things to work out. One thing though," I said.
"What?"
"Aunt Marie. What I said last night. She's your backup, wherever you're not, she'll be."
"What a horrible way to put it! My backup. What's that supposed to mean?"
I gave her a squeeze and a pat on the rear. "Go with the flow Mom. Just know that Dad and I both love you more than anyone else in the world. We do, but for the moment, Aunt Marie's going to help bridge our recent issues."
"Jeremy..."
"Something's boiling over," I said, gesturing at the stove, and hurried off to see what the other two were up to when she turned away.
Dad was sitting by the grill, watching, his little spray bottle at hand. Aunt Marie was across from him. It sounded like they were talking about Colin. I leaned over her, gave her a kiss on the neck, reached down and gave her tits a squeeze."
"Jeremy!"
"Damn she has nice tits, don't you think, Dad?"
He grinned. "I think the word you used was bodacious."
"Arms up, Aunt Marie," I said, while tugging her shirt upward.
She lifted her hands but quickly brought her elbows in. "What are you doing?"



"C'mon Aunt Marie. You've got the best tits in Texas. Give us a peek."
She was blushing. "Are you crazy?"
I moved in front of her, leaned down and kissed her lips. "Hardly. What's wrong? You don't want Dad to see your tits? I know you can't be afraid to show 'em to me."
"Out here? What if Alice were to walk out?"
Dad laughed. "Then I guess we'll have to get her to drop her drawers. Then we'll have the best tits and best ass in Texas on display."
Aunt Marie grinned. "I thought you didn't care that much about tits, Harold."
"Are you kidding? I love a nice pair, and yours are more than nice."
"But you said..."
"I lied. Yes, I am an ass man, and your sister has the sweetest derriere I've ever seen. Doesn't mean I can't appreciate the rest."
"But... when we.. when I..."
"I love your sister. Did from the first. I had to say something, Marie. I couldn't resist the full court press much longer. You'll never know how hard it was to turn you away."
I tugged her shirt upward, and she lifted her arms, exposing her bra. Simple, heavy duty. She started blushing, "I... I would have worn something sexy for you."
Dad laughed. "You don't think that's sexy? Damn woman, get a grip."
She looked at me. "Is this supposed to be my wardrobe for the evening?"
"It's a start. Now go give Dad a kiss, and tell him you're sorry."
"Sorry? For what?"
"For making him wait this long."
She grinned, and sauntered over to Dad. "Sorry Harold. Forgive me?" She gave a little shimmy that almost had the earth shaking. She leaned forward and kissed him, not coming up for air for quite a while. I got up and grabbed her hips, tugging her away.
"Down girl. The man has a job to do. We don't want burned steaks. Go get pretty for us."
She turned and threw her arms around my neck, kissing me hard. "Love me?" she asked.
"You know it, fantasy girl. Now go on," I swatted her butt, leaving her giggling as she sauntered off, waving her shirt.
Dad watched her go. "You're serious about this? Marie and your Mom?"
"As a heart attack. Your choice. In the mean time, let's have some fun."
Dad passed me the tongs. "Check 'em."
I gave them the finger test, pressing down to see how much the meat 'gave'. "Looks good." I took each steak and moved them over the side burners, turning each a little to get the nice diamond shaped sear pattern, from the red hot grill. By the time I had turned and moved all of them, I was ready to pile them on the platter.
Dad shut down the grill, and followed me in. "Steaks are done," I announced.
Mom brought out our steak plates. Huge, hand turned, hardwood plates. No better way to cut into a steak than on one of those. Mom had made her cheesy mashed potatoes, one of my favorites. Dad grinned. "Looks like they're trying to get on your good side tonight. New York Strips and your favorite potatoes?"
Mom grinned. "And his favorite country rolls. I get to spoil both my men now and then, right?"
Dad nodded. "Absolutely. Is there anything for me?" he teased.
Mom leaned over and kissed him. "Sugar?"
"More."
She kissed him long and hard, and Dad turned and pulled her close. "I... I'm sorry about the other night," he said.
She grinned. "I know. Don't think twice about it. It's over. I love you Harold Davis. Always have, always will."
She waved her potato spoon under his nose. "But if you pick another fight with your son, there's going to be hell to pay! Got it?"
He grinned. "No more fights. I promise."
He got another quick kiss, and Mom went to fetch the corn on the cob. Aunt Marie showed up a few seconds later looking good enough to eat. She'd put on the thinnest shirt I've ever seen, tied it off halter style. Her tits stood out from her chest, her rosy areola clearly visible, her nipples tenting the material. She came over to me for a hug. "Better?"
"Much. Damn, how can one woman be so hot?"
She laughed. "It's not as easy as it looks. Plenty of exercise, eating right, and years of care. It's nice to see someone thinks it's paid off."
Mom walked in with the corn, set it on the table, and looked across the table at Aunt Marie. "Great. Now nobody's going to notice the meal I slaved over."
I stood took her in my arms. "Your turn."
"My turn what?" she asked.
I reached down and tugged her shorts to her knees, making her squeal, and slap at me. "Jeremy!"
I laughed. "Best tits and best ass in Texas, right Dad?"
He chuckled. "No doubt. It almost seems unfair. And all in one family, too."
I was still working at getting Mom's shorts to the floor, leaving her in her panties. Damn woman grabbed her spoon, and gave me a good whack around the shoulders.
"Ow Mom! That hurt!"
"I'll break this spoon over your head if you don't show a little respect!" she snapped.
I stood, and hugged her with one arm, while trying to get the spoon out of her hand. "Come on, Mom. It's just panties."
She glared at me. "You could have asked," she said.
"I'm sorry. Mom, can we see you in your panties? We love your ass. If you want, we could wait for you to put on your yoga pants. The white ones?"
She fought back a chuckle. "You are such a brat. My yoga pants?"
Dad spoke up. "Or the teal ones. You know the ones."
She turned and grinned. "Maybe. After dinner."
I let her go, and she stepped out of her shorts. "What am I going to do with you two?"
I grinned, and she blushed sweetly.
Best dinner in ages. Really. And not just the food. Everyone was in a good mood for once, laughing and joking, teasing each other. I asked Aunt Marie how she could even see what she was eating.
"Years of practice, Jeremy. Being 'endowed' is not as easy as it looks." She grinned, "But then I guess you and your father know that."
"Marie!" Mom laughed.
"You said so yourself, Alice."
A little while later something came to mind. "Teal yoga pants? I don't remember seeing any teal ones."
Mom turned bright red and Dad laughed. "No. She doesn't wear those out. She'd cause too many heart attacks."
"Harold..."
"You know it's true, Alice."
She was bright red, but grinning.
No dessert, and I cleared the table. "I got the dishes," I told them. "Mom, I think it's teal time."
"I don't know..."
"Alice, the yoga pants and the pink top," Dad said firmly.
"Not The pink top."
"Go on now. Jeremy's got the dishes."
It was good to hear Dad in top form. Aunt Marie brought the last of the dishes in and offered to help.
"I suspect Mom's pulling out all the stops. That shirt is awesome, but I think you can do better," I nodded toward her nondescript shorts.
She grinned. "Maybe."
"You gonna let your big sister show you up?" I teased.
She gave me a quick kiss. "You guys are going to be naughty, aren't you?"
"A little. Not brazen. We're not ready for that yet."
I got another quick peck. "Be right back, sweetie," she said with a wave.
"You need any help?" Dad called out to me, while I dealt with the cleanup.
"Naw, I got it. Some after dinner beverages might be nice, if you're up to it, old man."
"If I'm up to it," he growled. I saw him leverage himself up out of his chair.
Mom's always been good about doing the dishes as she goes, and the grill helped minimize the clean up. The wood plates are a pain, needing to be washed and dried by hand. By the time I was done, Mom was modeling for Dad.
"This what you wanted, Harold? You want to show me off?"
Damn. Her pants were so tight and thin, from in back she might was well have been naked. They hugged her ass like saran-wrap, and disappeared so far up her crack, it was as if they were painted on. She turned giving me a full view, and I hardened in my shorts. The front was equally as tight, showing the most pronounced cameltoe I'd ever seen. You could see the tuft of her hair, and even where she could use a touch up shave.
My eyes wandered upward to the t-shirt that almost covered her breasts. The half-tee stopped a little past her nipples, showing underboob from where I was standing. There were no sleeves, and the armholes were cut almost to the bottom of the shirt, exposing most of her breast to anyone standing at her side. The material was near as thin as the yoga pants, that faded worn look like it had been washed a thousand times.
"Wow."
Mom and Dad both laughed. "That's it?" teased Mom.
"Anything else would be superfluous."
She turned, showing me her butt. "You don't think it's a little much?"
I laughed, and walked over to her, taking her in my arms. "Outside of the house, it would be way, way too much. You would stop traffic. But here with just me and Dad? I think it's perfect."
I made a big deal out of looking her shirt over. "The shirt's pretty radical Mom. Where'd you get it?"
She laughed. "This old thing? I've had it longer than you've been alive. It was a normal shirt when your father got it for me in college. I, uh, modified it for him."
"Good job. You look incredible."
Marie came skipping down the stairs, and I almost lost it. She was wearing sheer boy-short panties, made mostly of lace. They didn't hide much of anything. If anything, her shirt was pulled tighter, and she'd pulled her hair back in the cutest pony-tail.
"Unfair, Marie! I didn't get to do up my hair or makeup!" Mom whined.
"Yeah, but they're both madly in love with you. Ya gotta give me something, Sissy!"
Mom pouted cutely, but opened her arms for Marie's hug. "You're not really mad, are you?" Aunt Marie asked softly.
"I could never stay mad at you," Mom said.
"Right. Only for, what, 20 years?"
Mom stuck her tongue out at her sister, and Marie pretended to bite at it. Mom jerked back, and I couldn't help laugh.
"Alright, what's the plan now, troublemaker?" Mom asked, turning to face me, her arm around her sister's waist. Marie was leaning into her big sister, head canted over onto her shoulder.
"No plan, Mom. I told you, I'm out of the crazy plan business. I just wanted to see you too as gorgeous as possible, still clothed. You outdid yourselves."
Mom looked over at Dad, crooking one eyebrow. "Harold?"
"Don't ask me. I'm along for the ride too. You both look stunning."
Mom grinned and went over to her husband sitting in his lap. "This Ok? Not hurting anything am I?"
He chuckled. "If you were, you think I'd say anything and chance you escaping?"
Mom sat up. "Harold, if I'm hurting you in any way..."
"No, my love, the only thing you're hurting is my heart. I feel like a louse..."
She kissed him hard. That was enough of a sign for me, I sat down, pulling Aunt Marie into my lap. She chuckled. "You have been practicing that move, haven't you?"
"I don't practice anything for you. It's all I can do to keep my heart beating steadily."
"So is my sister going to be the one getting all the kissing tonight?"
I think I answered that to her satisfaction. Still, after every kiss with Aunt Marie, I seemed to learn something. She was simply amazing. I could lose my soul between her lips.
Aunt Marie, looked up and pouted. "You guys are too far away."
Mom laughed. "He likes his throne."
"Up, Alice," Dad said. She hopped up, and waited for him to extract himself slowly. He still was obviously only working at 50%. He made his way to the other end of the couch. He looked over at Aunt Marie, before pulling Mom into his lap. "Better, troublemaker?"
She nodded vehemently. I laughed and started tugging at the knot on the front of her shirt. She slapped playfully at my hands. "And what do you think you're doing, young man?"
"Shut up and kiss me, Marie."
She smiled and brought her lips to mine, her arms moving around my neck, allowing me to free her breasts. She whimpered softly as they sprung free. I pulled away, holding her face in my hands. I stared into her eyes. "Fantasy girl," I whispered.
"Fantasy come true. Just say the word," she teased, nibbling my lip.
I turned to face Mom and Dad. He had his hand in her minimal excuse for a shirt. It wasn't hard to get his attention. "What do you think Dad?" I asked, holding my aunt's tits up for inspection. "When's the last time you saw these puppies bare?"
He grinned. "A long, long, time."
"Don't you think they're worth an up-close inspection?"
He blushed, and looked at Mom. She raised her eyebrows. "You don't want to check them out? What are you, gay?"
"Come on, Dad. Trade ya."
Mom got up out of his lap, and came over to us. She pulled her sister up, and gave her a hug. "Be gentle with him. He's old. His heart may not be able to handle it." It wasn't a very successful whisper.
"Old?" Dad spoke up. "I'm only a couple of years older than you!"
"That's right, older," Mom teased.
Aunt Marie crawled into his lap running her fingers through his hair. "Distinguished. Experienced."
It was all the opportunity I needed to pull Mom into my lap. "I can't believe you traded us!" she growled.
I laughed. "Mom, I'd trade the moon for you."
She grinned, and I was soon on the end of a nice Mommy kiss. "You are certainly trouble tonight. What next? Or do I want to know?"
"How many times do I have to tell you? No plans. I just want to be with the most incredible women. Hold you, love you."
She laughed. "No way, buster. You're not loving me down here. Not in front of everybody."
"Silly Mom. I love you everywhere. Everything about you." I leaned down and parted her legs, examining her cameltoe. "How do you even get these on?"
She giggled. "It takes a good long time, and I have to be very careful. I've ripped two pair before. Or I should say your father has."
Dad had his hands full with Marie. Literally. "Dad? You've ripped these off Mom?"
He blushed. "She drives me crazy with them. Teases me relentlessly. It's not my fault."
Mom giggled, and purred when I rubbed between her legs. "Jeremy, this is, I don't know, awfully naughty."
"C'mon Mom, after what Dad and I have done to you?"
Aunt Marie perked up at that. "Now that sounds like a story worth hearing."
Dad tugged on her nipple. "It's more of a 'show' than a 'tell' kind of story."
Mom shook her head. "No way, Harold. She's my sister! We're not showing her anything of the kind!"
"We could 'show' Aunt Marie," I teased.
Dad shook his head. "No, Jeremy. Women aren't interchangeable. It's taken years, many years to get your mother to the point where we can do the things we did. Your aunt's a beautiful, sexy woman, but she wouldn't be able to respond the same. Not the first time."
Aunt Marie was definitely curious. "You three are driving me crazy. What are we talking about here?"
"You want to tell her, Mom?"
Mom shook her head.
"Dad?"
He kissed Aunt Marie softly. "How to make her squirt on demand," he said softly.
"You're kidding!"
Mom chuckled. "No, he's not. But it's very exhausting. I'm totally used up afterward."
"Really?"
Dad nodded, and so did I.
"Wow. We're going to have to talk more about that later." I think we were all a little relieved she didn't want to go into it right then.
Aunt Marie had turned, straddling Dad's lap. She was holding her breasts up to his mouth, and he was obviously loving it. I had Mom do the same, facing me, and I pulled her close. "Does it bother you too much? Aunt Marie with Dad?" I whispered. "We can stop it."
She shook her head slightly. "No. I thought it would be worse. I... I think it makes it easier while you're holding me."
"You want to go to him tonight? Or do you want to stay with me?" I breathed into her ear.
"You baby. He's still not up to doing anything, and you've got me awfully worked up."
"He'll be with Marie all night," I reminded her.
"But I'll have you?"
"Several times."
She giggled. "Naughty boy. You want my bottom?"
"Jesus, Mom! Do I ever!"
"I think that's the solution for our, fertility issue. That and Mommy's hungry mouth."
I groaned, while she ground down against my hard-on. "Up, Mom."
She grinned, and climbed out of my lap. I took her by the hand and stood in front of Dad. "I'd like to take Mom upstairs. Is it Ok if I leave Aunt Marie with you?"
Dad looked over to Mom. "Alice?"
"I... if I ask, will you tell me everything?" she asked nervously.
"Baby, if it makes you uncomfortable..." Dad started.
"Only if I ask. I just need to know that I can. And that you'll be totally honest."
"I would never keep anything from you." I felt a little undercurrent to his statement. That he would never keep anything from her. In spite of the opposite obviously not being the case. I wondered if it was my own guilty conscience at work, placing hidden meaning where there was none.
She nodded. "Can I talk to her first? For a moment?"
Aunt Marie climbed off Dad's lap and the sisters walked off to the kitchen, hand-in-hand.
"Gentle with her, Dad. She's really nervous. You've been her fantasy for two decades."
He nodded. "I saw the video." He looked over at where the sisters were talking softly. "Don't forget what you said."
I grinned. "It might take a while."
Mom and Aunt Marie returned, and Mom headed straight to Dad, hugging and kissing him. "She's my baby sister, Harold," Mom said softly.
"I know. I'll take care of her."
She smiled, pecking his lips. "I know. Not too much care," she teased.
Aunt Marie's return journey had ended with me. She gave me a hug and a kiss. "I guess your fantasy has to wait at least one more night," she pouted so cutely.
"I'm trying to be patient. Don't ask me how I'm managing."
She laughed, pressed her big ol' boobies against my chest. "Your Daddy's a fan of the 'girls'."
"No kidding. Remember, he's not supposed to..."
"I got it, baby. I'll be gentle with him. We're just warming up." She grinned. "Then again, he and I have had 20 years of foreplay."
Mom rescued me from Aunt Marie, and I had her lead the way up the stairs so I could watch those improbable pants from up close. She giggled. "Funny. I've never had a man lead me up the stairs in these pants. They always want to follow."
I took a couple of quick steps up to take a bite at that delicious looking butt, but Mom scampered up the stairs a lot faster than I could move, with my knee brace on. She giggled like a kid, the whole way.
She left me at the door, and ran down the hall, returning a few moments later, waving a bottle. "Got it," she grinned. I steered her into my room, leaving Dad in Aunt Marie's loving care, and closed the door.
Mom jumped into my arms, kissing me passionately. "I need to prepare myself. Why don't you relax, maybe get us a bottle of wine?"
She left for the bathroom, and I headed back downstairs. Dad and Aunt Marie were going at it on the couch. Her top was completely missing, and he had his hand in her panties.
"Ignore the son," I announced. "I'm just getting some beverages." I retrieved a bottle of wine, and two glasses. "You know, Dad. I don't think Marie's ever seen any of my videos. She might be interested. Then again, you might want to try watching her video with her. In case you have any questions."
"Teaching your ol' man how to milk the ducks, are we?" he laughed.
"Just an idea. I'll leave you two alone now."
In the bedroom I stripped down, poured the wine, and put some music on. I removed the braces, testing my knee. The elbow seemed mostly better, the knee? Still hurt from some positions. For tonight, I was just going to deal with it. I had high hopes for the night. Mom left me waiting quite a while, but I was pleased when she returned still wearing her outfit. "I thought you might want to take it off me," she explained.
I drew her down the bed, and rolled her on her belly, getting her to giggle. "What is with you Davis men, and my poor bottom?"
I was lying between her legs, massaging her cheeks, watching the material move. "Believe me, Mom. It would be any man, and probably half the women, given the chance."



"I guess we'll just have to make sure they don't get that chance then."
I nuzzled between her legs, chewing on her butt, opening her legs wide, licking her through the nearly transparent material. "Naughty... boy," she groaned sexily.
When I'd had my fill of playing with her butt cheeks, I rolled her over again, nipping at her inner thighs.
"Gentle, it tears easily," Mom whispered.
I hoped so. I nibbled on her protruding lips, licking, sucking through the material, making her moan and gasp. Cute little grunts escaping her lips. I rubbed her clit with my thumb, infinite little circles, while I feasted on her pouty lips. When I had her on the edge, quivering, I pulled the material away from her skin, and bit through it. The little hole was enough to wiggle my fingers inside and tear it open, diving into her pussy, sucking it up, making her squeal. She squirmed so sweetly for me, then settled back onto the bed.
"Damn it, Jeremy! You're just like your father! These things are hard to find, and they're not cheap!"
"Then you better stock up, Mom. Buy a case of them. That's all I've got to say."
I was desperate for her, and the idea of having her, while she wore those sexy, silky pants was driving me crazy. I moved up between her legs, and stabbed my cock into her. She gasped, then giggled. "Got you worked up a little, do I?"
I shoved it in hard, right to the base, making her grunt. "Careful, baby! That takes some getting used to."
I gave her plenty of time to get used to it, pounding her, leaning over her, pulling the t-shirt up to expose her tits. My hips went into overdrive, jackhammering her tight little hole. She was responding beautifully, her legs wrapping around me, then flying wide open. She pulled them back, hanging onto her own ankles. She started up with her little cries and grunts, the sweet repeated "Yes, yes, yes," that evolved into the screaming "YEEES!" that preceded her orgasm.
The frenetic action had me on edge before I knew it. "Gonna come, Mom," I groaned, long-stroking her pussy.
"In... my... mouth... baby," she grunted.
It took a lot of effort on my part to resist finishing in the saddle. I pulled out and scrambled up the bed, leaning over her face. "Suck your son, Mom," I demanded.
She took me between her lips, and sucked me deep and strong, until I delivered my first load. She sucked me clean and dry, taking her time, leaving me ready for a second go.
"Kinda quick, wasn't it?" she teased.
"Like I can resist you."
"You better learn to. I expect the best from my men. Which includes more than a couple of minutes."
"Slut-Mommy."
"Only for you and your Dad," she answered, grinning.
"That's the 'Mommy' part," I reminded her.
"Oh, I thought you meant it like a MILF."
"Oscar says you're a MICMLNOTF," I told her, rubbing her hair while she licked me.
"A mickmilnotoff?"
"Mommy I'd Cut My Left Nut Off To Fuck."
She giggled. "Now that would kind of defeat the purpose, wouldn't it?"
"I want your bottom, Mom."
She chuckled. "Of course you do. It's not like the other. We have to work up to it. That's a lotta meat to fit into such a tiny hole. You'll hurt me if you're not careful."
I remember taking care of her after one particularly rough session she'd had with Dad. "Teach me."
She reached down and started tugging at the yoga pants. "No, leave them on," I said.
"Please, baby? They're kind of uncomfortable. If you want that little kink, we can do it in pantyhose sometime."
"Alright, I didn't know. Let me help you with those."
It was a job. I'm surprised they didn't cut off all circulation from the waist down. I finally got them off, and couldn't resist climbing between her legs for another taste.
God, I loved the taste of her. She had to pry me away. "Plenty of time for that later. Shall we start?"
She handed me the bottle of lube. "One finger, nicely lubed. Work it in and stretch me a little. When it gets easier, more lube and a second finger."
It was incredible naughty, seeing Mom on her hands and knees, telling me how to take care of her ass. The finger sliding into her was enough to make my cock ache. "Second finger, baby," she said softly, wiggling her bottom in invitation.
With the second finger in, she was really tight. The kink factor was off the charts, her amazing ass held up in the air for me, available. Mine. I pumped her for a while, feeling it slowly loosen up. "Now, one from each hand. Tug me gently open."
I hadn't expected that. I figured we'd do maybe a third finger, then the real thing. I lubed up the other index finger, and started pulling softly in different directions. "All around," she gasped. "Gently!"
I could feel her opening up. She would even gape open for a second before closing up. "Three fingers," she groaned.
More lube, and three fingers pumped her easily. I twisted and turned them, preparing her.
"Your cock, lube that big fat cock," she growled, pushing her butt back to meet my fingers.
It was really awkward, concentrating on both actions, trying to squirt the slippery lube on my cock, and covering it. "Gimme, Jeremy. Gimme that cock. Stick your huge cock up Mommy's slutty ass."
I lifted my hips, pulled my finger out and pressed my cock against her opening. I slipped past it, then tried again. I pressed hard, my cock starting to bend painfully. "Grab it and shove it in!" she almost screamed.
Grasping my shaft in the middle, I pressed the head against her opening and shoved hard, hearing her groan as the head disappeared. "Oh, fuck!" she groaned.
I pushed harder and her hands reached back, pressing against my hips. "Patience. Little bit at a time."
I humped her slowly, pushing inexorably inward, watching my cock delve deeper, the tiniest bit at a time. She was grunting in what sounded like pain, and I slowed down. "More, baby. More."
I had about half of it in her, and it started to get easier. I got another inch all at once, and she pulled away a little, whimpering, then pushed back.
"God, your ass is tight, Mom. Tighter than Penny, even."
"Fuck me, Jeremy. Fuck my ass. Stop playing around."
I pulled back further and pushed deeper. She had almost the whole thing. Slow and steady worked for a while, then I grabbed her hips and started thrusting faster, harder. I couldn't help myself. It was wickedly naughty. Mom's butt. Her head dropped to the bed, arms outstretched. "Fuck me, baby boy," she moaned softly.
I adjusted my knees outward, and pulled her hips back. Grabbed a hold and started pounding her. She squealed, trembling. "Fuck, fuck, fuck," she whimpered.
It was starting to feel good. Real good. Not 'ready-to-come' good, but 'making-my-cock-a-titanium-rod' good.
I smacked her perfect butt cheek, shoving in as deep as I could and holding it there, feeling her quivering. "It's my ass now, Mom. I own this sweet ass."
She whimpered and pushed back against my powerful thrusts.
"Love your ass," I grunted.
"Yours," she gasped. "Your ass."
"My. Ass!" I grunted, hammering it home and holding it there,
She gasped, and her legs started shaking. I felt liquid spray across my thigh, and realized Mom had squirted for me.
I grabbed her hips and hammered her ass as hard as I could. "God, what an ass slut you are!"
I stopped moving, and watched as she desperately starting fucking herself on my cock. Another smack on her butt had her rocking harder, longer strokes. "You can't help yourself, can you?" I teased. She whimpered and kept going.
It was fun, but I needed more. I grabbed two fistfuls of sweet butt cheeks, and started pounding her. I felt a twinge in my knee, and lifted my left leg outward, hammering at her butt from on one knee. The awkward position had me feeling like I was on some porn shoot. But it was good, the position slightly angled, and I felt like I was hitting her deeper than ever.
She shivered again, crying out, and I got another bath. "Fuck. Come for me slut-mom!" I demanded, feeling myself start to lose control. I leaned over her, pumping her deep, until I felt the oncoming eruption. As the feeling overtook me, I slammed my cock home, and groaned. It was painful, each rope pumped deep inside her, aching from my balls halfway up my shaft.
I pushed her shoulders down to the bed, leaned over her, and pounded my finish, each stroke shaking her body. When I couldn't take any more, I eased out of her rear, watching it, amazed at how wide my cock spread her, watching her crinkled reddened hole slowly shrink. I rubbed the edges, surprised it could even open wide enough. Mom's legs slid away, her body dropping to the bed. I move up and laid down next to her, hugging her close, kissing her shoulder.
"Damn, Mom. We're going to have to do that again."
She gave me a little giggle. "You like?"
"Holy shit! I loved it. I can't believe you squirted on me. A couple of times."
"I get really big ones, that way. Not always, but when it's hot, it's really hot."
"And it was hot tonight?"
She rolled onto her side, facing me. "Blazing. That was great baby. Perfect."
"I didn't screw anything up?"
"No, honey. You did good. Opened me up nicely. Got me all hot and bothered. Took your time getting me used to you, then fucking the living daylights out of my poor little butt-hole. No, Jeremy you did nothing wrong."
I pulled her on top of me, hugging her, holding her. She pulled away, lying on her back, arms and legs extended. "Too hot. I'm burning up. Need to cool off."
I got out of bed and hit the bathroom. Cleaned my cock, though I couldn't see much evidence of where it'd been. I wet one of the hand-towels in warm water, just the end, and returned to Mom. I wiped her down, all over, drying her as I went. I spent a good bit of time between her legs. "Roll over, sexy girl."
She did, with a little tired groan, and I wiped her back down, then very carefully spread her cheeks and cleaned her, there.
"You're spoiling me," she mumbled.
"Who deserves it more?"
She hummed her contentedness, while I played with her bottom cheeks. Such a perfect butt.
"What do you suppose they're doing?" she asked.
"Not as much as us."
"Big ol' titties," Mom mumbled.
"Why don't you join them?" I told her.
"Huh?"
"Go. Join them. They won't mind. Let Dad know it's Ok. See how they're doing. Then you can come back if you want, or stay. Either way."
"I don't know."
"You won't be wondering. It'll be cool. I told Dad you might."
"You told him?"
"You might. If you got too curious. Go, Mom. It'll be good for you. Just don't get jealous."
"Anytime I do, I'll think of my poor bottom."
I swatted her butt, and tugged her out of the bed. I tossed over her shirt. "That's more than enough to wear. It's more than they'll be wearing, I'm sure."
Mom disappeared. She was gone at least half an hour, and I was half-asleep when she rejoined me, crawling into my bed. "Thanks honey, that was a good idea."
"What were they up to?"
"Nothing. Cuddling. Your father was sucking her titties, no surprise there."
"It was cool?"
"Great. We talked. He nibbled my boobies too. We ganged up on him a little. Your Dad was in heaven."
"I bet. It didn't bother you?"
"No. They both looked so relaxed, so happy. It was nice. They were both very appreciative that I left them together. I think it's going to be Ok."
I tugged her close, and she snuggled up to me. "It was a good night, wasn't it?" she said softly.
"MmmHmm," I responded, kind of hoping she'd quiet down.
"I wonder where Colin is?"
I looked over at the clock. It was after 1:00 am. "I think it was a good night for everybody."
"Do me in the morning, baby boy?"
"You know it, Mom."
* * *
Half awake, half asleep, I eased my cock back and forth inside of her, while she relaxed on my chest, purring sweetly. What a great way to wake up. I reached down and held her butt cheeks, getting just a little more leverage, while we played in bed.
She brushed my hand away when I fingered her butthole. "Gentle. You were a little rough last night."
She was sighing, placing little kisses on my chest. I couldn't help but think how wonderful I had it.
I felt the pressure on the bed, and Aunt Marie cuddled up next to me, giving me a quick kiss on the cheek. "Morning, kids. Having fun?"
Mom was facing away from her, and turned to smile at her sister. "Yep."
Aunt Marie giggled, cuddling in closer, wiggling under my arm. I gave her a hug, but kept the hips rocking. "Dad up?" I asked.
"He's out of it. Overdid it yesterday and last night. He was groaning in his sleep. A couple of hours ago, I made him take his meds, and he passed out." She sighed, wiggling up against me. "It was nice. Thanks for letting us play a little." She rose up and kissed Mom's shoulder.
"Did Colin ever make it home?" Mom asked.
"I guess. He wasn't here at 2:30 when I checked on him. He's in the room now, dead to the world," Aunt Marie said.
"We'll have Harold talk to him," Mom replied. "Make sure he understands about getting home at a reasonable time, or calling. Heaven forbid he kept that poor girl out that late."
"I'll say. What kind of parents would let their daughter stay out until after 2:00?"
"If Jeremy had done that, his father would have had a fit," Mom chuckled.
It was weird. Really weird. Laying there, my cock slowly pumping in and out of Mom, while she and her sister held a conversation. Naked, in my bed.
I tried to tune them out, closing my eyes, concentrating on the sensation of being with Mom. They made that difficult.
"I don't suppose I could have a turn, Sissy?" Aunt Marie wheedled.
"You safe?"
"On the pill."
Mom sighed. "Good. I'm not. Maybe you should finish him."
"You wouldn't mind?"
Mom giggled. "No. You left my husband's bed for my son's. What could be weird about that?"
Aunt Marie must have done something under the covers, 'cause Mom squealed, poking my Aunt. "Hey!"
"Meanie. Hoggin' all the good men," Aunt Marie pouted.
"I said I'd share. Can I help it if I have great taste in me?" Mom smirked, shifting her knees and putting some effort into our fun.
Mom gave me a quick peck, then rolled off of me. Aunt Marie didn't waste any time taking her place on top of me.
"Aunt Marie," I whispered. "I... I wanted our first time to be special."
She chuckled, and kissed me. Briefly. "Dragon breath." She grabbed my cock, and settled back onto it. "This is special, Honey. Incredible. With your Mom here? No recriminations?" I got another quick peck, as she worked me into her. She screwed her face up in concentration, and after a few seconds, I felt her warm tunnel squeezing down on me.
"You know what I mean," I said, holding her butt, and working with her to get situated comfortably.
"I'll tell you what I know. Sissy and I are better than we've been in 20 years. In spite of your craziness, but mainly because of it. I can never thank you enough for that." She grunted as I got a little deeper. "Damn, Alice, you made it look easy."
Mom was lying outside the covers, cooling off again. I guess she got overheated easily. "Practice Marie. Twenty years worth." She reached over, her hand gliding over my skin. "She's right, you know. This is pretty wonderful. All of us. I thought it would drive me crazy. Guess I was wrong."
I couldn't pay attention. Aunt Marie wasn't as calm as Mom. Once she had me in, and felt comfortable, she went to town. She got up on her hands and knees, riding me back and forth. Long full strokes. Raised up as she was, her tits were swaying over my face. I saw Mom's hand grab the nearest, waving it around.
I looked over and she was on her side, watching us, smiling. "You like those big titties too, don't you?"
I grinned. "Pretty awesome." I held Aunt Marie's hips, working with her, my cock in heaven. It hadn't taken her but a couple of minutes to make it feel good.
Mom was a troublemaker, wiggling Aunt Marie's boob. She was rubbing the nipple over my face, teasing us both. "Damn, Marie. They should make you license these."
Marie was humming along nicely, giving me a helluva ride. She seemed to have found the perfect motion, sliding my shaft almost completely in and out with each rocking motion. "Right. From the girl whose ass caused a four car pileup."
That caught my attention. I looked over at Mom. "Really?"
She blushed. It was so damn cute. "It was hardly my fault. I was riding a bike. Some idiots weren't paying attention to their driving."
"And Dad said you weren't allowed to wear those shorts anymore," Aunt Marie teased.
All the distractions were killing me. I smacked Aunt Marie's butt, pretty sharply. "A little less chatting?" I said.
She grinned, sitting up, changing the angle, bouncing up and down. Talk about distracting. My hand glided upward, out of control, squeezing her mesmerizing tits. "This better, Honey?" she asked.
"Much."
She was amazing, the way she could find the perfect motion with a couple of wiggles and shifts, no discomfort, no awkward movements, just that glorious feeling. I closed my eyes and tilted my head back lost in the feeling.
"I think I got him," Aunt Marie whispered.
I felt something at my lips, something weird. I opened my eyes and Mom's fingers were there. "Open up."
I did, and she slipped something between my lips. I wondered was she was up to until the minty feeling overwhelmed my mouth. I looked up and her face was above mine, smiling. "I wanted to kiss you, but your breath could raise the dead."
I guess the Altoid fixed that. She pressed her lips to mine, and gave me a long passionate kiss, while Aunt Marie picked up the pace. I heard her moan, and realized the extra effort was for her own fun, not necessarily mine. Not that I was complaining.
Mom wouldn't stop, and I felt myself getting closer. I gave a soft whimper as I started thrusting up into my aunt, desperate to finish. She shifted and her hips were slamming down on me, taking me to the root, squeezing and releasing. I'd never felt anything like it. My tongue invaded Mom's mouth, deeply, as I lost any control, firing into Aunt Marie's churning pussy repeatedly.
Mom slowly pulled up, grinning at me. "Now that was definitely naughty," she teased, taking my bottom lip between her teeth and nibbling on it.
I felt a cool breeze around my cock as Aunt Marie dismounted, cuddling up to me. "Special enough for you?" she whispered, sucking my earlobe.
"Magical."
She sighed, hugging me. "You're sweet."
Mom had moved away and I almost jumped when I felt her mouth settle over my wilting rod. "Jesus, Mom! Give a guy a little warning."
She laughed. "That's the danger of letting two girls in your bed."
I chuckled. "Have a lot of experience with that?" Her mouth had returned to sucking me, but popped off again.
"None. I got a feeling that's going to change." She engulfed me again, and I leaned back, enjoying.
"You think he's good for another one?" Aunt Marie asked.
Mom sat up, her hand stroking my cock, as it slowly started firming up. "He's 18. Had a good night's sleep. Two or three more, probably."
"Teach her, Mom."
"Jeremy..." Mom whined.
"Teach me what?" Aunt Marie asked.
"How to suck. Mom's the best. Incredible."
"And I'm chicken liver?" Aunt Marie snapped, poking me in the side. "Christ, Jeremy. I've given you twice as many blowjobs as all the other men in my life combined. You'd think I'd get a little appreciation!"
I pulled her close, while she struggled, smacking my chest. "Stop, Marie! I love what you do. But, well, it's wonderful because it's you, and I enjoy it, but..."
"But what? Not as good as Alice?"
"Not in the same ballpark. Not even half as good as Penny, and she's nowhere near Mom yet."
Mom must have been enjoying the whole thing. She decided to show off. She started with the old standby, Pirate ship, leading into the Swirly-go-round. I was rock hard for her in moments. It was too much, too fast. I knew what she was up to. "No, Mom! Not now."



She ignored me, holding my hips down and moving up the tree. Number four of the secret seven. "Mom..." I whined.
She chuckled and it felt wild, as I settled deep into her throat. I groaned, and Aunt Marie was watching me intently. "What?" she whispered.
"Tunnel of Love," I groaned.
"Tunnel of Love?"
"Please, Mom? Take it easy?" I gasped, my cock a burning hot rod.
I felt her release, and I relaxed.
"What the hell was that about?" Aunt Marie whined.
"Swirly-go-round, to The Wave, then the Tunnel, no breaks," I moaned.
Aunt Marie looked down at Mom who was smirking proudly. "Only 'cause you said please. I had you. I could've made you shoot."
"No kidding. That was mean. You know I just wanted to play around. You were trying to milk me."
Aunt Marie was sitting up. "No, seriously. What was that all about?"
"Show her Mom. At least what Penny knows," I pleaded.
"But baby, these are mine. Just for my men."
My aunt looked irritated. I sat up and pulled her into my arms. "Don't be mad," I whispered, kissing her neck.
"You just basically told me I'm lousy at sucking cock. See if I ever do that again."
I hugged her, nibbling her neck. "I love you, Aunt Marie. Love everything about you. It's great when you take me in your mouth, but you don't have any experience at it. You know it's true. Penny was worse than you when she started, but now she's amazing."
"Fine. Alice can do the blowjobs. I'll just fuck your brains out."
I guess all the recent goodwill still couldn't supplant the sibling rivalry. Mom had to goad her on. "That works for me. Harold adores my blowjobs. Both my boys do. And I can still fuck their brains out. Front and back. Hell, both at the same time, if I wanted to."
"Stop, Mom!" I snapped. "Alright. I'm sorry I said anything. Never mind." I tried to crawl out from between them, grimacing a little as I tweaked my knee.
Mom's anger turned to concern. "Are you Ok, Jeremy?" she asked, reaching out to touch my knee.
I jerked it away. "I'm fine."
"Jeremy..."
"I said I'm fine, Mom! Ok?" I scooted away, irritated how things always seemed to sour so quickly. I thought we'd been having a good time.
Aunt Marie, grabbed my arm. "Jeremy... she's only concerned. Don't snap at her. She's your mother."
I sighed. "I'm really fine, Ok? Sometimes when I move it wrong, it hurts, but as soon as I stop, it's alright. No big deal. If you want to worry about someone, why don't you two go take care of Dad?"
Mom glared at me. "So that's how it is? Now you're going to throw me out of your room too?"
This was exhausting. I needed to go back to bed for another 8 hours sleep. I laid back, grabbed a pillow, and held it over my face, blocking the light and noise.
I felt a poke at my side, and did my best to ignore it. Maybe they'd leave me alone. It seemed whenever the two of them got together there was always drama. Better relationship or not.
I squeezed the pillow around my ears, crossing my arms over my head, blocking out everything. I could hear them talking but squeezing the pillow muffled it almost completely.
Another poke at my other side, and I turned away from it. Someone tried to tickle me, but I wasn't in a very laughing mood.
Mom turned up the pressure, taking me in her mouth. It only took about 2 seconds for me to know who it was. "Don't, Mom."
She ignored me, and I was less successful at ignoring her. I might be grouchy, but her mouth was still magical. I felt hands tugging away at my arms, prying them loose from the pillow. I was losing the battle on both fronts. Two human pillows replace the artificial one.
"Don't be a grouch, Jeremy," Aunt Marie said.
"I'm just tired of all the fighting."
"We weren't fighting. We're sisters. It's what we do. Get used to it if you plan on spending any time in bed with us."
I groaned as Mom turned up the heat down below. I don't know why I have such a weakness for the Swirly-go-round, but I do, and she knows it.
The twin pillows moved away, and Aunt Marie was gazing into my face. "Is she really that much better?" She was almost pouting.
I reached down and patted Mom on the head, getting her to ease up. "I love you, Aunt Marie. That first blowjob in the back of the jeep will be one of my greatest memories for all time. Because it was you. But yeah, Mom's that much better."
"What's the big deal? So she sucks your cock."
I pulled her down, hugging her close. "No, she doesn't suck it. She makes love to it. She adores it. It becomes the center of her world. Watch. Watch with me."
Mom sat up, looking at me, her tongue teasing the head. "Start over Mom. Show her what it can be like."
She nodded. "I'm not doing everything."
"Whatever you want. You don't even need any of the seven. It's everything about how you do it. Show her."
I knew she'd show off a little. She couldn't help herself. But not like that. She went into full bore adoration mode. Gazing up at me, closing her eyes, rubbing my cock against her face, kissing it, tasting it. Kissing my belly, my thighs. It was probably a good five minutes before I entered her mouth, and I was already painfully hard. I couldn't stifle the moan as half my cock disappeared between her lips.
"Is she..." Aunt Marie started.
"Shhh. Just watch," I whispered.
It started with a simple, loving, slow sucking. Mom slowed then stopped with just the head in her mouth. And then she started.
I groaned.
"What?" Aunt Marie asked softly.
"Pirate ship."
I closed my eyes, blocking out anything but Mom's mouth and my cock. It was difficult, I love to watch her do it, but I knew if I did, I wouldn't last long.
"Y'all should really consider locking the front door," I heard, and felt the women scrambling around the bed.
"Morning, Penny," I said, opening my eyes and looking up sheepishly.
"This is getting pretty crazy, Jeremy," she said, glaring at me.
"We were just showing Aunt Marie. The good stuff."
"BJ lessons? You don't all need to be naked for that."
"Can you show her? Show Aunt Marie how good it can be?"
Penny blushed. "You're embarrassing me," she said softly.
"I don't mean to. It's just that you're so amazing. I mean, you learned everything so quickly. Unbelievable."
"I think your Mom is perfectly capable of giving any lessons. She's a lot better than me."
Mom laughed. "I wouldn't say a lot. Heck, at your age I hadn't even started yet. Not the good stuff. He's right, you're incredible, honey."
Penny sat on the edge of the bed, her hand stroking my thigh. "I'm not, not like you, Mom."
"Show us. Show us, and I'll teach you another one."
"One of the seven?"
"Maybe."
"Maybe?"
Mom grinned. "I guess it depends. Show me you're worthy, and I'll give you the next one."
"Alright," she said. She got up and closed the door, then stripped down to her panties.
"God, look at her Marie. Wouldn't you kill to look like that?" Mom said.
"You did. Still do, Alice," Aunt Marie answered.
"I wish. So smooth, so firm."
Penny was blushing as she crawled up between my legs. "Please. Look at you two! I'm not bad, but you guys are gorgeous!"
Aunt Marie chuckled. "Not bad? You're beautiful!"
Penny grinned, then took my cock in her hand. "I don't suppose I want to know where this guy's been, do I?"
"Please?" I begged.
She grinned, staring at me, as she gave me a series of teasing long licks. Slow and devilish. She lowered her eyes to my cock, grinning. Kissed the head lightly. "Missed me, big boy?"
She ran her lips up the side, her tongue peeking out just enough to trace the skin. One side then the other. Her tongue extended, she licked the edge of the crown, all around. I sighed, leaning back and enjoying.
"She's nothing like your Mom," Aunt Marie said.
"Style wise, no. Not yet. Attitude, exactly the same."
"Ready, lover?" Penny teased, her tongue penetrating the tiny hole on top.
"Don't tease me, gorgeous."
"Silly boy, I'm going to tease the hell out of you. Teach you a lesson."
She took me in her mouth, and I got a couple of Pirate ships, before she started bobbing up and down. "Fuuuuck," I moaned.
"See, Marie?" Mom teased.
"Don't, Mom." I groaned.
It was delicious agony. I didn't even know Penny had it in her. She played me like the master she was becoming. I whimpered at her first Swirly-go-round.
"Swirly?" Mom asked softly.
"Uh-huh," I gasped.
"Good one?"
"Perfect... oooh," I groaned as I got another one.
"What was that?" Mom asked.
"D... don't know. New," I gasped, my legs shaking as she did it again.
Penny lifted her head off my cock. She giggled. "My own version."
She took Mom's fingers in her mouth, and showed her. Mom smiled. "Nice. You came up with that one your own?"
Penny blushed. "Mom might have helped a little. It was my first time trying it for real."
"Good, Jeremy?"
"Great."
Mom leaned over and took me in her mouth. Not quite the same. "Close," I said.
Penny did it again, and I concentrated on the difference. "Got it," I said.
My pretty girlfriend grinned as she took Mom's two fingers in her mouth and showed her. When Mom did it on me, I grinned. "Damn, you learn quick Mom. That was perfect."
Mom giggled, and gave Penny a big hug. "We're going to have so much fun, aren't we?"
Penny nodded. "You're the best, Mom."
Mom leaned over and did it again. And again.
"You're killing me, Mom."
She laughed. She grabbed Penny's fingers, and this time it was obvious what she was doing. She bared her teeth and slowly dragged them up the sides of her fingers.
"That looks painful," I said.
Mom grinned. "Really? Let's see."
She planted herself sideways, and took me in her mouth. She started with some easy sucking, slowly taking more, with longer strokes. She stopped abruptly, my cock head pressing against the back of her throat, bared her lips and dragged her teeth up the sides of my cock agonizingly slow, just hard enough to drive me crazy, pausing with her teeth holding the head steady, and lashing it with her tongue.
It was crazy, scary, the tiniest bit painful, and absolutely exhilarating. When it reached the point where I wanted to pull away, the teeth disappeared and she was sucking again.
"Did you see that?" Penny whispered to Aunt Marie.
Mom pulled off with a loud 'pop'. "Too painful?"
"You wicked woman," I teased. "How come you're just now doing that one?"
"It's not like the others. Very infrequent works best. Like a surprise. I've snuck that one in on your father a couple of times when he was trying to make it last, and my jaw was getting tired. Instant POP!" She laughed. "Go ahead Penny. Slow, and careful, Ok? And remember, only up the sides, not front and back."
She got most of it right the first time up until the end. "Gentler teeth, don't pull," I told her.
The third time it was almost perfect. "That one," I gasped.
She popped up laughing and high-fived Mom. "Don't tell Dad, Ok? I want to surprise him with that one."
Mom giggled, "That and your new one should be enough to drive him crazy."
Penny was bounding up and down. "Your turn, Aunt Marie," Penny said.
"My turn?"
Penny grabbed Aunt Marie's fingers, showing her. "Like that." She did it again, slowly. "Got it?"
"I... I don't know."
"Go ahead. Jeremy will tell you if you get it wrong."
It took a long longer. Mom and Penny both worked with her, and before too long it was close. "Better," I finally said.
Aunt Marie pouted. "Still not right?"
"Slower, and at the end, the tongue thing, more of the tip, teasing."
A few more tries, and it was good. Not perfect, but damned good. "You got it." I told her.
She grinned. "Does it really make that much of a difference?"
"Technically, it's a big difference. Still, it's nothing without the whole attitude."
"What's this attitude, you keep talking about?"
Mom nudged Penny with her shoulder. "You show her. Maybe you can explain it. You're a natural. Harold and I both knew it the first time we saw you on his phone."
Penny blushed, but moved back between my legs grinning. She looked up at Aunt Marie, holding my cock in her hand. "Isn't it beautiful? Hard and soft, warm, pulsing." She stuck out her tongue, holding it near the base. "There. I can feel it. His pulse, right there." She glanced up at Aunt Marie, sticking her tongue out, the tip still, pressing. I could feel my own pulse against her tongue.
She kissed my shaft, rubbing her face against it. "I love it. Everything about it. I want to own it, make it dance for me, twitching, throbbing, growing. Make it so hard it feels like it's going to burst. Feel the head swell in my mouth. Earn that little early taste when it starts leaking, make it tremble. I want to hear his groans and gasps. Make him lose control, feel his hands on my head, desperate for more. My cock. My big fat cock, and I decide when it gets to shoot. Come for me. That naughty, nasty taste on the back of my tongue, slick and slippery, coating my whole mouth. I want that. It's mine, and I'm going to get it, and once I start there's nothing he can do about it."
She was licking, kissing, sucking, closing her eyes and moaning while her tongue tortured me. She pulled off, grinning. "He needs to know that when I'm sucking him, nothing else in the world matters to me. His pleasure is all that counts. This is going to be the best one ever, until I give him the next one. He'll never have a better one, or have anyone that loves him this much."
She leaned forward, her hand on my thighs, sliding in parallel up my body, over my hips along my belly, up to my chest, her mouth slowly lowering, until she's fully stretched out, my cock invisible, her lips pressing against the base. She draws backward, slowly, teasing me, her soft hands accentuating her mouth's movement.
Mom leaned down, "That was beautiful. Where'd you learn that one? Video?"
Penny shook her head. "I just wanted to do it, touch him all over while I was taking it all."
Mom kissed her on the cheek. "Beautiful. So creative. You see why I say you're a natural? Someday you'll pass me."
Penny looked up at her, and I saw her eyes glistening. "It's him, Mom. I... I can't help it."
Mom nodded, guiding Penny's mouth back to my cock. "I know baby girl. Momma knows exactly what you mean. Show him, honey. Make him understand."
Penny gazed up at me, her love shining from her eyes, as she moved her head up and down, sucking me so damn sweetly. Her eyes closed, and she treated me to her newest trick. She pulled back, eyes tracking mine. "That's yours. Jeremy. Dad doesn't get that one from me. Nobody else. It's for my Jeremy. Only, ever."
She closed her eyes, and did it again. It made my heart race, and I was coming in her mouth without warning. She whimpered sweetly, taking it all, gentle suction drawing every last drop out of me. When my body turned from steel back to flesh and bone, then finally to jello, she pulled off of me, walking on her knees to Mom, leaning forward to share.
"No baby girl," Mom said softly, pressing her finger to Penny's lips. "That was a special one. He came because of his love for you, not for anything you did. You can't share that one."
Tears rolled down Penny's cheeks as she swallowed, turning her head and watching me. I opened my arms to her, and she fell into them, clinging to me desperately. "I love you so much, Jeremy," she cried.
"I know, Angel. That was incredible. I... I didn't know it could be like that. You amaze me."
Aunt Marie settled in opposite Penny, while Mom cuddled up behind her. Talk about being in heaven.
"I... I didn't know," Aunt Marie said softly. "I thought, I... I don't know what I thought. Not that."
"You ever seen anything more beautiful?" Mom asked.
Aunt Marie shook her head. "You're like that, too?"
Mom shook her head. "Not that. I... I'm good, but that? That's... there's no words for it."
Penny snorted, cuddling in tighter. "Bullshit, Mom. You still put me to shame."
"No Honey. Trust me. That's not something anyone could learn. I... I'm just glad I was here to see it. Beautiful."
====================
After the last chapter, things seem to be getting better, although the relationships have changed. Will it hold together? Who comes out as top dog?
Hope you enjoyed this one, things are getting hotter...
As always, comments and votes are welcome and appreciated.
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============================
Your readers are precious. Help them
My first foray into the How-to category. Some notes on making your stories more 'readable' and therefore, more enjoyable.
============================
Let's face it. The readers here on Literotica have a lot to choose from. If they have any issues with your story, it's easy enough to drop out of yours, and start up a new one. If you're lucky. Often they'll skip to the end and give you the old one star for pissing them off. 
My simple advice? If you want to keep your readers, make their reading experience enjoyable.
Why should you listen to me? I have had some success on the site. I've been posting here for 12 years. I eliminated a lot of backlog in 2001, posting numerous stories, including one that made it to the top spot in the Group Sex Top List. I took a break for a couple of years, then from 2004 through 2008, I posted a few stories a year, hitting the number one spot again, with The Perfect Game, which now has nearly a million views. In 2009, I started attending a writer's group and worked diligently on my writing skills. It paid off with The Accidental Nudist Cabin, which spent a few years at #1 in the Loving Wives category, and was my first contest winner. Since then, I've had multiple #1 stories in 4 different categories (Group Sex, Loving Wives, Exhibitionist & Voyeur, and Romance), had two more contest wins, and have gone from less than 500 favorites, to number 6 overall with nearly 4000 favorites. I have 140 stories posted, over 90% of them have the coveted red H, indicating a score of 4.50 or higher. I may not be one of the best writer's on the site, but I've had success connecting with the readers. I'm willing to share what I've learned.

There are 6 components to creating a story on Literotica. Six. Really. Probably more than you would think. Allow me to elaborate.
1) Story. The Content, the message you're trying to get across
2) Introduction and Postscript. A chance to talk about your story to the reader
3) Presentation. Using the spacing, italics, bold, breaks, quotes, etc.
4) Titles. Title and one line description to hook your reader
5) Tags. Key information about your story, to make it more searchable
6) Category. Information about what kind of story it is
Of these six, three have to do with creating your story, and three have to do with the submission process and how your story is found on Literotica. This document will deal with the three elements of your story. We'll deal with elements of submission later.

* * * The Story * * *
The most essential part of your submission, is a story worth telling. This is not meant to be a guide to improve your writing. Better authors have done the job, and I'd refer you to them. Still, it's worth repeating the essentials.

1) Have a Story to Tell
Plot, compelling characters, interesting setting. Without such basics, you're wasting everybody's time. Yes, there are exceptions. No, you're probably not good enough a writer to ignore these elements. Then again, feel free to make a liar out of me. I'd love to be surprised.
2) Watch Your Spelling
Use a spell-checker. Please. How people fail to do this still amazes me. Is it that difficult? One button press, on most editors, and all your very worst flaws are exposed. Half a dozen spelling errors in the first paragraph, and I'm moving on. And I'm patient.
3) Check Your Grammar
Writing tools like MS Word have a built in grammar checker. I don't write in Word, I write in a simple editor. Still when I'm done, I load the text file into Word, and let it point out the worst of the Grammar errors. Great for catching double words, mixed tenses, sentence fragments, etc. Don't let its recommendations ruin your writing.
4) Know Your Weaknesses - check for them
We all have them. I do the your/you're thing all too often. Readers will think you don't know the difference and castigate you for it. Yes, I know the difference, but when I'm typing as fast as I can, the words in my head already out-pacing the keyboard, things get messy. Do a search, check for your common mistakes, especially homonyms. There/their, your/you're, to/too, it's/its, whatever you're own personal foibles are. Two recent stories I read used passed for past repeatedly. Drove me crazy. Don't get me started on lay/lie...
5) Willing Suspension of Belief
It's fantasy, we know. Still, a 15" cock? Really? Face it, 8 inches is big, anyone who tells you otherwise is lying. Nine is huge. Ten pushes the bounds of reality. Suspend Belief, don't destroy it. It's fiction, not Manga. 
Same for 32FF tits. For that matter, you probably never want to use precise measurements, D cup gets the message across. Screwing two hours without coming (cumming?)? Three different studies (including Masters & Johnson) place the average time between penetration and orgasm for man between 2.4 minutes and 7.3 minutes. Not 24 to 73 minutes. Be reasonable. Pacing and control can allow a man to last 15 to 20 minutes. Two hours fuck-fests are kind of ridiculous. 
Your hero benches 500 lbs easily? Right. Every woman is 5'2" weighs 100lbs and is a blue-eyed blonde, the most beautiful woman ever seen, with 36DD breasts, a 20" waist, and 34 hips. Except that every third woman is a natural redhead of course. 6'1" tall is average height. By the way, there are a limited number of Navy SEALs. Every SEAL ever born has appeared in at least three Loving Wives tale. The lottery is a one in 20,000,000 shot, not a sure thing. Billionaires? C'mon. Give me a break.
6) Consistency
Don't mix up the names of your characters. It happens all the time; I've been guilty of it. Be consistent in your stories. Time lines, names, locations. Your readers will remember if you don't. For any longer story, I keep notes of my characters attributes, relationships, backgrounds, etc. I write chapter summaries. I use a calendar to maintain a reasonable time line. Mess up these details, and I assure you, your readers will call you on it.
7) Write Better
After you get past the essentials 1-6 above, it's time to worry about better writing. Dialog. Show don't tell. Read out loud. Edit ruthlessly. Murder your darlings. 
No way I'm going down that path. Not here. This would be 100 pages long, and I'd never say it half as well as others have before me. Stephen King wrote a great book, On Writing. Read it. Take Elmore Leonard's 10 rules to heart. Zen in the Art of Writing by Ray Bradbury. Bird by Bird: Some Instructions On Writing and Life by Anne Lamott. If you want to be a better writer, read. Better yet, read with a purpose.
If you don't have a copy of The Elements of Style, and haven't read it at least once, cover-to-cover, stop writing. Stop. Now. I'm not kidding. It may seem arbitrary and old-fashioned, but the advice it provides will never go out of style.
Alright, enough about the story itself, let's move on to the...
* * * Introduction and Postscript * * *
At the beginning and end of your story you have a chance to clarify things, and connect with your readers. My suggestion is use them. 
Introduction (NOT Prologue)
Provide a short introduction. Some people might call these Author Notes. If you do nothing else, you can put the same short description that accompanies your story listing here. I like to make the introduction in italics. PacoFear, in his magical Words on Skin does a perfect job. You might want to check it out. (With over 2 million reads, and a thousand favorites, you probably already have.) 
http://www.literotica.com/s/words-on-skin
The elements of the Introduction are:
1) Any required declarations
Characters over 18 years old, copyright, celebrities, etc.
2) Heads up to the reader for surprises 
Anything that crosses category lines fits well here. Gay themes in an Incest story, for example. Incest in Group Sex. Whichever category you file it under, you might want to mention the other.
Squick factor. Erotic couplings with things like fetishes, anal, etc. Mention it or hear about it.
Death, murder, torture. Physical abuse of any type can be a real turnoff for readers. Again worth bringing up, before they get too far into the story. 
No Sex. Most of the readers are here for the EROTICA part of Literotica. If there's little or no sex, say so. Unless you're really a master of the LITerature part of Lit. You folks can ignore me. What are you even doing reading this treatise? Go back to writing. Pretty please. Don't make me beg, it's ugly. Alright, fine, I'm begging. Happy?
3) Story (or chapter) Description
A preference of mine. Tell 'em a little about what you're going to tell 'em. The one line in the description doesn't do much for a reader. Here's a chance to let them know what they're getting into. This is especially considerate in long, multi-chapter stories.
4) Credits
If you have an editor, give them credit here. If the story was inspired by another, mention it. Inspired by real-life? Go ahead and tell them how. This one's simple enough - give credit where credit's due.
5) Continuation
Make sure the reader knows if this is a multi-part story, or is somehow related to another story. It should be reflected in your title and description, ideally. If it's not, make sure you mention it in the Prologue. Something I don't do often enough, but should, is mention when it's the final chapter of an ongoing series. A lot of people won't read a story until all chapters are available.

Postscript (NOT Epilogue)
Any personal message you have for your reader, this is the place for it. It's a chance to connect, to communicate directly. Inspiration, reason for writing, preview of future chapters, these are all worth sharing. 
I like to italicize the postscript and put some type of visual break between the rest of the story and the postscript. Again, it makes it clear where the story ends, and the add-on begins. 
Thank them for reading your work. They just spent anywhere from a few minutes to hours perusing your effort. If they stuck through to the end, a word of thanks never hurts.
If you want feedback, votes, comments, it (mostly) doesn't hurt to ask for it. Don't beg, don't threaten, simple words of appreciation work best. If you're looking for specific feedback, say so.
Great. Now we've completed the Introduction and Postcript. Time for the third element...
* * * Presentation * * *
How you format, highlight and present your stories has a lot to do with how easy it is to read. There's not a lot to play with here, but I'll give you my suggestions. These aren't hard and fast rules, it's my own personal experience, from a decade of posting to Literotica, and reading thousands off stories.
Rule (1): Make it easy for the Reader to know what's going on at all times
Visual differentiation is key. If you have an introduction, use italics to mark it. Put a visual break after it - for example
------------------- or 
=================== or
*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*~*
Whatever you use, be consistent from story to story. I like to use longer visual breaks for the Introduction and Postscript. Shorter ones for breaks in the story. 
You have the submission broken up into three parts. An Introduction, The Story, A Postscript. Visually differentiated and consistent from story to story. Good start.
Within the story itself, it's more of the same. 
We only have so many tools to work with. Text, Bold, Italics, Underlining, White Space, and Punctuation are the main ones. Bold within the text is very distracting. I recommend against it. Underlining is even more so. Use italics for word emphasis. Although not recommended by many, so many online readers are accustomed to it, ALL CAPS WORKS FOR SHOUTING/SCREAMING/ETC.
To bold or italicize text, use the HTML < > and  syntax, with an 'i' for italics, 'b' for bold, and 'u' for underline. For example:
<b>Bold</b>
<i>Italics</i>
<u>Underline</u>
Whatever you use, be sparing with it. I'll repeat that later. It's important.

Chapters
Bold <b> works well for Chapter Headings. It's the only place I commonly use it within the story. Add an extra blank line before it, because white-space is your friend. You can number your chapters, or not. Up to you. Get creative here. Just make it standout. E.g.
Chapter One: A Lame Beginning
A Lame Beginning
*~*~* A Lame Beginning *~*~*
==================
 A Lame Beginning 
==================
An alternative to bold Chapter Headings is underlining. It's the only place I consider using underlining, since it's so distracting. E.g.
Chapter Two: A Lamer Continuation

Change in POV
Within the text, if you have a change in who's telling the story, again, visual differentiation. Something as simple as:
* * *   (What I use most of the time) or
* * * ADAM * * *   (If you want to make it clear who's speaking.
* * * * *   (Works fine as well)
 (Adam)   
The purpose is simple. Don't confuse the reader. Let them know when something's changed. Personally, I don't think it's necessary to include who the new POV is. As a writer, you should be able to make that clear in the first sentence. At least the first paragraph.

Time/Date Notes
Although rarely needed, if you're going to put time/date headings in front of a writing section, Bold works well. It's the only place other than chapter headings where I use bold. Some use Italics, I like to save that for story emphasis. 
Tuesday, 9:30 AM
One Year Later
Most of the time, it's probably better to reveal the change of time within the context of the story.

Break in Continuity
A continuity break usually indicates a major change in time or location. If there's a break in your story, you have three options. 1) Let the reader figure it out on their own (Not my preference), 2) Use white space, an extra blank line or two, or 3) Use a visual differentiator.
I like the last choice. Breaks in continuity I indicate with three spaced asterisks.
* * *
Simple, clear and to the point. Any visual separator will do. I've seen a lot of variations on this. Whatever you do, be consistent.

Verbal Emphasis in Dialog
When I want to add emphasis to a particular word, I italicize it. If I italicize an entire sentence or phrase, and it's quoted, it's usually meant to let the reader know the phrase is spoken louder or with particular emphasis. In a story I'm working on, a woman calls out to her husband as he leaves. Each time with more emphasis. 
"Honor?"
"Honor!"
"HONOR!"
"HONOR!"
Whatever you do, use it sparingly. Nothing is more jarring than to see italics in every other sentence. I'm not saying only use one or two per story, but IMHO you shouldn't see more than one or two on any visible page of your story when reading it. Same applies to exclamation marks. Don't overuse them!! DON'T!!!

Break of Thought or Interruption
The em dash (—), a long hyphen, is used when there's a break in thought. I'm not going to go into detail about the difference between an em dash, an en dash, and a dash. Let's face it, most writers are going to use a dash, the hyphen (-) character on the keyboard. In general, the em dash and dash can be used interchangeably for our purposes. The thing to remember is the em dash does not use spaces:
Style—not substance—is the vital thing.
It can be replaced with a simple dash, but it should be used with spaces.
Style – not substance – is the vital thing.
It can be used when a character is interrupted during dialog. For example:
"She's a friend. She doesn't matter, I swear. It was only—"
"Don't! Don't say it was only sex!"
"—flirting. That's all."

Omission, unfinished sentences or tension
The ellipsis (…) is used to indicate an omission. When skipping over a part of a story, or something similar, the ellipsis indicates the skipped words. It can be indicated with the single ellipsis character, (…), three periods, (...), or as suggested in most style guides, three spaced periods, (. . .).
It can also used to indicate an unfinished thought. In dialog, it's for an unfinished sentence. It can be for trailing off into silence (aposiopesis). For example:
"But I thought she was..."
In a similar way, it can inspire melancholy or longing.
"I wish things were different..."
When writing one side of a dialog, particularly one side of a phone call, when overheard, the ellipsis can indicate the omission of the other side of the phone call.
"Hello?...No, he's not here...I'm not sure when he'll be back...No, I wouldn't tell you if I did know...Same to you!"
Finally, it can be used to for any short pause in speech or text, often to indicate tension within a statement. A hesitation for emphasis.
"It was a...different way of doing it.

Individual Word Emphasis
Sometimes, rarely I hope, you may want to place heavy emphasis on each word of a sentence. One way of accomplishing this is to make each one a full stop.
"I. Said. Don't!"  (or "I.Said.Don't!")
"I...said...don't!" seems more hesitant than declarative.
"I-said-don't!" just looks confusing.
"I said don't!" does not imply the staccato emphasis.
"I SAID DON'T!" sounds like shouting.

Quotes
Dialog is bounded front and back by quotation marks. Officially, you can use either the double quote (") or single quote ('). Nearly all modern dialog is written with double quotes. If you use a word processor instead of an editor you can use different marks (curly) for the beginning and end of a quote. 
"Hi, I'm Bob."  (Simple Quotation Marks)
“Hi, I'm Bob.”  (Smart or Curly Quotation Marks)
For a quote within a quote, alternate the types.
"He kept whining and whining, ‘It's too big!’ It was making me sick."
If you're going to use single quotes inside of another quote, I recommend using 'curly' quotes, as demonstrated above, so as not to confuse the quotation marks with apostrophe marks. In Windows, ALT-0145 (on the number pad) results in a ‘, and ALT-0146 gives a ’. It happens infrequently enough that it's worth the extra effort. If you can't remember the alt codes, cut and paste. Or write in Word, it does it for you.
I'm not going to go into the use of punctuation marks with quotation marks. It differs between American and British style, and is complex. This is not a style guide. Read your Chicago Manual of Style, or whatever the British version is. Don't have one? Buy it, and then read it.
I do have one pet peeve. In multi-paragraph quotations, opening quotations marks are used on every paragraph, closing quotations marks are only used on the final paragraph. Is that so difficult to remember?
“Dear John,
“Thanks for a wonderful time. Let's get together and do it again soon.
“Yours, Jean.”
With closing quotation marks on every paragraph, the above is two or three different people talking. Aargh!
=====================
That's it for me. A few ideas on how to make your writing easier to read and understand for your readers. Few hard and fast rules other than try to make it visually clear. Use dashes, ellipsis, italics and exclamation marks appropriately and sparingly. 
Your readers will appreciate it. I know I will.
Tx Tall Tales 
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(c) Tx Tall Tales
=====================
My first time as a birthday present.
Doing a re-edit to my last chapter in the Two Moms, Two Laps series, so I thought I'd toss this out there, while I'm waiting.
Simple little story about a good deed, and the ample rewards. First chapter is the build up. Second chapter is the pay off. Both completed and will be submitted one day apart.
Yes, this is a LW story, but not a cheating, humiliating or cuck story. Not even a slut-wife story, although our heroine does misbehave, within the bounds of their marriage.
=====================
I was doing a little shopping, picking up a few items, when I noticed her.
Tall, deceptively so. The two-inch platform, six-inch beige heels were too much for her to maneuver in her state. She stumbled along, beside, I assumed, her husband.
The put upon man looked embarrassed, as his wife's wobbling walk meandered along nearby. Every so often she'd stumble a little, her knee flexing outward, her foot turning. She looked drunk off her ass, and I was wondering what she was doing shopping in that condition.
I figured her for 30ish. Great body, wrapped in a single lightweight clingy stretch dress that reached half-way down her thighs. I was happy to follow them down the aisle for the view.
I lost them, skipping a few rows to hit the frozen foods aisle. I had just loaded my basket when I felt the weight on my arm.
There she was, clinging to my bicep, the smell of alcohol overpowering anything else she might be wearing. I was hunched over the basket, weight on my elbows, as I was walking. She had stumbled into me, and latched on.
"I'm sorry, baby. I'll make it up to you. Promise. Make you feel wunnerful," she whispered, her head hanging low, pressed against the side of my shoulder.
I looked around and didn't see the other half of her party nearby. Don't know why, but I didn't disabuse her of the idea I was her husband.
I walked slowly, the clunk of her awkward shoes out-pacing my own quieter steps.
"Don't be mad," she said softly. I almost leaped out of my skin when her hand slid down my front, grasping my crotch. "Suck you dry tonight, big boy. Suck, suck, suck."
I gently moved her hand away, just in time. I saw her husband's back, at the end of the aisle, and he appeared to be looking around for something. I had a pretty good idea what.
We walked over and I pulled up beside him. "I think you lost something," I said grinning.
His eyes blew open, and I thought he was going to have a fit, but then his features softened. "Dana," he said softly.
She looked up at him, and smiled, a big stupid drunken smile. She was still clinging to my arm, and didn't seem to notice the incongruency of her actions.
It was an odd little scene, he, standing there, eyebrows lifted, waiting. Dana leaning against me, her arm through mine, smiling for her husband. I stood quietly, not wanting to be part of any big scene.
"Can we go home?" she said.
He started chuckling as I pulled her arm off of mine, and eased her over to her husband. She took a half-dozen tiny wobbly steps, and grabbed onto him for support. I don't even think she knew I was there.
It was then I realized part of his wife's problem.
We were very similar. Both around 6' tall, probably 190# or so, wide bodies. Dark hair, pretty short. White polo shirts. Jeans. From behind, it was easy enough to see how she'd made the mistake. I was maybe a inch or so taller, but other than that, remarkably similar.
"Sorry about that," he said, turning his wife to face me. It was the first time I'd seen her head on, and I was momentarily stunned by how beautiful she was. She squinted at me, and her cute little nose and forehead crinkled up in confusion. "Birthday celebration started early. I'm gonna kill those friends of hers," he explained.
Dana looked back and forth between us, then leaned her head against her husband's shoulder. "Please don't be mad," she whined.
We parted ways, and I figured it was over. I'd have a cute little story to tell at work on Monday.
In the parking lot, I walked toward my car. There was an open space about two away from mine, and as I walked by, I heard the crying before I saw anything.
She was sitting on the ground, tears running down her cheeks. It was not a very demure position, her legs crossed, her bare crotch exposed, where her dress had ridden up.
I stopped and reached down to pull her to her feet. She looked up and threw herself into my arms. "Don't leave me, Gary! I'm sorry!"
"Shh," I said, holding her upright. "I'm not your husband. Where did he go?"
She looked into my face, squinting. "You!" she blurted, and swung her hand at my face.
I dodged it and gave her a little shake. "Stop that!"
"Why'd you get me in trouble?" she whined. "I di'nt do nothin'." She started crying.
"Dana, where's your husband?" I repeated.
She shook her head. "He lef' me," she sobbed. She looked up at me again, confusion reigning. "Do I know you?"
"Come on. I'll take you home. You're in no shape to be out here by yourself."
She agreed, an indication of how drunk she was. She let me move her to my arm, and she clung on for the 20 feet or so it took to get to the car. I let her in, fastened her seatbelt, resisting some very reasonable urges, and backed out of the space. "Where do you live?"
She gave me the address, after a couple of tries. They were new to the neighborhood, only about a mile from my house. My GPS gave me the needed directions, and I listened to her whine about her situation for the few minutes it took to get her home.
"Di'nt give my panties away," she sulked. "I forgot them at Sheri's this morning. I was inna hurry, get home. Bitches wouldn't let me go till I f...finished my birthday shots. Not my fault."
"Birthday shots?"
"Twenty eight. I on'y did 17 las' night. Then dey spank me!"
"Spanked you last night?"
She was struggling with the seatbelt, and got it undone. She turned her butt toward me, getting on her knees, and lifted the bottom of her skirt. "This mornin'! I wasn't fuckin' no one, they spank' me!"
Cute little pink cheeked butt. One foot was on the floor, opening her up. I saw her puffy bare pussy was very red. "They spanked your pussy?"
She straightened out her dress, and sat down.
"Carla. Bitch. She starteded it and th'others wouldn't stop. Twenty-eight, each. All five of 'em." She crossed her arms, sulking. "Gonna get 'em back. Got me in trouble."
The image of her being held down, legs parted, and five women taking turns slapping her pussy was getting me worked up.
I pulled up to her house, and the driveway was empty. "You sure this is where you live?"
She nodded. "Know m'own house," she pouted.
I got her out of the car, enjoying another crotch shot. I walked her to the door, and after a minute of watching her fumble with her keys, took them from her and unlocked the house.
She stumbled toward the couch, and fell on her hands and knees. I lifted her and laid her on the couch, pulling her dress down, after stealing another titillating look.
"You're a nice guy," she said softly, wiggling into a comfortable position. "Wass your name?"
"Jack," I laughed.
"Whasso funny?"
"You showed me your butt, and only now ask me my name?"
She grinned. "Naughty. You wanna blowjob?"
"Of course I do, Dana. You're gorgeous. But it's not going to happen."
"I promised. I 'member, in the store. Suck you dry." She had her eyes closed, talking softly. She'd pass out before she finished me once, never mind sucking me dry. Besides, I'm not the kind of guy to take advantage of a drunken woman. Especially not a married one. Not after my own personal experience. No way.
"Suck, fuck, fuck, suck," she whispered. "Iss my birfday." She practically sang the ending. Damn, she was cute.
I grabbed an afghan off a nearby chair and draped it over her. I leaned down and gave her a kiss on the forehead. "Happy Birthday, Dana."
She smiled for me, already half-asleep.
I was torn between watching over her, and getting out while the getting was good. The decision was made for me when her husband came in through the kitchen. "DANA!" he shouted.
"She's out, on the couch," I said softly, walking toward him.
He stopped short, whether because of my comment, or my presence, I wasn't sure. I saw him blush. "You brought her home?"
I nodded. "Couldn't leave her there. Not in her condition."
"She... she got out of the car. She was screaming. Ran between the cars. I... told her she could walk home, but I didn't mean it. It was stupid, I just wanted her to calm down. That's all, calm down. I drove to the end of the row and waited. She never came back. When I drove back to where I left her she was gone. I drove up and down all the rows, checked the entrance. Even had her paged. I... I thought I lost her. Didn't know what to think. I've never been so scared."
I could see how upset he was.
"She didn't even have her purse. It was in the car. Couldn't call her. I was scared to death."
"It's alright now. She's lying down. I didn't do anything to her. I hope you believe that."
He nodded. "Figure you wouldn't be here if you did. Probably at your place or a motel. I really fucked up, didn't I?"
"Not my call. Screwed up enough on my own not to judge anyone else. She tell you about last night?"
"Her sorority bitch friends. Taking her out to get her drunk and laid. Evil sluts."
I shook my head. "Twenty-eight shots, for twenty-eight years. Eleven this morning, when she was still probably half-hammered from last night. Spanked the shit out of her, twenty-eight swats each. Apparently most of them between her legs, instead of on her ass."
"She told you all that?"
"Yeah. Swore she didn't screw around. I believe her, although I guess that doesn't matter. Pretty incriminating, drunk as a skunk, no panties, and red as a beet down there."
"You saw?" I could see the anger building.
I decided to shade the truth a little. "She was sitting on the pavement, her dress halfway up her waist. I'm sure she didn't realized she was showing the entire world the results of her birthday spanking."
"Fuck. Yeah, it looked pretty bad, didn't it?"
That bald little pussy looked anything but bad, but I wasn't going to go there. I nodded for propriety's sake.
"I need a beer. You wanna beer? I'm gonna have a beer. Maybe a six-pack."
Weird situation. C'mon, give me that much. Bizarre. "Sure, why not?"
We took the beers into the living room, and he sat down on the couch next to his wife. I sat across from him on their love-seat. We did formal introductions, and talked about the area, and them just moving in. Très weird, talking for half an hour, his gorgeous drunk wife laying there, passed out.
"It's nice around here. I moved in almost five years ago. Back when it wasn't much more than farmland," I said.
She snorted, turned and stretched her legs out. He pulled them onto his lap, stroking her flesh. The afghan hid anything going on above mid-thigh. Personally, I would have removed her shoes, but he seemed to enjoy touching her feet, in those crazy tall heels.
He shook his head. "Out of control when she gets like this. I should never have agreed to let her go out with them. Whenever they get together, it's bad."
"Tell me about it. Had a girl for a while, few years back. Everything a man could ask for: kind, beautiful, sexy, loving. She had a switch, somewhere around half-a-dozen drinks, where she'd lose all inhibitions. Jump in the pool naked, kiss all our friends, drag me to the bathroom for a quick blowjob in the middle of a party."
I took a drink of my beer, dredging up old, painful memories. "Unfortunately, one time, somewhere after 10 drinks or so, Linda forgot who her fiancée was, and got gangbanged for it. Tried to keep it a secret, but within a week everybody knew. Every one of our friends. Broke up two marriages. Humiliated me. I never heard the end of it. So I dumped her and moved back to Texas after that. I couldn't trust her. She swore she'd stop drinking, but I was young and unforgiving. Couldn't get past what she'd done. Too bad, I thought she was the one. The love of my life."
He nodded, and I saw the afghan had slipped, and his hand was between her legs, rubbing her. "Exactly. I want to trust her. I love her to death. But when she's drunk, well you saw how she is. Add those slut college friends, and who knows what's going on? Wouldn't surprise me if they took on the whole bar, with my wife as the main attraction. Fucked everyone there blind."
"Di'nt fuck anyone," she said, trying to raise up a little. She dropped one leg to the floor, exposing herself completely to me.
"You sure?" her husband asked.
She wrinkled her forehead, concentrating. "Pretty sure. Dirty dancin'. Someone kissed me. Maybe a few. But we left." She grinned. "I 'member. Told 'em I was married. Wouldn't take my rings off. I'm a good girl now."
I had a hard-on that was like to tear a hole in my jeans. Gary still had his hand on her crotch, rubbing her. Too fucking weird for words.
"Good girl now?" he asked, teasing a little. I saw his grin.
She nodded, drunken smile lighting up her face. "Yep. Jus' my wunnerful husband." She reached her hand down, and covered his with hers. "Naughty hubby. Jenny gave some guy a blowjob. In'a booth. One a the guys kept tryin' to touch me down there. I hit him." She sounded awfully proud, waving her little fist in the air.
"You b'lieve me, baby? I was good. I promise," she said, seemingly on the verge of tears.
"Yes, I believe you."
She leaned back, grinning. "I'm a good girl. Iss my birfday."
She sat up again. "Where's my frien'? He brought me home. You lef' me!" she pouted.
"I'm still here, Dana." I said.
She turned her head slowly, wrinkling her forehead, squinting. So God-damn cute. "Jack?"
"Over here."
She grinned. "He was nice. Di'nt try nothin'. I showed him my spankin'."
Her husband sighed. "I'm still very cross with you, Dana. You promised to be home by 2:00 am. Then your friends call at 4:00 and say they're bringing you back by 9:00. You show up past noon, drunk off your ass, half your clothing missing, and without your car. Your pussy all swelled up, almost closed, bright red. Worse than our honeymoon."
She nodded. "I tol' em. I did! I tol' 'em and tol' em. My hubby waitin'. Get all hot 'n bothered, bring it home to him. I tol' 'em!"
"They're trouble."
She pouted. "They're my bes' friends, Gary. They took care of me, make sure I don' get in trouble."
I laughed, and Gary looked at me quizzically. At least Dana had lifted her leg back into his lap, for a semblance of decency, even if his hand was still between her legs.
"Maybe you should have this conversation when she can remember it," I said.
He nodded. "Did yours have trouble-making friends?"
"Yeah. Three of them. One was the cancer. I made the mistake of demanding she give her up."
"Why mistake?"
"She didn't give her up, just lied and hid it. Made it worse. Got used to lying to me, and her friend hated my guts after that. It was her that set my girl up for the gangbang."
"Set her up?" Gary asked.
"The way Linda told it, she got caught in the bedroom with one guy, blind drunk, and started to flirt a little. Teasing, like she did when she got that way. Another joined them, and the flirting got more and more carried away. Someone was always kissing her, stopping her from complaining, feeding her booze. Teasing her, sneakily undressing her, until one was inside her. She didn't even know which one. Once they started in on her, her so-called best friend just kept bringing every single guy in the party to go up and have at her. A few married ones as well. At least eight that we know of."
"What a bitch," Gary said.
"I never lie t'you, baby," Dana said, apparently paying at least partial attention. "My friends wouldn't do that. They know I love you, and you're the on'y one for me. They take care of me. They do."
She sat up and crawled over to him, her short dress stuck up around her hips. She wrapped her arms around her husband. "Please don't take 'em away from me. I don't hardly get to see 'em no more. Don' make it worse." She was rubbing against him, straddling one leg, her bare ass capturing most of my attention. "Please? For my birfday?" She said the last part in a little girl's voice. Fuck, that was hot.
I laughed again. "She really milks the birthday thing, doesn't she?"
He nodded grinning. "We both do. She's usually very good about it."
"Very good? You said I'm a best! The bestes' ever!"
He lifted her chin up and kissed her. "You are, sweetie. The best ever."
She leaned her head on his shoulder. "I'll make it up t'you. You know I will. Your birfday in two months. Even better'n las' year."
He laughed out loud. "I don't think that's even possible."
"Better. All 'ranged. I promise."
She turned in his lap, sitting sideways, and looked across the short space at me. "Him."
"Him, what?" Gary asked.
"I want him. For my birfday. You promised."
I saw him turn red. "I thought we agreed on Derek?" he said softly.
"No. You wanted Derek. I want him," she said, sticking her arm out and pointing at me.
"Baby..."
"You promised! You said a stranger, not any friend. No one from work. No assholes. Tha's what you said!"
"I know, but why him? We don't even know him," Gary argued. I was on Dana's side. Unfortunately it looked like he might have had something worked out with Derek.
"He's nice. Wasn't mean to me. Di'nt take advan'age." She giggled. "He looks like you. Without my contacts, it's like twins. Hot. Really hot."
"But Dana, we already told Derek. We don't even know if Jack would want to do something like that."
"Ask him," she argued. "I don' want Derek. He's creepy. He wouldn' of been nice like my Jack."
"No, honey. It's too late to change it now."
She was one determined little drunk girl. "You promised! Don't want Derek. I want my Jack!" She started in with the wheedling. "Di'nt you like your birfday present?"
"I loved my birthday present, baby, but we have plans."
"No Jack, no more special birthdays!" she pouted, crossing her arms angrily. "None! I'll cancel. Call it off." She snuggled up to him, suddenly grinning. "You don' want me to cancel. It's the bestest ever."
She was good. I saw him wavering. I had a feeling this might be a great night. Incredible, even.
"Alright, but you ask him," he said, looking down and avoiding my eyes.
She squealed and gave him a big hug and kiss. She stumbled getting off the couch, but managed to stay upright and walk over to me. She tugged the bottom of her dress in place, demurely, smiling. She was trying to be sexy, and it was cute as hell, seeing her perfect hips swaying, the inebriated sultry look failing miserably. Didn't make her any less hot in my eyes.
She was very deliberate about it, moving in front of me, carefully climbing in my lap, straddling me, outstretched arms on each side of my head. She leaned closer, looking into my eyes.
"You wanna share me with my hubby, Jack? I can give you tha' blowjob I promised. A lot more. Everythin'. Can I have you for my birthday present?"
I reached down and slid my hands up her legs, under her dress, feeling her smooth flesh. "Nothing weird?" I asked.
"No, naughty boy," she giggled. "Share me. Both of you. Fuck my brains out. Make me go crazy. It's my fantasy."
"And you chose me for it?"
She grinned. "I like you. And you're jus' like my wunnerful hubby. Big. Tall, dark and handsome. I bet once we get goin', I won't even know which is which. God, that makes me wet."
She grabbed my hand and put it between her legs. She wasn't lying.
"I'd love to share you, Dana. You sure you want to do it now? Are you up to it? You could barely stay awake."



She grinned. "No more drinkin'. Maybe a li'l coffee to perk me up. I'll be good. I promise. Don't you want me?" she pouted.
"I'm not sure I ever wanted anything more," I confessed.
She looked over her shoulder at Gary. "Coffee! Stat!" she chuckled afterward. Then before I knew it, her lips were on mine, and I was kissing her, oblivious to all else.
She chose me.
She was so damn sexy. Probably could have any man she wanted. I bet she turned away dozens the night before. And she chose me. All because her husband looked like me.
I was going to do my damnedest to make sure she didn't regret it.
She was grinding against my crotch, when I grabbed her hips, getting a good grip, before I stood up. She moaned against my mouth, then pulled her head away, gasping. "I knew it was you," she whispered. "My Jack."
"Let's move this to the couch for a bit," I told her, walking across the living room floor. I turned and sat back on the couch.
She was kissing me again, when Gary showed back up. He sat down next to me, and she climbed off my lap, and into his.
"Whoa! Careful, babe!" he said, holding her coffee up and out of the way. He had two beer bottles by the neck in his other hand.
She didn't seem to care, wrapping her arms around his neck, kissing him passionately. "I love you sooo much. Thank you. Promise you won't regret it."
He handed her the coffee, and I saw she drank it black. It looked strong.
I had a personal opinion about that. The darker and stronger a woman liked her coffee, the more open she seemed to be about oral. Espresso girls swallow. Nothing scientific, just personal experience. I was looking forward to another data point confirming my ad-hoc research.
Gary passed me a beer, and then held his up for a toast. "To my beautiful, sexy wife. On her birthday."
I clinked my bottle against his. "I'll drink to that. She's gorgeous. You're a lucky man."
He grinned. It seemed once he gave in, most of his concerns had vanished. "And you're the lucky man who gets to find out just how lucky I am."
Dana giggled. "I'm the luckiest. Bestest hubby in the world, and a han'some new boyfrien'."
I sipped my beer, while I watched her rub herself all over her man. It seemed like she was in heat. I figured that for a good thing. After a bit, she climbed off of him, and into my lap. She somehow managed to avoid spilling her coffee, and after a minute of kissing, she'd drink a little more.
I felt Gary tap me on the shoulder, and he held out his hand, closed. I opened mine underneath his, and he dropped a pill into it. "What is it?" I asked.
"Stamina. We've got a big job ahead of us. I promised we'd wear her out. Not even sure if that's possible."
Dana leaned back, giving a little shimmy, her firm breasts wiggling enticingly. "Wear. Me. Out!"
She sipped her coffee, while I downed the medicinal helper. It wasn't the little blue pill I'd seen, and even used a couple of times. Something different, but I didn't know enough about all the different alternatives to recognize it.
She handed the coffee cup to her husband, and faced me. "Undress me, han'some. I wanna be nekkid."
I reached down and pulled her dress over her head, exposing her bare body. Heart stopping. Her face was beautiful, but that body! Damn! Tits weren't huge, but they were gorgeous, and seemed to fit her perfectly. I found out they fit my hands pretty damn well. Slender waist, flawless skin, sexy tan lines that showed the parts of her that only her husband and doctors usually got to see.
"Cat got your tongue?" she teased.
"You're fantastic," I said.
"And only for my hubby. My wunnerful, perfect hubby. Han'some hubby. Until now. You like?"
"I love."
She pouted cutely. "No fallin' in love. You can like, even super-duper like. No love though. My love is only for hubby, and on'y he gets to love me."
"I super-duper like," I told her, grinning.
Gary had left for a minute, and returned, handing her a bottle of water. He took her hand and put some pills in it. I wondered a little about his pharmaceutical approach to sex.
"What?" she asked, squinting and looking in her hand.
"Aspirin. I don't want you claiming a headache a few hours from now."
She smiled, and took them, drinking down half the water. "Mmm. I was really thirsty. This is good."
I felt odd, holding his naked wife in my lap, while we were both clothed. I wasn't going to make the first move to change that.
She was rolling her hips, teasing me. "You eat pussy, Jack?"
I nodded. "I guarantee I'll eat your sweet little pussy."
"Even if it's dirty?" she asked, giving me a mischievous look.
"I... uh... haven't." The idea didn't do anything for me. Just the opposite, to be honest.
"How about if it's just a little dirty?" she asked, watching me carefully.
"Dana, for you, tonight, I'm willing. Never before, but for you? It's your special night. Your birthday. What kind of present would I be, if I didn't take care of you?"
She turned to Gary, smirking. "See? I tol' you! My Jack'll take care of me. Jus' like you. Derek wouldn'. I knew it. Jack's a giver, not a taker."
Gary's hand caressed her side. "He's your present. It's cool. I just felt bad 'cause we'd already told Derek. He was really looking forward to tonight."
Yeah, I bet. I kinda felt bad for the guy. I could only imagine how I'd feel if they changed their minds now.
"You better should call 'im," Dana said.
"I did, while making your coffee. He's not happy, but I guess he's going to have to live with it."
She moved over to his lap, teasing him. "I'm sowwy. We'll make it up to him, Ok? Not like t'night, but we'll think of something, a'right?"
He nodded. "A little something. That's all. Changing your mind doesn't get you two for one."
She giggled. "Don't want him. I'll do a li'l somethin' for you. 'Cause you promised. Maybe give him a show. That's all. All I want is my wunnerful, wunnerful hubby, and my Jack."
I had to admit, she didn't seem as drunk as she'd been. I don't know if it was the hour long nap, the booze wearing off, the coffee, or the situation. She still was slurring her words a bit, and seemed a little off kilter, but she was looking and sounding better.
She hopped up, abruptly. "I wanna dance for my men."
She wobbled over to the stereo, bringing her face within a few inches of the CDs, her sexy ass pointed our way. Damn, I was gonna hit that. Hard.
"Why don't you put your contacts in, baby?"
"Don't wanna. I like it fuzzy. Sexy. My two men a li'l blurry. Might even wanna wear a blindfold. Would you like that, won'erful hubby? Blindfold me and bang the hell out of me with our friend?"
She was already starting to sway to the music. She raised her hands high, her body undulating, more pronounced. She was amazing. She turned, giving us the full view.
"Talk about me," she purred. "Like I wasn't even here. Like I didn't matter."
Gary laughed. "You ever seen anything like that?"
I shook my head. "Can't say I have. And you live with that 365 days a year?"
"366 on leap year. Jealous?"
"Hell yeah. I think tonight, I'm the second luckiest man in the world."
"Only the second luckiest?" he chuckled.
She was moving closer, shimmying, shaking her ass, trying to get our attention.
"You, sir, are without a doubt, the luckiest. I swear, I've never seen anyone more beautiful. So sweet I want to eat her up."
He grinned. "Hell yeah, I'll drink to that."
We toasted our beers, and for a brief moment I wondered where I should draw the line drinking. Didn't want to have any performance issues.
Dana was close enough that her legs were touching ours, adapting her dancing to each new song. I reached out and caressed her thigh.
"Honestly," Gary said. "You think I should make waves about those evil friends of hers?"
"I'm not the best to give advice, but I'd say no. I think she's true to you. Don't you?"
He nodded. "She had me worried."
That was too much for Dana. "No baby! I would never do anythin' without you. Never! They know it."
"You know the old saying, 'Keep your friends close...'" I said.
"'...and your enemies closer.' I don't think they're really enemies, just trouble-makers."
"So you tell them. Let them know you appreciate their taking care of her, but the way they left her was over the line. That's all. Not mean, but let them know they almost messed things up. Don't alienate them."
Dana giggled. "You really don't wanna do that, honey. Aliuh-hate. Trus' me, it would ruin your birthday present."
She leaned over him, arms braced against the back of the couch, shaking her tits. "Everyone knows. You're the best. That's why they'd never hurt you. Never make things bad for us. Only for you."
"What 'only for me?'"
She giggled, rubbing her tits against his face. "That would be tellin'. You have to wait. For your birthday."
She moved over to me, and gave me a full frontal body rub, before turning and grinding that perfect firm ass into my crotch. I grabbed her cheeks, holding them while they swiveled. God, I wanted her bad.
"She did cross the line, though," Gary said, watching her intently.
"Just a little, honey," she said over her shoulder. "I wasn't bad. Jus' late."
"And drunk off your ass," he reminded her.
She pouted cutely. "I'm sorry. It really wasn't my fault."
"What do you think? She gets off scot-free?" he said to me.
"I think you've punished her enough, scaring the crap out of her in the parking lot."
"She scared the hell out of me," he said, obviously still a little irritated with her.
"Then punish her. Spank that gorgeous ass, and move on. Let her know the next time it will be worse, and her friends won't be immune from the punishment if they keep it up."
Dana laughed. "Yes! Spank their asses, Gary. It was their fault. 'Specially Carla. Make that bitch scream!"
"And you're faultless?"
She pouted. "You want to spank me? On my birthday?"
He laughed. "They did, didn't they?"
She nodded.
"Get over here."
She looked nervous as she stretched out across his lap. She yelped loudly when the first heavy blow slammed down against her ass cheek. Her head was on my thigh and I pulled her hair back, holding her.
"You were bad, Dana. Leaving me worried like that. Up all night, hardly sleeping. Not knowing what you were doing with those sluts. Running off in the parking lot."
He smacked her other cheek, the crack of his hand loud, making her cry out again. "Coming home with an abused pussy? What was I supposed to think?"
"I tried to stop 'em," she whined.
Two more quick, sharp blows. "Get up and get me the phone," he snapped.
She looked worried as she jogged off to do as he demanded, cute little high-heeled steps. She returned moments later.
"Call Sheri."
"Why?"
"Don't ask questions! Get in position, and call her."
She pouted, and dialed the number, before laying across his lap. Gary took the phone from her. Put it on speaker.
"Dana?" a voice asked.
"No, Sheri. It's Gary. Dana's being punished."
"Don't be hard on her, Gary. She was good. I'm sorry we made her a little late."
"Little? She was supposed to be at home by 2:00! Then I was told, not asked but told, she'd be home by 9:00. What time did she show up, dead drunk, ruining all our plans for the day?"
"A little after noon," the voice answered.
"I want to trust you guys together, Sheri. I do. You're making it very difficult." He smacked his wife on the ass, then again.
"What was that?" Sheri asked nervously.
"She's getting punished. Severely. Next time, she won't be the only one, do you understand?"
"What are you doing to her?"
"Spanking me," Dana whined. "Really hard. You guys shouldn'a spanked my pussy like that. He got really mad. Thought I was fuckin' around."
"Shit. We didn't mean to. That damn Carla..."
Smack, smack, smack. The blows came down quickly, making Dana scream.
"Don't hurt her, Gary. I'm sorry. We're all sorry."
"Anyone else out of your crowd still there?"
"Y...yeah. Jenny and Donna."
"Put them on speaker. Let them know this is their fault too."
A few seconds later we could hear the multiple voices.
"How many is that?" Gary asked.
"I dunno," Dana whined.
"I guess I'll have to start over."
"Nine," I said.
"You sure?" he asked.
"Nine."
He wasn't that hard on her, but he did give her the remaining spanks, and she screamed out like he was killing her. I think it was mostly an act she was putting on for her phone audience.
"Stop it, Gary! You're going to kill her!" one of the voices called out.
"Next time, follow the damn rules!" he growled. "I don't ask for a lot. I let her go out. I trust her, and I trusted you. But we had an agreement. I made plans. You all ruined them. On her fucking birthday! You know what birthdays mean to us. And you went and fucking ruined it!"
"We didn't did we?" Sheri asked. "Not completely ruined. Please, say we didn't. I couldn't stand that."
He finished that last couple of blows. "No. Not completely. But I'm not happy. Is that understood? Never again. You don't want her to have to find new friends do you? Hell, I'm just now getting used to you girls. Sure as shit don't want to have to break in a new set. Best friends don't do what you guys did."
Dana was crying like it was the end of the world.
"You done now? Please? Don't hurt her. We're sorry." Sheri asked nervously, when no more blows fell.
"Halfway. Our guest for the night has to do his part."
"Derek?"
Dana sat up, all crying abruptly stopped. She waved her hand imperiously for the phone. Gary turned it over to her, and she took it, taking it off speaker phone and talking softly as she wandered away. She stopped in front of the full-length mirror by the door, turning and observing her red butt. Then we lost her in the kitchen.
"Too harsh?" he asked.
"Not at all. I think that was masterful. I'm pretty sure they got the message. All of them."
"Don't be too hard on her, Ok? I wasn't. Not really. Don't know what all that screaming and whining was about."
"For her friends. Showing off. Big strong hubby putting her in her place. Trying to make them jealous."
"You think?"
"I'd bet on it."
"Beer?" he asked.
I debated it. "Last one."
He nodded. "Me too. Take the edge off a little, you know? But not enough to interfere with business."
I asked him where the bathroom was, and he pointed the way. When I returned, he was back with the beer, and Dana was waiting patiently. She'd cleaned up her face. "Your turn," she said to me, lying over my lap.
"Turn over."
She looked at me nervously, then rolled over onto her back.
"I think your very forgiving husband took care of those rosy cheeks. I wouldn't want you miserable for the rest of the night."
She smiled. "Thanks." She grinned at her husband. "Can I pick'em or what? Counting my spanks, takin' care of me."
"You did good, sweetie."
I slapped her tit, and she squealed. "Ow!"
"Twenty-seven to go, beautiful."
The first one was for shock value. I wasn't rough at all, with the first dozen just firm enough to sting and pink her up a little. Two more sharper ones, had her squirming. "Fourteen, halfway there."
She nodded silently.
"Spread your legs."
She whimpered, opening them. "Not too hard..."
"Wider."
She opened herself obscenely wide, and I slapped her hard on her pussy, making her jump and cry out.
"Please, Jack!"
"You'll remember next time, won't you?" I said, smacking her a second time, just as hard.
"YES!" she shrieked. "I'll remember. I will."
I leaned over and kissed her lips. "Good. I'm not going to hurt you. Last thing I want is for that gorgeous pussy of yours to be worn out before we start."
"Promise?" she asked nervously, her eyes tearing up.
"Cross my heart and hope to die."
I swatted her firmly, enough to feel it without hurting. Then I rubbed her pussy, teasing her. Another spank and more rubbing. Lots more. By the time I reached the last one, she was writhing out of control, and Gary was holding her legs, while I held her body down.
"One more," I teased. "Hard or soft."
"Hard damn you. Hard and then you have to fuck the shit out of it!"
I smacked her quite hard, making her whole body jerk, then rubbed her incessantly, grinding the palm of my hand down on her clit.
"F...Fuck me, damn it, FUCK ME!"
I laughed, bringing her closer, feeling her hips thrusting upward, then backing off. When her breathing settled I started again.
"Stop teasin' me, damn you Jack!"
I laughed, leaning over her face. I brushed my lips across hers. "God, I'm going to love sharing you."
"Please? Lemme come, I gotta come."
I smacked her pussy soundly, surprising her. She moaned, and I pulled my hand away. "Time to move to the bedroom?"
She turned to her husband, "Make him, baby. Make him finish me."
He just laughed at her. "You chose him, remember?"
She pouted, turning back to me. "You...you're not going to leave me hangin'?"
"No, I'll take care of you. We both will, all night long. Now why don't you go to the bathroom and prepare yourself for us, beautiful."
"God, you're a meanie! I'm gonna get you for this."
"Yes you are. You're going to get me, and get me, and get me..."
"Fuck, you have me worked up. You always torture your women this way?"
"No, this is the Dana special. Nobody else deserves it. You're the best, remember? And it's your birthday. We're pulling out all the stops."
She pulled my head down and kissed me passionately, hungrily. "You know how bad I want you right now?" she whispered.
"Oh yeah. And then some. Go. Hurry, or I'll drag you out of that bathroom and use you like you were meant to be."
"Promise?" she said grinning.
"Go!"
==========================
I know, the first chapter is quite the tease. The second chapter, I promise is the complete payoff. I hope you enjoy both.
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Her birthday present is unwrapped.
Final chapter of a simple little story about a good deed, and the ample rewards. It's Dana's birthday, and she gets celebrated.
=====================
I watched the birthday girl wander down the hall to get ready for us. To be honest, I was still pinching myself. I couldn't believe my luck. I got to be her birthday present. Damn!
Her husband and I went to the bedroom, and I could see Gary was getting a little nervous. I decided it would be good to calm him, if at all possible.
"You guys ever done something like this before?" I asked.
He shook his head. "No. First time. You?"
"Me neither. Listen Gary. I don't want to cause any trouble. If I do anything you don't like, anything that makes you uncomfortable, call me on it. If you need me to stop or even leave, you just say the word, Ok?"
He nodded, then smiled. "That's not really gonna work."
"Why?"
"Gotta be honest man. The whole thing makes me uncomfortable. I... I would never share her, but she really wants it. I figure I'll just have to deal. It's her birthday."
"I know. I get it. Birthday's a big deal for you two."
"You have no idea. Our birthday's are special. It's when we met. When we got engaged. Our first time. She's the best thing that ever happened to me, and I'm going to do whatever I have to, one time a year, to make that day everything she could ask for." He grinned. "I shouldn't really complain, she's always found a way to make my birthday incredible. I mean, seriously amazing."
He started undressing, and I kicked off my shoes. "I'm jealous. Wish I had what you two have. I was close once, but fucked it up. I guess we both fucked it up. She got stupid drunk, and chose bad friends. I couldn't forgive, or take the humiliation. Wish things had worked out differently."
"Sorry to hear that. Believe me, I know I got it good. She's the best." He was pulling his pants off, and looked at me still dressed. "You gonna get undressed?"
"I figure she can undress me if she wants." I thought of something, and pulled out my wallet. "I... I want you to know I'm clean. Got tested after my last relationship, and that was over two months ago." I handed him my STD free card. "I'll use a condom..."
He examined the card. "You carry something like this around?"
I nodded. "Lotta single people do. Sex isn't worth risking your life over. If my partner doesn't have one, it's a no go."
He handed it back. "You trust us, if I tell you we're clean? Never been with anybody else?"
"I think that's pretty obvious by now. Yeah, I trust you."
"Good." He grinned. "How you wanna do this, then?"
I put my hands up in surrender. "Up to you guys. I'm happy to be a guest, but I'll let you two drive this ship."
"Wanna help me with the bed?" he asked, pulling the covers off.
"Sure. What do you need?"
He walked into the closet and came out with a blanket and another fitted sheet. "We put these down. When she's having a really good time, she leaks a lot."
We spread the blanket out, and covered it with the fitted sheet. Just in time. His stunning wife walked out, naked except for her heels. Her hair was pulled back in a pony tail, her makeup exquisite. I don't know if I'd ever seen anything more beautiful in my life.
"My boys ready for me?" she purred, leaning against the door-jamb.
"You fuckin' lucky ass son-of-a-bitch. That's yours?" I turned and asked Gary.
"All mine. And as of now, she's yours too."
"Damn. Feels like it's my birthday." I turned to face Dana. "You're gorgeous, birthday girl."
She grinned, then walked over to me pouting. "Why's my present still wrapped?"
"You want someone else to unwrap your present?" I asked.
Her grin grew even bigger. "No! It's mine. I should get to unwrap it, right?"
"Of course," I said.
She turned and smiled at her husband. "He's a good birthday present, isn't he?"
Gary nodded. "You chose well, baby."
"God gave him to me. Found him and gave him to me on my birthday. Gave me Jack. My Jack."
"All yours, gorgeous," I said softly, as she peeled my shirt away.
"Mine," she whispered, dropping to her knees, and unbuckling my belt. My knees were shaking a bit as she opened my pants, unzipped them, and pulled them down. I stepped out of them, standing in front of her, achingly hard inside my boxers.
"Is it a big surprise?" she asked, rubbing my shaft through the cloth.
"I guess that's your call," I said. "It isn't small."
"Can I open it?"
"It's yours, baby girl. All yours."
She turned her head and leaned her cheek against it. "I... I wanna wait a li'l longer. I need to take care of my wunnerful hubby first, Ok?"
"Whatever you want's Ok," I assured her, stroking her soft hair.
She stood, wobbling for a second, then grabbed my cock through my shorts, tugging. "This way, Jack. My Jack. I want you to see. See how perfect my man is. He knows me, knows how to make me crazy. You hafta see!"
I chuckled. "You're determined to drive me crazy, aren't you?"
She had climbed on the bed, on her knees, and was still pulling me along, until I sat beside her. "I get to drive you a li'l crazy, and then you and hubby get to do same for me. Go crazy on me."
She leaned in for a quick peck, but I stopped her. I pulled her face close, and kissed her thoroughly, until she responded, moaning. "Thank you for choosing me, Dana. It's not even my birthday, and this is without a doubt the best gift anyone's ever given me. Thank you."
She grinned, and then her smile turned upside down. "This is the best? We haven't even done anything."
"If I walked out the door now, it would still be the best present I ever got."
She pouted cutely. "That's sad. I don' wanna be sad, Jack. Tell me that's not true."
"You should never be sad. Of course it's not true. It's still a great gift."
She looked at me intently. "But it is true, isn't it?"
I hugged her, feeling my eyes moisten. "No. Of course not. I want you to be happy. You deserve the bestest birthday in the world, Dana. Be happy for me. That would be the nicest gift of all."
She pulled away, and I saw a glisten in her eye. "Better than this?" she asked, waving her hands down her impeccable body.
"Ok, you caught me. Nothing would be better than that."
She leaned in and kissed me softly. "Watch me, Jack. Watch me love my hubby. Best hubby in the world."
She crawled on top of his prone body, arms and legs straddling him. Her face was over his. "Thank you for my birthday, honey. For letting me go out with my friends. For forgiving me when I was bad, late coming home, forgetting my panties. For trusting me." She leaned down and kissed him softly. "Thank you for letting me have Jack." She kissed him again, longer, then slowly moved down his body, kissing her way along, until she was between his legs. She started kissing all around his cock, little licks and kisses, rubbing her face against it. It was like catnip, and she was the world's cutest kitty, purring as she adored his cock.
He was hard already, no surprise there. I felt good about it. I had been a little nervous. What if he had been tiny? I'd have felt guilty as shit. Or what if he had been huge? Talk about inadequate. How much would I have brought to the table?
Luckily he was average. Probably a good six inches. I had nothing to feel bad about.
I'm a guy. I'll admit it. Can't help it, you know. Cock size is something we all have to deal with. In this case, I was confident I was a bit larger, longer and thicker. Not some 10" freak, but a solid seven+. Maybe a little more tonight. I couldn't remember ever having been more excited. I'd pull my own weight tonight.
She was sucking him, loving that cock, like it was the end-all, be-all, meaning of her world. I laid down next to Gary, our heads only a foot or so apart.
"God, it would be so easy to hate you, right now," I teased.
He smiled. "I know, dude. I can't believe it myself sometimes. I'm so not worthy. But then I realize, Hell, nobody is, and I'm good for her."
She pulled her head up, grinning. "Best. Hubby. Ever." She gave him a long slow suck. "Talk about me. I like that." Then her mouth was too full to talk.
"She do that for you often?" I asked.
"All the time. She's amazing."
"Bastard. You gotta stop telling me these things. Lie to me, Ok? You get that every day?"
"Few times a week. At least once a month, she'll meet me at the door, naked on her knees, when I come home from work. Won't let me in until I pay her toll."
"Why? Why would you tell me something like that? I'll never walk into my house again, without thinkin' what I'm missing."
"Shit. You're a good guy. You'll get your own Dana someday. Don't settle."
I laughed. "No matter what, after seeing this, anything I could ever get would be settling." I watched her showing off for us. "She doesn't blow you, she makes love to your cock. It's pretty incredible."
I could see she was getting to him, and he was finding it harder to talk. He didn't answer for a few seconds. "The best. She's the best."
She pulled up, her hand stroking him. "My mouth? Or you want to fuck me?"
"Finish me, then I want you to do him just as good. Show him what you can do."
She nodded, then took him in her mouth again. She was moving her head rapidly, working him.
"I can't believe you can last that long. With that? I'll be lucky to go more than a minute or two. No man can withstand that."
Gary grinned. "I get lots of practice."
"Fucker. Reminding me again. You ever hear of noblesse oblige? Fuckin' royalty supposed to treat us commoners nicely. Not 'cause we deserve it, but because you can. Don't rub it in."
"Soon," he groaned.
I matched his groan, when she pushed down and took him in her throat, his entire cock disappearing. He grunted, gasping her name.
"Sweet Jesus, that's amazing. Beautiful, sexy and talented. Fuckin' trifecta," I mumbled.
She was pounding him down her throat, and I saw his hips lifting, driving against her. He reached down for her head, holding her, when he cried out. She took him gamely, looking up at us both for just a second, her eyes landing on him, then glancing over at me, before looking down again. She sucked him dry, until he was breathing normally. She got up on her knees, and showed us her empty mouth. "Every drop, honey. Thank you for my birthday present."
"You're the best, baby."
She grinned, climbing up his body, and kissing him. "And all yours. Tell me to send him away, and I will. I don't need anybody but you. If you don't want me to do this, I understand."
"You want him, don't you?"
She nodded shyly. "But I don't have to. You spoil me. I don't want to upset you. If this bothers you at all, please tell me. I never want to hurt you."
Of course you can imagine the response I was praying ardently for.
"Suck him, baby. Suck his cock. I want to see it. If I can't stand it, I'll let you know, Ok?"
She nodded, laying on top of him, hugging him, kissing his face a hundred times. "Thank you, thank you, thank you. I promise. Never gonna regret it. You spoil me, and you know how much I'm gonna spoil you."
"I know."
She kissed him deeply, then reached over and pushed me flat on my back. "Your turn, handsome Jack. You liked my show?"
"Incredible."
"Even better when it happens to you. Tell me you want me." She climbed off of her husband, and over top of me.
"Never wanted anything as much in my life."
"You want my naughty mouth?"
"I'm dying for it. Never, ever saw anything like that. You're amazing."
She grinned. "I'm gonna start now. Talk to me. Tell me what you like. How it feels. I wanna hear it."
She pressed her lips to mine, softly, her tongue brushing my lips, then her lips started downward, leaving a trail of burning kisses down my body.
"Tell me, or I stop," she warned.
"Don't stop. Please, God, don't stop, Dana. Each of those little kisses burn right to my soul. Everywhere your lips land, it's like shocks to my nervous system. I've had women give me their all, and it didn't even start to compare to...," I groaned as she sucked my nipple. "Damn it, girl! How am I supposed to - FUCK!" I gasped, as she tugged on the other one. "- talk when you're doing that?"
She giggled, her lips slowly inching their way downward, her wicked tongue drawing patterns on my skin.
"Such a naughty tongue," I whispered. "How the fuck can you make me burn like this?"
She took my skin between her teeth nipping me. I twitched, and she put her hands on my sides, holding me still. She reached my belly-button, and her tongue teased the edges, before pushing inward.
"So incredibly beautiful. Can you even understand, Dana? What it's like for a guy like me to see someone as gorgeous as you doing that. To feel you? Feel those lips against my flesh? Do you get it? It's like I won the lottery, only better. All the money in the world couldn't buy you."
She looked up at me, those big blue eyes promising miracles. She stopped, rising up on her arms. "No Jack. I don't understand. But I know this much. A guy like you? Only guys like you and my hubby deserve this. Deserve me. You do. I know it. You're one of the good ones. You deserve everything I'm gonna give you, and so much more. So don't think you don't deserve me."
I grinned for her. "Dana, angel, there's not a man alive who deserves you. Tell me otherwise, and I'll tan that incredible ass of yours. I don't deserve you, but I sure as hell am gonna enjoy you anyway. Give me a chance, and I'm gonna make sure this is one birthday you're never gonna forget."
"Promise?"
"Cross my heart."
"Good. I'm gonna suck your spine out your cock now." She grabbed my boxers, and pulled them down roughly, yanking them down my legs, then tossing them to the side theatrically. She squinted, and grinned. "Nice present. Super nice. Just like my hubby's. I'm sooo gonna enjoy this."
I got the same lovin' treatment her husband had received. She looked up at me. "Talk to me."
"Please. I can't. It's too much. I can barely think."
She giggled, then looked over at her husband. "You talk to me. You asked me to do this. To suck him. Tell me."
He smiled for her. "Incredible. It's... it's difficult. You look so beautiful, so damn sexy. I can't help but be a little jealous. That mouth. It's supposed to be mine, all mine. And it's going to be sucking that big cock in a second, isn't it?"
She nodded, and I saw the glimmer of joy in her eye.
"He's bigger, isn't he? Does that excite you?"
She looked up, and licked my shaft slowly from balls to crown. "Only a li'l bigger, honey. Hardly at all. Just a couple of inches."
"Does it? Does it excite you?"
She nodded shyly. "A little."
"You think it will feel different?" he asked.
She ran her tongue around the head, blowing across the top of it. "I don't know. Maybe."
"You hope so, don't you. You want it."
She looked up at me, and took me in her mouth. She lowered her head slowly, and I groaned. She pulled off, sucking hard, making a little popping noise as she released me. "I want it. I wanna feel this big fat cock stretching me. Is that bad?"
"You want to be our dirty little slut tonight, don't you?"
She blushed. "I'm always your slut."
"No. Tonight you're gonna be our slut. We're gonna use you. Use you hard. Spit roast you, fill your pussy and ass, stretch you out. Wear you down. You're gonna be our dirty little cum-slut."
"Anything. Everything. Use me," she gasped, before going down on me for real.
Gary stood, climbing off the bed. He climbed behind her, lifting her hips nice and high. He tugged her backward so her ass was hanging off the bed. I scooted down so she wouldn't have to stop what she was doing.
"I'm gonna fuck this dirty little pussy. Fuck you while you're sucking another man's cock. You're such a little slut. Had to have another cock, didn't you?"
She whimpered, her mouth full, and moaned as he entered her.
"Fuck this red, swollen cunt. Bet you had a bunch of strange cocks up in here last night, didn't you, slut?"
She pulled off of me, whining. "No honey. Never. Only you. Since our very first date, it's only been you."
"You wanted it though, didn't you? Teasing all those men."
She shook her head, pushing back against him. "Never. I like teasing, but don't want 'em. Never wanted anybody but my hubby."
"Your hubby and Jack. You just had to have Jack, didn't you, slut?"
She looked up at me. "My fantasy. He's just like you. It's like getting you twice."
"You didn't want Derek?"
"No. Nothing like you. I was gonna do it, 'cause you wanted. I'll do anything for you. Even that creep."
Her sucking had gone to hell. She was holding me, her head resting on my belly, while her husband fucked her.
"You should have told me. I thought you liked him. You said you wanted another man for your birthday."
She sighed. "Two of you. I told you. He's Ok. Not my fantasy."
"And Jack is?"
She looked up at me and grinned. "Oh yeah. Big time."
"Then why the hell aren't you sucking his cock, slut?" He smacked her ass loudly, and she went back to blowing me.
He slowed down, stroking her slowly, and she concentrated on my cock. "God," I groaned. "So damn good. Such a perfect little slut-wife."
I saw Gary grin when I said that. "Our perfect slut. She wants to be a slut. She'll get to be. We're gonna fuck the shit out of her."
"Take it all, Dana. Show me you can do it," I told her, stroking her hair.
She whimpered softly, then pushed hard. I felt my cock sliding into her tight throat. "Fuck!" I moaned.
"All of it?" Gary asked. "She took all of it?"
"Every bit," I gasped, as she proved she could do it again, and again.
"Amazing, huh?" he said, grinning.
"Fuckin' incredible. Perfect slut."
He started fucking her harder, and her form got sloppy as her body bounced around. She pulled up, her hand stroking me rapidly. "Come for me, Jack. Give me a big load. Make me swallow your cum."
I reached out and pushed her head down my cock, firmly, making her take me down her throat. She made the nastiest little gagging noises, pulling back after a few seconds, gasping, then taking me again. Incredible.
"Gonna come for you," I groaned.
"Paint her tonsils, man. Gag her."
I pulled her head down, until her nose was pressed against my belly. I held her there, feeling her movement as her husband fucked her roughly. She looked up at me, her hands curled up, just over my hips. It looked like she wanted to push off, but was holding back, resisting. Her eyes were pleading, and I saw them start to roll upward. I released her, and she pulled off, gasping loudly.
She looked at me, and I thought I saw a little fear. "Again?" she asked.
I nodded.
She did it on her own. All the way. Held me there, the rocking of her body, transmitted through her with each stroke her husband gave her. She watched me, refusing to give up. Her eyelids started trembling, her face turning red. I couldn't believe how long she could take it. Her hands were clenched in fists, her knuckles white. I grabbed her hair, and pulled her off roughly. She took a huge breath, a string of saliva hanging from her lips.
"Close," I moaned. "One more."
She nodded, and slammed her head down roughly. This time she didn't stop. She bobbed her head on the last couple of inches, keeping me in her throat. Each movement had me entering her throat again, a little hitch in the action, like popping the head of my cock through a tight ring. The nasty noises started, a sort of 'guh, guh, guh', driving me crazy.
"Fuck!" I cried out, when I couldn't hold back a second longer, erupting powerfully. The first shot went straight down her throat, then she pulled back, her nostrils flaring, as I finished inside that incredible mouth.



She sucked me dry, just as she'd promised in the store, only a few hours earlier. She closed her eyes, smiling, resting her head on my hip, while her husband fucked her.
"She did it?" he asked.
I nodded. "Best ever."
The little smile on her face, grew immensely.
"Show me," her husband demanded.
She crawled away from him, turning around, laying perpendicular to me, her head over my belly. She tilted her head upward. I could see she was opening her mouth.
"Swallow it," he said.
She turned to show me her frothy white mouth, then closed it, turning back to her husband.
"You liked that, didn't you?" he growled, standing there stroking his cock.
"I loved it. All of it," she said proudly. "My first DP."
"Get him hard. He's going to fuck you now."
She leaned down and licked my cock. "You sure? This is your last chance to stop it. It's still not too late. Once he fucks me, I'm not letting him leave until you guys wear me out."
"Suck him, slut."
She turned on the bed, until her legs were straddling my head. I didn't need any more invitation than that, and started licking her swollen, red pussy. I felt her mouth sink over my cock.
No doubt about it. I was the second luckiest man.
I'm not saying I'm an expert or anything. But I've been told, more than once, I was good at eating pussy. Very good. I'd always been very open to direction when it came to that, and took my lessons to heart. Truth is, most of the time I loved it. There were a few women who didn't really do it for me, but I soldiered on. That wasn't the case here. I wanted to own that pretty little pussy before I was done.
I think I did a fair job of it. I made her come for me after only a few minutes, then wrangled another big one out of her, getting her to yell out. Yeah, I was feeling proud.
I felt a little weird as Gary climbed up beside my head. I'll give him credit, he wasn't an ass about it. "You mind?" he asked, halfway to straddling my head.
I kind of did, but that was hardly fair. Shit, he was sharing a goddess with me. "Kind of weird for me, but go ahead," I said.
I lowered my head, and got a close up view of his dick entering her. I concentrated on the feeling at my crotch, while he fucked her.
She had done her job, restoring my erection to its full glory. I was ready. Now I wanted what he was getting. I loved her mouth, but I needed that pussy. Fuck, did I need it.
I still had to wait a couple of minutes until he was done for the moment. He pulled off of her, and before I knew it, she had spun around, and was poised over my cock. "You want me?" she asked teasingly.
"Fuck me."
"Ask me nicely, and I might," she teased, coyly.
"Fuck me. Fuck me now. Fuck me hard, you teasing little slut, or I'm going to throw you down on your marital bed, and fuck the living shit out of you."
She grinned, and lowered herself onto my cock. "Anyone tell you, you have the nicest way with words, Jack, sweetie?"
Indescribable. Impossible for me to do it justice. Best fucking feeling of my life, entering her, seeing that gorgeous woman straddling me. She was still wearing that silly grin.
"I think you like me, Jack."
"Gary, do me a favor? Stick something in her mouth."
He laughed, standing on the bed beside her, and pulling her face onto his cock. "What you wanted, right baby? Two at once. How's the fat cock feel, stretching out my pussy?" He pulled her off his dick, waiting.
"Huge. Perfect. Exactly what I wanted. Thank you, honey."
"You know how to thank me." He pulled her face back onto his cock.
She was rocking, and moving up and down, but couldn't get much leverage. It was great, keeping me hard, letting me feel all of that tight little pussy, while doing very little to get me off. I felt wonderful, like I could go on forever.
Eventually he pulled away. "Enough. I don't want to come yet."
She put her hands on my chest, and started fucking me harder. "You like my pussy," she asked, breathing hard.
"Perfect, like everything about you."
"Tight?"
"What do you think?"
She grinned. "Perfect's a good word."
She slid her hands up toward my head, lowering her body. Gave me a chance to get at those tits. Hard little nipples felt so damn good in my mouth. Sucking and tugging, taking turns, seeing how much of those tits I could fit in my mouth. She moaned, and I grabbed her hips, lifting her a little, and pounding up into her as hard as I could.
She lowered her body, her head beside mine, as she started trembling. A sweet litany of squeaky moans escaped her lips. "Gonna come for me, gorgeous?"
She whimpered, gasping. "N...N...Now. Coming."
I hadn't noticed Gary standing beside the bed, watching. I saw he had a camera out filming. "You've got her. She's coming now. Coming hard. It's a good one."
She wasn't crying out or screaming, nothing like that. Just an adorable, sexy series of grunting moans, her entire body trembling.
It felt too good. I was getting close, and damn if I was going to come already.
I looked up at Gary. "Fuck her for me? I need a break."
He grinned, climbing on the bed. He lifted her hips up nice and high, and I pulled my legs together so he could straddle them. He started fucking her, while I held her upper body down, kissing her cheek, her neck. She seemed to have calmed a bit, and her face turned to mine, our lips meeting. "Fuck, that was intense," she whispered.
"Good?"
"Amazing. You gonna fuck me some more?" she whispered, her body shifting as her husband ploughed her from behind.
"Needed a break. Didn't want to come yet."
"I want you to come. Fill my slutty married pussy, Jack." Her words were soft as satin, meant only for me.
"Dirty girl," I teased.
"Dirty pussy. Fill it. Fill it for my hubby."
"For...for him?"
"Yeah. Make him clean me. You'd like that? Make my husband clean my pussy out."
"I... I don't know."
She kissed me softly. "He wants to, sweetie. It'll embarrass him, but he really wants to."
"I'm gonna fuck you for real now," I told her.
"Mmmm. I can't wait." She lifted up on her arms, and reached back, stopping Gary. "Need to move," she explained.
She turned and took me in her mouth again. It was only a few seconds before I was ready to go. I pulled her mouth off of me, got up and put her on her back. She looked eager, spreading her legs. I climbed between them, and entered her. Fucking amazing. I leaned over her, her legs sticking out to the side, shaking with each thrust, as I started in, hammering her. She stared at me, her eyes adoring, her hands reaching out, touching me all over, gliding across my skin, reaching for my hips, pulling me into her.
I sat up for a second, reaching around her legs, and pressing them backward, tilting her pussy upward. Fucking Gary was walking around with his camera, getting a close up of her face, filming my cock entering her. I was over her, legs pressed back, pounding straight down into her.
"Open your legs, Jack. Let me get a shot of this," he said.
Fuck. A director. Still, it was his pussy. I opened my legs, and long stroked her, giving him a great shot.
She really liked that, and I saw the look. Eyes closed, the little squeaking moans. Upper body trembling, legs shaking.
"She's coming," I announced.
"God, that's sweet. Fuck her, dude. Pound her. Break that pussy."
I lowered my body, kissing her. Her eyes flickered open, then she was grabbing me, clutching me tightly, her mouth sucking against mine desperately. My hips were still driving into her, relentless, and I could feel her little orgasms as they rolled through her.
"Big one," I whispered in her ear. "I want a big one."
"F...fast. Hard and fast," she whispered.
I lifted up, my hands holding her upper arms, pinning her to the bed. I adjusted my position, getting my knees in place, then drove into her. Jackhammered her through the mattress. Her eyes burst open, mouth gaping. "Oh!" she gasped loudly.
"Best. Fucking. Pussy," I growled, working hard to give her what she needed.
"That's it," Gary groaned. He had one hand on his cock, whacking away almost violently, as he brought the camera in close to her face.
"Perfect. Slut," I whispered. She was whimpering, her hand reaching out for me, grabbing, squeezing. Her body arched underneath me, trembling beautifully.
"Come, you little slut," I demanded. "Come on my fat cock."
I felt it start. She snapped, her hands reaching out, grabbing the sheets, her fists clenching. She threw her head back, crying out, shrieking as a huge orgasm took her. So God damn beautiful, and for the moment mine. All mine.
"You got her, man. Fucking huge come." Gary scrambled up the bed, leaning over her face, brushing her hair back. "Come, baby," he whispered to her.
She gasped, her body collapsing into the bed for a few seconds. Then she was tensing up again. "Oh God! Oh GOD!" and I got another one. I released her arms, and put my hands on her head, turning her to face me, her eyes searching.
"Gonna come for you," I told her.
She whimpered, as I paused for a moment, catching my breath, then pounded her with long full strokes, driving her into the mattress.
"Come, baby. Come for me Jack," she begged, her hips thrusting against me. "Come, come, come."
I couldn't hold back a moment longer. Unintelligible sounds burst from my lips as I slammed downward, exploding inside her. She came with me, not the huge earth-shaking one of earlier, but it was beautiful. I came so hard, I swear I was going to lose a kidney inside of her. When I was done, I felt Gary pushing me to the side. I pulled off of her, and watched him open her legs, his camera in hand, getting a close up of her well-used pussy. I saw her smile, eyes half-lidded. She reached down and spread herself open, and I heard Gary's moan.
He was touching her, sliding his finger inside of her, rubbing my juices all over. Her hand was on my arm, tugging. I moved toward her, and she opened her mouth, pulling at my hips. I got the message, and presented my sticky cock to her. She sucked me, licking, teasing. Even when I was clean, she kept sucking away, at my half-hard cock. She moaned around my cock, and I looked down to see her husband's face between her legs, his eyes closed.
She looked up at me, then motioned me downward with a crooked finger. I laid beside her, and she turned her face toward me, reaching for my head, pulling me close. She kissed me, tenderly. "Perfect," she whispered. She glanced down between her open legs. "Don't say anything, Ok?"
"'Course not."
She grinned. "I want you in my ass. Will you do that for me?"
I chuckled. "I'd love to do that for you."
"After," she whispered. "I'm gonna do him next, Ok?"
"Whatever you need, Dana. It's your birthday."
Her smile lit up the room. "I know. Best ever. Thank you."
She kissed me softly. "Give us a moment? Get a drink or something."
I kissed her back, then got up and found my way to their kitchen. Snagged some OJ, and downed it, then followed that up with a tall glass of water. I relaxed, telling myself I'd give them 10 minutes. I looked around, took in their pictures, a big wedding picture in the dining room, some vacation snapshots. Another wedding picture, of her and six other women. I imagine I was looking at most of the crowd that got her in trouble. A good looking group, but no doubt she was the hottest. She was stunning in all of the pictures. Ridiculously photogenic, a smile made for the camera. And mine for a night. I filled two big glasses with water, and made my way back to the bedroom.
He was still between her legs, and she beckoned me over. "Still?" I asked softly, offering her the water.
"Pillows," she said, raising her body, and I put a couple of pillows behind her. Gary didn't slow down for a moment. She took the water, drank half of it, and passed it back to me. I put it on the bed-stand and laid down beside her. She winked at me. "Again," she whispered. "He had his turn."
She reached up and brushed my hair back. "You Ok with everything?"
"I'm in heaven."
I loved her smile. "Can you get hard for me again?"
"No doubt."
"Then what are you waiting for? Come up here and fuck my face."
A few minutes back in her mouth, and I was ready for more.
"Can you turn a little? Pull your leg back?" Gary asked.
Gary and his camera. I pulled my leg back, turning my hips, and eased my cock in and out of his wife's face.
"Look at me baby," he said. "Suck that fat cock, and look at me."
She gave him what he wanted, putting on a show. The position was wrong for her to take all of me, but I got an inch or so into her throat. I found that if I lifted a little higher, my cock pointing downward more, she could take more of it.
"There! Hold it there," he said, with her nose pressed against my pubes.
I gave him 10 seconds or so, then pulled out, leaving her gasping.
I backed away, and he followed with the camera. "What are you gonna do to her?"
"Doggy, then I'm gonna take that sweet ass of hers."
She rolled over for me, lifting her hips, and I settled in behind her. Fucking perfect ass, full cheeks, alabaster skin. Beautiful curves from her hips to her narrow waist. I couldn't resist tasting her again, nibbling her ass cheeks.
"See, Gary? Nothing wrong with a little dirty pussy," she told her husband. "He don't mind, either. I got me the best men in the world."
She wasn't dirty far as I could tell. Seemed hubby took care of her pretty well. I hadn't even thought of that, to be honest. She just looked so damned good, I had to have a taste.
I rose up and eased into her, taking my time. Enjoying every moment of the sweet penetration. Grabbed her ass cheeks and spread them. God it looked good.
Gary tapped my hip, and I opened them toward him, so he could film my cock entering his wife. Long strokes, pulling all the way out, so I could penetrate her over and over again. He reached out and pushed her shoulders to the bed, then pulled back for the big view.
I turned to face him. "Lube."
He set the camera down on the dresser, tinkering with the view, then went to the bed-stand, returning with a bottle. He opened it, and tilted it up over her ass, dribbling it down her crack. I fucked her slowly, while I used my finger to tease her ass, slowly opening it. He held the bottle over my finger, pouring out some more, which I pushed inside of her. He looked back at the camera, then got up and went to the other side of us. He grabbed her cheeks and spread them open, while I inserted a second finger inside of her, getting a nice little moan for a response.
"You sure, baby? He's pretty big." Gary leaned over her, talking softly.
"I need it, honey," she said.
He was stroking his cock, watching me. Limp noodle in his hand. He didn't say a word.
I pulled my cock out of her delicious pussy, and my fingers out of her butt. I felt her tremble as I pressed the head of my cock at her little brown star. Gary leaned in and squirted lube on my cock, surprising me again when he grabbed it, stroking it, then pointed it at her ass.
"Put it in her," I told him.
He glanced up at me, then squeezed my shaft, putting the head against her hole. I leaned forward, and he fed me into her ass. She grunted as I entered her, pulling away for a moment, until I popped out. Gary reached around her waist, holding her, and steered me back inside of her. She groaned, as I popped inside.
He let go of my cock, and almost ran to get his camera, as I took my time working my way inside. "You alright?" I asked.
"Fucking huge," she gasped. "Fuck me."
Gary was getting more intrusive by the moment. He added some more lube to my cock, then I lost the view as he stuck the camera almost between us.
"Christ!" he moaned. "Look at her stretch to take you."
Like I could, with that damn camera in the way. I pulled out, then sank back in. Longer strokes, which she seemed to be handling well. He backed off, getting the wide view, then moved down to film her face. She was talking to him, but I couldn't hear what she was saying. I got the gist when he crawled underneath her, scooting down the bed. His face appeared below me, gazing up at my cock, then he was licking her, raising his head awkwardly.
I figured I'd help him out, and pushed her legs outward, lowering her until she was settled over his mouth. I leaned over her, and started thrusting harder.
"Still alright?" I asked.
She pulled her mouth off of his cock. "Fuck me, Jack. I can take it. Fuck my ass like you mean it."
Fine. No more mister nice guy. I pounded my cock into her ass, making her grunt. Again, and again, I pummeled her tight ass. Grabbed her shoulders and pulled her back against me. Took her pony tail in hand, and yanked back hard, lifting her head upward, making her moan and shake, while I fucked her backdoor. She seemed to get off on that, and I smacked her ass cheek.
"Fuck!" she groaned. "Smack my slutty ass, Jack!"
I spanked her. Repeatedly, and was rewarded with a pretty little orgasm. I almost laughed, when Gary's hand appeared above her, holding the camera, waving it.
I took it from him, and filmed her red cheeks, my cock splitting her open. A few minutes of that, and suddenly she was pulling away from me.
"Lay down for me," she said, patting the pillows above her head.
I leaned back against the pillows, and she squatted, facing away from me. Lifted one leg, rose up and took me back in her ass. She leaned backward, resting against my chest. "How's that?" she asked her husband.
He knelt in front of us, filming my cock in her butt, stroking his own which seemed to be coming back to life. "Perfect."
I held her legs in my hands, driving my cock into her. She felt amazing. She turned her face to me, smiling. "God, you're everything I fantasized about. This is all so perfect," she whispered, before kissing me. She turned back around. "Now, baby. I need my hubby now."
He shuffled forward on his knees, and slid his cock inside of her. He grinned at me sheepishly. "Big fantasy of hers. Fucked by two big cocks. Double teamed, front and back."
Dana groaned, and started bouncing on my cock, while her husband filled her pussy. He was going at it hard, pounding into her. I could feel each stroke, shaking her body. I reached around her, playing with her tits, tugging her nipples, while we filled her.
I couldn't tell if she was enjoying it, or we were hurting her. She was groaning, moaning, almost sobbing. She finally pushed her husband away. "Get me a washcloth," she told him, putting her legs down on the bed, and riding my cock. He came back after a few seconds, and she lifted herself off of me. She took the washcloth, and cleaned my cock, inspecting it carefully before taking me in her mouth. When she was happy with the results, she pulled me a short ways down the bed, and straddled me. She slid my cock inside her pussy, laying on top of me.
Her lips teased my ear. "I had to switch. You're just too big in my ass, with two of you. Let's try it with you in my pussy."
"Whatever you need, birthday girl."
She kissed me softly, while I fucked her. Then she turned to her husband. "Come on, baby. Your turn in back."
He lubed up and mounted her, immediately pounding into her almost desperately.
"That's it, honey. Punish my slutty ass. Fuck your slut wife. Whore for two cocks."
She lifted her face over mine, smiling, then closed her eyes, and tucked her head beside mine. I held her tightly, nudging my cock in and out of her pussy, while Gary took care of the other side.
"As good as your fantasy?" I asked.
"Better. Unbelievable. I feel so full, so slutty. I love it."
I kissed her pretty face. "You gonna come for us?"
She shook her head. "Don't think so. It's wild, but a little uncomfortable. Every time it starts feeling good, something will hurt, putting me off."



"Want us to stop?"
"God, no! I want it. Wanna remember this forever. Riding a huge cock, while my hubby plunders my tight ass."
We stopped talking, kissing now and then, while I did my best to fill that sweet pussy. Feeling her husband pounding her, through the thin sheath separating our cocks inside of her.
"G...Gonna come," he groaned after a couple of minutes.
"Give it to me, baby. Spray all over me. Make me your cum-slut."
He groaned, pulled out, and came on her ass. I lifted her hips a bit, and pounded her pussy some more. Had to take it while I could. I doubted I'd ever have better.
She clung to me, nibbling my neck. "God, Jack! You're gonna make me come again. Again!"
"I love to watch you come, Dana. So fuckin' beautiful."
She was gasping. "Tell me. Tell me you want me. You'll make me yours."
"Best fuck ever," I whispered, long-stroking her pussy. "Incredible. It can't be just this once, Angel. I won't let it. I'm gonna have to have you again. Again and again."
She whimpered, "Love my hubby."
"Love him all you want, you're gonna fuck me," I growled.
"J...just sex," she gasped.
"Best fucking sex ever. Fill all your slutty holes. Make you come 'til you pass out."
"You'll be my bull. Fuck me. Fuck me like he can't. Make him suck your cum out of my cheating pussy."
"Always. Fuck this sweet tight pussy. Fuck your sexy brains out. Make him watch, clean you."
"F... F... Fuck," she moaned, and I saw her starting to come again.
"Does he make you come like this? Huge fucking orgasms? Coming over and over again?"
She whimpered, and her trembling started.
"My pussy. Fuckin' my pussy," I groaned. I lifted her hips a bit, and hammered her.
She cried out my name, and suddenly her hips were slamming down on my cock, viciously, desperately. I stopped my own motions, making her do the work.
I heard Gary's voice from the end of the bed, where he was filming. "Fuck him, baby. Fuck him hard."
"You want my cum?" I whispered in her ear.
"All of it. Fill me. Fill me for him. Lots. Make him drown in it."
"Earn it slut. You can do better." I slapped her ass cheek, then the other one.
She was determined. She kissed me, sucking my tongue into her mouth, her hips driving down on my cock. She pulled out of my arms, sat up, and tucked her legs in so she could fuck me harder. Hands on my chest, fingernails digging into me.
"Give it to me, Jack. Gimme that cum. It's mine. I earned it," she gasped, glaring at me.
"Prove it," I teased, knowing she already had me on edge.
"Mine, damn it! Mine!"
I was trying to hold back. Never wanted it to end. Beautiful woman desperate for my cock, for my cum. "Fuck, you're good," I groaned.
"The best. Best you'll ever have," she demanded.
I grabbed her hips, taking over, slamming into her. "Best. Fucking best ever." I pulled her down hard, and surrendered.
"Yes!" she practically screamed. "Gimme!"
She bounced up and down, tits jiggling beautifully. She was laughing, her joy infectious. All signs of her previous drunkenness seemed long gone.
When my heart returned to my chest, she slowed down, rocking slowly. "Mmm, that felt like a good one. You give me a big load, Jack?"
"Drained me," I gasped.
She giggled, then rolled off of me opening her legs. "Which of my men is going to take care of me? You'll do it, won't you Jack?"
"Anything you want, beautiful," I started to move toward her, but she put her hand out, stopping me.
"Hubby gets first choice," she teased. "It's his pussy." She rose up on her elbows facing her hubby, who had moved between her legs with the camera again. "You gonna let him take what's yours, baby?"
He was back to touching her, obviously enthralled.
"Whose pussy, baby. Whose pussy is it?"
"Mine," he said firmly. "My pussy."
"You gonna let him clean it? Take that last thing that's only yours?" she whispered. "I never let anybody else do that."
"My pussy," he whispered, moving closer until his mouth was firmly attached to her.
She looked over at me and winked. Fucking evil little girl. She had him pegged. She opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and wiggled it. I laid down beside her, making myself accessible, and she sucked me clean. Playfully, teasing, sucking me sweetly. I figured I was done for a while, but it didn't stop her.
"I'm gonna need some time," I told her softly.
She giggled. "Don't care. I just wanna play with my wonderful new toy. Can I suck you, Jack?"
"All you want."
That was a lot. I was actually almost hard again when she pulled away. "God, I'm starving. I want my men to take me out and feed me."
I realized she probably hadn't eaten all day. Looking at the clock, it was after 8:00 pm. We'd been going at it for hours.
Gary laid down on the other side of her. "Enjoying your birthday?"
She turned and hugged him. "Best ever. God, I love you so much, Gary! Best hubby in the world."
I slid down the bed, cuddling up behind her, my hands caressing her skin.
"Bestest wife ever," he said.
She leaned back against me, pulling my hand up to cover her tit. "Everything's Ok, baby? It wasn't too much?"
He blushed. "No. It was good."
She giggled. "You liked it, didn't you? Seeing me get my brains fucked out."
"You were beautiful. So damn sexy."
She reached out and caressed his face, lovingly. "I'm so sorry about last night. That will never happen again. I promise. God, I don't think I was ever that drunk."
He laughed. "No shit. I never saw you like that before."
"You gonna help me get even with them?"
He looked confused. "How?"
"On your birthday. I'm not gonna give away secrets, but we'll have our chance then. You'll help me?"
He leaned forward and kissed her. Her naughty hand was between her legs, trying to coax me back into her. I was nibbling her neck and shoulder, running my hand over her perfect ass, stunned that I was almost hard enough to enter her.
"Have I ever been able to say no to you?" Gary said.
"No, but I don't want you to start now," she giggled.
I lifted her leg up and to the side, opening her. A soft hand joined mine, and together we managed to get me back inside of her.
Nice and easy, playfully, I fucked her, while her husband made out with her. A few little adjustments and I was able to do a reasonable job. Don't know what the hell the pill was that Gary gave me, but it sure seemed to be doing the job. I tugged her leg, and drove in just a little deeper.
"You really are a little slut, aren't you," he whispered.
"Only for you, honey." She kissed him again. "I really am starving. I could use breakfast."
"IHOP?" Gary asked.
"How about you, Jack?" Dana asked.
"Gotta eat something, I'm pretty sure my groceries have gone bad."
She gasped, then chuckled. "I guess you really do like, me. You could have put your stuff in our fridge," she said.
"Guess I got distracted. Not a big deal anyway. You're kind of worth it, and it is your birthday. IHOP works for me."
She stretched, arching her back deliciously, pressing her bottom against me. I pushed into her strongly, and she gave a self-satisfied little moan. "God, this is wonderful. I could stay like this forever, between my handsome, loving men. I feel so spoiled."
Gary smiled at her, caressing her cheek. "Nobody deserves it more than you, birthday girl."
She turned her head, talking back toward me. "Hold that thought for later?" She pushed her rear backward, teasing.
"Whatever you need, Dana."
"Quick shower, then eats."
It was fun, the three of us in a shower, playing with her body, teasing her, while she fought us off, demanding to be fed. She ended up sucking us both for a couple of minutes, before we dried off.
I kept wondering about Gary. If I could handle things like he did. Accept her fantasy so easily. He really seemed to have no heartburn over sharing her with me.
I had a great time. Teasing, joking, talking about our lives, our pasts. Dana made sure every damn thing she did was as sexy as possible. I was hard halfway through the meal. She was sitting beside her husband, and I was across from her in the booth. I felt her barefoot rubbing my leg, caressing my thigh, before it was pressing against my cock. She looked up at me, grinning, cocking one eyebrow. "Naughty boy," she teased, her foot rubbing me.
When the waitress brought over her cake with a candle on it, and everyone sang happy birthday, she was positively glowing. Immediately afterward, she turned to her husband. "Pay the bill. Take me home. Now."
In the parking lot, she pulled me into the backseat and was sucking my cock before we even hit the street. "God, I'm so fucking horny," she gasped, before taking me in her mouth again.
I looked up at Gary, checking us out in the rear view mirror. "You were teasing her, weren't you, Gary?"
He chuckled. "She decided not to wear panties. Not me. Had to give her my napkin to sit on."
"Great. You tease the shit out of her, and my poor cock has to deal with the consequences."
"Birthday girl gets what she wants. Deal with it." He was laughing.
She looked up at me, grinning. "Is it really so terrible?" she whispered.
I pulled her up, kissing her. "What do you think?"
She smiled. "I think you've figured out my birthday game."
I was aching for her by the time we got back. Stripped her naked in the entrance, bent her over the end of the couch, and fucked the shit out of her. The shower and break were exactly what I needed. When I started to get close, I called Gary over, and he took my place. While he fucked her, I got his camera out, and gave it to him. "Get it going."
He grinned, got it ready and passed it back to me.
I filmed him fucking her, and I sang her birthday song. "It's your birthday, beautiful Dana," I said, sitting on the couch underneath her face. "Time to blow out your candle."
She took me in her mouth, sucking distractedly. Gary looked over at me a little later, "Switch?"
I pulled her head up, and took his place, pounding her pussy again. I was having fun, smacking her upturned ass, fucking the hot little beauty. She wanted us to wear her out? This was perfect, as long as we were patient.
We switched off twice more before I finally got her to come for me. By then she was laying loosely, letting us do whatever we wanted. Not enough for me, and we kept taking turns on her. Gary and I were laughing, high-fiving each other, sharing a beer, fucking her brains out. Sometimes whoever was on deck would play with her, or make her suck us. I had my cock all the way down her throat, when she started showing signs again.
"You gotta finish her," Gary gasped. "I'm too close."
We switched off again, and I fucked our little married slut like my life depended on it. Stuck my thumb up her ass, and hammered that pussy. She started coming for me, and Gary cheered me on, a big high-five. It was a good one, her legs shaking wildly, as her orgasm went on and on. She cried out trying to buck me off, but I just fucked her harder, while her husband held her down.
She grabbed his leg pleading. "Too much, too sensitive."
He laughed slapping her ass. "Sluts don't make that decision. We'll use you until we're tired or bored."
We switched off twice more, while she moaned and sobbed. For all his words I saw he was checking on her, gesturing me to take it easier a couple of times. I saw him finally smile as she climbed her peak again, screaming at us.
"Fuck me! Fuck me you bastards!"
She had a huge orgasm, massive, crying out loudly, then collapsing helpless, sobbing. He sat down and held her. "Happy, baby?" She was crying, nodding her head. "I'm so happy."
"We're still not done with you," he said. "Let's go." He got up and walked to the bedroom.
She tried to follow and almost fell. I picked her up in my arms. "Party time," I teased.
We started up where we'd left off, except this time she was on her back, ass hanging off the corner of the bed. It was amazing taking turns on her, one after the other, wondering how long we could keep this up. Gary took too long to switch finally, and came inside of her. He looked up at me, embarrassed.
"It's cool." I told him. "She's too damn hot to keep any control. You and I both know that. It was amazing either of us lasted as long as we did."
He nodded. "No shit."
I let her suck me as he cleaned her up again. He seemed to really have a creampie fetish. Better him than me. Hey, I was willing, but it was something I'd do for her if she wanted, not something I particularly enjoyed. Unlike Gary.
It looked like he was down for the count, but we continued switching off, me fucking her, then he would eat her. Dana had recovered from the couch episode and seemed to be enjoying things better. She pulled me close during one of my breaks. "Could you come in me? Kind of secret like? Surprise him."
"I don't know. It would be difficult to hide it."
"Please? Try. I'd love that."
I kissed her softly. "Anything for the birthday girl. Suck me good, get me close, Ok?"
She did, giving me her best, and when it was my turn between her legs again, I did what I could. Hammered her hard. Laid on top of her, letting her cling to me, while my hips went into overdrive.
"Come for me, Jack?" she pleaded sweetly. "My big strong bull."
"I'm close, Angel."
"Do this for me, please. I'll make it worth your while. And I don't mean tonight."
Fuck. Magic words. I kissed her, then whispered in her ear. "I'm there, gonna come now."
"Keep pumping me baby, make it look good."
I slowed a little, short even strokes, as my balls emptied inside of her again. I pumped my way through the finish. "God, Jack, you're the best," she whispered, pulling me in for a deep kiss.
When she released me, I pulled out of her. "All yours, Gary," I said.
I straddled her head, and had her suck me, while her husband took his turn.
When I pulled away, needing a real break, I laid beside her, playing with her tits.
"Like your surprise, Hubby dear?" she teased.
He rose up, chuckling. "You are an evil little girl." He looked over at me. "You could have given me a hint."
"Dude. I can't say no to her. Could you?"
He laughed, and moved back between her legs. "Not in this lifetime."
She giggled. "I'm gonna need some cuddle time after this. Getting super sensitive down there. You did it. Fuckin' wore me out." She giggled. "And then fucked me for another hour afterward, you bastards."
She turned to me. "Get me my phone, sweetie? It's in my purse in the living room. You remember the living room, don't you, Jack? Where you destroyed my poor little pussy?"
I gave her a quick kiss, and fetched like a good boy. Drank a quart of water before returning.
She was cuddling with her husband when I climbed in the bed, handing her the phone. We cuddled and caressed her, touching and rubbing, while she called her friends, gabbing, bragging.
"God, I have no idea how many times I've come. Dozens," she said.
"Yep, non-stop since the last call except for dinner. Absolutely destroyed me. Unbelievable."
Her back was to me again, and I was nibbling her neck, playing with her body. Gary was trying to be subtle as he worked his way down the bed. It wasn't long before he was between her legs.
"Gently, baby. Just play a little, Ok? You guys have used me up." She returned to the phone. "No way, bitch! These two are mine."
She was giggling, and pushed Gary away. "I need a picture of you two."
What the hell. I had no problems. Kind of cheesy, standing side by side, arms around each other shoulders, naked. She took a couple of pictures, and blew us a kiss. "God, I'm so lucky. You guys really are the best."
"The best deserves the best, birthday girl," I told her.
She was playing with her phone, then talking again. "Only for us, Ok? Nobody outside of our group."
"Alright. Call me back after. If I'm busy, I'll call you later."
She leaned back in the bed, stretching. "I need a massage."
She got it, from both of us, and by the time we finished, the sheets were finally so messy, we all agreed we needed a change. Gary and I tore off the old ones, put down another blanket and fitted sheet in case we weren't done for the night, and joined Dana for another shower.
This one was more loving, less playful, passing her back and forth, kissing, caressing. Improbably, her oral efforts produced at least a partial response. She smiled for me. "One more maybe?"
"I would like that."
"You'll have to be gentle. I mean it."
We were in bed, the lights off, several minutes of her oral efforts resulted in the erection I was slipping to her while we laid on our sides. When her phone rang, she waved her hand at her husband and he found it and gave it to her.
She giggled. "Still going strong."
"Yep. Laying here between my men, feeling nice and full down there."
"No, no craziness. Not now. This one's just because, you know. Cuddle-love."
"Absolutely. The best."
I tuned her out, leaning back and concentrating on the feeling of being inside her. Rehashing the day in my mind. Wondering what I had ever done to be so damn lucky. All of her. I'd had all of her, over and over again.
Twice during the night I woke to find her soft sexy body next to mine. I took her, the second time with her laying on top of me half-asleep, I fucked her forever. She was sighing, kissing my neck and shoulders. "Tell me it will never end," she whispered.
"Never," I promised.
"Just sex. I love my hubby."
"More than sex, Angel. I'm sorry. You can still love your hubby best."
"Promise? He can be first? You'll still be my bull?"
"Always. He's your husband. I understand."
"Do you? It's important, Jack."
"Shh. It's Ok. You're his."
"But I can be yours too, right?"
"Yes. I can share."
"God, I love you. You're so good."
"Love you too, Dana. Never gonna let you go."
"You'll never have to. You're my bull. I love my hubby, but my mouth, pussy and ass are yours."
"All mine," I whispered. "And I'm going to use them hard."
She purred contentedly, as my cock echoed my words, claiming her.
I woke to a blowjob, and rolled over on top of her, making love. Slow, easy, intimate. I wondered how much longer before I'd be cast off. I didn't doubt our words of the night before were mostly just words. I would keep her if I could, but she wasn't mine. Truth was, I hardly knew her. She was beautiful, and incredible in bed. Loving and teasing. Playful and passionate. A fantasy made flesh. But that was it.
She caressed my cheek. "You're worried."
I nodded. "I wish it never had to end."
She pulled me down for a quick kiss. "It won't. Let me handle it. I just need a little time."
"Don't mess things up because of me," I told her.
She smiled. "See. That's the attitude that ensures it won't have to end."
I was still enjoying her when Gary walked in, wearing a suit. "Sorry kids. I gotta go to work."
I looked over at the clock and saw it was almost 8:00 am. I sighed. "Crap. Me too. Gotta go soon."
He sat on the bed, next to us. "Jack, I... I just wanted to say thanks. You made it perfect for her, and for me too, I guess. Thanks."
I started to climb off of her, and he pushed me back. "One last one for her. She deserves it. I hope we can be friends after this."
"I'd like that."
He grinned. "I bet. Don't know if this will ever happen again. Not going to say it won't. I just need some time to deal with it, you understand?"
"Of course. Best thing that ever happened to me. I appreciate it."
He grinned, standing. "She is the best, isn't she?"
"Absolutely." I turned to her, and started pumping her again.
"Call me later, baby," Dana called out, as he left us.
She looked up at me. "You really have to go?"
"I do. Wish I didn't. Soon."
She nodded. "Thank you. Leave your number and address. We have to stay in touch."



I loved her passionately, desperately, feeling her slipping away. Some sweet little orgasms, and one last heart-stopping one for me. We showered together, holding each other, slow dancing under the warm water. She dressed me afterward, making sure I wrote down my info, and walked me to the door naked. She kissed me on the doorstep. "Best night of my life, Jack. You'll still be my Jack, right?"
"Always, Dana."
"Thank you. You had fun?"
I pulled her close, kissing her hard. "I lost my heart last night."
She looked up at me, and I saw tears in her eyes. "I'm married. I love my husband, more than anything."
"I know. It was a beautiful fantasy."
"My fantasy. You understand..."
"Shh. Don't. Let me believe, Ok?"
She nodded, hugging me. "My Jack."
His Dana.
* * *
My birthday. Four months, three weeks, and a day since that night. I've seen them; we both live in the same community. A friendly 'hi' at a restaurant. A lingering look at the grocery store where we met. A wave across two pumps at the gas station.
That's all. No calls, no letters, no visits. Nada.
I wish to God I'd never met them. I'm ruined. Ruined for all other women. I've dated, had sex. Good sex even. It wasn't her.
Loneliest day of my life. I don't know what's wrong with me, that I don't have more friends, or someone that matters in my life. I'm sitting here alone, sipping a beer that's gone warm. Remembering someone else's birthday. Wondering what Gary's birthday surprise was.
I contemplated going out, hitting a bar. Maybe going to a strip club. I could have hired an escort, paid for the girlfriend experience. I thought about driving a mile away, knocking on a door, reminding them it was my birthday.
Thirty years old. The big 3-0. Good job, nice house, new car. And nobody to share it with.
He said I'd find my own version of her. I don't think so.
I'm not suicidal. Nor am I crazy. Just a little disappointed at the way life sometimes works out, disappointed and lonely. Pathetic, I know.
I pour out my Shiner in the sink. I'm not that far gone that I'll sit here in the dark, crying in my beer. So it's my fuckin' birthday. So what? Just another day on the calendar. I've survived 29 previous ones. Less than an hour and a half until this one's done.
Turning off the light in my kitchen, I hear the doorbell. My heart races. Maybe. Just maybe. I know how important birthdays are to the two of them. How sad she was to hear that our foreplay was better than any gift I'd ever received. I can almost smell her. Maybe. Maybe they remembered.
I open the door, stunned, to see her there. After all this time. I can tell she's nervous, her hands trembling. She pushes a card out to me before I can even say anything.
Happy Birthday Jack,
You gave me the greatest birthday present ever. Here's hoping I can return the favor.
Love Always, Dana
I look up at her, her shape fuzzy. I wipe my eyes, and see she's trembling, waiting. Here on my birthday. What kind of asshole would I be to leave her standing there?
"Come in, please. It's been a while. You're looking more beautiful than ever."
She smiles, and then she's in my arms. I can't help but hug her back. So familiar. As if we'd never been apart. The feel of her, the smell of her hair. I squeezed her tighter.
"Happy birthday, Jack. Sorry I'm a little late," she whispers.
"Better late than never, Linda. Much better."
==========================
Don't you just love special Birthdays? I hope you enjoyed this little tale, and I look forward to your comments. Thanks so much.
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* * * *
"I don't like that fuckin' bastard," Tiffany said, storming into my room.
"Knock much?" I snapped.
"Whatever, numb nuts. What're you worried about? Afraid I'm gonna walk in on you spankin' the monkey again?"
"What the fuck's your problem, Tiff?"
"That asshole boss from Mom's work. Why's he sniffin' around all the time now? And why does Mom let him get away with the shit he does?"
"What shit?"
"Fuck, Bret. You are so clueless. Don't tell me you haven't noticed."
I had no idea what she was talking about. Then again, for the last several years it seems I never did.
I don't know about this 'special bond' that twins are supposed to have. My older sister - by about 8 minutes - Tiffany and I fought like cats and dogs. She knew how to irritate me, just as I knew how to press all her buttons. Sometimes we went weeks without speaking. Ever since middle school.
I'd been getting the silent treatment for over a week now, which made this outburst all the stranger. The truth was, I didn't mind the silent treatment. I liked being left alone. It gave me time to work on what really mattered. For now, that was maintaining the GPA that would make me Valedictorian. Finish out this semester, and there'd be only one more to go.
"What was I supposed to notice?" I said, closing down the browser, since I wasn't gettin' any more studying done until she was dealt with.
"Mom's fuckin' around. With that ugly fat fuck."
That's my sister. Mouth like a sailor, and always jumping to conclusions. "You know that? You caught 'em?"
"If I did, don't you think I'd be talkin' to her instead of you? I wish. You must have noticed how she walks out of the room to take the calls on her phone. Disappears for hours with about a dozen different excuses. Started dressin' slutty. C'mon, are you that fuckin' stupid?"
Come to think of it, I had noticed the change in Mom's dressing habits. Skirts, heels, tighter shirts. Kind of embarrassing. Not that Mom's bad looking, or looks skanky, but some of my friends had been dropping the MILF bomb. Sick.
"So she dresses up? What's the big deal?"
"The way he stands so close to her, touching her. Whispering. The way she looks at him. Fuck, why am I talking to you? Class virgin. You wouldn't have a clue what flirting looks like."
"As the class slut, I'll have to defer to your expertise on this."
"Fuck you, dickless. I'm not a slut."
"Dickless? That's not what you said last time you came in unannounced."
She blushed. It had been out of character for her, to say the least. She walked in on me, squeezing one off, and stood staring in my doorway. I was so pissed at her, I didn't stop. I just glared at her, and stroked away.
She had blushed then, too. "Sorry," she had mumbled. Then she'd given me a little grin. "Guess I can't call you 'little' brother anymore." She'd actually left with a modicum of grace. Of course within the week she was giving me grief about it.
"What are we going to do about Mom, Bret?" She came in and sat down on my bed, and I could see this really bothered her. "Dad may be as clueless as you, but even he's going to figure out sooner or later. That won't be pretty. You want to spend our Christmases in two different houses? Dad has to pay for two households, there won't be any money for us or for college. Not like Mom makes more than chump change working for that asshole."
I turned my chair, facing her directly. "You really think it's that bad?"
She nodded sadly. "I do. I can't believe she'd do this to him. To us. She must know she's got it good. Why would she fuck up everything? I'm so pissed at her I could spit!"
"Alright, I believe you. Tell me again, why you think something's going on. I need details."
Tiffany and I were the opposite sides of a coin. I was the logical, calm, brainy one, a lot like Dad I guess. Pretty average looking, and not much of a socializer. Tiff was the explosive, emotional, wild one. Even though she's my sister, I can't deny she's good looking, a lot like Mom. Huge social network, tons of friends, always on twitter, facebook or messaging. Never pulls her face out of her phone; it's a miracle she noticed anything.
She was surprisingly detailed, giving it to me lock, stock and barrel.
1) Three times now she'd seen the bastard's - her words - car in our driveway when she came home from school early. She had PE last period, and often cuts, or leaves early, instead of cleaning up at school. He'd leave as soon as she arrived.
2) Mom's been secretive about her phone calls, sneaking off to answer them. She's been texting, which she never did much of, now it seems to be all the time.
3) She's been working extra hours at her part time job, about two times a week. No big deal, except she never worked late once, until the last 5 or 6 weeks.
4) The clothing. New, tighter, nicer. Heels. Makeup. Hair done every couple of weeks. Nail polish.
5) The way that Mom behaves around the bastard - again, Tiff's words - the few times she'd seen them together. All chummy and close. Too close.
6) Passwords on her phone and computer, which were never there before.
7) Way too good a mood, most of the time.
Now I knew she was really worried. She must have been hashing this out in her own brain for a while, to be able to give me an organized, point-by-point breakdown.
Afterward, she sat there anxiously. "What do you think? I'm not crazy, am I? I wish it weren't true."
I sat down beside her on the bed, looking at the list. "I don't know, sis. A lot of circumstantial evidence, but nothing solid. Doesn't look good though."
"What're we gonna do, Bret? Seriously. You've gotta be able to figure out something. Put that damn big brain of yours to some good use for once."
I gave it some thought. "Cracking her passwords shouldn't be any trouble. Tapping the front door video monitor would let us know who comes in the house. If I adjust the camera, we can probably see enough of the driveway to see when she's coming and going."
"Hard to do?"
"Nah. Tap the feed, and save it to hard-drive, I imagine. If anyone was lookin' for it, it'd be easy to spot, but around here?"
She nodded. "You don't think I'm nuts do you?"
God, for a moment she seemed like the Tiffany of old. Vulnerable, caring. I put my arm around her waist, and gave her a brief hug. "No, not at all. I'm glad you noticed. You're right, I probably never would have until it was too late. A little wrapped up in my own concerns at the moment.
"Let me see what I can do about tapping her phone GPS. I'll need to borrow your cell."
"Mine? Why?" she looked nervous.
"Yours is the same as hers, just the newer version. I can test it on yours. Don't worry, I'm not going to snoop on you."
"That's not what I was thinking," she snapped angrily. "I just don't want you messing with it."
Always so difficult. That's my sister.
I grabbed her hands in mine, and I noticed her palms were sweaty. She looked at me in surprise.
"Listen. This is serious. You're right about that. I know you don't like me, and you get on my nerves, but we don't have time for that right now. Truce, Ok?"
"Truce?" she mumbled.
"Please. At least until this is over. Then you can go back to torturing me. Truce?"
She nodded slowly. "I don't mean to torture you, Bret. I swear I don't. It's just, I don't know, the way you don't seem to care about anything, other than your grades, it drives me nuts. Like you're too good for everybody else."
I chuckled, giving her hands a squeeze before releasing them. "I get it. The way you care about everything, except your grades, does the same to me. This time it paid off. If it really is a problem, and we can stop it, I'll owe you."
She grinned. "Term paper, owe?"
"At least. It's our family, Tiff."
"Yeah. This is really fucked up." She stood. "Sorry to barge in on you. And you're definitely not dickless." She gave me a parting smile.
"Sorry I called you a slut. I know you're not."
She turned at the door. "Do you?"
The enigmatic comment had me wondering. What did I know about any of my family, including my sister? Shit, she was right, I was clueless!
* * * *
I got up, long after everyone had gone to bed, and went to work. I booted her computer from my OphCrack LiveCD. Twenty minutes later I had cracked her password. More complex than I would have thought from her, she must be a little paranoid. I logged in, testing it, and enabled the Windows Remote Desktop Connection. Pwned.
The Pattern lock was even easier. Took all of about 10 seconds to recognize the smudge pattern on her screen protector. Had it in two tries. 'M' for Mom I guess. How original.
Tapping the front door camera looked like more work than I wanted to get involved with, once I'd researched it. I went the lazy route and put my webcam in the window. Yawcam let me record a still every 3 seconds so it wouldn't eat up my hard-drive. Not the greatest resolution in the world, but more than enough for my purpose.
Now with that information, what to do with it?
The PC was easy, with Remote Desktop Connection enabled and her password. For the Phone, I needed to get it out of her control for a bit. There might have been other ways, but I don't know of them, or they cost money, and I don't have that much to spare. Webcam pics were timestamped, I'd just have to review them to see the comings and goings.
Enough for the night. I needed my rest. Third period AP Calculus exam.
* * * *
Tiffany popped into my room the following afternoon. Surprisingly she knocked first. Didn't wait for a response, but it was progress.
She shut the door behind her, conspiratorially. "When are you going to start?" she asked.
I sighed, closing my textbook. Studying was becoming nigh impossible with my sister on the rampage. "Done. Stop by tonight after everyone's in bed, and we can review everything on her PC and the camera pics."
"Done?"
"Yeah. Last night, late. We'll want to grab Mom's phone after she goes to bed. Can you manage that?"
She nodded. "You really did it that fast?"
"Sure. Around midnight?"
She grinned. "I guess all that time studying is good for something."
* * * *
It was midnight when she slipped into my room. Grandma's grandfather clock started its distinctive striking of midnight, deep and ringing. People sleeping over for the first time always commented on it. When you lived with it every day of your life, it was no big deal. It became part of the background.
The sonorous reports covered the noise of her moving around. She slid in the door, closing it behind her. Without knocking of course. I had the bedside light on, and a towel across the bottom of the door so nobody could see the light.
"Put the towel back," I told her nodding toward the door.
She didn't give me any lip, or ask why. She leaned over and stretched it across the gap. The t-shirt she slept in gave me a peek at her pink panties. She might not be a slut, but she certainly had the body of one. Nice butt.
Eeew! Did I really think that?
I scooted over on the bed, and patted the space beside me, shifting the laptop in my lap. "Bring the phone?"
She held it out to me.
I unlocked the pattern and gave it back. "Check her messages. Call history too."
I was reviewing Mom's emails. They were pretty damning. I looked over at the phone to see how sis was doing. She was sitting cross legged, her phone in her lap. I had a pretty good crotch view. That pretty pink swatch called out to me. I reached over and tugged her t-shirt down to cover it.
"Hey!" she snapped, slapping at my hand.
"Shhh," I whispered. "Sorry about that, but I don't need the distraction."
She looked at me oddly, then grinned. "You little sicko, you were checking out my cooch!"
"Cute," I said, scanning the emails. "But not something you need to be showing your brother."
"I wasn't showing..."
"Truce, remember? I had an accidental eyeful, Ok? I thought it appropriate to cover it. No big deal. I probably should have just told you, I wasn't thinking, alright? Sorry."
She adjusted the bottom of her shirt. "No, I overreacted. Kind of cool, really. My brother the fuckin' gentleman. Most guys would have enjoyed the view."
"Most guys didn't bathe with you naked for years."
"Pervert," she whispered, but she was smiling. "Bet you wish you still did."
"Wouldn't get much washing done," I teased.
"Oh my God! You didn't! You really are perving on me!"
"Just teasing, Tiff. I may be clueless about women, but even I can't help but notice you have a smokin' hot bod."
"You think so?"
"Duh."
She was scrolling through the texts. "This is bad. You got anything?"
"Some pretty raunchy emails, mostly from him. But she just laughs him off. I don't think Mom's doing him yet, but from the looks of these, it probably won't be long."
"Yeah. Same here. The bastard's telling her how hot she is. How smart and pretty. Misunderstood. He'll be there for her, whatever she needs. What a team they'll make. Yuck."
"I know. Listen to this reply. 'Greg, don't be so naughty! You'll get me all hot and bothered!! Then what am I supposed to do? Wait another two weeks before he does his duty?'"
"Did he reply?"
"Yeah. 'Why wait, when with one little yes, you could get two hours of serious satisfaction, with a real cock for once.'"
"Fuck. What a jerk! What could she possibly see in him? Dad's a lot better lookin' and from the sounds of things coming out of their bedroom, they don't wait two weeks between rounds."
Tiffany was still reading. "Fuck me! This is bad."
"What?"
"'Can't stop thinking about those amazing tits of yours. Are you sure you're 43? You have the titties of a teenager. And those nipples! Don't get me started. Sweeter than gumdrops. When am I going to get to taste the rest???' The bastard's been playing with Mom's tits. What the fuck is wrong with her?"
"Her reply?"
"'Behave you sweet man. You know that was an accident. Should never have happened. (giggle) I do have to admit, that's some nice lumber you're packing away in your Jockeys. Don't you DARE whip it out like that again. I don't care HOW hard I make you.' I think I'm going to throw up now."
"FUCK! I'm blind!" Tiffany whined a few seconds later.
"What!?"
She turned the phone so I could see. "'This is how hard you make me, sugarnips. All the time.' That's lumber? Skinny ugly dick like that?"
The picture wasn't all that flattering. Disturbing that he sent it. More disturbing that Mom kept it.
"Shit. If Mom thinks that's lumber, she'd have a heart attack if she saw the Giant Sequoia you're sporting, bro." She scrolled through more texts. "You're not raging one now, are you?"
She said it casually, but I saw her glance over.
"No, but if you keep talking about it, it won't be my fault."
She giggled. "Big sister gettin' you all hot and bothered, talking about big hard cocks and tasty nipples?"
"Truce? Remember?"
She pouted. "I'm not being mean. Think it's kind of cool that little bro ain't so little. You hard yet?"
I sighed theatrically. "Yes, happy?"
"Prove it."
"Tiff!" I hissed.
"You saw my cameltoe. Let me see your lump."
"No way."
"C'mon, Bret. I never got a really good look that one time. You wouldn't stop beatin' it long enough. I'm just curious."
"Curiosity killed the cat," I told her in my infinite, lust shrouded, clichéd wisdom.
"That curious thing might not kill the pussy, but I bet it could do some serious damage to it."
"Enough Tiff. We've got work to do here. This is really bad. Dad gets wind of this, and we're talking serious trouble."
"Spoilsport." She reached down and pulled her t-shirt back, exposing her naughty pink panties. "I don't mind."
I moved my laptop to the side, and turned to face her. "Seriously. I can't think straight. Please don't tease me."
She turned partway, and put her hand on my knee. "Sorry. I wasn't teasing. I would like a look, but if it bothers you so much, I'll drop it." She looked disappointed, maybe even sad. "Do I disgust you that much? Is it 'cause you think I'm a slut? Because I'm not."
"You don't disgust me at all. Just the opposite. That's the problem. And I don't think you're a slut. Popular, yes. Slutty, no."
"I'm not a virgin, but I don't sleep around."
I could feel my face burning up.
"Two guys, neither very good, to be honest. Johnny four times. Dave twice. That's it. Your slutty sister's had sex six times. Hasn't had a good fucking yet."
It was her turn to blush. "Pretty small dicks, too. I guess that's why yours has me curious."
"Jeez, Tiff! It's not huge or anything."
"A lot bigger than the ones I've seen. All five."
"Five? Suddenly we've gone from two to five?"
"Two handjobs, and a blowjob. I'd just as soon forget the names."
"Slut," I teased. I nudged her knee so she knew I was joking.
"Geek," she responded. "Big dicked Geek. How big, bro?"
"I don't know," I said.
"Bullshit. All guys measure them, then add at least an inch."
"I haven't. I swear."
"Liar."
I got a little irritated. "Not everyone is as concerned with their sexual apparatus as you."
"'Sexual apparatus.' God, you're fuckin' unbelievable." She got up from the bed, and walked out of the room.
Great. Well, at least I should be able to finish reading the emails.
Or not. She returned after just a couple of minutes. She sat down next to me again, facing me this time. "We're going to measure it."
"No."
"Yes. You can fight it, but if you do, truce or no truce, I'll torture you 'til I get my way. You know I always get my way. Let me measure it, and I swear I'll leave you alone for the rest of the night."
"The rest of the night?"
She nodded, grinning. "Best offer you're gonna get. Don't make me get physical with you." Memories of us wrestling together as kids flooded my brain. Good memories. We'd been so close once. Sad, that we'd lost that closeness.
Fuck. I put the laptop to the side, and slid my shorts down. I was already standing tall. Truth be told, I'd been working with one hand while she was gone, the other in my shorts.
She grinned, and before I knew what the hell she was up to, she shed her t-shirt, letting me see her full tits uncovered, for the first time since before they were big enough to dent her shirt. Damn, she had some fine titties.
"Little reward for participating. Thank you. Now take off yours, it's in the way."
I sighed grievously, but pulled off my shirt, leaving me naked, next to my sister, who was only wearing very small panties. Simple pink triangle, that looked almost innocent. Almost.
She unrolled the measuring tape with a flick of her wrist. She leaned over, pressing the end to the base of my cock, just below my stomach. Her hand moved under my cock, pressing my balls back, while her thumb held the end of the tape in place. She slowly stretched it out, her delicate hand cupping the head of my cock, while her thumb and forefinger held the tape stretched out. The sensations were driving me nuts.
She moved her face closer, until I could feel her breath on my aching hardness. "A little over 8 inches. Maybe 8 1/2. I thought it was bigger, like 10 inches. It looks huge." Her hands were moving slightly, not letting me go.



"Not so big," I said. "The average is around six, right? So I'm only a couple of inches longer."
"And twice as thick." She released the tape, stroking my cock firmly once, from base to tip. "Messy boy," she teased, as I started to leak from the end.
"We done now?" I pleaded, trying to stifle any moans.
"Not quite yet. Need to see how big around you are." Tiffany stretched the tape around the middle, getting even closer to read it. That pretty face, inches from my cock, full tits, hanging down, rose colored nipples poking out. Damn.
"Six and a half. I don't know what the average is, but I know it's a lot less than that. Jesus, bro, 6.4 divided by 3.14... that makes you over 2" across." She wrapped her fingers around the shaft, and moved them up and down slowly. She giggled. "Little 'big' bro's sportin' a 2x8 in his pants. Impressive." Her hand gave a little squeeze, and continued its travels
"Stop," I gasped. "You have to stop now."
She smiled mischievously, thrusting her chest out. "Stop this? Why?" she asked, her hand moving just a little faster.
I groaned, thrusting back against her hand, trying to hang on.
"Still want me to stop, 'big' brother?" she teased.
I shook my head, my hand reaching out to touch her.
"Say it. Tell me what you want me to do."
I groaned when her hands stopped moving. "More," I pleaded softly.
She inched closer to me, her leg pressing against mine. I put my hand on her soft thigh. So smooth and soft. Her hands moved a little faster, and I was a goner.
"Gonna..."
"...come for me?" she asked, her voice filled with excitement.
"Uhhn," I moaned, and erupted, shooting high into the air, two large and messy volleys, followed by a few more that didn't do much more than clear the head, and spill over her hand.
She was giggling, her head leaning against my shoulder, while her hand milked me dry.
When I was done, I was surprised by a little kiss on my neck. "How do you usually clean up?" she asked.
"Paper towels, under the bed," I sighed, leaning back against the headboard.
She climbed off of me, one hand cupped under the other to catch any mess, and was soon wiping her hands dry. When she was done with that task, she pulled off several sheets, and started cleaning me up. She chuckled as my cock twitched and started to expand.
"Naughty boy. Coming all over me like that. Looks like he wants to go again."
She dumped the messy paper towels in the trash, and left the bedroom again, returning a short time later with a wet washcloth, which she used on both of us. "Didn't know you'd make that big a mess," she said quietly, washing my now very hard erection.
"Don't usually," I confessed, embarrassed.
"That was because of me?" she teased.
I reached out and gave her tit a squeeze. "You know it, trouble-maker."
She pouted. "You're not mad at me, are you?"
I pulled her close, hugging her. "You know I can never stay mad at you, Tiff."
She hugged me back. "I didn't mean to take it that far. Sorry, I... I got carried away."
"It's Ok."
Her eyes bugged out in surprise, when I tilted up her chin and kissed her on the lips. "We used to be so close. What happened?" I asked.
"I don't know," she whispered. "We lost each other. Me with all my friends, and you, always self-sufficient, nose in the books."
I kissed her again, and she responded, her mouth opening, her tongue tracing my lips and teeth, parting them, reaching into my mouth. I remembered my first real kiss with her. Seventh grade. When we would practice with each other. When she pulled away, she rested her head on my shoulder, next to mine. "We're going to have to work on that. You're a lousy kisser, Bret."
"Sorry. I've never had much opportunity to practice."
"None?"
"Not really. Not like that one."
I grabbed her leg and lifted, pulling her sideways, onto my lap, straddling me. She shifted forward, until her warm crotch was pressed against my hard-on. Little pink swath of cloth all that separated us. "I want my twin back," I told her.
"I never went anywhere," she whispered, kissing my chin.
My hands caressed her back, as she leaned against me. "You better go soon, or I won't be responsible for my actions."
She gave me a little nip on the shoulder with her teeth. "Perving on me again?"
"Still," I told her.
She giggled, pressed her lips to mine quickly, then climbed off. "I'm going to put Mom's phone back and get some sleep. We'll talk again tomorrow night, alright?"
I nodded. "I'm going to read the emails for a while longer. We can decide on a plan tomorrow night. Think about it between now and then, Ok?"
She pulled her shirt back on, casually, adjusting it. "Thanks for believing me, and doing all the work here."
"No problem. I have as much vested in this as you do."
"Good night, big bro."
"Night, big sis."
* * * *
The next day I was in a fog. Thinking about Tiffany, and what had happened. What it meant, if anything. About what Mom was up to, and what we could do about it. What would happen if we failed. Thank God I had no serious work to do that day. That's the last thing I needed. I already had my Merit Scholarship, and had to choose where to use it. Letting the grades slip at the last moment wasn't in the cards. Valedictorian, baby. Number one. I'd sacrificed my high-school social life to ensure that. I wasn't about to screw it up now. Not for anything.
I'd been trying to play it cool, but Mom noticed something was wrong.
"What's wrong, Bret? Did I forget to bathe today?" she asked, as I moved past her in the kitchen, avoiding contact.
"What?"
"No hug, no 'How's it going,' no talk about your school day. No nothin'."
I gave her a quick hug, wondering if "Greg" had beaten me to it that day. "Just distracted, I guess. Loads of school work."
"Mmmm, that's better," she said smiling, when I released her.
She was dressed nicer again. I decide to start pushing a little. "You look really good. You and Dad going out somewhere special?"
I could tell she was surprised. "N...No, I thought it would be nice to dress up a little more. Don't you like it?"
I nodded. "All the guys do. Believe me, they noticed. You're becoming the number one MILF, from the sounds of things."
She turned red. She definitely knew what a MILF was. "They said that?"
"Sure. Always dressing up like you're going out on the town, nice makeup, new hairdos, sexy clothing. You trying to spark up the marriage?" I didn't wait for an answer, taking my snack and heading for my bedroom. I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Dad's a lucky guy, married to a hottie."
In the bedroom, I was curious, because of her outfit. I checked the camera pics, and sure enough, she'd come home from her work around 1:00, and at 1:36 that afternoon, she'd gone out in her outfit, and hadn't returned until 3:52, only a few minutes before I got home. I doubted she was with him the whole time. He certainly didn't look like the kind of guy who could go for 2 hours, but then again, what did I know? Probably did some shopping. She had bags she brought in when she returned. I couldn't make them out on the pictures. Wish I could afford a better camera.
A quick perusal of her email, showed nothing new, to or from the Fat Bastard.
I realized I needed to know more about the guy, and started investigating.
Tiffany walked into my room, casual as can be, and flopped down on the bed. "Any news?"
"Nothing firm. I think she met him for a late lunch. She went out for a few hours, dressed up. No emails," I explained.
"I hope it wasn't funch," Tiffany said.
"Funch?"
"What? A word 'Mr. Vocabulary' doesn't know?"
"It's not a word. Definitely not in the Scrabble dictionary."
She rolled her eyes at me. "Funch. Fucking plus lunch. Funch. Jesus, we gotta get you a life."
"Got one, thanks. One that'll pay off in the long run," I smirked. Remembering our truce, I continued. "We'll have to wait 'til tonight to get her phone. She was on it when I got home, and walked out to the back porch, practically whispering."
I told her about what I'd done, the comments about Mom's outfit. Tiffany grinned. "Hopefully that got her thinking, and not in the wrong way. Don't need to come home to see her getting gang-banged by your nerd friends."
I ignored the slam. Truce. "What do you think we should do?" I asked.
"I'm thinking we keep monitoring her, do what we can to make her nervous, and start interfering where we can. Maybe with enough guilt and fear of getting caught, she'll kill it before it goes too far."
"I'm thinking the same, plus I want to find out everything I can about Fat Bastard."
Tiffany giggled. "Fat Bastard is right. Jesus, what does she see in the ugly fat fuck? I don't get it."
"Me either," I agreed.
"So we don't confront her?" Tiffany asked.
"With what? Suspicions? Some emails and text messages that will tell her we're spying on her? I don't think so. Not yet at least."
She nodded. "Going out. I'll be back for dinner. See you tonight," she said. She acted as if nothing had happened between us the night before.
"Later," I replied, trying to keep it cool.
I finished my schoolwork and worked on the GPS situation. Couldn't find anything free, but for about $4.00 a month, I found a program on Google Play that would monitor the GPS, track SMS and call logs, and a bunch of other stuff. Now if only I had a credit card.
Rather than try anything crazy, I thought I'd be just a little sneaky.
Mom was making dinner, and Dad had gotten home, and was parked in front of the TV, already dressed down for the evening. Mom was still dolled up, and I started to wonder how Dad couldn't notice. I had a sudden surge of fear. What if he had noticed? What if he was doing what we were? I had a sudden urge to research Dad as well.
I hunted down Mom.
"Mom?"
"Yes, honey?"
"Could I get a prepaid credit card? I could use it to pay for my tests and college applications, without bothering you guys all the time."
"You know you can have my card, whenever you need it," she said absentmindedly.
"I know, but I thought it would be good to start learning how to use one, budgeting, tracking my expenses, all that stuff. I'm going to need one when I go to college."
"I don't have a problem with it. Why don't you ask your father? If he's Ok, I think that would be great."
Damn, the old 'if your mother/father doesn't mind' ploy.
I planted myself next to Dad, and during the commercial I gave him the same pitch.
"I can just put you on my account," he said, thinking it over.
"I know, but then I won't be responsible for my own bills."
"How much would you need?"
"Each college app, including sending SAT and AP scores looks like it averages just under $100. CLEP tests are about the same, a hundred bucks."
"How many you plan on applying for?" he asked.
"Maybe half-a-dozen colleges, and four CLEPs that I know of."
He whistled. "A thousand dollars?"
"It will let me skip four classes. With my AP courses, that's close to a year and a half of college saved."
"You starting, soon?"
"In the next few weeks. A prepaid card is reloadable, so I can start with just enough to get going, and add to it as needed."
"Let me look into it. When do you need it?"
"As soon as possible. I was hoping to start some of the applications this weekend."
He seemed surprised by that. "Really? We haven't talked about it."
"The school adviser thinks I can go to a lot of schools free. I want to start checking on that."
Dad laughed. "Free would be good. Think you can get a free ride for your sister?"
"I can only work small miracles, Dad. That's beyond me."
"Alright. I'll see what I can do."
* * * *
On the ninth stroke of midnight I was getting anxious before Tiffany showed up again. She was already scrolling through Mom's text messages. "Miss me, bro?"
"You even miss a headache when it's gone," I teased.
She stuck her tongue out at me, and hopped on the bed next to me. "Bingo. You were right. Lunch with Fat Bastard."
"Messages?"
"Before and after. Confirming their plans, and then revisiting all the kissy-face and fondling afterward. Mom's such a slut."
"How bad?"
"Bad, but not horrible. Listen to this: 'Do you have any idea how badly I wanted to tear off your shirt, seeing your nipples hard like that? No bra? You can be such a tease.'"
"That's not too bad," I said.
"Oh yeah? 'You were a beast! I told you no marks. How am I supposed to explain a hickey on my boob?'"
"I got an email. She says that she'll meet him on Monday at 6:00. Wonder what kind of excuse she'll give Dad?"
"I don't know. Want to mess it up for her?"
"How?"
"I don't know. Shouldn't be too hard. Commit her to something she doesn't know about until either Sunday or Monday. You're the guy with the big brain, you can figure it out."
"Alright. At least we have a little time. I should have the GPS locator on her phone this weekend with any luck. I want to review all her old emails, see what I can find out about Fat Bastard, as well as when and how this started."
She finished scanning the phone. "Three calls with him today. He called twice, she called once. One was more than 30 minutes long."
"Wish I knew what they were saying, but that's a lot more difficult. Expensive from what I've been researching."
She put the phone aside, and moved close to me, her arm around my waist. "I've been thinking..."
"Mmmhmm?"
"You're right. I want my twin back too. Sorry I've been such a pain for so long. Forgive me?"
"Of course."
"You gonna be reading those emails long?"
"Tiffany..."
She giggled. "C'mon, you know you loved it."
"We shouldn't be doing this. You know that."
"Just fooling around a little. I have to see it. See if I can make it shoot like that again. We can be more careful about making a mess." She tickled my ribs. "Besides, you need some serious training in the kissing department."
Truth was, I'd been hoping for a repeat. "Nothing crazy, Ok?"
She grinned, then pulled my head down for a quick kiss. "I promise. Now get undressed for me."
I put the laptop away, and stripped off my sleeping shorts and t-shirt. Tiffany took off her shirt, and she was naked, except for those same pink panties. She started peeling them off.
"Tiff, you promised."
"Loosen up, Bret. It's not like you haven't seen it before. We're not going to fuck. I just figured if you're naked, I should be as well."
"Leave the panties on. They're cute," I said, hoping the little added comment would mollify her. It worked.
She grinned, tugging at them. "You like? Makes me seem almost innocent, doesn't it?"
"Except for that amazing body. Kind of blows the innocent thing all out of the water." I reached down and teasingly pulled at the waistband. "Aren't these kind of ripe, sis? I've seen the same ones for three days."
She stuck her tongue out at me. "I don't think so. Most of mine are the same. I like these. Why should I wear a different style?"
"You shouldn't. Trust me," I teased.
She climbed in my lap, arms and legs around me. "Kissing 101, to start."
Best class I ever took. She taught me what she liked, and by the time I noticed the clock it was after 1:00 and I'd been achingly hard for at least half an hour.
"Alright. Getting better. You were always a quick learner. Now just lay back and let me play with my new toy for a while."
She'd been stroking my cock for a few minutes when she asked me if I ever used lotion. I didn't, I confessed, and I lost her for a couple of minutes before she returned with a bottle of moisturizer. Brazen girl, running around the house nearly naked. The lotion felt heavenly and after only a few minutes, she had me ready to shoot.
"Getting close," I warned her.
"Good."
She rested her head on my hip, getting a good close look, while her hand repeated the tantalizing motion up and down my shaft. She pressed her lips against my skin, and looked up at me. "Come for me?"
"Uh-huh," I moaned softly, and bit my lip as she got her wish.
She was more careful with the outcome, leaving the mess on my chest and belly. She pulled out the paper towels, and cleaned me up.
"Did you like that?" she teased.
"You know I did."
"Kissing refresher?"
I pulled her up, and took my exam. She was half lying on me, her leg between mine, moving sinuously. She nibbled my ear. "My turn?" she whispered.
My hands had been caressing her skin, gently brushing her chest. I rolled her onto her back, and explored her breasts, squeezing, licking, kissing.
"You can be a little rougher. I don't mind."
I sucked her nipples powerfully, seeing how much of her tit I could fit in my mouth. Bit down a little to feel her squirm. "How big are they?" I asked.
She giggled. "It that all you guys think about? I'm a solid C-cup."
I slowly moved my hand down between her legs, wondering if she'd stop me. She opened them wide. "Gentler down there, at least to start. Touch me, Bret."
It was incredibly exciting, sliding my fingers inside her panties, feeling the satiny soft flesh inside of her, the moistness bathing my fingers. I was pumping them in and out of her, feeling how deeply I could reach.
"Not too much fingering," she whispered. "Touch all around. You might want to rub the top area a little."
"Your clit?"
"Yeah, not too hard on it. I get real sensitive."
For several minutes, my mouth enjoyed her tits, while my fingers played below.
She was started to squirm a little pressing back against me. "Kiss me," she pleaded.
Her tongue was in my mouth, brushing against mine, when her mouth opened and I felt the gasp that preceded her coming for me.
She nibbled my bottom lip. "You're much better at that. Thanks."
In that moment, I realized how much time we'd lost. I rolled onto my back, pulling her with me, until she was lying on my chest. I kissed her a while, my hands exploring her backside.
"You know I love you, right?" I told her.
She nodded, her lips leaving a trail of kisses across my face. "I know. Me too." She grinned. "No need to get sappy about it."
"Brat."
She giggled. "I'm going to do you again. Let's see if we can make it last a while. We need to teach you some staying power."
I did a little better. About 7 minutes according to the clock. She was pleased with that, as she cleaned me up the second time. "Better. When you can last 10 minutes, we'll see if we can't up the ante."
I didn't ask her what that meant.
Once she'd departed, I knew I needed more analysis. I connected Mom's phone to my laptop, and downloaded all her texts. Tiffany had been reading them, and it's not that I didn't trust her, but her thinking was pretty straightforward. I wanted to see if I could get anything else out of the messages.
I could still smell her on the pillow next to me, as I went to sleep, ridiculously content, considering Mom might be in the middle of blowing up the family.
* * * *
The analysis was worthwhile. I was jotting down the essentials, when Tiffany the Magnificent came bouncing into my bedroom. She bounded onto the bed. "What's up?" she asked. "You never, ever, come out of your cave anymore. Someone's going to get suspicious."
"I think I got it," I said.
"Got what?"
"Why she's doing it."
"No shit?" She leaned against me, looking at the computer screen. "Those are her texts," she said.
"Yeah. It's sneaky. There's hints, but he doesn't come out and say it. Not in writing." I flipped to the second tab. "More important, we didn't look at Aunt Tina's texts."
"Aunt Tina? Why?"
"She knows all about it, and I think she knows why."
"So you gonna keep being a dick, or you gonna tell me?"
"Being a 'dick'? I spent three hours reviewing this, and I'm still not finished."
"Big brainy dick." She giggled. "And I meant that in the nicest way. Now spill."



"He's given her two raises. He's paying her for almost full-time work, when she really puts in 4-5 hours a day. Promising her one of the jobs when her co-worker retires in the next six months."
"So she's a whore. He pays her, she screws around."
"Not so far. He wants her bad. She laughs about it with Aunt Tina. She was just leading him on, but now she's feeling a little guilty, and considering paying him off. It sounds like the full-time job offer was the kicker he needed to land her."
"A whore in training. Slut-Mom," Tiffany said
"It's more than that. She was feeling," I looked up the text, "unappreciated, unloved, and unfulfilled."
Tiffany sat back, leaning against the headboard. She was wearing a skirt, and I leaned over and lifted the end, peeking.
"Bret!" she whined, slapping the material down.
"Just checking. Wanted to see if you'd changed the panties yet."
She stuck her tongue out at me. "Stop. Save it for later. This is serious."
"I know. I think she's close to doing it."
"She can't! We gotta stop her."
"Won't do much good if we do. If she's feeling like she is, anyone paying her enough attention would probably get to her."
"This sucks! What are we gonna do?" She cuddled up to me. "I bet you have some idea, don't you brainy bro?"
"Not yet. I'm still gathering info. Let me work on it."
"Tonight?" she whispered, her breath warm against my ear.
"Sure," I said, trying to act nonchalant.
She gave me a peck on the cheek. "You're not fooling me. You're looking forward to my visit even more than I am, and you know it."
I didn't answer. I didn't need to. We both knew she was right as rain.
The beginning of a plan was starting to form, an hour later. I shut everything down, and searched out Mom. The least I could do was work on her feelings.
She was in the laundry room, unloading the dryer. Dressed nicely again, wearing a skirt that was a little short for public, she was bent over at the waist, and I saw the tops of stockings. Not pantyhose, but stockings. I slid my arm around her waist. "Let me help you Mom."
She was startled, but smiled for me. "So you are alive."
I lifted the clothes basket on top of the dryer, turned and gave her a big hug. She looked surprise, but was grinning. "What was that for?"
"Because I love you, and don't tell you often enough what a great Mom you are. I appreciate everything you do, to make this family what it is. I know it must be a pain. Cooking, cleaning, and working."
She blushed, since I was still holding her. "We all share chores," she said. "Your father helps a lot."
"You need to offload some of this to Tiff and me. Make a little time for yourself. You and Dad both work too hard. Live a little, Mom!" I gave her a little shake.
"I don't know what's gotten into you," she laughed.
"Nothing. I just look at the families of my friends. Houses without love. Broken families. Parents working on their third marriages. And I think about what we have here, two parents who love each other, and love us. I'm so lucky. I wouldn't trade places with anybody."
"Well, I'm pretty lucky too. Such wonderful children." She had stopped leaning away from me, and let me pull her close. Her arms slid around my waist, her head pressed against my chest.
I kissed her cheek. "I got this. Go relax. Kick your shoes off. You deserve it."
She gave me a squeeze. "What did I ever do to deserve such a wonderful boy?" she whispered.
"The question is, what did I ever do to deserve the best, most loving, and hottest Mom in world."
She giggled. "I'm not 'hot' Bret."
"That's not what the guys are saying."
She raised one eyebrow, smirking. "And just what are the 'guys' saying?"
"MILFilicious. Eye-candy. Sexiest Mom in town. Cougar dream."
I still hadn't let her go. Her hands were resting against my chest, but from the waist down, we were still pressed together. She looked up at me, curious. "Cougar dream?"
"You know. Cougars. Mature women who date younger men. You're the fantasy. I think some of them would hit on you, if it wasn't so obvious how in love with Dad you are, and that you could never cheat on him. They get too crazy, I straighten them out."
"Crazy? How?"
"Crazy talk. Dirty talk. I won't let them talk about you like that. Dressing nice doesn't mean anything. You've got a great body, it makes sense you'd want to show it off a little. Doesn't make you a slut or on the prowl."
"They... they say things like that?"
"They're just jealous that their Mom's don't look or dress like you do. None of them." I let her go. "Go on. Get out of those sexy work clothes, and relax. I'll finish in here."
Mom nodded, and started to walk away. I saw one more opportunity to poke at her. Sexy little red lace panties. I lifted them. "Hey Mom, maybe you should talk to Tiffany. She's getting pretty wild. I mean, seriously? Panties like these? A little over the top aren't they?"
She turned red. "They're not that bad, Bret."
"You're kidding, right? She's advertising. Everyone's going to think she's a slut."
"I... I'll talk to her," Mom mumbled.
In the load of delicates were four different pair of pink bikini panties, and two more pair of racy, lacy, naughty ones. I was certain I knew which belonged to whom. Thank God for Tiffany paying attention to what was going on. I only hoped we weren't too late.
After dinner, Dad gave me a credit card. "Use it wisely. I'm going to trust you not to be wasteful. It's got a $1000 limit, prepaid."
I was a little surprised at the rapid response. Tiffany was watching and had a cow. "A credit card? How come he gets a credit card!"
"It's for his college applications, Sugar," Dad reassured her.
"What about mine?" she whined.
Dad gave her a knowing look. "You're thinking of going to college?"
She blushed. "Of course! Why not?"
"Did you even take your SATs? What about your grades? Where did you have in mind?" Dad asked.
"I figured wherever. Maybe UT, it's not like there's any rush is there?"
Dad looked over at me.
"Tiff, early admission has already ended for a lot of schools. I'd say that for about a third of them, and most of the better ones, the application deadline for fall admittance is January first. That's less than five weeks away. The last SAT test date this year is December 7th, and registration for that one is already closed."
She looked confused. "Some schools are later than January 1st, aren't they?"
I nodded. "A lot of them. I'll be honest. I thought you were going the Community College route. You never talk about university. You should have been taking your SATs long ago. It took me five tries to get my 2400."
"What about the ACT?" she asked.
"Test registration for the December test was November 22nd," I explained. A week ago.
"I... I can't believe none of you told me!" she whined. "Like I don't matter. Only Bret. Smart Bret, special Bret! It's not fair!" she finally screamed, marching out of the room.
I felt bad for her. She was right. Our parents never pressed either of us very hard. I worked at school because I wanted too. Somebody should have been lighting a fire under my sister's butt about six months earlier.
Mom and Dad were looking at each other with concern.
"I'll talk to her. I know what's going on. I'll take care of it. If she wants to go to college it's not a problem, is it?"
Dad shook his head. "No, we'll manage somehow. I don't know about a $50K a year private school, but we'll figure out something."
"Good. Let me deal with it."
Mom looked worried. "You can help her, Bret?"
"Yeah. I painted a pretty bleak picture. Lots of schools have later admission, rolling admissions, that kind of stuff. Worse comes to worse, we can get her into the community college, and fix her grades and test scores before working on a four year plan."
I knocked on her door, and opened it when she didn't answer. She glared at me. "Here to rub it in, Mr. Perfect?"
I closed the door and sat on the bed beside her. "How come you never said anything about college, Tiff?"
She pouted. "What, I'm too stupid for college now?"
"I never said that. Hell, you're as smart as me, you just don't apply yourself. You could get in anywhere you wanted, with a little effort."
"So it's too late now, I guess."
It wasn't. We talked. Talked about her future for the first time. What time constraints we were working with, what courses she'd need, the tests she'd need to take in January, what she wanted to do, all the stuff that should have been discussed a year earlier.
A week earlier, I might not have even cared. How sad is that? Now, after our time together, I wanted, no, needed to help her.
"Give me a few days to figure it out, Ok? We'll talk then, and I'll see what the best choices are."
"Can we even afford it?" she asked softly.
"Dad says yes. Heck, I'm probably going free wherever I choose. As long as you don't choose somewhere like SMU or Rice, we can probably swing it."
"You think so?"
"Pretty sure. We'll work it out, alright?"
She nodded, the tears she'd shed earlier all gone. That had surprised me. Tiffany was tough, rarely cried. "I gotta finish up some school work. See you later?"
She smiled. "You know it. We still have the big issue to deal with."
* * * *
The clock started striking, and I looked up from my laptop in anticipation. More news, I don't know how good it was.
The clock chimes were becoming Pavlovian. I felt myself hardening at the idea of my sister joining me. Sure enough, before it had finished striking, she was slipping in the door, closing it behind her. She had Mom's phone in hand again, and was undressing before the clock stopped. She looked up at me with a teasing grin, thumbs hooking in the sides of those teasing pink panties. Tugging at them, giving me a questioning look.
I shook my head and she pouted, crawling into the bed beside me. "News?" she asked, while her hand slipped under the covers, sliding up my thigh, coming to rest on my erection. She grinned mischievously.
"Plenty. Went through her other emails, text messages. Aunt Tina's trouble. She's encouraging Mom. Apparently she had her own little fling last year, and Mom knows about it. She's not the only one either. Mrs. Ellis is in on it."
Tiffany stroked me softly. "Shit. Are all these women crazy? I can't believe Uncle Tim would put up with Aunt Tina cheating. And Mrs. Ellis? It's hard to believe she even could cheat! I mean, seriously, who would want to, with her?"
I sighed, enjoying the stroking. "Not much new news, other than that," I said. "Text from the Fat Bastard, confirming Monday at 6:00. Wants to meet at the restaurant in the Marriott. That's not good."
She pushed my laptop out of the way, and pulled the covers aside, scooting down to get a better look at my cock as she stroked it. "That really sucks. What's your plan for stopping her on Monday?"
"No... plan," I said, getting distracted.
She hopped up and gave me a quick peck on the lips. Climbed across me, lying down and leaning over the edge of the bed. I couldn't resist fondling her cute butt cheeks, before she came up with the roll of paper towels. She unrolled a few sheets, folded them, and laid them across my belly. "Let's keep it neat."
She stroked my cock steadily, aimed up my body, and move upward, until we were face to face. "Wanna practice kissing?" she teased.
"W... While you're doin' that?" I gasped.
She nodded, and her lips descended on mine. She kissed me, and after a few seconds, bit my lips. "Pay attention, Bret! Kiss me back, and make it good, or I'm stopping."
She started up again, and I did my best to remember what we'd gone over before. It was kinda good, concentrating on kissing her, it distracted me a little from what her hand was doing. Not enough, and after a few minutes I was groaning in her mouth.
She pulled back, her lips a scant inch from mine. "Come for me, bro."
She got her wish, and I breathed again, as she folded up the paper towel, wiping the head of my cock clean, and crumpled it up, tossing it toward the garbage can by my desk. She grinned. "Not bad. You lasted pretty long, the kissing is better, and hardly any hassle cleaning up."
She rolled over and lay on top of me, her beautiful breasts pressing against my chest. "You really gonna help me with the college thing?" she asked softly, resting her head on my shoulder.
My hands were wandering rather freely, and found themselves in her panties, rubbing her butt. "You're my sis, Tiffany. Even when we were at our worst, you must know there's nothing I wouldn't do for you."
She sighed. "I know." Her lips pressed against my neck. "You know I feel the same, right? You may piss me off, but you're still my bro."
"It's gonna sound horrible, but I'm glad Mom started messin' around," I told her.
She giggled. "I was thinking the same thing. We still gotta stop her, but if she hadn't, we'd still be fighting, wouldn't we?"
"I imagine so."
"What do we do about her?"
I had been thinking about it. I rolled her over, lying on top of her. Moved down a little so I could play with her breasts. "I'm thinking three things," I said, squeezing her tits.
She pushed my hands away, gently. "Sometime I can't believe you're my brother. If you're gonna play with them, treat 'em right. Get me worked up a little, don't just go grabbin' and squeezin', numbnuts."
I cupped them in my hands, feeling their soft fullness. Gentler, rubbing my thumb across her nipples. She sighed. "Like your sister's titties, do ya?"
"They're perfect," I muttered, distracted from what we'd been talking about.
She pushed me off of her. "Come here, clueless. They're your first tits, aren't they?"
I nodded. "Pretty much everything's a first, Tiff."
Her look softened. She lay on her back, and tapped the bed beside her. "Here, on your side. You'll have free access. Touch and caress, but start easy for now. I guess some girls like it rougher, but I don't. Play with them but be gentle."
I did as she said, one arm underneath her head, cuddled in close, the other hand just grazing her skin, touching her all over.
"Better. Much better. Now tell me about the plan again. Three things..."
I leaned forward and kissed her cheek. "First, we convince Mom she's loved and appreciated. We have to figure out how to get Dad paying her more attention."
"Loved, check."
"Then we work on the guilt, happy family, the risk, divorce, all that scary stuff," I said. I saw her nipples were hardening. Pretty little things.
"Guilt, check."
"Finally we interfere with the troublemakers. Fat Bastard most of all, we gotta try to keep him from her. Stop Aunt Tina from encouraging her. Her and Mrs. Ellis."
"Interfere, check," she said softer, squirming a little under my touch. Her hand grabbed mine, and brought it back to her tit, after it started wandering along her belly. "I guess 'How?' is the real question."
"She doesn't see him on weekends. We'll have lots of time tomorrow and Sunday to start paying her attention. Still gotta figure out how to get Dad working on her," I said. My fingertips grabbed her nipple and tugged lightly, feeling the firmness.
"Mmm," she purred. "That's nice, Bret." She was quiet for a few seconds, and twisted her torso a little. I figured it was a hint to pay the other one attention, and I did. "What about interfering?"
"Still have to come up with a plan for Monday. I... I was thinking of something pretty radical, for the guilt."
"Scoot down a little, bro. Kiss my booby."
I pressed my lips to her firm flesh, shifting lower on the bed. Lots of little kisses.
"I wanna feel your tongue," she whispered. "How radical?"
I don't know how I was supposed to respond, licking and talking at the same time. I kissed her nipple. "Let Mr. Ellis now about his wife's infidelity."
"Wow. That would cause some serious trouble," Tiffany said.
"Let Mom see the risk, the danger. Also get Mrs. Ellis to stop telling her it's Ok, that there's no risk if she's careful."
My lips were hovering over her nipple, kissing, and tonguing it lightly. "Suck it," she whispered, huskily.
I did, softly, then a little more firmly. "How? How do we unmask her?"
"He's gotta have a work email. Most businesses use the same pattern, something like first initial, last name. I can figure it out, given a little time. Once I have it, I can forward some of the texts from his wife, hiding who they were sent to."
"She might blame Mom. What if she tells Dad?"
"Probably be trouble, but she hasn't really done anything. She doesn't talk about the things she's done in the texts. She could deny it. Like I said, trouble, but not that bad."
"Suck, bro. Less talking, more sucking." She turned a little, giving me access to both her tits. I shut up, and enjoyed them for quite a while. She eventually pushed me away. "We've got to shave you next time. That was like sandpaper there for a while." She pushed me onto my back. "Wait here."
She left, and returned shortly with the lotion. "Time for blast-off number two. I'm gonna try to make you come. Hold out as long as you can. We're shooting for 10 minutes."
She laid out her paper-towels, lathered up her hands and started playing with my cock. She didn't seem to mind when I started playing with her tits. She even giggled softly. "Takin' your chances, aren't you? Think that's gonna help you hold out longer?"
I realized it would have just the opposite effect, and leaned back, hands behind my head, and let her work. Tried to distract myself thinking of what to do. "I'm gonna upload a program on Mom's phone. It will let me monitor her GPS and see where she goes. It'll also forward her texts. I'll forward them to your phone, since I hardly ever check mine."
"Mmmhmm," she murmured, adding some more lotion and stroking. "God, you have a nice one, bro."
I watched her hands, and had to turn away before I got too worked up. Too exciting, seeing the way she was looking at my cock, stroking it. "Any ideas were you want to go to college?"
She shrugged. "Not really. I know a lot of people going to UT, A&M, Tech, UTD, and UNT."
"They're good schools, you know. All have their specialties. Not too hard to get into. I'm gonna need your transcripts."
"But I haven't taken the SAT, and my grades kinda suck."
"Entrance essay. Great essays make up for a lot. There's other things we can do. Don't sweat it, Tiff. I got this. I just need your info."
She stretched out, bringing her face in line with her hand. "You're doing great, bro. After the first couple of times, I never thought you'd last more than a couple of minutes. You gettin' bored with me?"
I chuckled. "Talk to me about schooling. If I think about what you're doing, it's all over."
She brought her face closer, until I could feel her breath. "This? A little handjob? If you can't survive a few minutes of this, how are you ever gonna make it through the next phase?"
"Tiff..." I moaned, her face so sexy, her teasing driving me crazy.
"Long enough. Come for me Bret. Now. I need it," she whispered, her hand moving faster.
I groaned, surrendering to her. I thrust against her hand with my hips, and erupted. The first blast cleared the top of the paper towel, making her chuckle. She continued jerking me off, milking me dry. When I was done she took her time cleaning me up with the paper towels. I got a nice little sister kiss, nothing crazy, and then she rolled over on her back, wriggling out of her panties. This time I didn't discourage her.
"Your turn, Bret. Let's see what you've got. Tease me, touch me, make me come for you."
Having free access to her body made my heart race. I explored her, caressing her, kissing her all over. Her hand brushed across my skin, through my hair, encouraging me. Her soft words did the same, letting me know what she liked. I stayed at her torso for several minutes, before moving lower. She opened her legs, making herself available to me, and I was lost.



So damn sexy. The first pussy I'd seen, and the sight, the smell, the feel drove all reason out of my head. I touched her tentatively, wanting to see what her flesh felt like, opening her a little, tugging on the flaps of skin.
"Is... is it your first time, bro?"
"Seeing one? Yes." I confessed.
"What do you think? Talk to me," she said softly.
"Amazing. Beautiful. Sexy," I said, my fingertip piercing her softly, pulling downward, opening her a bit.
She giggled. "Now you know how I feel about your big thing."
"But you've seen others..."
"Not like yours. It's amazing. Big and beautiful. Sexy as hell."
Using both hands, I opened her wider, peering at the pink flesh within. An image passed through my mind, the pink of her panties hiding the sexy pink flesh inside. I leaned forward and was struck with her smell. It was almost like an ice-cream brain-freeze, less painful, almost as shocking. I breathed deeply.
"Kiss it?" she asked softly. "Please?"
I trailed a line of kisses up the inside of each thigh, until I was alternating kisses on each side of it. I kissed the soft folds on each side of her opening, letting the tip of my tongue draw across her skin after each one. I kissed in the middle, my lips meeting her naughty ones.
"Higher, kiss me higher."
A few more little kisses, slower, my tongue brushing her flesh, moving upward.
"Higher," she gasped softly.
At the top of her opening, I saw where the flesh folded and bulged. Bright pink on the inside. I pulled her skin outward, getting a good look, before bringing my lips down and kissing her tenderly, my tongue flirting with her skin, moving, brushing, teasing, in the way she'd been teaching me to kiss.
"There!" she moaned. "Kiss me there, bro!"
The feel of her response was exhilarating. I planted my lips on her flesh, firmly. Sucking and kissing, exploring and teasing, my tongue pushing around the little ball of flesh hidden at the top, making her gasp and squirm.
I may be clueless, but I'm not an idiot. I'd seen my share of porn. Read quite a bit. I knew it was her clittoris, knew the clinical names: her mons pubis, clittoral glans & hood, labia majora, labia minora, vagina, perineum. Hell, I was a teenage male; I'd studied the damn thing.
Trust me, the real thing was a whole lot better.
Her legs were shaking, the moaning more intense. I was afraid I was going to have to stop and gag her. Her thighs closed tightly around my head, and her hand grabbed me by the hair, and pulled me down. The strangest part of it was, it didn't hurt. I liked it. Liked what I could do to her. Make 'experienced' Tiff lose a little control.
Whatever I was doing, with the sucking and tongue teasing, must have been good for her. She slammed her hips up into my face, whimpering hard, her thighs trying to crush my head. When she finally relaxed, she was stroking my hair softly. I was still glued to the top of her pussy.
"Slow, easy," she whispered. "I'm tender."
I backed off, planting little kisses, my tongue brushing against her fleetingly.
"Jesus, Bret. You're a lot better at that. Not great yet. I'm going to enjoy training you up."
I wiped by moist face on the bedspread, gave her a last little kiss down there, and moved up the bed. She rolled over into my arms, kissing my face.
"What did you think? You like doing that?" she asked softly.
"Loved doing it for you," I confessed.
She grinned. "Just for me?"
I nodded. "Don't imagine it would be the same with anyone else. I mean, you're so pretty down there, smell so good. The way you reacted. Everything."
She kissed my chest. "Good answer bro. In case you didn't figure it out, I liked it a lot. I'm not freaking you out, am I? This is all kinda quick between us. I... I wasn't expecting it. Not by a long shot."
My hands caressed her soft body. "Yeah, it's weird. Never really thought of you in this way, until..."
She popped her head up, looking at me. "Until when?"
"The first night you came in here. You bent over to tuck the towel back at the bottom of the door. I saw your panties, the flash of pink, and realized you had a great butt. The whole thought of that almost freaked me out."
She pouted. "Not when I walked in on you stroking it?"
I felt awkward again. "Uh... I was actually kind of pissed then. Not thinking of you."
"I thought of you, after. A lot."
I gave her buns a squeeze. "That's 'cause you're a slut," I teased.
"And you're clueless," she reminded me.
"You're gonna fix that right?"
She smiled, and licked my chest. "Oh yeah. I'll fix that. Just like you're gonna fix the Mom thing, and my college future."
I chuckled. "Sounds like I'm getting the better part of the deal."
"You are. But you're my bro. My twin. I'll do anything for you."
"Except actually acknowledge my presence at school."
She blushed. "That's asking a lot. We'll see. Fix everything, and we'll see."
I made her leave Mom's phone, which I loaded the GPS tracker app on before replacing it in the parental unit's room. I couldn't help but notice they were sleeping about as far apart as they could, on the king mattress. Maybe the problem was bigger than we thought.
* * * *
I had scheduled my first CLEP for that Saturday. Didn't get home until about 3:00, confident I'd earned a few more credits. When I got home, Dad was working in the garage. I saw he was pulling together his fishing gear. He'd stopped asking me to join him years ago. I wasn't into fishing. Maybe I should have tried it. I don't know. Seemed kind of late now.
Mom was doing her weekly ironing, and Tiffany was nowhere to be found.
"How'd the test go?" Mom asked, adjusting Dad's shirt on the ironing board.
"Good. Pretty sure I aced it. Where's Tiffany?"
Mom gave me an odd look. "Out with her friends. Surprised you would ask, you two don't seem to get along much anymore."
I tried to hide any evidence of guilt. "I, uh, wanted to talk about the college thing. If I'm gonna help her get into any schools, I'm gonna need a lot more info from her."
Mom smiled. "It's so good of you to help her. I want you to know that your Dad and I really appreciate that. You can use your new card for any of her applications. Let us know when it gets low, and we'll add to it."
I took the shirts she'd finished, and gave her a kiss on the neck as I passed by. I think I surprised her. "I'm gonna put these away for you. Anything else I can help with?"
"If you wouldn't mind doing some of the folding, I'd appreciate it."
I hung up the shirts, and folded the clothes beside her. We talked. It was good. I realized that for the last couple of years, I never really made time to talk to the family. I'd have to do something about that.
The second load was dry when I finished putting away the folded clothes. I pulled everything out, and when Tiffany's pink panties tumbled out, I found myself getting hard. Embarrassing. I did my best to hide it, keeping the clothing in front of me, and turning a little away from Mom.
"You don't have to do that," Mom said. "I know you have your studies to do."
"I don't mind. I'm caught up with everything." I turned toward her. "Dad's going fishing?"
She nodded. "Early tomorrow. Who knows, maybe he'll even catch a fish." Something in the way she said it made me feel that she wasn't very enthusiastic about the idea. I didn't stay on the subject.
I was carrying the last folded clothes to the rooms, when Tiffany arrived home. She took one look at my hands full of clothing, and smiled, glancing over at Mom, and gave me a wink.
"Hey, Mom," she said. "You think we could go dress-shopping tomorrow? I need something for the Christmas formal."
Mom looked stunned. I stopped my task, and watched.
"You want me to go with you?" Mom asked.
Tiffany grabbed the latest batch of ironed clothes. "Of course. You know more about dressing up than anybody. All the girls say so. They wish their Moms could dress half as sexy as you."
Mom blushed. "I... I don't really dress sexy. I just like to dress nice now and then," she said.
Tiffany wouldn't let it go. "Sexy, Mom. I'm 18 now, I need some of your clothes-smarts."
I think Mom was torn between embarrassment and pride. "Sure. That would be fun. After lunch?"
Tiffany nodded, giving Mom a kiss on the cheek. "Great. You're the best."
She walked my way, grinning, and gave me another wink.
I disappeared into my cave for a while, doing a little research, both on the schooling and on our little 'problem'. I was at it longer than I thought, and didn't come out until I was called down for dinner.
It was pretty typical for us, and I realized we didn't talk much at dinner. Tiffany did, but the rest of us were more sounding boards. I wondered when that had happened?
Dad told us he was going to bed early, he was getting up at 4:00 am. Tiffany and I insisted we'd take care of the leftovers and dishes, and that Mom should relax and watch TV.
"Plans, big bro?" my sister whispered at the sink.
"Nothing special. Hang out with Mom."
"Let's liquor her up," Tiffany said.
Didn't sound like a bad idea to me. Maybe we could get her to talk. I opened a bottle of wine, poured Mom a big class, and poured smaller ones for Tiff and me. I carried Mom's out to her. She looked up in surprise.
"What's this for?" she asked.
"Nothing special. You work hard all week, then do all the house chores on Saturday, you deserve to unwind a little.
By the second bottle, Mom was leaning against me while I massaged her shoulders. Her feet were in Tiffany's lap, getting a foot-rub. We could hear Dad's snoring from where we were.
"Mmmm," Mom purred. "I could get used to this." It looked like she was feeling no pain.
"Best Mom in the world," I said. I looked down at Tiffany and she pursed her lips in a kiss, and nodded toward Mom. I took the hint, leaned down and kissed Mom's cheek.
She giggled. She had finished almost a full bottle by herself, so it wasn't surprising. "Best kids," she answered, reaching up and patting my hand.
"Bret kissed a girl. I heard he might have gotten to second base," Tiffany teased. I could feel the blood rushing to my face.
"Bret?" She turned and looked up at me. "Who? You've got a girlfriend now?"
"Just a friend," I said. "Probably won't be many more kisses, she said I was lousy at it."
She giggled again. "My boy, a lousy kisser. I don't believe it."
"That's what she said," I replied, glaring at my sister. She stuck her tongue out at me.
"Why? How? What did you do wrong?" Mom asked. She rose up a little higher, her arm leaning on my thigh, twisting on the couch.
"I don't know. It's not like I ever kissed anyone before," I said.
"Never? Really?" Mom seemed surprised.
She looked back at Tiffany. "I imagine you've kissed a few boys."
Tiffany grinned. "A few. No complaints. We're not all clueless nerds."
Mom pouted. "You shouldn't tease your brother. With all he's gonna do for you, college and all." She took another big sip of her wine, finishing another glass. I was refilling it, when she continued badgering Tiffany. "You should show him how."
Her words shocked me to the core. That Mom would even contemplate that!
Tiffany answered in what I hoped was mock disgust. "Me? Kiss him? You've got to be kidding!"
Mom frowned. "I'm not kidding. Don't be selfish!"
Tiff rolled her eyes. "No way. He's my brother, for Christ's sake!"
Mom gasped. "Don't you swear in this house! What's wrong with you?"
This wasn't going well. Last thing I wanted was for Mom to be upset. I started rubbing her shoulders again. "It's no big deal, Mom. Really."
I finally got an inkling of Tiffany's intentions when she said, "You teach him, if it's no big deal."
Mom blushed. "But I'm his mother!"
"And I'm his sister. Who's the selfish one now, Mom? I'm sure you have a lot more experience at kissing than me."
"It's not the same, baby," she whined. "I gave up that kind of kissing years ago. I'm married now."
"You don't kiss Dad like you did when you guys were dating?" Tiffany asked.
Mom shook her head slowly. "Things change, after 20 years. You wouldn't understand."
"When's the last time you kissed anyone for real? Like you meant it?" Tiffany asked.
If anything, Mom blushed harder. She took a deep drink from her glass. "I told you, it's been a while with your father."
I was afraid my sister was going to push it. "I guess I'm not the only one who needs practice," I teased.
Mom grinned, and I could see her eyes were a little unfocused. I think the wine was doing its part. "Me? Practice? I'll have you know, I'm a very good kisser. Very, very good."
Tiffany was pushing again. "Why do I think that's your ego talking, Mom? Maybe you thought you were good once."
Mom frowned. "You don't think I know how to kiss?"
Tiff shrugged her shoulders. "Not for real. Not the way I do."
Mom struggled to sit up. "You're wrong. I'm not good, I'm the best! Everyone says so."
"Who's everyone, Mom?" Tiffany teased.
Mom took another drink. "You know what I mean. Back then."
"In the stone ages? You don't use it, you lose it," Tiffany said.
"You think so? Why don't we let Bret decide, or are you too afraid?" Mom snapped.
"I will if you will," was my sister's answer, said with a mocking grin.
Mom sat straighter, brushed her hair back. "Alright, Bret. Looks like it's your lucky night."
I was leaning back against the couch arm, and she turned and climbed up on top of me. "Pretend I'm your new girlfriend. Don't do anything at first, just let me kiss you. When you have a feel for it, you can do a little of what I do." She looked over at my sister. "Not too much, understand. I wouldn't want you to hurt yourself."
She placed her face in front of mine, and whispered, "We'll start slow. Work up to a good one, Ok? Don't think about it, just go with the flow. Now close your eyes."
She started by brushing her lips across mine. Little light kisses around my face, stopping by my lips every now and then. The pauses at my mouth were getting longer, and I felt the tip of her tongue brush my upper lip. I could taste the wine on her breath, and my hands moved down to hold her.
She wiggled against me, getting comfortable, and her lips settled on mine, sucking, dragging her teeth across my lip, her tongue tracing the outline, before sliding between them. Her lips were soft and moist. Little fleeting touches of her lips, pressing against my teeth, parting them. I opened my mouth for her, and her tongue lashed in, brushing mine. My hands seemed to have a mind of their own, sliding down the small of her back resting on her bottom.
Her tongue retreated, and she whispered, "Kiss me, baby boy."
I tried some of what she'd done, the little flickering of the tongue, the exploration. She backed off a hair. "Lighter touch, to start. Tease me, make me want more. Like this." Her lips descended on mine, and her tongue was a devilish thing, teasing, taunting, tracing my teeth, sliding across my tongue fleetingly. When it retreated I did much of the same. She was a little low, and I had to bend over a little to kiss her. I grabbed her butt cheeks, and pulled her up my body a couple of inches, feeling her breasts against my chest.
She was between my legs, and moaned a little as I moved her. Her tongue started teasing mine, then wrestled with it a little. As I pulled it back, she followed, giving chase, her warm wet tongue filling my mouth. I echoed her moan. Before I knew it, our heads had shifted, our mouths at an angle, and my tongue was in her mouth, exploring, learning. I tried to see how far back I could reach, and she pulled back. "Not that," she whispered. "Not yet. Don't do in more than about half-way."
Her lips met mine, and I drifted away, my whole world my mother's mouth, our kiss intense, passionate. She changed, her lips drawing back, her tongue still teasing me. Mine pursued her, and hers drew circles around mine, sucking on it, dragging her teeth along the bottom. She was nibbling my lips, kissing my face, opening my mouth and dominating me, before retreating shyly, inviting me to do the same. Her hands were in my hair, her fingers running through it, her body twisting sensuously.
I was hard as a rock, and could feel her body pressed against my erection, pushing and retreating. I had one arm behind her, holding her from escaping, the other playing with her bottom. Her movements slowed, her tongue retracting, only making teasing caresses. A final shower of little kisses ended with a closed mouth kiss that was almost as intense as the best of it. Her hand caressed my cheek, softly. She pulled away, and I opened my eyes. She was smirking. "Can Momma kiss, or what?"
"Wow," I gasped.
She gave me a quick peck, and grinned. "You're not a bad kisser, Bret. I think you just need some guidance and practice."
"Damn, Mom. That was hot!" Tiffany said from right beside us. I had no idea she had moved that close. She was kneeling beside the couch, her face only a few inches from ours. "Are you sure you haven't been practicing?"
Mom blushed. "Still think your old mother doesn't know what she's doing? Let's see you match that, ornery thing."
She climbed off of me, and I'm sure it was an accident when Mom's hand brushed across my erection.
Tiffany poked me. "Sit up, bro."
I did, facing her, and she climbed in my lap, straddling me. "Let's see if the old lady taught you anything."
Mom huffed, "Old lady, my ass." She sipped her wine, watching us.
Tiffany and I went through kissing 101, and moved straight to kissing 410, senior level work. After a few minutes, I started responding to her the way Mom had kissed me. I felt her melting into my arms, letting me kiss her, grinding her crotch against me. I held her head, kissing her with the passion Mom had shown me, conquering her mouth, making claim to it, finishing with the flurry I'd learned only minutes earlier.
She pulled away, and I saw surprise in her eyes. "Wow," she said.
Mom laughed. "Still think I don't know what I'm doing?"
Tiffany shook her head. "Teach him some more. I gotta learn this stuff."
Mom gave Tiffany a nudge, and took her place on my lap. "There's so much more, baby boy. Slow and easy, passionate, teasing. So many ways to show your lover how you feel. This time, we're gonna go for something a little different."
Little different meant starting gentle, then moving to a deep kiss, her tongue barely moving, exploring at a snail's pace, running along every groove in my teeth, learning the entire layout of my mouth.
The kissing was only half of it. Her hands moved almost as slowly, touching me, caressing my shoulders, my chest, down my sides, my arms, my neck. She drew away. "The touching, Bret. Touch me like I'm touching you, slow, easy, gentle. It's part of it."
My hands explored Mom's back, her sides, down to her bottom and back up again. I was nervous when I brought them up her sides, under her arms, moving forward, feeling the swell of her breasts, tracing their outline, brushing across her nipples.
"Fingertips," she whispered, slipping her mouth away for a moment, kissing my jaw-line, licking my neck.
I touched her lightly, tracing the edge of her bra, moving up to her neck, then sliding down her cleavage against her bare skin. I could feel her crotch gliding up and down my length, her hips hunching then grinding. "Mmmm, Momma's big boy," she purred while my lips and tongue matched her earlier movements, along her neck and up to her ear. My fingers struggled with her top button, finally succeeding and moving to the next.
"Patience," she purred, her eyes closed, her head tilted to give me access to her neck. "Slowly, one button at a time. Caress, touch, explore, unbutton."



I have no idea how long we were at it. She was sitting in my lap, her shirt gone, her bra undone, my hands inside the loose holder, cupping her breasts, gently teasing her nipples. Her hips were making small circles, grinding against my aching cock. She was driving me crazy. I reached down, grabbed her bottom, and pulled her against me, humping against her. Her mouth descended on mine with a renewed passion, and she whimpered softly, moaning into my lips. I could feel her legs trembling, and her mouth went slack. She groaned, her hips twitching manically, rubbing against my shaft. I grunted, squeezing her ass fiercely, as I made a mess in my pants. She tore her lips off mine, lowered her head to my shoulder, biting down and stifling a scream.
I held her softly, waiting for her teeth to release me. She kissed my shoulder, my neck, my cheek, my lips. She gave me a naughty little smile. "Now that's how you kiss."
I pulled her head forward, kissing her lips. "I love you, Mom," I said.
She grinned, and gave me a quick peck on the lips. "I know, baby."
She climbed off of me, and leaned back on the couch, breathing deep and slow. "I think that's the end of kissing lessons for the night."
Tiffany moved over and cuddled up to Mom, sandwiching her between us. "How come you don't kiss Dad like that anymore?"
Mom's smile disappeared. "I... I don't think he wants me to. Not for a while now. We... don't do much of anything." She leaned into me, and I could feel her tears against my skin. She was shaking. "I think he doesn't want me anymore."
"Impossible," I said. I hugged her close, trying to brush away her tears.
"Four months," she whined. "Four months since... since..."
Tiffany was hugging her from behind. "Since you made love?"
Mom nodded. "I dress up for him, try to look my best. I bought some special outfits. He won't hardly touch me." She was crying hard, and I lifted her and pulled her into my lap. I held her close, trying to ignore the fact that her bra had slid up her chest, and her tits were right in front of me, bare.
Tiffany moved closer, rubbing Mom's legs soothingly. She reached up and fixed her bra, still lose, but covering her.
That seemed to wake Mom up. She sat upright, reaching behind her and re-closing her bra strap. She shook her hair back, and sighed. "I... I think we got a little carried away," she said calmly. She gave me a sad little smile. "I don't think your new girl will think you're a lousy kisser anymore."
I leaned over and kissed her softly. "Thanks, Mom. I'm sorry if I got a bit out of control. I... I didn't know, that was amazing."
Her smile grew a little. "I'm glad someone thinks so." She reached down for her shirt, then rubbed her hand slowly down my chest. "You're all grown up now, aren't you?"
"Gettin' there," I confessed.
Mom nodded. "Don't teach your sister everything we just did. She is your sister, after all."
"Mo-om," Tiffany whined.
Mom grinned, leaned over and gave Tiff a peck on the lips. "I think I should go to bed now, before things get any crazier. You two be good." I got a nice little lip-lock before she left, and walked unsteadily away.
Tiffany watched her go, then turned to me. "I guess that changes everything," she said.
I nodded.
She glanced down at the huge wet spot on my crotch. "You need to clean up." She looked over at the clock. "I'll see you in about an hour," she whispered.
I hit the bathroom, taking off my pants and soiled underwear and dumping them in the dirty laundry. I noticed a pink lotion on the sink, and it reminded me of Tiff's panties. I started to get hard, while I wiped myself clean. A hell of an evening.
* * * *
Dad's computer was more of a challenge. Cracking into the computer wasn't that bad. Getting the password to his email was. His mail was stored on the company computer, using IMAP. I finally found a free tool to crack the password, and then I was in.
He was also better about hiding his tracks. It took me a while of going through his temp files to get a feel for what he was doing and where he was going. He had a Gmail email account, and I took a flier and used my Web-browser Password Viewer. Hit the jackpot with every password that Chrome of Internet explorer had ever saved. It hadn't saved his Gmail one, but Dad had a bad habit. His passwords were all very similar, using a core password, with an ending customized for each site. Adding 'gm' to the end of his core password had me in.
I didn't worry about going through it then. Since it was cloud based, I could access it from anywhere. Satisfied that I had his info, I hid my tracks, shut everything down, and returned to my room.
I'd only been there for about 15 minutes, when the sweetest sound in the world started.
Halfway through the announcement of midnight, Tiffany slipped into the room. She was bare handed.
"Mom's phone?"
"Wasn't on the charger. I couldn't find it," Tiffany explained, peeling her top off and climbing into bed beside me, naked except for - you got it - little pink panties.
I was typing away on the laptop, setting up an IMAP email account from Dad's settings. Tiff cuddled up to me. "Whatcha doing?" She said it in her baby sister voice. Almost irresistible.
"Snaggin' Dad's work and personal emails."
She slid her hand inside the back of my shirt, wriggling closer. "How long before you've got it?"
"Already have both. Just making it so I can read them from my computer, without leaving too much of a trace."
She giggled, nibbling on my shoulder. "You're really good at this stuff, aren't you? How long did it take you?"
"Less than an hour. It's not that difficult."
"Maybe not for you, big brainy bro."
Her lips were at my neck, teasing me. "Tiff..."
"Put it aside, Bret. We need to talk about tonight, don't you think?"
"Talk?"
"To start." She reached forward and closed the lid of my laptop. With a sigh I put it to the side. Just in time, before she climbed on top of me, pushing me back on the bed.
"Tiffany..." I warned.
"God, that was hot. Watching you and Mom go at it. You know she got off, rubbing against you."
I nodded, my lips otherwise occupied a few seconds later.
"You think Dad's seeing someone else?" she asked, when we came up for a breather.
"I would have thought it was impossible, but then I thought the same about Mom. I just don't know. That's why I'm investigating."
"Was kissing Mom really that good?" she asked, nibbling my ear.
"Pretty incredible."
"Better than me?" she pouted.
"C'mon, Tiff. You remember our last kiss out there. I got to you. I know I did. That was what Mom taught me, with just two sessions."
"Shit. I had to change panties, I was leaking so bad," Tiffany confessed. "What the hell is Dad thinking?"
"Listen, we don't know anything about Dad yet. We do know Mom's been messing around, and her damn friends are encouraging her. Face it. She's primed. All it took was a little wine and cuddling, and she was going crazy on me."
"So Mom's plan stays the same?"
"I think so. Give her the attention she needs, make her feel guilty if she looks like she's gonna stray. Interfere with the Fat Bastard."
"She felt you up, didn't she?" Tiffany teased.
"I think it was an accident," I said. What Tiff's hand was doing down below was no accident.
"Bullshit, Bret. You can't be that ignorant. Mom got a good feel in."
"She was drunk, and worked up," I said, for some reason feeling like I had to defend her.
"I think I'm gonna try to work on Dad. Get the scoop from the horse's mouth." She turned a little giving me better access to her tit. Smaller than Mom's, but not by a lot. Perkier.
"Think he'll tell you?"
"I'm still Daddy's little girl. He can't resist me," she giggled. "Hell, I may even get up and go fishing with him."
"At 4:00 am?"
Her hand was clutching my hard-on, stroking me. "Alright. Let's forget that. I'll get him afterward, before Mom and I go shopping."
I nodded. "I'll work on Mom a little more, and go through Dad's email. He has a friggin' ton."
"Sounds like a plan. So you ready for another lesson on the fine art of kissin' the kitty?"
I pulled her lips down and kissed her. A good one, long and intimate, the way Mom had started to teach me. She settled into my arms, and let me take control.
When we pulled apart, she gazed into my eyes. "Damn, bro! What happened to the klutzy kisser of a few nights ago?"
"You always said I was a quick learner."
"Shit. You keep this up, and... and... hell, I don't know what. You're already about the best I've kissed. Jesus, bro!"
"Relax, Tiff, I think it's time for me play with the pink within the pink."
"Play away bro. I'll never stop you."
"You better, or Mom and Dad will find me parked under the dinner table, my head between your thighs."
She giggled. "You really like doing that? For real?"
"I love it. Here, let me show you."
I did, for an eternity, until I heard the singularof the clock striking one. I got her off a few times, and was feeling pretty proud. She pushed me off of her, with a mischievous grin. "My turn, big bro."
She moved between my legs, stroking my cock, and I almost died when she licked it. "God, Tiff," I groaned.
She chuckled, "I thought you'd like that." She pressed her lips against my shaft, looking up at me. "I... I don't have a lot of practice doing this. It's only my second time, and the first lasted all of 5 seconds, before the idiot ruined my sweater."
I smiled for her, brushing her hair back. "Hell, Sis. It's my first. It's gonna be the best no matter what. Especially since it's you."
"You want me to suck your big fat cock, don't you?"
"More than anything."
She gave me a teasing grin. "More than anything?"
"Right now, I'd say yes. You're driving me crazy."
Hell, I don't know if there's good BJs or bad ones. I do know, it was incredible. Mind blowing. Watching her, seeing her pretty face, mouth surrounding my shaft, loving eyes looking up at me. I can proudly say, I lasted more than 5 seconds. Almost five minutes. "Tiff," I groaned.
She pulled away, stroking me hard, and watched me come. "Damn, that's cool," she whispered. She cleaned me up, and in the doing so, had me semi-hard again. Her mouth engulfed me, and I groaned. "Shh!"
"Sorry," I moaned.
I did a lot better the second time. It wasn't like the stuff I saw on videos. Most of the time her sexy hot mouth bobbed up and down on the end, her hand stroking me. It felt incredible. She pull away, kissing and licking, playing with me for a while, before going back to the sucking and stroking. I was getting close, when she backed off. "You think Mom is as good at this as she is at kissing?" my rotten sister asked.
"Tiff... please," I gasped.
She grinned, and went back at it. I groaned a few seconds later, and she pulled away, letting me finish. When I was done spurting, she was staring at the messy end of my cock. She leaned forward and licked it, and I felt like she'd driven a spike right down to my balls. Fucking intense.
I watched in waitful agony, as she got a distracted look. She went back for more, taking the head of my cock in her mouth. She sucked away. "Easy," I pleaded. "It hurts a little."
She was gentler, her tongue playing a bit. She pulled away. "Kinda slimy. Nasty. I can see why the girls don't like that in their mouths."
I was a little hurt. I don't know why. I should have been on cloud nine. She must have seen something in my face. "Oh, baby. You want me to do it, don't you? Take that nasty stuff in my mouth."
I shrugged, trying to play it cool. "Nah, that was great."
She had her washcloth out cleaning me. She put it to the side and cuddled into me. "Be honest, Bret. Things are just getting good between us. Let's make a deal. We'll never lie to each other. Not you and me. Ok?"
I nodded.
"You want to come in my mouth don't you?"
Sheepishly, I nodded again.
"Why?"
Why? I didn't know why. I just knew the idea was beyond exciting. "I... I don't know. Thinking about it drives me crazy."
She smiled, her lips brushing mine. "I'll think about it, Ok? You save our asses, get me in school, and I'll be real appreciative, I promise."
I squeezed her buns. "Definitely an ass worth saving."
She giggled. "Did you like my present?"
"Amazing, Tiff. God, I didn't think anything could feel that good."
She sighed, resting in my arms. "I love you," she whispered.
"Love you too."
When I woke she was gone, but I was clutching her panties, next to my face.
* * * *
Sunday I didn't leave my room much. Too much to do. Go through Dad's seemingly endless email. Check through Mom's, just in case. Research the Ellis email. I had some success there. Googling his company's domain and checking their website, it looked like they were pretty consistent. First initial, first six letters of the last name. I did a command line telnet smtp login to the email server.
cmd> helo hi
250 mail.megabiz.com
cmd> mail from:
  
    Two Moms, Two Laps: United
  
  Two Moms, Two Laps: United

            Don't you love it when a family comes together?
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=============================
Don't you love it when a family comes together?
=============================
I didn't let Penny out of my bed the rest of the morning. Not that she was eager to leave. We lost both mom's almost immediately after her display, and were told we'd be summoned when breakfast was ready.
Surprise! Breakfast was delivered to the room half an hour later by Mom.
Penny and I were still in a playful mood, and hadn't gotten down to business yet.
A tray was set before us with two bacon and egg sandwiches, and some OJ. "Light breakfast. We're having burgers and home-made fries for lunch," Mom explained.
Penny sat Indian style, opening her sandwich and snagging a piece of bacon. "You didn't have to do this. We could have come down."
"Too much crazy drama around here. You two haven't had near enough time together."
I was starved and took a bite, thanking her in mid-chew.
"You kids need anything else?" she asked.
We looked at each other, and shook our heads. "This is perfect," I said, during the brief period my mouth was empty. "Give me a shout if you need me to man the grill."
Mom shook her head. "I think we're going to try to get Colin to work it."
I got the shivers, remembering the last time he'd been grill-master. Mom grinned. "Your father will oversee him."
She closed the door on the way out. Penny giggled.
"What?"
"C'mon. You have to admit it's kind of weird. Your mother serving us breakfast in bed so we can fool around."
I shrugged. "Alright. A little. I'm not complaining."
"Me either."
We polished off our sandwiches, and put the tray on the floor. Penny smiled and laid back in the bed, waiting patiently. I joined her a moment later, while we cuddled and kissed, talking about mundane things, a steering wheel cover for her car, signing up for classes, our favorite movies of the summer, best pizza place, that kind of stuff. She had her phone with her, and every few minutes she'd get a text coming in, and while she replied, I'd play with her body. She wasn't normally a slave to her phone, and I commented as much.
"Everyone wants to see the car. They want pictures, a ride. Some even want to know how my love life is doing," she teased.
"It might do better without the phone," I reminded her.
"That a promise?"
"Guaranteed."
She turned off the ringer. "I'm all yours. This better be worth it."
It wasn't at first. We had a hell of a time getting started, and I had to search around the floor to find the lube. With the added assistance it provided, we managed penetration, and slowly worked our way up to actual sex.
She was grunting, as I worked her with all but a couple of inches. "I... forget..." she groaned.
She didn't appear to be enjoying it much, so I stopped, holding myself inside her, and started up a kissing marathon, including as much as I could remember from the latest Aunt Marie experience. She slowly relaxed, and I found myself stroking into her gently, while kissing.
"Better?" I whispered.
"Mmmhmmm," she sighed.
The first one was Ok. I didn't get her off, and we didn't move around a lot. I laid on top of her, and we made slow love. Lots of kissing and touching. It took a pretty long time, not surprising since I'd already gone off twice that morning. She was in a loving mood, quiet, intense. She seemed to take me with her, I gazed into her eyes, feeling a closeness that I sometimes forget when I wasn't with her. "Love you," I whispered.
She smiled for me. "I know. I love you too."
Coming inside her was a lot like the loving. Nothing crazy, I pushed in all the way, held still, and unloaded deep inside her, staring into her eyes. "I... I feel you coming," she whispered.
I kissed her lips. "You and I need to do this a lot more."
She nodded, grinning for me. She pulled me close and hugged me tight. "Hold me, Jeremy."
I did until I felt myself shrinking, popping out of her, earning another sweet giggle. "Messy boy," she whispered.
I rose up on my arms. "I need a shower."
She nodded again, "No kidding."
My teeth got a long overdue brushing. In the shower she wanted to shave me. My face, that is. She tilted my head around, and used half a can of shaving cream, but she got the job done. She rubbed her cheek against mine. "So much better. Wanna go again?"
Back in bed we had a little oral play, and when she got me up again, it was better. Lots better. I fit inside her easily, and we tried out different things. Doggy, sideways, legs pressed backward. Her on top. She liked that last one, and rode me like a mad woman, getting off a few times, a couple real loudly. She'd blush afterward, hands on my chest, breathing hard, her pretty blonde hair hanging over her face.
The second time she tried to shatter my eardrums. She shook her hair out, tossing it behind her with a shake of her head. "I should have tied it back," she laughed.
"No. I love it like that. So wild, and untamed."
"Me or the hair?"
I guess four times was a little much. I was having a hard time coming. Not that I wasn't having a blast trying. When she begged off me, I put her on her hands and knees again. She was easily taking my entire length, and I started getting a little rougher with her, fucking her hard, smacking her butt, tugging her hair a little. Got another nice little come out of her, which left her on her belly, with me straddling her legs. I laid on top of her, holding her wrists in my hand, over her head. She was whimpering so prettily, my head next to hers, my hips driving into her endlessly. "I'm going to fuck you forever, gorgeous girl. Forever."
There was something about it, the way she was completely helpless, my weight pinning her down, hands immobilized. I felt powerful, and could sense her total submission to my needs. I liked it. A lot.
She was shaking, and a wave of small orgasms seemed to take over. "Oh God," she gasped, holding her breath, trembling, until it would pass, only to cry out again only a few seconds later.
"Come for me, Penny," I whispered, nibbling her ear, her neck, tucking my head in and pounding a little harder for a while, before getting my next little reward from her.
I don't know how long we kept that up. It seemed like forever, although it couldn't have been more than 10 or 15 minutes. Long enough for her to build up to a big one, crying, squirming underneath me, thrusting her ass back against my strokes. I pulled her arms forward, clenching her wrists tightly. My legs were outside hers, knees bent, ankles over the inside of her knees, pinning her legs down. I bit down on her neck and she gasped. "Oh God, oh no, no, oh noooo," she whined before screaming loud enough to wake the neighbors.
She was panting hard after that one, and I slowed down, nice easy short strokes. I took my time releasing her, moving my legs outward, letting go of her wrists, rubbing them gently. I kissed her new bite-mark, but kept moving inside her. I never wanted to stop. Never.
Aunt Marie sat down on the bed next to us. "Let the poor girl up, Jeremy. You're killing her."
Penny turned her head, her breath heaving, looking at my Aunt. "Save me," she pleaded, then giggled.
I pulled out of her, giving up on getting off any time soon. I scooted down next to her, and pulled her into my arms, spooning, facing my Aunt.
"Knock much?" I teased.
"Over and over," Aunt Marie said. "I guess you two were distracted. Lunch is almost ready you little heathens." Funny, that was Mom's name for us too, when she walked in on us.
Penny was still catching her breath. "Emma says a guy normally comes in just a coupla minutes. Is that true?"
Aunt Marie laid down facing us, pulling back Penny's hair. "All guys are different. Some have real short fuses, most of the better ones are good for about 5 to 10 minutes."
"Jeremy's a freak, isn't he?"
Aunt Marie was stroking her shoulder. "Not so unusual. He's young, sometimes that's good, sometimes bad. A lot of times that means no stamina, but great recovery. By the third or fourth time, they can last longer. Jeremy seems to be like that. Each one taking longer."
"I couldn't come," I explained.
Aunt Marie chuckled. "I can believe that. Give it a break. A couple of hours from now, you'll probably be back to normal."
"Put on something," she said climbing off the bed. "The burgers were already on the grill when I came up to get you guys."
Aunt Marie was wearing another braless, tied-off halter, and painted on shorts. She was going barefoot. "We're dressing casual," she said, giving me a wink.
Penny put on her panties, and one of my t-shirts. She insisted on brushing her hair before seeing anybody. Loose shorts and a tee was good enough for me. She grabbed her phone and was already answering the text messages she'd missed, as we headed down the stairs.
"Thank God," Dad said. "I thought for sure you'd killed her this time."
Penny blushed, walked up to him and put her arm around his neck, tugging his head down for a kiss. "Thanks for rushing to my rescue, Daddy," she teased.
The six of us ate outside, and I thought that Colin's eyes were going to fall out, the way he kept looking back and forth at all our girls. Mom was wearing her white yoga pants, which were not quite as bad as the teal ones. She had on a t-shirt that must have been two sizes too small. It didn't even reach her belly button, and every little bump of her breasts was easily visible.
The burgers were good. Thick, still juicy, charred outside. "Good," I said, halfway into my second one. Colin seemed inordinately proud of the praise. I guess he should be. His last foray into grilling almost killed us.
"Breath between burgers, baby," Mom admonished me.
She had to get up twice to bring new servings of the french fries. It was a great lunch. With an incredible view. Hot MILFs and a babe.
Penny pouted. "I feel so overdressed." She made a point of looking at Mom and Marie's outfits to make sure we'd get the point. I laughed.
The girls had all finished eating, nibbling on the occasional fry. Dad and I were splitting the last burger. Aunt Marie stood and took Penny by the hand. "Come on. Let's get you prettified."
I leaned back in my chair, sipping a beer, wondering if life could get much better. "What time'd you get in, Colin?" I asked.
"Uh, I think sometime around 2:00." He sounded like he was fudging.
I looked over at Dad. "More like 3:00 I think. You would have tarred and feathered me for that."
"Not my say," he answered. "But if he keeps staying here, he'll sure as hell be calling if he's out after one." He turned to face Colin. "Won't you?"
"Yes sir," Colin nodded. I guess they'd already had this conversation. Once again I was struck by how similar it was to me and Dad a couple of years earlier, when I started dating seriously. All of a sudden I felt bad for Colin, never having what Dad and I did. The guidance and camaraderie. Aunt Marie's musical-husbands had shortchanged my cousin.
Mom was picking up the paper plates and plastic cups. Easy cleanup. Colin offered to help, but Mom shooed him off. "No, you boys relax. I'm almost done, anyway. I just need to take care of the fryer."
"How's your love life, Colin?" I asked, when Mom had left.
He smirked. "Got me a blowjob."
Dad chuckled. "Good for you. Sounds like you liked it!"
He nodded, grinning ear-to-ear.
"Kelly?"
He looked at me like I was nuts. "Of course. I'm not dating anyone else."
"Of course not. Forget I even asked. Did you get to return the favor?" I asked.
"Return it?"
"Go down on her."
He shook his head. "No way."
"No way, she wouldn't let you? Or no way, Ewww?" Dad asked.
"That's kind of gross, isn't it?"
Dad and I looked at each other, we smiled, and started laughing. "You wanna handle this?" he asked me.
"No way. I'm tellin' the moms."
Colin sat up. "No, you can't."
"Why not?" I asked.
"They'll give me a hard time. They tease me about everything I do."
Dad reached over and squeezed his wrist. "I'd suggest you put up with it, and pay attention. Think for a minute where you were a week or two ago, and compare that to your little girlfriend's gift last night. That's the sisters' influence."
Aunt Marie returned with Penny in tow. My shirt was a shambles. What was left of it. No collar, no sleeves, it ended a couple of inches below her breasts. They'd taken time to apply a little makeup, brushed her hair out into two pigtails, added some pink lipstick. She looked ridiculously hot and innocent at the same time. Colin was struck dumb. Dad gave her a wolf whistle.
She blushed. "Too much?"
I pushed back from the table. "Come here," I said, patting my lap.
Half a shirt and panties looked damn good on her. She snuggled into my lap. "Any plans for later?" she asked.
Aunt Marie swatted Colin upside the head. "Close your mouth, Colin. You're catching flies."
Penny looked over at him, "It's just panties, Colin. Get over it."
Dad chuckled. "Leave the boy alone. His reaction's perfectly natural. Baby girl's a real heart-breaker."
Aunt Marie ambled over, and sat in Dad's lap. Dad pulled her into position, getting comfortable, his hand on the inside of her thigh. I think Colin was going to have a heart attack. When she gave him a little kiss, nothing much, really, a weird strangled noise escaped my cousin.
She was facing her boy. "What would you think of us moving in with your Uncle Harold and Aunt Alice full-time?" she asked.
"Uh, yeah?" he mumbled.
Mom came strolling out and stood behind him, leaning over and giving him a kiss on the cheek. "What was that, 'yeah'? You don't like it here?"
"No, I mean, yeah, I mean, it would be great! For real?" he asked looking at his mother.
"We don't need that big house, and Jeremy's going to be gone. You'll be in school most of the time. Your aunt and I have been talking about it lately. Your uncle suggested it last night. It makes sense," Aunt Marie said.
When Mom sat in his lap, I thought we were going to lose him for sure. "Don't you think it'd be fun? All of us together? I could be like your second Mommy," Mom teased.
"Great. It would be great!" he squealed.
Mom laughed, and Penny slapped my hand away from slipping inside her shirt. "Behave, rotten thing," she hissed. Didn't stop her from wiggling her butt, driving me crazy.
"Colin thinks goin' down on a girl is gross," I said, tossing the verbal grenade out into the open.
"What!"
"Colin!"
"Jeremy..." he whined.
"I thought I raised you better that that!" Aunt Marie snapped.
Dad gave her a shake. "Listen to yourself, Marie. Did you ever even talk to him about it?"
"No, but I didn't raise him to be selfish!"
Mom was pouting. "Really. You think it would be gross?"
He was obviously sweating it. He glared at me, and I chuckled. Got an elbow in the ribs from Penny.
"I... I don't know. I never really thought about it, I guess," Colin mumbled.
"If you want to keep your girlfriend, maybe you should," Penny added, piling on.
"The other guys, they say it's sissy," he argued weakly.
Mom laughed. "What other guys? Whoever they are, they've probably never even had a real girlfriend. Do you think Jeremy and your uncle are sissies?"
He looked over at the two of us, "You guys..."
Dad laughed. "This ain't normal after-lunch conversation, but yeah."
Colin looked at me. "Hell yeah. Right, Penny?" I teased.
She blushed and nodded.
"You like it, don't you?"
She glared at me.
"Don't be ashamed to admit it. I don't mind saying I love doing it with you."
She leaned back into me, and smirked at Colin. "Lots. We do it lots. I love it." She put her lips to my ear, and bit my earlobe, hard. "I'll get you for embarrassing me."
I turned my face and kissed her. "I love you, silly girl."
She grinned. "You don't get off that easy." She wiggled herself to comfort, "I thought we could go for a ride, a little later."
"I bet. Who wants to see the new wheels this time?"
She giggled. "Everyone. Come on, Jeremy. It will be fun."
We left to get decent, while the mothers berated Colin for his misguided thinking.
* * *
We had a nice afternoon. Drove around, saw her friends. She let me drive a bit. It was so different from the Jeep, but I liked it. We stopped by the auto parts store, and we got her the steering wheel wrap she'd wanted, and picked out what she needed to wash and wax her car properly.
"It's brand new," she said, as I piled the material in her cart. "You think it needs waxing?"
"Yeah. Tomorrow, I'll show you how to do it properly."
We called home, and let them know when we'd be back. They offered to hold dinner for us. I was going to say no, when I found out Aunt Marie was going to make her chicken fried steak. Nobody, nobody, makes chicken fried steak like Aunt Marie. "The good version?" I asked. Sometimes she tried to make it 'healthy'.
Aunt Marie got on the phone. "My best version. Using rib eyes, your mother's country biscuits, homemade mashed. Colin's been peeling potatoes for an hour," she giggled.
"You trying to fatten me up?"
"Keepin' your energy up." Her voice dropped to barely a whisper. "Tonight's our night, baby."
"We'll be there," I said. I turned to Penny. "Aunt Marie's chicken-fried steak. You don't want to miss this one. She only makes it a few times a year, says we'd all be rolling instead of walking, otherwise."
* * *
Alright. Things were getting out of control. Again. I had to add the extra leaf to the dining room table. We had a full house. I was warned to be on my best behavior from both moms.
As soon as we'd walked in, Penny had peeled away from me, and headed toward the kitchen. I looked her way, and saw the crowd. Both Moms of course, but Kelly was in there, working with them, and she smiled and waved at me. I waved back. It was only polite.
Dad and Colin were in the living room, Dad holding court, Colin hangin' on his every word. When Colin saw me walk in, he hopped up and went to the garage, returning with a beer for me. I sat down and talked to Dad about her car.
He gave me the same old guff about polishing it, and we argued about the best waxes. Colin sat on the floor, between us, taking it in.
Kelly came skipping over, cute as a button. "Dinner in 5 minutes. Beer with dinner, Aunt Alice says."
Aunt Alice? First time she'd even been in our house. These kids...
Dad looked over at me. "For the ladies?"
"Shiner light." We might play with other stuff, but Shiner was the house beer. Always dedicated one shelf of the beer fridge to it. "Colin?"
"Bock," Dad said.
I nodded. I got up and fetched the beers, 4 Lights, 1 Bock, 2 Black Lager.
At the table, I was interested in the politics of dinner. Who sat where. Dad and I had the ends, but tonight Mom was sitting next to Dad. Marie was next to her, near me. On the opposite side, Colin was bracketed by the girls, with Penny beside me. I wondered if that was intentional, keep Kelly as far from me as possible. Heck, I'd only flirted with her once.
It was a loud, raucous fun dinner, with Dad in rare form. His mood had made a 180 degree turn-around. Mom was attentive to him, and Kelly was surprisingly flirtatious. Colin appeared ecstatic. I wasn't doing too badly, either, with Aunt Marie and Penny teasing and flirting.
There was a lot of talk about college, since it was just around the corner, and four of us were headed off for the first time. The food was perfect, and Aunt Marie was blushing from all the compliments. Someone, or someones was playing footsie with me under the table. Damn, why couldn't life always be like that?
The guys had cleanup duty, but it was only the dinner dishes. With four girls in the kitchen, all the cookware had been taken care of. Dad only helped clear, then we chased him off, Colin and I finishing up.



"You and Kelly doing Ok?" I asked.
He grinned. "Better than Ok. I only wish we'd gotten together sooner. She's leaving in a week and a half."
"You stickin' around after dinner?"
"Nah, I promised her we'd head up the mall and hang out. I gotta get her home before 10:00. She got in trouble last time we stayed out to late."
"You spending time at her house much?"
"Not really," he said.
"You should. Charm her mother. Get her on your side. It'll help."
"Why?"
"The problems like staying out late usually don't become such big problems, when her Mom's got your back. It's just good sense."
He nodded, closing the dishwasher. "Thanks. Maybe I'll drop in when I take her home."
"Not a bad idea. Don't make it too late. Get her home 15 minutes early." Damn, I was beginning to sound like Dad.
We wiped down the counters and joined the crowd outside. It was a nice night out, and there was more seating on the patio, than in the living room.
Penny hopped up when we got there, and I sat where she'd been, letting her climb in my lap afterward. Colin thanked Aunt Marie for dinner, and took Kelly by the hand. She seemed to be reluctant to leave, and made sure to give everyone hugs before she left. She was a nice girl. Colin was lucky.
Penny was the only one doing any lap sitting. The moms looked nice, but nothing too crazy. I was looking forward to getting my girl upstairs for a bit, when she shot me down. "I'm going out early tomorrow to get stuff for school. Gotta leave soon. Tomorrow afternoon's wide open," she said to me softly.
I pouted, and she giggled. "I'll make it up to you tomorrow, Ok?"
"Promise?"
I got a toe-curling, tonsil cleaning. "Sealed with a kiss," she whispered.
She said her goodbyes as well, and I walked her to the car. "We'll wash your car tomorrow too. Half-time break," I teased.
"Looking forward to it." Another big kiss, and lots of rubbing, left me with a hardon, when she pulled out of the driveway.
Mom met me just inside the doorway. "Jeremy?"
I pulled her in my arms, quieting her with a kiss. "Mom?"
She gave me a sheepish grin. "I... I need to spend tonight with your father."
Reaching down, I gave her buns a nice little squeeze. "You don't have to explain it to me or make excuses, Mom. He's your husband."
"It's been too long. I have to do it."
"It's Ok. You should. It's cool."
"You're going to sleep with Marie, aren't you?"
"Yes. She's not you, but I love her damn near as much. You have a problem with it?"
She sighed. "I... I guess not."
"Good. Spend the night with him. I'd like you to come back to me tomorrow night."
She melted into me. "I will. I promise."
"Don't promise. See what Dad needs. Take care of him first. We've been pretty rough on him."
Mom snorted. "Rough? I gave him my sister, Jeremy!"
Not worth arguing that it was me who gave her to him. I grabbed Mom by the buns, and lifted her, making her squeal like a kid. "Body hug, Mom. Wrap me up."
She wrapped her legs around my waist, locking her ankles, and her arms encircled my neck. I gave her a big kiss, and started walking with her. "I'm heavy, Jeremy," Mom whined.
"No you aren't. Be good now," I said, giving her butt cheeks a good squeeze. I carried her out to the porch, where Aunt Marie was seated next to Dad, chatting. I stepped in front of Dad. "I think this is yours. I found it wandering around out front."
I leaned over and set her in his lap, as Mom let go of me. He laughed. "I was wondering where I'd misplaced her."
She turned wriggling to get comfy, while he pulled her in close.
I thought about it. If things had still been awkward between us, there could've been some bad ways to take the teasing. "Don't worry," I told him. "I'll keep an eye on her. Make sure she doesn't stray."
He nodded. "At least not beyond the house."
I sat beside him, and patted my lap. "Aunt Marie?"
She gave me a look like I was being presumptuous, but she made her way over. "Pretty sure of yourself."
I slipped my hand into her shirt, caressing her side. "You're the one that told me this was our night."
She proved to me once again, why she was the best kisser around. "I guess I did. You got a problem with that?"
I was going to make a joke, but couldn't. "No. I can't believe how lucky I am."
It was the perfect end to a fabulous day. The four of us, chatting easily, Dad and I holding our girls. The hugs and kisses. Talking about Colin and Kelly, school, plans for after the summer.
"What's the latest on Aunt Marie and Colin movin' in?" I asked.
"Seems like the smart thing to do," Dad said.
"We're going to get the house staged, and fix up our space here," Aunt Marie said. "Hope to put the house on the market in the next week or so. The old one is way more than we need."
Mom laughed. "And with Colin going off to college, you pretty much have to, don't you? Split the proceeds with Number Two? Wasn't that the deal?"
Aunt Marie nodded. "He has a name, Alice. Jeff wasn't a bad guy. The best of the lot."
"Isn't it a long commute to your job?" I asked.
"Silly. I don't need that job. I just kept it to keep me busy. I needed to interact with adults a little. I don't think I'll be working anymore. Maybe something fun, some non-profit perhaps. If I do, I'm sure I can find something nearby."
Dad nodded. "It's not any drain on this household. We can take care of them easily enough. We have the space."
"Especially with me moving a few hours away," I added.
Dad made an announcement. "I'm gonna go into the office for a half-day tomorrow. Get caught up on a few things."
"You sure, honey?" Mom asked.
"Yeah. I'm feeling a lot better. Most of the bruising is starting to fade. Only my hand is giving me any trouble, so I guess I'll be doing a lot of two-finger typing."
I got a little surprise. Aunt Marie was going to be moving into my room, once I left. Like the Master, it had its own bathroom, while the other two guest rooms shared a bathroom. "You don't mind, do you?" Aunt Marie asked.
"Which room do I get when I come back?"
Aunt Marie kissed me softly. "Ours."
Alright. That was clear enough. "Nope. I don't mind at all."
The girls laughed, and I got another nice kiss, a promise of more to come. Soon, if I had my way. "Mom, Dad, I'm feeling a little bushed. Think I'll head to bed. Thanks for a great day."
Aunt Marie gave Mom and Dad a hug and kiss, and waited for me to do the same. With Mom that is. Kind of old to be hugging and kissing Dad. I took my aunt by the hand and headed up.
In the bedroom, she fell into my arms. "I changed the sheets earlier. Your old ones seemed to be getting a little overused. You might think about that in the future. Women like me and your Mom like clean sheets. I imagine Penny probably does as well."
"Got it. Understood. Message delivered and accepted. New sheets. Every day I think. I hope Mom doesn't get pissed about all the laundry. I usually only change them Sundays."
"She'll be fine. Besides, she has someone to help with the laundry now."
I started undressing, and Aunt Marie did the same. "What do you want to do tonight, Jeremy? It's your fantasy."
"I just want to love you. I'll go down on you if you want, but all I really want to do is make love to you. Nothing crazy. Not tonight."
She smiled. "Sounds like a wonderful plan to me."
Lying on her back, Aunt Marie's breasts didn't seem quite so huge. Still fun to play with, but almost normal. Positioned between her legs, gazing down on her pretty face, so much like Mom's, I was reliving hundreds of my dreams. I was hard as soon as I had her undressed, and she was definitely ready for me, when I went to put my cock inside of her.
I rubbed up and down her slit, and eased the head in. She was deliciously tight, but not painfully so. She took half my length with no problem. Properly situated, I leaned over her, gazing into her eyes. "Do you have any idea how many thousands of times I've dreamed of this, Aunt Marie?"
She smiled. "Marie. Just Marie, when we're in bed, baby boy."
"Marie. I love you so much, Marie."
"Show me, Jeremy. Show me your love."
I did, lying on top of her, our bodies never breaking contact, kissing her frequently, feeling her hands wandering my torso. Twice, I showed her, without a break.
We'd been at it a while, when I saw the tears start.
"What's wrong, Marie?" I asked, slowing down.
"Nothing, Jeremy. Absolutely nothing. It's perfect. I... God, I don't thing I've ever felt so adored."
I pressed my lips to hers, then kissed every inch of her face, while I continued pumping her. "Get used to it. You're the best Aunt a boy could have. You were always there for me. Hell, even when I fucked up, like with Penny the first time, you came to me, and helped make things right, even after..."
"Shh. Jeremy. You don't need to explain it. I know. Don't you think I know? Just love me, baby."
She hadn't come for me, and I wanted her to. Needed her to. I started fucking her harder, changing position, trying to find what worked. She grabbed my hips and stopped me. "No baby. Keep it like it was, please?"
"You didn't come," I explained, settling back down and easing in and out again.
She smiled, her hand touching my cheek lightly. "You're so young. So sweet." She pulled me down for a soft kiss. "I don't want to come. I could easily, but this, what you're doing is what I want now. I need to experience it, feel the love, not the passion. Trust me sugar, you and I will have our moments of passion. This one's for the heart, not the pussy."
She leaned her head back, closing her eyes, giving me her body. "Worship me, love me, adore me. Let me feel it. It's been so long... so very long."
So that's what I did. Slow, easy love, trying to let her know with every stroke, all she'd ever meant to me. How I loved her, and always would. We'd been at it a long time, continuing straight through my first orgasm, with barely a pause, except for the few moments I held myself still, buried inside her, filling her.
My second time was building toward a big one. I saw her smile, as my motions became a little more aggressive. She pulled her legs back, and urged me on. "Now, Jeremy. Take me. Make me yours. Deep and hard, baby. Claim me."
I groaned leaning over her and pounding into her. I could feel her pussy pulsing around my cock, squeezing me. I stared into her eyes, seeing her love, her passion for me. "Mine, Marie," I groaned.
"Yours Jeremy."
"Mine!"
She nodded, whimpering softly as I pounded into her as hard as I could. Painfully so. I was close, very close, and I knew that she knew it.
She gasped, and a soft cry escaped her lips. "Mine," I growled. "Mine, mine, mine."
She was responding, but almost seemed to be fighting it. "J...J...Jer... emy," she gasped, a litany of tiny grunts escaping her lips. "No... don't... don't make me."
I pulled her legs back, resting my weight on her, my head beside hers, my hips driving into her, all of me, claiming her. Making Aunt Marie mine.
I felt her fingernails dig into my skin, her tight pussy spasming around my cock. She turned her head away, shaking, trembling, clinging to me with all her strength. "Mine!" I barked harshly, as I lost control, erupting inside of her. I bit down on her neck, and she screamed out. She gasped, holding her breath, her entire body stiffening. I was as deep as I could get, but kept pushing, grinding into her, trying to get a little further, and I felt the abrupt slackness as her body released.
I looked into her face and got nervous. She wasn't breathing, wasn't moving. I released her legs, and they flopped to the side. I turned her face, toward me, kissing her gently. "Marie? Aunt Marie?"
My hips had a mind of their own, slowly pumping away, while I spoke to her softly, trying to bring her back from wherever she'd gone. I felt a shiver through her body and she turned her head, her eyes flickering. Her hand reached up to my neck, pulling me down as she gasped, my face buried in her neck. She moaned, and released my head. I moved my face over hers, kissing her tenderly. Or that's what I intended.
She returned the kiss with a passion I hadn't seen from her, arms pulling my torso down, finger digging into my back. She cried out, her nails dragging down my back, her hips pounding up against the last remains of my erection.
I eased back on the kiss, my lips brushing hers. "Shh," I whispered, my hand stroking her face, my hips slowed to a halt, leaving me buried inside of her.
"God," she gasped, squeezing me tight. She shuddered, and looked into my eyes, "How do you do that?" she gasped. "Make me feel like that?"
My arms were getting tired, keeping my weight off of her. Another short kiss, before I rolled off of her, laying still. I felt her hand search out mine, fingers intertwining.
We lay quietly, catching our breath. My heart-rate had barely returned to normal when Aunt Marie cuddled up to me, nice and close, leg on top of mine, head on my shoulder. "Hold me, Jeremy," she purred.
I adjusted her a little, my arm hugging her close. I kissed the top of her head. "I love you, Aunt Marie."
Her lips pressed against my chest. "I know, baby. We've all known it forever. I love you too."
I chuckled. "Was it that obvious?"
"Please. Are you kidding? Like a puppy dog, you were, for years."
"Not too irritating I hope."
Her hand was caressing my chest, her leg moving slowly brushing the inside of her thigh against mine. "I loved it. Loved you. To be that special to someone is, I don't know, fulfilling? Ego-gratifying. Whenever my life was in any kind of crisis, I could always count on my Jeremy to lift my mood. Your calls to me, telling me what was going on in your life, God, they were wonderful." She lifted her head, lips offered up, and I kissed her. Softly, lovingly. She chuckled afterward. "Gotta admit. I never expected this."
"Me neither," I confessed. "Fantasized, yeah. But the thought that it could ever be real? Holding you like this? Making love to you? Impossible."
She struggled to cuddle in closer. I don't know how she figured on doing it. She'd have to crawl into my skin to get any nearer. "Not quite impossible, I guess," she teased.
She closed her eyes, resting her head on my shoulder. "Can we go to sleep like this, baby?" she murmured softly.
"Of course. There's nothing I'd like better."
I woke spooning her. Half asleep, her warm body pressed to mine, my arms wrapped around her. Her hair was in my face, and I carefully brushed it away. I was hard, and pressed my erection against her firm butt. I was trying to be quiet and subtle, but I guess that didn't work out so well.
She shifted her top leg, bringing it nearly up to her chest. "Gentle, baby," she mumbled, pressing her rear against me.
I rubbed my erection between her legs, back and forth across her nether-lips. She was quiet, murmuring a sweet little "Mmmm" every now and then. I took my cock in hand, rubbing her more seriously, pressing the head against her opening, probing her, opening her little by little. On one of my rubs, I felt the head enter her. I shifted a little lower and pushed firmly lodging a few inches inside of her.
"So good," she murmured.
Good for me, too. I found a nice comfortable position, held her in my arms, and slowly had my way with her. Fabulous. Easy, deliciously sexy, most of my cock sliding in and out of her, feeling her wetness growing.
I heard her big sigh, and felt her shift a little. She pressed back against my thrusts, and I was all the way in. "Mmmm. I could wake up like this every morning," she said.
"Love you, Marie," I whispered.
"Don't I know it. Easy baby. Nice and easy. Hold me and love me."
We kept it up for a nice while. I don't know if I should be embarrassed or proud, when I realized she had fallen asleep in my arms. I thrust in deeply, and held her, resting.
It was an amazing fantasy world, half awake, half asleep. Holding her, pumping her gently. Concentrating on the feeling of being inside of her. Holding her breast. My face tucked into her neck. As I got more aggressive, I felt her start to respond, still half asleep.
My fantasy world was shattered with the opening of a door.
"Jeremy? Have you seen my... Mom!" Colin gasped from the doorway.
Aunt Marie tugged the sheet up a bit. "Morning, Colin," she said calmly. "Are you the only one up?"
"Mom?" he whined.
Aunt Marie sighed, and her hand under the covers reached out and grabbed my hip. I hadn't even realized I was still thrusting inside of her. Her motion made me stop. She cuddled back into me, and patted the bed beside her. "Come in, baby. I... guess this is a bit of a surprise for you."
He stumbled in slowly, sitting down, head bowed.
"You have a good time with Kelly, last night?" she asked. I couldn't resist giving a little thrust inside of her. She felt too damn good to stop completely.
"Yeah, I stopped in and watched a movie with the family. It was fun. Had some popcorn and soda."
"That's wonderful, dear," she said softly, her head resting on my arm.
"Mom, what's going on?" he whined.
"Just cuddling with your cousin," she said. I was being bad, squeezing her tit, and pumping her a little more thoroughly.
"Is this why you want us to live here?" he asked.
She sighed shifting a little back toward me, turning to face her son. She pulled the sheet up almost to our necks. "Part of it. I... I'll probably be sleeping with your uncle and Jeremy here." She grabbed my hip again to slow me down, I guess I was getting a little carried away. "I'm tired of being alone, Colin. I love these men. Can you understand that?"
"But Mom! Jeremy's my age. He's my cousin."
"It's complicated. We have to keep it a secret. Just for this house, you understand. Jeremy's my boyfriend."
"But he has Penny!"
Aunt Marie chuckled. "Yes. That makes it perfect. He has his girlfriend for in public, and me here at home." She sighed. "He'll be going off to college, soon, but whenever he comes home, this will be our room. His and mine."
Colin was looking at me in confusion. "You said Uncle Harold too?"
Aunt Marie nodded. "Whenever Aunt Alice will let me. It won't be as often, she's his wife."
"I... I don't understand," he whined.
"Baby, it's simple. I'm theirs. Harold and Jeremy. It's what I want. It doesn't change anything with you. Not between you and me, or you and your cousin. Nothing has to change with any of us. We all still love each other like we always have."
I couldn't take holding still, and held her hip, pushing deep inside her, and slowly pumping her again. I know it was incredibly naughty, but I couldn't help myself.
Colin faced me for the first time. "Jeremy?"
"Your Mom's a gorgeous, sexy woman, you have to know that, Colin," I said.
"I know but.."
"She should never have to sleep alone. Never. It's a crime. As long as I'm around, she never will. I love her. She's my favorite person in the whole wide world. She always has been."
"This is so weird," he mumbled.
Marie reached out and grabbed his hand. "It's alright, Colin. We'll talk about it later. Why don't you go clean up and get dressed. Alice and I will be down in a while to make breakfast. I can't believe she's not up yet, I thought Harold was going in to work today."
"Half day," I reminded her, kissing her neck.
"Oh. That's right. Well, we'll be down in a bit, alright?"
Colin nodded and got up, closing the door behind him.
I pulled out of Aunt Marie, rolled her on her back, and climbed between her legs. I was thrusting away inside of her, before the echo of Colin's footsteps in the hall disappeared.
Aunt Marie sighed. "That's not how I expected the conversation to come about." She swatted my arm. "Very naughty of you, Jeremy. Sticking your big thingy inside me, while I was talking to my boy."



"Irresistible, remember?" I leaned down and kissed her.
She chuckled. "We're really going to have to do something about your morning breath, Dear. No kissing until after cleanup."
I shushed her, and starting screwing her harder. Long, firm strokes, which she had no problem taking all of. Like Mom. I closed my eyes, and fucked my aunt. Fucked her hard. I was selfish, not worrying about her needs, only determined to have my way with her. After a few minutes, I felt the end approaching, sped up my strokes until I lost it, filling her.
She smiled for me. "Feeling better now, horndog?"
"Much. You're right. This is the best way in the world to start every morning."
She gave me a little push, and I climbed off of her. "I'm gonna take a bath. In Alice's room. Why don't you clean up and keep Colin company?"
"Awkward," I said.
"Yeah. Probably. You two need to work it out. We're not going to be hiding much in the next week and a half."
She got up and disappeared in the bathroom. Came out wearing my robe, which was way too big for her. "Get up, lazy bones. Clean up and check on my boy. For me, Ok?"
"Of course."
She smiled. "If you'd been a little quicker about it, I would have kissed you." She blew me a kiss, and headed out the door.
I showered, brushed my teeth thoroughly, flossed, and gargled. I got the hint. Then I braced myself to face Colin.
He was sitting on the couch, watching me as I came down the stairs. "Yo, come help me make breakfast. Let's give the Moms a break," I called out on the way to the kitchen.
He wasn't much help, but he did set the table, and he started talking.
"You and Mom?"
"Yep," I answered.
"Do you, I mean, you're sleeping, but are you..."
"Everything, Colin. Your Mom is amazing."
He was quiet for a bit. "Is she? Really good? I mean, I know she's pretty..."
"Colin, your Mom is incredible. You've gotta know I've always had a thing for her."
He nodded. "I know, but I figured it was like me and your Mom. A fantasy, but, well you know, impossible. Then I got Kelly, and I guess my fantasies changed. You have Penny now, so I figured, you know."
I was making Dad's SOS. Shit On a Shingle, he called it. Creamed beef on toast. But we usually used a mixture of beef and venison if we had it. I was using some of our hog. The meat was finished browning, and I poured off the grease.
"Penny's great. I love her to death. I love your Mom too. Different, I guess. Penny's my girl. Your Mom is, I don't know, my woman? My fantasy come to life."
"This is so weird," he said.
"I know. Unexpected. We gotta keep it in the family, Ok?"
I started the gravy for the concoction. "Can you make some toast? Lots really, like 10 slices. And stir the pan every now and then. I'm gonna make sure everyone else is up."
Mom and Dad's door was open. I opened it to find both the sister's cuddling up to Dad, chatting away. All were naked. Talk about feeling jealous. "Break it up. Breakfast will be ready in less than 10 minutes."
Mom grinned. "You made breakfast?"
"Dad's SOS, and I'm gonna scramble up some eggs. Don't be long you heathens," I teased.
Mom and Aunt Marie laughed. Aunt Marie hopped up. "My bath's been ready for a while. I hope it didn't get cold."
Mom was stretching. "I think I'll join you. You can wash my back."
Aunt Marie jogged on her tip-toes into the bathroom. "No way, Sissy. You can wash mine."
I left them to their play, and went down to make sure breakfast hadn't exploded.
They took longer than I expected, but it was easy to keep the SOS warm over the burner on low, and the toast and eggs were in the oven staying warm. Dad was the first one down. I could see he was starting to move better. "Smells good," he said, pouring himself a cup of coffee.
Even though he was the first one down, he was the only one fully dressed. Prepared for work, I suppose. If so, he was going in late. It was after 9:00. I heard the Mom's moving about, laughing. I poured them each their coffee, and had Colin put the mugs on the table. We brought the food to the table. "Get their drink orders," I told Colin, as I brought out the huge pan of SOS.
The moms were almost dressed. Shorts and dad's shirts. I recognized that Aunt Marie was wearing one of Mom's shorts. I got a kiss on the cheek from each of them as they sat down. I ladled the creamed beef onto Dad's plate, then about a half serving to Mom and Aunt Marie. The eggs were getting passed around and Colin was setting out juice and water for whoever wanted them.
"What's the occasion?" Mom asked.
"Best Mom's in the World Day," I told her. "You're always waiting on us, I figure we can return the favor every now and then, right Colin?"
The mom's sat side-by-side, opposite Colin. Aunt Marie was at my end again. Dad was grinning at me. "What?" I asked.
"You're in a good mood today," his eyes glanced over at Aunt Marie.
"Oh, and you're not?" I pointedly looked at both of the sisters.
The moms put their heads together, whispering, giggling.
"Hey! No fair, Mom. No secrets at the table. It's your own rule."
She gave me a grin. "She who makes the rules, decides who breaks the rules. The rule still stands, except it doesn't apply to siblings. I thought that part was obvious."
Aunt Marie looked across the table at Colin. "Plans for this afternoon?"
He shook his head, shoveling eggs into his mouth.
"Good. You need to go by the house and pack up some things. You can't wear the same shirt and underwear every day."
He turned red. "How much?" he asked.
"Most of your clothes. I'll give you some boxes and bags for your stuff. I want you to get started right after breakfast. Alice and I will head over later to get my stuff, and to take care of whatever's in the fridge."
Mom looked over at me. "How about you?"
"Penny this afternoon. That's about it."
"Good. We have some chores for you as well. You need to get some of the boxes out of the attic. I'm pretty sure we still have a couple of those wardrobe moving boxes up there."
Dad chuckled.
"Laugh it up Dad. Very funny. Ha-ha," I said.
The attic was our disaster area. For a family that believes in a place for everything, and everything in its place, the attic was the exception. It was impossible to find anything. In mid-summer, it was like 140 degrees up there.
"You might try looking for my left-handed smoke shifter, while you're up there," Dad teased. I'd already chased that mythological item once as a Tenderfoot in the Scouts.
"No problem. I'll leave it with your Bosun's Punch. I think Uncle Harry said you'd found one of those."
"Smart ass," Dad replied, but at least he was grinning.
"The acorn doesn't fall far from the tree," I reminded him.
It was pretty clear we'd lost the rest of the table by then, and things got back to normal.
Mom got up to clear the table. "We've got this, Mom. This is your break day," I told her.
Colin gave me a bit of a glare, but the moms seemed happy.
By the time we had cleared everything, put away the leftovers and washed the dishes, Dad had his laptop out, checking his email I suppose. Mom and Aunt Marie took their coffees out to the porch, to join him. Colin and I checked in before tackling our new chores.
"There's a pile of collapsed boxes behind your father's stand-up tool chest," Mom said. "Help Colin load those up, and give him the black luggage set for packing."
Aunt Marie added, "Colin, I need you to neatly load everything in my tall dresser into the three large pieces of luggage, when you finish your stuff."
"Mom! Between my stuff and yours, that's going to take all afternoon!"
"Hush now. It won't take more'n two or three hours, if you don't dilly-dally," Aunt Marie told him. "One of the boxes has two levels of dividers. You'll have to put it together. My shoes go in there, one pair to a opening. Be careful with them, I don't want 'em all scuffed up."
"But Mom!"
Mom grinned. "Would you rather spend the next couple of hours up in the attic?" She glanced over at me.
Colin shook his head.
"Well get to it then, time's a wastin'," Aunt Marie said.
"This sucks," Colin whined as we headed to the garage.
"Just be happy you're not gonna be workin' in the sauna. I know as soon as I'm up there, Mom's gonna have a bunch of things she wants me to find. Happens every stinkin' time."
I loaded up the boxes, and pulled down the luggage from the overhead racks hanging from the ceiling above the garage doors, where we kept them. Filled the back of their SUV. We were just finishing up when Mom showed up. Dad was right behind, on his way to the office. "There's some packing paper over the sports cabinet, Jeremy. Why don't you get that down as well."
I friggin' knew it. I should have told her I had plans. Anything. We finally got Colin loaded up and out the door. Dad said his goodbyes, while Mom said she had a few other things she needed from the attic, leaving Dad chuckling as he got in the car. Mom was grinning. She was enjoying this. "The boxes, Jeremy?"
I sighed, and headed back in. Pulled down the attic access stairs in the upstairs hallway. The heat hit me like a blast furnace. I climbed the stupid ladder, and turned on the light.
"You might try looking to the right," Mom called up to me.
Just a few feet away were a stack of boxes. The metal rods for the wardrobe boxes were on top. "If you can, find the pressure cooker and canning jars. I think I'm going to make another batch of salsa," Mom added.
The pressure cooker was sitting on top of the two boxes of canning jars, right behind the moving boxes. Weird. "Alright," I told her.
"Oh, and while you're up there—"
"Mom!"
"—see if you can find your father's turkey fryer."
Crap. I was going to be up there forever. We'd looked for that last Thanksgiving with no success. I sighed, grabbed the boxes and started carrying them down. Three trips up and down for all the boxes. When I grabbed the pressure cooker. I saw a big box labeled 'turkey fryer' was right behind it. That didn't make sense. We'd looked all over for it. Then again, we weren't looking for it in a box, and there it was, labeled clear as day. Another five minutes and I had the canning jars and fryer down. It hadn't taken 15 minutes, and I was already sweating like a stuck pig.
Mom was busy carrying the canning stuff downstairs, and Aunt Marie had an armload of boxes. "Be a dear, and take the fryer out to the garage," Mom said.
I closed up the ladder access, and took the big box out.
Mom and Aunt Marie were waiting for me in the living room, wearing huge grins. That and panties. That's all. My chin nearly hit the floor. Aunt Marie walked up and gave me a Monster Energy drink. Mom approached and grabbed my chin, tugging down. "Open up."
I opened my mouth and she put something in it. "Drink up," she said.
I drank down about half the drink, and some kind of pill. I was already thirsty from the few minutes I'd spent up in the attic.
"You're soaked," Aunt Marie said. "Why don't you give me that stinky sweaty stuff and I'll put it in the laundry, with ours."
I peeled off my shirt. "What's going on?"
Alright. I guess I can be dense. Mom heaved a big exagerrated sigh. "With the afternoon's chores out of the way, what ever will be do with our time?"
"Shorts too," Aunt Marie said.
I removed my shorts, and passed them over. Aunt Marie tossed my dirty clothes in the direction of the kitchen. Both moms started giggling, and Mom took me by the hand, leading me up the stairs. Aunt Marie grabbed my other one and followed.
I was taken directly to the Master bath. Aunt Marie started the shower, and Mom pulled out a big stack of towels. Big. Maybe half a dozen of them. Then Aunt Marie was dragging me under the hot water, and I noticed she'd lost her panties. I was barely in, when I felt Mom push up against me, closing the door behind us.
Their hands started soaping me up, teasing me. I got a quick little kiss from Aunt Marie, then one from Mom. Aunt Marie was trying to wash me with her breasts, giggling.
"Alright, when'd you find all that stuff?" I asked Mom.
"Whatever could you mean Jeremy? It takes forever to find anything up there."
"Seriously, Mom."
She pulled me down for one of her Mommy kisses, and Aunt Marie had switched to soaping up my erection. "When we put away the linens and kitchen things from the cabin."
It felt weird to have someone else's hand rubbing between my butt-cheeks. I wasn't complaining, it was just weird.
The next thing I know, I was being rinsed, the water's shut off, and I'm standing in the bathroom getting towel dried, by two naked MILFs. It was surreal, I was their plaything, being guided along willingly.
"What's going on, Mom?" I asked, curious, but not wanting to rock the boat.
Mom smiled. "Marie and I have a few things we'd like to teach each other. You're going to be our practice dummy. Is that Ok with you?"
I glanced at Aunt Marie, and she nodded, giving her lips a teasing lick. "Works for me."
The sisters giggled, and dragged me into Mom's bed. I was situated in the middle, propped up with a couple of pillows. Mom and Aunt Marie were near the end of the bed facing me. Mom was between my legs, rubbing my thighs, with Aunt Marie to my left.
Mom looked up at me. "We're in no rush, Jeremy, Ok? We want to take our time. Try to relax, and if we ask you any questions, be brutally honest. This may not be the sexiest play session ever, but we'll make it up to you, right Marie?"
Aunt Marie nodded. "In spades, I promise. Be patient with me, Ok, lover?"
"Of course. You've been patient with me forever. It's the least I can do."
After that, it was like I was little more than a cock platform. They talked to each other, giggling, serious, playful.
"Ok, teach me one of these secrets," Aunt Marie told her.
Mom shook her head. "Not yet. We'd both be wasting our time. I told you, attitude is 90% of the job. We gotta work on that first. Then we'll add the bells and whistles. Remember Penny?"
Marie nodded. "Pretty impressive."
"You saw how he reacted?"
Aunt Marie nodded.
"She was right. I love my boy. Love him with all my heart. I'll do anything to make him happy. He needs to know that. When I'm down here, between his legs, that's my primary mission. Let him know he's loved and adored. Him and his wonderful toy."
Mom took a few minutes to take care of me, in full adoration mode. Touching, kissing, rubbing her face, her lips against my cock, gazing up at me on occasion, but almost all of her attention focused on my straining cock. Maybe 4 minutes on the clock, but an eternity in action. At the end of that time, she still hadn't taken me in her mouth.
She looked up at me. "Good Jeremy? On a scale of 1 to 10?"
"Ten Mom. You're always a 10 in adoration mode."
She grinned. "That's cute. You have a name for the prelude? Adoration mode?"
"Yeah. When you're doing that, and it seems like you're absolutely in love with my cock, adoring it. It's insane how hot that is."
Mom turned to Aunt Marie. "That's where we start. No tricks or anything."
Aunt Marie wore a puzzled look. "But you didn't even start. You didn't suck him or anything."
"Sucking's not critical. Hell, I could get him to come without ever taking him in my mouth or using my hands on him."
"Bullshit, Alice. It's hard enough using both."
"Wanna bet?"
Aunt Marie looked a little nervous. "Bet what?"
While they were thinking about it, I had an idea. "The loser is my slave for the rest of the day."
They both looked up at me, surprised. "What?" "You're kidding!" "No way!"
"Chicken, Mom? Think you can't do it? I don't think you can." I knew that would get to her.
Mom got a determined look on her face. "Of course I can't do it, but..."
"How about you, Aunt Marie? You don't want to see me controlling her? Making her blow me on the patio after dinner, with everyone sitting around watching?"
Aunt Marie's surprised look turned to shock. "With everyone there?"
I nodded. "Oh yeah. That would be seriously hot."
Mom looked at Aunt Marie. "Think twice, Marie. 'Cause you're going to be the one doing it."
"Can we have some ground rules about the slave thing?" Aunt Marie asked.
"No. No way. That would kind of ruin the whole 'slave' aspect. You're going to have to trust me. You both trust me, don't you?"
Mom nodded. "Of course, baby. It's just that, I mean with the whole family around, we really should limit it to the bedroom."
Aunt Marie chuckled. "Cluck-cluck-cluck. Who's chicken now, Sissy?"
Mom glared at her. "I was saying that for your sake, Marie. Never mind. Full slave it is. Until midnight."
"You don't get all afternoon to get him off, either."
"Ten minutes? You know that's pretty fast for him," Mom said.
Aunt Marie nodded. "Ten minutes." She looked at the clock. "You can start now. The 10 minutes starts in... 20 seconds."
Mom started by climbing up the bed, and kissing me softly. "You need to come for me, baby. Don't hold back. This is important. She needs to see it's not the action but the whole attitude and emotion that makes it work. Alright, baby?"
I gave her a thoughtful look. "I really would love to have you for my slave, Mom."
She blushed. "Come fast for me, make it good, and this weekend, I'll be your slave for a day. But we've got to show her, baby."
That was an offer too good to deny. A Two-for-one. "Alright Mom. I won't hold back. But you better make it good."
She kissed me deeply, rubbing against my cock. "The best. I do adore you. You and that beautiful cock," she whispered.
She slowly worked her way down my body, kissing my chest, my abs, touching me, licking me. I looked over and she'd already burned two minutes, but I was getting into it.
She used her face, her lips, her tongue, her hair, her cheeks. Constant, fleeting contact with my cock. Her hands glided across my skin, caressing me. My abs, hips, sides, thighs, my balls.
Her tongue, especially, was a devilish thing. She spent a long time using it to tease the head, the crest, torturing me. The world for her had disappeared, leaving a little singularity, just her head and my cock. I knew nothing else mattered in the world. Time was not an issue. I thought she'd be in a hurry, but it seemed just the opposite. With four minutes to go I was already sweating, moaning.
Mom didn't slow down, didn't even acknowledge my state. She was mumbling to herself, talking to my cock, rubbing her lips up and down my length. Mom pushed my legs further apart, taking a few moment to treasure my balls, licking and sucking.
Then she cheated. Not by the rules, she stuck to them, but to the essence of the matter.
Mom licked her finger and eased it into my bottom. While she was licking the head again, her breath warm and teasing, her finger was petting me, stroking the inside, searching out my prostrate, and milking it.
I groaned, ending with a whimper.
Aunt Marie was watching from only a few inches away, obviously enthralled. I reached down and stroked her hair, getting a surprised look from her. "My love slave," I moaned softly.
Mom's tongue was lashing away at the head of my cock. Her finger was doing crazy things to me, making my hips jerk involuntarily. I started to hold back a little, wanting to make it last.
Mom looked up. "It's time, my love. Feed me. Feed Mommy." She pressed her lips together on top of my cock, sucking away at the very tip.
I gasped and felt the cum launch from deep within me. Mom's lips captured it, sucking noisily, mixing air with my load. Her finger inside me was stroking firmly and slowly, coaxing out more.
After a few more shots, she took mercy on me, extracting her finger. I gasped, slowly settling my hips down to the bed, my heart pounding madly. Mom opened her mouth, and my cum slid out from between her lips, cascading over my cock head, pouring down my shaft.



"Time?" Mom asked.
"Eight and a half minutes," Aunt Marie answered softly.
Mom's mouth opened, and she took me in, quickly all the way to the root, making me gasp loudly. She gave me a few seconds of the Tunnel-of-Love, then took her time backing off, sucking and swallowing, her tongue active. When she finally broke free, my cock was clean as a whistle, and aching for more.
Mom had a ridiculously content look on her face. "Believe me now?"
Aunt Marie nodded. "I have a lot to learn don't I?"
Mom pulled her over, and gave her a quick peck on the lips. "You do, but you've got good teachers, and a great practice target."
"Teachers?"
"We'll get Penny to work with you too. I'm telling you, the girl is a natural. A freak."
Mom climbed out from between my legs, staying close, her breasts pressed against my right thigh, her hand stroking me gently. "We know you're not a big fan of oral, at least not giving," Mom said. "Tell me why? What's it like for you, what does it mean?"
Aunt Marie stretched out, mirroring Mom's position. "I don't know. It always seemed, belittling, degrading. Uncomfortable. I don't like someone poking at the back of my throat, making me gag. I... the first couple of times I tried, it was ugly. Dirty, and not in a good way."
"Dirty, how?" Mom asked curious.
"Smelly. Sweaty. Tasted like pee. Itchy hair. Made me want to puke."
"Does Jeremy's make you feel that way?"
Aunt Marie smiled, kissing my hip. "No. Just the opposite. I like it. I never really thought I would."
"Show him, Marie. Just for a minute. Forget everything else, and let him know, without words, that you love his cock."
Aunt Marie peeked up at me, and I brushed her hair back. "I love you, Marie. Love you so much," I told her, holding her eyes with mine.
She gave me a smile, looked down at my cock, and for a couple of incredible minutes, she told me she loved me too, without saying a word.
Aunt Marie loved my cock, rubbing against it, actually purring. She licked the length of my shaft, then rubbed it against her cheek. She stopped moving for a second, and inhaled deeply through her nose. I saw her tremble, then rub my cock all over her face. I groaned, my cock was once again as hard as granite.
Mom cuddled up to her, kissing Aunt Marie on the cheek, then claiming one side of my shaft, while Marie kept rubbing, kissing, licking teasing, whimpering softly.
"It's wonderful, isn't it."
"My Jeremy," Aunt Marie whispered.
"I know," Mom said. "Love him, Marie. Love our boy."
It was the most beautiful agony. The two of them, adoring my cock, neither sucking me, no naughty finger urging more. The pair of beautiful faces, so similar, gazing into each other's eyes, displaying their love.
Aunt Marie climbed up the bed, her lips descending on mine. Her eyes were wet, shining. "I do love you, you know?" she whispered.
"Of course. Like I love you." I kissed her. "The best aunt ever. It's why I've always been able to talk to you about anything. Everything. You would never hurt me, never steer me wrong." I reached down and grabbed Mom by the hair, slowing her actions, giving her a little shake to stop her from sucking me any better. I knew she was doing it to show off.
"Behave, Mom," I told her, my eyes still locked with Aunt Marie's. "My favorite, my fantasy," I whispered to Aunt Marie.
She smiled, but then looked down at Mom, nodding in that direction.
"My Mom. What more is there, Marie?"
She nodded, and kissed me softly. "I'll always be second."
"No, you'll always be different. I love you as much as I could love anyone, but it's different. Different than Mom. Different than Penny. Three different loves, none of which could ever be like the other."
Mom was behaving better, a smooth, easy sucking, no specials. I could see she was watching us, listening in. Nosy, ornery thing.
"I... I still don't understand it. I know you love her best."
I kissed my aunt slowly deeply, remembering all the fantasies. "Let me tell you how I feel when I wake up with each of you in my arms." I tapped Mom on the head, "Come up here Mom, for a second."
She gave me a last teasing suck, before lying beside me. I gave Aunt Marie a peck on the lips. "Be patient now, I... I have a hard time understanding this myself." I rolled toward Mom, cuddling up to her, pulling her in close, burying my face in her hair.
"When I wake up with Mom, it's like nothing else in the world. Complete serenity. A calm, all encompassing happiness like no other. I'm home. I don't know how else to explain it. It's where I belong, where I've always been able to retreat to. I've always been close to Dad, but if I got hurt, Dad would tell me to be a man. Mom would hold me, and make the pain go away. She could share my pain. I knew it hurt her as much as it did me.
"Waking up, holding Mom, I know that everything's going to be alright. Nothing will ever hurt me. And at the same time, I know I'd never let anything hurt her. Nothing. I'd kill for her, I'd die for her. I'd do anything, anything for my Mom. And I know, deep down, it's a two-way street. I love her, not with my brain, not with my heart, but with every essence of my being."
I looked down, and tears were running down her face. I tilted her chin up, and my lips caressed hers gently. "I love you, Mom."
I freed myself, rolling over. "Turn around, Marie."
She rolled over, her back to me, and I spooned in close, wrapping my arms around her, touching as much of her body as possible.
"Waking with you, Marie, is different. Even when you sneak into my bed, moments after I'm awake, before I'm fully aware, I know it's you. My fantasy. My best friend. In my arms. A dream come true. I feel a joy that's hard to explain. Sometimes it gives me goosebumps. You, in my embrace. With Mom, it's where I'm supposed to be. With you, it's the complete opposite. Impossible. It can't really be true. You, in my arms, with me. Mine. Inconceivable."
I started kissing her shoulder, my hand squeezing her tit. "All I could ever want in the world. My fantasy for so many years. The friend that always was there for me, helping me, guiding me, a mentor, a shoulder to cry on. So many different things. It blows my mind to think of all the ways I love you, one piled on top of the other. With Mom, it's one single deep all encompassing love. With you, it's layers and layers of different ways I love you."
I was still hard, and I scooted down, pressing in between her legs, searching for home. I felt her fingers guide my head into her, and I sank in. Pushing, joining her at a new level.
"Half asleep, holding you, a deep-seated, complete joy and satisfaction enfolds me. I have to touch you, feel you, squeeze your amazing tits, taste your soft skin, smell you, feel myself inside of you, just to let me know it's real, and that I'm not still dreaming." I started stroking into her, lifting her leg, probing deeper.
"I... I know it doesn't make sense. The love, this love, loving you, is wonderful, but only a part of it. There's some of the serenity I get with Mom, the closeness of my special friend, the ecstasy of enjoying my fantasy, the trust, at a level that only Mom and Dad can share."
I kissed her neck, biting her, thrusting harder. "There's a downside to it, and I'm sorry about that. I know you. Know you will be there for me always. I could leave for five years, come back and hold you and nothing would have changed. So sometimes I take you for granted. I don't mean to, but I don't have to prove myself to you. I know that you'll always love me, and I'll always love you. And I... I sometimes..." I started choking up. "I'm sorry, Marie. You deserve better. I'm so sorry."
Then I was in her arms, face buried between her tits, her leg over mine, pulling me in close. I felt her face pressed against my hair.
"No, Jeremy. It's Ok. I understand. I do. You're right. I'll always be here for you. I don't need your reassurance, or little reminders. I'll always see you as the baby on my breast, the toddler holding my skirt. The little boy trying to impress me, showing off. The tween with that look of fascination, infatuation. My teen buddy, calling on the phone to share his world, seeking me out for advice. Trusting me completely and without any reservation. Sharing his joys and failures. Working so hard to make things right between my sister and me. Placing my needs above even his own. I'll always love you, always be here for you. I don't need any more proof of your love, Jeremy. I've seen it in everything you do, since you were born."
Mom was behind me, cuddled in close, kissing me. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I... I've always been so jealous. Jealous of what you two shared. I had to be the Mom, make the rules, lay down the law. She got to be your friend. You shared what was going in your life with her, while I stood on the sidelines, watching. Until the last few weeks. Then you were mine. All mine, and I didn't want to share. Finally you talked to me, told me everything, and I could do the same with you. That... that first time with Penny, trusting me to make it right, sharing that, it changed me, changed everything. I can't let it go. I need all of you. Not just a mother's love, but my soul mate's love. My lover's love."
Aunt Marie released me, pushing me gently away while Mom eased me onto my back. I was buried in an avalanche of the sisters' kisses. For once they weren't competing, they were sharing me, considerate of each other, the kiss from one transitioning to the other smoothly, two mouths on mine, my tongue moving from one mouth to the other and back. The kisses never stopped, as one would ease onto my body, taking me inside, loving me, then moving away and making room for the other.
The rides lasted longer, Mom was on me, intent on her actions. Marie was kissing me. I gave her a nudge to take her turn, and she shook her head. "Not yet, baby boy."
Moments later, I heard Mom gasping, coming on me. She slid off, her mouth taking over from her sister, and Marie was back in the saddle, this time with a little more determination.
"Gonna come soon?" Mom asked.
"Hard for me to come when I'm on the bottom, Mom."
She grinned. "You mind if we have our fun?"
"I love it. I love you."
She chuckled. "I know that. We all know that, don't we? I'm your home."
I grinned, listening to Marie grunting, as she ground against me hard. "You're my home, and I love parking in your garage."
She giggled. "Naughty boy." She kissed me softly. "That was nice, what you told Marie, about the way you loved us, the difference."
"It was just the truth."
We both chuckled, as Aunt Marie cried out, slamming down on my cock, making my whole body shake, bouncing my shoulders and head off the bed, catching Mom in the forehead with my cheekbone.
"Someone's having a good time," Mom teased. "Starting to hog things."
"I think she's on edge, going for multiples," I whispered, getting more distracted by my aunt's actions.
She was fucking me hard, and I was starting to feel it.
"Close?" Mom asked, watching my reaction.
"Uh-huh," I grunted, thrusting into my fantasy.
Mom was quiet, watching me, her hand brushing back my hair, caressing my face.
"FUUUUCK!" Aunt Marie screamed, buried on my cock, her pussy pulsing madly, milking me.
"...gotta..." I gasped.
"Make her happy, baby boy. Love my baby sister."
Aunt Marie's fingers were digging into the flesh of my sides, as she ground against me, panting loudly, her hips going crazy for a few seconds, her moans and grunts rising in pitch and intensity, before she'd come for me, and go right back to grinding.
I held on as long as I could, fighting it, feeling my cock swell, clenching my ass cheeks hard. I grabbed Aunt Marie's hips, lifting her and driving my cock into her desperately, pumping madly, grunting hard before reaching the point of inevitability. I slammed my cock into her, grinding into her, shoving deeper, as I erupted deep inside her.
Aunt Marie, screamed out, trying to free herself from my hands, her hips wiggling and swiveling, while I held her forcefully, driving myself into her.
Mom backed away, while I pulled Aunt Marie into my arms, holding her tightly. I felt the tremors pulse through her body, while I slowly stroked into her with the remains of my erection.
She was breathing hard, gasping, suddenly trembling for no reason. Mom leaned close, and bit her on the shoulder, smacking her butt. "Greedy. You used that one up. Now we've got to start all over again."
Aunt Marie groaned. "Jesus, Sissy! That was incredible. You've gotta get some more of this. Fuck, he's got the perfect dick."
Mom giggled. "Just like his father. You'll find that out soon enough."
"Damn. Could you imagine both of them?"
"I think, if you and I play our cards right, we can more than imagine it," Mom teased. She gave Marie a pretty hard push, rolling her off me.
"Hey!" Marie whined. "I was comfortable."
Mom smiled. "You love my boy, Marie?"
Aunt Marie pouted. "That's a stupid question."
Mom looked my aunt in the eye, then pointedly turned her head, and looked at my cock. "Prove it. Adore him."
"Now?" Aunt Marie answered, looked at the sticky mess.
"If you don't, I will. I'll let him know just how much better a mother's love is. Complete, unqualified, no limits."
She watched her sister for a few seconds, then shrugged and starting moving south.
Aunt Marie scrambled down the bed. "No, I can do it." She moved between my legs, holding my semi-hard cock daintily between two fingers. I watched her eyes flit between me, my Mom, and my cock.
Mom moved down beside her, hugging her. "Let me help, you. I'll get it started."
She took my cock from her sister, opened her mouth and sucked me in. All of me. She pulled away slowly, and most of the mess was gone. Mom chuckled. "I tasted a dirty girl on my baby boy's cock."
Mom still held my cock. "It's still beautiful isn't it, Marie? The potential. Just knowing that with a little effort, we can make him big again, and he can love us."
Mom buried her face in my pubes, rubbing my cock against her cheek. "I love this thing."
She backed away, making room for my aunt. "Didn't it do good for you? Let it know you appreciate the effort."
Aunt Marie's face approached my cock. She was wearing a nervous little smile. "He was a very good boy."
"Tell him, Marie."
She kissed the head. "Very good boy," she whispered. Her lips slowly trailed kisses down the shaft. "Busy boy, aren't you. Keeping two women happy." I saw a little smile appear on her face, when it twitched.
"You like that? Knowing you have two women, big boy? Naughty sisters, that need a lot of attention. I'd hide if I were you, cause we're gonna use you up." She took the head in her mouth sucking teasingly.
I could feel myself swelling and she giggled. "Not even a little afraid? We're going to be mean. Keep you hard forever. Get you rock hard, and never let you finish." She leaned forward, and kissed the base, cleaning up a little of the mess that escaped Mom's initial effort.
"We need to clean you up. Get you pristine and perfect." Her tongue ran around the base, moving to my balls for a second before returning to the shaft. "Mmmm, you taste so naughty. Two horny girl's juices."
She sucked me again, simply, bobbing up and down, before pulling off. "Be afraid, little Jeremy. Be very afraid. Any harder, and we're gonna start for real." She rubbed her face against my cock, her eyes closed. "You want me, don't you, big guy. I know you do. I... I want you too."
I was hard, but not crazily so. Mom nudged her sister. "Ride him for just a second, sis."
Aunt Marie eagerly climbed up, and settled over my cock. "Damn that feels good."
After only a few strokes, Mom was pushing her away. "Enough, Marie." Aunt Marie dismounted, and Mom was waving my messing cock again. "Can I, or do you want to?"
Aunt Marie was still a little hesitant. "You first?"
Mom chuckled. "That's dirty you know. Making me taste you on him." It didn't stop Mom from spending about a minute cleaning me thoroughly, adoringly.
"Again," she said.
Aunt Marie swung her leg over me, and pressed me back home. A dozen strokes or so, and she dismounted. I was dirty again, though not as bad as the last time. Mom was holding me up for her. She approached, watching it carefully, like it would bite.
"Suck it, Slave Marie. Suck my cock, then ride me and do it again. I want to watch you."
"Do it," Mom urged, pointing my cock toward her sister.
Aunt Marie leaned forward and took me in her mouth, as deeply as she could, slowly sucking me clean.
"Good girl," I said. She licked the base, where she couldn't reach when I was in her mouth. Teasingly, she licked and sucked.
"Dirty girl," Mom teased.
"Mmmhmmm!" Aunt Marie groaned.
"Share?" Mom pleaded softly.
Aunt Marie leaned my cock toward Mom, still licking the base. Mom sucked me into her mouth, and snuck in a Swirly-go-round, making me groan. Aunt Marie perked up. "You did one, didn't you!"
I chuckled. "Swirly."
Mom blushed, somehow smiling with me still in her mouth. Gave me another one.
"Mom..." I moaned.
"Teach me, Sissy," Aunt Marie pleaded.
Mom lifted up. "Not yet. You're almost there. I promise. When you're ready, I... I'll teach you all of them, if you want. It'll take time and a lot of practice."
"Ride me again, Marie. Ride me and clean me. I love to watch you do that."
She grinned, and Mom got out of the way so Aunt Marie could mount me. "You like that do you? Seeing me get all worked up, loving that big fat cock of yours?" She pulled her feet in close, getting off her knees, squatting on me. She put her hands on my chest, and lifted up to the very tip, before driving back down.
"Most beautiful thing in the world," I told her.
"Really?"
"Hell, yeah," I said, thrusting into her, lifting my legs and hips into the air.
Mom scurried over and sat on my legs, behind her sister. "No, baby boy. She needs to do all the work here. You just sit back."
All my urges were to pound up into her, but Mom was making that impossible.
Aunt Marie moved a little faster, driving me crazy. Mom reached down and started massaging my balls. Damn, that felt nice.
"Show me, Aunt Marie. Clean me and show me."
She grinned, working up and down my shaft a little faster. "You sure?" she teased.
"Now, slave girl!" I barked teasingly.
She dropped down and ground her hips against me. She stuck her tongue out, then she was climbing off to one side and Mom the other. She wasted no time taking me in her mouth.
"Fuck, that's good," I groaned.
Marie sucked a while longer, then did her best Mom impression, adoring my cock.
"She's getting better, isn't she?" Mom said, brushing her sister's hair back for a better view.
"So much better."
"Good." Mom leaned over, rubbing her sister's back, while Marie went from adoration to full on sucking.
"We need to get you lots of practice, Marie," Mom said. "Lots and lots."
Aunt Marie hummed her assent. That felt pretty wild.
"Let's go back to what we were doing before," Mom whispered to her sister. "Taking turns, sharing him."
Aunt Marie pulled up, looking at me, as her mouth slowly came off my cock.
"Up here, pretty slave girl," I teased.
She climbed up the bed, and Mom climbed on top of me, taking me inside, then lying on top of me. Marie had already started on the kissing, and she let Mom's face nudge her to the side, stealing my kisses, as her hips started their fiendish work.
She kept at it a couple of minutes, then started sliding off. "Suck him, then it's your turn."
"But he just..."
"Please, Marie?" I asked.
She turned on the bed, and a few moments later, I felt her mouth on me. "She's doing it, Mom."



Mom kissed me deeply. "We're going to have so much fun training her, aren't we?"
I chuckled, then felt Marie climb back on top of me. I felt her warmth envelope my cock, then she was lying on top of me, Mom scooting over to give her room. "That was naughty, Sissy," Marie whined.
Mom giggled. "He didn't think so. He loved it. And that's what counts, right?"
The shared kissing started up again, then Mom was dislodging Marie again. "Suck him, then it's my turn."
They developed a pattern, each taking turns, with Marie sucking me in between. I was in absolute heaven. Once again, they started taking longer shifts, and each had a couple of nice orgasms riding my cock.
"Getting close, Mom," I groaned while she was riding me.
"Where do you want to finish," she asked.
"In you. Inside you, Mom."
She seemed to think about it. "We should wait a couple of more days," she said softly.
I grabbed her hips. "In you," I groaned.
"Jeremy..."
I pulled her down, one arm clutching her body, holding her, my other hand grabbing her ass, while I pounded my cock into her.
She whimpered, hugging me, while I grunted my way through my release, pumping her full of my seed. Into Mom's unprotected pussy.
I lay there gasping, as she held my face in her hands. "What am I going to do with you?" she whispered. "You know it's not safe."
"I know," I told her looking into her eyes intensely.
She kissed me softly. "I'm almost 39 years old."
"You're young and beautiful. You're in great shape."
She gave me a wistful little smile, and slowly climbed off of me. She looked down at Marie. "Take care of our boy, Marie. Do a good job now. Let him feel it. Feel the love."
I sighed as Marie took care of me. Gently, adoringly. Mom watched with her head on my shoulder. "You need to think about what you're suggesting, Jeremy. This isn't something we do on a lark."
"I love you, Mom. I... I want to, to..."
She chuckled, and kissed my chest. "I know what you want to do. That's twice now that you wouldn't stop. Wouldn't let me free."
"Mom..."
"Later. This is serious. Your father has to be involved in any discussion. You're talking about another 19 years of our lives."
"Would you want to?" I asked.
"Part of me wants nothing more. The smart side says I'm crazy. I... I don't think your father would go for it. At the very least, we need time, time to settle in with the new regime. You understand?"
Aunt Marie finished up, then parked opposite Mom. "I will if you will, Sissy."
Mom looked surprised. "You'll what?"
"You know. I think it would be great. We could do it together, with Howard the perfect Dad, all over again. Except now he'd have help, dealing with two hormonal sisters."
Mom shook her head. "This is all happening too fast. So many problems. Jeremy would be away, in college. We'd both be almost 60, before we were done."
"I'm just saying. I've thought about it. What am I doing with my life? I'm 37 years old and all I've got to show for it is Colin. I'll be losing him soon. Then what?"
"You could do anything you want, Marie. You're rich, you're beautiful, you're young."
Rich?
"I want what you have, Alice. It's all I've ever wanted. You know that. Maybe this is my chance."
"Howard's been talking about retiring when he hits 55. Seeing the world together. He'd be 60, before we were done."
"So we do it. The kids would be teenagers by 55. We can take them with us. Home school, travel, get world experience, different cultures. And if it was all of us, money wouldn't be an issue, would it?"
I felt my head was on a swivel, turning back and forth to watch them discuss it as if I wasn't even there.
"We can't make this decision. We have to talk to Howard, and I think it's too soon. Not after all the troubles we've been having."
Marie smirked. "I can make my own decision."
Mom glared at her. "No. Howard is the head of this family. If you're serious about being a part of it, then you don't do anything like that without talking it over."
"I'm hungry," I announced.
I got a weird look from both of them, then they looked at each other, grinning. "Fuel up for round three?" Aunt Marie asked.
The discussion was benched, and we ate. They wore my t-shirts, and I wore shorts. Seeing them both like that, knowing they were naked except for the single scraps of cloth, was driving me crazy.
After lunch, I insisted on changing things up. I finally got off my back, and we played around, trying different positions. They teased each other, making fun of each other's orgasm sounds. I had some fun tutoring Marie's mouth. I especially liked having Mom on her hands and knees, taking her from behind, pulling out and making Marie suck me.
I was getting into the whole Slave Marie, idea. I'd ask Mom to do things, and then tell Marie what she had to do. I was rougher with her, pulling her hair, swatting her bottom. She was certainly willing enough.
Mom was adamant about my not coming in her anymore. Not until there was a serious talk. She agreed that we could have that talk before I left for school.
So Marie got my finish, twice. The first time I had her on her belly, pinned to the mattress. I made her stretch her arms above her head, and Mom sat on them, facing me. Marie's legs were parted, my legs holding hers down, my full weight on her, hammering her pussy mercilessly.
Marie was in her own little world, gasping, grunting, unable to respond to anything I said to her. An occasional whispered word or phrase escaped her lips, but it was difficult to make any sense out of it. I made out the occasional "Cock", "Fuck", "Yeah", "Deep", and my favorite, "Jeremy", usually spoken, Jer... uhhh... meeeee!"
"You're mine now," I whispered in her ear, nibbling on her neck, trying to drive her through the bed. "Mine, Marie. Never forget that. Mine!"
Mom's spread legs, trapping Aunt Marie's arms, exposed her open swollen pussy only a few inches from my face. Mom was rubbing herself, watching us. "Fuck her, baby. Fuck that little slut senseless. Show her what it's like to have a real man, finally. Like I've had all these years. Fuck her, Jeremy. Destroy that nasty pussy."
I guess some of the sibling rivalry was still kicking in.
Aunt Marie had gone multi-orgasmic again. She would cry out, gasping, her entire body straining underneath me. Before each one, her face would turn red, and she'd hold her breath, letting it loose explosively as the end of each orgasm. I loved being able to do that to her. Each time she'd come, I'd bite down on her neck or her shoulder, and she'd shudder.
I slowed down a little, giving it to her deep and steady, listening to her little grunts raising in pitch and volume, the silent gap between them growing longer.
She must have been coming in waves for about five minutes, when we lost her again. She had a big one, building up to it nicely, her body shaking, try to fight me off. I grabbed her tits and squeezed, hammering her as hard as I could. "Come," I demanded. "Come for me!"
Mom grabbed her head by the hair, and lifted it, making Marie look ahead, where Mom was diddling herself. "Come you slut. Come on my boy's big fat cock!" she growled.
Aunt Marie screamed, her entire body tensing, her pussy slamming down around my cock like a vise. She was thrashing wildly, one leg breaking free. She managed to lift off the bed for a moment, taking me with her, before she collapsed back down, completely still.
"Damn," Mom laughed.
I stopped to shake her, and Mom urged me to continue. "Keep going, Jeremy. She'll be fine."
I went back to fucking her, steady and deep. It must have been another 10 seconds before she suddenly gasped, and I could feel her coming for me again. Something about that set me off, and I sped up, searching for my finish. "God, oh God!" Marie gasped, collapsing on the bed, trembling.
Mom was brushing her hair back, lovingly, when I grunted my own powerful release, pumping all the way through the finish. She was so exhausted by the ordeal, it took me a couple of minutes to get her to clean me up.
The last time I had Mom on her knees again, gripping her hips, and powering through another one. It had taken me forever to get there, including a nice little break, where I was tutored by both on the fine art of cunnilingus.
Mom's head was on the mattress, butt raised high, moaning sweetly, as I hammered her. I was physically exhausted but determined to get my last nut. I had Marie kneeling beside us, her head resting on Mom's butt. Every so often, I'd pull out of Mom, and use Aunt Marie's mouth for a bit, before returning to Mom's loving nether embrace. The visuals were simply breathtaking. When the end was inevitable, with a herculean effort, I pulled out of Mom and pulled Marie's face onto my cock. By that point, I didn't have a lot to offer her, but she took it like a champ. The training was taking.
I liked that last one a lot.
It was after 3:00 before we were finished and showered together. I was completely drained, and the two moms were absolutely glowing.
I dressed, with the two of them sitting on my bed, watching. "What do you think, Jeremy? You think your aunt's ready for the real training?"
"Start slow? Like with Penny?"
"Of course. I'm thinking pretty much the same way. We'll get a couple of starters in before we start her on the big seven."
"Sounds great. I'd love to be part of that."
"What are you and Penny gonna do?"
I laughed. "Not sex. Not for a while. You two evil women have drained me dry. I'm thinking hit the mall, maybe take in a movie. I told her we'd wash and wax her car."
"If you're going to miss dinner, call, Ok?" Mom said.
"I will. If she wants to come over?"
"Just let us know enough ahead of time to make sure we make enough."
I went over and kissed them both. "How did I ever get so lucky?"
Mom giggled. "You and your father packed a Jeep too tightly."
I left them making plans, and went looking for my girlfriend.
=======================
I thought I was near the end, but the last chapter just kept getting bigger and bigger. I cut it off here, and hope I can somehow pull the last few plot points together in the next half-dozen pages. We'll see.
Hope you enjoyed this chapter.
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Yes, I'm the Asshole
by Tx Tall Tales ©
=================================
...but not the cheater!
He's a real man, and he's not gonna take that kind of shit. Not from her, not from anyone.
Thanks to Patientlee for her review and input.
=================================
Yeah, I'm the asshole. She cheats on me, takes all I have, publicly humiliates me, and I'm the asshole. I'm sure you've heard about me by now. I'm kind of famous in our circles. The asshole.
That's fair. Maybe I am. A little.
* * *
According to the latest statistics, more cheating is discovered because of cellphones than for any other reason.
I guess that makes me just one of the gang, huh?
It was her own fault. She kept harping on me to get her the new iPhone 5. I finally caved in. Then she needed to transfer everything to her new phone. I showed her how easy it was with the iCloud backup and restore.
She was very happy. And I'll be honest, Sheri made sure that when she was happy, I was happy. Very happy. 1:30 am, tanks drained, cock rubbed raw, achingly happy.
I guess that was the hardest part of it. I was happy, and I could swear she was as well. She was sure as hell affectionate enough. Touchy-feely, bragging on me, always available for a bit of the ol' in-out. I was proud. You know what I mean if you've ever had the undivided attention of a pretty woman.
That's why it hit me so hard.
She never hid her phone from me, we didn't put passwords on anything. I trusted her and she trusted me. She was right, I was wrong.
I had her old phone and was going to reset it to factory settings, when I realized we hadn't transferred her music to iTunes. The music doesn't transfer with the backup. Not much of a backup if you ask me, but there it is. I hit the wrong button on the front screen, and her text messages popped up.
Surprise, surprise, surprise.
Sheri, my loving wife, the future mother of my children, my partner in life, confidante, lover, best-friend, was fucking around on me.
No, the first text message didn't say that much. It was a strange name, just enough to get me curious. It was probably close to an hour later, and on the verge of a nervous breakdown, that I had the whole story.
Same ol' shit. Nothing new there. The second most common reason for cheating, according to those damn statistics. Facebook. Listed as one of the causes in over 52% of divorces. Make that 52.0001%.
Old boyfriend, sees her on Facebook, reconnects, comes to town, just wants to catch up, yada-yada-yada. One thing leads to another. Flirting, lunch, kissing, mattress testing.
Twice so far, from the looks of things. She appeared to be regretting the last one. Boo-hoo. The first one, no problem, cheat on your husband, get fucked bowlegged, no biggie, right? Just a walk down memory lane. Recapturing your youth. For some reason the second time she felt guilty. She thought they shouldn't get together any more. She was having second thoughts.
A little late for that, don't you think, wifey dearest?
I don't think my approach was wrong. Not at all. She was the cheater. I moved her shit out, and it was waiting boxed in the driveway when she got home. At least I was neat about it. Changed the locks. Moved the money. Closed out the credit cards. You know the drill.
Hell, it was my house when we got married three years earlier. I didn't want the bitch there. She had her car, her stuff.
The stupid bitch was all "Waaah! I'm sorry! Waaah! It didn't mean anything. Waah! Forgive me, give me another chance."
Right. I know statistics. Once a cheater always a cheater. The scary part was that she was so good at it. I had no clue whatsoever. I knew I could never trust her again.
To hear everyone else, I was the asshole. She loved me, it was a mistake, I should overlook it, take her back, get some great makeup sex.
Right. Like that was going to happen. Fuckers wanted me to be a happy cuckold. No real man would put up with that shit. No way!
I mean, everyone was on her side. My parents, all our siblings, our friends, distant relatives, neighbors, my co-workers, even my boss. What the fuck! She cheats and I'm the bad guy!
The only ones who didn't get on my case, were her parents, and that, only because they'd been in the ground for almost 10 years. Sometimes I thought I heard them whispering to me at night to take her back. Fuck!
"She's devastated," I was told. "Never meant for it to happen." "He seduced her." "She loves you." "Depression." "Seeing a counselor." Lots more of that shit.
I get it. She's sweet as saccharine. Not a cruel bone in her body. Always there to help anyone in need. An open book, wears her heart on her sleeve. You know all the damn clichés. That's my Sheri.
Well, I'm sorry. Sue me, I believe in fidelity. If you're single, that's one thing, hell even if you're dating or engaged, but once you're married, and you've made those vows, no more fucking around. Is that so unreasonable?
I guess everyone else thought so, including our lawyers and the judge. 50/50 split, even though I brought everything into the marriage, earned all the income, and she did nothing! We didn't have kids, she didn't even have to keep house, we had a maid crew come by once a week. We ate out more than we ate in. I guess none of that matters. Fairness isn't a concern with the law. She got half the house, I had to sell it, took a beating, and paid her $23K of the proceedings. Half of the savings, the checking, fuck, even my 401K. I had to buy her out of my own fucking retirement plan, started 3 years before I even met her!
She cried, told me none of it was her idea, she was letting her brother and the lawyers fuck me raw. Ok, that's not exactly how she said it, but pretty damn close. They estimated my gun collection at over $100K. I don't think I'd paid $10K for all of it, but apparently my grandfather's pair of fully automatic licensed AK47s are worth a ton of change. I had to sell one, just to give her the money. My fuckin' grandfather's inheritance. Her reward for cheating on me.
In the end I was raped and left bleeding. She cheated on me for months, seriously, two months. Once at the end of May, and again in April. Damn slut. And I don't care that the second time she only let him go down on her. Fuck, that's still cheating. And no way I was getting saddled with a low-down, whore slut! She got all the sympathy, and all the cash, leaving me all the debt. Sucks to be me.
So I was bitter. Angry. Fuckin' pissed off, at her, our friends, our family. Can you blame me for not talking to them? They all took her side. The cheater. The slut. The lousy money grubbing whore!
Me, I was penalized for being loving and faithful. Working hard, investing well, diligently putting hundreds of hours of work into our house, being conscientious and saving. Listen up you guys, there's a message here for you.
You think you've got it good? Take it from me, the best wife in the world is a whore at heart, and her primary goal in life is to destroy your life and your soul. Some just take longer than others, and hide it better.
Except Mom. Maybe. The ways she took the whore's side, had me wondering about her. Her and Mrs. Evans, my third grade teacher. That woman was a saint.
I was alone, working my ass off, paying the bitch alimony, and starting from scratch. According to everyone else, I was the evil one for being so hard-headed and pushing her into the arms of her ex, since she had nowhere to go.
Nowhere to go? She made over $70K off me, and I was paying her $1200 a month on top of that, for three years. She could have gotten a job, right? That's what I did. No, she remained a whore, fucking her ex for a roof and to keep her in the style she was used to, although he really couldn't afford it.
But she wasn't happy. She wanted me back. It was all my fault.
I still probably could have gotten over it in time. But they wouldn't leave me alone. Nobody would. Give me a fuckin' break! If I had to hear one more time how I should give her another chance...
She was at my sister's wedding. Fuckin' hell, she was a bridesmaid! The treacherous bitch was in the wedding, and I wasn't even a groomsman. Did I make a fuss? Did I refuse to show up? No. I was good about it.
Alright, the large canvas painting of Benedict Arnold might not be everyone's taste, but it was a gorgeous frame, and cost me more than $300. Better than another lousy toaster, right?
I went alone, but did my cheating ex have that much class? No. She brought her fuck-toy. I didn't make a scene. Didn't kick his ass like he deserved. I'm not a Neanderthal. I even danced with her when she asked.
"Can't you forgive me, Rick?" she asked.
"You look gorgeous tonight, but then again you always have." See? I was trying to be nice.
"I'm sorry. Take me back, honey. You're the only man I loved. I made a mistake, but I never stopped loving you."
"Nice car you're driving. New Lexus? I wish I could afford something like that. I'm still driving the old Honda. At least it's almost paid off."
"Talk to me baby. What's it going to take? We were meant to be together, everyone knows it. You'll never regret it, I swear. I'll make it up to every day for the rest of my life."
"Nice night for a wedding. How much you think those ice carvings cost?"
She ran from me crying, and of course I'm the bad guy all over again. Jesus! I was trying to be nice. Never once told her what I thought of her. Didn't curse or nothing. And I'm the asshole!
I listened to my Mother bitch at me, over my behavior.
"Stop it, Mom. I didn't do anything. I was nice to her. I just didn't want her to think there was any chance of taking her back."
"Why not? She's a wonderful girl. She made a little mistake, and you blew it all out of proportion. Nobody will ever love you like her, and you're not fooling anybody. You know you love her just as much. Stop being so stubborn!"
"Why won't you ever take my side, Mom? She cheated on me. I did nothing wrong. I'm your son, you should be with me on this."
"Honey, you know we're all she has. We're her family, she's like our daughter. We love her, just like we love you. We want you both to be happy. Like it was."
"She's not your daughter. She's the cheating, thieving ex-wife of your only son. No, it's over. I wish you'd just leave it alone so we could both move on!"
It had been three years, and it never stopped. I was surprised to see her show up at my door one day. I wasn't a dick. Didn't slam the door in her face. I let her in. Offered her coffee. She took off her coat, and she was wearing a sexy negligee. Very sexy. Damn, she still looked good.
"Please, Rick. One last time, I'm begging you. Take me back. I swear, I'll be the most loving, faithful wife in the world. I want to carry your children."
I shook my head. "I could never trust you. You fooled me too easily. I never had a clue, Sheri! You broke my heart, and then you raped me in the divorce. Ran off with the asshole who helped you destroy our marriage and my life."
"It wasn't me. I didn't want any of that. All I wanted was you."
"You hired the sharks, you signed the papers, you did your best to leave me in the poorhouse. I barely had a pot to piss in. And you're driving a new car, new jewelry, wearing fancy lingerie. You've got it all, and you left me nothing but a broken heart."
"I just need a second chance, baby. I'll never be happy without you. You're my soul-mate. Take me to bed, now, and I'll never leave you again. I'll never, ever be with anyone else."
"Not gonna happen Sheri."
She got quiet. "He asked me to marry him, again. I don't want him, I want you, baby."
"You're not gonna get me."
She threw herself at me, mascara messing up my collar, snotting up my shirt. Man, that woman could cry. "Don't... make me," she snorted, sobbing. "...marry him."
"Nobody's making you Sheri. You're free to do anything you want."
"I want to be with you, Rick!"
"Other than that."
She eventually left, and I had to listen to the shit all over again. Why couldn't I be reasonable? Didn't I have a heart? A soul? She deserved a second chance.
I was fed up. But did I explode? Shoot anybody? Set any houses on fire? No way, I kept on keeping on, working and surviving. I didn't have much else going for me.
But they wouldn't let it go. Even then. The bitch was engaged to be married, planning her wedding, with my mother and sisters helping her, and they were still tag-teaming me with guilt and pressure. Every fuckin' day. "It's not too late." "All you have to do is say yes." "She loves you." "Have a heart." Mom always had to pull the "I'm-so-disappointed" card.
I don't know what kind of pussy she was marrying to put up with that shit. I know I wouldn't.
It took a lot of pleading and begging for them to convince me to attend her wedding. I fought it, but family knows how to wear you down. Final closure, they said.
I showed up, dressed nice. Even bought them a gift. A toaster. No more sentimental gifts, those don't go over so well. I learned my lesson. I was standing around outside, loathe to face all the people who knew what she'd done to me. But I was there, doing my part.
Mom cornered me. I don't understand her. She swears she wants me back with Sheri because neither of us will be happy without the other. Why can't she figure out I can't be happy with her? She cheated on me, she dragged me through the coals, humiliated me by openly confessing her infidelity and moving in with the asshole. Then spent the next few years taking money from me, living with the bastard, and never letting me get over it, rubbing it in my face almost daily.
"She wants to see you, Ricky. She's so happy you're here. It's the only thing she's happy about. Let her say her piece, alright?"
I allowed her to point me in the right direction, and close the door behind us. Sheri was overjoyed to see me, and leapt into my arms. I only held them out to protect myself.
"Baby," she whispered, kissing my face, crying. "I knew you would save me. I love you so much."
Save her? The bitch was doing this on her own. I don't know why, but I finally snapped. I'd tried being understanding, being the nice guy. I swear I tried for 3 fucking years.
I turned her around, and lifted her wedding dress up out of the way, exposing her stockings and little white thong. Opened up my pants, and in a few seconds I was sticking my cock in that whoring slit that should only have been mine. I pounded her angrily. One last payback I thought. Let her go to the altar with my cum dripping down her leg. I owed the bastard that much. He took her while she was mine, I was going to have her one last time.
I wouldn't do it once she was married. No, I'm not like them. But for these last few minutes, we were both single. Alright, maybe I'm justifying myself a little, but she hadn't said the vows. Fucking her in her bridal dress, only minutes before she was going to walk down the aisle, may make me an asshole. So be it. I've never denied it.
God, the woman had a sweet rear. Smooth, white, tight. I eased up and figured I might as well enjoy it. It only took a couple of minutes to load her up, but she turned, dropped to her knees and got me hard again. I was surprised by that. She never liked a sloppy cock. I guess now that she had a sloppy cunt, we were even.
Once I was hard, I lifted her ass, and set her on the edge of the table. Pushed the dress out of the way as much as possible, moved between her legs, and had at her again. I had missed this. Not the cheating whore part, but the sex. Sex with Sheri had always been wonderful. Angry sex was very intense. Hot. I kinda liked it.
The door opened behind us, and my mother poked her head in. "Just a few..." she started, then I saw her smile, and blush. "Never mind. I'll hold them off. You two take your time working things out."
I let the whore kiss me, apologize, profess her unending love. I pumped her, and spent a couple of minutes figuring out how to unsnap the back of her dress, so I could get a shot at her tits. It was almost funny, banging her steadily while she gave me directions.
I peeled the top off her shoulders, exposing her big breasts. Nipples as hard as rocks.
"I love you so much, baby!" she cooed. "Thank you. You'll never regret it."
Bullshit, I was already regretting it, but not enough to stop fucking her. I guess hubby was going to get two fresh loads. Big ones. It had been a while. Three fuckin' years.
I was getting close. I leaned into her, holding her tight, thrusting away frantically, while she gasped, whimpering. She screamed my name, coming for me, as I blasted my second load deep.
It was the passion of the moment. That's the only way I can explain it. I sure as hell didn't mean it. No fucking way. "I love you," I groaned into her ear, and started the waterworks.
I pulled out of her, wiped my cock on her garter, and adjusted my pants. I helped her fix the top of her dress, set herself right. Not that it was going to help much. Her hair was a mess, her lipstick smeared, her mascara running. She had the just-fucked look down to a tee.
You would expect I kissed her goodbye, wished her luck, and watched her walk down the aisle to her new husband, waddling, dripping with my seed.
If I had, maybe I could argue I wasn't really an asshole. I'd been pushed to my limits, but hadn't done anything horribly bad.
Sheri hugged me, kissing my face greedily. "I knew you wouldn't let me. I knew it. I knew you still loved me," she purred. She took me by the hand, and walked out of the changing room. Mom winked at me, smiling.
Sheri turned in the foyer, and walked out of the church, dragging me behind her.
I guess I could have stopped things, but I wasn't thinking straight. And I was still pissed at her cheating, at the financial beating I'd taken, at the asshole who'd seduced her. Pissed at my entire family and all our friends.
She got in the waiting limo, and gave the driver my address. Sheri got on her knees and opened my pants, and started sucking me like her life depended on it.
I wondered what was happening at the church. Nothing good, I imagined. It was 10:20 and I was pumping her hot cunt again, when the driver pulled up in front of our house. She wriggled off me, straightened her dress, and grabbed her little purse. The door opened and I followed her out, after pulling up my pants. She handed the driver an envelope. "That's all for us. You should probably go back to the church. My fiancé might need you."
He looked confused, glanced at me, and I just shrugged, following her up the steps. I opened the door, and she was already squirming out of her dress. "Find me something to wear, Honey?" she asked, grinning sexily.
I had a box of things I'd missed when she first left. I'd never gotten around to dumping them or giving them back to her. Don't know why. It's not like I'd take them out, lay them on the bed, roll around in them and cry for what I'd lost. After what she'd done to me? Shit, no way. A man with balls doesn't do that crap.
I fetched the box out from under my bed, and offered it up to her. She was naked, and pulled me in for a quick kiss. "You gotta help me, Rick. I did something stupid."
No shit. "Again? What was it this time?"
"I gotta go to the bank. We put our names on each other's accounts, and I'm afraid he might do something crazy. I gotta move our money."
Let me explain. I was running on automatic. Shocked, confused, irritated, horny. It was 11:00 am on a Saturday. The banks would still be open, so I let her kiss me some more, then piled in the car and drove her to the bank.
She couldn't just arbitrarily take his name off her accounts. Or vice-versa, so she suggested an easier solution. She'd move the money into my account, to protect it. I was stunned to see she had over $100 grand. She explained that she never spent any of 'our' money. Not the divorce proceedings, not the alimony I'd paid her. It was ours, and she was waiting for us to get back together. The damn slut was delusional.



We had lunch, and she sat next to me, always touching me, feeding me from her plate. It wasn't that different from the old days. She'd always been affectionate. Maybe not to this degree, but not surprising from her.
She excused herself to go to the bathroom, and I considered running before it got any weirder. Sadly, I wanted more of that pussy. Leaving me half done in the limo had me worked up. She still looked awesome. The rubbing she was giving me, between the legs, didn't help.
It took her a few minutes but she returned and sidled up beside me. "I texted him. Told him I was sorry, but he knew that I'd go back to you, if you'd have me. I told him to keep my stuff, donate it, whatever. I don't want any of it. It's sullied by being with him. We're starting over, and I swear, you'll never regret it."
She pulled me down and kissed me hard. Got a little of my bacon cheeseburger out of it. Fuckin' thief. "This was good for us, don't you understand? I learned. Learned the pain, and how much I needed you. I could never, ever, cheat on you again. Impossible. I'm going to be the best wife in the world, I swear it. Angel in public, and the hottest little slut in private."
She nibbled one of the french fries, and leaned her head on my shoulder. "You're not saying much. You're happy right?"
I reached around her shoulders and gave her a hug. "We've got three years of not having sex to make up for."
She squealed happily, tossed way to much money on the table, and dragged me out of there. Blew me in the car on the way home. She was naked by the time she made it to the bedroom, and I was only moments behind her.
I leaned back, watching her suck my cock. She looked up at me smiling. "I know I have a lot to make up for. Anything you want. Any fantasy you've ever had, whatever you can think of, it's yours for the asking. I won't deny you anything. My bottom? It's yours. Virgin and all yours. Tie me up? Spank me? Call me names? Invite my best friend over? Anything, honey."
"Ride me, cowgirl," I teased.
She laughed, mounting my cock, and rode me energetically. She was a wild woman, and I played with her tits, while she took care of me. There's no denying she'd always been a hell of a fuck, and if anything, she was better. That irritated me.
She slowed down, rocking slowly. "Why the frown, baby?"
"You're better. He teach you that?"
She pouted. "It's true I let him have me. I owed him that much. He never came in my mouth. Never got my ass. He ate me a lot, he loved that, and I didn't feel as guilty as with other things, so I encouraged it. He would eat me for hours, and get so worked up that half the time he'd pop before he could even get his little weanie inside me."
She laid down on top of me, while I held her. I guess she was in a confessing mood.
"He loves me, Ricky. Loves me like I love you. Totally, without restraint. Insensibly. I could insult him, humiliate him, treat him like shit, and he'd crawl back to me. I felt bad sometimes, using him. Using his love like that. But he knew I didn't love him. That I loved you. He said he was patient. That I'd learn to love him."
She kissed me softly. "Never. I'd never love him. There's only space for one man in my heart, and it's you. It always was. It always will be."
"You loved me so much you cheated on me," I reminded her.
She clung to me. "You can't understand. The way he adored me, the puppy dog eyes, the pleading, the begging. God, he wanted me so badly, that I finally decided to put him out of his misery. I slept with him. I didn't enjoy it, I barely did anything, but he... he was delirious with joy. It's a mind rush. That anyone could want you that badly."
"I cheated on you. Twice. I hate myself for that. It wasn't anything you did. Never. You were all I ever wanted. It wasn't out of love for him, or lust, or anything like that. It wasn't even the sex, which was never very good, at least not for me. It was the power over him. The sick adoration. I used him, and then threw him away. I tried to be gentle but it was over, and he was devastated. I totally destroyed him. And then I lost you." She lowered her head and started crying.
I held her, fucking her gently, while she composed herself. It was kind of a kick, the way her body shook while she was sobbing. I could feel it on my cock. Wild. "I realized what I'd done, and swore that somehow, someway I'd make it up to you. I operated in a daze for months. I was useless. Tried to hurt myself a few times. Spent a lot of time with councilors who don't know shit. Telling me I had to move on. No way! That wasn't going to happen!"
She kissed me, sat up and started fucking me fiercely. "I was right, they were wrong! I knew we'd get back together. We loved each other too much. All we needed was time."
I groaned, thrusting into her. "Fuck, I've missed this pussy."
She grinned. "Never again, lover. It's yours anytime you want. Anywhere. Any way."
I held her hips, feeling the need rushing upon me, and powered another nice load home.
It was a hell of a weekend. We ignored the phones, the knocking on the door. We hardly left the bedroom. We ate in there, we fucked, we showered, we played. I tried a lot. Not everything, it was only a couple of days, but a whole lot.
Her first anal was difficult. We took our time getting her ready, and still had problems. But she refused to give up, and the second time we tried, I penetrated her. We managed to do a little fucking. She embraced the pain, and allowed me to have her. Twice more in the butt that weekend, until we learned how she could almost enjoy it.
I spanked her a few times. Tied her up and teased her endlessly. That was good, because, let's face it. I'm only a man. Can only keep it up so long. But there's a lot of toys you can play with, and I found I could keep her rolling for hours. Blindfolded, ice play. Feathers. I searched through the house, finding appropriately sized and shaped things to fit inside her. There were quite a few. I don't know how many times I made her come for me, but it had to be in the hundreds before we were through.
I know, I'm an asshole. But I was gonna make sure she never forgot that weekend. Never.
Whenever I felt even a hint of life below the belt, I'd have her suck me to life, and I'd have my way with her. By Sunday afternoon, I didn't even want to come anymore. I just wanted to fuck her. And I did.
I slept with her in my arms, and did whatever I wanted to that sexy body anytime I woke even a little.
By Sunday night she was aching and begging for mercy. Her pussy and ass were raw, and she could hardly speak from having me down her throat so much. She sounded like she was a lifelong smoker, her voice was so rough and hoarse.
She told me everything about her life with him and to be brutally honest, I felt a little sorry for the bastard. To love someone that completely, and to be with her, but to never really have her. It was sad. He gave her everything, sacrificed for her, bought her that nice car while he drove a clunker. All for nothing.
Monday morning I peeled her off of me. Found the energy for one last good fucking, which I don't think she enjoyed, as sore as she was, but she'd never deny me. She couldn't. I showered and got ready for work, and she sat in the bathroom and watched me. That was all. Just stared.
As I was finishing up, she hugged me. "I guess there's a lot I've got to do. I've taken the week off, since I'm supposed to be on my honeymoon. I need to talk to Mom and the family and explain things. I guess I owe him a last meeting, to clear things up. That's not going to be easy." She sighed. "Can you drop me off at his place? I need to get my car."
"No problem," I told her, and accepted another one of her soul kisses. I was so fucked out I didn't feel any response down below. Good thing, because it was gonna have to last for a while.
I dropped her off, and called in sick. Hit the bank and moved all the money to a new account. Went back to the house and boxed her stuff up, including her wedding gown. Changed the sheets and aired out the room.
It had been an amazing weekend, but I didn't need the memories coming back to haunt me.
I locked up the place as securely as I could, and ran for the hills.
Let's face it. I'd fucked up. No way I was taking her back! That wasn't in the cards. I let the pussy blind me, and I had some fun, but that's as far as it was going.
Yeah, I took the money. I felt it was only fair. It was mine. I figured out what I thought I really owed her. The house was mine, the gun collection was mine. The 401K was mine. She deserved none of that. I never should have paid the cheating whore alimony. I'm fair. I wasn't going to cheat her. I made a check out for nearly $13,000, and mailed it to Mom, for Sheri, with a careful accounting of why it's all she deserved.
I called my boss the second day, and we had a long heart-to-heart over the phone. He was more sympathetic than I expected. He let me go, but assured me that if I ever got my head on straight, we could start right back where we were. I thanked him.
My phone was off for three days. I finally called and had the service interrupted. I explained I was going to be overseas. They were pretty good about it. I didn't know they could just pause the service, extending the contract and picking back up when you wanted. I had to contact them within six months, or I'd be stuck with breaking the contract.
By the time I hit the beach at Hedonism II, I was starting to unwind. After Sheri and I got divorced, I'm ashamed to say I was never with another woman, until our weekend together. At Hedonism, I found that there were a lot of 'friendly' women out there. A lot. Mostly married and older, and willing to be shared. If you're a younger guy, in good shape, with a decent attitude, you can get more sex than you can shake a stick at. And yes, I shook my stick a lot. The sad part was, I found out what I had long suspected. None were as good as Sheri. At least not with me.
Nevertheless, it was good. Great, really. Relaxing, fun. I did some weird things, things I can't even write about. Two days into the second week, my sanity level was back to the point where I could call home.
I hung up about 10 seconds into it. I wasn't going to take the yelling.
Two days, and two calls later, at least they were being somewhat reasonable.
"What have you done, baby?" Mom whined.
"Nothing. I took a vacation I badly needed. The stress was too much. Y'all pushed, and pushed, and pushed, and finally pushed too far."
"Sheri's a mess. You couldn't at least tell her you were going? We would have understood. You didn't even leave a key for her to get into the house."
"Of course not. It's not her house. It stopped being that over three years ago, when she cheated on me, bled me dry financially, and moved in with the bastard she cheated with."
"But you got back together?" Mom whined.
"I fucked her Mom. She wanted it, I gave it to her. That's all it was. A good time was had by all, and it's over."
"She said you took her back."
"She assumed. I never agreed, but wasn't going to mess up a weekend of great sex. I'm never taking her back. I've told all of you that a million times."
"What is she going to do now? It was the last straw with her fiancé. He's finally done with her. Dumped her stuff outside your house. Where's she supposed to stay?"
"She has $13 grand, Mom. She can rent a place. Get a job. Do what the rest of the world does."
"How could you take her money?"
"It was my money. She and her lawyers stole it from me. When she gave it back, I wasn't going to fight it. Only fair thing she's done in 3 years. I gave her what she deserved, I was more than fair."
"Fair! I expected better from you. You stole more than $90,000 from her. You broke up her wedding. Used her and threw her out. How could you do that?"
"I guess it's like everyone has said for three years. I'm an asshole. When you're told that enough I guess it becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy." There was a knock on the door. "Gotta go, Mom. I bet that's Dave at the door. I'm gonna help make his wife and sister airtight tonight."
"Airtight?"
"Ask sis, she'll explain it."
"But what about Sheri?"
"Tell her I had a good time. I'll see her around." I hung up, and popped one of the little pills that are so readily available around the resort. I had big hopes for the evening.
* * *
So that's me. The asshole. I went back after a month. Got my job back. Listened to the bitching and moaning, the crying, the legal threats. It doesn't bother me anymore. Once you've embraced your inner asshole, it's so much easier.
Take Sheri for instance. I got over it. When I want her, I'll invite her over for a while. Fuck her brains out. If she denies me anything, I throw her out. She'll keep taking it, because she loves me, and believes that sooner or later I'll see the light.
Nope. But I'll fuck her, because the woman is awesome in bed.
I'll fuck others. I'm looking, with some success. Who knows, someday I might find someone as good as Sheri, and not just in bed. I'm not holding my breath, because I'm pretty sure all women have their inner asshole, and it's a lot closer to the surface. How else can you explain cheating on your spouse?
Family events are a lot calmer. Less pressure nowadays. Sheri's usually there. Sometimes she even goes with me. Even more often she'll go home with me. I'll admit it, once I've had a few drinks, the urge to fuck the living shit out of her surfaces. I think she knows it. One week, I found myself half-drunk every night, while she plied me with alcohol, and reaped the rewards.
I know, some of you will think I've caved, because I let her keep some of her stuff in the closet. Took her with me on vacation. Her visits have been getting longer. I stock Diet Pepsi in the refrigerator.
I don't think so. I'm not married to her. No obligations. So I like her, big deal. I enjoy spending time with her, and I love the sex. Absolutely love it. I'm a man. Still got my balls. So what if I like to empty them in her.
That rumor about her being pregnant? Shit happens. Not my problem. Alright, I told her the kid would always have a place with me, and I'll take care of 'em, whatever it is. If she can prove it's mine. Gotta admit, I don't doubt that. The woman's head-over-heels blind infatuated with me. She wouldn't go behind my back again.
But no guarantees. She has her own room. Not that I can remember the last time she spent the night there, but it's official. Her room. My room. If I decide to move on, I'll take care of her and my kid, but I'm a free man. I can see anyone I want. I tell her that, tell everyone. Nobody's tying me down again. I won't be burned like that. Not again.
So what, that it's been, uh...
"How long's it been, Honey?"
"How long, what, Rick? Are you still writing?"
"You know, since I was, uh, with..."
"Seventeen months, two weeks, three days since you fucked that skank. Was she so unremarkable you can't even remember?"
Like I said, so what if it's been over a year since I've been with anyone else. I could if I wanted to. I'm my own man. Nobody tells me...
"Yes, I heard you. I'll be a couple more minutes. You know it doesn't take me long to shower."
"Wear the blue suit I laid out for you. It looks nice on you."
"I will, I... You're wearing THAT!"
"Don't you think I look... No baby, not now... Please, I just got ready... Oh! Baby, we shouldn't... Ohhhhh, yeah, right there... sweet Jesus, Rick, the things you do to me..."
Where was I? I'm an asshole. I get it. But I'm my own man, and I've moved on.
There's a moral in here, somewhere.
===================
Something a little different. I hope you enjoyed it, and as always, I welcome all comments.
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What does he know? What will he do?
Again, something a little out of my normal wheel well - but then again, there's been a lot of that lately, hasn't there? Mister E is a new character that's a bit out of the ordinary, and this is the first of a series of unusual adventures I have lined up for him. I hope you enjoy.
Another difficult one to categorize. I chose Loving Wives, even though there's not much sex in it, and no cheating. Could have been humor or Non-Erotic. Let me know what you think about the category choice.
This is an entry in the 2013 Summer Lovin' Contest.
==================
* * * Now * * *
It was a small summer barbecue party, a few of our closest friends hanging out in our backyard, enjoying the bay view.
I'd never been that social, and was enjoying the camaraderie, the easy laughter, the comfortable give and take that happens between friendly couples. It was all so new to me, and I have to admit I enjoyed it. All thanks to my amazing wife Sue.
We have a large outdoor prep table where Sue and I were finishing the preparations before putting the food over the coals. She was fixing a huge salad, while I took care of the chicken.
"You heard that Bill Davis moved out?" Annie, one of the wives gossiped.
Our guests were all gathered on the back deck, while we were assisted in our endeavors. Dale, Annie's husband was trimming and seasoning steaks for those who wanted them. Marie, the youngest in our small crowd, was mixing some kind of salad dressing. Rabbit food, not my favorite. Her husband Mark was sitting on a stool, watching. I couldn't blame him. The three bikini tops deserved the attention.
My wife Sue laughed. "No surprise. I heard the bastard's been cheating on her with one of the office bimbos for over a year." She rolled out a couple of cherry tomatoes onto the heavy oak slicing board. "You know what I'd do if I caught him cheating?" she asked, grinning. She pulled out the tenderizing mallet and slammed it down hard on the pair of tomatoes and smashed them to a pulp.
The ladies laughed, as did I. Dale said 'Ouch!' earning more giggles, and a pretty loud guffaw from me.
Annie looked at me. "You think that's funny?" she teased.
"Yeah. Anyone screwing around deserves what they've got coming." I was working on slicing up a chicken, and thought I'd try to be part of the fun. "If I caught someone cheating," I said, and then I lifted the chicken by the legs, spun the butcher knife across my fingers and over my palm, in my best Benihana style, razor sharp blade glinting in the sun. I lifted it high and then brought it down the center hard, between the legs and slicing the chicken neatly in half with a satisfying thunk that left the blade stuck about 1/2 an inch into the butcher block.
I didn't get the laughs I expected, although both Annie and Marie chuckled. Oh well, I was never very good at humor, and with two quick strokes, carved the other two chickens neatly in half, so they could be grilled.
I spread out the chicken halves, and realized it had gotten pretty quiet. Sue looked pale, and she abruptly dropped what she was working on and went back indoors. The group split up, only Marie and I continued working alone.
"Not funny I guess," I muttered. Damn, I sucked at socializing.
Marie giggled. "I thought it was," she said, pouring her homemade dressing into a decanter. "I don't know what got into them. She started it."
I had patted the halves dry, and was adding salt and pepper. I liked things simple, always did. Kind of surprising that my life had gotten as complicated as it had, although I wasn't complaining.
* * * Then * * *
Like I said, I'd never been very social. Pretty quiet, a nerdy outsider, I'd never been popular. Not a jock, not a ladies' man, not in any clubs. In high school I was just doing my time, with no plans for the future. I was uncomfortable in large groups, but did just fine one-on-one or with a couple of friends. I wasn't anti-social, I just preferred quiet.
I went to community college, and got a job at my father's business nights, doing wiring and installation for networking, fire alarms and security systems. The work was done after-hours, and that was perfectly fine by me. It paid extra, and I was left alone. After a couple of months I had to fill out some paperwork, and learned I'd be getting a security clearance to do the installation work for a large government contract. Dad already had a clearance, and apparently that made getting mine easier.
It was a pretty miserable job, half my time up in ceilings and running fish-tape through walls. Dragging bundles of cables through undersized openings and spending hours labeling everything and punching down the connections. I didn't mind that much. I did my thinking, and methodically installed, tested and retested each wire, plug and fixture. Lots of paper work, pre-wiring layouts, office wiring diagrams, post-wiring documentation, performance analysis numbers. I wasn't the fastest, or the friendliest, but I was thorough, and never got a call-back to fix something for being installed half-assed. I almost always got us the follow on business, since I did what I said I'd do, when I said I'd do it, on time, on budget, with the gear I brought to the job.
Who knew that just doing the project correctly was exceptional in itself?
My cousin Jarrod was the one who introduced me to the opportunity that changed my life. It was pretty outlandish, moving to Antarctica, and doing a huge upgrade at a government installation on one of the most desolate locations I could think of. My clearances got me in the door, and the hardship pay made the decision easy. You don't make a lot more money than you normally would, but with food and housing paid for, you get to keep almost all of it.
I know, I sound like I'm wandering here, but it's important to explain how an under-educated, not particularly intelligent, middle class, scrawny geek could end up living on the beach, in the Florida pan-handle, in a home fully paid for, with a beautiful wife, a great job, neat toys, and interesting friends.
Not much to say about the job. Long hours. Long shifts. Some people drank, and there was a good bit of promiscuity, but not for me. I froze up around girls. Again, as a social misfit, I did my job, volunteered for some interesting tasks, and took advantage of the time and isolation to take college courses remotely, and continue to work on my degree. Strangely, I liked the life, made a few friends, and my bank account steadily grew.
After a year, I had to leave for 60 days, part of their rules. I went home, did some more work for Dad's company, and then returned to the frozen south. Most people would give the place a try for the experience, and we'd never see them again. For me the forced solitude, isolation, and shortage of 'new' people to meet was like heaven. During winter the place was mostly evacuated, and I was depended upon as a jack-of-all-trades, which I didn't mind.
With nothing to do with my spare time, I studied, worked out, and spent my off hours learning some weird stuff, from whoever was willing to teach it to me. I mean it, I had a lot of spare time, a lot, and had to do something. I got interested in magic for a while, and for the better part of a year always had a card deck and coins on me. I loved impromptu magic, doing tricks with whatever was at hand. I liked rubber band magic, and stuff with ropes and strings. Nobody had explained to me yet that magic was the kiss of death when it came to women. The ultimate badge of desperation.
I was taught to play the guitar by one of the short-timers working there. Nice guy, patient. He even sold me his old Martin when he left. He swore it wouldn't survive another change in environment. When he left, I found out from a burly Hawaiian dude that a ukulele was pretty damned similar, but easier to play, and a lot more portable. I got halfway decent on that. Thanks to YouTube, I had no shortage of instructors when he moved on.
My second Winter, when the free time was almost too much to deal with, even for me, I started studying martial arts. Not one of the typical ones, but escrima, from a funny little Filipino guy, of indeterminate age. Nicest guy I ever met, and he always wore a smile. He was part of the scientist contingent, my first introduction to that group, and we were together for three years. I never got any good at it, but I liked playing with the sticks. Yantok I should say, or Master Keno would thump me good. That and the balisong. I loved the demonstration stuff. Master Keno would always joke I'd be a guro in show-off before I won my first sparring match.
I struck up a friendship with one of the Japanese chefs, and convinced him to teach me the cool knife things he did in the kitchen. Fun but risky. For the better part of a year it seems I always wore band-aids, even using blunted blades. Just for fun, one day, he spent a few minutes teaching me how to throw them, spin and no-spin. I was hooked, and set up a 2x4 pallet at the end of my hall, and marked off the distance for one, two and three rotations spins. I'd often throw late into the night until someone bitched about the noise. In the Winter there weren't enough people around to complain. I wore out my first two sets of blades.
I'd always been dexterous, being able to spin basketballs and dining trays on my finger, flipping pens back and forth around my thumb, running coins across my knuckles. Whenever I had a spare moment I pulled out the cards and practiced lifts, false shuffles, one handed cuts, dealing seconds, and the pass, all parts of my card trick repertoire. If not the cards, I had an old Zippo lighter out doing various spins, slaps and snaps. When nobody was around, I was twirling knives, or spinning my balisong. Can't say why I always liked to have something in my hand, absentmindedly perfecting my skills, but it was a strong habit. The habit extended to making sure I always had a deck of cards on me, a Zippo lighter, a balisong butterfly knife, and a couple of custom made tactical throwing knives I used for both spinning, and practice throwing.
* * * Now * * *
Sitting around the deck, I had just finished putting the chicken on. Sue was showing off her one-year anniversary gift from me, a new ring that matched her engagement ring and wedding band.
Neither Marie nor Annie had seen it before. The engagement was a diamond solitaire, the wedding band plain gold. The anniversary ring was an arch of diamonds that wrapped around the single larger diamond on the engagement ring.
I remembered the old three ring rope trick that Diamond Dave had taught me. I reached over to the sun umbrella, whipped out my balisong, and after a few of the required flourishes, cut the restraining cord free. It looked about the right length. At the same time, I was working out the routine patter in my head, always essential to a good trick.
I had their attention by now, and stretched out the rope. "Sue," I said. "Place your engagement ring on the rope."
She looked confused, then smiled for the crowd, and slipped it over the end. I showed the rope to be one single, continuous piece, hiding any evidence of my deception. About a third of the way down, I tied a knot around the ring, and had Marie test it.
"What are you doing, Trey?" Marie asked.
"A demonstration," I teased. I held the other end of the rope out to Sue again. "Your wedding band, please?"
She removed it from her finger. "You know I never like to take it off," she said softly.
"You should never have to," I told her with a wink.
Her hand was shaking as she put it on the rope. She loved that ring. I loved her for that.
I tied another knot, this time in the middle, once again showing it around, and I had Annie test that one. Another little magician's secret: get your audience involved. As soon as she was finished, I released the slip knot and palmed the plain band.
That's the secret you know. They all believe the action was still to come, but the hard part had already happened, when they least expected it. When their eyes were burning my hands later, it would be too late.
"The anniversary ring," I asked Sue.
"Where's this going, Trey?" she asked.
I realized that after a year together, I'd never performed any of my magic tricks for her. That whole dating 'kiss-of-death' thing. No wonder she was confused. "Patience, beautiful."
She slipped the third ring onto the rope. I made a big deal of tying it on, then leaned across the table, to the guys. "Go ahead, test it," I said.
While I held the rope out to them, I was already loading the band I'd removed earlier under the napkin in front of them. My body covered the action beautifully. And now everyone had been part of the trick. Diamond Dave would have been proud.
Leaning back into my seat, I started the patter.
"Sue, I hope you know what those rings mean to me." I held up the engagement ring, the large solitaire prominent, still tied to the left side of the rope. "A promise," I said, showing it around.
I surreptitiously spun the ring around, exposing the back side. A simple, plain half circle. I displayed it, letting them believe it was the wedding band. Much of the rope was hidden in my hand, two equal length ends hanging in parallel, providing the illusion I was holding the middle of the rope. Such a simple elegant trick. "A commitment, our love for each other, and only each other."
She nodded, a little confusion still showing on her features.
I waved around the newest ring, the anniversary ring, stones glittering in the sun. I was proud. The trick was already over, and nobody knew it. It worked perfectly. Countless hours of practice paid off.
The end of the rope hung free, showing that this knot was on the opposite side of the engagement ring. Subtle gesture, part of the beauty of this particular routine. "A future." I said softly, mysteriously.
I gathered up the center of the rope in my fist, including the rings. I gave one end to Marie. "Marie, you were there the day Sue and I first dated. I looked at the love you had for Mark, and thought how wonderful it would be one day to have something similar. Would you do me the kindness to hold this, the symbol of our beginning, that first promise?"
She grinned. "I never knew you to be so dramatic, Trey," she said. She held the end, looking around the table.
I gave the other end to Sue, on the opposite side of the table, still clutching the middle, hiding the rings and knots. "Sue, I can depend on nobody but you for this. Will you hold this symbol of our future? Guard it?"
"Of course, honey."
I looked at the women. "Get a good grip. Firm. Don't let go no matter what. You hold my past, present and future in your hands." My hand held the middle, but my other hand slid beneath the table and took a half-dollar out of my pocket.
"Marie, you're guarding the past. Sue, you're protecting the future. But who's watching the present? If I were to turn my head, for even a second, what would happen?"
I had them on the edges of their seats. Damn this was fun. "I'm going to lower my eyes for one moment. I want you each to pull the ends of your ropes when I do." I lowered my head, one hand still extended, providing the necessary cover. "Pull."
When they did, I lowered my head over my other hand, and dropped the coin on the glass surface. You could hear the distinctive sound of metal on glass, and they all gasped. I palmed the coin and looked up.
The rope was extended, a ring near each of the women, but the center was a single unbroken line.
"Trey!" Sue called out, her eyes searching the table surface.
"Never fear, my love. I may have looked the other away, but I never, ever lost track." I reached for the engagement ring, and with a rub of my finger I released the false knot, and the ring dropped into my hand. I showed it around, and passed it to my wife. I took her hand and slipped the ring back onto her finger. "My promise is intact."
I put my hand over the ring in front of her, and released it as well. I displayed the anniversary ring, and put it on Sue's finger. "Our future. I'll always trust you to guard it."
I gave them time to take in the rope. Two empty knots. When the tension was perfect, I took it from them. I looked around the table. "Damn it. Past and future taken care of, what the hell happened to the now, the commitment?" I tried to make it funny, and I did get a hint of a chuckle out of them.
I looked down the table. "Guys? One of you want to do me a favor, and give me my marriage back?"
They looked shocked, nervous, glancing at each other and my wife. I pointed to the napkin on the table between them. Mark lifted it, and they all saw the wedding band sitting there.
Annie and Marie were laughing, clapping. It took a few second before the guys recovered, and Dale blustered his way through, sliding the ring down the table toward me. "I think you lost this," he laughed.
I picked it up and inspected it. "Perfect, unbroken." I winked at Dale. "Never lost it. Trust me." I handed it to Sue, and she almost couldn't put it on her finger, it was trembling so much.
I held her hand. "It was only a trick, beautiful. A little joke. We both know nothing could ever interfere with our commitment. Nothing."
She nodded slowly. "I...I have to pee," she said, and got up, almost jogging into the house.
Marie was inspecting the rope. "Jesus, Mystery! Where do you come up with all this shit? That was amazing!"
I laughed. I'd learned that the little air of mystery I had surrounding my past was the most interesting thing about me. "Y'all aren't the only ones with secrets," I teased, giving her a wink.
"Refill, guys?" I asked the husbands sitting at the far end of the table, huddled together whispering.
* * * Then * * *
I never dated in high-school, and didn't have any more luck on station. I was no longer a virgin, after hooking up with a girl working on one of the tankers during her 72 hours leave. I had an interesting education through two overnight stays. She was stocky, brusque, and coarse, and for 48 of those hours, I thought I was in love.
During my final winter, I ended up in a decidedly bizarre relationship. One of the scientists, an older attractive married woman approached me out of the blue.
"May I buy you a drink?" she asked.
"I don't drink much, but I wouldn't mind having one. I insist on paying." Kind of silly, I guess. She must have earned three times what I did.
That won me a grin. I ended up buying her two long-island iced teas, before she got up the courage to move forward with whatever she intended.
"Trey, can you be discrete?" she asked me.
"Always, Dr. Ross." She wasn't completely unknown to me, an associate of Master Keno, but we were hardly friends.
"How long have you been here?" she asked. "I know you were a fixture when I arrived two years ago. Keno says you've been here longer than him."
"This will be my fifth winter."
"Five? How do you stand it? The winters I mean. Summer's not so bad."
"I like it. I have my hobbies. I'm happy with myself I guess, don't need a lot of entertainment."
She was playing with her hair, almost like a nervous teen. She scooted her chair around closer to me. "Last winter I almost went crazy. The lab was like one big ridiculous orgy. I...I can't do that. I'm married. Happily married, I like to think."
"Married? I've never seen your husband."
"He has a teaching position. The opportunity here was too good for me to pass up."
"Lonely?"
"Desperately. Could you do something for me? I know it's going to sound weird..."
It was. Katy Ross became my Pillow Princess. Forty seven years old, and so far above my station it was ridiculous. Elegant, attractive and brilliant, she fascinated me. She invited me to spend my nights with her. I serviced her orally, every night. She never reciprocated. The best she'd allow was for me to play with myself while touching her. Five long months, I pleasured her. In exchange she mentored me, got me the choicest lab assignments, and made me part of the 'in' group.



I'm sure many would think me a wimp. Perhaps I am. I enjoyed it, the access to her body, wrenching the orgasms from her shuddering flesh, pampering her, cuddling with her. I was shocked when I was included on calls with her husband, and he thanked me for taking care of her, and being a gentleman about it. Mingling with the station royalty, the people the other hundreds of us were there for, was exciting.
She cried when I told her it was going to be my last duty. Every year we were required to leave for a short period. I confessed to her that I wouldn't be returning from the next.
I got a call from her husband. Strange. He thanked me profusely for helping them both. Swore if they could ever be of aid to me, to give them a call. He told me that his wife had a going-away gift for me, from both of them.
Forty-eight hours of bliss. All the fantasies I'd had of her, she fulfilled and more. She didn't cry once until the last time we showered together, I washed her hair, blow dried and styled it. She was a logical person, rarely emotional. Not that night. The tears running down her patrician face were heart rending.
I'll never forget Dr. Katy Ross.
I'd pampered her for the last time, and she took me by the hand and led me to the largest conference hall. I was in shock after walking in. Must have been a hundred people there to say goodbye. Nearly the entire Winter staff. The biggest party I'd ever seen during my stay. I learned that only six people had been around longer than me. I guess I'd made more friends in my time there than I had realized. Good people, all. I was going to miss them.
After five year-long tours, I was well-paid, experienced, educated, and had a substantial bank account that was growing through some reasonable investments guided by one of the local scientists.
I was a changed man, both physically and mentally. I still considered myself a loner, although I appreciated my friendships. I'd had my fill of solitude, and wanted to re-enter society. My time with Dr. Ross had changed me. I'd filled out, and picked up a few mementos from my trip, including several scars on my hands and arms from playing with knives, an ugly burn scar on my calf from not paying attention in the kitchen once, and a nasty three inch one on my temple, almost hidden by my hairline, thanks to a spill off a ladder. I thought it gave me character. I needed something, I was pretty middle-of-the-road other than that.
Katy and her friends came through for me, and I lined up a contracting job at Hurlburt Field in Ft. Walton Beach. I had my MBA and a Bachelors in Computer Science, with several Cisco certifications under my belt. A fist full of written recommendations from some of the best known names within their fields. A list of references that would make a pro-athlete blush.
One of Master Keno's friends had setup my company, and all the side-work I did for the scientists was charged to my sideline. It gave me a work history and padded my accounts, more than I would ever have expected. Katy and Master Keno never even told me about it. I signed the papers they told me to, and let them take care of me.
It seemed the right thing, with all the network wiring background I had, to get into IT. I was pleasantly surprised it paid as well as it did. I guess I could thank my Station friends for that.
Twenty-six years old, I had 8 years of networking experience (or so I claimed, since wiring was a part of networking, technically), an advanced degree, an $85/hr job that I didn't mind putting in all the over-time asked for, and zero social life. I missed my friends.
Then Sue stepped into my life.
"So, Mystery, you coming to the 4th of July cookout at the yacht club?"
Mystery? Was she talking to me?
The pretty little brunette had cornered me, and seemed to get a good bit of enjoyment out of teasing me. I was lousy at speaking to girls, especially one as pretty as her. Once I knew them it wasn't so bad, but strangers? Scared the shit out of me.
"No," I mumbled, looking for an escape route.
She grabbed my arm, laughing. "No you don't. You don't escape that easy. You have to come."
I looked at her in surprise. "Have to?"
She nodded. "I already told the girls you were my date. You don't want to make a liar out of me do you?"
I had a nervous habit of playing with my stuff when stressed, and I found myself with a Liberty quarter in my fingers, palming it, rolling it across my fingers, and doing similar stuff automatically. It calmed me. "Date?" I asked.
"C'mon. I know you must date. You can't keep your secrets forever. We're going, and that's that." She put a piece of paper in my hand. "Pick me up at noon. Don't be late. By the way, we're bringing my famous German potato salad, so no motorcycle. Pick me up in that gorgeous 'Vette of yours."
Yes, I had a Corvette. A '69 big block convertible stingray, triple black. My first car. One of the pilots was moving overseas and I got it for a song, only $24K, less than I'd pay for most new cars. I also had a '72 Moto Guzzi 850GT which I fell in love with at first sight. A cool $4k and it was mine. Nice thing about being near several large military bases. Great used vehicles always seemed to be for sale.
I figured I had the better part of 5 years salary saved up, which I'd nearly doubled with reasonable investments and my side jobs. I was earning good money. I deserved a couple of toys. I rarely drove either, they were both collectibles, so most of the miles went on my 11 year old F-150 pickup. Three great vehicles, for less than the price of one new tricked out extended cab truck. Dad didn't raise no fool.
Well, not much of one.
* * * Now * * *
I was stuck with grilling duty, while the others eventually returned to the backyard. Our house was the preferred gathering place, specifically for the yard. We were right on the bay, with a nice 100 feet or so of landscaped Bermuda between the house and the water. We had a dock, where my little Triton with twin Yamaha 300s was tied up. A few large Sweetgum trees provided shade in the summer.
The nearest tree trunk was 40 feet from the deck where I did the grilling. I know that for certain. To the inch. When I was grilling for myself, I practiced my longest throws from there, into a large flat slab of tree trunk I'd hung from the tree. A perfect 5 turn throw, the longest I practiced regularly.
"Chicken's done," I told Sue, where she was chatting with the other girls, sipping Margarita's on the porch. She seemed to have gotten over my little trick. I thought she'd enjoy it more. I never got these things right. The men had taken a walk down to the dock, and had stopped to talk under the tree on the way back.
Dale and Mark were playing with the cheap throwing knives I'd left in the target. Kind of funny to watch. Half-a-dozen throws from about 10 feet, and not one stuck. It was the perfect distance for a simple one turn throw, or even a no-spin.
"I'll go down and get them," Sue said, getting up and walking to the steps.
"Don't bother, I'll get their attention," I told her.
She gave me a frown. "No need to yell, I'll only be a second."
"I won't. Go ahead and finish your drink." I pulled out my favorite thrower, and after determining they were a good 5' out of my line of fire, I leaned back and gave it a good hard throw. Lucky shot, it landed just a hair off center. I practiced enough that I always hit the target, getting it to stick was maybe a 90% chance. A bull's-eye was at best one in 10.
It hit with a solid thunk, and their heads spun as if on a swivel, both of them stepping back. I heard their wives laugh. I lifted up a half chicken on one of my knives. "Dinner's on," I called out.
Marie came over with the tray, and I started piling the chicken on it. "Where'd you learn to throw like that?" she asked.
"Overseas. Something to pass the time," I explained.
She grinned. "Are we ever going to find out what you did over there?"
"You know the drill," I teased. Even after almost a year, she still asked at least once every time we saw each other.
"I know, I know. You'd love to tell me, but you'd have to kill me."
"Break my heart to kill a girl as pretty as you," I told her with a wink.
* * * Then * * *
No way out of it. I detailed the 'Vette, and put protective tarps in the minuscule trunk. The original seats were still in storage, and I had the reupholstered cloth seats installed, so I wasn't too worried if we had wet bathing suits. I wore surfing shorts and a garish Hawaiian shirt, a going away gift from 'A'amakualenalena, my uke instructor.
At 11:55 I was parked outside the address of the apartment Sue had given me. She walked out with a large foil tray in her hands just about the time I was going to head up to the door. I opened the trunk and helped her put the potato salad down, turned around and found myself in her arms. She gave me a quick kiss.
"There, that's out of the way. You won't be too nervous giving me a good-night kiss when you drop me off. First date, you know, so a kiss is all you're getting, but I can promise you it'll be a good one." She gave me a wink, and climbed into the passenger seat.
I was stunned. I had no idea how to handle someone like Sue. I closed the trunk, and got in the car.
"How old are you?" she asked, as I started up the big 427.
"Twenty-six."
"Really? How do you have such cool toys?"
"Careful with my money."
"You have a lot don't you?"
I wasn't real comfortable with the direction of the conversation. "Enough."
She leaned back, shaking her hair out. "I bet."
The Gods had blessed us with a beautiful day, and I had to admit, I enjoyed the feeling of driving the 'Shark' through the streets, top down, with a gorgeous girl sitting beside me. We turned a lot of heads.
"Damn, I look good in this car," Sue laughed. "I should be pissed at you for making me wait this long for a ride."
"Sorry," I said, with no idea what kind of response that required.
"No problem, handsome. I'll let you make it up to me." She turned in the seat. "I'm a one man girl, mister. So when all those other sluts start trying to dig their claws in, you remember, you came with me, and you're going home with me. Got it?"
"Other sluts?"
She blushed. "You know exactly what I mean. I know how you guys operate. Not with me, understand? No playing around on the side. I won't put up with it."
"No playing around?" Every time she opened her mouth, it left me in a deeper quandary.
"None. Of course you're going to flirt and shit. I can hardly stop that, now that you're out in public. But that's all. You so much as grope one girl, and that'll be the last time you see any of this," she said, opening her bathing cover, and showing me her exquisite bikini clad body.
She giggled. "Eyes on the road, Mystery. Let's get there in one piece. We have an understanding, right?"
"Right." I guess. I think.
She was a lamprey. We got to the outdoor party, about 30 people from the building were there with friends and spouses. From the moment I dropped off her potato salad, she was clinging to my arm, and parading me around like some visiting celebrity. I only knew maybe half-a-dozen of them by name, but was quickly introduced to everyone. Someone stuck a beer in my hand, and when it was empty, it was replaced. I had no idea what the hell was going on.
I met the 'girls' and Sue took over. "We had options, of course, but hey, how fun would it really be without y'all?" she was explaining.
"Options?" I asked, still thoroughly confused.
She pulled my head down, and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "Don't be that way," she pouted. "Next time we'll hang with your crowd. You know I already told them we'd be coming."
"Next time?"
"Yes. I promise. I'll make it up to you." She was mugging for her friends and they giggled.
"Spill, Mystery. What did you really do overseas? And no more of that BS about being on a chunk of ice in the Antarctic," the giggly red-head asked.
Sue jumped in. "Spec Ops, Erin. You know better."
Shit. I worked in the Special Operations building. They must think I'm part of that crowd. Truth is, I had no idea what those guys did, although working on their computer systems, I guess I had the clearances to find out if I wanted. I really had never thought about it. I guess it was a lot like the scientists. I did my job, they did theirs.
Working with the JSOU, we always had Green Berets, SEALs and other Special Operations Force guys coming in for training. I dealt with a lot of the teleconferencing and training infrastructure. That must be part of the confusion.
"How'd you get that scar?" the tall blonde asked, stepping forward and running her finger across my forehead. I felt Sue's grip on my arm tightening.
"Fell down," I explained. I didn't want to go into the details of wearing the wrong boots for climbing an icy ladder.
The girls giggled. "Sure. Fell down. I wonder how many guys died for you to walk away from that 'fall'." Marie, a diminutive brunette asked.
The blonde had moved even closer. I could smell her coconut tanning lotion. She ran her hand over my arm, fingering one of the uglier scars I'd earned spinning knives for fun. Warning to anyone smart enough to listen: Don't use sharp kitchen butcher blades while trying anything new. Forty six stitches.
"I bet there's a hell of story behind this," she said sultrily, looking up into my eyes from about a foot away.
"Don't play with sharp knives," I said. Earning more giggles from the peanut gallery.
"Heather..." Sue said, her voice tense.
The blonde wasn't backing off, and I swear Sue was cutting off the circulation to my left arm. "I bet you're good with a knife," Heather said.
Truth was, I wasn't bad. I pulled out my balisong, and started in with some basic twirls, then a zen rollover into a cherry-picker finishing with a trebuchet. "I'm Ok. Master Keno always gave me grief for putting style over substance."
The girls had all stepped back a few steps, including the blonde. They were staring at me like I'd grown a third eye. "What?"
"Do you always carry knives? Even on the beach?" Erin asked.
"Pretty much," I said.
Sue stepped in. "Geez, Erin! You expect a guy like Mystery to ever be unarmed?"
Erin shook her head. "I...I guess not."
Sue gave my arm a tug. "Gotta mingle," she told her friends. She dragged me down by the water, then turned and practically leaped on me, pulling my head down and planting a big kiss on me. "Jesus, that was hot! If I was wearing panties, they'd be soaked."
I liked the kiss. I'm not going to deny it. I leaned down and gave her another one, since she didn't seem to mind.
She pulled away after a few seconds. "Enough, Mystery, or I'm going to seriously embarrass myself here."
"Why do you call me Mystery?" I asked.
She looked surprised. "Isn't that your Operations name? I asked Margie who you were, and that's what she said."
Margie. No wonder. She calls everyone Mister. She has a problem with my last name, Eulalia. Too many vowels, she says. I wonder what she'd think of my buddy 'A'ama? She calls me Mr. E. for short. Mister E. "Call me Trey, ok?"
She smiled. "Like in 3? 003?"
Damn she was weird. "Yes, as in three."
"Wow. That's so cool! What do you want to do, now that we've done the introductions?"
"I wouldn't mind eating," I told her.
"I bet. Keep the strength up. C'mon, I'm sure we can get you fed."
Not many people were eating yet, but she set me down at the table, and returned with a plate for me. "You gotta tell me what you think of my potato salad," she said proudly. At least a third of the plate was covered with her specialty.
She returned with a plate for herself a couple of minutes later, and the table started filling up. Her girls quickly found their way over, and Marie dropped a plain brown bottle in front of me. "My husband brews our own beer. He wanted you to have one." I looked up and she pointed to one of the guys over by the cooler. I lifted the beer to him in a silent toast. Three of the guys all lifted their bottle to me, in almost perfect sync.
"You mind talking to him a little later?" Marie asked nervously. "He's only in B building."
"Sure. If you want."
She gave me a huge grin, leaned over and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek. "God, you're the greatest," she said softly.
Because I'd drink her beer, and talk to her husband? I was starting to think this crowd was too weird for me.
Sue's potato salad was damned good. I told her so.
"You're not just saying that?" she asked.
"No. I don't do that. If it sucked, I'd tell you. It's good."
The grin on her face was in danger of tearing the corners of her mouth. "I should have known better. You don't have to put on much of a façade, do you?"
I laughed. "I'm a simple guy, Sue. God's truth."
She reached over with her fork and snagged a slice of kielbasa off my plate. "I see you like living dangerously," I teased.
I was kind of proud of myself. I was feeling a lot more comfortable around her, and even her friends. Even if they were weird.
Her hand stopped. "I'm sorry. I'll get you more," she said.
Damn. My humor always seemed to go over like a lead balloon. "I was just kidding. You can help yourself to my sausage anytime."
I heard the giggles from the opposite side of the table, and saw Sue blush. I wasn't sure that was possible. I only then realized what I had said.
"Oh God, he blushes," Erin whispered, and I'm sure I turned even redder.
After eating, Sue left me with the guys, including Marie's husband.
"Mark," he said, extending his hand.
"Trey," I answered, shaking his. "Thanks for the beer."
"Let me know if you'd like another one. I brought a few."
I looked down in the cooler at his feet. There were maybe four left, with several empty bottles next to them. "One is plenty. Wouldn't be right to hog 'em all."
He reached down and grabbed one. "No seriously. Please, someone's gotta drink 'em, right?"
I accepted it, although I would have preferred a Guinness. "Thanks."
Mark grinned, and introduced me around. The guys seemed a good bit more normal, talking about regular stuff, and not asking me any weird questions. At least not many.
Dale, the taller dirty blonde guy, was looking over at the women. "Sue, huh? Lucky bastard. How do our girls compare to your, uh, last station?"
"Prettier, younger, and not nearly so serious," I freely admitted. Most of those scientist women had senses of humor no better than mine. The girls at that party giggled more than I'd heard in a year on ice.
All the guys laughed. "Yeah, I imagine so," Mark said. "Pretty laid back here compared to, uh, over there, I imagine."
"Lot more blondes and red-heads," I added. Guy talk.
"No shit. Gotta love the good ol' US of A." Neil, the third guy said, raising his bottle. I noticed he was drinking a Bud.
"I'll drink to that," I said, lifting my bottle.
The guys looked at each other, and they all lifted their beers, and touched mine. "Respect," Mark said quietly.
They seemed like nice guys. I took a drink from my bottle, and remembered Dad's favorite toast.
"May you have the hindsight to know where you've been
the foresight to know where you're going
and the insight to know when you're going too far."
Mark looked at me nervously. "No offense, Mystery."
Offense? I laughed. "Course not. To new friends, then," I said backtracking. "Please, call me Trey." God, I always seemed to say the wrong thing.
He nodded quickly. "New friends. Thanks, Trey."
* * * Now * * *
We ate around our outdoor table, and my failed joke with the throwing knife seemed to be forgotten. We were all laughing at Dale's stories. Damn, I wish I could be half as entertaining. Then again, I hadn't done a tenth of the stuff he had. As was my way, I kept pretty closed mouthed, and just listened.



The drinks were flowing, and nobody was feeling much pain. Sue was obviously buzzed, in her party, flirting mood. I liked that. It almost always meant hot sex. I loved that. She was amazing.
"You ever sorry you gave up the old life?" Mark asked.
"Rarely," I told him. "You know most of the guys didn't last more than a year. I had a five year run. Only six guys stuck it out longer. More than enough for any man."
"Five years," Dale said. "Damn! So the humdrum beach life suits you now?"
"Perfectly. Sun, sand, good friends, and the best woman a man could ask for," I told him.
Sue grinned. "Best woman? Where is she? I'll tear her eyes out."
"Silly girl. You're the only woman for me. You remember that first barbecue? Picking you up for the first time?"
"Of course. Best. Day. Ever."
"No playing around on the side. You warned me then. You'll never have to worry about me. I'm a one woman man, just like you're a one man woman."
I was a little surprised when she dropped her glass. She apologized, and got up for a dishrag. She returned and cleaned up her mess, then came over to where I was sitting. She looked upset.
"What's wrong, beautiful? It's just a little mess."
She sat in my lap. "I am, you know. A one man woman. I love you. Only you. Nobody else means anything to me. You know that, right?"
"Of course! You're mine, and I'm yours. Everyone knows that." I looked around the table. "Right?"
They were looking at me funny. "Of course. Everyone knows that," Mark said eagerly.
Dale was nodding like a bobble doll. "Only yours."
I hugged her, and I could feel her trembling. "You feeling alright?"
She nodded. "Only you, Trey. I swear! You gotta believe me!"
"I know. Relax. Let's just enjoy ourselves Ok?"
She gave me a quick kiss, then ran back indoors again. The woman had a bladder the size of a shot glass.
* * * Then * * *
I'll admit it. I had a better time at the 4th of July party than I thought I would. I stopped drinking after Mark's second beer, switching to soft drinks. When you drive a convertible sports car, you're a target for trouble. I wasn't about to get behind the wheel drunk.
Sue noticed after a while. "No more beer?"
"Can't afford it. I've already got a target the size of New Jersey on my back. Don't want to leave here drunk."
She nodded. "I understand. It must be difficult."
"Hardly. I like to be in control anyway." She was clinging to my arm again, and I pulled her around facing me. "Thanks for getting me to go out. I'm out of practice around crowds. I'm not making an idiot of myself, am I?"
"No! Never." She grinned. "Can I consider the first date a success?"
"Absolutely. I'm having a great time."
She moved in for a kiss. A real toe-curler. "Want to take me out for ice-cream after?"
"I'd love to."
"Great. That can be our second date."
I laughed. "Second date?"
"I never fool around before the third," she teased.
"Never?"
"Not even for you, Mystery," she gave me a quick peck. "Although it's tempting as hell." She grabbed my hand. "C'mon. Time to say our goodbyes."
We made the rounds, and I got more hugs than I would have expected, and lots of invitations to more activities. Sue was fielding those.
She liked Baskin-Robbins World Class Chocolate, and butter pecan. I went for a simple chocolate shake, made with French vanilla and chocolate syrup.
"Am I going to have to call you?" she asked.
"For?"
"You know. You had a good time today, didn't you?"
"A great time."
"You like me?"
"I think you're pretty terrific, actually."
"So you'll call? You won't make me do all the chasing?"
"I'll call."
"When?"
I laughed. "We're still on our second date," I told her. "A little patience, alright? This is all pretty new to me."
"You're not going to call Diane or Erin, are you? I saw Diane put her number in your pocket. Don't try to pretend she didn't. Why didn't you just tell her no? Aren't I good enough? Three dates isn't too long is it?" She looked sincerely upset.
"I'm not going to call Diane or Erin," I told her.
"Or any of those others ones either! Marie's married. She was only flirting. Don't...don't mess up her marriage, Trey. Mark's a nice guy. He even gave you two of his beers, he never does that. You don't do that, do you? Break up marriages for fun?"
"Nobody but you, Sue. I'm not going to call anyone but you."
"Promise?"
"I promise. I'm a one woman man, just like you're a one man woman."
"Am I that woman, Trey?"
God, she was a fast mover. I'd never met anyone like her. I looked her over. She was beautiful, easily the best looking woman out there today. Filled out her bikini fabulously. Easy to talk to. Maybe a little nutty, but nothing horrible. What the hell did she see in a nobody like me?
I saw her squirming under my gaze.
"I...I'll treat you well, Trey. I swear. You'll never regret it. Better than any of them."
"Am I your man?" I asked.
"Yes! If you'll have me."
"Then I guess you're my woman. It wouldn't work out very well otherwise, would it?"
She laughed, and grabbed my hands. "Take me home, Trey?"
"Sure."
At the door, she gave me that kiss she promised. Best kiss I ever had, but that wasn't saying all that much. Still, I couldn't imagine they get much better. I was achingly hard when we separated.
"I had a great first two dates, Trey. Thank you." She gave me another quick kiss, then left me.
I walked back to my car, and before I hit the end of the block, I dialed her number.
"Hello?" she answered after three rings.
"Hi Sue. It's me. I had a great time today."
"Did you forget something? Is something wrong?"
"No. I promised I'd call. What are you doing next Friday?"
She was quiet for a few seconds. "Could you come back for a minute?"
"Sure, I'm only a few blocks away."
"Great. I'll meet you downstairs."
I drove around the block, and dealt with the local traffic for the few minutes it took me to return. She ran over and hopped in my car. "Take me for a ride."
"Where?"
"Anywhere, just drive Ok?"
Definitely wacky. I drove down to the water. It was getting dark, and the fireworks were just starting.
"Can we watch the fireworks for a while?" she asked.
"Of course. You want to go down and walk the beach?"
"I'd like that. You don't mind?"
"Not at all."
We spent a good hour watching all the private fireworks that people were setting off, bracketed by the city fireworks at each end of the beach. We walked hand-in-hand, not talking about much except about the different pyrotechnic displays. I let her set the pace and direction, and they were still going on when we got back to the car. "Take me home?"
I laughed, opening her door. "Your chariot awaits, milady."
I walked her to the door, and got another kiss. "Thank you for my third date," she said, smiling shyly. "Would I be brazen if I invited you in for coffee?"
"No. I think that would be quite kind."
That girl from the tanker? Someday I'll have to hunt her down and thank her. She was quite the pushy one, and had no qualms directing me on how she liked to be pleased. We spent two full days together, most of it in bed. I imagine I was able to sustain an erection for a few hours of that time, but the rest was her training me.
I owed Dr. Katy Ross as well. She made sure there was one thing I could do, very well. Very, very well, if her moans, cries and screams were any indication.
Their training turned out to be quite successful. Sue didn't mind fooling around after three dates. Even when all three were in a period of about 10 hours.
She was crying, begging me to fuck her, after about an hour spent between her legs. I'd given her half-a-dozen orgasms, before I entered her.
"Fuck me, Trey! God, I need you to fuck me!" she begged.
I did my best, and it seemed to be good enough. I only lasted a few minutes the first time, but she had no qualms using her talented mouth to get me hard again. That second erection was good for half-a-dozen positions, and I learned something quite useful. I have a hard time coming when she's riding me. Don't ask me why, but it's a fact. She was a shaking mess when she finally rolled off of me, and I climbed back between her legs.
"Take me, baby," she panted, pulling me close.
I let her draw me down, and nibbled on her soft neck, letting my hips take over down below.
"Oh, fuck," she groaned. "I...I can't believe it. You're going to make me come again," she gasped.
"Come for me, beautiful," I whispered, driving into her hard and fast.
"A...g..g..gain!" she whined, thrusting back hard. Her arms were wrapped around my body, holding me tight. She whimpered sweetly, then came hard. Less than a minute later, I was filling my second condom.
I started to pull away, but she wouldn't let go. "No, baby. Don't move, not yet. Don't let me go."
I hugged her tightly. "I'll never let you go, Sue."
She sighed. "Holy shit, Mystery! I've never come like that, or been left this drained. Did they train you in that too?"
I kissed her softly. "Two instructors. Five long months. Still you taught me something tonight."
"Really? You liked it? You're not just saying it, right? I... I don't have a lot of experience, not professional. Only eight other lovers. I don't bore you, do I? You'll let me know if I do anything wrong. You can train me."
"I like you just the way you are. Ready to go again?"
She looked down to where I was already hard for her. "God! I should have known what I was getting into. Like everything about you. Dangerous, another weapon. You've never actually killed anyone with that monster, have you?"
I remembered the final night with Katy, the only time we had sex. Her coming so hard for me until she passed out. Le petite mort. The little death. "Only once," I teased. "Just a little death."
She looked scared. "You wouldn't, I mean, not me. Would you?"
As many times as I could, I thought. I parted her legs and moved between them. "Only if you deserve it."
An hour later she was trembling. She'd earned at least half-a-dozen. "God, that's intense. Knowing what you could do, if you wanted. Was that good for you too? I can do better."
"You were wonderful. The best."
"The best? You think so? I... I'm just an amateur!"
"The best for me. Now. Exactly what I needed."
She smiled, climbing onto my chest, kissing my neck. "If you need it again, I hope you remember who to come too. I can be what you need, if you'll give me a chance."
"The chance is yours," I whispered, wondering if I had one more in me.
We've been together ever since. Engaged within three months. Married in less than a year. We spent almost four months looking for the perfect home, and when we found the foreclosure, I knew it was the one. It needed some work, but that never scared me.
Sue almost had a cow, when I paid for the house in cash.
"How can you afford something like this?" she asked.
"I told you, I'm careful with my money."
It was going to take three quarters of my savings, but it was worth it. I liked the idea of knowing the place was mine, and I'd never have to worry about having some place to live, ever again. The house was ideal, not overly large, but with a big two car garage, and a carport that could hold two more. Waterfront, bayside, with a nice deck. Quiet neighborhood. All a guy could ask for.
We had a great life. Together, we earned almost 200K a year, with almost no expenses. That first year we put close to 60 grand into savings.
Marie and Mark lived only about a mile away. They became our closest friends. We had many. I should say Sue had many, but they were always nice to me.
We were in love, and I couldn't imagine my life without her.
* * * Now * * *
Dusk was approaching, and I was sitting on the end of the dock, alone. I was hopeless as a host. Everything I did turned out wrong. I tried to fit in, joke, act like everyone else. I always screwed it up. I wonder how many friends I'd have if not for Sue.
Marie came down and sat next to me, quiet, sipping a wine cooler.
"You know something, don't you?"
Know? What? Hell, I didn't know anything. Not even how to host a party. I didn't answer.
She looked back over her shoulder, and I followed her gaze. My wife and the two husbands seemed to be arguing.
"She loves you, you know. It's not too late."
"Too late?"
She looked at me, and I saw her eyes were moist. "Don't Trey. Please. You've done enough. It's stopped. I'm certain it never really went anywhere. They were stupid, but you have to forgive them."
"Forgive them?" I asked her, wondering what the hell there was to forgive. If anything, I should be asking their forgiveness, screwing up another party.
"Please? For me? You're a better man than this. You have to stop torturing them. You've made your point." She grabbed my hand, clutching it tightly. "I love him. He's an idiot, but he's my idiot, and I don't know what I'd do without him."
"Lot of idiots around," I muttered. Count me among them.
"I know. I'm so sorry. I suspected, but you, you knew. It was obvious. God, how stupid could they be!" she snapped. "Everyone knows you're the last person in the world to screw around with."
I sighed. Right. "Everyone knows," I laughed.
She grabbed my face, and looked into my eyes. "No. Nobody does. It's our secret. You stopped it. Now you have to let it go. Please, I'm begging you, Trey. Let it slide this one time. For me. For all of us. She's learned her lesson, they all have. They screw up again, I'll help you bury the bodies. Please? Can it end?"
Hell if I could figure out what the hell she was all worked up about. I hated to see her like that. I hated to see any woman upset. It was a weakness of mine.
"Sure. For you, Marie," I told her.
She burst into tears, hugging me, her arms like steel bands. I tried to calm her, stroking her hair. "I'm sorry," I said. Dad had taught me that much. With any crying woman, 90% of the time 'sorry' was a great start.
She pulled away, and I felt her lips press against mine, briefly. "God, we don't deserve you. None of us. Don't ever apologize to me, Mystery."
I chuckled. "I don't deserve you."
She tried to smile, but I saw the corners of her mouth twitching. "Don't cry, beautiful. It breaks my heart."
She looked back at the rest of the party, and I saw that we were being watched. "Time to go back, I think. Don't need any tongues wagging," I said.
She laughed, and took my hand when I offered to help her up.
"It's over?"
"Yeah," I said. It was getting late. Still had a lot of cleaning up to do.
"Thank you. I...I'll make it up to you someday. I swear."
"Fine, next time you bring those crab cakes of yours."
She laughed, and it sounded almost hysterical. "I've got an idiot to take home and straighten out. Don't be too hard on Sue. She really does love you."
"I love her."
"I know. Everyone knows. Otherwise, I imagine our parties would be half the size in the future, wouldn't they?"
Hell, if I didn't have Sue, there would be no parties. I said as much.
She let go of my hand as we approached the deck. I hadn't even realized she was holding it. Marie walked up to her husband, and slapped him. Hard. He didn't say anything, just lowered his head.
"You got a fuckin' reprieve, you asshole. All three of you. There better be no next time, or I'll be the one pulling the God-damn trigger! You understand?" she shrieked.
I saw his face turn red, and he nodded slowly.
She kicked him in the leg. "God damn it! Fucking man-up and apologize, you piece of shit!"
"I'm sorry, baby. It's not what you think," he whispered.
"Not to me you idiot!" she screamed.
She was scaring me, I'd never seen her like that. I was glad I was married to Sue, she never went off like that. I looked over at my wife, and she bowed her head. She got up and walked over to me, clinging to my arm like that first date. She lowered her head and pressed it against me.
Mark spoke up. "I...I'm sorry, Trey. I swear, it never went anywhere." He looked down at Sue. "You too, Sue. I never meant..."
"Just leave," she said softly. "Please."
He nodded, and turned away. Marie walked over and gave me a hug. "Thank you." She grabbed Sue's chin, and lifted her face. "You and me. We'll talk later. You should thank your ever-loving lucky stars, you know."
Sue nodded. "I know."
Annie appeared as confused as me. Dale? Well he looked like he was waiting for the other shoe to drop. Marie stared at him. "What the fuck are you waiting for, dipshit? An engraved invitation?"
He shook his head nervously, and approached us slowly. He moved like his feet were made of lead. Dale was a tall guy, good 6'3", towering over my 5'9". He stopped a couple of feet away.
"Sorry, man. It was stupid, we know. Nothing happened, it was just talk that got carried away. If...if you can let this go, I swear to God, you'll never have to worry about anything like it again. I swear." He was shaking. "Please, man. Whatever you need to do, I understand. But I got a wife and kids. They didn't do nothing."
I looked over at Annie. Damn near as good-looking as Sue. I tried to make light of the awkward situation. "Gorgeous wife," I said, giving Annie a wink.
"God, don't you think I know it? I must have been fucking insane, to get involved." He was babbling, and I let him chatter, until he stopped, staring at me. "Is that the cost? My Annie?"
I felt Sue's hands gripping into my arm.
"How about next time, I provide the meat, and Annie provides dessert?"
He glanced back and forth between his wife and me. "My A-a-annie's dessert?" he whined.
He was acting weird. "Yeah. Make sure she brings over that amazing marble cake of hers. We'll call it even." At least. Best cake I ever ate. The girl was a genius when it came to baking.
Dale's eyes opened wide. I stepped back involuntarily, when he dropped to his knees, holding his face in his hands. "You're not fucking with me, are you, Mystery? Please, please tell me, you're not. It's over?"
"Yeah, getting late," I said, feeling distinctly awkward.
He looked up, and I saw tears on his face. I turned away so he wouldn't have to suffer the embarrassment.
"Sorry, Sue. So, so, damn sorry," he mumbled, standing.
I looked back, and Annie was standing beside him. "C'mon," she said. "You're going to have to explain to me what the fuck is going on."
She came over and gave me a hug. That's one of the things I really liked about Annie. Always got a nice hug, both arriving and leaving. "You always have the most interesting parties, Trey," she said, kissing my cheek.
She gave Sue a hug. "Give me a call?"
Sue nodded.
As they left, Sue turned and hugged me. "God, I don't deserve you. Forgive me for being a fucking moron?"
"If you'll forgive me for messing up another party," I said, holding her.
She looked up at me. "Only you, Trey. I swear. I've been with nobody but you since we met, and I'll never even look at another man. You have to believe me. They never really stood a chance."
I lifted her and gave her a bear hug. "Of course I believe you. I love you, silly girl."
She grinned, and kissed me. "You know, I'm going to fuck your brains out tonight. Tonight, tomorrow, and every single day for the rest of our lives."
"Leave a little brains, Ok? I don't have that much to spare."
She laughed, squirming out of my arms, and tugging down my shorts, right there on the porch, in the fading light of day. "Alright. Just a little. You ready for me, Mystery Man?"
"Always. I can't imagine my life without you."
She stopped, looking up at me nervously. "I swear, I'll never give you cause to worry about that again."
As her mouth engulfed my cock, I reached down and brushed her hair back to see her beautiful face. Damn, she was good at that.



A loving wife, great friends, an excellent job. I had it pretty damn good. Even if I had the social graces of a rhino. My wife loved me, and only me, and nothing else mattered.
As many have said before me, and more will in the future, life was good.
============================
Don't know where the idea for this once came from. Kind of weird, I know. Still I like the main character, and have some ideas for follow up stories if it merits it.
This is a contest entry. I'd appreciate a vote if you enjoyed it. Only one, if it's not too much trouble.
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=======================================
It's/its, your's/yours, to/too/two, etc.
I've learned a lot writing for Literotica the last dozen years. I think it's high time I paid back a little for all the help I've received during that time. Here's a simple tool I use regularly to assist with some of the most common errors I fell prey to in my first decade of writing. Using it's for its, you're for your, misusing homonyms, which I did far too often. I notice it's a common problem, and hope someone else finds it useful.
It's well short of the 750 word minimum, and I'd hate to clutter something so simple with an extra 200 words of fluff.
=======================================
The following Word macro, when run, will highlight in RED all the common homonym's that are listed. If you, like me, occasionally type the wrong one, it'll allow you to go back and identify each potentially incorrect word, so you can determine if you got it right or not.
It's a very basic macro, and doesn't deal with footnotes or headers or anything of that type. Simple body text is all it covers. The original was written by a friend of mine, and I've modified it for my own needs. Of course, you're encouraged to do the same.
To use the Macros, simply go to Macros -> View Macros and press create. You'll have to enter the name of the macro (hilite_HOMONYMS). Copy the macros below into the open file and save. When you View Macros again, you'll have two new ones. The first, hilite_HOMONYMS will highlight all the problem words in red. The second one, unhilite_ALL, will clear all highlighting.
Once you've save this to your normal.dot, these macros should be available each time you open word.
--- Macro starts below here ---
Sub hilite_HOMONYMS()
'
' hilite_HOMONYMS Macro
' Macro created 5/27/2013 by Tx Tall Tales
'
Dim varWordList(45) As String
varWordList(0) = "accept"
varWordList(1) = "except"
varWordList(2) = "already"
varWordList(3) = "all ready"
varWordList(4) = "all together"
varWordList(5) = "altogether"
varWordList(6) = "altar"
varWordList(7) = "alter"
varWordList(8) = "ascent"
varWordList(9) = "assent"
varWordList(10) = "bare"
varWordList(11) = "bear"
varWordList(12) = "brake"
varWordList(13) = "break"
varWordList(14) = "capital"
varWordList(15) = "capitol"
varWordList(16) = "conscience"
varWordList(17) = "concious"
varWordList(18) = "desert"
varWordList(19) = "dessert"
varWordList(20) = "emigrate"
varWordList(21) = "immigrate"
varWordList(22) = "its"
varwordList(23) = "it's"
varWordList(24) = "lead"
varWordList(25) = "led"
varWordList(26) = "loose"
varWordList(27) = "lose"
varWordList(28) = "passed"
varWordList(29) = "past"
varWordList(30) = "principal"
varWordList(31) = "principle"
varWordList(32) = "their"
varWordList(33) = "there"
varWordList(34) = "they're"
varWordList(35) = "to"
varWordList(36) = "too"
varWordList(37) = "two"
varWordList(38) = "weather"
varWordList(39) = "whether"
varWordList(40) = "your"
varWordList(41) = "you're"
varWordList(43) = "end"
varWordList(44) = "end"
varWordList(45) = "end"
counter = 0
Do
With ActiveDocument.Content.Find
.ClearFormatting
.Replacement.ClearFormatting
.Replacement.Font.Color = wdColorRed
.MatchWholeWord = True
.MatchCase = False
' .MatchWildcards = False
' .MatchSoundsLike = False
' .MatchAllWordForms = False
.Execute FindText:=varWordList(counter), _
ReplaceWith:=varWordList(counter), Replace:=wdReplaceAll
End With
counter = counter + 1
Loop Until "end" = varWordList(counter)
End Sub
Sub unhilite()
'
' unhilite Macro
' Macro created 5/27/2013 by Tx Tall Tales
'
With ActiveDocument.Content.Find
.ClearFormatting
.Font.Color = wdColorRed
With .Replacement
.ClearFormatting
.Font.Color = wdColorBlack
End With
.Execute FindText:="", ReplaceWith:="", _
Format:=True, Replace:=wdReplaceAll
End With
End Sub
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================
He got more than a house - for better or worse
This is my first foray into Erotic Horror. Although there are horror/evil elements, in the end it's a romance, with a heavy paranormal theme. I wasn't sure if this went in Erotic Horror, Non-human, or Romance. Let me know if I got it wrong.
This is a long, slow-developing, complex story. Very long, approaching novel length at 56,000 words. You might want to check out the number of pages before starting. It's more than a couple of hours read. Thank you in advance for your patience.
Thanks to PatientLee, Dakota_Lynn, and my Writing Group for their valuable input, perhaps making a confusing read almost readable. They're also responsible for eliminating almost a quarter of the length.
This is an entry in the 2013 Halloween Contest.
================
For four years I'd driven by that old house. It was high on a hill, hidden by the ancient trees around it. You could occasionally glimpse one of the four towering chimneys through a break in the foliage, but even in winter I could barely make out the silhouette of the building.
It was only a few hundred yards off the interstate. Twice, my curiosity had gotten the better of me, and I'd tried to get closer to it. The sheer cliff where they'd cut through for the highway, made any approach from the west impossible, so I searched for adjacent roads. After a few hours of wasted effort, it was clear there was no avenue up to the house proper. Studying the latest street maps, I could find nothing that got me anywhere near the hilltop.
I didn't know why I was so drawn to the place, but it was always on my mind, a compulsion. I studied surveying maps and asked around the nearest town, several miles away, but couldn't find out any more about it. I researched properties for sale and old tax records, all to no avail.
There was a history to the house, and old records, but everything seemed to end around the 1930's. I ran into a blank at every turn. The more of a challenge it proved, the more stubborn I became. My obstinance was both a blessing and a curse.
The place was well off the beaten path, in backwoods Virginia, and I was only out in the area every couple of months or so, when working with a rural customer. More often than not I just drove past, staring up at the mystery. Straining to see just a little more, something to assuage my curiosity.
Finally my patience surrendered to my obsession. I planned a day excursion, and one fine morning I parked my car at what I thought was the nearest and most likely access point, sprayed on an extra helping of Deep Woods Off, and started hiking in. It was hard going, no trail to speak of, which surprised me. Places like this were always targets for neighborhood kids to hang out and get in trouble. Perhaps the scarcity of local population, combined with the difficulty of access discouraged it.
The route couldn't have been much more than half a mile at best, and yet the thick undergrowth and vicious thorns kept me at bay for nearly 2 hours. I fought through, determined, clingy vines grasping at my legs, immense deadfalls abruptly blocking my route, hidden thorny branches shredding my skin, unsurpassable thickets forcing me deeper into the woods. After a few hundred yards I was exhausted, silently cursing the dark foreboding woods that sought to deny me my goal. The woods opened up to larger, more sedate forest giants that silently observed my implacable progress, before closing in again as I reached the top of the hill. When I finally broke free into the open, the manse stood before me, magnificent and sad at the same time.
It was huge, beyond my expectations. Three full stories, with 2 large chimneys on each end of the house, maybe 15 feet apart. The building was stone, five window openings on the end facing me, stacked 2-2-1, now just gaping holes in the side of the building.
The front was impressive, with a wide double doorway in the center, bracketed by two window openings on each side. On the second and third floors there had been five windows each. Now just dark smudges on the ancient façade.
The original porch was long gone, but with some effort I climbed up the front into the entrance. I was holding my breath, eager to view the interior for the first time, my mind adrift in the contemplation of the wonders ahead of me. The first sight was a punch in the gut.
Decrepit ruin and rot, devastating in its completeness, that was my reward. It was well lit, the light from the window openings flooding it, and daylight streaming down from above. Looking up, I could see the sky through the three intervening ceilings and the roof. Portions of the floors were still intact, as were many of the joists, pillars and beams. I carefully maneuvered my way along the walls, to see some of what lay hidden from view. Each step was an adventure, the soft rotted wood eager to pitch me into the darkness below, if I strayed from the safety of the joists.
Soot blackened walls, and charred beams told me a fire must have destroyed the place. From the look of things it was the worst on the third floor and attic, with the ground floor somehow surviving with the least ruin. Significant damage, but not the hollowed out shell the top floors had become.
I made it most of the way up the stairs to the second floor before the creaking of the rotted wood underfoot had my heart racing too fast to continue. When a board disintegrated underfoot, compulsion yielded to common sense, and I gave it up as too dangerous. I had peeked over the top into the floor space above, but it was difficult to tell where rooms had been. In a few places, hints remained of what might have been walls, but fallen detritus from the floor above made even that a guess at best. The devastation was near complete. Carefully working my way back down, legs trembling, I retreated from the house, my curiosity only further inflamed.
From the outside the place was majestic. The stone looked perfect, the proportions ideal. The outline of the steeply pitched roof and those 4 fantastic chimneys against the sky were breathtaking. I walked around the building, still at a loss for how the exterior walls could look so solid, with so little inside to hold them up.
There was a 30 yard area surrounding the house, where the trees had not yet dared to trespass. The grass and clover intermixed, on the peak of the hill, where the decrepit mansion now stood. I could only imagine what it must have looked like in its glory.
I wondered if it was possible to restore it to that glory.
I knew I wanted to try.
* * *
It took me six months of effort to track down the ownership of the property. It was considered unimproved, the House not even showing up on paperwork. Fifty year old businesses exchanged land ownership, their actions hidden behind the corporate veil.
Actually contacting the owner proved almost as difficult. The House had become my hobby, taking over much of my free time, occupying my thoughts. I made countless phone calls, mailing in public information requests, spending hours and hours at the local courthouse and records room.
Eventually my stubbornness won out. I found myself in a senior home halfway across the country, nervous to finally meet the person who I believed was the actual owner. I glanced around the room, dizzied by the combination of opulence and decay. The furniture, wallpaper, artwork, were so different from the nursing homes I was familiar with. Nothing modular or modern, it spoke of a different age, and a different class of clientele. At the same time my senses were assaulted with a variety of smells conflicting with each other. Bleach, mildew, urine, dust, and an overall mustiness that was depressing. The curtains were inexplicably closed blocking out the sunlight, leaving vague shadows in its place.
One of the assistants wheeled out an elderly woman in a wheelchair. She looked like she might have been around at the turn of the previous century. Her gray hair, or what was left of it, was carefully combed back. She had makeup on, an elegant dress, and jewelry. She had clearly made herself up for my visit.
"Mrs. Madison? I'm Jack Thompson. I hope you don't mind my coming to speak to you."
She giggled. The sound seemed out-of-place, coming from her. "Mind? Of course not. It's not every day that a lady has such a handsome young man come to call. Would you like some tea? Ralph would be happy to get us some."
"That would be very nice. Please."
"I'm so glad you've come by. I don't get many visitors these days."
"I'm very happy to be here. You're not an easy woman to find, Mrs. Madison."
"Beverly, please. Mrs. Madison sounds like my mother-in-law. I shouldn't be that hard to find. I'm afraid I've been cooped up in here for nearly 20 years now."
Cooped up? I could understand that feeling. I would want out of that environment, given any chance. "Would you like to go outside? It's a beautiful day out."
"Do you think we could?"
"I don't see why not, Beverly. Why don't we have our tea out on the lawn?" I'd seen several tables outside, and thought it would be pleasant to be outdoors. Far more pleasant than where I stood.
"That would be divine."
I guided her wheelchair out the door, taking the ramp out to the spacious front lawn, and steered her to an open table with some shade. I parked her there, briefly wondering why more people weren't outside on such a gorgeous day.
"I'll be right back with our tea," I told her.
"Thank you, Jack."
Ralph was looking around for us, with a serving tray in his hands.
"Sorry, Ralph. Mrs. Madison and I will be having our tea outside at one of the tables. I hope that's not a problem."
He didn't seem concerned, and passed me the tray. I returned to Beverly, and set one of the cups before her. She lifted the lid off a matching small bowl, and using silver tongs, she added two sugar cubes to her cup. I'd never seen a sugar cube before. I was fascinated with her slow precise movements. Everything about her whispered grace and elegance.
"I love the spring, don't you?" she asked, sipping daintily from her old-fashioned china tea cup.
"Absolutely. Spring and fall are my favorite seasons by far."
"I'm afraid my spring and fall have passed me by. I'm well into winter by now."
"A very lovely winter it is," I told her, smiling. I was surprised at my own mild flirting. Something about her set me at ease.
"You're sweet to say so. It is lonely."
"I'm surprised. I'd expect half the men in the house to be courting you."
"Oh, there still are a few, but mostly silly old fools."
"I'd say the ones who aren't are the fools."
She smiled. "I'd agree with you, but that would be awfully brazen of me, wouldn't it?"
Beverly seemed to have her wits about her, and was quite easy to talk to. We chatted about the weather, and I found out she was a baseball fan, and we argued a little about the American League East.
She pushed her cup away, and raised her head to the sun, basking in it. "I'm sure you didn't come out here just to flirt with an old woman."
I blushed. "Beverly, do you own a piece of property in Virginia? A hillside burned out home on a piece of rural land, not too far from the Chesapeake?"
She thought about it. "I own a few properties. Most of them leased out. In Virginia you say?"
"Yes. The House looks very old. Not much left on the inside, but the outside is still impressive."
"I believe that was my Uncle Donald's place. A very sad story. His young wife and infant daughter perished in the fire. He couldn't stand to live there and moved west. He left me the property in his will. That must have been over 40 years ago."
"I've been fascinated by the old house on the property, and would like to try to restore it. Would you consider selling the place?"
"You're not from around here? You live out that way?"
"Yes ma'am."
"You've come a long distance to discuss this, haven't you?"
"I've been working for almost a year to find out who owned it, and to try to buy it." I confessed.
"Why would you want to rebuild it?"
"Honestly, I don't know. It's been on my mind since I caught my first glimpse of it, nagging me incessantly. When I finally hiked my way in to see it, I couldn't help but imagine what it must have been like in its hay-day, and would love to see it restored to its previous glory. I have an image in my kind of what it should look like, and I'd like to take my time rebuilding it, and live there."
"Quite a fascination you've developed."
"Yes it is. It consumes me. I'm not rich, but I think I could give you a fair price for the place."
She looked at me long and hard. She didn't speak for a couple of minutes. I didn't pressure her to. "Perhaps we could come to an agreement," she said.
"I hope we can."
"The truth is, I don't need a lot of money. I'm fairly well off, and as you might imagine, my needs are simple, and I don't have a lot of expenses."
Before I could answer she continued.
"I have a confession, Jack. I'm lonely. And I've thoroughly enjoyed the time we've spent together."
"As have I, Beverly." As have I?
"Could you do something for me? Keep me involved in your project. Talk to me. Call me regularly. Maybe send me pictures of your progress. I have no family, and the days get longer and longer. I'd love to see what you can do with the old place."
"If we can come to terms, I'd love to have you involved. I'd be happy to call you as often as you wish, and send you weekly pictures of my progress, if any. Videos of the place. Whatever I could do."
"When it's done, could you take me out there, to see it? Please?" She reached out with her small, cold hands, and placed them over mine.
How lonely she must be. "Ma'am, I'll fly you out there whenever you want, at my expense. There's no access currently, but once I've cleared a road to the house, I'd love to have you come out to view it as it is now, and to see what I can make of it."
Her eyes glistened as she looked off into the distance. "You won't forget me once I've signed it over, will you?"
"We could guarantee I wouldn't in the contract."
"I just need your word."
"Beverly, you have my solemn word. Like you, I have no family. I never knew my parents. I have no wife, no girlfriend, no children. I'm quite alone in this world, and can't think of anybody I'd rather share this adventure with."
Her eyes welled up, and tears started to slowly trickle down her cheek. "Jack, I'm rather tired. I'd like to go in now."
"Of course." Disappointed, I rolled her away from the table and wheeled her back into the building. At the threshold she stopped me.
"Are you returning east immediately?"
"My schedule's open," I assured her.
"I'll have my lawyer stop by tomorrow. If you could come by for dinner, perhaps we can conclude our deal."
"Wild horses couldn't keep me away. Thank you."
* * *
Back in my room I was nervous. We hadn't agreed on the price, and once the lawyers got involved who knew what would happen? I was so close. I had a hard time getting to sleep that night.
In the morning I felt much calmer. I believed Beverly. I was convinced she wanted this as much as I did. I went out and did a little shopping, prepared to show her how serious I was about keeping her involved.
I stopped by the home at 4:30, not certain what time dinner was. I appeared to have guessed correctly. She and a distinguished older gentleman were seated at a table, waiting for me.
Beverly beamed. "Jack! I have to tell you, I haven't been this excited in ages. I'd like to introduce you to my friend, Jerome."
Jerome stood and shook my hand. He had a determined gaze, and a firm handshake. "Convince me I should approve this."
"Now Jerome..." Beverly chided.
"No, Beverly, he's right. He has your best interests in mind. Allow me, if I may."
Once again, I explained in detail, how I'd first seen the place, and come to be enthralled by it. I reviewed my research, my desire, and my place in the world. He was quiet, letting me go on.
I opened my briefcase, and pulled out the gift. "Beverly, this picture frame can show a variety of photos." I turned it on, and she saw the digital images of the house in its current state. "I can hook this up to the internet, and put it in your room. Then whenever I have new pictures, I can remotely put them on your picture frame for you to see, that same day."
She seemed excited by the idea. She was watching the picture frame, and I showed her how she could move the pictures back and forth in order, pause at any one, or leave them in slide-show mode.
I held up my smartphone. "This phone took the photos I just showed you. I'll keep it with me at all times on the property, and I promise I'll take plenty of pictures every step of the way. I'll upload them as soon as I have internet access."
Finally, I pulled out another cell-phone. "This is for you. I've programmed my number into it. The bill will come directly to me. You can call me anytime, and I will try to call you every day. I don't want to commit to every day, since I'm not sure I can keep that promise. But I will do my best."
Beverly looked over at her lawyer, with a big smirk on her face. "Jerome?"
He sighed. "Damn it. Alright, I'm convinced. Sign here."
He pushed a paper toward me.
"We haven't agreed on the price yet," I said, hesitating.
"I'm sure you can afford it." He flipped the contract back to the first page and pointed. The sales price was $1.00.
I was flabbergasted. "Beverly, that's not fair."
"Jack, it's just an expense for me. I pay taxes every year on a piece of land I never see and make no money off of. You'll be doing me a favor. Please agree to this."
I could feel the tears welling in my eyes. My dream was coming true. "I... I don't know what to say."
"Say yes and sign the paper. Save your money for the repairs. I suspect they will not be cheap."
I looked over at Jerome, who shrugged. "She wants to do this. Trust me, there's no stopping it now. And financially, it won't hurt her in the least. Sign the contract."
I signed the paper, and went around the table and asked if it was Ok if I hugged her. She struggled to her feet, leaning heavily on my arm, and let me embrace her. I held her a long time, until I could control my emotions. My shoulder was wet when I finally eased her back into her chair.
As I took my seat she thanked me.
"I'm the one who should be thanking you. You've made it possible for my 5 year dream to come true."
"Jack, this is the happiest and most fun I've had in longer than I care to admit. Follow your dream. Just don't forget me."
"Never. I swear."
Jerome interrupted. "That's done. How about we have dinner? It's getting late."
* * *
It was a daunting task ahead of me. I tried to make sure that my work didn't suffer, but I spent every weekend working on my project. My holidays and vacation time were spent laboring on the House. Every day I called Beverly, in the morning, reviewing my progress, if any, the day before, and discussing my future plans. Over time our discussions moved away from the House, and encompassed our lives. We talked about my job, my project, and my Spartan life away from the two.
"Jack, why don't you date?"
"I don't have the time, right now. I'm rather focused on my work and the House, and it doesn't make me very sociable."
"BS. You're a handsome young man. You should have a girl."
"I'd like that very much. And someday I hope I will. But that's in the future."
"But you dated in the past?"
"I have. That didn't work out so well. I think I'm too intense for most of the women I meet. The same fixation I have on the House, I tend to have on whatever I'm working on."
"Go out tonight and relax. Chat up a girl. Buy her a drink."
I laughed. "Ok, Mom, I'll see if I can't go out for a beer tonight. No promises about the girl."



She was quiet. "Mom. Nobody ever called me that."
"I'm sorry, I hope I didn't offend you."
"Offend me? It's the nicest thing you've ever said. I should be so lucky."
"Beverly, you're the best thing to happen to me in ages. I can't tell you how happy I am to talk to you each day. I don't think I knew how lonely I was before you."
I heard her sniffle. "Enough already. You'll make an old woman cry. Go to work before you're late."
"On my way, Mom. Don't nag."
"What else are Moms for?"
* * *
The property was huge, and 90% covered with old-growth trees. The woods seemed ancient, and sometimes a little scary. Mostly oaks and hickory, some walnuts, poplars, and a scattering of other trees broke up the oak-hickory monopoly. Only the perimeter, near the roads and property line, was populated with newer, denser growth, creating a natural barrier to the outside world.
I found the original entrance to the property, by working my way backwards from The House. The original path I'd taken to the building in my early explorations had the newest trees. Something had cleared out the old-growth there, whether it was a fire, or logging, I don't know. Smaller trees, dense undergrowth, and innumerable thorn thickets made it almost impassable as I'd learned. The original road traveled through older, massive trees, many 50-60 feet or taller, with diameters of 3 to 4 feet common. Only as you approached the main road, did the trees give way to the newer, dense woods I'd encountered my first time out.
The idea of getting all the permits necessary for building scared the hell out of me. I was immensely relieved when the county inspector came out to visit the property. He seemed like a genuinely nice guy, extremely helpful, and even excited to be involved in the process. It seemed like I got a ton of waivers for restoring a historic property, as long as I didn't do anything to change the exterior. The biggest issue for him was the design of the front porch, the type of windows used, and the look of the roof, as long as I left the stonework intact. He seemed to be on the phone half the time he was with me, calling in questions, and each time arguing for the minimum amount of oversight. I grew to like and respect Andrew, and assured him I'd keep him in the loop.
After weeks of research, I selected a used portable hydraulic sawmill to purchase, figuring I could use it to cut my own wood, and sell it when I was done. Together with a rented Caterpillar and some diesel generators and worksite lighting, I worked from dawn to nearly midnight. No fear of neighbors complaining, not from over a mile away, with the woods serving as a natural sound barrier.
I sold my townhouse and moved from downtown to a month-by-month rental at the edge of the suburbs. From there I had a forty minute commute to work, but I was only a little more than an hour from The House. I spent more and more of my time there, building wall supports, replacing the large beams, installing new joists, slowly giving The House a new skeleton.
I never seemed to have enough time for the house. I moved an inexpensive used trailer onto the property, so I no longer had to leave on the weekends. It gained me a another 6-8 hours of work, and gave me a place to store my tools out of the weather.
I've always been handy with tools. I can thank my second foster parents for that. Still, it seemed every day I was confronted with some new challenge, which inevitably required research and experimentation. I didn't mind. My obstinance and willingness to make mistakes usually saw me through. Unfortunately, that meant often doing the same job two or three times until I got it right.
I had some regular laborers I'd hired, along with the occasional specialist. I even found some interested volunteers who were fascinated with the effort. A few experts on old stone houses became my online friends, and were exceedingly generous with their advice and connections. The work was progressing but I was exhausted.
The wood we cleared from the 600 yard winding entrance road was a good start, and we cleared most of the trees from the top of the hill back another 20 yards or so, more in the back. Unusual or very large trees I left in place; I liked the look and had a hard time cutting down trees that old. Besides, they were hell to work with. The sawmill was getting heavy use, grinding out board after board for the flooring, decking, and some of the walls. I learned a lot in the process, especially about costs. For the wood to be usable indoors, I had to have it kiln dried, which meant having it hauled almost 40 miles and waiting another two weeks or more to get it back. I experimented with air drying some of the wood, which I would use later in the year. A lot of work, and plenty of blisters and splinters later, it looked like I had enough wood left to build another two houses if I so desired. The smaller branches yielded a firewood pile large enough for me to into the business.
I located some experts to help with cutting the huge beams needed to replace the original ones that hadn't survived. A single huge standing dead white oak provided all I needed. That was a whole new experience, trying to work with beams that were a foot wide and deep, and 30 feet long. The assistance I need for that put a dent in my budget. A big one.
Everything was expensive, and I had over $80K into the work before I could even see much progress. Electricity and phone service didn't look like they were going to be too difficult, but water was a major issue. One more thing I hadn't counted on. It cost $12,000 to get water into my house. The bills kept adding up, and I realized I didn't have enough money to finish the work. I considered a mortgage on the land, and took out a loan from my 401K.
I made good money, and saved what I could. I had made a tidy profit off my place in the city, a fixer-upper I'd polished up. I did much of the restoration work myself, and the experience was turning out to be invaluable. Despite doing as much as I could myself, and using available materials, everything was so damn costly. I paid. I didn't have any other choice.
I still talked with Beverly daily, often twice a day or even more often. I realized that after nearly seven months, I was probably going to have to put much of the work on hold, while I slowly built up some funds. It was fall, and I knew that winter would put a halt to much of my work. I hated the idea of anything slowing me down, but my options were dwindling.
It had taken me nearly two months just to get the walls supported properly so I could do the necessary interior work. I managed to get the roof completed, and had replaced the huge interior crossbeams the floors rested upon. Working the upper floors, especially the third floor, was an adventure. The damage up there was extensive, and I seemed to have more mishaps 30' feet in the air than I would have cared for. Maybe it was me, nervous about working up so high; twice I came close to falling, boards shifting underneath me, or the weight of a beam unbalancing. I lost two full days when a central joist shifted badly, falling to the floor below, and I followed, fortunate to avoid serious injury. After that, I was more cautious, putting up temporary plywood sheets over the floor holes. It was time consuming, but at least I could work without breaking out in a cold sweat every time I looked down. It was not work for the faint of heart.
By the end of summer the floor and ceiling joists were nearing completion. I decided to stop the intermediate work, close off the top floors, seal up the windows and do what I could to make the main floor livable. I wanted to get out of my rental place and move into The House. It would make more money available for the work, and in spite of the 3-4 hour round-trip commute, I could work on it every evening, doing some interior finish.
Some will consider it blasphemous, but I had no interest in restoring the home to its original condition. My research and visiting experts agreed The House was probably late 18th century, with several changes made to it. One cornerstone had 1791 carved in it, but another said 1803. Either way The House was ancient, and probably deserved a lot more attention to historical significance than I was interested in giving it. I loved it for what it was, and wanted to make a place I was happy to live in, in comfort. If that meant not scouring the countryside for period flooring and paneling, that was fine by me. I wasn't rebuilding somebody else's dream house, I was building mine. And I knew exactly what I wanted.
With the first floor wiring in, some basic plumbing, and a workable kitchen, I was tapped out. More than $180K invested, and from the outside, you could barely tell, except for the new roof and entrance. But the place was livable. Mostly. Andrew, my county inspector had come by, hanging out for a couple of hours, signing off on the first floor wiring and plumbing. He explained that was unusual in itself.
"But then again," he laughed. "There's nothing 'usual' about any of this project. Takes some big cojones to take on something like this on your own."
"That or just too ignorant to understand the challenge."
"You understand," he said, "you can't live in a house that's partially finished."
"Of course," I told him. "I'm still living in the trailer."
He grinned. "Just make sure it stays there. I don't need my ass chewed out."
"Last thing I want, believe me. I appreciate all the help. I had no idea what I was getting myself into when I started."
He nodded. "That's understandable. Not a lot of restoration of 220 year old mansions going on. You know, it's gorgeous. You did a hell of a job maintaining the exterior."
"Didn't have to do much," I admitted. "Hard to believe how little damage there was to the outside walls. Only one chimney needs any work. The windows are a pain, I admit."
"Whatever you're doing, keep it up. If you have any special issues, just let me know. We'll work it out. Don't keep me in the dark."
I nodded. "Every step of the way. I promise. Hell, I need someone watching over my shoulder, last thing I need is to screw up big time. I can't afford it."
I'll say this. I had never met so many helpful, generous people, as I did working on that old house. Andrew was just one of them, but easily the most important. Not only was he helpful, but he was keeping everyone else off my back. I owed him one, and once the place was a little more livable, I was determined to have him and his family over for a nice dinner and tour.
The windows were in on the first floor, and I didn't have to worry about heat, with four large fireplaces on the main floor, and unlimited fire wood. A few hundred dollars for a chimney sweep had them cleaned out, and I was assured they were usable, but needed a lot of TLC, one in particular. I put a temporary trap door to the second floor in, and I had a spacious one floor apartment.
With camcorder in hand, I toured the place, commenting on the work done, what remained to be finished, and naming each room. I was proud of the work I'd completed, and could see the place finally starting to come together. Beverly was ridiculously pleased with the video, and held regular showings of it in the TV room at her place.
My company's fiscal year ended in October, and a week later I received a sizable end-of-year bonus, my largest yet, over $10K. It allowed me to purchase some additional furnishings, and to move forward with a small plan that had been developing in my mind.
"Beverly?"
"Jack! You're calling late. What's up?"
"I think I'm about done for the year. I'll be doing some interior work on the upper floors, but probably won't get any major improvements accomplished until the spring."
"That's a shame, you were making such good progress. Everyone here loves the video."
"I think it's time for you to come out and see what I've done with the place. Would it be Ok for me to come out and get you next weekend, and let you view it?"
"Do you have the time? It seems you could spend those days working on your house," she said.
"I'd much rather spend a little time with you, to be honest. I'm worn out from burning the candle at both ends, and could use the rest. A friendly face would be nice to have around for a couple of days. Just let me know what you need, and I'll set you up a room."
She fought my suggestion for a bit, but I knew her heart wasn't in it. She finally agreed to come out, but only if she could pay her own way. "You don't have to come get me, I'll have my nurse put me on the plane. If you could just meet me at the airport, I'll be fine."
I argued but she insisted, and reminded me that I could pay for her flight when the place was finally finished. "I couldn't stand it knowing you spent your money on me, when you could be putting in another window, or completing a wall. I'll be alright. I'll send you the flight details as soon as I have them worked out."
I spent that week sanding the rough hewn oak floors, sealing and staining them. I prepared a room for her, and another for myself, with a bed, drapes, linens, even a dresser and nightstand. I loved how the porch had turned out, and used a little of my funds to furnish it with a few rocking chairs, and a hanging bench swing out of an old movie. A couple of small tables to hold a drink or a book, some planters with fresh wild flowers to give it the homey look, and I considered it a job well down. Things were definitely coming together.
On the Thursday before I was to pick her up, I took a long weekend and moved out of my rental. I had spent many nights in my trailer, but I was looking forward to my first night inside The House I'd practically rebuilt from scratch.
I had a small blaze going in the fireplace, and was relaxing, telling myself I was going to do no work for the next four days, except for whatever problems showed up when I actually moved in.
Electricity was available, but I wasn't ready to go through all the inspections it would require to get it turned on, nor the expense. I had a used diesel generator in an insulated shed out back that provided the minimum electricity I needed, especially for the small RV refrigerator and well pump. For lighting I used kerosene lamps, and I had a large propane tank out back for my kitchen stove and on demand water heater. I was almost embarrassed to put in some low-power LED light bulbs in the kitchen and bathroom, the new technology feeling so incongruent.
I relaxed in a comfortable lounger in the living room, sipping on some hot chocolate, fighting off the evening chill. The old girl was still getting used to her new fittings. The wind through the upstairs floors was annoying, and The House was constantly creaking and settling, as the wood dried and all the changes slowly blended in.
I wasn't used to the sounds of the night, the noisome animals, birds, and insects. I had somehow thought The House would be quiet and lonely, but it seemed alive with noises, and just outside my door were acres and acres of woods that hadn't seen this much change in scores of years.
I went to bed that night exhausted to the bone, but with a huge smile on my face. I was living my dream. How many people can say that?
I woke to the sound of my door creaking open, scaring the bejesus out of me. I was certain I had closed it. I got up and looked around but the front door was locked and bolted, and the windows were all shut. I checked the door latch, expecting some shoddy work on my part had left the recess misaligned, but it closed firmly.
I closed the door again, checking it, and settled back down. Although everything was going well, I was feeling a moment of loneliness. I hadn't dated in over a year and was yearning for a woman's company. I closed my eyes and stroked myself slowly. I pulled back the sheets and let the cool air bathe my body. My hand moved casually, but I found myself getting very excited. Drafts of air seem to caress me, tantalizing the head of my cock while my hand stroked the shaft. The feelings were all to brief, as I came mightily, my essence pooling on my belly. I opened my eyes, and searched for something to clean up with, settling for my dirty shirt, before settling back down to sleep. Good thing I got that out of the way; wouldn't be appropriate behavior with my guest arriving in a couple of days.
When I woke, the door was open again. What the hell was going on? I was going to have to check on that. I took my first indoor hot shower, and was pleasantly surprised at how quickly the water heated up, and how crisp the water felt. No sulfur odor, no lack of water pressure.
The House smelled wonderful, of fresh wood, and the fireplace. I walked around, king of my small domain, and made myself a large breakfast, another extravagant treat. I hadn't been eating as well as I should have, and the heavy manual labor had me dropping almost 15 pounds and tightening my belt.
In spite of my promise to myself, I found an immediate problem. I hadn't made a ramp up to the entrance. A wide set of steps led up to the front porch and I spent the morning constructing a removable ramp I set in place over half the steps. Just in time. I spent a few more minutes walking around The House, opening doors, drawing back curtains, making the place look as open and bright as possible.
I cooked myself a big fat hamburger with potato chips, still indulging myself. Afterward, I neatened up the kitchen, made myself presentable and headed out to the airport. Over two hours later, I was waiting in the terminal for Beverly to be rolled out by the airline attendants.
I saw her before she saw me. She was in an airport wheelchair, dressed to the nines, and being pushed by a young woman. As soon as she was past the security area I rushed to her and gave her a hug. I felt like I knew her better than anybody else in my life, sharing the last 7 months with her, albeit by long distance.
"Jack! You're skinny as a rail! And that tan looks like you just strolled off the beach."
"Lots of hard outdoor work can do that to a guy. I feel great. Slept like a baby last night, in my new house for the first time," I told her proudly.
"That's wonderful! I was surprised you waited this long. Jack, this is my nurse Karen. If it's alright by you, she'll stay with me. She can tend to my needs, knows how I like things, and remembers all that little stuff I can't be bothered with."
"Like your meds? Speaking of which, it's about that time." The woman turned to me and stretched out a hand, which I shook. "Pleased to meet you Jack. You certainly have breathed new life into cranky here."
"Cranky? Beverly? She's the sweetest, least cranky person I know!"
"To you maybe."
"Keep it up, Karen, and I'll cut you out of my will," Beverly warned.
"Again? Isn't that the 3rd time this month?"
"It'll stick this time."
The nurse rolled her eyes, giving me a smile. "Yes ma'am. Sorry ma'am. Never happen again ma'am."
"And none of that smarmy lip either, girl. You're the one that's always wanted to see D.C."
Their easy banter betrayed a close companionship that I found myself jealous of. Then I smiled. If it made her happy, all the better.
"Can I drive?" I asked, moving toward the handles of the wheelchair.
"Please. I'm begging you," Karen laughed.
We headed for the luggage area and waited for their bags to arrive. Her personal wheelchair was delivered, reassembled after the flight, and Karen prepared the pillows on it, before helping Beverly into it.
I'd traded my Honda in for a used truck, when I'd started all the work. It was a crew cab, and we were able to place the luggage and wheelchair in the rear. Karen got in the back, and I lifted Beverly into the passenger seat. I was surprised how light she was, and wondered if it was hauling all that lumber around, or if she really was lighter than air.



"You can put me in the truck now, Jack. Although I certainly don't mind being held by such a handsome young man."
I was embarrassed I'd been standing there holding her, and set her into the cab. I was always a little surprised when she called me handsome. I knew better. Striking, maybe, with the large scar down the side of my jawbone, eyes too small and narrow, nose too wide. Wild hair which I could do nothing with and pretty much let it do whatever it would. No, not handsome. Still, it was nice to hear it from her.
We were already in D.C. so I gave them a short driving tour of the monuments and downtown, pointing out all the famous landmarks and buildings, to their contented oohs, and aahs. Then we headed south. It was a long drive, so we broke it up, stopping at a Cracker Barrel for dinner. From there it was less than an hour before I was turning up my private entrance, no trespassing signs displayed boldly.
"So this is your new road?" Beverly asked, as we bounced our way up the hill.
"It needs some work, but paving it will probably be the last thing I get around to, if I can help it. We'll be on it for a while, almost half a mile, and my initial quotes are over $30K to get it done."
"Would gravel work?" Karen asked from in back.
"Yeah, and that might be an alternative if the winter proves too much. Still pretty pricey, and then the whole expense is lost when I finally get around to paving it."
"Awfully secluded out here," she said, looking at the encroaching trees. The canopy was dense, letting little light through.
"Nearest neighbor is about a mile up the road. I've only met a couple of them. Nothing but farmland across the way. The nearest town is only about 8 miles away."
We drove that last bit in quiet, before the road opened up, crested the hill, and The House came in view.
"It's magnificent!" Beverly exclaimed.
"It's huge!" Karen chimed in afterwards.
I pulled up in front, and we unloaded the wheelchair and escorted Beverly into The House for the first time.
"It's beautiful," she said softly, looking around.
It was dusk, and we only had a few minutes of daylight left. I set about lighting the kerosene lamps and getting the fireplaces going. The library and sitting room were our makeshift bedrooms, and each had its own fireplace. The huge living area hosted another one, as did the dining room. Only the kitchen at the back of The House was left without. With fires crackling and popping in all four rooms, I finally had time for my guests.
Karen had brought in the bags, and settled Beverly in front of the living room fireplace, where she could watch our actions while staying warm.
"Your pictures didn't do the place justice," Beverly told me, when I finally settled into my lounge chair near her.
"That's why you had to see it in person."
"Are you happy with how it's going?"
"Beyond happy. I'm just aggravated it's taking so long. I imagine it'll be a couple of years before I'm done with this place. Of course, a house like this one will never be really done."
Karen was preparing tea in my kitchen, making herself at home. For the first time I wondered what it would feel like to share this place with a woman. Someone, hopefully, that loved the place as much as I did.
"You've done an amazing job here. It must have been a lot of work. The woodwork alone must have been exorbitant," Karen said.
"All the wood is from the property. Mostly hardwoods. I know a heck of a lot more about trees and wood then I thought I'd ever have to. Come spring I may thin out some of the woods, and sell the trees off to the lumber mill. I may even make enough to pave that road, who knows?"
"How much land is it?" Karen asked.
"Nearly 500 acres. Over a mile of road frontage, and well over half-a-mile deep. We've even got a creek on it, but I haven't been down there yet."
Beverly had been quiet, but seemed to wake up a bit. "You're doing a wonderful thing here, Jack. This place seemed so sad, so forlorn, and you've managed to breathe life back into it. It was a shame for us to let it go so."
"You've been here, then?"
"Twice, a long, long time ago. Once as a young girl for my Uncle's wedding. It was amazing. So big, so beautiful. It was old even then. He restored it for his wife, who was from Philadelphia. Then years later, after he passed away, I came out once to see it after I'd inherited it. I couldn't stand to be here, it was so dreary and gloomy. They'd only lived in it for a little over a year when the fire happened. Uncle Donald was out of town. Aunt Mary and little Elizabeth were trapped on the top floor nursery and couldn't get out. When the volunteer fire department showed up, they found them dead outside the house. She'd jumped from a window rather than burn. Aunt Mary was still holding Elizabeth. It destroyed Uncle Donald when he found out. He was never the same. Never got re-married. Not that he gave up on women. He was a black sheep for a while, leaving a series of bastards in his wake. Great gossip for the family, but I could never feel anything but sorry for him. He left the place as it was, refusing to sell it or fix it. It sat here empty for at least 75 years now. Such a shame."
"That's so sad!" Karen exclaimed at the end.
"It is, but even sad stories can have happy endings. I think Jack is just the man to make this a happy place once again. He's certainly made a wonderful start of it."
We didn't last much past that. Karen put Beverly to bed while I cleaned up a bit, and she joined me in the living room.
"I'm sorry I didn't know you were coming. I would have bought another bed. You can sleep in my room, and I'll take the couch," I offered.
"I'll be fine on the couch. That way I'll hear if Bev needs me in the night. Besides, I don't think you'd fit on the couch."
She had me there. She was small, only about 5'2" and I'm near 6'1". She had a better chance of squeezing in than I did.
I gave her some blankets and a pillow off my bed, and left her. "Thanks for coming. She seems comfortable around you."
She came over to me and pulled me down for a kiss on the cheek. "She's more alive than I've ever seen her. It's you and your project, filling her with joy. You're a good man, Jack."
"It's been good for both of us. Goodnight Karen."
"'Night Jack. Sweet dreams."
* * *
I loved my home, but it was doing weird things to my brain. Once again I awoke in the night, and my door was open. I got up and checked on the ladies, both sleeping soundly. I closed the door firmly, determined that I would do something about that when my company was gone, and tried to get back to sleep.
I was restless, and the sounds of The House weren't helping. I heard a regular creaking noise, and sat up in bed to see my rocking chair rocking back and forth. While I was staring at it, it slowly stopped moving, making me wonder if I'd been seeing things. Maybe a draft from the fireplace. Weird.
Lying back down, I felt my need arising again. I wasn't at an age where I felt I had to relieve myself daily; I suspect it had something to do with the young lady sleeping on my couch. Either way, I was feeling horny, and my rod was already at half-staff. I closed my eyes, casually playing with myself, while I drifted in that space between half-awake and half-asleep. My consciousness was slipping away, but the feeling below my waist was intensifying. My mind was playing tricks with me, and I thought I felt somebody settling onto the bed. I opened my eyes and glanced at the empty bed beside me, and at the closed door to my room.
Nothing. Door shut. Just the empty house messing with me.
Looking down, I was hard as a rock, and the crown was bright red as if on the verge of coming. I settled back down, mocking myself for my behavior, and made an effort to finish what I'd started. I stroked myself firmly, letting the cool air caress the sensitive head, which was feeling incredible. When I could hold back no longer, I released, pumping hard, until the throbbing stopped. Looking down, I was surprised to see how little I'd come, just a little stickiness on the head and dripping down my hand. Nothing like the torrent from the night before. I guess that in spite of the intensity of it, I wasn't in the same recovery mode as I'd been as a teenager.
* * *
I awoke to the smell of coffee and bacon. I breathed deep, stretching. It smelled so good. So right.
I was cold, and found I'd kicked off the covers in the night, and I was lying there with an embarrassing hard-on. I threw on some pajamas, in deference to my guests, added a heavy terrycloth robe, in order to hide my condition down below, and made my appearance.
Karen laughed when she saw me. "I thought that might wake you, sleepy head. Why don't you wash up and then you can set the table?"
Bev was on the front porch, enjoying the early morning. I went out and greeted her, leaning down and kissing her on the cheek. "Good morning, beautiful."
She giggled and swatted at me. "I'm immune to flattery young man."
"Just stating the truth. Having you two here makes everything so perfect. The House seems like a home."
"It's nice," she sighed. "I'd almost forgotten."
"I'm going to clean up now, breakfast will be ready in a few minutes."
"Thank you. Now run along. A grown man in a robe and pajamas? What is the world coming to?"
I went as fast as I could, and was setting the table in record time. Karen was laying out scrambled eggs, toast, pancakes and bacon. A veritable feast. I got my knuckles smacked for pilfering a piece of the crispy, thick cut meat-candy.
"Wait your turn, bucko. Why don't you bring in Bev? And be careful, she's cranky in the morning."
"Who are you talking about? She's the sweetest, kindest thing."
She rolled her eyes at me, an ability she'd perfected. "Go on now. Before it gets cold."
I wheeled Beverly in and sat her at the head of the table. We consumed our feast, and I plead no contest to the claim I ate more than half by myself. I asked what they wanted to do, and Beverly made it clear she planned to relax on the porch. Karen was happy enough to explore the area, and see the sealed off upstairs.
After breakfast we set Bev up outside with a table and a pot of tea. The woman loved her tea. I also made sure she had her cell phone which miraculously had reasonable reception where we were. Then Karen and I dressed for hiking and decided to explore the woods a bit around the place.
It was nice, walking and chatting with her, exchanging bits of our backgrounds, and a love for the outdoors. We made a series of small forays, returning to The House regularly to check on Bev.
Bev was enjoying a book and the fresh air, and shooed us away each time we returned.
"If you don't leave me alone for at least an hour, I swear I won't be responsible for my actions!" she finally announced, giving us our marching orders.
We decided to hike down to the road and back, and I was surprised to find myself getting hungry after all the walking. I pointed out several of the different types of trees to Karen, who picked up on the differences quickly, pointing out various specimens on our return hike.
"What did she charge you for this, if you don't mind my asking? She's notoriously stingy, and it must have cost a pretty penny. Do you come from money?"
"Money? I come from foster homes. Six of them growing up. No, I don't come from money. I didn't realize quite how large the property was, and I was hoping just to buy The House and access to it, but she signed over the whole place."
"Now you've got me curious. What was it, the Lotto? Did you cash in on one of those internet startups? Spill."
I laughed. "I never got to make an offer. She sold it to me for a dollar."
That stopped her in her tracks. "One dollar! But...that's crazy!"
"That's what I said, but her lawyer backed her on it. The only condition was that I kept her up-to-date on the progress, which I would gladly have done anyway."
She started walking again, shaking her head. "Old Bev is full of surprises, isn't she?" We walked along in silence for a bit, before she spoke up again. "Best deal she ever made."
"How's that?"
"She was wasting away. We thought she'd pretty much given up on life, and then you came along. She could talk of nothing else each day except what you were working on, and how the house was coming. She was a delight to be with after every one of your phone calls. I've known her for several years and have never seen her happier. She deserves a little happiness. She's a good soul."
"It's been good for me, too. It's nice to have someone to share this with. She's the closest to family I've ever had, and I've known her maybe seven months. Hard to believe."
"It is hard to believe. Hard to believe you don't have someone to share this with. No special someone in your life."
"My own fault. Too driven to get through college, working and studying. Too focused on success at business, paying off my loans, working two jobs for three long years. Too fixated on this house for the last couple of years. I wouldn't have been good company."
"Thinking of settling down a bit now?"
I laughed. "Not for a while. Everything I have is tied up in The House. I'm broke, and will have to work hard to scrape together the next 100 grand it'll take to finish this place the way I want. No, I think I'll be busy a while longer."
She skipped to the side of the road and returned with one of the last fall wildflowers. "You've got to stop and smell the roses occasionally. All work and no play makes Jack a dull boy." She smelled the flower and held it to my nose. When I went to smell it she pushed it in my face and took off running up the road, laughing.
I caught her after a short ways, and grabbed her, swinging her off the ground. "Dull boy? You are a troublemaker aren't you?"
She struggled in my arms for a second then twisted toward me. I was shocked when she gave me a quick kiss, and almost fell when I released her.
"Impertinent boy! I'm going to tell Bev how you manhandled me." She was skipping up the road backwards, wagging her finger at me.
I jogged up next to her. "Do it and I'll tell her you kissed me."
"You're rotten! I did no such thing. You kissed me!"
"Keep it up, devil-girl, and I'll do it again."
She took off running. "You'd have to catch me first!"
Ornery thing. Karen wasn't a kid, I'd guess early thirties, probably had me by a couple of years, but I couldn't help smile at her playful antics. She had a full figure, and when she ran any red-blooded man would recognize how womanly that figure was, with a narrow waist, wide full hips, and tapered legs. Definitely worth catching.
Catch her I did, and when she turned to me I leaned down and kissed her, longer this time. She came into my arms, hugging me, returning my kiss. She pulled away, catching my hand in hers. "Ok Romeo, I won't tell if you don't. Deal?"
I was still surprised at my own actions. It took me a few seconds to come to grips with myself. I gave her hand a squeeze. "Deal."
I was nearly 30 years old, and felt like I was fifteen all over again. Holding hands with a girl at the skating ring, going around and around in circles, never wanting the evening to end. Alas, at the end of the road she dropped my hand and jogged up to The House.
"How's it going, cranky-puss?"
"Where have you two been? Leaving me alone up here for hours on end! You're just in time. If you'll help me to the restroom I won't embarrass myself."
I checked the time. We'd been gone 55 minutes.
Karen leaned down and gave her a hug. "I'm sorry, Sweetie. We lost track of the time. Let's get you inside."
Beverly reached up and patted her hand, as she was wheeled indoors. "So long as you two had a nice time."
"He's a handful, but it was nice."
* * *
After lunch Bev took a nap, and I opened up the top floors and showed Karen around. She was suitably impressed with the open layout and the work done so far. The third floor was a little sparser, with the floor and ceiling unfinished, and I'd left it completely open. She even wanted to see the attic, so we headed up the last narrow stairwell and she got her wish.
Back on the third floor, she walked around the room. "I wonder which window it was."
I hadn't thought about it, but gave it some consideration. "It looked like the worst of the fire was in the front of The House. It was probably one of the rear windows."
She had stopped at the single window on the east side of The House. "I don't think so. I think it was this one."
"Really? Why?"
"I don't know. I just do." She shivered. "Can we go back down now?"
"Of course."
Back on the main floor, she asked me what my next project was going to be.
"I'm going to start on the second floor, room by room, and when that's done, I'll get going on the top floor. I'll probably run the wiring myself, then bring in an electrician to sign it off. I'm still not too comfortable with plumbing. I guess I'll wait for the spring to bring my plumber Charlie in to finish that up. Maybe I'll be able to afford it by then."
"You've got your work cut out for you. That's for sure."
"Yeah, but you know, I enjoy doing it. It makes me happy to see it slowly come together. The House feels more alive with every board I lay, every nail I drive. Sometimes I forget I need to sleep and work long into the night."
"That's good. You're right about the house. It's like it's alive. Watching us, while it slowly heals under your care."
I laughed. "I don't mean alive like living, just, I don't know, alive."
She just shrugged. "I don't know what I'm thinking. At least it seems friendly. For the most part."
"For me, I'm surprised how cozy the downstairs feels, with all that stone and open space."
"It's nice. You've made it that way." She wandered away from me and went to Bev who was awake and letting us know it.
I had opened a few of the windows, to let the air in, and walked around partially closing them, as the day cooled a bit. I still loved the fresh air, and would take it hands down over the muggy city atmosphere. Being a couple of hundred feet higher than the surrounding area appeared to help a lot.
Bev looked good, her cheeks pinking up, her eyes bright. "It's a different world up here. A different time. You can almost forget all the bad things going on elsewhere," she said.
Karen agreed. "No doubt. I could be anywhere, not an hour and a half away from D.C."
"We've talked so much about your plans for the house, what are you planning for outdoors?" Beverly asked.
"Hadn't given it much thought. I wouldn't mind having a nice garden up here some day. I've also thought about clearing a few more trees off the southeast side. From the roof, you can see for miles. In that direction, if I opened it up, I could look out from the porch and see nothing but trees and farms almost to the river. To the south and west, I'd like to leave them as they are, blocking the view and the sound of the highway."
Karen liked the idea, and I found myself interested in her opinion. "Have you thought about clearing the area around that huge oak tree to the northeast? It could be so picturesque. Maybe put a bench underneath it?"
"Hadn't thought about it, but it wouldn't be too tough to do. A couple of days work, and I can always use the wood."
"Can I see this tree?" Beverly asked.
I'd be hard pressed to ever say no to her.
We took her out, and gave her a tour of the area, as much as we could within her transport limitations. The old oak was huge, and had successfully held its own against the encroaching wild. The lowest branches could have been trees on their own, stretching out sideways, fighting for space. In some ways the tree was much like The House. Standing strong and solitary, taking whatever time and nature threw at it, and weathering it all.



Bev asked to take a break under the tree and we parked her there, while we sat on the ground nearby. We talked about her past, her childhood, what the country was like in the thirties and forties.
She had been in love, married young, and her husband of eight months joined the nascent Army Air Forces after Pearl Harbor. He'd died over the skies of Europe, and she'd never married again.
"It wasn't for lack of trying. I met some wonderful men, but they always dimmed in comparison to my Bill. I led an exciting life, but it was often lonely. I wouldn't wish that on anyone."
I understood her feelings. I'd grown up alone, and figured it was a part of life. Even the few relationships I'd shared did little to ameliorate my feelings of isolation. In truth, the odd relationship I had with Beverly was the one thing in the last 1/2 dozen years that had kept my loneliness at bay.
I reached my hand over and placed it on her knee. "I hope you're not feeling too lonely. I'd like to think that we'll be friends for a long time."
She smiled, patting my hand. "I'd like that. The last several months have been very nice, and this weekend has been wonderful. I'm so glad I let you talk me into coming."
Karen added her $.02. "Ditto to that. This has been a great break. I can't tell you how happy I am you decided to share it with me."
We broke up our little party, as the day slipped away. We rolled Beverly back in The House, and cranked up the fireplaces. Karen took over in the kitchen.
"Anything in the refrigerator off limits?" she asked.
"Hardly. Everything's fair game. If you need anything that's not in there, it's about 40 minutes round trip to hit the store."
"I think I can manage with what you've stocked. You've got enough food in here to feed an army. Any special requests, Bev?"
Beverly shook her head. "Surprise me, and don't hold back - no diet tonight."
I was happy enough to sit back and chat with Bev while Karen took care of the dinner. I felt decadent, letting her do the work while I took it easy. It was a feeling I could get used to.
The aroma of meat cooking in olive oil and garlic was combating the fresh smell of the outdoors, where it was doing some serious ass-kicking, and even putting up a decent defense against the fragrant fires burning freely in all four fireplaces. So different from my antiseptic work place, and the stench of the city.
Beverly was watching me, as I inhaled deeply. "I know." She closed her eyes and breathed as deeply as she could. "It's great to be able to draw a line between yourself and the rat-race."
Amen to that.
I was asking her about her extended family, which she had casually mentioned earlier. "No, nobody very close. Some distant children and grandchildren of my cousins, haven't heard from any of them in years. My cousin Angela was the last to stay in touch. I've left a little something for all of them in my will, kind of spiteful. Just enough to let them know I was there, and if they look into it, they'll see a bunch of charities getting what might have been theirs, if they'd cared enough. A phone call or even a Christmas card would have been nice. I guess I shouldn't expect so much. Nobody writes anymore. It's email this, facebook that, and twittle notes, just blabbing your life and personal affairs to the world, and never really connecting. I sometimes think I've lived just a little too long."
I shook my head. "I know it might sound selfish, but I hope you live many more years, and come and visit as often as possible. You bring The House alive."
She laughed softly. "It's sweet of you to say so, Jack. But it's the young girl in the kitchen livening this place up."
"Hardly. She's a guest, and nice to have around, but as far as I'm concerned, you're family. At least the closest I've ever had."
She reached out and held my hand, squeezing it softly. I was getting all mushy. Too much time away from the big tools. I needed to go out and fell a tree, get my testosterone going again.
Before it could get too maudlin, Karen called to me from the kitchen. "Alright, slacker. Why don't you drag your cute butt in here and set the table? Dinner's only a few minutes away."
Cute butt? The woman was delusional.
I set about getting the table ready, peeking at Karen's culinary effort. A simple Italian dinner, she had meatballs, meat sauce, spaghetti, bruschetta, and was browning some Italian sausage. I hope she'd cooked a lot. It smelled divine.
Dinner tasted even better than it smelled, and I stuffed myself to the point of bursting. Beverly couldn't praise Karen enough on all she'd pulled together, and I think she was getting embarrassed from all the compliments.
"C'mon Bev, it's just spaghetti and meatballs. No big deal."
"Best I've eaten in ages," I managed to blurt out between bites of sausage.
"That I believe. You eat like a starving lumberjack," Karen laughed. Hers was a strong, throaty laugh, and I liked the sound of it. A lot. I'd have to see what I could do to make her laugh more often.
"Hey! I'm only trying to make you feel appreciated. Wouldn't want any of this to go to waste."
"If I ate like that, you'd have to roll me away from the table, without the benefit of a fancy chair like Bev has. More like Violet in Charlie and the Chocolate Factory."
"So if I squeezed you, I'd get blueberry juice?" I teased.
"Well I guess you'll just have to try it and see what you get," she shot back. She had a devilish look in her eye that had me blushing.
"Karen, don't tease the boy. I don't think he's been around this much womanhood in a month of Sundays."
"I hear it, but I don't believe it. I bet he's a heart-breaker in disguise. A wolf in lumberjack's clothing."
After dinner I cleaned up, fair's fair, while the ladies enjoyed their coffee and tea. We tried our hand at Hearts for a while, and I got to hear a little about Karen's past. She'd married young, no kids, and it had fallen apart early. She'd gone back to school for her RN, and worked for a couple of years in a large hospital before she got tired of the long hours and lousy shifts.
She'd then spent another couple of years as a traveling nurse, seeing the world before she got tired of the frequent travel, and turned to the upscale nursing home where Beverly was.
"She's the best in our place, no doubt about it," Beverly said. "It took some real finagling on my part to get her away from there for this trip."
"Hell, Bev. You and Weird John are the only things that keep me in that place."
I got to hear about Weird John, the conspiracy nut, and his dealings with aliens and UFOs, as well as his secret government background, which gave him an encyclopedic knowledge of the world, at least the Post WWII, pre-80's version.
They had me almost rolling on the floor, hearing some of his escapades, but I should have been paying more attention to the cards. The ladies were teaming up against me, and I was getting whipped. We were playing for pennies, and I was already six bucks in the hole.
We bundled up Beverly in a blanket and retreated to the porch, where I indulged in a small Scotch and a cigar, with the ladies' permission.
"I wouldn't have taken you for a cigar smoker," Bev observed.
"It's pretty rare. Maybe a half-dozen a year. But this seems as good an occasion as any, breaking in my new porch."
We enjoyed the crisp, cool evening air. I don't think I'd ever opened up to anyone as much as I did with those two. It was just so easy, so comfortable, like I'd known them for years.
My childhood had not been a happy one, and it wasn't something I ever talked about, but between the two of them, they managed to squeeze most of my past out of me.
"It's hard to picture you as a delinquent," Karen remarked.
"Yeah, my counselors told me I was just trying to get attention. Luckily I got tired of the schooling, and detention, and joined the Army at 17. Four years as a Ranger straightened me up, and Uncle Sam paid for me to get a degree. Took less than 3 years, turned out I wasn't quite as dumb as I'd been led to believe."
Bev looked at me like I'd grown a second head. "Army? You are full of surprises, aren't you?"
"It's not for everybody, but it was good for me. I loved being a Ranger, belonging to something where my past didn't matter beans. Do your job, keep your nose clean, be willing to take a lot of crap the first year, and it's not a bad gig. I made some real friends for the first time in my life. Thought about making a career of it, but I still felt I was missing out on something."
I took a long puff, playing at blowing smoke rings. "I always felt like an outsider, a transient, never fitting in. Until I stood in front of The House. From that moment I knew, absolutely, without a doubt knew where I belonged, and what my purpose was. I'm lucky. I doubt one in a thousand people get to follow their dream and live with purpose."
Turning to Bev, I took her cool hand in mine. "I...I'll never be able to thank you enough for giving me this chance. It would have killed me if I hadn't been able to do this. You need to know this is the kindest, most generous thing anyone's ever done for me. Ever could do. I'll never be able to repay you."
Bev squeezed my hand, smiling gently. "Don't be foolish, Jack. You gave me my life back. Finish restoring the old girl, and we'll call it even."
We chatted a bit more about nothing much. It didn't matter. Sitting on that porch, with them, was about as good as it gets. Nearly 30 years old, and I finally understood what it was to be content, to have family, and to belong.
Bev reminded us it was getting late, and I gave her a hug and a kiss on the cheek, while Karen settled her in. I moved to the swinging bench I'd installed, taking the blanket and the last couple of inches of cigar with me. I told myself it was just getting more comfortable, but down deep I hoped that Karen would respond to the invitation.
I needn't have worried. When she walked out to the porch, she glanced at my empty chair, then looked over and found me on the porch swing. She smiled as she walked over and I lifted the blanket in invitation. Karen settled in next to me, nuzzling up close, as I pulled the blanket over her.
"How is she?"
"Exhausted but ridiculously happy. She looks better then she has in ages. I suspect the fresh air and good company has a lot to do with it."
"I imagine the meals aren't hurting. I haven't eaten this well in, heck, I can't remember how long it's been. Maybe ever."
"Good," she said softly resting her head on my shoulder. "I feel a little like a squatter here, and it's nice to think I can contribute in some small way."
I maneuvered an arm around her shoulders and hugged her close. "Don't think that way. Your presence here is a delightful surprise. I can't believe how easy you are to be around. It's like I've known you for years."
She giggled. "It seems like I've known you for months. You know you're all she talks about. If I had to sit through that video of 'The House' one more time, I think I'd have done something rash. And yet all I knew of you was that voice of yours, your words, and your work on the place. In the future you might want to figure out a way to get yourself into some of the pictures. You are nothing like I'd pictured."
"Oh really? And how did you imagine me?"
"Shorter. Rounder. Older. Balder."
"Ouch! Is that what I sound like? I guess old Bev didn't paint a very flattering portrait of me."
"But she did! I mean, according to her you were some Greek God, fallen to earth, or maybe a Hercules, half God, half man, able to undertake any task, no matter how impossible. I figured it for hyperbole. I mean, really? Tall dark and handsome, keeps his promises to an old woman half a country away, and restoring a mansion from scratch, with little more than desire and a Swiss-army knife? Come on!"
I had to laugh. "I'll have you know my Swiss-army knife is the deluxe edition."
She giggled along with me, and we settled into a comfortable silence for a while.
"Jack?"
"Hmmm?" I answered quietly, realizing I'd been halfway to falling asleep.
"I know I was a little silly on our hike today, maybe even a bit brazen. I didn't mean anything by it. I'm not trying to come on strong, but it's just been such a delightful couple of days."
I gave her another hug, or tried to, realizing my arm was falling asleep. "I loved every minute of it. It's been nothing but work for me for too long now. Your attitude is contagious. I haven't been this happy in a long, long time." I struggled to move my arm a little to restore the circulation, but she made it easy for me by turning sideways and lying down in my lap.
"I'm glad. I know our time is short, and I may never see you again, but as silly as it seems, I'm having the time of my life here with you." She surprised me by taking my hand, which was resting on her belly, and moving it up to her breast. It filled my hand nicely, and I gave it a gentle squeeze.
She closed her eyes, and I stroked her hair while I caressed her. I felt myself hardening, embarrassed that my erection would be pushing against her head. She just smiled a little, and turned her face toward my stomach, rubbing her cheek against my hardness. "Mmmm," she whispered, "Is that for me?"
"You're driving me crazy," I confessed.
"Li'l ole me? Why? I'm just lyin' here, doing nothin'." Her exaggerated southern drawl was fuel to the fire.
"And you're doing it incredibly well."
She finally opened her eyes, and I could see I'd lit a fire inside her. "I think it's time for bed. Shall we?"
* * *
I closed the door to my room quietly, nervously. She was sitting on the bed, observing.
"I have to admit, I feel a little awkward with Bev right next door," I said.
She gave me a knowing smile. "I understand. But believe me, she'd approve. Hell, she'd eagerly take my place if the excitement wouldn't kill her."
We undressed each other quietly, slowly, taking the time to get acquainted with each other's bodies. When I had her naked I pulled her into my arms and gave her the kiss I'd been thinking about all afternoon. She molded herself to me, and kissed me deeply, completely. I was mesmerized.
We climbed into my bed and it was like we were old lovers. The awkwardness was gone, and we spent an eternity just getting comfortable with each other. When she went down on me, I had to pull the covers back to watch, carefully ensuring they still covered her, keeping her warm.
It was a delightful, intimate act. She wasn't working to get me off, she was just enjoying herself, playfully familiarizing herself with my most private part, occasionally looking up to bask in my adoration.
Then she was climbing on top of me, sliding my hardness inside of her. She sighed as she settled onto it, taking my full length. "God, it's so nice, so hard, so smooth, so perfect. Like its owner in so many ways."
She had me blushing. Surprising for the intimate position we were in. "Believe me, whatever you're feeling can't hold a candle next to what I've got going on here. You are amazing."
She ceased her rocking and laid down on my body, while my hand caressed her bare back down to her delightfully full ass. "That's nice to hear. I was worried I might not even remember how to do this. It's been a while."
"You needn't have worried," I assured her, holding her butt while I thrust up into her slowly and steadily. "You are incredible. God's truth. I can't believe how wonderful I feel here with you."
She gasped when I thrust into her harder. "Jesus, and to think I almost turned the old biddy down! Fuck me, Jack."
The eternity of foreplay, and the leisurely suck had me nearly on edge. Being inside of her, and having her so completely was just too much to bear. I pounded into her as hard as I could from our position. "I'm so close," I groaned.
"Come in me. Let me feel it, come for me Jack. I want to feel you come inside of me," she whispered into my ear.
It set me off, and I filled her, erupting powerfully, thrusting up hard and lifting her hips with each needful burst.
Gasping, I slowed to a halt, holding her tightly in my arms. "Amazing," I told her, turning her chin up so I could kiss her softly.
She slid off of my body to the side, holding me close, her leg over mine, her wetness pressing into my thigh. I felt a breeze, and pulled the covers over us. They'd somehow ended up almost completely off, barely covering us from the knees down.
I looked over at the open doorway. Damn. I'd have to fix that. What if Bev had been up and about?
In the middle of the night, I found myself half-awake, and fully aroused. Her hands were cool and soft, barely touching me, but my response was anything but cool. I felt a burning fire in my loins, and groaned while she got me off. So intense, so powerful, after what we'd been through earlier. I moaned my pleasure, and thanked her softly, before drifting back asleep.
* * *
I awoke with a start, hard again. I reached for her, but the bed was cold and empty. Again, the covers were completely astrewn. I looked toward the doorway, but it was firmly shut. I could hear movement outside, and smelled fresh coffee.
I half wondered if the night before had only been a dream.
I put on a pair of boxers and my robe, and answered the call of coffee.
Bev was already seated at the table, enjoying her morning tea, and nibbling on a piece of toast. She was dressed nicely, her hair coiffed immaculately, always so proper. Made me feel like a bit of a lout, wearing only a robe. I went over and gave her a kiss on the cheek good morning, then went and got a cup of the coffee, peeking at Karen parked over a pan of pancakes in the making.
"Good morning," I said hesitantly.
She turned and gave me a big smile and a wink.
I was confused and hesitant. I had no idea what to do next. It wasn't like it was a situation I was used to. So I just stood drinking my coffee, taking sidelong looks at the little vixen who'd rocked my world.
"Please!" Bev sighed. "In my day, when a boy and girl did what you guys did in the night, he'd at least give her a kiss in the morning."
I felt myself blushing hard, but it gave me the excuse I wanted. I gave Karen a hug, and a short sweet kiss. "She's right you know."
Karen pulled me back down for a more thorough kiss, before turning back to her task at hand. "Clean up a bit, breakfast's almost ready."
I obeyed, beating a retreat. I imagined my breath was nowhere near as fresh as hers had been.
I was closing the door, when I heard Karen address Bev. "Yes we did, and yes it was incredible. Satisfied, nosy?"
I couldn't hear the reply from behind the door, and tried to block it out as I washed my face, brushed my teeth, swiped a razor across my face, and ran a brush through my unruly hair.
I sat down next to Bev, and helped myself to a stack of pancakes, while Karen took a seat across from me.
"Next time, could you at least leave my door open? Do you know how hard it is to listen through these walls? Jack, I think you might have done too good a job there."
I almost choked on that first bite.
"Wouldn't you prefer a front row view? We could park you right beside the bed if you'd like," Karen asked sweetly, finishing the job Bev had started, leaving me choking and coughing and grabbing for my juice.
Bev took it in stride. "I'm not sure if this old ticker could handle it, but I dare say it might be worth it. Of course I wouldn't want to cramp your style."
Karen abruptly looked serious. She reached out and took Bev's free hand in hers. "Seriously. Anything you want. I owe you for this one."
That finally got to her and Bev blushed. "I'm just teasing, you little hussy!" She turned her attention to me. "I really am glad that you guys found some comfort in each other." She put her tea down, reached out for my hand, and placed Karen's hand in mine.



"And now I owe you twice," I told her. "First for giving me this wonderful place to fix up, and now bringing this sexy, saucy wench into my home."
I guess she wasn't quite done teasing. "I'm just glad you were up to both tasks."
Karen rolled her eyes, "Keep it up, old woman, and I'll see what kind of meds I can slip you to give us a little privacy."
Bev heaved an exaggerated sigh. "Privacy? Again with the privacy? And I thought we were making progress."
Fortunately that was the end of the teasing, and we discussed what we could do with our last full day together. They were leaving the following morning, but I didn't really want to think about it.
We settled for a relaxing morning of doing nothing, followed by a picnic under our immense ancient oak.
After lunch, Bev confessed to being a little tired, and asked for a nap. We were only too happy to accommodate her.
Karen and I hadn't had more than a couple of moments alone all morning, and I desperately wanted to share some time with her. I loved the old woman, more than I thought possible in such a short time, but wouldn't mind spending a couple of hours away from her.
Karen put together a snack and grabbed a tote bag, while I did a little maintenance of the fireplaces. Then we headed out for a walk. She wanted to see the stream I'd mentioned. I warned her it might be a bit of a hike, and got a machete out of the trailer to deal with any overgrowth.
We chatted amiably, mostly about The House, what work I intended to do over the winter, and about old Bev. The walk was a bit strenuous, including climbing over and under logs, and cutting our way through the underbrush in a few places. Our conversation turned to both of our jobs before too long.
The stream wasn't that far away, we soon found out, not more than a couple of hundred yards from the hilltop. Easy enough to find, we just walked downhill until we hit it. We reached the water at a point where we had about a 5 foot drop. Looking up and down the bank from where we stood, it looked like there was a more open area a short ways downstream. We cut back into the woods, and worked our way downhill, towards the main road.
We spotted the opening, an incredibly huge tree dominating a space probably 100 feet across. We approached it in awed silence, the trunk easily as broad as the old oak by The House, and stretching to the sky. The smooth bark and incredible size made its identification easy. "Beech, largest I've ever seen," I informed my pretty companion.
"My God, it's gigantic!" she gushed.
I walked around the massive trunk, which forked into several secondary trunks, each as big as the enormous oak near The House. The trunk at its base must have been over 6 feet in diameter. There were numerous other beeches in the immediate area, but none half as large. There was an area 40 feet or more around the base of the tree, where almost nothing grew. I looked around more carefully, and recognized that the woods had changed dramatically, down near the stream. It was ancient, probably as old as our country. Maybe older. The floor was clear of growth except for thick moss and ferns, a fallen log nearly as tall as me stretching across the running stream. It was incredibly beautiful.
"Can you imagine how ancient this tree is? The things it's seen? It must be hundreds of years old."
"No kidding. I bet it's even older than Bev!" Karen laughed.
I was running my hand around the trunk, and stopped. "Come here, you've got to see this."
Karen hustled over and gasped when she saw where I was pointing. A huge heart had been carved into the tree, nearly two feet wide, with Don + Mary etched in its center. The carving was so old the letters had stretched until each was an inch wide, and had mostly healed over, making it difficult to read. I watched her reach out, her fingers tracing the heart's outline.
"I guess we're not the first ones to find this tree," she said softly.
"Sad," I murmured. "He must have loved her a lot. Built this beautiful home for her, and then never returned to it."
Karen nodded. "This is a beautiful place. The running water, the open space, the shade of the tree, the thick moss under foot. Like a fairy tale."
She was turning slowly, taking in the atmosphere of this magical locale. She faced me and smiled, slipping into my arms. "Thank you for this. I'll never, ever forget it."
I leaned down and kissed her, and let her pull me down to the forest floor. The moss underfoot was nature's softest pillow. Our kissing intensified, and my hands explored her wonderful body.
"Make love to me, Jack. Here, in this cathedral." She sat up and slid her shirt off, then reached back and undid her bra.
I took off my shirt and placed it on the ground, moving her onto it. She giggled, pulling out of my hands, and pulling a blanket out of her tote bag. She passed it to me, and we stretched it out on the bed of moss. We each continued disrobing until we were naked in each other's arms again.
She chuckled.
"What?" I asked, smiling at her joyfulness.
"We've got an audience," she said, pointing.
About 10 feet away, a large black squirrel was perched on its hind legs, watching us.
"He's going to get a show," I teased.
She rolled onto her back, opening her legs for me. "Promise?"
I moved over her, ready. "Absolutely." I rubbed my stiffness against her, pressing between her moist lips. I could hear her wetness. She was more than ready.
It was beautiful, making love to her in the open air, feeling the breeze against our bodies, hearing nature all around us. The moss was incredible, so soft underneath us, making the experience dreamlike. The sound of the running water was a comforting constant in the background.
I felt strong and refreshed. The feeling of being inside her was amazing. I was pumping her easily, long firm strokes, no urge to hurry, no need for completion. The simple act was all I needed. I looked into her eyes, studying her, watching the emotions flutter across her face. She was getting excited, her breath coming faster, her hips driving back against me.
I kissed her softly, and was surprised by her passionate response. I picked up the pace, moving faster, taking her, claiming her, Mother Nature our sole witness.
She whimpered softly, pulling me down and hugging me tightly. I fucked her faster, harder, more desperately.
"Oh God, oh God, oh GOD!" she moaned loudly, her whole body tensing underneath me.
Her orgasm excited me to no end, and I sought my own release, moving my hips, searching out just the right friction and angle to enhance the feeling. When I found it, I started a nice motion, long strokes finishing deep inside of her, pulling out to the very edge of her warm treasure. "You're incredible," I told her softly.
"Jack, Jack," she gasped, arching underneath me, "soooo good," she groaned.
I was getting close, moving faster, spreading my knees wider, driving with my hips. "Fuck," I groaned. "Incredible."
She cried out loudly, coming for me again, and the experience pushed me over the edge. I slammed into her, making her scream for me. I came hard, pounding out rope after rope deep inside of her.
We lay in each other's arms, catching our breath, and reveling in the afterglow.
I gave her a kiss, and got up, slowly dressing. I enjoyed watching her cover up her body, getting those last few glimpses of her nakedness as she hid it away. I passed her the blanket, and pushed the moss back into place, where my actions had left dents and divots.
"Whatcha doin'?" she asked.
"Making the bed," I told her, earning a chuckle.
We walked back hand-in-hand, quietly. I helped her over logs, and through the brush, while we slowly started chatting again.
"It's all so unbelievable, surreal," she said, as we saw the edge of the forest at the top of the hill.
I laughed. "You're getting the bug. It's been eating away at me for 5 years."
"I can see how. This place is addicting."
I don't know what came over me, but I didn't want it to end. "If you need a fix over the holidays, the door is always open."
She hesitated, her hand clutching mine. "You'll be too busy," she whispered.
"Not for you. Consider it, please."
"I'll think about it," she said shyly. She turned and gave me another quick kiss, before we broke out into the open.
The evening was quiet, with a simple steak and baked potato dinner prepared on the outdoor Weber grill by yours truly. We moved out to the porch, and talked long into the night.
"What are you doing for Christmas, Bev?" I asked.
"Ham, with a house full of old farts, unless I have a better offer," she giggled. She was sipping on her second glass of wine, and I think she was already smashed.
"I get off from Christmas through New Year. I'd love the company."
"I was only teasing. I couldn't stand to interfere with your work," she said.
"Actually, I could still get a lot done, if you didn't mind. And still take Christmas and New Years off," I assured her.
"No promises, but I'll give it some thought." Bev answered. "I think I'd better call it a night. It's getting late."
I got up to give her a kiss goodnight. Karen prepared her for bed, while I closed The House down for the night.
* * *
After our afternoon dalliance, I wasn't sure if Karen would be up for some more fun, but she showed up in my room while I was still working at the fireplace.
We were more playful, exploring each other's bodies, teasing and exciting each other until the urge to go further overwhelmed me. Our lovemaking was different, more urgent, more demanding on my part. We tried a variety of positions, and I prolonged the act as long as I was physically able, taking breaks whenever I got too worked up, alternating between the use of my mouth, my hands, and my needful cock. After seeing how sexy she was climaxing, down by the stream, I was determined to have her come for me again, successfully, a few times.
I wasn't inexperienced, not by any means, but making love to Karen was different than anything I'd experienced, in a wonderful way. We meshed together perfectly, and when I could hold back no longer, I was completely satisfied, and enjoyed the feeling of my release within her.
We were both utterly exhausted, and she fell asleep in my arms, with me drifting off soon after.
During the night, I partially awoke again to that incredible feeling between my legs. I sighed peacefully, accepting her generous gift, moaning softly for her. I allowed her to get me off, remarkably quickly given the circumstances. I gave her my seed, and rolled over to take her in my arms, cuddling close for warmth in the cool room.
* * *
I was sorry to see them go, after such a short visit, and told them so.
"Please say you'll come back soon," I told Bev, with a hug at the airport. "If not at Christmas, then before the spring. I miss you already."
Bev cackled. "I know what you're missing already. And as much as I'd like to help you with that, I suspect I'd break a hip or worse." She reached up and gave me a kiss. "Thanks for sharing this. It's wonderful. Really."
I gave Karen a more intimate hug. "Come back soon."
She smiled, and squeezed me tightly. "I'll do what I can. These last few days have been nothing short of amazing. You're a hell of a man, Jack."
I kissed her, letting it prolong. "You're quite a woman yourself, Karen. I feel so spoiled and refreshed, and can't wait to get started on the second level."
"Stay in touch. I left my number on the kitchen table."
"Too late," I teased. "Already got it from Bev. You'll be hearing from me."
"Looking forward to it."
I hated to see them go, but I was aching to get back to work on that old house, to get her in better shape for their return.
* * *
That day was spent working on laying out the walls on the second floor, integrating the large vertical posts. I was originally going to lay it out much like the first floor and original design, with a large central hall and stairway, opening into four rooms on each side. I was still astounded by the pure size of the place, wondering how much space a single family needed. I remembered that back in the day, large families were not uncommon and servants might be housed as well. A spur of the moment decision had me changing things, creating only four spacious bedrooms, each essentially a suite.
With the first and second floors completed, I would have 4 huge bedrooms, each with its own full bath, on the second floor, with a kitchen, living room, dining room, study, bath and pantry on the first. I was thinking of leaving the third floor with a completely open layout, since it was unlikely I'd need to use it at all.
Which was good. The 3rd floor creeped me out.
It was drafty, the ceiling was lower, and the fact that the original occupant had leaped to her death from there wasn't helping. Plus, after my couple of close calls while working, I wasn't all that keen on spending any more time there than needed.
I did want to put in the windows on the second and third floors, but I was going to have to take my time on that until the funds improved. The House had 5 windows in front, two on each side, and three more in back. Twelve windows on the second floor. The third floor had 5 in front but only 1 on each side, and two in back. At over $240 a pop, I had enough money left to complete the second floor windows, but it would leave me nearly broke. I decided to just do the front, for the aesthetics, and one on each side. I'd leave the other five until my cash-flow was better. There was a lot of interior woodwork I could do in the meantime.
Between the trip to the airport, morning goodbyes, and closing off Bev's bedroom, I didn't get a lot done, but I was still feeling pretty good that I had a plan.
Dinner was lonely, and I wasn't up to making anything fancy, so I scavenged sandwich fixings out of my depleted food stock, and called it a day early.
I'd come to enjoy the late night porch drink and smoke, and indulged once more. A single malt and cigar was a nice way to end the day, and I told myself I'd have to put in a stock of both.
I felt a little better after receiving the call from Bev. They'd made it back in one piece.
"I had to call," Bev explained. "I know I said I wouldn't, but I had to tell you. The last few days with you were the best I've spent in decades. Thank you, Jack."
"Bev, I feel exactly the same. I love this place, love working on it. For the first time ever, there's something wrong. It feels empty. I miss you already."
She giggled. I loved that giggle. It seemed to strip away the years. "I know what you're missing, young man."
"Tease all you want, crazy woman. You know the truth as well as I do. I miss my partner, my friend, my adopted Mom."
"I miss you too, Sweetie," she said softly. "I can't thank you enough."
"You're coming for Christmas, right?"
"I told you I'd think about it."
"You had half a day. Don't make me go down there and kidnap you."
"Fine. You're mean, to twist an old woman's arm like this. Can I bring Karen again?"
"You better. Unless you're planning on doing all the cooking."
"Right. I'm sure that's the reason."
"You're a terrible tease, aren't you Mom?"
"You're just figuring that out? It's not like I have much else to do these days. You wanna talk to her? She's standing right here, trying to act all cool and collected. Think I should make her wait any longer?"
"Let's make her sweat," I teased. "You know I'd rather talk to you than anyone else."
"Who's teasing now? Love you, Jack. I'm putting her on."
"Love you too," I said quickly.
"Love me? You barely know me! This is so sudden," Karen said softly.
Shit. Oh shit. "Uhh," I started.
"I'm kidding, Jack. Don't have a cow. I'll let her know what you said. Ol' cranky puss is in rare form. Flying makes her grouchy."
"You keep saying that. I don't see it."
"You're a guy. She's sweet on the guys. One guy in particular it seems. Can't say I blame her."
"I miss you already. You're coming back for Christmas with her, right?"
"Is that what she meant by twisting her arm? You talked her into it?" She sounded pleased.
"Seems so. You wouldn't be mean enough to send her alone, would you?"
Karen laughed. "If you're inviting, I'm there. I'm no fool." She stopped her giggling. "I miss you too. God, it's like I've known you for years, not a few days."
We chatted for a few more minutes before she begged off. "I really do need to take care of Bev. These long trips are hard on her. Thanks for calling. Think of me."
"Non-stop, I expect. Take good care of her."
"Of course. I owe her big time."
Going to bed I reviewed my plans for the upcoming week. Unfortunately my job still beckoned, but I should still get in plenty of work time each evening, four to five hours at least.
My bed was lonely. I missed Karen. I found myself stroking an erection, almost laughing. I didn't masturbate more than a couple of times a week, often less, but the recent spate of sexual escapades had me hard as a rock, without my new playmate to take care of things.
The room was warm from the heat of the fireplace. I pulled the covers aside, and closed my eyes, remembering. I could almost feel her stroking me, sliding her warm mouth over my cock. The feeling was incredible, tingling, setting my nerves on fire.
I looked down at my hardness, standing tall, basking in the feeling running up and down my shaft. I grabbed the second pillow, putting it behind my head, propping myself up. I was getting close, so close.
With a gasp I bolted upright. I was being stroked, but it wasn't me.
It wasn't anybody. I was alone in bed, but I had felt it, a smooth soft movement up and down my length. I looked around, doubting my own senses.
Then it started again. A tingling feeling, that set the hair on my legs to standing on end. A soft movement, up and down my rod. It wasn't a stray breeze, or some other oddity. It was clearly a stroking. I gazed down between my legs. I didn't see anything at first, then I noticed the skin on my shaft was shifting up and down with the movement.
Was I crazy? Was I dreaming? What the hell was going on!
The feeling was intense, and I felt a new pressure on the head, enclosing it. Without warning, I felt the urge to come burst upon me, and I groaned as I exploded. It was powerful, and my hips bucked against the invisible force, spasm after spasm of pleasure emptying me. Yet when it was over, I looked down at my wilting cock to see it was dry and clean. No evidence of what had just happened.
I didn't believe in ghosts, or spirits, or succubi, or any other supernatural visitor, but my brain was short-circuiting, and I had no explanation for what had just happened.
Suddenly I was clammy, cold. I pulled the covers up and huddled underneath them.
It took me forever to get to sleep.
* * *
I was useless at work the next day, my mind still in a fog. It must have been my imagination, or a very real dream. I managed to answer a few calls, and avoid any serious snafus. I was glad when the end of the work day rolled around.
I delayed going home, stopping by the hardware store and ordering the windows, then hitting the grocery store to restock. I even splurged at the local Wendy's. By the time I finally got to The House, I had convinced myself that it had been my imagination.
An imagination that was running amok.
I found myself imagining things, touches to my hair, something brushing against my hip. I was normally pretty quiet when on my own, but I was talking to The House, asking if anybody was there. What did they want? What was going on?
At least moving some wood and tools up to the second floor distracted me for a while, and I worked later than I would normally during the week. I still opted for a scotch on the porch, nervous about going to bed. I made it a double.



When I finally retired to my room, it was well after midnight. I put on a pair of boxers, and climbed under the covers. I kept my hand clear of my waist, in case playing with myself had been a catalyst to whatever the hell happened. I felt foolish, more convinced than ever that my mind was playing tricks on me.
I fell asleep easier than I would have thought possible.
It was cool in the room. I was slowly waking to that same wondrous feeling. My covers had been pushed aside, and my cock was sticking up out of the fly in my boxers, hard and happy. I almost leaped out of the bed, when I recognized the stroking from the night before. I reached my hand down to see if I could feel anything, but there was nothing to feel. Moving my hand up and down, I sensed that same tingling, almost like static electricity, and the hair on my arms stood up. When I pulled my hand away, the tingling went away, but the feeling surrounding my cock lingered, and if anything intensified.
What the fuck?
What was happening to me? Inwardly, I knew I should be concerned, but I felt nothing but pleasure. I wasn't scared. I wasn't even nervous. I was being pleasured, being tended with gentleness. I moaned. The intensity was as strong as the previous night, stirring me strongly.
"You're going to make me come," I said softly.
I felt that enveloping closure around my cock. Not warm precisely, but blocking the coolness of the room. The crown of my head was being teased, my shaft stroked. I felt the end approaching and watched. I came hard, grunting, and saw my cum disappearing. Rope after rope I expelled, only to watch it immediately fade away.
The stroking continued for a brief moment longer, and then to my amazement, my cock was tucked back into my boxers.
"Why?" I asked the empty room.
I didn't really expect an answer and I didn't get one.
* * *
Once it started, it only got worse.
I was marginally more useful at work, and was able to complete a customer visit without fucking up too badly. I was making slow progress on The House, sometimes speaking to Bev and/or Karen on my phone while working. I didn't mention my late night visitor of course. I didn't believe it, how could they?
I went back to sleeping naked, and found that if I made myself available when I got in the bed, my spectral friend would go to work right away. The feelings were intensifying, the stroking more pronounced. I imagined it was a mouth finishing me, and felt the reaction more intensely. I could feel suction. The tingling was as strong as ever, but the motion had a more physical element.
Each time I came, I was still surprised to find myself clean and dry afterward. The release was exhausting, leaving me cold and trembling, yet frighteningly satisfied.
My visitor was becoming greedier, and I was waking most nights to another erection being tended to. I experimented with staying in bed in the morning, stroking myself, and quickly found my helper was willing to take over for me. A steaming hot shower afterward took care of any lingering aftereffects.
By the time the weekend arrived, I considered myself lucky. All the stories I'd heard about ghosts or spirits had never hinted at this. No eerie noises, no furniture clattering, no strange footsteps. Just a willing sex buddy, with the singular goal of getting me off. Was that really so bad?
I took a break midday on Sunday, after lunch and a call to my girls out west. I cleaned up, stripped down and climbed in my bed naked, waiting to see if anything would happen. It took a couple of minutes and I wasn't disappointed.
It was different. I felt the touch, but this time it was on my chest, fondling me, stroking me. The tingling was minimized, replaced with the feather-light contact. The caressing slowly moved southward, bypassing my limp cock, and focusing on my legs. I looked at the bed to see if I could detect any movement, but it was all limited to my body.
My cock wasn't left alone long, and I felt the motion on it, the slight pressure caressing, then surrounding me. I quickly hardened, imagining invisible hands stroking me to readiness.
I relaxed, giving myself over to the feeling, letting my spectral guest work. I could feel the motion clearly, imagining where the fingers enveloped me, the lone thumb opposite. The mouth settled down early, encasing me, moving further down my shaft.
"That's nice," I murmured, being rewarded with a teasing of the head.
As was usual, I came rather quickly, but my ghostly fellatrix continued to stroke me, playing with me, teasing me, rapidly restoring my hardness. It took longer the second time, but I was able to deliver a second gift after a few minutes.
I felt the movement again, moving up my body, brushing across my nipples. A gentle tingling pressure against my lips almost made me jump, but I held still, feeling the pressure return, a soft hint against my parted lips, but undeniable.
I closed my eyes, wondering what the hell was going on.
"Who are you?" I asked softly.
It might have been my imagination, but I thought I heard the faintest of whispers.
"...friend..."
* * *
It had only been three weeks since Bev and Karen had left, and three more weeks until they'd be coming back out for Christmas. I was hard at work, determined to impress them with the updated second floor.
Things were moving ahead great. I was completely energized, my real-world job doing well, and The House effort was paying off. My first several months of working on The House on my own had been difficult emotionally. I was alone, except for the remote Bev, who at the time had been a wonderful anchor, but seemed more like an audience than a participant.
The long weekend together had changed all that. I saw her as a partner now, so much of her life vested in my project. Karen was in, too. Whereas Bev focused on every detail of The House, Karen was fascinated with the place as a whole, especially the property, the landscaping, the stream and our fabulous forest. Each day I continued to send them pictures of my work, holding back a few surprises for their visit.
The time since then had introduced a new partner into my plans.
My bedtime visitor was making her presence more known. I thought of my uninvited guest as a 'her', I guess my macho self couldn't imagine anyone satisfying me sexually as anything else.
The touches were becoming common events, brushing against me whenever I took a break. Only inside The House, although the porch was included. It was crazy, I know. No other word for it. I loved her touch, and started seeking it out. After a day's work, I'd come home tired. I'd change, prepare myself dinner, and unwind on the porch, calling my girls nearly every evening. About a week earlier, I'd felt her touch on my cheek, my neck, while on the phone. I don't know what made me do it, but I stood and lowered my pants and boxers. I was speaking with Karen, having finished my call with Bev, and the sensation started. I was hard within moments, but the touch was different, teasing. It was only after I got off the phone that the real action started.
I leaned back, sipping a beer, and let her pleasure me. The warmth was there, the sliding pressure, the gentle movement. I lasted a couple of minutes, completed another orgasm that left me dry, got dressed and proceeded to work on the upstairs.
My new daily routine had me putting on a robe for dinner, getting my spectral blowjob, working a few hours on The House, getting another one after my evening shower, waking to another in the middle of the night, and starting the day right with yet another. I didn't understand it. There was something about her touch that brought me to near instant readiness. It seemed no matter how often I came, she could always get me ready for more.
I was talking to her now. Not getting any response other than the usual touch or caress. I'd finished framing all the rooms upstairs, installed the wiring, and was starting to put up the walls. I expected that by the end of the weekend, I'd have two of the rooms finished on the inside. I was leaving the plumbing and hallway walls open until I got my electrician to sign off on the wiring. Most of each paycheck went for more things for The House. Other than gas and food, I had few expenses.
I was pleasantly exhausted, relaxed, the fire keeping the room toasty, the covers pulled aside. It was late, after 1:00 am, and my friend was in a hurry. I was barely in the bed, before I felt her touch.
I chuckled, getting comfortable. "We can go twice in a row, if you like," I said.
She worked me through the first one pretty quickly. I groaned my release, and was surprised to feel her touch moving up my body. Looking down I could see the sparse hairs on my chest moving as the caress continued upward. It advanced to my neck, and across my cheeks, until it seemed my face was being held. I moaned as a faint pressure descended on my lips, a gentle touch opening them. An incredibly sweet invisible kiss.
My erection had returned, and I groaned as I felt another touch, down there. A renewed pressure, enveloping me, invisible lips still grazing mine. It started moving, and my hips responded automatically.
"God that feels good, Mary," I groaned.
As quickly as that, all the sensation disappeared. I was left with an aching hard-on, and a fear that my words had frightened my friend off. I was stunned for a moment, the haze that enveloped me during my visitations slower to disappear than her touch.
I had never given the visitor a name, not in my head, and certainly not out loud. I don't know why I said that, or picked that name. I guess that's not completely true, moments after I was alone, I suspected the reason. Bev's Aunt Mary was the one who had met her untimely demise in The House. I didn't know any other Mary, and once I thought about it, I realized I associated her with The House stronger than anything else.
After the way I'd scared her off I guess I was wrong. Hell, the original house had been built at least 140 years before she ever graced it with her presence. Who knows how many dozens of people lived in it over the years? Or if that even had anything to do with what was going on.
I didn't get woken up in the night. After waiting almost half an hour in the morning, I didn't receive my morning gift. I felt bad, mildly depressed, while I worked on one of my side projects the whole morning. No touches during the day, no mystery caresses. I was alone in The House.
A brief call to Bev raised my spirits a bit after lunch, and I went back upstairs to work on the bedrooms. The walls were finished with the same wood I was using for everything. Drywall would have been easier, but nothing was cheaper than free wood, and I certainly had enough of that. I used it for the flooring, for the walls, even for the ceilings. I loved the feel of it, the smell, and knowing it came from the property. Mostly hickory for framing, white oak for paneling, and red oak for the flooring. I couldn't bring myself to cut down any of the most spectacular specimens, but clearing the road to The House gave me plenty to work with, including a good bit of pine nearest the road. The diversity of the trees still amazed me.
After dinner, it was back to side projects before calling it a night. I waited, hopefully for a late night visit, but was disappointed.
By Sunday night, I was starting to think it had all been my imagination. A ghostly friend with benefits? Right. I'd made great progress on the second floor, and was feeling good about things again. I made an early night of it, calling the girls, sipping my scotch on the porch, and settling in with a cigar.
I showered the sweat off, and gave it another 30 minutes or so, exposing myself, hoping for a visit. No luck, however, and I settled in for a restless night.
When I woke, it was still pitch dark out, and my covers were gone. I was hard and being serviced. "Sorry," I said softly. "I didn't mean to offend."
The action continued, more demanding, and after a couple of minutes of attention, I moaned my release. I was happy for the moment, and settled back in. I pulled the covers up, and almost laughed when they slowly slid off my body again. The touching started, caressing my chest, then shoulders. I felt movement on my hardening cock, and once again, the feeling of complete envelopment.
"Thank you, that's incredible," I whispered softly, as my mysterious visitor slid up and down my length.
I closed my eyes, and felt her brush against my lips. I kissed her back, thrusting upward needily. Something moved between my lips and I opened my mouth. I opened my eyes, and found myself staring into a mirage, a barely visible pair of dark eyes gazing back at me.
My heart raced and I had to resist screaming. The eyes moved away, and I could make out the barest outline of a feminine face, almost a shimmer in the air, the surrounding room clear behind it. The motion was still going on at my waist, and even the fear couldn't stop me from responding. I was getting close, too close, when the movement stopped. The phantasmal face moved downward and captured my cock, only moments before I erupted.
The feeling was stronger than ever before, and I gasped, shooting off over and over again, until I was totally spent. I lay there sweating, my chest heaving, fighting off a case of the shakes. Looking down, I saw the face was gone. That's all it ever was, no body, not even hair, just a hint of a face. A beautiful one.
Trembling, I reached for the covers, only to stop when they slowly crawled up my body, covering me up. My lips were brushed against momentarily, and I was left wondering for my sanity.
* * *
The following week passed, and I was back into my regular daily schedule. No more faces, but I was serviced three or four times a day. I still spoke to her softly, only of my pleasure. No names, no questions. I didn't want to scare her away.
On Tuesday I was given the flight arrival times for Bev and Karen. They'd be arriving a week from Thursday on December 23rd, in the evening. I had Friday off for Christmas, so that worked out perfectly. The following week was our Christmas shutdown, from the 27th, through New Years. I'd have plenty of time to spend with the girls.
Jim, my electrician inspected my electrical work, and after insisting on a few changes, signed off on it, for a couple of hundred bucks. I called Andrew, took Friday afternoon off, and had him out. He looked over the work, signed off his paper, and gave me the nice green tag I needed to keep going, at least legally. I took the opportunity to invite him and his family out over the Christmas holiday. I think I surprised him.
"Maybe Sunday the 26th?" I offered.
He grinned. "I need to check in at home, but I know Brianna would love to see the place, after all I've told her. You don't mind the kids?"
"Heck no. One day I wouldn't mind filling the place with my own. Try to talk her into it. I'll have some guests over, the original owner and her nurse."
He smirked. "I know you're not going to tell me you're living in there."
"Of course not! My trailer may be a little crowded, but it's still here."
He grinned. "Alright Jack. No more questions from me. But if you could get the third floor wired and the plumbing finished, as well as put in the last windows, I imagine we can find a way to get you a habitation permit. Please don't drag it out too long."
"Believe me, if I had the funds, I'd do it tomorrow. It'll be a few more months probably, but I'll see what I can do."
"If you want, I can talk to Dale at the bank. I'm sure he could work out a short-term loan for you. It's not like you don't have a couple of million dollars of collateral here."
A couple of million? "I doubt it's worth anywhere near that."
"Are you kidding? Nearly 500 acres, worth at least $4 grand an acre? Hell, the guys at the University are hammering on me to get everything from the creek north declared a national treasure. Dr. Jansen is convinced you have a State Champion beech on your property. Your lumber alone is probably worth three times what the land is, although it would be a real shame to cut any of the old growth down."
I was stunned by his numbers, and realized I had no idea what I was sitting on. "I think I'm in way over my head. I'm gonna need some help. Shit, I hadn't even thought about what the property taxes were going to run me."
"That shouldn't be too bad. I'm guessing that 490+ acres of the land will come under agricultural timber management. It'll cost you a few thousand a year, tops. The property taxes on the house will cost you more than that. I wouldn't sweat it yet. As long as you don't do anything with the land other than right around this house, you should be safe. I'll ask around."
Once he'd left, I knew I needed to take some time and do some real research and planning. I was feeling more than a little stressed.
Saturday, the daily caresses continued, and it seemed like things were back to normal with my special friend. I received my morning wake up call, a surprise lunchtime relief, and another visit during my porch unwinding time. I had completed a couple of my surprise projects, and was particularly relaxed.
I was talking to her again, describing what I wanted to do with The House, asking her opinion on decisions, not expecting any reply. It was similar to what I was doing with Bev. I'd hate to think how weird it would have looked if anyone saw me.
At dinner, I even set her a place at the table. I wasn't so far gone that I served her food, but for some reason I thought she might join me.
"Bev and Karen are coming for Christmas next week. I hope you don't mind."
Of course there was no response.
"I really need to figure out a worthy present for Bev. You know she's the one who sold me this place. Gave it to me really. I couldn't have done any of this without her."
After a suitably long pause, I continued. "Andrew's probably bringing his family by for dinner next Sunday. It'll be nice to have a full house. I don't know what it was like in your day, but now there's a million ways the government messes with you. We're lucky to have him on our side. He could have made this hell on us, but he's been a Godsend."
I continued my one-sided conversation throughout dinner and the cleanup. I was feeling good about the inspection and my progress. I knew I'd be able to finish the four bedroom walls the next day. I only put in a couple of hours after dinner and decided to call it a day.
"Join me on the porch? I think I'll have a night cap and we can hit the bed early. We both deserve to celebrate a bit. This was a big day."
I didn't dress down for my break. I had my drink and a smoke, and chatted. I knew she was with me. I could sense it.
"I wish I knew something about you. What I should call you. I think we'll be together for a long time. I know I'm not going anywhere, this is my dream house."
I told her of my obsession with the place, hunting down information on it, tracking down Bev. I rehashed my first meetings at the senior home, and her generous gift. I even told her about what I knew of the history.
I was out there a good hour, in the cool night air. I was getting cold, and figured I'd had enough. "Come to bed, beautiful? Celebrate with me?"
I was only a little surprised when I felt her wispy kiss.
I took a quick shower. I wanted to be clean for her. Why? I have no idea. It was important to me. I dried off, brushed my teeth, combed my hair, and retired to my bedroom. I built up the fire to keep the chill out, pulled down the sheets, and climbed on the bed.
I felt her touch within moments, making me hard. "Can we take it slow? I'm here for you. As many times as you want, tonight. Whatever you need."
I guess she took me at my word. She teased me, her always faint touch just a whisper against my flesh. Her kiss, on the other hand, was firmer and warmer than ever. I had a flash of her face, it materialized for only a few seconds. Her hair was long and dark, piercing eyes that drilled down to my very soul, lips that offered a hint of a smile.



"You are beautiful," I whispered softly. "So young and beautiful, it makes my heart ache."
Her appearance faded after a few more seconds, but I knew where her face had gone, as my shaft was taken into her mouth. "I love how you do that," I told her.
She took her time, teasing, getting me close twice before finishing me. That was something new. New and delicious. I felt her touch, exploring my body, then some more of her delightful kisses.
"I mean it. As much as you want tonight. Three, even four times, if you'd like."
I had no idea what I'd invited. The second blow job was a quick one, following only a few minutes after my invitation. Unbelievably, her touch had me hard again. I sensed her movement. "Ride me beautiful."
It was agonizingly sweet. Her slow, gentle movement, her soft caresses, the occasional kiss. I saw something new, I hadn't noticed before. There would be a pause, and the angle of my cock against my body would change. She was changing position.
"Enjoying yourself, wild thing?" I teased.
The motion sped up, and I moaned as the pleasurable feelings reached a new plateau. "You are simply incredible," I confessed. "That feels amazing."
My cock was pointed forward, and I knew she was hovering over me, rocking back and forth on my cock. My hips were working with her. I could swear I felt her breath on my face. Her face appeared for a moment. She was smiling, and damn if she didn't wink at me, before disappearing again.
"So...damn...good," I moaned. "I hope...you're...enjoying this."
Her lips claimed mine, almost real in their firmness. The movement changed, an odd feeling, moving around my cock. I realized she was grinding against me. The lips were gone. I had a short glimpse of her face, coming into focus for only a second, forehead crinkled in concentration, eyes squeezed shut.
"...coming..."
It was shocking. Mind blowing. I gasped my own pleasure. "Gonna..."
Abruptly, my cock was uncovered, and I shot my load into the air, far more than I had any right to for a third time. Moments after I started coming, the head was covered again, and the remainder disappeared into nothingness. The action continued, and when it stopped, my cock was clean once more.
I chuckled. "You finally speak to me, and that's what you've got to say? Coming?"
She moved up my body, touching, caressing, toying with me.
If I expected a break, I was sorely mistaken. Her touch became frenzied, all over the place, tagging and moving, surprising me. Her lips met mine, and moments later something was pressing my lips. I tested it with my tongue, and felt a firm nipple which I sucked on for the few moments it was present.
I was ready again, and accepted that there was something impossible about her touch. Instant full hardness, and I was being ridden again. It didn't seem natural, hell, it wasn't natural. My heart was beating like a hammer, my skin clammy and chilled. I felt cold, everywhere except my burning hot shaft, driving into my spectral girlfriend. "Fuck me," I groaned.
Her presence became more solid after each new time. I could feel weight on my hips for the first time, hands resting on my chest. It was still a soft, almost feathery touch, but it was there. Physical contact. Real.
My focus was narrowing, vision tunneling, my pulse beating loudly in my head. I reached down to touch her, my hands meeting no resistance. The hair on my arms stood on end, goose bumps rising.
She was merciless. The warm tunnel encasing my shaft was moving impossibly fast, pulsing around me, tingling, driving me crazy. I groaned, legs shaking, muscles tensing. I needed to come for her. I had to. Desperately.
I felt the end approaching, her movement stretching out, longer strokes, demanding. Something was probing my mouth, but what it was, I had no idea. Those dark eyes appeared above me, my narrowing vision incapable of seeing anything beyond their burning need, gazing into mine. I was paralyzed, helpless, muscles cramping. The sounds escaping my throat were indecipherable, even to me.
I cried out, thrusting madly, as my cock settled deeply inside her, tracking her movements, inescapable. My seed jettisoned powerfully, continuously, pumping incessantly, until I lost my grip with reality and consciousness.
* * *
I was cold, trembling, clutching my covers. Someone was stroking my hair. I cracked my eyelids, and saw those dark orbs staring back into mine. The last I'd seen of them, they'd been on fire, intense. Now they appeared soft, concerned.
"...sorry..."
I reached out to her, and watched in amazement as her head took shape, no longer transparent, now translucent, as solid as I'd ever seen her. Her lips were full, corners turned down in concern. Her long hair shimmered, hanging naturally. My hand met resistance as it touched her cheek, and her own cupped mine, holding it against her face.
"You're b-b-beautiful," I managed to croak, through chattering teeth.
Her lips parted, a smile painting her face. Her hand appeared before me, her slender fingers caressing my face. Her fingertips touched my eyelids, and I closed them, drifting off again.
* * *
I ached. The sheets were wet, sticking to my skin. I pushed the covers away, struggling to sit up. I lowered my legs over the side of the bed, stretching, clearing my head. I looked around, getting my bearings. I was alone.
As if reading my mind, I felt her touch, sliding down my bare back. "Hi," I said softly.
Two hands, brushing across my shoulders.
"That was... different. I think we'll call two the limit in the future." I tried to sound casual, and not reflect the fear of her I felt for the first time. Instinctively, I knew there was no malice. She understood no more than I, the risk in completely submitting to her.
The touch lingered on my skin as I stood. I stumbled to the shower, and stood under the hot water, lathering up thoroughly, until I felt clean once more. I was surprised that I didn't feel sore between my legs. Overall I felt better, just worn out. When I was done bathing, I put on my robe, and hit the kitchen.
I set the table for both of us, and made myself a couple of sandwiches. It was past 1:00 in the afternoon, and I felt listless, drained. Lying in bed, I'd spent my conscious moments trying to understand what was happening to me. I took a pad of paper and wrote notes placing them on the table in front of her seat. From right to left, they read "Don't Know", "Yes", "No", and "Maybe". I looked for something lightweight, and placed a plastic bottle-cap in front of the notes, centered between the 'Yes' and 'No'.
I sat with my sandwich and chips, took a big bite, and waited a moment to make sure my friend joined me. "You have a hard time speaking, don't you?"
The bottle-cap trembled, and moved in front of the 'Yes'. My heart leaped.
"Did you know it would be like that, last night?"
The piece of plastic shifted over a couple of inches in front of the 'No'.
I took a couple of bites, wondering how far I wanted to push it. "Does it bother you, for me to ask these questions?"
The bottle-cap moved onto the 'No', on top of the note, and bounced up and down a couple of times. Pretty emphatic.
"You want to communicate with me?"
The cap rose up and settled directly on the 'Yes'.
"Good," I said, working on my sandwich. I took a drink of my soda, washing it down. "You're getting stronger, clearer. You need what we're doing, don't you?"
The bottle-cap rose up and settled back down on the 'Yes'.
"Is there anything else I can do, to help?"
The cap shifted, then slowly moved to the end 'Don't Know'.
"Is this difficult for you? Tiring? What we're doing now?"
The cap shifted downward, moving raggedly before settling over the 'Maybe'.
That seemed like an odd response. Not difficult? Something else? I thought about it, trying to make sense. I spoke my thoughts aloud. "Not really difficult or tiring, something else? I can see you're getting stronger, more substantial. You're speaking, showing me yourself. Your touch is firmer. You don't seem to mind touching me, that's more frequent."
I wasn't paying too much attention, my thoughts rambling. I saw the cap was shifting, and after my last words it shifted in front of the 'Yes'.
"Making yourself seen, speaking, that's more difficult," I said.
The cap shifted over to the 'No', then slid to the 'Maybe' and back to the 'No'.
"No? Not more difficult? But you do it much less. There must be a reason. Half a dozen words, you seemed willing enough to show yourself while we were doing it. If not difficult, why not? It is... what... costly?"
The cap jumped over to the yes.
"Costly... draining?"
Yes. Yes. Yes.
I think I understood. "What we do, you need it to get stronger. Becoming visible, talking, things like that, it drains you."
YES. The cap came down strongly.
"I see. The touching, the small movements, they don't cost you much, do they. The other stuff does."
YES.
"So what we need to do is save your energy, while building you up. Is that right?"
The cap didn't move, but moments later, I felt her lips on mine. It was always a little surprising. The kiss lingered, firmer, warmer.
"I'm going to take that as a 'Yes'."
The lips tickled my ear, and a soft breath seemed to caress me.
"...please..."
"Shhh. Save your strength. No talking, just kiss me."
She did, and I think we had an understanding. I thought about what was happening, how easily I accepted the insanity. While I ate, I saw the papers shift. The 'Yes' moved to my right, the 'No' to my left. I was a little confused. I felt a firm tug on my right earlobe, and the bottle-cap was placed on the 'Yes'. A few seconds later, there was another tug, this time on my left ear. The cap settled over the 'No'. She wasn't very subtle.
I chuckled, and tugged my own right ear. "I get it. 'Yes' on the right, 'No' on the left."
That earned me a tug on the right ear, and another feathery kiss.
I cleaned up after myself, and headed to the bedroom to dress. I laid out my clothing and removed my robe. I had wanted to do a lot today, and I'd already blown the entire morning. I felt her touch, gentle, tentative.
My thoughts returned to how she'd drained me, worn me out the night before. I don't believe she meant to do it. For some reason, as foolish as it may seem, I felt no animosity, no fear. If anything, after seeing her that morning, I sensed remorse. It was an accident. We just had to be more careful.
I shifted the clothing over, and lay in the middle of the unmade bed. "Let's fill you up, beautiful."
The lips on mine were soft, gentle, but consistent. Her tongue was between my lips, moving slowly, brushing against mine. Then they moved down my body, and I was hardening in her mouth. She was gentle, taking her time, letting me last a few minutes before I came for her.
Her lips returned to mine, briefly.
"Enough for now?"
I felt the tug on my right ear. Yes.
"Good. We'll do it more, but spread it out, Ok?"
'Yes.'
"Alright. I have a ton to do if we're going to get this house straightened out. Time for work."
I got a quick little kiss, and some teasing touches while I got dressed. I think we understood each other.
* * *
Things had changed. No doubt about it. I was energized again, working hard on The House. Every few hours I'd take a break, and if I opened my pants, I soon was on the receiving side of another invisible blowjob. I got lots of little touches, and occasional responses to my talking, little tugs on my ears, soft caresses. No images, no speech, just the pleasure, and light touches.
My evening calls were still happening. I wasn't disclosing everything I was working on, but kept Bev and Karen updated. I was eager to see them, but a little nervous about whether my ghostly girl was going to make herself known to my guests. I didn't know how to approach discussing it.
Evenings we spent together, and while we were engaged in our trysts, she'd show herself to me on occasion, sometimes teasingly. Her breast would appear in front of my face, moments before her nipple would ease down to my lips. Her eyes, her face, commonly showed up in front of mine, just a quick glimpse to let me see her, see what she was feeling, how she was responding.
I know it was physically impossible, but I was coming for her five, six even seven times a day, often twice before sleep. Workdays, it was usually five or six times. And still, every time she touched me, I was ready for her again.
Wednesday, I needed to take a break. "I have to do some Christmas shopping. Do a little decorating. I guess I'm going to have to settle for what I've completed so far. Any ideas?"
I don't know why I asked. It wasn't like she would answer. Especially not during my welcome home blowjob. I delivered her reward, and headed into town. I didn't have a lot of money to spare, but I wanted to find something nice.
Main Street had several boutique type stores, but I was having a hard time finding anything I liked. I had found a couple of little things but I wanted something better, more meaningful. I turned onto a side street, with several antiques set out on the sidewalk.
I stepped into the cluttered shop, a variety of 'antiques' on display. In some ways, it seemed almost like a yard sale. Lots of the things seemed like junk, and yet scattered among them were obvious treasures. An older, gray-haired, largish woman was observing me.
"Anything special I can help you with?" she asked.
"Just browsing," I said, not wanting to be bothered or pushed. I looked up at her, and froze. On the wall behind her were numerous old pictures, and just over her shoulder was my house.
She caught my glance. "An old picture perhaps? They're all local, mostly photos from the 20's and 30's."
I moved closer, leaning over the counter. "The House?"
She turned and looked at it. "One of our most famous. Over 200 years old, you know. South of here, a few miles. Beautiful, wasn't it?"
"How much?"
She smiled, and pulled it off the wall, looking on the back. "It's an original, not a print. Most of the others are more reasonable."
"No, that one."
"I could let you have it for $250."
$250! For a picture? For that I could put in another window, and it got me no closer to the gifts I needed to buy. Still, how could I pass it up?
She saw my hesitation, and pulled down a different picture. "Main Street. 1907. All but two buildings are gone now, $20, $36 with the frame."
I ignored the picture, studying the others on the wall.
She tilted up the original picture. "You really like this one, don't you? Tell you what? It's Christmas, let's make it $220, and I'll wrap it."
I pulled the picture closer, studying it. I was stunned. The porch I'd built was almost a mirror image of the one in the photo. I examined the landscaping, trying to determine what the plants were, how I could replicate the layout.
She breathed deeply, almost a gasp. "You're him, aren't you?"
"Him?"
"The guy rebuilding the house. You're him."
"Guilty."
"Why now?" she asked.
"I just got possession 8 months ago. I've wanted to fix it up for 5 years." I looked up at her, and her smile had changed. More genuine, less 'salesy'.
"I understand. My husband and I got bit bad by one of those old places. It's an addiction."
"Obsession."
She nodded. "How's it going? Making good progress?"
"The exterior and first floor are almost complete. I was hoping to have it completed by spring, but it's more expensive than I ever could have imagined. I've nearly run out of money, so I'll be taking it slower in the near future. I guess I'll still be able to do some of the interior finish work, but I was really counting on getting all the windows in this year."
She had a cute laugh, which set her whole body bouncing. "Tell me about it, every penny I make seems to get poured back into the bottomless pit we live in. Thank God my husband earns a good living." She paused a moment, while I studied the picture more carefully. "Let me check my books. I think I have some things you'll want to see."
She disappeared in back. I thought it was rather trusting of her, leaving the place empty. It was a long time before I heard from her. At least 20 minutes, and I was getting antsy as my time for shopping ticked away. I was checking out the other pictures, but kept returning to my house.
"Lock the front door, Honey? And come on back."
I followed her directions, and walked through the back door. If I thought the front was cluttered, the large back room looked like a hoarder's wet dream.
She was tugging something off a shelf, and it looked like she was stuck. I helped her, moving a broken desktop out of the way, while she pulled a large ornately framed mirror free. She carried it to the corner, among a dozen more items. An eclectic collection. Then a framed picture caught my attention. The frame was cracked, one corner broken off. The glass was clouded. None of that mattered.
It was her. My girl.
"These are all supposed to have come from your house. Part of an estate sale I picked up about 20 years ago. Little of it has much valuable, mostly common stuff, and not in the greatest shape. I understand it was scavenged from the house after the fire."
"How much?"
"For the picture?"
"For all of it. How much for all of it."
She was slow to respond. "The picture up front as well?"
"Please." I gazed at the young woman in the photo. She was seated on my porch, an ivory and lace full length dress carefully spread around her ankles. Her hair was up. Even in faded sepia tones she was absolutely stunning.
"You know the story?"
I nodded. "I bought the property from the original owner's niece. She filled me in."
"Sad. Lovely girl to die so young. They had a baby." She shuffled through the stuff, and pulled out a silver frame. A picture of the family showed the wife seated, husband standing over her shoulder, a beautiful infant in her arms. A handsome family. They looked happy. I'm certain they were.
"$250," she said softly.
"And for the rest of it?"
"For all of it. You should have it. It belongs in that house. I'll almost break even. I would only ask that you invite me up to see it all sometime when you're finished."
It wasn't fair to her. I have no idea what antiques are worth, but it had to be more than that. "Let me pay you $500. I know it's not enough, but it's all I have."
She shook her head. "Save your money for the restoration. I'm sure you'll need it. I'd feel guilty if I slowed you down."
I looked up at her, stunned by her generosity. "Sunday? I'm having a few people up Sunday. The House is not nearly done yet, but I've made a lot of progress. Could you and your husband make it?"
She was slow to respond. "My daughter's family is coming up for Christmas."
"Invite them. Please. I'd love to have you come. You have no idea what this means to me."
She grinned. "I think I do. Look at my business. Everything tells me a story. If you can help turn that tragic old building into something wonderful again, it would be a miracle. I understand."
No you don't, I thought. "Can you make it?"
"I'll try. I'd love to, I just have to convince the rest of them. Any special time?"
"Anytime after 2:00. I'm serving an early dinner."
"I don't know how long I'll be able to stay, but we'll be there. Thank you."
"No, thank you. This is perfect. I can't believe how fortunate I am to have found your place."
"Surely you don't think it's a coincidence, do you?" she asked enigmatically. "Some things are meant to happen. I'm certain this is one." She closed her book. "There are a few more things around her somewhere. When I have a chance I'll see if I can hunt them down."
I paid her, thanking her profusely. I loaded up my truck, still unable to believe my luck. I was never much of a believer in fate, but that was changing. I mean, seriously? What were the odds?



* * *
I walked in the front door, empty handed. "Mary? I need you to do me a favor."
It was only the second time I'd called her by her name. The first time she'd disappeared for two days. I hoped our new connection would prevent that.
The feathery touch against my cheek, and the soft kiss reassured me.
"I've got a surprise. I'd like you to hide until I call you. No peeking, alright?"
The gentle tug on my right ear was her reply.
Ten minutes later I had all her things in the living room. The picture of The House was centered over the fireplace. Her photo was on the wall beside the door, where I could see it every time I left. The family picture was centered on the coffee table.
"You can come out now," I called out loudly. I only had her word that she hadn't watched me the entire time. I trusted her.
I was shocked when after a few moments she appeared nearby, in her entirety. A naked slender beauty knelt down and studied the picture on the table. She turned to me, and I saw her wonder.
"...how?..."
She stood, her hand reaching out, touching her old belongings, running her hand across them. An old iron. A metal coffee pot. A large wooden chest, the lid twisted askew. An old china plate, with two tea cups and one saucer. A heavy cast iron pan. An odd shaped glass vase. The mirror. A set of nested rattan baskets. An ornate brass candlestick telephone. The largest item was a strange little table, with a padded surface on a little more than half of it, and a square raised wooden tabletop beside it, with a single drawer. None were in great condition.
I had placed the small table against the wall. She stopped before it, looking back at me, and pointing at it. I nodded. She walked over to a space against a different wall, and pointed again. I moved it to where she indicated, and she knelt beside it, then touched the floor a few inches away. I shifted it over, and she stood. She waved at the old phone, and tapped the wooden surface. I placed it where she'd pointed. She sat on the padded seat, her hand stroking the wooden surface, grasping the phone.
Her image shimmered, wavering and disappeared. A moment later I felt her hand in mine, and she was pulling me. I was towed into the bedroom, and her hands tugged at my belt. I undressed, and climbed in the bed, feeling her join me.
I was hard in moments, and inside of her. She used me for a few moments, and her face appeared before mine.
"...how?..."
I explained my find, the odd coincidence, the generosity of the shopkeeper. "They are all yours, aren't they?"
Her lips met mine, my cock still moving within her. A gentle tug on my right ear confirmed it.
"There may be more. If there is, I'll try to get 'em. She'll be here on Sunday."
Her movements accelerated, and I could no longer talk. I don't know how she did it, but she'd cranked up my need, and moments later I was beyond any chance of thought or reason, desperate to come for her. She moved down, took me in her mouth just in time for me to erupt. She finished me, gave me her touch, and then she was riding me again, my renewed hardness enveloped.
"Can I call you Mary?"
The tug. 'Yes.'
I had a difficult request. "I... I'd like to give something to Bev and Karen. I was thinking the China cup and saucer for Bev, and the vase for Karen."
The lips touched mine, she tugged my left ear, a clear 'No', and then she was doing it to me again, inflaming my desire, driving me crazy. I groaned, thrusting toward her. Moments later she was draining me.
The entire experience hadn't taken ten minutes. Ten glorious, insane, heart-pounding minutes. I lay back gasping. She had other things in mind. Mary was impatient, taking my hand, tugging, drawing me off the bed. I followed, weak kneed as she led me up the stairs, and to the front bedroom to my right. I was guided to the fireplace. I saw the dust brushed away, and the large center stone on the bottom moving. I reached in and helped her. The back of the stone had two grooves, just deep enough to get your fingers under. It was heavy, and difficult to move. At least six inches thick, with a 2 inch lip. After I had moved it out of the way, a metal box rose out of the hole, over a foot long and eight inches wide. It was at least six inches deep, and looked solid.
It landed in front of me, and the lid opened. It was nearly full. I saw jewelry, coins, and some papers on the bottom. A large necklace arose, and my hand was turned upward, the stunning piece placed in my palm. It was a flower, close to two inches across, numerous diamond encrusted petals set in white gold, with a huge yellow multi-faceted stone in the middle. It looked like a daisy.
"For Bev?" I asked, nervously, handling an item which likely cost what I earned in a year. At least if those diamonds were real.
Moments later I received my confirmation, with a gentle tug.
From the box, what was clearly the matching ring emerged. A smaller flower, maybe half the pendant's size, it had the same pattern, the diamond petals, and the central bright yellow stone. My other hand was turned upright, and the ring placed in it. "Karen?"
'Yes.'
"It's too much, Mary. These are heirlooms, priceless. I should keep them with The House."
A firm tug on my left ear let me know she disagreed. A very firm pull.
"You're sure?"
She almost pulled my right ear off. I had no idea she was that strong. Foolish me.
"Alright, I get it. You're going to give them a hell of a Christmas."
The jewelry was taken from me, placed back into the box which was closed. It rose and settled in my hand.
"Thank you," was all I could say. I stood, and felt her lips against mine.
I followed her back downstairs, her pull leading me along. I ended up in front of her family picture.
"...thank you..."
* * *
I was restless at work, unable to concentrate. Luckily, we had an office party, and nobody seemed to notice. I left as early as I could get away with, eager to get to the airport. I had 11 days off, and only had to use my 2 floating holidays, not a single day of vacation. That was important, since I was down to less than 16 hours. My project had taken all my free time.
Bev was flying into Dulles, which meant another 20 minutes to get to the airport, but I was still there half an hour early. I had made a brief stop on the way, and was watching the flight boards intensely, looking for their gate arrival.
They were eight minutes early, which was great, but they were also the last ones off the plane. I was a nervous wreck, when I finally saw them exit the glass doors into the baggage claim area. I ran over to them, and their grins matched mine. I leaned over the wheelchair, and hugged Bev, never wanting to let her go.
"I missed you," I told her softly.
Karen pried my fingers off the flowers I was holding, while Bev hugged me back. "You are just a big baby, aren't you?" Bev teased.
I gave her a kiss on the cheek, and turned to Karen. Our phone calls had been wonderful, but I was feeling just a little awkward. I needn't have worried. She calmly passed the flowers to Bev, then leaped into my arms, throwing her legs around me, and kissing me soundly. Of course I kissed her back.
"Miss me too?" she asked, her tone teasing.
"You have no idea."
She let her legs slide to the ground, hugging me. "I think I have a damn good idea."
Bev waved the flowers to get my attention, and I took them from her. "Uh, sorry about that." I sorted them out. One was a large wildflower bouquet, which I handed to Bev. The other, a small assortment of three roses, red, yellow and white. "I didn't know which kind you preferred," I said, handing them to Karen.
"Are you kidding? I love them all. Thank you."
There was considerably more baggage this time, it looked like they were planning to stay for a month, not a week. But then, I'm a guy. A pair of jeans and a half-dozen pair of socks, boxers and t-shirts, would have fit in a day-pack.
The weather was cool, bordering on cold, and would get colder. It was supposed to hit 40 that night, nothing like the last time they'd been visiting. I was glad they were both wearing winter coats, I wasn't sure if they'd even have any.
I cranked up the heat as soon as we were in the truck, directing the air-flow toward Bev. "It just got chilly in the last couple of days, timing kind of sucks," I said.
Bev chuckled. "All the more reason to sit in front of the cozy fireplace, and drink a hot toddy."
I'm not sure I even knew what a hot-toddy was.
On the trip to the house, they queried me on the progress, and I caught them up-to-date. Not like they didn't know, with the nightly calls, and never-ending stream of photos. I'd been carefully filtering the pics, trying to keep a few things back for a surprise.
I asked them how things were going at the home, and if there were any new stories from Weird John. We talked about what they normally did for Christmas, and about some of their favorite Christmas memories. I have to admit, I didn't know anything about their religious views, if any.
I'm kind of a non-denominational Christian generalist, having been forced to attend a variety of denominations in the various foster homes growing up, none really sticking. I was raised with Christian values, and a hodgepodge of mixed guidance. I didn't think about religion much, and hadn't attended a service since the military.
Bev was a regular churchgoer. Methodist, and attended most Sundays with several other residents at the home. She certainly wasn't one to push her religion on you, as demonstrated by the fact that I didn't even know what she was.
Karen was a lapsed Catholic. She'd been married in the church, and had gone as a child, but stopped in college. She'd only been a dozen or so times in the last 10 years, a somewhat typical Easter/Christmas Catholic.
They both had great stories about childhood Christmases but not much since then. Bev went on for a good 10 minutes about her last Christmas with her husband. Obviously one of her favorites.
"To be honest," I told them, "I don't have a lot of great Christmas memories. I hope you two are going to help me change that."
Karen patted me on the shoulder from the backseat. "I'm hoping that this might be the first of many magical holidays together."
That was clear enough.
The conversation was animated, and ate up the time driving to The House. It was good, keeping my mind off the biggest concern I had. Mary.
The woods looked different, the fall foliage gone, many of the trees bare, a vast field of giant stick figures. The House didn't look much different, a few more windows in place since they'd been there last, but from the outside, pretty much the same, except the porch had been painted, white with green trim. Now it was nearly a perfect match for the old photo, right down to the chairs and swinging bench. Most of the surprises would be on the inside.
I hadn't been home after work, so I knew I needed to get the fires going first, as soon as I got the ladies indoors. I lifted Bev out of the truck and into her wheelchair, and rolled her up to the front door. Karen jogged ahead and opened it for us. I barely had her in the door before she spoke up loudly. "Jack! Wait! Stop!"
I got nervous, glancing around to see if Mary was up to something, and saw that Bev was staring at the telephone bench. "How... is that... where did you get that?" she gasped, rolling the chair forward on her own, reaching out to touch the padded bench, then grasping the antique brass candlestick phone.
For a moment, I was too stunned to answer. Mary had been up to something. I don't know how much energy it cost her, but she'd moved things around. The family picture was over the living room mantle, not the picture of the house. The picture of her was no longer by the door. Strangest of all, a fire was burning in the living room fireplace.
I'd setup the fireplaces before leaving that morning, so it wouldn't have been that much work to get it going. One of the foot-long fireplace matches would have done the job, but the fact that it was burning at all had me rattled.
"Jack?" Bev asked, holding up the old phone, and looking back at me.
"A, uh, antique store in town. You'll get to meet the owner on Sunday, when we have a few people over. She had a bunch of stuff she had bought at auction that was supposed to have come from this house. She sold it all to me."
She looked around the room, her gaze returning to the stand. "How did you know it belonged here? I remember it perfectly. It was the first time I ever used a phone. They were so proud of it."
How would I know? Good question. "It just seemed like the right place to put it."
Karen had walked over to the fireplace, standing in front of it, warming her hands, examining the picture above the mantle. "Is this them?"
"Let me see," Bev said, pointing, giving me directions. I pushed her over in front of the fire, took the picture off the wall and handed it to her.
She examined it carefully. "That's my Uncle. I barely remember what Aunt Mary looked like, and never saw the baby. But that's Uncle Don."
Karen was leaning over her shoulder. "They were a good looking family. He's a hot tamale, and she's gorgeous."
Bev passed me the photo, and I came close to dropping it when I felt Mary's soft touch on my cheek. I carefully hung it back up. "Let me get the other fires going, and I'll unload the truck while you two get comfortable. I'll only be a moment."
I moved from room to room, carrying a lit cedar strip with me, getting the fires started. In the dining room I found where the picture of the house had been relocated, sitting on the mantle. In my bedroom, I was alone. "Mary, are you here?"
The tug on my right ear assured me she was listening.
"Thanks for starting the fire. That was a kind gesture. Is it ok that they're here?"
Another 'Yes' tug.
I can't believe I'd avoided the simplest question about her presence while they were visiting. "Do you want me to let them know about you?"
A firm tug on the left ear. 'No.'
"Do you ever want them to know?" I looked around, hoping that my guests wouldn't see me seemingly talking to myself.
'Yes.'
"You'll let me know when you're ready?"
I was hunched over the fire, while it had already started. I felt her lips graze mine, and the gentle tug of a 'Yes'.
"Does it bother you that I'll be sleeping with Karen?"
I had to wait a while. I never got an ear tug, just a poke in the nose. I almost laughed out loud. "I'm going to take that as mixed feelings."
Another soft kiss. Then a teasing nibble at my lip.
"I'll find time for you, I promise. I don't know how and when, but I will."
I had spent too much time in the room already. I stood and felt a soft touch against my crotch. I was instantly hard. "Mary!" I hissed.
I could almost swear I heard a giggle as I adjusted myself, and almost ran through the main hall out the door to fetch the luggage. I hoped the cool air would settle me down. Who knew that my damn permanent house guest was a tease?
As I carted the luggage and boxes into the house, my thoughts returned to Karen and our relationship. Hard to avoid the thought, when I lifted her suitcase, and she nodded toward my room. It's clear she planned for us to take up where we'd left off last time. How could I tell her I had a girlfriend, as bizarre as it was. Was I cheating on her? Would I be cheating on Mary? What the fuck was I getting myself into?
I didn't have to address the issue too soon. While I was unloading, they spent their time in the bathroom. They had brought enough to stay a while, it seemed. Four large suitcases, two big boxes, and their carryon bags. I was still finished before they were, and started lighting the kerosene lamps as it was starting to get dark out.
As soon as the women came out of the bathroom, Karen headed for the kitchen. "I don't suppose you ate, either?" she said.
"Nope. Not since lunch."
"I'm going to whip something up. Anything off limits?"
"No. I need to go shopping tomorrow, for Christmas dinner, and for having a few people over the next day."
"What's a few?" Karen asked.
"I think it's six adults and some kids, I don't know the numbers, so let's plan on an equal number of kids."
Bev chuckled. "You don't know the number of kids? I take it these aren't close friends of yours."
"Not close friends, but very generous and good friends. Andrew, the county inspector who's been helping me with all the paperwork and inspections to make this place legal, his wife Brianna and their kids. I think he has two. The other is the owner of the store who sold me the things scavenged from The House, her husband and her daughter's family. I can't believe I'm saying this, but I'm such a lousy host I don't even know her name, or that of any of her family."
That got me some ribbing for being such a man. Karen was so outgoing, I had little doubt she would have had the names, birthdays, next-of-kin, and past history out of both of them after their first meeting.
I sat down next to Bev, relaxing before dinner. It already felt like home again, with the two women in the house. It had felt empty without them. Mary had been welcome company, ameliorating my loneliness, but the noise of the women's presence, the sound of footsteps, the chattering, clattering of utensils, brought the place to life.
"Thanks for the changes in the bathroom. It helps a lot," Bev said. I imagine it was an uncomfortable subject. I'd installed heavy duty rails beside the toilet. I'd added a seat for the bath that could be removed.
"In the future, would you rather I added a powered lift to get you upstairs, or convert the downstairs bath to your needs."
She looked at me curiously. "What are you saying, Jack?"
"When you come to stay. Would you rather have your bedroom upstairs, or remain down here. Upstairs the room will be larger, and I can design the bathroom to be friendlier. Otherwise I can convert the one down here."
"The way things are now is fine. It's not worth the effort for a week's visit. There's so much more you can do with your time," she insisted.
I shook my head. "I'm not saying this right. I want you to stay. Stay here with me. Live in our house. Would you rather be upstairs with me, or down here?"
She looked surprised. It was a few moments before she responded. "Jack, I'm not well. I would be a lot of trouble. You don't want an old crippled woman in your house. I need care. It's just not reasonable."
I turned and took her hand in mine. "I don't give a damn about reasonable, Bev. I need you here. I miss you all the time. This is our home. We've built it together. You've been beside me every step of the way. You're going to live here. The only question is upstairs or downstairs."
"No, Jack. I'm fine where I am. You can invite me out to visit now and then, and I'd appreciate it. You're young. You're going to want a wife and family soon. Young people to fill this house. I won't be a burden to you. It's not fair. Not fair to you, or to the family you'll have one day."
"Bev, you need to understand, as far as I'm concerned, you are my family. My entire family. Any woman that would consider you a burden is not the kind of woman I would want to marry and have children with. I love you, Bev, like the mother I never knew, and I want to see you every day. I want to hear your laughter, and put up with your nagging and teasing. I won't be happy without you here with me. In our home."
She was shaking her head slowly, and I saw her eyes glistening.
I continued, "If it's your friends at the home, you can go to visit them as regularly as you want. If you're concerned about the winter weather, you can even be a snowbird, alternating your time between here and there. I'll miss the hell out of you, but we can make it work out. Don't leave me here alone."



"It all sounds so wonderful, Jack, but I don't think it's feasible. I can't take care of myself. I have my medications, doctors. I need full-time assistance. You have your job, and you need to move on with your life once you've finished this project."
I laughed. "We can work it out. Heck, I can sell off a chunk of the land, and we'll have more than enough money to hire a full-time nurse. We have plenty of room in the house. Four huge bedrooms upstairs, and enough space on the third floor to house an entire staff if need be. I earn a good living, and once I finish most of the work, my expenses will drop to almost nothing. If you want to do this, I guarantee we can make it work. You should know I can be as stubborn as you. I've only had my Mom for about 9 months, there's no way I'm letting her get away."
Her hands squeezed mine, a few tears etching their way down her cheeks. "I never expected this. It's very sudden, and a little scary. I'm 88 years old, and have spent the last 17 years in Sunset. You've only been around me for a few days. I'm not an easy person to live with. Just ask Karen. What if you get tired of me? What if you change your mind? You're talking about a major upheaval in your life."
I just grinned. "Upstairs or downstairs?"
"Are you even listening to me, Jack?"
"I listen to every word you say, crazy old woman. I just don't care about the issues. We'll work them out. You belong with me, and that's where you're going to end up. You can decide now, or you can dilly-dally for a day, a week, a month. When it's all said and done, my Mom will live with me. The only question is whether I set you up down here, or at the top of the stairs on the left."
"And I don't have any say in it, I suppose?" she said.
"Of course you do! That's why I'm asking. Upstairs or downstairs?"
"You know you're a very frustrating young man."
"I love you too. I think upstairs would be better. Rather than put in one of those ugly chair things that go up the stairs, I can put in a simple lift in the back of the house beside the pantry. It's best to do it now before I finish the upstairs."
Karen called out from the kitchen. "If you two can stop plotting over there, I could use some help setting the table. Dinner will be in five minutes."
I got up and gave Bev a kiss on the cheek. "You don't have to decide now. I can give you until Monday. That's when I'll start the changes to put in the lift."
I left her staring into the fire, while I went to do my share of the dinner preparation.
It was too soon to bring it up, but when I saw myself in the future, I pictured Karen by my side. It was insane, I know. I'd never been able to sustain any relationship with a woman for more than a few months. The truth was, I never saw any need to, I wasn't interested in long term. I wasn't ready for it. Somehow, that had changed, sneaking up on me. Maybe it was The House. Maybe I was just getting older. It could have been all the thinking I'd been doing about Mary and Don, and having a family. Whatever it was, when I thought about finishing The House, in my mind, Karen was there with me.
There was no way I was going to bring it up so soon. I'd probably scare her away, screaming, running for the hills. I'd spent 72 hours with the woman, and talked to her on the phone for less than two months. Even I'd have to wonder about my sanity. Never mind the whole Mary business.
I set the table, and stood behind her, sliding my arms around her waist. "I can't tell you how glad I am that you're here."
She chuckled, wiggling her butt against me. "I'll let you show me a little later. Go get cranky, dinner's ready."
We weren't seated five minutes before Bev set her silverware down, and turned to Karen. "Did you know about this?"
Karen looked confused, rightfully so. "About what?"
"His plans. Upstairs or downstairs."
"What plans?" Karen asked.
"She has no idea, Bev. It's my idea, and I wouldn't dream of talking to anybody else without discussing it with you first," I said.
"Not much discussing, is there? You've already made your mind up."
Now I was the one that was confused. I thought she'd be happy. It was right, I knew it was. "Are you mad at me? Am I wrong? Don't you want to be with me?"
Karen looked back and forth between us, her forehead wrinkled in confusion. "What are you guys talking about?"
Bev turned toward her. "He expects me to move in here. Soon, from the sounds of things. He wants me to choose whether my room should be upstairs or downstairs."
"Upstairs?" Karen asked.
"I'll put in a lift over there," I said, pointing to the back of the house.
"Upstairs, then." She grinned. "This is wonderful! Aren't you ecstatic! You're always talking about what it would be like to live here."
Bev blushed, and took a sip of her wine. "Be reasonable. I'd just be in his way."
"Bullshit," Karen said, never one to mince words. "This place has all the space you need. The man can build a house of matchsticks and spit, he sure as hell can do whatever it takes to make things easy for you. For what you're paying at the home, you can hire a full-time live in staff. What's there to think about?"
"His life, for one. What kind of life will he have if he has to spend all his time taking care of me? How will he ever meet a woman, settle down, raise a family, if I'm underfoot? It's not fair to him."
Karen snorted, and it wasn't very lady like. "Now you're just arguing for the sake of arguing. You two are good for each other, and you damn well know it." She turned back to me. "Upstairs. That's where she'll be, and her nurse can be in one of the other rooms, or up on the third floor. That way you won't have to retrofit the first floor bath either. You're sure you can put in some kind of elevator?"
"Yeah, I have plenty of space. If it's just between the first floor and second floor, it can be pretty reasonable. If it has to go to the third floor, it will more than double the cost, but it could be useful to get things up there if I need to use that space."
"I would imagine the two story model would be fine. What kind of time frame are you talking about?" Karen asked.
Bev interrupted. "Hey! This is my life you're talking about."
"You don't want him spending all that money just to get to the third floor, do you?" Karen asked.
"Of course not!"
"And you don't want the whole world knowing your business, living on the first floor, your bathroom shared with all the guests, right?"
I just sat back and let Karen do all the heavy lifting. I should have gotten her involved in the first conversation.
"I didn't even say I was going to do it!" Bev snapped.
"Of course you are. I don't imagine the house will be ready until the spring, it'll give us plenty of time to do everything you need to get moved here. Now stop being so obstinate and thank the man. You know you want this as much as he does."
Bev shook her head. "It's not fair to him."
"Of course it is. You've had more life in you the last several months than you have in years. You two are family. You belong in this house, and if you'd stop playing the martyr, you'd admit it," Karen insisted.
I grabbed Bev's hand, giving it a squeeze. "I don't want to railroad you into something you don't want to do. You need to know this is something I want just as much as I wanted to fix up this place. It won't be complete without you. I won't nag you anymore, just think about it. Don't worry about me, I'll be fine. It's what I want. The only question is: do you want to be here, with me, in our home? Think about that." I winked at her. "And once you've decided, let me know if it's upstairs or downstairs."
"I won't be a burden to you," Bev insisted.
"Good. I'm glad we agree on that. You'd never be a burden, Mom."
She shook her head at me, but she was smiling. That was good. "You are a stubborn one, aren't you?"
I laughed. "If I wasn't, I'd never have met you, would I? I wouldn't have a chance to live my dream. I wouldn't have a family."
"We'll talk about it later, Ok? This isn't something you decide spur of the moment. It's complicated. There are so many things we'd have to deal with."
"Tell me about it. It's like The House. I had no idea how difficult or complicated it would be. Still, the decision was made in a single moment. Once you agreed to let me fix it up, everything else was just details. It's the same with us. The decision is easy, the details we can manage."
Bev finally laughed. "Alright, already. Let a woman breathe! You said I could tell you Monday."
"Great. Monday it is. Unless you want to tell me Saturday morning. That would be the best Christmas gift you could give me."
"Don't press your luck, Jack. Monday," Bev said.
That was the last of that subject for the moment. I readily fell into my new role, cleaning the dishes and watched Karen disappear into the bedrooms, doing some unpacking. I poured myself a scotch, gave the fire a poke and settled in next to Bev.
"No tree, Jack?" she asked.
"I was going to cut one from the property, but couldn't find a decent one. Kind of funny, all these trees and none the right type or small enough. Besides, I couldn't decorate it until you guys were here."
We talked about our preference in tree types, and Karen joined us, the conversation turning toward decorations. Another issue I had, owning almost no decorations to speak of. On my own, I had never even put up a tree.
It was later than they were used to staying up, and Bev was knackered. Her word, not mine. Karen took her to the room, and moments later they were calling for me. I hurried over and saw they were checking out the mirror.
"Yeah, that was one of the items," I said.
Bev nodded, "It's lovely, but it belongs out in the hall. It used to be near the phone table, so you could check yourself before you went out. It's a miracle you could find any of this original stuff. You'll have to show me what else you found." She smiled. "Tomorrow, I can barely keep my eyes open right now."
"Of course. There were only a dozen or so items. Get your rest, we have a busy day tomorrow," I said, giving her a kiss on the cheek.
I banked the fire in the dining room, and locked up. It was a little chilly to move the party out to the porch, as much as I loved it. I sat in front of the hearth, waiting for Karen to settle Bev in for the night.
My hair was mussed, and I turned to find myself alone. "Hi beautiful," I whispered.
I got my spectral kiss, and felt something new. A weight settling in my lap. "This is nice, isn't it?"
'Yes.'
She was acting odd. Doing things around the house, sitting in my lap. "You're not jealous, are you?"
I got another kiss, and a fluttering touch against my right ear. "A little?"
The kiss was long, different, teasing, opening my lips. I opened my eyes, and saw hers gazing into mine, for only a moment.
"Save your energy, beautiful. It's going to be difficult to keep you fueled up."
The weight disappeared. "Who're you talking to?" I heard Karen say from nearby.
Shit. "I'm going crazy. I find myself talking to The House all the time now," I explained.
She came over and sat in my lap. I saw her big smile when she felt the erection that Mary had left me. "I guess you missed me."
"What do you think?" I teased, wrapping my arms around her.
Her arms slid around my neck, and I was kissing my second girl, only moments apart. Except this time, my hands could wander, caressing her body, imagining possessing it shortly. She must have had the same idea. She broke off the kiss, and pulled her shirt off over her head. I ran my hands down her sides, noting that her love handles were almost gone. She hadn't been heavy, her body deliciously soft and curvy. It seemed like she'd slimmed down a few of the curves.
I hoped she wouldn't lose much more. I loved the way she was. Awesomely feminine. Still, I imagined she worked hard to do it. "I never would have thought you could have gotten any sexier. I guess I was wrong. You look amazing."
She beamed. "It was just a couple of pounds," she said.
"Just the right amount. Any more, and you might lose some of these fabulous curves," I told her, sliding my hands around her hips, up her waist, and cupping her breasts.
She giggled, leaning into my hands. "Maybe a few more off the hips," she said.
"God, I hope not much. I love your shape, and your ass it to die for."
"Please, I've got a fat ass," she said, brushing my hands away from where they'd dropped down to squeeze her butt cheeks.
I pulled her head down and kissed her deeply, feeling her relax, leaning into me. "I love the way you are," I whispered.
"You don't think my butt's too big?" she asked.
It's something I didn't understand about women. They always seemed to be unhappy with their looks. Why couldn't they understand a man didn't want to make love to a stick? A man wants something to hold onto. An ass with some give to it, breasts that shook when her body moved. Soft padded flesh, not skin and bones. Skinny women might look gorgeous, dressed in the latest fashion. Real women looked better once those clothes came off.
"Why don't we retire to the bedroom, and I'll let you know."
"Eager, are we?" she teased.
"I think I've been extremely patient."
She smiled and brushed my lips with hers. "You have been. You deserve a little reward."
"A couple of rewards?"
She laughed as she climbed out of my lap. "I think we can manage that."
She was as eager as I. I pushed her onto the bed and stripped her naked. Alright, I was wrong, the pounds she'd lost hadn't taken away any of her curves, only accentuated them. "God, you're beautiful," I said, stripping off my pants while taking in her nude form.
She blushed. "Thank you. I... I'm a little intimidated. Your body is so magnificent, and mine is so blah."
I laughed, shedding my shirt and pulling her to the center of the bed. I was hard and ready, and took only a few moments to push inside of her, hearing her sexy moan. "I'm hardly magnificent, and trust me, if anyone should be intimidated it's me. You are sexiness incarnate."
She gasped as I pounded into her, without any preparation. "Can you tell, Jack? Can you feel it? How my body responds to you? I've never felt this before, what you do to me."
I couldn't talk. Could barely think. I leaned over her, pumping her desperately. My need should not have been so great. I'd come four times the day before, and once that morning. Yet it felt like I'd been without sex for a year. She was responding underneath me, grunting under my ardent attention. She was so beautiful, her face reflecting her desire for me, her tits shaking with each new thrust, her hips meeting mine, matching my need.
After only a few minutes, I was done, unable to hold back any longer. I dropped down, clutching her in my arms, breathing hard, my head buried in her shoulder. I felt her fingers digging into my flesh, fingernails tearing my skin. My thrusting was animalistic, pounding her frantically until I erupted inside of her, pumping her full.
I gasped, panting, trying to press even deeper into her, my cock straining to claim her even more. I slowly recovered my senses, bracing my arms, lifting my weight off of her. She took a deep breath, staring at me in wonder. Her lips turned upward and she chuckled. "I guess you did miss me a little."
I kept pumping her gently, while the remains of my erection allowed me. "Just a little? You think?"
She turned her head, kissing my forearm. "That was incredible," she answered. "I've never felt so wanted, so... feminine."
I was looking into her eyes, when I felt an intrusive touch. Mary was with us. Her touch trailed down my back, brushing my rear, then rubbed me where I was inside of Karen. She gasped, her eyes opening wide, and I felt her body tremble beneath me, as I became stone hard inside of her.
"Ornery girl," I laughed, as I long-stroked Karen.
Whatever the touch did for me, apparently it had similar results for her. Her eyes rolled back in her head, and she trembled underneath me, the tendons on her neck straining, mouth open in a silent scream, her hands clutching at open air. I pushed her legs back, tilting her hips up. My arms reached around her knees, holding her exposed, as I continued driving deeply inside of her, slow and steady, enjoying the feeling.
She was an open nerve, coming frequently, moaning, grunting, nonsense words escaping her lips. She had stopped breathing, her head tossing side to side, turning red. I slowed my motion, then drove deep inside of her, grinding deep, holding steady. I leaned down and kissed her, waiting for her to come to her senses.
She took a huge breath, and reached up for me, pulling me down hard, arms and hands clutching me. "Oh, God!" she groaned, as I started thrusting into her again. Her hands weren't the only ones touching me. My spectral girlfriend was caressing my lower back, sliding down my thighs. I was nervous she'd touch my cock again, or worse, do whatever she had to Karen, and possibly drive her insane.
Fortunately, Mary's touch was gentle, but not intimate. I continued driving into Karen, watching her respond, in a more normal fashion.
"Don't stop," she moaned. "Never stop."
Never is a long time, but I knew it wouldn't be soon, as long as Mary didn't intervene. I rolled her over onto her belly, entered her again, and lay on top of her, pinning her down, feeling her soft ass give with each stroke. I loved that feeling, and told her so.
"I've decided. Your ass is perfect. Don't change anything."
She trembled, her head turned to the side, eyes closed, her ass-cheeks shoving back against me. I loved the position, my hands free to move, my weight pressing her into the bed, her pussy open, available. My legs surrounded hers, knees outside her thighs, ankles over her calves, controlling her. I reached underneath her body, grabbing her tits, mauling them, while I continued to possess her.
Her body responded as I could never imagine possible. It felt incredible, making her mine, toying with her, pleasuring her beyond anything I thought feasible. Her response was the ultimate turn-on.
I didn't change anything, but I felt her response changing, her pleasure building. I nibbled on her neck, squeezing her tits, pumping her steadily. She tensed up, her groans accelerating, hands clutching at the sheets. "N-n-n-ooo, no, no, no, no," she gasped, her no's becoming louder.
Her excitement was contagious, exciting me. My thrusting grew more urgent. "Come for me, you dirty girl," I growled into her ear, as I felt my finish impending. I bit down on her neck, making her moan.
Her grunts were no longer intelligible, simple sounds of surrender, goading me onward. "Come, damn it!" I demanding, pounding into her.
"Gonna. Fill. You. UP!" I said, reaching for my release, the pressure already beyond my ability to resist. "Aaaah!" I grunted, slamming my cock to the root, coming painfully hard.
Karen screamed her own huge release, coming on my spurting cock, shaking beneath me, while I continued vacating my balls inside her warm confines.
When I rolled off of her, exhausted, physically shot, she continued lying where she was, breathing hard, clearly as worn out as I was. I gasped as Mary intruded, feeling her movement around my cock, cleaning it and leaving me hard, without the wherewithal to do anything about it. I moaned as she took care of me.
I looked over to find Karen staring at me. "Jesus, Jack! What the hell was that?"
"I missed you, beautiful."
"Holy shit! That was insane! I never, ever felt anything like it. I thought I was going to lose my mind there for a bit." She slid over next to me resting her head on my chest, her soft hand caressing me possessively. She reached down and pulled the covers up, cuddling in closer.



"You bastard," she mumbled, "You've ruined me. Ruined me for anyone else."
"Good," I answered, pulling the covers over her shoulders, kissing the top of her head. At the same time, the covers were moved away from my waist, my greedy girl refusing me rest, her ghostly touch taking its time milking me for her need.
When she'd satisfied herself, she covered my shivering form and I faded away into slumber.
* * *
I woke to the smell of coffee, on the verge of another release for my demanding phantasmal guest. I chuckled. "Used up a lot of energy, didn't you?"
Her movements increased in intensity and I groaned through my finish, trying to keep it down. I glanced over at the closed door. "You can go again," I said softly. "It's going to be difficult to find private time for you for the next couple of days."
I leaned back and stifled a moan as my tortured cock rose again from her mystical touch.
I was feeling the guilt again, with no idea what I could do about it. Her stroking was working its magic. "You're really Ok with Karen?"
The motion below paused, and I received a hint of a kiss and a gentle ear tug. 'Yes.'
Then she was back to business, getting me off a few teasing minutes later. Foolishly, I offered her one more, the guilt gnawing away at me. When she was finished, I was spent, totally drained. It took more energy than I thought I had to make it to the bathroom, stumbling, crawling under the shower, waiting for the water to heat up. I huddled in the tub, the water beating down upon me, until it was too scalding to stand, and I took a half-hearted swipe at the cold water knob. A few minutes later my shivering had stopped, and my heart rate was near human.
"You alive?" I heard Karen's voice tease.
"Barely. No thanks to you, wild child," I told her, trying to hide my weakness.
She laughed that sweet, full laugh of hers. "No way, buster. You're not putting that on me. I was the innocent victim."
"Innocent?"
"I was! At least before you got your evil hands on me."
She walked into the bathroom, and placed a coffee mug in my hand. "Clean up your act, handsome. I know it's your house but I don't think Bev's heart will survive another naked stroll through the house."
"Oh crap," I moaned, after sipping from the life-giving brew.
She giggled. "I appreciate the welcome last night, but I think we need to dial it back. You look like death warmed over this morning, and I'm not sure I'll ever walk normally again."
I didn't answer, gripping my cup with both hands, sipping away.
"You've got about 10 minutes. How do you like your eggs?"
"Anything but raw."
"Scrambled alright?"
I nodded mutely, then ducked my head under the running water. Ten minutes. It was going to be a long day.
* * *
Once I had breakfast in me, I felt considerably better. I shared my list of errands with the women, and less than an hour later we were out the door. I'll admit, working with Bev made everything take a little longer, but I didn't mind. I was thankful for the truck; the bed was a handy place to carry her wheelchair.
Rather than start in town, I hit the highway, and cruised another 15 minutes south toward Fredericksburg. Just off the exit were a couple of shopping centers, and a Wal-Mart. Perfect for my immediate needs. By the time lunchtime had arrived, the backseat of the truck barely had room for Karen. We had our groceries, decorations, and quite a few odds and ends. For me that included jewelry cases, some more gifts, and wrapping paper.
They were happy to hit one of the local restaurants, and I was feeling on top of the world, eating with my two lovely guests, and having accomplished 90% of what I'd intended.
"That covers most of my needs," I explained. "Anything particular you guys want to do?"
Bev shook her head. "I found everything I wanted," she said, sipping her drink. She had insisted on going through a separate check-out than me, and had a few bags bulging with mystery contents.
Karen echoed her sentiments. "Enough for the next couple of days. I think we're done."
"No, not quite done," I reminded her. "We still have to get a tree. Don't let me forget to buy a tree stand, as well."
"What are the plans for tomorrow?" Bev asked. "Do you mind if we go to Sunday service?"
I hadn't thought of that. "I don't know which church is which, in town. I think there are at least three. We can check it out. I'm guessing you'd like to go to a Methodist church." I glanced back at Karen. "Is that Ok with you?"
She nodded. "Christmas Day service is fine. I'm willing to go wherever Bev wants."
I figured I could kill two birds with one stone. I knew that there was a church on the way into town, with a Christmas tree lot out front. I imagined it would be slim pickings, but we'd find something.
It was the first time for the women to see Millville. I figured the population for somewhere around 10,000-12,000. The old downtown area was six blocks long, running parallel to the water, and there was a decent sized shopping center before you hit the entrance to the highway.
Bev was willing to provide her opinion from inside the warm cab of the truck, as I dragged over tree after tree, and displayed them for her. Ten minutes later, we'd picked out our favorite, and it was tossed in the bed of the truck. The church was Catholic, but they were happy enough to point us toward the Methodist church. We drove by and checked out the Christmas day service times, listed out front.
As we drove through the downtown, storefronts and light-posts decorated for the holiday, Bev expressed her approval. "Not too gaudy, but definitely in the spirit of things. It looks like a nice place. Clean."
"I'm surprised there's this many places open on Christmas Eve," Karen said.
"Anyone up for a treat?" I asked, when I saw the local social hot spot was open. A family owned ice cream emporium called the Double Dip. "Decadent homemade ice cream," I teased.
"I don't imagine one little sundae with chocolate syrup, nuts and a cherry would hurt," Bev said casually.
Karen got a single scoop cone, dipped in chocolate. I was convinced they served the richest, most delicious chocolate shake in the free world, and ordered a large. I bought two gallons of their ice cream for our dinner party. Chocolate and vanilla. Yes, chocolate was my idea. It was my weakness.
We drove to The House in quiet, each of us intent on satisfying our sugar craving. Slowly cruising up the dirt lane, I sighed. "I love this."
"The view? It is gorgeous," Karen said.
"No, doing these errands with you two. Enjoying a morning out, and leisurely sharing a treat, instead of gobbling it down alone."
Bev nodded. "It is nice, isn't it?"
"Perfect," I said.
As we crested the hill, I heard Karen cry out from the backseat. "Hey! What's that under our tree?"
"That's one of your Christmas presents, nosy. You're not supposed to be peeking."
"Peeking? How can I miss it?"
I turned and drove across the grass, over to the old oak. I had cleared away a few nearby smaller trees, and the underbrush. A half circle bench surrounded the bole of the tree, and a picnic table stood a few feet away. It took most of a day, to complete it all, but it looked damned inviting, if I do say so myself.
Karen laughed. "Can't you do anything half-assed, Jack? It's perfect. It seems everything you turn your hand to is perfect."
"Hardly. I was hoping to put in a path from the house, and never got that far. The bench around the tree was supposed to go all the way around it, but I couldn't figure out a way to work around the big root in back, and gave up. I guess it's good enough. Up close you'll see there's plenty of flaws in the woodwork."
Bev chuckled. "She's right, Jack. It's perfect. I can only imagine how delightful it will be to sit under the tree in spring, relaxing, reading a book, the hilltop breezes rusting in the leaves. Idyllic."
"Karen gets the credit. It's her idea. I'm just the manual laborer."
I pulled up to the house, and parked in front. It took us a few minutes to get Bev situated, and the fires stoked. The house was still warm. The foot thick stone and triple paned windows provided excellent insulation. The multiple layers of decking and flooring above seemed to do a decent job as well. Once we had everything out of the truck and into the house, I got a little assistance putting up the tree, and the decorating started.
Music was something I enjoyed, but I didn't have much of a stereo. Just a simple old fashioned boom-box which played CDs. I placed my solitary CD of Christmas music in the holder, and cranked it up, while we decorated the tree with the new decorations. When we were done, it was still rather sparse, but it looked damned good to me.
Before we started with the rest of the decorations, Karen brewed up some spiked eggnog which we enjoyed while decorating The House. I saw a garland I had placed on the dining room fireplace mantle move by itself, and I was reminded of my spectral guest.
"Join me in the bedroom?" I said softly, in her direction.
I felt guilty leaving her out. I took a few small decorations into the bedroom, and placed them on the bed. "Help me decorate our room?" I whispered. I got a quick little kiss, and watched in amazement as the shiny silver garland moved to the headboard. It made me feel amazingly good, that she'd play along. I placed a few things around the room, a nutcracker, a sitting elf, some evergreen branches, and watched as they were each adjusted. I noticed for the first time her picture on the wall, where she'd moved it.
I walked over to the picture, once more reminded of her beauty, and the life she'd lost. "I've got to go back. I'll see you in a bit. How about a kiss?"
I received my requested gift, a nice soft lingering touch to my lips, and another teasing rub of the crotch.
"Damn it, Mary! I've gotta go out there like this," I griped teasingly.
She ruffled my hair, and gave my right ear lobe a tug. Ornery thing.
As we finished up the bulk of the decorations, I was given new orders. The women had some wrapping to do. I had to take one of Karen's boxes and move it to Bev's room, and I was told to make myself scarce for a while.
"It works both ways," I told them. "I've got some wrapping to do as well, so no interruptions."
Bev glared at me. "I hope you didn't do anything crazy. Having me here is gift enough. That and our beautiful tree oasis outside."
"Not too much," I told her, knowing full well I was going to catch hell for the jewelry. "I need a minute. I'm going to do my stuff upstairs so I'll be completely out of your way."
"That works," Karen said. "We'll go into the bedroom. Give us a knock when you head up stairs. We'll let you know when we're done."
Bev laughed at our antics. "Geez, you two! It's just Christmas present wrapping. Not international intrigue. We don't need to make such a big deal out of it."
Once they'd moved into the room, I hit my own, closing the door behind me. "Mary, I need you."
I almost jumped out of my skin, when her eyes appeared before mine, twinkling. I got a quick kiss, and a rub. And like that, I was ready. I reclined on the bed, as my pants made a quick journey to my ankles. My ornery girl was in a hurry. She got like that sometimes. It only took a few minutes of her attention to have me stifling a groan, erupting into her demanding mouth.
Taking a moment to catch my breath, I pulled my pants back up. "I'm going to wrap the presents now. I'd like you to do me a favor. Can you stay with the girls? I'd like a little privacy."
I received a brief kiss, and a tug on the ear. Then she was gone.
It was odd, I'll admit it. I couldn't always tell when she was around, but most of the time I knew when she wasn't. Ok, I know that doesn't make any sense. It was more a case of, when she had been around, making her presence known, I knew when she left. If that makes any clearer. Oh, never mind. Suffice it to say, she was no longer with me, and I knew it.
I made a quick trip out to my trailer, gathered up the presents, found my wrapping paper, tape and scissors and retreated upstairs.
Wrapping the gifts for Bev and Karen was easy enough. I placed the jewelry in the cases I'd bought, and did the best I could wrapping. Let's just say that's not a skill I've mastered, but I did what I could. I attempted to hide the nature of the gifts, by placing the small objects inside of larger boxes, which I did a similarly poor job of wrapping.
The bigger job was for Mary. I had retrieved the family portrait, and removed the photo and glass. The picture glass had not survived well. One corner was cracked, the soot seemed permanent. I had some reservations about replacing the 80 year old glass with modern, but I brushed those aside. The antique frame meant little to me, it was the picture that mattered. Ten minutes and two failed attempts working with a glass cutter for the first time, finally yielded a replacement for the frame. I cleaned it the best I could, put the glass back in, and gently wiped down the photo, testing a corner to make sure I wouldn't damage it. I put the whole thing back together, and examined the picture closely for the first time.
There was no denying Mary was a beautiful young woman. They looked so happy, it broke my heart thinking of how little time they had together. I noticed for the first time, she was wearing the necklace that I was about to give to Bev. I couldn't see it, but I had no doubt she'd been wearing the ring as well.
I wrapped the picture in holiday paper, only covering the front, leaving the back exposed, so I could hang it, while still wrapped.
There were a couple of more items I still needed to wrap. I was done sooner than I expected, and transported the gifts downstairs under the tree. The final job I had to do was to hang the stockings from the mantle. I hung four. One each for Bev, Karen, and myself. The other was for Mary, of course. I had decided to tell the women it was in honor of the previous inhabitants. It wasn't a lie, just not the entire truth.
Standing near the door to Bev's room, I could hear the women chatting and laughing. I stepped back, not wanting to intrude, but I did want to get one of their attention.
"Mary?" I whispered.
I waited, and didn't detect her presence. I called out to her two more times with no success. We didn't have many chances to be alone, Mary and I, so I improvised.
I knocked on the door, opening it a crack. "It's me," I called out. "I'm almost done, I'll be upstairs if you need me. I hung some stockings, but I didn't know if you had your own, so let me know when you're ready."
Karen appeared in the open door, grinning. "You're not trying to peek, are you? Naughty boys get coal in the stocking."
"No peeking. I just wanted to let you know I'm finished down here, so you have the first floor to yourself. I'll be upstairs if anyone wants to come up."
She giggled. "You're acting weird, Jack. Now get lost, or there'll be nothing under the tree. Give us a little time."
I leaned forward for a kiss, taking a quick glance around the room. She chuckled and pushed me away. "You're just like a little kid! Don't tell me you weren't trying to peek. Now behave or I swear, no Christmas goodies for you!" Her eyes twinkled as she gave a quick meaningful glance down below my waist.
"Meanie," I told her, stealing a quick kiss before retreating. I headed back upstairs, and waited a moment to see if Mary had gotten the hint. "You here?" I asked softly.
My belt unbuckling answered that readily enough.
I chuckled. "No rush, I think we have plenty of time. We can go twice if you want." I stepped out of my pants, reclining on a couple of the thick pads I had lying about while working. "I'd like that. Slow and easy, if we could."
My girl was willing. She took her time, teasing, playful. For the second round, she unbuttoned my shirt, and went for the real deal. Her lips pressed against mine, as she mounted me.
"I love when you do it like this," I told her, feeling the decadent movement on my cock, her touch soft on my chest, my face. Her nether embrace solidified, firming up, a slight pressure impacting my hips and thighs with each movement. I groaned my enjoyment, hoping she'd let it go on for a while, no hurry, just an intimate moment for the two of us.
My God, she felt good.
"C...Can I see you? Just for a moment?"
Her face slowly appeared before mine, a smile on her lips, those dark eyes of her searing. They closed, while she moved up and down. Then she faded away, leaving me yearning.
Her movement accelerated, firmer, more demanding. I felt the adjustment as my cock pointed upward, ridden hard. I almost laughed, thoroughly distracted, when her breasts made a brief appearance, bouncing up and down, in time with the pressure on my cock.
"Go ahead and tease me, you wicked thing."
I moaned when the view of my shaft disappeared, her pubic hair blocking the sight. It was beyond bizarre, watching my rod disappear inside of her, only a tiny bit of her visible, the top of her thighs, her crotch, her wild curly growth. I reached down to touch her, feeling the resistance, my finger gliding through her hair, down to her cleft.
Her up and down movement stopped, becoming an insistent grinding while I felt a pulsing around my shaft. It was too much. I groaned her name, and thrust upward, amazed when she didn't immediately pull away, letting me finish inside of her. I hated to lose the sight of her, when she disappeared.
I collapsed backward, exhausted, completely spent. I pulled the pad around my shoulders when I felt her touch again, gentle, cleaning me. I almost laughed. Didn't want to waste any of it. Not after working that hard.
The tug on my shirt brought me to my senses. Mary was trying to button it. I reached for my pants, pulling them up, and adjusted my shirt. I lay back down, waiting for the chill to leave, enjoying her touch, as the buttons on my shirt slowly closed, from the waist up.
I pulled the pad closer around my shoulders, resting, recovering. "Stay with me a bit," I asked softly.
'Yes'. A tiny kiss confirmed her presence.
My eyes were closed, and I was totally relaxed. "Someday, I want to fall asleep with you in my arms."
Her answering kiss was long and firm. A 'Yes' if I'd ever heard one.
* * *
She was in my arms, solid, yet soft. Her lips on mine, real and demanding. Her touch once more aroused me, and I moaned. I almost said her name out loud, before I heard her words.
"Jack, time to wake up. Nap time's over."
I was still in a haze, half-asleep, but I recognized who I held. I drew Karen close. "Don't wanna. Stay."
She kissed me again, her hands gliding over my chest, her fingers opening a button, the buttons which Mary had worked so hard to close. Karen's hand slid inside, flesh on flesh. "I'd stay forever," she whispered, "But Cranky's worked up. Besides, I need to start dinner."
I hugged her close, pressing my face into her hair. Smelling her, nibbling her neck. "Stay with me."
She settled down, no longer so insistent, content in my arms. It was all so wonderful. So right.
"Love you," I whispered, without thinking.
I immediately felt the change in her, a tensing, followed by an attempt to crawl into my skin. "Not like this, lover," she whispered nervously. "Tell me when you're awake. Tell me then."
For a moment I'd felt nervous, then it slipped away. I moved my lips over hers, a soft kiss, that heated up, growing passionate, before cooling again, our lips gently grazing each others. "Won't change anything. You know it."
Her hand stroked my cheek, and I opened my eyes to find her gazing on me lovingly, the look unmistakable.
"Later, please, Jack. I need to hear it when you're clear-headed."



I rolled with her, putting her on her back, kissing her firmly. "Whatever you need. I...I was afraid to tell you. It's too soon. I didn't want to scare you away."
She awarded me a shy little smile. "You could never scare me away. You should know that by now."
"I love you, Karen McCoy. Like no woman I've ever known."
"Please don't trifle with me, Jack. I couldn't take it."
I kissed her again, then sat up, buttoning my shirt. "You know it's true. Hell, I wouldn't know how to trifle with you. The only question now is what we do about it."
She got on her knees, and wrapped her arms around my neck, leaning her forehead against mine. "We have an eternity to think about it. A whole week." I received a quick kiss. "We gotta go down there, or I'll never hear the end of it."
I helped her to her feet, and followed her down the stairs. I don't know why I had said it. It was like I couldn't help myself. I was happy to get it out of the way. Now she knew, for better or worse. Only one thing bothered me.
She hadn't said it back.
* * *
The House had been transformed. Nine months earlier, it had been a shambles, a hollow shell. A month ago, it had been rendered barely habitable. Now it was a home.
The smells of the holiday filled the air. Dinner on the stove, the fire in the fireplace, the tree and its decorations. Outside, a light drizzle had started. My first thought was disappointment, it would have been nice to have a white Christmas. Then, as the falling rain damped the outside noises of the world, bringing a crispness to the air, amidst the faint patter of raindrops against the windows and porch, I realized how wonderful it was. How perfect. Our world, encapsulated on that hilltop, isolated by distance, the dark, and now the elements.
I opened the front door wide, standing in the doorway, breathing deep of the clean air, embracing the cool wind carving around my body. Karen and Bev were still chatting. I don't know how women do it. Together for hours and hours every day, they can always find something new to talk about. The most common daily event was worth an hour long discussion. Their voices rising and falling, changing timbre, inflection, pace, alternating in ragged blocks, that was my Christmas music. No finer had ever been written.
I don't know how long I stood there, staring out into the night, the cold air pressing against me, the heat of the interior against my back. The sound and smells of the inside and outside dueling around me, as I served as a human shield, keeping my home, my women, safe from the elements.
A caress against my cheek. "You feel it, don't you, Mary? It's a home again." I said. "Was it like this for you?"
"Jack! You're letting the cold in!" Karen called out to me.
"And letting the heat out," Bev added.
I closed the door, shivering momentarily. It was cold outside. I needed to get a thermometer, I imagine it was below 40.
With a few quick steps, I reached Bev, enveloping her in my arms. I buried my face in her neck, hugging her. "Best Christmas ever," I told her.
She laughed, ruffling my hair. "You're frozen! Warm up by the fire."
I gave her a kiss on the cheek, and turned to the blazing wood, crackling comfortably. I held out my hands, letting the heat leech the cold from hands and arms.
Sitting cross-legged on the floor, I looked around at my home. Once more seeing the decorative changes. The stockings above my head were no longer empty. The picture above the mantle, Mary's gift, was still wrapped. The tree a few paces away was floating amid a sea of brightly wrapped gifts.
Karen settled in behind me, her arms wrapped around my waist, her legs outside mine. I felt her press against my back, her breath on my neck. "Happy?" she asked.
"As happy as I could ever imagine."
She kissed me just under the ear. "It shows."
I held her arms, where they clutched me. "It's true you know. What I said."
"What?"
"I love you."
"We barely know each other," she whispered.
"True. I know it's too early. I told myself I wouldn't say anything. I didn't want to scare you away. I...I'm too intense sometimes, I understand that. Too focused. Single-minded. I'm sorry about that."
Her lips caressed my neck from behind. "I like it. Determined, I'd call it. Persistent."
I laughed. "Obstinate, stubborn, is what I was always told."
Bev reminded us of her presence. "I think I'm ready to call it a night. It's been a long day."
While Karen went through the bathroom, and bedtime preparations, I made sure the bedroom fires were healthy, and banked the living area ones, putting the lamps out, and locking up.
I peeked in on Bev, giving her a hug and kiss goodnight, took Karen by the hand and led her to my bedroom.
Mary left us alone for the most part. Unlike the crazy unbridled passion of the previous night, it was a night of slow easy loving. I didn't need Mary's help to get up for Karen a second time, and it was even more relaxed than the first one, with her laying on top of me, as I joined with her, holding and caressing her, accepting her kisses.
I fell asleep with her in my arms, and barely woke when Mary gave me my middle-of-the-night treat.
* * *
What can I tell you about that first Christmas in The House? It was all I'd ever hoped a Christmas could be, in every way. The only thing missing was snow.
I woke with Karen in my arms, and when she left to take care of Bev, getting her ready for the day, I gave Mary the first two of my Christmas presents for her. There's not a lot I could give her, but 30 minutes in the morning was a start.
We had a light breakfast, and I could tell the women felt the same excitement I did. We make the 9:30 service in town, where we met many of our neighbors for the first time. We were minor celebrities, once people learned I was the one fixing up The House. I felt an almost overwhelming pride to be there with Karen and Bev, while they bragged on me and what I'd accomplished so far. I'm sure a lot of people were wondering what our relationship was, but nobody was gauche enough to ask, and we weren't offering. At least I wasn't.
We were home before noon. Our first order of business was to get comfortable. It only took me a few minutes to change down to jeans and a t-shirt, and I had the fires roaring by the time the ladies appeared. I think they were as eager to get to the presents as I was, although I was a little nervous, and knew I'd catch a lot of grief for overdoing it.
Bev was parked in front of the fire, with her ever-present tea. I was recruited to help with the dinner, and it was almost 1:00 pm before we were finally able to settle in and open the gifts.
I was feeling a little guilty. After Karen passed out the presents, I had a pile in front of me, larger than both of theirs combined. "Way too much," I told them. "I thought we agreed to keep it sane."
Bev pooh-poohed my complaint. "They're little things, and a lot are for the house, it's not a big deal, Jack."
The smaller gifts went quickly, while I opened one for each they opened. Karen was expressive and appreciative for the small presents, a sweater, a gift certificate for a mani-pedi in town, a tree ornament, fuzzy slippers. Bev made a big deal out of hers, a tea cozy, a set of walkie-talkies, a silk scarf, a matching gift certificate to Karen's.
They exchanged gifts with each other, and I got half a dozen items for The House, new shirts, sunglasses, all of them great gifts. The girls each had one big package remaining, the ones I'd given them. I had two in front of me, one small box, and one very large one. Before opening those, I told them I wanted to open one more.
I went to the picture, and removed it from the wall. "A gift to The House," I explained, and unwrapped the touched up frame with new glass and the cleaned photo. The women both told me it looked great, and that we'd have to work on the other original items, to get them in shape. The hint of a kiss on my cheek, standing in front of the picture, was the 'thank you' I was happiest to receive at that moment. "Like it?" I asked.
She knew who I was addressing. I got another quick kiss, and a tug on my right ear.
I sat with the women, and they insisted I open the big present. It was from both of them.
The box weighed a ton, and rattled when I shifted it. I tore through the paper like a big kid, and tore open the top. It took a few moments for me to realize what I was seeing.
"How...where..."
Karen laughed. "I saw there was a salvage auction. I was actually looking for something that would fit the house, maybe a 100 year old door, an old dresser, whatever. When I saw that come up, I knew you had to have it. It was a bit more than I could afford, so Bev was generous enough to help."
I was pulling out the items, examining them. It was period hardware, at least a century old. Glass door knobs, brass handles, hinges, kick plates, keyhole covers, sash locks, large iron hinges, and many I had no idea what they were. There must have been over a hundred items in that box. Many didn't match, but I was surprised how many did.
The women were laughing, when I finally realized how long I'd been looking through my box of goodies. I had a couple of dozen items spread out around me. "I guess I have my work cut out for me."
"Do you like it?" Karen asked nervously.
"It's incredible. Perfect. I can't believe it." I pushed the box to the side, and gave each of my women a big hug and kiss. "Best Christmas present I ever got. Even better than my first bike."
Now I was nervous. The last two gifts were the shoebox sized disguised jewelry items, labeled 'OPEN LAST'. That, and the small box I had left.
Karen picked hers up and shook it. I saw her grin. "Feels like a book."
I did my best to hide my feelings. Excitement, nervousness, and that little bit of guilt.
She was a woman. She carefully opened the paper, putting it to the side to be reused. I tore gifts open. She opened the box, and I saw the look of surprise when she found another wrapped gift inside. "Like a Russian nesting doll," she commented, setting the empty box to the side and unwrapping the second package. This was a little harder to disguise, it was an oversized ring box. She opened the lid and I heard her gasp. "Oh my God," she whispered, pulling it free and gazing at it.
"Is...Is it real?" she asked, trying it on her finger.
"I'm not sure what it is. It's old, we'll have to have is appraised."
"It's fantastic. Gorgeous. But it's way too much, Jack. We agreed."
"Like my box of goodies?" I reminded her.
She extended her hand staring at the ring on her finger. It was old-fashioned. Not what young women wore any more. But there was no denying it was stunning.
Karen turned to Bev. "Open yours Bev."
Bev's hands were shaking. I didn't know if it was from the excitement, or something else. The interior box wasn't a surprise this time, and she pulled out the paperback sized interior gift. She unwrapped the second item, and took a moment before opening the felt covered jewelry box. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes a moment, and her trembling hands lifted the cover back on its hinge.
She stared at it a moment, then turned to me. "Where did you find it, Jack?"
I blushed. "During the renovations, I found a hideaway in one of the fireplaces upstairs. It was in there."
"You don't know what it is, do you?"
"I imagine it was Mary's."
She gave me a mysterious look. "It was. You can't give me this. It belongs in a museum. I could never wear this."
"It's a necklace, Bev. It was made to be worn. Nobody deserves it more than you. Hell, it's yours anyway. It was part of The House that you should never have given away."
She removed it from the box gingerly. "Get the picture, Jack."
I knew which one she was talking about. The family picture where Mary was wearing the necklace. I passed it to her. She pulled it close to her face, gazing on it. "I remember it. She wore it on her wedding day. It was her mothers, and her grandmothers before that. A family heirloom."
"See. It should stay in the family."
She shook her head. "What do you think the center stone is, Jack?"
"I don't know. Topaz?"
"It's a diamond, Sweetie. Back then it was one of the largest canary yellow diamonds in the world. Over 60 carats. The matching ring is nearly 20 carats. This isn't something you just give away. It would pay off all your repairs a dozen times over. Maybe more. When it was first bought, by Mary's grandfather, it cost over $20,000, in the 1880's. I shudder to think what it's worth today. Everyone thought it was lost forever."
Her words surprised me. I knew it was pretty, but that was crazy. Who even knew diamonds came in yellow, and over 60 carats? I stood, and took it from her hands, removing it from the case. I opened the latch, stood behind her and placed in on her neck. "I want you to wear it. I know nobody else who could do it justice." I closed the clasp and kissed her on the cheek. "I love you, Mom. Please accept it. I know it's what Mary would want."
Her fingers rose slowly to touch it, while the tears coursed down her weathered cheeks. "It's too much," she whispered.
"Nothing's too much for you."
Karen had come over and was kneeling before Bev's wheelchair. She placed her hand against Bev's chest, next to the necklace. "We can't split these up."
I was ready for more argument, but Bev settled it. "Thank you, Jack. It's an incredible gift. We're both more than happy to accept your presents."
Karen continued to argue. "They're a set. It's obvious. You should have both Bev."
Bev smiled, and patted Karen's hand. "I'm certain they'll be a set again someday. Until then, I think it's appropriate we each wear one."
Karen blushed, and gave Bev a hug. "Open your last gift, dear," Bev said to me.
I tore open the paper, and found a folded envelope inside. "Don't say a word about it, Jack. Not one word, other than thank you."
I opened the envelope and found an invoice for a paved road to The House. It was stamped 'Paid In Full', in red. I started to open my mouth, to tell her no way. She'd already given me the property. A $30 grand road was out of the question.
"Not a word!" Bev snapped.
"Seriously, Bev..."
"If anything crosses your lips other than 'Thank You', I'm giving you the necklace back."
I glanced over at Karen, and she was smirking. "You knew about this, didn't you?" I asked her.
"Tell her thank you, Jack, or you're getting the ring back too."
I closed the envelope, and went over to Bev for another kiss. "Thank you."
She nodded, grinning. "That wasn't so hard, now, was it?"
"You're a trouble maker, crazy woman."
She laughed. "Like you have room to talk. Now let's clean up this mess. Monday, we need to get these appraised and insured."
Karen prepared our dinner, and Bev watched over me as I sorted through my box of old toys. I wondered how much things had changed over the years, what kind of changes would have to be made to the doors to handle the older hardware, or if I'd need to replace them. I sorted the like ones into groups, looking for enough to keep the floors similar. They were obviously heavily used, and I wondered how I should clean them.
I heard Bev's giggle. I looked up and she was smiling. "Like a big kid."
"Better than a train set," I admitted.
Things were off for a while, a little awkward. I wasn't sure why, but by dinner everything was back to normal. I was happy as any human could be, and I don't think I was alone.
After dinner we played a little cards, talked about the party the next day, and called it a night early. I thanked them both for the best Christmas of my life.
Karen thanked me in the bed an hour later, and a couple of hours after that, I thanked Mary in one of the few ways I could.
* * *
The 26th was a gorgeous day. According to my truck, it was about 60 degrees out, cool, but not uncomfortably so. Karen and Bev had me running around like a mad man getting everything ready for our guests.
Andrew, his wife Brianna, and his two kids were the first to arrive. Brianna brought an apple pie that looked delicious, and they gave us a welcome mat as a housewarming gift.
I accepted it warmly. "You know that officially The House isn't finished yet," I reminded him.
"So I hear. I also hear it's damned close. Still looking forward to how you finish it."
It seemed so different, kids running around, five adults wandering about, peeking into corners.
My new favorite shopkeeper showed up in a full van. She stood outside, gazing up at the building, while I went out to join them.
"Unbelievable," she said, and gave me a hug. She turned and waved her husband over. "Ron, this is...uh..."
I laughed. "Jack. Please to meet you Ron. Now if you'd just introduce me to your wonderful wife, we can get the names out of the way."
He chuckled, informing me his wife's name was Marge, and introduced me to the rest of his brood. Daughter Jean, her husband Drew, and their two kids. I escorted them into The House, did the rest of the introductions and mingled a bit. Before long I was giving everyone the tour of The House, listening with more than a little pride to their praise.
Ron was the most inquisitive. I learned he'd done the repairs on his own century old home. "You did all this?"
"I had help. Some of those beams are pretty heavy."
Andrew laughed. "Don't believe a word of it. He did it all. Even the wiring and plumbing, I don't care whose signatures are on the work."
"Where'd you get the wood? Mostly oak isn't it?" Ron asked.
"Off the property. The majority came from clearing the road. The trees there were younger, most less than 60 years old, and a lot easier to work with."
"The only place around where 60 year old trees are the new wood. You've done a hell of a job," Ron observed, running his hand over the wood paneling.
I took the men on a tour of the hilltop, while the women chatted, gathered around Bev's location. The kids were running around checking everything out. I'd given them the run of The House.
Ron's eldest, Dave, I'm guessing around 14-15 years old, came running over to us, while they were looking over the bench under The Oak. "Mom said to come back. Holly hurt her hand."
We all hustled back, and I found out that Marge and Ron's granddaughter had her hand pinched when the third floor trapdoor closed on her. There were a lot of accusations among the kids over who'd closed it. I went up to check on the situation myself. The door was closed, and when I went to open it I was shocked by Mary's appearance. A firm tug on my left ear, a definite 'No.'
"What happened?" I said out loud. The kids and parents were gathered at the foot of the stairs. A cacophony of answers came out of the kids, but the only answer that mattered was a whispered "...Danger..."
"Who locked this?" I asked, looking behind me. The bolt holding the doors shut had been slid in place. It had been open when I gave the adults the initial tour. All I got was denials from all the kids.
I opened the bolt that joined the twin panels, and felt a sharp tug on my left ear. I understood that Mary had strong feelings about the third floor. I opened the doors, and felt her hand on mine, pushing back. "...No..." she warned.
As rarely as she spoke to me, and the effort I knew it cost her, the two consecutive phrases had me hesitating. Still, The House was my responsibility and I needed to check it out. Stepping into the wide open space, there was nothing out of place. The windows were boarded up, the fireplaces temporarily bricked off. The two light bulbs illuminating the space did a poor job of fighting off the shadows. The access to the attic was still closed. Nothing there to see.
I turned to see Andrew peeking up through the opening. I stepped his way, and my bowels turned to water when I felt a firm push in my back. I would have blamed it on Mary, I recognized the type of touch, but Mary had made it clear in the last few weeks she wouldn't go past the last couple of stairs. No way she was up there with me.



I stumbled into the stairwell opening, propelled by the shove. If I hadn't caught the edge of the door, I would have fallen through the opening, taking Andrew with me. As it was he caught me, teasing me for being clumsy. "Careful, Bub."
"I didn't see anything out of the ordinary. It must have been an accident," I tried to explain, while pulling the doors shut above me. The door slammed shut, in spite of my trying to control its descent. My hands were shaking when I slid the bolt home.
"Probably best to make that area off-limits," I said. "Nothing up there anyway."
The brief bit of excitement was forgotten shortly after, when the kids hit the outdoors, once Karen had taken care of young Holly's pinched fingers. Nothing serious, thankfully.
I tried to be a good host, but my mind was working overtime. Mary's warning, the accident, the firm push in my back, they all had me worrying. I had a bad feeling.
Mary and I needed to talk. Not now, but soon.
* * *
Our little party was a hit, and as soon as our guests had departed, Karen put an exhausted Bev down for a short nap, while I started the cleanup. My nerves calmed a bit, but I still considered hunting Mary down for a private discussion. In the end, I decided to postpone it for the following day. I was going to spend a good part of the next few days working on the second floor and figured I'd have some privacy then.
"They're nice people," Karen observed.
"I know. I can't believe how lucky I've been so far."
She chuckled. "It's not luck, Jack. Likes attract."
I shrugged it off. I knew better. "Any interesting gossip?" I teased.
"Girl talk. They're curious of course."
"About?"
She laughed. "About everything. If you're single. How we came to know each other. How long Bev and I are staying. What you do for a living. If you plan on living here, or selling the place when you're done. What kind of pie you like. The list goes on and on. I think you're going to be the topic of a lot of town conversations for a while."
"That's all I need."
"Get used to it. What did you expect, rebuilding the hilltop haunted house, and doing it almost in secret, by yourself?" She leaned in and gave me a hug. "I told them you had a Swiss-army knife, deluxe model."
"Haunted house?"
"Can you believe it? Marge and her daughter had a ton of scary old tales. Local legends. Ghostly images walking around the property. A Halloween haunted house party in the 50's that ended up with two injured kids. Children disappearing in the woods. They must have had half-a-dozen different stories to tell. Probably more."
"I never heard anything about any of that."
"You're not the most social guy in the world. Hell, you didn't even know the name of most of your guests. That's weird even for you," she teased.
She was passing me the dishes to put away, as she went on. "These kinds of places always create stories, rumors, and suspicions. You're not getting spooked are you?" She raised her hands high, her fingers forming claws. "Ooooooh," she moaned, "I'm the ghost of Christmas future."
"I don't think a sexy ghost like you would frighten many people off," I told her.
"They did say that the building had burnt down before. That's kind of scary. According to Marge, it's cursed. Burnt down at least 3 times. Bev's uncle had to build it up almost from scratch like you did. Of course, nobody mentions how common it was for buildings to burn down back then. Chimney fires, everything made of wood, no fire alarms, and too far away for volunteer fire departments to do much good. Is it a surprise if there were a couple of fires over a span of 200 years?"
That wasn't making me feel any better. Maybe I should invest in more fire alarms. Andrew had insisted I put in the minimum.
I wasn't the best host that evening. We talked, and snacked on leftovers. Bev mentioned how popular her 'costume' jewelry was. The girls had a good laugh at that. I spent a few minutes on my phone, accessing the internet and found a certified gemologist in Richmond that would probably be able to appraise the jewelry. After some discussion, and more than a little push-back on my part, the women finally convinced me to let them take the truck down to get the jewels appraised and insured, while I got back to work on The House.
At least it would give me some time to 'talk' with Mary.
* * *
Once they'd left in the morning, I retired to the bedroom undressing for some quality time with my favorite house 'haunter'. Mary wasn't long before making her appearance, and she was eager again, making my first a quick one.
As she settled in for a more leisurely time, I spoke with her. "Can we talk about the third floor?"
Her actions stopped, and then I felt the tentative tug on my right ear.
"After, alright? Maybe while I'm working upstairs."
I had another short tug, one of her wispy kisses, and then she was back working her magic, dealing with my rock hard erection. She took her time, riding me once again, until I couldn't resist her any longer. Not that I worked very hard at it.
I spent the better part of the day working on the plumbing, one of my least favorite jobs. I was always concerned I was doing something wrong, and it took me twice as long as it should have.
Mary was with me. I knew she was, and she reminded me with the occasional caress. At my first break, I took out one of my carpenter pencils, and marked up a board. "Don't Know", "Yes", "No", "Maybe", and a new answer "Other".
"You don't like the third floor, do you?" I asked her. I knew the answer, but she rapidly moved the pencil tip to 'No'.
"We're not alone here, are we?" I think she understood I wasn't talking about Karen and Bev.
The pencil shifted, and I was a little surprised when it tilted upward and underlined the 'No'.
Shit. There was a time when all of this would have seemed like so much nonsense. But there was no doubt in my mind that Mary was very real. Which opened up so very many possibilities.
"Did...did they have anything to do with what happened to you?"
The pencil shifted over and settled over 'Yes'.
"More than one?"
That answer was less definitive. The pencil shifted from 'Yes' to 'Maybe' and ended at 'Don't know'.
"You think so, but you're not sure?"
'Yes'.
"They're dangerous, aren't they?"
Another ambiguous answer. A firm 'Yes', the tip tapping on the answer, before it moved over to the 'Maybe' and finally 'No'.
That had me talking out loud. "Yes dangerous, but no? Not always? Not everywhere? Maybe only up there, or on certain occasions. Crap. I wish I could... we could talk."
Her concerned face appeared before me, and her lips moved. "...protect you..." she said, before fading away.
That woke me up. Was she protecting me, us? How? Why? What kind of protection? Damn, this was getting weirder by the minute.
"Are we safe on the first two floors?" I asked.
I got a tug on my right ear, before the pencil move to 'Yes'. Then it hovered over 'Maybe'.
I sighed. It was difficult to communicate with Mary. I wondered how hard it was for her. "I think I need a break, and time to think about this." I opened my pants and leaned back, inviting her attention. "Thank you for watching the kids, that could have been a mess, couldn't it?"
I got a tug on the right ear, a quick kiss, and then I was no longer able to concentrate on anything but her attention.
An hour or so later I receive a call from Bev. "Working hard?" she asked.
Not as hard as I had been just a few minutes earlier. "Always. How are you guys doing?"
"We're getting a lot of attention. The main appraiser here is excited. We're going to be at least a few more hours. Apparently records exist for our jewelry, and she's going to start out confirming them."
"What's this going to cost?" I asked. I had no idea how much something like that would run.
"It depends. How do you feel about publicity?"
"What kind of publicity?" I asked.
"If we only want an appraisal for insurance purposes, she says she can do both for under $500."
"Five hundred dollars? To appraise jewelry?"
"If we allow her to write it up, take credit for the appraisal, she'll do it for free. Apparently it's a big deal. A famous set of jewelry reappearing after 80 years."
"I don't know, Bev. Isn't that dangerous?"
"She says she'll keep our names and address out of it. I don't think it will be a problem. Once the item's existence is known, it would be hard for anyone to lay claim to it."
"It's yours. If you don't mind, I guess I don't. Is she talking numbers yet?"
"No. I mean, well, she hazarded one number, for the set, but I don't know if she's serious. She says that's what an auction might bring."
"Auction? How much?" I asked.
"Three million. She says that's a minimum. Do you understand now, Jack? This isn't something you just give away."
I was unable to answer. Three million? I was thinking closer to a hundred thousand. It only cost $20K new. Hell, the diamond wasn't even clear. It was yellow.
"Jack? You still there?"
"Yeah. It's kind of hard to believe, you know."
"I know. We'll have a better handle on it in a few hours. She's making a lot of calls. She wants to send pictures out. If you don't mind, I'm going to allow her."
"Whatever you want to do, Bev. It's yours. Yours and Karen's. Just be careful, Ok? I get nervous thinking of you two driving around with more than a million dollars of jewelry."
"We'll be careful. You do the same, alright?"
"Of course. I'm always careful. Still have all my fingers and toes to prove it."
"I'll call before we leave. Karen says you're on your own for lunch, and we'll probably pick up dinner on the way back."
"Alright. Love you, take care."
"Love you too, Sweetie. See you later."
After a leftovers lunch, I had a short discussion with Mary. I didn't learn much more than the third floor was dangerous. She confirmed The House had burnt down before her husband Don had it fixed up. She had heard it had burned down more than once. She believed our third floor guests were responsible for the fires.
She also seemed to believe if we stayed away from the third floor, we were probably safe. That was about as good as I could hope for.
I wondered if all those crazy TV shows about Ghost Hunters, and such stuff had any validity to them. If there was somewhere I could go for help. Of course my main concern was exposing or endangering Mary. Damn it, one more thing I'd have to look into. But not so long as the women were there.
I got a bug up my ass, and regretted not having the truck. I wanted to lock that trapdoor. Prevent any accidental contact. For the moment, I toe-nailed about a dozen nails into where the doors joined, a temporary but moderately effective lock.
It was good to be with Mary. I loved my women, but hated that I couldn't make time for my spectral girlfriend while they were around. I did my best to restock her energy, until I was feeling the effect too much to continue. She recognized the impact on me, and when I made a fifth offer, she zipped my pants up, and gave me a nice long kiss.
"Later then," I promised.
I got another kiss, and a tug on my right ear.
The women showed up at dusk. They were obviously worn out, but seemed pleased with their outing. They made me carry a couple of heavy boxes into The House. They'd obviously done more than wait idly for the appraisal results. Over a dinner of fried chicken and mashed potatoes I received both the good and bad news.
Bev stared the conversation. "It's all official. The jewelry's the real deal. Apparently the set has a name, The Duchesses Daisies."
"Jewelry has names now?"
"Not normally. Only rare, important pieces. Nina wants us to consider a new name. The Lost Daisies."
"This is too bizarre for words," I told her. "You get to rename the jewelry?"
"It's going to be big news. The necklace stone is still among the half-dozen largest in the world, and one of the clearest. It's all a bit of a shock to me as well."
Karen interrupted. "Even the ring is practically priceless. This is more than a little crazy, Jack. You don't know me well enough to be giving me a million dollar ring."
I was still having a hard time working with the numbers they were talking. But I knew I didn't have a choice. The jewelry wasn't mine to give away. It was Mary's. And she'd made her decision. "I guess I'm going to have to get to know you better, then," I told Karen.
Karen pulled out the papers. "It's not a joke. Tell him, Bev. Or I will."
Bev looked nervous. "At least $4 million at auction, probably more like $6 million, with a possible high end of ten or so for the right buyer. That's for the set. Individually, the value goes down about 40%. Matching large yellow diamonds are impossibly rare."
"You know how insane this sounds?" I told her.
"It's a problem, Jack. We can't insure them," Bev explained.
"Why not?"
"Insurance would run around one percent of the value, and that's only with the right security. We're talking over $60,000 a year in payments."
"You're kidding," I blurted.
"Hardly. There's really only two things we can do," Bev said.
"And those are?"
"Either we keep them totally secret, never wear them, never let their existence be known, or we let the whole world know about them, which would make it impossible for them to show up on the market. We'd still have to keep them locked up at the bank when we're not wearing them."
I had to laugh. "What a mess. I just wanted to give you something nice."
Bev reached out and held my hand. "It's more than nice, Jack. It's incredible, and just like you. It's my family's heritage, and you have no idea what this means to me. We just have to figure out what to do about it."
I nodded. "For now, I think it's best if it goes back into its original hiding place. That worked for almost a century."
Of course, they wanted to know more about that. After dinner, I ended up carrying Bev up the stairs, with Karen following, dragging long a chair. Once I had them in front of the fireplace, I pulled up the stone that covered the secret hideaway.
We put their jewelry back in the cases, and lowered it into the hole, covering it up again. I put the log rack over it, hiding its existence.
"How did you ever find that?" Bev asked.
Good question. "Just cleaning. I...uh...was washing the stones down, and the water kept leaking away. I thought it might need repairs. I had no idea it was a secret vault." I felt a little guilty lying to them. This guilt thing was starting to get to me.
* * *
I think we all felt better, once the jewelry was in a safety deposit box at the bank. While we were out, I was able to pick up a few things I needed at the hardware store, before we returned home.
The rest of the week was all I could hope for. I'd almost forgotten to get Bev's commitment, but Tuesday at breakfast I had a little note at my table place.
Upstairs.
I laughed, and promised I'd get right on it.
We'd eat our meals together. I'd work from breakfast until dinner on my projects, occasionally with Karen assisting, but mostly they had their own projects they were working on. Tuesday afternoon, I was surprised to hear a sewing machine running downstairs. I learned I was going to be getting drapes. Of course it was my job to hang them. The women ran errands without my even knowing about it. I just kept plugging away at the second floor, my only company Mary, most of the time.
It did give me the opportunity to spend a lot of quality time with Mary, and keeping her needs met. A couple of nights, when she was feeling ornery, she'd get involved in my session with Karen. Those were quite exhausting, and Karen warned me after the third one, that I'd have to keep the craziness down to no more than twice a week, or she'd never get anything done. We got a lot of ribbing from Bev the following mornings.
I was informed we were going to a New Year's Party in town. Marge had insisted, and the women seemed eager to attend. That meant I lost them for the whole day Friday, while they went shopping and got prettified.
It was worth it. Bev was elegance personified, and her necklace had been cleaned and shone like the sun from her chest. Looking at her, I could only imagine how beautiful she must have been in her youth. "Don't let any of those young men run off with you, gorgeous. I'll bet you're the best looking woman at the ball."
She laughed. "I'll take that bet. Karen cleans up nice."
Holy shit, did she ever! I'd never seen her in anything but casual wear, mostly jeans and oversized shirts. I knew her body was fabulous, but I wasn't expected the vision of loveliness that exited my room around 9:00 PM. I was struck dumb.
She posed for me, then I saw the nervous look on her face. "You don't like it?"
That broke me out of my trance. "My God, woman, are you insane? I love it! You're gorgeous!"
A huge grin broke out across her face. "Not too much?"
A little too much cleavage, a bit too much leg, a tad too tight, all too incredible for words. "I don't dare leave your side all night. I'll lose you for sure."
She walked forward on her almost non-existent three inch heels. "Silly man. No way you're ever going to lose me. You'd have to throw me away."
The only item of jewelry she was wearing was her ring. I felt odd for a moment. Like the items should be worn together, but there was no way I was going to suggest that. Instead I asked for a moment.
I went to my room, and called out for Mary. I felt her touch. "Would it be Ok for Karen to wear your pearls for the party tonight?" I asked as I opened up the box. There had been a worn suede bag inside of it containing a pearl necklace. I had realized at the time that Mary had been around during the flapper era. I wondered how often she had worn it.
I received a tug on my right ear, and she ruffled my hair. That usually meant that she was happy with me, so I didn't worry about it. "Gimme a kiss, beautiful," I said softly. "I wish you could go with us. Maybe next year we'll hold New Year's here."
I got my kiss, and returned to the women. I held up the pearl strands. "Will this go with your outfit?"
Bev laughed. "Pearls go with everything, dear man."
They were longer than I expected. I was used to more of a choker style, but these hung down almost to her waist. Bev called Karen over. She had her lean over, and tied a knot in the strand, about halfway down her cleavage. "Mary's?" she asked.
"Yeah, she said it's Ok," I added without thinking.
Bev looked up at me, and I realized what I said. "I mean, I'm sure she wouldn't mind."
Karen stood back and posed for us. "How does it look?" she asked.
"You're stunning," I told her.
She smiled, blushing. "I already know your opinion. I mean the pearls."
"Perfect."
Bev didn't think so, and adjusted the knot upward a bit. "Be careful with these. We'll want to get them restrung as soon as possible. Silk lasts a long time, but not forever."
I felt like a goofball, wearing a plain suit, with these women dressed up as they were. "Remind me next year to rent a tux. I look like a homeless guy next to you two."
Bev took my hand, chuckling. "That's how it's supposed to be, Sweetie. You're never supposed to look better than your women. I know it's hard for you to tone it down, but I think we'll be fine for tonight."
"I feel almost as foolish driving you ladies in a truck. You deserve a stretch limo."
Karen slid her arm in mine. "Not on your driveway. Maybe next year."
That sounded like a plan to me.
* * *
We were a hit. At least the women were, always surrounded by admirers. I had to fight my way through the crowd a couple of times. I would have been more nervous, if there weren't as many women around them as men.
The party was at the local VFW. I learned it was the biggest hall in town, other than the high-school gym. They had it fixed up nice, and even had a local band. $50 a couple bought your entrance and a bottle of champagne. Our table of eight contained Marge and Ron, as well as two other couples. It was a little crowded squeezing Bev in, but nobody seemed to mind. We were royalty. We were sitting with both the Mayor and his wife, as well as the high school principal and her husband.



I learned that Sarah, the principal, had a doctorate in history, specializing in the Civil War. She was utterly fascinated with The House, and had stories to tell. According to her, it had served as a Civil War makeshift hospital. It had been burned to the ground, and more than a dozen people were supposed to have perished in it. It wasn't making me feel any better.
"Never heard of a place with such bad luck. Burned down in 1863 after the battle of Fredericksburg. You know more than 3500 men perished that winter in Stafford County alone. After an aborted attempt to rebuild it around 1870, it wasn't until 1878 that it was rebuilt and lost again around 1920. Then again in 1929. Such a shame, it's such a beautiful building." She was staring into her drink as she spoke, then abruptly looked up at me. "I...I'm sure it was just bad luck. Times have changed. I'm certain you won't have any issues like that. I think we're all counting on seeing the mansion on the hill, with all four chimneys belching smoke for many years to come."
"I hear it's supposed to be haunted," I mentioned casually.
She looked at me with amusement. "There are always rumors about old dilapidated buildings. As you can imagine, four fires make for good rumor fodder."
"Four? I thought you said three?"
"Three while it was inhabited. The first rebuild ended with a fire. The owners gave up after a series of issues. Seems like they didn't quite have your perseverance."
She went back to playing with her drink. "Besides, I think we're a little more civilized now. Surely you don't believe in haunted houses."
"Of course not. This is the 21st century," I assured her, lying through my teeth.
"I hope I'm not too presumptuous, but I'd love to see what you've done with the place sometime."
"I'm still working on it. I'm hoping to finish getting it fully habitable by the spring. I'd love to have you visit then."
I had a better time than I thought I would. I danced with Karen several times, but we spent far more time getting to know our neighbors than we did dancing. Bev had no shortage of admirers, and she had them eating out of her hand. She had the pedigree, of course, with family in the area for many years. I was even chatted up by a few single women, but with Karen and Bev giving me the stink-eye any time one of them hung out for any length of time, I was playing it as safe as possible. Still, it was good for the ego. I did manage to get one dance each with the ladies at our table.
At midnight I claimed my New Years kiss, from each of my women, and was surprised to receive several more. Not as many as Karen, who had far fewer than Bev. No doubt Beverly was a big hit, and basking in the attention.
Shortly after midnight, I was able to pry my women free from their admirers, and as I drove them home, I wondered if I'd ever have a year better than that one. I doubted it.
* * *
The weekend was quiet. We all slept in Saturday, and I took Karen for a walk down to our favorite spot by the Lover's Beech, as we'd come to call it. "I hate for you to go," I told her.
"I hate to leave. But I have a job. We've got to get Bev back anyway, and start working out the details to get her moved out here."
"Are you going to be able to come with her?" I asked.
She stopped walking, moments before reaching our clearing. "Are you asking?"
Shit. I'd never even brought it up. It was all about Bev. I don't know what I'd been thinking.
"Karen, I'm going to be asking for your patience a lot. I'm an asocial fool, who doesn't know how to behave around women. I hope you know how much I want you here. I guess I just assumed, which in retrospect is idiotic."
She smiled, and slipped into my arms. "I can be patient. But I need to hear it. Ask me, Jack."
"Karen, I...you know I love you. I can't imagine my life without you. I've never known happiness, true happiness, until I met you and Bev. I want you here, with me."
She hugged me tight. "Can I consider my ring an engagement ring?"
I hugged her tightly. "You know I'm an idiot, don't you?"
She nodded. "Pretty much. But I love my big handsome idiot."
"Come back to me. I'll get you a real engagement ring. One you can wear all the time."
"That's a suck-ass proposal, idiot," I could feel her chuckling.
"Damn it, Karen. I know I suck at this. I love you. I'd love for you to be my wife, the mother of my children. Will you return to me and marry me?"
"Kiss me, darling idiot of mine. One kiss, and I'll be yours forever."
I kissed her in the shade of The Beech, only a few feet from where Don and immortalized his love for Mary.
When we broke apart, she had tears in her eyes. "I shouldn't tease you. But it was that or break down crying. Of course I'll marry you. It would take a crate of dynamite to blast me away from your side."
I kissed her again, and my hands wandered down her back, to cup her delicious ass. She giggled. "It's too cold out for a repeat of last time. Take me home Jack. Take me home and let me love you."
We walked back hand-in-hand. "I never expected any of this, you know," she said softly.
"No kidding. All I wanted to do was fix up an old house."
We laughed, swinging our arms like kids. "Elizabeth Taylor would be eating her heart out. My ring is better than hers."
"What ring?"
"God, how do you even survive on your own, Jack? The Richard Burton ring. The Elizabeth Taylor Diamond. Everyone knows that. She wore it almost every day. It's bigger than mine, but it's white, common. Mine's yellow."
"Yellow is better?"
She laughed. "Hell yeah. It's all the rage. Less than 0.1% of diamonds are yellow. Large ones are almost never found. Mine's a keeper." She slowed down a bit. "Hey, if Liz could wear hers every day, why can't I wear mine?"
"Hell if I know. Would it stand up to daily wear? Is it built for that? Wouldn't you worry about losing it? It's so big, won't it get in the way?"
"Don't bother me with facts right now, Jack. Let me fantasize."
"That's only fair I guess. I'm already living my fantasy."
She gave my hand a squeeze. "Keep it up, big guy, and by the time I get done with you, there won't be anything left to fantasize about."
Back at The House, real-life interrupted any immediate opportunity for fantasy fulfillment. Bev needed help, and after that, it seemed like we were constantly busy, preparing for their departure the next day.
I caught the two women huddling together before dinner, and I was on the receiving end of a lot of furtive glances. Bev sat with me around the fire while Karen put the finishing touches on our evening meal. She didn't look my way as she spoke, her words soft and careful.
"It's very sudden, Jack. Don't get me wrong, I love her to death, but everything's happening so fast."
"I know. Don't you think I know, Bev? I wasn't going to say anything. I swear. I just couldn't help myself. My life seems to be hurtling down a tunnel, out of control. The thing is, the more I let go, the better it gets. She's the one for me. I know it."
"Be careful, that's all. Don't hurt each other. It would break my heart to lose either one of you."
"I'll do my best, I promise. You'll help, right?"
She looked over and gave me a grin. "I'll see what I can do. You have to admit, it's one heck of an engagement ring."
"It is, isn't it?"
* * *
That night with Karen was different. We joined quietly, intensely, then again, more passionately. We didn't speak much. I believe we were both feeling a bit melancholy, having to separate again.
Afterward we lay together, holding each other. "As fast as you can, Ok?" I told her softly.
"Don't forget me," she whispered. "You're going to have half the county chasing after you now. Don't let them catch you, Jack."
I gave her a quiet hug. "Not a chance. I don't know how much you believe in destiny and fate, but for the last year or so, it seems like my life is almost out of my hands. Things happen, and for a reason. Like Bev bringing you to me. It's meant to be, babe. Nothing can change that."
"I'll do what I can," she said. "I'm going to need some help from you. It's going to seem like I'm nagging you sometimes."
"I understand. Whatever it takes to get your cute little butt back here."
She giggled. "Little butt? I think you know better by now."
"Alright, cute perfect butt."
"I love you, Jack. I think I have since that first day here. You seemed so out of reach, I still can't believe it. Don't pinch me if I'm dreaming."
She squealed when I pinched her bottom. "It's not a dream."
"It is. Dream come true. Never wake me."
"Alright. We'll never wake each other, deal?"
"It's a deal."
* * *
The morning was a farce. We all pretended to be in good moods, but you could feel it in the air. Nobody wanted things to change, but we all had things to do before our lives could mesh fully. After breakfast I loaded up the truck, fighting back the tears. I'd had one perfect week. Now it back to being alone again.
We were quiet on the drive to the airport. We chatted a bit, but there was none of the open gaiety we'd shared on their arrival.
I watched them through security. I stood beside the cordoned off snaking line of travelers, waving, hoping they'd look back and see me. I smiled for them, standing on tiptoe when they looked my way and waved back. They had the same forced smiles. Hide the pain. It was as if I'd lost part of my heart, when they turned the corner out of view.
I sat in the truck until I could see again. I never thought it would be that difficult. Never thought I could feel that deeply about anything. I was wrong.
I took a few last deep breaths, and headed home. I had a lot to do, and only a couple of months to do it.
* * *
Mary was my solace, and I found myself depending on her more and more. Any outsider would have chalked me up as a crazy man, the way I talked to her all the time.
For the next couple of months, I was working like a fiend. I put in my hours at work, managing to do a good enough job not to garner too much attention, good or bad, but I'd lost my heart for the work. My mind was always turning to The House, and my absent women.
I was tired of working on a shoe string budget, and took Andrew's advice. The bank had no problem with issuing me a construction loan, with the parcel of the land on the far side of our creek as collateral. With $80K in the bank, I stopped doing the work piecemeal. I called in Charlie to finish the plumbing, and hired some help to install the windows.
I was a little wary of the last, since almost all the windows were on the third floor. It seemed as if my concerns about any 'guests' up there were unfounded. It only took two days, and about five grand to get the job done, while I was at work.
The lift was another $18K, and that was after I'd done most of the prep work myself. I had to admit the small elevator was gorgeous, especially once I'd finished paneling the inside with my wood. My concern about the third floor issues was raised once more, when one of the contractors had an accident, falling into the elevator shaft. Luckily, he only fell as far as the roof of the elevator, and there was no serious injury. The company was bonded and insured, and I was off the hook as far as any liability was concerned. After that I was determined not to use any unlicensed help, at least not where the third floor was concerned.
My daily calls with the women were becoming marathons. We talked for hours, and it was the only thing keeping my mood elevated many days. The calls, and sweet Mary.
It was three weeks after they left, when a pounding at the front door interrupted my Saturday breakfast. I was eating late, after spending an intense morning with Mary. Our extended time for each other was paying dividends, and she was showing herself more often. That morning, during our second play session, she'd ridden me with a passion, her angelic face visible to me nearly the entire time.
I answered the door, and found Marge and Ron standing there.
"Hope we're not interrupting?" Marge said.
"Of course not. Now I feel like a jerk for not calling sooner. Come in!"
The both glanced around. Ron spoke first. "We heard that Bev and Karen left."
I nodded. "Temporarily. The House still isn't complete. I hope to have them back by March at the latest. It should be permanent then."
Marge grinned. "That's great news. Beverly's a hoot. She left a lot of broken hearts after that New Year's party."
I offered them drinks, but they had other things on their mind. "I found a few more items for the house. Sorry it took so long. Want to help us get them out of the van?" Marge said.
I was eager to, and joined them outside. It was a cold January morning, my breath clearly visible, the frozen grass crinkling under foot. There were two large boxes in the van, and a dresser. It had seen better days.
"These weren't with the others. They all need significant repair," Marge explained. "I keep those in the shed at home. That's why I couldn't find them."
"No excuses necessary. You have to know how excited I am to have any of the original furnishings. I insist you allow me to pay you for them this time. I can't have you bankrupting your business."
She flushed, closing the door behind her. "They're not all that valuable in the state they're in. Although I'll admit, one of them could be with a little love and care."
I was opening the boxes. The first one made her words quite clear. There was a crystal chandelier in the box. Many of the crystals were loose on the bottom, and two of the arms were bent. The wiring coming out of the top was a mess. I had no doubt that when it was restored it would be stunning.
"I take it you're referring to this?" I asked.
She nodded. "It's the best, by far. I'm sure it'll be gorgeous when you're done with it."
"Be honest with me, Marge. What is this stuff worth?"
She seemed hesitant, which I thought was odd for somebody who I'm sure dickered about prices all the time. "Fully restored, probably 3 or 4 thousand. Not even a third that in its current condition. I know a few of the crystals are missing, and they're going to be a pain to replace."
"And the rest of it?"
"Not much. Not half of what the chandelier is worth."
Ron was keeping out of it, trying to organize the parts of the dresser.
"Two thousand, for all of it?" I asked.
She shook her head, "I was thinking more along the lines of $1200."
I chuckled. "We're being honest now, right? What could you get for it in the store?"
She gave me a smile. "I am being honest, Jack. In its current condition, $1500 would be a reach."
"And after the repairs?"
She was slow to answer. "Maybe 4 grand. But I'd have to put more than a thousand dollars into it, in order to get that."
"Maybe we can work something out," I offered. "Come up to the second floor for a minute."
They followed up the stairs, and I showed them where I had the antique hardware spread out. "I'm going to have a third of this left over when I'm done. How about I pay you $1800, and whatever's left. Can you use this stuff?"
She was inspecting the various pieces. "They'll sell like hotcakes. Everyone needs them, they're relatively inexpensive, and they show well. I think we have a deal." She picked up a pair of ornate drawer pulls. "Where'd you find this?"
"It was my Christmas present from Karen. She says she found it at a salvage auction."
She nodded. "More than one auction, I'd hazard a guess. Many of these are from different periods. At least 3 or 4 different homes. Must have cost a pretty penny."
"I wouldn't know. They refuse to share that kind of information."
Ron had given up on the chest. "So, how can I help today? Marge has got to open the store, but I'm open. Put me to work."
A week later, I was hanging the chandelier in the dining room, and I thought Mary was going to go crazy, she was so happy. Like all good relationships, when Mary was happy, I was happy. She made sure of that.
Ron became a weekend regular, and by mid February, we had two of his friends chipping in on occasion. Having the extra sets of hands came in handy, and the second floor started to take shape. Bathroom work was where I was weakest, but with their help, it all came together, faster and better than I could have ever managed on my own.
I learned they all owned old homes they'd restored. Their combined experience was invaluable. They helped change the rooms downstairs back to their original purpose. A lot of the finer finish work got completed, hardware was installed, and the last week of February, Ron showed up at my door, grinning from ear to ear. "You owe me $975."
I looked at him in surprise. It was the first time he'd talked about charging me for his help. He reached to the side of the entrance, and pulled a door out for me to see.
It was nothing short of incredible. Sturdy, massive, it had old stained glass work about head high. It would be ideal for the entrance. He nodded toward the other side of the entrance, and I saw its mate. "No way that cost less than a thousand," I told him.
"Marge found it at one of her auctions. She swears it's worth at least three, but that's the great thing about auctions isn't it? Only took a couple of evenings to get it in shape. So what do you think?"
"I think it's perfect. I don't know what to say."
He laughed. "Say you're going to write me a check, and let's see what it's going to take to get these installed."
It wasn't a perfect fit, but close enough that we could get them hung in a day. A long day, with Marge bringing us dinner, but once we were done, it was worth every moment of the effort.
"It's really starting to come around, isn't it?" Marge observed.
"To say the least."
"The new drive is quite the improvement. I hate to think what that must have cost."
The paving team had spent two full weeks getting the road put in. They had worked with me, doing what they needed when I was in the office, working from 8 to 6 most days. What used to take 15 minutes to get from the road to The House, now took less than 5. I never realized what a change that would be. I found myself a lot more willing to run out for anything I needed, with the trip duration cut in half.
Andrew made regular appearances, and I think he was as happy as I was, when he did the final sign-off the last week of February. "I never thought you'd be able to finish things this quickly," he admitted.
"I couldn't alone, but I've had a lot of help the last few weeks. The loan gave me the funds I needed. I don't think I would have been done before the end of summer otherwise."
I shook his hand and we shared a couple of beers, reminiscing over the changes. "What are you going to do next?" he asked.
"There's still a ton of work to do. Lots of little jobs I've skipped over. There's the ice-house out back which I'd like to do something with. I still need to get electricity run up here. Once spring is here, there's a lot I'd like to do with the property. Getting rid of that ugly old trailer is pretty high on the list. Trust me, my work is far from done."
"I'm glad I was a part of it. Most fun I've ever had while working."
"Don't think I don't know how much you've helped. Without your guidance and greasing the skids, I don't think I could have finished in two years. I appreciate it more than I can say. I hope we can remain friends."
"Me too. Brianna still can't stop talking about your Christmas party."
"You guys will have to come out once the girls are back. I expect they'll want to hold an open house once the weather breaks."
"Love to. Brianna would kill me if I turned it down. If there's anything else I can do for you, ever, you let me know."
"Same here. I owe you. I hope you'll give me a chance to pay you back sometime."
"You owe me nothing. It was a treat working with you. I've got bragging rights in the office. No, we're even."



The women informed me they'd be ready by mid-March. It had taken longer than I'd hoped, and I still knew I'd be rushing like crazy to pull things together. Now it was a matter of outfitting the rooms, getting Bev's bathroom in shape, and making the place presentable. I'd been lax with the day-to-day upkeep. That would have to change.
As much as I hated working on the third floor, there was more I wanted to do there as well. I kept putting it off, finding a reason to do anything else. I had run out of excuses.
* * *
Mary wasn't happy with me. Every time I headed up those last stairs, she'd interfere. I was having none of it.
"Mary, I'll be careful. We're running out of time before Bev and Karen get here," I explained while carrying my gear upstairs. "Nothing dangerous, I promise."
I hated the trapdoor. It destroyed the appearance of the second floor. I had decided to enclose the top of the stairwell, and add a heavy duty door, which locked with a standard key. It meant some framing and paneling, as well as installing the doorframe. It was going to be as solid as I could manage.
I could feel Mary's unease, a palpable concern. She hung out at the bottom of the stairs, and always was waiting there when I came back down. For her sake, I did all the cutting and trimming on the second floor. It took me about half again as long that way, but I knew it helped her.
I'll admit it. I felt uneasy up there. I don't know if I was becoming sensitized to a presence such as Mary's, but there were times I could feel a malevolence about me. On those occasions I simply put my gear down and returned to the second floor. It was usually a good excuse to provide for Mary's needs, and my own, if I'm brutally honest. About the third or fourth time she figured it out.
"...you know..."
"I do. I can feel when they're unhappy. Most of the time it's not bad. When I sense whatever it is, I leave. Give them some space. Alright?"
Her fingers brushed my face, her lips descended on mine. I felt the familiar tug on my right ear.
I grew a little complacent then. Less wary. Now that I could feel them, I was less fearful. I could go up to the third floor, and the moment it started to get bad, I headed down the stairs.
The rest of The House was as ready as it was going to get, before the women arrived in less than a week. The last thing I wanted was for Karen or Bev to go up there, so I was determined to do whatever was needed before they arrived.
There wasn't a lot required. I needed to close in the area above the elevator, for safety's sake. I wanted to put in a rough floor on top of the existing underlayment, thick enough to provide another level of insulation. Since I didn't plan on anyone being up there, the insulation was a big deal, I wanted to stop as little heat loss through the third floor as possible. This meant interior shutters on the windows, which added another level of safety, and sealing off the fireplaces. It also meant going up to the attic, and adding as much insulation as possible.
It went surprisingly smoothly, and I let my guard down. I rarely felt the unwanted presence, and reacted to it quickly when I did. There were no incidents.
Until I walled in the fireplaces. The west facing ones weren't an issue. I wasn't doing a fancy job. It wasn't the cheapest thing in the world but for about a hundred bucks, I could build a wall of fire bricks closing off the fireplace, backing them with a wall of tinder blocks. It only took a couple of hours each. I hoped to get all four done in a day.
It was the front fireplace on the east wall where the trouble started. I had no warning at all. I stacked the bricks to the side, brought up my mortar, and as soon as I had the first row in place, I felt it. The hair on my arms stood on end, my entire body tingled, and then I was rolling across the floor, the bricks flying my way. I scrambled as quickly as I could for the stairwell, diving through it. I felt a thud as one of the bricks impacted the wall behind me, and then I was stumbling down the stairs as rapidly as I could, gasping.
I felt Mary rush past me, and the door at the top of the stairs slammed shut. The bolt slammed in place, and she was with me, touching me, checking me, soft kisses landing on my face.
Someone up there didn't like me. That much was obvious.
* * *
I'm not a quitter. I'm stubborn. Some would say obstinate. I let things settle down for a couple of hours, and returned upstairs. Mary tried to discourage me, but like I said, stubborn. I wasn't up there for more than a minute or two before I felt it. The anger, the hate, the evil, directed my way. I retreated to the stairwell, and closed the door behind me. Maybe now wasn't a good time.
I relaxed for a minute, trying to calm Mary by making myself available to her. I think she was pissed, because she ignored me.
So I planned. Looked for an alternate solution. I came up with what I thought might be a simple yet elegant one. Once things had calmed upstairs, I'd return with a pre-built wall which I could simply slip in place. Forget the bricks. I'd place a steel plate over the fireplace, and brace it with steel rods I could anchor it to the floor. The whole thing wouldn't take more than a minute tops. The only real question was if both fireplaces on the east side needed this kind of treatment, or just the front one. For simplicity's sake, I decided to prepare for both.
I took the measurements of the fireplace opening on the second floor, since the second and third floors seemed to be the same dimensions. With the list in hand, I said goodbye to Mary, and made for the hardware store.
Alright, I know nothing about buying steel. I discussed my idea and it was suggested that I buy 1/8 inch diamond plate aluminum, and back it with drywall, then a plywood panel. It seemed more complex than a simple steel plate, but the weight difference was a big factor, and I didn't have to worry about welding. I went home with the materials, and worked late into the night, building my fire breaks.
The next morning I checked upstairs. Calm again. I carefully made my way toward the fireplace I hadn't approached the day before. I got within a couple of feet and waited. Nothing.
I carefully cleaned up the mess from the previous day's fiasco. I stacked the bricks in front of the rear fireplace and retreated to mix some mortar. An hour later, three of the fireplaces were now blocked off, with only the southeast corner one still open.
Downstairs, I was gathering up my instant wall, talking to Mary as I did so. "It should only take a few seconds," I explained. "I think I can get everything pretty close, then slam it up against the firewall and wedge it in place in about 10 seconds. Two or three good hammer blows should anchor the braces. If anything gets rough I'll get out of there as quick as I can, I promise."
A painful tug on my left ear told me her opinion.
"I have to do this, Mary. The issues are fires, right? The bad guys are on the third floor. Where do you think the fires come from?"
Of course she didn't answer. She so very rarely did.
"I bet they come out of the fireplace somehow. Maybe an ember from a fire on a lower floor. Perhaps one that gets out of hand up there. I don't know, but I don't want to take any chances. I think if we can seal off those fireplaces, we'll be a lot safer."
I lugged the gear up the stairs, and put it on the top landing. I braced myself, my heartbeat starting to accelerate. Mary appeared before me, her face concerned. She leaned in and her lips caressed mine.
"...careful..."
"I'll try. I swear. I don't want to lose all the wonderful things that have come into my life, but I'm not going to let whatever it is up here ruin my life."
She stayed visible, and moved out of my way. As soon as I opened the door to the third floor she disappeared. I understood. As scared as I was, I could only imagine how terrified she must be. Whatever it is had destroyed her life.
Those thoughts energized me, fueling my own anger. I moved the gear within about 6 feet. The braces where already attached to the blocking sheet. The two four inch nails had been started at the foot of each brace. My hammer was ready on my belt loop.
I could feel the sweat dripping down my neck, cool behind my ears. My hands were already starting to shake. For a moment I imagined Mary, leaping out that window, rather than face a burning death. I picture her baby in her arms.
"Fuck this," I growled. I picked up my contraption and slammed it up against the opening. I braced my back against it, my hammer already in my hand, and with a hard blow, I drove the first nail into the floor.
I felt it, the tangible evil, making the hair on the back of my neck rise. I drove the second nail into the ground, with two rapid blows, and turned to the other brace.
It was horrible, I could feel it, smell it, taste it, enveloping me. I drove the hammer down and before the second attempt, my eyes were tearing, throat scalding. Disgust raged through my body. I continued hammering downward, blindly, feeling the occasional true impact.
The miasma of malevolence frightened me, beyond anything I could imagine. I dropped the hammer, trying to crawl away. I was hit from the side, rolling over before scrambling forward again. I felt myself grabbed from my legs, pulled backward. I fought, kicked, clawed at the floor boards, the door opening only a scant few feet away. I rolled on my own, kicking backward, impacting nothing, while losing a couple of more feet.
I screamed my frustration, anger at the unfairness, while the adrenalin coursed through my veins. Kicking out as fast as I could, scissoring my legs, I struggled forward a couple of more feet. I felt it then, that same foreboding, enveloping evil. It wouldn't let me go. Not this time.
I looked at the open doorway, only a couple feet away. Something I could grab onto. A grip to cling to. A possible escape. My struggles could get me no closer.
Mary had been right. I was foolish to try. My stubbornness was my own demise. I thought of Karen, Bev. Only a couple of days away. I'd failed them as well. Failed everyone. My fingers scrabbled at the floorboards, leaving bloody trails where my nails had broken free.
They might get me, but I wouldn't surrender. Never surrender. Never, ever, surrender. My struggles continued uselessly, and inch by inch I slowly lost ground. I raised my eyes, toward that impossibly distant refuge, maybe a yard away.
There she was, watching. Visible, the fear contorting that beautiful face.
"I'm sorry," I told her as my strength failed me. "Sorry..."
I slipped a few more inches away, and knew that at least I'd tried. I blinked back the tears, and felt something hit my head. Again. I looked up, and saw a field of tools in front of me, more appearing out of the doorway. I grabbed a screwdriver, sliding backward several inches when I lifted my hand. I drove the blade into the floor with all my strength, grabbed near the bottom and pulled. I regained the inches I'd lost. A breaker bar was near, to my left. I desperately clutched at it, lifted it high, and drove the hooked end into the boards. With two anchors, I made quicker progress, moving forward several more inches.
I was abruptly released, and collapsed from exhaustion. It was very nearly my demise. Looking into the doorway, Mary was waving at me. I felt the agonizing blow in my side, and looked down to see my hammer claw driven into my flesh. I screamed out, and swung my breaker bar against the hammer handle, tearing it free, my flesh with it. I bit through my lip, fighting the pain, as I scrambled forward, feeling Mary's pull, falling through the doorway and down the stairs.
The door above me slammed shut, and I heard the rain of implements pounding at the door from the other side. Then Mary was with me. Sweet Mary. My unlikely savior.
* * *
Eighteen stitches for the jagged wound in my side repaired the worst damage. Bandages over my fingertips, a few more stitches in my lip, and a warning to be more careful was the extent of it. I was released from the emergency room that same night.
I slept at home in my bed, on the second floor. Or at least I tried to. I was too close to the evil. I could sense it above me. The Master bedroom fireplace shared the same chimney as the evil one above. After an hour of restlessness, I moved down to the first floor, and collapsed on the couch.
Gasping in terror, I awoke to Mary's touch. The nightmare had been so real, slowly being dragged backward into that fireplace, my body catching fire as it passed across the hearth. I was bathed in cold sweat, panting, and Mary was there. Moist cloth across my forehead. Touching me gently her eyes appearing before mine.
I groaned as she removed my pants, and trembled as I hardened for her. Then she was on me, and I was in her. That pretty face before me. Caring, worried, kissing my brow.
"I didn't know," I whispered.
She soothed me the only way she could, calming me, draining me, and taking my fear and self-loathing with it.
I slept in spurts through the night, waking exhausted, trembling. And Mary would sooth me again. And again.
Only when the dawn's early light bathed the room, did I sleep soundly.
* * *
When I woke, it was close to noon. I called in sick, and spent that day recovering. Talking with Mary, telling her my fears, my concerns.
"Nobody goes up there. Nobody."
She tugged my right ear firmly.
"I should have listened to you. I'm sorry."
Her fingers trailed down my cheek, and brushed my bruised lip.
"Thank you. I...I don't know if I could have done that. If I could face that again. I can only imagine how difficult that must have been."
She kissed me, quieting me, before soothing me once again. It was good for both of us.
It was nearly dark before I dared go up to the second floor. I listened at the bottom of the stairs, hearing nothing coming from above. I gathered my courage, to do what I had to do. My legs were shaking as I went up the first step.
She was above me, pushing me backward.
"I have to. I have to lock that door. Make sure they can't come down."
Abruptly, I was alone. Then I heard the bolt sliding home above. The terror faded for a moment, and I sat on the step, trembling.
She took my hand in hers, and led me to my bed. She stayed with me through the night, making her presence known each time I woke up. She took care of my, soothing me, bringing my cock to attention, then slowly, gently, filling my need. Whatever it was up there had nearly broken me. Mary put the pieces back together.
* * *
By dawn I was restless. I got up and showered. Mary joined me, her touch bringing the usual results, and she won me my release under the relentless spray. I shaved, and put on decent clothes. Cooked myself breakfast. Called in to work. Tried to introduce some normalcy back into my life. I had to pick up Karen and Bev at 3:00. I couldn't let them see me like this.
Routine helped. Bringing in firewood. Doing the dishes, cleaning up the 4th room upstairs, which I'd been using at my workshop. Every so often I'd go to the base of the stairs and listen. By lunch time, I could make it up to the third step before my heart would race out of control.
Mary did what little she could. Touching me, ruffling my hair, giving me unexpected kisses. She even had me chuckle once, as she teased me.
"You're going to have to be good now. They'll be home this evening."
All that got me was another erection, which she dealt with promptly.
A little after one I confirmed their flight was on time. I did a last few things, then headed out. I hope the blackness in my heart wouldn't show.
* * *
It was so good to see them walk through the security gates, I almost broke down then and there. I ran to them, showering them with hugs and kisses, while they laughed at me.
"No flowers?" Karen teased.
"I thought it was your turn," I told her, forcing a smile. "I figured the daisy would last a life time."
She laughed, and waved her ring under my nose. She was wearing it. I should have guessed as much.
It didn't take long to get their stuff. Most of it had been shipped. They only had two suitcases each. They'd left a few things behind after the last trip, and casually informed me they could shop for whatever they needed.
"You're back for good? Tell me you're all done. This is it," I said.
Bev gave my hand a squeeze. "It's done. You're stuck with me."
"Us," Karen added quickly. "Stuck with us."
"Good."
* * *
Things started off a little rocky. I imagine I was a big part of that. I still had issues, which I was struggling to overcome. I needed to find time to be alone with Mary now and then, for my own mental health. Only she could understand what I'd been through.
My stitches were a cause of worry, but I assure both Karen and Bev it was a fairly tame accident, and there was nothing to be concerned about.
The elevator was a hit, as were the new bedrooms. The new entrance road was a home run. They couldn't believe how much it did to remove the sense of isolation. For that matter all the changes were appreciated. We had guests almost right away, and within a month, we'd purchased a handicap accessible van, for Karen and Bev to use. They wasted no time getting integrated into the community. I was a little slower coming around.
It was early April, and the weather was warming. I had notice some very strange changes in Bev. She was always in a great mood, and I caught her talking to herself, laughing, on a couple of occasions. I don't know how I could have taken so long to recognize it.
I heard her chatting to herself in her bedroom, while Karen was out running an errand. I peeked in on her, and she suddenly got quiet. She turned toward me smiling. "I didn't hear you walk up."
A gentle caress of my cheek and I could sense Mary was with me. It all fell in place.
"You know," I said simply.
"Know?"
"About Mary. How long, Bev?"
She leaned back in her chair, smiling. "Whatever are you talking about, Jack?"
"C'mon, Bev. Give me a break. I don't know how I missed it this long. And I'm a little pissed at my girl, hiding it from me."
"Is she your girl now?"
"She has been since the first time you guys arrived. How long for you?"
"Calm down, Jack. Have a seat. What's the matter? You're not jealous are you?"
"No. But I don't like being played for a fool."
"Like you did me?" Bev answered, her words sharper than usual.
"I only hid it because it was so impossible. Nobody would ever believe it. I asked her if she was going to make herself known. She said she'd let me know when she did. I guess that was a lie. How long, Bev?"
"Jack, if you don't calm down and relax, we're not going to have this conversation. There's no reason we can't discuss things like we always do. I would think you'd be happy about the turn of events. Now do you want to talk, or argue?"
It took about 10 minutes before I was calm enough to talk reasonably. I felt betrayed by Mary. When she touched me, I pulled away, irritated. Bev kept speaking quietly reasonably, until I could deal with it.
"I knew something was weird around Christmas. Your behavior, and the way you talked about her. How she said it was Ok to wear the pearls on New Year's Eve. The way you talked to yourself when nobody was around. Something wasn't right," Bev explained.
"Then your bizarre attitude toward the upstairs. Your occasional bouts of unhappiness, the way you kept sneaking off around the house, Karen and I both noticed, and talked about it. We were concerned for you. She wasn't that happy you kept the picture of Mary in your bedroom. She put it away once, and it immediately reappeared."
"I didn't do that."
"I know. Now. I didn't then. I caught you talking to yourself, and found out you weren't. You were talking to her. Mary. I could hear you. I wondered for a moment if you weren't losing it. So I asked her. Over and over, until finally she relented. I let her know I was concerned, that I was worried for you, and how you'd changed. She opened up and told me. It's only been about a week now."



"And Karen's in on it too?"
"No. Karen can't see her, can't hear her, can barely feel her, and only if Mary really works at it. She's not family, and is too distant. She's not open."
"Why did you hide it from me? Both of you?" I asked.
"We didn't mean to. We were both concerned for you. I was someone she could turn to. We're a lot alike, Mary and I."
I felt her settle in next to me. Her soft touches, tentative.
"Is she the same for you as me?"
"No. She can communicate with me easier. It takes much less effort for her to speak with me. We don't know why. She says the same effort it takes to move something, she can talk to me. On the other hand, I'm not nearly as receptive to her touch. I've never seen her, but she says you can see her easily, when she makes the effort."
I turned to Mary, where I felt her pressed to my side. "Is that true?"
She appeared before me, smiling, nodding sadly. She pressed her lips to mine, and tugged my right ear.
"You didn't see her just now?" I asked Bev.
"Nothing. I could tell where she was from your reaction, but that's it. It doesn't make a lot of sense to me. I wonder if it's us, and not her."
"How much has she told you?" I asked, nervous.
Bev grinned. "Everything. And I mean everything. Like where she gets her strength from, if you're wondering. Pretty hard to believe."
Once I got past the irritation, it was better. Mary settled into my lap, while Bev and I talked on and on. For the first time I could question Mary, through our intermediary. Strangely I didn't have that much to ask her.
Our big question was how Karen would fit in. How would she take it? Bev and I both recognized how upset she would probably be, to find out she was sharing me with a woman who'd been dead for 80 years. A beautiful young who was getting a lot more sex than she was. We both understood we couldn't cut Mary off, only to have her fade away.
Until we had that figured out, we were sitting on a powder keg. In the meantime it was business as usual, unless Karen was out of The House.
* * *
Things happen for the strangest reasons. I wonder if there isn't some great cosmic comedian guiding us all.
Karen came home, after the heart-to-heart with Bev. She was glowing, but looked a little nervous. She called me downstairs, and I escorted Bev. She didn't need me to push her, she'd picked up a powered wheelchair, which gave her the run of the house. In the living room, Karen pulled me over to the couch and sat down with me.
"I got some news today. It wasn't what I was expecting. I hope you're Ok with it."
I didn't have time to wonder what she was talking about, because Bev immediately blurted. "You're pregnant!"
"Bev!" Karen snapped.
Bev looked suitable chastened while my mind did flip-flops. "Pregnant?"
"Are you angry? I know we haven't talked about it."
"Angry? Are you crazy? This is wonderful!" I stopped abruptly, wondering how she felt about it. "I mean, I think it's wonderful. Are you happy?"
She launched herself into my lap, kissing me. "As long as you are. I'm going to keep it."
"Of course you are. Was there any doubt?"
She shook her head. "I was just nervous to spring it on you. I think we might have to start talking about a date. I know I'm wearing your ring, but don't you think it would be good for our baby to have married parents?"
"Tomorrow if you want," I told her. "Whatever you want."
Karen and Bev looked at each other. "I don't think we're in that big a rush. I'd like to do it up right. Church wedding, lots of friends, the whole works."
I hugged her tightly, readily agreeing with whatever she wanted. I wasn't about to deny her anything.
She was carrying my baby.
* * *
We hired a housekeeper to help with caring for Bev, and to assist Karen with the day-to-day chores. Four women in the house, albeit one of them a little hazy. I wasn't complaining. I was happy.
When we got a chance, Bev, Mary and I would get together and talk. We were still trying to figure out how to deal with letting Karen in on our bizarre secret. Mary and I were getting together whenever we could, and it was getting awkward. We'd come close to getting caught, twice. We had to come up with a solution and soon.
Life took care of that.
* * *
It was a Saturday in May. Karen was showing, and all the more beautiful for it. I'd gone into town on an errand, leaving Karen and Bev alone.
I got home, and was barely in the door, before Mary had me by the hand, tugging me forward. On the second floor I found Bev at the base of the stairs, looking upward. I saw the third floor door was open, and my blood turned to ice in my veins.
"She wouldn't listen," Bev told me anxiously. "She says it's high time someone cleaned up there. I tried to stop her, I did."
Like Bev, I tried. I did. I made it up four stairs before my limbs locked up. I couldn't. "Karen?" I called out, hoping to coax her down the stairs. It was time, no matter what the fallout, she had to know. For her own safety, and that of our child.
No response. I fought my way up one more step. "Karen!" I shouted.
"Jack!" her desperate scream did what my own desire couldn't. She was in danger. Our baby was in danger. I took the stairs two at a time, fighting the terror welling up inside me. In the doorway I found her quickly, huddled in the corner, shaking. There was a broom in her hands, mop and bucket nearby. She was crying. Worse, my makeshift fireplace jam was askew, and flames were clawing their way out, edging past the end of the hearth, the wooden floor starting to blacken and smoke.
I don't know how I managed it, but I ran across the floor toward her. Before I reached her I was flung against the wall. "Run!" I screamed at her.
"I can't!" she cried, sobbing. I saw her struggling to move, going nowhere.
I screamed toward the stairwell. "Get help! They've got her. There's a..." I got not further, before being thrust away from her.
I got back on my feet, fighting back, once again feeling the malevolence, choking me, sending my heart racing out of control. I fought it, struggled forward, reaching for her. "Take my hand Karen!"
She reached out toward me, then slid across the wall, landing on her ass next to the fireplace. She was shying from the flames, turning her face away. The floor was charring, and looked like it was about to go up.
I struggled forward, making slow progress, taking blows to the body, but narrowing the distance between Karen and myself. "Come to me, please," I begged her.
She seemed unable to resist at all. Sobbing she reached toward me. "Help me," she begged.
I was almost to her, when the fireplace cover broke free, flying past me. A huge tongue of flame lashed out, a good three feet into the room, singeing my eyebrows. I screamed out, leaping toward Karen, only to fall short, and tumble to the side. She was screaming, moving inexorably toward the fire, her flailing arms and legs doing nothing to stop the movement.
Another tongue of flame burst forth, and one of the floorboards ignited. It was slow to catch, but I knew it was the beginning of the end. The memory of my last encounter was vivid in my mind. But I wouldn't give up. Never. I crawled forward with all I could, reaching toward her kicking leg. Somehow, I got my hand on the cuff of her pants. I started pulling, a deadly tug of war.
Instead of pulling her away from the fireplace, I was only drawing myself closer. She screamed again, as her other foot passed through the flames, the bottom of her jeans smoking. "Jack!" she shrieked.
Then she was tumbling into my arms. I knew why. I could feel her. Mary was there. I don't know how she did it, but she was with us. Fighting with us. For a moment I saw her, an out of control wild woman flailing away at the dark. And then she was gone.
I couldn't let her sacrifice be for naught. I ran for the stairs, dragging Karen behind me. I made it half way before I was thrown backward, tumbling, refusing to release my fiancée, my partner, the mother of my child. She was being dragged from me, and I saw the flames on the floor had spread, still only a few feet across, but growing. Our time was running out.
I threw myself at an angle, back toward the corner, away from the fire. Karen followed, still crying, screaming for help.
Then Mary was back. We were free again, and I wasted no time fighting toward the stairs. I thought I was going to make it, and then I was running alone, Karen skidding across the floor, sliding rapidly toward the flames. She seemed to hit a wall just a few feet short.
"You bastards!" I found myself screaming, as I ran forward, grabbing her by the waist, and pulling. She was nearly hysterical, but she clung to me, as I struggled to free her.
As abruptly as before, I knew I'd lost Mary again. Karen was being pulled from me, and for all my effort, I was losing. The fire was larger, several feet across, stretching into the room. I could feel the searing heat already, and I couldn't imagine how bad it was for Karen.
She was slipping from my grasp as I was pummeled. I saw the naked fear in her eye, and prayed that Mary could help us one more time. I couldn't do it alone. I couldn't last time, and this time it was worse.
"Leave her alone!"
Karen fell into my arms, and I could feel it. The strongest ever. Mary was back. Then I recognized the screaming fury, heard the words, the tone.
"Get out of my house! Leave us alone! I'll kill you. Kill you all!"
Tears rolled down my face, as I picked up Karen, holding her, backing up slowly toward the stairs. The fight was no longer mine, and I almost pitied the bastards.
The window shutters flew across the room, the glass shattering, letting the cool air in. Window after window burst open, and I was hunched over Karen protecting her from the flying glass. I couldn't stop watching, as the wind seemed to take form, the fire blown out, the fireplace suddenly black and empty.
Mary appeared before me, and pushed me toward the steps. I heard the shrieking and pounding at the far end of the room. I turned and carried Karen down the stairs.
At the bottom, I knew what I'd find, before I ever got there. Bev was lying on the floor, facing up the stairs, eyes open, staring lifelessly. I could still hear her voice, echoing down the stairwell. I put Karen down beside her, pulled my Mom's still warm body into my arms, and lost it.
* * *
"Go find Nana."
"Mom!" the precocious tyke sighed, exasperated. "She's already sitting down."
Karen turned toward the table, facing one of the two empty seats. "Bev, you know how I hate that. You're supposed to be watching Donnie."
"Aunt Mary left him in the bathroom. You know how he's getting. Doesn't like to be helped. He'll be here in a moment," I explained. I turned to the gorgeous lady sitting across from me. "You know the rules, Bev. Napkin off the plate when you're here."
"Spoilsport," Bev teased, shaking the napkin loose.
I still couldn't get over how different she was from Mary. She looked like she was in her twenties, giving Mary a run for the money in the looks department. She teased me a lot, but she wasn't like my other wife, seated beside me, patient as always.
None of us understand it. Bev doesn't need what Mary does. I'm not sure where she gets her energy from, but she has it in abundance. She claims it's love, and as long as we keep popping out kids, she'll stick around forever. The kids can hardly tell the difference between her and their parents. She's as real as can be, as far as they're concerned. Yet I can barely sense her touch, and Karen can't at all.
Both Liz and Donnie react to Mary much as Bev did. They can't see her, except a hazy outline on rare occasions, but they can hear her, and sometimes feel her. After 5 years, with me she can appear almost as real as Karen, when she wants to. I don't tell Karen that. She still has some jealousy issues.
Not many. Not after that day. I had a hard time explaining it to her, and a harder time getting her to believe it. No matter how hard she tries, she's not open to contact with them, accept a very rare touch.
But she understands. Bev gave her life to save her, to save us. Mary risked her existance, and was almost lost. It was weeks before she was more than a hint in the air. I might have thought we'd lost her, if Bev hadn't assured me she was there.
I feel sorry for Karen, and I know sometimes she feels left out. But she's loved by all of us, and when she gets out of sorts, it doesn't take much to remind her how loved she is. What we all risked.
Bev says we're safe. They're gone. She proudly proclaims she kicked their ass, and when we tease her at what cost, she laughs at us. She feels better than ever. She says she was on her last legs, and now thinks she'll be around to see her grandkids have grandkids. She just may at that.
Alright. It's not the most normal household. It's not that normal a house. But it works for us, most of the time. We have our issues, and I wonder how the kids are going to turn out, later in life, with the kind of upbringing they're receiving. If nothing else, it should be interesting.
================
Thanks for reading my story. It's an entry in the Halloween contest and I'd appreciate the vote and any comments. It's what I labor for. If you enjoyed this tale, please let me know - TTT
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Help Your Readers. Categorized Your Story Correctly.
In Love Your Readers, I wrote about things you do to improve the reading experience for your readers. In Love Your Readers: Categories, I'd like to share my ideas on making it easier for the readers to decide to give your stories a read, by placing it in the right category.
If you're new to Literotica, you might find it's a lot more complicated than you thought.
The information presented here has been culled from my personal writing, submission and reading, as well as numerous discussions over the last dozen years in the Author's Hangout. It seems like every few months, someone is asking how to choose a category for a complicated story.
Weird Harold, coincidentally my very first editor, suggests using The Rule of Least Squick. A simple and easy to remember rule. Whichever element of your story is the least generally accepted, that's the category it probably should go in.
Of course if I suggested that, I wouldn't have a How-To to write, would I?
Thanks to Darkniciad, for beta reading and some very insightful input. sr71plt's observations required major changes, thanks for his expertise. PatientLee has once again been kind enough to preview this, and helped make it better. SevenSquared's thread on Trump Categories was one of the most useful threads I found on the discussion. I'd also like to thank the management at Literotica, who provided some guidance and corrections. This is not an 'official' guide to categories, but I've tried hard to get as much authoritative input as possible.
============================
Let's face it. The readers here on Literotica have a lot to choose from. In a recent (9/6/2013) thread in the Author's Hangout, Laurel mentioned that the site was receiving 150-200 submissions a day! Wow, that's a lot of reading.
So the real question is, how do you get the reader to choose to read YOUR work. I believe you can influence that decision a lot, during your submission process.
In Love Your Readers, I provided some of my credentials, so you could understand why my ideas might bear some credence. I'll make it short this time.
1) I'm currently the #3 'Favoritest' author
2) I have two 1,000,000 view stories
3) I have half a dozen, 500K view stories
4) I have five TopList #1 stories concurrently
5) I've had five other stories that have hit #1
6) I've been writing on here for 12 years
7) I've written 'HOT' stories in 14 different categories
Why does this matter? I'm not the best writer here, far from it. But I can get readers to check out my stories, readers who comment and vote. The Love Your Readers series is aimed at helping other authors do the same.
* * * Title, Tags and Category * * *
I mentioned in the How-To 'Love Your Readers' that there are 6 components to creating a story on Literotica.
1) Story. The Content, the message you're trying to get across
2) Introduction and Postscript. A chance to talk about your story to the reader
3) Presentation. Using the spacing, italics, bold, breaks, quotes, etc.
4) Titles. Title and one line description to hook your reader
5) Tags. Key information about your story, to make it more searchable
6) Category. Information about what kind of story it is
Love Your Readers covered the first three. The creation of the story. The remaining three are all about identifying your story for the readers.
Most of the views for your story will occur in the first couple of days after your story is posted. That's the way it works, unless you're lucky enough to hit a home run.
That first day in particular, you are visible on the New Stories Page, and at the top of Category Hub page; people don't have to hunt for your stories. Also, while you're getting all those early reads, hopefully you're getting good comments, which will increase visibility on the Feedback page.
So there your story is, on a list that tens of thousands, possibly hundreds of thousands of people will see. That's right, Literotica has a HUGE readership, more than 2 Million unique views in a day recently. How do you make them choose to open your story, over all those others?
There are more than a quarter million stories on the website. You're competing with 55,000 other writers. So what's it gonna take?
Title, description and category. That's all you have to work with. That and your name, but we're going to leave that out of the equation for now. If you have good enough name recognition to get people to open your story for that sole reason, you don't need my help, and it doesn't much matter what you call your story.
That's maybe 250 writers on this site. This is for the other 99.5%.
These three items seem so simple, and are often no more than an afterthought by the author. That's unfortunate, because they can make or break your story. Each of these three are complex enough to deserve a chapter of their own. This chapter is all about the category.

* * * The Category * * *
In my list, I placed category last. The reason is, I think it's where you have the least room to be creative, and the greatest chance to make a mistake. What you write will, most of the time, clearly fit into one of the 38 categories Literotica uses. However, there are many pitfalls in choosing the wrong category, and I will try to address these.
The best discussion of this subject among the Authors in the Author's hangout is a thread called Trump Categories. I don't agree with much of it, but it was a good discussion, and covered much of what I considered to be the central issues in choosing a category. The thread is located at:
http://forum.literotica.com/showthread.php?t=837141
Darkniciad's observations on SevenSquared's initial 'Trump Categories' is the closest to what I've come up with so far. His first post in the thread is a must-read. Unless of course, you read this How-To.
So how do you choose your category?

Non-Standard Categories
There is a section on the index page called "Special Sections". It contains two categories we can skip, "Author Chain Stories" and "Interactive Stories". These have not been added to in over a decade, and there is no way to choose these during your submission. If you want to try your hand at one of these, you need to contact Laurel directly, through email or PM. For the purpose of this discussion, I'm going to ignore them.

Standard / Submittable Categories
From your submission page, you have a choice of three types of submissions: Story, Poem or Illustration. That's all you have to choose from, and hopefully this first choice is easy. I'm going to work from simplest to most complex.

Illustrations
Let's start with the easy stuff. If what you have is primarily either an image or an illustrated story (Adult Comic), it goes here. There only two choices:
1) Erotic Art. If it's one or more images without a story it goes here.
2) Adult Comic. If it's an illustrated story, it's an Adult Comic
Poetry
Four sub-categories, all self-explanatory.
1) Poetry with Audio. If you write a poem, and attach an audio reading, it goes here.
2) Illustrated Poetry. A poem with an illustration of any type goes here.
3) Erotic Poetry. An erotic poem, without audio or illustration.
4) Non-Erotic Poetry. Any other poem - PG-13, suitable for mainstream publishing.
Story
The bread and butter of Literotica, where it gets tricky. When you write a story, it's essential that you get the category right. If you don't, at best, the category will get changed for you by the powers-that-be. At worst, you'll get hammered by the readers something fierce.
There are 32 categories of story. Pretty confusing. It's not that bad really. Around half of these take care of themselves. They are what I like to call the exempt categories. If your story is written for one of these categories, that's where it goes, no matter what other elements are contained within.

Exempt Categories
Exempt categories means you can put what you want in them, as long as they fit the category guidelines. These categories can have elements of any and all the other categories, and if you choose to make it fit an exempt category, that's where it goes. The exempt categories are:

1) How-To
2) Reviews & Essays
3) Celebrities
4) Illustrated
5) Chain Stories
6) Novel and Novellas
7) Humor and Satire
8) Text With Audio
9) Sci-Fi & Fantasy
10) Erotic Horror
11) Non-Human
12) Mind Control
13) Letter and Transcripts
14) Non-Erotic
15) Non-English
How-To: If your story explains 'how to' do something, and that is its sole purpose, put it in how-to. It doesn't matter what you're trying to explain, this is the category it belongs in. Most how-to's are sexual in nature, but obviously not all of them. Many of the most successful are about writing, particularly for Literotica.
Review & Essays: Whether it's a review of a movie, story, album, play, book or any other artistic work, if that's what you've written, it goes in this category. If it's a personal essay, whatever the topic, same thing.
Celebrities: If your story involves sex with a celebrity as a central theme, it belongs in the celebrity category. This includes famous characters in established fiction, not just real people. That's right, Captain Kirk, and Hermione belong in Celebrities. A celebrity cameo appearance can be successfully submitted under its main category, if it's non-sexual.
Illustrated: Stories with accompanying illustrations go here. The only exception is if you write a story for a particular category, and submit the illustrations separately under Erotic Art. That's very rare.
Chain Stories: If you are writing part of a group Chain Story (for example, the recent FAWC competition), it belongs in this category. This should be obvious if you're doing it. Only a few Chain Stories are open at any time.
Novels and Novellas: There are lots of very long stories within single or even multiple categories. It doesn't go here just because it's long. Novels and Novellas are a catch-all category, especially suited to stories that straddle a number of categories. The only complex stories you can't put here are Celebrities.
Humor and Satire: It's your call. If you think it's humorous or satirical, you can place it here. Satires placed in their natural category will likely take a lot of crap, unless it's listed specifically as satire. Some readers have a hard time recognizing satire. There are lots of humorous stories placed in other categories. How about a little love for this one? Put it here, and make sure your preface and tags indicate the type of story it would be normally categorized as.
Text with Audio: If it's a recording, you're pretty much free to do what you want. It probably won't do well, unless you have a foreign accent and tell the women all the naughty things you're doing with them. Unless you have a sultry female voice and are telling the men the nasty things they're doing to you. Great category to build a very loyal following.
Sci-Fi & Fantasy: Imaginary settings from a mythological past or the far future should be placed here. It's the one place that Non-Human can go, other than it's specific category. Alien sex is definitely Non-Human, and belongs here. If you have Vampires and/or Lycanthropes, you may want to consider Non-Human instead.
Erotic Horror: A complex category. Romantic Non-Human can be squeezed into Non-human, for example, Vampire love stories, even if there are some horrific elements. Paranormal and Non-human non-consensual violence, as well as the standard human-on-human trauma, belong here. As long as, at its core, your story is Erotic Horror, pretty much anything else is permitted. Erotic Horror is NOT a catch-all for paranormal. Without the horror element, it probably belongs in Non-Human, or Non-Erotic.
Non-Human: Mostly dominated by Vampires, Werewolves and Demons, stories with Gods, Angels and mythological creatures fit here as well. If it's elves and orcs, it probably should be fantasy. The most popular stores in this area are Beauty and the (non-human) Beast type. It's worth noting that if there is a mix of non-human, and mythological creatures, the Non-Human category probably has more understanding readers.
Mind Control: Stories where somebody is able to control someone else, whether it's through mental powers, a magical or technical device, or some other method, belong here. This rule has been ignored successfully on occasion but your best bet is to put it here, if you can make someone do what they don't want to, or wouldn't under normal circumstances. Incestual Mind Control stories have been successfully categorized as both Incest and Mind Control.
Letters and Transcripts: This is all about the presentation. You can put what you want in it, as long as it's presented as a letter or letters, or as a transcript.
Non-Erotic: Think PG-13. This category is a home for mainstream fiction, the kind of stuff you might read in a normal fiction magazine. If there is no sex in the story, and little or no erotic content, the standard Erotic categories do not apply. There are plenty of stories where there is no sex, but sex is central to the story, and they would be best placed in the closest appropriate category. If there's no sexual theme at all, put it in Non-Erotic. It's worth mentioning, Non-Erotic applies to the ENTIRE story. If you have a longer work, with multiple categories, and any of them are not non-erotic, none of them should be. This is not for chapters of a longer work which happen to not contain sex.
Non-English: This category has changed a lot over the years. The existing appearance is a legacy technical artifact. If you write in a language other than English, choose the language in the LANGUAGE dropdown, then choose the proper category. The same category rules apply.

Trump Categories
After the exempt categories, there is a hierarchy of certain story elements. It's important to understand, that there are some categories that 'trump' other categories. That is, if your story has elements of that category, that's where it should go. Many of these are self-evident. Some are not. The only issue that might arise is when you have multiple trump categories. In general, these have been in order, from the highest to lowest trump.
Let me make one thing very clear. If your story is in an exempt category, none of the rest of this matters. However, if you have any of the 'Trump' category elements in your story, you'd probably do well to mention it in the preface and tags, no matter how you categorize it.
There are two categories that are site trumps. That means if you have this content in your story, and you don't categorize it as such, the powers-that-be will either re-categorize it for you, or reject it. This is a Literotica site policy, and you'd do well to remember it.
Number one 'trump' category? Incest
If your story has incest in it, put it in incest. If you don't it will probably be moved there anyway. Passing reference to incest, or uncomfortably close familial relationships without actual penetrative sex may get overlooked. You'd still be wise to warn your readers in the introduction. Even Gay and Lesbian sex that is among family members, is an incest story. Again, if you do have these types of activities, you should mention it in your forward.
Number two 'trump' category: Non-Consent/Reluctance
If the consent is slightly ambiguous, you might get away with it, particularly blackmail, but you're chancing rough feedback. Anything questionable, and you need to place it in this category. It doesn't matter who's involved, as long as it isn't family (trumped), a celebrity or non-human (exempt). Extreme Non-Consent, such as violent rape, probably won't even make the cut. Literotica is flexible, but not THAT flexible.

After the two 'Site Trumps' there are four categories that trump others, but not to an absolute extent. You can get away with putting this stuff in another category and the site won't object, but your readers very well may. It's important to remember that erotica readers surf by category and content of stories, and their interests are much more specific than when reading non-erotic fiction. Your readers do NOT like surprises. If your sweet loving romance suddenly turns into a toilet session, do everyone a favor, and put it in Fetish with a tag of Romance, and not the reverse.
Number three 'trump' category: Gay Male
After numerous discussions, and input from some of the greats in this category, I've found it the most difficult to categorize hierarchically. It seems, that counter to even the professed Literotica 'absolute' trumps, Gay Male can, and has, trumped all other categories on occasion.
If there's Male on Male action, in any detail, then if it's not in the above two categories, you're probably better off placing it in Gay Male. If it's in one of the previous categories, you should mention it in the tags and introduction. This rules if far from absolute, and that's why it's a in the 'soft' trump group. An MMF threesome, in context, that involves male play in the Group Category can remain there, provided there is also hetero play. Forced MM as part of a revenge may survive in a Loving Wives categorized story, as long as that's not the central theme. As you can see, as we work our way down the Trump categories, things get less absolute. Incest stories that are strictly male-on-male, will likely be categorized as Gay Male. It's the one clear exception to the Incest Trump.
Bisexual males have a hard time on Literotica. You would think they'd be more prevalent, since the scenario is so popular with female readers. Bisexual males end up in the Gay Male category for the most part. They can often survive in the Group Sex and Romance categories, as long as it's not the central theme.
I'll get a lot of disagreement on this one, including from the readers. There are those who believe any contact between males means it should be categorized as Gay Male. Touchy subject, and I don't write in this category (at least not so far) so I could be wrong, but I've read enough in the other categories to see this showing up there successfully, without hijacking the comments.
Number four 'trump' category: BDSM
If your story has more than a hint of BDSM, it belongs in this category. We're talking bondage, domination, submission, punishment, in a mutually agreed to scenario. If you don't put it there, and it's not moved there, you'll definitely hear from the readers, and it won't be pretty. This doesn't necessarily include things like spanking, or light bondage sessions that are not the central theme of the story. The BDSM crowd are very big on the consensual aspect of this category. If your story action morphs into NonConsent, put it there.
Fifth 'trump' category: Transsexuals & Crossdressers
This is a partial 'trump' category. Crossdressing may well make it under another category, and often shows up in fetish, but Transsexual elements should place your story in this category. Depending on your readers, some may believe this story element trumps all others, but according to site policy, the Incest and NonCon categories are the only hard trumps.
Transgender with a male, is most often categorized as Transsexual & Crossdresser, and not as Gay Male, further blurring the lines. If the category was Transsexual only, it would trump Gay Male. Futanari stories can be placed in either this category, or Sci-Fi & Fantasy.



Final 'trump' category: Fetish
Feet, panties, food and other kinky things. The catch-all category of kinkiness. Beyond what the category description says, golden showers, scat, CFNM (clothed female, nude male), cuckolding, pegging, pregnancy, spanking, cum-play, lactation, and forced chastity, are some of the more popular kinks explored here. It's worth noting a lot of crossdressing ends up here, when it's part of marital high jinks, instead of in Transsexuals & Crossdressers, which leans strongly toward TS. Because fetish stories often have a very high 'squick' factor, offending many readers, you may want to consider placing your story here if it contains less 'mainstream' elements. This category would be the highest 'Trump' category, if it didn't cover such a broad spectrum of Kink. Let's just say that many of the 'kinks' are Trump kinks, and if you have them, you'll want to categorize your story as fetish.
As Darkniciad said in his post on the subject, if you have a gay cross-dresser blackmail his brother for sex then you're pretty much screwed. No matter where you put it, the majority of the readership is going to hate it.

Normal Categories
Once you've gotten past the exempt and trump categories, what you have left is what I consider the normal categories. Normal categories basically address the central theme of your story. Elements of normal categories can often be found in other stories, with no adverse effect. It's more a case of what you consider the theme to be.
Before you go too far, it's worth noting that there is an element to a few of these that I call the 'Picky Readers'. Picky Readers often have ideas of what these stories should contain, and where these elements should be categorized. They tend to be very vocal about it. They vote low, and vote often.
The most egregious of these categories is Loving Wives. Loving Wives stories have morphed over the years, and there are definite 'packs' of readers who have very strong opinions about what a loving wife story is.
Loving Wives: Loving wives stories tend have 8 to 10 basic themes. Discussing the Loving Wives reader is worth a How-To of its own. There are two types of Loving Wives stories where many readers will insist the story is mis-categorized.
1) Willing Cuckold Stories: A large number of the Loving Wives Readers will scream this is a fetish and should be categorized as such. It's up to the author, but cuckold stories in Loving Wives get terrible scores and comments nowadays. It wasn't always this way. Now they do significantly better in the Fetish category.
2) Black 'Master' Stories: If a black man, seduces and uses a white woman, she can't get enough of his huge black cock, and the husband is made into a wimp, many readers will insist this should be in interracial. It's worth noting a LOT of Loving Wives stories involve a white wife cheating with a black male. Most of the time it's not a big deal unless it meets the specific elements listed above
Lesbian Sex: Another type of story with Picky Readers is the Lesbian Sex story. Lesbian sex is usually welcome in almost all categories. FFM is a staple of Group Sex. However, if you place it in the Lesbian Sex category, there had better not be anything but Lesbian Sex in it, or there are some vocal readers who will quickly inform you how you've sinned.

The remaining Normal Categories are:
Anal - The butt, and nothing but. Stories where the principal focus is anal sex. Perhaps that should be more specific, heterosexual anal sex. First time anal sex is very popular here.
Exhibitionist & Voyeur - Watching and being watched. Not a lot to say about this one. Public nudity is a big winner here, along with secret voyeurism.
First Time - Memories & stories of people's first times. Cherry popping, and de-virginizing the nerds play well. Longer pursuit and capture stories score high.
Group Sex - Orgies, swingers, and others. Orgies and swingers are only a small part of this category. Threesomes, polyamory, teen harem, partner swapping, and gangbangs make up a lot of this category. Slut-wife gangbangs are more likely to appear under the Loving Wives categories.
Interracial Love - It's all black & white, and white & Asian, and... Most of this category is Black on White. Black women, white men romantic stories do very well in this category. A few authors have expanded the category to Vampires and/or Werewolves and normals, two different races, although most of those are correctly listed as Non-Human.
Mature - May / December lust and love affairs. Not much to say here. Young lover, often college age, with a mature, older mentor. Seduction could go either way, and it doesn't seem to matter if the mature person is male or female. A loving relationship by two mature characters, may also be found in this category, and may do better here than in Erotic Couplings. These are usually heterosexual relationships, or should be categorized as Gay Male or Lesbian Sex.
Toys & Masturbation - Battery-operated, vegetables, etc. Stories where the focus is on masturbation, to the exclusion of sex. This could be self masturbation, or teasing manually and with toys. Fucking machines and devices like the Sybian are also very popular.

The last two categories to review each have special situations associated with them.
Romance - Candlelight, wine and a soft kiss. Romance can be a catch-all category, where a lot of the other elements are overlooked in a long story of love and seduction, chase and capture. In general, these are longer, plot-driven stories where the final result is a monogamous relationship. Sex is not nearly as important as plot. Many of the better stories on the site can be found in this category.
Erotic Couplings - Wild one-on-one consensual sex. Short vignettes, and a category to try when little else seems to fit. This seems to often be a catch-all category.

* * * The Summary and Last Words * * *
To summarize, the following order of categories should be considered:
Exempt Categories:
1) How-To
2) Reviews & Essays
3) Celebrities
4) Illustrated
5) Chain Stories
6) Novel and Novellas
7) Humor and Satire
8) Text With Audio
9) Sci-Fi & Fantasy
10) Erotic Horror
11) Non-Human
12) Mind Control
13) Letter and Transcripts
14) Non-Erotic
15) Non-English
Absolute Trump Categories:
16) Incest
17) NonConsent/Reluctance
'Soft' Trump Categories:
18) Gay Male
19) BDSM
20) Transsexuals & Crossdressers
21) Fetish
Normal Categories:
22) Loving Wives
23) Lesbian Sex
24) Anal
25) Exhibitionist & Voyeur
26) First Time
27) Group Sex
28) Interracial Love
29) Mature
30) Toys & Masturbation
31) Romance
32) Erotic-Couplings

All of this is conjecture and opinion on my part. There is only one definitive rule about story categorization, and that's Literotica has the last call. What I've outlined here is based on years of reading and writing, receiving a lot of pointed comments, and numerous discussions in the Author's Hangout over in the forums.
In addition, the complexity is exasperated by the amount of any one off-theme subject, within a story that is dominated by another theme, or has multiple 'squick' elements. There is no absolute rule, and every rule I've laid out has plenty of exceptions on the site. If you're really in a quandary, my only suggestion is going back to Weird Harold's "Rule of Least Squick." That or ask around in the Author's Hangout. Finally, I've heard of people asking in the comments for Literotica to choose the category, when they're really stuck.
===================
I hope this will be of help to my fellow writers, and I'd love to hear other opinions, particularly by those who have a lot of expertise reading and writing in one particular category.
Remember, the main purpose here is to find the right category, which will help your readers find the stories they want to read, and who should be your intended audience.
Tx Tall Tales
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* * * *
This is an introduction to the story of Cam, Sierra and Iris. It's part one of three, so there's no conclusion here.
"Did you hear about this? 'RacineCorp, a division of Devereaux Holdings, reports 3rd quarter profits up 18%.' Eighteen percent? In a year like this?"
Sierra stopped swimming and settled onto the soft white sand beneath the cantilevered benches, glaring up at her boss. "Shut the hell up, Cam," she hissed. "You want to blow everything?"
Cameron realized she was correct, but could hardly let her know that. He closed the report and swung over to the edge, his feet dangling a few feet above the crystal clear Indian Ocean water. "Just reading the financial news, Sy. Nothing wrong with that is there?"
Sierra was still having a difficult time adjusting to this new Cameron. As driven as her, she'd never seen him without his suit and tie, even when working in the lab. At most he'd take off his coat. Even during testing, he'd worn a full wetsuit. He didn't socialize, outside of business events, and if she had to bet on it, she'd guess his pasty white skin hadn't seen direct sunlight in at least a decade. Still, she had to confess, he may not have been a hard body, but wearing nothing but a swim suit, he wasn't hard on the eyes.
The thought had her adjusting her red one-piece, which tended to ride up on her ass. She didn't have enough curves to keep the top or bottom in place. At least the design of the suit gave the impression of curves which were conspicuously absent.
"You were the one that insisted we don't talk about it. Don't even acknowledge their presence," she argued, holding her hand above her eyes to cut down on the tropical glare.
Cameron wanted to laugh at his partner in crime. 30% partner, and worth every damn dime of it. She was without parallel in the lab, but in public? She had the social graces of a rhino. "Look around, Sy. Not a soul in sight. The water taxis won't arrive until this afternoon. There aren't 20 people in the entire resort. Relax, skinny-minny."
Damn, she hated when he called her that. However she knew if she responded at all, it would only get worse. That was the nature of an engineering lab. Let 'em find your weak spot, and they keep picking at it, worrying it like a bone, until you broke. "I am relaxing. You should try the water. The visibility goes on forever. It's ideal for our purpose. Besides, if you don't get out of the sun, you're gonna burn to a crisp. Lot of good you'll be then."
He laughed, and slipped over the edge, dropping into the warm water not more than knee deep. He leaned over and dove outward, disappearing under the surface, coming up a good 15 meters out, shaking his shaggy hair. "You coming? Race you to our hut." He turned and cut through the water with a smooth easy stroke that surprised her.
Sierra considered everything a challenge. There was no way that Cam could out swim her. Not in this lifetime. He never saw the light of day. She competed in Ironman's across the country. Finished the Kailua-Kona in 9:12:22. She glanced up at her destination, and took off at full-speed. It wasn't more than 200 meters to the end of the row of stilted huts, so she'd have to work hard to catch him, what with the cheater's huge head start.
Passing the third hut, she was only half a dozen meters behind him, but try as she might, she couldn't make up that ground. She shifted to a new breathing stroke, alternating sides as she sped up her kick. The distance narrowed, three meters with two huts to go. She was tiring, but kept pushing. She knew how to fight through the pain, pulling alongside him, her hand brushing his calf. Only one cabin to go.
Then he was gone. She looked up, and saw him climbing onto the mini-dock of their 'suite on stilts', as Ibrahim had called it when he showed them around.
She grabbed the railing, breathing hard, trying to catch her breath. Cameron reached down to give her a hand up, but she ignored it. The asshole was smirking, not even breathing hard.
"How the fuck-"
"Make it a mile, and you'd kicked my butt, Sy. The 200 was my race in high-school." He shook his hair like a shaggy dog, reached up to the table on the main balcony, and grabbed a couple of towels, offering her one.
"I didn't know you swam competitively," she said, rubbing the towel through her hair.
He laughed again. "I imagine there's a lot you don't know about me, skinny-minny."
"I wish you wouldn't call me that," she blurted, before she could stop herself. Shit. Now she'd done it. She'd never hear the end of it.
Cameron wrapped the towel around his waist, and turned to climb the stairs up to the top balcony. "Sorry. I though you liked that name. You never said anything about it."
She followed on his heels, angry with herself for showing her weakness, and with him, suckering her into that race. "What woman wants to be reminded she's an androgynous stick? If I said anything in the lab, I'd never hear the end of it."
Cameron pulled the cork out of their welcome bottle of champagne, and poured them each a glass. "My apologies. And you're anything but androgynous, Sierra." He stood beside one of the two lounge chairs, and passed her the glass, taking his time looking her body over.
Sierra felt herself blushing while he obviously checked her out. "You said this would be professional," she reminded him.
"Absolutely. You're the one that said I should relax. What could be more relaxing than a leisurely swim, laying out on a deck in paradise, and sharing a bottle of champagne with my beautiful wife?" He grinned as he spoke, mischief in his eyes.
Sierra glanced at the large diamond on her finger. Diamonique, she corrected herself, 2 carat solitaire, with matching eternity wedding band. The $500 set looked like it was worth closer to $15 grand. She still couldn't believe she'd let him talk her into it. He was right of course, as he usually was, damn him. If things went as they hoped, there was little doubt someone would check up on their story. The 'honeymooning couple' cover had to stand up. What better way than to actually get married? She reminded herself it was only a piece of paper, with pre-nups in place, and they could bow out gracefully once their plans worked out.
"You're sure, hubby dear, this is the right suite?" she asked.
"You know as well as I do. It's gotta be at least 90% likely. The day after their board of directors selected this location, only one luxury suite was reserved. That one," he pointed across the water, at the building located on the end of the pier adjacent to theirs. From their deck, they could see only one other building, making it the most private out there. The one across the way was the same. About as secluded as they could get, on the property. Perfect for newlyweds, or an eccentric, reclusive multi-millionaire.
"But what if it isn't?"
Cameron shrugged. "We deal with it. We'll figure out a way. It's not like you and I aren't good at solving problems, right?"
She nodded, sipping her champagne, settling back into the comfortable lounge chair. He was right about that. Nobody better. It's why they worked so well together. They might cross swords a lot, but together they'd proven that no problem was insurmountable. That's why they were there.
"Want to give it a test?" Sierra asked, glancing over at their pride and joy.
"I thought you'd never ask," he said grinning, looking back over his shoulder to the huge canopy bed.
"Test Iris, you pig," she growled, stifling a grin of her own. "You said no shenanigans. You promised, Cam."
"I'm just teasing you, Sy. We're going to be in close contact for the next 5 days. If you act like you can't stand to be around me, you're going to blow our cover for sure."
Right again. Damn it. She stood, and opened her arms. "Come here, husband mine. One little kiss, and we'll take Iris for a spin." She could play along. It was only for show.
Cameron was surprised by her actions. He stood and gently pulled her into his arms. He looked down into her pretty eyes, so much better than those ugly glasses she habitually wore. "No more glasses for you. They hide your beautiful eyes."
His words gave her goose bumps. For a moment, he seemed sincere. Not joking, not teasing. His lips met hers, gentle, caressing. Hers parted automatically, and she felt the edge of his tongue brushing her lip. Her eyes closed as she surrendered for a moment, then his lips were gone. Cameron was looking down at her intently. "I'm not going to have difficult time acting like a newlywed. Are you?"
Sierra felt his firm hug, his body pressed against hers. The warmth of his skin heated where they met. "I can put on as good a show as you. It's only a few hours each day, right?"
His hand slid up her back, caressing the back of her neck, sending a shiver down her spine, before cupping the back of her head. She couldn't move, couldn't resist, when his face lowered over hers, his mouth descending, demanding, kissing her deeply, before sliding away to whisper in her ear. "As many as it takes, Sierra dear."
It took a moment for her to catch her breath, then she was sliding out of his grasp, turning to their dive bags. "Behave, Cam."
He watched her from behind, her tight little buns on display as she bent down and pulled out his Iris unit. She passed it back without looking and he took it from her. He checked the battery life, and pressed the three button diagnostics test combination. The LEDs cycled successfully.
He looked up, and she had her own unit in hand, checking settings, connections, making sure everything was set.
The Intelligent Respirator and Imaging System, IRIS, was their pride and joy. Three years of development, stemming from an argument the two of them had had about the utility of integrating smarts with an advanced shallow depth snorkeling mask. It had developed into so much more.
She looked up at him smiling. "It is beautiful, isn't it?"
Almost as beautiful as her, he thought. When she let it show. "You did an incredible job, Sy. I'll never deny that. Best work I've ever seen."
She wasn't about to argue. He was right. Many of the technology advances might be his, but the design and integration, the art and beauty, those were hers. "Why can't they see it?" she asked softly.
"They're idiots, with no vision. It's like nothing else, so it doesn't make sense to them. Horatios, all of them."
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, than are dreamt of in your philosophy. The banner over the entrance to their lab. Their motto.
"And you think Devereaux has that vision?" she asked, begging for reassurance. This was their last shot. They were broke, drained, credit cards maxed. This ten-thousand dollar last gasp was all they had left. It had to work. And if that meant playing house with Cameron Riddle for a few days, she was willing to go along.
"I'm positive. Have faith, Sierra. We've created something wondrous. Someone will recognize it for what it is."
She sprayed the interior glass with the defogger, passed it to him, and walked down to the water access deck. She slipped her feet into the swim fins, and jumped into the water. Kicking lightly, she lowered her head into the water, brushed her hair back, and pressed IRIS against her face. The protocol flashed in front of her eyes on the heads-up display. She breathed in deep, while the mask sealed itself, then she felt the valves reset as the pressure gauge indicated no leaks.
She ignored the splash at her side, as Cameron entered the water. "Iris, activate all systems." The gauges lit up, and the magic happened. She still found it hard to believe what Cam had managed, developing the artificial gills that provided the oxygen for their system. He'd somehow reduced the battery weight to barely a kilo, almost negligible underwater. With the power available, Sierra had been responsible for the electronics that ran the system. To her, it was a natural leap to create a state of the art, heads up display system, managed by a voice controlled AI. Thus, the imaging system component of their intelligent rebreather.
Sierra strapped the sleek pack to her back, only three inches high, with the large water intakes exposed on top. The strap went around her waist, and she tested her buoyancy. Unlike SCUBA tanks, IRIS didn't change in buoyancy. And it weighed about the same as a typical weight belt. More than 30 patents applied for, integrated into their baby. All but 6 of them hers. Of course the big two, the game changers, were Cam's.
She looked over at Cam, and saw his big grin. When he was playing with Iris, he always seemed like a big kid, the day-to-day stress all but absent, a different man exposed. The guy she'd met that first evening, arguing until dawn, designing a miracle on the back of a dozen napkins at iHOP. Who she'd rarely seen since.
"Iris, Channel 1. Stop."
Channel 1 active, Sierra. It always gave her goosebumps to hear her own voice, talking back to her.
"All systems go, Bossman?" she asked. Her voice was modulated and transferred to his unit.
"Ready, Patent-Lady. You wanna lead?"
"And have you stare at my butt for the next hour? I don't think so, perv."
He laughed. "Pull up alongside. Set a heading for 205°, 200 meters out. We'll head south from there."
"Got it."
"Iris-" she heard him speak, before he was silenced. Addressing Iris cut off the communications automatically during any commands.
"Iris, heading 205, distance 200 meters. Tracking Channel 1. Map lower quadrant, 400 meters, centered. Stop." She still occasionally forgot to say 'stop', after her commands. She knew the automatic command cutoff would kick in after 3 seconds of silence, but she preferred the precision of doing it right. Plus, the automatic command cutoff had been Cam's idea, and she hated giving him the satisfaction of using it.
Heading 205 set. 200 meter waypoint. Channel 1 in green, Sierra.
The map showed up in the bottom right of her mask, where a glance downward showed her placement on the map, as well as Cameron's and their target.
Swimming forward, she could see him out of the corner of her eye. The ultra-wide viewing area covered almost her entire face. Unlike a normal mask, the entire underwater world opened before her, a stunning panoramic view. She noticed movement to her left. "Cam, on our left."
He heard the "Cam, on our left," from Sierra, and it took a moment for him to differentiate it from Iris's responses. He looked that way. "Iris, identify."
The mask's AI tracked his eye movements, and one of the external cameras aimed at the moving object, zooming in, analyzing. Brackets surrounded the bright blue fish. Surgeonfish, Cam darling. The dark green brackets indicated more than 95% certainty. Knowing Sierra, that was probably closer to 99.9%.
'Darling?' He'd have to give Sy hell. He'd already warned her about Iris's flirting. Later.
"Beautiful," he said.
It was different in the water. They both knew it. They were like proud parents, and every argument, every dispute, ever little irritation disappeared. They had done this. Created it from scratch. Sierra felt his hand brush against hers. She opened her fingers, and his palm met hers, fingers interlocking, as they glided through the water in perfect sync.
They spent the hour they'd planned on, returning to their suite with 20% battery reserves, plus the 5 minute emergency compressed oxygen tank unspent. A glorious hour spent underwater, exploring their surroundings, and testing Iris's abilities.
Sierra pulled up to the dock, bracing herself with one hand. "Iris, thank you. Save recording. Save data. End dive."
You're welcome. Dive archived, visuals and data. Have a wonderful day, Sierra.
She pulled off her mask, and set it on the wooden deck, unstrapped the pack, and placed it beside Cameron's. She looked over at him, sure that her smile was at least as large as his.
Her legs kicked casually, keeping her high in the water, while they grinned at each other. They didn't need to say a word. It had been perfect. Sublime. He moved closer, and she leaned into him, accepting his embrace. She'd known it was coming. There was something about being in the water with Iris that broke down their barriers. In this idyllic setting, it felt stronger than ever.
"Thank you," he whispered, slipping his arm around her body, their legs scissoring together, his thigh brushing between her legs. She saw something new in him, an emotionality she'd never expected. His eyes glistened, staring into hers.
"No, Cameron. I should be thanking you. There's a million computer jockeys out there that could have done this. I'll never be able to thank you enough for letting me be part of it."
"Bullshit, Sy. No matter what else there is between us, there's no denying the perfect synergy we share. I couldn't have done it without you, and I doubt there are a dozen people in the country that could have accomplished what you have. Iris is pure genius."
Their bodies were pressed together, faces only inches apart. The constant movement of his leg between hers was driving her crazy. She could tell from the bulge in his suit, that her leg moving between his was doing the same. They were always close after each test, but this - this was different. They had done it. Achieved perfection in as much as anyone could. Fuck the world if they couldn't recognize it. Fuck Devereaux if he didn't have the vision. If they had nothing else, they had this moment. And they had Iris.
Cameron's gaze was intense, burning. "Si, I know I promised no shenanigans, but I need to kiss you now."
Before she could respond his lips were on hers, desperate, passionate, his teeth crushing her lip, his tongue fighting with hers. She felt his thigh pressed deep between her legs, no longer moving, only his exterior leg kicking, keeping them afloat. Hers was positioned the same, feeling his need pressed against her flesh. She closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment. It had nothing to do with their honeymoon cover, or the teasing playfulness of earlier. It was right. An extension of their perfect time together with Iris.
When he pulled away an eternity later, she felt his hand caress his face, before she opened her eyes. His conveyed concern. "I'm sorry, Sierra. That was unacceptable behavior on my part. I can only plead temporary insanity. Please forgive me."
She smiled. "A shared insanity, Cam. It's Iris."
"I know. Still-"
"Gimme a kiss, hubby dear, and you're forgiven."
She enjoyed the grin on his face, as he leaned in and gave her a teasing little kiss, which lasted only a couple of seconds. "Forgiven?" he asked.
"Always. I don't think I'll ever be able to stay mad at the father of our girl, not for long."
They moved apart, and made their way to the ladder. Cameron watched Sierra climb up first, hoping a few moments respite would hide the evidence of just how strongly the last few minutes had affected him. He felt guilty, for pressing the limits, beyond what he'd promised. By the time he climbed out, he wasn't too embarrassed. They rinsed themselves off, and their gear, put the batteries on the charger, and connected the Iris units to the computer, dumping the results of their test.



"I'm gonna shower," Sierra announced, picking some clothing out of the dresser.
Cameron was about to joke if she needed any help, but felt he'd already pressed things way to far already. Not that he wouldn't love to help her, but that wasn't their agreement. "Take your time, I'm gonna check on our surveillance."
He had a powerful high-def camera targeted on the bungalow across the way. The resolution was enough that he could zoom in on any area, and read the cover of a book. Not quite newsprint legible definition, but more than enough for their needs. A parabolic reflector was aimed at the deck, while laser microphones targeted the bedroom and bath. He crossed the room and adjusted the optical receiver. Everything seemed to be working, and he set the system on auto.
Sitting at the laptop, he reviewed the data from their dive, putting it through a series of filters, analyzing the oxygen content, water flow rate, battery drain, Iris responses. All seemed to be within typical norms. He still had a nagging hunch that part of the euphoric feeling that each test resulted in was partially due to the high-oxygen content of the rebreather, or some similar effect of the scrubbed gasses. He was tempted to put the max batteries into the system, allowing a 2.5 hour swim, and see if there was any change. Sixty minutes was still their max test, but sooner or later they'd have to check out longer duration dives, and empty the batteries to the point where the artificial gills shut down, until they were reliant on the spare oxygen tank. They didn't have enough mini-tanks to do that more than once.
"Presentable?" Cameron heard from behind. He turned and gave his 'wife' a wolf whistle. "Gorgeous, Sierra. You really need to wear dresses more often. You'd scare the hell out of the guys in the lab."
She blushed at his teasing. "Your turn. Our friends show up yet?"
"Not a sign of them. I thought they were supposed to be here before dinner. I hope we don't lose a day."
Sierra walked past him, looking at the computer display. "Air traffic can be a tricky thing. It's still barely 3:00 o'clock, but I'm regretting skipping lunch. Get cleaned up, and let's see if we can't get fed somewhere."
As soon as he was out of the chair, Sierra was seated, doing her own analysis, checking out Iris's voice recognition accuracy. Near perfect, of course, but both Cam and she were the voice standards. She only hoped that Mr. and Mrs. Devereaux didn't stray much from the baseline. She realized that if they could catch the couple speaking on the deck, she could record their voices and 'train' Iris with them, minimizing last minute voice practice.
With the data verified, she retreated to the open deck to relax. Her second glass of champagne, and she was already feeling a buzz. The situation probably had something to do with her giddy feeling. It really was paradise. No bugs, ideal weather, warm water, and the gorgeous scenery. It was more than she could have imagined. Her first time out of the country, and it was to the Maldives, at a luxury resort. She had to hand it to Cam, if you were going to risk it all, why not do it in style?
She looked over in the direction of the corner bathroom, and was surprised to see he'd opted for using the bathtub. The tub was conspicuously located at the edge of the bathroom, surrounded on three sides by floor to ceiling windows. She watched as he stood up, the water dripping off his naked form, giving her a good view of his backside. She giggled, wondering if any of the suites across the way were getting the full Monty.
"Not bad," she murmured to herself, checking out his tight butt, and muscular back.
She reached down and adjusted her panties, where they crept up her crack. She had no idea what had driven her to wear a thong. She'd never liked them. Uncomfortable as hell. Yet her simple sundress practically screamed at her to wear one. She'd almost dredged up the courage to go braless. Almost.
"It'll do," she heard a powerful voice echo across the water. She was surprised how well it carried. She looked over, and started scrambling. Target acquisition, the Devereaux's had landed.
She tested the parabolic mic and found the gain too high. She turned it down, and listened in.
"What do you think," the man's voice from earlier spoke.
"It's not the Waldorf, but it's not bad," a soft, sultry voice answered. Sierra's hand automatically went to the amplifier, adjusting the equalizer.
"What's up?" Cameron's voice boomed from behind her. She glanced up and her heart leapt into her throat, when she saw the faces on the far deck turn their way. The zoom on the display instantly captured a look of distaste.
"You, I hope," she said loudly.
She bounded out of the chair, turning and leaping into his arms. He caught her before he could be bowled over, and trembled when her lips settled over his. She kissed him hard, her eyes open, staring into his, a look of... fear?
He pushed her face away. "What the-"
Her hand was over his mouth cutting him off. He felt her lips against his ear. "They're here. On the deck. They can hear everything we say. Sound carries like mad across the water."
Cameron leaned his head to the side, sliding his lips over hers, kissing her softly, while peeking over her shoulder. Sure enough. Alan Devereaux, in the flesh, gazing their way, his wife Janine tucked under his arm. The couple stood at the railing, openly watching them.
This wasn't how it was supposed to happen. He felt the air across his body. He'd dropped his towel when Sierra had surprised him. Here he was naked as the day he was born, standing with a hard-on, in front of their last hope. His mind was clicking away, while his mouth stayed connected to Sierra's, gaining a few moments to think.
He looked again, and was surprised to see that Janine was standing in front of Devereux, his arms draped around her, his hands on her chest, while they both watched intently.
Cameron reached up and grabbed the zipper at the top of her dress in back, and pulled it down. He almost stopped when Sierra bit his lip. "Stop!" she hissed.
"They're watching. Please go along just a bit. Trust me, Sy."
Sierra trembled, as the zipper slid down her back. Then she felt it falling, leaving her exposed, standing in the open, in only her bra and panties. Not even panties, for that matter. That stupid thong.
She had her head tucked into his shoulder, mortified. The way he was exposing her. She was having difficulty breathing. She could feel their eyes on her, looking, judging. Taking in her skinny boy-butt. Sierra gasped as Cameron's hand slid down her body, caressing her flesh. She moaned, unable to prevent it. She was burning up, her nipples diamond hard, trying to tear their way through her sheer bra.
"Please," she whimpered.
"Beg me," Cameron pronounced loudly, looking across the way. Janine Devereaux was topless, leaning into her husband's hands.
"Cam, please, please!"
He laughed, and scooped her into his arms, as if she was weightless. "Wave to the neighbors beautiful," he told her.
She was shaking, heart racing, face flushed. She'd never been so embarrassed, nor so excited. She was afraid they could smell her excitement from across the water. She lifted a hand and waved, head turned away in shame. She didn't see Alan Devereaux's cheerful wave back, but Cameron did.
Sierra was helpless and she knew it. She was all but naked and she could feel Cameron's hardness pressed against her hip. She moaned, turning her head, kissing his chest, as he carried her to the bed, their bed. She shivered, wondering how he'd be. Impersonal, like the lab, playful, like they were during the sea test, intimate, powerful, dominant, demanding. Which Cameron would it be?
She was on her back, raising her hips, waiting for him to strip off that damned thong. She opened her eyes, and saw him sit beside her, draping a towel over her exposed body. He leaned into her, holding her softly, his faint words butterfly kisses against her ear. "I'm so sorry, Sierra. They were watching. We're supposed to be newlyweds. I didn't know what else to do."
Do? she thought. He should have... She trembled, gasping, at the thoughts that ran through her mind. Surely, she didn't want, not like that, not in front of them. Not with him.
Cameron, held her gently. "I'm sorry, Sy. I'm sorry."
Part of her wanted to roll into his embrace, let him calm her, forgive him for exposing her like that. Another part wanted to slap him, while another, the scariest, wanted to deride him for not being man enough to see what she wanted. Needed.
She needed to take back control. She couldn't collapse like this. Not in front of him. She pushed him away. "What are we supposed to be doing in here?" She asked softly, glancing in the direction of the Devereaux's suite.
It was her turn to watch him blush. She glared at him. "Grab that chair and sit. Don't move," she hissed.
As he moved off the bed, pulling over the chair, and sitting on it, she noticed he'd lost his hardness for her.
That wouldn't do.
She moaned loudly, "Ohhh, baby." She reached under the towel covering her, and removed her bra, pulling it out from the oversized beach towel, and throwing it in Cam's direction.
"That's it. Suck my titties, baby. Yessss!" she groaned loudly, her hands moving under the towel, the action obvious to Cameron, where the cotton cloth tented over her chest.
He wasn't the only one that could put on a show.
"Bite it. Don't be gentle. Claim me. For always." She pinched her own nipple hard, gasping, crying out softly.
She opened her eyes, and caught Cameron stroking his new erection. She glared at him, mouthing a harsh "No!" He pulled his hands away, and she smiled. She was back in control. She'd teach that bastard to use her like that. Expose her. Get her worked up and leave her hanging? Let's see how he liked it.
"I need it Cam, baby. Inside me, stretching me," she cried out. "Don't make me beg again. Please. Fuck me, baby. Fuck me." She gazed down at his erection. Not huge, but definitely above average. Not that she was surprised. As if there was anything average about Cameron Riddle.
Her hands pulled her soaked thong aside, rubbing her wetness, teasing herself, just like she was teasing him, torturing him. Punishing him for exposing her like that. For getting her worked up, and leaving her high and dry.
Well, maybe not that dry.
"Whatever you want, I swear, just fuck me. Fuck me!" she cried out.
She shrieked, knowing she'd be heard in every suite up and down the walkway. She closed her eyes, imagining Cameron on top of her, seconds after they'd left the balcony, in her moment of weakness. He could have had her then, she couldn't have stopped him. Wouldn't have. Sierra slid two fingers into her depths, crying out, moaning loudly.
"Like that, Fuck me, you animal!" she groaned. "Beast."
Frustrated, she brought up her knees, and tore off her thong, throwing it across the room. Heedless that the towel barely covered her waist, her tiny tits exposed to his view, her nipples standing tall, one leg free of the towel, exposed to the hip.
"Fuck me, Cam," she groaned. "Fuck me, fuck me. FUCK. ME!"
She closed her eyes, leaning back into the pillow, both hands working now, one rubbing, one probing, the wet sound of her own desperate desire the only sound in the room, beside her heavy breathing and groans.
She fell into a rhythm, her actions interspersed with loud moans, and abjurations to give it to her harder, deeper, faster. On and on she abused herself, time drifting away, her surroundings no longer relevant.
Sierra's moans grew in intensity, the burning feeling blocking out everything. Her legs hurt from being too tense for so long. Her hips were bouncing off the bed. She wanted to come, needed to come, needed it so bad. She strained, crying in her need, shaking.
"Come, Sy. Come for me."
She opened her eyes, seeing him beside her. He adjusted the towel to cover her, providing that littlest remaining shred of privacy. "Come, baby. Come for me."
His voice was stronger than necessary, putting on a show, but his gaze, his eyes locked on hers, his hand moving up and down his turgid staff, proved it was more than that. His other hand caressed her cheek, burning where it touched.
Sierra was going crazy, her fingers a blur, but the ending was just out of reach. She groaned, tears of frustration flooding her eyes. "I... I can't." She couldn't believe her own words when she gasped, "Help me?"
His stare pierced her. He lay down beside her, and she moaned when his hand left his cock and slid under the towel. He grabbed her wrist, pulling her near hand free, her fingers soaked in her juices. He brought them upward, staring into her eyes, as he smelled them, breathing in deeply. She felt his hardness pressed against her thigh, rubbing against her, searing her sensitive skin. She felt a wetness, sliding against her hip, and sensed his desperate need.
"Come for me, Sierra, my beautiful wife," he whispered, only for her. His mouth opened, sliding her fingers between his lips. Sucking.
Sierra felt the jolt through her spine. She screamed, her hips reaching for the ceiling, the towel cast aside, her hand clutching between her legs, trying to stem the flood. Her body shook, and she clutched at him as he took her in his arms, holding her tightly, his hand caressing her, possessing her. She cried out again, feeling his warm juices bathing her hip, where he ground his hard cock against her. The stifled whimper that leaked from his lips set her world on fire.
His arms, his chest, his smell, that was her world, and she wanted nothing to interfere with it. Time ceased to exist in her isolated fantasy world, where she was his, without restraint, without remorse. She felt movement, shifting, as her lips pressed against his chest. She curled up tighter, a little naked ball in his powerful arms. His calm caresses slowly opened her up. She let her knees edge away from her belly, for the moment embarrassed at how exposed she must have been, curled up like that. She looked up at him and saw his concerned face. It blocked out the sky, and she realized they were out on the deck. It took her a few moments to get her bearings, and she was thankful her head was pointed toward the Devereaux's suite.
"Are they..." she whispered.
"Yes. Enthralled. You're one hell of a woman, Mrs. Riddle."
She curled up tighter, leaning against him, both terrified and satisfied.
"I'm embarrassed," she whispered, her finger tracing patterns on his chest.
"I know. It's ok." His hand brushed back her hair, and he leaned down and kissed her forehead. "Let's get you inside and taken care of."
He stood, holding her easily, and returned inside without a glance at the other suite.
Cam was gentle with her, placing her on the bed, and covering her with one of the oversized towels. He brushed her hair back, grinning at her. "I think they'll accept our cover now."
Sierra felt awkward and nervous. She was naked and extremely embarrassed over her performance. "Can you give me a minute alone, Cam?"
He leaned over and kissed her forehead gently. "Take as long as you need. We'll get something to eat if that's alright. Dinner should be starting shortly, and I'll call and get us a seat at Velhi. I think a quiet evening away from the buffet would be best."
Sierra only then realized he was still nude. He stopped by his dresser, slipped on a pair of shorts and a Hawaiian shirt before disappearing into the bathroom. She heard the bathtub filling, before he returned.
"The bath is heavenly. I've run the water for you. When you're ready, I'll be out on the deck."
A twenty minute soak had her feeling a little more in control of her situation. She reclined amid the bubbles and bath oils, staring out through the window at the distant suites. In a moment of nervousness, she looked back through the window toward the balcony, but could only see the back and side of Cam's head, where he appeared to be relaxing in the nearest lounge chair. She still couldn't believe her behavior, blaming it on the situation, the excitement of Iris's testing going so well, the champagne, and the atmosphere of the place.
"What must he think of me?" she wondered, as she dried off, tying her hair back in a simple pony-tail.
Sierra was not one to wear makeup, but she applied a little lipstick and perfume. She found her dress, which she'd worn for a short while earlier, laid out on the bed, along with her thong. Her bra was notably absent. Sandals were placed at the foot of the bed.
She grinned. Cocky son-of-a-bitch, picking out her wardrobe. She was tempted to ignore it, but she knew that would let him know he was getting to her. She swapped out the sandals for a different pair, but stuck with his choice of clothing. She was surprised she didn't feel more awkward, dressing in the bedroom, which was open to the deck. All he had to do was turn his head to see her.
"Not like that would be anything new, now," she thought, adjusting her dress. She looked in the mirror, trying to decide if she really dared go out without a bra. Her breasts were small, admittedly, barely a B cup, but her nipples were large and sensitive. They were already hardening from feeling the soft material brush against them.
"Hell, I'm a honeymooner, right? Newlywed?" She turned and looked at herself in the mirror. "If the guys in the lab could see me now..."
She walked out on the deck, and Cam nearly fell over, jumping out of the chair. He gave an instinctive look across the water, where she could hear a gentle rumble of muted conversation, but nobody was visible.
"Damn, you clean up nice, Sy. You're stunning."
She walked up to him, offering her cheek for a kiss. "Nobody's watching. You don't have to suck up."
Cam grabbed her chin, and turned her face forward, kissing her on the lips. Nothing too egregious, but nice, nonetheless. "Honest to God, Sierra. You're gorgeous. Every man on the island's going to be jealous of me."
She blushed, and was surprised to find her hand sliding up his side in appreciation. "You dress down nice. You should go casual more often. Dress suits and wet suits are all I ever see you in."
"No suits on this trip," he told her, his hands nearly encircling her narrow waist. "Shall we go? If you'd rather, we could have food brought in."
She shook her head. "I think we need to make an appearance. Make it look right. We're around, but not interested in socializing."
"Works for me." He put his arm around her waist, guiding her out the door, onto the long wooden dock that connected the suites to the main island. Once out the door, he slid his hand down to hers.
"For show?" she teased, wiggling her hand in his.
"If you insist," he said softly. "Iris was perfect today."
"Unbelievable. I know we had updated the marine charts and marine life tables, but I didn't expect that!" she exclaimed, leaning into him.
His hand casually released hers, his arm rising up her back, his hand warm on her bare shoulder. "Not one miss. We must have seen 40 different types of marine life, and she nailed them all."
"Thirty nine fish, two sharks, and 22 types of coral and plants," she corrected him.
"I didn't think it was possible. I mean, seriously, the interpretation from a photo to the real thing? I was praying for a 50/50 hit rate."
She giggled. "You think so little of me?"
Sierra was surprised when he stopped abruptly, turning her and pulling her into his arms. "Hardly. You are without a doubt the most exceptional woman I've ever met, and a genius with your AI."
She braced herself for the kiss, when his face lowered toward hers. His lips glided past her mouth, brushing her cheek along the way. "We have an audience," he whispered, nibbling her ear. "At the concierge area."



His mouth moved back to hers, kissing her deeply, pulling her body close, one arm clutching her body, the other hand settling over her butt cheek, massaging it.
She leaned into him, feeling his hardness pressing against her belly. It made her feel good, that she could get to him like that. "Mmm," she whispered, once she could free her lips. "Somebody's happy," she teased, turning and pressing her hip into his erection.
He gave her a quick kiss, and turned to walk down the path, pulling her close, his hand around her shoulders. "Beyond happy. Ecstatic. It's coming together, Sy. I can feel it. And there's nobody I'd rather share it with than my incredible wife."
Sierra bumped her shoulder against him. "Enjoy it while you can, Bossman. In five days you turn back into a pumpkin, and I'm gonna be wielding the carving knife if you don't start behaving yourself."
* * *
They were early for dinner, in the upscale Velhi restaurant. It required reservations and had limited space, but their choice of accommodations gave them VIP status, and their wristband ensured priority seating. As "newlyweds" the staff had orders to ensure their special treatment. The combination had them seated in one of the six window tables, looking over the beach, across the Indian Ocean.
"It's beautiful here," Cameron said, gazing across the water.
"You ever done something like this before?"
He looked over at his dinner companion. "Go on a honeymoon?"
She rolled her eyes at him. "Go someplace like this. Tropical paradise, all-inclusive, first-class."
He chuckled. "I'm lucky to get down to Ocean City for a weekend. I think my biggest adventure since I've been on my own was four days in Manhattan. Not quite the same, I think. You?"
"Panama City Beach for spring break, probably."
"C'mon, Sierra, I know you've been out to the Big Island twice."
"Four to a room, fly in, swim, bike, run, recuperate for a day, then stagger to Kona for the flight home. Not really relaxing." She sipped her cocktail. "Between training and triathlons, all my free time is taken. Iris doesn't leave much time for much else."
Cameron nodded. They shared that. The all encompassing nature of their business. Every spare minute working on their masterpiece. "You love it too, don't you?" he said.
Sierra was quiet for a moment. "More than I suspect anyone but you could imagine."
"You remember our first 'date'?"
She laughed. "Is that what you're going to call it? If so, you were the lousiest date in history. All we did was argue and fight for, what, like 14, 15 hours?"
He grinned, "And out of that feisty union, Iris was conceived."
She looked up at him, the only person in the world who could understand what that meant. Two more initial meetings, and she'd quit her job, and dedicated herself full time to the Iris project. Almost three years of her life, chewing through her savings, emptying her 401K, maxing out her credit cards. Virtually every waking moment was spent thinking about Iris. And she knew she hadn't put a tenth of what Cameron had into the project.
She gave him a smile. "Best date ever." She leaned across the table. "What are we going to do if this doesn't work out?" she whispered.
"We keep trying. I'll get a paying gig if I have to. Consult. Beg family and friends. Maybe sell a kidney. What we don't do is give up."
"Never give in," she whispered, her eyes moistening. "Never give in, never, never, never - in nothing, great or small, large or petty - never give in except to convictions of honour and good sense."
Cameron held his other hand out for her, and she placed hers in it. He gave them a squeeze. "You'll fight with me, won't you Sy?"
Her voice was hoarse with emotion, as she nodded. "I'll go to war if I have to. As long as it takes, whatever it takes, for as long as I'm standing or breathing. Beyond conviction and good sense. I swear Cam, I won't let you down. Never. Never, never, never."
"And that's what I love about you, Sierra."
To the tables around them, slowly filling up, they were the picture of love. Eyes only for each other, whispering, smiling, holding hands. At the table for ten, the senior directors of Devereaux holdings sat. Janine nudged her husband, nodding toward the couple at the window. "Remember what it was like?" she whispered.
He leaned toward her, putting his arm around her shoulders, and kissed her cheek. "Every night, my love. Every single night."
She blushed, putting her hand on his thigh and giving it a squeeze. They'd been together since the beginning, fresh out of college. She remembered when he was working out of their basement, bringing four of his friends together. Janine dealt with all the finances, somehow finding the money for their first prototypes. Going hat in hand to their relatives, pitching their ideas, borrowing a hundred dollars here, fifty there. Living off Ramen and $.88 loaves of generic sandwich bread. Working 50 hours a week, to pay their bills, while he dedicated himself to their dream. Those were tough years.
She looked around, still barely able to conceive how far they'd come. When they had their first IPO, she was scared. The money was fairy-tale numbers. Alan was in demand everywhere, traveling, being courted. Would she lose him, to some new chippy? Younger, prettier, willing to do whatever it took to capture his attention.
Yet here she was, beside her man, almost 20 years later. She gazed on the younger couple, their villa neighbors, the poster-kids for young love. She silently prayed that their lives ended up even half as wonderful as hers had.
Alan tore his attention away from the parasites, the suck-ups, the beggars at his table. Presidents of major corporations. Millionaires in their own right, eager to latch onto his coat tails, so long as he had the magic touch. He watched his woman, seeing the wistful smile on her face, making his heart swell. He pressed his lips to her ear. "I love you just as much, more if it's possible. Without you, I'm a pauper."
Janine turned, grabbed her husband's face in her hands, and kissed him desperately. The hell with convention and propriety!
Across the room, Sy and Cam had noticed when their targets had entered the restaurant. For the most part they ignored them, all part of the plan. They weren't supposed to know anything about them. They were merely newlyweds, with eyes for nobody but each other. When they heard the laughter and cheering from the table, the turned to see their targets kissing like teenagers. They separated, gazing into each other's eyes, before turning back toward the table. Janine looked up, and caught the newlyweds watching them.
'Beat that,' she thought, smiling.
Sierra raised her glass in their direction, and Janine lifted hers, winking at the new bride.
Cameron had no idea what was coming, when Sierra stood, leaned across the table, grabbed his head, and curled his toes with the best kiss of his life. Their waiter stood patiently by, ready to deliver their food. Sierra slowly pulled away, smiling at her stunned table companion. She shook her hair out, and sat down, immensely satisfied with herself.
Cam barely caught his breath, before the waiter was placing their dishes in front of them. He glanced at the man's nametag. "Sorry... Aryanta."
The man smiled. "No need sir. I would wait all night before interrupting. Your joy fills the room. I'm pleased to be allowed to serve you."
Once he'd left, Cam leaned toward Sierra. "What was that?"
She grinned, snagging one of the shrimp from his plate. "Woman's prerogative. You complaining?"
Cam shook his head quickly. No doubt about it. Sierra was full of surprises.
* * *
After dinner, they made an appearance at the bar, passing on the nightly entertainment. They stayed just long enough to be seen, sharing some huge fruity drink.
"I need some air," Sierra said, her hand clinging to Cam's arm. "It seems like I've been drinking all day. I don't drink this much in a month."
He pulled out his roll of crisp dollars, peeling off a few and leaving them for a tip. Everything was paid for, part of the all-inclusive, with a few exceptions. Still tipping was encouraged, and they left just enough to be seen as generous without being eccentric. He took his tipsy 'bride' by her hand, and guided her to the beach.
A half-hour walk around the tiny island had them back to their end. Cameron was surprised at the presence of the security guards throughout. Stepping onto the dock that lead out to the VIP suites, a short dark man stepped forward and stopped them, asking to check their wristbands. He was extremely courteous.
He carefully studied their faces. "Sorry to interrupt your walk," he said with a British accent. "I will remember you, and won't need to disturb you again. May I inquire which suite you are in?"
They gave him the number, pointing in their direction. He nodded politely. "Have a pleasant evening," he offered, stepping out of their way.
Once they were past the concierge building, Sierra nudged closer to Cam. "Extra security for Devereaux?"
"There may be, but I don't think that was the case here. They're just keeping the hoi-poloi away from their betters," he teased.
"Their betters? We're probably the poorest people on the island, help included," Sierra laughed.
"Not as long as we have Iris, we're not."
In the suite, they got down to business. They started checking out the surveillance of the Devereaux' suite. "Anything good on your end?" Sierra asked.
"Some news. He's going to be in meetings all day, but it looks like she has a spa appointment at 10:00."
"Let me guess. That would be a good time for me to have one as well."
"Bingo. You could show up early, have some 'accidental' chat time. We'll meet for lunch afterward, in the regular restaurant."
"How do you think it's going?" Sierra asked nervously.
"Pretty damn good. We got the right suite, they've seen us around. Now we just need to a few opportunities to be sociable. Don't think we could ask for much more on day one."
Half an hour later, they'd made her spa appointment, and had gotten all they could off their recordings. They deleted everything they had, and verified the recorders were still active. Neither wanted to talk about the elephant in the room. Bedtime.
Cam went out to the deck, and took a seat. Sierra followed moments later, relaxing in the lounge chair. "You know what I'd like to do?" Cam said.
"I'm afraid to ask," Sierra laughed.
The sun was setting, the sky a panorama of reds, yellows, indigo and gold. A blue glow was rimming the posts, where the phosphorescent algae glowed. The warm breeze was blowing in from the right, and the music from the resort bar was faint in the background. "I'd like to go for a swim."
"Iris?"
"Of course. So? What do you think?"
Sierra smiled. "I'll never say no to Iris."
"You get ready, I'll get the gear," Cam offered.
Cam loaded the recharged batteries into Iris, and tested the connections. He ran through the diagnostics, and checked the results. With everything ready, he placed the pair of units on the water access deck, and waited for Sierra.
She showed up a few minutes later, wearing only a plain white t-shirt, and bikini bottoms. Cam was reminded of Jacqueline Bisset in the Deep.
"Your turn," she said. "Everything ready?"
"Yeah, but I imagine you're going to want to do your own diagnostics." He headed in, taking off his shirt, while she laughed.
"Of course. Never trust a man to do a woman's job."
He returned minutes later, with his trunks on. Sierra was already in the water, putting on her mask. Cam put on his pack, placed his mask over his face, and slid into the water, holding the mask in place. He submerged a moment, seeing Sierra's breasts outlined against her t-shirt, as he surfaced.
He went through the pre-dive setup, while Sierra swam around the area around their hut. Moments later he was swimming beside her. "Where to?" he asked over the comm.
"No place particular for me," Sierra answered.
"Swim by our neighbors?"
"Not too close."
The water was magical. The dying sun let little light through, but with a single command, their dual spotlights came on. It reduced their dive time by 30%, but this was only going to be a short one anyway. The neon blue phosphorescence around them, glowing with each movement gave their swim a fantasy feeling.
"Iris, Map overlay, lower right quadrant, stop."
Map overlay active, 50 meters, centered on current position, Sierra.
The layout of their end of the resort showed up on the glass, her position a green dot. "Iris, plot Cam on the map, stop."
Cam darling plotted, Sierra.
A Blue dot showed up, blending with hers to make teal where the two collided.
She heard Cam's voice. "On our right." She looked over and saw a huge manta, flying through the water, its movements deceptively slow and easy as it glided along a few feet below them, skimming the bottom.
Between the islands the water was no deeper than about 20 feet. The deep channel access to the interior of the ring of islands was at the far end of the island. They didn't have to worry about their depths, or equalizing. They stayed in a range of about 5' to 15' feet the whole time. That was ideal. The deeper they went, the less efficient Cam's artificial gills were. Even the air scrubber had to work harder. Iris wasn't designed for depths, and her usefulness dropped drastically after about 60 feet.
They hadn't seen much life at first. Then Cam's voice appeared. "Sy, sonar, high, spotlight 10, dim 20%."
After working with Cameron day and night for three years, she understood his shorthand speak. He only got that way when excited. The first time she'd heard him rattle off his cryptic commands, she'd taken a moment to figure out what he needed, while those around them froze. She'd immediately taken action. It had been a close call, but it save the test. She didn't hesitate now.
"Iris, activate sonar, max sensitivity, overlay map. Main headlamp, spotlight mode, full power, autolock on 10 meter movement, largest active target. Secondary headlamp, floodlight mode, 20% power. Stop."
Her world changed in an instant. The underwater scene before her dimmed, and she was swimming in a dim environ, Cam's glow from beside her providing little more light than hers. She saw a beam of light piercing the dark beside her, and movement at the end of it.
Sonar active, main headlamp spotlight mode, locked on largest movement. Alt headlamp flood mode at 20%, Sierra.
The spotlight from her unit reached out to team with Cam's. Under the dual rays, not 10 feet away, she saw a huge sea turtle moving across their front. "Iris, identify target."
Hawksbill sea turtle, Eretmochelys Imbricata, critically endangered, Sierra.
She felt him rubbing against her shoulder, and she reached out. His hand took hers automatically, and they adjusted their swim rate. "I love this," she spoke softly.
"Magical," Cam answered.
They turned in unison, following the turtle a short distance, its grace in the water stunning. She saw movement at the edge of their spotlight for a moment. "Iris, secondary target, identify. Stop."
Her spotlight shifted, illuminating a huge fish. Titan triggerfish. Aggressive. Keep your distance, Sierra.
Sierra, tugged on Cam's hand, slowing him. "Nesting triggerfish, Cam. Our girl says it's aggressive." It must have been almost three feet long. They veered away from it, and continued their exploration of their environs, allowing Iris to pick out and show them the unbelievable world that was theirs alone.
One of the more fascinating aspects of allowing Iris to pick out their targets, was her ability to find camouflaged fish, like the stonefish and leaf scorpionfish, which they would never have spotted on their own. They had to get within about three feet to see the stonefish Iris assured them was there, it was hidden so well. The perimeter of her mask flashed red.
Warning. Proximity alert. Synanceia verrucosa is highly poisonous, Sierra.
No kidding. Only the most venomous fish in the world. Lethal. "Thank you, Iris."
She looked over, and saw Cam watching her. She grinned and made an act of covering up her breasts. "Perv, watch the show."
"I am. The most beautiful thing out here."
She blushed, and pulled away, heading back in the general direction of their suite. She tugged on his hand, pulling him along.
"Tomorrow night, full batteries, Ok? I'd like to go from just before sunset until it's pitch black. See how the lights hold up," Sierra said.
"You got it."
A few minutes later Cam spoke up. "You think you could hook up a link to our camera in the house? Video capture of what's going on at the Devereaux place?"
She thought about it for a bit. "I'd need a couple of hours. Have to tap the field trial upload link. Wouldn't work beyond maybe 100 yards, unless I used a directional signal. Can you handle that?"
She heard his chuckle. What a stupid question. Of course he could. "I'll deal with signal amplification and the directional transmitter. You set up the video feed and Iris's controls," she heard him answer.
"Works for me." She gave his hand a squeeze. "Helluva team, aren't we?"
"The best."
They ran a couple of laps by their neighbor's hut, not sure they were even around, but if they were, they thought they might garner a little attention. At the 40 minute mark, they headed back, with plenty of time to spare.
Sierra pulled up to the access deck of their villa on stilts, her pulse racing. Was it possible for their tests to get any better? Iris at dusk was even more incredible than by day! Seeking out water movement, automatically tracking by spotlight, keeping them safe. She automatically went through the motions of shutting down Iris, and stripping off the equipment, Cam at her side.
She turned to him, and saw the desire, a hunger that frightened her, and then he was on her. Their mouths met, no tentative request, no simple shared joy. His arm went around her waist, holding her close. She released the deck, hanging onto him, while his single hand kept them tethered.
Their legs were intertwined, slow short kicks keeping them floating, alternating the pressure against each other's privates. She lost herself in the kiss, lifting her hands when he tugged her shirt off, over her head. Her naked torso pressed against his, as her pulse soared. She could swear if they stayed in the water much longer, it would start to boil around them.
The intensity of the kiss faded, becoming more loving, then playful, and she melted into his strong arm, clinging to him. When they finally broke apart, their faces remained close, eyes locked on each others. "Incredible," he whispered.
She felt his erection pressed against her leg, and purposely moved against it. "Superb."
A smile twisted his lips. "We need better superlatives."
"Supercalifragilisticexpialidocious."
"Scrumpdilyicious," he countered.
"I know. Iris was beyond description."
His face moved forward, his mouth covering hers, his tongue reminding her of the moray eel they'd seen, darting out from its cave, beautiful and dangerous. She captured it with her own. She was the first to pull away this time.
"I was talking about you, Sy. Un-fucking-believable." He released her slowly, his hand rising out of the water to brush back a few stray strands of her hair.
She grinned. "We need to check the scrubbers. I think you're high. Iris is the star here. I'm just a distraction."
His smile slipped. "Don't do that."
"Do what?"
"Belittle yourself. Face it, Sy. You're the most incredible woman I've ever known. You've got it all."
"You're just horny," she teased.
"Stop it. Accept the compliment. How can you not see it?"



She drew away from him, headed toward the ladder. "Thanks, but you're full of crap, Cam. You're high off the dive, and the atmosphere."
Cam followed her up the steps, watching as she picked up her unit, rinsing it. He looked up, and saw they had an audience. Not quite as obvious as last time, but the Devereaux were definitely looking their way. He picked up his own unit, and felt Sierra shift away from him, when he went rinse off his gear.
"Don't," he whispered. "They're watching."
For a moment she thought he was using it as an excuse to push his little games. Only for a moment. Cameron wasn't like that, she knew. I brief glance sideways, and she saw their targets. "Don't get carried away, Cam." That was all she needed. Another show like before.
"Me get carried away? You're the once prancing around topless already."
Sierra couldn't believe she'd already forgotten about letting him take off her shirt. Too late to do much about that now. She put her Iris to the side, and stood under the outdoor shower, rinsing off the salt water.
Cam eased up behind her, his body pressed against hers, his hands sliding up and down her front. "Cam..." she hissed.
"Go with it, Sy. This is all, nothing crazy. Let me rinse you."
She stopped resisting, and leaned back against his chest, feeling his strong hands gliding across her skin, coming to rest on her breasts. She tried to tell him no, but all that escaped her lips was a moan.
"Best dive ever," he whispered in her ear.
"The best," she groaned, feeling his hand slide down the front of her bikini bottom, then slipping inside, rubbing her. His arm slid around her, over her shoulder, across her tits, grasping her under the armpit, pinning her to his body. She lifted her hands, hanging onto his arm, as he leaned away, arching her back.
She groaned, as his fingers penetrated her. "C...C...Cam," she gasped.
Then they were gone, making her feel empty. He spun her around, pulled her under the shower spray, and kissed her, the water splashing against their bodies, rivulets dripping down her face, entering her mouth, with his tongue. She put a hand out to steady herself against the wall when he moved downward, his hot mouth seeking out her aching nipples. Her body trembled, as he switched from side to side, tasting her, teasing her. He stood again, and gave her a tender kiss. "Think that convinced them?" he whispered, kissing her slender neck.
"Damn near convinced me," she said, running her fingers through his hair.
"Let's put the gear away. Believe it or not, I could use another drink."
"A double."
They went through the motions, removing the batteries, putting them on the chargers, performing the data dump to the laptop. The hung up the gear to dry. "I need a real shower. Gimme a couple of minutes?" Sierra said.
"Sure. I'll meet you out on the deck."
* * *
Across the way, Janine Devereaux watched the young couple appear out of the water, wearing some weird type of diving gear. The girl was already topless, as they moved underneath the outdoor shower.
"Our neighbors are back at it," she chuckled to her husband.
"What do you expect? They're on their honeymoon."
"Do you think she's pretty?" Janine asked, as the man turned the girl toward them, his hands moving up and down her body, rinsing off the sea water. You could tell by the way he held her, the way he touched her, that he was absolutely infatuated.
Alan looked over, seeing their actions in the last light of day. If the outside lights weren't on, he wouldn't have been able to see anything. "Pretty face. She's not half as gorgeous as my girl."
"Of course not. She's skinny as a rail, with hardly any curves at all, but there's something about her..." Janine whispered, when she heard the girl's moan echo across the water. It was scary how well sound carried out here.
"She's in love. It shows. They're lucky to have found each other."
"I want to send them over a gift."
"Janine, please don't meddle."
"Just something small, Alan. I promise. We don't even have to say who it came from," she pleaded.
Alan sighed, got up and returned with the phone. "Concierge is *99."
She reached up and pulled his face down. "I'm the luckiest girl in the world."
He kissed his wife. "Not half so lucky as me."
She chuckled, dialing the number. "You're right," she teased. "But I would bet the guy across the way would argue the matter."
"He'd be wrong. But he's on his honeymoon, so I'd cut him some slack. I wouldn't have him killed."
"Eddie? It's Janine Devereaux. Listen can you..."
* * *
Sierra shampooed her hair thoroughly, she'd always considered that her best feature. The most feminine part of her body. She didn't know where Cam got off, talking about her like she did. She had no illusions about what she looked like. She'd always been too skinny, a crazy metabolism that burned through anything she ate. Her tits were barely enough to tent a shirt, and her ass was so scrawny, she was lucky her pants stayed up.
She looked down. At least her legs weren't too bad. They actually had some shape to them. She avoided looking at her feet, her toes misshapen from the countless hours running, and crammed into cycling shoes.
She took the time to blow-dry her hair, and put on a hint of makeup. She brushed her teeth, fearful what her breath must be like. Then again, she hadn't noticed anything bad about Cameron's and she'd certainly had the opportunity to.
Stepping into the bedroom, she dropped her towel and considered what to wear. Peeking through the window, she saw movement on the far deck, through the sheer curtains. The show must go on.
She opened her drawer, and looked at the filmy material. The stark white lacey negligee wouldn't hide much, but it wasn't like her intended audience hadn't already seen everything. And the message it shouted was exactly what they needed. Feeling exceptionally naughty, she dug back into the drawer, pulling out the thigh high white stockings. She finished the look with her only heels, and retreated to the bathroom to put them on. She checked herself out in the mirror. Her tan flesh contrasted beautifully with the outfit. She shook out her hair, going for the slightly disheveled look. Sierra sighed. It would have to do.
A few drops of perfume, a generous helping of antiperspirant. Maybe a hint of eye shadow. Touch up the lipstick. She tucked her feet into the heels. That did the job, hiding her unsightly toes. Turning in front of the mirror, she sighed when she saw her flat ass.
She took a deep breath. It's as good as it's gonna get. Showtime.
* * *
Cameron answered the door while Sierra was showering and getting ready. Their suite steward wheeled in a cart. "On the deck?" he suggested.
"Sure. What is it? We didn't order anything."
"An anonymous gift," he said, looking pointedly across the water.
"If you get a chance, tell them thank you." He retrieved his wallet, and pulled out a few more of his slowly diminishing dollars. Nobody said the trip was going to be cheap. He tipped the man, and returned to the deck.
Champagne. He lifted the bottle, not recognizing the label. Pink flowers adorned the heavy clear bottle. "Perrier-Jouet, Belle Epoque, 2004." It wasn't Dom Perignon, the only fancy champagne he was familiar with, but he imagined it was pretty good. The gold box next to it, with the large gold bow, contained a dozen chocolate truffles. There was an envelope on the tray as well.
He stood as her heard Sierra approaching, and almost fell. "My God, Sierra..."
She smiled, walking around the lounge chairs away from him, turning away demurely. "You don't approve?" she pouted.
"Stunning, the most beautiful thing I've ever seen."
She smiled shyly, walking toward the railing. "I bet you say that to all the girls."
She noticed the tray, raising an eyebrow. She lowered her voice. "What are you up to?" her playful tone noticeably absent. "We can't afford this."
He stood, stepping toward her quickly. "A generous, anonymous gift. There's a card for you, as well." He said it loud enough to carry, turning slightly and giving a tiny nod toward the opposite villa.
"But we don't know anybody here? Why would anyone send us... Godiva? Perrier-Jouet? This is too much, Cam."
He took her in his arms, turning her, so they were side-on to the Devereaux. "One of your many admirers, I'm sure. I don't know how he found you here. I hope I don't have to kill this one."
She giggled. "You know damn well I only have one admirer. And I'm quite happy with that one. I think you're talking about your little groupies. If any of them tracked you down, I swear I'll scratch the bitch's eyes out. I'm not kidding either. I'll tear her apart and leave her for the fishes."
He tilted her head back, and went in for the kiss. He whispered in her ear, as his hands explored her body. "You never cease to amaze me, Sy. I can't get over how fucking gorgeous you are. You know, dressed like this, you're really testing my self-control."
"You might give it a little free rein. Not too much, and it all ends once we go indoors, understand?"
"Perfectly. And if I forget later, or if my brain goes haywire and I lose my mind: Thank you, for sharing the best day of my life."
She stopped him from kissing her again. She looked into his eyes, pulled his hand up to her lips, and kissed his palm. "Thank you, Cam, for giving me a dream worth pursuing, three years of play disguised as work, your guidance, your patience, your time. Thank you for sharing this with me. I never dreamed life could be like this. I owe it all to you."
"You owe me nothing," he said fiercely. "You're the best partner a man could ask for. You are the yin to my yang, and anyone who sees us together knows it. I couldn't do any of this without you. Even the idea would have been still-born. Without you, there is no Iris. And that would be a shame for the world."
His arms surrounded her, holding her gently, like a porcelain doll. His lips caressed hers, soft, warm, sweet. His hands didn't wander, didn't tease her. He held her quietly, letting his kisses tell the story. She tilted her head back exposing her long slender neck to him. She didn't think she'd ever felt so, so...adored? Loved?
When his mouth's tender journey ended on hers, she opened her lips, accepting the kiss, taking it, yielding to him. When he pulled away, she was afraid. It was too intense. Too much too soon. If her pressed her, she knew she wouldn't resist. She was up against the railing, the top rail creasing her lower back, her torso bent beyond it. Cam was hovering over her, and she felt his hardness pressing against her lower belly. A steel rod she pushed back against.
He eased back, his eyes smoldering, taking in her face.
"Pop the bubbly?" she whispered. Anything to break the moment, before she lost all her willpower.
He guided her upright, then turned to open the champagne. "What's in the envelope?" he asked.
She opened it, and almost laughed out loud. "A free pass for Pure Indulgence."
Cam chuckled. "I'm not so sure I like anyone offering my new bride pure indulgence, if it's not me."
"It's a foot back and body cleaning, followed by a Balinese Massage, and ending with a facial or foot massage. It's over two hours long, and I'm scheduled for 10:00 am tomorrow."
They both looked at each other, recognizing the coincidence. Janine's spa appointment was for 10:00.
"I can't think of a better way for you to spend your morning. It will give me a chance to check on business email, and maybe get a start on that little project we discussed. I can join you for lunch around 12:30," Cam said.
Sierra grabbed her flute of champagne, and one of the chocolates. She nibbled on it while sipping her bubbly. She stood and walked to the railing, letting the breeze whip her hair around. Looking out over the water, she took a deep breath, and leaned back against Cam, when she felt him stand behind her.
"It would be easy to get used to this," she said, when she felt his lips against her neck. She tilted her head to the side, giving him easier access. With a glance to the side, she saw the Devereaux were standing at the railing, apparently more intent on them then their surroundings.
She reached back for the rod pressed against her bottom, and grabbed Cam's shaft, making him moan. "Follow," she whispered, and she moved over a few feet, facing the side railing, and the Devereaux. She unabashedly stared across the water, watching Alan Devereaux, fondling his wife.
Sierra lifted her glass high, toward the other couple. "Thank you," she called out.
* * *
"Anonymous, my ass," Alan growled.
Janine giggled, lifted her own glass. "You're welcome!"
"Geez, Janine!"
She laughed, the joyous sound carrying. "Can you make it tomorrow?" she called across the way.
"Wouldn't miss it!" came the answer moments later.
She leaned back against her husband, just tipsy enough to feel naughty. "Do you think I'm overdressed?" she said softly.
Alan needed no more encouragement. He unzipped her sundress, letting the expensive frock settle around her ankles. His wife stood at the railing, naked to the waist, teasing little bikini panties her only apparel. He pressed up behind her, burying his shaft between her ample cheeks. "God, I want you right now," he told her.
"Watch," she whispered.
* * *
Cam saw the display, and ran his hands over Sierra's body. He wondered how far they should take the play, how much she'd allow him. His hands moved to the bottom of her outfit, lifting, and sliding underneath to feel her bare skin.
"Take it off me," she told him, her voice low and husky.
He grabbed the sides and lifted. Sierra raised her arms, and he pulled it over her head. He tossed it back toward the room, then wrapped his arms around her, his hands seeking out her tits.
"Panties too. Take them off and give them to me."
His mouth moved to her ear, nibbling her lobe. "You sure?"
She nodded.
He backed away, dropping to one knee behind her. He eased her panties down, tracing their path with a bevy of kisses, nibbling on her tight little ass. When he reached the back of her knees, she raised one foot, then the other, allowing him to remove her underwear. She held her hand out, and he placed the scrap of material in it.
Sierra waved the panties in the air, then laid them on the railing beside her.
* * *
"Me too," Janine said.
"You want me to take your panties off?" Alan asked. He was surprised. This was not like her. Not like her at all. She had never betrayed even a hint of exhibitionism. Just the opposite. She was normally against any form of public display. The kiss as lunch had been almost as shocking as this latest request.
"Only if it's Ok with you," she said.
He thought about it for a moment. What harm could it be? It's not like they were going to do anything with the other couple. They were separated by 50 feet of water.
Alan stepped back and slid his hands down his lovely wife's sides. Still a perfect figure, at 44 years old. Didn't look a day over 30. She paid enough to make sure things stayed that way. And he didn't begrudge her a dime. His hands settled over her hips, and his thumbs slid inside the edge of the waistband.
"Slowly."
He obeyed, easing her panties down, taking time to bathe her butt-cheeks in a shower of kisses. Little nibbles followed, while the panties were lowered. "Spread your legs," he said.
She opened them a little more than shoulder wide, the panties stretched between her knees. "What are you doing?" she asked.
"Taking you in," he said, stepping back, basking in the view before him. All but naked, her panties halfway down her legs, he didn't know if he'd ever seen anything sexier. "You look amazing."
"When you're done, hand them to me."
He took his time, his hands caressing her legs, brushing up the insides of her thighs. She slowly brought her feet closer together, and her panties cascaded down her legs. She lifted one foot free, and lifted the other one, the pale yellow cloth hanging from her ankle. Alan took them, off, and pressed them to his face, breathing deeply, before giving them to her.
Janine waved her last article of clothing in the air, and hung them over the railing. "Now your shorts," she said.
Alan didn't hesitate. He wanted to free his throbbing erection. He needed to feel the warm air against his skin, before pressing against her once again. He passed his wife his shorts, and peeled off his shirt, tossing it to the side, standing naked on the open deck.
Janine waved the shorts in the air, and placed them over the railing on her opposite side. "Hold me, Alan."
He didn't need a second invitation. He was pressed against her, holding her in his arms, staring across the water at the naked woman facing their way.
* * *
Sierra smiled. "Refill?" she asked, holding up her glass.
Cam took it and poured it two thirds full. He also retrieved another chocolate. He reached around Sierra with both hands, and she accepted his offering, sipping her champagne, watching Alan Devereaux's hands fondle his gorgeous wife.
"Don't you wish I looked like that?" she asked Cam softly.
"No, Sierra. I don't. I love you just the way you are. I wouldn't change a thing."
"How about a B cup? Maybe even a C?"
"Nothing."
She knew he was lying. Men liked the titties. She knew that much. "Gimme your shorts."
Cam stepped out of them, once more wondering how far she would take this. Was it the booze? The setting? The euphoria of Iris passing all her test with flying colors? Maybe it was how well their plan was working. He wasn't about to look a gift horse in the mouth. He removed his shorts, standing behind her fully naked. He leaned against her, stifling a groan as his hard cock pressed against her soft skin.
Sierra waved Cam's shorts in the air, laying them over the railing. She giggled feeling Cam's hardon poking her. "If I didn't know better, I might think you really liked me," she teased, wiggling her butt.
* * *
Janine felt more alive than she had in years. Sexier, wilder, naughtier. The sight of the panties and shorts hanging over the railing had her trembling. Could she do it? Could she make love in front of another couple? Would Alan be willing to?
"More bubbly, dear?" she asked, waving her champagne flute.
Alan moaned in frustration, refilling her glass. When he turned to face her, she was leaning over, her breasts resting on the railing. Her legs were open in invitation, her weight shifting from side to side, beckoning. He could see the shimmer of moistness on her inner thigh.
"See anything you like, handsome? Yours for the taking. Always."
Alan placed her glass on the railing, and took his cock in his hand. He rubbed it up and down her crack, before sliding it back and forth between her legs.
"Don't tease me, baby," she moaned. "I'm on fire. I need it. Need it hard."
The words were maddening. He bent at the knees, pressing the head into her dripping opening. He couldn't remember ever seeing her like this. With a thrust of his hips he was inside her, and she groaned loudly.
Alan stood behind her, hands on her shoulders. He kicked her feet together, opened his legs around hers and eased his cock in and out of her tight pussy. Damn, it was wild, fucking in the outdoors, naked, gazing across the water at the newlyweds. His Janine was on fire, trembling with need.
"Hard, Alan! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!" Janine growled.
Alan laughed, slapping her ass, watching the alabaster cheek shiver. "I'll fuck you however I want."
The words, so matter of fact, so adamant, drove Janine to her first orgasm, moaning loudly, while her husband pounded long easy strokes into her molten tunnel. She raised her head, opened her eyes, and gazed across the water.



"Match this," she whispered to herself.
* * *
Sierra watched in amazement, as the older couple started fucking, buck naked, as if they didn't have a care in the world. She heard Janine's pleas to be fucked hard, and her husband's laugh. The slap to her ass echoed across the water, just as her orgasmic moan echoed in Sierra's loins.
She turned to Cam, wrapping her arms around his neck, kissing him. "We can't let them win. We gotta put on a show."
Cam was shaking in anticipation. "You... you want to..."
"A show," she hissed. "Make it look real, but don't you stick that thing inside me," she breathed into his ear, biting his earlobe for effect.
"Can I rub it against you?"
She was disturbed with how he was acting. Unsure. That wasn't her Cam. If he was half a man, he'd bend her over the rail, laughing at her, spank her ass, ram his big thick cock up inside her, and fuck her brains out.
"Do what you want," she said. "Just keep your dick out of my pussy."
Cam heard the change in her voice. From excitement to what? Disappointment? Disrespect? He was doing what she wanted. They had an agreement. Everything he did seemed to push the boundaries. Certainly he wasn't going to shatter them? How would he keep her trust, her respect if he did? They still had at least four more days to go.
She had turned back to the railing, bent over, wiggling that firm little butt. She opened her legs, flashing the forbidden. "Now, damn it!" she growled.
Whatever he wanted? As long as he didn't fuck her. He turned away and grabbed one of the towels. He folded it carefully, while she kept waving that sweet ass, like a matador waving a red cape. He put his hand on her shoulder, and pulled her upright suddenly, and laid the towel over the railing.
She squealed as he lifted her slender body, bending her over the top of the rail, her ass sticking straight up in the air. Her hands waved wildly, before grabbing the railing to stop herself from pitching over the side. "Cam!" she cried out. Her legs stopped, trapped under his arms as he leaned forward and buried his face between her legs. "CAM!"
He lifted his face, and bit her ass. "'Do what I want,' you said, Sy. This is what I want."
She gasped as his face dove back between her legs, his mouth and tongue devilish instruments. There was no build up, no teasing. He was sucking and tonguing her pussy like there was not tomorrow. Then again, there was a good chance that was true for the sneaky bastard.
Sierra lifted her head, looking across the water, shame flushing her skin bright red. Janine's body was rocking with Alan's firms thrusts, and both their eyes were locked on her predicament. "Fuck, the man can eat pussy," she thought. Her breath was coming faster, the shock of his manhandling her dissipating. Her helpless position, her naked body bent over the railing, his relentless mouth working away at her, it was all building a fire inside her she didn't know how she could possibly quench.
He pulled her back a little, centering her body weight, so she didn't feel in danger of toppling over the side at any moment. The firm grasp of her legs relinquished, and she felt his hands moving, grabbing her ass, spreading her cheeks. She gasped when his mouth moved up her crack, and moaned loudly when his evil tongue probed her back door. "God," she groaned.
Cam was probing her pussy, two fingers pounding at her, merciless, while his tongue crept into her. "How fucking long was that tongue?" she thought, as her virgin butthole was opened, the stubble on his face rasping against the tender skin, his tongue poking in and out of her.
She wanted to come, but couldn't. The position was too uncomfortable, she could barely catch her breath as her entire weight was on her lower belly. "Turn me over," she pleaded. "Over, turn me over."
She shrieked as he lifted her easily into the air, turning her sideways, and laying her across the towel, along the railing. "Hang on," he muttered, then spread her legs and went back to work. Sierra reached downward, grasping the railings with each hand, shifting, centering her balance, before lowering her legs over his shoulders. "If I fall, I'm gonna kill you," she muttered, then closed her eyes, and let herself go.
* * *
"He's crazy," Janine moaned, the wild show in front of her sending her heart racing.
"Wild," Alan grunted.
"Would you do something like that?" she asked.
He laughed, swatting her butt cheeks, one at a time. "The question should be: Is there anything I wouldn't do with you?"
"Is there?"
"I'll let you know if I find one. For now, the answer would be no. You drive me crazy," he gasped, grabbing her hips, and pounding her hard.
"Fuuuck," she groaned. "Like that. Don't stop. I'm gonna come you bastard. Don't you stop!"
* * *
The words from across the water were like an erotic fairy-tale, whispered into her ear. Cam had her at his mercy. His powerful hands, one clutching her outside thigh, the other arm laying across her hips, his finger digging into her ass, had her pinned to the railing. She wasn't going anywhere.
His mouth was stuck to her clit, sucking desperately, his teasing tongue, randomly flicking across the sensitive nub. She heard the piercing grunts, the gasps of pleasure, the words of pleasure escaping Janine's lips. Each was like another sensual touch, exciting her. She turned her head, and watching the gorgeous woman getting hammered, her tits flattening against the railing with each powerful stroke.
Her vision tunneled, blocking out all but the erotic scene. Her hands gave up their death grip on the railing, reaching up and grabbing her own tits, squeezing her nipples. So close, so damn close.
She gasped as his hand let go of her leg, only the arm across her body holding her in place. His fingers entered her again, forceful, unrelenting, alternating between working the top of her pussy, with reach down and deep. Each thrust was driving her crazier.
His mouth movement changed, and it was as if someone had stuck a live vibrator right on her clit. His tongue moving faster than it had any right to. God, like that, just like that, don't stop, don't, don't...
Her shriek rent the night air, echoing off the buildings, setting far away voices laughing. A louder echo returned from the far deck, until it took on a personal sound of its own. Janine's orgasm was only seconds after her own.
Sierra's entire body was shaking, and Cam had to hold on tight, to make sure he didn't lose her. He slowed down, sucking away at her delicious little pussy, wondering what the price was he'd have to pay for taking advantage of her.
Once she'd almost returned to normal, he stood. He lifted and turned her, so her upper back was resting on the railing. He held her by the ass, her legs flopping over his arms, and lowered her pussy, until he cock was pressing against it. He lifted her just enough that he could rub his shaft along her slippery opening, stroking the full length across her clit.
She gasped, wondering when he'd stop teasing her, and shove that cock in where it belonged. The sensation was maddening, each stroke sending shocks of pleasure through her body.
His hands held her firmly, raising and lowering her, as he grunted, sliding his shaft against her.
"Fuck me," she groaned. "Just fuck me."
Cam almost did, before realizing it was all part of the show. "Fuck... you... Sy!" he growled, pressing harder, slamming his aching balls against her pussy at the end of each stroke.
He didn't give a damn about the Devereaux, or anything else for that matter. He stared downward, where one little movement would have him sliding his entire length inside that steaming little pussy. The sweat was dripping off his forehead, as he pounded away. "Gonna... fuck... this... pussy!"
"Fuck me!" Sierra shrieked, desperate to feel him filling her.
Her words were almost a demand. He lowered his hips, driving the head of his cock into her opening, before popping free, and scraping across her clit. Over and over he teased her without ever going all the way. She was shaking, breathing hard, the feeling absolutely mind-blowing. She tilted her head back, looking across the water upside-down. She saw they were both standing now, Alan's arms enveloping his woman, as they watched.
"Fuck her," echoed across the water, making Sierra gasp.
"Gonna... come," Cam groaned loudly.
"Fill me. Fill me up. Do it!" Sierra pleaded.
She felt the first searing splash on her belly, as his shaft rubbed her poor abused clit ram. On the next stroke, she felt his cum spurting across the mouth of her pussy, pooling around her clit, his movement lubricated by his own cum. She lost it, crying out as he shot several more bursts against her skin.
Then he was lowering her to the ground, onto shaky legs, holding her steady, clutching her to his chest. She hung on for dear life, until he lifted her into his arms. "Wave to our friends, Sierra dear."
She lifted an arm weakly, waving.
"Good night," Cam called across the way.
"'Night, love birds," he heard the clear reply.
He took her into the room, and laid her on the bed. He disappeared into the bathroom for a few moments, cleaning himself, and then wiping her down with a warm washcloth. She lay limp, exhausted, mentally and physically.
Cam pulled back the sheets, and eased her between them. He closed up shop, bringing in their clothing, covering up the chocolate, and shutting doors. He turned out the lights, and slid into the bed. He sidled up to Sierra, cuddling in close.
"You Ok?" he asked quietly.
"You took advantage of me," she whispered. There was no harshness in her voice, and she turned toward him, snuggling into his strong arms.
"Sorry. I think we gave them a hell of show, don't you?"
She chuckled, and her lips kissed his chest, his shoulder. "More than I expected."
He brushed her hair back, kissing her forehead. His hand slid down her smooth side coming to rest on her ass. "You're not too mad, are you?"
She shook her head, shifting her legs, sliding one between his. "Thanks for not doing more. I think."
His body shook as he laughed lightly. "You'll never know how hard it was to stop."
She was quiet, her breathing even, as he rolled onto his back, drawing her with him, until she was half on his body. His hands weren't idle, caressing her skin.
He was half asleep when he heard her whisper, "If you behave yourself, maybe you can do that again."
Her hand slid down and came to rest on his cock, giving it a little squeeze.
Fuck. He was never going to get to sleep.
And this was just day one. If nothing else came of this trip, he was already willing to call it a complete success. Iris tested out perfect, everything they'd dreamed, and he was in bed with the smartest, sexiest woman he knew. Funny how life had a way of working things out.
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A father's cautionary tale
Something a little different for Christmas. There is little sex in this story. It's a tale of love, of family, of strained marital relationships. A story of love between fathers and daughters, pure love, a Daddy's love.
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I'm going to scream if one more person asks me if I'm alright.
Jessica was exhausted, and a little fed up. She'd always come home for the holidays, alternating Thanksgiving and Christmas with Michael's family. For most of her adult life, it had been a much needed break from the business of being a mother, a wife, and a businesswoman.
With her mother's passing, she was afraid things would be different this Christmas, but she wasn't ready to be forced into the hostess role at Dad's. Sure, he took care of cooking the standing rib roast, and made the mashed potatoes: his special potatoes, creamy, rich, buttery, and probably heart clogging. She'd have to put in another 5 miles just because of those potatoes.
If it had just been them, it wouldn't have been so bad, but Aunt Carolyn and her brood had to show up, with her two cousins, both still living at home in their mid-twenties. They were as useless as tits on a bull.
They'd all stayed up late, socializing after the better part of a year apart. Drank a little too much eggnog. Getting up at the crack of dawn to fill the stockings and put out the 'Santa' presents for Ashley's sixth Christmas was the highest priority, but the lack of sleep combined with the long drive, was making her irritable.
Add the responsibility of pulling the traditional meal together along with all the other things going on in her life, and she'd become downright snippy.
She turned to her father, who was checking the temperature on the roast. "Did we have to invite Aunt Carolyn?" she mumbled, for his ears only.
"They're family, baby girl. You know her husband's in Shanghai, they would have been alone."
"You'd think they could do something to help around here."
Her Dad shrugged. "We wouldn't be very good hosts now if we asked them to work."
"I know, but you think they'd volunteer, wouldn't you?"
He gave her a grin. "Before we judge, let's give 'em a chance to do the right thing."
Jessica knew that was a waste of time. They'd always been selfish, and today was no exception. Instead of helping, her two younger cousins were monopolizing Ashley's time, playing with her under the tree. At least someone was having a good time. She glanced over through the dining room into the formal living room, where the 12 foot tree towered, and a field of presents for a precocious 5 year old stretched as far as the eye could see.
Jessica turned back to the stove, checking her list, trying to time all the dishes properly. At least Aunt Carolyn had set the table, and baked the pies the night before. The incessant grinding of the homemade ice cream maker groaned on and on, one more irritant she could have done without.
But the homemade butter pecan ice cream was another tradition. She'd always loved them growing up, but was starting to think she could do without a few. Did it always have to be butter pecan? And why the sweet potatoes? The whole bit about sitting around as a family watching the same old happily-ever-after Christmas movies every year. Was she the only one bored with the banality, the sameness?
She felt the familiar hands on her shoulders, sliding inward to massage her neck. She almost brushed them away, but knew that would have been noticed. She didn't need him pouting, or Dad questioning.
"You alright, Jess? Anything I can do?" her husband's voice sounded beside her ear.
"I think we've got it. We'll be ready to eat in less than 20 minutes. You might want to start winding Ashley down."
Michael walked over to the oven, peeking in at the roast which was just about to come out. "You always put on the best spread, Dad," he said.
"Once a year. It doesn't seem like a time for holding back." Her father opened the oven door, and pulled out the gorgeous roast, the bared end of eight rib bones exposed. That was their signal. Fifteen minutes to go.
Jessica cleared the front left burner, and set out the pan for her father, turning on the flame underneath. He lifted the roast by the rack and set it on the counter to settle, before pouring half the drippings into a pan. Jess couldn't help but smile. So predictable. He always made a dark gravy to go with the drippings.
She slid past him, bumping his butt with hers, to make room for her to pass, and stuck the two trays of biscuits into the vacated oven rack. She ducked under his arms in the kitchen dance, returning to her side dishes, while he plucked the sweet potatoes off the bottom rack, before closing the oven door.
It was moments like this when her mother's absence hit her hardest. Playing in the kitchen, remembering all she'd been taught by her Mom, watching the interplay that her parents had displayed all her life. She recalled how they'd included her over the years, making her responsible for hand-mashing the potatoes, setting out the biscuits, ordering all the cooking materials on the center island.
Over the years her mother had bequeathed more and more of her tasks to her daughter, while she retained the secondary duties, washing up as they went, acting as timekeeper, setting the table, preparing the iced tea, getting the coffee maker ready. All the background tasks, while allowing her father and her to pull the complex meal together.
She looked over at the growing pile of dishes, and her irritation returned. You would think somebody could help. Her father bumped her hips with his, and glanced at the clock. She bumped him back, then did a little pirouette around him before peeking in on the rolls. "Looks good."
"Your call," her father said.
The words made her choke up a bit. It was the first holiday without her mother, and it was always Mom's call. "Two more minutes," she said. Her voice quivered.
Her father slid his beefy arm over her shoulder the side of his head touching hers. "Me too, honey. I miss her too. She loved Christmas dinner."
He could always do that. He always knew what she was thinking. Jessica had been Daddy's girl, but the connection was stronger than almost anyone she knew. Maybe because she was an only child. Unlike a lot of fathers, he'd always been there growing up. She remembered he'd only missed one basketball game in her entire high-school career. He'd been devastated, calling from the airport, wishing her luck. She'd hit the game winning shot, perhaps her best game ever. She recalled hearing the TV around midnight, and found her father perched in front of it, his chair pulled up close, watching the video her mother had taken.
"It's not the same, Dad," she said, lifting the pots off the burners, draining them, and filling the good china servers one at a time.
He continued stirring the gravy, adjusting the consistency by eye. "I know, Pumpkin." He turned to her, and ran his fingers through her long hair. "It may never be the same, but what are you going to do, give up? We keep going baby girl. We adapt, we do our best, and we keep going."
Michael entered the kitchen, standing out of the way. Seven years of training had taught him his role. Jessica pushed the completed items his way, and he started relaying them to the table. It was automatic, the result of years of familiarity
Jessica watched him out of habit, to make sure everything went in the right place. The huge pecan wood dining table had been part of their lives as long as Jessica could remember. Two of the three leaves were added, and it was set for seven. Her place was on her father's left, as it always had been, Ashley beside her, between her and Michael. Aunt Carolyn was opposite her, on her father's right, her sons beside her. With Mom gone, it wasn't right.
She watched her husband, as predictable as her father. He put the dishes in their places, then walking past each setting to make sure everything was as it should be.
Jessica pulled on her heat proof gloves, and peeled the foil back off the sweet potatoes. She slit them open, and slathered each with a chunk of butter. The beeping of the oven timer alerted her and she dashed over to the oven, pulling out the rolls, checking the bottoms. Perfect.
She put the hot brick in the bottom of the roll basket, set the cloth on top of it, and loaded it up with the steaming rolls, before tucking the four corners back over the top to keep them hot and moist.
"Go time," she announced. It was her call now.
Her father gave her a grin, lifted the roast off the rack, and placed it on the largest serving platter. She leaned around him, adding the sprigs of parsley, and a little fresh rosemary, like her mother always had.
Michael stood waiting, their daughter at his side. That was new. Ashley looked excited. "The gravy?" he asked.
She nodded, and placed the prepped sweet potatoes on their serving plate while her husband filled the gravy boat. Her father already had the roast drippings in a second one.
Michael took the basket of rolls and put it in their daughter's hands. He was whispering to her, and she nodded. Jessica watched him kiss Ashley's forehead, and she had another of those pangs of pain, the doubt resurfacing. She pushed it away, for at least one more day.
She wouldn't spoil Christmas. She owed them that much.
Michael led the march, walking into the dining room, and setting the gravy boats about a third of the way down the table. Ashley carried the antique basket, her grin bathing the room in her joy. Her father pulled out his chair, and lifted her to stand on the seat. He held her by the waist while she leaned over the table to place the rolls in the opening left for them.
Aunt Carolyn, and cousins Jeff and Rick all told her what a wonderful job she'd done with the rolls, as her father lifted her over to her chair, seating her before handing her a napkin.
Jessica carried in the second largest platter, the heaping mound of mashed potatoes in the middle, the foil wrapped sweet potatoes decoratively positioned around the perimeter. Michael pulled her chair out, while she sat. "Perfect as always, Jess," he whispered, kissing her cheek.
She fought the urge to roll her eyes. Same as always.
Her father finally made his grand entrance, bearing the huge roast which he placed directly in front of his place at the head of the table. The smell of the rack of ribs infused the room, and the previous expectant quiet shattered as everyone talked about the meal in front of them.
It was enough to feed twice as many, which was another tradition. Nobody would go hungry, or miss out on their favorites. The mac and cheese, a two year old tradition, was evidence of that. The leftovers would make meals for the next few days.
Dale spoke up. "As always, and in the family tradition, we turn to the smartest among us on this special day. Ashley, would you say the blessing?"
Jessica couldn't help smile. Until three years ago, when her father made that announcement, she'd been responsible for saying grace. Sometimes change was for the better.
Ashley looked up at her grandfather smiling, and folded her hands in front of her. "Bless us, O Lord, and these, Thy gifts..."
Jessica listened to her daughter say grace, and wondered what Thanksgiving would be like. How the changes would affect them. All of them.
"... Amen. And God bless Mommy and Daddy, Granpa Ed, and Gramma Grace, Aunt Wendy and Uncle Crisfitter," Jessica saw her daughter peek up at Michael, and he nodded for to go on. "Maddy and Katy, and cousins Jeffey and Ricky," she glanced across the table, where the men were smiling at her, "Aunt Carolyn, and Grampa Dale, and please take care of Gramma in Heaven."
"Amen," added Michael beside her, and rest of the table chimed in. He leaned over and whispered, "You did perfect, baby girl. I'm proud of you."
Dale stood at the end of the table, gazing out on his family. "Ashley, that was a beautiful blessing, the best we ever had. Thank you." As Jessica recalled every year's blessing was the best they'd ever had.
Her father lifted his good carving knife dramatically, before slicing off the end of the roast. "Who wants an end piece?"
The dinner was a raucous time, talking about the gifts, and Christmases past. They argued over which was the best all time Christmas TV show. Dale still argued for A Christmas Story, while his sister wouldn't back off Miracle on 34th street. The male cousins split, with National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation, and another Christmas Story vote. When Ashley insisted Rudolph The Red Nosed Reindeer was the best, Michael changed his vote from White Christmas to Rudolph. Her father leaned over toward Jessica. "You haven't added your two cents, Pumpkin."
"Does anyone really care, Dad?" she mumbled, pushing her food around her plate.
He set his utensils down, and faced her. "Do you honestly think I don't care, Jessie?" he was the only one that had ever called her that, at least that she allowed to. "What's wrong, baby girl?"
She sighed. "Never mind. Forget I said anything. I guess I'm just tired."
Her father leaned forward, to get his granddaughter's attention. "Ashley, sweetie, what's your momma's favorite Christmas Movie?" Dale asked.
"Elf!" Ashley said firmly. "Right Daddy?"
"Elf," Michael confirmed, "then Christmas Vacation."
Jessica blushed with all the attention on her, the last thing she wanted. Was she as predictable as everyone else? She turned back those thoughts, best not to go down that path. Not then. "The roast is perfect, Dad, as always."
He shrugged. "More than 30 years of practice, it should be halfway decent."
The conversation turned away from Jessica, and to safer subjects.
As the platters emptied, and appetites were sated, Jessica stood to clear the table before dessert and start on the unenviable cleanup. Carolyn stood quickly facing across the table. "No you don't, young lady. Your job is done. We've got the dishes and cleanup. You and the grill master have earned a break."
"Who wants coffee?" Michael asked, standing, empty plate in hand.
Nobody declined, not even Ashley. He shuttled in the coffees, including Ashley's which notably had a distinct aroma of chocolate, and mini-marshmallows floating on top.
After dinner, they'd always wait until after the first movie before dessert. Nobody ever saved room for dessert. Jessica and her father were chivied out of the dining room while the others cleaned up. They sat on the couch sipping their coffee, while Ashley played with her huge three story Barbie Dreamhouse, which was nearly as tall as her.
"How are we supposed to get that home, Dad? It's too much. You always go overboard." Jessica said.
Her father laughed. "I don't recall you ever complaining about that growing up. Don't worry, Michael and I will figure out some way to fit it in the van. If we need to, we'll strap it to the front."
She nodded absentmindedly, her mind on other issues.
Her father scooted nearer, rubbing her shoulder. "Why don't you tell me what the problem is, Jessie."
She shook her head. "It's just the holidays I guess. I've got a lot of stress right now. I'll get over it soon enough."
"I thought you and I could talk about anything. Something's eating you up. You know you can tell me," he insisted.
"It's no big deal, Dad. Let's just drop it Ok?"
He nodded. "She's growing up fast," he said, watching Ashley arranging the furniture in the dollhouse. "You two have done a great job with her."
Jessica smiled. "Best thing in my life," she said.
Dale grinned. "I know that feeling."
That little conversation was the only break in routine, the last thing of interest that Christmas. They watched a movie, ate dessert, and watched their second movie. They professed how much they missed each other, then did some preliminary packing. Ashley fell asleep and they tucked her in with her favorite toys. As part of their tradition, Jessica let Michael make love to her. He cuddled up to her afterward, telling her it was the best Christmas ever, because he had her and Ashley. The same as always.
* * *
Ten in the morning the following day, everything was packed, and somehow crammed into the vehicle. After kisses all around they prepared to leave. "Thanksgiving next year," Michael said. "I love your roast, Dad, but nobody cooks a turkey like you. Don't tell my mom I said that."
Ashley got more than her share of the kisses, before getting tucked into the back seat among a carefully selected subset of her Christmas gifts.
At the last moment Dale pulled his daughter aside. "I'm always a phone call away. I know your mother always did the calling, but I know how to use a phone too."
Jessica gave him a hug, wondering what their next holiday would be like. If they'd even have one. "I'll call."
She started to pull away, but he hugged her even tighter. "You've got a great life, and a wonderful family. Family is everything. Don't forget that."
"I know Dad."
"Do you?" he asked, releasing her, holding her at arm's length, looking into her eyes.
The look discomfited her. She hated to disappoint him. Times were different. He'd understand, eventually. She sighed. "We've gotta go."
His sad look haunted her for most of the six-hour journey home.
* * *
She hugged her husband at the curb, then squatted down for a hug from her daughter. "Don't go Momma," the little girl wailed.
"It's only for a couple of days, baby. Daddy and Miss Jill will take care of you. I wish I didn't have to leave, but it's important, alright?"
Michael had his wallet out. "I know you never have enough cash on you. I hate for you to travel without a few bucks in your wallet. Here." He put some twenties in her hand.
"I have the credit cards and debit card. I'll be fine." She took the money anyway, she knew that he'd argue until she did. Wasn't that the whole issue? She knew exactly what he'd do, before he did it.
"Call me," he said. "Call me when you get there, so I'll know you made it safe."
"I will. I'll try to call every night, but we're going to be very busy." Very, very busy, she thought.
He pulled an envelope out of his back pocket and handed it to her. "Your father asked me to give this to you. I guess you told him about your trip. You knew about it before Christmas?"
She took the envelope in her hand, her name blazoned across the front, his distinctive writing guaranteeing who it was from. "I had just found out, I didn't want to ruin Christmas."
He nodded. "I wish you'd talk to me, Jess. I... I don't like these surprises. Sometimes I feel like I don't even know half of what's going on in your life."
She sighed. "Don't make a big deal out of it, Michael. It's just three days. I'll be back for New Years." She tucked the envelope into her purse, and grabbed her bags. "Be good for your father, Ashley."
Jessica turned to walk through the airport doors. Standing in the ticket line, she looked back. Michael was holding their daughter on his shoulder. They both waved when they saw her looking. She waved at the two of them, before turning and shuffling forward in the line. When she reached the front, she looked back and they were still watching. She gave them a last wave, and stepped up to the counter.
* * *
Holiday traveling was the pits. She'd arrived more than an hour early, and now her flight was delayed forty minutes. She picked up her phone, and texted him.



Forty minute delay - Sorry.
The response was almost immediate.
I hate every minute lost, but would wait forever.
She smiled. The man was full of shit, but he had a way with words. She felt the rush of excitement once again.
Soon. I can hardly wait.
An anxious few seconds, she waited eagerly for his response, getting that hot feeling. Enough words, pictures, skyping. It was time. Obviously he agreed.
I can't believe the wait is nearly over. The things I'm going to do to you...
She heard the announcement from overhead. They were changing her gate, damn it!
Gotta go. Gate change. Text when I arrive.
She closed the phone, grabbed her bags and got up with a sigh, moving six gates down before settling in for what looked to be an hour long wait.
She put her purse on the chair next to her, hoping to hold off any business Romeos who thought an empty chair beside a single woman was an invitation. She wasn't dressed particularly sexy, she didn't want to advertise what she was up to, but she knew she looked nice. For him.
Her glance noted the envelope from her father. That was a strange comment from Michael, about her father knowing about her travel. She hadn't told anyone. She didn't dare, not even Jill, who would have given her more grief she didn't need. She pulled out the letter and found it was sealed. She tore open the end, and pulled out the sheets full of his handwriting. She could tell he'd spent time on it, half the time his chicken scratch was illegible, but not now.


Dearest Jessica,
I want to tell you about a father's love.
You know, you have to know, you're the best thing that ever happened to me and your mother. You made our lives complete, and have never been anything but a source of joy.
Not that you weren't ever a source of trouble. Heck, we knew that before you were even born. The heartburn you gave your mother nearly drove me insane. And those cravings of hers, Chinese food, three or four days a week. Week in, week out. Always the same dish, the same place. Is it any wonder white rice was about all we could get you to eat for years?
From the moment I first held you in the delivery room, you changed my life, for the better. I held you, and knew that you were my responsibility from that moment on. I brought you into this world, and it can be a tough and challenging one. I told myself at that time that I'd always be there for you. Your anchor in the tempestuous sea that is life.
You were a colicky baby. Drove me and your Mom nuts. Every night, for about four months, your cries would wake us up. You know how your mother was about getting her sleep, so I handled it. Night after night I'd hold you, pressed to my chest. After a few minutes of walking the floor you'd quiet. Unless I put you down of course. I learned quickly. I'd walk you until the crying ended, then hold you in that old rocking chair. The one in my bedroom now. Now you know why I said I'd never get rid of it.
I'd hold you and rock you. I'd sing to you. I know, you were too young to be punished like that, and I'll be damned if I'd sing for anybody else, but I'd sing for you. I'd sing, and you'd sleep. All night long I'd hold you, gazing on your precious face, memorizing every line, every hair. Your mother gave me hell a few times for napping with you in my arms. She was scared that I might drop you, in my sleep. Groundless fears, I knew better. Nothing short of Armageddon would make me drop you. Asleep or not, you were mine, and nothing would hurt you so long as I could take a breath, certainly not me.
Your mother would take over around six in the morning, and I'd crawl off to bed for a couple of hours of sleep before work. I lost a lot of sleep over you those first six months. I don't begrudge you a single minute. That time holding you is among my favorite memories. Your mother believes it was those early months that connected us. Creating an unbreakable bond.
I know we share a lot of memories, and you've heard a lot of stories, but those early years were so precious I can't help myself. You were too young to remember them, but I can play them back on demand, and do so, often.
Saturdays were wonderful. Your mother worked Saturdays the first four years of your life. Saturdays were for us. You were all mine. Once you were old enough to let me know what you wanted, in no uncertain terms I might add, we'd get our morning Slurpee at 7-11, stop in at Mom's work just so you two could see each other, and then we'd drive. You were so smart, so curious about everything. We'd take long drives and you'd pepper me with questions. When you'd run out, I'd tell you stories. I'd look at you, perched in your car seat, staring at the world around you, and reflect on how lucky a man I was.
I remember the first time you insisted that you drive. I held you in my lap, your tiny hands on the steering wheel. We'd crawl along, your hands turning the wheel, my fingers secretly at the bottom because you got so mad if you couldn't do it on your own. I only had to nudge it now and then. Your mother got so angry, but once we did it as a family, she understood. Even then you were undeniable.
I think it was third grade, when you asked me about a book, and I hadn't read it. You seemed shocked, like I had failed you, because I didn't know every book ever written. From that time forward, every book you had to read for school, I'd pull out of your book-bag the first night you brought it home. I'd take it to my study, once you and your mother were asleep and read it cover-to-cover. Just so I could answer any question you had. I'd never let you down again. At first it only took a few minutes, but by high-school it might take hours. I started reading all your books as soon as they entered the house. You got irritated, that I'd read it before you, and the next thing I knew, you'd be reading it front to back the first night you had it. Of course by the next day, I'd had my chance, and we could discuss it. Did you really think I read all those books for fun? I read them so I could share them with you. Because I loved you. Trust me on this one, that took a hell of a lot of love.
I don't want to think about how many hundreds of hours I spent listening to music that sometimes made me want to drive pencils into my eardrums. If it was a band you mentioned, or something you sang along to on the radio, I'd sit at my computer late at night, and look them up. I'd listen to their music, comparing them to the music I loved and look for the similarities. I'd introduce you to my own music, and we could talk. I had a need to understand you, and I wanted that bridge between us. I still think you owe me an apology for the Backstreet Boys / Hanson years.
As you grew older, you still turned to me, all the way through middle-school. I didn't know what I was doing, or course. I was a first time father. I was winging it, but I swear to you, I did my best. I hope you believe that.
I know at times my involvement in your activities probably irked you. Assistant coach on your volleyball team, team leader for your Destination Imagination activities, chaperon for your weekend volunteer outings. I'm sorry about that. My only excuse is I wanted to be there if you needed me.
I was living with a timer. I knew I was losing you little by little. Your friends, your schooling, your activities were drawing you away. College was looming ever closer. It was selfish on my part, but I wanted as many moments with you as possible, before you moved on.
You were the best daughter in the world. So beautiful, so smart, such a kind and loving child. You're like your mother in so many ways. I'm sorry you got so many of my physical features. If I had a dime for every person who said you looked just like me, I'd be a wealthy man. I don't see it, to be honest. You're so beautiful, and I'm anything but.
High school was difficult, I confess. It's when your mother's and my ideas of raising you conflicted most. We both know she was over-protective, and I was too lenient. She wanted to know where you were every minute of every day, what you were doing, who your friends were, what they were teaching you in school. She hated for you to spend the night away. She was scared to death at the idea of you driving. A single drop of rain was cause for panic if you were on the road.
I took the opposite tact, and I know it drove her crazy. I trusted you. I believed we did right raising you, and I expected you to make the right decisions. I told you that you could do anything you put your mind to, and I believed it with every fabric of my being. My daughter could do anything!
You flourished, but not without some hiccups on the way. Some painful ones admittedly. Bad choices with friends a few times. I won't remind you of the two times I stood beside you in municipal court. I was appalled and the second time very angry. But I stood beside you. You learned from your mistakes, and I was proud.
The friends were a different problem. I know you hated me there for a while, your freshman year. It broke my heart, but I did it for you. Taking you out of public school, away from your issues and putting you into private school was hard, in many ways. Fourteen grand a year was a lot of money for us, but your future was infinitely more valuable. I accepted your condemnation, and the rift it caused between us, in order to get your life back on track. I drove you the twelve miles to school and back, and though you barely spoke to me for two months, I still treasure those moments spent alone with you. Driving in the car together, like those first four years.
I know it seems like my words are wandering, but there is a point. I did my best. I spared no expense. I tried like hell to give you a great start in life. Because I loved you. I loved every single moment we shared. The memories of you and your mother are the most valuable things I'll ever have.
For everything I did, I saw a pay off. You got into your first choice college. You graduated with your Master's degree in four years. You found an incredible job, and I was astounded that by the time you were 25, you were earning more than I did for most of my life. It's what any father want for his child. For them to have a better life than he did. In your case, that was going to be a difficult task, because I had you.
Then you met Michael. I knew I'd hate him the moment I heard his name. The way you said it, the way your eyes lit up. He sure as hell didn't impress me much when we did meet. I wanted better for you.
I'm a father. Boys scare me, when it comes to you. I never told you, but there's a reason our friends next door moved away. I'm not proud of what I did, but I'd do it again. Your mother told me of your first sexual experience with Andy. You were fourteen, he was seventeen and had no business talking you into a blowjob, for him or his friend.
I confronted his father. I told him I was upset, and why. He told me he was sorry and that he'd talk to Andy. Unfortunately, the talk, I later found out, was congratulatory and he was encouraging his son to do more. I won't tell you what I did, but it is the reason they got divorced and moved away. I did something bad, but I'd do it again tomorrow to protect you. There is nothing I wouldn't do. I'd condemn my soul to hell, if it would save yours. Perhaps I have.
Back to Michael. That little bastard wanted my daughter. My perfect baby girl. I knew why. Hell, anyone who looked at you would. You were beautiful, and turned heads from your earliest years. He didn't deserve you. No way. For that matter, I wasn't sure anyone did.
I was wrong. It took me a couple of years, I'll admit, to come to that conclusion. He's a good man. He's been a great provider, husband and father. Of course that's my opinion, from the outside looking in. I don't have to live with the guy.
More to the point, he loves you and your daughter, and that girl adores the ground he walks on. He'd do anything for her. He and I are not much alike. I guess not all girls marry someone like their father. But the way he is with her, the way they are together, I see us. You and me, the way we were.
The same love. The same desire to protect.
A Daddy's love.
Jessica, I've always been proud of you. Always. You're everything a father could wish for.
Until now.
Don't do this. I don't know what your problem is, you won't talk to me anymore. With your mother gone, I know you don't have her to vent to. But there's something wrong. I know you, Jessie. I know you probably better than I know myself.
If you're reading this, I know you're about to make a big mistake. The biggest of your life. I've always told you I'd back you through anything. I can't this time.
It's about a Daddy's love. The love I had for you. The best part of my life. If you do this, it's likely you'll destroy your family. You'll tear apart that bond between your husband and your daughter.
You'll deprive him of the relationship that we had. You will steal the memories, the moments that those two should have shared. It is the cruelest thing I can imagine.
If anyone tried to get in between you and me, tried to steal those moments from me, I'd tear the fucking world apart before I would let that happen. And I won't sit by idle while you do that to him.
Again, I don't know your issues. The only thing I do know, is that to the outside world, you've been good for each other. He's not abusive, he's supportive, and he loves you two. You've done an incredible job raising my granddaughter.
You loved him once. I know you love that little girl. If your problem is serious, he deserves to know about it, and to try to work through it. That little girl deserves at least that much. I would hope you'd expend every effort to make things right, before giving up. Fight for what you have, don't surrender so damn easily.
You're an adult. I can't tell you what to do. All I can do is hope I've raised you right, so you'll make good decisions. That, and be here for you when you need me.
If you go ahead with this, if you break that child's heart, if you steal the chance for Michael to have the bond that I had, the memories that keep me going, I will not support you. Unless you do this the right way, and make every effort to fix whatever your problem is, you will break more than one bond. It kills me to say it, but I will no longer consider myself your father.
My daughter would not be sitting in an airport, about to betray her husband, her daughter, her family, and everything she was raised to believe.
Not my daughter. I won't believe it.
I'm begging you. Don't betray a Daddy's love. Don't destroy it just because you can. Don't break a father's heart into a million pieces.
I want to believe I raised you better than that. I have to, or I've failed at the only thing that ever mattered to me. You.
Sincerely, Dale.



Jessica stared at the paper, the smeared writing near the end that told her in more than words, how difficult it was for him to write that. How much she'd hurt him. The signature alone screamed his pain.
The wet splotches grew more frequent as his harsh words hit home, and her tears joined his on the thin parchment.
How he knew, she couldn't understand. She never could, but he always did. She was on the verge of doing something irreversible. Something that could very well destroy her marriage and her family.
And for what? Because she was bored? Tired of the same routine?
Someone complimented her, flattered her, flirted and she liked the attention and the excitement. Was that worth breaking her vows, and risking all that mattered to her. Was she that kind of woman?
She had told herself she deserved a little excitement. It wouldn't hurt anybody. She could get it out of her system, and nobody had to know. If they did find out, she knew Michael loved her enough to forgive her. And if he didn't, was that so bad? Their life was in a rut. She could do better.
What the hell was she thinking?
She grabbed her phone.
Change of plans. It's over. Don't contact me again
She prayed it wasn't too late. That the mistakes she'd already made weren't too severe, that she might be forgiven. She had to brush the tears out of her eyes twice before she could type in the phone number correctly.
"Michael, the trip is canceled. Can you come back and pick me up?"
"What's wrong Jess? Something's wrong isn't it? What happened? We're not even home yet. I can be there in twenty minutes."
She heard the concern, the panic in his voice. "Take your time, I'll be here. I'm not going anywhere. I'll explain it later tonight, if you don't mind. It's complicated. I just want to say I'm sorry."
"Don't worry about that. So I wasted an hour, what's that in the big scheme of things? Instead I get you for three more days. Three days that we would never have gotten back again. I'm gonna hang up, there's traffic ahead. I'll be there as soon as I can."
"I know you will. I love you Michael."
"Love you too, baby."
She stared at the phone. A new text had appeared. She responded angrily.
Over. No more. Leave me alone.
She looked down at her feet, where she'd dropped the letter. She picked it up, ordering the pages. She folded it, and put it back in the envelope. She picked up the phone again. Dialed an almost forgotten number.
"Daddy? I...I did a bad thing. A horrible thing."
"No you didn't, Pumpkin."
"I did. And I don't know what to do."
"You did a bad thing, baby girl. You didn't do the horrible thing. And I'm pretty sure you know what to do about it."
His voice was echoing in her ears. She looked up and saw him. Not twenty feet away, all this time. She saw the tracks of the tears down his face. Before she could help herself she was scrambling over the row of chairs in front of her. He caught her in his arms before she could fall.
Of course he did. He'd never let her get hurt. She knew that.
"I'm sorry," she sobbed.
He held his girl, the most precious thing in the world. No longer the infant at his chest, the tiny tyke learning to drive on his lap. She wasn't the angry teenager, or the proud graduate. Not the beautiful woman standing at the altar as he gave her away, or the exhausted new mom, pale, sweaty, matted hair, the most gorgeous she'd ever been, passing him his only grandchild. No she wasn't any of those, she was all of them, and more.
"I know you're sorry, Pumpkin. But you're telling the wrong man."
"How Daddy? How do I tell him? What can I say? I've ruined everything."
He peeled her arms away, and wiped the tears from her face. He put his arms around her, and walked her back to her things. He didn't like the way that guy two seats over was looking at her purse. Nobody screwed with his family.
"My girl can do anything. You'll figure out a way. I know you will."
"Will you come with me? Michael will be here in a few minutes."
"No, Jessie. This is between you guys. There's somewhere I've got to be."
The overhead announced the boarding of her flight. He gave her a hug and a kiss. "I knew you'd do the right thing."
She called after him, as he walked away. "Where are you going?"
"I've got a plane to catch."
Nobody screwed with his family.
* * *
Jessica looked up from the dishes, checking out the window where her daughter was playing. She was playing outside a lot, giving Michael and her time to deal with their issues. He didn't get off scot-free, but she wasn't brain-dead enough to try to blame it on him. It was easily 90% her fault. She had everything she wanted, everything she'd dreamed of, all the things she'd talked about, and it wasn't enough.
She smiled to herself. Her butt still hurt. She absolutely couldn't believe he'd spanked her. She hadn't been spanked since she was five year's old, for lying. Not much angered her father more than bold-faced lying.



She remembered the tears on his face, when he finished spanking her.
The spanking from Michael didn't result in tears, at least not on his part. The sex was passionate, fierce, demanding. She was almost afraid to tell him it was the best in years, later, while cuddled in his arms.
It was the first time she remembered him crying about anything other than Ashley. He hugged her tightly. "You don't hate me? Hate me for treating you like that?" he said. "I...I'm sorry."
She turned in his arms and kissed him. "Hate you? Never. I love you, and I know you're angry with me, and have every right to be. If a little spanking and incredible sex is the price I have to pay to make it up, I think we can manage that." She giggled. "You were an animal. The way you held me in the air, pounding into me, damn that was hot!"
He chuckled. "I know. Not too, I don't know, cro-magnon?"
"Not at all. When you had me pinned on my belly, for a second there I thought you were going to put it in my bottom. You had me scared there for a bit. I couldn't believe you had your fingers in there."
"I almost did. I don't know how I got so carried away," Michael confessed.
Jessica cuddled into him. "Next time you need to spank me, maybe you should."
He stiffened in her arms. "You said..."
"The hell with what I said. I'm yours Michael. Get it through your thick head. Just make sure you use plenty of lube. If it turns out I really hate it, it'll be the last time."
"I love you, Jess." He whispered, his hands roaming, and she found out he'd stiffened in more than one place.
She pushed him on his back, and mounted him with a tiny grimace. She was sore, but she needed this. They both did. The years of vanilla sex was just one of the issues, but it looked like they had that one in hand. She gave her husband a kiss, rocking slowly. "Don't ever tell my Dad about the spanking. He'd blow his top. He doesn't believe in corporal punishment."
Michael laughed. "You don't know your father as well as you think you do. It was his idea. He said he'd tan your ass."
"You talked to him? Since then?"
"I talk to him at least once a month. Mostly about the issues I have raising a 5 year old girl. We spoke yesterday. He wanted to know if he was going to have to come pick you up and take you home, or if I was going to keep you around."
The surprises never stopped coming. Dad and Michael talking. She kissed him again. "Did you come to a decision?" she asked teasing him, rolling her hips.
"There was never a question. You were always staying. For Ashley, if nothing else. There was a chance we'd both be miserable, but if that was the price, so be it." The way he said it wasn't playful at all.
Jessica stopped moving. "Are you miserable? Did I ruin everything?"
He swatted her bottom hard, and she jumped, almost dislodging herself. "No, I'm hardly miserable. I'll probably have a few issues with you for a while. I might say some mean things, and the trust will need some work, but miserable, I'm not. I love you."
She leaned down and hugged him. "I'm sorry. If you ever feel the need to get the anger out, I hoped you'll consider taking me to bed, tanning my butt, and screwing my brains out. I'll never complain."
He chuckled, giving her rear a playful smack. "It's a hell of an apology. Now giddy-up, cowgirl. You've got some work ahead of you."
Her reverie was broken by the sight at the swingset. She had to wipe the condensation off the window, to make sure she was seeing correctly. Ashley was swinging, laughing her little head off, and Dad was pushing her. Her father, there. She dropped the dishes, and ran over to the back door.
She saw Ashley hugging her grandfather. Jessica called out to him, but he waved once, and slipped into the woods behind the house. Ashley ran toward the porch. "Grandpa says hi. He tol' me to give you this."
Jessica was in shock. She looked at the woods. It was as if he'd never been there. Ashley was hitting her hip, holding the envelope. "How long was he here?"
"Only for a little while this time."
"This time? He's done this before?"
Ashley nodded. "Lots. He says it's a secret. I'm not supposed to tell. Daddy said it was Ok."
She took the note from her daughter, trying to understand. Why wouldn't he stop in?
After settling her daughter down she sat in front of the fire and read the note.


Dearest Jessie,
I may have to disappear for a while. I've done a bad thing.
I want you to know that I'm as proud of you today as I ever have been. I told you, you had a good man, didn't I?
You probably are wondering about my spying on you. I hope you understand, all I wanted to do was see you. It's all I have ever wanted to do. I don't want to interfere, you need to have your life. But sometimes the yearning gets to be too much, now that your mother is gone. So I stop by. I watch. I listen, I snoop. I need to know what's going on in your life, and without your mother around to give me updates, I guess I went a little crazy. I hope you can forgive me.
I'll stop now. It's probably best if I'm not seen around you anyway, at least for a while, just in case.
Love that husband of yours, and our precious girl. Think of me sometimes.
All my love, always,
Daddy



That explains the text messages. They'd continued unabated for a day. Text messages and emails. Then they stopped. Not a peep since. She remembered the story about the neighbors. She should have known.
In the envelope was a gift certificate to a year's dancing lessons for two at Arthur Murrays. No explanation.
She wiped her eyes, stood and looked out into the woods. He was out there somewhere. Watching over her. Of course. She should have known. He always would.
She chuckled for a moment. My father, the stalker.
She opened the sliding door, and yelled, "I LOVE YOU, DADDY!" He didn't reply, but she knew that he'd heard her. Even if he was out of earshot.
An hour later, she picked her phone up, and called her husband.
"Is something wrong?" he asked. She never called during the day.
"No. Just the opposite. I love you, and I wanted you to know. You need to clear your Tuesday evenings. We're going dancing."
He laughed. "I think I can manage that."
"And get home as early as you can. I've got some serious apologizing to do. I've got a new outfit I want you to see. I might even need a spanking," she teased.
"Have you been bad, naughty girl?" he asked softly.
"I have. I'm touching myself. That's naughty isn't it?" she giggled.
"Very naughty. You know, I think I'd like to see that."
She felt herself blushing. "You...you'd want to watch me?"
"Definitely. Is now too soon? With the holiday shutdown, there's almost nobody around. I could leave in 10 minutes."
"Give me an hour. I've got a couple of things to do. I need to drop off Ashley with Jill. Come look for me in the bedroom. I'll be the one with the toys."
"You're driving me crazy, Jess," Michael said.
"That's the idea, my darling husband. I love you."
She hung up the phone, and called her best friend Jill, who was happy enough to take on the task of watching Ashley when she heard why.
"Is Donna still doing those sex toy parties?" Jessica asked.
Jill laughed. "Seriously? You're thinking of going to one? You?"
"Actually, I'm hoping for a private showing. I kind of have an emergency. I told Michael he was going to get a treat when he comes home."
"Never mind Donna. I've got two items still in their boxes, from the last one. You're gonna owe me."
"Absolutely. You're a lifesaver, Jill."
"That's what friends are for. To help and watch out for each other, right?"
"Right. See you in a bit."
That's what friends are for. Friends and Daddy's.
* * *
Epilogue
Dale sat in the seat of honor, at the end of the kitchen island watching the proceedings. His daughter passed him another bowl to dry, which he stacked in front of him. She was so much like her mother, every mannerism a poignant reminder.
Jessica spotted another dirty pan beside the range, and maneuvered the battlefield as her husband and daughter worked to get all the dishes completed on time. She had almost made it, when she was suddenly in Michael's arms. He gave her the signal, a little push then a pull, lifting her hand over her head. She spun past him, then back, his hand moving across her lower back, his leg sliding between hers, as she slowly bent backward.
Ashley laughed, clapping.
Michael pulled his wife upright, snatching a quick kiss before releasing her to her duties. Her son made his feelings clear, with a quick 'Yuck!' before tearing through the kitchen to find his cousins.
"The bottom one will cook faster."
Michael laughed. "You want to take charge, Dad?"
"No way. Too late, I'm not going to take the blame."
Ashley ducked under her father's arms, tugging at her grandfather's hands. "Dance with me, Grandpa."
Jessica turned up the music. Grandfather and granddaughter came together, with the ease of years of practice. Dale smiled. Ashley was his daughter's clone, tall, beautiful, brilliant, carefree, loving. He grinned, "Did this pretty thing get anything from your side of the family, Michael? She's her mother all over again."
Michael turned, with his wife in his arms, "A last name?"
Ashley was a much better dancer than him. Not much of a surprise, with a dozen years of dance lessons behind her, and parents who danced like pros. She was graceful, and covered his mistakes smoothly.
The music slowed, and Dale guided his granddaughter over, deftly switching partners. His baby girl was in his arms. It was Christmas and everything was right in the world. Well, almost everything.
"What's our surprise this year?" she said softly.
"What?"
"You know. Every year it's something new. You remember. The dance lessons 12 years ago, then scuba lessons, tennis, golf, Tae Kwan Do, sailing, art, you were getting kind of nuts about it. It's like you never wanted us to have a moment free!"
"I just wanted my girl happy. As I recall you were bored, once."
She blushed. "Not anymore."
"That was the idea." He looked to the other end of the room where a sullen young man watched everything going on. "I don't like the looks of him."
"Dad, we've done what we could. She's going to make her own decisions." His girl moved her lips to his ear. "He's toast anyway. Michael can't stand him."
Dale laughed. "I always knew there was something I liked about that bum you married."
"Hey Dad! Seriously, I'm right here!" Michael cried out in mock rage.
Dale looked at the man waltzing his daughter over to stir the pot on the stove. "Yes you are. That's a good thing, isn't it?"
Michael gazed at his daughter, then at his wife. "There's nowhere I'd rather be in the whole world."
"Geez, Dad!" Ashley laughed, pushing him away. "Are you crying? What a wuss!"
Jessica turned her father so nobody could see the tears in his eyes. Or the ones in hers.
"So is the barrage of lessons over, now that she's graduated?" she asked, pressing her head into his chest.
A crash from the living room interrupted their dance. Jessica looked over, and saw her son in the middle of it. "No roughhousing in doors! Take it outside!" she bellowed.
She turned around, and he was waving some kind of paper under her nose. She snatched it out of his hand, reading it.
"Spanish lessons?"
He nodded, as she looked over at her daughter working the range. "Don't let it boil," she called out.
"I know, Mom," Ashley replied with a huff, before turning the gas down.
"She knows everything," Jessica muttered. "Was I that insufferable?"
"To everyone but me," Dale laughed. "I have some serious news. I've decided that I don't want to do the alternating holidays anymore."
She looked at him in surprise. Ashley dropped her spoon. Even Michael, ever steady Michael, was shocked. "Crap!" he snapped, sucking on the edge of his hand where he'd touched the edge of the pan, burning himself.
"Dad," Jessica said. "I know it's hard but we're trying to be fair. We need to spend some time with Michael's mother, especially now. It's how we've always done it. It's as much a tradition as the turkey and the roast."
Dale checked his watch again. She was late.
The door burst open and the kids tore into the foyer, "Gramma's here!"
Dale gave his daughter a wink, and then Michael was running out of the room, toward his Mom. "Fine!" Dale called after him. "I've got the roast! Momma's boy!"
"What are you up to, old man?" Jessica asked, looking at him archly.
"I thought it was time to shake things up a bit. Nobody should spend the holidays away from their family." He turned away from his daughter, and took their latest guest in his arms for a hug. When he pressed his lips to hers, you could have heard a pin drop. "You're late," Dale told her.
She grinned. "Somebody left a pack of heathens outside. I never thought I'd make it to the door." Michael's mother reached up and ran her fingers through Dale's hair. "You told them?"
"Now what kind of surprise would that be?" Dale chuckled. "You want the honors?"
"No way you're fobbing this off on me. You started it!"
"I made the phone call. As I recall—" her hand over his mouth cut him off.
Denise turned to her son, then back to her daughter-in-law. "After Ashley's graduation. Your father and I, well we kind of hit it off—"
"More than kind of. The way I remember it—" the hand was back over his mouth.
"Hush you!" She turned to her son, "I figured I'd give him the benefit of the doubt. He did raise a heck of a girl."
"Benefit of the doubt? C'mon you—"
"One more word, Dale, and you'll be sleeping out on the porch!"
Ashley laughed. "So tell me Grandma, if he's nice and quiet, where's he get to sleep?"
Denise blushed. "I don't think that's any of your business, you little troublemaker."
"Seriously Grandma? Did you even think this out? The house is full to the rafters. You're going to be lucky to get a sleeping bag in the attic."
"Not so long as I have a bed—"
"DALE!"
The laughter eventually died down, and Dale pulled Denise back into his arms. "Don't fight it. I'm irresistible you know. You said so yourself."
"Damn it, Dale! Are you going out of your way to embarrass me?"
"No baby, I'm going out of my way to let everyone know that you're as crazy about me as I am about you."
It was a while longer before the chatter quieted. There were a lot of confused looks going around between everyone. Nobody had ever expected that. They lived nearly 700 miles apart after all. He'd been alone for 13 years, dating, but never serious. Her husband had passed away two years earlier, suddenly from a heart attack. They were nothing alike, except for their love of their families.
"So the Spanish lessons?" Jessica asked.
"We figured a June wedding in Buenos Aires. I've always wanted to learn to tango."
Jessica laughed. "Never a boring moment with you around, is there Dad?"
"Never again."
================
I hope you enjoyed this story. It's a contest entry and I'd appreciate any votes or comments if you have the time. Don't forget to read the other excellent entries.
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=========================

You gave him your number. He wants to talk.

This is my first foray into audio stories. This one's for the ladies. Please let me know what you think, and I'd love as much feedback as I can get, as to what works and what doesn't.

Let me know what you like, what you don't, what you'd like to hear from me (if anything!), and any issues with the recording itself.

Thanks.



=========================

You're at home, tired of the same old routine. Playing the part of the good little woman. Always well behaved. Publicly conservative. A paragon of virtue.

Until yesterday.

I know. I know how hard it was for you to give me your phone number, to take a chance. I could feel you trembling as I cornered you. Leaning against you, my body touching yours. I made sure you felt how much I wanted you.

Because I can see you. The real you. You try to hide it away. I imagine it works most of the time. Were you surprised when I saw through your subterfuge? Past the nice girl facade.

I'll be honest, I didn't expect to see someone like you there. Not in a million years. I'll confess, I watched you for quite a long time. Studied you from afar. How you held yourself, the way you kept your distance from those pretenders, the way you laughed, your little gestures. I saw everything. How you stood, the way your eyes scanned the room. The boredom you withstood, playing your part. Always the proper little woman.

That might have been it, if you hadn't glanced my way. The way our eyes locked, that little smirk you wore, as if you knew what I was thinking. Like I was one of them.

But I'm not, am I?

You resisted, I'll give you that much. You tried to maintain your image, play it cool. But you didn't fool me. It was only a few intimate touches at first. A shared joke, laughing at the fools surrounding us. We're two of a kind in so many ways. I just don't hide it.

For a moment I thought I'd lost you, when you looked across the room. You turned away briefly, but I don't give up easily. I stayed with you, followed you out of sight, cornered you there. Your breasts gave you away you know. The way they rose and fell, I could sense your excitement. Leaning against you, I felt that tiny shudder. I saw the goosebumps, the desire in your eyes.

I don't know why you try to hide it. Anyone who knows what to look for can see the furnace raging inside you. Your sultry lips, begging for attention, capable of so much. The way your tongue peeked out, wetting them for me. Were you even aware of what you were doing? I know I was.

One kiss. That's all I got from you. That one, heart-stopping kiss, that sent shivers down my spine. Those few seconds when all I suspected about you was revealed.

One short kiss, and your phone number. That's why I have to call you today.

I suspect that one kiss is also why you'll pick up the phone when I do call.

---
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She didn't understand the big deal. He had to help her.
This could have gone into Loving Wives, but it's more than a simple tale of a mistake, and making things right. Elements could have gone into different categories, such as erotic couplings, fetish, romance, group sex, non-consent, incest, etc. So I've chosen Novels and Novellas as a catch all, rather than label each chapter differently. It's fairly long, seven chapters, and all but the last are complete and edited.
This is another one that's been on the 'finish' pile for a while, and has gone through a few iterations to get where it is today. I hope you enjoy it.
========================
It was a typical Christmas party, really. Most of the same crowd, about a third from the neighborhood, plus friends and co-workers of Tom and Misty. They always put on a nice spread.
We'd moved into the area within the last year, but my wife Wendy and Misty had been friends for a long while. They had worked together at Wendy's first job, until I stole her away to make her mine. This was the fifth holiday party of theirs we'd attended, every year since our wedding.
I was afraid that Wendy might tie one on. She'd had Jeannie, our first, a little less than 4 months earlier, and this was only the second big party we'd attended since then. The last one had been the Thomas' Halloween Party, but she'd been recovering at that point, exhausted and still carrying an extra 15 pounds. She'd been laying off the alcohol, as well, barely 5 weeks after giving birth, still nervous about the effect of booze while breastfeeding.
Mid-November we'd hosted a party of our own, but the barbecue had only included four other couples, and since it was at our house, among close friends, I hadn't worried about Wendy getting a little toasted for the first time in almost a year. She'd earned it. Plus, a tipsy Wendy always meant great loving later.
Tom had a big house. Hell, there wasn't a small one in the gated community we shared. The party was scattered throughout the place, kitchen, family room, living room, media room, dining room, foyer, porch, garage, backyard. I know because I'd just finished the tour looking for my wife. She'd been feeling no pain an hour ago, although it seemed she hadn't been drinking much. The doctor had assured her that having a few drinks while nursing didn't harm the baby, as long as she wasn't drunk while doing it. After he gave her a chart showing her how long it took the alcohol to leave her body, she was happy. She'd been pumping and storing her milk for a few weeks, so she'd have a clear conscience, and wouldn't have to nurse Jeannie for several feedings after the party.
I knew she wasn't planning on holding back, and I wanted to keep an eye on her. She could be a sloppy drunk, and I wanted to find her before she got too obnoxious or boisterous. The alcohol was flowing, the mistletoe was popular, and the flirting was getting a little out of hand.
On the second pass, I found her sitting in a corner, alone, smiling, watching the activities. It was something we liked to do, as the night went on. Find a nice observation point and watch everyone make fools of themselves. The concerns I'd harbored vanished.
She was sitting in a lounge chair, and I perched on the arm of it, leaning down and putting my arm around her. "Having fun?"
"The best. I had to stop drinking, it was hitting me hard."
I leaned closer to whisper to her, and stopped, stunned. Her breath stank. Of cum.
She was watching me, and I saw her get nervous.
"What the fuck, Wendy?" I snapped.
Her look was confused. "What?"
I pressed my face almost to hers. She grinned and pursed her lips for a kiss.
I breathed deep. Shit. No doubt. "Who's cock have you been sucking?" I whispered harshly.
"W...What?" she responded hesitantly. Her face, an open book to me, displayed her guilt.
I stood and grabbed her by the wrist, dragging her behind me toward the entrance. I heard laughing, and looked back to see whose ass I'd have to kick later. Four guys stood together, and Tom was grinning like the cat who'd got the cream. Or delivered it, in this case. Son-of-a-bitch.
"Stop, John," she whined, resisting. "You're hurting me!"
I ignored her, pushed her through the door, and slammed it behind me.
She stopped, standing with her arms crossed. Determined. "I'm not going anywhere with you like this."
"Fine. Stay. I'll fill out the divorce papers tomorrow," I told her as I stomped off.
I heard the clack of her heels chasing after me. "What are you talking about? What divorce?"
"You want to stay here and keep sucking their cocks, you're welcome. You know how I feel about cheating. Don't return to my house."
She ran up to me and grabbed my arm. "Stop, John! You're scaring me!"
"You should have thought about that before you got on your knees and took some asshole's prick in your mouth!"
"Tom's not an asshole. He's one of your best friends," she whined.
Fuck. Just like that. "No he's not. He's the back-stabbing fucker you cheated on me with, and the next time I see him I'm going to beat the living shit out of him."
She was tugging on my arm as I kept walking. I was angry and twice her size, I barely noticed the drag. "John, I never cheated on you. You know I would never do that."
"How long did you hold his cum in your mouth, you stupid slut?"
She let go of me, staring as I walked around the car.
Wendy had always been a cum slut. She loved it. The feel, the smell, the texture. I didn't have a problem with that because she was my cum slut. She loved to have me come on her, playing with my juices, dipping her finger into it, drawing little designs, sucking her finger saucily. She'd sucked me off hundreds, maybe thousands of times. She loved to sit back with a silly smile on her face, holding it in her mouth, playing with it for an eternity. She never rinsed her mouth afterward.
I'd received more than one call at work, telling me she could still taste me, hours after she'd delivered a morning blow job. Those calls made my day. More than once I'd gone home for lunch to give her another taste.
I loved that look on her face, the satisfied, naughty smile, when my cum was fresh in her mouth. Except when I'd seen it tonight, not even recognizing it at first, until I smelled the evidence on her breath.
I unlocked the door and got in the car.
"I don't have my purse or my coat," she said.
"Go back and get it. I don't care. Get in the car, or go back. Your choice."
She opened the door and dropped into the seat heavily, slamming the door behind her. "Why are you being such an asshole? It was only a blowjob."
"Only a blowjob!" I screamed at her. "Are you really that ignorant! Get out. Just get out." I pushed her harshly.
She struggled, hanging onto the door handle. "I didn't fuck him. I never would. I wouldn't cheat on you. I couldn't."
"Go suck all of them. I really don't care. Be their slut, you cheating bitch."
She was crying softly. "Why do you keep saying you don't care, when you're so angry?"
"I don't care what you do anymore. You destroyed any marriage we had when you threw your wedding vows away." I told her, driving the half-dozen blocks to our home.
"IT WAS ONLY A BLOWJOB!" she shrieked. "You know I sucked dozens of cocks before we were married. That's all it was. A little quickie suck. Kind of a Christmas treat. I didn't cheat. I didn't let them touch me. I never fucked anyone."
"Before we were married," I reminded her. "Nameless nobodies I didn't know about before we were committed to each other. Before your vows to stay faithful to me. Now you're just another cheating slut."
"I didn't cheat! I keep telling you that. Why won't you believe me? I never lie to you. You know that. I'm not lying now."
"How many?" I asked.
"How many what?" she replied nervously.
"You said them. How many cocks did you suck?"
"Tonight?"
"GOD DAMN IT!" I screamed at her, beating my hand against the steering wheel, as I pulled into the driveway. "How many tonight?" I asked, trying to calm down.
"Two," she said softly.
"Tom and...?"
"I'm not going to tell you. You're just going to get mad over something stupid. You're not going to beat up Tom either. He didn't do anything wrong."
"Then you can stay out here, or go back to the party. You're not coming in my house, slut."
"It's my house too!"
"Not since you destroyed our marriage, bitch. You can talk to your lawyer. I'll have a restraining order in the morning." Not likely, I know, but it sounded good.
I got out of the car and slammed the door behind me, unlocking the back entrance. Once again, the noisy clack of her 4 inch fuck-me heels chased after me. The sound irritated me to no end. "Please, John. This is stupid."
I opened the door, and pressed my hand against her chest, preventing her from following. "Oh. I'm stupid now? For wanting my WIFE to be FAITHFUL!"
"Jarrod. The other one was Jarrod, Ok?" she snapped.
"Ok? Did you say Ok? It's supposed to be Ok that you sucked two strange cocks tonight?"
"They're not strange. They're our friends," she argued, standing on the step.
"Friends? You humiliated me! My wife's a cheating slut, with our friends, at the biggest party of the year, and everyone's laughing at me behind my back, hell, to my face. I can never stand to see any of them again. You've destroyed us. Our marriage. Our life. How could you?"
She put her hand on my arm and I shook her off. "They're not laughing at you. They would never do that. They think you're the luckiest guy in the world. They might get a couple of quick sucks, but you get it every day, all you want. I'm yours, not theirs."
"Every day!" I snapped angrily. "When was the last time you sucked me off."
"Yesterday," she answered quickly.
"To finish? You held my cum in your mouth like you did theirs?"
"No, you wanted to fuck."
"Of course I wanted to fuck! I've been doing without for over five months. Of course I want to fuck!" I reminded her. "When was the last time you sucked me off?" I asked again.
"Last week," she said hesitantly.
"Really? I don't remember that. When was it?"
She seemed to be thinking about it. "I...I don't remember."
"Three weeks ago, last Wednesday."
"No! I know we did it since then," she argued.
"Three and a half weeks. You haven't sucked me off since we started having sex again."
She approached closer, reaching for me, and I brushed her hand away again. "I thought all you wanted was my pussy. You seemed so happy."
"I was happy, until I found my wife was sucking off everyone we know, while making me do without. You are such a bitch."
She shook her head. "I...I never denied you. You know I love to suck your cock. It's the best. I swear, I love it. I love you."
"You did deny me. Multiple times. Shall I list the times for you? You were too busy thinking about your new boyfriends, I'm sure."
The tears were running again. Big fake tears. "They're not my boyfriends, and I've never denied you anything. Our love life is the best. Everyone knows that."
I pulled the scotch out of the cabinet, and poured myself a big stiff one. "Right. And just how would everyone know that?"
She blushed. "You know we women talk about stuff. Everyone's jealous. Girls and guys."
"Great. They know I'm a cuckold, and they know everything about our love life. They know I can't satisfy my wife, and she has to get cock from assholes like Tom and Jarrod. Jarrod? Really? Jesus, Wendy, any other little tidbits you'd like to dump on me? Something else you can do to destroy everything we ever had?"
She stomped out of the room. "Fuck you, John! Why are you making such a big God-damned deal out of a lousy blowjob!"
I watched her disappear into the bedroom, closing the door behind her.
No way. No fucking way.
I followed her and tried to open the door. It was locked. "You BITCH!" I snarled, and kicked the door hard, splintering the frame.
She was sitting on the bed, eyes wide in fright, staring at me. "You don't fucking lock me out of my room. This is my bedroom. Get your cheating ass out of here and find somewhere else to sleep." I don't think I'd ever been angrier in my life.
"You're drunk, you jerk. You're going to feel sorry about this tomorrow, and I'm not going to forgive you no matter how much you beg." She had her shoes in her hand and did a piss-poor job of throwing them at me. I didn't even have to dodge.
Wendy ran out of the room crying, and I slammed the door behind her. I fell back on the bed, feeling the tears come. How could she do this? Why? What had happened to us?
* * *
I slept restlessly, images of her sucking cock after cock, men lined up waiting their turn, their stinking juices covering her naked torso. I couldn't turn off the pictures in my brain. I suspected I'd never be able to.
I finally got out of the bed, tired and miserable. A quick shower didn't help. I walked out of the room and headed to the kitchen. My former loving wife was sitting there, watching me coldly.
I poured myself a cup of coffee, taking a sip. I grabbed a piece of plain white bread and ate it, hoping it would settle my stomach. I avoided looking at the slut.
"Are you calm enough to explain yourself yet?" she asked.
"Yes. I've thought about it. I'll have the papers drafted Monday. I'll pay child support for whoever's child it is. There'll be no alimony, we've only been married four years. We'll split everything 50/50..."
"What are you talking about! We're not splitting anything!"
"We'll sell the house. Hopefully we won't lose too much on it. There's not much in the bank..."
"Whoever's child it is! She's your baby, John. You know that."
"I know nothing. Nothing about you. I would never have believed you were a lying cheater, but there you go. Learn something new every day."
"I DIDN'T CHEAT! STOP SAYING THAT!"
"Did you, or did you not suck Tom's cock?" I asked.
"I told you I did, but that was all!"
"Did you, or did you not suck Jarrod's cock?"
"Why do you keep asking? I told you I did, but nothing else. He never touched me."
"Who else? How many others?" I asked, sipping my coffee, trying to act strong, facing her betrayal.
"Why? Why do you want to know? Does it really matter? I swear I didn't cheat on you with any of them."
"I need to know who I can never face again. Whose asses I'm going to kick. Whose lives I'm going to destroy, just like they've destroyed mine."
"Please stop this, John. You're frightening me. Calm down. Nothing's happened. We'll be fine, better than fine. Just calm down."
"Who, Wendy? Who else's cock have you sucked, cum you savored and swallowed like a common street walker?"
"Aaron, alright? Just Aaron. Tom three times, Aaron once, and Jarrod once. That's all. Five stupid blowjobs, and you're getting this worked up over it. Shit. I wish I'd never done it."
"I wish you'd never done it too," I said. "We can get lawyers if you want, or we can do a simple uncontested no-fault divorce like the Pennington's. I won't go for infidelity. I'll want joint custody, if the DNA shows that Jeannie's mine."
"I don't want a divorce!"
"I didn't either," I told her. "We really can't afford to drag this out, your daughter will be the one to suffer. Let's just make this simple Ok? I don't want to fight about this anymore. Obviously we have a problem I didn't know about. I'm sorry about whatever it is I did that drove you to this. I would have prevented it if I could. I loved you, you know."
"Oh, God, John. Stop talking like this. We're not getting divorced. Jeannie's yours and you know it. I've never cheated on you. I wouldn't. I love you, and I know you love me. So stop this nonsense."
"How can you say you didn't cheat on me? You had sex with other men. Multiple men. Multiple times. You'd probably have added a few more last night if I didn't catch you. Stop the lying. Just admit it, and let us move on. I'm not going to use it as the cause of our divorce."
"I didn't have sex with them. I gave them a lousy blowjob. Less than five fucking minutes with any of them. Jesus, how many times do I have to explain it to you, you idiot!"
Could she be that dense? Really?
I walked over and took her by the hand. She leaped out of the chair, her ratty old robe opening, showing me her exquisite body. Which I'd never get to enjoy again. I peeled her arms away from me, grabbed the phone, and walked with her into the living room. "Sit."
She sat down, still clinging to my hand.
I called my mother, and pressed the speaker-phone button. A few rings later someone picked up. "John? Have fun last night?"
"Hey Mom. Is there any chance that you can watch Jeannie a little longer? Wendy and I have some things we have to get done."
"What's wrong? What's going on? Is there some problem?"
Never could pull one over on Mom. "No. Just some stuff we have to work out. Can you watch her 'til this evening? I'll give you a call before we come for her."
"Of course. You know I love my grand-daughter. Every moment with her is precious. Are you sure everything's Ok?"
"Not now Mom. I'll talk to you later."
Wendy was watching me as I hung up and dialed the next number. It rang several times before it picked up. "Hello?"
"Hey Misty. John here. Sorry we had to leave early. Hell of a party."
"What happened? Tom said you marched out of here around midnight without saying a word to anyone. You were practically dragging Wendy with you. Is everything alright?"
"Wendy's here with me now. You're on speaker-phone."
"Why? What's going on?"
"I have a pretty simple question for you. What would you consider cheating in a marriage?"
"John!" Wendy exclaimed.
"Oh my God! You didn't cheat on her did you! Please tell me you didn't," Misty sounded angry.
"No I didn't cheat. I'm trying to make sure we understand each other. Where does flirting and kidding around stop, and cheating begin."
Misty was quiet. "What did she do?"
"Please. Can you help us here? You're her best friend. When is it cheating?"
"God, I don't know. Anything sexual of course. I guess it could be cheating even before you do it, emotionally. When you decide you're going to."
"By sexual, what do you mean? Please be specific."
"John, this is embarrassing. Wouldn't you prefer to talk to Tom?"
"No, I would definitely not prefer to talk to him," I answered her heatedly.
"Oh no," she moaned. "Please tell me that they didn't..."
"Cheating. When is it cheating?"
"I...I guess anything involving breasts, penis and vagina," she said.
"Through clothing? How about the ass?"
"I don't think some light touching is really cheating. A lot of that happens you know. It's not that serious. Rubbing someone's butt during a dance, or a friendly boob squeeze isn't that bad. Not between friends. That's all it was, right?"
"What about screwing? Anal sex, oral sex? Any of that cheating?"
"What kind of crazy question is that? Anything involving touching a naked ass, tit, pussy or cock is obviously cheating. Do you mean like through their underwear? That might not have to be cheating, as long as nobody comes."
"If it was naked skin, and someone did come, that would be cheating?" I asked.
"What the hell is going on, John? Of course coming, no matter how it happens would be cheating."
"Thank you, Misty. I'm sorry we bothered you, and made a bit of a scene last night."
"Please, John. What happened? You can't leave me hanging like this! What's this about? Wendy?"
"Later, I promise. Thanks for your help." I hung up on her, and looked over at my cheating wife.
Wendy didn't look the least remorseful. "That's stupid. Of course she'd say that. Their sex life is shit. She's never blown Tom. What does she know?"



I called six more of her friends, with equal responses from all, except for a few caveats such as it's not cheating if both spouses agree to it, or if they're separated, or if it's forced.
"They're wrong," she continued to argue. "If you can't get a baby from it, it's not cheating."
"So if you let someone fuck you in the ass, that's not cheating?"
She blushed. "I didn't say that."
"That's exactly what you said. You can't get a baby from it. Hell, according to your definition, if you use a rubber or you're on the pill it's not cheating."
She was getting angrier. "You know that's not what I meant!"
"No, I have no idea what you mean. What do you think cheating is?" I asked.
"Sex. A penis and vagina. Penetration. That's cheating."
"Not anal sex?"
She sighed. "I guess I'd consider that cheating. That's wrong."
"But oral sex isn't?"
"Of course not. It's not love. Look, my breasts, my pussy, my ass, they're private. I keep them covered. Nobody sees them but you and my doctor. They're sex organs, I mean the butt isn't really, but it can be used that way. I keep my sex for you, only you. Nobody's allowed close. The mouth isn't. It's there for everyone to see. Eating, talking, breathing..."
"Kissing?"
"Exactly! Kissing isn't cheating. We kiss people all the time. We kiss our parents and our baby. The mouth isn't like the rest."
"How about a man's cock? Isn't that a sex organ?"
She nodded. "Obviously. But unless they come together it's not cheating. Some guy tries to stick his prick in me, he's dead meat."
"So if I were to go over to Misty's right now, take her clothing off and go down on her, that wouldn't be cheating."
"Of course it would! That's her naked pussy, I'd never let anyone but you touch mine. Why would you want to do that anyway, when you've got me? I'll do anything you want."
"Damn you're screwed up. Oral sex with a woman is cheating, with a man it's not?"
"It's not the same. You know it." She sighed. "This should be easy to understand. If I don't think it's cheating, it's not, and you shouldn't think it is either."
Unbelievable.
I grabbed the phone again, dialing, waiting for the answer.
"Wendy?"
"Mom?" Wendy answered, looking at me in fear.
"Hi Carol, John here."
"What's going on? Why are you both on the phone? There's nothing wrong with Jeannie is there?" I could hear the fear in her voice. I was only hoping I could get the right words out of her. The damn woman was a chatterbox. Not all that fond of me, either. I was taking a big chance.
"No, Jeannie's fine. Wendy and I have a simple question I hope you can help us with."
"Whatever I can do, you know that."
"What's cheating in a marriage?"
"Why? What's going on? You didn't cheat on her did you, you bastard!" she shrieked.
"I haven't done anything, Carol. I promise. We're having a problem coming to terms. Please, when is it considered cheating?"
She was slow to answer. "Times have changed, John. Things aren't the way they were when I was growing up. Flirting and teasing is so much more common. When I was young, half the stuff you do would be considered cheating. We didn't have emails and texts. All that online flirting. It's different now."
"So sex is Ok?" I asked.
"What! What have you done?"
"Nothing. I repeat. I have done nothing. I've never cheated, or anything close to it. I only want to make sure we're on the same page."
"Sex is not Ok! Don't even pretend you think it is!" Wendy's mother snapped. "Wendy! You're not going to let him get away with this. You have to draw the line. If you don't, he'll run all over you."
"Mom," Wendy sighed. "It was just a blowjob. No big deal, right?"
"John, you son of a bitch! Wait until Ed hears about this! You get your ass out of that house you lousy cheating bastard! I don't want you ever touching our daughter again, do you hear me? Just a blowjob! Like anyone is going to put up with that shit! I always knew you'd do something like this. Fancy job, all those pretty girls around you all the time. Was it your big tit secretary? Was that who it was Wendy?"
I saw the tears in her eyes, "There was no cheating, Mom. He would never do that to me. We just had to make sure we agreed where to draw the line."
"Don't lie to me, and don't cover for that son-of-a-bitch! You don't deserve this, and don't let him tell you otherwise. I bet he told you it was the pregnancy, didn't he? You get fat and tired, and all they do is think with their little heads." She was getting louder. "Damn you, John! Was it the baby? Is that your excuse? We can't help it if we can't have sex afterward. You have no idea how hard that is on a woman. We have to heal, and I know it doesn't feel right for a long time after, but that's part of being a family and parents. That's a lousy fucking excuse, for sticking your tiny little prick in some slut's mouth!"
I couldn't help but grin. Man, she was worked up. She never cursed. Never. Lord, I was on her shit-list.
"Carol. I've done nothing. I swear. It's something we have to work out on our own."
"Wendy?"
"He's right Mom. He didn't do anything."
The silence hung heavy. "Oh no!" I heard her gasp. "You didn't! Tell me you didn't, baby! It had to be an accident. John, you know she loves you. She would never cheat on you. It must be a misunderstanding. Please, think of the baby. You have to forgive her."
"She'll call you later, Ok? Sorry to bother you, Carol."
"No John, don't hang up. Don't, please! She loves you. We all love you. You're the best thing that ever happened to her. You do love him, don't you, baby?"
Wendy had tears running down her face. "Yes Mom. I love him. I always have. I love him with all my heart."
"See John? See? She loves you. Don't do anything stupid. Nothing you'll regret, Ok? We can work through this. It's all a mistake. One big stupid mistake. I know it is."
I interrupted her. "Carol, stop. She'll call you later. Thanks for helping." I hung up before I'd have to listen to any more of her chattering. If I cheated I was a lousy rotten bastard son-of-a-bitch. Her precious daughter was misunderstood. Of course. How could I miss it?
I thought that would be the end of it. Wendy grabbed the phone out of my hand, and started pressing numbers angrily. A few seconds later the other end picked up.
"Hey girl, how'd the party go? Have a good time?"
Wendy glared at me. "Blowjobs aren't cheating, are they?"
"Of course not. Everyone knows that, sis."
"Hey Alice, John here. You want to put your husband on the phone? I'm sure he'd love to hear your opinion on blowjobs." I asked my sister-in-law.
The phone went dead.
Wendy looked at me confused. "It must have been an accident," she said, grabbing the phone and hitting redial. The phone rang a couple of times, then picked up and went back to a dial-tone.
"Why would she do that?" Wendy whined, finally looking nervous. She dialed again and the phone was busy. "It shouldn't be busy, they have call waiting." She hung up again, and it went back to busy.
She settled back into the couch, looking fearful. "It doesn't matter anyway. You heard her. Blowjobs don't count."
"You think Dave has the same opinion?"
She seemed to ponder it. "Listen, honey. It shouldn't matter. This was all a misunderstanding. I didn't think it was cheating, but I guess you did. I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
"Wendy, let me ask you a simple question. Would you have given him a blowjob in front of me? In front of Misty, his wife?"
Part of her problem, I honestly believe, is she didn't think things out. She didn't think about what she was doing, and she didn't think before she spoke.
"Of course not! That would be so embarrassing," she answered quickly.
"I want you to think about something. Don't speak yet. Just take a moment to ponder. You should never do something with another man that you wouldn't do in front of me. Think about that. If you wouldn't do it in front of me, it's a type of cheating."
For once, she did as I asked. She was quiet, focused on what I'd said. I didn't press her, letting her work it out for herself.
She finally nodded. "Ok, I get it. I didn't think you'd like that, but if you want, next time I could blow him in front of you. It's not that big a deal. It might even be better, he won't bug me so much about doing more. If you want to see it, I guess that would be fine."
Jesus-Fucking-Christ. Next time?
I got up and walked out before I did something rash, hearing her call out from behind me. "John! Don't walk away. We need to get past this. I want to make things right," she yelled, before the closing door silenced her.
I went to work trying to get my mind off my problems. I was running through scenarios to get a little payback from the assholes who were using my wife. I had to be careful, we had a lot of government contracts, and I had to carry a security clearance which I didn't want to jeopardize. Jail would not be good.
A few hours with my head buried in my work, and I wasn't feeling a whole lot better. We were at such loggerheads. Nothing I said seemed to get through to her that her behavior was unacceptable.
Did I believe she thought it was no big deal? Sadly, yes. She was doing bad things, horrible things for our marriage, but it wasn't that she was trying to hurt me, or even was careless about her family. I honestly was beginning to believe she didn't understand the ramifications of her actions, and was very possibly misled by her lousy sister.
Our love life had been exceptional. She was loving, attentive, and generous with her affection. Ever since we were married, she was very physically demonstrative, and a tiger in the bed. She loved oral sex, giving much more than receiving. It was true that for most of our marriage she'd blow me as much as I wanted, maybe even more. It was no exaggeration that I could get blown every day, twice a day if I desired.
Until the pregnancy.
The first 7 months hadn't changed things much, but she had issues late, and was under bed-rest much of the time. I took care of her the best I could, with a lot of help from her mother and sister.
It struck me that her sister Alice had spent a lot of time with her, before and after the pregnancy. I had never had a problem with Alice. She was friendly, attractive, and seemed to have a good solid marriage. She liked to flirt a little, but nothing over the top. We didn't socialize a lot, but I never had an issue with her. Until now. That call had really knocked me for a loop.
After the pregnancy, nothing had happened for a couple of weeks, then for the next month, she seemed determined to suck my damn cock off. After 6 weeks the doctor gave her the OK to start having sex again, but it was still another week of multiple daily blowjobs, before I ended up back between her legs.
I'd been doing without sex for a few months, and for the next several weeks her oral efforts ended up with me plowing her hot little pussy gratefully. I'll confess, she didn't feel the same after giving birth, she'd been a tight fuck until the baby, but I wasn't complaining. I loved it, and I loved her.
I often was able to give her a double dose, but the one thing she didn't really like to do was suck me after I'd been inside her. If that was her only issue, I wasn't going to make an issue of it.
It wasn't until the blowup, that I realized how drastically the oral sex had fallen off. I could take part of the blame, as soon as she got me hard, I wanted to spread her sexy legs and pound one into her. I realized she may have been tapering off because she didn't enjoy the sex as much as she did the oral. Like I said, every blowjob ended up with my blowing a load inside of her, and I had forgotten how much she loved cum, playing with it, tasting it. I wasn't giving her what she needed, but she'd never said anything.
In a way, I'd let her down. I only wished we'd communicated.
I didn't want to go home. I didn't want to face her, and her thick-headed arguments. I couldn't stand to see that cheating mouth that had at least 5 loads dropped in it that weren't mine. I hadn't given her a taste in almost a month. From twice a day to nothing.
Tom, Jarrod, Aaron. Motherfuckers. She might have been stupid, naive and confused, but those assholes knew better. All of them married. Sticking their cocks in my wife's mouth. They had to pay.
I went out to eat, and while waiting for my dinner, I turned on my cell phone and checked my messages. My voice-mail box was full. I started listening to them, and got mad again, 3-3-7, forward to the end and delete. Six from Wendy, none of which I managed to listen to through the end. Two from her mother. Two more from Misty, Tom's wife. One from my mother. Jesus, what a mess.
I'd been throwing around the word divorce a lot. I was furious with her, but I couldn't deny I loved her more than I had imagined possible. I wanted things back the way they were, and resolved that even if I didn't divorce her, I'd still have to divorce myself from the crowd we'd been around. No way I could hold my head up around those fucking bastards. No way.
While eating my meal, I texted my wife. I wasn't ready to speak to her, but I didn't want this thing completely blowing up, either. Not yet. If it did, I was going to control it.
I let her know that I'd gone into work, to distract myself from what she'd done to our marriage. I was eating out.
Five minutes later, while drinking my after dinner coffee, I got a response. Please hurry home. I love you. I'm sorry. Short and to the point.
It wasn't like an affair. I didn't believe she'd fallen out of love with me, or intentionally disrespected me. But she was so damned stupid. Blowjobs didn't matter? No matter how hard I tried, I couldn't see my way around that. Or how she stuck to it, against all odds and other viewpoints. I thought about that a while. Perhaps she did understand, but was clinging to her argument so she wouldn't have to take responsibility for her slutty actions.
I love D.C. at night. The later the better. When the traffic was gone, and the monuments and buildings were lit up. A drive around the reflecting pool, seeing the monuments, up and down the mall with all the museums, the Capitol, the Washington Monument.
I stopped for a couple of beers, still avoiding the scene at home. What was I going to do? How could we get past this? Did I want to make an effort, or would it be easier to cut bait and take my loss? Could I ever look at her the same?
My three month old perfect daughter, Jeannie. Holding her for the first time, with my tired smiling wife in that little room, surrounded by the doctor, nurses, her mother and sister. Little tiny fingers. Ten of them. Each a miniature masterpiece. Pressing mine into her palm hoping she'd clutch it. Angry red face, wispy dark hair. My child. Our child. God, how I loved to hold her! Settled into the crook of my arm, late at night, singing to her with my lousy voice, smelling her, feeling the negligent weight slowly tiring my arm, until I'd switch to the other. The instant feeling of loss when I passed her to anyone else. Mine. A little bit of me. I couldn't lose that.
I had to somehow work things out with Wendy. Let her see how I felt. Get past the denial and back to the way things should be. I hoped we wouldn't have to move, but if that's what it took, so be it.
A few people tried to strike up conversations, but I was having none of it. I perched on my stool, and worked my way through a pair of large Guinnesses, feeling sorry for myself, and desperately trying to avoid thoughts of what my wife had done.
My incoming-text ring went off. I'd had a few normal call rings, but had silenced each one. This one was from Wendy again. Are you coming home? I miss you. I'm sorry.
I believed she was sorry. Not just for getting caught, but for doing anything to hurt us. I still was certain she believed I was the unreasonable one. Bitch.
I texted her back. Soon. I love you too. Kiss Jeannie for me
Her response was immediate. She's staying at Mom's. Thank you
I paid my bill, and got in my car, taking a moment to make sure that the beer with dinner and two more in the bar hadn't left me too impaired to drive. I felt a bit of a buzz, but I'd taken a few hours to drink what I had, and didn't think I was over the line.
I took a nostalgic drive up 14th street, seeing the urbanization. When I was a kid, 14th and K was the seediest place around. Dirty movie parlors and packs of prostitutes on every corner. For a teenager it was eye opening. The women would wave, and often flash you, running over to the car at a stoplight and sticking their head in the window if it was open.
I remember one nasty looking woman sticking her head in my window and instantly reaching between my legs. Her skirt was so short you could see her underwear. My buddy Ralph was laughing as we pulled away. He was in the backseat and claimed he'd reached out through his window and stuck his finger up inside her, while she was trying to convince me to let her give me a blowjob.
It wasn't the same anymore. Urban renewal. I drove past the park at K street, and turned right on L, the next street up, headed east toward 7th St, Georgia Ave, and back home.
As I neared 11th and L, I started seeing the same sights I remembered from back in the day. The girls were still around, they'd just relocated. I thought it was a little ironic they'd set up shop right next to the Department of Justice building.
At the stop light I heard a tapping on my window. I looked over and saw a haggard young girl looking in hopefully. To this day I can't tell you why I rolled down my window.
"Looking for a good time?" she asked hesitantly, leaning over and showing me her dangling smallish breasts, holding her shirt open.
"Aren't you young for this?" I asked, without thinking.
She blushed. Really. I kid you not. A blushing hooker. "I'm legal, if that's your problem. I promise you, it'll be good." She looked up and down the street. "You're not a cop, are you?"
I laughed. "No. I'm not a cop. You're not, are you?" Already, the seeds of an idea were taking root.
She shook her head. "Can I get in?"
That seemed strange. Then again, what did I know about hookers? "Isn't that dangerous?"
"I can't afford to get busted, and I really need the money," she said. I could swear I saw tears in her eyes. Hell of a sales technique. It was cold out, and she was barely dressed. I could see the goosebumps on her arm, and she was trembling. She looked miserable. I didn't find her attractive, I had far better at home. She didn't turn me on. She broke my heart. What drove a kid to this?
I hit the unlock button, and I watched her long skinny leg slide into the car, 4 inch clear plastic heel first, with at least a two-inch platform. She slid her red vinyl-skirted butt into the car and closed the door, then rolled up the window.
"In the car? Or do you have some place to go?" she asked.
"Don't you have someplace nearby you take your Johns?"
She shook her head. "I'm working solo, and trying to keep it that way. I don't need some stupid bastard taking my money, and telling me what I have to do."
"Been doing this long?" I asked, starting to wonder what I was doing.
She smiled. "You're a talker, aren't you? Can I get at least $20, even if we don't do anything? Time is money, you know."
I pulled onto Mass. Ave, across Mt. Vernon place. "I won't send you home broke. I promise."
"This isn't solicitation," she said nervously. "I haven't offered sex for money."
"Relax, I'm not a cop. How old are you?" Damn if she didn't look like she was 16.
I turned onto 7th St., headed North, and was surprised when she pushed a driver's license in front of my face. "I'm 18. Since October. Satisfied?" She sounded angry, tucking her license away, before I even got a chance to look at it. "I thought you old guys liked the young girls anyway. I can be 13 for you."



Old guy? I wasn't even 30 yet. "How much for a blowjob?" I asked, once more surprising myself.
"$20 for a quickie. You want the really good, extended action, toe curler, take me someplace and I'll blow your mind for $50."
I almost laughed, which would have been cruel. "I doubt you'll blow my mind. My wife gives the best blowjobs in the Northern Hemisphere."
"Then why are you asking?" She reached toward the center console and turned the heat up, giving me a quick questioning look, as if to see if it was OK. I directed the central vent toward her.
She didn't seem to mind that we were driving further north, into the suburbs, away from the bustle of downtown.
"My darling wife suddenly thinks that blowjobs aren't sex, and it's Ok if she gives them to people other than her husband."
My young companion grinned. "Then this is your lucky day. I'm going to give you the best 'not-sex' you've ever had. You want to make a night of it, I'll give you so much 'not-sex' you'll be begging for a break. All for the one-time bargain price of $200."
Fuck. I liked her. She was funny and confident. Kind of cute if you got past her dirty, skanky look. "I thought you said $50? This is kind of scary, you went from $20 to $50 and now $200."
She pouted. "An escort would cost you ten times as much, and wouldn't be half as good. I can promise you that."
The money was no big deal. Hell, Wendy spent $200 every other week at the hairdresser. She wasn't cheap to keep, although I'd never had a problem with it. We could afford it, and she was worth every penny. Emphasis on the was.
My street pickup was still watching me, and I heard her stomach rumble. She seemed embarrassed. "Hungry?" I asked.
"I'll be fine. Do we have a deal? I'll do the whole night thing for $150. How about that?" She reached her hand over and put it on my thigh, rubbing me. I guess she was trying to be sexy, but it seemed forced.
I put my hand over hers, giving it a little squeeze. "Never lower your price, sweetie. You were doing everything right. I kind of believe that the $200 would be well spent, if not the best ever."
"You want to make a bet on that? I'll do it for $100. If it's the best you ever had, you pay me what you think it's worth. If it's not, I get a C-note, you take me back, and you've received the bargain of a lifetime."
The idea that had been bubbling away below the surface burst, and I smiled. I pulled out my wallet, and counted out a hundred dollar bill and five twenties. I passed them to her.
"You don't mind if we do something a little out of the ordinary?" I asked.
I saw her get nervous. "I don't do pain. I don't do raw. Anal's another $50, each time. No hitting, and no gangbangs."
"Nothing like that. I promise. Blowjobs only. But there's a little more to it than that." I explained my idea, and at first she looked confused, then started to smile.
"What's your name?" she asked me abruptly.
"Call me John."
"No, really."
My turn to flash my ID. "John."
She laughed. "Weird night, John the John."
"You're telling me? I went out of the house to cool off, get a little work in, have a quiet dinner. Now I've got a cute little street walker in my car about to blow my mind. Not how I imagined this day working out."
"You seem like a nice guy, John. That's cool for a change. Kind of sweet you still want to work things out with your wife. How come you don't just kick her to the curb?"
"What's your name?" I asked.
"Kelly. Amethyst if you want a working name, but you already saw my license."
"Alright Kelly. I love my wife. I love my 3 month old daughter more than life itself. I don't want to lose them."
"She's lucky. And pretty damn stupid if you don't mind my saying so. Good looking man, good job from the looks of things, kind, generous, and in love. Shit, she doesn't deserve you."
We cruised past Rock Creek Park, and I turned onto East-West Hwy, on the final stretch home.
"You Ok with my plan?" I asked.
"Better than Ok. I'll do whatever you need. You just let me know."
"You want to tell me how come you're not in high-school and out on the street?" I asked quietly.
She looked out the window, quiet. In profile she looked a little older, a little weary. "Bad luck and stupid choices. I can call your wife stupid because I know it well. I made some mistakes, and I'm paying for it now."
"I'm a good listener."
She turned to me. "I bet you are. It's not a fun story, John. For the moment, let's just pretend we're two people who like each other and are going to have a good time. Really good. I don't want to think about the past, and I don't have a lot to look forward to. Let's live in the moment."
She folded her feet up under her, those $10 heels digging into my leather seats. I didn't say anything about it. "You said she's a great cock-sucker. Tell me why she's good."
I was off the highway and turning onto the side streets of my neighborhood. "She loves to do it. Loves everything about it. Loves the feel and taste of my cum. Anyone's cum, I should say, although I didn't know that until today."
"How does she love it?" Kelly asked.
"It's not that she's the best technically. She's doesn't do a lot of deep-throat, or some kind of special move. It's the way she does it. The way she looks at me and my cock. The excitement in her. She can come from sucking me, I don't even have to touch her. Everything she does tells me how much she loves it, how she wants to win my cum, suck it out, hold it in her mouth for ages, with a silly little grin on her face."
"If she holds it in her mouth forever, I guess you don't get back-to-back blows," she said.
"No. Morning, noon and night, all I want, one at a time."
Kelly laughed. "That's changing tonight. I'll drain you. I'm going to suck you over and over until you can't get it back up."
She was looking at my tenting crotch, and laughed sweetly. "You are a man, after all. You like that idea, don't you? I can see part of you does." She reached over and put her hand on my stiffness. "Nice. I'm sure I can work with this."
I pulled into the driveway, and saw that it was after 1:30 and the lights were still on.
"This might get a little weird and awkward. You still alright with it?"
She nodded. "Honestly, John. I'd do it for free, if I didn't need the money so damn much. I hope it works out."
* * *
I had my key out, but the door wasn't locked. I opened it, and Wendy rushed into my arms, hugging me, crying.
"Shhh," I whispered, stroking her hair.
"God, John. I was so worried you'd left me. I love you so much. We can put all this behind us. I know we can."
I pulled her arms off me, gave her a little kiss, and stepped in the door. Kelly followed a couple of steps behind. I saw Wendy's shocked reaction.
"What...who is this?" she squeaked.
Kelly stepped forward and wrapped her thin arms around my stunned wife. "Hi Wendy, you're even prettier than he said. Thank you so much for welcoming me into your home." She stepped back and looked around. "It's beautiful. Did you do this all yourself, or do you have a decorator?"
Wendy was in shock, looking at the common street whore, back at me, then around her house. "I...I did the decorating."
"Wow. You have talent. You could do this for a living." Kelly was walking around, touching the furniture, looking at the walls. "Is this an original?" she asked gazing up at the painting over the fireplace.
It was my second anniversary gift to my wife. Pricey as hell, a few thousand dollars at a show for an up-and-coming artist. It was her favorite piece. Kelly had a hell of an eye. This wasn't part of what I'd asked her to do.
"Original. It was a gift for my second anniversary," Wendy said.
"Damn, girl. Hell of a present. Someone must really love you. This guy's good. It fits so well with the decor." Kelly walked around the living room, and into the dining room, kneeling down and lifting the corner of the 9x12 hand knotted rug. "This isn't Turkish is it? Tibetan?"
Wendy stood beside her, looking surprised. "Yes. We went to Lhasa last year."
"I love the traditional patterns so much more than that contemporary crap. You have wonderful taste." She stood, and smiled. "Can you point me to the ladies' room?"
Wendy waved down the hallway.
Kelly stepped into her, and gave her another hug, finishing with a kiss on the cheek. "We're going to have so much fun. Thank you."
Shit. I was probably as stunned as my confused wife. Kelly was earning every penny, and then some. I'd definitely be rewarding her for this weekend.
Wendy followed me into the kitchen, as I got a platter out of the cupboard and started preparing a snack tray. Nothing fancy, but I didn't want Kelly's belly rumbling. "What's going on, John? You're gone all day, and then you bring that into my house?"
I completed the snacks, and got out a bottle of our best wine. Nothing too good for my new little cock-sucker to be.
"Speak to me John. I want to know what you think you're doing!" she snapped.
"Making a little snack tray for our guest. Wouldn't want to be impolite."
"She's not our guest, and I don't think I want her in my house." She was standing nearby, talking softly but angrily.
"Our house, love. Isn't she charming?"
"She looks like a tramp!"
"Don't be catty, and try to be polite." I said, passing her three glasses, and taking the snack tray and wine bottle into the living room.
"Damn it, John! Tell me what's going on," Wendy whined, following me.
"Relax, Wendy. We'll get to that, for now have a drink."
I was pouring the wine when Kelly came back out. I was more than a little surprised. She'd washed up a bit, brushed her hair out, removed her trampy makeup and straightened out her clothes. She cleaned up nicely, and looked younger than ever.
"I hope you don't mind that I peeked around a little. You have a gorgeous home. The nursery is absolutely adorable. How old is she?" She addressed my wife.
Kelly sat down next to me, picking up a canapé and popping it in her mouth, followed by a sip of wine. She'd removed her shoes, and curled her legs up on the couch beside me, while my wife still stood, trying to make sense of it all.
"She's three months old. Jeannie's with her grandmother," Wendy said.
"Nice wine. You didn't have to break out the good stuff for me," she said, taking a sniff before having another sip. "I can't place it. Napa?"
"French. Château Mont-Redon." I said.
"Very, very nice. I've been drinking a lot of the Chilean wines, and some small California vineyards, but this is excellent."
I guess Wendy felt weird, standing watching us snack, drink and talk about the wine. She finally took her glass, had a big swig, and sat on the chair across the way.
Kelly gobbled another canapé, and scooted next to me, placing her hand on my shoulder, stroking me casually. "I bet this wine is John's choice. Bold, strong."
"My latest favorite," I told her.
"Let me guess. Wendy, you're more of a Pinot Noir girl. Nothing pretentious, sweet, smooth, bursting with flavor. None of those weak whites for you."
Wendy nodded. "Pretty much. I don't like the Whites or Roses so much, and the Cabernet's are a little too strong for my taste."
Kelly opened her mouth, while I fed her another snack, giggling. "Trying to fatten me up?" she teased. She turned back to Wendy, leaning against me. "Excellent taste, I might add. In decorating, in wine, and definitely in men."
"We're happily married," Wendy snapped.
"So John said. He loves you, and I can see you love him. You are so lucky. Believe me, Wendy, I would do nothing to get in the way of your happiness. You seem to have the perfect life here. I'm not the kind of person that would destroy that on a whim. I know what it's worth."
"What kind of person are you, then?" Wendy asked.
Kelly smiled. "I think you know what kind of person I am."
"John doesn't have to pay for sex. He gets all he wants from me, and it's a hell of a lot better than anything he's going to get from you, you little whore!" She was almost screaming.
Kelly just smiled. "Wendy, love, I wouldn't dream of having sex with a happily married man. There's no way I would do that. Especially not here, in your home. I wouldn't disrespect you like that," Kelly said.
Her actions belied her words as she leaned into me, rubbing her hand across my chest, kissing my shoulder. I put my arm around her, let my hand drift down her side, feeling the smooth exposed skin at her waist.
The phone rang, and Wendy looked over at me. Two in the morning. Who the hell would be calling? Only everyone we know, I imagined. I shrugged and she got up and went to the kitchen.
Kelly grabbed another of the snacks, down to the last two, and popped it in her mouth before she started opening my pants.
"Who the hell are you?" I asked, while I helped her.
"Just a $20 whore," she said sadly, pushing my pants down around my ankles.
I heard my wife on the phone. "Yes Mom, he came home about half an hour ago, and no he wasn't drunk, but he'd been drinking."
Kelly was stroking my cock. "Damn, John. She's such a fucking idiot. Cheating on you when she can come home to this," she said, tugging on my cock. She looked around. "All of this. You deserve better."
I didn't answer with more than a sigh, as her mouth descended over my cock.
I heard Wendy walking our way. "No, everything is definitely not fine. You won't believe what...OH MY GOD!" she shrieked, seeing Kelly with her face in my lap.
She threw the phone across the room, and started over toward us. "What the hell are you doing!"
"We're not having sex. It's not a big deal right? Just a blowjob."
"How...how could you?" she sobbed, standing only a couple of feet away. I stroked Kelly's hair, as she proved herself, bobbing up and down on my stiffness.
"Ask yourself the same question," I told her angrily. "Now please be quiet. I haven't had a good blowjob in almost a month, and I'm really enjoying this one."
Wendy ran from the room crying, and I heard the bedroom door slam shut. I wondered if the phone lines were going to get lit up.
Kelly pulled off me a second. "Are you really enjoying it?"
"Jesus, Kelly. You didn't lie. You are amazing."
She smiled, looking up at me. "Everything working out the way you hoped?"
"A 1000% better. There's a lot more to you than I thought."
She looked sad a moment. "Let's not go there now, Ok? Let me get this first one done with, and then we can settle into some serious play."
I hadn't had sex in a couple of days, and hadn't had a blowjob as good as hers in my life. She seemed to enjoy it as much as Wendy, and took great pride in her ability. On top of that she could do things with her mouth and tongue that I'd never even conceived of. It saddened me to wonder where a young girl, barely 18, would learn skills like that.
I caressed her small body as her head pistoned up and down my cock. Warm, wet, and teasing, her tongue was active. Her hand stroked my cock, then moved away as her face settled deep, her pert little nose pressing into my belly.
It hadn't even been five minutes and I was warning her of my need to finish. I couldn't remember the last time I had to shoot so quick.
She stroked me, licking the head of my cock. "You don't have to warn me, John. The deluxe overnight package comes with all rights, including coming in my mouth, and even using my ass if you want, later. That's not really sex either, is it?" She licked my cockhead teasingly, the tip of her tongue caressing the base of the crown.
I groaned and her mouth barely captured my spurting cock in time to avoid a mess. She took it all gamely, then sat up and straddled me. She smiled and opened her mouth, showing me a very large milky deposit. She closed her mouth, but I didn't see her swallow. She leaned against me, and I held her, stroking her back.
"Mmmm," I heard her purr in my ear. A few seconds later she kissed my neck. "I love it too. Love the feel and taste. I like yours. I'd like more of it. Are you going to continue feeding me tonight?"
"Damn, Kelly. That was wonderful. I've never had a better one."
She giggled. "I told you. I'm the best."
I pulled her away, and went to kiss her, but she turned her face just a bit, my kiss landing on the side of her mouth. "Incredible. I'll admit, some of my wife's have been just as good, in a different way."
Kelly laughed. "Now you've done it. Thrown down the gauntlet. I'll show you who's the best! Next one, I'm not going to let you finish until you're begging."
I believed her.
She stood slowly, then sat back and finished the last of our snacks while draining her glass of wine. "This was kind of you. I appreciate it," she said, toasting me. She gave me a quick peck on the cheek, picking up the plate and taking it to the kitchen.
I pulled up my pants, and went over to retrieve our broken phone. I snapped the battery back in, and put the battery cover back on but it wouldn't stay. The display said 'in use' but I didn't feel the need to listen in on whatever was going on. I did wonder a little about what was being said, to who.
I grabbed the wine glasses, and found Kelly rummaging through the fridge.
"Hungry?"
She giggled. "A small snack to keep up my energy. It's going to be a long, long night." She had a piece of cold chicken she was gnawing on.
I grabbed a paper napkin, and wiped the corner of her mouth. "I'll make you a great breakfast. I promise."
She grinned. "I like bacon."
"Who doesn't? Pancakes or waffles?" I asked, moving close to her, easing my arm around her slender waist.
"Surprise me. I'm sure I won't be disappointed."
She had the milk out and filled her wine glass. She took a long drink, a little white mustache appearing on her upper lip. I couldn't resist reaching out to wipe it clean, licking my finger afterward.
"Now what?" she asked, pressing against me.
"Seconds," I teased, taking her by the hand and leading her to the back of the house.
The door to our bedroom was closed, but cracked open a bit. My reaction the night before made it difficult to stay closed, with the receptacle splintered. I knocked and entered, with Kelly in tow. Wendy was lying in bed, naked except for a pair of panties, talking on the phone. She looked up, pulled the sheet up her body to cover her chest. "I've gotta go now," she spoke into the phone.
She looked up at me, her eyes red and puffy. "Are you done humiliating me now?" she asked, sulkily.
"I have no intention of humiliating you, baby. I love you. But I'm not done having 'not-sex' yet."
She looked beyond me to Kelly, leaning against my back, my hand in hers.
"Please, John. I can give you what you need. You don't have to do this anymore. I already told you I'm sorry."
She looked so upset, she almost broke me. Still, all I heard were the words, but I still had the images in my brain. The dream, man after man lined up to use her mouth. And she was Ok with it. Oral sex didn't matter. Blowjobs didn't count.
I decided to test her, before taking it any further. "Five times you cheated on me. Five times, with three different men."
She shook her head. "No, baby. Never. I didn't cheat no matter what you say. They tried to touch me, open my shirt, reach up my skirt, but I stopped them. I told them everything would end if they tried again. I would never allow them anything that was yours. My body is yours and yours alone. I swear. Since before we were married, I've allowed nobody but you."
Failed. She still didn't get it.
"I understand. I would never cheat on you either." I took off my shirt, and started removing my pants.
"Why is she still here?" Wendy asked.
I looked over and saw that Kelly was peeling her own shirt off, exposing a pair of perfect little B cup tender young tits. "She's going to stay overnight. I'll take her home later, after we're done not cheating."



Wendy climbed out of the bed, angrily. "Why are you being such a bastard?"
"Five times. Three men." I was naked, and reclined on the bed.
"Please," she sobbed. "Don't."
"Remember how you offered to have me watch you and Tom? I'd like you to watch us together."
"No. I won't," she snapped.
"Sit down!" I snapped. "You will, or you'll leave and not come back."
The tears rolled down her face, but she sat on the furthest corner of the bed, her face in her hands.
I looked over to Kelly, who was down to her panties. She smiled at me. "On or off?" she asked. "Can I trust you?"
"You can trust me, but leave them on anyway. I don't want there to be even a hint of impropriety."
She pouted, her hands hooked in the sides of her thong, prepared to drop them. Instead she climbed on the bed, and settled in between my legs. "I hope you ate your Wheaties," she teased.
What followed was the best blowjob ever. I know she was showing off, demonstrating all she could do. Several minutes of teasing, licking and kisses, had me squirming before her mouth ever encased my cock. She bathed my balls with her tongue, sucking on each individually. Little nips of her teeth tracked around my shaft, followed by the sweetest kisses.
Wendy was trying to ignore it, but she kept looking over, then turning away.
I groaned when Kelly finally lowered that sweet young mouth over my cock, three inches disappearing into her warm, wet, opening.
Wendy looked over, and the tears rolled down her cheeks. She looked up at me and I stared back into her eyes, before I moaned, closing my eyes for moment, when Kelly proved her ability to take my entire cock in her mouth.
My wife started to get off the bed, and I snapped at her. "No! Stay here. Watch. Just like you wanted me to."
She sat back on the bed, crawling up to me. "I never wanted that. I swear. You asked, not me."
Kelly eased back, her hand stroking me steadily, her head bobbing up and down.
"No. I told you doing anything behind my back you wouldn't do in front of me was cheating. Don't you understand?"
She wiped her face. "Please stop punishing me," she whispered.
I reached out and pulled her close, holding her shaking body, her head resting on my chest. I leaned my head to the side, so I could watch Kelly pleasure me.
It took longer, but she varied things up, faster, slower, her hand stroking me, her mouth devouring me. She'd pull off, lick and tease the shaft, then work on my balls for a while. She teased my butt-hole, pushing my legs back, sticking out her long tongue and caressing me there. Then she'd go back to work.
Wendy had stopped the crying, and rested her head on my shoulder, no longer showing any pretense of not watching. I had my arm around her, my hand caressing that body I knew so well.
Whenever I started to get close, Kelly would look up at me smiling. "Uh-uh, not yet handsome," she teased. Then she'd ease off, squeezing the base sharply.
"You're killing me, cutie," I moaned, the third time she did it. We'd been at it nearly 30 minutes. A half-hour of unbelievable pleasure.
"I promise, you won't die from this," she laughed, then buried her face on my cock, pressing her nose against my belly, shaking her head and humming playfully.
"Fuck..." I groaned.
She bobbed up and down, looking up at me. She pulled off with a loud 'pop', and grinned. "You know what you have to do, if you want to finish."
A few minutes of power-sucking and deep-throat, and I was arching my hips, desperate. "Please, Kelly," I gasped.
She gave me a short breather. "Not good enough," she giggled.
She hammered her head down my cock, taking me to the root, and holding me there. I felt her finger pushing into my butt, and I groaned loudly.
"Finish him," Wendy said softly. "Please."
"Kelly," I groaned.
She looked up at me, my entire cock inside her mouth. She lifted her eyebrows, inquisitively.
"I'm begging."
That's all she was looking for. She wrapped her hand around my shaft, stroking me rapidly, her mouth sucking away at the head. I thrust against her, feeling the need peaking. "God, that's good," I moaned, and unloaded between her lips.
She sucked and sucked, as I fired off repeatedly. I felt Wendy's fingers dig into my skin, and I looked down at her. Her tit was resting on my chest, her nipple swollen and hard.
Kelly drew her lips back slowly, off my cock. She crawled up my body, and opened her mouth showing me her prize. "Mmmm" she hummed.
Wendy turned her head away, and I felt her shaking.
Kelly laid on me, her head on the shoulder opposite Wendy. I wrapped my arm around her. "Thank you. That was amazing."
She gave a little wiggle, one leg between mine, rubbing against my cock. I reached down and squeezed her tight little buns.
"No!" Wendy snapped. "Don't touch her like that."
She was right, and I moved my hand up to Kelly's waist, giving her a squeeze.
"You're right. I'm sorry, baby. That was over the line," I said.
"Sowwy," Kelly gargled, and I realized she was still holding my cum in her mouth.
I spanked her bottom. "Swallow, you little cum slut."
She turned her head and looked up at me, pouting. "Do ah haff oo?"
"Jesus, you're as bad as her," I laughed.
Wendy slapped me on the belly. "Bad? You love it," she said. Her voice dropped. "I thought you loved my blowjobs."
"I do. I did, until you started passing them out to every Tom, Dick and Harry."
She kissed my neck. "I'm sorry, John. I didn't know. I swear I'll never do it again."
"Why?" I asked.
"Because I hate this. What it's done to us. Driving us apart. I never meant for any of this to happen. I love you, baby. I know you love me. Despite all this."
Kelly surprised the hell out of me, and Wendy too, I'm sure, when she slapped my wife in the face. "Stop the lying, you stupid bitch, if you ever want him back."
Wendy sat up, shocked, then reached across me her fingers clawing at my teenage toy. I sat up between them, holding them apart, taking a bit of a beating myself.
"STOP!" I yelled, pushing them apart.
They seemed to settle down for a second, and I faced Kelly. "Don't you ever hit my wife again."
"She's lying to you! She knows it's wrong. She's a cheating slut and she knows it. You deserve so much more," Kelly yelled.
"Bitch! I'm not the one who cheated. I never took anyone to my bed. Never rubbed my tits all over them, never let them play with my ass," Wendy screamed back.
I turned to Wendy, who still didn't get it. How could she be so thick? "Never let anyone play with your ass? I must have been watching some other slut dancing at last year's Christmas party. Some other bimbo with Dave's hands clutching at her ass, dancing to our song. Another wife of mine, rubbing her tits against her dance partner."
Wendy gasped. "That's different, John. I was drunk and we were only dancing. I already told you I was sorry for that."
"Funny, Misty thought it looked like you guys were fucking on the dance floor. He was hard, rubbing his cock against you. You looked like you were enjoying it."
"It's not my fault they all get hard. I can't help that," she snapped. "Why would you bring that up now?"
"I listened to your excuses and accepted your apologies then. Now I can't help but wonder if you cheated on me."
"How could you say that? I never cheated on you. Not once. We made love all that weekend. We conceived Jeannie after that party!" she exclaimed.
"You conceived that weekend. Is Jeannie even mine? Did you slip off with Dave or one of your other so attentive partners and cuckold me? Did you bring me home sloppy seconds? I remember mentioning that your panties were soaked. Now I wonder. I wonder about everything. Your behavior at the pool party, 6 months pregnant. What you do during the day, when I'm at work. Who you're blowing, rubbing your tits against. Who else is fondling that amazing ass that's supposed to be only for me. How long you've been a faithless cheating slut. I guess I'll always wonder now."
She looked like she'd been slapped. "How could you say that? Any of it! I'm not a cheater. Do you hate me that much now?"
"I don't hate you. It would be so much easier if I did. I love you, heart and soul. I have for six years, since our very first date. You shit all over my love for you, with Tom, Aaron, Jarrod, and who knows how many others. You tore my fucking heart out, and danced on it with those $300 come-fuck-me 4 inch heels you just had to have."
She was crying softly. "Never, John. I never cheated. I never blew anyone but those three. The rubbing and touching was only flirting like everyone does."
"I don't. My wife is enough for me. Or at least she was."
"But their wives aren't enough for them," she said. "You got me. They had to settle for second best. Of course they're jealous. They only get a shadow of what you get every day. One drunken night's hint. Their wives even thank me for teasing them. We're not the only ones fucking our brains out after the parties. They go home to their second class wives, and you get me."
Kelly laughed. "I think I'm going to get sick. You really want to stay married to this conceited cheating slut? Trust me, she's a lost cause. You did right coming looking for me. You don't need..." she looked at Wendy with obvious disgust, "that."
"I do. I love her. Sad, isn't it?"
Kelly just shook her head.
"Wendy, why don't you go to the guest room? We can talk about this in the morning," I told her.
She looked stunned. "You want me to leave? This is my bed."
I took her hand in mine. "I didn't want to hurt you anymore. I didn't think you'd want to be here with us."
"Us? You're keeping her in our bed, and sending me away?"
"Yes, I'm keeping her here. She's going to go down on me again, and then we're going to sleep, and she's going to blow me in the morning before I make us breakfast."
"Why?" she asked pitifully.
"Because I want to not-cheat some more. I promise I won't have sex with her, and I'll try to keep my hands off her cute little ass."
Kelly giggled. "You like my cute little ass?"
I didn't even turn toward her. "Please, Kelly, you're not helping."
"She cheated on you, John. By her rules you can fuck my cute little ass all night long. You'll love it, and I will too. No baby making so it's not cheating, right?"
Wendy snapped at me. "You told her? About us? You told some cheap little whore?"
"You told every one of our friends all about us. That's no big deal, right? Your words not mine. I told my friend."
She closed her eyes, lowering her head. I grabbed her chin and lifted it, making her look up at me. "She's not a cheap little whore. She's quite expensive. $200 for the visit. Not counting the substantial tip she'll be receiving."
"Don't forget our bet," Kelly teased.
"I won't. It'll be a very, very substantial tip."
She giggled. "I told you."
"I'm not leaving my bed," Wendy said. "Do what you have to do. You're not chasing me away this easily."
I laid back on the bed, and Wendy snuggled in next to me. "Her ass is still off limits, you understand? No ass, and no pussy, or I will leave you. I can't take that. I can't."
Kelly skinned off her panties, and turned on her hands and knees, wiggling that delectable butt. "Not her rules, John. It's yours, bought and paid for. Fuck my ass and make me scream for you. Tight and practically virgin, believe it or not. I'd love you to fill my ass with that big cock, and finish in my mouth."
I leaned over and swatted her cute rear. "You are rotten. I'm not doing anything she hasn't done. In spite of her words. Not that I wouldn't love to pound that adorable butt of yours into submission."
Wendy poked me. "You can pound mine into submission. I'd still let you finish in her mouth if you want," she teased.
I laughed. "Really?"
She shrugged. "You're going to keep giving her those loads that should be mine. I wouldn't mind getting something out of it."
I reached down and slid my fingers into her panties. She slapped my hand away, but not before I knew.
"Jesus, Wendy. You're dripping!"
She blushed. "It's almost 3:00 am. I've been watching her suck my cock forever. I can't help it."
"I don't think it'll be long, baby. I still believe we can make this right. I do love you. I just don't think we're on the same page yet."
"Soon? It'll be over soon? You'll forgive me?" Wendy asked.
Kelly had given up on her display, and crawled back between my legs, her mouth sucking on my cock, trying to resuscitate it.
"I've forgiven you. I forgave you last night. But we still have our problems to work through."
"You won't keep cheating on me after, will you?"
"Am I cheating on you?" I asked. I prayed she'd give me the right answer. I was almost hard for Kelly, so her answer, right or wrong wasn't going to change this blowjob. But it might be my last from anyone other than my wife.
"You know what I mean. You think it's cheating."
Damn she was stubborn.
I sighed. "Kiss me, wife."
She pressed her lips to mine, tentatively at first, then more passionately. I moaned into her mouth, as Kelly took me deep, goading me.
"Love me, John," Wendy whispered. "Love only me. You don't need her."
"I don't need her, but damn she's good," I whispered. I gasped when she took me to the root, pounding her throat up and down on my cock.
"Better than me?" Wendy asked tentatively.
I didn't answer.
"Oh, God, John! You have to stop. You have to! Please!"
"It's only a blowjob, baby. I love you," I said.
I guess Kelly was paying attention. "Best damn blowjob you ever had, or will ever have, and you know it."
"Suck, sweetie. And yes, you give an incredible blowjob."
"Best?" she teased, licking my cock. She took me in her throat again, which she knew my wife didn't do.
"Alright, damn it. You're the best. Now finish me, no dragging it out and making me beg, it's getting late.
She pulled off, laughing. "Fine. My jaw's getting pretty damn tired anyway. You've got some serious stamina. Can you hang on like this when fucking?"
"You have no idea, slut," Wendy said.
"I'm a whore, not a slut. There's only one stupid slut in this bed," she snapped. "Jesus, maybe it's a good thing I didn't let you in my ass," Kelly said, before she took me back in her mouth.
Wendy rubbed her head against my shoulder. "How could you say that?" she whispered. "How could you say she was better than me?"
"How could you let three other men fuck your mouth?" I asked.
"I told you, they were nothing. A couple of minutes and a quick squirt."
"Are any of them bigger than me? Is that what you wanted? A big fat cock to suck? Does Aaron have a big black cock? Is that your problem?"
"I'd never want to suck one bigger than yours, John. Too big is no fun."
"Answer the question, Wendy."
"No. It was never about size. I don't want you thinking that. I just like to suck dick. They had one. They wanted me badly, kept at me, badgered me. You didn't want me sucking you anymore. You only wanted in my pussy. Their constant begging, and too much booze, finally made me give in. But I stopped it at sucking. I swear, John. Nothing but sucking."
"I want to believe you never did anything more. But that was already too much."
She sniffled. I was afraid she was going to start crying again. Then I was distracted by Kelly again. The girl was insatiable. I moaned.
"Who was the first? Who got you to succumb?" I asked my slut wife.
Kelly snorted, giggling. "That was a really bad pun, lover. Don't make me laugh, or it might make cum squirt out my nose, and that stings."
I tried not to grin. "Who, Wendy?"
She was quiet for a few seconds. "Tom. It was Tom. He'd never had a blowjob and he just kept pestering and pestering me." She hugged me. "I'm sorry. I knew it was wrong. I shouldn't have done it. I didn't think it was that big a deal, really, and I was sure you'd never find out. I figured it was just a blowjob. Not really cheating. I'd never do anything more. I'm so sorry."
I wanted to talk about it. I did. I think she was finally beginning to understand. But I couldn't, not with Kelly doing what she was. I tilted Wendy's head back out of the way, so I could concentrate on what Kelly was up to.
My naughty little teen looked up at me. "Getting close, aren't you, lover?"
I nodded, moaning.
"Good. Gimme." She sucked away, head bobbing away merrily.
Wendy bit me on the shoulder, hard. "I hate this," she whispered.
"I know," I gasped. "I hate what you did."
"Finish, damn you, it's almost 4:00 am," Wendy snapped.
"I'm close," I told her.
That's all Kelly had to hear. She went in for the kill, and within a minute, I was erupting in Kelly's talented mouth. She finished me sweetly, then slid up my body. She showed me her reward, then leaned over to Wendy. Ever so slowly she brought her mouth closer to my wife's. Wendy pulled back a bit, then stopped retreating, letting Kelly's lips meet hers.
Jesus. If they kept this up, I'd need to get off again.
Their mouths stayed together for several long seconds, dragging on and on. I found myself caressing Kelly's ass, squeezing her tight cheeks absentmindedly. She moaned, and her sweet sounds were echoed by Wendy's. I slid my hand down my wife's body, fondling her.
Kelly pulled away, and brushed my hand off her ass. "Be good."
Wendy reached out to Kelly. "Thank you."
Kelly nodded, and I saw her eyes were moist. "That was for admitting you knew it was wrong. He's yours. Not mine. I would never have cheated on him." She bounced off the bed, and planted a quick moist kiss on my lips. "I gotta pee, and I could use a snack. You don't mind?"
"Knock yourself out. And thanks," I told her.
She grinned. "Weirdest night ever. Can I bring you guys back anything?"
"Water," both Wendy and I said at the same time.
Kelly laughed. "Jeez, you guys sound like an old married couple." She winked at us, and scurried down the hall.
Wendy poked me. "God, I want to hate her. Where the hell did you find her?"
"Downtown, 11th and L."
"You were trolling for whores?"
"No. I was driving through the area. I wasn't planning on it, and wasn't expecting it. Even after she got in my car, I think I just wanted to talk. She had offered me a $20 blowjob, and she had me thinking."
"Did you do it?"
"Not until we got here."
"To punish me?" she asked sadly.
"No, so you could see that a blowjob was more than you thought. It was devastating to me."
"I know. You fucking tore my heart out tonight, you bastard."
"I didn't do it to hurt you. I need to make things right between us," I explained.
"I understand. It's cheating. I get it. Don't you believe that I really didn't think I was cheating on you?"
I kissed her. Finally, maybe she gets it. "I do. But that didn't make it right. You hurt me."
"The most horrible thing I ever did. I know that now. I'll make it up to you, I swear. I'm yours, John, if you'll have me. Always." She hugged me tightly, burying her head in my neck.
"I'll never let you go, baby. I love you too much. That's why it hurt so bad."
She nodded. "Are we good now?" She sounded anxious.
"Better. We still have to make things right."
"Right? How?"
"Aaron, Jarrod and Tom. Tom especially, he has to pay."
"Don't do anything stupid, honey. Please, it's not worth it," she whined. "Besides, they're our friends."
"Stop saying that! Once they stuck their cocks in your mouth, they became enemies, not friends. You want to stay friends with them, that's fine. You can move in with them and suck their cocks all you want!"
Wendy shrank away from me and finally had the good sense to shut the hell up. Every time I thought things were getting better, she had to cock it up again.
Kelly came waltzing into the room, with bottles of water in one hand, and a half-eaten sandwich in the other. She tossed two of the bottles onto the bed, did a cute little spin, and practically danced into the bathroom.



"How much are we paying her?" Wendy asked.
"I haven't decided yet. I've already given her two hundred."
"That seems pretty cheap. I wouldn't sell my blowjobs for $100 a pop. Even if they're not as good as hers."
"Don't say that. I love your blowjobs, and because they're yours, they'll always be better than anyone's," I told her, stealing a quick kiss.
"How much would you pay, husband mine?" she teased.
I was still feeling a little pissed. "Let's see, in the last month I got 2 blowjobs. You're not cheap to keep you know. Between half of the household cost, your car, your insurance, shopping, hair-care, mani-pedis, eating out, God, you must run me six grand a month easy. Three grand a blowjob, is what I'm paying. Even without the house, it's gotta be at least $1500. Shit, I had no idea your BJs were so damn costly. Kelly really is a bargain!"
Wendy smacked me, just as Kelly walked back in the room. "Should...should I leave?" the sexy little teen asked tentatively.
I patted the bed beside me. "I need you around for the morning, Angel."
Kelly grinned and hopped on the bed, almost bouncing Wendy off. "You guys are better when you're not fighting." She snuggled up next to me, kissing my cheek. "Do you have any idea how lucky you are, you silly slut?"
"Yes, and could you please put some panties on, you teasing little whore? He's just a man, and I don't want you accidentally ending up impaled in the night. I can't believe he's resisted that tight little teen body. You know that's not fair, right?"
"He'd resist me forever. He doesn't love me. I should be so lucky." Still, she slid off the bed, and slipped her thong back on.
Wendy sighed. "Like that covers anything." She got up and dug into her drawer, pulling out a sealed bag. She tossed it across the room. "Brand new."
Kelly peeled off her thong, opened the bag, and pulled on the plain white panties. "Jesus, I feel like I'm back in middle-school," she griped, adjusting them. "Is this what you wear for him? No wonder he came looking for me."
"Kill the light, Angel? And come to bed," I said.
She hit the wall switch, and I felt her cuddle up to me. I was exhausted, and happier than I should have been, after what my wife had done. I held both women against my body, and tried to sleep. It wasn't long before I felt Kelly's slender body shaking, and felt her tears on my shoulder.
"Shh," I whispered, hugging her close.
"Thank you for tonight," she whispered. "I'd almost forgotten how nice normal is."
Wendy's body was trembling, and I heard her soft sobs, as she tried to stifle them. Jesus, two crying women. That's all I needed.
"It's Ok, baby," I whispered, not even sure myself who I was talking to.
======================
I hope you enjoyed it so far. I've submitted a few chapters at once, so they should probably come out on subsequent days. As always, your votes and comments are welcome and appreciated.
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She cheats, he thinks
A BTB tale gone wrong. Much of it written with tongue firmly embedded in cheek. Don't take this one too seriously, please.
Could have been LW, or even Humor and Satire. I hope the category doesn't give too much away.
========================
The alarm on my phone chirped, and I quickly turned it off. EF Secure might build the best Panic Rooms in the Washington-Baltimore corridor but it seemed their employees couldn't ever remember to turn off the alarms before doing any work.
It was my wife's idea, of course. One more example of keeping up with the Joneses. Ever since my company had been bought out, she insisted we live the life we'd earned. Me, I was finishing the two years I had committed to staying with them, as part of the buyout, before trying something new. I was tired of designing autonomous mobile units for the military. It had been fun when starting, but now it was all red-tape and bureaucracy. Adding ridiculous features because a room of idiots thought it would be nice to have was anything but fun. Oh well, not my problem soon enough.
Something nagged at my subconscious, and I checked the alarm again. The company converting the underground wine-room in our home to a panic room, or what their literature called a 'safe' room, wasn't supposed to be working. We were waiting for the new bio-metric control panel, and that wouldn't be delivered until late next week.
Other than that, it was all but complete. The Kevlar wall panels had been put up, the emergency generator and filtered air supply were installed. Even the furniture had been moved in. The only thing missing was the bio-metric control panel, which prevented anybody from using the interior controls without pressing their hand against the identification pane. After hearing some horror stories about the single finger ID, I had paid the eight grand for the upgrade.
I don't think Denise understood the whole idea behind having a secret safe room. She had already given her two best friends tours of ours, and I had tried to remind her that the whole reason the entrance was hidden behind the pantry was so nobody could find it. That meant nobody, not best friends, not family, NOBODY!
She had promised not to tell anybody else, and to swear her friends to secrecy. I guess that promise hadn't lasted long.
Just like the promise to watch her spending, spend less time at the club, drive within the speed limit, and start working on the family we'd agreed to. Hell, we'd been married almost five years, and I was about to turn 30. At 27, you'd figure her biological clock would be ticking. If so, it wasn't ticking loud enough.
I was a little pissed, to be honest, that she would break her promise so cavalierly. I left the office building, hopped in the car, and drove the four miles to confront her.
Not only had she lied about keeping it secret, but it wasn't safe to be in there. At least not until we had the new control panel installed. She couldn't operate any of the safeguards without the new panel, and the only override was the one on my tablet. Heaven forbid she locked the steel entrance door; she'd be stuck until either I or the EF contractors unlocked it.
Pulling into the drive, I calmed down. Marcie's SUV was parked in the circular entrance. She was one of the two that already knew about the room. The Harrises were among our 'new' friends, that came with the upgrade in zip-code and country club membership. They were not my favorites, by any means, but Denise had bonded with Marcie. I preferred the types who had worked for their money, not earned it the old-fashioned way, inheriting it. I guess you could call me a reverse snob. Marcie wasn't so bad, but her husband was a pompous windbag. I put up with him for Denise's sake.
I pulled out my tablet, and brought up the control room interface. I logged in, and scanned the first tab of monitor windows down the right side of the display. Everything was working, and the 8 views of the outside of the house showed no movement alerts, or anything questionable.
I let myself in the house and headed for the back, to give my scatter-brained wife a piece of my mind. I love the woman, I do, but she could certainly use a little extra brain-power. She was so sweet and naive, I couldn't stay mad at her, and was doing my best to remind myself to act a little pissed, and not roll over immediately.
My anger with her usually had about a 10 minute shelf-life. And that was only if she didn't crank up the tears, put on her patented pout, or seduce me with her substantial charms. Let's face it, I was putty in her hands. She's beautiful, sweet, and so damn affectionate, I can't stay irritated with her. Never mind how incredible her apologies were. She was the best thing that ever happened to me, and I damn well knew it. I should say that most of the time she was wonderful. There'd been a few hiccups lately. If I kept those in mind, I figure I could hang onto my anger a could 30 seconds or more, and maybe get through to her.
Tab two of the monitors showed eight views of the interior of the home. A quick scan of the display didn't locate them. They were not outside on the grounds, nor on the main level. I hit tab three, checking the upstairs and was starting to get curious. There was no presence there either. The last tab brought up the auxiliary rooms, the garage, the attic, the pool house, and...
"Son of a bitch!" I groaned, picking myself up off the floor, where I'd fallen after tripping over the end table. "Son. Of. A. BITCH!"
The second burst of profanity was inspired by the site of Dale Harris's naked ass bouncing up and down between Denise's legs, in, of all places, the panic room.
I dragged myself off the floor, and checked again. No doubt about it. My loving wife was fucking our supposed friend. Or getting fucked by our supposed friend, I should say.
Half a dozen thoughts ran through my brain. I could burst in and confront them, beat the hell out of him, drag her naked through the street. Go out, buy a gun, return and cap their asses. Getting a divorce was guaranteed. I wasn't going to remain married to a cheating slut!
Then the doubts started to creep in.
Why? Why would she do it? Didn't she love me? Did she ever love me? Wasn't I a good husband, good provider? Our sex life had always seemed good, no, make that great. I had no complaints, did she? I was certain she loved me, was I just a sucker? A meal ticket?
Things started to fall in place. She'd been irritable lately, and taken to avoiding me. We hadn't had sex in over two weeks, which was an eternity for us. She'd been gone even more than usual, with many late nights. Shit, was I that oblivious? Stupid? Love-blind?
That son-of-a-bitch Dale. He was supposed to be a friend. I never really liked him, he was just a spoiled rich kid. Actually, the husband of a rich kid, and a leech. He came from a good family, old money, but he didn't have any of it, or not much. He'd eaten through his trust fund with a lot of foolish investments. He fancied himself a venture capitalist. Most of our inside crowd called him the failure capitalist. Instead of the Midas touch, he had a lead touch. Anything he touched turned to crap. Fortunately for him, Marcie came from Heinz money, and could afford to indulge his idiocy.
Not me. This was one time too many, that he'd fucked up. Fucked up big time. The mother-fucker would pay. Make that, the wife-fucker would pay, and pay dearly.
Divorce. God, that would be painful. Maryland was no-fault of course. I'd built the company from scratch with my partner Rohit, but we'd cashed out, and my wife would get half of everything. All those years, my blood, sweat and tears, endless hours invested before I'd even met her, and now she'd reap the benefits. I knew how divorce worked, and I was fucked.
I continued walking to the back of the house, on auto-pilot. What the hell was I going to do? I knew I wanted to start with kicking that smarmy asshole's butt all over the house. That would probably get me in a lot of trouble, but hell, it would be worth it.
My work had introduced me to some very tough customers. Working military contracts did that. Heck, I might just outsource his punishment. But where was the satisfaction in that? I really wanted to hear his squeal when I applied my size 11 boots to his wrinkly nut sack.
I made it as far as the pantry. I saw the false wall was open, and could hear the sound of their coupling. It made me sick, nauseous. I needed to do something, but what?
Dale's disgusting chatter broke me out of my trance. I couldn't make out the words, but it pissed me off just to hear him! I had to think about this. I needed to figure out the best way to take care of things. I needed time.
I raised my tablet, and pressed the big red button in the top left corner. I watched the hydraulics kick in, as the heavy steel door slowly shut. It sealed with a whisper, after about five long seconds that felt more like five minutes. The red button turned yellow. I pressed it again, and heard the steel rods slide into their recesses as the room was sealed with a thud. The button turned green.
I had all the time I needed.
* * *
I went upstairs and packed a suitcase. I glanced at the monitor, and was surprised to see the pair of them still going at it. I realized I didn't want them calling anybody, and brought up the control panel, turning on the active EMF defenses. No electrical signals in or out of the control room. Only my tablet, hard wired to an external receiver, could breach those defenses.
Ten minutes later I sat in my car, and cleaned up after myself. It wasn't difficult to eradicate any evidence of my presence in the home. I found the moment I entered the house, and went back a couple of minutes, looping the entrance and interior household recordings to cover my tracks. From that point on, nobody came or went. At least not according to the video.
I scrubbed the command logs to the controller, deleting all entries after their entrance. A simple cut and paste of a single line, showed them closing the door after them.
After resetting the time-stamps for all my changes, I felt I'd done about as much as I could. For any but the most tech-savvy forensic computer geek, I'd never been there. I was invisible.
My cheating wife and her lover were on ice. It was time to figure out what I was going to do about that. I visited our satellite office, to check on the manufacturing of our latest units. It gave me an excuse to be absent from the main office. I'd been gone less than an hour. After performing the requisite visits, I returned to headquarters, settled in, let Lacey know I didn't want visitors, and put the gray cells to work.
My first instinct was the most drastic. It was why I'd packed the suitcase. For weeks, one of the contracts had been begging me to visit the JPL. Not the local one, the one in California. I could head there, and just stay away for four or five days. When I came back, it would all be settled. There was no food or water in the safe room yet, we hadn't put in any provisions yet.
The only risk would be if the bio-metric panel arrived early, and the guys at EF Secure decided to install it. It wasn't supposed to arrive for over a week.
That would certainly take care of that asshole Dale, and eliminate any divorce issues. Hell, I'd even get a million bucks insurance out of it.
Shit. The police might not have the resources to investigate any wrong-doing thoroughly, but those insurance investigators might. Why'd I insure the cheating bitch? It's not like her loss would have cost me any income. Just the opposite, it would save me a ton of money. Faulty thinking on my part. I guess at one time I considered her worth a million bucks. Now it was more like a buck-fifty, if that.
I was already online, looking up air-fare to the west coast. That answer seemed so easy, so elegant, I could just leave. They had locked themselves in by accident. The EF Secure guys could attest to the fact that nobody could have opened that door from the inside but me, not until the new panel was in place. I'd call home, concerned, acting worried for the love of my life. I'd call the police, but they'd insist it was none of their business for 48 hours. Even then, they wouldn't be able to search the premises thoroughly. Until I got home, nobody could open that door. It was Wednesday. The police wouldn't get involved until Saturday. Monday would be the earliest they'd likely be able to get anybody in there.
As the employees started to leave for the day, I still hadn't made a decision. The big question that kept nagging at me was why? Why did she do it? I couldn't get my head around that one.
I needed to know. I could get on the intercom and ask her, ask them. Nobody would ever have to know. I could cover my footsteps again, but it would be harder. How would I explain going home after work, possibly spending the night, without wondering where she was.
It wouldn't be too hard to forge an email from her, explaining an emergency trip. Maybe she'd gone to meet her lover. Yeah, that might work. She'd lied to me, to meet him somewhere. Of course love-blind idiot that I was, I didn't expect anything.
Alright, I was getting kind of nutty. And that bitch was locked away, probably still fucking that asshat.
So I did something I almost never do. I went and got drunk.
* * *
Over my second beer, my plans started to fall apart. What about his car? Her car? Anyone checking on them would find the cars. And what about Marcie? She'd have to notice Dale missing after a while. Just driving by the house, I'm sure she'd recognize their vehicle. That's if she didn't use On-Star, Lojack, or some other way of finding it.
Shit. I was on my third beer, talking to myself, when I made a new decision. I couldn't do this on my own. I needed to talk to Marcie. I had to get her involved. I knew it was risky, but as bad as I wanted to kill the two cheating fuck-buckets, I couldn't do that to her as well, not unless she agreed. If she did, well now, that's a different story.
It took the better part of a fourth beer to gather up enough courage to pay her a visit.
* * *
The lights were on when I pulled up to their house. They only live about a mile from us, maybe less. We shared the same gated community. Shit. The gate! They would have logged my entrance. Damn. Damn, fuck, shit, piss!
Wait! If Marcie went along, she could confirm that I'd paid her a visit, and not gone home. At least that's what my beer-addled brain thought. Crap, there were so many details I needed to keep track of. I should have laid off that fourth beer, probably the first three as well.
I braced myself, and grabbed my tablet. I was too far away to get real-time updates, the unit only worked within about 50 yards of the house transmitter. But I did have the latest archived images in cache. Crap! What was I thinking! I should have ditched those, if I was going to cover my tracks. But then, I wouldn't have had anything to show Marcie. I still could get rid of them, if I needed to. Maybe I wasn't a complete idiot.
I checked my watch. It was barely seven o'clock. My three and a half beer attempt to drain my sorrows hadn't even lasted an hour. It was close to five hours since I'd caught and trapped the pair of loathsome, scum-sucking, faithless cheaters.
Marcie answered the door, and looked surprised. "Sean! I was just about to give you a call. I've been trying to get hold of Marcie all afternoon. We were supposed to meet for our book club. She's not answering."
Hell! Of course, why didn't I think of that? Denise was a social beast. Her friends would go nuts if she wasn't posting on Facebook, Instagram, tweeting, texting or calling. Her disappearance would be instantly known! They could probably track the last text, post or call she'd made, and know the moment she was locked away. The way she is, she was probably texting mid-fuck. I know, because she'd done that to me a couple of times in the past. I'm not kidding, she got a midnight text from one of her drunk friends, and thought it was some kind of emergency. I was still pounding her from behind while she consoled her buddy in a series of texts. I drew the line when she said she was going to call her.
Of course she was extremely apologetic once I explained how rude that was. She made it up to me, in spades.
Spades! Damn, tomorrow was her card playing group. Who the fuck knew that hiding your wife's disappearance would be so damn complicated? What a clusterfuck.
"Sean?"
I looked up at Marcie, who was looking back worried. Blame it on the beer, but I'd totally blanked.
"Can we talk?" I asked.
She sat me down, and got me a coffee, before I started.
"Our spouses are having an affair," I explained.
She went ballistic, never questioning my statement for a moment. "That lousy, two-timing, shrimp-dicked, ass-wipe, scum-sucking, no good, fuckwad, dipstick-"
I watched in awe as she took a breath, getting up off the couch and stomping around,
"-mother-fucking, pissant, lying, low-life, inbred, fat-assed, rotten, sack of cheating SHIT!" she shrieked.
I saw Marcie in a new light. This was a real woman. Real emotions, not the barbie doll I'd always thought of her as. Dale was still a shallow dick. That, and all those other things she said. I wasn't going to argue, she knew him far better than me.
"Are you positive?" she asked, up in my face, growling at me. She grabbed the front of my shirt, yanking me forward, 'til our faces were only inches apart.
Damn, the woman gave me the heebie-jeebies. Maybe she was too real. "I'm absolutely certain. Want to watch the video?"
"Video? You've got video? How long have you known, you sneaky, no-good, brainless, dickless, useless, heartless-"
"Just this afternoon! I swear!" I sank back into the couch to avoid her wrath.
"How? Where? I can't believe that bastard would cheat on me with that trumped up, no-brain, fake-tit, hair-dying, man-stealing-"
I brought up the video before she got too far into her description of my cheating wife, and turned it to face her, with Dale's bare ass, pounding away a mile a minute.
"God Damn it! I'd recognize that scrawny-assed, chicken-legged, pencil-dicked, premature ejaculating-"
"They're locked in there now," I interjected carefully. I didn't want to be on the receiving end of another of her paint-peeling rants.
She shut up. Her eyes opened wide, and I saw an evil smile invade her face. Damn. I almost felt sorry for Dale. This was one woman I wouldn't want to be on the wrong side of.
"You've got them locked up? Really?" her voice was suddenly soft, encouraging.
I nodded. "They were doing it in our new safe room."
She sat down, eerily quiet. I gave her a few seconds, while she pondered my latest revelation. "Damn, you're good, Sean. I could kiss you right now."
With that mouth? The thought gave me the shivers.
"Details. I need details. Now!" she snapped.
Yes ma'am! I explained, skipping nothing. How I'd received the alarm and went to check on it. Where and how I found them. The situation with the control panel. Locking them in. Hiding my presence. Packing for the trip and going back to the office. I held nothing back. I wasn't sure if it was because I thought she needed to know, I wanted her to help me figure out what to do, or just cause she scared the snot out of me.
"You really thought about just disappearing for a week? Leaving them locked in there? No food, no water?" The gleam in her eye, and the smile on her face had the hair on my arms standing on end.
Yeah, it was because she scared the snot out of me.
"That was my first instinct. After what I saw, I hated them both. I couldn't believe she'd do that to me. It doesn't make sense. I had no idea there was anything wrong, none what-so-ever. I hated the idea of a divorce, and losing half of everything to her. And I sure as hell wanted Dale to pay. The overstuffed, airs-putting, dog-kissing, dirt-eating, snake-fucking, bug-eyed, wife-stealing-"



"-dicknose, sleezebag, douche-drinking, ass-kissing, slut-banging-" she added.
I grinned, at her creativity. "-numbnut, no-ball, pigeon-toed-"
She was leaning into me, her voice growing softer, grinning. "-fruitcake, lardass-"
I pressed my forehead against hers, barely breathing. "-knob-gobbling-"
"-toe-sucking-"
"-wife-stealing-"
"You already said that one," she whispered.
"That one really pisses me..." I didn't get anymore out, before her lips were on mine, and she was pushing me backward, crawling on top of me. The woman damn near gave me a tonsillectomy, after counting all of my teeth, locating my three fillings, and learning what I'd had for lunch. I was gasping for air, as hard as a rock, when she yanked her head back with that malicious grin of hers.
"What are we going to do with them?" she asked. The crazy woman was stripping off her blouse, straddling me, grinding down on my traitorous stiffness. The one part of my body too stupid to be scared shitless.
"That's why I came to you. We're in this together."
Her bra was flying across the room, and I was staring at a pair of gorgeous tits. Her nipples screamed to be played with and gobbled up. She saw the direction of my gaze. "They're real too. You like?"
"Very nice. By the way, Denise's are real." I'll be fucked if I knew why I said that. Probably the terror looking for a way out. I was dealing with the devil.
"No shit?"
"100% God given, no artificial preservatives."
"Damn. I never would have guessed." She seemed to lose a little of her momentum, settling back down on me. "These ain't so special after all, are they? Not after what you've been sampling."
"Trust me, Marcie, those are pretty spectacular."
She was gazing down at me, and I saw a look on her face I hadn't seen yet, that evening. I wasn't sure what it was. Concern, confusion, doubt?
"She wouldn't, you know. I don't know how he talked her into it, but that silly woman loves you like crazy. There's no way she'd cheat on you. Especially now, it's impossible."
"That's exactly what I would have said, before today. You saw the video. You can see her face a few times. I recognized her watch and those heels. No, that was my Denise."
She laid down on me, her soft tits mashed against my chest, head on my shoulder. "It doesn't make sense. Dale, yeah, he's a-"
"We know what he is," I interrupted before she could get going. "I don't care how he convinced her. Maybe he convinced her I was cheating, maybe he blackmailed her, or maybe he just seduced her. I don't care. She cheated on me. She did."
She was quiet, playing with my hair. I don't know how, but my hands had found their way down to her butt, and they were having their own little party, without telling me. They seemed to be very happy. My trouser-buddy definitely approved of their action. I was a little disturbed by the idea that my appendages were betraying me. The woman scared me half to death.
"There's got to be more to it, Sean. Something stinks. Trust me when I say she wouldn't think of cheating on you, the way things are. I hate to say it, but we've got to find out the how and the why. Then we can kill the lily-livered, pompous, puss-sucking, queef-sniffing, ass-spelunking-"
I cut her off in the most convenient way possible. She mumbled something like 'turd-burgling' into my mouth before her tongue was too busy. Those sneaky, conniving hands of mine had figured out she was wearing a skirt, and it was up around her waist. I don't know how they did it. I'd never get away with something like that. Old sparky was cheering them on from behind my zipper, struggling to be noticed. I moaned when the digits slipped inside her panties, feeling the smooth skin of her butt-cheeks.
She pulled away slowly. "I want to talk to them."
"We can do that."
"If that bitch wife of yours doesn't have a damned good excuse, and I mean damned good, you know I'm going to fuck your brains out, don't you?"
She was serious. I suspected she was equipped to do just that. She'd probably leave me a hollow-skulled fuck zombie. "Leave me enough to remember it?" I pleaded. My hands loved the idea, and gave her butt a squeeze of encouragement.
"Oh, it won't happen all at once. I imagine it'll take me a month or more to get past this betrayal. I'll save most of your brains for the grand-finale." She gave me a quick peck, reached back and stopped the party in her panties that my hands were attending, and sat up.
"God, I hope she really is just a slut. But I doubt it," she pouted, before climbing off. Moments later those outrageous ta-tas of hers were hidden from view. I imagined it would be a while before the evidence of my excitement would retreat far enough to untent my pants.
We drove over, and as we were entering the house, she hit me with something so obvious, I don't know how I had missed it. I'm claiming temporary insanity.
"The cameras record everything, right? So we can see it from the start. From the moment they entered the building up until now."
The statement stopped me in my tracks. Son-of-a-bitch. How stupid could I be? "Yeah, all activity stays full resolution for 48 hours, before getting compressed and archived."
"Archived? So if they've done this before, at least here in your home, we can see that as well?"
"Yeah. It'll mean a lot of viewing."
"Let's start with today. I want to see all the evidence before confronting that-"
I stole her insults away with a quick kiss. "We don't have time. beautiful. It would be midnight before you finished telling me what you really think about them."
She sat on the couch, while I poured us each a drink.
"Snacks," she called out to me.
Great minds think alike. So do ours. I already had the crackers and cheese out, a nice smoked Gouda, a chipotle Wisconsin Sharp Cheddar, some Maytag Blue, and was heating the Brie. I found a tasty summer sausage, some pâté, home-made beef jerky, and pepperoncini. I added some almonds, macadamia nuts, grapes, cherries, and garnished it with dark chocolate shavings and a few sprigs of fresh rosemary for color. I figured we'd be at it a while, and I had skipped dinner. Unless you count those three and a half beers.
I juggled the huge platter with the drinks, and set them before her. "No olives?"
Damn. I forgot the olives, and no snack tray was complete with olives. I went back and put a half-dozen each, black and pimento stuffed green into a crystal bowl.
I was about to sit down, when she piped up again. "Napkins? And my drink could use freshening."
When I got back, she had the video cued to her husband at the front door. She was obviously no slouch when it came to learning strange software. I mentioned as much.
"We use EF Secure too."
Got it.
We snacked. We snacked and drank and watched. Huddled together, side by side, our heads hovering over the 10 inch screen, nearly touching.
"Mother-fucking, slimeball!" she gasped. "Did you see that?" Before I could answer she'd backed up the video 30 seconds. "Watch her glass."
We'd already observed him entering the house. She looked like she was expecting him, and welcomed him with a hug and a kiss. The lousy cheating, cock-sucking, faithless whore. They had chatted, and she'd poured them each some kind of drink. They sat on the couch, talking, close, knees touching. I watched her get up to go to the kitchen, and he put something in her drink, stirred it with his finger, gave the glass a couple of swirls, and put it back down.
"You think he drugged her?" I asked. I wondered why, from the way they were acting, it didn't look like he needed to.
"No fuck. I told you, there was no way she'd fuck around on you. It was all that piss-drinking, mule-loving, dog-fucking..."
I let her get it out of her system. I was feeling guilty as hell for the way I'd cut her off the last few times. Especially if my wife had been drugged.
We saw Denise finish her drink, and after 10 minutes or so, she was showing the effects. The slimy bastard stood, and pulled her to her feet. She went along willingly, until he tried to kiss her. She might have been half out of it, but she was still aware enough to pull away and slap his face.
"Way to go, babe," I mumbled.
"You know, I'm going to castrate that drug-dealing, wife-raping, father-sucking, bug-fucking, low-life miserable loser."
We watched as he pulled her hair back and kissed her again, while she struggled. I could feel my blood-pressure rising by the moment. She collapsed against him, and he put his arm around her waist, dragging her to the back of the house.
"How did he know about our panic room?" I said my thoughts aloud.
"Oh fuck." Marcie moaned. "I... I told him. I mentioned it was like ours, and how yours was better, and about that new panel you were putting in. How it was so well disguised in the pantry. Our is under the friggin' stairs, and you've got to go through the guest room to get to it. Denise was so proud of yours."
I felt a shiver run down my spine, and grabbed the tablet away from her. "Fuck! I'm such an ass! I locked her in that room with her rapist!" I hit the real-time button, and jabbed my finger at the green button in the corner, starting the 30 second timer to open the door. "Fuck! Fuck, fuck, FUCK!" I screamed.
The video went live, and I saw my Denise standing, fully dressed, hair disheveled. It looked like she was screaming. I turned on audio, and heard her sweet voice. "HELP!"
She turned and I saw Dale was huddled on the floor, curled up in a ball. She kicked him a few times, walked around him, and targeted between his legs. "You no-good, wife-raping, scum-licking, needle-dicked..."
"Call the police!" I yelled at Marcie, while I charged across the house, tablet in hand, as the green button turned to yellow.
I got to the vault door as it slowly started to open. I was going to have to talk to EF Secure about that 30 second delay. I needed faster retracting lock bars. That was for damn sure. Glaciers moved faster. When it was open wide enough to squeeze through, I leaped into the gap. "Denise!"
I almost bowled her over, as she was running toward the same opening. "Sean! I knew you'd come," she sobbed, throwing her arms around me, shaking.
Man, I felt like shit. I held her for dear life, kissing her hair. "I'm sorry, baby. I'm so sorry..."
Marcie squeezed past us, and I heard a grunt as her pointy toed shoes went to work. "Damn you, Dale! You're nothing but a..."
I carried my wife out of the room, to protect her innocent ears.
The community security guy was already at the door. By the time I could no longer hear Marcie's vituperative attack on her ne'er do well spouse, the sound of the approaching sirens was getting louder.
* * *
Marcie, Denise and I were sitting in the living room, finishing up the last of my appetizer plate.
"You're sure you don't want to go to the hospital?" I asked for the dozenth time.
"Enough, Sean. No need. Like I said, the bastard used a rubber, and he was so small, I can't even tell if he was ever in me." She turned to her friend. "Seriously, Marcie. What is that thing? It can't be four inches long, and not much bigger around than this," she said, holding up a pretzel stick.
"So when you said he was pencil-dicked..." I asked.
Marcie shrugged. "Alright, maybe one of those kindergarten pencils. More like a whiteboard marker."
It was the first time we'd been alone, between the police, the security guard, the EMTs, and nosy neighbors.
"How'd you get away from him? He drugged you, and he's a lot bigger," Marcie asked.
"I woke up on the floor with a headache, naked. The idiot, drink-drugging, spouse-raping, mouse-fucking, assnugget was sleeping on the bed. I mean, really? He couldn't even leave me the bed and use the other one? In my condition? So I beat the shit out of him."
I chuckled. "That you did. I don't think there was an inch of his body that wasn't bruised, his balls were swollen up the size of tennis balls-"
"Which is a big deal," Marcie interrupted, "when they start the size of marbles."
"He deserved it," Denise said angrily. "You don't think I'll get in trouble do you?"
"Of course not. He'd already raped you. We have the evidence, the glass, the bag of drugs, your blood test, and the video. You were in fear for your life, locked in with a rapist."
She pouted. "I don't know how he locked us in. I couldn't get out. I tried, baby, but nothing worked."
I pulled her into my lap, feeling lower than a snake's belly. Lower than Dale's morals, or his life expectancy if he ever got out of jail. "I know you did, Honey."
"What took you so long, Sean? I thought for sure you'd be home no later than seven. It was almost ten when you got here."
Fuck. What do I say? I looked over at Marcie, who conveniently turned away, avoiding my eyes. "I... I saw you on video, with him. I thought you were cheating on me."
"You thought I would cheat on you?"
Man, this wasn't good. "You were doing it with him. I couldn't face you then, so I locked the door-"
"You locked the door?"
I nodded sheepishly. "I'm so sorry, babe. I didn't know what to do. I was so upset seeing you having sex with that bastard, so I had a couple of beers-"
"YOU DRANK BEER WHILE I WAS BEING RAPED?"
Shit, this wasn't going well. "-and went over to get Marcie, since Dale was involved too."
She glared at me, and I watched her eyes open wide. She ran her finger over the corner of my lip, and pulled away red. She'd stopped yelling, and her new tone was much scarier. Her voice was low and harsh. "You kissed her. You two were making out while you left me in there with that animal. Did you fuck her too, Sean? I can smell her on you. Was that your revenge? You thought I screwed around so you fucked my best friend?"
Marci spoke up finally. "No! We didn't. It didn't get anywhere near that far. Neither of us got totally undressed."
Denise turned on her friend. "Not totally undressed? How undressed did you get?"
"Just my top. That's all, I swear. It wasn't his fault, Denise. I sort of jumped him. I was so pissed at Dale, I wasn't thinking straight."
My wife climbed off my lap, and stood glaring at the woman who had been her best friend. I'd never seen her so pissed. She looked scarier than Marcie at her worst. I wanted to run and hide.
"I want you out of here," she said slowly. "Out of my sight! Get OUT! YOU MAN-STEALING, BACK-STABBING, HUSBAND-FRENCHING, TIT-WAVING, SCRAWNY-ASSED..."
She marched her to the door, then stopped and grabbed Marcie's arm. My God, here it comes, she's gonna kill her.
"I'm sorry your man turned out to be scum. I know that's gotta hurt. Call me tomorrow, Ok? We'll do lunch."
Marcie nodded, then gave my wife a hug. "I'm sorry he did that to you. Thanks for beating the crap out of him, you saved me the trouble of having to do it myself."
They kissed each other on the cheek. My wife watched from the door until I heard the engine start. She waited a few more seconds, before screaming "AND STAY OUT!" Marcie turned off the outdoor lights, and turned toward me.
"How were her tits?"
"Nice, not half as good as yours," I answered carefully.
"No shit. And mine are real."
I nodded mutely. No way I was going to mention that Marcie's were too. Or how I knew that. Things were bad enough.
"You know you're in deep, deeeep, shit, don't you?" Denise said.
"I know. I'm sorry. You have no idea how bad I feel."
"You really thought I cheated on you?" she whispered, pouting.
"I couldn't believe it. It didn't make sense, but I saw it. You were having sex with him, in that room he wasn't even supposed to know about. You know I didn't like him, but you insisted on being friends. The way things had been lately. I... I lost it. I couldn't even watch. I wish I had, I would have noticed, you weren't moving. That's not like you."
"How could you think I'd ever cheat on you, Honey? You're my man." Her sad words were additional stakes in my wounded heart.
That's what had her most upset? Not that I locked her in with her rapist. Not that I left her there for hours. Not even that I'd reached second base with her best friend, her rapist's wife. She was upset that I hadn't trusted her.
"I was an idiot. I believed my lyin' eyes. I should have known better. I... I'll never forgive myself."
The pout. She hit me with that deadly pout, cranked up to a full 10. I felt the tears fill my eyes.
She stood and took me by the hand. "Let's go. I need a shower desperately. You can wash my back."
As we walked up the stairs, she gave my hand a squeeze. "You know this one's going to cost you."
"I know."
"You really fucked up, Sean."
"I know."
"I'm getting that Maserati I was looking at."
"I was just worried it wasn't safe," I tried to explain. The Granturismo convertible. They claimed it did 166 MPH. Never mind that it was $130K. She thought she looked good in it. The fact that she'd had three speeding tickets in two years had nothing to do with it.
"The Maserati!" she snapped.
"Yes, Dear."
"The Tiffany tennis bracelet."
Ouch. "Yes, dear. I'll get it afterward, it's hidden in the teal guest room. I bought it for your birthday. It'll just be a little early." Another $16K. This fiasco was going to break me.
"You remember that show I wanted to see? It's gone now. You made me miss it. We're seeing it. In Manhattan. With dinner at Le Bernardin. I get one of those Central Park carriage rides too."
Fuck. The trifecta. Whiny romantic play, French food that I hate, and an hour freezing my ass off behind some smelly horse with diarrhea.
"Of course, Dear. I should have canceled that board meeting when it was in town. I'm sure there'll be something on the menu I'll survive."
She turned on the shower and started undressing. I watched until she glared at me, looking me up and down. I understood. I couldn't wash her back fully clothed. I stripped.
"We're going to Mykonos, not Vail."
Shit. Not Greece again. I'm sure she saw the pain on my face after that demand.
She glared at me. "Or would you rather explain your behavior to your mother?"
"Fine," I pouted. "We'll go to Mykonos."
She stepped under the water, then moved to the side to make room for me. She passed me the soap and a wash cloth. Damn. When she said wash her back, she really meant wash her back.
"For three weeks," she said.
"Three weeks! Are you fucking kidding me? No way, Denise. I fucked up. Fucked up bad, but three whole weeks? In fucking Greece?"
She turned around and looked into my eyes. "You didn't trust me?"
I saw how hurt she looked. I pulled her close, clinging to her. "I'm sorry. I'll never doubt you again. We'll go for three weeks. For a whole month if you want. I love you, baby, and all I want is for you to be happy."
She let me suffer for a little while longer. "I'm thinking Hawaii, the big island. I didn't really like Mykonos that much. Or maybe we could go on a cruise."
"You don't want to go to Greece?"
"Not really. I just needed to see how bad you felt. How guilty you were feeling."
"I feel like dog shit, Ok? Right now, I pretty much hate myself. I can't believe I jumped to the wrong conclusion. It seemed so obvious at the time. I mean, I saw it happening..."
"And your first choice was to hook up with my best friend? That was mean."
"I didn't, baby, I swear. I just went to see her, since her husband was involved too. I had no intention of doing anything with her at all. She jumped on me, and I was too surprised and shocked by everything to think it through."
"Yeah, well at least I know you didn't fuck her. She really did try to jump you, didn't she?"
"She's really scary when she's mad. Terrifying. I had no idea."
My wife passed me the shampoo, and I lathered up her hair. "I'm still getting the Maserati and the tennis bracelet," she said, tilting her head back for me.



"Whatever you want."
"I'm hiring Marcie's decorator for the nursery."
"Nursery? Decorator?"
"Why do you think I was so pissed at dickface? He risked our baby! Drugging me, using me, dumping me on the floor. The floor? It's my fuckin' panic room! My bed. He's lucky I didn't strangle him!"
I didn't hear anything but 'our baby'. Now I know I was going insane. I was hearing things.
"Gerard is a genius. You should see the murals Marcie got."
I was still one conversation behind. "Our baby?"
"Stay up to speed, Sean. We're talking about Gerard." She rolled her eyes at me. Another practiced move, not quite as good as The Pout, but usually quite effective. At the moment, it was wasted on me.
"You... your pregnant?"
She looked at me in horror, and covered her mouth. "Shit. That was supposed to be a secret. Forget I said that."
"Forget that you're pregnant? Damn it, Denise! When were you going to tell me?"
She looked embarrassed. "It was going to be a surprise, Honey. I'm getting that old family bassinet from your mother—"
"From my mother? My mother! She knows?" I thought about it, the decorator, Marcie's insistence. "Crap! Marcie knows too, doesn't she? Who else? Who else got to know about my baby before me? Who, Denise?"
She shrunk away from me. "Nobody. Not really. I mean, well, your sister, since she wanted the bassinet. And Tina, you know Marceau did her nursery. I might have let it slip to the girls at the club. Hardly anybody, when you think about it."
I was devastated. After five years, we were going to have a baby, and I was the last to know. "Don't I matter, Denise? Why would you keep that from me? Why would you tell everybody else first?" I was shaking, I was so frustrated. I recalled an image of her in that video, talking to Dale. Rubbing her belly.
"Fuck! You told Dale, didn't you! You told your fucking rapist before you told me! How could you?"
She glared at me. "He wasn't my rapist when I told him. He was just a friend."
"A friend? What a great fuckin' friend. You know I couldn't stand him. And still you told that bastard before you told your husband. Thanks a lot, Denise. Thanks a whole, helluva lot." I got out of the shower. "Now I know where I stand in your list of priorities. One step below my mother who you can't stand, those bitches at the club you're always harping about, and your rapist. Fan-fucking-tastic."
She had followed me out of the shower. "Don't get mad at me, Sean Manning! Don't forget, you didn't trust me. You locked me in that room with my pencil-dicked rapist!"
"Why would I trust you? You treated me like crap for the last couple of weeks. You were always upset about something. You were never home. You were avoiding me. We hadn't had sex in two weeks, Denise. You know I didn't like the guy, but you always insisted on having him around. And then I found you having sex with him! What the fuck was he even doing at our house?"
She looked like she was in shock, as I stomped out of the bathroom. Denise chased after me. "How could you say that? None of it's true! I love you."
"Two weeks without sex. True or not?" I asked, glaring at her.
"I, I don't know. I hadn't thought about it. I had so much on my mind..."
"It's true, not that you care! Never home, Denise. True or not?"
She shook her head. "Alright, maybe I was out a lot, but it was for you, for us. I was making plans for our baby!"
"You were never home! You treated me like crap. You were always finding something wrong. You were constantly bitching at me about one thing or another. True or not?"
"That's not fair. I was under a lot of stress. I had morning sickness. I had to deal with your mother and sister..."
"You know I didn't like the guy, but you kept dragging him around. You even invited him into your home when you were alone. True or not?"
She was starting to get irritated, but at the moment I didn't care. "He's my best friend's husband. I just wanted you guys to be friends."
"I told you the guy was scum! You kept bringing him around, when you knew I didn't like him. If I had my way he'd never have been welcome. Instead you invite the bastard into our house, when you're home alone. What kind of wife has strange men visit in the middle of the day? If you had listened to me in the first place, none of this would have happened!"
"So it's my fault he raped me?" she snapped.
"It's your fault you put yourself in the position to be raped. Yes. And it's also your fault I jumped to the conclusion I did. If you'd been honest with me, none of it would have happened."
"That's not fair! I was trying to surprise you," she whined.
"Looks like you got the surprise, not me." I finished drying off and threw the towel on the floor. I knew she hated that. "You're not getting the Maserati."
"Sean! You locked me in that room! You felt up my friend!"
"No Maserati, and we're getting rid of your Audi too."
She stared at me in shock. "Not the Cabriolet," she pleaded.
"No way my wife and child are driving around in a convertible. You're getting a Volvo.
"A Volvo!"
"The XC60. Safest damn car on the road. I'm not going to argue with you on that."
The woman had no shame. She sidled up to me, putting her arms around my waist. "Aren't you happy we're going to have a baby?" she asked softly.
"I'm not happy being the last to learn about it!"
She leaned her head against my shoulder. Of course her sexy tits were pressed against my chest first. "I'm sorry I didn't tell you. I really wanted it to be a big surprise. That was all. I didn't realize I was doing all that other stuff."
I couldn't help myself. Like I said, my anger half-life with her was about 10 seconds. "I know, baby. If I'd only known—"
She hushed me with her full, teasing lips. "Has it really been two weeks?"
I nodded. "Two weeks yesterday. I was going crazy trying to figure out what I'd done wrong. Why you didn't want me anymore."
"You should have said something," she whispered, kissing my neck.
"I did. Twice. You said you weren't in the mood. That hurt. You're always in the mood. I don't think you've turned me down twice in five years."
Her hand was on my limp cock, stroking it slowly.
"Are you disgusted with me now? Because I'm soiled?"
Her words hit me hard. In the heat of the moment, I'd almost forgotten how traumatized she must be. I clutched her to me tightly, then lifted her and carried her to our bed. I laid with her, holding her. "I'm sorry," I told her.
"I know. We both screwed up didn't we?"
"Mine was worse. I left you with that bastard. I should have known. I should have trusted you. I'm so sorry, Denise."
She kissed me, and I saw the moisture in her eyes. She had her hand on my flaccid cock, the angst eliminating my erection before it could start. "You don't want me, do you? I'm dirty now. Used."
"Don't say that, please. It's not your fault. He drugged you."
She shook her head. "You're right. I put myself in that position. I invited him over. I let him get too close. I strained your trust in me by keeping things from you, important things."
"Why? Why would you have him here, when you know how I feel about him?"
She sighed. "I wanted his help. He was supposed to keep you occupied on Saturday, before the surprise party."
It kept coming back to that, and the irritation returned. "How could you think I'd want a party? It should have been just you and me, a romantic evening. Do you have any idea how hurt I'd be to walk into a party to find out we're going to have a baby, when everybody else knew first?"
"No," she mumbled. "I thought you'd be happy. I really did. I guess I'm just stupid. You should have married someone smart like you."
"You're not stupid, Denise."
"Yes I am. I know it. Everyone says so. I'm not smart like you, or like Marcie. Not like your family. I'm the dumb blonde. I get it."
"You're not blonde."
"I could be. All it would take is an hour at the salon."
"Enough, beautiful. You're wonderful. You're not dumb, but we do need to communicate better, alright? I trust you, and I'm excited I'm going to be a daddy. If you want to have a party to celebrate, I'm fine with that. All I really want is to have you beside me."
"You sure you really want me? It doesn't seem like it," she said, wiggling my inattentive cock.
"I bet you could wake him up pretty damn quick."
"You think so?" she teased.
"I know so."
She grinned, and less than a minute passed before her talented mouth proved me right. "I guess you do still want me. Now what do you think we should do with this guy?"
"You might want to sit on it," I suggested.
"I don't know. It looks awfully uncomfortable. Maybe if it was a teeny-tiny one, but this thing's way too big."
"I think you'll be fine."
She straddled me, her amazing body in full view. She rubbed the head between her lips teasingly. "I'm not sure. It feels awfully huge. I'm tiny down there."
"You can do it, beautiful. You have before." I'm hardly huge, but I guess in comparison...
She pouted. "You're such a beast to remind me. Maybe I should just give you a hand job, you were pretty naughty tonight."
"I said I was sorry."
"You gonna forgive me for not telling you first?" she asked. She squatted down a hair, the head of my cock feeling the pressure of her pussy parting for me.
"Already forgiven. You'll forgive me for screwing up?"
"For Marcie, yeah. I know she was the instigator," she dropped down an inch, making me shiver, then backed off again.
"For the rest?"
"Ask me right, Sean. What did you do bad?"
"For locking you in there with him," I said.
"I already forgave you for that. What else?"
"For not trusting you. For thinking you would do such a thing."
She sighed, sliding down about halfway, then lifting up again. "That's the tough one. That really hurt my feelings."
"I'm sorry. It won't happen again."
She nodded, then sank all the way down. "I'm gonna forgive you, but you're still gonna have to make it up to me."
"What do you want?"
"Can I keep the Cabriolet?"
"Volvo," I said, trying to stand firm under the assault.
"For me and the baby, I get it. I want the Cabriolet too. For when it's just the girls." She gave me a long slow teasing stroke.
"Any more speeding tickets, and it's gone."
She laughed, leaned over and gave me a quick kiss, then gave my cock a few nice long strokes up and down. "My tennis bracelet?"
"It's for your birthday, you'll have to wait three weeks."
She gave me a pout, but it wasn't the full one. I knew she was teasing. "My show in New York?"
"Show and carriage ride, but we eat at Peter Luger's or Keens. You know I hate French food."
She started grinding against me, "Hawaii?"
"Two weeks, and only with the doctor's Ok." It was a struggle to get the words out, the way she was working me.
She got a nice little rocking motion going, her tits swaying beautifully. I saw a little pout creep over her lips. "Marcie's tits are real, aren't they?"
"Not half as nice as yours," I answered quickly.
The pout grew, and her motions slowed. "You're just saying that."
"God's truth, Denise. Ok, half as nice might be wrong. They're nice. Yours are better. I love your tits."
She started rocking again, making me moan. "They're going to get bigger."
We spent about an hour forgiving each other. It was wonderful and just what we needed.
* * *
Epilogue:
Dickface got 10 years. Marcie had a new man within a year, and he was everything her ex wasn't. John's a self-made man, a successful business owner, and all around good guy. We became close friends. The day after the trauma, it was as if Marcie and Denise had never had a harsh word for each other. I don't understand women.
Denise didn't tell anyone else about our Panic Room. She made me change out the furnishings, and wouldn't go in there until she had an app on her phone similar to the one on my tablet, so she could get in and out. It cost quite a bit to get EF Secure to convert the tablet app to a smartphone, but it was worth it. I'm just glad she didn't make me remove the whole thing.
No more surprises for us, and we make sure to communicate better. When she got pregnant with our second, I was the first to know. I never questioned her loyalty to me again, and I've never had reason to.
Then again, with the amount of surveillance I have on the house, the grounds and the vehicles, it's not likely she could get away with anything even if she wanted to.
Every once in a while, when socializing, I'll dance with Marcie. She'll look at me, and we both remember what almost happened. It's kind of fun to have that little bit of larceny in our past. She'll blush, then give a little shimmy, rubbing her tits against my chest, and I'll chuckle. My hands might slip a little too low if we've been drinking, and the old hands remember the night they partied in her panties. During Christmas season, the mistletoe might get a little workout. It's fun, and just a little naughty.
But that's all it ever is, and all it ever will be. Those nights, Denise will ravage me, reminding me exactly who belongs to whom. And that's why I'll never stop that little bit of teasing or take it any further. She's not a very jealous woman, but when she is, she's a tiger in bed. Marcie's the only one that sets her off like that.
I hope Marcie's husband John is as good to her as Denise is to me. I pray that none of us ever jump to conclusions again, without at least trying to find out the facts, and giving our spouses the benefit of the doubt to start.
I know I never will, and I'll always feel guilty for the time I did. Sometimes more so than others.
Denise says she likes the guilt. Any time she wants something special, she reminds me of the time I didn't trust her. So I spoil her, and those nights I make sure she understands that for all the games and teasing, there's only one woman for me. I keep reminding her until she's a limp wreck in our bed. Well, sometimes I'm the limp wreck, but she knows.
We've never had to use the Panic room, thank God. I don't know how I'd feel being in there with her for any length of time. I figure after a few hours she'd be able to finagle the Hope Diamond out of me.
=========================
Hope you enjoyed it. A favorite movie around my house this time of year is National Lampoon's Christmas Vacation. I imagine you can see where the inspiration for some of the 'ranting' came from. Please remember to vote and/or leave a comment.
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With understanding comes responsibility, and absolution
========================
I woke, and it was still dark out. I experienced that incredible feeling of a warm mouth on my cock. I slowly came to, enjoying the sensation. I felt a body pressed against my side, an arm thrown across my chest. Kelly was clinging to me in her sleep.
"Mmmm, that's nice, dear," I murmured.
The sucking stopped. "Nice? Not the best?"
"You're always the best. Love makes all the difference."
"This is my cock, John. I don't want you giving it to anyone else."
"And those are my lips, baby. I don't want them sucking anybody else."
"I won't. Not ever again. I swear," she said. "Are you going to stop?"
"Just a few more, and I'll stop."
She squeezed my shaft hard. "No. You have to stop now."
It had been so nice, but now she was pissing me off. I leaned down and pulled her hand off my cock. "You don't get to make that decision anymore. You were the one that decided that a blowjob wasn't sex."
"I said I'm sorry."
"Five blowjobs, that I know of, Wendy. Five. Three different men. You want me to find two more women to suck me off? Maybe their wives will do it. I bet they'll be angry enough."
"No, baby. I don't want anybody to suck you ever again but me."
"I've paid for Kelly, and I'm going to use her talented mouth until I'm completely satisfied. Do you understand?"
"No! I won't let you. That's not fair!"
"You've been doing it behind my back for weeks with different men, who by now have told everyone they know. That's not fair. How about this? I'll find out how many people know you've been blowing other men, and for each person I get one more blowjob. Doesn't that seem fair?"
"I don't want to fight. If you love me, you'll stop. I can't stand it. Why do you have to humiliate me?"
"Humiliate you? Nobody ever has to know what's going on this weekend. Nobody will look at you, laughing behind your back, because they know I've cheated on you. You don't have to face that, but I do. Damn it, Wendy! Some of those people work with me. How am I ever supposed to act normal with them, when they know I wasn't good enough for you? That you cheated on me."
"No, baby. It's not like that. It isn't. They know I wouldn't cheat on you, no matter how hard they tried. And they did try."
"Are we back to believing that blowjobs aren't cheating? That they're not sex?"
She got quiet.
"Go to sleep, Wendy. Just leave me alone and go to sleep."
I rolled over and turned my back to her, taking Kelly in my arms, and holding her soft, frail body against mine. I cupped her small breast in my hand. I heard my wife crying before I nodded off again, but didn't have a lot of sympathy for her. She still didn't get it. Didn't understand how she'd ruined our life.
* * *
I woke and the room was bright, the light streaming in. I was curled around my little whore, spooning her, my morning erection pressed against her cute little butt.
My arm was being tugged on, and I looked over my shoulder. My wife was pulling on me.
"Hold me, John. Hold your wife, please. I'm scared."
I relinquished my grip on our guest, and turned to Wendy. She rolled onto her side, and I snuggled in behind her. I put my arm around her and she clung to it.
"I love you, baby. You've done your best to destroy our life, but I still love you," I whispered, kissing her soft shoulder.
"Just this weekend, and it's over, right?" she whispered.
"I hope so."
"What does that mean?" she asked nervously.
"When you understand the problem, what you've done, what the impact is, why it's so terrible, then it's over. I'm hoping it's before the weekend is past."
"I do understand. I hurt you, and I'm so very sorry."
"Shhh. You don't. Not yet. Go back to sleep, and we'll talk about it later, Ok?"
She nodded, and gripped my arm even tighter.
I closed my eyes, trying not to think about our problems. After a bit I felt a body press against my back, and a skinny little arm wrapped around me. It felt good to be pressed between their two bodies. I relaxed, thinking about what I was going to make for brunch.
* * *
I woke alone, with someone yanking on my foot. I opened my eyes and sat up, seeing my naked wife and Kelly in her plain white panties at the foot of the bed. Wendy looked upset, and Kelly looked even angrier. Kelly had her hand on my foot, shaking it.
I sat up, looking at them. "What's going on?"
Kelly glared at my wife. "She says you don't want any more blowjobs. That you want me to leave. She tried to give me $500 and wants to call a cab. Is that true? Why didn't you tell me yourself?"
"Because she's lying, Angel," I explained groggily. "We both know she's a liar, but don't hold it against her. She feels threatened. She understands now that blowjobs are cheating, but still won't accept what that means to our marriage."
"John!" Wendy snapped. "How can you say that? How can you call me a liar?"
I laughed. "You lied. That's how."
"I never lied to you. She needs to leave, that's all."
"No. She needs to blow me now. I've got a nice case of morning wood that needs tending."
Kelly smirked, and pulled off her underwear. "I'm not going to wear some lying cheating slut's fat-ass panties." She jumped on the bed, pulling my covers off, and dove for my cock.
Wendy came around the bed and sat down next to me. "Can't we stop? I do understand now. I do."
"No you don't. Lying isn't helping things either."
"Let me suck you. Not her."
"You could have sucked me last night, but you decided to make demands and leave me hanging. I'm not going to have that happen again. Besides, when's the last time you woke me with a blowjob or sucked me as eagerly as this sweet girl?"
"Don't say that! You know I've always loved sucking you. Hell, I'm the only wife you know that gives her husband as many blowjobs as you get."
"When? When was the last time? I'm not denying what we had was wonderful, but somehow you changed, and gave them to everyone but me. When was the last time you initiated it, sucked me like that," I nodded toward my morning BJ Queen, "and finished me."
"Three weeks ago. You said so yourself."
"No, that was the last time you finished me. I initiated it. When, baby?"
She shook her head. "I don't know."
"Almost six weeks now. When did you blow Tom for the first time?"
She hesitated. "Five weeks ago," she said softly.
"Five weeks ago? Where? When?"
She lowered her head. "Our barbecue."
"Jesus, Wendy! At our home? With everyone here? You are such a fucking slut! How could you?"
"I was drunk. He followed me into the garage, and pulled out his stiffie, begging me. It didn't seem like that big a deal. A few minutes, and I'd be his first blowjob. It sounds so stupid now. I'm sorry."
"That makes sense. You didn't need me anymore. Right now, I don't need you. So let me enjoy this."
"If you don't stop this right now, I'm going to go find someone who wants my blowjobs," she snapped angrily.
"Don't let the door hit you on the way out. Kelly is cheaper, and as long as she's on the payroll, I know she's mine and mine alone. We both knew you didn't care about our marriage the moment you let Tom stick his dick in your mouth."
"Of course I care about our marriage! You're the father of our baby!"
"So you keep saying. I'll believe it when I see the DNA report. You've already proven you're both a cheat and a liar, how can I believe you?"
Wendy turned and yelled at Kelly. "Could you stop blowing him as long as we're having a family discussion, you filthy little whore!"
"No way. He said I could, and as long as he's distracted, he's not going to come. I may get to do this for hours. You two have your fun." She giggled and gobbled me down again.
"Make her stop, John. Just for now. Please? While we talk."
"I told you we'd talk this afternoon. Let me finish this in peace, and we can discuss things over brunch, Ok?"
She got up angrily. "When did you become such an asshole?"
"When I found out I had a lying, cheating slut for a wife. Don't you remember, dear?"
She stomped out of the room.
Kelly giggled, and started twisting around the bed, until she was straddling my head while sucking me. "It's yours, lover. Bought and paid for. All cleaned up. Nobody in there for a few days. Oral is 'not-sex', remember?"
It was probably wrong, but it was my wife who insisted that oral sex wasn't cheating, and I had to admit, Kelly had the prettiest little pussy I'd ever seen. Hard to believe it was attached to a common street whore.
I started playing with her, opening her up, fingering her. She smelled good, and I moved my head forward and tasted her. I hadn't tasted anyone but my wife for at least six years. After a few minutes I was eating her like my life depended on it.
I was getting to her, and I felt a perverse pride. She was moaning softly, and twitching now and then. I sucked on her clit, and she trembled, moaning around my cock.
I felt her stop moving down below. "God, lover, I'm almost there," she whispered.
I wrapped my arms around her skinny ass, and pulled her down hard against my mouth, tonguing her. She was making the sexiest little noises, pressing back against me. She squealed, her legs tensing, and came on my tongue.
I eased up, licking her softly, until she stopped shaking.
She spun around on top of me, her soft breasts pressing against my chest. She brought her lips to mine and kissed me, really kissed me, for the first time, her tongue searching for mine. I let my hands caress her body while we enjoyed each other.
She finally pulled away, with one last soft kiss. "Damn, John! That was so good. You didn't have to do that, you know."
"I wanted to."
"Since when?" she teased, kissing my neck.
"About thirty seconds after you entered my house. You're not a whore. Why are you doing this?"
She stopped kissing me. "I am. I sell my body. I'm sorry, but it's the truth." She sounded sad. Then she perked up and kissed me on the lips. "The good news is, I sold it to you. Wanna fuck me? She's never going to figure it out, you know. I'll be good. My blowjobs are better, but I know you'll like it, and I'm still pretty tight." She grinned, and kissed me again. "I won't even make you use a rubber. I'm clean, and I know you are too. I'd love to feel you shoot up inside of me."
"Right now, all I want to do is hold you, beautiful. Is that Ok?"
She smiled, a genuine one for once. "I think I'd like that."
So I did. I held her, lying on top of me, and kissed the top of her head. After a few minutes she whispered. "We should stop."
"Why?"
"You shouldn't get attached to me. I'll be leaving soon, and you'll never see me again."
"What if I want to see you again?" I asked.
"No. I'm not going to break up your marriage. You two love each other. I'm not sure why, but it's obvious. You'll get past this. Don't make me the cause, please?"
"A couple more minutes, then."
She nodded. "That would be nice."
It was maybe five minutes later when she got up. She had her fake smile back on, and it broke my heart. "Alright, big boy. I'm gonna suck your brains out your cock."
I laughed, grabbing her and giving her a hug. "No, you're going to take a luxurious bath, while I start breakfast. There will be plenty of time for sucking later."
"Promise?"
"Cross my heart and hope to die. Go clean up, you smell like cum."
She laughed. "Working girl's curse. Don't forget the bacon."
I left her, pulled on some shorts and went in search of my wife. I found her in the kitchen on the phone. She saw me, turned away and ended her call.
"Who was that?"
"Nobody," she said.
I snatched the phone from her and checked the call log. "Your sister. Hasn't she caused enough trouble?"
"What? You're going to blame bringing a hooker home on her?"
I dialed the number, and Alice picked up. "Is she still there?" she asked.
"Good morning Alice. Put Dave on."
She hung up on me.
I handed Wendy the phone. "If I don't speak to Dave in 5 minutes, I'm throwing you out of the house, and we're done."
She looked shocked. "What?"
"You heard me. Dave on the phone in 5 minutes."
"I can't make him do that," she argued.
"Your sister can. I'm not joking. She's poisoned you. You keep going back for more, like a dog eating its own vomit. I swear, Wendy, if I'm not talking to him in 5, your ass is out of here, I'll start the divorce proceedings on Monday, and I'm going back up those stairs and fucking the living shit out of Kelly in every hole. Probably all week long. Your choice."
She grabbed the phone from me angrily, and ran from the room.
I started laying out the food choices, and turned on the waffle iron. Wendy came back about a minute later. "He's not there."
"Less than four minutes."
"HE'S NOT THERE! I CAN'T DO ANYTHING ABOUT THAT!" she screamed at me.
"Not my problem. Find out where he is, get a message to him, whatever it takes."
She stomped out of the room, returning less than a minute later. "She won't do it."
"Two minutes, love."
"She won't. She won't call him. She doesn't want you talking to him."
"I guess she's happy enough to destroy your marriage, as long as it doesn't interfere with hers. Quite the loving sister. You might want to get dressed, you don't want to go out the door dressed like that."
"Stop it, John. Stop badgering me and threatening me. You're going to destroy us."
"No, you already did that, with your sister's help." I put the bacon in the pan, but put two of the eggs back in the refrigerator.
"I tried, John. I did. She was right, all you want is to be able to fuck other girls. I'm not going to put up with that. You want your damn divorce so much? You can have it. I'm leaving you."
"Why don't you call your sister and see if you can stay with her?"
"Fine! I will. I'm going to take your child away, and make your life hell! I get half of everything. Half of your savings. Half of your 401K. You're going to have to give me money, and if you don't give me enough you're never going to see your little girl again. How do you like that?"
"Sounds like your sister is giving you advice."
"That's right. I don't need you. I don't have to put up with this. I did nothing wrong. You're the cheater here, bringing home a whore into our bed. Not me."
"Call her. Tell her you're moving in."
"I HATE YOU!" she screamed at me, turning away.
The mix was ready, and I started on the first waffle. I jogged down to the master bath. "How do you want your eggs, Angel?" She was cute as a button, sitting back in a tub full of bubbles.
"Over easy," she said, "If it's not too much trouble."
I grabbed one of my t-shirts and left it in the bathroom. "Why don't you wear this when you get out? I think you'd look sexy in it."
She smiled. "I love to wear my man's shirt. Is she really leaving?"
"Probably not. She won't realize that for a few minutes."
"Shit. After all that screaming, I thought maybe you'd come to your senses and we'd finally get to have some real fun."
"It's not out of the question," I teased. "Gotta go before something burns."
I finished cooking before Wendy returned to the kitchen. "She won't let me stay there."
"Of course not. She can't have Dave asking questions now, can she?" I walked over and gave her a hug. She was stiff, then grabbed me and started crying.
"Shhh. If you're going to talk to anyone, talk to your mother, or Marcie."
"Why Marcie?"
"She's been divorced twice. Got caught cheating once, and had a husband who cheated on her. She can keep a secret, and she'll understand. Plus, as far as I can tell, you didn't give her husband a blowjob."
"Do I have to leave?"
"No. I'll find a way to talk to Dave. But you have to stop talking to your sister. You understand that, don't you?"
"No, not really. She's only trying to help."
"Talk to your mother. Tell her everything. Then you'll understand, Ok?"
"You don't even like my mother."
"Sometimes I don't. But I respect her and your father, and I know she loves you and her granddaughter almost as much as I do."
"You're not going to fuck that little whore, are you?"
"That little whore, as you like to call her, cares a lot more about our marriage than your sister does. Hell, after your behavior, probably more than you. She wouldn't let me fuck her, as you so eloquently put it, if it would interfere with our marriage, no matter how much I paid her."
Kelly walked in, dressed in my shirt, and drying her hair with a towel. She stepped up to me and held her lips up for a kiss. Of course I obliged.
"He's right, you know. I wouldn't let him. Not unless I really believed it was over. Why don't you and me talk after we eat?"
"Why would I want to talk to you?" Wendy snapped.
"Because I want to help you. I won't judge you. And I know a little bit about where you're coming from. You don't want to end up like me."
"I'd never become a whore!"
"I don't mean that. I mean alone. Believe me, that's much worse. After we eat, Ok? 'Cause I'm starving," she said grinning. "Gotta keep the strength up you know. Whoring isn't easy work."
We ate under a flag of truce. No talk about blowjobs, or cheating. No name calling. We talked about Jeannie, and our home. About my work, and the chances that the 'Skins would ever be good again. We discussed art, and what would look good in the dining room. It was a nice, normal conversation.
At the end, Kelly got up, thanking me. "Can we postpone the next BJ for a while? And can you take care of the dishes? Please?"
"Of course. You girls chat as much as you want. I can watch some football and relax."
Maybe not the wisest move, at least in the short term. I put everything away then headed for a shower. The girls were in the bedroom, and the bed was made. Kelly was wearing an outfit of Wendy's. When I opened the door, they walked out, whispering, letting me use the bathroom.
After cleaning up, I returned to the family room, and the girls got quiet, and headed back. They both stopped for a moment to give me a kiss, which was nice. I had a couple of beers watching the Redskins win, amazingly. Our rookie QB, RG III was beginning to look like a savior. I got up to make a snack before settling in for the second game.
I knew they weren't keeping the discussion to themselves. The phone rang a couple of times, but it was picked up immediately. I had no inclination to hunt down a phone or listen in. I could only hope they were using their heads as to who to get involved.
I decided to make up a tray for the girls, and opened a bottle of Wendy's Pinot Noir. I knocked on the bedroom door, where I could hear them jabbering away.
"Come in," Wendy called out.
I opened the door. "I'm not here to intrude or chase you out," I said disarmingly. "I thought you might like a snack."
They were sitting cross-legged on the bed, facing each other, knees touching.
"I'll just leave this here," I said. "Let me know if you need anything else."
Kelly looked at Wendy smirking. "See? Does that look like a man who doesn't love you?"
I was stunned by her words. I went over and sat down beside my wife. "Surely you don't believe that?"
She shook her head. "I don't know what to believe. I'm so confused, John."
I put my arms around her. "I love you. More than anything in the world. Don't think for a moment I don't. No matter what else happens. I love you, and I always will. You're the best thing that ever happened to me."
I gave her a kiss on the cheek. "I'll be watching the game if you need me."
Kelly hopped off the bed and met me at the door. "I'm sorry it's taking so long. I think we're going to be a lot longer. Is that Ok?"
"Of course. I think I'll order out for dinner. Chinese for everyone?"



They both nodded, then Kelly wrapped her arms around my neck. "It's going to be alright. I know it is." She pulled me down for a quick kiss. "Did we win?"
I smiled. "Kicked ass."
She held her hand up for a high-five. "Alright!" She did a little victory dance that had me hardening.
I laughed at her cute antics, and made myself scarce.
They cleaned up their own mess, and waltzed through the house, chattering, sitting out on the porch for a while. I didn't think they'd last long, it was pretty cold outside. During a break in the game, I looked out, and they were gone. I walked to the double doors, and saw them in the yard. They were hugging each other. Not what I'd expected, but I wasn't about to interfere.
They came in a little later, and I could see they'd both been crying.
"Everything alright?" I asked.
Wendy came over and sat in my lap, putting her arms around my neck. "No. Not yet. But it will be, I promise." She kissed me tenderly, and I held her. "I love you, John. You're my entire world."
I smiled, kissing her back. "I love you too."
"I had Mom pick up Jeannie. I thought we'd give your mother a break. We don't have to pick her up until tomorrow afternoon."
"I miss her."
"Me too. I think it's good for us to be away from her. To know how things might have been."
"Don't say that. We're going to be fine."
She nodded. "I know. Thank you for my life, I could never have asked for a better man." She pressed her lips to mine, and I could see the tears filling her eyes. She got up. "I'm sorry. I really fucked up."
"It's done. We'll get past it."
She smiled, and walked back to the bedroom.
Kelly climbed in my lap. "Can I have some of that? Please?"
I hugged her, and kissed her softly. "Thank you," I whispered.
She shrugged. "She would have gotten there eventually. She adores you, you know. This has been really hard on her."
"I know. I wish it had never happened."
"No, you'll be better for it. Stronger. You'll never have a crisis like this again."
I gave her a squeeze. "How did such a young lady become so wise?"
"I'm only young on the outside, John." She kissed me again, and I tasted her salty tears before we stopped.
She got up and chased after my wife, leaving me befuddled once again.
At the beginning of the fourth quarter, I placed the call to Hunan Palace. I ordered far more than we could eat, since I didn't know what Kelly would like, and I enjoy leftovers anyway.
I went back and knocked on the door. "Food will be here in 30 to 40 minutes," I announced.
Kelly opened the door, grinning. She grabbed me by the hand. "Perfect. Just enough time for a blowjob."
She laughed, dragging me into the room, then was on her knees opening my pants. She pulled them down to my ankles. Wendy was watching us with a smile.
Kelly turned and pushed me to sit down on the bed while she struggled to get my shoes and socks off. "Get his shirt," she said.
My wife crawled over on her knees, and tugged my shirt off over my head, while Kelly managed to get me naked below the waist. She giggled and pushed me onto my back, then started stripping off her clothes.
A couple of times I started to ask questions, but I stopped myself. I'm not as stupid as I look.
"Ready for the best blowjob of your life?" Kelly asked, grinning, shaking her cute body for me.
"That would have to be from my wife," I told her.
"Ding-ding-ding! Give the man a cigar!" Kelly laughed, dropping down onto my chest, and giving me a big wet kiss. "For now on, no blowjobs for either of you, unless it's with each other. Sorry. Them's the rules."
I laughed as Wendy settled in between my legs.
"Why'd you get undressed?" I asked.
"I'm just a little eye-candy. Hell, I've got to earn my pay somehow!"
She cuddled up against me, her head on my shoulder, and we both watched as my wife did her absolute best to give me the World's Greatest Blowjob. She looked up at me constantly as she made love to my cock. Every action, every movement screamed out her love for me.
"She is the best, isn't she?" Kelly said softly.
"Always."
"Why'd you say I was?"
"You were spectacular, Angel. Physically, technically, superb, without peer. But without the love, it's only a shadow of the real thing."
Wendy had me moaning in pleasure, when she stopped and scooted up the bed. She grabbed my hand, and placed it on Kelly's ass. "I trust you. Enjoy yourself."
She grinned at my surprised look, and Kelly giggled. Wendy's lips settled over my shaft again, and Kelly pressed her butt back against my hand. "It is paid for, after all," she teased. "Feel me up, handsome stranger."
The truth was, Kelly was a distraction. A very cute and sexy distraction, but I was happy to concentrate on the job that my wife was doing. She didn't spend much time actually stroking and sucking me, it was a lot of kissing and licking, rubbing her face against my shaft, kissing my legs and all around my cock. She'd give me maybe a dozen strokes then go back into adoration mode. It was very gratifying, but it was going to take me forever to come.
"I'm jealous," Kelly said softly. "I kind of wish that was me down there."
I gave her a soft kiss, that lingered, and became more passionate. "You've done your job, Angel. I think we're both going to owe you big time before this all plays out."
"Keep feeding me, and make sure you remember to tip well," she teased.
I groaned as my wife took as much of my cock into her mouth as she was capable of, pressing hard against the opening of her throat. Give her points for trying.
The doorbell rang, and I almost wanted to cry.
Kelly bounced up off the bed. "Don't let that interrupt you two. I'll get the door."
"The food was paid for by credit card. All you have to do is sign for the tip," I told her.
She giggled, doing a little spin. "You don't think answering the door like this is enough of a tip?"
"Some of their delivery people are female."
She grinned, lifting one eyebrow. "So?"
The door rang again. "Go, you ornery little tease."
She skipped out of the room laughing. It was nice to see her in such a good mood.
My wife took that as a cue to finish me, and she had little difficulty achieving that simple goal. She'd had more than enough practice. She moved out from between my legs, and was lying on her side, her head on my stomach, blocking my view. The nice part was that I could reach her, stroking her hair, caressing her body.
I flashed to a vision of her servicing other guys, but it faded quickly. I knew what she'd done, but I also was certain that it was nothing like what she was doing to me. She might have taken them in her mouth, but she'd never made love to another man's cock, of that I was confident. It didn't stop it from irking me that some other bastard had come in her mouth.
She wasn't aware of my issues, and continued to bring me to my completion. I didn't provide any verbal warning, the change in my own moans and sounds was familiar enough. As I got closer, she picked up her pace, until I was coming for her. She took some of it in her mouth, and let the rest splash against my skin. Wendy got up on her hands and knees, kissing and licking my body, when she wasn't playing with my cock again. She seemed to be in heaven and I know I was.
Kelly came trotting into the room, and took up position opposite my wife. "Damn it! I missed the big finish? You couldn't wait?"
My wife laughed. "Sorry, but you're not too late to help clean up a little."
"Really? Cool!" she replied, joining Wendy in giving me a tongue bath.
Watching Wendy suck my cock, while Kelly licked around the base, was enough to start putting the steel back in my rod. Wendy pulled away, laughing. "No way, buddy. That was just to keep you sane. We're going to eat now, and we've got some more talking and planning to do. I promise you'll get another treat later."
That was fine by me. "That was pretty incredible."
Wendy climbed up and kissed me. "The best?"
"That's cheating. You were listening, weren't you?"
She nodded exuberantly. "Absolutely. Did you mean it? Really? 'Cause I saw her, and she was awfully good."
"You've always been the best, love. Always."
"You too. Nobody compares to you, I swear. I was such a God-damned fucking idiot, but it'll never happen again. You own my mouth now, nobody else."
Kelly was still playing below the belt. I was hard and it wasn't going away, not with what she was doing. She didn't take me in her mouth, but the shaft was getting plenty of attention.
My wife gave me a kiss, then climbed off the bed and smacked our new friend on her bare butt. "Enough, you little tease. Dinner's calling."
Kelly placed one last wet kiss on the head of my cock, and stood up. She gave Wendy a naked hug. "Thanks for sharing. That was pretty epic to watch. Damn, you have his number."
"A shit-load of practice, even if I've been slacking a bit in the last few weeks. Watching you was an education," she admitted.
Kelly gave her a quick kiss on the lips, not helping with my efforts to lose my erection. She let go and grabbed Wendy's hand. "Let's go. He ordered us a feast. All the best, too. If you don't hang onto him, I'm going to have to kick your ass."
Wendy was grinning, looking back at me as I pulled my shorts on, commando. "If I don't hang onto him, you're going to have to get in line to kick my ass, behind me."
It was still hard to reconcile the difference in their attitudes to each other, but I wasn't complaining. Everyone seemed happy, and the house was more joyous than it had been in a while.
Kelly had laid out plates and chopsticks at the kitchen table, and placed a bottle of wine in the middle. We all dug in, sharing and tasting everything. There were even a few tug-of-war battles for the last scallops and pieces of lobster in a couple of the dishes.
About halfway through, Wendy pushed back from the table and took off her shirt and bra. "I'll be damned if I'm going to be the only one not going topless," she laughed. "Besides, I think it's the only place I have an advantage over our house-guest."
Kelly laughed. "Like anyone's going to believe that! You're beautiful, and I'm maybe cute, if you cross your eyes and it's dark enough. And that body! Shit, woman, you've got it all."
Wendy grinned. "You've got it all too, except it's younger and tighter."
"Enough," I told them. "It's no competition. No offense to you, Kelly, you're sexy as hell, but Wendy is the most beautiful woman I've ever known."
"None taken. I'm gonna have to agree. I've never done a girl, but if I was gonna start, I know who I'd like my first to be."
Wendy blushed, and it was adorable.
We ate until we were stuffed, and polished off most of the bottle. The girls put away the leftovers, and there were still a lot. When I tried to help, I was shooed out of the kitchen.
I retired to my La-Z-boy, and turned on the evening game. I couldn't remember the last time I'd watched two games in one day, never mind three.
The girls were laughing together as they came into the room, then started running toward me, pushing at each other playfully to see who could get to me first. Wendy won, but I'm pretty sure Kelly let her.
My wife jumped in my lap, straddling me, and pressed her breasts to my face, laughing lustily. "God, I love you so much John. We haven't been playing enough. Spank me if I ever forget to let you know what you do to me."
I motor-boated her tits, keeping the laughing going. "You're right, as usual. We don't laugh enough anymore."
She leaned down and kissed me. "I'm going to make it better, lover. I promise."
"You've made a hell of a start."
Kelly got tired of waiting and plopped her adorable little butt on the arm of the chair, nudging Wendy's shoulder with hers. "Stop hogging the hottie! You've got a lifetime to play with him. I'm down to my last few hours."
Wendy gave me a quick kiss, and I saw her grinning mischievously. I knew she was up to something. She got off my lap and practically ran away, giggling, while Kelly took her place.
Kelly kissed me. "You know, you're even handsomer when you're happy. You should smile more."
"Hard not to, when you two are around."
She leaned forward and I wrapped my arms around her. "That certainly wasn't true yesterday. You realize you guys were meant for each other, and you'll be miserable without her? You sure as shit better make this work out."
"I know we will, and in no small part thanks to you."
I hadn't been paying enough attention, and my wife climbed onto my lap behind Kelly.
"What have you been up to, Trouble?" I asked her.
She giggled, and I watched her hands wrap around Kelly's body, grabbing the girl's tits. I was shocked. She pulled her hands away, and I saw she'd left a mess behind. It looked like peanut butter.
"Hey!" Kelly laughed. "What's that about?"
"Now we have a Peanut Butter and Kelly sandwich!"
Kelly and I both groaned at the awful pun.
"What? You know it's funny." My wife pouted.
"You made a mess," I told her.
"Then I guess you're going to have to clean her up. Get working, lazybones." She leaned backward, pulling Kelly with her, holding the girls tits out toward me. I lowered my head and made a big deal out of cleaning the peanut butter off of her skin, and off Wendy's hands and fingers.
It was fun, sexy, and stupidly erotic. After a couple of minutes you could feel the change in atmosphere. I was sucking on Kelly's hard little nipple, and Wendy was playing with the opposite one. Our guest was sighing and moaning softly.
I switched tits, and so did Wendy.
Kelly just moaned, "God, that's nice."
I pulled my mouth away, with only a little regret. "There, I think she's all clean."
Kelly pouted. "No, I'm a dirty girl!"
Wendy shook the tit she was holding, "I think you missed a spot here."
I leaned down and gave her another suck, then watched Wendy smear some more peanut butter on Kelly's hard nipple.
"Uh-uh. You're just going to have to take care of that yourself. Now get going before I get carried away."
I was rewarded with a last kiss from each of them, and they left me achingly hard, watching my football game.
It wasn't ten minutes later when the front door opened, and my mother-in-law walked in. I got up and walked toward her, thankful that the evidence of the girls' playfulness had subsided in my shorts. "Hi Mom," I greeted her.
She smiled at me, which was nice. She could be prickly. She walked right up and gave me a hug. "I'm sorry I was rude to you on the phone. I was upset, and you know how I get."
I hugged her back. "I know. I only called you as a last resort."
She almost knocked my socks off, if I'd been wearing any, when she pulled my head down and planted a kiss on my lips. "Thank you. I know it must be painful, what she did. A lot of men wouldn't be handling it as well as you. Hell, I know I wouldn't. You're a good man, John."
"Uh...you're welcome?"
She laughed. "Jeannie's at the house with Ed. Where are my girls?"
"In the bedroom."
She gave me a funny look. "Is she really a street-walker?"
I nodded. "Yeah, but not like any street-walker I ever heard of."
Carol laughed. "No, I guess not. I'm going to go back and join them. You hang in there." She walked away, then turned after she'd taken only a few steps. "About Alice, we'll deal with her. You don't have to worry about that. Leave her to me."
"Thanks, Mom."
She grinned, then walked back to me, giving me another big hug. "I've got a confession. Sometimes I thought you were awfully familiar, calling me Mom. Kind of disrespectful, even. Just now it gave me goosebumps. If I had a son, I couldn't hope for one any better than you, John. Thank you."
I laughed. "If it's time for confessions, I have to admit there's been a few times that the word out of my lips was Mom, but the names I was thinking were not nearly as nice."
She laughed, smacking my rear. "I hope so. Believe me, there's been times I've earned much different names. In the future, I hope you call me on it."
She turned, and I couldn't help myself and smacked her on the rear as she departed. She did a little hop, yelped and giggled. "Fresh! I'm going to chalk that one up to the rotten things you've got tucked away in back."
"It might just be that sexy rear. You know how they say a guy can look at his wife's mother and see what she's going to be like in 20 years? First time I saw you, I couldn't tell you how happy I was."
She laughed, "Why John! Are you flirting with me?"
"Calling it how I see it, gorgeous. Ed's a lucky man."
"That he is. I don't want you boys comparing notes over a beer, now. You're not supposed to know just how lucky."
I didn't see hide nor hair of them for at least three hours, except for one brief appearance when Kelly walked past on the way to the kitchen. She had my t-shirt back on. She had an open bottle of wine in her hand, when she returned. She stopped by my lap for a brief visit, and a little kissing action. "Sorry we're taking so long. Your wife wanted me to tell you she promised she'd make it up to you."
"No problem. You guys having fun?"
She wore a sad little smile. "It's not all fun and games. Not by a long shot, but she's determined not to show it. There're still issues to work out, but Carol's a Godsend. You were right about calling her in."
"Second best decision I made in the last 24 hours."
She grinned and kissed me. "What was the best?"
"You know," I told her.
She peeled her shirt off. "Yes, but I want to hear it. Indulge me."
"You were, of course. Not only because that wonderful mouth of yours is so damned talented."
"It is, isn't it? The second best blowjob you'll ever receive."
"No shit. Thank you."
"For the blowjobs?" she teased.
"For everything. You're the best, Angel."
"Except at blowjobs. Am I still going to get my tip?"
"You know it. Now get going before Carol comes looking for you, and I'm back in the doghouse."
She got up, leaned over and kissed me. "Silly boy. She'd be jealous. I think Mom's got a thing for you."
"Don't be silly."
"Say what you will. She's singing your praises," she said, holding her shirt in one hand, and the bottle in the other.
"Put on that shirt!" I called out after her. She only laughed.
It was almost midnight when Wendy and her Mom came out of the back. They were teary eyed, and hugged each other at the door. I went over to say goodbye, and Carol gave me a hug and a kiss, her lips lingering longer than a mother-in-law's were supposed to. "Don't you dare lose him," Carol warned her daughter.
"I know. You'll have to get in line behind Kelly and me, to kick my ass if I do."
Carol laughed. "It'll be a lot longer than that, trust me. The only line longer will be the one to take him off your hands."
Once she was out the door, Wendy slipped into my arms. "We've neglected you far too much today. Shut everything down and come to bed, husband."
I gave her a warm kiss. "You don't have to ask me twice."
It took me a couple of minutes, but not much more than that. The bed sheets were turned down for me, and my wife was waiting under them. As I slid in beside her, Kelly came out of the bathroom. I could hear the water for a bath running.
She sat down on the corner of the bed, back in her birthday suit. "I was going to catch a cab, and try my luck tonight, but it's late and I think I had a little too much to drink. Would it be Ok if I stayed the night? No charge." She looked a little nervous.
Wendy had my hand in hers and gave me a squeeze. I had no idea what that was supposed to mean. "Of course. Relax, take it easy. I'll give you a ride in the morning if you'd like," I told her.
"Thank you," is all she said, before returning to the bathroom and the tub.
Wendy was in my arms, almost as fast as Kelly was out of sight. She was as naked as I was. "Make love to me, John? Please?"



Between the teasing, a naked horny wife, and an equally naked young whore in my bathroom, I was ready to do just that. I rolled over on top of her and between her legs before the words were out of her mouth.
She guided me home, and she was as wet as she'd ever been. I leaned over her, stroking into her slowly and steadily, as she left little kisses all over my face. She smiled. "Have I told you how much I love you lately?"
"Yes, but I never get tired of hearing it."
"You fit me perfectly, don't you? Do you think you'll ever get tired of me? Tired of sleeping with the same woman for the rest of your life?"
I kissed her lips, and plunged in deep, forcing a little grunt out of her. I stayed there, buried inside of her. "Never. It's a dream come true."
She smiled. "Did you really tell Mom you checked her out, to see what I'd be like 20 years from now?"
I thrust in her again, hard, making her grunt. "You girls talk too much."
"Is that a yes?"
"Maybe. Am I in trouble now?"
She teasingly thrust up against me, "Silly. Of course not. The first time you saw her you were thinking of being with me 20 years later. Every damn thing you do makes me love you more. Can you ever forgive me for letting you down?"
"I told you. You were forgiven almost as soon as it happened. Do you understand now why I was so upset?"
"Completely. You had every right to be. It's a miracle you even let me back in the door. I cheated on you, over and over again, and hid it from you. I disrespected you, and embarrassed you in front of our friends. I put a terrible strain on our marriage. I'm not going to apologize again for it, the words aren't enough. But I will make it up to you, and I will do my damnedest to make things right."
"We'll do that together," I whispered, my lips brushing hers, our bodies undulating together, in a perfect, familiar rhythm.
"No, I'll do it. If you're not happy with the results, then we'll see. Please let me try first, I need to do this."
"Go ahead then. I'll be here if you need my help." I didn't tell her that no matter what she did, I'd probably seek out my own retaliation.
She sighed, relaxing, thrusting back against me as I continued to make love to her. "You like this better than the blowjobs, don't you?" she whispered after a while.
I paused in mid-stroke. "Of course. A blowjob is too one-sided. I love the pleasure you give me with your sweet, sexy mouth, but this, what we're doing now, is incredible. I'll never get enough of it."
She grinned. "We'll see about that. I'm going to fuck you silly, dear husband. All the fucking and blowjobs a man could ever ask for."
I held my face above hers, staring into her eyes, trying to let her see what I felt for her. We made love slowly, intimately. She finally tilted her head back, closing her eyes. "Yes, yes, yes," she chanted softly with each stroke, interrupted every so often with a high-pitched "Ohmygod!"
It was unusual for her. She normally only got like that after an extended period of hard fucking. When we were making slow, quiet love, her excitement and orgasms were quieter.
I thrust a little more firmly, but I didn't want to change things when she was already on her way. She was starting to tremble, no longer vocal, her face strained, her neck taut. She was groaning a little 'Oh' with each new stroke, her fingers digging into my arms.
She snapped, screaming loudly as she came for me, as powerfully as she ever had before, shaking. I kept fucking her steadily and she cried out again, staring up at me, her eyes looking almost fearful.
"GET A ROOM, YOU TWO!" Kelly shouted out from the bathroom, laughing.
"Come for me," Wendy gasped. "Fill me, take me, love me."
I was getting close, and I kissed her briefly, before closing my eyes and losing myself in the sensation. I slowed down, experiencing every thrust, every connection, as if each new one was my first. I had almost stopped, slowly penetrating her, pulling back completely, then opening her again, completing us. I was quiet as I pushed all the way in, one last time, and only when I could go no further, I surrendered and filled her with my hot seed.
I could feel her pussy squeezing my cock, pulsing, as she screamed out, before falling back limp. I felt a weight on the bed, and looked over to see Kelly wrapped in a towel. She leaned over and brushed Wendy's hair back from her face. "Looks like someone enjoyed that."
Wendy had tears in her eyes. "How can you love me so much, after what I did?" she asked piteously.
"How could I not love you? You're my soul mate."
I started to pull out of her, and she clung to me. "Not yet. Please, stay in me a little longer." She pulled me down. I knew what she wanted. The years together ensured that. Sometimes she liked to feel my weight on her, pinning her down. I took some of the weight off my arms, and rested on her, feeling her breathing change.
"Don't leave me, John. Never leave me."
I kissed her face. "Now you're being silly. You're mine. Always."
Kelly dropped her towel, and crawled in next to us. "I know I'm being selfish, but can I lay here with you two for just a moment? Please? I've never been around love like yours."
Wendy looked at her, reached an arm out and pulled her close. She didn't say anything, and neither did I as I lifted an arm and put it around her as well.
Kelly buried her head in Wendy's shoulder, and I felt her trembling. She abruptly pulled away. "I...I have to go."
Wendy held her. "Don't, stay a moment."
Kelly seemed almost to panic. "No. Please. I can't. I need to go." She scrambled off the bed, and almost ran out of the room.
I rolled off of Wendy, onto my back, and she turned to me, holding me tightly. "We have to help her, John. She can't go back on the street. She's not a whore."
"What can we do? She's an adult."
"Did she tell you her story?"
"No. She wouldn't. I tried to get her to open up a couple of times."
"God, it's horrible. Tragedies, compounded with some stupid decisions. She's drowning. It's a terrible, heart-breaking thing. We have to help her. We have to. If we don't, and we come out of this intact, I'll hate myself."
"What do you want to do?"
"I don't know yet, but right now, I want her back in our bed, and I need her to know she's loved. Bring her back to me, John."
I kissed her softly. "Have I ever been able to deny you anything?"
She smiled. "No. I want this as much as I've wanted anything in my life. Please?"
"Your wish is my command, dear wife."
I found Kelly on the couch, curled up under an afghan. She was crying. I sat down beside her and stroked her hair. "I'm taking you back to our bed."
She shook her head. "I shouldn't."
I scooped her into my arms, lifting her easily. "My wife will never forgive me if I don't. Who would ever believe she'd want someone like you in my bed?"
"A whore like me?" she said sadly.
"No, a beautiful caring young woman like you. Naked," I teased.
"You're just making it more difficult," she whispered.
"That's the last thing I want to do," I told her. "I want you to be happy."
She shook her head. "I don't deserve to be happy," she muttered.
"Stop talking nonsense. Everyone deserves to be happy. A wonderful young girl like you, more than most."
She shook her head again, as I carried her through the door of my bedroom. Wendy pulled back the covers beside her, in the center of the bed, and I deposited the little naked bundle of angst there. I killed the lights, and climbed in next to her.
For the next half hour or so, all we did was hold her, pet her, and kiss her. It wasn't overtly sexual, more comforting, loving, and cuddling.
My wife spoke to me softly. "Are you going to work tomorrow?"
"I need to. Things that I have to do, and a customer call I have to make. I'm not looking forward to it. If either of the bastards who were at that party say a word cross-wise to me, I'll probably have to kick their asses, and let the chips fall where they may."
"Don't do that, John! Please, not in the office. Let me try to handle it first."
Kelly was silent, one of her hands touching my body, running softly along my side. I had a hand on her breast, cupping it gently.
"With luck, I won't have to. There were only the two of them, and I don't normally see them every day."
"Maybe they don't know."
"I'm pretty sure at least Paul does. He was in the group talking to Tom, when I found out what you'd done, and Tom was laughing when I dragged you out of there. Before we got out the door, all of them were."
"You think Tom would actually talk about it? He promised he'd keep it a secret."
"How did Jarrod end up getting a blowjob that night?" I asked her, pretty sure I knew the answer.
She got quiet. "God, I really fucked up bad, didn't I?"
Kelly kissed her. "Shhh. You did. It is what it is. Now we make it better, remember?"
I leaned across Kelly, and kissed my wife. "Don't worry about it. It won't happen again. We move forward now."
As long as I was over Kelly, I leaned down and gave her a nice long kiss. "I'm tired now. It's been a long weekend. Why don't we all get some sleep."
"I don't want to be between you and your wife," Kelly whispered. "It feels wrong. Switch places with me?"
We did, and I drifted off, two lovely naked women leaning into me, my arms around both. I couldn't think of a better way to fall asleep.
* * *
I woke alone, which was a little disappointing. I kind of liked getting woken up with a blowjob, and I had a hard-on that looked like it was going to go to waste.
Hitting the bathroom, I cleaned up for the day, in a bit of a hurry, since the alarm hadn't gone off and I was running almost an hour late. My office wasn't a stickler for hours, but I liked getting in early, to see when the others arrived. I guess one day wasn't going to kill me.
The girls were finishing making breakfast, which was usually a very simple meal for me. They were both dressed in my t-shirts, and I had to confess, they looked better in them than I ever would.
Wendy turned and met me, hugging me and giving me a kiss. "I was going to give you a little morning treat, but when I went to look for you, you were already in the shower."
"You're always welcome to join me," I told her with a kiss. We didn't do stuff like that very often, at least not in the last few years.
She pouted. "I'm such a dope. I didn't even think of it. You wouldn't mind?"
"Mind? Never. I love bathing with you."
She grinned. "Good. We'll be doing a lot more of that, too. Save some water."
Kelly walked over and gave me a quick kiss. "Good morning, handsome. Thank you for last night. That might have been the best night's sleep I ever had."
She grabbed a couple of plates and took them to the table.
"Tell her she can't go, John. She can't leave today. I need her help, still. Please."
I laughed. "You can't leave, Kelly. Sorry. The old ball-and-chain has spoken. I need your services still."
Kelly wasn't laughing. "No you don't. You have your wife for that now."
"Please. She wants you here, and I want you here. Do you have to go?" I asked.
"John, every minute I stay makes it more difficult. I don't want to get in the way of you and Wendy getting back together."
Wendy was finishing getting the breakfast on the table. "You're not. If anything, you make us better. Please?"
I went over to Kelly, who was seated, and put my hands on her shoulders, massaging them gently. "Think it over. We both want you here." I kissed her on the cheek, and took my seat.
The girls were very hush-hush about what they were up to, but they were talking about Wendy's and my early days together, and seemed to be in a good mood. I didn't linger over breakfast, finishing up, and getting ready to leave. I gave Wendy a kiss. "Thanks for breakfast. This was nice."
She grinned, pulling me back for a more serious kiss. When she was done with me she said, "Kelly helped a lot. She's good in the kitchen. You should thank her as well."
Yep. My wife was full of surprises.
I went over to Kelly and leaned down for a kiss. It was nice, soft and lingering, just a little tongue. "Thank you for everything, Angel."
She smiled. "You're welcome. Now go make us some money."
I laughed, and headed out to face the day, with more than a little trepidation.
* * *
The office turned out not to be a problem, at least not that Monday. Work was work. Too many emails and conference calls, project reviews and decisions, and my normal engineering visits to see how things were going, the typical Management-by-walking-around. As a director, I wasn't as involved in the day-to-day operations of the projects as I had been a couple of years earlier, but I still liked to keep my fingers in it.
I did take a lunch break and hit the bank. My lady of the evening had earned her pay, and it was more than I could get out of the ATM.
I thought about my situation at home, and was more than a little curious about what Wendy was up to. I also had my reservations over what she wanted to do about Kelly. I'd like to help the girl, I would. But not at the expense of my marriage, and I was thinking she might be trouble. You don't end up in her place at 18 without having some serious issues.
In the back of my mind, I was still playing with the idea of what to do about the three assholes, Tom in particular. He'd started it, the fucking instigator, and he'd have to pay. Big time. No two ways about it.
I imagine there are those who think it wasn't his fault, no big deal. I wasn't married to him, and guys were guys. My wife was the one who'd strayed.
Sorry. I'm not wired that way. Guys who chase married women are complete and total asswipes. When they do it to their friends, whatever they've got coming to them is only just desserts. The fucker was married, with a wonderful loving wife, two kids, and a great job. He had no business chasing after mine.
On the drive home, I let a couple of possible solutions percolate in my thoughts, until I had a fairly good idea of how I'd at least start my revenge.
* * *
When I walked in, the girls were sitting in the family room arguing. It didn't sound angry, just a disagreement. I didn't get to hear much of it, they shut up when I entered the house.
They both got up, and met me in the hallway. Kelly got to me first. "Well if it isn't the protector and provider, back home after a long day in the trenches." She offered her lips up for a kiss, and I accepted.
My wife moved into my arms, claiming a better one. "Go dress down, and join us. We did some shopping today. I think you'll like it."
I got out of my suit, and made myself comfortable. When I arrived back in the family room, it was empty.
"Wendy?" I called out.
"Just a moment, love. I'll be right there."
She walked out a few seconds later, wearing a sexy black lace babydoll, with a beer in her hand. "I used the credit-card today, I hope you're not angry."
I laughed. "Dressing like that is how you should approach me every time you do something I may not like. It's hard to get angry at you, when all the blood from my head is below my waist."
Kelly walked in, with a tray of snacks, wearing a white version of the same outfit. She looked fabulous. "Wow. That's a hell of a combination you two have going," I observed.
Wendy rubbed up against me. "You like it? You're not mad?"
"Hell no. Buying lingerie will never get me mad."
She laughed. "Remember you said that! Drink up, we'll be right back."
It was a couple of minutes later when they returned, wearing nothing but matching sexy bras and panties. This time my wife was in red, and Kelly was in pink. They both had on heels, matching red for my wife, and white for Kelly. "I decided I don't dress sexy for you often enough," Wendy started. "This is for when we go out. I bought two more sets which will remain a surprise. Still not angry I hope. We did spend kind of a lot."
The truth was I made good money. We could afford it. I'd been with the same company for seven years, and I'd grown with them. We'd only had six people when I started there, and I was an intern. We had more than 100 now. I had stock options, and they'd started vesting two years earlier. We weren't wealthy, but a few thousand didn't hurt us at all.
"Worth every penny," I told her honestly.
She smiled, turning slowly. "The shoes are new, too," she said nervously.
I laughed. "Wendy, you don't spend enough on yourself. I don't mind, and we can afford it. Treat yourself now and then."
"The shoes were more than $150," she confessed.
"I don't care if they cost a thousand. They're gorgeous on you."
She pouted. "We might have spent more than a thousand."
"Come here, honey," I said, opening my arms.
She came over and sat in my lap. "I didn't mean to get carried away, but we were having such a good time," she said softly.
I hugged her. "I love you. What's mine is yours. So we might spend a little less on our next vacation. It's not going to be a problem. We'll still be able to pay our bills."
The baby monitor on the table next to me went off, and I could hear fussing, that shortly became crying. Wendy hopped up. "Your baby's up. I'll get her."
She climbed out of my lap, and took off in those cute heels. Kelly took her place in my lap. "I'm sorry we bought so much. She went kind of crazy. I'll pay you back," she said nervously.
"No you won't. Consider it part of the tip."
She nodded. "Why are you both so good to me?"
"We love you, silly girl. You did a good thing this weekend. You may have saved our marriage."
"You both would have gotten back together. It was pretty obvious. The way you feel about each other."
I pulled her in close, hugging her, while I heard Wendy talking to our little girl over the monitor, cooing over her. It sounded like she was changing her diaper.
"Maybe. I did a dangerous thing, and you could have made it worse. You decided to help instead. That was a very kind and generous gesture. I hope you understand that, and what it means to both of us."
She leaned against me. "I need to leave soon. I...I can't stand being here much longer."
Her words hurt me. Shocked me. "You can't stand being here?"
She shook her head. "No. Every moment I'm here, every time I see you two together, it hurts. It's going to make it that much more difficult to go back to doing what I have to do."
"What exactly do you have to do?"
"You know. I have to take care of myself, and I have no education and no skills. I've got to keep a roof over my head, and eat."
I lifted her up a little, so I could reach into my pocket. I pulled out the bank envelope and passed it to her. "For the weekend." I pulled out a second envelope, and handed it over. "For the rest of the week. You shouldn't have to worry about a roof and eating for at least a few days."
She looked in the envelope. "There...there's a lot of money in here."
"You earned it."
"How much?" she asked, counting through the bills.
"A thousand. Another thousand if you'll stay the rest of the week."
She closed the envelope. "No, it's too much."
I laughed. "You're not very good at the business side of things are you? We're definitely going to have to work on that. You should have asked for more." I pulled out a last envelope, and put it in her hands. "Two-hundred a night, remember? That's $1000 for five days. But I'm buying your days, too. An extra hundred a day."
Her eyes misted up. "Why?"
"Do I have to go over that again? Because I want to, and I can. That should be reason enough."
She scrambled out of my lap, when Wendy returned with Jeannie in her arms. My wife put my daughter in my arms, and I looked down at her happy smiling face. I loved putting my finger in her hand, and watching her grab it. She was getting stronger, and had a nice little grip.



I kissed her head, smelling her fresh skin. That irresistible baby smell. "How's my little Angel doing?" I whispered.
I looked over, and Wendy was removing her new bra. She saw me watching, and smiled. "Sorry lover. Your daughter's hungry, and it's feeding time. She has first claim to these for a few more months."
Kelly stood near my chair, watching me with my girl. She shifted her weight nervously. "Can...can I hold her?"
I lifted my girl and gave her another kiss on the forehead, then held her out to Kelly who leaned over and took her. She held her in her arm, rocking her. "She's beautiful," she whispered.
I laughed. "Of course. You've seen her mother."
She walked over and gave her to my wife, who adjusted her into position, then moved her nipple to Jeannie's hungry mouth. I looked up and saw a dark cloud pass over Kelly's face. My wife seemed to notice as well. She looked upset. "What's wrong?"
Kelly shook her head, "Nothing."
"That's not true. Something's upset you. You can tell me," Wendy argued.
Kelly shook her head, "It's no big deal."
Wendy wouldn't let it go. "After all we've talked about? Go ahead."
Kelly crossed her arms, staring at my wife. "I get angry, Ok? I look at that little girl, and everything you have. The way your husband treats you, and I just get so pissed off that you'd take a chance on throwing it all away for some stupid bastards. If you only knew how good you had it. Try living on the street for a while. God, how could you!"
Kelly turned and ran from the room, crying, and I looked over at my wife who appeared in shock.
"She didn't mean it," I told her softly.
Tears welled up in Wendy's eyes, and started rolling down her cheeks. "Yes she did, and she's right. I almost lost everything. I don't even know why. I...I..."
"Shh. You didn't. That's what matters now. That, and our family."
She nodded, wiping her tears with the back of one hand. "I'll make you proud of me again. You won't be sorry."
I got up and leaned over my wife, holding her head to my chest. "I'm always proud of you, and I'll never be sorry as long as you're by my side."
"I don't deserve you," she sobbed.
"We deserve each other. We're fortunate to have each other. Most people don't get lucky enough to meet and fall in love with their soul mates. We have the best marriage I know of. I don't want to hear you say that again. We wouldn't be where we are today, if not for you."
I looked up and Kelly walked into the room, dressed like she was when I first met her. She had a bag in her hand. She put two of the envelopes in front of me. "I'm sorry. I can't do this. I hope you two have a great life together. I called a cab and I'll wait out front."
I was stunned and she walked to the door before I could get a word in.
"Don't let her go, John! You have to stop her," Wendy begged me.
"I can't. She's an adult. I can't make her stay."
"Please. You have to try. She won't survive out there. She won't, I know it. Something terrible will happen. Can you live with that? I can't."
I couldn't stop her, but I could perhaps talk to her. "I'll see what I can do," I told my wife, then ran after Kelly.
She was sitting on the front stoop, curled up in a ball, the bag in front of her.
"Come back in. At the least I can drive you wherever you need to go."
"I already called the taxi," she said.
"It'll take at least ten minutes to get here. Wendy will pay him. Come back inside, and let me drive you, please?"
She was quiet, then nodded, standing slowly. I opened the door for her.
She walked in slowly, then turned back to the family room. She walked up to Wendy. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have said what I did. We both know it wasn't like that."
Wendy nodded slowly. "It's Ok. It's mostly true. I didn't think I was cheating, but I should have known better, and I did do it. I risked it all. It was a foolish, terrible thing to do."
"Thank you for everything," Kelly responded. "You didn't have to treat me so nice. It was wonderful seeing you guys together, happy. I'll remember this for a long, long time. I kind of forgot people can be like you guys."
"Do you have to go?" Wendy pleaded.
"Yes. I'm sorry." She leaned down and kissed Wendy on the cheek, then gave Jeannie a kiss on the top of her head.
"You two have to work it out. If only for her sake, Ok? Never hurt her."
Wendy nodded, and started crying again.
Kelly turned back and walked through the kitchen, to the garage door.
I grabbed my keys off the hook in the kitchen, and followed her.
* * *
We were quiet for the first few minutes. She didn't look like she wanted to talk, and I wasn't going to force things.
When I was back on Georgia Ave, headed south, I asked, "Where am I taking you?"
She was slow to answer. "It's only a few blocks from where you picked me up, if you don't mind."
"No problem."
I left her alone with her thoughts a little longer, before I had to speak up. "You won't change your mind? We would like you to stay."
She shook her head. "You're a great guy, John. But I can't. It's just not right."
I tried. I tried to talk her into returning with me, how it would be good for Wendy, that I wanted her there, that she could still go back in a week, with a little more money. She didn't argue, she simply said no.
When I pulled up to the decrepit building, she did turn to me. "You're the best man I've met in years, John. Thank you. I do hope everything works out for you and Wendy."
"Thank you." I grabbed her hand, and put the other two envelopes in it. "Take it. I won't accept no for an answer. I want you to have it, and I hope it makes your life a little easier."
"I can't..." she started.
"You can, and you will. No argument. Pay your rent ahead, get a nice outfit, find a real job. Whatever. This will help."
She nodded, taking the envelopes and tucking them into her little clutch.
I pulled out my wallet and gave her my business card. "If you ever need anything, anything at all, give me a call. If you want to just visit, our door is open to you. At least call Wendy and let her know how you're doing, she's really worried about you."
She tucked the card into her bra, then turned and threw her arms around my neck. "Love your baby girl, John. Love her always. Let her know what she means to you. Watch over her and take care of her." She kissed my cheek, and scrambled out of the door, before I could answer.
I pulled away slowly, waving, hoping beyond hope, that things would get better for her. I doubted it, but I could hope.
===================
Lots of issues still to resolve. I hope you enjoyed this chapter, and appreciate all the votes, comments and emails. Thanks.
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Stray blowjobs have consequences, all around.
========================
The ride home after dropping off Kelly, my little lost lady-of-the-night, was sad. I knew my wife would be upset.
I pulled into the garage and entered the house through the kitchen. Wendy was standing there, dressed to the nines, and she looked at me hopefully. I shook my head, and she nodded sadly.
"You look nice," I said. A little too nice. Like it was date night. I wondered if she was wearing her new bra and panty set. "We goin' somewhere?"
She smiled. "I need to go out for a while. It's part of making things better. I'm going to ask you to please trust me, even though I don't deserve it."
After the stunt she'd pulled she was asking a lot. I saw her watching me anxiously. Could I trust her? Did I believe her? It only took me a few seconds to realize if I didn't, I might as well walk away myself. If she was going to screw around, there was no way I could stop it. It was up to her.
I took her in my arms. "I'm not going to worry about what you do. I trust you completely. I refuse to look over your shoulder the rest of your life. I'm sure you understand the consequences if you were to stray again. For whatever reason."
She nodded. "Thank you. I promise you won't regret it."
She left half-an-hour later. I grabbed a beer, and parked myself in front of the TV. Monday night football. Four games in one weekend. I laughed to myself, wondering if it would ever happen again. I wouldn't mind if it never did, in spite of two damn good games the day before, I was all football'd out.
I had Jeannie in her playpen, and had to watch over her, but it's not like that was a chore. I kept thinking back to what Kelly had said, and what had happened to her, for her to be in the situation she was.
My idle thoughts wandered between whatever my wife was up to, what Kelly was doing, and how I was going to get revenge on the assholes. For the last, I wasn't looking for anything too complicated.
I took a few moments out to place some orders over the internet, supplies for some of my possible solutions. Then half-time was over, and I was back to watching the game.
Wendy came home at the beginning of the fourth quarter, and she looked happy. Almost too happy.
"How'd things go?" I asked, curious if she would finally tell me.
"It went well. I'm going to need a few more days, and then I'll explain everything. How's the game?"
"Not bad," I told her.
"Oh. I was hoping it was boring, and you might consider letting me entertain you instead."
I grinned. "I believe I could be talked into that."
She grabbed Jeannie out of the pen. "Let me feed her, and put her down for the night. Then we can let the entertainment begin."
We made it halfway through the fourth, before she got up. "Give me a few minutes, then you can join me in the bedroom."
I watched a couple of more plays, but the game was pretty much over by then. I turned off the TV, and checked the doors and lights.
Wendy was waiting for me in one of her new outfits. She undressed me, then had me lay back in the bed. She moved between my legs, and started to go down on me, pretty aggressively, nothing like the long lovemaking I'd received the night before.
She got me nice and hard, and kept it up for a couple of minutes before she stood, smiling, and removed her delicate panties. She went to climb on me, and I took her in my arms, kissing her, then rolled her over onto her back, moving down her body. I was looking forward to returning the favor she'd so generously bestowed on me.
After only a couple of minutes, she was begging me to fuck her. "I love it baby, but I need you inside of me. Please," she moaned.
I was happy enough to oblige, and we had good old fashioned sex. Dirty and sweaty, in several positions. I got her off toward the end, and worked toward my own completion. When I couldn't take it any longer, I pulled out of her and scrambled up beside her head, stroking my cock.
She grabbed me, and sucked me into her mouth. I was a little surprised, she didn't normally like to suck me after I'd been inside of her, but she had no problem at that moment. She only got a few good sucks in before I was ready to blow. She held me in her mouth, stroking my cock as I delivered the goods.
She sucked gently afterward, then smiled and swallowed. "You didn't want to finish inside me?"
"I love to, but I know how much you like it in your hot little mouth."
She grinned. "You know me so well. How about in the future, you finish the first one in my mouth, and the second one inside me?"
I smiled, leaning over and kissing her. "Are you hinting you'd like to go again."
"Let me give you more than a hint," she said, and pushed me back, her mouth seeking out my missile.
This time we took it easier, and I made love to her, taking my time before I finished between her legs. She held me afterward. "I love this so much. Tasting your cum in my mouth, while feeling it inside my pussy."
I kissed her again, slowly and lovingly. "Imagine how good I feel," I told her.
"What would you say to making this a regular thing?" she asked. "One for each naughty mouth?"
"I believe I could live with that," I told her.
She got up and brought back a washcloth. I figured she'd clean both of us up, but she put it between her legs, and used her mouth on me. That was something new. I hate to admit it, but it was a little concerning. "I thought you didn't like that?"
"I was an idiot. I love the taste of your cum. You don't seem to mind the taste of me, and you know what? I guess I don't either. I love cleaning you after. I'm going to be doing a lot more of that, I promise. I hope you don't mind?"
I laughed. "Not in the least."
She gave me another little suck, then crawled up next to me. "Kelly and I talked about that. I never realized that I only suck you at the beginning of our sessions. I could have at least cleaned you up with a washcloth, and sucked you again. I know what we have is great, but I want it to be even better. Anything you want to try, anything you want to do, please ask me. I want to be everything for you. Never be embarrassed, or afraid. The worst I can say is I didn't like it much afterward."
"How about you? Anything you want to do?"
"I want to taste your cum every day for the rest of my life. You already know what I like most."
"I'll see what I can do to make you happy. Remember, the same applies. Anything you want to try, I'm happy to listen."
She hugged me, clinging to my side. "How come we never talked about this before?"
I shrugged. "Don't know. Didn't think we had to, I guess."
She nodded. "Me either. I'm happy with our sex life. I hope you are."
"I am. I love you. I think we got a little lost during and after the pregnancy. I'm sorry if that's what drove you to do what you did."
She shook her head. "No. I mean it might have been a small part of it, but it was more me just being stupid, and taking bad advice. I didn't really want it or need it. I gave in. I was drunk but that's a lousy excuse. I won't do that again. If I have any problem at all, I'll talk to you first. I promise."
"Me too."
We were quiet. I tried to sleep, but I kept seeing Kelly standing on a corner, leaning into strange cars.
"Are you thinking about her?" Wendy asked.
I didn't hesitate. "Yes. I hope she's alright."
"Me too."
* * *
For the next few days everything was pretty good. She went out again on Tuesday. She was spending a good bit of time on the phone. I asked her if Kelly had called, but she said no. I received my delivery from my online orders, and Wendy didn't ask me about it. She seemed to be giving me a little space.
At the same time, I was still concerned about us. She was keeping secrets in the evening, then seemed to be paying penance each night. She was fawning, and eager to do anything she could for me.
I wanted my Wendy back. Not a broken, terrified woman. I needed her to know that I loved her, and she didn't need to be constantly trying to make amends, making my favorite meals, cleaning up after me, offering me sex non-stop (Ok, she could keep doing that one), bringing me an after-work drink.
I left her a single rose. No reason. A little note in her purse telling her I'd been thinking of her. A bottle of my favorite perfume on her, just because.
Wendy was hot as a firecracker when she got home, and I was happy to indulge her. Three times, mouth, pussy and mouth again. She was wearing her grin when she fell asleep in my arms.
Wendy seemed happier than ever when she came home Thursday from her night out, and we made love again, as we had every day. I got to see a new outfit every night. Thursday the outfit didn't last long, and I was a little ashamed that I tore her panties in my eagerness. She giggled and assured me she didn't mind having to go shopping for new bottoms. She'd even buy spares.
It was almost 1:00 am when the phone rang. It woke me, and I was upset, wondering what would necessitate such a late call. I hoped everything was alright with our families.
I picked up the phone, "Hello?"
"John," a nervous voice responded.
"Kelly? Is that you? Are you alright?" I asked sitting up in the bed.
Wendy sat up looking at me nervously.
"I...I've been arrested. Can you bail me out? I'll pay you back."
"Where are you?"
She told me where she was, and that as a first time offender there was a $500 fine, and she'd have to face charges of up to 90 days in jail.
"I'll be there shortly. Don't say anything, don't sign anything. I'll be there as soon as I can."
"Ok. Thank you, I didn't know who else to call."
"You did right, Angel. Hold on, I'm coming for you."
I got up and started to get dressed. I headed off the questions I knew Wendy would have. "She got arrested. I'm going to go get her."
"Bring her home, John."
I nodded. "I will. I'll be back as soon as I can."
In the car, I got out my phone and called my lawyer and friend, Jim Friedland. When he got done chewing me out for waking him up at that ungodly hour, he gave me a number to call for a law-firm that specialized in solicitation. "Are you in jail?" he asked me.
"It's not me. It's a family friend."
"Understood. David's firm is very good. Good luck."
I hung up and made the second call. The person answering the phone assured me they could handle it. I pulled over and gave him a credit-card number over the phone. I told him how I'd been referred, and gave him Jim's name, and mentioned the partner whose name was among the firms'. He said they'd take care of it, and things should be in order by the time I got to the jail.
I didn't know how things worked, and should have been more concerned. Normally you'd have to stay in jail until arraignment, or pay a fine, and accept the charges, before facing the judge. By the time I got to where Kelly was, they'd already set up some Deferred Prosecution thing, as a first time offender. She'd be out with some drug testing, community service, a limitation on where she could go, and probation.
Kelly was a mess, and ran into my arms crying.
"It was horrible, John. Horrible."
"Shh. It'll be Ok. Come on, let's get you home."
She didn't say anything as I drove back toward my house, instead of her apartment or whatever she stayed in. I explained the terms of her release, and she thanked me repeatedly.
I didn't ask her how she'd gotten in trouble. She didn't offer an explanation. She asked me how Wendy and Jeannie were doing, and I opened up to her, telling her what was going on, about Wendy going out, and even about our love life.
"You trust her, don't you?" she asked.
"I do. At least I'm trying. I have to admit, I'm more than a little anxious. It's not easy."
"I know. If she's been out three times, it's probably almost over. You both are getting along?"
"Better than ever." I heard her stomach growling, and laughed.
She pouted. "It's not funny. It's almost 3:00am."
"I know. I'm going to stop at the 24-hour Burger King. I don't think we have enough at home to feed you, if you're anything like the last time."
She grinned. "No, I just don't like to eat before going out to work. There's a late-night McDonald's where I usually go afterward."
"Burger King's alright then?"
"Perfect."
She ate on the last part of the drive, and polished off a Whopper and fries before we got to the house. She laughed as we pulled up. "You always feed me so well. I would have gotten the kid's meal on my own."
"Nothing's too good for my girl," I teased as I closed the garage door behind us.
She suddenly seemed nervous, as we entered the house. "Come on. Wendy will want to see you. She talks about you every day. She's so worried."
"She shouldn't worry about me. I'm a big girl."
"We both worry about you. Come. A quick hello, and you can take a bath and hit the sack."
She walked with me into the bedroom, and Wendy was awake. She jumped up and hugged Kelly, until they both were crying. I lost them then, when they went into the bathroom together.
Jeannie was fussing, but we were still working on getting her to sleep through the night, so I let her. She didn't start a crying jag, which was good, that was always hard on me. I wanted to go to her at those times, but Wendy always reminded me I couldn't. I'd spent more than one night sitting outside her door, listening to her crying. I'd probably have cried myself, if I wasn't too damn manly for that kind of stuff.
The girls were taking their time, and I was surprised when I was being woken up and told to move over. I moved to the side of the bed, and Kelly was between us, naked in my bed again, with Wendy on her other side.
It was late, and I hugged her, putting my arm across her waist. "I'm glad you're home, Angel," I whispered, then kissed her on the cheek, before falling asleep.
* * *
I woke to a morning blowjob from my wife, while Kelly slept next to me, her arm thrown across my chest. A hell of a way to wake up.
Kelly woke up near the finish, and looked down. "Lucky girl," she whispered, before giggling.
"Lucky guy," I reminded her.
"Yes, you are. Sorry for the trouble."
I tilted her chin up and kissed her softly. I was beyond speaking, as Wendy decided it was time for me to come. The kiss became more intense, more passionate, as I came for my wife. It was a big one, and I shot off several times. She swallowed most of it, then pulled away, letting the rest spill onto my skin.
"Want to help?" she asked Kelly. "It's your damn fault there's so much," she said laughing.
Kelly pulled her lips away from mine, with a last playful swipe of her tongue. She scooted down the bed and accepted a naughty kiss from Wendy before she assisted with the cleaning.
I was surprised and quite pleased at the job they did. At one point they had both of their mouths on my shaft, as I firmed up for them. Wendy made a point of going down on me, until I was stiff again.
She sat up laughing. "Three times last night, and twice more this morning? What are you, 18 again?"
"No, just a very lucky man."
She grinned, and pulled on her robe, while Kelly kept kissing and licking. Wendy watched for a few seconds. "I'll leave you to take care of that one, while I fix breakfast," she said.
Kelly stopped. "Oh no, I can't," she said.
"You helped make it that way. The least you can do is deal with it. I'm worn out, trying to take care of the beast. I have a baby to feed, and a breakfast to make. You've got 15 minutes before he has to start getting ready." She left without waiting for an answer.
Kelly looked up at me hesitantly. "John?"
"Don't look at me. I wasn't expecting that," I laughed.
She looked down at my cock, and her hand slowly closed on it. "I shouldn't," she whispered.
"You should. Soon. Time's wasting."
She looked back at me, then got on her hands and knees. "Are you sure?"
"Please," I told her.
She did. It was different. She made love to my cock, much as Wendy had done the first time. She took her time, kissing my skin, my thighs, licking me all over. She sucked me, and swallowed my entire length, holding me in the back of her mouth, while she looked up at me. She had a little smile at the corner of her lips, while she pulled away.
She spent ten minutes teasing and torturing me, checking the clock regularly. Then she spent five minutes showing off her skills, and had me erupting between her lips at the 15 minute mark.
She smiled, her mouth full, and nodded to the clock. Then she got up without a word and walked out of the bedroom.
I shaved and showered, all the regular morning ablutions. Put on my monkey-suit, and joined my wife and Kelly in the kitchen.
They were laughing and chatting, and I got a big hug and kiss from each of them. Wendy laughed, "How was your morning so far, dear?"
"Excellent. Thank you for asking."
She smiled. "I got a second taste, thanks to sweet-cheeks. I think my morning was pretty excellent too."
Kelly giggled. "Me too!"
I ate breakfast with a naked 18 year old, the mother of my child sitting in an open robe, her goodies on display, and my daughter in the corner, making pretty little baby sounds. I hardly tasted the bacon and egg sandwich.
"We're going to run some errands today. I think I'm going to drop Jeannie off at my mother's. You going to be home on time?"
"I can pretty much guarantee that," I promised.
Wendy laughed. "That have anything to do with the pretty, naked girl, sitting at the table?"
"It has everything to do with my having the best damn wife in the whole world. No more late nights, if I can help it. I want to spend all my free time with the love of my life."
She got up and kissed me. "You know flattery doesn't work on me."
"Liar. You know damn well it does."
She kissed me again, giggling. "Ok, it does. You're going to get sooo lucky tonight."
I escaped her loving clutches and gave Kelly a quick kiss before I headed over to my daughter. I picked her up and kissed her, blowing a raspberry on her belly. "Be good for your Mommy, Angel," I told her, knowing damn well she couldn't understand a word I said. She cooed for me, and I thought life couldn't get any better.
"Do we have a spending limit?" Wendy asked as I passed her.
"Whatever the credit card is. Have fun. Think of me often."
"No way. I'm going to think of you all the time," she laughed.
* * *
Work was like any other day, until about 3:30. That's when Paul walked into my office. I felt a shiver run down my spine, and my blood pressure rising.
He closed the door.
I clenched my fists, under the desk.
"Hey, John. I just wanted to tell you I knew that Tom was a fucking liar. I can't believe that shit he said about your wife. We all know how crazy she is about you."
I was surprised, and blurted out, "What shit?"
He looked nervous. "I figured you knew. It doesn't matter. He told me he made it up, to get even with her for teasing him once too often, and said he was going to apologize to you. Whatever. I just wanted you to know. I figure you'd been acting a little weird since the party, and I hope it wasn't anything I said or did. I don't know if any of the other guys said anything, but I swear, I didn't or wouldn't. No way it was true, anyhow. Especially not with him. We're cool, right?"
I nodded slowly. "Sure. You and me are. I'm not happy with him. Spreading stupid rumors."
Paul finally sat down. "Shit, everyone knows he wants to get into your wife's pants, but she's shot him down so hard every time. I guess he felt he had to make stuff up, not to look like a fucking loser. Made him look all the more stupid if you ask me."
"I appreciate you telling me," I said, honestly.
"No problem. If anyone said crap about my wife that way, I'd want to know it, and I'd probably have to take matters into my own hands."



"If anyone ever did, I'd not only tell you, but I'd help you make things right."
He grinned. "Good. I'd do the same. Let me know if you think you'd ever like any help. Slimy bastard. You don't do that shit to friends."
"I'll do that, but I think I'll take care of this on my own."
"If you need an alibi, let me know. I can set up a poker game which I can guarantee you attended."
God. I don't know why I'd been so pissed at Paul. He hadn't done anything, and here he was, standing up for me. "Thanks. I may take you up on that."
"We're going to have some people over, weekend after next. You and your wife going to able to make it?"
"I've got to check on the babysitter, but I don't think that will be a problem. Thanks."
He got up and opened the door. "Hope to see you there. Remember, you need help, call me first." He grinned. "Hell, my wife's almost as good looking as yours. What's to stop the asshole from targeting her next?"
"Got it. Thanks."
He smiled. "No problem." As he turned, he paused. "Uh...officially, Carla's the prettiest of all our wives. Officially."
I laughed with him. "Of course. Even unofficially, no doubt our women run one and two. Let's leave it at that."
* * *
When I got home, Kelly was on the floor, playing with Jeannie, wearing simple conservative shorts, and a nice knit top. She looked like a typical high schooler. She smiled at me. "Hi, handsome. You look nice in a suit. I think Wendy's in the bedroom."
I went over and gave my baby girl a kiss, then headed back to change. Wendy was making the bed.
"A little late in the day for that," I mentioned, taking off my coat.
She ran over and gave me a hug and a kiss, like we'd been apart for a year. "Welcome home, husband mine. Have I told you I love you lately?"
"Not for almost 9 hours. I love you too."
"You better wait until I tell you about the shopping first. We've been gone all day."
I groaned teasingly, and she looked at me nervously. She saw me smile and smacked me. "Don't scare me like that!"
I laughed and hugged her. "We still have the house and both cars, right?"
She nodded, grinning.
"Then whatever you spent is fine." I gave her a quick kiss, then stopped. "We don't have a new mortgage do we?"
She slapped my arm again. "God, John, I didn't spend that much."
"I know. But you're so easy to tease."
She gave me a warm kiss. "We'll see who teases who, tonight."
"Looking forward to it."
She pulled out of my arms, and went back to finishing the bed. "Change and clean up, we're having happy hour." She grinned. "I pumped plenty today, so I might get a little tipsy. Jeannie's dinner is in the fridge."
"How's things with Kelly?"
"Perfect. We'll talk about that later, Ok?"
"Whatever you want."
"What I want is your big juicy cock in my mouth," she said with a smile. "But I can be patient too. It's Friday, we have nothing we have to do tomorrow, so I'm hoping we can make a late night of it."
"Sounds like a plan. Have I told you lately that I love you?"
She waited for me to get my shirt on, then hugged me. "Not in ages. Are you sure about that?"
"I'll let you know tomorrow morning."
She kissed me, then bit my lip. "Bastard. Say it. Say it now."
"I love you, Wendy Reed. More than I could ever imagine possible. You make my life complete."
She kissed my bruised lip. "Better. Not perfect, but better." She smiled, and squeezed my ass. "God, I want you."
"I'm here." I squeezed her butt. "Kelly's watching Jeannie."
She dropped to her knees, and pulled manically at my belt, opening my pants and pulling them down to my knees. "Don't hold back. I want your cum in my mouth, and want it soon!"
She sucked me like a demon, and once I was hard, I held her head and pumped into her mouth, making her gag a couple of times. She pushed forward steadily on my cock, and I gasped as I entered her throat for the first time. She looked up at me, and held me deep, then pulled off, gasping. "Give it to me, John. Gimme it all!"
I couldn't remember the last time I'd come so quickly for her. She managed to take me down her throat one more time, then her hand was a blur on my shaft, while her mouth held the crown of my cock, her tongue doing wild and crazy things. I moaned in pleasure as I filled her mouth.
Wendy sucked me carefully, tenderly, leaving my cock clean. She smiled, her mouth closed, then opened it a little, to show me her prize, before winking and closing it again. She had that silly little smile that I loved so much, which she'd stolen from me by doing it after sucking the asshole's cock. I drove that thought from my mind, while she pulled my pants back up, tucked my shirt in, and fastened my button.
She walked out and I followed her. She went to the family room, and I watched her kneel down next to Kelly. She took the teen's face in her hands and kissed her. Several seconds later, they parted, both smiling. Kelly looked over at me, and grinned. "Ssank oou," she said, the results of my blowjob visible in her mouth.
Wicked women.
Wendy got up grinning, her mouth closed, humming to herself, her silly smile back. I sat on the ground and played with my baby, peeking up at Kelly. She had her own version of that special smile, hers more of a smirk. I knew I was looking forward to seeing it often.
She sat back, leaning against the couch, and watched me play with Jeannie. I was eagerly awaiting the day my little girl could crawl, hold things, play more actively.
Wendy walked in and set drinks down on the table, nodding to me. She still had that smile. "Swallow, you harlot."
She grinned, shook her head, and ran out of the room as I started to get up. Kelly gave me a closed-mouth giggle. "You too, naughty girl."
She opened her mouth and showed me her cum covered tongue. She stuck her finger in, wet it, and pulled out a sticky strand, then sucked it noisily back.
"God, you're as bad as her."
"No," she gargled. "As goo' as her." She grinned wickedly, and blew a little cum bubble, giggling.
I was surprised at how clearly she could speak with her mouth full.
Wendy returned with snacks, picked up Jeannie and placed her in the playpen. She and Kelly sat on each end of the couch, and patted the space between them.
"Swallow first."
They both shook their heads, looking at each other and giggling. God, I'd created monsters. I accepted my defeat and took my seat.
It was five minutes of relative silence and slow sips of their drinks before they started talking normally. "How was your day?" Wendy asked.
"Funny you should ask. Paul stopped by and invited us to a party next weekend."
"That's nice. I always liked Paul and Carla. They say if it was Ok to bring a guest?"
"I forgot to ask. I just assumed it was."
Wendy rolled her eyes. "You are such a man. I'll call and make sure. Anything else?"
"Yes, as a matter of fact. He told me that he was worried I was upset with him after the party. He said he was pissed at Tom, and never believed him anyway. There's no way you would do anything behind my back, you loved me too much, and certainly not with Tom. He mentioned that Tom had confessed that he'd lied about doing something with you, he wouldn't say what, but if I was pissed off enough to do something about it, he'd be happy to help. Tom deserved it for lying about you, especially since we're friends."
I took a sip of my drink. "You wouldn't know anything about that, would you?"
Wendy got up, and returned a minute later with her purse. She pulled out a small voice recorder, and a deposit slip, and passed them both to me. The deposit was for $12,000. I looked up in surprise.
"You now have two ex-whores living under your roof," she said.
I didn't know what she was saying, and looked over at Kelly. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek. "Could you make that a little clearer?" I asked.
Wendy took a long drink, then set her glass down. "It was something you said that first night. About my blow jobs costing you about $1500 each in the last month. I figured if they cost you that much, they should cost those other bastards at least that, if not more. I would certainly have given my husband a discount."
I looked at her in surprise.
"Each night I met with a different one of them. I got a room at the hotel, and asked them if they'd like a repeat. You can guess what each said."
"You went to a hotel with them for another blowjob?" I asked, getting irritated.
Kelly hugged me. "Shut up and listen, handsome."
Wendy smiled. "I met them, wearing something naughty, and I got them to tell me what they thought of our previous, uhh meetings." She grabbed the recorder, and I heard Aaron's voice. "God, Wendy. You were fantastic. I swear nobody has ever given me a blowjob half as good as yours." She cut it off.
"They received the worse ones I've ever given, except for maybe my first. Hell, come to think of it, worse than that one too!"
"You blew them again!" I snapped.
Kelly gave me another squeeze, and a slap on the shoulder. "Damn it, John! Shut up and listen, or I'm not sleeping in your bed tonight."
I looked at her in surprise, then back at Wendy when she started talking again.
"Of course, once I had them on tape, talking about what we'd done, I knew I had them. I took out the invoice and handed it to them. They didn't know what was going on, so I had to explain.
"Two-thousand dollars. That's what my blowjobs are worth. My husband only paid $1500, but he gets a special discount. You owe me two-thousand dollars."
I heard the words, but I was still bothered. The math didn't add up.
"They resisted at first, but I convinced them it was in their best interest, and in the best interest of their marriages, to pay up. Once I had the money, I told them that if they ever spoke about what they'd done, not only would I give the tape and a copy of the check to their wives, but I'd tell you the truth and you'd kick their asses. I also told them they had 24 hours to tell anyone that they'd spoken to about it, that they had lied. If I heard about it from even one person, their wives would get the info, and you'd be paying them a visit. They agreed."
She laughed. "Jarrod thought it was still a pretty good deal, and offered to pay me for another one."
"That son-of-a-bitch! Is that why it's twelve thousand? There were only three of them!"
Kelly giggled, kissing my neck. "Stop, silly man. She's getting to the good part."
"Of course I didn't," my wife continued. "I thanked him, but told him I was retired. He was pretty good about it, and asked me to keep him in mind if I ever came out of retirement."
"Then where'd the extra money come from?"
"Tom had to pay for three of course. He was pretty mad about that. Then I charged him another thousand for each of his friends that he invited, without my permission. I was a little afraid of him, he was getting angry, and yelling pretty loudly."
She opened her purse, and took out a little black device. "I used the taser you bought. I hope you don't mind. It arrived just in time, I met with him last. I told him that since he was paying an extra two grand, I would give him one more for old time's sake."
I looked at her in shock, trying to assimilate what she was saying. One last one for old time's sake?
"He calmed down a little, and I helped him take his clothing off. I took his shirt off from behind, and tased him good. He fell to the floor, and I tased him again, for good measure. I found out the secret about these things. You've got to hold it a while, not just poke them with it. About 5 seconds does the job. He was down for the count after the third time, and I found out that more than 5 seconds or so was overkill. Then I took some pictures, including one that would look really bad for him. I didn't actually touch him there, but it was close enough to look good on the camera."
I looked at my wife in surprise. Ballsy girl. I didn't think she had it in her.
"I figured he'd been really mean to me. I hated that he almost broke up my marriage, and he'd been hounding me forever. I wanted that to stop. Those zip-ties you bought came in handy. I had no idea they came that big. You really did think of everything. Mom didn't let you in on it, did she?"
I could only shake my head no.
Wendy shrugged. "Whatever, it worked out perfectly. He started to react before I got to his hands, so he made me tase him again. I wasn't going to if I didn't have to. I figured three times would be enough, then I thought, hell, he'd used my mouth three times, and was planning to do it again, so another one was only fair. He really didn't like that one, since I did it down there, you know? I may have done it a little longer than needed. He wouldn't stop moving."
I groaned and felt my own cock shriveling in sympathy. Kelly laughed. "She's an evil bitch. I'm glad she's on our side."
Wendy giggled, taking another drink. "He was pretty docile after that, until I shoved the unlubed 12" dildo up his butt. Man, that took some work. I almost threw up, but sometimes a girl has to do what a girl has to do. What a friggin' wuss! He whined and cried, but I was still pissed at him. Inviting his friends to use me was evil. He should have just paid up."
She ate one of the snacks.
"You owe me for a new dildo, by the way. I didn't want it after that."
"We don't have any dildos," I told her.
"We didn't. We have a few now. None that big. I figure we can try some experimenting. You did say I could tell you if I wanted to try something new, remember?"
I nodded.
"Good. So, where was I? Oh, yeah. Huge dildo up his ass. Some more pictures of course. By then he was begging pretty nicely. Especially when I told him if he didn't behave, I'd neuter him."
She pulled out my new folding hunting knife and put it on the table.
"I guess the knife was pretty convincing. I practiced opening it like I saw on TV. You know, that fast wrist snap? I let him know how unhappy I was with how he'd pursued me, and wore me down when I was too drunk to know any better. I'm not making an excuse, baby. It was my fault. But he did get me stupid sloppy drunk at our barbecue, giving me really strong drinks, and it was my first time drinking alcohol in so long, it hit me hard."
She took a sip of her drink, slowly.
"I guess by then he was seeing the light. I went through his wallet and found he had a blank check folded up in it. Perfect, saved me time and trouble. I left that big stick in his butt, and held the taser against his puny, shriveled up balls, before I put that check in front of him. I left his hands and feet secured, just in case. He signed the check, for the full eight thousand, and I told him I'd cash it today, so the money had better be in there. He promised it would be. Of course I told him the same deal about his wife getting the tape, a copy of the check, where I'd filled in the note field with 'oral services rendered', and of course the pictures. Everyone he knew would get a copy of him with that huge chunk of rubber in his butt."
She pulled out her camera, and showed me the picture. "God-damned ugly butt too, don't you think, Kelly?"
She looked at it. "I've seen worse, but not by much. Way too hairy."
"Not like studly's, huh?" Wendy giggled.
"Hell no. Our boy's got a butt like a dancer. Yum."
Wendy leaned in and gave me a kiss. "So that's about it. I left him there, with his wrists and legs still zip-tied, a pen knife just out of reach, and that thing in his ass. Today I cashed the check and deposited it. From what you're saying, I guess they probably confessed their little lies about poor innocent me. Everyone knows I would never cheat on you. I love you. We have the best sex life of any couple we know. Every damn last one of their wives know it. When we sit around and talk shit about our husbands, I never have anything bad to say. You know that's not fair, right? You should at least give me something to complain about."
She stood up, and removed her shorts, then her panties, leaving her bare-assed. Kelly moved out of the way, as if she knew what was up, and Wendy laid down in my lap, her exposed butt held high.
"I want you to spank me. I was a very bad girl. You need to make sure that if I ever do anything stupid again, I know what I'll have coming. You're going to blister my poor ass, until I have to sit on a pillow. When you fuck me, every time you press my ass into the bed, and every time you slam your hard hips into them, I want to be reminded. As a side benefit, whenever it comes to bitching about our husbands, I'll be able to contribute about the brute who spanks my butt when I get out of line. I'll let you decide how many I deserve. If you don't do it right, I'll make Kelly finish it."
She looked up at me. "Please don't let that happen. She's still very angry at me for the way I almost screwed everything up. She's threatening to use the belt."
In a day full of surprises, that took the cake. I looked over at Kelly. "Do me a favor, Angel? Put Jeannie in her crib. I don't want her to hear her mother cry."
She smiled and did just that.
As soon as she left the room, I walloped Wendy's ass, hard. She jumped and shrieked. "You don't think I'm going to take it easy on you, just because I love you more than life itself, do you?"
She shook her head. "No. I know you love me enough to do it right," she whimpered.
The second blow on the other cheek was even harder, and she cried out. It stung my hand. For a moment I thought it might be easier to use my belt.
I was still angry at her, even though I had tried to bury it. That stupid silly smile of hers ate at my gut. The sound of that bastard on the tape, had made it worse.
I spanked her roughly. No ritualistic spanking, I swatted her ass fast and hard, all over the place, taking no breaks until long after Kelly had returned. Wendy was crying, reaching back to cover her ass with her hands. Kelly knelt in front of me and held Wendy's hands behind her back, firmly.
I spanked her until my hand ached, and my wife's beautiful ass was crimson. "Damn your cheating ass!" I snapped at her, toward the end, and smacked her as hard as the first two.
She screamed, then dropped her head sobbing. "I'm sorry," she sobbed. "Never again, I swear."
I swatted her a few more times, just for show. "You bet this cherry-red ass you won't. I won't be this gentle next time. I will use the belt."
She was shaking, and Kelly let go of her hands, as I stopped, gently rubbing her burning cheeks. They were scarlet, and her flesh was twitching, involuntarily. I realized I might have overdone it. The beating she'd received bordered on abuse.
Wendy looked over at Kelly, who had tears in her own eyes. "Good enough?" she sobbed nervously.
"Yes. You deserved that you know. I would have been harder on you."
She nodded, her hands rubbing her cheeks tenderly. "I know." She looked back at me, her eyes red and puffy, her nose running. "Thank you. I'll remember that always. I don't ever want another one."
I leaned down and kissed her cheeks tenderly. "I hope to God I never have to do that again. I think that hurt me worse than anything you ever did. I hope you're proud of yourself."
She slid off my lap, knees on the ground then rested her head in my lap, working her hands behind me, clinging to me. "I'm so, so, so, sorry. I hate what I did to us."
"We're fine now," I told her, caressing her hair. I held her while she sobbed. After a few minutes I realized that Kelly had left and come back.
She had a bottle in her hand. "It took me a while to find what I needed."
She squirted the aloe lotion in her hand, and rubbed it gently on my wife's butt. "This is going to bruise," she said softly. "You really gave her a good one."
"First and last."
Kelly smiled. "We'll see about that. You'll never have to give her one this bad again, but I have no doubt she'll earn another. She's an ornery girl."



Wendy sat back a little, wincing. "Did I do alright making things better?" she asked.
"Better than alright. I'm proud of you. I don't know if I would have done as well myself."
She smiled tentatively. "Don't be too mad at Jarrod. Poor boy was willing to pay another two grand for the worst blowjob in the city. He'd probably have mortgaged his house and sold both his kids for what you get." She turned and faced Kelly. "You've really been undercharging."
Kelly grinned. "Now I find out. I could be living on easy street."
Wendy stood and pulled her panties up, grimacing, then got on her knees and leaned her torso on the couch pillow. "Damn, my ass feels like it's on fire, John! Were you really that mad at me?"
I nodded. "That look you have, self-satisfied, when your mouth is full of cum? You had that smile going today."
She grinned. "I earned it. I got you off quick."
I nodded sadly. "Yes. But you also had it that night at the party."
She looked at me in horror. "Oh God. I didn't! Please tell me I didn't!"
"I wish I could. You broke my heart. I... I thought that smile was only for me."
"It is, John. I swear it is. I didn't hold their cum. I didn't. It was nasty, and I swallowed as fast as I could. I had to take a drink afterward. With Aaron, I... I had to spit it out. I swear to God. You have to believe me!"
"I saw it, Wendy."
"No! It was for you. I was sitting there, thinking about getting you home and giving a real blowjob. One that I would enjoy. I was remembering your taste, the feel, the smell of you. You're all I ever want. Nobody has ever done it for me like you. You have to believe me." She turned to Kelly. "You tell him. You know it's true. His is the best. There's nothing like it. Tell him. Please, you have to!"
Kelly climbed up next to me, and wrapped her arms around my neck. "I believe her, John. There's nothing like you. I knew it this morning. It was the best I ever had, and I had to run and share it with her. Thanking her for letting me have just that little bit of you. She wouldn't lie to you, John. Not to you."
Wendy was shaking her head wildly. "See? It was you. Thinking about you. Like when I call you at work, to tell you I can still taste you. Sometimes it's hours after I've swallowed. I can still taste it. I know I have that smile then. I can close my eyes and taste it now. Please say you believe me!"
I looked at my poor wife, desperate for my approval, her ass stuck out, glowing. I reached out and caressed her hair. "I didn't know. I'm sorry. I do believe you."
She scooted over and put her head in my lap again. "No wonder you were so mad at me. You thought I liked it. I like doing it, and I like the feeling of control it gives me, but that was it. I never liked anything else about it when it came to those assholes."
"Shh. No more talk. I don't want to think about it. It's over. Let's not talk about it again."
I finished my drink, and looked down at her. "Does your mother know everything?"
She shook her head. "No. She knows some of what I was planning. She doesn't know about Tom, or that I finished."
"Why don't you invite her over and tell her?"
"Now? I can't. I can't even sit down!"
I got up and returned with the phone. "Call her."
"Please, John! Tomorrow, Ok? Tomorrow."
I dialed the number and passed the phone to her. She took it in her hand and stared at it in terror. "Mom?"
"No nothing's wrong. Actually every thing's pretty great. Do you think you could stop by for a bit?"
"No, I swear nothing's the matter. I want to tell you how things worked out. I thought maybe you could visit a while, and maybe take Jeannie for the night. John and I have some celebrating to do."
"Great, see you soon. Give my love to Dad."
She handed me the phone. Then she smiled. "Man, is she going to be pissed at you."
"I'll take my chances."
* * *
Carol showed up and I greeted her at the door. She gave me a big hug, and another of those way-too-friendly Mother-in-law kisses. "Things alright with you kids?"
"Never better, Mom."
She smiled, "You have no idea how happy that makes me."
"Me too, believe me. They're in the kitchen."
The girls were finishing up dinner preparations. Wendy had stopped drinking when she decided to send Jeannie over to her mother's for the night. She wanted to lose her buzz before one last feeding.
Carol stood in the kitchen entrance, surprised. "You're back, Kelly?"
Kelly nodded, "Yep. I hope that's not a problem."
"No, dear. A little surprising. I thought you'd left."
"I did. I'm almost as big an idiot as goof-ball here."
"Wendy, I don't think you're dressed appropriately for company," Carol observed, looking at her daughter.
"Oh, Mom! I couldn't even think about putting pants on. John spanked the living daylights out of me, and my poor bottom is in agony!" She practically smirked at me.
"You should have put a skirt on then. Just make sure you don't wear anything with pleats, or it'll smart when you sit."
Wendy looked hurt. "Didn't you hear what I said? He spanked me! Really bad!"
Carol snapped at her. "You damn well deserved it, didn't you? I wouldn't blame him if he gave you four more beatings, one for each of those times you cheated on him. He's too forgiving, if you ask me."
"But he hurt me! I won't be able to sit for days. Look!" She turned and pulled down her panties, showing her bright red ass."
"No belt marks? Jesus, John, don't tell me you let her get away with a bare hand spanking!" Carol said.
Kelly laughed. "That's what I said. I would have used his belt."
Wendy wouldn't let it go. "Mom!"
"Not another word from you. You say one more bad thing about your man, try to get me angry for giving you what you deserve, and I swear, I'll take you in back and give you what your father should have years ago. He was too damned easy on you, both you and your sister, and I always told him so."
Wendy dropped it, went back to our bedroom, and returned wearing a skirt. I preferred her in the panties, but we did have company.
Carol stayed for dinner, and Wendy told her the whole story. She sat on one of the bedroom pillows at the table, when her mother insisted it was rude of her to try to eat while standing. Wendy wriggled around a lot, wincing in pain regularly.
When the entire tale was finished, without the slow denouement with props that I'd gotten, it seemed that I wasn't the only one proud of her. "Aloe with lidocaine," Carol said.
"What?"
"Tomorrow, not tonight. You don't get any relief tonight. Use some aloe with lidocaine. It's good for the skin and will take care of the worst of the pain. Most of the time, I would tell you to endure and remember why you got it. But you did a good thing, baby. I'm so proud of you, that I'm taking advantage of a mother's prerogative. Use the aloe with lidocaine tomorrow."
"How do you know about that?" Wendy asked.
Her mother blushed. She looked at me, and smiled shyly. "You know how I get, John. After you called the other day, Ed made me tell him why I was so upset. He was quite angry that I'd accused you of anything. I think we all know better. He let me use the aloe with lidocaine Sunday, after we felt that we'd worked things out. He must have been pretty happy with me, he almost never lets me use anything like that."
Wendy was looking at her mother in shock. I imagine I didn't look a whole lot better.
Carol turned back to her daughter. "What? Like you didn't know? You've seen how I get. Having a temper is the pits." She turned back to me. "If you have a problem with her using the lotion tomorrow, you'll just have to take it up with me. I'll call Ed if I have to and get his permission."
"No, I, uh, don't think that will be necessary."
Carol gave me a mischievous grin. "Too bad. If you change your mind, let me know. Or if I do anything else to piss you off. Don't call me names in the back of your mind. I've already told you once to call me on it if I do. I think you know how."
Kelly laughed. "Not me. I'm gonna be good."
We were drinking our coffee, and I think Carol was dragging things out, just to torture her daughter. "Speaking of which, Kelly, what's your status now? Are you back for good?"
Kelly blushed, then looked over at me. "Wendy said I could stay. We got my stuff today. I'm going to finish up my schooling."
Carol grinned, then got up and ran around the table, and hugged her. "I'm so glad, honey. You had us all so worried! Why did you ever get it in your thick skull to leave?"
"I...I couldn't stand the idea that I might make things bad for them."
"Oh you sweet, sweet, foolish girl. They wanted you to stay. You know that. What were you thinking? Didn't you know that if anything bad happened to you, none of us would ever forgive ourselves? That was very selfish."
"I thought I was doing the right thing," Kelly said.
"Well, at least now you have. What are you guys going to tell everyone? It's going to look kind of suspicious, a little hottie like you moving in."
Wendy spoke up. "She's my second cousin, and she's going to be our nanny, if anyone cares."
Mom laughed. "They'll care, believe me. You guys are going to be gossip central for a while. Try to keep it clean in public, will you? At least for the next few weeks."
I think I was still in shock. That was the kind of week it was.
Kelly blushed, and turned toward me. "I didn't mean to spring it on you like this. Are you alright with everything?"
I probably had that fish-out-of-water look going. I found it hard to speak. In the end, the best I could do was nod.
Carol got up, and stretched. "Damn, you kids eat good. I can't believe you all aren't rolling around instead of walking. Now where's my granddaughter?"
"In the playpen. I'm going to feed her before you go. I've got a couple more bottles pumped in the 'frig. You all have wiped out my stores. I'm going to have to pump like mad to build them up again. My poor boobs are gonna be sore for days!"
We sat in the family room, Wendy was in my chair, with our daughter in her lap. I was stationed on the couch between Carol and Kelly. Kelly was being a little more discreet than usual, not leaping on me or any of that stuff. Not that I minded.
Carol was sipping on a glass of wine, curled up beside me, turned sideways. "You satisfied with her solution?" she asked abruptly.
It took a second for me to realize she was talking about the payback. Not the Kelly stuff. "I'm still digesting. I probably should be, but it's hard to let it go. Part of what I was planning was to let their wives know, at least Misty. He almost destroyed my marriage, I feel it's the least I could do for him."
Carol nodded. "Might be kind of cruel to Misty and the kids. I know it's tempting, but you should think about the fall out. If it causes their breakup, everyone's going to hear about the cause. Do you really want that?"
"I know. But if it was happening behind my back, I would want to know. Doesn't Misty have that same right?" I turned to Wendy. "Wouldn't you want to know?"
She shrugged. "I'm not sure. Besides, obviously I'm pretty useless at moral decisions. What do you think, Mom?"
Carol leaned back pensively. "I guess it depends on the situation. If it was a one-time mistake, it might be for the best to let it die and be buried. An ongoing issue is different."
I nodded. "Agreed. I could see maybe letting Jarrod or Aaron slide. They didn't instigate things, and it was only one time. Tom, on the other hand was the one that pressured her into it, three times, and invited others to do the same." I looked over at Wendy, who seemed to be nervous about the whole discussion. "I gotta admit, Wendy did pay him back pretty harshly, where the others got off a little too easy for my taste. I'm going to need some time I think."
Carol put her hand on my arm. "That's good. Let the rage go a bit. Give it some time and see how they respond to what's happened so far. You can always pursue your own agenda at a later date."
Kelly's demure ways were slipping as she stretched out, her bare feet resting in my lap, toes wiggling. "What did you have planned?" she asked.
"I'm not sure. I have to admit, there was going to be an element of physical pain in whatever I did. I wish I could say I was better than that, but I really wanted to kick their asses severely." I reached down and started rubbing Kelly's arches.
She was relaxing more, stretched out. "You should get some of this Mom, he's really got a nice soft touch."
Carol, laughed. "I don't think he wants an old woman's feet in his lap, when he's got a young cutie like you."
I reached over and grabbed her ankle, where she was sitting on her feet, and pulled it into my lap. She fell back, almost spilling her drink. "John! Don't be silly!"
I ran my thumb along her arch, pushing in, moving slowly. She tried to pull her foot away, but I swatted the bottom of her foot. "Behave Mom."
She eventually gave in, and her second foot joined the first. "I don't know what's gotten into you, John. This really isn't like you."
"Do you know your daughter was surprised when I suggested she talk to you first? She said I didn't like you."
Carol took a moment to answer. "I didn't think you did, either. I certainly never gave you any reason to. I'd have to say your suggesting me to intervene surprised me as much as anyone."
"It's not that I don't like you, or didn't like you. I figured you didn't like me. You or Ed. Never really gave me a chance. Looked down on me from day one. I was irritated, more than anything else, and didn't feel like trying to prove myself over and over again," I explained.
She leaned back, and wiggled her toes expectantly when I gave Kelly's some attention. I finally got it worked out where I could use one hand on each. "It wasn't you, honey. She was so young. Our baby. Alice was four years older, and still not married. Wendy was barely out of college, and you acted so serious. She was infatuated, and that had us worried. We didn't know you. You understand, don't you?"
I shrugged.
Carol sighed. "Try to understand. It wasn't you, as much as anybody. It was too soon."
"Almost six years now. You never got over it?"
Carol blushed. "Ed did. He thinks you're friends now. But he's not good at showing things like that. He offers you a beer, and a seat in front of the TV. That's about as chummy as he gets. Me? You know how I am by now. I can be rotten, I know it. I cling to every perceived slight, real or not. We talked about it. I don't know how to let things go."
She grinned, and lifted her free foot, rubbing it against my side playfully. "You're better than me. I couldn't believe you'd turn to me when things got ugly. That means a lot, you know."
"You're honest, and moral, and you love your daughter and granddaughter like nobody else. I figured you might have enough influence on her to help."
Kelly was teasing, pressing her foot into my crotch. Rotten girl. "She was the best, John. You did good. Marcie helped too, but Mom was the difference."
"I never doubted her for a second. Not when it came to saving our marriage."
Carol pulled her feet from my lap, and crawled up next to me. "You're too damned sweet." She put her arms around my neck, and kissed my cheek. "Thank you."
Wendy walked over with Jeannie, feeding time over. "Behave Mom. He's mine. Thanks to you and Kelly. Don't make me tell Dad on you."
Carol leaned back and took my daughter in her arms. "Tell Ed? For what? I'm being good. Can't I even give my favorite boy a thank-you kiss?"
Wendy giggled. "As long as that's all you give him."
Carol blushed. "I would never push the boundaries. I'm not so old I can't flirt a little, but I'm not a cheater, and would never participate in anyone else cheating. Unlike some people I know."
Wendy turned away, and I could see she was unhappy. "That was uncalled for Carol. She was only teasing. We can't keep throwing her mistakes in her face if we want to get past this."
She glared at me for a second, then seemed to calm. "You're right. I'm sorry Wendy." She grinned. "Am I going to have to call Ed, and let him know I'm being punished?"
I laughed and put my arm around her. "Not today. But that's one strike."
She stood, and smiled at me. "I'll give Ed notice. Just in case." She went over to Wendy. "I am sorry. I guess I'm still a little angry. Call me later. We still need to talk about Alice. You haven't spoken to her, have you?"
Wendy shook her head. "She's left a couple of messages."
"Good. Leave her be. Where's the baby bag?"
"By the door, Mom. Let me get her milk."
They left me with Kelly, who seemed to think my lap was too empty, and promptly climbed in it. "They have a good relationship. Even if Mom is still a little pissed at her."
"They do. They're close. If Wendy had been talking to her more, and less to her sister, this would never have happened."
Kelly giggled, snuggling close. "But then you'd never have met me. I'd still be miserable. I'm sorry that it happened, but not for the results. I guess I'm a little selfish."
I gave her a hug. "Sometimes selfish is good." I lifted her from my lap. "I'm gonna say goodbye."
I intercepted them at the door, and gave my baby girl a last kiss, and another for my mother-in-law, who was better behaved. "Thanks for everything," I told her.
"That's what family's for, sugar. Have fun now. Don't do anything I wouldn't do."
I laughed. "Does that really eliminate anything?"
She grinned back. "I'm not telling." She let Wendy give her a hug, and we were alone again.
I got a big hug and kiss from my wife, pressed up against the door, and then was escorted back to my bedroom. "Give us a bit?" Wendy called out to our new permanent guest.
"You got it. I'll clean up. You kids have fun. Don't do anything I wouldn't do either."
Wendy closed our door, then started undressing. "Naked, in my bed. Now," she told me.
It only took me a few seconds, and shortly thereafter she joined me. She slid into my arms, holding me, and kissing me. "You're not mad, are you? I should have talked to you about Kelly first."
"No. I'm not mad. A little surprised. It would have been nice to be consulted."
She kissed my chest. "Of course. You know how I get. Sometimes I just don't think. She was telling me about the rules of her probation or whatever it is. She's not even supposed to be in the area of her apartment. When I heard that, we stopped shopping, and I made her get her stuff. The place was a real dump. One crummy room. Shared bathroom. Since she couldn't stay there, I knew she had to stay with us, at least until her time was up. Then it was a matter of how to explain it."
"I understand. I do. It's not a big deal. We have the space."
Wendy was moving south, and her attention to my waist and below was having the expected effect. "I gave her the Hawaiian guest room. We put her stuff in there. For now, I would like her to spend a few nights in here. She's pretty messed up, and she needs the attention and affection." She licked my shaft, annealing the steel within. "I'm not saying I want you two doing stuff together. At least not more than an occasional blowjob. You understand?"
"Sure. I don't want her. Not that she isn't cute and all, but you should know you're more than enough woman for me. You always have been. You always will be."
She gave me a long slow suck. "Do I need to spell out the rules for you?" she asked.
"Maybe. I'm not going after her, but if she gets a little... aggressive, I want to make sure she understands."
"Kissing, cuddling, hugging, that's all good. Give her all you want. It's what she needs now. Blowjobs, if they should happen, are only if I say so. Is that Ok with you?"
"More than Ok."
That got me another nice long suck. "Good. Sex is out of the picture. Besides, I don't think she's ready for that. She doesn't equate sex with anything good, right now. It would probably mess things up."



"Why are we even talking about it, then? I have no need for her. Hell, it'll probably be a miracle if I can keep my own horny wife satisfied."
She laughed, then bobbed up and down on my shaft a while. "She may feel the urge to, well, pay you, for all the things we're doing for her. She's used to trading in sex."
"I got it. No stray payments."
She nodded, then was quiet, while she gave me her undivided attention down below. I watched, happy. She was at her best like that, beautiful, devoted to my pleasure. I noticed her butt was raised up high, not resting on her heels like she usually did. I imagined the 'attention' she'd received left it very tender.
Kelly came in the bedroom, and walked right past. "Ignore me. I'm taking another bath. I love your tub. Friggin' Jacuzzi in the bathroom."
My wife didn't even blink, continuing her quest to win my release.
I heard the water running in the bath, then Kelly showed up naked, sliding in next to me. "I hope you don't mind. I love to watch her with you."
"I don't mind. Wendy?"
Wendy didn't even look up. She shook her head a little, then a few seconds later gave us an 'OK' signal.
Kelly nuzzled my neck. "You're really alright with me staying here?"
"I'd be upset if you left," I told her, kissing the top of her head.
Her hand rubbed across my chest. "I won't get in the way. I promise. I'll help around the house any way I can. I swear I won't interfere in your marriage."
"I know. I just want you to be happy, Angel. You let me know what you need, and I'll do what I can."
She sighed. "Hold me, John? Hold me, and let me see what love is supposed to be like."
I gave her a squeeze, and we watched my wife pleasure me. I concentrated on what she was doing, let my own need surge. She went in for the kill, no longer playing any delaying games, and I groaned my release.
She held my cock in her mouth, but let my juices spill out around my cock. She smiled, and started licking and kissing, playing around. She looked up at Kelly. "Wanna help?"
Kelly shook her head. "Not this time. I want to watch you, if that's Ok?"
Wendy grinned. "Your loss."
A couple of minutes later she was still playing, and Kelly climbed off the bed. "Gotta check the bath. I kind of cheated, I had the water running slowly." She smiled and gave me a quick kiss. Then she was hugging Wendy from behind. "Take care of him."
"Always," Wendy responded.
When she'd finished her play, she climbed back up and into my arms. "Do you love me?" she asked.
"Silly girl. I love you more and more every day."
She kissed my shoulder. "I know you show it all the time, but I like to hear it. I'm not complaining, but you weren't saying it much, for the last few months. I know you show me, but the words, they're special to me."
I thought about it. She was right. I didn't tell her often enough. I thought it kind of undervalued the words when you said it all the time. I knew better now. "Thank you for letting me know. This is good, isn't it, being so open about what we need."
She nodded. "I don't know why I never told you."
"I should have noticed. You tell me all the time. I love hearing it from you. If a day should ever pass when I don't tell you how much you mean to me, how much I love you, call me on it. You mean the world to me, Wendy."
She was quiet, hugging me. "You are my world," she whispered.
Wendy lifted her body, and planted a soft kiss on my lips. "Round two?"
I laughed as she spun in place, straddling my face, while her mouth started on its journey to get me ready for another go.
I adjusted the pillow beneath my head, raising it to where I could reach her easily. As I licked her gently, playfully, I had a moment of doubt. Not about her, but about me.
Wendy seemed to enjoy when I went down on her, but it wasn't explosions and ecstasy. Given time I could get her off, but it was rarely easy. It was mind-blowing that she could have an orgasm without my touching her, simply by blowing me, and had no problem achieving her release during sex.
Was I a bad oral lover? It seemed almost criminal compared to how good she was.
She seemed to enjoy it, and encouraged me with her touches, movement, sweet noises and assurances. Still, it wasn't like I thought it should be. Maybe I'd read too much porn, seen too many videos. Women going crazy, when you do it.
I was distracted while tending her, by her actions, and my thoughts. I reached up and pulled her down to my mouth, and she gasped.
I smiled until I heard her words. "Gentle where you grab, baby. My ass is still on fire."
I caressed her bottom gently, and moved my hands outward to her hips, renewing my efforts. I wanted it to be good for her.
My one time with Kelly had been great. She'd responded so beautifully, making me feel strong and powerful, making a 'pro' come on my tongue. I couldn't be that bad, could I?
I'd never had these issues or concerns before. I knew it was my own insecurity. What had made her need to go to other men? Why couldn't I keep her happy and fulfilled? Was I an inconsiderate or untalented lover? I knew she loved giving me oral sex, but where was the skill in being a hard cock for her?
My wife certainly had no inkling of my concerns, wiggling her hips for me, moistening, while she continued her oral worship. I was slow hardening for her, my mind turning cartwheels, evaluating my own performance. Still, I couldn't resist her efforts and felt the stiffness resurging, hearing the appreciative "Mmmm" as she sucked me.
She was nowhere near to coming, when she lifted up, turning around again. "Mind if I'm on top?"
"Never," I assured her.
She leaned over and kissed me, "God, you have my motor running baby, I need this."
She lowered herself onto my staff, taking me easily, sliding all the way down. She started a gentle rocking, her hips rolling as she went, in her favorite motion. Her breath was shallow, fast, as her movement became more pronounced, taking more of my length, in longer strokes.
I liked to hold her ass in my hands in that position, but now I rubbed my palms across her sensitive cheeks gently, teasing.
"Spank me," she whispered.
I was surprised. It was the last thing I expected to hear from her. She was grinding at me, her moans and soft grunts assuring me she was getting very excited. I slapped her butt cheek, gently but with my cupped open hand.
"Oh!" she moaned.
I grinned. "You're such a bad girl, Wendy." I smacked her other cheek, only a little more firmly.
She whimpered, her legs shaking. "Sorry," she whined.
"Your mouth is mine, you understand?" I whispered forcefully, swatting the right cheek again.
"Yours, only yours," she gasped.
"Little whore, selling your blowjobs to our friends," I growled. I spanked the alternate rosy cheek hard.
She gasped, shaking. "Never again," she moaned.
"Naughty girl, bringing another woman into our bed," I whispered into her ear.
She whimpered again, and I grabbed her ass cheeks firmly in my hands and slammed my cock up into her, pounding her forcefully.
Wendy cried out, coming on my cock, her hands clutching at my shoulders desperately. I hammered my cock into her hard. "My pussy. My mouth. My ass," I snapped, each phrase emphasized by another deep stroke.
She was incapable of answering, her body responding powerfully, as deeply as she ever had before. I was astounded by her reaction.
I pulled her down viciously on my cock, burying it inside her. I raised both hands and slapped her burning cheeks fiercely. "Mine, Damn it!"
She screamed out again, quivering. "Yours," she whimpered. "Always."
She collapsed on me, and I could see she was sobbing, clutching me. Maybe I had gone too far. I rubbed her ass softly, then brought my arms up and hugged her, nudging my cock back and forth.
"I love you, naughty girl. Love you so damn much." I kissed her face tenderly, and her mouth covered mine, needily, passionately.
"Forgive me?" she pleaded.
"A hundred times over. I know all your love is for me."
She kissed my face desperately, dozens of little kisses, mixed with her salty tears. "God, John, I love you so much. Why are you so good to me, when I'm such a fuckup?"
I laughed, giving her a squeeze. "You're not. We know you made a mistake, but it wasn't because you didn't love me, or out of disrespect. You were missing something, and your idiot sister gave you some terrible advice. I understand that in some ways I let you down. We move forward now. As long as you'll have me."
"As long as I'll have you?" she laughed. "How's forever sound?"
I kissed her lovingly. "Sounds perfect. I'm the luckiest man around."
She giggled. "As long as you'll agree I'm the luckiest girl."
I was stroking a little more firmly into her, seeing her little smile. "We're the luckiest couple, alright?"
She nodded eagerly, then wiggled her hips. "You love fucking me, don't you?"
"What do you think?" I teased.
She lowered her body onto mine, calm, submissive, letting me have her. "Am I a good lover, John? I know you like my blow-jobs, but the rest?"
She was no end of surprises tonight. "Of course? Why would you even ask?"
"I don't know. I don't want you to get tired of me. I never want us to get into a rut. I want you to need me, feel passionate about me."
"How about me?" I asked nervously. "Am I all you need? Do I do it for you?"
She laughed. "After that? You even need to ask? God, I never dreamed sex could be as good as it is with you."
"How...how about orally," I asked, my weakness showing through.
"You're wonderful," she said softly.
"You almost never come for me when I do it," I said softly. "It takes you so long. Am I doing something wrong?"
She rose up a little and looked at me curiously. "Why would you think that?"
I shrugged, and noticed I'd stopped moving. "You're so good at it. I'm not in your league. I want it to be better for you," I confessed.
My cock slid out of her, and I realized I'd lost my erection.
Wendy looked at me worriedly. "Where...where did this come from? How long have you thought about this?" She eased off my body, clinging to my side.
"I don't know. I just was thinking about it now. I want to make you happy. I don't want you to ever need anyone but me. Never wonder about how other lovers might make you feel."
Her gaze was fearful, and her eyes teared up. "It wasn't about you, John. I swear, you're all I've ever wanted. You are a wonderful lover. Don't ever think it was about you, or that I wasn't satisfied." She gripped me fiercely, sobbing. "God, what have I done to us?"
"Shh. Don't cry. It's not that I don't believe you or trust you. I want things to be as good as possible. If I can do something better, that's all I want."
That didn't help, and she curled up, crying harder than ever.
Kelly walked out of the bathroom, and took in the scene. She climbed on the bed behind Wendy, and put her arms around my wife, silently, holding her.
After a bit, Wendy turned away from me, grabbing our new roommate, sobbing. "I've ruined everything, Kel. Everything! I could just die..."
Kelly smoothed her hair, kissing her forehead. "No you haven't. It's getting better, we all just need a little time." She raised her head and looked at me quizzically. I couldn't explain, not then, and I just shrugged. I rolled onto my side, behind my wife, and held them both in my arms.
"You haven't ruined anything. I love you. We're going to come out of this stronger than ever. I promise."
Kelly and I held her, kissed her, stroked her soft skin, brushed her tears away. We enveloped her in our bodies, caressing her, reassuring her.
It wasn't a good night. I didn't doubt that we'd have more bad ones in the future, but I was still confident we were moving forward, making our marriage stronger. Even, as odd as it may seem, with a cute little ex-whore in our bed.
I turned out the lights, adjusted the sheets, and pulled my wife into my arms. If she was going to shed tears, let them fall on my body, while I confessed my unmitigated love for her.
Kelly provided the comfort she could, quietly, her hand caressing us both gently, lovingly. Helping in the only way she could, in silent, warm support.
==========================
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After the party discussion back home.
Just a little literary play. Something different. Not the act so much, as the presentation. I hope you enjoy it.
Tx Quickies (TxQ) are short little one shot tales. Quick reads which I have no intent to continue.
===============================
"How could you humiliate me like that, Paul?"
"I should ask the same, dear"
"All I did was dance with him!"
"If you can't keep your tone down, this conversation is over."
"Fine."
"You dry humped him and kissed him, openly, on the floor where everyone could see. Not just any kiss, either."
"It's not like you've never kissed anyone at a party, Paul. How about Janice? Or Angela at the Christmas party?"
"I've never kissed anyone like that and you know it. I've never touched another woman in all the years we've been married, not like he was touching you."
"Is it my fault he was all hands tonight?"
"Yes. You could have stopped him. You should have. Besides, no woman has ever touched me like you were touching him, Allison. Not once in the last 8 years. I suppose that was his fault as well?"
"I was drunk, Paul. Jesus, I still am. What are you now, the perfect drunk? You've never done anything you regretted after having a few too many? I made a mistake."
"And had to keep on making it didn't you? Yelling at me when I tried to intervene. Calling me names just because I wanted my wife out of the arms of that slimy horn-dog. You had your hand on his cock, in the middle of the dance floor, and wouldn't even let go when I tried to get you to go with me!"
"I didn't even realize I was doing it. I said I was sorry."
"No you didn't. Not once. What you did say, as I recall, was something along the line of 'If I had one half as nice, you wouldn't have to find yours elsewhere'."
"Ok, it was stupid, and I was angry that you were humiliating me on the dance floor in front of all our friends. Did you have to drag his wife into it?"
"Shh. Keep it down, Allison. You don't want to wake the kids."
"I'm sorry. But that was completely uncalled for. She's supposed to be my best friend."
"You embarrassed me with your behavior, and then tried to humiliate me by insulting my manhood. That was unconscionable. I can't believe you said that! What was I supposed to do? Walk away like a wimp?"
"Anything would have been better than what you did. You fucking pulled your damn dick out in the middle of the party. No, I take that back. You made her pull it out. I never touched his, only through his pants. She had your bare cock in her hands."
"You certainly made it sound like you'd touched it before. More than once, and with a lot more than your hand. Was that true? Are you really having sex with that blowhard?"
"No. Never. I was drunk, angry and embarrassed. I said it to get even with you. I wasn't really thinking straight. I've never cheated on you, Paul. Not once. More than you can say now, I guess. You didn't have to fuck her. All I did was dance with the guy."
"How am I supposed to believe you've never cheated after your behavior and comments tonight? Everyone we know now believes you're running around on me, and I'm a stupid cuckold. How could you do that to me, to her, your best friend?"
"We can set them straight. They'll understand that I was angry and drunk, and that bastard was pushing things. What we can't get them to forget is you taking his wife to their guest bedroom, her hand on your hard dick the whole way. Listening to you fuck the shit out of her, you lousy asshole."
"I didn't fuck her, as you so elegantly put it. If you had stuck around instead of running outside, you might have realized that."
"Bullshit! I know what I heard. She was screaming at you to fuck her harder, while your friends held the bastard back, and everyone was laughing at me. You humiliated me!"
"Damn it, Allison! Don't raise your voice. If you wake the kids, you can deal with them."
"That's all you care about isn't it? The kids. Not about me, your wife, or our marriage, what's left of it."
"If I didn't care, I'd be gone. Hell, that's what everyone told me I should do, after finding out you were a cheat."
"I didn't cheat! You did!"
"If you had stuck around, you lying little cheat, you'd know better. You would have seen your boyfriend bust into the room after the guys hung onto him for a few minutes. We were fully dressed. Yes, she was screaming, but it was to get even with her asshole husband. Everyone knew it. They laughed him out of the house."
"All those cries of 'fuck me', 'harder', 'I'm coming', that was all an act?"
"Of course. I'm not a cheater. You should know that. Why would I want any other woman when I have you? Had you, I guess I should say. It was meant for you to feel a little of what I was feeling. Pay you back for embarrassing and humiliating me. Both of you. For cheating on me."
"She was holding your hard-on. We all saw it."
"After telling everyone he was so much bigger than me, I had to set things straight. How could you even say that? That asshole has the smallest dick in the room."
"No fucking kidding. How could you even believe I'd cheat with someone like him?"
"Uhh...because you told us you did? You told everyone."
"I...I guess that was kind of stupid, huh? Fuck, I was so drunk. You should have taken care of me, Paul. You should have stopped me, you know how I get."
"That's what I was trying to do, when you went off on me."
"I'm sorry about that. It's still no reason to fuck that cow."
"Are we back to that? I told you, I didn't fuck her. Ask her, hell, ask anyone. We didn't have sex. Yes, she touched my hard cock for a few seconds, and I kissed her. I didn't even touch her, if you'll recall."
"It sure seemed like you were fucking her. Noisy bitch. God, I'm so humiliated. How can I ever look those people in the eye again?"
"Are you unhappy with our marriage, Allie? Do you want a divorce?"
"Oh, God, no. Please don't talk about divorce. We both made some stupid mistakes tonight. Can you at least admit that? It wasn't all me."
"You're right. I let my temper get the better of me. I overreacted. I probably shouldn't have gotten her involved, but I was just as angry at him as I was at you. Did you see the way he was looking at me, smirking, squeezing your tit, while you hung onto his God-damn prick?"
"He's an asshole. We both know it."
"And that's who you chose to cuckold me with?"
"Please, Paul. I didn't. You believe that don't you? I was an idiot, letting him manipulate me like that, and I did hold him down there, to my eternal regret. If I was going to cheat on you, I'd at least do it with someone like Steve or Alex. Not with bozo. Please! You...you have to b-b-believe...me. I d-d-didn't..."
"Shhh, baby. Don't cry. C'mere. Let me hold you."
"I...I swear, Paul. You have to believe me. That was the worst thing I've ever done. I would never cheat on you."
"I want to believe you. It's difficult, the way you acted. If I hadn't interrupted you two, you'd have been screwing right there on the dance floor. It was bad. Very bad. Damn it, Allie! You should have done it with Steve or Alex. We'd be able to laugh it off. No way it would ever go beyond a grope with them. You had to choose him!"
"No! Don't let me go. Please. I'm afraid, Paul. Are we going to be Ok?"
"I don't know. It's hard to trust you now. Even if I believe you never fucked him, what you did, out in the open, in front of everybody, would be considered cheating in almost anyone's book. Am I not enough for you? Why were you so angry?"
"Shit, I don't know. A lot of little things. Making us late for the party, for one. You knew how badly I wanted to go, and you had to be late again. Putting work before us. You didn't even comment on my new outfit. We got there, and you disappeared immediately, leaving me on my own. All those comments you kept making about my drinking too much..."
"You were drinking too much."
"I know that now. You were ignoring me except to ask me if I hadn't had enough already."
"I wasn't ignoring you. I was trying to avoid a fight. You had it in for me from the moment I got home. There's been way too much of that lately. Our house is more of a battlefield, than a home."
"Is it that bad?"
"For me it is. I don't know where it came from, but for the last couple of months, I've dreaded coming home. Is it any wonder I stay at work as long as I can? Our sex life has become almost non-existent. You're staying out late with your friends, instead of staying home with your family. Are you surprised that I believed you when you said you were cheating on me?"
"I guess I was mad at you, too. You never wanted to talk. You were obviously avoiding me. You had nothing but bad things to say about my friends. You stopped calling me just to chat. You never try to romance me. In bed, all you wanted to do was grab me, and if I didn't roll-over for you, you got all pissed. I'm not just a fuck toy."
"You're certainly not my fuck toy."
"Can we stop this, Paul? Please. No fighting. I want it back like it was. Like we were. You used to love me."
"You used to love me. My Allison would never have said the things you said tonight."
"If I say I'm sorry, will you forgive me? Give us another chance? I want you back."
"I want things back the way they were, too. I'm not sure how we get there. I know there's more to this than what you're saying. You've been nothing but a bitch to me, and I feel like I've lost all your respect. I can do nothing right anymore. What happened?"
"I swear, Paul. I don't know. It just seemed to build and build. I didn't even realize it."
"Almost three months. Ever since the end of May. Can you even tell me how it started? What happened at the end of May? Did I do something horrible? Why did you stop loving me?"
"I never stopped loving you, Paul. Never. I...I was bored. Tired of what our life was becoming. I needed a little excitement in my life. That's all I was looking for."
"Damn it, who would be calling at this hour? Hello?...I know, I'm sorry too... He did? How bad?... No kidding, since then?... There's more?... Jesus, that explains a lot... That changes everything, doesn't it?... No, I agree. Totally... I understand. Of course the offer still stands... Sure, that would be fine... Yes, I will. Thanks for letting me know. See you soon."
"Who was that?"
"Your ex-best friend. The slime-ball confessed everything. Pretty disturbing actually. Would you like to change your story now, Allie dear?"
"I...I'm sorry. It never meant anything. Just a distraction, a little excitement. Where are you going?"
"I think I need a drink. Can I offer you one?"
"Just coffee please. I've already had far too much to drink tonight."
...
"Here you are dear. Coffee, amaretto creamer, one sweet-n-low."
"Thank you. I really am sorry. It was only a few times."
"Three months. A bit of a coincidence?"
"No. No coincidence. That's when it started. Only playing around at first. Necking, a little grab ass. Second base. Nothing, really, until the last few weeks."
"That matches up pretty well with what I was told. You've decided to finally be honest then? No more lies?"
"No more lies. I promise. I...I blew him. Twice. He went down on me several times. I never had sex with him, Paul. You have to believe me."
"I guess blow-jobs and cunnilingus are no longer considered sex. That's good to know."
"No, I don't mean that. What I did was wrong, but I never let him...he never fucked me."
"Understood. What you're telling me is you didn't really cheat, right? No fucking, so it's not cheating?"
"Please don't make this worse than it is. I was wrong. I was foolish and looking for a little fun, and he was there. The thrill of what we were doing was exciting. The act itself, not so much. I cheated on you, I'm ashamed to say, more than once. It doesn't change the way I feel for you, and I never went all the way with him."
"I believe you honey. I do. It's still very disturbing. Quite a contrast to what you were telling me earlier. It's going to be very difficult to get past this."
"No Paul! Don't think that way. I made a mistake, but I swear it will never happen again. You have to give me another chance."
"I have to?"
"I'm begging you to. I'll make it up to you, I promise. You set the rules, and I'll follow them. This wasn't an affair, I'm still in love with you."
"Three months without sex might argue otherwise."
"It was a stupid game between me and him. Who could hold out longest. I know it was wrong, but I didn't think of it that way at the time. I...Is that someone knocking on the door? At this hour?"
"I'm sure it is. Your 'friend' has nowhere to stay tonight. She says she can't stand to be in the same house as that cheater. I assured her it would be fine for her to stay here. You were her best-friend after all."
"But we need to talk!"
"We do. Let me get the door first, before she rings the bell. Wouldn't want to wake up the kids."
...
"Hello Allison."
"I'm sorry. I guess you probably don't consider me much of a friend at the moment."
"I am more than a little upset. My best friend. With him? When you have Paul? What were you thinking?"
"I...I wasn't. It was only a diversion. A little excitement. I never meant it to go as far as it went, or end up the way it did tonight."
"Great. That's all the destruction of my marriage was to you. A little excitement. Very little, if you did it with him."
"I know I screwed up. I really am sorry."
"Allison, I'm going to take your friend upstairs and we're going to discuss what to do about our situation. I'll be honest, it looks bleak. I suggest you use the guest room tonight."
"The guest room? You...you're going to our bedroom?"
"Yes. We have lots to 'discuss'. Three months worth to my reckoning. We'll try to keep it down. If he calls, I'd prefer you didn't speak to him or tell him his wife is here."
"Please, Paul, don't do this! It was a silly mistake. You don't have to rub my face in it."
"Goodnight dear. See you in the morning."
"At least tell me you're not going to fuck her. You can do what I did, that's all. No fucking."
"Goodnight Allison."
"Paul!"
"Shh...Don't want to wake the kids."
==================
Just another after party discussion, when people choose to misbehave. A little diversion for your entertainment. Forgive me, but sometimes I have the urge to write something a little different, a little weird. I've had my fix, now back to the real stuff...
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Bad surprises and further consequences
========================
I woke nervously, and reached for the baby monitor. I wasn't hearing anything, then slowly realized she was at Carol's. I looked beside me, where my wife was sleeping on her belly, with Kelly cuddled up to her. They looked so calm and peaceful, nothing like last night.
Stretching, I slipped out of the bed, adjusting the covers over my girls. I didn't know what the plans were for today, but I knew that I needed to do some shopping of my own. Christmas was only a few days away, and I hadn't bought any presents. Typical man, I guess.
After my requisite bathroom break, behind closed doors so as not to wake the beauties, I retreated to the kitchen. I decided to go all out, it was Saturday after all. Fresh baked croissants, eggs Benedict, orange slices, and bacon, of course. I set the table, including a pillow from Kelly's room, for Wendy's chair.
I was still thinking about the payback for the bastards who'd taken advantage of my wife. Was it enough? I know I wanted more, but could I be satisfied with where it stood? Deep inside, the answer was crystal-clear. They had to pay.
I peeked in on the girls who were still sleeping peacefully. I contemplated waking them, then thought better of it. I returned to the kitchen, loaded up our breakfast tray with the meal I'd prepared, and brought it back to the bedroom.
As quietly as possible, I set up a folding tray beside the bed, then laid out the food. The smell must have worked its magic. I watched Kelly sit up, sleepily stretching. Damn, she had some cute titties. "I smell bacon," she said, grinning. She nudged her bedmate awake, and Wendy rolled over, wincing when her weight rested on her bottom.
"Breakfast is served, ladies," I told them. Wendy was still parked in the middle of the bed, but when I went to put the tray on her lap, she stopped me. "Potty break first," she murmured sleepily.
I lost both of them for a couple of minutes, then they returned to the bedroom, naked, giggling and chatting. I loved the way they interacted together.
The girls climbed in the bed, and I set the tray on Wendy's lap, and moved the bedside tray to where Kelly could reach it. I climbed in the bed beside Wendy and grabbed a piece of bacon. I had cooked a lot, knowing how much Kelly loved it, plus I shared her appreciation for the crispy meat candy.
We played around, feeding each other, joking. "What's the plan for today?" I asked.
"Free day," Wendy announced. "Although I'm going to hit Walgreens and get something for my bum. I can't believe it hurts as bad as it did when you first did it."
I almost apologized for overdoing it, then stopped. If anything, she probably deserved worse. I let it go. "I need to do some shopping," I told them. "Alone."
Wendy chuckled. "Still haven't done your Christmas shopping?"
"It's only the 22nd," I argued. "This is early for me."
Kelly snagged the last bacon slice, before I could, then broke it in half and passed me a share. How could you not love a girl like that? "Can I go along? I'd like to do some as well. I'll stay out of your way."
Wendy spoke up. "If someone will get me my lotion, I'll keep the home fires burning and watch Jeannie."
We finished our meal, and Kelly hopped up. "I'll take care of the mess. You two relax."
I was willing enough, and cuddled with my wife, playing with her tits. She laughed. "You going to miss when they get back to their normal size?"
I gave her nipple a suck, tasting a hint of her milk. "I loved them before, and I'll love them after. Of course, they're pretty amazing now," I teased.
"They're sore. Be gentle."
We were still cuddling, when Kelly climbed back in the bed, beside me. "What are we going to do now?" she asked, leaning into me.
Wendy laughed. "You want to get him ready for me?"
Kelly didn't need any more encouragement. She climbed under the covers and I felt her mouth on my cock. I didn't need much getting ready, my wife already had me feeling pretty randy. I didn't begrudge the teen her effort.
Wendy got on her hands and knees, her face over mine. "God, you're so spoiled." She kissed me, and I moaned.
"Luckiest man alive, with the best damn wife anywhere," I assured her.
She pulled up smiling. "Puppy me?"
"Love to," I told her.
I extracted myself from Kelly's oral attention, and moved behind my wife. I rubbed my cock against her opening, until she opened and I slid into her. I stroked inside her gently, gazing down on her bruised bottom. I caressed her buns carefully.
"Harder, baby, make me feel it," Wendy moaned.
Kelly was lying beside us, our audience, a little smile turning the corner of her lips up. "God, I love watching you guys together."
I grinned, blowing her a kiss. I grabbed Wendy's hips, and slammed my cock into her, making her cry out. I fucked her hard, my hips smacking against her poor ass.
"Fuck," she moaned, her head dropping to the bed.
I eased back for a bit, long-stroking her, then pounded her again, making her shiver. "Punish me, baby," she groaned. "I've been so bad."
I leaned over her, leaning my weight down on her shoulders, pushing her into the bed, as I fucked her even harder, making her grunt sweetly with every stroke. I felt her responding, but I was getting too excited. I pulled out of her, and she cried out, until I brought my mouth to her pussy, licking and sucking on her. She squealed, and I felt her come against my mouth, trembling sweetly. I moaned when I felt a mouth engulf my cock, and Kelly sucked me while I worked on Wendy. Her legs slid lower, until she was lying on her belly, and I followed her down. I kissed her poor bottom, caressing it softly.
Kelly relinquished my cock, and I straddled my wife, working my cock between her legs and back into her wet pussy. I pulled her hips up a bit, and screwed her steadily.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck your pussy," Wendy grunted.
Kelly snuggled up to Wendy, and whispered in her ear. My wife nodded, and Kelly kissed her softly, then climbed down the bed, kissing Wendy's soft cheeks, before turning her head sideways, her mouth open, waiting patiently.
The idea was mind-blowing, and I pulled out of my wife, sliding my cock between Kelly's lips. I fucked her mouth, holding her head, pushing deep. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, until I pulled out and pushed back into my wife.
I spent several minutes switching between the two, getting more excited by the moment.
I had just pulled out of Kelly's mouth, and was pounding into Wendy, when our new housemate spoke up. She spread Wendy's cheeks, tickling her butthole. "She's got a pretty little backdoor. You ever do her here?"
I slowed my stroking. "Sometimes. Not that often."
"You don't like it?" Kelly asked.
"I do. I don't think she does very much," I confessed.
She sucked her finger then pushed her fingertip into it, and I heard my wife's moans pick up in intensity.
"She doesn't seem to mind. You should take her here more often. She's yours, remind her."
I moaned, and slid my cock back into Kelly's mouth.
Wendy turned her head. "I like it, John. I've told you. I like doing it for you."
"You never come from it," I replied.
She wiggled her ass. "I don't need to come all the time. I love sucking you, and I don't come from that very often. I love when you fuck my butt. It's special. I've never done that with anyone but you." She giggled. "Maybe not right now, I prefer to clean up first, and my cheeks really are sore."
I slid my cock back into Wendy, and Kelly resumed playing with Wendy's back door, her tongue teasing her, her finger sliding inside, up to the second knuckle.
Wendy started shaking. "Coming," she gasped.
I grabbed her hips, fucking her as hard as I could. I was near my own finish, and wanted to come with her. She beat me by several strokes, but she had a second sweet orgasm for me when I came inside of her.
Gasping, I pulled my cock out and offered it to Kelly. She took me gently, sucking me dry, cleaning me. When she pulled back, I climbed off my wife, and lifted Kelly up to kiss her.
I laid back on the bed, my breath heaving. I watched Kelly move down the bed, pushing Wendy's legs apart. She ran her finger down out of sight, then pulled it back up, sucking it clean.
"She's such a trouble maker," Wendy chuckled.
I groaned, stroking my resurgent hard-on, when I saw Kelly move her head lower and disappear between my wife's legs. Wendy gasped, lifting her hips. Kelly lifted her head a few seconds later, her mouth moist, grinning.
"I thought you didn't do girls?" I teased.
Kelly blushed. "I love the taste of you fresh out of her. I figure I'd probably like to taste you directly from her."
"And do you?"
She smiled, and went back for seconds.
"Push it out for her, baby," I told my wife, scooting over next to her.
She shook her head. "No. It's mine. I earned it. She wants it, she's going to have to take it." She suddenly squealed. "No fair! Tongue only, Kel!"
Kelly sat up, grinning. She wiped her mouth with her hand, then crawled up the bed, wiggling in between me and my wife, like a spoiled kid. "I love you guys. You're the best."
Wendy turned on her side, cuddling up to Kelly. She brought her lips down on hers, kissing her deeply. "Naughty girl," she murmured afterward. "You stole my cum."
Kelly kissed her back. "We'll get you a new one. He's already hard again."
"Really?"
I laughed. "What do you expect after that little display?"
The girls teamed up against me, and gave me the most amazing dual blowjob ever. They were playing, taking turns sucking me, kissing each other, licking me. They got serious after a while, and I saw Kelly suck me like Wendy did, the two of them making love to my cock. They teased me, dragging it out, Kelly showing Wendy how to slow me down, making it last.
"Ride him," Kelly said softly.
Wendy climbed up and straddled me, then slid down on my cock. She only stayed in the saddle for a short while, no more than a minute or so, then they were both sucking me again. Kelly giggled. "You taste good on him."
Wendy nodded. "I know. I'm such a dummy. I could have been doing this forever."
"Again?" Kelly teased.
Wendy rode me again, reverse cowgirl, and I had to warn her off. "I'm getting close."
"Come for me," she gasped, pounding her pussy down on my staff.
I hammered away at her for a little longer, until it became too much. "Now!" I gasped.
After the first shot, she rose up, and my second shot splashed against her pussy. She leaned back laying on my chest. Kelly's mouth took over on my cock, missing a spurt before I finished in her mouth. She cleaned me, then I heard Wendy gasp, when Kelly redirected her attention.
"Do you like that?" I said softly, holding my amazing wife.
"Oh, yeah," she moaned.
The mouth was back on me, sucking, licking, cleaning me completely. I moaned when I saw Wendy pull her legs apart, and Kelly's head moved back up, dealing with Wendy.
Kelly climbed up on Wendy, making a sandwich out of her, then brought her lips down to my wife's. They stayed that way for an eternity. I had a bird's eye view, and saw the tears in Kelly's eyes when she pulled away. "Thank you," she whispered.
Wendy hugged her. I took advantage of the situation and squeezed our teen playmate's buns.
It was nice, but they were getting heavy. "Can't...breathe," I teased.
Wendy chuckled. "Don't be a pussy, John."
They separated, one to each side of me, and I held them. "That was pretty amazing."
Wendy giggled. "I know, right? Who would have ever guessed? I honestly didn't think we could get any better."
Kelly was clinging to me, kissing my chest. "You both are too good to me," she murmured.
"Impossible," I told her, giving her a squeeze.
"Wendy? John?" I heard a voice calling out from the hallway.
Wendy started to squirm out of my grip, gasping. "Oh shit! I forgot Mom was bringing Jeannie over early!"
I laughed, and held her tight, refusing to let her escape, teasing her.
"John! Let go!" Wendy squealed, struggling cutely.
Kelly giggled, cuddling in close. "Stay, Wendy. Make her jealous."
"She's my Mom!"
I heard the chuckle from the doorway. "Well. Looks like somebody had a good morning."
Wendy buried her face in my shoulder. "I'll get you for this," she whispered, biting me hard.
"Good morning, Carol. And yes, it was a very good morning."
She came over to the side of the bed, placed Jeannie on my chest. "Somebody's hungry," she said. "Do your duty, daughter."
Wendy was blushing heavily, when she rolled over and sat up, pulling our baby to her breast. "Mom! I can't believe you're in here. We're naked!"
Carol laughed. "Nothing I haven't seen before." She kicked her shoes off, and climbed up behind Kelly. "Room for one more? Ed's going to be so jealous, when I tell him about this."
Kelly rolled over and gave my mother-in-law a hug. "You're overdressed for this bed, Mom."
Carol laughed. "Oh no. Ed would kill me."
Kelly sat up, and started pulling on her shirt. "Come on, get comfy. We're done playing for now. It's just cuddle time."
"Kelly!" Wendy snapped.
Carol chuckled, and let Kelly remove her shirt. "He's not going to want to see this old body, with you two here."
"Are you kidding?" I laughed. "You're hot, Carol."
She fought a little more against Kelly removing her pants, but eventually yielded to the inevitable. Laying there in her bra and panties, I couldn't help but hope that Wendy looked as good twenty years from now. "This is embarrassing, Kelly," Mom whispered.
"Come here, beautiful, give us a hug," I told her.
She cuddled up against me, her arm around my chest, her leg over mine. "You kids are bad. Were you planning on spending the whole day in bed? It's almost 11:00."
Kelly snuggled in behind her, kissing her shoulder. "I told you, it's cuddle time. We're going shopping in a bit."
Jeannie was feeding contentedly, while Wendy watched. "I'm telling Dad on you," she told her mother.
"What? That I cuddled with our favorite son-in-law?"
"Naked son-in-law." Wendy said.
"Don't be mean, baby," Carol said. "It's not like I sucked him off."
"Carol..." I said, warningly.
"Like she has room to talk. I'm not doing anything wrong."
Wendy smirked. "Boyfriend rule, John. Tell her. Would you do that in front of Dad?"
Carol laughed, rose up and kissed me on the lips. "This and more. He'd be so jealous. Maybe I should call him. He'd just die to see your little teen playmate in the raw."
"Me? With you two here?" Kelly laughed.
"Yes you. Little hard-body vixen. Do you ever wear clothes?"
Kelly giggled. "Not if I can help it."
Carol's hands were active, rubbing up and down my body. "Damn, baby girl. Your man is a hunk."
Kelly's hand joined hers. "That's what I keep telling her. Nice, right?"
Wendy was shaking her head. "Who are you, and what have you done with my mother?"
"I'm a woman too, baby girl. I wasn't always a grandmother."
"GILF," Kelly said.
"GILF?" Carol asked.
"Grandma I'd love to fuck," the teen giggled.
"Aren't you the naughty one!" Carol laughed.
Wendy moved Jeannie to the other breast. "This is perverted, you know."
Carol leaned up on one elbow. "I'm just playing with you, Wendy. It's just, you know, exciting, to see three beautiful people laying around naked after sex. You surprised me, that's all."
Wendy chuckled. "We surprised you?"
"I'll leave if it bothers you too much. I just couldn't resist, and then your wild playmate had to go crazy."
I decided to keep out of it. I was happy enough to lay there, holding my mother-in-law, watching my beautiful wife tend to our daughter.
"Dad would have a cow," Wendy said.
"No. He'd be jealous. You really don't know much about me and your father as lovers. Trust me. He'd love to be here with us."
Wendy blushed strongly. "Too weird Mom. I don't even want to think about it."
Carol pouted. "He's a man. You and Kelly are beautiful, and he loves to see me have fun. Just not too much, we have our limits." She gasped, looking over her shoulder. "Kelly!"
Kelly laughed, and I saw her pulling Carol's bra off. "We'll leave the panties. I had to wear mine the first time."
Wendy looked on in surprise. Then she looked a little lower. "Damn it, John! You're not getting hard for my mother, are you?"
I blushed. I really wanted to stay out of it, but my body betrayed me. "I can't help it, baby. Every time I look at her, I think of you twenty years from now. I'm going to love growing old with you."
"Who are you calling old?" Carol teased, poking me.
"Not old, older. Shit Carol, you're gorgeous."
She blushed, kissing me again. "And you're sweet. My girl is so lucky."
My wife wasn't done with me yet. "Didn't you get enough this morning?"
I chuckled. "Like I'll ever get enough of you."
Kelly climbed over Carol, settling between my legs. "Can I take care of him?" she asked, looking up at my wife.
"Shit, why not? We're all going to Hell anyway," Wendy sighed. "Just a blowjob!"
Carol scooted away a bit. "I...I probably shouldn't be here if you're going to do that. Ed wouldn't mind the cuddling and teasing, but that's a little much."
"I thought you said he liked you to have fun?" Wendy teased her mother.
"He does. But I don't push any boundaries behind his back. Watching you guys have sex would be going too far."
"Give him a call. You said you were going to," Wendy smirked. "Or were you just bull-shitting me?"
Carol glared at her, then sat up. She climbed off the bed, retrieving her purse. I watched her pull out her cell-phone.
"Ed?...Yeah, I'm at Wendy's, you won't believe what I walked into...No, the three of them in bed naked..." She laughed, then smiled sweetly at Wendy, who was looking on in shock.
"They're about to go at it again, at least Kelly and John are." She listened for a second.
She turned to me, putting her hand over the phone. "You two aren't fucking yet, are you? Just blowjobs?"
Kelly stopped kissing around my shaft. "That's all. And only with her approval."
She returned to the phone. "No. Just a BJ. Would you mind very much if I stayed and watched?...No, I'll be good, I promise...Just watching, I swear...Ok, I'll tell you everything...What do you think I should wear?...How about just my panties?...Yes, I promise...I love you too, dear. You're the best. Want to talk to Wendy?...Ok, I'm handing her the phone."
Carol grinned, leaning over me, her tits brushing across my face, while she passed her daughter the phone.
Wendy handled the thing like it was a poisonous snake. "Dad?...Yeah, we were laying here when she walked in...Dad!...No, it was after, we were just cuddling...No, I guess it's Ok...Kind of weird." She giggled, and stuck her tongue out at her mother.
"Alright, I'll make sure...I know, it's just kind of a surprise, you know?...Alright, Kelly's working on him now...No, just blowjobs, at least for now...Ok, I promise...I love you too." She handed her mother the phone, and Carol's tits caressed my face once more.
"I'll be good," Carol promised, speaking into the phone. "Love ya. I owe you one."
Wendy sighed. "Can you get me a burping towel, Mom?"
Carol sat up and slid off the bed. She returned in a minute with a cotton towel. "Want me to do it? I don't mind, since I can't play, only watch. You can help your friend."
"I don't know, Mom. It's kind of bizarre," Wendy said cautiously, looking down at Kelly who was still teasing me. She hadn't taken me in her mouth yet.
"Any stranger than a teenager blowing your husband in front of both of us? Go ahead. Have fun."
Wendy got up and walked around the bed, delivering our girl to her mother. Carol laid the towel over her shoulder, then rested Jeannie against it, rubbing and patting her back gently.



Wendy climbed down beside Kelly, and I got a replay of our earlier fun. After a few minutes Kelly told her to ride me.
"Kelly..." Wendy whined.
"Go ahead. We're going to be here a while. We might as well have fun."
Wendy blushed, but climbed aboard. She took a few seconds to get me in her, then she was sliding up and down my cock. She looked over at her mother, blushing.
"Don't be embarrassed, baby. He's your man. It's the most natural thing in the world," Carol said. "It's beautiful."
I reached down and grabbed Wendy's butt, to help her, and I saw her wince. "Gentle," she murmured.
"Sorry, I forgot."
She pulled off of me, and moments later she and our playmate were licking me clean, before taking turns sucking me again.
Carol laughed. "You, John Reed, are one lucky man."
I nodded. "I know. Believe me."
After two more sucking sessions, followed by short rides, Carol got up. "I'm putting her down, she's practically asleep already. Don't finish before I get back."
"No danger of that," I assured her.
Wendy sat up, giving me the evil eye. "You don't think we could finish you before she returns?"
I shook my head. "I know you could. Whenever you want. I'm helpless with either of you."
Wendy appeared mollified. "You bet your ass we could. Right Kelly?"
"Whenever we want to," she replied.
I nodded. "I know. I figured you weren't about to cut the play time short, that's all."
Wendy moved back to licking and sucking. "As long as you remember. This is our cock, and it shoots when we want it to."
Kelly turned and kissed my wife firmly on the lips. "Your cock. I'm just happy to be allowed to play along."
Wendy grinned. "My cock. But ours when we're playing together."
Carol returned when Wendy was riding me again. "They are so naughty. Teasing you like that."
I grinned. "Not...complaining..."
She cuddled up next to me, her head on my shoulder. I put my arm around her, holding her close. She grabbed the hand on her shoulder and moved it down to her tit. Then her hand moved down between her legs, and she moaned softly.
Wendy climbed off of me, and Kelly's mouth engulfed me immediately.
"Greedy!" Wendy whispered.
Kelly had the grace to blush, but she kept sucking.
"How long can you guys keep going like this?" Carol asked.
Wendy was taking her turn with her mouth full, so Kelly responded. "I don't know. At least 30 minutes or so. We haven't tried for longer, he gets kind of crazy after a while."
Carol moaned. "Thirty minutes?"
"At least. We've done that to him a bunch of times. I think he went about 40 minutes the first night, maybe longer."
"You were torturing me," I reminded her.
She laughed, her tongue teasing my shaft below Wendy's mouth. "You could have begged anytime."
Carol trembled, and I squeezed her nipple for fun. "Sweet Jesus, he doesn't f...fuck that long, does he?"
Wendy pulled off my cock, and passed it to Kelly. "Sure. Longer if he wants. He's very patient with me. We've gone for hours. He just takes a break when he needs to, and uses his talented tongue. He's the best lover in the world, Mom."
She was embarrassing me. "We don't do that very often. Fifteen to twenty minutes would be the norm," I admitted.
Carol was moaning softly, and I saw her hand was going a mile a minute down below.
Wendy looked up from between my legs. "Give him some tit, Mom. He loves that."
She shivered. "Oh, baby. I don't know. Do you really think I should? That would be awfully brazen."
"Go ahead Mom. He's a tit man. Trust me."
Carol scooted up the bed, and guided her tit to my mouth. I nibbled on her nipple, and sucked on it, moaning while the girls continued their assault on my cock. I couldn't see much, but I felt Wendy move up and climb on top of me. "Fuck me, John. Fuck me hard this time," she said.
She leaned over me, and I saw her face only a few inches from mine. She was obviously very excited. She lifted her hips, and I pounded up into her, listening to her voice catch, while I sucked on her Mom's tit.
Wendy was whimpering sweetly. She gasped, and I figured Kelly was up to no good. "Do it," she growled through clenched teeth.
It took a lot out of me, but I fucked her hard, pleased when she got that look of distraction that preceded her coming. She was grunting sweetly, little squeals escaping her lips. She rolled her head back, neck taut, and I felt her coming on my cock. She was driving me crazy.
"I'm close," I gasped, relinquishing Carol's nipple.
"Not yet," Wendy moaned, thrusting hard against me.
"Close," I moaned.
My wife, shuddered, then scrambled off my cock. She was barely in time, and when Kelly took me down her throat I moaned around Carol's tit, and exploded. I got a couple of shots off, then the mouths switched places, and I finished with my wife.
I almost passed out from the experience, my world going black for a few seconds, then I looked up and Kelly's mouth was pressed against Carol's and I felt her coming, while she whimpered sweetly. Kelly pulled away grinning, and Carol rolled over onto her back, gasping.
Wendy crawled up next to me, hugging me. "Spoiled. We spoil you way too much."
"God, baby. That was insane," I gasped.
She giggled. "You like?"
"I'm going to pass out now. Wake me in two days."
She laughed, kissing me. "No way, hubby dearest. I expect presents under the tree. You're going shopping, and tonight you're going to take all my holes. It's been way too long."
I groaned, while the girls laughed.
Kelly was back between my legs, playing lovingly. No chance I was getting hard anytime soon, but she didn't seem to mind. Carol cuddled up to me, opposite her daughter. "Thank you, baby. That was wild."
Wendy grinned. "You gonna tell Dad everything?"
Carol nodded. "Of course. That little stunt Kelly pulled at the end might earn me a spanking, but I deserve it."
"She's trouble. I told you. If Dad's going to spank you, I'll send her over to take half of it."
"Wendy!" Kelly whined.
Carol shook her head. "I'll keep that in mind. She'll need a chaperone. I wouldn't trust us alone with her. Ed doesn't have the patience or control that studly here shows."
Kelly climbed up my body, lying on top of me. "I wasn't bad. I was just sharing," she pouted.
"Me either," Carol teased. "I'm just going to share my punishment. Then again, he may just want to fuck my brains out after I tell him everything. I'm not sharing that."
I closed my eyes, enjoying the banter, and the feel of all that soft flesh pressed against mine.
* * *
They let me nap, I guess. I woke alone, and staggered off to the bathroom. After a quick shower and shave, I felt human again. Sore, but human.
I got dressed, and went looking for the rest of my family. Kelly was playing on the floor with Jeannie, and Wendy was laying on the couch, belly down. She was wearing a t-shirt and skirt, and the skirt was raised up to her waist, showing her bare bottom. The bruising looked like it hurt, and I felt a little ashamed for hurting her. I walked over and caressed her bare butt.
"How's it feeling?" I asked.
She grinned. "Mom brought over the good stuff. It's only a little sore now. God, I hope I don't earn another one of those anytime soon."
I caressed her cheeks gently. "I don't imagine you will. I think you know better now."
She shook her head. "Not from that. That will never happen again. But I know I'm sometimes naughty. Be patient with me."
I laughed, leaning down and kissing her bare flesh. "Always. It will never be that harsh again, I'm pretty sure of that. I don't believe you'll ever do anything nearly that bad."
"Never. I promise." She wiggled her butt. "Am I still forgiven?"
"Of course. I love you, sweetie."
"I know. I'm still sore somewhere else, too. Not that I'm complaining," she giggled.
I crawled over to Jeannie and Kelly, and played with my daughter. "When do you want to go?" I asked Kelly.
"Anytime. Whenever you want."
"Ok. Let me have a little time with my girl, and we can head out. Any place particular, or is the mall good enough?" I asked.
"Sounds perfect," Kelly answered.
* * *
I'm not much of a shopper. I usually know what I want, and where I want to get it. I go in the store, buy it, and move on. I was having a little more trouble making decisions that day. I knew I wanted to get Carol something special for all she'd done, and I was torn over how much I wanted to get Kelly. I was tempted to go hog wild, but held back a little. I had no idea if my wife had gotten anything for her yet.
I knew the big item was a car. We'd have to get Kelly one if she were to be saddled with babysitting responsibilities, as well as going to school. A nice simple used car, good gas mileage. No use spoiling her. As a start, I got an assortment of study guides for the GED, the SAT and ACT. Poor girl was going to be busy.
By the time I was content with my purchases, without going overboard as I was so tempted to do, I'd only been there about 2 hours. I loaded my stuff in the vehicle, and returned to the mall rendezvous point, near the food court.
I was watching the eye candy, and comparing it negatively to what I had at home. I saw a shapely figure walking my way, and by the time I realized it was Marie, Tom's wife, it was too late to hide or pretend I hadn't seen her. She was looking right at me, and walking my direction in a determined fashion.
Ever since the day after her party, I'd avoided talking to her. I was a little embarrassed because I had told her I'd call her back. I felt that it was Wendy's job now, she was her best friend.
She walked up with a hard smile on her face. "John Reed, I have a bone to pick with you."
"You look gorgeous as always," I replied, trying to deflect the attack. "Last minute shopping?"
She sat at the table I was using, and helped herself to a piece of the hot pretzel I was eating. "You never called me back."
No getting out of it. "Sorry. I figured Wendy would. I'm surprised she didn't."
"What were all those..." she lowered her voice, looking around, "cheating questions about?"
I figured the best thing was to try to keep somewhere close to the truth without giving away too much. "Her sister was putting some crazy ideas in her head, it seems. Like blowjobs aren't really sex."
"Jesus. Really? Why?" she asked.
A good question, and one I hadn't raised yet. "I don't know, to be honest. I think part of it was probably their high-school and college behavior. It might have been mischief, or a joke. Either way I wanted to nip it in the bud. I guess you can understand that."
"Why the issue with Tom then? I know you guys haven't spoken since that night. You sounded pissed at him when we talked."
Crap. "He might have been one of the guys, and there were more than one, that was trying to convince her that her sister was right."
Marie looked at me in shock. "You're kidding right? My Tom did that?"
"I hold you largely responsible, you know."
Her mouth dropped open. "Me? Why? I didn't do anything!"
"It appears that you ladies have been discussing very personal elements of our love lives, and sharing them with your spouses. I don't understand that. Wendy has never told me about your sex lives. Any of yours."
Marie blushed. "I...I never thought, I mean, it didn't mean anything. Believe me John, it was nothing bad. Just the opposite. We're all kinds of jealous of what you have."
"Maybe, but telling all the men at a party that my wife likes giving blowjobs isn't the smartest thing you've ever done. You know she's kind of naive and a silly drunk. You're not doing her any favors."
"But I didn't tell anyone but Tom!"
"And of course you swore him to secrecy, and he'd never mention it. Not while drinking and entertaining his buddies. Jesus, Marie! I heard it from guys at work!" Best defense is a good offense, right?
"Oh God! You don't think he said anything, do you?"
"Somebody did. I heard about it at the party, and at the office. Not the most pleasant evening at home after that. How'd you like your love life to be the subject of water cooler humor, and party gossip."
She had an odd look on her face. "If it was yours..." she mumbled. She caught herself, blushing hard again. "All the women know. It could have been any one of them. Do you know it was Tom?"
"No. But I suspect it was. I know he talked to one of the guys I work with about it. I'm not very happy about that."
"He wouldn't! I can't believe that! We're best friends. Why would he do that? It doesn't make any sense."
"I don't know. Maybe you and Wendy should have a talk sometime. Until I know differently, I'm going to have a hard time socializing with your husband."
"I'm so very sorry, John. I don't know how it could happen. We talk about all kinds of things, you know. I didn't think. I'll talk to Wendy. You're right about that. I'm going to get to the bottom of this."
I saw her look over my shoulder in surprise, and a pair of skinny arms wrapped around me. "Mmm. I'm telling. Talking to a pretty lady when you're supposed to be shopping. Wendy's going to kill you!"
I laughed, grabbing her arms and pulling her to the side. "I doubt that. Kelly, this is Marie, Wendy's best friend." I looked across the table at the surprised woman. She was in for a lot of shocks today.
"Marie, this troublemaker is Kelly, Wendy's cousin. She'll be staying with us for a while, so she can go to school locally. She'll also be working as our nanny."
Kelly pulled her assortment of shopping bags around the side of the table, and sat down, quickly grabbing all that remained of my pretzel. "Second cousin, really. Mom and Carol are cousins, whatever that makes us. So you're Marie, Tom's wife."
Marie looked back and forth between us. "I...uh...yeah, you know about me?"
Kelly laughed, grabbing my soda and taking a drink. "Sure. Wendy and I talk about everything. Ev-ery-thing. I know all about you." She let that hang a few seconds, then smiled. "Good stuff. She likes you a lot."
Marie shook her head. "I'm not so sure about that. We used to talk almost every day. I haven't spoken to her since after the party. She's dodging my calls."
Kelly reached out and grabbed her hand. "No, she wouldn't avoid you. She's been bad for the last week, almost completely incommunicado. I guess I'm mostly responsible for that. She's been busy helping me get relocated, setting up my room, getting my schooling set up, all kinds of things. Wendy's the best, but I've been hogging her time. When did you call her last?"
"Not for a couple of days. I figured she didn't want to talk to me," Marie said.
"Until Thursday, things were just too hectic. Call her tonight, I know she'd love to hear from you. She talks about you all the time."
Marie seemed relieved. "I'll do that. Thanks. How long are you going to be staying with them?"
Kelly shrugged. "I've got years of schooling ahead of me. I've got no pride. I'll mooch off of them as long as they'll keep me."
"Kelly!" I scolded. "It's not mooching, you're family. Hell, you're more than paying your way. Built in babysitter, nanny, cook, and housekeeping help is doing a lot. It's not like we don't have plenty of space."
Kelly leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. Her hand, under the table also gave me a naughty rub. "You both are so good to me. I don't know what I'd do without you."
Marie stood, grabbing her one shopping bag. "I'm glad we had this talk, John. I'm sorry I snapped at you. Forgiven?"
I stood and gave her a hug, thankful that Kelly's little grope didn't have the full effect it might have. "Always. You know you're my favorite, don't you?"
She grinned, and I was a little surprised when she pressed back against me firmly. "I've always suspected. Especially around pool season."
I laughed, swatting her rear playfully. "Your smokin' hot body has nothing to do with it, and you know it. You're a great friend." I gave her a long look. "Most of the time."
She stood on tip-toe and gave me a quick kiss. "You best let me go, you beast, or your boarder will have something to tell on you."
I sighed, releasing her. "Spoil sport. Both of you."
She gave us a princess wave, and marched off to continue her shopping. I returned to Kelly and started grabbing her bags.
"No way, handsome. I'm famished. You need to feed me, or I really am telling!" she giggled.
"Jeez. You are nothing but trouble, aren't you?"
She gave me a sultry smile. "Nothing? Only trouble? I have no redeeming qualities?"
I leaned over and gave her a little PDA. "Maybe a few. What do you want?"
"Cheesesteak, no onions, small fries, Coke."
"Small fries?" I teased.
"Gotta keep the girlish figure. You don't want me getting fat, do you?"
I bought what she wanted, and kept her company while she devoured it. She slapped my hand each time I tried to steal a fry. "Ask," she said.
"Fry, Angel?" I pleaded.
She grinned and fed me one. A small one. Chintzy girl.
While eating she begged to borrow my phone. Something else we'd have to get her. She dialed home, and was chatting with Wendy in moments.
"Met Marie...uh, huh...You know, cousins, schooling, nanny, all that stuff...I'm pretty sure."
I stole another fry, dodging the smack. "She was asking why we never called back after the party," I reminded her.
"Yeah, he said she was asking why you guys never called her back...Ok, I'll give him the phone," Kelly said, and then passed it across to me.
I gave Wendy the update, what I had said about rumors about her, and Tom's interest in making them come true.
"John! Did you have to say that?" she whined.
"I had so say something!" I reminded her. "She was asking about the oral sex and cheating questions, and why I was upset with Tom."
"Crap. Ok, when you get home we can discuss what we'll say. You coming soon?" she asked.
"Just as soon as the bottomless pit finishes her mid-day snack."
Kelly put on a pained look. "What? You ate half the fries!"
"Four, Kelly. I ate four of the fries," I teased.
"Big ones!"
"Not hardly. Finish up sweetie, we need to get going." I spoke into the phone. "We're on our way, see you soon. Love ya."
"Love you too," she said before hanging up.
"That was mean," Kelly pouted.
"Not at all. I think it's wonderful you have a good appetite. Keeping your energy up."
She grinned mischievously. "Why? You thinking of wearing me out?"
I laughed. "Not sure that would even be possible."
She giggled. "But wouldn't it be fun trying?"
* * *
At home, Wendy and I had a discussion about how much we should tell Marie, and reviewed what I'd already told her. Wendy wanted to keep things secret, not wanting to destroy their relationship. Openly confessing that her cheating with Tom would be hard on her best friend.
I hated that she'd cheated on me, but I was proud to hear her admit that was what she'd done. I thought about all the things people said when they cheated, particularly 'it was only sex'. My wife had taken it to an all new low, 'it was only a blowjob', not even sex, according to her. Now a week later, thanks to her mother, and our tempting teen, she appeared to have done a complete 180.
She looked up in surprise, when I pulled her into my arms. "I love you so much," I told her softly.
In spite of that, I was still leaning toward letting the bastard take the heat for what he'd done. Wendy begged to make that a last resort. For Marie's sake, not for the son-of-a-bitch. She still wanted to make things right, so I finally caved, and told her she could handle Marie.
I begged off, so I could do some present wrapping, when the girls called out to me from the hall. "You've got baby duty. I just put her down. We have an errand to run. Shouldn't take too long."
"Got it. Have fun," I told them. I could use the privacy. I was not the world's best gift wrapper.



It was a half hour later, when I heard them return. I was stacking the gifts under where our tree should be. Sad to say, with all the craziness, we'd never even put one up yet. One more task to do.
I turned to the door, and was surprised as hell to see my sister-in-law Alice standing in the doorway, nervously. "John," she said softly in greeting. "Can I talk to her? Please?"
I walked to the door, and waved her inside. "She should be back any moment. We need to keep it down, Jeannie's napping."
"I could come back later," she said.
"Please, come on in. Have a seat. Can I get you something to drink?" I was trying hard to be my most gentlemanly. I wanted her to stay. I had some things I needed to talk about.
She was scared. It was easy to detect. "Wine maybe?"
We had an open bottle. Seems like we often did lately. I poured her a glass, and grabbed myself a Guinness, pouring it into one of my chilled mugs. I brought her the drink, and sat down next to her. She was practically trembling.
I'll give her credit though. She had showed up, and I guess she was ready to face the music. I hoped that she'd be honest.
"Relax, Alice. I'm not going to bite."
She leaned back in the seat, watching me warily.
"Can I ask you one simple question?"
She took a bracing gulp of her wine, then nodded.
"Why? Why would you do that to her? Do you hate her that much? Were you purposely trying to destroy our marriage? I thought we got along pretty well."
She had tears in her eyes when she responded. "God, no, John! I don't hate her at all. She's my baby sister. I love you guys."
"Can you explain why?"
"I...I screwed up, Ok? I didn't mean for it to happen. I never thought it would turn out that way, I swear."
"No, it's not Ok. How could you go out of your way to convince my wife that it was alright to give anyone a blowjob? That it wouldn't be cheating?"
She was shaking. "Please," she whined. "I'll try to fix it. I feel horrible about the whole thing."
"Why, Alice? Why'd you do it?"
"She hasn't told you?"
"No. She still thinks you've got her best intentions in mind. Trying to get her to divorce me. Trying to break us up. I...I would never have expected that of you."
She bowed her head down, clutching her glass between her hands tightly. "I was scared. I had to protect my own marriage. We're not as strong as you guys. I knew you'd be Ok, no matter what."
"You still haven't explained why." I said it softly, putting my hand on her shoulder. "I need to know."
"She...she saw me." The words were so soft I almost missed them.
"Saw you?"
She nodded. "With Miguel."
"Our handyman?"
Another faint nod. "She was upset. Wanted to know how I could do that. I was so scared she'd say something and Dan would find out. I told her it was no big thing. Only a blowjob. Like in high-school and college. What we did to avoid putting out. It was a way to avoid cheating."
"Why would you do that? Risk your marriage like that?"
"It was idiotic, I know. Dan and me, we don't have what you guys have. I get it maybe once a week. Maybe. I hear her talking about your sex life and it drives me crazy. I get so worked up. Miguel was there, working outside with his shirt off, dark skin shining. His shorts were tight, and I saw this big bulge. I tease him a lot, and that day he grabbed me. I don't know why, maybe I'd teased him once too often. The timing was horrible. I'd been on the phone with Wendy just a little while earlier, and she was talking about sucking your cock morning noon and night, you remember, a couple of weeks after Jeannie was born. When he pushed me to my knees, God, John! I felt so wicked. Outside, fully dressed, being made to suck cock. Fuck, I was dripping."
She took another sip of her wine. "I have no excuse, really. I knew I shouldn't do it. I guess I was trying to convince myself the same thing. It was like back in school. A blowjob. That's all. I wouldn't let him touch me. He wouldn't get between my legs. Just a blowjob. I was horny as shit, but I wasn't about to cheat on Dan. I'd just give the guy a blowjob."
I waited her out, silent.
"I did it. He didn't even make me do it. I opened his pants, and pulled out his big cock. That's what it was, a big, heavy cock. Bigger then Dan's. Thicker. Hard, because of me." She sobbed, "I fucked up, so bad. I sucked him. Not in the bedroom, but outside, on the deck, in broad daylight. I sucked that fat cock, and I loved the fact that he was moaning, and saying things in Spanish. Bad things, I just knew it. I was so worked up, I almost came just from sucking him."
Alice put her glass down, turning more toward me. "Lousy fucking timing. That's what it was. Wendy walked out of the back door, practically yelling my name. I was about to pull away, but the bastard had his hand on my head, and he pushed it back into my mouth, holding my head while he fucked my mouth a few more times, until he came. I didn't fight it. I couldn't. Even when he went off in my mouth, I didn't turn away. I took it. It was so...so dirty. Wicked. I sucked him dry, and he was standing there, smiling at my sister."
"The fucker pulled up his shorts, rubbed my head like a dog, and walked back out to the yard. That's when she confronted me, and I explained that it was only a blowjob. No big deal. It wasn't like I cheated. He didn't even touch me."
"It only took a couple of weeks to get her to accept that it was only a blowjob. Not sex. Not cheating. I felt guilty but I was trying to save my marriage."
"At the expense of ours."
"No! Never! She never wanted anyone but you. There's no way she'd do it with anyone else. She had you for all her blowjobs. You never denied her. We all knew. All she had to do was touch your zipper, and you were hard for her. Why would she ever go to anyone else?"
"Until she did."
The waterworks started up again. "How could I know that mother-fucker Tom would use the same exact tactics. 'C'mon, Wendy. It's only a blowjob. It's not like you're really cheating.' Damn him!"
She looked up at me. "Yeah, she told me. Right after she did it. She was even going to tell you, but I told her we had to keep it a secret. It wasn't really cheating, but Marie would get upset, since she doesn't give him any." She grabbed my hand. "I'm so sorry, John. I swear I never thought in a million years she'd do it."
"I think I started to believe it a little myself. I had told myself I'd just do it that once. It was a mistake, but never again. Fuckin' Miguel didn't think so. He'd be working on something, then he'd take a break. He walked right up to me in the kitchen, with his dick out, grabbed me by my shoulders and pushed me to my knees. I'm such a stupid slut, I'd go right along with it. Give him my very best BJ, then go back to the dishes, without ever saying a word. The next time Wendy caught me, she just sat back and watched. She even gave me advice."
"She watched you? Is that all she did? Did she blow him too?"
Alice shook her head rapidly. "No. No way. The worst she ever did was give him a handjob for a few seconds, when I took a phone call. That was only once."
Fuck me with a crowbar. "She gave him a handjob?"
"Not really. It was only a couple of minutes. He pushed it toward her mouth, but she only laughed and turned away."
"Damn it, Alice!"
"I...I wasn't thinking, you know? By then I really was of the mindset that it wasn't cheating. I pulled him out of my mouth, and I put her hand on his cock. She looked at me a little surprised, and the fucker moaned like her hand was better than my mouth. Wendy blushed, turning her head away, and stroked him slowly, while I spoke on the phone, and as soon I finished I took it back. I was a little pissed. Just her touching it had him so worked up, he shoved his cock in my mouth and came only a few seconds later, looking at her, not me. Last time I gave him a blowjob."
"I don't know what to say," I murmured, leaning back into the couch. "Do you know how close I came to ending our marriage? I was so angry, if she hadn't gotten in the car with me, I would have driven to a motel and started the divorce papers that Monday. I was devastated. If I didn't have a new daughter to consider, I don't believe I'd have let her back in our home that night."
Alice had pulled her knees up to her chest, and she was rocking, her cheeks tear strained. "I'm sorry. I never meant for any of that to happen."
"What have you told Dave?" I asked.
"Nothing. I'm scared to death. I know he's going to find out now. Six times I did it. Six times, each a nail in the coffin of my marriage. No way he'll ever forgive me." She looked up at me. "I'm terrified. I don't know what to do."
If I had heard this that first weekend, all the pain and humiliation tearing away at me, I shudder to think what I might have done to her. Selfish little cheater, convincing my wife into thinking blowjobs were Ok, and making a mockery of my marriage.
Now I looked at her with a good deal more pity than I should have had. I should have laughed in her face. Called Dan myself. Tell her she deserved it, and more.
Instead, I leaned over, picked her up off the couch and set her on my lap, holding her. "You really messed things up, didn't you?" I told her softly.
She nodded, turning her head into my shoulder, sobbing out of control. I held her, stroking her hair reassuringly. "This is the last time, you understand? I can't have you sabotaging my marriage again. I'll accept this was a mistake, and you regret it, but I'm not happy with you Alice. Not just the blowjob either. You made my wife give another man a handjob. You made a cheater out of her, directly. I'm very angry with the both of you right now."
"What am I going to do, John? Have I destroyed my life, my marriage? I'm so lost."
She was looking at me in obvious anguish. I brushed her tears away, softly. "I don't know. I wish I could help you. I'd suggest you get together with your mother and sister, and hash this out. Your Mom's a smart cookie. You three have to decide whether it's better to come clean, or try to bury it, and let you suffer with the guilt, for the sake of your relationship. I'm willing to go along with whatever you three decide."
She leaned her head against my shoulder, snuggling in. "Why are you being like this? I thought you were going to tear my head off. I deserve it."
"It's done. I believe you, that you regret it, and trust that it won't happen again. I hope you've learned your lesson. If you get Wendy involved in anything like that again, I'll do my best to destroy you, family or not. Once, and only once, I'll forgive you."
"Why are you being so nice to me? You were terrible to Wendy! You almost destroyed her. I can't believe you brought a whore home and made my sister watch the slut suck you."
I felt my anger resurging. "You should shut up when you're ahead, you selfish little bitch. I wasn't destroying my wife. I was trying to save her, save us. You really had her convinced that blowjobs didn't matter, and that she wasn't cheating. Nothing I said, nothing her friends said, even her mother, could convince her otherwise. No, I was the bastard for making a big deal out of her sucking our friends. She even stood up for them. So I showed her. Made her see what a blowjob from someone else was like. Still, she clung to the idea that she'd never cheated. She had no idea what she'd done to us, to me. It wasn't until she spent a day with that 'whore', undoing the damage that you did, that Wendy finally understood. That was all I wanted."
I grabbed her chin and made her look me in the eyes. "You and your cheating selfish cover-up almost destroyed my marriage. That 'slut', that 'whore' as you like to call her, saved it. She didn't need to, she had nothing vested, she wasn't family. Just a hurting, lost 18 year old in desperate straits. She went out of her way to prevent me from making things worse, and together with your mother, undid your damage, and perhaps made us even stronger."
I glared at her, my hand tensing. It was probably painful for her. "I forgave you. I do. But if you ever say anything bad about Kelly, you will never be welcome in my house, or anywhere around me again. Do you understand?"
In spite of my hand on her chin, she nodded. I released her, and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "No more talk about that, Ok? I can get very upset, still."
"I...I didn't know, Jim. I'm sorry. How could I know? Nobody's talking to me. They won't take my calls. They won't let me in the house. You're the first one that's given me the time of day, and I hurt you the worst. I'm so confused right now."
I hugged her to my chest. "I know you are. It'll get worse before it gets better. They'll talk to you tonight. You may not like it, but they will. At least Wendy will. I imagine your mother will, as well."
My cell phone chose that time to ring, and I picked it up, still hanging onto Alice. "Hey, baby," I said, recognizing her number.
"We're on our way. Need us to pick up anything?"
"Nope. I just need you. Desperately."
She laughed. "You had me. And had me, and had me, and had me. Aren't you getting a little tired of your old wife?"
"Never. I love you."
"Alright, enough sappiness. Keep it up and I won't be able to drive. See you in a couple of minutes."
I hung up when she did, and put the phone to the side. "Finish your wine," I told Alice.
She looked nervous as she drank the last of it down. I went in and checked on my daughter, who thankfully slept like a rock, as she seemed to do about 18 hours a day. Naw, I wasn't jealous.
I returned to Alice. "I'm sorry about this, but you brought it down on yourself. I hope you'll forgive me later."
Her forehead wrinkled in confusion. "For what?"
I pulled my pants down. I wasn't hard, but I was started to firm up, at the thought. "The handjob you're going to give me."
"I will do no such thing!" she gasped.
"You will. You forced my wife to give one to a stranger. She never thought to make that little confession when she was telling me who she cheated with. So now she gets to see you give me one."
"No, John. Don't do this."
"Start, Alice. Right now or I swear to God, I'm on the phone to your husband, and you're out the door forever. Choose."
She looked up at me, but it wasn't anger in her eyes. She reached out for my cock, taking it in her hand and tugging on it. It grew firmer in her soft hand. "Do you want me to suck it?" she asked.
"No. Let me correct that. Hell no! Not that I wouldn't enjoy your mouth, but we're not going there. I won't betray my wife like that. This is a simple lesson for her. If she's been holding anything else back, there'll be hell to pay." I looked down at her, not mentioning I really didn't like the company I'd be sharing her with, if she did blow me.
Alice scooted closer, her face only inches away. I could feel her breath. "She hasn't. I know everything. Tom, Aaron, Jarrod. That's it. Maybe a minute of stroking Miguel's dick. That's the whole of it. Nobody else since you've been engaged."
I thought it was interesting that she didn't say since Wendy met me. Only since we'd been engaged. That would be a discussion for another time.
In the meantime, I looked down at the architect of so much of our troubles. I tamped down my anger, as her hand slid up and down my cock. She leaned forward and licked my shaft, looking up at me.
"Don't Alice," I warned her.
She gazed up at me sorrowfully. "I can't suck it, but I need to lube you up a bit, John, that's all." Her words were followed up by some sloppy licking, that turned into something more. She would kiss my shaft, rubbing her cheek against the bulbous head, glance up at me and give it a kiss. "I'm so sorry, John. I'd never want to hurt you."
Her hand slowly slid up and down my shaft, her lips still exploring. "Enough, Alice. It's only a handjob," I reminded her.
She sounded pitiful as she murmured "I know."
I'll say this for the little slut. She gave a handjob like her sister gave a blowjob. The loving attention, the soft touch, the adoring glances, all reminded me of Wendy. I was actually starting to enjoy it, as something other than a vengeful act. I was about to stop her when I heard the car pull into the driveway.
"Make it good. It's showtime."
===============================



            

  
    It Was Only a Blowjob Ch. 05
  
  It Was Only a Blowjob Ch. 05

            Family issues and vengeance concerns.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/it-was-only-a-blowjob-ch-05

Title: It Was Only a Blowjob Ch. 05

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Novels and Novellas

Description: Family issues and vengeance concerns.

Tags: prostitute, 18-year-old, wife, sister-in-law, oral, hand-job, threesome, mother-in-law, revenge, forgiveness

Series: It Was Only a Blowjob


========================
Family issues and vengeance concerns
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I stood over my sister-in-law, whose cheating had caused so much trouble in my marriage. She looked repentant, as she pressed her lips to my leg, her hand stroking my hard cock, her eyes tracking its path.
It was still hard for me to believe that my wife had given that low-life bastard a handjob and hid it from me. I had forgiven her, all she had to do was be honest. But no, she was still hiding things. Now she was about to find out that keeping secrets from me was not acceptable.
The front door opened, and I turned a little to give them the best view possible. Wendy noticed first. She stood stock still, dropping her bags, I saw a variety of emotions dance across her face. I recognized the understanding.
Kelly was only a little behind her, but only one emotion stood out. Anger. Loud and strong. She dropped her bags, and started toward me. "Damn you, John! You bastard..."
Wendy caught her by the arm. "No. Stop, Kel. This is my fault."
Kelly stopped pulling and looked at her in confusion. "How? Why?"
My wife walked over calmly, stopping next to me. She grabbed her sister's hand, and peeled her fingers away. Alice seemed to be resisting.
"I'm sorry, John. I swear, I didn't even remember it. It was just the one time, and only for a few seconds," she whispered.
"So your cheating is so common, so unimportant, that you can't even remember all the times you've done it?" I snapped, my suppressed anger bursting free.
She moved between me and her sister. "Please not like this, John. This is not like you. You were never cruel. Even with Kelly, I understand now, but not this way."
"What? You don't like your sister touching me? Does that bother you? Not half as much as you continuing to hide your cheating from me! How many more, Wendy? How many more times can I expect to be surprised?" I reached past her grabbing Alice's wrist. "How much more is she going to have to do, to pay off your treachery."
Wendy grabbed my arm tightly. "Not this. Please, John! You have to stop. This isn't right. She doesn't deserve this."
"Doesn't deserve it? This is all her fault!"
She managed to pull my hand free, and her sister let me go. I let Wendy guide me down to the couch. She turned to Kelly. "Cover him up, please?"
Then she sat between me and her sister. "That was a horrible thing to do. She screwed up. I screwed up. But that is way too much. Toying with her like that."
"Toying with her? I wanted you to see. See what I'll be imagining forever. You stroking that fucking illegal's cock," I snapped. Kelly was pulling my pants up, getting me to lift up a little. The little tease gave my shaft a kiss, before she tucked it away. I saw the new look of surprise in Alice's eyes.
"Not like that. You know how she feels about you. To do that, to lead her on, that was just cruel."
"What the fuck are you talking about!"
Wendy looked into my eyes, and I saw surprise in hers. "How can you not know? Jesus, John! She's liked you since the first time I brought you home. To tease her like that, make her play with your cock, when she's never going to get it, never going to get you, that's not right."
"That's not...I mean...She made you do it to the guy, so I thought you should see her...you should have told me!"
She was holding her sister in her arms, and I saw that Alice was crying again. Kelly, always good for a surprise, climbed up on the arm of the couch behind Alice, and hugged her. "I know. Me too. Me too."
My sister-in-law just cried louder. Maybe that was what woke up Jeannie. I heard the fussing and then the crying from the monitor. I left the three of them, and retrieved my daughter. She needed a changing, and she'd calmed down by the time I got her cleaned up, dressed, and back in the living room.
The crying had stopped, and they were huddled together, whispering. Kelly stood and took my baby girl away from me, and delivered her to Wendy for a meal. "I'm going to go take care of him, Ok?" Kelly said.
Wendy nodded, and Kelly turned to Alice. "Call Mom. Use the house phone. Tell her that we said she needed to come over. All three of us. Tell her that."
Kelly took me by the hand and guided me back to the master bedroom. She smiled as she took my pants off. "Up, down, up, down. We should make you wear a kilt for easier access."
"I...I didn't know, Kelly. I swear."
She pushed me back on the bed, slowly undressing. "I know. We all know. You're kind of sweet like that. One track mind for your wife." She took off her shorts, then looked back at me. "Get rid of that shirt."
I did, and she climbed onto the bed with me, naked. "Still no fucking, understood?"
I nodded.
She laid down on top of me, kissing me softly. "You should have talked to her. Not gone about it like that. I thought we were beyond this."
"She makes me so angry. I thought she was being honest to me, and then I found out she cheated again! I'm back to wondering how many more. Was she ever faithful?"
Kelly hushed me with a soft kiss. "She loves you. She screwed up. You need to accept that for a few weeks, she was an idiot. I believe she completely forgot about whatever she did. Don't you?"
"How can she forget about giving another man a handjob?" I could still feel the anger, but Kelly's soft touch and warm body were especially soothing. The little kisses weren't hurting either.
"It didn't matter to her. She had no emotions at all vested in it. She wasn't cheating, I'm sure. Not in her mind. Believe me, it's not that hard to get to the point where sex is just a dirty act. Boring and distasteful with someone you have no feelings for. Something to just get done and over."
I hugged her to my chest. "I'm sorry, Angel. Sometimes I forget."
She squeezed me back. "Damn. I wish I could. God, how I wish I could. Only when I'm with you two, can I let it slip from my mind." Her lips pressed against mine, lingering. "I'm so much worse than her. I've done horrible things. Yet you hold me, love me. Can't you do the same for her?"
"She made promises. Vows. She was supposed to be mine, nobody else's. It hurts so bad when I picture her doing those things."
Kelly nibbled my lip. "She was bad. For almost 5 weeks. You've forgiven her. This was part of that time. Another stupid mistake. Let's believe she forgot, Ok? Please? I do, I really do. She's not intentionally hiding it."
"If there's any more, I don't know what I'll do," I said, anguished.
She squeezed me tightly. "We'll talk to her. See if there was anything else. Not just blowjobs. Anything."
She sat up, smiling. "How do you want it? On my knees? Maybe I should lay down with my head over the edge, and you can fuck my mouth." She reached down and tugged on my cock, which was no longer hard. "69?"
"Can I just hold you a while? She... she hurt me again, Kelly."
I saw her tear up a little. "Whatever you want." She got off the bed. "Let's get under the covers Ok? It's kind of cool in here, if we're not doing anything hot."
She joined me under the covers, draping herself over my side. "Thank you," she whispered, kissing my shoulder.
"For what?"
"This. Don't get me wrong now, I really like blowing you. I just know that sex would be incredible. But choosing this? The holding, the closeness. It's the kindest, most wonderful thing you could ever do for me."
"I love holding you, Angel. You must know that by now."
She climbed on top of me again, wiggling, getting comfortable. "In my heart, I'm starting to believe it. In my head, I'm always waiting for the other shoe to drop. It can't last. I don't deserve it. No way. I've got to be hard, ready, for when this all blows up in my face."
I held her to my chest, arms wrapped around her. "For the moment, run with your heart. I never want to let you go."
"You're married to her."
I kissed the side of her face. "I am. I love her. More than anything. I don't want to sound cruel, but she is, well, she's my wife. My first true love. The mother of my child." I loosened my grip on her, and caressed her skin, rubbing her back lightly, letting my hands drift down to her tight little butt.
"You have a place in my heart, Kelly. A big one. You won't replace my wife. But I love you, and I will as long as you'll let me. You're a good person, and you have to let yourself believe that. You deserve the best of everything. I swear by all that's holy, I'm going to do my damnedest to make sure you get it."
"I want to believe you," she murmured.
"You want me to forgive Wendy for everything? Forgive yourself. Do that for me."
"I wish I could."
"You can. It's a choice. Accept that you did some bad things, made some bad choices. That doesn't make you bad. You're a good person who made some mistakes. Time to forgive yourself, and make better choices."
"I'm trying," she answered.
"I know. You don't have to go it alone. Lean on me. Me and Wendy. We're your family now."
She nodded.
We didn't speak anymore, and I kept my caresses PG, until I realized she was sleeping on my chest.
I was awake, thinking, when Wendy opened the door. She looked in on us, and smiled. "You wore her out?"
I put my fingers to my lips, and beckoned her closer. "Talked and cuddled, that's all," I said softly when she was lying next to me.
"I'm sorry about Miguel. That was the only time, and I didn't do that with anyone else. I swear, John, it slipped my mind. It didn't matter to me. I know it should have, but I was thinking screwy there for a bit. I'm so sorry."
"I know. I overreacted. I... I still have some anger. We'll get past it. I'll do better. I'm sorry, too. I should have talked with you. That was totally wrong on my part."
She kissed me. "We'll be perfect. The envy of every couple. I know you love me, and I hope you know I love you more than anything. I hate what I've done to us, but I'll make it up to you." She reached out and rubbed her hand down Kelly's narrow back. "Hang onto her a bit. Mom's here, and the three of us need some time. I'll come for her when she's needed."
She gave me another quick kiss, and stood up. She was about to say something, then stopped.
I smiled. "What? What were you going to say? The rules? You know I won't break them."
She nodded. "Yep. I still get a little jealous. Then I see the look you have, and I know I can trust you. Absolutely. If you wanted to do more, you'd tell me, wouldn't you?"
I laughed softly. "She's a beautiful, sexy young girl, naked in my bed. You're awfully trusting, aren't you?"
She crawled back on the bed, kissing me softly, then more passionately. She pulled away after a bit. "If that did what I think it did to you, remember, oral only." She grinned. "There. Now do you feel better?"
She climbed off the bed. "And yes. I'm very trusting. Absolutely. You'd never hurt me. Even that crap with Alice. I understand, and I probably had it coming. A handjob is cheating too, and I'll never do it for anyone but you. Message delivered."
I hated to ask, but I couldn't help myself. "Is there anything else I need to know about the last couple of months?"
She shook her head. "I don't think so, but later we'll sit down and I promise, I'll try to go over everything I did that was in any way questionable, alright? I don't need any more surprises either."
I nodded. "You better go now, or your Mom might end up back here looking for us."
Wendy grinned. "Last thing we need is for her to climb in there with you. You are a lot of trouble, you know that?"
"Hey! That wasn't my fault."
"No. The rotten girl in your arms was the big instigator, but she's your responsibility. You're the one that brought her in this house."
"You regret that now?" I asked softly.
"No. Maybe the smartest thing you ever did. But I still get to hold it over you. Wife's prerogative." She grinned, blew me a kiss, and left.
Kelly woke after a while, and gave me a sleepy little kiss. I returned it, with a little more intensity. Before long we were making out like teenagers, lying on our sides, facing each other, hands misbehaving.
I put her on her back, and worshiped her young soft body. I worked my way down, until I was between her legs. At the first touch of my tongue, she moaned. I licked and sucked where I could, teasing her, building her pleasure. I loved the way she responded. At her first small orgasm, I started using my fingers on her, and it didn't take me long to get her off again, harder. I didn't relinquish my hold on her, and trembled when I felt her fingers in my hair, guiding me, holding me down, as her hips pressed up against me.
She was pretty quiet until then, but started to get a little louder, moaning sweetly, talking to me, begging me not to stop. Her third one was big, her entire body tensing, thighs squeezing against my head, fingers pulling on my hair. She pulled a pillow over her face and cried out into it, her hips moving violently, first against me, then trying to get away. I had a good grip on her, and kept her where I needed her, as her orgasms continued unabated.
At the second barely muffled scream I started to bring her down gently, abandoning her clit, and licking the inside of her thighs gently. When her trembling ceased, she pushed my head away gently, tossing the pillow aside. She rose up on her elbows, peering down at me. "Wow," she said, smiling. "That was amazing."
I wiped my face on the sheets, then climbed up on top of her, kissing her small breasts before I got to her lips. "You liked?"
"Liked? That was the best ever. Ev-er."
"Don't tease me."
"Tease? You teased the crap out of me. I loved every minute of it. I... I didn't think it could be like that. God, you're driving me crazy, John!" She kissed me hard. "I need to tell Wendy, Ok? That wasn't just a blowjob, or cuddling. I have to let her know, or I'll feel like shit. I'm already feeling guilty."
"Of course. No secrets."
"You think she might let you do that again?"
I laughed, hugging her. "We can ask, right?"
She leaned back in the bed, rolling her head from side to side. "Wow," she whispered.
She looked around and noticed it was getting dark out. "Shit, how long have we been in here?"
"A few hours."
"Mom come over?" she asked, climbing on top of me, like I was her personal jungle gym.
"Yeah, they're talking it out. Wendy said she'd come for you."
Kelly gave me a wicked grin. "I bet you'd like to see that."
"You know what I mean, devil girl."
She chuckled then kissed me. "Behave. Someone down there is looking for a home, and no way it's going to slip into the wrong one." Another quick kiss. "Besides, I thought I was your Angel."
"You are."
"Can I blow you now? At least until they come looking for me?"
"I wouldn't have it any other way."
She smirked. "Tired of just holding me? Now I'm a plaything?"
"I doubt I'll ever tire of holding you, but you did offer..."
"I did. It's time, buster. That big cock is mine."
She was wonderful, as always. Got me off pretty quickly the first time. Then she took her time, playing, teasing, driving me crazy, endlessly, until I was begging her for release. She was torturing me.
Wendy came looking for us, and watched for a bit. "Finish him, rotten thing. Time for you to join the fray."
Kelly lifted up. "Wanna help?"
Wendy shook her head. "I gotta go back out there to make sure Mom doesn't kill Alice. She's angrier than all of us. I might even have to recruit hubby to calm her down. Stop torturing my man, and then both of you get decent and join us."
Kelly was still being evil, and wouldn't give me my release for a few more minutes.
"Please!" I pleaded. "Begging, I'm begging."
She finally acquiesced, and looked up at me, while I filled her saucy mouth for the second time. I saw her glance over at the clock. "Cool. I get to tell Mom you can keep it up for 56 minutes." She licked my shaft naughtily. "I was going for an hour. You should have let me."
"Another time. We've got company, devil girl."
She pouted. "Angel! I'm your Angel."
I laughed, and pulled her up for a hug and kiss. "Yes you are. I love my little Angel. Now get decent before we go out there."
She stood and went into Wendy's closet, pulling out a yellow sundress. She slipped it on. "Ta-da!"
"Panties?"
"No way. I'm feeling too wicked tonight." She turned to the bathroom. "You just gonna lay there and watch me? You walk out there like that, and you'll be eaten alive."
I got up, and grabbed my boxers. "Behave."
She was brushing her hair, grinning at me. "Might be kind of fun to see what happened if you did. Wife, mother and sister. That would be pretty epic."
"Behave!" I snapped playfully.
She stuck her tongue out at me. "Alright. For a while. But tonight I'm definitely going to misbehave, once we've ditched the other two."
She came over and gave me a quick kiss. "Don't be long."
Wicked girl.
* * *
My part was simple. They were seated around the dining room table, and you could cut the tension with a knife. I went to Carol first, leaning over and giving her a hug and kiss. "Thanks so much for coming over and refereeing. You're the best."
She seemed to calm down a bit. "You didn't need to get involved. I promised you we'd take care of it."
"I know," I explained. "There were just some questions I had to ask for myself, when she showed up, unannounced. That was all. The rest I'll leave in your capable hands. Don't be too harsh on her."
I went over to Alice and turned her chair to face me. "I'm sorry about my behavior. I was out of line."
She shook her head. "No, John, I was the one out of line. You were reacting. Completely understandable."
"Still, I wanted you to know I'm sorry, and that as far as I'm concerned, you're totally forgiven. I know you won't do anything to hurt us again."
She shook her head rapidly. "Never, I swear."
I leaned down and kissed her softly on the lips. "We'll get through this. All of us, together. You're family, and we all love you."
She threw her arms around my neck, hugging me tightly. "Thank you," she whispered.
I felt I'd done about all I could. I turned to the table. "There's a big empty place where our Christmas tree should be. I'm going down to the Boy Scout's place and pick out a nice one. I won't be gone too long."
"Not too big, this year," Wendy said. "Remember last time."
"Don't remind me." I walked over to Kelly and gave her a quick kiss goodbye, then finished with my wife, giving her a reminder of my intentions for later. Her mother was teasing us that they still had things to do before I was finished.
* * *
I took my time, picking through the sparse leavings. I guess I was lucky to find a tree at all. Seven foot tall blue spruce, with one ugly gap in the branches I was going to hide against the wall. For a moment I wondered if there were rules about babies and live trees. Danger of eating pine needles, that kind of stuff.
My life had changed in so many ways in the last few months.
Having a child was the obvious one, a cheating wife was a more painful one, a live-in teen blowjob queen the unexpected one. The closer relationship with the mother-in-law was the strange one. Damn, things were getting weird.
I stopped for a beer at the local watering hole, with the ubiquitous name of Ted's. Not a heavy drinker, I frequented the place rarely, mostly to watch sporting events when I couldn't get them on TV. MMA fights, Boxing matches, Blacked out football games, March madness.
I'm not a complete sports fanatic, but I do enjoy them on occasion.
I sipped my beer, pondering the great question. What to do about Tom?
It was more difficult than it should have been. The essence of the issue was I had no desire to hurt Marie in any way. She was a great friend, and a nice person, who had done nothing wrong.



Expose him, and cause a divorce. Would that help her or hurt her? Affect him financially, and in the end, she would end up paying, at least partially. Humiliate him publicly, and she suffered with him.
Fuck. This really sucked. Why couldn't my wife cheat with some stranger, where I didn't really care what kind of collateral damage there was?
The more I thought about it, the more it came back to one thing. Direct physical retribution. Something that as a male I was programmed to desire, and which for the most part would only affect the intended. Politically incorrect, I know, but damn, there was something fulfilling about the idea.
I was not a naturally violent person, but I didn't shun it. I'd been in enough fights growing up, all the way through college, that I knew I could hold my own, but against the wrong opponent, I'd be mince-meat.
Fortunately, Tom was not the 'wrong' opponent. Physically unimpressive, and visually out of shape, once again I wondered 'Why him?'
I recalled Paul's offer of an alibi, or even direct assistance. I wasn't an ex-seal, green-beret, kung-fu expert. I didn't have an underworld connection to the mafia, or some beefy best friend who liked to hurt people for a living...
Or did I?
No, scratch that. Nobody I could trust, and besides, there was a certain visceral satisfaction that came from dealing out the pain directly, in person. My original intention of taser, abduction, and a good working over was kind of stolen by my wife. Now I was leaning toward a dark alley, and the extended application of some type of blunt weapon to various parts of Tom's anatomy. Between the legs would be especially appropriate, but that might give away too much. Who but me would want to hurt him there?
Wait! That was a great question. Was there anybody else who might have some reason to wish him ill? If he was the kind of guy to go after my wife, without remorse, and bring in others to get involved, perhaps there was more to it. There were a few issues that kept niggling at my hind-brain, begging to be noticed. Questions that needed an answer. Details that didn't make sense...
Ah. Perhaps I had the beginning of a plan after all.
* * *
Things were mostly calm when I got home, and the ladies got together to clear the way for the tree, and help with securing the trunk in the stand. I had sap on my hands and arms, and a watering eye where one branch had poked me, but I also had a damn good looking tree standing in our living room.
I went to clean up, and returned to four lovely ladies decorating the secular Christmas icon. Holiday music was playing on the stereo, and you would have thought there wasn't a single thing wrong in the world.
I was working on the lights, when Carol spoke up. "We're not going to tell him."
I nodded, testing the little bulbs to find out why half the string wouldn't light.
Wendy was standing near me. "Aren't you going to say something? Get mad maybe?"
"Say what?"
"What you think," she answered.
"Alright. Do I think she should tell him? Yes. But I'm not sure. I don't know their relationship, what that would cost. I'd rather know, and work through it, but that's me. What she did was bad, but not unforgivable. Seriously though, I think you all know better. My only question is what if he finds out? That would make it worse, I think."
"Why would he find out?" Kelly asked.
"Oh, I don't know. Maybe because Miguel might blackmail her. Then Alice has the choice of exposure, or keep doing it. I God-damned expect she won't keep doing it, because then I would tell Dan."
Alice spoke up. "Do you really think he might do that?"
"What man would want to give up easy no-strings-attached blowjobs, especially if he's getting paid for them?" I turned to her. "When was the last one?"
"More than two weeks ago," she confessed.
"And he hasn't looked for more?"
"I...He's only been back once, and I made myself scarce. When I was there, I made sure I had several people with me."
"If you're not going to tell Dan, you'll have to figure out something to do about Miguel. That's all I'm saying. Who else knows?"
"Just the people in this room."
"And we're not telling," I said, nodding. "Hopefully if word leaks out about Wendy's indiscretions, it won't end up getting tracked back to you."
Wendy scolded me. "I already took care of that."
"So far. Doesn't mean it will stick. Three men, who've already told numerous others, even if they say they took it back. The rumor is out there. The subject's been broached. Paul said he never believed it, but not everyone's Paul. He was standing with two other men when he was told. You can expect there will be quite a few men who might want to see if the rumors are true. Who knows if any women heard anything? We know Marie's wondering. If it gets in the wives' gossip line, it will spread like wildfire."
Wendy looked obviously upset. "You really think guys are going to start hitting on me? That the wives might start talking?"
"The guys? Pretty much guaranteed. Why not? If you'd do Tom or Jarrod, shit, you'd do anybody. That's the way they're going to see it."
Carol spoke up. "You don't have to mean about it, John."
I grinned as the string of lights lit up. "I'm not Mom, I swear. Hell, I wish it weren't true. I have no doubt at all dozens of men heard the tale. Tom and the others might deny it to the ones they told directly, but how about the next ones down the line? Reputation, once it's questioned, is almost impossible to clear up."
Wendy walked away from the tree and sat down. "Crap. This just keeps getting worse and worse, doesn't it? You warned me, that first night. I know."
I went over and sat down next to her. "It's not getting worse. The worst part was us, and that's taken care of. Now we figure out a way to survive the fallout."
"How?" Wendy asked.
"Stand tall. Don't act any different around our friends, except turn down the flirting a notch. Any guy makes the least bit of comment that's inappropriate you shut them down hard. They do it twice, you come to me. You stay away from the three bastards who caused this. The first time they speak to you, tell them you never want to speak with them again, and if they persist, you come to me. Never be alone with any man, for any reason, unless you're absolutely sure that you can trust him, and probably not even then. We let time work on our side, and after a year or so, they should stop trying, and things may get back to normal. Never with those three, we're done with them. You're probably going to have to give up your friendship with Marie."
"Give up Marie? She's my best friend!"
"That's the cost. Sad isn't it? Maybe you can salvage it, but you'll have to make her understand that Tom has to be out of the picture. Completely."
"But we took care of him," she whined.
"No. You neutralized him, maybe. I'll never be able to be civil to him again. If he says two words to me, chances are I'll punch him in the face. Kick him in the nuts once he's down. Repeatedly."
She got up and walked to the back of the house. Maybe she was finally realizing the depths of what her actions had cost us.
The little get-together broke up before much longer, with Alice and Carol both leaving shortly after. I gave Alice a hug, and told her I'd think about the Miguel issue. She thanked me and apologized again.
Carol gave me a bigger hug. "I guess I have to thank you again. You've brought me and my girls closer than ever. Not under the best of circumstances, but it is what it is. Thanks."
"They're good girls. You did a great job. One stupid mistake, that escalated. I think we caught it early enough to avoid the worst."
She pulled me down for a kiss, and it was far from anything a mother-in-law should do. She grinned afterward. "You're determined to get my bottom lit up, aren't you?"
"Hey! Don't blame that one on me!"
She gave me another peck. "It's your fault. You had to be so damn sweet and lovable. Wendy's a luck girl."
"Ed's a lucky man," I reminded her.
"He's gonna be lucky tonight. Another kiss like that and I'll have to change my panties."
"Mom!"
She chuckled. "Don't make it worse, John. Comfort your wife tonight, alright? She's going to be hurting."
"I know. She gets the middle of the bed."
Carol pouted. "There you go again. Tease. Putting that image in my head. God, I'm going to wear out that husband of mine."
I laughed, giving her a hug. "We're going to sleep in tomorrow. Until at least 11:00. I think we need a little playtime. Don't you dare come over before 10:00."
She looked surprised, then gave me a kick in the shins. "You are a bastard. Teasing an old woman like that."
"Not before 10:00, you hear me?"
She smiled. "I'm leaving. Before I leave a puddle on your front stoop. Goodnight John."
"'Night Mom. You are the best you know."
"Keep it up, and you're going to find out," she told me over her shoulder. "I won't be able to sit for a week."
* * *
Kelly helped me clean up a bit, and I realized I'd never eaten. I ordered a pizza delivered, and when it arrived, we took it back to the bedroom.
It took a bit to cajole Wendy out from under the covers, but Kelly and I worked on her, cuddling her, kissing her. We fed her, and each other, until it turned playful, and a little naughty. Wendy was finally laughing, "You guys are making a mess," she griped playfully.
"Yep. I'm thinking group shower when this is done," I told her.
Kelly offered to clean up, and I took my wife into the shower. It was wonderful, loving and playful, without getting too carried away. She was shampooing my hair, when I heard the shower door open.
"We need a bigger shower," I heard Kelly announce, before feeling her flesh against mine. Her hands joined Wendy's in my hair.
"I never planned on trying to fit three in here," I explained.
One of the hands had moved down below the waist, and was lathering up my cock and the hair above it. "We should clean him up down here," Kelly said. "I'm tired of getting hairs stuck in my teeth."
"Shave him clean?" Wendy asked.
"Naw, I thing that looks weird. Just clean it up, you know? Trimmed and neat."
"Don't I get a say in it?" I asked.
They were rinsing off my hair, and I felt lips brush against mine. "Of course you do dear," my wife said softly. "Do you want blowjobs or not?"
"It that how it is, then?"
She laughed, "Of course not. But if you did let us clean you up, we'd enjoy it more. Don't you want us to be happy, John?"
That was how I ended up sitting on the edge of the sink, with two women wielding scissors and razors shearing me. Nothing I'd ever thought I'd be into, but I was willing to go along if that's what it took to make them happy. There was plenty of 'sampling' of the results to go along. They were of the impression that the job was easier done, if I was hard while they were doing it.
Of course, once I was finished, the conversation reverted to the girls' own personal care down there, and it was a good twenty minutes longer before we escaped from the bathroom.
I admitted I preferred a little hair, not the completely bald look. For Wendy, the girls decided on a two-inch high triangle, pointing the way. Kelly was more of a minimalist, and didn't have a lot of pubic hair to start with. A little landing strip was all she was left with by the time we were done.
After that experience, it seemed natural for us to test the results, and I was encouraged to go down on both of them, and they took turns with me, before working together. Wendy's earlier suggestion of taking all three of her holes fell by the roadside. It was an oral only evening of debauchery, and after they each got me off once, they were definitely in an ornery mood, and were determined to make me wait for the last release. Wait, and wait, and wait.
It was an incredible night, and any concerns that Kelly had about my going down on her earlier were soon put to rest.
"I did say oral only," Wendy teased her, while I was parked between the teen's slender legs. "I'd still prefer if you guys didn't do it behind my back. When I'm here, I don't mind. Not in the least. But when I'm not, and I think of you two together, I get a little jealous."
I moved away from Kelly, going after my wife, and dragging her into my arms. "She's adorable, but you're right. It's not the same if you're not here."
Kelly snuggled into us. "I'm cool with whatever you want. I love the feeling of being in your arms. Either of you. That's more than enough for me. Let's tone it down. I'll only be with either of you intimately, when all three of us are together. Is that Ok?"
Wendy was a little quiet. "I don't want to interfere," she said softly.
I gave her a little shake. "Don't be silly. Kelly and I are more about the closeness than the sex. Let's not do anything that gives you the least concern. That would be stupid. You call the shots, baby."
Kelly looked nervous. "I don't have to be here at all, if it bothers you Wendy. No more teasing or anything. I swear."
Wendy put her arm around our playmate, pulling her close. "I like it when you're here with us sometimes. Most of the time, to be honest. Sometimes I need him for myself, but when we're playing around, just having fun, it's great to have you with us. I never had contemplated anything like it, but you're so good about it. It makes everything better."
My wife looked at me, giving me a soft kiss. "You agree? It's better with her here?"
I kissed her back. "Not 100%. It can be sensational, and watching you two taking care of me together is nothing short of mind-blowing. But it's not better than the times when I want you, and only you, for loving, not for sex. I'm not sure I'm saying it right, but do you know what I mean? There's times when it's so much more than sex."
Wendy gave me a smile. "I know exactly what you mean, and you lost that for several months, didn't you? I bet that's why all you wanted was my pussy for those last couple of months. I was such an idiot not to understand that. I... I felt kind of slighted, that you were tired of my blowjobs, when you'd stop them every time. I'm sorry."
"No, it's my fault too. I know what you like, and I took it away from you. No more of that. For the record, I love your blowjobs. Always have, and still do," I said.
Wendy giggled, cuddling into me. "We were both kind of stupid. No more either/or. We can do both. Especially now that I got that stupid idea of no oral after sex out of the way. One more thing we owe our lover-girl for." She grinned mischievously. "Want to pay her back a little?"
I spent the next half-hour between Kelly's legs, pleasuring her, while my wife teased her with hugs and kisses, titty play, and eventually, to my surprise, straddling the girl's face. We had worn her out by the time we were done.
"That was excessively naughty," I teased my wife, as we cuddled the exhausted teen between us.
Kelly smiled tiredly. "Naughty Wendy."
Wendy blushed. "Not too far, was it Kelly? I got carried away."
Kelly shook her head. "Never too far with you. I love you. I would do anything for you."
They kissed, separating a bit, looking into each other's eyes, then their lips met again. And stayed together, quietly, lovingly, joined at the mouth. I was content to hold Kelly in my arms, while my wife made out with the young girl like they were teenagers. Hell, one of them was. I was regretting that the last blowjob had worn me out. I could feel a little stirring down below, but not enough.
They separated, and Kelly turned to me. She ran her fingers through my hair, then brushed her lips across mine. "You don't mind that I love her as much as you?"
"No. I think it's wonderful," I said softly. We cuddled and kissed, our mouths joined for a quiet eternity.
I eventually rolled her onto her back, between Wendy and me. I looked at my wife watching us contently. "Whatever you two want to do together, I'll be happy with," I told her.
Wendy blushed, her eyes glancing down at Kelly. "We'll see," she said softly, a hint of nervousness displayed in her voice.
I leaned across our girl, and kissed my wife tenderly. "I adore you, you know?"
She smiled. "I know. It's the only thing that makes this possible. Thank you for the way you handled Alice tonight. Your forgiving her made the rest possible. I don't think I would have been able to, if not for you. I know Mom wouldn't. Thanks for putting the family first."
"I didn't. I put you first. I always will. I believe you'll be happier with her in your life than out of it. If I didn't, I would have destroyed her. I'm still pissed at her. But even more than getting back at her, I want you happy, and in this case, that means putting the things she did aside, and forgiving her. I won't forget though."
Wendy seemed a little surprised. "Oh. I guess I didn't understand. You would have destroyed her?"
"If she was anyone but your sister. She came too damn close to breaking up this marriage. Anyone who comes between you and me, had best watch their back," I said, a little of my anger returning.
"I never would. I promise," Kelly said fearfully.
I'd thought she was asleep, she'd been so quiet. She was watching me anxiously. I stroked her face softly, and kissed the tip of her nose. "I know, Angel. You're just the opposite. You bring us together, make us better. I love you for that."
That seemed to relax her, and she smiled, then turned to Wendy, cuddling in close, squirming down a little so her head was resting between my wife's milk enlarged breasts. I scooted closer, spooning her, making a tight little teen sandwich. She wriggled a little, pressing her butt back against me. I pressed against her, and heard her sigh contentedly.
Wendy was half-asleep, eyes closed, head bent forward, chin resting on the top of Kelly's head. I reached across and placed my hand on her waist, needing to feel her. I cuddled my Angel, and leaned my head over, until my forehead rested against Wendy's. It all felt so good, so natural. Strange, I'm sure, to anybody who wasn't there, but perfect in the moment.
"Love you," I heard the slightest whisper escape Wendy's lips.
"I know, baby," I answered softly, secure in knowing it was true.
* * *
I don't know how I slept the night before.
When I woke, I could barely move. Wendy was lying at an angle, head and shoulders resting on my chest, her arm thrown across me. Looking down past her, our resident nudist Kelly was on her belly, laying across my thighs. Her legs were tangled with Wendy's.
Our 18 year old mattress companion's head was resting on my thigh, one arm curled under my out-turned knee. When I tried to move, she whimpered a little, grabbing my leg and snuggling in closer. Her nearer arm was angled, her hand resting on my stomach, forearm pressed against Wendy's side.
I don't know how either of them could sleep like that, but I adjusted myself slightly, and leaned back, a smile on my face. There were worse ways to wake up.
I kissed the top of Wendy's head, content to caress her back and relax. With my other hand, I was able to reach down and brush Kelly's hair back, exposing her pretty face, so quiet and innocent in sleep. I closed my eyes, and reveled in my situation. Life was good.
Wendy must have been half-awake. She turned her head slightly and kissed my chest, then snuggled in. My hand caressing her back traveled further, gently rubbing her curvaceous bottom. I reminded myself to make sure I got some of that aloe on her butt. I was feeling a little guilty about how bruised she'd looked. Not that she hadn't earned it.
Kelly was moving around, and I felt her face nuzzle up against my crotch. It didn't take more than a few seconds for me to respond. I looked down, and saw her wiggle her head in tighter, until my shaft was pressed against her lower face. A small kiss pressed against my flesh, then her lips parted, moving around my shaft, the tip of her tongue teasing me. Looking at her, I could swear she was still asleep.



I was happy to let her do her thing, utterly relaxed, except for those few inches the teen was caressing. Wendy shifted, lifting her body a bit, before turning her face toward me. I opened my eyes to see her gazing at me, a small smile turning up the corner of her lips. "Morning," she whispered softly.
I returned her smile. "Love you, baby."
She wiggled closer, so her face was closer to mine, and raised her lips for a kiss, which I happily gave her.
"I know why you're smiling," she teased sleepily. "Our girl's being naughty."
"Shh," I said softly. "I think she's still asleep."
Wendy grinned. "Really?" she whispered.
I nodded. "She hasn't moved in several minutes. Except for that naughty mouth of hers. Maybe she's dreaming."
"What do you want to do today?" she asked softly, bestowing little kisses on my chin that had me hardening further.
"Spend the morning with you in my bed. No other plans, although I think we need to find a car for Kelly soon. It might be a good day to look around for a decent used one."
Our whispers seemed so intimate, our faces so close to each other. "You really like her don't you?" Wendy said.
"I do. She's so sweet, so giving. I can't help but wonder how she ever ended up on the street. My heart bleeds for her. I want to take care of her, stop the destructive way she was living her life. I'm not in love with her, if that's what you're thinking."
She shook her head. "No. I can tell the difference. You're going to be a great father."
That seemed like an odd thing to say. I brushed it off. "I know you like her too."
Wendy nodded gently. "I think it's different than you. I keep thinking how she brought us back together, when she could have driven a wedge between us. From the first time she shared your cum with me, slapping me for being so ignorant, to that whole day together, opening her heart, telling me so much about her hurt, making me see what I had done. What might have happened to me, to us. We have to help her. I have to. I hope you'll let me. Help me."
I kissed her softly. "Of course. I feel it too."
Wendy closed her eyes, cuddling in close. "Thank you," she mumbled.
I was still half asleep several minutes later, when I felt a change in the movement down below. Kelly was getting a little more active, and I felt her mouth move downward licking my balls, and capturing one in her mouth. I had to stifle a moan when she sucked on it, then did the same for the other. Her body shifted and I felt her hand on my shaft, holding it, stroking it softly.
I anticipated more, but she got up and crawled up the bed, opposite Wendy, and put her head on my shoulder. She didn't say anything, but she pulled the sheet which was barely hanging on the bed over us, then cuddled in. I put my arm around her, holding her.
Wendy was laying almost perpendicular to me, still facing me. Kelly leaned her head forward and kissed my wife on the forehead, then on the nose, and finally on the lips. I couldn't help but moan slightly when she stayed there, lips pressed against Wendy's. I couldn't see the kiss, but I felt the response in Wendy's body, as she slowly woke.
"Can I take care of him?" Kelly asked sleepily.
"That would be nice," Wendy murmured in response.
"You too?" Kelly whispered a few seconds later.
Wendy was slower to respond. "I... I'd like that."
Kelly rose up, and gave me a quick kiss. "You guys relax. I'm just going to fool around, Ok?"
I nodded.
She crawled under the sheets, and I felt her mouth move onto my cock. I'd been softening, but she fixed that quickly enough. She was gentle and loving, as she sucked me.
"Nice?" Wendy asked, eyes still closed.
"Very."
"You don't mind if she..." she hesitated to finish.
"Not at all. Just the opposite," I assured her.
Wendy opened her eyes, smiling. "I'm getting wet thinking about it."
"Good," I said, then closed my eyes, concentrating on what Kelly was doing to me.
The teen didn't seem to be in a hurry, but she wasn't dragging it out either. As I got more excited, she did nothing to slow me down, letting me get worked up until I was thrusting into her mouth, and coming for her. She took her time finishing, until I was soft. I felt her climb across my legs, then Wendy was shifting her body, getting comfortable. I heard her first sigh, and knew that Kelly had started on her.
"God, this is exciting, knowing what she's doing to you," I whispered, running my fingers through Wendy's hair.
"Really?" Wendy whispered.
"Hell yeah. It's amazing."
Wendy smiled and nodded. "It is."
I held my wife as she achieved her first orgasm of the morning several minutes later. Kelly didn't stop, and it was thrilling to see Wendy gasping, writhing in my arms as she reached several more.
She was coming off a big one, clinging to me. "I need you now, John. Please," she whimpered.
I was definitely ready, and I pulled myself out from under Kelly's legs, and dragged the sheet away. I playfully lifted Kelly up from between my wife's legs, and took her place, easing my cock home, then sitting upright and fucking my sexy woman.
Kelly scurried up the bed, and started kissing Wendy, while I drove my cock in and out of her. I felt good, hard but in control, and suspected I'd be able to take my time enjoying myself.
That changed, and my heart skipped a beat when Kelly got up and straddled Wendy's face. I hadn't seen that one coming. A few seconds later I heard Wendy whimpering, as she stiffened and I felt her come on my cock. I tilted her legs back, leaning over her and fucking her harder. I leaned my head against Kelly's back, kissing her smooth young skin, as I pounded away at my wife.
I don't remember a time when she was so excited. She had another huge orgasm, her cries muffled between Kelly's thighs. Kelly was whimpering, hanging onto the headboard, grinding her pussy down against Wendy's face. I pulled Wendy's legs together, her ankles over my shoulders, and fucked her hard.
The whole bed was shaking a little later, as the two girls came almost in unison. I felt myself getting close, but was nowhere near willing to end our play. I stopped, my cock buried in my wife, and pulled Kelly backward against me. She looked up into my eyes, smiling. "Take care of her for a while, I need a break," I told her.
Her grin broadened as she climbed off my wife. I gave Wendy a few more deep thrusts, and had barely pulled off when Kelly dove in and took my place. I climbed up the bed, looked down at my wife's soaked face. The lust in her eyes was exciting. I kissed her, tasting Kelly's juices. "We're going to wear you out, wild thing."
"I...I'm sorry," she gasped nervously.
I laughed. "I hope not. That was incredible. Did you like it?"
She was whimpering under Kelly's attention, and her eyes rolled back for a moment. "God, yes! Your toy. Both of yours..."
The short break was enough to stem any need to come, and I brought my cock to her lips. She was too distracted to give me her best, but she sucked my cock like she was desperate for it. I let Kelly give her a couple of more orgasms before I felt the need to take her again.
I pulled away, and almost laughed as Wendy's lips tried to cling to me. I moved down the bed, and with a small push, urged Kelly away. When she moved, I grabbed my wife's hips, and lifted her up, flipping her over roughly. I pulled her ass up, opening her legs, and moved between them. It only took a few seconds to be back inside Wendy, stroking away.
"Kiss me, Kelly," I told the adorable teen watching me.
She smiled, and wrapped her arms around my neck, before nearly sucking my tongue off. When she finally gave me a moment to breath, I told her to move up the bed, and let Wendy pleasure her.
She didn't need any more encouraging, and was sitting with her legs splayed, Wendy's face lodged in her pussy, while I long-stroked my wife.
I tried to pace myself. I was having the time of my life, watching us turn my wife inside out. Kelly had a pretty, shuddering orgasm, and Wendy had a few small ones of her own. I had my thumb in her back door, teasing her. The excitement was too much, and I wasn't about to pull out this time. I needed to fill her.
I grabbed her hips and pounded her as hard as I could. Wendy pulled her face out of Kelly's crotch, and cried out, trembling. Kelly grabbed her by the hair, and pulled her mouth back down where she thought it belonged while I approached my finish. Several deep hard thrusts later I was too far gone to stop, and I growled "Fuck!" loudly as I erupted inside her. It was incredible, each release seeming to start in my lower back, sending tingles down my spine, as I pumped her full.
I was so distracted by my finish that I was surprised when Kelly's face appeared underneath me. I pulled out of Wendy, and Kelly took my place, pulling Wendy down, and sucking my juices out of her.
Gasping, my heart hammering in my chest, I climbed up the bed, and took over Kelly's place, pulling Wendy's face into my lap. She took me in her mouth, shuddering, and sucked on my semi-hard cock.
Kelly's body was sticking out from under Wendy at an angle. I reached down between the teenager's legs, and played with her wet pussy, while my wife sucked away. Kelly was wriggling cutely, thrusting back against my hand. I was only slightly surprised, when a few minutes later, in between a couple of Wendy's almost endless orgasms, that I was getting hard again.
That was how Carol found us.
She walked in the bedroom door, shaking her head. "I waited until 10:30. You three are incorrigible."
Wendy only whimpered and kept sucking.
"Morning, Mom. We're trying to see if we can wear her out," I said grinning.
She nodded tolerantly. "Jeannie's still sleeping. I can see her Mommy is no position to be doing any feeding at the moment. I'll see if I can lay her down."
She disappeared out the door, and I found that the added attention had finished the job that Wendy's mouth had been doing. I was hard and ready for another go.
I pulled out of her mouth, and laid down beside her. "Ride me, Wendy," I told her.
She looked at me nervously. "Mom's here."
"Ride me, or we'll both ride you," I told her.
She blushed, then climbed off Kelly's glistening face, and straddled my waist. She lowered herself on my cock, and it set off yet another orgasm. "G-g-g-god," she gasped, "I...I can't stop coming."
I grinned, and waved Kelly closer. "You too, Angel. Ride me."
The teen smiled, and gave me a kiss. "I'd love to."
She straddled my head, lowering that pretty little gash down to my mouth, facing Wendy. I lost track of things then, but heard the girls talking to Carol, shortly after.
It probably wasn't my best plan ever. I wasn't going to be coming any time soon, and the girls seemed happy enough to use me for a good long while. Wendy's actions slowed, a nice easy screwing, while Kelly was more than happy to let me lick her endlessly, coming softly every so often.
In the meantime, I listened to the girls chat, as if nothing unusual was happening. I felt the pressure on the bed, as Carol sat down beside us. Kelly was laughing, saying we all were each other's breakfast. Wendy was pouting that we wouldn't leave her alone, she was so sensitive that if she moved wrong, she'd come again. She gasped, when I thrust up against her hard, lifting her off the bed, after I heard that. It got a giggle out of the other two.
"Mom!" Wendy cried out, and I almost laughed when I heard Carol teasing her. "Just one picture. Your father's never going to believe this. I'm going to get sooo lucky."
They talked about Alice, and Kelly scolded Wendy for never calling Marie. They discussed some more last minute shopping and possibly going out looking for a car. Kelly stopped squirming on my tongue for a second. "I can't let you do that," she argued.
Wendy laughed. "You're ours now, and if we want to get you a car, there isn't a damn thing you can do about it."
"It's too much already," Kelly argued.
Carol interjected, "We should talk to the Evans. They still have their old Honda sitting in the driveway. I don't think it's moved in almost a year. I bet they'd let it go cheap."
"Have Dad talk to them," Wendy said.
I was surprised at how easily they could carry on a conversation. It almost made me wonder if I wasn't doing my job well. Thankfully Kelly shifted position, grinding down against my face, before coming nicely. Ego soothing. She wasn't totally immune to me.
They were talking about going out for lunch, when I heard the baby monitor go off, and our daughter's crying.
"Crap," Wendy whined. "Let me have one more, and then you can finish him, Ok Kel?"
"Sounds like a deal to me," Kelly giggled. I felt Wendy's actions change, and she was pounding down on my cock eagerly, forcefully. I felt her weight shift again, and the movement was even faster.
"Doesn't he ever come?" Carol asked.
Kelly laughed. "It's his third one this morning. He'll be a while."
I didn't want to disabuse her of the notion, but the way things were going with Wendy, it wouldn't be that much longer. I thrust back against her, and was gratified to hear her sexy moans, before she cried out and slammed down on my cock, grinding against me hard.
A few seconds later, I felt the coolness of the air as she climbed free. That didn't last long before Kelly leaned down and her mouth engulfed me. The change in position gave me a little light, and I could breathe a bit easier. I wasn't doing as good a job on Kelly's young pussy as I could have, but I had good cause for being distracted.
I felt the weight on the other side of the bed, as Jeannie's greedy cries stopped. "Aren't they cute together?" Wendy said.
Carol laughed. "I don't know if I'd call it cute, but they're a handsome pair. It doesn't bother you at all?"
"Nope. I know they both love me a hell of a lot more than they love each other. Pretty cool, huh?" Wendy answered.
I knew it was true of me, but Kelly?
Abruptly, Kelly seemed determined to finish me. Once she'd made up her mind, I was toast. I didn't last another minute, groaning between her legs, before I was filling her mouth.
She climbed off me shortly after, and I was done. Finished. As worn out as I was hoping to leave Wendy. I tried to catch my breath, wiping my wet face, laying there, exhausted. I could have used another full night's sleep.
I raised my head and looked over at my wife feeding our daughter. She gazed on me lovingly, smiling. Kelly was behind her, hugging her. She looked up at me as well, caught my eye, and opened her mouth, showing me her hard won reward. She grinned happily, and closed it, before leaning her head on Wendy's shoulder.
I turned to look at Carol, who was sitting nearby, once again clad only in her panties. She grinned at me, then laid down beside me, cuddling in.
"You poor man. I don't see how you're going to survive those two."
I gave her a squeeze, then let my hand slide down her body, giving her butt a squeeze. She looked up at me, a surprised look on her face. "It's a tough job, but I sure as hell ain't going to let anyone else do it," I told her.
She giggled, and gave me a kiss, then made a face. "You're going to have to do something about that breath, young man."
"As soon as I have enough strength to climb out of this bed. I'm thinking Wednesday."
She wriggled against me, her hand stroking my side. "No way. You're going to clean up and take all four of your girls to lunch."
I was naughty, and slid my hand in the back of her panties, squeezing her cheek. "John!" she scolded, but I noticed she didn't brush my hand away. Reason enough to give her other cheek a nice squeeze and a rub.
"Four? Are you one of my girls, Mom?"
She smiled and kissed my cheek. "Ever since you called me over that first night. I'm not a plaything like those two, but yes, John. I'm yours too. Just like you're one of my boys."
I left her bottom alone, and surprised her by pulling her on top of me. "You don't know how happy that makes me."
She laughed. "Better not be too happy. I'm not ready for the kind of whipping I'd get if you got any more friendly."
I gave her a little shake and a hug. "Don't worry. Not that you aren't sizzling hot, but I'm the last person in the world you'd have to worry about taking things too far."
She smiled. "Good. As long as we understand our limits." She laid back down on me, her legs opening and embracing my legs, her mouth planting little kisses on my chest."
I looked over at my wife, a little surprised at her mother's intimate actions.
"It's your own fault," she said grinning. "So damn irresistible."
I let my hands wander back down Carol's back, until I had my hands in her panties again, massaging her butt cheeks. She clearly had no problem with that, grinding her hips against me, and nibbling on my neck, and then my ear.
"You are such a naughty boy," she said softly. "I am your wife's mother, remember?" she teased.
"My wife's hot mother, almost naked in my bed," I teased back.
"God, what am I going to do with you?" Wendy laughed, reaching out and slapping my hand. "Down boy."
I looked over at her, grinning guiltily. Kelly was gone, and I heard the water running in the tub.
"John!" Carol snapped, sliding off my body. "What's this about?" she said, holding my stiff cock in her hand, waving it.
"Mother! Leave that alone!"
Carol's hand pulled away quickly. "I thought you were done for the day!" she snapped, slapping my chest.
"Hey! So did I! It's not my fault you were driving me crazy." I gave her a squeeze. "If you'll take care of burping your granddaughter, I'll let my sexy wife take care of this."
"I'll do nothing of the kind!" Wendy said, but her grin let me know she was teasing. "I didn't cause it, so I have no responsibility here."
I sat up and took Jeannie from her breast. "She is finished, isn't she?"
"Yes, but that doesn't mean..."
I passed my daughter across the bed, and pulled Wendy close. "You promised you'd never deny me," I reminded her.
"God, John! You are so bad. You want to take me now? With my mother and our baby here? Didn't you get enough?"
I pulled her underneath me, and her legs opened, allowing me access. I stroked my cock, rubbing it against her opening.
"Gentle, you beast. You've worn me out," she whispered, but I saw the look in her eye.
I eased myself inside of her, taking my time, until I was buried. I leaned over her, kissing her neck. "I'll never get enough of you. Haven't you figured that out yet?"
"I can't believe you," she said softly, thrusting back against me. "That denying thing. We keep it in the house, Ok? I don't need you getting all worked up and doing me in the ladies room in some bar."
I kissed her, and realized if my breath was as bad as hers, her mother was right. "I'd never embarrass you. I would wait until I got you to the backseat of our car."
"Beast," she moaned, her hands grabbing my ass as I thrust into her. "In front of my mother."
"I love you," I whispered to her. "More than life itself."
"Love me, John. Love me forever," she gasped, her arms wrapping around my body, clutching me to her.
It wasn't forever, but it was a good long while. We were alone when we finished. She was clinging to me, needy. "You do love me, don't you?" she asked.
"Always and forever. Nothing will ever change that."
"You know I'm sorry, right? I never meant to hurt you," she whispered.
"I know. You don't have to say it. It's over, and you have nothing more to be sorry about, Ok? Don't even think about it. It happened, and if anything, we're better for it. I know you'll never cheat on me. As much as I know anything in my life."
She nodded. "Good. I'd die without you." She kissed me, and made a face. "Jesus, we need to clean up, don't we?"



I nodded, and got up out of her arms. I helped her from the bed, and took her to the shower with me, wondering how life could get any better.
I was done first, and went out to join the rest of the family in the living room.
"About time," Carol said, looking at her watch.
"Don't start, Mom. It was your fault," I told her.
"Me!"
"Yes, you. Getting me worked up like that. Naughty girl." I leaned over and gave her a quick kiss. "You didn't stick around?"
She shook her head. "No way. You guys weren't playing anymore. That was way too intimate for me to intrude. You really are crazy about her, aren't you?"
I plopped down next to her, watching Kelly play with my daughter. "And then some. She's the best. You did good raising her."
Carol leaned over and gave me a hug. "I'm glad. I... I get a little nervous," she said, glancing meaningfully at our resident ex-street walker.
Kelly was paying attention. She laughed, "Don't worry about me. Even when they were at each other's throats that first night, it was obvious. Nothing's going to get between them. Not even someone as gorgeous and irresistible as me," she teased playfully.
She looked up at Carol. "As long as you keep things PG rated. You're just like her, with another 20 years experience. That's gotta be hard to resist. You're not going to steal your baby's man, are you?"
Carol looked at her in surprise, her mouth hanging open. "Me? Like that could ever happen. No way. Besides, if you can't do it, I don't see anybody being able to."
Kelly scooped up Jeannie in her arms, then sat in my lap. "Good. As long as we behave, they're as good as gold." She turned her head to me, and gave me a little kiss. "Right handsome?"
"Absolutely. I love you both, but Wendy's my life."
"Perfect. Just don't forget it, and we'll all be happy as clams," Carol answered, leaning against me.
Wendy walked in, looking beautiful as always. "Alright, what are you guys scheming now?"
Carol smiled at her. "How to make sure that nobody ever gets between you two again."
Wendy took her daughter from Kelly. "I don't think you have to worry about that, does she, hubby dearest?"
"I believe that's the answer we all arrived at," I said, lifting a pouting Kelly out of my lap. "I, for one, am starving. Let's get this show on the road, or we'll be eating dinner instead of lunch."
* * *
Patty's Place was an odd little eating establishment. It was only open for breakfast during the week, and through lunch on the weekends. Mom nearly had a fit when I announced that was where we were going. Their portions were huge, and not a single healthy item on their entire menu.
I was feeling pretty amazing, seated with the three beautiful women, and my magical daughter sleeping in her car carrier at the end of the table. Once more I felt a pang of envy at how he could sleep so much, anywhere.
Wendy was sitting beside me, at the end next to our girl. Kelly was across from me, with Mom next to her. Everyone was in a great mood. Two days before Christmas, with the holiday merriment making everything a little better.
Mom had just gotten off the phone with her husband. "Y'all can stop by the Evans place any time. They'd be happy to unload the car." She gave us their number, so we could call ahead.
The meal was a feast, every plate enough for two. Kelly and I both managed to clean ours. I sometimes wondered if the girl had a tapeworm. How could she eat as much as she did, and still look like a starving waif?
"What?" she asked, plucking a sausage off of Mom's plate.
"Still hungry?" I teased.
She blushed. "Making up for a few lost meals. So sue me. When I get over 105 I'll slow down."
"Don't worry, Angel. I'll widen the door to the bedroom if I have to."
I dodged the incoming chunk of sausage laughing. "Now I've seen everything. Kelly throwing away food."
"Keep it up, buster, and I'll make you beg so hard, you'll be crying." She gave me a smirk, poking her fork into Wendy's side of pancakes which hadn't seen any action in a while.
"Hey strangers!" I heard, and saw Tonja walking our way. My fists clenched at my side, because I knew her husband Aaron couldn't be too far away. The lousy bastard.
Sure enough, while Tonja got introduced to Kelly and Mom, Aaron walked up behind her, their two little ones in tow. They were going to be seated right next to us, and he was getting them situated. He glanced over at me a couple of times, and I could see the nervousness.
I was surprised when he walked over to my end of the table, after getting the kids settled.
"John, can I talk to you a minute? Outside?"
I wanted to punch him in the face, but I only nodded. "Be back in a minute," I told the girls.
We walked out the door, and he kept going a ways, down to the corner. I could see him screwing his courage up. He turned to face me, and I estimated my chances. I'm not a small guy, but Aaron looked like he could still be playing college ball. He had to be 6'3", two-twenty, and it was well distributed on him. He was as black as any man I'd ever seen, almost blue-black. I could well imagine the lure of a man like him for my wife. I braced myself.
"Listen. I owe you an apology. I really fucked up."
I didn't say anything. For one, I didn't know how much he thought I knew.
"I... I took advantage of Wendy," he said, his voice cracking. "It was wrong, and stupid. I was drunk, but there was no excuse for it."
"You slept with her?" I asked, testing him.
He shook his head no, adamantly. "God no! What I did was bad enough. I, shit, I let her give me a blowjob. Just the once, and it's been tearing me up ever since."
I just stared at him.
"You want to hit me, go for it. I deserve it. I was a bastard. I would never do that to a friend. I swear, the biggest mistake of my life. I... I couldn't take it. I told Tonja."
That shocked me. "Who else did you tell?"
"Nobody. I swear. No one. I was too ashamed. I'm not a cheater. It's just been Tonja since sophomore year. I never did anything like that before. I swear, I've never even been tempted. If it was anyone but Wendy... You know what she did afterward, don't you?"
I nodded.
"I had it coming. She let me off easy. So if you want some payback of your own, I understand. At the Christmas party Tom offered it to me again, but I couldn't. Not that she isn't tempting as hell..."
I raised my eyebrows, waiting for him to finish that train of thought.
"Damn it, John! We all know what she does for you. I couldn't help but think about that the first time, but never again. I'm sorry. I really am."
"How did Tonja take it?" I asked.
"You don't want to know. I'm so far in the doghouse, I'm wondering if I'll ever see the light of day. She says the only reason she's keeping me is because I came clean. If she'd heard it from anyone else, my ass would be out the door."
"Probably a smart move, then."
He nodded. "I hope it didn't cause too much trouble between you two. She wouldn't let us do anything else. Nothing. Said that would be cheating. I wanted you to know. It would kill me to think I was the cause of breaking you guys up. Damn, I fucked up."
I steadied my breath. I wanted to be angry with him. If he could just smirk once. Do something wrong. His groveling sucked most of the anger away. "Thanks for being up front about it."
He waited, nervously. "If you want to do something about it, can it not be here? Not in front of my kids. I... I can meet you somewhere."
I shook my head. "No. I think we're done. I'll let the women deal with you. It was a lousy thing to do, Aaron."
"Don't you think I know? I'd have to kill anyone did that to Tonja. It was great, you're one lucky mother-fucker to have that to come home to, but not worth any of it. I only hope that one day you can forgive me."
"Great? It was the worst blowjob she ever gave in her life. You have no idea."
His look was priceless.
"I'm not kidding. She's the best there is, when her heart is in it." I shook my head. "Let's not talk about this again. It's over, Ok? Give us some time. I really don't want to see you right now, but maybe with time I can deal with it."
He nodded rapidly. "Whatever you want. Thanks. I'm sorry. You're a better man than I am, John."
"Probably. I would never do that to a friend's wife. Not like that. No way."
He lowered his head, shaking it. "I know. God, I know."
I turned and went back to the table. I imagine he followed, but I didn't check. I took my seat, and Wendy looked at me nervously. "Everything Ok?" she asked.
I leaned close, dropping my voice. "An apology. He told Tonja."
Her eyes got big, and I heard her gasp. "Really?"
I nodded. "He's in deep shit. But at least they're still together."
She shook her head, eyes glistening. "God, what a mess. A few minutes of stupidity, and everyone pays and pays."
I moved closer, whispering. "He said it was great."
Her eyes flashed with anger. "I swear, John, I wasn't lying. The worst I ever gave. He didn't last two minutes. You have to believe me."
"It's kind of sad. That's great?"
She grinned sheepishly. "Jarrod was worse. And he was willing to pay for another one. Kind of ridiculous. I almost feel bad for the two of them."
She saw the look in my eye, and hurriedly added, "Almost. I said almost."
We were done eating, and they'd paid the bill while I was gone. We got up to leave, and as we said goodbye to Tonja and Aaron, she waved me over.
Fuck.
I walked her way and she grabbed my arm, pulling me down so she could whisper to me. "I'm so sorry, John. I'll take care of his sorry ass. Can you leave it to me? Please?"
Now I could see she was almost as nervous as he had been. "Sure. It's done as far as I'm concerned. I won't be sharing any beers with him anytime soon, but there won't be any payback. I appreciate that he was man enough to apologize."
She nodded gratefully. "Thanks. I... I won't be doing anything like that for you, if that's what you're thinking. No revenge."
"No. That's not what I was thinking. Not that I don't think you'd be amazing, but that's not my style. I'll let you and Wendy handle it."
She tugged me down and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks again. Don't be too harsh on Wendy. They used her. Bastards."
In the car, I had to spill both conversations. It took a few minutes, and I answered some questions.
Mom was the first to speak afterward. "So you're done with him? No revenge or nothing?"
I shrugged. "I guess. Not happy about it, but at least he apologized and showed remorse. I figure Tonja's going to make him pay for a while. Wendy already dealt with him on our end."
"What about the others?" she asked.
"I don't know yet. I haven't decided."
========================



            

  
    F5: Desperate Times and Measures
  
  F5: Desperate Times and Measures

            . . . Or, how I came to be an ex-pat.

            
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/f5-desperate-times-and-measures

Title: F5: Desperate Times and Measures

Author: Tx Tall Tales

Category: Chain Stories

Description: . . . Or, how I came to be an ex-pat.

Tags: belize, reconciliation, cheating, ex-pat, fawc, second chances, regret, revenge




F5: Desperate Times, Desperate Measures
(Author's note: This story is an entry into FAWC (Friendly Anonymous Writing Challenge), a collaborative competition among Lit authors. FAWC is not an official contest sponsored by Literotica, and there are no prizes given to the winner. Every story for this FAWC begins with the exact same line. Where it goes from there is up to the author.)
* * * *
Upon the table lay three items: a handkerchief, a book, and a knife.
I knew it was a desperate tactic, but these were desperate times. I adjusted their position once again, then sat back in my chair, wiping a stray tear from my eye, while waiting for my wife of 21 years to come down the stairs.
I didn't have to wait long. I heard the door creak open, and felt a surge of anger. When had she started closing the door to our bedroom when she got ready? She hadn't done it for the first two decades we were together. It had been a running joke within the family. Sandy's favorite outfit was her birthday suit. She'd come home from work, yoga, or from working out, peeling off her clothing while chattering, walking through the living room, naked as a jaybird. Our daughters would occasionally give her grief, reminding her that anybody could have been around. Her argument was that it's her home, and she should be able to be comfortable. I supported my wife of course. It was my favorite outfit of hers as well. Even though I hadn't been seeing much of it lately. Closing the door? Never crossed her mind in a score of years.
I heard her heels coming down the hardwood stairs, clacking away noisily. Heels. Another irritation. She never wore heels. She was a runner, and had nothing but bad things to say about women who would treat their feet that way. As far as I knew, the tallest heels she had were only about an inch high. Or at least that was the way it always had been. The woman was almost five foot ten. It wasn't like she needed heels. She didn't need anything to emphasize her height or her long luscious legs. Genetics had blessed her with the first, and the 30 or 40 miles she put in each week took care of the second.
She appeared from out of the stairwell, wearing a dress that was nothing less than shameless. For an innocent dinner with two of her girls from work. Right.
Sandy looked up at me sitting there, and unconsciously adjusted the bottom of her skirt, pulling it down a little. Perhaps she was trying to stop me from seeing if she was wearing panties or not. Another inch higher, and there would have been no question. She glanced at me again, and I could see the nervousness. She was a horrible liar, and terrible at deception. How she expected to get away with this I had no idea. Maybe she wanted to be caught.
"Dinner's in the oven," she said, avoiding my eyes. "I might be a little late."
I didn't make an effort to answer, not even nodding. I just watched, stifling my urge to jump up and scream at her, for her idiocy, her disrespect, her horrible behavior. Almost as strong was the desire to fall on my knees, to plead with her, to beg. Honestly, I'd come close to both in the last couple of weeks, neither in the least bit effective.
I could see her eyes scanning the area, looking for her purse. She normally dumped it on the kitchen island when she got home. I had taken the liberty of hanging it off of the arm of one of the chairs pushed into the table. The table I had cleared earlier, wiping it clean, leaving the glass sparkling, before I laid out the three items for her to discover.
She eventually noticed her purse, and stepped toward the table. I saw her look down at the items, first giving them a casual glance, then her head turning back to look at them more carefully. When the realization hit her, she wobbled, her ankle turning as the heel of her shoe flared out beneath her foot, forcing her to lean forward, grabbing the edge of the table to catch her balance.
Sandy looked over at me anxiously, then turned her head away. Looking back down, at my little reminders. She straightened up, back on those ridiculous heels, and I saw her hand drift forward, almost of its own accord, toward my last effort to stop this runaway train.
* * * *
It was a recent thing, her attitude, barely suppressed irritation with me, snippy manner, avoidance, disrespect. I thought I deserved better. Twenty-one fucking years. Our youngest finally out of the home, and off to college. A chance for us to refocus, on each other, and not on the responsibilities of being good parents.
At first I chalked it up to boredom, having me around too much, not having our girls to dote upon. But it didn't stop. She started avoiding me. Spending more time than ever on the computer, usually on Facebook, or chatting on her phone. Names I didn't recognize. Walking out of the room, and closing the door behind her to talk in private. Private, from me.
A love life that I'd hoped to rekindle, instead sputtered and died. She was unresponsive, passive aggressive in her denial, surrendering after enough coercion, but no longer a partner in passion, now a weary victim, waiting for me to finish. It was heart-breaking, but any attempts at discussion were either laughed off, or ended in her walking away.
I thought perhaps she was depressed, until the party at her friend Tracy's. Her behavior was anything but depressed, laughing, flirting, spending far too much time with people I didn't know, one person in particular. He'd been introduced to me when we arrived. I didn't like him then, and was really starting to detest the jerk as the night wore on. A younger guy—I guess you call them metrosexuals now—you know the type. Hair immaculately coiffed, he probably spent a hundred bucks to get it looking just right. His coordinated outfit was carefully chosen from the pages of GQ, hands manicured, soft, lotioned, I'm sure. Shoes no man would wear, not a real man. Even his eyebrows were shaped and plucked. I was certain his chest was waxed. It turned my stomach the way he hovered around my wife, his hand reaching out often to touch her, brush her arm, stroke her lower back. He would lean over and whisper in her ear, and her laughter would fill the room. A sound I'd almost forgotten, it had been so long.
Tracy appeared before me, a worried look on her face. "It's nothing, Dan."
"If it was nothing, you wouldn't have to tell me that, would you?"
She blushed. "It's just flirting. It's how he is."
I saw the guy grin, his perfect caps gleaming. I wonder how they'd feel, cracking under my knuckles. "How long has that asshole been fucking her, Tracy?" I asked.
Her red face changed from embarrassment to anger. "He's doing nothing of the kind. I can't believe you'd even suggest that! Sandy has never been unfaithful to you. She's just . . . confused now. It hasn't gone anywhere."
"Why is he here? Who the hell is he? Since when did you start inviting assholes like that to your parties?"
"Nathan? He's just a friend. A neighbor. He's new to the area, lives two doors down. There's nothing to it, I'm telling you. He acts like that with all the women. He's harmless."
"Harmless. Right. If he touches her again, you're going to have to call 911. I'm going to pound those fake porcelains so far down his throat, he'll be shitting them out his manicured and bleached asshole." I tore my eyes off the scum bag and glared at my wife's best friend. A woman I thought was my friend, for the last decade. "I'm grabbing a beer. If I were you, I'd get that jerkoff out of here. I swear, if I come back and see him within ten feet of her, you'll be replacing that pretty white rug of yours, because you'll never get the blood stains out."
A couple of minutes later, with a new Shiner in hand, Tracy's husband Jake was bracing me, obviously interfering with my going back into the main room. "He's an asshole, Dan. But that's all. I told her not to invite him, but he's harmless."
"Sure, he's harmless to your wife. He's like a fuckin' leech on mine. I'm not putting up with it."
"It's a party. Everyone's had a little too much to drink. She's having a good time. Why not enjoy the results? Don't do anything now that you'll regret. You can talk about it later, tomorrow, when you're both sober."
Enjoy the results? Maybe, once upon a time. Not lately, that's for sure, and it was pretty obvious why. "I'm sober. Not even buzzed. Now do you want to get out of my way, Jake, or is this going to get ugly between you and me? Are you siding with that fucking pussy-hound?"
He seemed to deflate, and stepped out of the way. "I don't want any trouble. It's just a party."
I brushed past him, and back into the family room. It took a few moments to spot my wife, now standing at the edge of a group that contained Tracy, and was notably absent of any assholes of the male variety. Jake had followed me, and was talking softly. "Nothing happened. Nothing will. It's not a big deal, Dan."
Turning, I glared at him. "When'd you lose your balls, Jake? Since when do you put up with shit like that? If that guy was all over your wife, would you just laugh and lick up his cream-pie later? Is that how it is now? Seriously, man, I wanna know."
Jake bristled at my comment. "He'd never do that with Tracy. She wouldn't put up with it. Maybe you should ask yourself why your wife doesn't shoot him down. He's no threat to me."
"Fine. I get it. I thought you were a friend, but now you're running interference for some sleazeball so he can hit on Sandy. That's all I need to know. I'm leaving now. Maybe you can spare a bedroom for my idiot wife. Hell, talk to Tracy, it might just be permanent."
I looked up and saw the gaggle of women were watching us. I was disgusted. Some friends. I turned and headed for the door, turning my beer upside down, and pouring it out on the carpet on the way.
"Damn it, Dan!" I heard Jake snap. I dropped the nearly empty beer in the fancy umbrella basket they had standing by the front door, and let myself out.
I was halfway to the car, when my wife came running out the front door. "What the hell are you doing?" she screamed at me.
"Going home," I said, continuing my trek down to the street where we were parked.
"You were just going to leave me here? And what's with pouring your beer on their rug!" She was still running toward me.
"What do you care, Sandy? Seriously. I get it. You're tired of me. Tired of being married to me. Bored. Whatever. You've found a new boyfriend. Stay, have a good time, get yourself laid. I'll go home and start the paperwork. If you don't want me in your life, I'm not going to force myself on you."
I expected an argument, maybe a screaming match. Instead she shut up. Completely. Got in the car, and never said a word. Not for the rest of the night.
The next morning, she was up early, and had prepared breakfast. She was already dressed. Obviously she wasn't going to try to seduce me to get back in my good graces. I sure as hell wasn't going to apologize for anything.
I sat before the omelet she'd made me, and took a sip of the coffee. She sat opposite, no food, just her over-sized coffee mug.
"There's nothing going on, Dan. He's not my boyfriend. He flirts a lot, and last night it was aimed at me. I probably should have shot him down, but I didn't. I was just having a good time. I'm sorry. I don't want to fight. I don't know where that crap about my tired of being married to you came from. I don't deserve to be treated that way. I would think you would trust me by now, after twenty-two years."
"You don't deserve to be treated this way? Give me a fuckin' break. How about the way you've been treating me? You've been a total bitch. Giving me the silent treatment, always pissed off, keeping secrets, avoiding me, hiding from me when you have your private conversations, sneaking out without saying where you're going, and now that shit last night? I'm not stupid, Sandra. You know that. It's like the old saying, where there's smoke, there's fire. Well, I've found in life that where there's flames, there's fire. We're well beyond smoke here. No, I don't trust you. Not since you started hiding things from me. Not anymore. You've ruined that. I'm done. I'm not about to be laughed at in public because my wife decides she wants to move on and humiliate me publicly. So fuck you."
She looked embarrassed, then angry. "Are you deaf, or just stupid? I told you, nothing happened!"
"Maybe last night it didn't. I stopped it. But I saw how you behave in public with him. What happens when I'm not there? What have you been doing with all your sneaking around? When did you lose respect for me, and when did making love become a chore for you? Since when am I not good enough for you?" I waited for an answer, but she just glared at me.
"Like I said, I'm done. Do what you want. I don't give a fuck anymore. I'm tired, and to be frank, you disgust me." I got up and left, waiting to hear some kind of response, yelling, apology, arguing, something. What I got was nothing.
* * * *
I watched her hand reach out to touch the knife. No, it wasn't some Bowie knife, or a butcher blade. This was a special knife. Sterling silver, crystal handle, engraved. We had used it once a year for twenty years. If times were normal, we'd be using it again in less than a month. I doubted that would happen.
Its mirror-like surface shone. The facets of the handle reflected the lights in the chandelier, casting little mini rainbows of light around the room. As she moved it, the lights danced, shimmering, shaking, darting around.
I wish I knew what was going on inside her head. Since that night we barely spoke. She was openly avoiding me, making no effort to hide the fact. She'd get up and leave when I walked in the room. I knew it was over, we were just marking time. The saddest part was I didn't know why. Even with the information I'd gathered, recording her calls, reading her emails and texts, I still didn't understand it. She never gave a reason.
I'd started organizing our finances, putting money into trust funds for our kids, paying off credit-cards. I cashed out a few investments, moving the money. I even sold our little place down at the beach. It had been my great-uncles, and I'd bought it off him for a song. She loved that place, and I was damned if I was going to let her get her hands on it. She never noticed a thing I did, hell, half the time it was as if I no longer existed.
Her hand left the knife, and landed on the book. Not just any book. Our girls had made it for us, an anniversary gift. Twenty years married. The brag book was a good six inches thick, pictures, mementos, memories of our life together. Organized by year, it documented a pair of lives, intertwined until they were one entity. A joyous union, until about six months ago.
My wife stood quietly, never looking up. Still, at this late date, after all my efforts, I didn't matter. She opened the book, turning pages at random, holding some open for several seconds, others getting no more than a brief glance. I saw a couple of stray tears start down her cheeks, and wondered if there was anything left, or if I was just wasting my time.
The tears weren't unexpected. She'd always been emotional, wore her heart on her sleeve, or at least she had until the last half-year or so. She would cry at the drop of a hat. I stood and picked up the handkerchief, worn, yellowed, threadbare. I wiped her eyes, as I had that first time, so many years ago, but she didn't giggle. Didn't lean into me. Didn't grab my hand in hers, clutching it tightly, as she had back then.
My wife didn't laugh, teasing me for being the only man who still carried handkerchiefs every day. Their only purpose to wipe away my wife's tears, of joy, of sorrow, of empathy. A reminder of how we'd met, and fallen in love. It had been almost two months now that I'd stopped carrying a handkerchief, after more than twenty years. She never noticed.
For the first time in my life, I thought I'd need to use the hanky for myself, and not for her.
I watched her set her shoulders, standing up firmly, closing the book. She didn't look at me for an explanation. "I won't be too late. Maybe we should talk when I get back."
"Don't go," I said. "Talk to me now, Sandy. Stay, please." I'm sure I sounded desperate. I was. If she walked out that door, it was over.
She lifted her purse, and turned toward the entrance, ignoring my words. I didn't matter. Our memories didn't matter. Twenty-one years of marriage didn't matter. Not to her. Not anymore.
If these treasures didn't matter to her, then they sure as hell didn't matter to me.
I picked up the book, and walked toward our fireplace. I looked over at the woman I'd loved more than half my life, as she walked away. Opening the chain curtains, I thrust the book inside. She paused at the crash of the heavy tome against the artificial logs. She hesitated, but still didn't turn around. I turned on the gas burners, and hit the igniter, listening for the loud 'woosh' as the flames ignited.
"I won't be here when you get back," I said, voice raised, as I turned toward the back of the house. My bags were packed and in the car. I had a full tank of gas and almost ten thousand dollars in cash. The single sheet of paper I placed where the book had been would explain everything. If she wanted a divorce, she could apply for it. I was leaving. I'd liquidated what I could, and took ninety percent of it, leaving her the house and its equity. The house and her car were both paid off. She wouldn't need much to get by. I thought it was a fair split, probably more than she deserved.
I heard my name screamed, and turned to see an unknown woman, a stranger really, hardly the woman I'd married and loved. She was kneeling in front of the fireplace, dragging the book off of the fake logs. Too stupid to even turn off the fire, she was crying and yelling, beating out the flickering flames. Her dress had ridden up over her ass, displaying the tiny lines of a red lace thong.
I tucked the twenty-three year old handkerchief in my pocket. I grabbed the knife off the table, inspecting the new edge where one had never existed before. It didn't need to be very sharp to cut wedding cake. Even one that was frozen, sitting in the freezer for nearly a quarter of a century. I had a different purpose in mind, as I headed out the door, ignoring my wife's shrieks.
* * * *
I drove past Jake and Tracy's home. Another casualty. Friends for more than a decade, we didn't speak anymore. At least I didn't speak with them. I didn't hold them responsible, but I wanted nothing to do with anyone who actively participated in the destruction of my marriage.
I slowed the car passing their mailbox, only going another hundred yards before turning into the illuminated driveway. I got out of the vehicle, and walked briskly up the steps, ringing the bell, opening the screen door, standing too close for anybody to see out through the side panels or peephole.
The heavy door opened quickly, the large, practiced, artificially whitened smile fading quickly, taking on a look of surprise and fear. He was dressed to go out, custom made shirt, no pocket, french cuffs. Probably a quart of pomade in his hair, or whatever they called that shit nowadays. The smell of his cologne was nauseating.
"I don't need this anymore, you can have it," I said, then thrust our wedding knife into the asshole's belly, all the way to that shiny crystal. "Same for my wife, she's yours."
He grabbed at the protruding handle, looking up at me in shock. The rivulets of blood pumped out around the heavy leaded glass, extinguishing the lights. He fell to the floor, whimpering like a little girl.
I dropped the handkerchief on him. "Maybe this can stop the bleeding," I said. "They're not phoenix tears, just the snot of a middle-aged heartless slut. Let me know how that works out for you."



I turned away, got in my car, and started driving. I had nowhere to go, and planned on taking a long time to get there.
* * * *
Sitting on the porch of my little bungalow, I took another sip of my beer, while I watched the waves, in the dying light. I never got tired of it.
A shape took form before me, a silhouette, blocking my view. I looked up into a face I'd struggled to forget for over a year. I thought I'd been making progress. As I looked at her, a million thoughts ran through my head. Most were not very pleasant. I couldn't honestly say it was completely unexpected, but it was still surprising. I could barely make out her features in the last of the daylight, and considered turning on the porch light but it seemed like too much effort. I didn't like to waste electricity. She wasn't worth it.
I had to wonder how she'd found me. I lived in the middle of nowhere. I wasn't part of the ex-pat crowd, living in a little enclave of foreigners. I'd picked up 27.2 acres of land near Corozal, where some genius had decided he was going to build a retirement community. It cost me less than the beach house I'd sold, but ate up more than half of what I'd walked away with. I lived in the little beach house that was their showpiece three years earlier, when they gave up their idiotic dream. My front yard was the only place where the jungle had been scraped clean and a couple of hundred feet of beach had been filled in. It was desolate and I liked it that way. Isolated, I thought. Yet, here she was.
"I'm sorry."
Not the words I expected. I shrugged.
"Can we talk?"
I almost laughed. She wanted to talk now? I had tried for months. "I don't think so." I took another sip of my beer, staring past her at the white capped waves, their sound now clearer than their view.
She stepped around me and I heard the door open, then close.
It was a couple of minutes before she returned, pulling the other chair up beside me. She held her unopened beer in front of me. I took it from her, twisted off the cap and passed it back. Force of habit, I guess. I heard her take a sip, and did the same.
"You almost killed him."
Damn. Nothing but bad news. "I'll do a better job next time I see him."
I heard the soothing crash of the waves three more times before she ventured to speak again.
"I never slept with him. I never cheated on you."
"I read your emails, your text messages, and listened to your phone calls. For the last two weeks. I know everything, Sandra."
A longer silence. Still not long enough for me. Why did she want to rehash this shit? It was over. I had moved on. She could do what she wanted. I just didn't care.
"Then you know I didn't do anything." Her voice was trembling, a little less confident.
"Only because I stopped him. I couldn't stop you, could I? God knows I tried."
She had no response, and I finished my beer in silence. I got up and saw the way she watched me, nervous. Now, she paid attention. Now, I mattered. Too late. I returned with two more beers. It was my third. One over my self-imposed daily limit, but these were unusual circumstances. I opened hers and passed it to her. She handed me back her empty. A well practiced throw had it clattering among the others in my recycling barrel, mine joining it seconds later.
My latest was half gone before she spoke again. "Thank you."
I was about to make another snide remark, but curiosity got the better part of me. "For what?"
"For waking me up from my private nightmare. For preventing me from doing something horrible. For ending that asshole's slimy seduction that almost succeeded."
She took a sip from her beer, for courage I guess. The wooden legs squealed against the porch floor as she turned her chair to face me. "Thank you for twenty-one wonderful years. For two amazing children. For a lifetime of incredible memories. For loving me, and fighting for us, when I was too lost to do it myself."
"You're welcome."
I could feel her eyes on me. I wouldn't give her the satisfaction. I couldn't let her see what her presence did to me. I stared out at the sea, and drank my beer.
"Is there anything you wanted to ask me? Any questions? Anything you want to say?"
"Can't think of any," I said.
The chair groaned as she got up. There's a reason I sit in the good chair. She stood in front of me, and leaned over at the waist. Her tear streaked face lowered, and her lips brushed my cheek. "I love you Dan. I'm sorry I fucked up our lives." Her tears continued to fall, but for once I didn't wipe them away. Not my job anymore.
She dropped her empty in the barrel, and walked off into the night. Where to, I had no idea. The nearest town, about 1600 people, was over a mile away by the main road, where she was headed.
I walked indoors, locking up behind me. Damn her for tearing off the scab on my heart. Damn her!
* * * *
I woke slowly, tired, my mouth full of cotton balls, sandpaper inside my eyelids, ball-peen hammers tapping away at the insides of my temples, and a bladder ready to burst. My self-imposed limit of three beers had been not only broken but obliterated the night before. It hadn't helped.
I groaned, staggering out of the room, and out the back door. I leaned against the railing, and watered the landscape for an eternity. The sun was already up, but it was still cool in the back, under the shade. I adjusted my boxers, and made my way back to the kitchen turning on the coffee. I grabbed a bottle of water and some aspirin, which I downed without stopping for a breath. The second one I took slower.
While the coffee brewed, I strolled out the front door and into the water. A short swim up the beach and back woke me up, and got all the kinks out. It didn't do a lot for my headache, but I didn't expect it to. On the way back to the cabana, I noticed Sandra was on my porch.
Again, not much of a surprise, although I don't know how I missed her on the way out. Sandra was never one of those idle, helpless wives. On our weekends, her honey-do list was as long as mine. She could never bear to let something stand idle, if it needed work done. She was on her hands and knees, dressed in her running shorts, trail shoes, and a tank top. She had the legs off the porch chair, sanding and chipping the old glue off, and putting them back in place. I saw the cord next to her, where she would soon tie them in place while they dried. It wasn't the first time I'd seen her do this task.
The first thing we ever bought together was a table for our kitchen. It was overpriced, but she fell in love with it. We bought it on credit and I think it took us three years to pay that damn thing off. Over the decades we'd reupholstered the seat cushions twice, stripped and stained it once, and fixed loose chairs at least half a dozen times. That was the table. The table where we had our last stand, where she made it clear that nothing I could do, nothing that we shared, ever mattered.
I stepped under the outdoor shower and rinsed off the salt water, then stripped off my boxers to dry in the sun, once again thankful that my nearest neighbor was over a half-mile away. I couldn't help but grin, thinking about those people paying more for their half-acre lots in the planned community, than I had for my entire property. I went in, put on some shorts and a t-shirt, ready to start another day in paradise.
I poured us each a cup of coffee, black. I grabbed the undersized watermelon I'd picked up the day before, cut it in quarters, and went out to join her on the porch. She glanced up at me, and accepted the coffee cup, sipping it slowly, slurping it noisily as she always had, those first few hot sips. I set half the melon beside her, placed my half on the side table, and faced the water.
Early mornings I liked to see what was going on. Watch the local fishing boats coming out of the lagoon to the west, see if there was any wildlife activity in the water, check out the early morning outings from the development east of me. I'd look out to the horizon, checking out the weather, planning my day around it. Crystal clear, that morning, despite the storm raging in my soul. I let the clean air fill my lungs, and waited for the pounding in my head to eventually go away.
I briefly wondered where she'd found the stuff to work on the chair, but it didn't take me too long to figure out she'd been in my shed. I didn't keep it locked. Not much out there worth stealing, and the crime rate was surprisingly low, especially where I was. Out in the middle of nowhere. That was the only reason I could afford waterfront. I was away from everything. Everything except one little town to the south, a delusional bunch of investors to the east, and the suckers who bought into their dream.
"How was your run?" I asked. Damned if I know why that was the first thing out of my mouth.
"Sublime. It's so quiet at dawn, and you know I've always loved running on dirt." She glanced over at me gnawing on my melon. It was pretty obvious I was hung-over, and I could tell she wanted to say something, but she turned away and started working on the last leg of her chair.
She had lost weight. She couldn't afford to lose much. Her legs looked skinny, and the shorts were baggy. The last year hadn't been kind to her. Then again, maybe that was only right. Karmic payback.
We shared the porch in silence. I finished my melon, and checked my watch. Time to go to work. I picked up her empty plate and mug, and took them to the kitchen, rinsing them off, and putting them on the drying rack. Then I pulled down the window shade in the living room, and fired up the laptop. I only worked four or five hours a day, most of the time, for a paltry $35 an hour. Less than half of what I'd made before running away. It was far more than I needed, and I lived a comfortable lifestyle. With the property paid for, my expenses were less than a thousand a month. Most of my earnings still trickled back to my daughters for college. In a couple of months Krystal would be graduating, and hopefully finding a job, reducing that burden. Jenna still had two years to go.
I'd been at it a couple of hours, when I heard her moving around the house. The shower started, and I considered making a scene. She shouldn't be making herself comfortable. She had her house, this one was mine. She was an intruder. An unwelcome one. When she showed up next to my desk, she was back to wearing her shorts and running shoes, but she'd donned one of my T-shirts.
"Can I make you a sandwich?" she asked.
"I normally walk into town," I said. I didn't keep a lot of food around the house. I liked the exercise, and the break from working.
"Ok." She left me to work, and I could hear her again, moving around on the porch.
I uploaded my morning work, stood up and stretched. I put on my shoes at the entrance and grabbed my wallet. When I stepped out on the porch, she closed the book she was reading, fell in step at my side for the mile and a half walk. I guess I could have driven, but I wasn't about to mess up my routine just because she showed up. I had a new life now, and it had taken me a long time to get comfortable with it. I'd be damned if I was going to let her change anything. It was my life, no longer hers.
I took the route through the property, the occasional cleared lots a reminder of the property's original purpose. After a few hundred yards it narrowed to a dirt trail just before coming out on the main road. Named after the community going in to the east, it wasn't much wider than a single car, with wide dirt shoulders on each side, where we walked. About halfway there, I guess the quiet got to me. "I usually have lunch, then do my dinner and breakfast shopping before heading back."
"That explains the empty refrigerator. I was getting worried. Nothing but a case of beer, some condiments, and a dozen bottles of water." She was exaggerating a little, but not all that much.
Worried? Like I was supposed to believe that. I ached to confront her. Ask her what the hell she was doing, hanging around. Why was she sticking her head in my refrigerator? Why couldn't she just leave me alone? What I really wanted to know was why? What had I done? Why did she destroy us? In the end I was a coward and said nothing.
Past the first sugar cane farms, the road turned, and we walked by a few scattered houses. They became more common, closer together for a quarter of a mile, before we hit their tiny main street, and the local market. She followed me into the shade when I took a seat at the tiny open air restaurant so common to the area. David walked over with a smile. "Fresh snapper," he said then made an odd little nod at my companion.
"My . . ." I realized I had no idea. I turned to face her. "Are we still married?" I glanced down and saw she was still wearing her rings. Then again, who was I to talk? Mine never left my finger.
She nodded sadly.
"My wife. Make it two."
The owner/chef walked off shaking his head, and returned with two Cokes he placed on the table, along with a pitcher of water. "Don't drink the water," I said, pouring myself a glass.
She watched me take a long drink. I didn't bother to explain. She could learn on her own if she didn't want to listen. I had the runs pretty bad three times in the first couple of months down here. I got over it eventually, my internal chemistry adapting to the changes. Most ex-pats don't make the effort, bottled water isn't that expensive.
David's daughter came running up to me, chattering like a magpie. She had her coloring book with her, and with a look of intense concentration on her face, she drew me a picture. When she was done I thanked her and gave her a quarter. U.S. It was our little ritual. I got a kiss on the cheek and she ran off, her book rolled up and clutched in her hand. I folded the picture and put it in my shirt pocket. One more for the refrigerator.
The food was ready by then, the usual, fresh fish with rice and beans. Not beans and rice, which would be served separately. I put a little Marie Sharp's on the rice and beans, but shook my head at Sandra when she picked up the bottle. "You won't like it," I told her. She never liked anything too spicy. And this stuff was hot.
I watched her as she tasted the snapper, and saw the look of surprise. I could relate. Hard to believe anything that good could be found in a place like this. The rice and beans took some getting used to, David overdid the coconut milk, and used the local small red beans. I liked it, but it was an acquired taste. She gave it a tentative nibble, then loaded up her fork. She always was a trooper.
"It's good," she said, once she'd cleaned her plate.
"David's a genius with the fish. Don't eat his chicken." I said it loud enough for him to hear me. He laughed heartily. His chicken was what he was best known for.
She was looking at the chalkboard menu on the wall, and commented she thought it was kind of expensive.
"That's Belize dollars. Cut it in half to get U.S." I put down $12 American for the both of us, which included the sodas and a tip. Then it was off to market, across the street.
I typically ate a lot of fish. It was cheap, fresh, and plentiful, but I figured she'd be sticking around if I didn't chase her off properly. Hell, chances are she still would be making a nuisance of herself even if I did. "Preference?" I asked.
"Whatever you would normally eat," she answered quietly.
That made it easier. I went over to the fresh fish stand, and asked what was good. They had some snook, and I wasn't about to pass that up. It was still lobster season, so I added a couple as well. Two doors down Maria had her wares on display. I tended to frequent different stands, avoiding any obvious preference, but Maria had been a help to me when I was just getting started, and I considered her a friend. I gave the little roly-poly grandmother a hug, and she giggled. She always did. A mango, a papaya, and a star fruit from her counter would make up the side dishes and breakfast. Maybe I'd throw in a potato from my miniscule larder.
Sandra was eyeing the sparse choices from a distance. "You'd hate it here," I told her. "The vegetables are terrible, when you can find any." I grabbed a few of the ugly green oranges. They made a great breakfast juice, although they never appeared to be fully ripe.
Sandra wasn't a vegetarian by any means, but she loved fresh vegetables, especially organic or out of the garden. Asparagus, broccoli, spinach, cale, all things I'd never miss, were part of her essential diet. I don't think I'd ever seen one of them in a local restaurant. Even a plain salad was rare enough. I imagine at the tourist places they probably had that kind of stuff, but I was trying to live native. It was a lot more affordable.
She wasn't listening to me. She'd found the small selection of veggies, and picked out a tomato, an onion and a cucumber. "You have olive oil?"
"About a gallon." Anything I couldn't get at the local market, I bought in bulk when I hit the city.
I loaded everything in the backpack I'd brought with me, and we started the twenty minute hike back.
"You do this every day?"
"During the week," I explained.
She was quiet for a while. I barely heard her response. "No wonder you're looking so damn good."
Truth was, she looked pretty damn good to me, she always had, but no way I was going to say so.
I'll say this for her, other than being underfoot, she left me alone. Didn't say squat for the entire journey back, until we hit the property. I saw her looking around, at the abandoned foundations, scattered squares of grass, and the odd little row of fruit trees that were once meant to be the central avenue.
"Neighbors?" she asked.
"Not here. Half mile east of us, someday."
She nodded, but I know she was curious.
At the cabana, I put away the food, and stripped down to my boxers for another dip in the water. I made it a short one, no more than twenty minutes or so, took my outdoor shower, and swapped out my wet boxers for the pair that had dried in the sun. She sat on the porch and watched me. Honestly, it was weird the looks she gave me. "Why outside?"
"Well water, it doesn't use the cistern. I don't like to waste the good water, and I don't like to use the water heater if I don't have to. Saves electricity, saves propane, and saves drinking water. Plus, I like being outside."
I could almost hear the stubborn gears in her head start to move, while she considered the ramifications of living like I did. "I'm sorry, I didn't know."
I shrugged, and realized that was the longest conversation we'd had in a year. I grabbed a shirt inside, and sat down at my laptop for a few more hours of work. It looked like I was going to need the money, now that she'd found me. I wondered if there was any way I could be forced to pay alimony.
I heard the shower outside run, but she never came back in the house. From the sounds of things she was fiddling with something, but I blocked it out. I needed to focus for a little while. When I was done, I sent an email to my boss, Frank, and told him if he had any more work for me, I'd take it. I figured it wouldn't be a problem. He was always bugging me to do some odd project or other. I never did because I didn't need to. That might be changing.
When I went out and sat in my chair, for the first of my two daily beers, I didn't see her. A few minutes later she came around the corner of the house and spotted me. She gave me a sad little smile, then went indoors, returning with a beer of her own. She passed me the Belikin, about the only beer I could buy locally, and I opened it for her. She pulled the chair she'd fixed over, and sat down next to me, facing the water.
Once I'd finished the beer, I tossed the empty. "I usually grill the fish," I said.



"Sounds wonderful."
I stepped down off the porch, and fired up my homemade grill. Once I was convinced it was going strong, I went indoors.
She followed me into the house, and went to work on her rabbit food. I cleaned two of the little potatoes I still had in the pantry, rubbed them in oil and sea salt, unfolded a couple of pieces of my precious, recycled aluminum foil and wrapped them in it. I ran them out to the grill to get them started, and grabbed a couple of leaves off one of the banana trees before heading back in. Sandra was moving slower, still trying to figure out where everything was. I cleaned the fish, cut one of the oranges into slices, and wrapped the fish in one of the soaked leaves, with the orange slices on top. I broke off the lobster tails and claws, cut the underside of the tail down the soft middle, and stuck a skewer through the tail so it wouldn't curl up. I dumped the fish and lobster remains into the orange garbage bucket. Then I added the fish and lobster to the grill.
I made an herb butter with a stick of butter, some chives, tarragon, minced garlic and black pepper. I mixed it well and took it out to the grill.
Everything looked like it was coming together nicely. I flipped the tails and put a heaping tablespoon of the herb butter on the butterflied lobster meat. Five more minutes and everything should be ready.
While they were cooking, I walked around the porch, lighting the candles that were supposed to keep the bugs away. They weren't bad yet, but it was another habit of mine.
I could hear her moving around, humming to herself. That in itself was odd and a little disturbing. She used to do that all the time. It was her 'happy' hum, something she did when she was in a good mood. I don't think I'd heard it for at least six months before everything went to shit. I peered in the window, and she was setting the little table, folding the paper napkins, adjusting the place settings.
I checked on the grill. The lobster looked just about perfect. I peeled back the leaf off the fish, and checked inside. Done. I brought them inside, and plated them, then finally retrieved the potatoes. Sandra had used the mango and star fruit to make a fruit salad, and she made herself a Chilean salad with the tomatoes and onions.
Dinner in paradise. I ate better every day, than I had through most of my adult life. The only shame was how I'd come to this point.
"Talk to the girls lately?" she asked a few minutes into the meal.
"Every Saturday morning."
I think that surprised her. She took a sip of her bottled water, and went back to eating the fish. "Everything's delicious," she said, stabbing a chunk of the lobster into the little bowl of herb butter before popping it in her mouth.
I never could cook worth a damn. I was waiting for her to say something about it. She didn't.
"David's recipes. For the fish and the lobster."
"You're right. The man's a genius. I'm glad we didn't get chicken."
Near the end of the meal, she put her utensils down. "Do you want to talk?" she asked.
"Not really."
She nodded. "I'll clean up."
"You don't know how."
Over the next fifteen minutes, I showed her the process. Composting materials, recyclables, organic trash, and real trash. I had to clean up the mess she'd already made after making the salads, organizing things into the four five gallon containers I had in the pantry. Once that was done, she followed me around as I dumped the fish and lobster remains in the garbage pit, throwing some dirt on top, and covering it up again. I took the rinsed recyclables and dumped them in the beer bottle barrel.
"What about the other two?"
I explained that the compost bucket didn't go out until it was full, and the trash bucket would go to the landfill when ready.
"How long is that?"
Fuckin' Curious George had made herself at home in my house. "Maybe once a month. When it's full, that's when I make a trip to the city for anything I can't get locally."
With everything cleaned up and put away, I grabbed my second beer, and went out to the porch, with my new shadow falling in step. We sat in our chairs, I opened her beer, and we drank in silence, illuminated only by the light of the candles, and the moonlight above.
When I finished my beer, I stood up to go inside. I usually read for a while each night. Thank god for my Kindle. It used almost no power, and I could download anything I wanted from the laptop. I could thank the retirement community next door for phone, internet, and electricity. It still had cost me an arm and a leg to get it turned on. The internet access was ridiculously expensive, but I'd negotiated with Frank to have that paid for as part of my contract. That saved me almost $200 a month.
Sandra stood after me, and chugged the last of her beer. She tossed it into the bottle barrel. "Thanks for dinner, Dan. It was delicious. I can't remember the last time I ate such a wonderful meal."
"You're welcome." I turned and walked inside before she got any ideas about talking. I watched through the window as she grabbed a tote bag she'd stashed on the side of the house, and took off walking down the road.
* * * *
The following day was eerily similar. She was sanding the porch railing when I came outside, humming her little happy song. I guess she was planning to either paint or stain it. Not that it couldn't use it. Pretty wasn't high on my priority list, when it came to chores. I had my swim, and we ate. I logged my hours on the laptop while she worked out on the porch, then we walked into town. Conch for lunch, some kind of stew that David had concocted. I bought a chicken.
It must have been around three o'clock when I heard the tinkle of the bicycle bell. Shit. With all the craziness, I'd forgotten about Gabrielle. I heard her walk up to the porch, and before I could do anything about it they were talking. Five minutes later Gabrielle was inside doing her bi-weekly cleaning.
I had a choice to make, and in the end it was simple. I wasn't about to let Sandra change my life. Not again. She wasn't a guest, she was an interloper. I didn't owe her anything. If she didn't like it, tough shit. She could leave. I hadn't asked her to interrupt my life.
When I finished my work, Gabrielle gave me her big sweet gap-toothed grin. "Boom boom?"
"You know it."
"But the lady . . .?"
"Doesn't matter."
The way I understood it, the going rate for having someone come in and clean your house was about $10 a day, for a full day's work. Two hundred a month. Gabrielle only came in twice a week for a few hours, and I paid her $40 on Thursdays. The extra hour we spent in the bedroom once a week was worth the added sawbuck.
Gabrielle was neither young, nor particularly attractive. She was as black as the night. What she had going for her was that she was clean, willing, and uninhibited.
We retreated to the bedroom, and enjoyed ourselves for the better part of an hour. She went down on me, I enjoyed the use of her soft body, she got me up for seconds, and I let her do the work for the second round. She took care of the condoms, neatened the bed, and we took a quick shower together. It was about the only time I used the inside shower. We dressed, and I gave her my dirty laundry in a bag which she would bring back clean on her next visit.
I paid her for the week, sent her on her way with a pat on her substantial butt, grabbed a couple of beers and went out to the porch. I was wondering how my little escapade was going to play out.
Sandra was sitting in her chair, ostensibly reading her book. I passed her a beer, and saw the tears on her face. Maybe now she understood. I was over her. I had a new life, and she wasn't part of it.
I sat in my chair, and drank my beer. "I thought I'd do a beer can chicken." I had an old empty can of Heineken, one of the few imports I could find. I saved it for just that purpose.
"That would be nice."
I kept waiting for the explosion but it never happened. We had another quiet dinner, and she did most of the cleaning up. I only had to correct her once. We retired for another silent beer on the porch. When I bid her goodnight, I noticed she stayed on the porch for a good hour before she took off on her mystery walk.
It wasn't what I'd expected, and to be honest, I felt a little bad. I think I would have preferred the confrontation. I noticed that she hadn't hummed at all that night.
* * * *
I didn't see Sandra the next day.
I stayed home and ate alone. Drank five beers and even dug into my bottle of Jack Daniels for dinner.
Fuck her.
* * * *
When I returned from my swim the next morning, I had a surprise.
On my little table lay three items: a handkerchief, a book, and a knife.
The handkerchief was stained with what looked like rust. I knew better. The book had about a third of the cover charred off. The knife looked shiny and new.
I looked around the room, but I was alone. I went out to the porch, but she was nowhere to be found. What the fuck? I didn't want to play her stupid game.
But I did. Against my better judgment I took the book out to the porch, and flipped through it. It was Saturday, and normally I'd walk the property, do a little beach cleanup, maybe even go to town. Instead I leafed through the pages of a different time, a different life. I watched our girls grow up, and our lives mature, from that little first apartment, to the home I thought I'd grow old in. The pages started to blur about a third of the way through. She leaned over and wiped my eyes.
I looked up, wondering how the hell she'd snuck up on me.
"I want another chance, Dan."
It took a minute for me to be able to control myself. "Why, Sandra?"
She sat down and closed the book. She reached for my hand and squeezed it in hers. "I screwed up, baby. I know I don't deserve it, but I love you. I hate my life without you. I'll make it up to you if you'll let me . . ."
I was shaking my head, and I could see the disappointment on her face. "Please, baby—"
"No, Sandra. Why?"
She looked confused. "I . . . I need you. I think you need me too—"
I yanked my hand away. "No, God damn it! WHY? What was wrong with me? What did I do? Why couldn't you love me anymore? Why did you leave me?"
"I . . . I didn't leave you. I wouldn't."
"Bullshit! You left me almost two years ago. Yeah, you lived in the same damn house, but it wasn't you. What the hell happened? Why would you dump me for that asshole?"
She settled back in her chair, folding in on herself. "Because I was an idiot. It had nothing to do with you."
"If you're not gonna be honest with me, just leave, alright? I don't need this. I was happy alone. I was getting by. I don't need you. I don't need anyone."
She was crying. "There's no simple answer, baby. Don't you think I wish there was? Hell, it took me eight months of twice a week sessions to come to understand even a little of what was going on in my own head. There's no excuse for it. None. I fucked up, badly. I hurt you, our girls, and destroyed the best thing that ever happened to me. I don't deserve you, and I don't expect you to take me back. But I'm asking anyway. I'm begging you for another chance."
"I can't, Sandra. I can't, not knowing why. I could never trust you again. I'd never know when you'd abandon me, leave me, hurt me. I can't do it again. I can't. I won't make it this time."
She nodded sadly. "I wish I had a good answer for you. I do. All I have is a lot of psychological mumbo-jumbo bullshit, and a broken heart. I'm sorry. I think we could make it, if you wanted to, but I understand. I probably wouldn't take you back either." She stood up, and leaned over, kissing me on the cheek. "I still love you, Dan. I always will. I'd do anything to change the past but I can't. I'm sorry."
She walked off the porch and I let her go.
* * * *
She messed me up. Again. It took the better part of a month for me to get my head on straight. I was pretty rough with Gabrielle the next week. I used her hard, and I felt ashamed at my behavior. She never complained. I gave her an extra hundred bucks, and told her to take a few weeks off.
I drove up to Mexico, a couple of hours drive. I got drunk, got obnoxious. Almost got my ass kicked. I did my monthly shopping, and returned home.
The girls called twice, wanting to know what was going on. Apparently they knew their mother had come to see me, and I had to break the news that it wasn't going to happen. No reconciliation. I even took the time to explain why. They took it well, better than I thought they would.
When I had first bought the property, I'd had plans for it. Improvements, things I wanted to change. I wanted to extend the beach, for the length of the property. Clear out some more of the jungle. Improve the road. Add solar lights along the main drag. Lots of things.
I worked my ass off, putting in more hours telecommuting, and dipping into my reserves for the cash I needed. More solar panels, a bigger cistern, a shaded gazebo nearer the water. Fix up my makeshift grill. I cleared almost an acre of dense jungle and another of mixed underbrush. So damn many things to do. I kept myself busy from dawn to dark. I spent nights working at my computer, using the daylight to work the property. Fix the shutters before a big storm hit. Paint the place. Extend the porch. Add the solar lights, and a conch shell street border. Stay busy.
Don't think about her. And why the fuck she couldn't answer one simple question.
* * * *
I woke, startled, and felt her arms around me.
"Shh, it's just me, baby."
It took me a few seconds to figure out what the hell was going on. I pulled away from her. "No, Sandra—"
"Shhhh," she whispered, sidling up against me. "I'm not here to cause you any more pain. I'll leave when I'm done."
"We're not going to—"
"I know. I'm here to answer your question, if you'll give me a chance. You may not like the answer. I know I don't."
I could barely see her outline, and I knew the sun hadn't fully come up yet. "Why now?"
She chuckled. "One question at a time, alright?" She wriggled closer, resting her head on my shoulder. I could tell she was naked.
I was torn. I wanted to strangle her for what she'd done to me, ripping open all my old scars. I wanted to shake her, make her feel my agony. Another part of me wanted to hold her, tell her it would be alright. I could sense her pain. I understood she hurt as well, but I knew the difference. She deserved it. I didn't.
Most of all I still wanted to know why.
"Why now?" I asked. I pulled her close, and felt her body molding against mine, so achingly familiar.
"You were right. I didn't deserve you to take me back. Not if I couldn't face the real problem myself. Why would I do that? Why would I throw away a lifetime of happiness? I needed to know, for my own sanity and peace of mind."
I waited patiently, waiting to see what the answer was. So far I was no closer to understanding.
"I spent the last couple of months trying to figure that out. Nothing else mattered. If I couldn't get a grip on what I'd done and why, I was never going to be happy again. I'd never be able to trust myself, never mind having anyone else trust me."
I felt her lips press against my skin. "Thank you for the few days you gave me. I didn't deserve that much."
She sighed, and wriggled against me, her leg slipping over mine. "I went for a run. A long one. When I couldn't run, I walked. When I couldn't walk, I sat down until I could move again. When I ran out of road headed south, I turned around and came back. I ate when I smelled something good, I drank whatever I could find. I slept whenever I had to."
I heard a little giggle. "The people here are pretty amazing. I think it was my third day after I left you when I couldn't move another inch. I crawled up to a house, and asked to sleep on their property. They took me in, fed me, let me sleep in their children's bed. When I woke, they fed me again. They asked me what I was doing, and I told them. We talked, they forced food and water on me, and then I started running again, until I couldn't."
I felt her fingers on my chest, rubbing me. "I probably should have been scared. I don't know why I wasn't. I guess I wasn't right in my head. The next time I was on the brink of collapse, it happened again. Anywhere I went, no matter how little they had, they'd share it with me, help me, talk to me. Each time I'd try to give them money, and they'd fight me on it. Shit, I had money. You made sure of that. So I'd leave them a little, a couple of twenties, and go on."
Her hands were wandering, moving where they shouldn't. I didn't stop her. I wanted to hear her story. It wasn't what I expected. The woman was more screwed up than I was. That's saying a lot.
"I think I crossed this whole damn country half a dozen times. I spent a few nights in jails, when the local police didn't know what to do with me." She actually laughed.
"About a month ago, one of the families that put me up for the night invited someone over. She took me to her home. She was probably close to eighty years old, a Swedish ex-pat."
Sandra squeezed me, and I felt her tears on my chest. "She saved me. Marta saved me. I was fucked up. Skin and bones. I think I was going to just keep moving, keep running and walking until I died. I had nothing to live for."
I started to say something about her girls, and she put her finger over my lips. "Shhh. Let me finish. Hell, this is the easy question.
"She wasn't nice about it. She cursed me, and yelled at me. She forced me to eat, and go out. She had her friends over, and made me play nice. And she talked. I think she must have saved up forty years of conversation and dumped it all on me.
"Marta knows everybody. She took me to visit some of the locals, then she made me go out with her to Ambergris Cay, where there were more people I had to talk to. Or listen to in a lot of cases. We were there for over a week. That crazy old woman has more energy than someone half her age. She just wouldn't stop. Then one day she said I was ready, and told me I had to come back here and make things right. So here I am. And that's 'Why now'."
We lay quietly, while I tried to absorb her crazy story.
"Nothing? You don't have anything to say?" she finally blurted.
"I don't know what to say. You seemed so calm, so normal. It's hard to believe you'd just take off like that. It sounds awful Forrest Gump. Running across the country? Sleeping wherever you collapsed? Do you have any idea how dangerous that was? What if something happened to you? What if you were robbed, raped, or even murdered? What the hell were you thinking? Didn't you ever once consider what it would to the girls? How it would destroy me?"
"Baby, I couldn't think straight. All I could do was beat myself up over and over again for what I'd done. I ruined everything, and I didn't even know why."
"But now you do?" I asked.
"As much as I probably ever will."
I waited, and could feel her tensing up. I gave her a little hug. "Go ahead."
"My stupid psychiatrists didn't know shit. The first spent a couple of months telling me that these things happen, that it wasn't my fault. She kept trying to find out what you'd done to cause the problem. I finally fired that bitch."
I could feel myself getting angry when she mentioned what I had done. She noticed. She ran her hand down my chest, kissing my shoulder. "I knew it wasn't you, Dan. That's why I found a new psychiatrist. He was subtler, helping me find excuses for what I did. I was too close to the kids, he said. That fact that my email address was EandJsMom explained it all, or so he said. My identity was buried in theirs, and when they left, I was lost. I was clinically depressed. I was going through the change of life. I was bitter that I had a degree that I'd never used. I never had a real job, since the girls were born. I had dreams, and they'd all turned to dust. It was too much, and I took it out on you, that's what he said. What he tried to get me to believe."



I could feel myself getting angry again. So many damn excuses. None worth a damn, in my opinion.
"I knew it wasn't true, Dan. That's why when you asked, I couldn't tell you the same lame excuses he fed me. Not that a lot of that wasn't true. It was. But that's not why."
She clung to me, as if I was going to make a run for it. Like that was likely. I was still waiting to hear her damn excuse.
"Marta knew. I don't know how. She knew, and instead of telling me, she made me work it out for myself, after talking with half the damn ex-pats in the country."
"Why, Sandy? Why the hell did it happen?"
"I did it because I thought I could. I took you for granted. I knew you loved me, and that you'd forgive me anything. I let that damn asshole seduce me, and my idiot friends cover for me, all because I thought I could get away with it. I'd do something wild, and crazy. Rebellious. For a while I wouldn't be the good wife, the doting mother, the happy homemaker."
"That jerk you gave a second belly-button to, he had a lot to do with it, but I can't blame him totally. I knew better. There was nothing you did, nothing you could have done at that point. I was going to be bad, for once in my life. Do something just for me, and the hell with everyone else. All he did was recognize my weakness, and convince me I deserved it. That there was nothing wrong with it, and that nobody would be hurt. A little larceny in the soul was a good thing."
"I don't understand," I said. "How can you go from the perfect wife one day, to hating me?"
"God, you idiot. I never hated you. I loved you, and felt guilty as hell for what I was doing. Every time I saw you I was afraid I was going to confess everything! When you'd look at me, your disappointment showing, all I wanted to do was apologize. And I hadn't even done anything yet. I was thinking about cheating on you and it ate away at me. I had to avoid you. I couldn't look you in the eye. I sure as hell couldn't make love to you, without losing it. So I told myself it was your fault, you were putting all this guilt on me, trying to stop me from doing something for myself just once in my life. I'd given you twenty-one years, didn't I deserve something?"
"You had to know I'd figure it out, Sandy."
She sighed. "No. Well, yes, I knew you'd see through me, know I was up to something. You'd be suspicious, but you'd never really know. Not for sure. I was too smart. I'd be discreet. You might figure something was happening, but you had to trust me after all our time together. You'd give me the benefit of the doubt. I'd do it, and then it would be over, and we'd be fine. You'd never know for sure. And then we'd be together, my urge satisfied, and everything would be Ok."
"I guess I still don't understand. You knew it was wrong, Sandy. You knew I'd probably figure it out. And you still were willing to risk everything."
"No, baby. I was risking nothing. I was absolutely convinced you'd never know for sure, and that you loved me enough to forgive me for my temporary bad behavior. There was no risk. Not in my mind. I was an idiot. I said you wouldn't like the answer. There was no reason why, other than I thought I could get away with it, so I was going to do it."
I laid there, trying to wrap my mind around what she was saying. I could understand there were a lot of elements leading up to it. They all combined to leave her vulnerable. The kids leaving, I knew was a huge part of it. She was right, her identity was as our girl's mother. Without them, she started to lose herself. I never knew she was unhappy that she never got to use her degree. She never said a word about it. She was happy to be a stay-at-home mom. Our children's welfare was her first concern. Maybe I did take her for granted a little, opening the door for some smooth operator to start working on her insecurities. But I'd tried, damn it! I tried to talk to her, tried to understand. I tried to make her see what was happening.
She did it because she could. Shit. In the end, no matter what other excuses she came up with, that's what it was all about. She wanted to do it, thought she could get away with it without consequences, and stuck to that path of destruction.
"You were going to do it that night, weren't you?"
"Yes. I had convinced myself I would do it once, get it out of my system, and go back to being the perfect wife. No repercussions, no consequences, nobody the wiser."
"But you hadn't . . ."
"No baby. Not once in twenty-one years. I was never unfaithful to you. Even with that asshole, it never went further than some inappropriate touching on his part, outside of my clothing, and some light kissing. Any more would have been cheating, and in my fucked up brain, I was only going to cheat on you once."
"Do you have any idea how insane that sounds?" I said, hearing the anger in my voice.
"I wasn't insane. I was stupid, stupid and selfish. I don't get to fall back on that stupid crutch, that I didn't know what I was doing. I knew exactly what I was doing. That's the horror of it. I knew." I could feel her trembling, heard her voice breaking.
So now I knew. And it didn't help me understand one damn bit. In the end, she had a dozen reasons, and only one that really mattered. She did it because she could. Damn her!
I felt her lips on my cheek. "I'm sorry. But you deserved to know. Your only mistake was loving me so much, that I believed I could get away with anything. And I abused your love and trust. Even then, you risked your life, and your freedom, you risked jail, and threw away a lifetime of effort to stop me from making the final mistake, saving me from myself. I think that's what hurts the most. I don't deserve you."
She climbed out of the bed, after one last salty kiss on my lips, and walked out of the room. I guess I could have stopped her. I could have called her back. I could have told her she was forgiven.
I didn't.
* * * *
Krystal graduated. I would have loved to see it, but I couldn't go back to the States. I figured they had to have a warrant out for me. We spoke on Skype, and I told her how proud I was of her. I sent her a check for ten grand, to help her get started. She told me she had a boyfriend, and that they were pretty serious. He wanted her to move in with him.
The last damn thing a father wanted to hear. As far as I was concerned she was still pure as the driven snow, unsullied, a virgin. All those dates over the years, the proms, the weekends at the beach, they were innocent. I was sure of it. Not my Krystal.
I guess I wasn't good at hiding my thoughts and feelings, even over Skype.
"Give me a break, Dad. How old were you, when you and Mom starting doing it?"
"Those were different times, baby girl. You have to understand—"
"Jesus, Dad! Get with the program. I haven't been a virgin since eleventh grade. Moving in with Jimmy wouldn't be the end of the world."
"Does he love you, baby? Really love you? He's not just using you . . ."
"More than anything. Hell, we'd already be married if he had his way. He loves me like you love Mom." She caught herself. "I mean, you know, like you and Mom used to be. Before she—"
"No, I get it. I hope you're right. If that man loves you half as much as I love your mother, I couldn't ask for anything more for you. I hope you make each other as happy as we were."
It was a rough weekend. Missing her graduation, knowing I was losing her for good. That there was a new man in her life, and that I'd taken myself out of the picture. I wondered how long it would be before I could ever return to the States. For the first time I was glad I hadn't managed to kill the asshole. I'd have to find out what I would have been charged with, and what the statute of limitations were. Maybe I could see my grandchildren before they were all grown up.
Jenna wasn't much better. She wanted to enter some exchange program, and do her second year of college in Italy. Italy! The only saving grace in that, was that maybe I could go over and pay her a visit. If I wouldn't be cramping her style too much.
Yeah, I was having a real pity party, even broke my rule about drinking too much. My life was a mess. Hell, my house was a mess. I'd let Gabrielle go. I gave her a nice severance, thanked her for everything, and told myself that I'd be fine on my own. I could take care of myself, in every sense of the word.
That was how my girls found me. Hung-over, living in squalor, empty bottles all over the place, standing under the outside shower naked as the day I was born. Hell, I didn't even know they were there, until I heard the whistles and cat-calls.
"Who the hell are you," Krystal said, giggling, "and what have you done with my Daddy?"
I was stunned. Too shocked at first to even realize the awkwardness of the situation. Jenna's laughter finally woke me up. "Since when are you a nudist, Dad? And where the hell did you get that hot bod?"
I turned away from them, mortally shamed. "Give me a minute. This isn't what it looks like."
Krystal was laughing so hard I was afraid she was going to collapse. I was trying to put my wet boxers back on, almost falling on my ass. "Looks to me like somebody's naked and embarrassed. It's not like you haven't seen us naked a million times."
"Jesus, Krystal! Not since your were four or five years old! Now turn away!"
"No way. We didn't come thousands of miles to turn away, after seeing you for the first time in almost two years!"
That's when it struck me. My girls were here. In the middle of nowhere. "How . . .?"
"Mom brought us," Jenna explained.
I looked around, to see where she was. If she was part of this.
"She dropped us off. We couldn't get her to even come down and say hi. You're ours for two weeks, and then we'll call her when we're ready to be picked up. She said she wanted to see an old friend. Emphasis on 'old'. She said you'd get it."
Marta. I got it. And I realized I was still standing there with one leg in my boxers, nearly naked. I managed to get my other leg into the shorts before dying of embarrassment. Only then did I turn around and see how much my girls had changed. Skype didn't do them justice.
Yeah, it was pretty wonderful. I showed them around the property, told them what it was like and all I'd done. I took them into town, and made sure that David gave them his best. Drove them into the big city, or what passed for one in that area.
But mostly we talked. Talked and talked. We'd sit on the porch when it rained, or lay out in the sun. I bought a blender so I could make them the local rum drinks, and we gabbed. Talked like we never had before. They dragged the whole story out of me, what had happened, back then, and during their mother's two visits. Man did I catch crap for the Gabrielle episode, not because I spent intimate time with her, but that I'd punish their mom like that. I didn't really have a good excuse.
I kept expecting them to try to convince me to give their mom a second chance, but they never brought it up. What they did do, was try to convince me that my place should be their personal resort. They wanted me to put up some shacks, nothing fancy just a roof to sleep under. Clean up the beach, stock the larders, and let them bring their friends to visit. Bring their boyfriends. Plural. I shouldn't have been surprised that Jenna had some guy on the hook as well. Hell, she's the spitting image of her mother, beautiful.
I didn't say no. Didn't say yes, at least not to building them little huts of debauchery, but I didn't say no. I was even thinking about which of the lots would be easiest to finish, and wondering how much a little bungalow would cost if I kept it simple. Two bedrooms of course. At least that way I could continue lying to myself.
I took them to Ambergris Cay and Caye Caulker. Showed them the ex-pat life, when you had money to burn. Drove out to several of the ruins, spent a day on a catamaran. Went snorkeling, and I promised them that if they took the PADI course and passed their test, I'd take them out to do their open water dive with Jon, my favorite dive master.
The two weeks passed all too quickly, and then it was time to go. It was my job to take them into town, and their mother would take them down to Belize City where they'd fly home from. I argued that I could take them, but they stood firm. Their mother wasn't ready to see me again.
That's what they said, but when I took them to town, she was sitting there at David's.
"Hi Dan. Did you have a great visit?"
The girls pulled me forward, literally forcing me to sit down across from my wife. I assume she was still my wife.
"Wonderful. Thanks for bringing them here. How about you?"
She gave me a slow smile. "It was good. Something I needed. When I left here last time, I ran home. I never did stop by and thank Marta for all she did."
The girls monopolized the conversation from that point, telling their mother all the things they'd done, and filling her in on their plans for my property. It broke my heart when Sandy looked at her watch. "We have to go. We have a long drive ahead of us, and we don't want to be late for the flight."
I offered to go along, but Sandy insisted the time wasn't right. I wanted to argue. I needed to spend every minute I could with my girls. In the end I gave them a tearful hug goodbye. The two troublemakers pushed their mother into my arms. I gave her a hug. I was a little bothered that I didn't receive much of one back. I guess she was over me. I knew damn well I should be over her.
Then she was walking away, with the girls in tow. No, 'sorry', no 'I love you', nothing. I remembered that feeling. I didn't matter. Not anymore.
* * * *
I missed my girls. All of them, even the one that broke my heart, if I'm honest with myself.
The first week, after they left, I worked myself ragged. I'd gotten behind on my project, thanks to their surprise visit, but seven 12 hours days had me back on schedule.
A few hours spent with the original plans for the property, some paper, and spreadsheets, and I felt pretty good about things. It wouldn't be that hard to make the place something special for the girls. I switched back to doing most of my telecommute work at night, laboring during the day. I spent a few hours in town, talking to the locals. I was trying to rent some heavy equipment, but the prices came as a shock. Nobody would let you rent the equipment by itself, and a bulldozer and operator ran about $2000 Belize a day. The good news was I could hire a guy with a machete to clear an acre of underbrush for $200. Go figure.
My property shared a road down one side with the retirement community next door. That access road ran from the paved road down to within about a hundred feet of the shore. Turn right, and you're driving behind the $250,000 mansion waterfront lots next door. All unimproved at the moment. There were ten of them.
Turn left, and the road narrowed, almost overrun by the jungle. It traveled a few hundred yards, then formed a nice semi-circle around my little beach, passing right behind my cabana. After another hundred yards of even worse road, it dead-ended. The land to the west of mine was raw jungle, as was most of the land in the area, until the sugar cane fields started near town, half-a-mile away.
At the peak of the road arc, directly behind my house, another road headed straight away from the beach for about three hundred yards. It was two separate lanes, with a line of fruit trees planted in the middle. At one time a bulldozer had come through and cleared the house lots on each side of this lane. Since then most had been overgrown.
David introduced me to a guy in town who hooked me up. I was amazed how much work could be done by four guys with machetes. A couple of times I saw them hook a chain to their truck, and pull out some of the bigger stuff. Manolo became my go-to guy. Labor is cheap, minimum wage is well under two bucks and hour. Manolo charged me $12.50 a day for unskilled labor, and $20 to $40 for guys like 'Chainsaw Eddie' who could bring down a tree two feet in width, and leave me a pile of perfectly cut boards in less than a day.
I'm not stupid. I'd been doing most of the labor myself. When I learned that for an hour at the computer, I could hire two men for a day, I rethought my efforts. I learned to do that a lot.
You know the old saw, "When in Rome . . .?" Learn it. Live it. Love it.
I didn't know better, and I'm not that smart, it turns out. Where I wanted to put in grass, Manolo got me five truck loads of sand and gravel for $400, including guys with shovels to spread and level it. When I bought cinder blocks to expand my storage shed, I learned from Manolo that 'rich foreigners' paid almost double. From then on, I let him do my purchasing. I'd rather pay him an extra 10-20% and have it delivered, then have to pick it up at twice the cost.
A carpenter costs $25 a day. About $20 for a bricklayer. That's my cost, with Manolo's oversight. Painters cost less than the paint. In the end I bit the bullet, and just told Manolo what I wanted, and he billed me. It took me about three months of continuous projects to get me there. I never regretted it. Once I put it in his hands, I was surprised to see my expenses go down. David explained it to me.
"One price for one-time work, cheaper for long time employment," he said. "You let him maintain property, roads, clean the beach, cut back the brush, and keep throwing him new work, he wants to keep you happy. Not a lot of work out here."
I wasn't the only one busy. I was surprised that the retirement community was actually growing. They had enough lots for more than two hundred homes, and four large multi-floor condos. When I'd swim by, I'd see the big equipment out there, over and over again. I saw a couple of 4000 sq. ft. western style homes go in, and one monstrosity of a mansion. I thanked my lucky stars for the small hill and dense jungle that separated my property from everything. I rarely heard anything of the construction.
At the five month mark, Manolo was asking me when I was going to start selling the lots. He was pushing me to put in a dock, but I didn't have a boat. He had a quote for a pool, but I had an entire bay at my front door. He brought over a guy who was building the 'casitas' next door. Cute, tiny little houses, only about 1100 sq. ft. Thatched roofs, 1 bedroom, 1 living area, kitchenette and bath, with a huge wraparound porch. They were adorable, and I was almost tempted to do it, but it was almost 80 grand for two. Dirt cheap, but a goodly chunk of my remaining wealth. Even with my eldest out of college, and working more hours than ever, I wasn't saving a dime. I was barely breaking even, with all the work I had Manolo doing.
I finally explained that I wasn't selling lots. This wasn't a community. It was just for me and my family. I know he thought I was nuts. He was probably right. I'm sure he was a little disappointed. I'm certain forty or fifty homes would have kept him in work for a long time. He wasn't going to get rich off of me.
I slowly started to interface a little with the other ex-pats. Mostly online, except for a few people next store. At first I was just looking for answers to some questions. How to do things, were to buy things. Like a decent pillow, or what would grow in a garden. I was happy living native, but my girls would probably need some western amenities.
The dilapidated, overgrown abandoned place I'd purchased was starting to look like a resort. I mean, seriously. Gorgeous. Landscaped, clean, bright handmade signs by 'Sandy's Beach', and 'Krystal's Klear Pond', a nice little cenote, at least that's what Manolo called it. A turquoise blue pond, only about 30 feet wide and 20 feet across, it had to be at least a hundred feet deep. Sweet water. When I told him I wasn't going to put in a pool, the next thing I knew, I had a marked trail, hardwood benches, and a clearing around our swimming hole. Nobody had even told me it was on the property. It wasn't marked on the map. Surprise.



There was a new cleared trail that circled the property. It ran past the swimming hole, and my 'official' Maya Ruins. Honestly, it looked like a pile of rocks. No temple to the sun here, but a professor from the university in Belize City confirmed it. It turns out the area was littered with ruins. Manolo said for only $2000 Belize, he could have it excavated, and see what was under the dirt. I was curious, but not that curious. He still cleaned it up, exposed a couple of steps and a piece of wall, put up a stone and another sign. "Jenna's Rest". It was near the edge of my property, and less than fifty feet later Manolo had the end of the trail coming out on the side road, conveniently across from where the trails at the community next door started.
The roads were improved, with a nice cleared space on each side. The fruit trees were trimmed, sprayed, and mulched. I even had my shade gazebo with thatched roof to the east side of the beach. My original little grill was enclosed, and was big enough to cook a side of beef. I had a half-ton of wood charcoal in the brick box beside it. There were two hammocks down by the water, hanging between some of the trees that had been left when the beach was originally cleared. Two. There was only one of me. You do the math.
What I was missing was my guests.
I'd been calling the girls regularly, at least once a week. Krystal had moved in with her guy, and found a good job. She bitched about it a lot, but don't we all? Jenna was loving Italy, and sprinkled Italian into our conversations. I was keeping most of the work I was doing a secret, I wanted it to be a surprise.
They never brought up their mother. When I asked about her, all they would say was that she was very busy, but when it was time, she'd contact me. I guess it was really over. I had mixed feeling about that.
I was afraid they'd want to spend Christmas with their mother, but I went out on a limb and invited them anyway. I was surprised when they both accepted, eagerly. I wasn't quite as pleased when they both told me they'd be bringing a 'guest'. Call me selfish, I wanted my girls for myself. I told them my gift was the airfare to Belize City and home again. They were to coordinate their travel, for all four of them, and charge it to me. I was scared of what that would cost me. I could probably have my dock built for less.
I told Manolo what was happening, and realized I had no place for four people to stay. He chewed me out good, then told me about the Mennonite pre-fab homes. The next day I was talking to Hans, and I was amazed at how cheaply and quickly I could have a very basic cabin in place. Because of the rush, I had to select from their existing inventory. One was a particularly good deal, because the original buyer defaulted. For a new two-bedroom, one bath, hardwood home, complete, on-site, with a basic interior finish and a 16' x 8' veranda, it was a little over $30,000, and only $24,000 for the second-hand one. Manolo promised to have the interior finished, the place painted, and everything ready for my guests for another five grand. It would hurt my wallet, but I told them to go ahead.
I no longer had a beach house, I had a compound. Alright, I was going a little nuts. But if it meant seeing my girls more often, I figured it was worth it.
* * * *
It was December 16th, I'll never forget it. Four days before my girls were supposed to come visit for two weeks. I could hear the saws running, as the carpenters were putting in the cabinets in the casitas. There must have been at least ten people working on the property. One guy was even climbing the beach trees and installing Christmas lights.
I'd been evicted from my own house, while the floors were refinished. Manolo was pretty amazing, I have to admit. He was always searching auctions, sales, and property recoveries. He'd found some used granite counters, ridiculously expensive new, and was having my kitchen surfaces replaced. My living room office had been relocated to the second bedroom, and they were making the place 'presentable.'
In the meantime, all I could do was sit back and watch the worker bees go crazy. I was walking the beach, and when I looked up I saw a jogger crossing my property. She waved and I waved back. A few seconds later I almost broke my neck. I could swear it was Sandy. I tried running after her, but I was too late. I didn't stand a chance. She was headed toward the retirement resort.
Shit. It couldn't be! I hopped in my car, and took off on the mile and a half drive to get to the sales office next door. Walking, it was a half-mile, but I was in a hurry. Twenty minutes later I left confused. No, she didn't live there. Nobody with her name, or description had bought or rented in the last year.
My heart was beating a mile a minute. I was sure it was her. I mean, I only had a glance, but I'd know that run anywhere.
I returned to "Dan's Escape" as the large sign at the entrance proclaimed. I hadn't chosen the name, but I deemed it fitting. Getting out of the car, I was surprised at how disappointed I was. The bitch broke my heart, right? She left without saying a word. I was better off without her.
"The girl's are gonna love it, Dan. You've done miracles with the place."
I turned and she was standing there, jogging in place, sweaty. Beautiful. "Not even a 'hi' for an old friend?" she asked, grinning.
I stepped over and gave her a hug. "Hi. You're looking great, Sandy."
"Baby, I'm all gross and sweaty," she laughed, pushing me away.
"What are you doing here?"
"It's a long story. How about I tell it to you over dinner?"
"Sure. I'd like that. What would you like? I'll go into town—"
"No, dinner at my place. How about I pick you up here around seven?"
Her place? My mind felt fuzzy, I couldn't think straight, none of this made sense.
She leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Say yes, honey. Don't overthink it."
"Yes. Seven. Here. Your place." I must have sounded like an idiot.
She laughed, and gave me a hug. "I love you, Dan. Always have and always will." Then she turned and ran down my road.
* * * *
I was less than useless. I was an impediment. Manolo finally threw his hands in the air and said he gave up, when he asked me something about something. He would do it his way, and I better not complain.
I stood for an hour, watching "Chainsaw Eddie" build beach lounge chairs from a tree with his chainsaw, a hammer and some nails. He didn't even have a tape measure or plans. The man was a freak. He handled a chainsaw like it was a carving knife. As he finished each one, he'd start on another, and some woman I'd never seen before would sand it by hand and paint it.
Sandy. Dinner.
I wondered why my casita was pink. Well not really pink, more like the color of the inside of a conch shell.
A guy was raking my sand. I'm serious. Long straight rows. For some reason I wanted to walk across it. Mess it up.
There were kids walking around, no kidding, kids, no more than ten years old would be my guess, pulling up plants from where they shouldn't be growing.
Dinner. Her place.
Chainsaw Eddie had moved on and was carving what looked like a six foot tall Maya sculpture. It reminded me of the Easter Island statues. He recruited four guys to carry it and stand it up at the entrance to the beach, and he started sculpting it in place. Kinda like those ice carvers.
An older woman was walking on the gravel paths, barefoot. She'd stop every so often and toss a rock she didn't approve of to the side. Occasionally, she'd use a large stone she carried in her hand to beat a piece of seashell into oblivion.
This was insane. I'd let it all get away from me.
Sandy. Here.
I went for a swim.
* * * *
Some woman made me wipe my feet before I was allowed in my own house. I showered indoors, and put on my best casual shirt and shorts. I shaved. I spent fifteen minutes searching through my cabinets for aftershave, then decided against it. Brushed my teeth, combed my hair, and then brushed my teeth. I agonized over which of my two pair of sandals to wear. I stuck a handkerchief in my pocket for the first time in over two years.
I finally walked out to the porch, watching the circus, and keeping an eye on the entrance, waiting for my wife, I assumed she was still my wife, to drive up.
"You look dapper."
I turned and she was standing there, wearing a light weight yellow halter dress. She was stunning.
"Ready to go?" she asked, waiting patiently.
I stood, and looked around at the activity. The hell with it. Manolo had things in hand. I was useless anyway. She slipped her hand in mine and gave a tug. "Come on. I'm sure you have lots of questions."
We walked hand in hand down the road, away from the resort. Toward nothing. Just before the end of the road, she turned up my trail, and fifty feet later, stepped between two trees, tugging me along after her. A few feet later we were on a new trail, and headed back down toward the shore. Five minutes later there was a clearing, and one of the cute little casitas Manolo had originally urged me to buy. The house was yellow, like her dress. Her favorite color.
"Welcome to Sandy's Haven. Isn't it adorable?"
It was. But it didn't make sense. None of it made sense. "I don't understand."
She moved into my arms, embracing me. She gave me a soft kiss. "I know. Come in. Relax, and I'll try to explain everything."
We walked into her house, kicking our sandals off at the entrance. It smelled great. I looked up and David was at work in the kitchen. He looked up and waved his knife at me. I think he meant it in greeting, but I wasn't taking anything for granted.
"Did you know that David makes the world's greatest paella? It's to die for. Can I get you a Belikin?"
I sat on the bright colored couch, in front of the glass covered coffee table. I looked through the glass, and got punched between the eyes again. Under the glass top lay three items: a handkerchief, a book, and a knife.
She sat beside me and handed me a beer. I opened it and passed it back to her. She gave me mine, and I opened that one, and took a much needed drink.
"A reminder. Of what my stupidity cost me, and what I was going to do my damnedest to win back," she said, leaning back and crossing her legs. Her dress slid up her thighs exposing way too much thigh for my broken brain to handle.
"Please, Sandy. What's going on?"
"I'm sorry, Dan. I knew it was still too early. I was willing to wait. But with the girl's coming for Christmas, I had to try. I had to."
"You live here?"
"Since about five weeks after the girls left."
"How's that possible? How could I never see you?"
"I didn't want you to. You weren't ready. I realized that, after our last talk, and I was willing to wait." She put her hand on my leg. "I can't believe what you've done next door. The girls are going to love it."
"I didn't think this land was even for sale."
She shrugged. "I had help tracking down the owner. It was pretty cheap, actually. It's nowhere near as big as yours. It's got almost 500 feet of waterfront, but no beach like yours. Manolo was able to make me a road and clear an acre for the house, and a view of the water, for less than two thousand dollars."
"Manolo?"
"Yeah, David hooked me up. Manolo's nice, and he can work miracles. He had all my permits in less than two weeks, got the house set up, septic, well, solar power, everything in less than a month. I couldn't believe it. Then this cute little house was on a truck one day, and I was moving in the next." She took a sip of her beer. "Marta helped a lot with getting the inside finished."
"How can you afford this?"
"I sold the house, of course, as soon as I accepted you were gone, and I rented. You left me pretty well off, considering. All of this cost less than half of what I got at closing. I sold the car, and bought that old truck out back. What's the deal with that, anyway? Trucks cost less than a car?"
I wasn't about to go into the whole business of utility vehicle duty versus passenger cars. That didn't matter.
David's little girl walked over and placed a tray of conch fritters in front of us. Not too many, just enough for an appetizer. "For you, Mr. Dan," she said, smiling.
"It looks wonderful, thank you, Deedee." She scampered back to where her father was diligently working, pretending to hear nothing.
I ate one. Delicious, as I'd have expected. I fed her one, watching her. I still couldn't get over the fact that she was here. Right under my nose, all this time. Just a couple of hundred yards away.
I ate another fritter, dipping it in the spicy sauce. I offered her one, but she shook her head. She had seemed so calm, but I could see she was nervous. Anxious.
"Honey, I know the timing is terrible. I'm trying to be patient. I love you, baby. And I miss you so bad. I'm not asking to move in or anything, but I—"
She looked so nervous, so scared. So damn beautiful. All this time, not even a quarter of a mile away. Waiting until I was ready. "Kiss me, Sandy."
"Dan?"
"Kiss me, you stupid woman. Leaving me over there all alone, all this time. Kiss me now, or I swear I'm gonna put you over my knee and give you a whipping you'll never forget."
She scrambled across the couch, and threw her arms around my neck. Her lips met mine forcefully, our teeth clashing. She kissed me for a second, and pulled away.
I pulled her over, lifting her onto my lap. "Is that how a wife kisses her husband, after not seeing him for over six months?"
She grinned. "Actually, I saw you almost every day."
"You know what I mean."
"No. You're the one that hasn't seen me. Kiss me, husband. Kiss your stupid, lonely, repentant wife, and tell her you still love her."
I held her face in my hands, and kissed her. Tasted those lips I'd been without for so long. I ran my hands down her body, irritated that stupid dress was between us. I kissed my wife.
"I love you, I never stopped loving you. You know that," I whispered into her ear.
She smiled, and I could see the tears in her eyes. "I know, but a woman needs to hear it sometimes."
I reached in my pocket and pulled out a handkerchief, wiping her tears away. Big mistake. She started sobbing, clinging to me, her entire body shaking. I held her gently, reminding her I loved her.
"Papa says dinner's ready in ten minutes, and to stop torturing that woman."
I looked up at the little troublemaker, showing me her big smile, one of her front teeth notably absent. "Tell your Papa we'll be ready, and tomorrow, he's gonna have some explaining to do."
Sandy was curled up, leaning against me, wiping her face and mascara on my favorite shirt. I guess I could forgive her for that. I'd forgiven her for a lot worse.
"Can I come home, Dan?" she whispered.
After all we'd been through, the hurt, the turmoil, I thought the decision would be harder than it was. Maybe it should have been, but I knew in my heart there was only one real solution. My life was empty without her. I'd loved her most of my life, and didn't want to spend any more time apart. She'd screwed up, badly, and it had cost us. In some ways, my response had been even worse. But that was our past, and if I ever hoped to by happy again, I needed to put that behind me.
"I think it's about time, don't you?"
Her head popped up, eyes open wide. "Really?"
"Please. I hate my life without you. I tried, I did, but all I could do was pass time. But you have to promise me, promise me that for now on, it's just you and me, nobody else. Forever and ever."
"I do, baby. I swear. If you'll take me back, you'll never regret it. I know now. Know what I risked, what my selfishness cost. All I need is a second chance."
I kissed her softly, and felt my own eyes moistening. This part was hard.
"I need you to forgive me, Sandy. I'm so sorry. I gave up on us too easily, and I . . . I was unfaithful. Never again, I promise. Please forgive me."
She nodded slowly. "I have. It took me a while. You have no idea how bad you hurt me. Not for leaving. I understood that. But that woman. I tried so hard, I put it all on the line. I figured you might have moved on, but to do it like that! With me on the front porch, that was evil, Dan."
"It wasn't intentional. I guess I was still in shock over your showing up like you did. I was determined I wasn't going to let you disrupt my life in any way. You weren't supposed to be there, and I wasn't going to change my life, just because you'd found me. I couldn't afford to. I was just finding a routine, numb to the pain, moving on. I forgot she was going to be there. I know it was wrong, but I didn't mean to intentionally hurt you, it was a way of protecting myself. I'm sorry."
"Do I want to know how long?"
"About four months. Once a week on laundry day. It cost me twenty dollars, which is a lot. Then after you left, I . . . I kind of lost it. The next week I let her go. I couldn't do it."
"Was there anyone else?" she asked.
"No. Not before, and not since. And there never will be again, if you'll forgive me and take me back."
"You promise?"
"Cross my heart."
"Papa says you are two foolish people. You need to kiss and make up, and eat before it gets cold."
Deedee again. Her hands behind her back, bouncing up and down on her toes, grinning like her evil father. "Tell your Papa that I'm gonna make sure everyone knows that he uses instant rice."
Sandy giggled, then threw her arms around my neck. "Are we really doing this?"
I grabbed her left hand, and held it up in front of her with my left. Showing her our rings. "Husband and wife. 'Til death do us part."
* * * *
Dinner was nothing short of amazing, and David left with his girl once we'd been served. Dessert was even better.
It was awkward, after two years apart. Once, we had fit together to easily, so naturally, now we were walking on eggshells. We never made it back to my place. After the meal, she took me by the hand and led me straight to her room. It was small, like the house, and the bed was only a twin. Of course mine was only a double.
She undressed in front of me, blushing. I waited and watched. She looked incredible. She'd gained back the weight she needed and it looked like it all went to the right places. She was tan all over, head to foot.
"Somebody's been running around naked again," I said.
She gave me a hesitant smile. "You always said it was your favorite outfit."
"No, I always said it was your favorite outfit."
"Alright, so it's both of ours. I'll have you know this place is very private. I'm not an exhibitionist." She pouted cutely. "How come I'm the only one naked here?"
"Because that's my favorite outfit, and I've sure missed seeing it."
"Get undressed, and come to bed, husband. Show me you've missed me."
We laid together, touching each other, exchanging tentative kisses. I was re-familiarizing myself with her body, and didn't know how to start. I don't think she did either. It was like neither of us wanted to make the first move. It certainly wasn't because I wasn't up for it. I was. Very much so.
She laid on her side, facing me, and lifted one knee. I scooted closer, giving her a brief kiss. I inched my hips forward, then arched my back, trying to get my cock to line up with her. We were embracing each other, hand caressing skin, tentatively. She shifted again, the head sliding against her little patch of fur. She scooted up a bit, and I kissed her lips, pulling my hips away, and pushing forward again, sliding between her legs. We both wriggled a little more, our hands resting on each other's torso, as we became awkward contortionists, trying to come together. I was staring into her eyes, seeing the love and need. I wiggled again, missing her opening.



I saw a tiny smile turn up the corner's of her mouth, which she tried to hide. I couldn't help it. I chuckled. She giggled. We ended up laughing unable to stop. I held her close, feeling her laughter. We had almost recovered, when she slapped my chest. "Jesus, Dan, I can't believe we both forgot how to fuck."
That brought on another attack of the giggles, which ended with me on my back, and her laying on top of me. She sat up, and grinned. "Remind me baby, it's been so long. This thing here," she said, holding me by the shaft. "I know it's supposed to go somewhere."
"Honestly, I think I'm getting Alzheimer's. I know that it's suppose to go in you. You might want to try putting it where you go ca-ca."
Her palm slapped down on my chest loudly. "You son-of-a-bitch! Two years, and that's where you want to put it?"
"Unless you know a better place. I can't remember, remember?"
She gave me a look, the look, and squeezed my shaft hard. "Let's try this again." She rose up a little, poised over my cock head. "Look honey. I think he likes me. Can I play with him?"
"Baby doll, he loves you, and he's yours to play with for the rest of our lives. You alone get to decide where he goes."
"Mmm. I like the sound of that. I might have to try him everywhere, but for now, I think I know where he belongs."
She lowered herself carefully, taking her time, until she was sitting with her full weight on me, my aching cock back where he belonged. "God, I've missed this so much, Dan." She closed her eyes, moving her hips slowly in tiny little circles, hugging herself. "Too fucking long, baby. Way too fucking long. Promise me baby, you're gonna let me have this big guy when I need it."
"As long as you'll do the same," I said, grabbing her hips and pushing into her, straining to bury every last millimeter inside of her.
She gave me a sexy little smile, and started rocking back and forth. I could feel her pussy squeezing me at the end of each stroke. It was too much, too soon, and it had been way too fucking long. I grabbed her ass, and pumped her hard for a few more strokes, then unloaded inside of her. It couldn't have been a minute altogether, and damn if she didn't squeal as I erupted, coming with me.
She laid on top of me, trembling, as I gave her a last few weak thrusts. She looked me in the eye, and kissed me softly. "I love you so much, baby. But, damn! we're out of practice. I have been fantasizing about a lot more. That sucked."
She delivered the line grinning, and when I laughed with her, she popped my guy out of her, starting another giggle rampage. "We're gonna need a lot of practice, baby," I told her.
"No time like the present."
She was right, and that teasing little mouth of hers helped me get ready for a second try. That one went a lot better. A whole lot better, thank you very much.
The third time was almost as good as the fantasies.
* * * *
I awoke with my wife in my arms, amidst an earthquake and thunder. Her eyes popped open, and she grabbed me. I knew she felt it too.
The ground kept shaking, but so too did the thunder, on and on and on.
"Fuckin' Manolo," I growled, and my wife giggled.
She got up and grabbed my shirt, putting it on. At least she left me my shorts. I followed her to the door, and we stepped out on the porch. A friggin' bulldozer was chewing up the earth, not twenty feet from the house.
Manolo stepped up to the porch, wearing a smile bigger than Deedee's. "Merry Christmas, Mr. and Mrs. Dan. My gift to you. We make the two properties, one, yes?"
It was kind of late to say no. The trees were already falling as the bulldozer cut a swath through the jungle, toward my road.
"Say thank you to the nice man, dear."
"Yes, thank you Manolo. That's very kind of you." It was. It would have cost me at least a thousand dollars. Somehow, I was pretty sure he wasn't going to pay anywhere near that.
"Do you want to leave this house here, or put it with the others. We still have one more good foundation ready."
I looked down at her, and she shook her head. "No, for now, let's leave it here. We still have a lot of things to work out. Just the road for now."
"And we connect the trails, of course."
I looked down at my wife again, and she nodded, grinning.
"Of course. We've got to connect the trails." I looked at her again, raising my eyebrows, to see if there were any more surprises.
"It would be nice if we could get somebody to move my stuff, honey."
Manolo smiled, and nodded back to his truck. Two ladies got out, carrying boxes. Then he turned back to us. "David say breakfast will be ready in," he checked his watch, "eighteen minutes. He also says if you lie about his rice, he will spit in your eggs."
Sandy took me by the hand, and led me barefoot down the trail, back to my beach house. Our beach house now. We had three days before the girls would be there, and a lot of ground to make up.
* * * *
Epilogue.
I haven't gone back. Sandy did a few times. I thought I'd have to for the wedding, but Jenna decided to hold it at Dan's Haven. Krystal too. When Krystal got pregnant, I thought that was it. No more getting out of it. Nope, I don't know what the hell is wrong with my women, but she wanted to be here for that too. At least the medical services in Belize are stupidly cheap.
Sandy assures me I can go back if I want, without having to fear getting locked up. So far I haven't wanted to.
We've got a dock now. A twenty-six foot boat. Four 'guest' cabins that get a surprising amount of use, considering how far away we are from everyone. Another hundred feet of beachfront, with better sand, and a solid retaining wall. Krystal's husband Aaron is trying to put in a zipline, that will go over 200 ft. He's been working at it for two days. He'll learn. I'll give him another hour or so, then I'll have Manolo put it up. Did I say Aaron? That's right. Jimmy was a flash in the pan. Moved in and back out again within a year. Aaron's a good man, and a good husband and father.
Jenna's trying to get me to install a dive hut, with our own compressor and filter. She says it's too much trouble to travel the mile next door to the dive shop. I keep reminding her I'm not made of money, but she just looks around the place and smirks.
I'm trying to hold out, but it's difficult. If you have daughters you know what I mean.
We're not rich. Not even close. I still work five days a week. Sandy holds yoga classes for the folks next door. It doesn't pay a lot, but it helps, and it keeps her busy. We never hit the lotto. Didn't find gold. Never sold the property for a huge profit. Just the opposite in fact. We bought the property next to Sandy's and it gave us the entire shoreline from the retirement resort to the lagoon. We like not having neighbors on top of us. We enjoy the privacy. Sandy's birthday suit is still her favorite outfit.
We still have the glass coffee table, and even though sometimes it's a painful reminder, it still displays a handkerchief, a book, and a knife.
Sometimes we'll take the book out and page through it. We don't talk about why it got burned, and the kids know to leave it alone.
We went through hell and back. It was terrible, and difficult. Sometimes I feel guilty. Not about putting a knife in that smarmy bastard's gut, guys like him deserve it. No, it still sticks in my craw that I cheated on my wife. Yeah, there were a lot of mitigating circumstances, but I regret it. She never, ever was unfaithful to me. I stopped her, I know. And emotionally, that's a different issue. But still.
I know she still feels guilty on occasion. We've talked about it a couple of times. She knows she did wrong, and for all the myriad excuses she was handed, it still comes down to she did it because she wanted to and thought she could get away with it. Thankfully, neither is true anymore. I believe that. Hell, the woman punished herself harder than I ever could have. I loved her, even when she was a selfish bitch.
Then again, she loved me when I was a heartless cheating bastard. My only excuse was my heart had been torn out and discarded, leaving me heartless.
We've kept our promise about always being there for each other when we need it. When the kids see us walking down to Sandy's old casita, they tease us and give us a hard time. We know it's just teasing. Sometimes we walk down there and don't do anything but watch the sunset. Just to jerk their chains.
I guess I could go on and on about what was uncovered at our Maya ruins, or about our relationships with David, Manolo, and Marta, God rest her soul. I could brag about my genius grandchildren, or talk about the hurricane that almost ruined all of our dreams. I could write about her greenhouse experiment, and thriving garden. Damn, there's a lot I could talk about.
But Sandy's in her favorite outfit, giving me that look. No, not the look, thank God. That look. I think I'm gonna take her down to her casita, and we ain't gonna watch the sunset.
So this is the end. Of the story, I mean. At least the written part. I hope the real story never ends.
* * * *
This story is an entry into FAWC (Friendly Anonymous Writing Challenge). If you enjoyed the story, your vote would be appreciated. Thanks.
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What I Did On My Christmas Vacation
by Tx Tall Tales ©
==============================
Teaching Mom and Sis the Big O
This naughty little tale is an entry in the Winter Holidays Story Contest 2014. It's nothing like my previous Winter Holiday Contest entries, but I hope you like it. It's a rather long, involved tale, and would normally be broken up into two or three chapters, but the contest requirements mandate it be one single story.
I owe PatientLee thanks for providing editorial help on a difficult story. As usual, I kept going even after I got her feedback, so the remaining issues are all mine.
I have also managed to work my way through most of the issues that have interfered with me being able to get much writing done for far too long now. I am writing again, and looking forward to posting more and reading your feedback. Thank you for your patience.
==============================
Eng. 302 - Dr. Hamilton
Your Holiday assignment is to rewrite the classic: What I Did On My Summer Vacation but based on your holiday break. Your story has to be true, engaging, at least 3000 words long, and utilize at least ten of your twenty assigned vocabulary words.
Vocabulary:
- ambivalent, convoluted, cognizant, commiserate, deft
- diaphanous, enigma, inclination, irascible, ire
- lament, lassitude, miscreant, nefarious, pristine
- raiment, subterfuge, torrid, torpid, veracity
==============================
My Christmas Vacation - by Travis Porter
First, let me say that the names of the women involved have been changed to protect their identity. Should this story get out, it's not right that their reputations should be ruined, over a required class project.
Second, my story may be more torrid and salacious than would be normally acceptable. In some parts it is quite explicit about activities of a sexual nature. I'm not trying to cause trouble, but you were the one that insisted the story be true and engaging. Truth be told, this is what I was engaged with over the holidays. So I will tell the story honestly and to the best of my ability, and let the chips fall where they lay.
Third and finally, I want to say for the record this isn't a fair assignment. Nobody who reads this is going to believe it, even though I swear to its 100% veracity. Even if they were to believe it, I'll probably get a zero because of the subject matter. Like that's my fault? It's what happened! If I somehow were to get a pass on the subject matter, and word got out, I'd be ruined. Everyone would think I was a sneaky, immoral, sick, and opportunistic bastard.
I'm not sneaky.
I hadn't meant to eavesdrop on Mom and Teri. I would even argue it wasn't my fault. I had every right to be where I was, when I was, doing what I was.
'Where I was' was lying on the couch in the family room. 'When I was' was the middle of the afternoon, December 11th, one day before school was supposed to be finished. I had no exams the last two days, and took off for home a day early. 'What I was doing' was napping, due to my lassitude from packing up and driving five hours home from college, to start my Christmas break.
Such decisions are what lives are made of.
If this was one of those stories, I'd probably have walked in on Mom with her black boss, our slimy neighbor and her secret lesbian lover, in a ménage à quatre. I would have had to use my national champion karate skills I learned as a Navy Seal to kick some butts, my underworld minions would ship her off to a Mexican brothel, and I'd utilize my recent lottery winnings to do various and sundry nefarious things to those who had led my mother astray.
Oh. Never mind. That's what Dad would have had to do, but Dad's gone, five years now. I forget sometimes that not all of a father's duties trickle down to old first born, only son. Although a few more of them have lately, but I'm getting ahead of myself.
This is not one of those stories, and I'd appreciate it if you stopped trying to get me off track. Like I said, it was not my fault. I was minding my own business.
It was the sobbing that first pierced the veil of torpidity that enveloped me. I was about to speak up, but I held back. My sister is one of the least emotional girls I've ever met. My football coach (Second string, outside line-backer. No superstar here, sorry, this is non-fiction) used to say 'suck it up.' Baby sis had lived with enough pain and heartache to last a lifetime. She endured it all, never letting it show. When it came to 'sucking it up,' she could give a Dyson a run for its money.
She was in the car when Dad had the accident. She was trapped in her seat, both legs badly broken. She had to lay there in agony while she saw the light fade from his eyes. The last words Dad uttered was to tell her he was sorry, and to tell Mom he loved her. Teri was 13 years old, and missed an entire semester of school, spending the time with doctors, in hospitals, in surgery, and undergoing extremely painful physical therapy. The next semester she was almost kicked out of school for refusing to wear shorts for P.E. until the school principal saw the scars. She received a waiver. Her sophomore year she was bullied horribly. She kept it a secret, and endured the pain privately, until I found out.
When moms and dads find out something like that, they go to the teachers, the principals, the school board, and the parents. I went to the school bathrooms, male and female, and dealt with things personally, out of public view. Second string linebacker, remember? I might not have been a great athlete, but I was big and strong, and very angry. Hurting my sister after what she'd been through wasn't right. Eventually all the miscreants involved agreed. They lamented their actions. I did get suspended, but it was only for three days and worth it.
My sister endured. She was tough, and kept her emotions bottled up. She had stopped crying after Dad's funeral. I had never seen her cry since. Hearing her sobbing like that made me keep quiet. I didn't want to embarrass her. Not my baby-sister.
You'd think she'd be happy. She was nearly done with high school, she'd been accepted into the college of her choice, and she had her first steady boyfriend, a popular student-athlete. Life was looking up for her.
Or so I thought. From the sound of things, nothing could be further from the truth. I heard the crying and Mom's consoling words. I'm sure they figured they were alone in the house, there's just the three of us, and I wasn't due home for another day. I stayed quiet, and I listened. If somebody had hurt Teri, I'd have to do something about it. She might be a pain in the ass, but she was my pain in the ass.
Several times I came within a gnat's ass of interrupting, and making them aware of my presence. There have been moments when I wish I had. Those moments are few and far-in-between. Most of the time, as warped as it may seem to you, the reader, I thank my lucky stars that I stayed hidden and kept my trap shut. I give thanks to the gods of chance, that had me come home a day early, made me park my car in the garage, and who encouraged me to nap on the couch. Otherwise this would be a very short essay, and my life would be infinitely more boring.
As I best recall, the portion of their conversation I inadvertently overheard went something like this:
"What's wrong with me!" my sister's anguished words echoed in my ears, breaking my heart.
"Nothing baby. Trust me, what you're telling me is perfectly normal. Don't believe all you read and see on TV, love isn't like that. It's certainly nothing like some of that trash you'll find on the Internet."
"Kyle says it's me. That I'm a cold fish."
Kyle. That would be the aforementioned student-athlete first boyfriend. I was going to have to kill that asshole, for making my sister cry.
"I did everything he wanted, Mom. Everything! I tried to be a good girlfriend. I used my mouth on him. He was my first. Everyone said the first time was bad but it would get better. It's not getting better! I hate it. It hurts. What's the big deal with sex?"
Everything he wanted? That dick-head was having sex with my sister? Fuck! He was toast. It wouldn't just be swirlies for him, either!
"Honey, don't buy into the whole lie about sex. It's great for the guys, but it's our job to put up with it, and pretend. You know that movie, When Harry met Sally? That's what we do. We let them do what they want, and we make them think it's amazing."
"But Mom, my friends say it is amazing."
"We all lie about it, baby. It's society. We're told on TV and at the movies, in the books we read, that sex is this mind-blowing incredible experience. The incredible part is making a baby, and creating two wonderful children like you and your brother. The rest is all make-believe. Trust me on this. What you're saying is perfectly natural."
Teri seemed to be calming. The sobbing had diminished to almost nothing, and she was no longer hiccupping through her half of the conversation. "It hurts, Mom. It hurts a lot. Especially when he put it in my bottom."
Son-of-a-bitch! That scum-sucking low-life had ass-raped my sister. When I was done with him, we'd see how he liked that.
"You made him use a condom, didn't you?" Mom asked.
I didn't hear Teri's response, but from Mom's reaction, it sounded like that was a 'yes'. Good for her.
"You should have come to me sooner, baby. I can help you. First of all, we've got to get you some good lube. It hurts when they stick it in. Using a condom can make it worse for us unless it's pre-lubricated. Before your dates, if you think you're going to have sex, we get ourselves ready. Every night before I went to bed, I did. Your father loved doing it, and it almost never hurt if I was prepared. As long as you're not in pain, it's easy to make them believe they're God's gift to us."
I heard Teri sniffing. "His stuff tastes terrible. Awful. It makes me want to vomit."
He made her swallow? That low-life motherfucker! Dead meat. He was dead meat.
"Shh. I know, honey. It tastes like bleach and bitter, salty phlegm. The texture is almost as bad as the taste. There's a trick to it. Once you learn to take him all the way into your throat, you won't taste it at all. Then you can pretend that it's raspberry sorbet, and beg for more."
Teri gave a little laugh, and I calmed. "Chocolate mousse?"
Mom chuckled along with her. "Whatever you want to imagine. That's what we do. Lay back, let them have their fun, and dream that we're somewhere else doing something nice. I think of that place on the beach, when we went down to visit my sister. I'm out sunning myself, under a gorgeous sky."
"So it's not just me? You swear?"
"No, it's not you. If you want, we can call your Aunt Brenda. She'll tell you the same as me. Most women don't like it. I'm sure there are some that do, but they're the weird ones, not us. There are people who enjoy pain, who like humiliation, there are all kinds of weirdoes in the world."
This all was a frightening revelation to me. I thought girls liked it. I really did! They sure seemed to!
I wasn't a virgin when I came to this college, and my first year was alright, but the last year and a half had been amazing. Simply incredible. I'd had two serious girlfriends. My first one caught me completely by surprise. She was old. A lot older than me. She was almost thirty, and had gone back to school to get a degree after getting divorced.
Rachel (not her real name) had taught me everything there was to know about sex. At least I had thought so. She was sexy, and loving, and very, very willing to share her knowledge with me. I spent entire days in bed with her, while she taught me all the ways to make her feel good. For nearly a year, all my free time was spent with her, a lot of that in her big bed.
She had certainly seemed like she liked it. The way she cried out and screamed for me, the way her body shook and trembled, the look in her eyes when we were connected, it had felt real.
Was I that easily fooled?
I thought I was in love with her, until I found out that I wasn't the only one she was teaching. She swore I was her favorite, that she was just getting things out of her system after seven years of misery and a failed marriage. Rachel told me I 'rocked her world', and that she'd soon be done with her phase. But she also told me she wasn't ready to settle down, and that she was too old for me.
I thought that was bullshit. She was using that as an excuse. I was good enough for the moment, but she was interviewing others to see who would be an upgrade and take my place. Three weeks before summer break after my sophomore year, Rachel and I stopped seeing each other.
Then there had been Courtney (also not her real name). Courtney was a quiet incoming freshman, who always had her nose in the books. She was in two of my classes, and we ended up both trying to get the same book for one of our papers. I had it first, but she seemed nice, and I knew she was smart. Real smart, to be in some of the classes she was in. So I told her we could share.
We did an all-nighter in the library, barely speaking except for the work. I snuck in a snack in my backpack, and we shared it. She had chocolate. We both got A's. When the next assigned paper came, we just looked at each other. We met in our same place in the lower stack of the library, combining our reference resources. She had brought a picnic. I had managed to get my hands on two wine-coolers.
I soon learned that underneath her disheveled raiment, sweatshirts and baggy pants, she had an amazing body. Two weeks later she was no longer a virgin.
Teri was right about one thing. Courtney didn't seem to enjoy sex the first time, but she swore she loved it, because it was me. I was starting to see that Mom was right. Court didn't know how to hide it yet. How to fake it.
Over the next few weeks, I realized somebody must have taught her. I did all the things that Rachel had taught me, and Courtney put on her show. I didn't know it was a show at the time. She acted like I was driving her crazy. She would get so excited, stripping me naked every chance she got. She'd throw me on the bed, and sit on my face, begging me to get her off. Damn, that girl had me fooled!
I'd use my fingers on her, my tongue, my mouth. I bought the same toys that Rachel had introduced me to, nothing like I'd imagined or heard about. A big heavy duty plug-in vibrator, a weird shaped narrow curvy one with a cupped end, flavored lotions and special lubes. They all had seemed to work on Courtney just like they had with Rachel.
There must have been some kind of training materials those women used. Like Mom was going to teach Teri.
Courtney begged for my cock. She said she loved to suck it, loved how I tasted. She would plead with me to put it in her, and to never take it out. At least not more than six inches or so, until I pushed it back in. Whenever it went down, she'd do anything to get it back up again.
I knew she was smart. Brilliant. Smarter than me. I should have realized she'd figure out the game, and play it like a pro. She was going to fool some very lucky guy. Maybe it would be me, but then again maybe not. We had broken up before the break. She swore she loved me, and that I had changed her life. But she had something she wanted to clear up over the holidays and she didn't want to hold me down. I had figured it was an ex-boyfriend or something. I was a little disappointed to be honest, but when school started again, I reckoned we'd be able to pick it up where we left off.
I get it now. Hold me down? I bet she was like Rachel. She'd be interviewing my replacements over the holidays, now that she had learned what she could from me. She was no longer a shy amateur. She'd become an expert in subterfuge. She'd be looking to upgrade.
The thoughts racing through my mind distracted me enough to miss the end of the conversation. Mom and Teri had disappeared, while I was lost in my reverie. Listening carefully, I heard their voices in the back of the house, coming from Mom's bedroom. I quickly got off the couch and snuck out to the garage. I stealthily lifted the garage door, put the car in neutral and rolled it backward. Once I hit the street, I started it up. I drove into the garage revving the engine a few times before using the automatic garage opener to noisily lower the door.
My girls were waiting for me when I walked in through the kitchen. You'd never have known that either of them had been crying. I got hugs from both of them, told them about my luck with no exams the last two days, and let them feed me and spoil me.
I couldn't help but look at them in a new light. They were women, a whole different species, and I didn't understand them. The level of trickery going on was mind-boggling. What else were they dishonest about? I never would have believed any of it if I hadn't heard it for myself.
I knew my life would never be the same. I didn't know how true that was, and for very different reasons than I had imagined.
That was the start of my Christmas vacation, but far from the end. Up to this point, I've written in excess of the required 3000 words (3212). I've also front loaded my vocabulary words. Dr. Hamilton, if you could find it in your heart to commiserate with my plight, please read no further, and grade me on what I've written so far.
* * *
I sincerely hope that you haven't continued reading. What follows is an embarrassment and paints me in an awfully perverse and immoral light. Once again, I implore you to grade me on what I've previously written. If you do continue, I beg you to understand, my moral slide was never intended. Like so many, the path I followed was paved with good intentions.
My Christmas break story continues:
For almost a week, I walked around in a confused daze. I studied Mom and Teri, looking for other signs of deception. They had to be there. They couldn't be that good at hiding things. But they were.
I couldn't help but think about Rachel and Courtney. I had a lot of time for thinking. Mom still had her job to go to everyday, and Teri had a week of classes to go. I was home alone, a lot.
After four days of confusion and agony pondering the enigma before me, I had to do something. I still had Rachel's cell phone and gave her a call. She didn't pick up, so I left a message. I was afraid she wouldn't call me, even though we'd ended up as friends. She was my source for liquor, including those wine-coolers. I asked her to please call me, I needed her help and advice.
It wasn't an hour later that I received her call.
We chatted, and she seemed to be happy. She was dating, and even had a potential boyfriend, but pouted that he wasn't me. She asked me about Courtney and I confessed that we'd broken up. After the niceties were through she got right to the point.
"Your message sounded like you were upset, Travis. What's wrong?"
I didn't know how to ask what I needed to know. So I just blurted it out. "Is it all a lie, Rachel? Do all women fake it? Is sex just good for the guys? Why put me through all that we did, if you don't even like it?" By the end, I'm sure I sounded more than a little irascible.
"What are you talking about? Is what a lie?" she asked calmly.
"Liking sex. The fake orgasms, the way you act, all that shaking. Does my cum really taste horrible? Does it hurt when I stick it in you? Do you have to—"
"Hold your horses, Travis, and settle down. Why the hell would you think that? Do you honestly believe I would lie to you about everything? You're really hurting my feelings right now."



So I explained. I told her what I'd accidentally overheard. How I had found out the ugly truth.
She was quiet. "You're in Dallas, aren't you?"
"Prosper, north of Dallas," I told her.
"Listen Sweetie, I'm in west Ft. Worth, less than an hour from you. Could we get together tomorrow? I think you and I need to have a heart-to-heart conversation, and I'd like to do it in person, not over the phone. I'll give you my address. Why don't you see if you can come over around noon. I'll make us something to eat, and we can clear everything up."
I hoped that 'clearing everything up' included a full confession and an explanation why. "I can be there as early as you want. I have nowhere I need to be."
Rachel laughed. "No earlier than 11:30. There's a few things I need to do in the morning. I'll see you tomorrow, lover."
The word 'lover' was a surprise. "I can't wait to see you," I confessed, and knew it was true. She really was amazing. Even if she was faking it. And teaching other guys.
* * *
That evening, I noticed that Teri still wasn't herself. She only had two days left of school, but she seemed like she was going through the paces. What I did notice was that she and Mom were spending a lot of time together in Mom's bedroom, and whispering together.
They were so involved in their own issues, that I believe most of the time they weren't even cognizant of my presence. Mom did have a list of things for me to do, and I'd knocked off most of them in my first week, with the house to myself, and still in a bit of a funk. I'd called a few friends to let them know I was in town, but begged off any activities. I had too many things to work out.
I spent some time with Teri for the first time since my return. Just me and her. She asked me about school, and I got her caught up on my life. I knew she had something else she wanted to ask. Our conversation went something like:
"Go ahead, Teri. I can tell you're dying to ask me something."
She smiled nervously. "You had two serious girlfriends in college, right?"
"Yeah, Rachel and Courtney. Courtney and I decided to split up for the holidays, but we might get back together next semester."
She nodded, and avoided looking me in the eye. "You guys had sex, right?"
I chuckled. "Lots. Lots and lots."
"Did you like it?"
"I love it. It's incredible. They were both very, very good with me."
"Did they like it too?"
Ah, the big question. "They certainly seemed to. Rachel was very sexual and loved to try anything. Courtney was much less experienced, but she's insatiable. She'd do it three or four times a day, every day given her choices."
"Her choice? You're not forcing her, trying to talk her into it, are you?"
"I wouldn't do that. I'd never need to with either one of them. Do I initiate it? Yeah, but I'd guess less often than either of them did. I didn't keep count." Once I thought about it, I realized how true that was. If they didn't really enjoy it, was it just a way to win me over, control me?
Teri was quiet. "You had other girlfriends before. Did you have sex with them?"
"You're awfully nosy tonight. Yes, I had sex with three other girls."
"They all liked it?"
I thought about it. "I think so. Only one of those was even close to Rachel or Courtney."
"Maybe they didn't like it?" Teri asked.
"Could be. I think part of it is I know a lot more now. I didn't really know what I was doing at first. Two of them it was their first time. One of those was really awkward and difficult. I don't think she liked it much. Not the first time."
"It makes that big a difference?"
"Oh yeah. On a scale of one to ten, I'd guess I was maybe a two until Rachel. She swears I'm at least an eight now. She teases that with time she could make me a nine."
"Not a ten?"
"Not unless my dick grew a couple of inches longer, she says." That had been a shock to me when I heard it. I thought I was hung pretty good, at seven inches long. Alright, 6 3/4, in order to keep this non-fiction, but you wouldn't begrudge a guy a quarter of an inch, would ya?
Teri blushed.
"TMI?" I teased.
She shook her head. "I asked. Thanks for being so honest with me."
"Always, sis. If you have anything you want to ask me. Anything at all. I don't mind. Not with you."
She gave me a genuine smile. "Me too, you know. If you have any questions . . ."
I gave her a hug. We weren't a real touchy-feely family, but I felt the urge. She tilted her head back and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Thanks, Travis."
Still, my Christmas break, although weird, had not strayed into the unconventional or immoral. But the foundation had been laid for what was to follow. Please judge me not on my actions, but my intentions.
* * *
I continue. It's not too late to stop reading, give me my well-deserved 'A', and leave me with some dignity. Any further, and I doubt you'll ever be able to face me in class again without feeling disdain and disgust.
Don't say I didn't warn you.
* * *
The next morning, I had cleaned up as good as I could. I felt like I was prepping for a first date. I shaved carefully, and even used a splash of aftershave. Old Spice. I figured if it was good enough for Dad . . .
I left too early, and drove around her area for 20 minutes before showing up at her doorstep. When she answered the door, I didn't know what to do, what to say, how to act around her.
Rachel had no such problems. "Miss me, handsome?" She opened her arms to me, and it was natural to hug her. My lips sought out hers, and it was like a welcome home. When we separated she gave me a smile. "Let's talk, Travis."
I liked her idea of talking. It involved getting naked in bed, and a fair amount of mutual oral sex, before I was lying on top of her making love. I watched her carefully, looking for the signs. If her pleasure wasn't real, there was no way I could tell the difference. When I'd finished inside her, she rolled over. "Damn, I missed that," she sighed.
She dragged me under the shower, before we returned to the bed. We cuddled together, then she pulled up the covers. "What's got you so worked up?"
It was a few seconds before I could get up the courage to talk about it, in full detail. I was irritated when she laughed at first, but I gave her the whole story. What I'd heard them talking about, the questions that Teri had. My concerns about the reality of what I'd had with every woman until then.
She stopped her giggling and pulled me close. "They're wrong, baby. They couldn't be more wrong. Not only can women get pleasure out of it, they can get a lot more than any man can. You can only have three or four orgasms on a good night. A woman can have dozens. A man can only have sex for so long, one woman can wear out almost any man. More than one - two, three, four, even more."
She moved down and her mouth covered my cock. She sucked me back to hardness. "This is the source of your pleasure. Once he's down for the count, you can still have fun, but no more orgasms for you." She rolled over onto her back and stacked a couple of pillows behind her head. She crooked her finger at me, calling me over.
"How can you tell I'm excited, Travis?" she asked.
I grinned, and tweaked her hard nipple. She smiled at me. "You think I can fake that? Make it hard on its own?"
I gave it a little suck, and heard her sigh. "No," I admitted.
"What else?" she asked. She opened her legs as a hint.
I slid my hand between her legs. I felt the moistness of her cleft. "Do you think I'm excited?" she asked again.
Her lips parted as I slid my finger inside of her. I pumped it back and forth, listening to the wet sound. "Very."
"Anything else you can think of?" Her voice was soft, almost pleading.
I kissed her soft lips, and her tongue pierced my mouth eagerly. "You turn red sometimes. Like now."
"What do I want, Travis? What do I need from you?"
I moved between her legs, and rubbed the head of my cock up and down her slit, moistening it. I hardened as I slapped my cock against her clit, teasing her. "Please," she whispered.
I eased my cock into her slowly, and listened to her sounds, her soft whimper. "Am I faking this?"
"No," I answered, pushing slowly onward, until my entire length was in her.
"Was that difficult? Did it seem like it hurt me?"
"I think you liked it."
"I love it, Travis. I love to feel you inside of me."
We kissed while I slowly made love to her. Her eyes closed and she pulled me down into her arms, thrusting back against me with each stroke. "Make me come," she whispered. "Make me come for you, sweet lover."
She had taught me what she liked, what she needed. How to change position slightly, accessing different areas inside of her. Shorter faster strokes, with her legs pulled back, rising over her, pressing deep and hard, laying on her letting her feel my weight, grinding at the end of each stroke, moving my hips to stir her up. I used all of her little tricks, before she gave me her moan. "That's it," she grunted. "There, right . . . there."
I kept the action up until she voiced her finish, coming hard on my cock for maybe five seconds, then relaxing a bit, sinking back into the bed. She pulled me down for a fierce hug and a deep kiss. "Real?" she teased.
"Very."
"Good. Now you have to do something for me," she grinned.
"What?"
"Use me for your pleasure, ignore mine. Fuck me hard, do whatever you want, OK?"
I wasn't particularly creative, but I did what she asked. Took her from behind, bent over the bed, then on her hands and knees. I drove her to her belly and pounded her until the sweat ran. I wasn't worried about her, all I wanted was to enjoy that delicious body. I pulled out of her a few times to make her suck me, to watch that pretty face pleasure me, then I'd take her again. On her side, from behind, then straddling her leg. I put her on her back, legs over my shoulders, hammering her as hard as I could.
Twice more she came for me, another little one like the first, and then a great big one that seemed to build forever. She was screaming at me before I could get her off, demanding I fuck her. Fuck her hard. Harder.
It was intense and I screamed out my own desire, groaning afterward as I pumped into her for all I was worth, draining myself.
I collapsed on top of her, until she pushed me off. "Move, you beast," she laughed.
Laying on my back, my chest heaving, she wiggled in close. "Did you enjoy that?"
"Hell yeah," I laughed.
"Did I?"
It was obvious she did. "How? I didn't do any of the things you really like."
She dragged her teeth across my skin. "Of course you did. I like all kinds of things, and once you've got me worked up, damn near anything done right can get the job done."
She wasn't done with me. We ate a small lunch, and then we showered again, playing, caressing each other teasingly. She made me help her change the sheets, and then it was training time. A different type this time.
It was all about the female orgasm.
"Everyone knows the two main types, Travis. You've gotten pretty good at those. You know what I'm talking about?"
I figured I did. "The kind you get when I'm going down on you, from your clit?"
"That's one."
"And the kind from fucking, inside you, right?"
She nodded. "Sort of. People tend to lump all the vaginal ones together. If you do a little research, or study tantric sex, the vaginal ones can be separated into different types. It's one of the reasons that different positions can give such different orgasms."
That was the start of the new lessons. I'd heard about the G-spot, and she worked with me to make sure I had that lesson down pat. "Here's a secret. Fingering me is the best for that one. Done right, it's how a guy gets a woman to squirt. A lot of experts believe any woman can squirt if the circumstances are right." She moved my hand, with two finger inside of her. "It's a very intimate thing to squirt. The woman has to have complete comfort and trust in her partner. Everything has to be just right."
It took a while, and we had to take a break, relax, and have a little of her wine, before we got that one right. It scared the crap out of me at first, but it was too amazing to only do once. She stopped me after two, and we had to take a long break. The first thing she had to do was pee, and then we relaxed with each other in the tub for a bit.
The towels on the bed dealt with most of the cleanup issues, and then it was back to my lessons.
"On the inside, besides the G-Spot, there are three other types that I know of—"
"Where did you learn all this stuff, Rachel?" I had to ask.
She giggled. "I'm curious. I found that playing with toys different ways gave me different orgasms. So did sex. I read, researched on the Internet, even took a weekend course."
I grinned. "That would be a fun class."
"It was. And you're getting most of the benefit of it right now." She gave me a kiss, then leaned over the side of the bed, reached into a drawer and pulled out a foot long clear-blue fake dick. She grabbed a bottle of lube, and squirted a little on that scary looking thing.
I watched in amazement as she eased it into herself. "This is very naughty, and if I didn't know you so well, and love you so damn much, I wouldn't be able to do this."
She loved me?
She closed her eyes, and maneuvered the thing until she moaned. "Mmm, that's the spot. She grabbed the thing and pulled it out, holding her fingers tightly in a circle where it had stopped reaching inside of her. "About that far in, for me at least, along the top side. It's behind the G-Spot. I think they called it the A-Spot. Contact there can give me a really nice orgasm, and sometimes multiples." It looked like it was about four inches inside of her. "See if you can reach it with your fingers."
I slid two fingers in as deeply as I could. "Curl them up like your trying to pet the topside, with just your fingertips."
I did as she asked. "Longer movements," she said, wiggling her hips a little. After a few more times she smiled. "Right there, try that a while."
It was more difficult, I felt like I was straining my fingers, but she seemed to like it. "Mmm, alright, enough of that. Turn your hand over now."
I inverted my wrist like she asked. "Deep as you can go, back and down. Basically these last two are around the cervix. You know what the cervix is, right? Some girls are not going to like being touched there, it's uncomfortable. I like it, and a lot of women do, so you need to be aware." I did as she asked, and after a few tries, she told me I had it right.
"Those last two, you can hit those just right with your cock, if a guy's long enough. You don't have to be enormous." She slid her rubber dildo back inside, at a different angle, and pulled it back out. "There. That's not even five inches. You'll have no problem hitting that, with plenty to spare."
She pulled it out, and rubbed the outside of her pussy. "Wow. Not as much fun, when it's all technical. Those are three of the four vaginal ones. Got it?"
I nodded. "What's the fourth?"
"It's just called a vaginal orgasm. No G-Spot or A-Spot or whatever. If a guy's nice and thick, and can go a long time, usually a looong time, like at least fifteen minutes, the steady rhythm can build up to one of the biggest types. Really intense. You should know, you've given me quite a few of those."
It was a lot to take in. "This is kind of crazy. Four different ones inside you, and playing with your clit?"
She laughed, "There's more, but not for everybody. Anal orgasms aren't uncommon, but I haven't figured that one out, not that I haven't tried. Some women can get off with just having their breasts and nipples played with. The girl's got to have really sensitive nipples for that. It doesn't work for me, but I hear it's not rare." She grinned. "Oral sex, too. There are women out there who can come giving a blowjob. I think that's pretty amazing, and wish I could. I'd love to experience that feeling."
I was lying next to her, completely fascinated. "Then there's the one spot nobody talks about much," she said
"And that is?"
"The brain. The excitement of seeing, hearing, smelling can create an orgasm all by itself."
She rolled me onto my back, and laid on top of me. "Still think there's anything fake?"
"Then what's the problem with Mom and Teri?"
She gave me a long slow kiss. "I can think of three possibilities right off the bat. They're not excited, maybe because they're too nervous. Whoever's with them could be doing it wrong and is not concerned with their pleasure, or in the worse case, some women just have issues. They are much harder to get to come, it takes time and patience, and a caring partner. Combining those issues could be devastating."
She gave me a quick peck. "That's it. Just remember, the clit's the easy one. Don't abuse it, do it like I showed you, and most women will not only come for you, but they'll keep coming back for more."
She rolled off of me, and laid on her side, watching me. "Did that help?"
"In more ways than one. Can we do this again?"
She scooted over next to me. "We'll see. I'm seeing someone. It's not serious yet, but I think it could be. If it becomes serious, I'm gonna be exclusive. Why don't we talk on the phone a bit, and see how things are going."
When I went home that evening, I had a much better idea of what was going on, but I still wanted more validation.
The call to Courtney was much less convoluted.
"Are you serious?" she answered. "Do you honestly think I was faking it?"
So I explained my issues.
"You can be the biggest dope, Travis. Before I met you, I never came with anything but my own fingers. You showed me that it was possible, with the magic mouth of yours and that wonderful fat cock!"
"You really like it then, it doesn't hurt or anything?"
"I get sore sometimes, that's about it."
I thought about another of my sister's comments, which I hadn't addressed with Rachel. "You said you liked my cum. You swallow it. Mom and Teri says when they do it, it tastes horrible."
"Your mom and your sister tasted your cum?"
"No! Of course not! Not mine, whoever's it was, Dad's I guess, for Mom."
She was a little slower answering. "I may have fibbed a little. It doesn't taste very good."
There it was. Faking it. "Why did you say it did?"
"Because I love doing it for you. I love the way you respond. I want to make you happy."
I thought about that. "It does make me feel good. I like that a lot."
"Exactly! Look Travis, when you go down on me, does it taste good, or do you do it because you know how much I love it?"
"I love it. I love what I can do to you. It doesn't have a very strong taste." I didn't mention the smell which could be a little strong sometimes.
"And I love that you're so willing to do it for me, and that you're so good at it. Amazing."
She giggled. "I wish you were here doing it now. I miss you."
"I miss you too, Court. I miss you a lot."
"Don't be a stranger. It was nice hearing from you."
The conversation helped. A little white lie about how my cum tasted seem to be the worst of it. I still felt bad about Teri. I had no idea how I was going to start the conversation that we needed to have.
* * *
It was difficult to write the previous passage. Now you know, I'm a perverse pussy hound, and easily controlled. Pussy-whipped, I believe the saying is. If you're still reading, I'm hoping that your curiosity and prurient feelings have been satisfied. Last chance to turn back, before reading the true depths of my depravity.
Seriously. Last chance. It goes downhill quickly from here. If you harbor any decency in your soul, stop now. Please.
* * *
It wasn't going to be that night. It was the last day of classes. There was supposed to be a big party at one of the houses, and Teri said she'd be coming home late. I guess she was going to try what Mom had taught her with Kyle. I'll be honest, the idea pissed me off a little.



I'm not warped or anything. My sister deserved better, that's all. She never let it get her down, she trudged along, putting on her happy face, dealing with life as it hammered her. Dad's death, her leg injuries, the therapy, the bullying. As she got older, she had her friends, but not much luck with guys. Acne kicked in when she was 16, if life wasn't already tough enough for her. By the time it cleared up, I was gone, so I didn't have that good of an idea what the last couple of years were like for her.
When she got home that night, she was broken, in tears, sobbing her eyes out. I felt too awkward to get involved, and let Mom take her in the back and commiserate with her.
I never found out that night what had gone wrong. All I knew was that it was bad enough for her to stay in her room all the next day. Bad enough for Mom to tell me to leave her alone.
Like I said, Teri deserves better.
* * *
It was the week before Christmas, and all the old gang were back in town. I spent Saturday with some of my high school friends, swapping college stories. It was a good time, and when I got home it was late, and my mother and sister were already in bed.
I confess. I was pretty drunk. Not hammered, but good and buzzed. We hung out in Steve's basement, and even though he was still only 20, he had a mini-fridge full of beer, and he didn't mind sharing. When I stumbled into Teri's room she bolted upright, clutching the covers to her chest. I sat down on the bed next to her, waiting for the room to stop tilting from one side to another. Alright, I was smashed.
"Travis, you're drunk!" she hissed. "You're in the wrong room!"
I groped for her hand, holding it in mine. "Don't b'lieve Mom, she dunno," I explained, 100% content with the sharing of my newly gained wisdom.
"Don't believe what? What are you talking about?"
"Girls like it. Like it lots," I explained.
She blushed, but I was hardly in any condition to realize it. "What are you talkin' about, Travis?"
"Sex," I explained. "You'll fin' a right guy, he'll show you. It'll be great."
"Travis! Have you been spying on me?"
"No spyin'. Heard you'n Mom. She's wrong." It was too difficult to sit up, so I fell back on the bed. It didn't help much. The room was balanced on a big ball, tilting all around.
"Damn you, Travis," she hissed, and slapped me. I was a little late blocking the second blow, and turned away, struggling to stand, holding the bottom column of her princess bed.
"Sorry," I mumbled, and staggered my way back to my room. I almost bumped into Mom, on the way, and she looked at me in surprise. "You're wrong, Mom," I told her as I squeezed past her toward my room. "Lotsa girls like it."
That was all I recall of my big announcement. I know. I'm an idiot. Then again, it's not like I'm the first person to say stupid stuff when they're drunk.
* * *
The next day, I woke up late, and my mother and sister were giving we ambivalent looks. I couldn't remember much of my late night conversation with my sister, and they didn't seem eager to bring it up. I wasn't in any hurry to talk about it, especially the way I was feeling.
The weekend passed with each of us feeling awkward, keeping to ourselves. I went out more, the atmosphere at home painful, and hooked up with my old friends. We drank some, but I kept it under control. I was never a big drinker, and the other night when I'd confessed all was about the drunkest I'd been since high school.
We were chasing skirts of course. That was a big part of what being home on break was all about. I was looking for a part time job, but I wasn't in that big of a hurry. It gave me something to talk about with the ladies - if they knew anyone hiring, any good jobs, if they were working, etc.
My buds were surprised I was doing as well as I was. It was the Rachel and Courtney effect, of course. I was secure in my ability to keep and please a woman. Complex, beautiful women, to be honest. Yes, Rachel and I had split up, but I understood why and that was my decision. Courtney had wanted us to be separated for the holidays, but she was quite successful in making it clear to me she only meant for it to be temporary. So when I spoke with the girls, I did it from a position of confidence. I had an amazingly hot woman an hour away that I could probably hook up with if need be, and a brilliant young sexpot on a loose tether, who I could go back to in a few weeks. I chatted, I flirted, and if I wasn't an immediate success, I moved on. I didn't have the time or inclination to work for it.
That first weekend ended up with one of my sister's classmates giving me a handjob behind the bowling alley, after an extended make out session. I had her dancing on my fingers, thinking about what Rachel had taught me, feeling good when she shuddered through her orgasm. It was fun. I wanted, needed more, but it was a great start to the holidays. She gave me her number and asked me to call. I told her I'd see her around, no commitment, but figured I'd probably check in with her in a couple of days.
When I got home late Tuesday evening, my good mood dissipated quickly. It was a quiet and somber house I walked into. I guess I wasn't as sober as I thought I was, because Mom, decided we needed to speak.
She sat me down, looking disappointed. "You're drunk, Travis. This is becoming a pattern and I don't like it."
"I'm not drunk, Mom. I had a few beers. Less than half-a-dozen all night. I'm sorry about the other night, I don't usually do that, but I just needed to unwind a little."
"You're twenty years old. If you got caught driving drunk, it could ruin your future, baby," Mom said, leaning toward me anxiously. "I know we had this talk after your freshman year. You wouldn't have a curfew, and I'd try not to butt in too much. I'm just worried."
Damn. No yelling, no threats, just disappointment and concern. I almost wished she'd tell me off. "I'm sorry. It's just . . ." No, I couldn't tell her that being home was such a downer, the way that she and Teri were behaving. There was no joy there anymore, and I needed an escape. That explanation would only make things worse.
"I broke up with my girlfriend," I said. "School was rough last semester. I guess I'm trying to get it out of my system. I'll be more careful, alright?"
She took my hands in hers. "Maybe I expect too much of you," she whispered. "You've been the rock around here ever since your father passed. We need you. Teri's having a difficult time. The last thing I need is to worry about you. Please don't drive if you're drinking. Give me a call, or call Teri. We'll come get you. Try not to have too much to drink. It's not good for you."
I sighed. "Mom, don't worry. I've been drunk twice in my life. I don't drink a lot. I'm not going to start. I'll keep it under control, OK?"
She nodded, but I still saw the concern. "You can have your friends over here. If you're going to drink, I'd rather you did it in the basement, as long as none of you got drunk. Think about it."
I had, but among other things, I didn't want Teri subjected to my friends. She was vulnerable, and to be honest, some of them were butt-heads when it came to girls. "I will. Trust me, Mom, alright?"
That was the end of that conversation, but she did convince me to think about what I was doing when I went out with the guys. I didn't bring up the case of beer sitting in the trunk of my car. That would have just caused trouble.
* * *
We weren't wealthy, far from it. The insurance after Dad's accident went into the bank, as did the settlement with the company whose truck had hit him. Teri's medical bills had been paid for. The mortgage insurance paid off the house. What it meant was we had a lot of money, but it stayed in investments. The return on those supplemented Mom's income, and we had enough to get by on, but we lived frugally.
I had earned the money for my car working part-time, although Mom paid the insurance. My schooling was a bargain, attending a state school. But if I wanted spending money for the year, I'd need to find a job. Summers and Christmas break, that was when I earned my spending money for the year. Besides, I wanted to get Teri something nice for Christmas, and I was kind of broke. Not totally, but it was worrisome.
Teri had never worked. I didn't hold it against her when Mom gave her a car, even though I had to work for mine. Teri had it harder, school work didn't come as easy to her, and standing for long periods was a strain on her injured legs.
Mom had already gone into work. Teri came over and sat beside me in the living room, while I pored over the want ads. She grabbed the beer I had, and took a long drink.
"Don't," I said. "Mom'll kill me."
She ignored me and took another sip. "Looking for a job?"
I nodded, circling another possibility. "How about you? You ever think about getting one?" She hadn't been out of the house since getting home the other night, after her fiasco, whatever it was. Maybe a job would get her off her butt.
"Maybe. I don't know." She was quiet, no life in her voice. I hated to see her that way.
I went down to the basement fridge, where I'd stashed the beer from the night before. I grabbed a couple more and headed back upstairs. I sat beside her, and moved the papers out of the way. She was still drinking, and I could swear she was forcing herself to. She didn't appear to be enjoying it.
"Tastes like crap, doesn't it?" I said, taking a drink from my newly opened bottle.
She choked on the beer, coughing, and looked up at me, with almost a smile. Her slender arm rose up and wiped her mouth. "Yeah, why do you drink this stuff?"
"You get used to it. I like the buzz. Takes the edge off."
"What's it like to get drunk, Travis?" she asked.
And there she was. My sister, the curious little tag-a-long who always came to me with her questions. Her eyes had a little life, and the corner of her mouth turned up in a bit of a smirk. I'd missed her.
"Stupid. It's fun to have a few, it makes your troubles go away, everything seems fun, happy, for the most part. Some people are stupid or mean drunks, and you want to stay away from them, but most of my friends just do it to let go."
I opened the other beer, and passed it to her, before continuing. "Getting really drunk? That sucks. You say stupid things, do stupid things. You feel like crap the next morning. Finding that line between buzzed and bombed is something you have to learn, and then avoid crossing like the plague."
She listened as if what I said mattered, and took another small sip. She had a way of paying full attention to me, that made me feel older, important. "I guess you can get used to this stuff. I'd rather drink soda or iced tea."
Which gave me an idea. Mom had a decent bar. She didn't drink much, but she felt the need to be able to entertain a guest when we had one. "Wait here," I told my sister, and made the second choice that led me down the circumstances of that school break. Again, I swear, I wasn't thinking of where it might lead, it was a spur of the moment decision.
A few minutes later I placed the large tumbler in my sister's hands. "Try that. It's a Long Island Iced Tea."
She took a sip and looked up at me in surprise. "That's pretty good. It has alcohol in it?"
No shit. About a six pack's worth. Maybe more. "Yeah, but it's not like beer, is it?"
She took a long sip, knocking down about a quarter of the glass. "Nope. Lots better."
She leaned back, sipping, looking at me. I could almost see the gears churning away upstairs.
"You want to talk about it? I know something bad happened the other night," I said.
She shut down, a wall slamming closed behind her eyes. "No."
Too early. "I'm sorry I brought it up. Forget it."
She practically snarled, "Yeah, I wish it were that easy." Damn, that wasn't good. I wondered how bad she'd been hurt. I felt my ire returning. Somebody was definitely getting an ass kicking.
I leaned back, quiet. Whatever she wanted to say, she'd get to eventually.
Her glass was half-empty before she finally got to the point. "What you said the other night, in my room. Is it true?"
"Teri, I was drunk. A lot drunker than I should have been. I don't even remember everything I said."
"I don't believe you, Travis. You didn't beat around the bush at all. Is it true?"
"About girls enjoying it?"
She nodded.
"Yeah. I'm pretty sure it is. After hearing you and Mom talking about it, I was kind of scared that Mom was right, so I had a heart-to-heart with my girlfriends from the last year. They swear they love it, and I believe them."
"All of it?" she asked, her voice shaking.
"Maybe not all of it. Courtney used to say she loved my coming in her mouth. When I asked her about that, she admitted she doesn't like the taste at all, but she likes doing it for me, because it excites her to be able to pleasure me that much. As far as the regular sex goes, yeah, they like it a lot. I don't think they could fake the way they react. They love when I go down on them; I'm sure they couldn't fake that."
"You . . . you do that? To them?"
I could feel myself blushing. "Yeah, I do. A lot. They love it, and I love to have them come for me, and it gets them so excited for the rest of it."
She looked like she was going to break into tears. "I hate it Travis. I hate the way it hurts. I get nothing out of it. Is there something wrong with me? Is it because of my accident? Did something break inside of me?"
God, I'd never thought of that, or if it was even possible. That damn accident, still playing such a huge role in her life. "I don't know, sis. Honestly, I don't know that much about it. Half-a-dozen girls, and only the last couple really got into it. I heard what Mom told you. I don't think she's right."
"Aunt Brenda says the same thing. I have to learn to put up with it. Mom's trying to teach me how." She blushed deeply, and took another long sip, draining her glass.
"Teaching you? How?" I asked, curious. I know, it's kind of warped, but I cared. Really. She was my baby sister, I was responsible for her, had been for years.
She couldn't look me in the eye. "How to get prepared ahead of time, getting used to having something in me. How to shut down my thoughts, think of something else. How . . . how to act like I enjoy it."
"Is that what you've been doing in Mom's room?" I asked, draining my beer. It was a bizarre image, her and Mom.
"Yeah. It doesn't hurt so much, once I have enough of that goop in me, and if we do it slow." She was playing with her empty glass, sucking on an ice cube. She didn't seem drunk, but it looked like it was hitting her.
She looked up. "Can I have another of these?" she asked, waving her glass.
"There's a lot of booze in those. Maybe one more small one."
She rolled her eyes at me. "I couldn't taste nothing in that last one. Did you make it weak on purpose? Like I can't handle it? I'm eighteen, Travis. I've had a drink before. I'm not a little girl."
I made her another one, the same as the first. It didn't seem to have hit her too hard. Maybe she had a better tolerance, or they weren't as strong as I remembered.
Once she'd had a sip of her new drink, she stretched out on the couch, her feet in my lap. "How do you know your girlfriends like it? That they're not just faking it, like Mom says."
I sighed. This was a lot more personal than I wanted to get. "There's lots of ways to tell."
"Like what?"
So I explained, what Rachel had shown me. All the signs. Hard nipples, moist pussy, flushing, the involuntary responses, the trembling, the shallow breathing, the sweet little sounds that escaped her lips. I took my time describing it for her, how they responded to what I did to them, watching them climb the peaks of their excitement. How they acted when they came for me. When I looked up at Teri, I smiled. "Like that," I said with a nod to her chest.
She was wearing a diaphanous top and her nipples were hard. She looked down and covered herself with her arm. "I'm cold," she said.
"No, Teri. Your face is flushed, your nipples are hard. I bet if you felt between your legs, you'd be wet. You're not frigid. The guys you've been with were jerks. They didn't know what they were doing, didn't know how to get you worked up." I felt bad for her, and rubbed her bare feet in my lap. "Tell me about it, OK? I'm not going to judge you or anything. Just tell me. How did it happen?"
She shrugged. "Like everyone else I suppose, at first."
"What is 'like everyone else'?"
Maybe it was the booze, or maybe it was time. She finally opened up to me. "You know. We kissed some. He put my hand on his zipper, and made me rub it. He pulled it out, and I moved my hand up and down. He grabbed my head and pulled it down, sticking his dick in my mouth just before he blew up, holding me there until he was finished. It was nasty, but I tried to block it out, and breathed through my nose, until it was gone."
"God, what an asshole," I muttered.
She shrugged. "He stayed mostly hard, feeling me up under my clothes, while holding my head down. He was kinda rough. I could feel him get harder in my mouth. It smelled pretty bad, and I really wished he'd let me up so I could wash that crap out of my mouth."
She was staring off into space, telling it like it happened to somebody else, sipping from her drink. "He told me to get in the back seat. He was my boyfriend, and I knew what he expected. I know it's what the other girls did, so I climbed in the back. Kyle got out and got in the back door. He had his dick out, stroking it. I watched him roll a rubber over it, so there was no doubt what he was going to do. He put one of my legs over the back of the seat, and the other one over the front seat. I was kind of scared, but I knew it was what he wanted, what girlfriends did. He pushed my skirt up, and pulled my panties to the side. Then he was pushing that thing in me, and it hurt, Travis. It hurt a lot. But he just kept pushing until he was in me."
"Was he too big?" I asked. Maybe that was the problem.
"I don't know. I don't know how big they're supposed to be. It wasn't huge or anything. Smaller than a banana, I guess." She took another long sip, to get her courage up. "Then he was leaning over me, grunting, pushing it in me for a couple of minutes. He . . . he called me names, ugly names, and then scrunched up his face, pushing hard before he pulled out. That was it. Sex. What everyone talked about. I hated it."
Small surprise. What a jackass this Kyle was. He and I would be having a talk, that much I was sure of.
My sister was sitting there, feet pulled in, knees curled up to her chest. I could see the tears running down her face. Tears from Teri. Tears I hadn't seen in years. I took the drink from her, lifted her into my lap and held her. She tucked her head into my shoulder and cried. "Is it my fault? Did I do something wrong? I let him do whatever he wanted, Travis. Three more times, but it never got any better. I even let him stick it in my bottom. That really hurt, but I didn't cry. I let him do it. Aren't I a good girlfriend?"
I gave her a hug. "It's not your fault, Teri. The guy's a complete ass. That's not how you treat a girlfriend. He didn't take care of you at all, didn't concern himself with your pleasure. Damn it, Teri! You don't let a guy do whatever he wants, even if he's your boyfriend. If he doesn't treat you right, you stop him. He used you, like a complete bastard. All guys aren't like that. Geez - I hope that most guys aren't. It's no surprise you didn't like it."
I wiped her tears away, and brushed her hair back. "Rachel says that there's a few reasons a girl might not like it. They're not ready for it, the guys doesn't know what he's doing, or some women need a lot of attention and time getting warmed up before enjoying it. Some women find it more difficult to find pleasure. I guess your problem with the asshole is all three. I'm sorry it was lousy for you. You need to dump that jerk, and find a better guy."



She sighed. "It's not like I've got a lot of choices, Travis. They're not beating the door down coming for me." I felt her tighten up. "Even Kyle, that asshole, he didn't want me. It was a bet. A stupid bet."
"A bet?"
"Yeah. Last day of classes, we were at his house with a bunch of friends. He took me upstairs and fucked me. When he was done, he got up laughing, and his friends were there taking pictures. 'Now do you believe me?' he said. They just left me there, and I heard him saying they each owed him ten bucks. That's all I was. A stupid bet, and now they have pictures."
"Fuck, Teri! You should have told me!"
"Why? So you could get in a fight? It's over. I went downstairs, and he had his old girlfriend in his lap. He told me that Derek wouldn't mind throwing me a fuck. I ran out with them laughing at me and walked home."
"God, sis, I'm so sorry. I wish you'd said something. You should have at least called. I would have come and picked you up."
She shook her head. "I had to get out of there. I couldn't stand the way they laughed at me. I was so stupid, thinking someone like him would want me."
"Bullshit, Teri. That's not stupid. Any guy should be happy to have you for a girlfriend. You're smart and pretty, and the nicest person I know. He's just an ass. You could do so much better."
"Right," she mumbled. "I've turned down so many guys. Let me think a moment . . . there were, oh yeah, ZERO!" she snapped.
"Listen, it's almost over. High-school's nearly done, just one more semester. You're going to college, and it's a fresh start. You'll meet a great guy. I know you will."
She sighed, leaning against me. "You're a nice guy Travis. I know you mean well. I think you forget sometimes," she said softly.
"Forget? Forget what?"
She sat up, and before I could stop her she was wriggling out of her sweatpants, pushing them down to her ankles. She leaned back pointing to the scars on her thighs. Even all these years later, they were ugly, discolored, long and thick. There was only one on her right leg, but the left leg was bad. "I'm hideous, Travis. And it's never going to go away. What guy is going to want me, when he sees this?"
I felt bad for her. I touched the worst of the scars, running my fingers down it. "Does it still hurt?" I asked.
"No. My leg aches sometimes, and my hip gets sore, but the scars don't hurt, they're just so damn ugly."
The one on the inside of her thigh didn't look as bad but it ran all the way up to her panties. It made me wonder. "Is, uh, are you, does your scar go all the way up?" I asked.
"Is my pussy scarred? Is that what you're asking?"
Hell I didn't know what I was asking. It looked bad, I had to admit. Maybe it really was a problem if she had scars there.
When I didn't respond, she shook her head. "No, only one of them goes past the top of my leg." She pulled the side of her panties down, and I saw it tracked up her skin an inch away and parallel to her little field of hair, ending a bit below her bikini line. I don't know why I did it, but I ran my finger along it. "Does this one hurt?"
She shook her head, and I saw her hand was trembling where she had pulled her panties down.
I felt bad for her, and rubbed her sad scars. Then I did something stupid. I grabbed the sides of her panties and started tugging them down. She didn't stop me, but her hand dropped on top of mine, holding it, but not interfering. "What are you doing, Travis?" she whispered.
"Hush, Teri. Let me do this."
She let go of my hand, and I soon had the bottom half of her body naked. I stroked the insides of her thighs softly. "Lie back now. Lie back and close your eyes."
"What—"
"Shh. Trust me. I love you, Teri, and I want you to trust me. Can you do that for me?"
She slowly leaned backward, and I wedged one of the throw pillows behind her. Then I adjusted her in my lap.
"Relax now. I want you to try to relax completely."
I knew that would be a difficult task, but I stroked her skin softly. I felt her jump a little, when my hand brushed between her legs before reaching her pubic hair. I scratched there gently. "You've got really soft hair, sis."
She wiggled a little, and I started caressing her skin again. "Don't get scared, alright? I'm going to touch you. I'm going to touch you the way a boyfriend should touch you. I won't hurt you. If anything feels uncomfortable, tell me, alright?"
She whimpered a little as my fingers tentatively stroked along her pussy lips, barely caressing them.
"Travis—"
"Trust me, Teri, alright?"
She nodded slowly a few seconds later, and I felt her start to relax. I ran my left hand over her upper body, soft, caressing, while my right hand touched and teased, skimming her bare flesh, breezing across her pussy, running slow gentle circles around her clit. It was a torturous foreplay that Rachel had shown me, something to do when she was tied up and helpless. It drove her crazy. I was hoping for similar results from my sister.
It took a long time to get any results from her. It felt good to see her nipples harden when I played with her tits a while. I was gently opening her up, separating her lips, teasing along their length. She was dry, her skin seemed to stick together. Nothing like Rachel or Courtney, either of which would have been soaked after ten minutes of teasing.
I concentrated more around her clit, indirect contact, worrying one side of it, round and round, alternating a softer touch with something more direct. I licked my fingers frequently keeping them moist. Then I thought about what Rachel said, and tried to get Teri involved mentally.
"What are you thinking about?" I asked.
"Nothing," she muttered.
"C'mon, what? Do you hate it? Does it feel OK?"
She blushed. "I'm doing what Mom said, alright? Thinking about the beach, the hot sun."
"Forget about what Mom said. Just for a while, alright? I want you to think about my touch, and tell me when anything feels good, or anything feels uncomfortable."
I leaned toward her head. "Your nipples are hard."
She shivered. "This is bad, Travis. What if Mom saw us?"
"Is it worse than what you and Mom do?" I asked.
She shook her head.
"I'm your brother. I'm not going to have sex with you, Teri. This is not about that. I'm trying to show you what girls like. You need to relax, and let yourself enjoy it."
"It's naughty," she breathed.
"It is. Sex is naughty. It's fun too." I brushed my lips across hers. "Relax for me. Do you like it when I touch you like this?" I asked, caressing the inside of her thigh.
"Yeah."
"Like this?" I asked, letting my fingertips trace their way along the length of her pussy.
"That's dirty," she whispered.
"Very dirty. You have a pretty little pussy. Does it feel good?"
"MmmHmm," she purred.
I was leaning sideways, watching her face, looking for her reactions. I brought my fingers to my mouth to wet them, then stopped, and put them to her lips. "Suck," I whispered.
She opened her mouth, and sucked on my fingers for a second. "Good girl," I told her, then went back to petting her pussy, teasing her open. I brought my fingers back to her mouth a few times, then saw her skin was flushing.
"How's this?" I asked, rubbing circles around her clit.
"Nice," she said.
"This side?" I asked, before rubbing the other side, "Or this?"
"Both, both," she answered, her breath shallow.
I kissed her again, a little longer, tracing her lips with my tongue, before putting my fingertips inside her mouth. "Make them nice and wet, baby," I told her.
She sucked like a woman determined, her tongue wrapping around my fingers, and then I went back down below, and inched them inside of her. "Damn, sis. You've got a tight little pussy. So damn sexy."
She whimpered softly, as I worked them in. "Hurt?"
"No."
"Can I kiss you for real?" I asked.
She turned her face toward mine and opened her eyes. She gave me a hesitant little nod, and I lowered my mouth over hers. She let me kiss her, but did little to respond. After a few seconds I backed off, and put my fingers back in her mouth. She sucked them, looking into my eyes. "This time, kiss me back. Kiss me like you want to be kissed."
She was better, more active, and my fingers slipped in and out of her easily. After a while I could even hear it.
"You're wet, sexy girl," I said.
"Wet?"
"Soaked." I took her hand in mine, and brought it down to her pussy. "Feel."
She moaned sweetly as her fingers entered her opening, mine guiding them.
"This is how you should be before sex. Open, wet and ready. Understand?"
She nodded nervously.
"This doesn't hurt, does it?"
"No. It . . . it feels good."
I moved my hand off of hers, and started teasing her clit, seriously now. She trembled when I touched her. I lowered my mouth onto hers again, brushing her lips. "You're a sexy woman, Teri. Sweet little pussy. If I wasn't your brother, God, the things I'd do to you!" I kissed her harder, probing her mouth with my tongue, teasing hers, while my fingers rotated through the patterns I'd learned, the little circles, the pressure, the gentle tugging, the vibrating touch.
There was no doubt about it, she took forever to get going, but by being patient I was getting her there. She was moaning in my mouth, pressing back against my hand. I could feel the trembling start.
"Travis," she gasped, when I pulled my mouth free.
"I'm going to make you come for me, beautiful. I want to see you come."
She whimpered softly as I held her head in the crook of my elbow, kissing her lips softly, telling her how beautiful she was, how sexy, how she had a hot little pussy, how much I wanted to taste it, to lick it, to make her come for me.
I felt her tense up, and cupped my fingers around her clit, making my fingers vibrate, pushing down firmly. It was a trick I'd learned with Rachel, involving my whole arm, elbow bent, muscles tensed, hand stiff, fingers shaking back and forth only a half inch or so. It was exhausting and I could only keep it up for a minute or so. She gasped, and her eyes opened wide. I kissed her firmly, keeping the tiring vibration going until she pulled back. Then I left her clit alone, rubbing her pussy softly, easing my fingers inside of her.
She stared at me in amazement, and I gave her a little kiss. "That, baby sister, is an orgasm. Not so horrible, was it?"
She shook her head, mute for the moment.
"Did you like it?"
She nodded almost imperceptibly, slowly.
"Sex isn't so bad is it?" I teased.
"Not like that it isn't."
"Good, now relax. I'm not going to make you come again, I just want you to feel good, alright?"
She nodded, and opened her legs for me as I encouraged her to spread them.
I entered her with my fingers, slowly and gently. I took a few seconds to find the tell-tale feel of her G-spot, and petted it. "Trust me?" I asked.
She nodded. I gave her a little kiss.
"You have a sweet little pussy, sis. Very pretty, and sexy. There's nothing wrong with you down there, trust me."
I kept petting the G-spot, teasing her clit a little with my thumb. "Do you believe me?"
"I want to. But you're my brother. You have to say that."
"No I don't. I wouldn't lie to you. Not now. This is too important. You've got a great pussy. This little girl is going to make some guy very, very happy. As long as he's patient, and gentle, you're going to drive him crazy. Fuck, Teri, trust me on this. I'd love to pound something this sweet and tight."
"Would you?" she asked nervously.
"Damn straight I would." I kissed her gently and she grabbed my head, and kissed me wildly. It was kind of messy, and there was too much tongue, but she was trying, that's for sure.
I pulled away, chuckling. "We're going to have to work on that kissing. 'A' for effort though."
She looked at me worriedly and I knew I'd screwed up. "I'm a bad kisser," she said.
"Not bad. Inexperienced."
"Make me better, Travis?"
Her little hips were wiggling while my fingers kept playing with her. "We can't go too far, Teri."
"I know," she said.
"As long as we remember that, alright?"
She nodded.
Her eyes nearly popped out of her head, when I pulled my fingers out of her and sucked on them. "Sweet," I told her.
"God, Travis, do that again," she whispered.
I did, pumping her for a few seconds, then sucking my fingers clean.
"Am I . . . am I really sweet?" she asked.
I kissed her softly. "No, you really don't taste much like anything. I'm never going to lie to you about sex, alright? What's sweet is that it's your juices, out of your sweet pussy. I love that. I love that you juice up for me. I love the idea of licking your wetness." I dipped my fingers into her, and put them to her lips. She opened up nervously, and I slid them inside. "Naughty, but not too much to taste, really, is there?"
She shook her head. I gave myself another taste, and smiled. "Sweet as sugar to me. Baby sister, little pussy juice. I love it."
She smiled. "Do you? Really?"
"I do. I love everything about you. Anyone who doesn't appreciate this," I said, giving her pussy a little shake, "is a damned fool."
"Am I drunk?" she asked. "Is that why it feels good?"
"No, you're not drunk. Maybe a little buzzed. It feels good because we took our time and let you get worked up at your own pace. And because you trusted me."
"I do, you know. I trust you completely. I'd trust you with my life, Travis."
I kissed her softly, and rubbed her pussy a little, sort of a goodbye rub. I reached down for her panties, and with a little effort, pulled them up into place. I looked at her face, and she was blushing. "Almost a shame to put her away. Sweet little pussy."
Teri didn't move much, letting me get her dressed, then pulling her upright to sit in my lap. I held her quietly. "Are you alright?" I finally asked.
"Better. I love you. Thanks."
"Not a word to Mom, alright? She'd probably freak out," I said.
"What about when she tries to show me, you know, how to put up with it?"
"I don't know. Go along I guess. But you know the truth now, don't you?"
"I guess. I mean, that was nice, but it's not sex. That might be different. Plus the whole sucking dick thing was pretty miserable."
"Because he was a jackass," I told her.
"Will you show me how it should be?"
I felt myself harden. But it was wrong. "I don't know. It's not the same. I think that would be crossing a dangerous line."
Little sister was feeling her oats. She put her arms around my neck, and kissed me. We still needed to work on that, but I liked it. "Think about it, OK? For me? I want to be a good girlfriend, for the right guy. I know you'd never hurt me. I wanna learn."
"I'll think about it, alright?"
"More kissing too, right? And maybe some more of what we just did, so I can learn?" she gave a teasing little wiggle.
"So you can learn?"
She nodded, blushing so damn cutely. "It took forever. I know it's not supposed to be like that. I think with practice it'll get easier. Maybe, in time, I can be almost normal."
"Teri—"
She grabbed my hand and put it between her legs. "Please, Travis?"
"It's gotta stay a secret, OK? You can't tell anyone. Especially not Mom."
"Of course. Our secret, always. You'll do it? You'll help me?"
I rubbed her pussy, feeling the heat between her legs. I didn't think it would take that long to have her responding faster. And she did have a sweet little pussy. "No sex."
"You mean no fucking, right?" she whispered.
"That's right."
"No sex, then. I . . . I'd let you if you wanted," she said.
"We can't. You understand, right?"
She nodded.
But I think we both knew it would be damned hard to keep that promise, if we practiced too much.
* * *
It's good to have friends. Especially close friends. When I told Steve and Drew what I wanted to do, they didn't hesitate a minute. It only took us two nights to find the asshole, out having a good time with his buddies. Once we'd found him, I confronted him. "Hey asshole. What do you say you and I have a talk outside."
He knew who I was. He played JV when I was on varsity. Same school and all. "So it's the crip's big brother. What's the problem? She come whining to you?"
"Outside?"
"Fuck you, asshole. She gave it up on her own. I didn't make her do anything. It's not my fault she's the worst fuck in school."
"Outside, or I'm going to bust you up, right here in front of everybody."
I saw a look of fear in his eyes. "Fuck you," he started, then I punched him in the face with everything I could. Seated, he had no way to avoid it. I had to lean over one of his buds to do it, and when I stood back up, I saw that Steve had the other guy by the hair, pulling him backward, and telling him to stay out of it.
We were all thrown out of course, which was fine by me. In the parking lot, we had a decent crowd surrounding us. He had a few friends with him, and a couple of girls. Drew was bigger than all of them, and pretty damn intimidating. I was facing Kyle in the middle while my guys told his friends to stay out of it.
Kyle was circling away from me, hands up like he thought he was some kind of boxer. "What's your problem, man? I didn't do nothing," he whined.
"A bet, Asshole? You used my sister for a bet, and took pictures of it?"
"I didn't make her do anything. She wanted it."
I guess I'm lucky. Kyle was as big as me, but didn't seem to know shit about fighting. Two shots to the face, one to the gut, and he was on the ground covering his head. Once he was down, the guys tried to pull me away, but I couldn't resist giving him a kick between the legs. One of his buddies took advantage of the fact that Steve had me by the arms and was pulling me backward, and the douche bag hit me with an overhand. Luckily he got my forehead, when I ducked down, seeing it coming. That started another round, and my second punch splattered his nose nicely. It got ugly for a bit, with punches thrown by both sides, until the girls managed to split us up.
They looked pretty bad, all four of them bleeding. There'd be some ugly black-eyes and bruises the next day. Drew and Steve came out of it pretty clean, but my face was aching, and I had blood on my shirt from a split lip. "Lose the pictures, assholes. If I hear about them from anyone, I swear I'll kill every last one of you."
"There's no pictures," Kyle said. He was still on the ground, hunched over, wiping the vomit from his face. He'd puked when I had kicked him between the legs a second time.
"Bullshit. Get rid of them. If I hear about them from anyone, you're dead."
Drew and Steve were eager for us to get out of there. "They probably called the cops, we gotta split."
I let them drag me over to the car, while Kyle and his buddies probably talked about the revenge they'd never have the balls to try for. Besides, I wasn't done with them.
* * *
Obviously, Dr. Hamilton, nothing I can say will stop you from delving into the full depths of my depravity, if you've gotten this far. Again, I hardly think it's fair that I'm required to divulge my personal experiences for a grade.
That said, I ask you, no, I beg you, try to understand what I did next, and why I did it. You've already read about the immoral activity I'd engaged in with Teri, but I'm not as perverse as my actions might indicate. I loved my sister. With all my heart, but in a sibling way, not a romantic one. I felt no lust toward her. I swear.
Be slow to judge me, until you've walked in my shoes, and those of my baby sister. That's all I can ask now.
* * *
Mom was angry about the fighting, but not as much as I expected. Teri was a little pissed, but I could tell she was happy I'd dealt with the asshole. She was overly affectionate, kissing my 'owies', telling me the jerk wasn't worth it.



I don't think Mom noticed that she was a lot more intimate than usual while taking care of me. Probably considered it part of the appreciation.
The next day I was sore, and stayed in bed with an icepack on my cheek and lip. Once Mom was gone, Teri showed up in my room dressed in a t-shirt and panties. She checked on my bruises, kissing my injuries. The kisses moved to my lips. "Thank you. You didn't have to, you know."
"Nobody hurts my sister, and gets away with it. Now he knows it, and so do all his asshole friends."
I laid her down next to me, and gave her a long slow kiss. "Don't kiss me back, pay attention to what I do," I told her. She had a bad habit of sticking her whole tongue in my mouth, like she wanted to lick my tonsils. After about fifteen minutes, she was a bit more constrained, and it was a lot more fun.
We had settled down into a nice kissing session, when I felt her wiggling. I looked down and she was peeling her panties off. She looked at me, and blushed. "Please, Travis?"
It would have been hard to say no. I touched her, still working slowly, fondling and caressing her all over before I concentrated on her pussy. She was still tense, and it took a little longer for her to relax. Lot of kisses and cuddles had her settling back into the pillows.
The girl was nothing like my other girlfriends. Ten minutes later she was barely moist. I talked to her softly, telling her what I was doing, how much I loved touching her. She finally opened up, and an eternity later, I had her squirming, ready to come. "Come for me, beautiful girl. Make that perfect little pussy sing for me," I whispered. My fingers were tired, aching, but I found an absurd pleasure in making her buck for me.
She lay back, contented, breathing hard.
"Not so bad, huh?" I teased, rubbing her softly.
"It shouldn't take that long, should it?" she asked.
"I don't know. It takes you longer, yeah. But that's alright. We'll get there."
She gave me a big kiss and cuddled up to me. "You're the best, Travis."
I chuckled, fondling her butt. "You're pretty hot yourself."
"I'm not," she pouted.
"You are," I insisted. I leaned down and sucked on her nipple through her shirt. She gasped, pressing her tit into my mouth. Sensitive, I thought. Maybe I could work with that.
She made me breakfast, and we returned to my room afterward. I peeled her shirt off, and noticed she had really nice tits, if not very big. Playing with her tits for several minutes, I reached down between her legs, and she was wet. "I love your titties, Teri."
She was stroking my hair. "That feels incredible. Touch me, Travis. Touch me."
It didn't take another ten minutes to get her off, while I sucked and nibbled on her tits. She was still gasping from her little orgasm, when I reached inside of her, and deftly went after her G-spot. She was so pretty, stretched out next to me, naked, her nipples hard and ready. I think the speed of her second orgasm surprised us both. It wasn't five minutes later that she was moaning and thrashing against my hand.
"Come, gorgeous, come for me," I told her. I took her nipple between my teeth and tugged on it, pulling up hard against her G-spot, the pad of my thumb pumping against her clit. She cried out for me, shaking all over, while she had her first big orgasm. I eased her down slowly, caressing her.
She gazed at me in open wonder. "Oh my God, Travis! Is . . . is that what it's like?"
I laughed, hugging her and kissing her. "That's a start."
"Damn," she said. She climbed on top of me, and rested, her body limp. I caressed her back, and fondled her butt cheeks. "That was pretty cool," she whispered.
"I told you, you are a hot woman."
"Mom is sooo wrong."
"Aren't you glad?"
"MmmHmm," she purred sweetly. "Can I do something for you? A handjob at least?" she asked.
"We shouldn't."
She giggled. "I know. Let me, OK? I'm feeling guilty that I get all the pleasure."
"Believe me, sis. I get a lot of pleasure out of doing that for you."
Her hand was between us, reaching into my boxers. "I wanna. Let me?"
I nodded my assent, and she climbed off of me. She wasn't content to do it through my fly. She pulled my boxers off, and held my cock. "Kyle isn't big," she said.
"What?"
"Kyle. You asked if he was too big. I guess not. He wasn't nearly this big. Yours is kind of scary."
I'm not huge, not by any means. Rachel had made sure I understood that. Nothing to be ashamed of at seven inches, but nothing a size queen would be looking for. "I'm not that big, Teri," I said.
"They get bigger?"
"Yeah. Lots bigger. I mean, I'm a little above average, but that's it."
She was stroking my cock, examining it from up close. Seeing her face so close to my cock had me aching already.
"What do I do?" she asked.
I almost laughed. "It's like this, Sweetie. A gorgeous girl, holding my cock, is almost enough to get me off by itself. You don't have to do a lot, just stroke it up and down."
"I'm not gorgeous. Stop saying that," she said.
I sat up, and pulled her hand away from my cock. "Listen to me, Teri. Listen good. You are very pretty. You have a nice body. Sexy tits, and a sweet little pussy. Your ass is perfect. Don't tell me you're not gorgeous. I don't want to hear it."
"You have to say that," she mumbled.
"Stop it. I know you have issues with how you look. Yes, your acne years were pretty scary, and you were chubby when you couldn't walk much. That's your past. Right now, the young woman I'm looking at is very attractive. Very. You are the whole package."
"My legs—"
"—are scarred. It's true. I don't know if that will ever go away. So what?" I pushed her back and scooted down, kissing her leg. I placed a line of kisses along her scar. "This is part of you. I love you, and I love every part of you, sis. It breaks my heart to see these, to know how much you suffered. But you pushed beyond what anyone thought you could. You don't even limp anymore. You're amazing Teri." My kisses wandered upward, and she whimpered sweetly when I kissed between her legs. I only spent a few moments there, then climbed up beside her. "You. Are. Amazing."
"Really?" she whispered.
"Absolutely." I kissed her hard. "I need you to do me a favor. My balls are aching. Get me off, OK?"
She grinned, and popped up grabbing my cock roughly. I had to calm her down, her wanking was a little out of control, but after a couple of minutes she was squealing and laughing as I came hard, making a mess on my belly. "That was pretty cool," she said.
"Uh, can you get us something to clean up with, a washcloth or something?"
She did, and after a few minutes had me pristine. "Can I do it again?"
"It won't be nearly as quick. Some lotion would probably help too," I told her.
The second one was much better, and she took my directions well. The couple of kisses she placed on the head of my cock helped a lot. I came hard, and groaned when she leaned over and sucked on the end. She made a face. "Not sweet. Pretty nasty tasting."
I chuckled. "Sorry, beautiful."
She shrugged. "I had to see if it was just him. Yours isn't much better. Girls really like that?"
"Some. I think they like the results, not the taste."
She was wiping me up, playing with my cock a little. "I guess I can see that."
* * *
The next day was Christmas eve. I hadn't even found a job yet. I hadn't bought any presents. The only thing I'd managed to do was get drunk a couple of times, get in a fight, and make my sister come on my fingers a few times. The last one made the first two weeks of my break a success. I know that seems a little perverted, but if you had seen my sister, the look in her eyes, the way I'd turned her life around with something so simple, you'd have to agree.
Christmas was on a Sunday. Mom only got one day off, the day after Christmas, but she reminded me that we were going to have a big Christmas eve dinner, and she wanted me home no later than six. Once she was out the door, Teri and I returned to my bed, and we spent another hour or so 'teaching' her about sex. She was still slow to get off, but with patience and a little effort, I had her come for me twice, and she gave me a couple of handjobs. I knew we were pushing the limits of what we should be doing, but it was a hell of a way to start the day.
As soon as we cleaned up from the second one, I climbed off the bed.
"Stay, Travis," she said. "Let's play a little longer. Teach me more about kissing."
It was tempting. I leaned over and gave her a little kiss. "I'd love to, but I still haven't done my Christmas shopping. It's now or never."
She pouted, then gave me a grin. "I know what Mom wants."
That was good, cause I had no idea. None. Zilch. "What?"
"A new stereo for her car. The old one doesn't play her CDs any more. I was going to get her one, but even the cheap ones cost like seventy bucks, and they want even more money to install them."
"Did she say what kind she wanted?" I asked.
"No. I don't think she even cares. She just likes to listen to her CDs."
"You want to split the cost of one with me? I'll install it for her tomorrow. It shouldn't be that hard."
She beamed. "That would be great! Just not too expensive, alright?"
"No problem. I'm sure that they're on sale somewhere. I'm not made of money either."
She got dressed while we spoke, and I couldn't help but notice how nice her body was. She really was pretty. "You want to go shopping with me?"
I saw her eyes lose their glitter, and knew she was still hesitant about going out. Kyle had really done a job on her confidence. She shook her head. "I don't think so. I got stuff I need to do anyway. If you get a chance, you could pick up some wrapping paper. Stuff a guy would like." She grinned when she said that.
I gave her another quick kiss. "Got it. Wish me luck, going out shopping today. I hope I don't get killed out there."
"Luck," she said, and then the little tease rubbed my crotch. I'd created a monster.
A simple single CD car stereo only ran me about $60. I had figured on spending $50 each on Mom and Teri. If Teri split the cost with me, I could still buy Mom her favorite bubble-bath from Bath and Body Works. I had no idea what I was going to get my sister.
In the end I did something a little crazy. I could only hope she liked it.
I got home before five, beating Mom home. Teri and I wrapped Mom's gift from the two of us, then I gave her the paper I'd bought for her, and we each disappeared into our own rooms to finish wrapping our presents. We had just finished putting them under the tree, when Mom arrived.
Mom and Teri started working on our big dinner, while I was tasked with setting the table, and getting a fire going in the fireplace.
"Travis?" Mom called out, while I was lighting the starter log.
"Just a sec," I said, before getting the paper going, and turning to see her standing in the kitchen entrance.
"I need you to go to the store for a couple of things. I made a list."
Great. The only thing worse than last minute Christmas shopping, was last minute grocery shopping on Christmas eve. But it was Christmas, so I wasn't going to make a big deal out of it.
"Take your sister with you, she knows the kind of stuffing I want."
"Mom!" Teri whined, stretching the word out to three syllables.
"Go on now. And don't give me any sass. Besides, you're out of shampoo, aren't you?"
Teri pouted, rolling her eyes, but she put on her jacket, and followed me out the door, Mom's list in one hand, and three twenties clutched in the other.
She was quiet as I drove. "Smile, sis. Is it that horrible being seen in public with me?" I teased.
She heaved a big sigh. "Of course not."
"C'mon. Gimme a grin."
She turned and bared her teeth at me. It was kind of scary. Then she snorted and started giggling. Little sis was back.
The shopping was pretty easy. The list wasn't long, and the place wasn't as crowded as I thought it would be, despite the fact they were closing in half-an-hour. Everything was going smoothly, until I felt her hand clutching at my arm. "Can we go, Travis?" she whispered.
I looked down at her, and her eyes were glued to the floor, as she tried to hide behind me. I looked up, and dick-breath was there, at the end of the aisle. I don't know if he was smirking, or scared, but he was staring at us. He was also standing with his mother and sister.
I started walking his way, my anger growing. As I got closer, I could see he had a hell of a shiner, and he was backing away. Teri was tucked in behind me, clutching my arm. I didn't want to embarrass her, but I still had a bone to pick with her 'boyfriend'.
As I got closer, his mother noticed my approach, and saw Teri behind me. She started to smile then it faded when she saw the look on my face. She glanced back at her son, as I got within a few paces.
"Hey asshole," I said loudly. "Did you tell your Mom how you fucked my sister and broke her heart on a ten dollar bet? You tell your family how you humiliated her, letting your friends take pictures of her naked, before dumping her the last day of school?"
His mother looked shocked and turned to the dick. "Kyle? I thought you said she wanted to break up?"
Old penis-breath had turned bright red. "It's not like that, Mom. I swear. He's making stuff up."
Teri peeked her head around my side. "No he's not! You're a horrible person Kyle. I tried to be the best girlfriend I could, and you treated me like crap. And . . . and you have a little tiny dick!"
His sister giggled, while I could see the veins popping out on his head.
"What do you say asshole?" I said. "You and me go outside so I can kick your ass again?"
Kyle's Mom was turning three different shades of red. "There won't be any fighting," she said. "You apologize to her, Kyle! I didn't raise you to be a jerk!"
"I didn't do anything wrong," he said. "She wanted it."
"Apologize!"
I knew it had to be killing him. "I'm sorry," he mumbled.
Teri stepped around me, still clinging to my arm. "Sorry? Sorry for what? For all the lies about you liking me? For treating me like crap? For taking my virginity on a bet and dumping me? For making my first time as miserable as possible? For making me suck that little tiny dick of yours? For taking pictures? What?"
"I'm sorry, alright! It was just a joke. And I didn't take any pictures."
I took another step toward him, and the little bitch moved behind his mother. "No, you let your friends in the room, and they took pictures, before you told them they each owed you ten bucks. That's all my sister was worth to you, was ten lousy bucks? If any of those pictures see the light of day, I swear to God I'm gonna put you in the hospital, if I don't put you in a grave."
It was easy to see his mom was horrified. "You bet ten dollars on this poor girl?"
He shook his head. "It was forty dollars. Ten each."
His mother looked royally pissed. She dug into her purse, and came out holding a fist full of money, pushing it toward Teri. "Here, take this," she said, with a backward glance at the asshole. "He's going to pay me back every penny. He's not going to profit off of treating you like that. And I promise, if there are any pictures, they'll be destroyed. I'm sorry."
Teri shied away from the money, but I took it for her. "It's not your fault he's a complete jerk and an asswipe," I said.
His mom shook her head. "I raised him better than that. I can't believe he'd pull this kind of stunt. And you don't have to worry about kicking his butt. When I tell his father what he's done, he'll do the job for you."
Old dick-head turned pale when she said that. It made me smile. "Sorry I interrupted your shopping, ma'am. I just couldn't let him pull that shit with my sister."
She nodded. "It's good that you stand up for her. Kyle could learn a lesson from you."
"He will, if he ever tries anything like that again."
We walked away, and I was waiting to see if Teri would get mad at me. I was surprised when she pulled my head down and kissed my cheek. "Thanks. I think."
"I didn't mean to embarrass you, I swear. I just want to kill him."
She giggled. "Me too. Now it sound like his old man will do the job for us."
After that she was a whole lot more cheerful, talking up a storm on the way home. I felt good.
An hour later, we were back home, the dinner cooking in the kitchen, and Teri had counted out the money that her ex-boyfriend's mother had given her. It was more than $40. A lot more. One hundred and fifty-seven dollars, to be exact.
I was sitting in the living room, when she plopped down beside me. "I don't think I should keep this money. It doesn't feel right," she said.
"I know. I feel kind of weird about it too. But you have to understand, it's not like he's paying you. It's part of his punishment. His mother is going to make him pay it back. I think you should keep it."
She sighed, leaning against me, and I put my arm around her, giving her a squeeze. "I don't know," she said.
"Don't worry about it, alright? Put it away for now. You don't have to spend it right away. Hang onto it, and see how you feel a little while from now."
Mom chose that time to walk in on us. She was smiling. "It's good to see you two like the old days. Now break it up. Dinner's ready, and I need help."
There's not much more to say about that night, or even the next day. It was Christmas, like a million other homes across the country. We ate a big dinner, snacked on leftovers, watched hokey Hallmark movies, and drank spiked eggnog, with my mother's blessing.
The next day we got up early, and gathered around the tree. We only had a few presents each, but it seemed to me that everybody was happy with what they'd received. I knew I was. Teri got her first cell-phone, which I thought was a long time coming, but she was ecstatic. Mom adored her car stereo, as well as the smaller gifts we exchanged. We had a few presents from other relatives, books, music, clothing, gift cards, all the usual.
Mom's gift to me was cash. Two-hundred dollars earmarked for college spending money. I was happy to get it, although she seemed embarrassed.
"I didn't know what to get you, and I know how hard you work for your spending money. I wish I could do more, Travis."
"No Mom. It's perfect. Being here with you guys is a great present. This will help a lot."
Teri got me a couple of things. A game I'd been looking at, and a new wallet, which I have to admit was kind of lame. She made up for it with her last gift. There wasn't a lot to it, just a T-shirt that said "World's Best Brother." I liked it. I'm not sure I'd wear it very often, at least not away from the house, but it made me feel good.
Then Teri opened her gift from me, and I braced myself for the shit-storm I expected.
She held up the naughty pink lingerie I'd purchased, and the matching pair of tiny frilly panties. She turned bright red. "Travis?" she whispered.
"You're a woman now, Teri. You're not a kid. You're a beautiful young woman, and you deserve to have something special to wear as beautiful as you. Maybe your next boyfriend can appreciate it."
I don't know what I expected, but to see her run off in tears wasn't it. I sat still waiting for my mother to tear me a new one.
After a long wait, I looked up at her, to see how much shit I was in. She had tears in her eyes. She looked at me, and slowly smiled. "I'm not sure how appropriate that was, but it was a beautiful gift. Just what she needed right now. You're aware of some of the issues she's having, I take it?"
I nodded. "That Kyle is a complete asshole. She deserves a lot better."
Mom came over and sat beside me, taking my hand in hers. "You're right, honey. I received a call from his mother, late last night. She was mortified, to say the least. Thank you for standing up for your sister. I'm not sure that was the best way to go about it, but I guess it's better than beating him up again."



"I couldn't let him get off scot-free, Mom. I couldn't let him hurt Teri like that. I couldn't. I'm sorry."
"No, I understand. You're the man of the house, and it's up to you to watch over us. Your dad would be proud." She gave me a kiss on the cheek, and stood up. "Time to get dressed. Church in less than an hour."
Church was church, an hour and a half packed in a building that was standing room only. Back home, I changed out of my good clothes and went to work on Mom's car. I guess I'm not as handy as I thought I was. It took me more than four hours to get her stereo installed right. It took two tries, but I managed eventually, and Mom and Teri didn't give me too much grief for delaying our Christmas dinner by an extra hour.
I took some time out after dinner to give Rachel and Courtney calls to wish them a merry Christmas. I spoke with Courtney, and she seemed to be in a good mood. Rachel I left a message. I guess she was spending her holiday with somebody important enough not to pick up her phone. It made me a little jealous.
Late that night, I got an extra Christmas present. Teri snuck into my room wearing the outfit I gave her. She looked gorgeous. I told her as much.
"I'm sorry I ran off earlier. I don't know why I did that. I guess it was just too much. I never had anything that pretty," Teri said.
"I didn't mean to upset you. I thought Mom would have a cow, but she didn't. Do you like the outfit?"
She grinned, nodding, while she turned a slow 360.
"It doesn't look silly?" she asked, modeling it for me.
"Sexy, not silly," I said.
She smiled, and climbed into my bed. "We have to be quiet," she whispered, then pulled my hand down between her legs.
I don't know if it was the outfit, the holiday, or what. But she was wet almost as soon as I touched her. I looked into her face, and she blushed. It didn't take long at all to get her off, and then we worked on her kissing for a long time. She was getting better. Afterward, she used her hands on me, then we did each other again. It was almost one in the morning before she slipped out of my bed.
"Merry Christmas, Travis. You're the best brother ever," she whispered, as she gave me a last kiss.
"Merry Christmas, Teri. Love you."
* * *
I managed to find myself a pizza delivery job evenings, even if it was only going to be for about three weeks. It paid good enough, but with tips it was over fifteen bucks an hour. I couldn't fault that. After a day spent with my sister, I was running up and down sidewalks, delivering pizzas as fast as I could. I only worked from four to ten, when they let go of most of the drivers, after the dinner rush. It was nice to have money in my pocket.
Unfortunately I was too busy to spend much of it. Friday was the busiest pizza night, so I had to work. Saturday I got to hang out with the friends, which was nice. I made sure to pay for Steve and Drew after my first week of employment. I owed them.
For the rest of the week, I was playing with Teri in my bed, learning her body, what worked for her and what didn't. She was still slow to get excited, other than that one night, but if I was patient I could get her off. Once the first one was out of the way, the next few were a little easier. I still hadn't had another big one from her, but she was getting better.
I got a couple of handjobs each time. We agreed to behave in front of Mom, and my job kept me out of the house most evenings. That next weekend was New Years. We were run ragged on the 30th, and they kept me late to close. I was exhausted by the time I got home.
After staying until almost 1:30 a.m. to clean up, I slept in the next morning. I woke to the most amazing feeling. I knew that feeling, but didn't expect it at home. I was getting a blowjob.
I peeled the covers back and found my naked sister with my cock in her mouth. "Teri, we shouldn't," I said.
She looked up at me, and smiled around my cock. She pulled off. "I couldn't help it. I came in and you were sleeping, and there it was. Now tell me if I do anything wrong."
I surrendered, and let her suck me. She wasn't bad. Not at all. I told her so.
She seemed to like that, and a minute or two later I was coming for her. I warned her, and she pulled her head away, making a mess on my belly. She had come prepared and cleaned me up. "Not bad, huh? I've been studying."
"Studying?"
"Reading, practicing a little on that thing Mom gave me."
"Well, it worked. Thanks."
She blushed. "Wanna do me?"
"Do you?"
"You know, with your mouth."
"Teri, we're really pushing things," I said.
"Please, Travis. I want to feel it. I . . . I get excited thinking about it. Just once?"
I knew that if I did it once, I'd probably be doing it a lot more than that. But I wasn't strong enough to say no.
We started slow, with kisses, and working my way down her body. I spent a lot of time on her tits, before traveling lower. By the time I got to her pussy, I was surprised to smell her arousal. She was wet. "God, Teri. You really want this, don't you?"
"More than anything. Taste me, Travis. Tell me I'm sweet."
I still teased her a bit, kissing and licking the inside of her thighs, even kissing her sad little scars. When I put my lips over her clit for the first time she moaned loudly.
It must have been mental, because she came for me after only a few minutes. I kept working on her, doing everything Rachel had taught me, even playing with her puckered butt-hole a little. I was parked over her clit again, my tongue working diligently when I felt the big one coming. She advertised this one big time. When she came, she had her fingers in my hair, crying out, her thighs closed firmly around my head. As she calmed, I left her sensitive clit alone, licking and sucking on her lips, licking inside her. When she relaxed completely I climbed up the bed, after wiping my face dry on the sheets. "Sweet as soda pop," I teased her.
"My God, Travis! That was amazing!"
"I'm glad you thought so. It gets better."
"I don't know how. Any better and I'd probably die," she said.
* * *
I was invited to a New Year's party at Drew's house. I was torn, not wanting to leave Teri alone, not after all we'd been through. But there was no way that she was willing to go to the party with me, and frankly, I didn't trust the guys with her.
Alright, maybe I was a little jealous.
Funny thing happened. A girl approached me, flirting and teasing. I'd had a few drinks, more than I probably should have, or I probably would have recognized her sooner. I was flirting back, cornering her, getting her away from the crowd so I could move on her. Then it hit me.
"You're Kyle's sister."
She pouted and nodded. "I'm not like him, Travis. This doesn't have anything to do with him."
That's what she said, but it had me worried. Was this some trick of his to get back at me? If it wasn't. did I want to go there? Would I be using her, to get back at him? Damn.
She moved closer, rubbing her hand on my chest. "Forget that I'm related to that jerk. We were having a good time, weren't we?"
I nodded. Until the realization of who she was, I was having a great time.
"I'm Donna (not her real name). Me. Not Kyle's sister. I'm just Donna, OK?" she asked. She seemed serious, and a bit nervous.
What the fuck. Why not? I tilted her chin up and kissed her, doing my best. When I pulled away, her eyes were still closed, and she was breathing hard.
Alright, I'm a bastard. A pussy hound. I've already admitted as much. Donna was pretty and willing, and a little bit drunk. I was horny and a little drunker than she was. Our first kiss turned into a make-out session, that we moved into one of the available bedrooms.
Laying on the bed, I had access to her firm little body. My hands wandered over her, while our lips were engaged. I opened her pants, and slid one hand into them, with some difficulty I admit. They were very tight. Still I managed, easing my way into her panties. It didn't take my talented fingers long to have her moaning her orgasm into my mouth.
Her butt lifted off the bed, and she was wiggling, pushing her too-tight jeans down over her hips. I decided to help her, first with the jeans, and then with her cute baby-blue soaked panties. Once I had the panties out of the way, I replaced them with my mouth, and taught that adorable teen a lesson. The door behind me creaked opened and closed twice, leaving us alone, while I brought her to a series of orgasms. After the last she was moaning for me to fuck her, and I couldn't think of a single reason not to.
I had shucked my pants and boxers, and was between her legs about to enter her when she stopped me.
"This isn't revenge against my brother, is it?" she asked nervously.
I took her adorable face in my hands, my hard cock pressing against her crotch. I kissed her softly. "No, Donna. When we started this, I hadn't recognized you. I had no idea you were Kyle's sister. You were just a gorgeous, friendly girl that I was flirting with, and hoped to get to know better. We don't have to go any further, if you don't want to." I wanted to, badly. But I wasn't that much of an asshole.
"You swear?"
I nodded slowly. "God's truth. Right now, I don't give a fuck who you're related to. I want you so bad it hurts."
She gave me a sweet little smile, and her hands reached down between us and guided me home. God, that felt good. Incredible.
I'd learned one thing from Rachel, and that was to make a woman's first time with you as wonderful as possible. Make sure her pleasure was the important thing, and from then on, you were golden. Under her excellent tutelage, I'm not saying I'm God's gift to women, but I dare say I was probably better at pleasuring a girl than 95% of guys my age.
I took my time with her, doing the things I'd been taught, learning her tells, figuring out what worked for her, and then concentrating on that. I seemed to be doing my job. I had her moaning loudly, almost continuously, while I drove her up the slopes of her pleasure time after time, making her come for me. It's a hell of an ego trip to see it in a girl's face, when you've given her the best she's ever had.
A couple of times, when I got too close, I'd pull out, and go back to work with my mouth, keeping her on edge, driving her crazy. When I finally couldn't resist any longer, I picked up the pace, hammering her tight little pussy like there was no tomorrow. She screamed my name only moments before I hit the point of no return, filling her warm tight hole.
I eased her down after that, pumping slowly until I lost the last of my firmness. I was surprised when she gasped and pulled the pillow over her head. I heard laughter behind me, and the clapping. Looking over my shoulder, I found we had an audience. Shit.
I was pissed, and I got up, yelling at them to get out, pushing a few stragglers out the door, closing it behind them. The echoes of their laughter grated on my nerves. When I got to Donna, she was crying.
"Why, Travis?" she sobbed. "Why would you do that?"
"I swear, baby, I had nothing to do with that. I didn't know they were there. I swear."
"God, how am I ever going to show my face again?" she asked.
I took her in my arms, holding her. "Listen, there are plenty of people doing what we're doing her tonight. It will blow over quickly. Just don't make a big deal of it. If anyone says anything, shrug them off. This wasn't your first time having sex, was it?" I was pretty sure it wasn't, from her reaction.
She shook her head. "No. But it was never like that."
I gave her a short kiss, and caressed her sexy body. "No kidding. You were amazing."
A tiny smile lifted the corners of her mouth. "Really? You think so?"
"Damn, girl. I know so. I've been around a bit, and I'm telling you, that was incredible. You're incredible." It might have been a little white lie, but I figured I owed her that much. And it was very good.
She rolled toward me, hugging me. "You were pretty amazing too," she whispered.
"I'd love to be amazing for you again," I said, rubbing her firm butt cheeks. "But I think we have an audience out there." I kissed her, long and slow. "Come on. Let's get dressed, and hold our heads high. I bet I'm gonna see a lot of jealous faces out there."
"You think?"
"I know. C'mon."
We dressed, and I gave her a big hug and a kiss. "You know this can't really go anywhere between us. I'm headed back to college in a few weeks."
She pouted. "I know. I don't do things like this, you know? You're only my second."
I gave her a little squeeze. "I imagine you'll have the guys lining up to be your third. Make them work for it, alright? You don't want to get a bad rep."
She nodded, then stole another kiss. "Thanks, Travis. That really was amazing."
"Ditto, beautiful." I opened the door, and was surprised to find there was no crowd outside our door. They'd moved down the hall and were laughing and pointing at some other unsuspecting couple. I took her hand in mine, and quickly dragged her along back to the party, before we could be spotted. I got her a drink, and scored another kiss before her girlfriends surrounded her, shutting me out, and dragging her off.
It was after midnight. We had rung in the new year ringing her chimes over and over again. I kind of liked that, and wondered if I could make it an annual ritual.
I didn't stay much longer, but Drew did corner me before I could escape. He was laughing and high-fived me. "Damn, you're bad. Now that's revenge on the mother fucker."
All I could do was shake my head. "It wasn't that. I didn't even remember who she was at first. It was just a great time with a pretty girl," I confessed.
"No shit?"
"Nope. Not that I'm complaining about who she's related too. But I'm not gonna make a big deal out of it. She doesn't deserve that. She's sweet."
He grinned. "And loud."
"Yeah. And loud. Hot little thing."
Drew slapped me on the shoulder with his big mitt. "Hell of a way to start the new year, ain't it?"
"It was. No doubt. None better."
And even though I wasn't going to make a big deal about fucking Kyle's sister, at least not publicly, I got some satisfaction from it. I had no doubt he'd hear about it before long. He'd take it personal. Good.
* * *
It was well after two in the morning before I snuck back in the house. It was quiet, and the lights were off. If it was anything like the usual, Mom and Teri stayed up watching the TV until the ball dropped, drank their one glass of champagne after toasting a new year, and went to bed shortly afterward. I much preferred my way of celebrating the occasion.
I hadn't been in bed five minutes, when Teri opened my door a crack and slid into my room, closing it quietly behind her. She was wearing her new lingerie again, but it didn't last long.
"Happy New Year, Travis," she whispered, standing beside the bed, and removing her outfit before climbing between the sheets.
I took her in my arms, kissing her. "Happy New Year."
It was two hours later when she silently left my bed, returning to her room. We didn't do anything we hadn't done before, but it was still pretty intense, especially with Mom right down the hall. I know I could have fucked her that night. She made that obvious. But it was further than I was willing to go. She was my sister.
I still managed to come in her teasing little mouth twice. I expected to hear some comment about where my trusty helper had been, but she never said a word.
I slept like a log until almost noon.
* * *
It was five days later when it all blew up.
Admittedly, Teri and I had gotten pretty brazen during the day. We wore hardly anything around the house, and would constantly tease and play with each other. I could only get off so many times, but I was learning how to keep my sister in an almost constant state of arousal. I loved to wring the orgasms out of her body, and would do it in the kitchen, in the bathtub, in the living room watching TV.
Then it was off to work, for the dinner rush, before getting back home, and seeing if we could sneak in a little more once Mom went to bed.
I had already come twice that morning, and had her on the floor in front of the TV, laying on a towel. I wanted to see if I could get her to squirt for me. I knew it would be a challenge, but I'd been torturing her, giving her one early climax, and teasing her for the next couple of hours getting her close, but never letting her have it.
She was lying there moaning, after I'd spent about ten minutes getting her worked up. I'd used my mouth for most of it, and now was leaning over her, two fingers in her pussy, pounding upward roughly, hammering her G-spot, while holding her upper body down.
It was another lesson of Rachel's I was putting to the test. Teri was still a challenge. I'd work her for about fifteen seconds, then drop down and use my mouth on her clit. Back and forth, I'd probably been at it a good five minutes, when I saw the response I was hoping for.
This time I didn't stop, tugging away at the inside of her pussy, refusing her any relief. I could feel she was close, so very close.
"Come for me," I growled.
She whimpered, her whole body trembling.
I don't know if the TV was too loud, or we were just too caught up in what we were doing, but suddenly my mother was standing there, shrieking my name. I felt the pulse in Teri's pussy, and yanked my hand away, getting splashed as she squirted for the first time.
"Travis! Teri!" Mom screamed.
Teri was writhing on the floor, in the middle of a huge orgasm. I slapped at her pussy, keeping it rolling, while leaning over her, stroking her hair with my other hand. "Shhh, it's OK, baby girl."
Mom leaned over and pushed my hand away, "Stop that! What's wrong with you!"
I reached back down and rubbed Teri's pussy comfortingly. I knew the first big one would be rough on her. "Relax, baby, you did good," I told her, glaring at Mom. "In a second Mom, not now!" I snapped.
"Travis," Teri whispered, blushing a deep red.
"Shh, that was beautiful, you're beautiful," I told her, giving her a small kiss.
"You two stop that!" Mom squealed.
"Not now, Mom!" I turned and stared her down. "Sit! We'll be a minute."
Mom looked shocked, but sat down staring at her daughter's soaked pussy, and the puddle on the towel.
I reached back inside Teri, tugging at her G-spot. I knew the way these things worked, or at least what Rachel claimed. Squirting was different. Once you got the first one, the rest came much easier. I kissed my sister, and pummeled her pussy until she squirmed and I felt her release, I pulled my hand away, slapping her clit lightly, while she sprayed a couple of times.
"Perfect, baby girl, that was so good. You're amazing," I told her. She stopped wiggling and giggled.
"I . . . I didn't think—"
"I know. I told you, you could do it. You're a hot tamale, once you're going. That was incredible."
"Travis?" Mom spoke out, interrupting our talk.
I kissed Teri, and pulled her upright, tugging her into my lap. "Sorry Mom, I couldn't leave her like that, half finished."
"How could you?" she asked, shaking her head.
I had my hand between Teri's legs, rubbing her soothingly. "I had to," I tried to explain.
"You're wrong Mom. You and Aunt Brenda are so wrong. Sex is great," Teri said. She leaned against me, almost limp.
"You're brother and sister! You can't do this!"
Teri crawled out of my lap, and into our mother's. "Mom, stop it. Don't be mad. Travis is wonderful."
"But this is incest, baby. It's wrong," Mom said.
"No, we've never had sex. He was just showing me, teaching me that sex could be good. That I could get excited. I don't need to put up with it. I now know that with the right man it will be wonderful."



Mom looked unconvinced. "He was touching you," Mom mumbled.
"His touch is amazing, Mom. You have no idea. He can make me come and come. His mouth is incredible. Sex is awesome!" Teri laughed.
"But baby, you guys can't. You're family."
Me? I was staying out of it. Or at least I had hoped to.
Teri clearly wasn't done yet. "You're wrong about sex, Mom. All it takes is love and patience. I think the first time it took him hours to show me I could enjoy it. Now I can come for him whenever he wants."
I adjusted my boxers. I wasn't quite naked, and the unwelcome surprise had killed any erection I had.
Mom looked over at me. "How could you take advantage of your sister like that!"
"How could you tell her that nobody liked sex? That she had to put up with it, and fake her enjoyment?" I asked pointedly.
Mom looked stunned, pulling back from me. "You don't understand, Travis. You're a man. For us women, it's not like it is for you. We do it out of love, not pleasure."
Teri wasn't having any of it. "God, Mom. You're so wrong! Don't you see? Didn't you see me just now? That was insane. He made me squirt! I never came so hard."
"No, honey, I don't know what you think happened, but you can't enjoy it. We don't. It just doesn't happen." Mom was in complete denial. Kind of sad, really.
"Stop it, Mom. You're talking crazy. Didn't you hear me? I come for him all the time now. Maybe a dozen times a day. It's wonderful," Teri said.
"But you're brother and—"
"Yes, I know. Brother and sister. The best brother in the whole world. He showed me, Mom. He taught me. He was loving and patient, and showed me sex could be wonderful." She turned to me. "You've got to show her, Travis. It's not fair for her not to know."
Mom and I both responded in shock, telling her she was crazy. She kept shaking her head. "Mom, have you ever had an orgasm?" Teri asked.
Mom blushed. "That's not an appropriate subject to talk about in front of your brother."
Teri kept badgering her. "You told me it didn't happen. Couldn't happen. You and Aunt Brenda both. You were wrong. Big time. Admit it. You never had one, so you thought I couldn't, right?"
"Honey, it's not natural. I don't know what he's done . . ."
"He loved me, Mom. He showed me it was possible. Let him show you. It's incredible. You can't believe how good it feels!"
"Teri," I said, speaking up. "It's not the same. She's our mother. That would be so wrong."
Mom, if anything, looked hurt. "It's all wrong. Brother and sister?" she said.
"But I couldn't let you tell her wrong, Mom. It wasn't fair to her. She's just eighteen; she has her whole life in front of her. Just because one asshole didn't know what to do, doesn't mean she couldn't enjoy sex," I explained.
Mom glared at me. "Your father loved me! Are you saying he was an asshole, because he couldn't give me an orgasm?"
"Did he even know, Mom? If you were faking it, he probably thought everything was great. You should have told him, given him a chance," I said.
"It was great! I loved making love to him. I didn't have to enjoy it, or have an orgasm. He was my husband, and I loved being there for him."
Teri gave Mom a big hug. "I know. You told me. But it could have been more. You just didn't know, he didn't know. You didn't have a Travis to show you."
We went round and round. Mom was adamant that it wasn't possible. Teri was equally adamant insisting not only was it possible, but it was incredible. I mostly tried to stay out of it, until I had to get ready for work, leaving them arguing with each other.
* * *
Dr. Hamilton, I'm going to make one last plea. You've already read enough to know that I'm morally corrupt. Treating my sister like that was the last thing on my mind at the beginning of the holiday break.
It gets worse. I probably should just end this, and hope for the best, but I feel that after all I've documented, I have to finish this properly. Holding nothing back.
At least put this document away, and consider grading me on what you've read so far. Set it aside for a day, and give me a chance. I doubt you'll stop, since you got this far, but I need to warn you, things got worse. A lot worse. Shamefully worse. Please consider what I've said, and leave me this little bit of privacy. Please.
* * *
The next few days were incredibly awkward. It didn't stop me from loving my sister each morning, while she tried to convince me it was my duty to teach Mom how to enjoy sex. She kept throwing Aunt Brenda's name in there as well.
Mom was barely speaking to me, the few hours we were together late at night. I felt bad about that. But I didn't feel what I had done was wrong. Yeah, maybe we took it too far, but I was proud of my sister, and how far she'd come. No pun intended.
Saturday, I worked the day shift. Ten in the morning until five. When I got home I was tired and a little grouchy. Days were lousy for tips. I hadn't made twenty dollars, when on a typical evening I might make fifty.
When I got home, I went straight to the shower. When I came out, Teri was waiting for me. I was worried about that; I didn't like throwing our relationship in Mom's face. She slipped into my arms, and gave me a kiss. "You know you're the best brother in the world," she said.
"With the best sister ever," I reminded her.
She grinned. "I put some clothing out for you. I want you to dress nice."
"Are we going out?" I asked.
"No, but this is a special night, alright. Trust me?"
"Always," I said, stealing another kiss.
"Dress nice, and join us for dinner," she said.
When I came out, both Teri and Mom were dressed to the nines. Teri gave me a beer, and she and Mom were drinking wine. From the way they were acting, it looked like it might have been their second bottle. Mom had a roast in the crockpot, one of my favorite meals.
Teri dragged me into the living room, and Mom followed shortly after. "You love us right?" Teri asked me.
"What's going on?" I asked.
"I know you love us. Tonight, you're going to show Mom how you can get me off, and afterward, you're going to show her that sex can be good."
I looked over at Mom, who was blushing. "You don't have to let her get away with this," I said.
Mom nodded and gulped her wine. "Is it true? You can make her enjoy it?"
"I don't make her Mom. She just needs time and patience to get started. You need to know her hot buttons. Then she's very excitable."
"She has orgasms with you?"
"Lots. Lots and lots. She's amazing, Mom."
Teri quickly spoke up. "He can do it for you too, Mom. I know it. He's, well, he's incredible. You won't understand until you let him show you."
"Teri, we don't know that," I said. "Everyone's different. It wasn't easy to get you to come. Mom's been suppressing it forever. We don't know that I can change that."
Mom looked over her glass at me. "Would you try, Travis?"
Christ on a pogo stick! Mom wanted me to! I looked her over. She had dressed up for me. She had makeup on. I could see how nervous she was, but she was trying. I scooted over to her, and put my hand on her leg. "I love you, Mom. I'd do anything for you."
"Tonight?" she whispered.
"I'd love to. I don't know if it will happen, but I'd love to try."
Dinner was awkward. We all knew what we were doing afterward, but we talked around it. I felt myself blushing for no reason. I was checking my mother out. How weird was that? She still looked good, for her age. She had turned forty-four the previous March. She'd kept her figure, mostly through dieting and walking. She was taller than Teri, and at least twenty pounds heavier. She had bigger boobs, and was a little thicker all over, but she was still pretty. I always thought it was wrong that she'd never dated after Dad passed away.
Over the dishes, I stood behind Mom, and wrapped my arms around her waist. "I love you, Mom. Whatever happens tonight, you've gotta know I love you like crazy. You're the best mom ever."
She kept facing the sink, rinsing the dishes and passing them to Teri who was loading the dishwasher. "I love you too, Travis. You've been so good, taking over as the man around the house. I know it wasn't easy."
I kissed her neck, and lifted my hands daringly, cupping her breasts. "You're still a beautiful woman, Mom. I'm looking forward to make you come for me."
She almost dropped the plate she was holding, and Teri had to catch it. "Travis . . ."
"Beautiful. Sexy. I'm gonna make you come so good. You'll see." I kissed her on the other side of her neck. I wasn't sure I was going to be able to get through to her, but I wanted to try. I wanted to give her that, for all she'd done for me, for us. And I wanted her thinking about it, warming up to me.
I squeezed her breasts, pulling on her nipples, rubbing my hard-on against her butt. I only did it for a few seconds, then I let her go. I dried the last of the pots and pans, and then we were done, all of us standing around the kitchen awkwardly.
Teri giggled. "Come on. This is silly. It's fun time."
She took Mom by the hand, and I followed them to Mom's bedroom.
Teri turned to me. "Out! Go to your room, and put on your blue boxers. You know the ones. Give us ten minutes."
"Fifteen," Mom said.
"Fine, fifteen. And bring the wine," Teri added.
I did as requested. I also hit the bathroom and shaved extra close, and lotioned my face. I took extra care to make sure I was clean down there. Then I entered Mom's bedroom with a knock.
Mom and Teri were both sitting on the bed, wearing sexy lingerie. Teri had on black thigh-high stockings, to go with the outfit I'd bought her. It hid most of her scarring, but I could have cared less about that. They both looked sexy as hell. I had barely started to take it in, when I found myself getting hard.
Teri leaned toward Mom. "I don't want to shock, you, but we're going to have to deal with that a couple of times. No screwing, understand? But it would be mean to leave him worked up for hours and hours."
Mom just nodded.
I approached the bed, and Teri scooted over. "Me first, Travis. You need to take your time and show Mom what you do to me. I want the whole thing too. I want to come on your talented fingers, and on your amazing tongue. Show her how good it can be."
I was feeling a little nervous, but worked my way through it. I concentrated on Teri, kissing her, caressing her body, starting on her breasts. I'd learned her nipples were the short circuit to her pussy. Playing with her tits cut the time to get her worked up in half. Once I had her moaning, the fondling of her legs and thighs moved up to her pussy.
Mom was sitting close, watching intently.
"So good, Mom," Teri whispered.
She was leaking nicely by the time I started working her clit. "Juicy girl," I teased. She whimpered sweetly, her hips starting to move. "You gonna give me a nice come, baby girl?" I asked.
She squirmed under my touch. I kept working her, taking my time, whispering lovingly to her when I wasn't nibbling on her nipples. "Sweet pussy girl. Hot, sexy sweet little pussy," I told her.
I had her whimpering, and went for the vibrating touch that Rachel swore was my finest gift. I felt the tell-tale tensing. "Give it to me, baby. Gimme that first sweet come," I urged her.
It wasn't a big one, but it was there. She came for me, moaning beautifully. I kissed her, rubbing her softly. "I want another one, gorgeous. I want you to come and come and come."
I know she was nervous, anxious over our mother's presence. She was harder than usual to get off, back to like she'd been the first week or so. But I was patient, and knew how she worked. I alternated some G-spot work with concentrating on her clit. She gave me a nice little orgasm.
I brought her down slowly, fondling and caressing her, while she purred for me.
"You can get her to do that whenever you want?" Mom asked.
"Pretty much, the first one's the hard one," I said, playing with my sister's body.
"That wasn't fake, was it?"
"No, Mom. Nothing fake," I said. "She was wet, her nipples erect, you could feel the breathing, the way her body reacted. All the details were there."
Teri giggled. "Real Mom. Very, very real."
I kissed Teri on the lips. "Ready for round two, gorgeous girl?"
She smiled. "I bet you're dying to feel my sexy stockings pressed against the side of your face."
"Tease. I'm going to make you beg for this one."
It took about twenty minutes of teasing and denial to have her grabbing my hair, begging me to finish her. I stopped blowing cool air across her clit, and took her in my mouth, twirling my tongue around her nub, before flicking it across her most sensitive spot. She cried out loudly as I provided her release, and I hoped I still had some hair on my head. And yes, the stockings pressed against my skin was pretty wild.
She was gasping as I crawled up her sexy little body. "Love you, Teri," I told her.
"God, love you so much, Travis. So much." She hugged me tightly to her, then looked over at Mom. "Best brother in the world, right?"
Mom was flushed, and I was surprised to see her nipples were erect. "That was . . . surprising," Mom admitted.
Then Teri was pushing me off of her. "I know, right? And now it's your turn!"
Mom leaned back nervously. "I don't know, Teri. We shouldn't make him. What if he doesn't want to?"
I crawled over to Mom, and hugged her close, feeling her stiffen in my arms. "I want to Mom. I want to make you scream for me. I want you to collapse from so many orgasms you can't even see straight."
"Travis, baby, it's probably not going to happen."
I eased her onto her back, and squeezed her breasts. "I know it will, Mom. These tell me it will."
"My breasts?"
"Exactly. You react just like Teri. Your nipples have been hard forever. I bet they're really sensitive too."
The lingerie was sexy, but I knew it would get in the way. Mom was shy about letting me see her body. "I'm not a young girl, Travis. Not like her."
"Nonsense, Mom. You're sexy as hell. Let's get this off of you. I'm dying to suck those big titties."
"Travis! Be respectful. I'm your mother."
"No, Mom. Out there, you're my mother. In bed, you're my woman. And I'm going to go to town on those tits. I can't wait. None of my girls have ever had tits like these."
"Honey, I'm forty-four years old. Without this outfit, my boobs are going to be down around my belly."
Teri had climbed behind her, and was tugging on the outfit. "Bullshit, Mom. You've got great tits. They don't hardly sag at all."
"They're ugly. My nipples got really big after breast-feeding you two."
"All the more reason to love them Mom. Tell you what, how about I turn the lights down low? Will that help?"
"You're sure you want to do this?"
"Geez Mom!" I got up on my knees, and showed her my erection. "What do you think?"
She giggled, and I wanted to ravage her. "That's very naughty, Travis. Showing your old mom your tally-whacker."
"Tally-whacker, Mom?" Teri laughed. "That's a cock. A big juicy cock, and when he's done making you mess up the sheets, you're gonna help me get him off."
During the talking, we eventually got her arms over her head, and her baby-doll outfit off. There she was, my mother, wearing only panties, blushing trying to cover her big breasts with her arm. "Travis! Teri! The lights, you promised."
Teri turned on the light in the bathroom, and turned off all the lights in the bedroom. I eased Mom onto her back. "Relax, Mom. This is going to be wonderful, I promise. You don't have to come or nothing. All that matters right now it that we make you feel good."
"Be gentle, baby boy. It's been a long time since anyone touched me."
I silenced her with a soft kiss. "Love you, Mom. Let me show you how much."
My hands caressed her body, gently, avoiding anything obvious. I kissed her skin, her neck, her upper chest, before starting on the soft flesh of her breasts. I darted my tongue across her nipple, and blew softly across it, watching it shrivel and harden. "I knew it. You have Teri's tits."
Teri was opposite me, leaning into Mom. "I wish. Mine are tiny compared to those."
Mom reached down and caressed her girl. "Mine weren't much bigger than yours when I met your dad. We can blame your brother for an added cup-size. They never went all the way back after him."
I took her nipple in my mouth, and felt her shudder. It was a good reaction. I was surprised to see that I wasn't going to be alone getting Mom going. Teri, leaned over and I saw her lick Mom's nipple. "No, Teri," Mom moaned.
"My boobs too, Mom," Teri said, and then she was sucking beside me.
I took my time, several minutes of gentle caressing before I started to work the insides of her thighs. When I finally got to her pussy, she was closed up tighter than a bank vault. I stayed patient, touching softly, teasing, parting the lips, nudging around her clit. Teri kept working on Mom's tits, letting me spread my attention around.
"Dad loved fucking you, didn't he?" I whispered, pressing against her opening, teasing her lips apart.
"Always," Mom breathed. "I never denied him. Never. He was my husband."
"I bet you were as tight as Teri," I teased. "He would have loved that."
"Until you, baby boy," Mom whispered.
I licked my fingers, then teased her clit a little. I remembered how successful it had been, getting Teri to lick my fingers, and pressed them against Mom's lips. "Suck, Mom."
She looked at me, and sucked my fingers. I saw a little sparkle in her eye as her tongue circled around them. I put them back between her lower lips, easing her open. "I bet you give a hell of a blowjob, Mom."
She licked her lips naughtily. "Your father never complained."
"I bet."
She smiled. "Don't misunderstand, baby. I loved doing things for your father. I did my best. I wanted him to be happy. I would do anything for him."
"God, you're going to be incredible, when I'm done with you."
She closed her eyes, leaning her head back, as my fingers gently eased in and out of her. I brought them back to her lips, and she sucked willingly.
After that I started on her clit. Slowly, teasing, never touching directly, not for the longest time. I rubbed the sides, the top, applying pressure, from above. I teased her with the vibrating touch, and almost laughed when she gave me a little moan.
"You're crazy, Mom. You're a firecracker waiting to go off. Your pussy's on fire. I can smell you from here," I whispered. I leaned over Teri and put my lips to her ear. "Gentle now, very gentle."
I reached lower and found what I was hoping for. Mom was getting wet. Just a little, but it was a start.
"Naughty Mommy," I teased, fingering her, reaching up and petting her G-spot. "You're wet. You're half way there already."
She gave me a sexy little whimper, and I sealed her lips with mine. Mom was a hell of a kisser. I think she could have taught both Teri and me something.
"Relax Mom. This is good. Don't worry about coming. Don't worry about anything but how nice it feels."
I took her hand and put it on my cock, hoping I wasn't making a mistake. Mom wasn't like Teri. She knew what a cock was like. I bet she missed Dad's. Her hand wrapped around my shaft, and she stroked it gently. "Feel what you do to me, Mom. You're fucking hot. Sexy as hell. This body was meant for loving."
I returned to her clit, giving it the attention it needed. I was silent, enjoying her touch, working through my repertoire, reaching down to check my progress by how wet she was getting. It was good. I was pretty sure I'd be able to get her off. I wet my fingers from her pussy, and brought them to her lips. "Sexy Mom. Taste yourself. You're on fire."
She moaned, sucking my fingers before I went back to her clit. On the way, I gave Teri's head a nudge, pushing downward. I saw her suck up a mouthful of Mom's tit, earning us another moan.



I checked the clock and we'd been at it over half an hour already. That was fine. It's not like we didn't have time.
I pressed my lips to Mom's ear, while I did the circles. "You know I have to fuck you, don't you? Not tonight. Not until I have you coming like Teri. But I'm going to fuck you. I'm going to fuck you hard, and make that hot little pussy come all over my cock."
"God, Travis," she gasped.
"My pussy now Mom. Man, am I gonna love fucking you. Watching those big delicious tits bounce."
Her breathing was shallow, and I could feel her responding. I almost had her. She was damned close.
"Stroke me, Mom, make me come for you. I need to come, you've been driving me crazy forever."
Her hand moved a little firmer. I had no idea if it was the right move. I didn't want to distract her, but I thought that maybe, just maybe, this was what she needed to get over the edge.
I nibbled her ear lobe, and gave her another shot of the vibrating touch. "Gonna fuck you Mom. Fuck you so good. Fuck you over and over again. Make you come for me. Come on my big hard cock while I fill you up."
"Travis," she groaned, and I could tell she was on the verge. If I could just get her over the top.
"Gonna fuck you everywhere. Your dirty little mouth, your hot pussy, even your ass Mom. I bet your ass is incredible." She had said she denied Dad nothing.
"Dad loved your ass didn't he?"
She nodded, whimpering sweetly.
"He loved everything about you, I bet. Such a sexy little bitch. Fuck, you are so hot Mom. Once I start, I'm never gonna stop fucking you. Tell me you want me to fuck you Mom. Tell me."
She gasped, licking her lips. "My boy," she whispered.
"That's right. Your boy is going to fuck that hot little pussy. Jesus, Mom, you're dripping. Stroke me now. I'm gonna come for you. Stroke me, make me come, Mom." I was humping her hand and couldn't hold back much longer. Mom was thrusting back, her hips pressing up against my touch.
It took an enormous amount of effort and concentration, but right before I was going to come, I gave her the touch. I groaned as I spurted cum over my mother's hip, and she gasped, her hips raising upward. "Come, Mom," I pleaded, and she obeyed.
It wasn't huge, but it wasn't tiny either, she was shuddering, sensitive, drawing away from my touch as she stiffened.
I saw Teri lift up off Mom's poor breast, and she brushed our mother's hair back. "Wonderful, isn't it, Mom? Isn't it great?"
My fingers eased back, rubbing her softly, caressing her moist pussy. "Love you, Mom," I told her, kissing her softly.
The look in her eye said so much. Surprise, sadness, even shame. I saw the tears start to develop, and I hugged her. "That was beautiful, Mom."
"I . . . I didn't know," she whispered.
"We know."
It took almost as long to calm her down, as it did to get her going. We hugged her, caressed her, kissed her. Told her countless times how much we loved her. She was super-sensitive, so I left her clit alone, but played with her pussy, trying to keep her a little excited, without getting her worked up.
When she finally calmed, Teri gave her a kiss. "I'm gonna take care of him now, Mom."
My baby sister got a warm washcloth and cleaned me and Mom both up, before settling between my legs. She was getting better and I enjoyed watching her.
"Nobody can know," Mom said, cuddling up to me. "It has to be our secret."
"Teri and I have been doing it since the week after I got home. We can keep a secret."
"I'm serious Travis, not a word."
I hugged her close, and gave her a kiss. "I bet you could teach Teri a lot about blowjobs."
She blushed. "She seems to be doing fine."
"Please, Mom?"
She gave me a short kiss, and a few seconds later I got to watch my mother take my cock in her mouth. That was pretty amazing. Between Mom and Teri, I didn't last another two minutes. I warned them I was going to come, and Mom took over, sucking me dry through my finish. I was amazed she could take me into her throat, but she let me finish in her mouth, before sucking me clean, and swallowing every drop.
"Isn't it nasty, Mom? How can you swallow it so easily."
"Love, baby. So it tastes a little bitter? Doesn't he deserve the best?" Mom said, kissing my shaft.
"Yeah, but—"
"No 'buts' baby girl. Whatever he wants, always. Remember that. That's love. You love him don't you?"
"Of course, but you said—"
"Never mind what I said. Love your brother. He deserves it." Mom took me back in her mouth, and proved I was right. She was damned good at it. And she wasn't afraid to share her knowledge with Teri.
We changed the sheets, and all slept together that night. We did for the rest of the holiday break. It was a couple of days later that I woke up to Teri sitting on my cock. She was moving up and down taking all of it.
"Teri," I groaned.
"Love me, Travis."
I did, and Mom woke up and gave us hell for all of about two minutes. "I knew this was going to happen," she sighed. "I just knew it!"
"Don't be mad, Mom," Teri said, rocking back and forth on my cock. "You keep telling me I should love him."
"I'm not mad," she said, cuddling up to me. "You're going to do me too, aren't you, Travis?"
"Yeah. I'm going to love it."
"What am I supposed to do when you leave me? I've been so spoiled," Mom said.
"I hope you'll find a great man, and teach him what he needs to know you make you happy," I said.
I was enjoying Teri, but didn't need the distraction. I rolled her over and went down on her, until she was pleading with me to let her come. That's what I wanted. I slipped my cock back into her, and now that she was worked up, I tried some of Rachel's tricks. God, I owed that woman big time.
It still took a few minutes, but I managed to get her to come for me. It wasn't a big one, but what the hell. She'd come on my cock, and that's all I wanted. I made her get on top, and let her play around until she found what worked. The little grinding motion didn't do a lot for me, but I sure enjoyed watching her get a big one, perched like a cowgirl.
The next night it was Mom's turn. She was still a lot of work to get going, and I imagine she probably would be for a long time. I tried my best, while I pumped her pussy with my cock, every trick I knew, to no avail. I loved it, loved every minute of it, but I could see that even though she seemed happy, I wasn't doing it for her. It was a big blow to my ego. She held me afterward. "I loved it, Travis. I don't have to come every time. I loved feeling you in me."
But I was determined. Time was running out. I had less than two weeks before I had to return to school. I fucked Mom every morning and every night. I would get her worked up, sometimes making her come first, sometimes denying her. One time, I swear I must have fucked her for a solid hour, non-stop. I know she enjoyed it, but it was hell trying to get her to come. Especially since I was unsuccessful.
Of course, once Mom left for the day, I had Teri all to myself. And little sister was a wild woman. I was the luckiest man in town. No doubt about it.
Three days before I had to leave, Mom was in the kitchen, still in her work clothes, making dinner. I wanted her. Honestly, I didn't even care if she came. I wanted back inside her hot pussy. After weeks of it, I was getting addicted. Plus, Mom was hotter than ever, dressing nicer, losing a few pounds, doing up the makeup, even dying her hair. Shit, Mom was a MILF!
I sidled up behind her and caressed her ass. "Damn, woman, you look amazing." I ran my hand up her side, until I was cupping her breast. "Jesus, Mom! You're getting way too hot to be going into an office full of men. I don't want anyone messing with my woman. My hot pussy."
She laughed at me as I worked her skirt up over her hips, trying to push me away. I yanked her panties down and pushed her feet apart. "Don't fight me Mom," I said.
"I'm making dinner!" she argued weakly. She was peeling potatoes for mashed, and I thrust my cock up inside her, without worrying if she was ready or not. She gasped, and I was surprised to find she was ready. Not soaked, but not dry as a bone either.
"Damn, Mom! You're wet. What have you been doing, you dirty girl?"
I bent her over, and pounded into her, making her grunt with each thrust. "How come you're wet, Mom? Is there another man in your life? One of those office guys? Somebody been messing with my pussy?" I teased.
She didn't answer right away, so I reached up and squeezed her titties. She moaned and gasped. "Some bastard been man-handling your tits, Mom? Dipping his wick, in my private well?"
"N-n-no," she groaned. "He only kissed me."
To say I was shocked would be the understatement of the year. "He kissed you? Some stranger kissed my woman?"
She moaned, pushing back against me. "I'm sorry, baby."
"You liked it didn't you?"
"J-j-just a kiss," she grunted as I fucked her harder.
"He wants you doesn't he? Wants to fuck this hot little pussy." I slapped her ass, firmly. "Wants to fuck my pussy!"
"He's bad," Mom mumbled.
"Bad? How bad? Is he tapping this sweet ass? Sucking on these incredible tits? Is he Mom? Can the bastard make you come like me? Is he fucking my pussy?"
"No!" she moaned pitifully, "Flirting."
"Flirting my ass!" I slapped her bottom again. "He touched you, didn't he? I bet he touched your tits. Couldn't resist those big tits!"
She was gasping, and I realized she was about to come. I couldn't believe it. "MY tits Mom!" I growled, smacking her ass cheeks. "Mine. My tits, my pussy, my ass!"
"Yours," she whimpered, "Oh God!" she cried out, and I felt her pussy twitching around my cock.
"Dirty office slut, coming on your son's cock, thinking of another man! Don't you dare let him have you. You're mine 'til I go to school, you understand?"
"Yours baby . . . I swear . . . it was only . . . flirting."
I pounded into her, groaning as I reached the point of no return. "Mine," I gasped, erupting inside of her.
When I pulled out of her, she spun around and hugged me. "I would never cheat on you, Travis. Never. He didn't stand a chance."
I hugged her back. "I know, Mom. But you're a hot woman. All those men are going to want you. I mean, seriously, look at yourself. You're a total MILF! I can't help but be a little jealous."
"Nobody but yours, Travis. I swear."
I kissed her. "Damn, Mom, you were on fire. You came when I was fucking that naughty pussy, didn't you?"
She blushed. "Maybe."
"Maybe nothing! You came on my cock, you dirty girl." I didn't know if it was the spanking, or talking about another guy, perhaps it was guilt. But I'd finally done it, and I was going to make sure it happened again.
And I did, for three last incredible days.
* * *
So that's what I did on my Christmas break. I taught my mom and sister how to enjoy sex. I made sure they had both learned the lesson well before I left for school. Mom took those last few days off, and between her and Teri, they destroyed me. Drained me dryer than the Sahara.
Like I said at the beginning, if you read this you'll probably think I'm a sneaky, immoral, sick, and opportunistic bastard.
I'm not sneaky, and I know who my father is. As for the rest of it, it may be true, but I have no regrets. I love my mother and sister, and I believe their lives will be better because of our magical time together, over Christmas break. I think I may have learned almost as much from them as they did from me. For five weeks, I lived a dream, even if the last week almost killed me.
Now I need to find a way to avoid Courtney for a couple of days. If I tried to have sex now, my poor cock would scream and run away. Hell, I haven't talked to her in ages, it seems. She may even have a new guy. Wouldn't that be a kick in the pants?
Then again, I really need to see Rachel, and let her know how much I appreciate everything she taught me. There might even be a thing or two I could teach her.
I think it's going to be a great semester.
==========================
Mr. Porter,
Your story was definitely engaging, and you exceeded the length requirement tenfold, while using all the vocabulary words appropriately. The writing is more than adequate, with some grammatical dispensation for the dialog. However, the directions specifically stated it had to be a true story, and it is extremely difficult to believe this was how you spent your holiday break. Except for the possible fictional elements, you easily earned yourself an A. I would be in denial if I didn't admit it was the most interesting essay I received.
My office hours are Tuesdays and Thursdays from 2:00 until 4:00. Please plan to visit my office tomorrow at 4:00 pm and please be prompt. I believe I would be derelict if I didn't establish to my satisfaction the veracity of your claims. If necessary we can hold additional meetings until I'm convinced of the factual content.
Dr. Renee Hamilton.
PS. I concur with the last line of your essay.
==========================
I hope you enjoyed reading this story. As I mentioned at the beginning, it is a contest entry, and your votes and feedback are appreciated as always. I love to hear back from my readers, and welcome all your comments and emails. - TTT
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The girls try to turn the gay guy straight.
This is a VALENTINE'S DAY STORY CONTEST 2015 entry. Just a fun little story about misconceptions, and going with the flow. I'll also have to beg you to be a little forgiving. I haven't had much time to write of late, and this story didn't get the editing it deserved, but it's less than an hour to deadline, so I'm submitting it as is.
==========================
I was stuck, in a serious bind. I was living off campus when our entire building received notice that we had to vacate over the holidays. The building was being turned into condo's or something, and we had a month to get out. Our lease was month-to-month, as it turned out were everybody's.
Suddenly, sixteen students were out looking for a place to live. It wouldn't have been so bad, if I hadn't been away at the time, working on my grad project, off the coast of Brazil. I showed up, exhausted from a month at sea, and a bit depressed from the results of our sojourn, to find my entire building was under construction, and my apartment was gone.
A few hurried calls, and I was informed by my ex-roommates that my stuff was in storage, and I owed them $94. A bunch more calls, and I found out that nobody had space to spare.
After dozens of failed attempts at finding a new home, I found the notice on the campus bulletin board, and was knocking at the door of a big old house, about a mile off campus. I wasn't an ideal match for their new roomie, but I figured I'd give it a chance anyway.
A gorgeous brunette opened the door, and glared at me. "Let me guess. Another perv looking to rent the room. Read the notice dip-shit. Women only."
I had read the notice, but I was hoping to convince them that I was in desperate straits, and appeal to their kindness. It was instantly obvious this sneering bitch didn't have a shred in her soul.
"Who is it?" I heard from inside.
The brunette turned her head. "Another dickwad with a fantasy," she shouted back.
"Listen, I won't be a problem, I swear," I told the girl, hoping that if I could just get my plea in, I'd have a chance.
I really was desperate. I'd spent two days trying to find a place, and the guys whose floor I was sleeping on told me that his roommates wanted me gone. I had cleaned up the best I could, hoping that maybe my appearance would help. I'm told I'm not a bad looking guy, if a little on the skinny side. A month under the equatorial sun off the Brazilian coast, living on a boat, seasick half the time, had me dropping another 10 lbs, and I was brown as a berry from the intense sun. Not typical for late January in New England.
Another girl showed up beside the first. Equally beautiful, with diametrically different looks. Blonde, short, stacked, round in all the right places, compared to the long, lean brunette.
The new girl looked up at me. "Don't I know you?"
I shrugged. "Same campus I guess."
"No, I definitely know you. Biology?" she asked, squinting at me.
I remembered her now. "Last semester, Bio 143, morning session."
Her eyes lit up. "Oh yeah! You were the TA!" I remembered her very well, once she'd spoken. The little hussy had come on to me, trying to better her grades. Came on strong. No way I was going to let a little pussy ruin my schooling and career. Even if it was prime, grade A.
She pulled the door open, "Come on in. You're really looking for a place?"
The brunette turned on her. "No way, Ashley. You know the rules. The last thing we need is some testosterone laden jerk living here."
"Chill Heather. It's cool. He's gay."
Gay? What the fuck. Where did she get off telling someone I was gay? Just 'cause I didn't want to . . .
Heather, the brunette, looked me up and down like a piece of meat. "You sure?"
Ashley grabbed my hand and dragged me into the building. "Of course. I mean, just look at him. Tan, manscaped, dressed like that. How obvious does he have to be? Hell, two of the girls in class told me about him, when I said I was going to get him to raise my grades, you know, with a little barter. I couldn't even get him hard."
Damn of course not! I was shitting my pants, that someone might walk in on us. She had taken her shirt off moments after entering my office, asking me what it was going to take. I'd almost run from the room when she had grabbed my crotch.
"So he didn't go for it. Why would you want to think of giving him a place here?" Heather insisted.
"He was cool about it. Didn't get flustered, and didn't cause me any trouble. He just laughed and told me I was barking up the wrong tree. He did give me a chance to make up a test and do some extra credit. Got my grades up high enough to keep my scholarship. He's one of the good guys. Plus, he's a brain. Wouldn't be bad to have our own tutor in the house."
Around that time, another hottie made her presence known. I guess she'd been listening in from the hall. "Why are you looking for a place?" she immediately started in. "Boyfriend kick you out?"
"Look, it's not like that. I was in Brazil, and when I came back my stuff was in a storage locker, and I had nowhere to stay. I'm sleeping on a friend's floor. I could really use a place. I swear, I'm a quiet guy, and I'll stay out of your hair. I just need to finish this semester."
The latest visitor gave me the same appraising look. I returned the favor. Her hair was dark red, the kind of red you only got out of a bottle, but her skin had that look you expect from a redhead. These girls ran the gamut of physical perfection. Heather the brunette looking like a model, little Ashley was more like a curvy cheerleader. This girl was between the two, maybe 5'4", 5'5", with all the right curves in all the right places, without going overboard like Ashley.
"What are you looking at perv?" she sneered.
"Not much," I answered quickly. "Do you guys always judge so quickly? You won't even hear what I have to say?"
"Trust me, we've heard it all. We don't need the hassle. Besides, you don't want this gig. It's the smallest room, you have to share a bathroom, and you get laundry duty. Do you really want to be scrubbing out panties, and sorting through four girls' things? Besides, how do we even know if you can cook?"
Ashley intervened. It was nice to think I had at least one champion, even if she had me all wrong. "Come on, Megan. We can at least talk about it right? Admit it, it would be nice to have a man around the house, even if he's not really a man." She turned to me. "How are you with tools? Fixin' things."
I shrugged. "Better than average. I took care of things at home for years, since it was just me, Mom, and my three sisters."
The brunette seemed to warm up a little after I explained that. "Could you fix a plumbing leak?"
"Depends. I'd have to see it. Simple stuff, sure."
Megan stood icy cold, arms crossed over her ample chest. "I don't like it."
"How about you give me a week? Trial basis. I really need a place to sleep, and you can keep looking in the mean time. If you really don't want me around a week from now, I'm gone."
"I don't like the way you were checking me out, either," Megan insisted.
"Jesus, Girl! Get over yourself. So you've got tits. Big deal. Ashley's got better. If that's what I was interested in, I wouldn't give you a second look." To be honest, I'm an ass man. From the looks of things, Megan had a tremendous one, but I wasn't about to let her know that. I had no patience for snooty bitches.
Ashley giggled, and Megan turned bright red, almost matching her hair. "Told ya. Queer as they come. I mean he didn't even give me a second thought, when I bared 'em for him."
I was about to argue with her, but thought better of it. If they wanted to think I wasn't interested, that worked for me. I wasn't a kid at 26 years old, working on my PhD. I'd changed schools for my Doctorate in marine science and technology and didn't know that many people on campus, outside of my specialty. I knew better than to shit where I eat anyway. Sure, I could play along, as long as it gave me somewhere to lay my head.
"It's five-fifty a month," Heather said, "but that includes utilities."
"Five hundred and fifty dollars? Your flier said four-fifty," I pointed out.
Heather shrugged. "For a girl. You get to pay a premium."
Megan was still having none of it. "No way, Heather. We all agreed. No guys. None. Not now. Not after . . ."
Ashley jumped in. "Why don't we let Bruna decide? Me and Heather are all for it. It's not like we've had a lot of choices so far. If Bruna say no, it's a no."
It looked like Megan was pondering it. "Alright. She gets out of her last class around four. She'll probably be here around five. Can you stop by after five?" she asked me.
"I'll be here."
* * *
At five-thirty I was parked in front of the house, with all my belongings in the back of my baby. If this didn't work out, I'd be living on the street until something fell my way. I didn't want to come across as desperate, but the fact is I was.
I checked my appearance in the glass beside the door before knocking. I heard a bustle inside the house, and the clatter of footsteps. Then the door was opened, and Ashley was shouting "He's here!" She pulled the door open wide and stepped aside so I could enter. I saw Megan watching me from the entrance to the living room, and she didn't appear any more pleased to see me than earlier. Oh well. She wasn't the one I had to convince.
Ashley grabbed me by the hand and dragged me to the back of the house, toward the kitchen. "Bruna's great. You're going to love her."
The mysterious fourth roommate was nothing like the others. Oh, she was attractive enough, but she seemed quiet. She was on the short side, with dark skin, and darker hair. Her smile was gentle enough but didn't seem to reach as far as her eyes.
I stuck out my hand, trying to look as unintimidating as possible. "I'm Alex. Hopefully your new roommate."
She nodded, and took a moment to glance at the other three. Then she looked me up and down. "Ashley says you're smart. Could you help us?" The girl spoke with an accent, but her English was excellent.
"Probably in some subjects. I'm currently working on my doctorate in marine sciences. I've got a bachelor's degree in marine bio, with a minor in sustainability. I'm good in the hard sciences, bio, chem, physics. I don't know what your studying, but if I can help, I'm willing."
She nodded. "Heather said you're good fixing things. Could you do that?"
"I'm not the ultimate handyman, but I can do the basics. I wouldn't mind helping out around the house, but doesn't the landlord take care of that stuff?"
"He's supposed to, but it never seems to happen," she said. She had a strong accent, Hispanic, maybe Brazilian, from her coloring. Could be Caribbean. "You can't have any boyfriends spend the night," she added.
"Not a problem. I'm not in any relationship, and not looking for one. Right now, I'm all about finishing my dissertation, and taking care of my classes."
She nodded. "Alright. Five hundred, your room is at the top of the stairs on the left. You get to cook dinner on Thursdays. Your share of the groceries is twenty dollars a week. Please fix the leak in the shower, and the back door gets stuck. Also, the window in Heather's room doesn't open."
Before I could even absorb the sudden turn of events, Ashley piped up, "Is the car out front yours?"
"Mine and the banks," I admitted.
That seemed to open a few eyes. Cars on campus were not necessarily a rarity. Immaculate classic cars were. I had a reserved parking spot, which was even rarer yet.
"You mind sharing, some time?" Ashley asked. "None of us have one."
I was slow to answer. "I need it during the day, I have to go down to the bay pretty frequently. Evenings I wouldn't mind running errands or shuttling around. I don't like to let other people drive it." That was an understatement. It seemed like nobody knew how to drive a manual transmission anymore. Plus, once most people felt the power of the 410 horsepower, they seemed to go a little crazy.
Ashley pouted, and grabbed my arm. "Not even your favorite roomy?"
I almost laughed. "It's a stick shift. It's very temperamental."
"It's a convertible, and gorgeous," Ashley said.
True, very true. "We'll see, alright? I'll let you give it a test ride. If you know what you're doing, then maybe."
I was surprised when Megan spoke up. "I can drive a stick. Dad has a fifty-three Chevy thirty-one hundred truck, with four on the floor."
"The five window?" I asked, impressed.
She nodded. "It's a vee three twenty-seven. I've also driven his sixty-nine Road Runner with the four-forty six-pack four-speed. Like I said, I can drive a stick."
Heh-heh. She said sixty-nine. Alright, sometimes I'm a little juvenile. I was in a good mood, I had a place to live. "Maybe you can, I'll have to check it out myself."
"Tonight?" she asked.
"Probably not. I still have to unload and settle in, and I wouldn't want the first drive to be in the dark."
"Then let's get you started," Ashley said, grabbing me by the arm again, and towing me toward the front of the house.
I didn't expect to have four women helping me empty the vehicle, and even assist me unpacking. It felt a little awkward watching them paw through my stuff. Heather gave me an extra set of sheets for the twin bed that almost filled the tiny room. It took a little more than an hour to have me completely moved in.
The girls were chattering away the whole time, filling me in on their majors, background, problem areas, and the rules of the house. I filed it all away in my brain. I knew I was still on shaky ground. They could kick me out at any time, so I needed to be on my best behavior. As I hung up the last of my clothing, the girls watched from just outside the door.
"Can we go for a drive now?" Ashley asked.
"What about dinner?"
Bruna answered. "The sauce will keep. I've got it on its lowest setting. We can cook the noodles when we return."
They were determined, and I wasn't going to fight an unwinnable battle. "All right. Anyone other than Megan know how to drive a manual transmission?"
The answer was no. That made me feel a little better.
We gathered around my pride and joy. A 1963 Ford Galaxy 500XL, with the 427 engine, dual four-barrel carburetor, power everything. Rangoon red, with the white soft top, and red and white interior. I'd spent the better part of two years restoring it, and it was a thing of beauty.
"Can we put down the top?" Ashley asked.
"It's gotta be less than fifty degrees outside," I reminded her.
"Please? Pretty please?" she wheedled.
I sighed. "Get your coats on while I take down the top."
That left me with just Megan, who moved to the other side of the vehicle. "Sweet car," she said as she helped me undo the convertible front.
"Thanks."
"You gonna let me drive it?"
"Probably."
"Even though I was an ass to you?"
I chuckled. "I get it, Megan. I can only imagine how many guys would love to live here. You're cautious. That's fine. I'm sure in time you'll find that I'm a good roommate."
She smiled, and it was a beauty. She was gorgeous, no doubt about it, even more so with that big toothy smile. "The car helps a lot. It's a bitch getting around without wheels, especially doing the weekly shopping. If you really can fix a few things around the place, and cook halfway decently, I figure you're a keeper."
Megan's accent made it clear she wasn't a local. She had the midwest twang, not quite 'Fargo', but more like Iowa. I suspected she'd say 'pop' instead of soda. Ashley, on the other hand, sounded East coast, while Heather was pure Boston. It was an interesting mix.
By the time we were all present and accounted for, I'd put the top away under the boot and had it snapped down. Megan insisted she needed to sit up front, to see how the transmission worked. When that started an argument, I promised that everyone would get a chance to sit in the passenger seat.
I imagined we were quite a sight. Four beautiful women seated in that glorious vehicle, while we cruised around campus. Ashley seemed to know everybody, and anytime we passed a crowd, she was calling out names and waving. Megan was peppering me with questions about the car, while Bruna and Heather seemed to be holding some type of intense conversation in back.
After about a ten minute drive, Bruna leaned forward. "Can we go to the liquor store?" she asked.
It made me stop and think for a moment. I wondered how many, if any of my passengers were of drinking age. I knew Ashley was a sophomore at best. I didn't need and more trouble. Then again, four pretty, drunken women had its own appeal. "Sure, I think we can manage that."
We filled up a cart with beer and wine, and Bruna passed me eighty bucks. Looked like I was the designated payer, and she was the house treasurer. It wasn't a problem, and they were all suitably impressed with the huge trunk as we loaded it up.
Ashley giggled. "I bet you could fit all of us back there. It's ginormous!"
"Luckily, I'm not the kind of guy who fills his trunk with young women," I said.
Once I'd closed the trunk, Megan was standing by the driver's door, doing her best to look sweet and friendly. What a turn around. I put the keys in her hand, and she shrieked, practically dancing in place. Once I was situated, I gave her some last directions, and she started up the powerful engine.
"God, I love the sound of that," she said, grinning at me. She had no trouble with the shifter on the column, and I was pleased that she was able to pull out smoothly and with no major issues. After only a few blocks, she seemed to get the hang of it, and I had to admit, she could probably drive as well as I could.
She turned to me, grinning from ear to ear, her hair blowing behind her. "What do you think?"
"You can drive a stick."
I was surprised when she reached over and patted my thigh at a stop sign. "I appreciate it," she said, before easing through the intersection. "I'd be scared to death to let anyone drive my baby. Thanks."
At the next light, I encouraged her to pull over, and let someone else sit up front. I was comfortable with her driving. Ashley was eager to take her turn, and I wasn't complaining about sitting in the back between Heather and Bruna. No, not complaining at all. We didn't talk much, the back seat was noisy with the top down, but I leaned back and enjoyed the ride.
Dinner was good, and afterward we shared a couple of bottles of wine. It was good, and I was surprised at how comfortable it was to be around the four hotties, with no thoughts of getting in their pants interfering with the dynamics.
I'm not sure why Ashley was so friendly to me, but I wasn't complaining. She made sure she was seated next to me at every opportunity, and was very touchy-feeley. When she took a break to go to the bathroom, Heather took her place, scooting up way too close for comfort.
"If Ashley gets to be too much, just let her know. She's always like that."
"Like what?"
"You know. Up close and personal. She loves everyone. I bet she considers you a challenge."
I almost spit up my wine, and she giggled. "It's cool, Alex." She was already a little buzzed, and I almost leaped out of my seat, when she dragged her fingernails up the inside of my thigh. "That really does nothing for you?" she whispered.
Of course I lied. "I wish it did."
"Too bad. So sad. What a waste," she whispered, then kissed my cheek, abandoning her seat as Ashley entered the room, pouting that her place was taken.
Once Heather had moved, Ashley was right back at it, cuddling right up against me. "We're gonna be best friends, Alex. Alright?"
Her open kindness, guileless look, and easy affection was hard to fight. "Nothing I'd like better," I said.



"Good. We can never have enough best friends, right?"
Actually, I thought the definition of 'best' friend kind of limited the quantity, but I didn't say so. I put my arm around her and gave her a squeeze. "BFFs, honey. BFFs."
* * *
The morning after I had moved in, I was introduced to the calendar. Bruna kept a huge calendar on the hallway wall, with all of our duties spelled out. Breakfast and lunch were fend for yourself, but dinner was a group task, each of us taking turns. We each had a day during the week, and alternated weekends. The calendar also listed cleaning chores, laundry duty, dishes, and any occasional tasks that came up. They were an organized group.
They kept me busy. Once I'd managed to stop the shower leak, WD-40 the back door, and chip away the paint that had frozen Heather's window, more and more tasks were added to the calendar for me to deal with. It ticked me off a little at first, but I have to admit, the girls were very appreciative, and once Megan took to helping me, passing me tools, and assisting wherever possible, I didn't mind it at all.
The end of the first week, there was a run on my tutoring, until I had to comment on the fact that I needed some time for my own studies. After that, the calendar was updated with my tutoring sessions, no more than an hour a night, and two hours on the weekend.
It was wonderful, and it was torture. By the start of the second week, it looked like I was going to be one of the 'girls'. They had no problem walking around in their underwear around me, and I saw Ashley's and Heather's breasts within the first forty-eight hours. They were definitely worth seeing.
I had decided not to rock the boat, and play the part of the gay best friend, if that's what it took to keep a roof over my head. The only problem was, I didn't know how a gay best friend was supposed to act. I wasn't about to get all campy, so I played it cool, but overly friendly. I was quick to deliver a hug, or give a compliment. I commented on their outfits and makeup, paying more attention than I ever had previously. I kept myself immaculate, and dressed as nice as my wardrobe would allow me. It seemed to be working.
The girls were all so different, and yet each was adorable in her own way. Ashley and I were BFFs and she confided in me at every chance. She dated a lot, but hadn't had a real boyfriend since she'd started at here. She was only a freshman, the youngest in the house. She was all hugs, kisses, and happiness, which was nice.
Heather, gorgeous Heather, was insecure. She looked like a model, nearly my height, ridiculously long legs, slender, with that long dark hair. She had smallish breasts, a B cup I had learned, while fulfilling my laundry duty. In a word she was stunning, but all she could talk about was all her perceived faults. A couple of bad relationships had her down on herself, which was ridiculous. I went out of my way to tell her how beautiful she was, what looked best on her, and what didn't. Within the week, she was showing up at the door to my room, naked except for panties, asking me which outfit she should wear. I wanted to tell her to stick with the one she was wearing. Instead, I proffered my advice, even going so far as to help pick out her shoes. The woman was a clothes horse, and had a closet bigger than my entire room.
Megan was cool. She was a rehabilitated tomboy who spoke her mind. An only child, she was Daddy's girl, and appeared to crave male approval. Even if the male was apparently gay. She could talk cars, hunting, fishing, and the great outdoors. Like Heather, she was a sophomore, and still hadn't decided on her major, having changed twice already. She also loved driving the Galaxy, and offered to run errands for us any chance she got. Megan came from money, and anytime she took the car out she filled the tank, 94 octane. She even asked me about getting a lead additive, and bought a few bottles for every other tankful. I asked her about her red hair, and she looked embarrassed when she admitted she was a ginger, but got less grief about it when she dyed it darker red. Megan was the most conservative about walking around the house half-dressed, which was too bad. She had a killer body.
Then there was Bruna. Once she learned that I'd spent a month at the mouth of the Amazon, she was eager to talk about Sao Paulo, her home town. I practiced the little Portuguese I'd picked up with her. She was a senior, and had lived in the house for three years. She had become the house leader by default, managing the finances and interaction with the landlord. Whenever I fixed something, she had me fill out an invoice which she sent to the owner. I don't know if she ever got paid for them, but she still insisted on it. Bruna had a nice figure, and an incredible ass. She kept her hair short, and wore glasses which made her look like a librarian. Her skin was dark brown, darker than just a tan, and her hair was curly and wild. She told me she didn't date, didn't want the involvement or distraction until she graduated. She was serious about her studies, and I'd already tutored her on four separate occasions within the first ten days.
After three weeks, I realized how ridiculously happy I was. I had four new best friends, all of them gorgeous, and I was learning more about the female psyche than I had ever hoped to. They counted on me, and I was eager to please. I had all the physical contact that a man could hope for. And I was as horny as a three-peckered billy goat.
It was getting more difficult to keep my desires buried, as I found myself fantasizing about all of them at one time or another. I was beating off two or three times a day, trying to keep my cock from blowing the whole gig, with an unacceptable reaction to their presence and teasing.
I was lying in bed, having dirtied a paper towel or three, trying to get some sleep, when Ashley walked into my room, stripped down to her panties, and climbed into bed with me. I was about to say something when I saw she'd been crying. I pulled her close and hugged her. "What's wrong, bestie?"
"How come all men are such jerks?" she sobbed.
"Uh, present company excluded, I hope."
She snorted in a very unlikely manner. "Alright. How come all straight men are jerks. Why can't they be more like you?"
"What happened?"
"That dick Jerry. I had turned him down three times for dates, but he kept insisting. I finally went along just to get him to leave me alone. So we go out for dinner, not even a good dinner, just Denny's. Then he pulls over and asks me to blow him on the way home. When I laughed at him, he tried to make me."
I felt my blood pressure rising, and probably squeezed her a little too tightly, from the way she whimpered. "You stopped him, I hope."
"Fuck yeah. I'm not some tramp. I grabbed him by the balls and squeezed until he begged me to stop. Then I had to walk home almost two miles. My feet are aching, I'm freezing, and I'm sick and tired of all these assholes that think if I agree to a date, they get to fuck me."
"What's this Jerry's last name?" I asked.
She shook her head, cuddling in close. Her hands and feet were like ice cubes. "Don't worry about it, I took care of it. Besides, he's a pretty big guy."
I was pissed that she thought so little of me. "Nobody's big enough to mess with my best girl. Nobody. What's the asshole's last name?" I demanded.
"Carmichael. Jerry Carmichael."
I pulled her close, rubbing her feet with mine, kissing the top of her head. "I'll take care of asswipe Jerry. Next time, give me a call. I'll come and get you."
She scooted up the bed, and before I knew it, she was kissing me. It took a huge amount of effort not to respond. She eventually backed off, sighing. "Nothing?"
"Don't be silly. Kissing you is never nothing. I love you, Ash."
She sighed again, cuddling in close. "You know what I mean. Don't you ever think about switching sides? Us girls could use a guy like you for real." Her hand moved down to my underwear, and slid inside. Fortunately, her fingers were still ice cold, and I'd just finished jerking off twice, so no reaction.
"Ashley, don't," I whispered, but I didn't push her away. I hated rejecting her at all, but it was only the second week of February, and I couldn't afford to blow my cover. I still had three months to go before the end of the semester.
Her hand kept rubbing for a few more seconds, tugging slightly, but when she got no response she pulled back. "Why couldn't you at least be bi?"
I hugged her close, brushing her hair back, so it wouldn't tickle my nose. "If I was going to be bi for anyone, it would be you, sweetie," I whispered. "Now go to sleep, and everything will be better in the morning.
She gave me a peck on the cheek, then rolled away onto her side. I cuddled up behind her, spooning, and wondered how I got myself in this odd predicament.
I woke to a feeling I hadn't had in a long time. Far too long. I lifted the covers, and found Ashley stroking my erection. She grinned up at me, her hand still moving. "I think he likes me," she said.
"It's morning wood, baby girl. That's all."
"Uh-uh. I don't think so. At least he doesn't think so." She leaned down and licked my cock.
"Ashley . . ."
"Just lay back and close your eyes, Alex. Pretend it's one of the boat boys down in Brazil. I mean, it's just a blow job, it could be anyone. Right?"
"But it's not, Ash. It's my best friend. We shouldn't be doing this."
"Please?" she begged sweetly, before taking me in her mouth. I couldn't help but groan, and she seemed to take that as encouragement. Her head started bobbing up and down, her talented tongue teasing me at the end of each stroke. The girl could certainly give head.
I chuckled, and she looked up, her eyebrows raised in question, as her mouth continued pleasuring me.
"You're good. Very good."
She lifted up grinning, her hand stroking me. "Really? Cause I always heard that men gave the best blowjobs, since they know what they like."
"No, sweetie. Trust me, you are very good at that. But we shouldn't."
"Why not? You like it, right? It doesn't disgust you, does it? Getting blown by a woman." Her hand kept stroking me, as she spoke.
"No, you don't disgust me, not at all. It's just . . . wrong. What would the others think? Why would you even want to do it? It's not like we're going to have sex."
She gave me a long deep suck, before pulling away with a loud pop. "The others would be jealous as shit. As for why, I like doing it. I don't expect you to return the favor, and I'm not going to ride you into the sunset. It's just a little BJ between friends. Best friends, remember?" She grinned, then started sucking again, looking up at me anxiously, like I was going to stop her.
I tried to fight the feeling, thinking of the most disgusting images possible, but it wasn't working. I couldn't hold any one image in my head long, and the girl was doing a fantastic job. I had to stop her somehow.
"I've gotta pee," I told her.
She pulled away pouting. "No you don't. You're trying to get rid of me."
"No, I do. I really do. That's why I have morning wood."
Her hand had tightened around my cock, stroking me vigorously. "Be honest with me, Alex. You don't have to lie. If my sucking you bothers you that much, just say so. I'm a big girl. I'm used to rejection."
Damn, she knew how to get to me. I grabbed her wrist, stopping her action. "I do have to pee, badly. Let me use the restroom, and I'll come back to bed."
"Promise?"
"I swear. It does feel nice."
She grinned, and sat up, her big tits bouncing sweetly. I noticed she was naked except for her panties. "Alright, but hurry back."
I ran out to the hall, wearing only my underwear, by cock sticking out in front of me. I hoped nobody would notice. In the bathroom, I managed to squeeze one off quickly, before taking a leak, washing my crotch, and brushing my teeth. I was only gone a couple of minutes.
Ashley pouted when I returned to the bedroom, my stiffie gone. "Take off your underwear," she said. While I did, she removed hers, and a few seconds later we were naked in bed.
I had hoped that by finishing in the bathroom what she'd started I'd be able to resist her. It turned out that was a foolish hope.
"Close your eyes, and lean back. Pretend I'm anyone you want," she said, and then she had my soft cock in her mouth, sucking, while her devilish hand played with my balls.
It had been way too long, and my cock betrayed me almost instantly, swelling for her, and then growing harder. It was only a couple of minutes before she was giving me one of the best blowjobs of my life. I reached down and stroked her hair, while I gave up all resistance.
"God, you're good," I confessed.
She pulled away, and then she was kissing me, while her hand continued stroking. "Do you want to try to have sex with me? Maybe you'd like it."
"Please, Ashley. I can't." I wanted to. I REALLY wanted to, but it would ruin everything.
"You . . . you could put it in my butt. Pretend I'm a guy."
I lifted her chin, and kissed her softly. "I could never pretend it was anyone but you."
She grinned. "Even when I'm sucking you? You don't imagine I'm some hard bodied young guy?"
"No Ash, I don't. I enjoy it, and think how wonderful you are, and how you deserve so much better than this. Someone who can love you back, totally."
"I think you'd like it. I'm good. Really, really good."
"I bet you are. But we're not going to have sex."
She pouted for a second, then smiled. "I still get to finish blowing you, don't I?"
"If you want to, I'd like that."
"And you won't be pretending it's someone else?"
"Not in this lifetime."
She gave me a quick kiss, then returned to sucking. I imagined what it would be like to fuck her. She had an incredibly sexy body, and she was certainly eager enough. I bet she'd be a lot of fun. I especially loved how much she seemed to enjoy oral.
It was only a few more minutes before I was warning her, "Close, I'm close."
She didn't pause, didn't pull away. She kept on sucking until I groaned my release into her mouth. She sucked me through the finish, and was gentle afterward. Then she climbed up the bed, and kissed me deeply. Her mouth was still coated in my cum. I almost pulled away, but realized that would blow everything. I couldn't be that disturbed about tasting cum, and be gay, right?
The endless kiss finally faded, and she scooted down a bit, and hugged me. "That wasn't so bad, was it?"
I chuckled, holding her. "No. Not bad at all."
She hummed her pleasure, cuddling in close. "Good. There's more where that came from." She giggled. "God, that felt naughty. Was I your first girl?"
I could have lied, but decided not to. "No, but you were the first I enjoyed that much. That's for damn sure."
"We gonna do this again?" she asked, her fingers tracing little circles on my chest. I was a little distracted by the sound of someone moving around outside the room. I was slow to answer. "Please?" she said.
"Only if I can do something for you. I'm feeling guilty."
She stiffened. "You don't have to. I mean, if it bothers you . . ."
I reached down and gave her butt a squeeze. "I'm not going to lick your icky slit," I said, teasingly. "That's just gross. But if you want, I'll give you the best back massage you've ever received."
She laughed as I pulled away, leaving her on her belly. "I think I can live with that," she said.
I wasn't lying about the best back massage. In my eight years of schooling, I'd had the opportunity to take a lot of electives. Three years earlier I'd taken two courses on massage. I got A's in both, and took the lessons to heart, practicing often. My partners were always happy. Often, ecstatic.
Ashley was not an exception. After ten minutes she was putty in my hands. After twenty, she swore she'd died and gone to heaven. Thirty minutes in, she was on her back, and the massage had turned sexual. I couldn't help myself. I had a beautiful, willing naked girl in my bed.
I was massaging between her legs, and she was moaning enough that I had to keep on hushing her. When I finally made her come for me, I had to cover her mouth with my other hand, so she wouldn't alert the whole house.
I brought her down easy, caressing her softly, until she was relaxed again. She opened her eyes and reached between my legs. Fortunately, coming twice that morning had left me limp.
She pouted cutely. "Damn, Alex. How can you do that to me, and not get excited?"
I chuckled, teasing her nipples. "Training."
She stretched languidly, then sat up. "Yep. We're definitely going to be doing that a lot more often. I figure one of those massages is worth at least a couple of blowjobs."
"You liked?"
"Are you kidding? That might be the best sex I ever had, and I never even got fucked."
I got a big kiss, then she picked up her clothes and walked out of my room naked as a jaybird. I hoped nobody was in the hall to witness it.
Over breakfast, Bruna quizzed Ashley on where she'd been.
"You weren't in your room. I was worried that you never came home. You know you're supposed to call if you stay out all night."
Ashley didn't even look up from her cereal. "I was here. I had a rough date last night. It really sucked, so I slept in Alex's room and he took care of me."
I almost spit up my orange juice when she said that.
Heather reached out and grabbed Ashley's hand. "I'm so sorry to hear that, honey. At least you have us to turn to. How are you feeling this morning?"
"God, so much better. Alex gives the best massage in the state. You're gonna have to get him to give you one."
Heather blushed, but didn't say anything.
Megan, on the other hand, grinned. "I wouldn't mind getting one. What's his price?"
Before Ashley could get me in any more trouble, I spoke up. "Do my dishes, and we'll call it square."
Megan got up and checked the calendar. "Tomorrow?"
"Sure," I said.
She took the marker down and updated the calendar. Great. Now I was another chore.
* * *
Ashley's bad date was still on my mind that day. With my access to the school computers, it wasn't difficult to track down the asshole Jerry Carmichael. With a list of his classes in hand, and his picture from his profile, I found him leaving the second lecture.
I walked up to him as he turned down the sidewalk. "Jerry, got a minute?"
He looked confused for a minute, trying to place me. "Sure, I guess."
I matched my pace to his, walking along beside him. "You had a date last night. Ashley. You owe her an apology, and if I ever hear about you treating another girl like that, I guarantee you won't graduate."
Halfway into my statement, he slowed then stopped, turning toward me. I could see he was angry. That was good, I hoped he started something. "Who the fuck are you to tell me what to do?"
"I'm a friend of Ashley's, and a teacher here. I can ruin your life, permanently. Anymore stupid questions, asshole?"
He was slow to respond, then I could tell he was reconsidering his attitude. "Listen, I don't know what she told you, but it wasn't like that. She chose to get out of the car and walk. I even tried to get her to reconsider."
"You didn't try to make her give you a blowjob? After a lousy fucking dinner at Denny's?"
Ol' Jerry's shoulders slumped. "I . . . I didn't make her. I guess I encouraged her, but she didn't have to be such a cunt about turning me down."
"You call her a cunt again, and your GPA drops a full point, understand?"
"Shit, I'm not gonna mess with her. I don't need to chase someone who says no. I figured it was over. No more trouble, I swear."
"Fine. If you see her, you will apologize, and leave her alone. This can end here, but if I hear anything bad, I'll make it my life's mission to fuck you over so bad, you'll wish you'd never been born. Are we understood?"



"Yeah. I swear it wasn't like that. It was just a mistake, alright? I won't bother her again, except to apologize if I see her."
"Good. Have a nice day."
Did I need to do that? No, probably not, but I felt a whole lot better afterward. Ashley was a sweet girl, and deserved better.
Then it was back to office for me. I had a shit-load of papers to grade, and it was hard for me to get anything done at the house, the way those women kept me busy.
* * *
Ashley was serious about making it a regular thing. That night she came to my bed around midnight, naked, waking me. She'd been drinking, and was a little tipsy. Before I could say anything she was under the covers blowing me.
I hadn't jerked off and she had me hard in moment, and it wasn't long before I was coming in her mouth. She climbed out from under the covers, grinning, then burped indelicately. She giggled and kissed me, evidence of her actions still in her mouth.
When she was done tickling my tonsils, she rolled onto her side, tugging my arm so I'd cuddle up to her. "Love you, Alex," she mumbled sleepily. "I'll get my massage in the morning."
Yeah, life was getting stranger and stranger.
In the morning, I got another blowjob, and she got a half-hour massage with a happy ending. She asked me if I didn't want to fuck her, but I still had to say no. We were already way over the limit as it was. I was afraid of what would happen if the house found out what we were doing.
"Please don't tell anyone about this," I said, when we were getting dressed.
"About what?" she asked
"You know, the blowjobs."
She shrugged. "OK. It's not that big a deal, but it you want, I'll keep it our secret."
"Thanks."
"You gonna get Megan off when you massage her? She could really use it. I don't remember the last time she had sex."
"I don't know. I guess I'll have to see how it goes. She might not be comfortable with me touching her."
Ashley laughed. "Oh, she'll be comfortable alright. She's got a thing for our guy. I think she wants a shot at turning you straight."
"You're kidding, right?"
"No way. We talk. I think they'd all do you in a heartbeat. Even Bruna, and we thought she was asexual."
Great. That's all I needed.
Another day in the trenches, an hour tutoring Heather, and a couple of tasks to take care of around the house. My days were the busiest they'd been in longer than I could recall. Funny thing was, I didn't mind. I was feeling pretty good about everything.
After dinner, Megan and I went back to my room. "How do we do this?" she asked nervously.
"You strip down to what you're comfortable with, and lay on the bed on your belly. I don't have any decent massage oils, so it's going to be dry. If masseur becomes one of my regular duties, I guess I'll have to invest in some decent massage oil."
While I was talking she stripped down to her panties. I saw her hesitate, holding the sides. "Should I leave them on?" she asked, blushing. Damn, she was adorable.
"You can. I can be more thorough if you don't."
She took them off, and I got to see her body for the first time naked. She was incredible, not as full figured as Ashley, but exquisite as she was. She laid down on the bed, and I stripped down to my shorts, before straddling her legs. "Now just relax. I'm gonna start slow. Tell me if anything's too uncomfortable.
She never complained, as I did my best under the circumstances. After about fifteen minutes, I knew she was thoroughly enjoying it. I didn't miss anything, including spending a few minutes on her perfect ass.
When I stopped, she sighed. "That was wonderful. Are we done?"
"We don't have to be, I can do your front."
She turned onto her side, and I saw her looking down at my waist. Fortunately I wasn't full erect, but if she could see inside my boxers, she'd have known she was getting to me. "It won't bother you?" she finally said.
"Not at all."
She rolled onto her back, and I started on her arms, up to her shoulders, then down her front. I gave her breasts a little attention, but not too much before working down her sides. She started out watching me, but soon closed her eyes and relaxed. I went all the way to her feet, and back up again. On the return trip, I opened her legs and rubbed up the insides, until I was brushing the edges of her pussy. She had a light patch of reddish hair above it, confirming she was a ginger.
"Tell me to stop if you're not comfortable," I told her softly, as I cupped her mound and rubbed her.
Her moan was anything but a stop.
I stretched out beside her, and kept rubbing, gently teasing her open, brushing her clit, until I started working on it more seriously.
"Alex . . ." she whispered.
"Should I stop?"
She hesitated a second, then shook her head slightly.
I leaned over and kissed her lips softly. "Let me make you feel good," I told her.
She moaned again and opened her legs wider.
It took me less than five minutes to get her off. It wasn't huge, but she responded beautifully. I kept playing with her. "Another?"
"Please."
I alternated fingering her, with rubbing her clit. Between her G-spot and clit, it wasn't long before she was squirming, gasping, ready to come again.
"Not yet," I told her.
"Please, Alex," she groaned.
"No, not yet. Soon, but not yet."
She was so sexy, biting her lip, trying to resist coming for me. When I could tell she was straining, I finally gave in. "Come for me, beautiful."
Within seconds she was bucking under my hand, crying out as she came for me explosively. I calmed her down, touching her lightly, caressing her smooth skin. When her chest stopped heaving, I leaned in and gave her another soft kiss. She grabbed my head with both hands, and her tongue filled my mouth. I didn't pull away, letting her give free rein to her feelings, while I reached between her legs and teased her a little more. I was surprised when she came almost instantly, moaning into my mouth.
When she released me, she was blushing. "I'm sorry," she said.
"Why?"
"For kissing you like that."
I chuckled and kissed her again. "I'm not dead. I like your kisses Megan."
"But your gay!" she said.
"I'm not going to fuck you, honey, but that doesn't mean I can't enjoy a kiss from my friend."
"But what you did to me, how you made me come . . ."
"Did you like it?"
"Of course! Butâ€""
"But what?"
"I mean, how could you do that? How could you make me come so easily, so hard? Isn't it, I don't know, weird? Touching a girl, there, like that?"
"Sweetie, it was just a massage. I wanted to give you a little pleasure. That's all it was, alright? Don't read anything more into it than that."
She nodded slowly. "Does that mean we could do that again, sometime?"
"I don't see why not? We're friends now, right?"
"I think so. I hope so. I mean, yeah, we're friends, good friends." She was stammering her reply, she was so nervous.
I caressed her body slowly, running my hand down her side. "Relax, Megan. Don't get worked up over this. We're friends, that's all. I wanted to make you feel good, and I did. We're cool."
Her hand slowly rose to rub my side. "Can I, I mean how can I make you feel good, Alex?"
I laughed, kissing her shoulder. I ran my hand down between her legs, and rubbed her softly. "You did. Surrendering like that, coming for me. That was beautiful. It felt great to make you come for me."
"But you don't want to fuck me."
"No, beautiful. This isn't about sex. This is just me making you happy, OK?"
"I'd let you," she said softly.
I leaned over and looked into her eyes. "God, don't you think I would, if I could?"
"You could try."
"No, baby. That isn't us. It's not me. This is all, alright?"
She nodded. "Hold me, Alex?"
I pulled her into my arms, and hugged her, rubbing her back, kissing her forehead.
She chuckled. "This sucks, you know?"
"What sucks?"
"This. You're the first guy in a long time I've really wanted to do it with, and you're fucking gay. It sucks!"
I laughed, giving her a squeeze, then planting a kiss on her. She grabbed me again, kissing me hard, looking into my eyes. Then she eased back, pouting. "Nothing?"
"I wouldn't call it nothing. That was a nice kiss. And I like holding you."
She cuddled up against me, sighing. I prayed she wouldn't reach down below. I was hard for her, but luckily the covers hid that from prying eyes. I pulled them up a little higher just in case.
"Should I go?" she asked after a quiet, comfortable silence.
"Soon. I've still got things to do, and it's too early to go to sleep. You're always welcome to come back."
"Could I spend the night, like Ashley?"
"As long as you understand we're just friends, I think I'd like that."
"Me too." She slid out of the bed, giving me another eyeful of her outstanding body. "I'll be back later, if it's OK."
"It's always OK, Megan. Friends, right?"
She smiled. "Yeah. I mean, after that? I hope we are."
Once she's left, I took care of the aroused fellow below my belt, and worked on my latest project. The old fireplace's damper had stuck shut, according to Bruna it hadn't worked in two years. The ash dump which could be cleared from outside was full of solidified gray gunk. A couple of hours of effort, and the damper was moving freely, but I still hadn't cleared out all the petrified ash. It was going to be a two day task. At least I was caught up on most everything else.
It was a task I really wanted to finish. The house was old, and had lots of drafts. It was difficult to keep the temperature above 70 in the winter. I thought that a warm living room would be nice, if a bit cramped with all of us in there. It wasn't that big a space.
I was exhausted by the time I finished, and took a long shower to clean off all the sweat and gunk. It was also a good time to squeeze one off, thinking about my lovely roommates. Returning to my bedroom, I found I had a visitor. Megan was back.
"You don't mind?" she asked, as I entered my room.
"Never," I assured her, as I dropped the towel, and climbed into the bed naked. I pulled the covers up nice and high, the bedsheet, the wool blanket, and the down comforter that together kept me toasty. It was nice to have the bed pre-warmed for me.
She rolled half on top of me, her slender arm reaching across my chest. I rubbed her back comfortingly and determined she had on panties and nothing else. That was perfectly fine by me.
"Did Ashley really give you a blowjob?"
Damn it. I was going to have to kill that girl.
"I was sleeping. I had morning wood. She attacked me," I confessed.
"She says that was the first time. Afterward, she didn't have to do too much attacking."
"You know I'm going to have to strangle the little troublemaker."
"So it's true?"
"Yes."
"Then you're not gay. I mean not totally."
"It was just a blowjob, Megan. I'm a guy. I'll stick my dick through a hole in the wall, and I don't care who sucks it, as long as I get off. That's all it was, a blowjob. I didn't, couldn't do anything to her."
"Except that massage thing."
"Please, I'm uncomfortable talking about this. Can we drop it?"
She sighed, and went quiet for a bit. Then I felt her hand sliding down my stomach, coming to rest on my soft cock. "You got hard for her. How come you don't for me?"
I couldn't tell her it was because I jerked off twice in the last couple of hours, mostly thinking about her. "She sucked me. I just relaxed, and let my mind drift, concentrating on the feeling. She gives a great blowjob. So I got hard and she got me off. That's all it was."
"I've only done it twice. I won't be very good," she said, her hand still misbehaving.
I pulled her hand away, and kissed her softly. "We're not going to do this. I told you, my bed is yours, as a friend. That's all."
"Don't you think I'm pretty?"
"You're beautiful. For a girl."
"Could I give you a handjob?"
I couldn't help but chuckle. "You're not going to leave this alone, are you?"
"I want to do something for you. After that massage, I feel like I owe you. That was incredible."
"Do you want to know what I'd really like?" I said.
"Yeah."
"I'd like to fall asleep, holding you. That's what I want."
"That's all?"
"That's a lot, if you ask me."
She finally accepted, and that's what we did. Although God knows I wanted to do a hell of a lot more.
* * *
"Megan, don't," I muttered, waking slowly, feeling her hand stroking my erection.
"Relax, Alex. We're not doing anything. I'm just going to make you feel good, like you did me."
"We shouldn't. It's not right," I said, too lazy, and feeling too good to stop her.
She was cuddled up to me, her hand moving slowly and easily up and down my cock. It felt great, comforting, really. I sighed, and let her continue.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Alex," she whispered, kissing my chest.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Megan."
She started moving on top of me, and all my alarms went off. "What are you doing?"
"I'm going to fuck you now. I bet you like it."
"No you're not. No way."
She had managed to straddle me, and was aiming my cock between her legs, while I tried to push her away. "C'mon Alex. Give it a try. Please? I bet you just haven't met the right girl yet. It doesn't have to mean anything."
"Stop it, Megan," I snapped, although it was the opposite of what I wanted. "Don't do this."
She stopped moving, and settled down. "You really don't want to?"
I pulled her down to my chest, wrapping my arms around her. "You're an incredible woman, Megan. Incredible. But we can't do this. I won't."
"How do you know you won't like it if you don't try?"
I didn't reply, holding her, running my hands up and down her back.
I felt her tense up. "You have, haven't you. You've been with a girl."
"I have." Plenty. Not many anywhere near as good looking as the naked beauty I was holding.
"I'm sorry," she whispered, hugging me.
"Don't be. I am what I am. I appreciate the offer, believe me. Who knows? Maybe with you it would be different. I love being with you. But now, like this, is not the time for experimenting."
"But maybe? Someday?"
Hell, once I was in the final weeks of classes, and wasn't so desperate for a roof over my head, it would be more than worth taking the chance. "If I was going to try, you'd certainly be worth the effort."
"Can I get you off?" she asked.
"No fucking," I said.
"Alright."
She moved down the bed, and gave me a passable handjob, with a little oral play involved. Just a bit, teasing, licking, kissing, and a few nice sucks. It took a while, but she managed to get me off, making a mess on my belly, while she giggled.
"That wasn't so bad, was it?" she asked, as she sat up, looking for something to clean up the mess with.
"Paper towels, under the bed," I said.
She retrieved them and cleaned me up, placing a last few affectionate kisses on my cock. "See, girls aren't all bad."
"I never said they were. That was nice."
She grinned, and planted a kiss on my lips. "Alright. No fucking, but I think I'll be doing your dishes a little more often. We can still do the massage, and you'll let me get you off?"
"Sounds like a deal."
She gave me another big kiss, then climbed out of my bed, into the cool morning air. I watched her nipples harden, and pulled the covers over my waist, before she could see me get excited over her.
"What are you making for dinner tonight?" she asked.
Honestly, I'd forgotten that it was my turn to cook, and I would never have remembered it was Valentine's Day, if she hadn't told me so. "It's a surprise. How many people will be here tonight?"
"Just you, me, and Bruna. Ashley and Heather have dates."
"And you don't? That doesn't seem likely."
"You know I don't date often. Anyone I went out with tonight would have expectations I'm not willing to deliver on. I don't screw around randomly," she said, while dressing. "I've only been with three guys. All long term relationships." She turned and gave me a quick little kiss. "You could have been number four. You still could be."
"Why? I don't get it."
"That's cause you're not very smart about girls." She grinned, and gave me a princess wave, before leaving my room.
Women.
* * *
I only had two classes on Thursday, the first at eleven. It gave me some time to finish cleaning out the damn fireplace. I thought it would be a nice surprise. I manage to complete it with time to spare, and put some thoughts into what I wanted to do for dinner.
I decided to do something special for the occasion. My last class on Thursdays ended at three. I did a little shopping, and by four-thirty the kitchen was a shambles, but I was making progress. I wasn't limited by their tastes, none of them were vegetarians, and for the most part, they typically ate what was made.
If they didn't, I figured I'd have lunch and dinner for the next day. I was making what I liked, and hoping for the best.
I had visits from all of my housemates, and it was funny to see how Ashley responded.
"Damn it! I'm getting taken out to Olive Garden, and I'm gonna miss this?"
I laughed, giving her a big squeeze. "I'll make you a plate, and you can have it tomorrow, if you don't mind leftovers."
Starting at six, I posted a sign on the door that the kitchen and dining room was off-limits until seven. Then I went into overdrive.
Without a minute to spare, I completed my preparations, and opened the door to Megan and Bruna. The table was still set for five, so that Heather and Ashley could share a little in the event, should they decide to come home at all.
I heard the appreciative cries as Megan and Bruna entered the dining room, seeing the surprise. Each place setting had a Valentine's Day card, and a single red rose. A bouquet of yellow roses was set in the middle to the table. The wine was open and breathing, and little red cut-out hearts were scattered across the table top.
I escorted Bruna to her seat, pulling out the chair for her, and kissing her on the cheek. "Happy Valentine's Day," I told her. I pulled the box out of my pocket and placed it in front of her. Then I sat Megan at the table on the opposite side of my chair from Bruna, and did the same.
The rings were simple silver infinity rings. Not much to them, but it was the thought that counts, right? The girls opened their boxes, and read their cards. I didn't expect the tears from both of them.
"I didn't get you anything," Bruna said, slipping the ring on her finger.
"Don't be silly. You gave me a house to live in, and friendship to treasure. That's all a guy could ask for."
Megan's response was much simpler. She grabbed me and pulled my head down for a big kiss. "Yes, nothing would make me happier than to be your valentine."
I gave her a hug. "I hope you guys are hungry, because we have a lot to eat," I told them.
I retrieved three small bowls of homemade clam chowder. Maybe not the most romantic dish in the world, but what can I say? I love the stuff. It was full of big clams, Idaho potato squares, heavy cream and butter, and just enough celery and onion for flavor. Pan toasted croutons made from a fresh baguette completed the dish. I only gave us each a small bowl, and refused them seconds.
"There's plenty for tomorrow, but I'm not going to let you fill up on the appetizer."
The pepper-encrusted pan-seared inch and a half thick tenderloins had been resting in the warm oven, covered in foil. I plated them, with the decadent mashed potatoes - more Idaho potatoes, heavy cream and lots of butter. A small serving of roasted asparagus finished the main entree.
We were halfway through the meal, when I heard the front door slam. Ashley came crashing into the room. "Well that sucked!" she said, then stopped, staring at the table.



I got up and escorted her to her seat, which had her card, rose, and ring box on her plate. "Happy Valentine's Day, Ash," I said, giving her a peck on the cheek. "Have you eaten?"
"No," she said softly, opening up the ring box.
"Give me a minute, and I'll have a plate for you."
I cut off a thick strip of the remaining cooked whole tenderloin, and seared it on high for just a minute. I added the mashed and asparagus, and had her dinner in front of her after just a couple of minutes.
"How did you know?" she asked.
"I didn't. I made enough for everyone just in case. Sorry, but no chowder for you, unless you want some later."
She got up out of her seat and gave me a big hug. "You're the best."
"Hardly, but I'm hoping that this will make up for what looks like a lousy date."
"No shit. I got one lousy carnation, then he wanted to go back to his place before dinner. He said he wanted to pick up something, but all he really wanted to do was get my clothes off. What a dick. After fighting him off for about fifteen minutes, I told him to take me home."
She took a bite of her steak, closed her eyes, and looked like she had an orgasm. "Oh my God!" she said, mouth still half full. "This is the best steak EVER!"
I could only chuckle. "You ladies deserve no less."
While we finished eating, we talked about our worst valentine days. All three of them had funny stories about dates turned bad. When it was my turn, I explained that any Valentine Day spent alone was the worst, and that I was beyond happy to have them to share this one with.
I kept the wine glasses full, which seemed to help put them all in a good mood. When the plates were clean, I cleared the table bringing out dessert. Julia's Fondant au Chocolat, her decadent cream-free chocolate mousse. My effort got full scores from my lovely tablemates.
They were in for one last surprise, and I left them to sip their wine, while I left them. In the living room, on the opposite side of the hall, I started a fire in the newly cleaned fireplace, before returning to them.
"Everyone had enough?" I asked.
Megan groaned. "If I ate another bite, I would explode."
"Then it's time for you all to go upstairs and put on your pajamas. We're having an old fashioned slumber party in the living room."
I cleared the last of the plates, and put away any remaining food, before running upstairs and putting on a pair of sleeping shorts. I still wasn't the last one to the living room, Megan held that honor.
Bruna and Ashley had put the couch cushions on the floor around the fireplace, and had broken out a bunch of blankets. Bruna was wearing a simple nightgown, Ashley had on a t-shirt, and not much else from the looks of things. Me, I had a magnum of wine in one hand, and a huge bowl of grapes in the other.
It was a blast. We drank and told stories. I mostly listened, while they chattered away. I kept the fire going, and was happy to cuddle with the girls, as we all fought for the space directly in front of the fire. After a couple of hours, and a second magnum of wine, we were all blitzed. We were feeding each other grapes, and lamenting the fact that even though it was a great Valentine's day, none of us had anyone special to spend it with.
I don't know when the kissing started, or how it started. But I found myself reclining with my head in Bruna's lap, while I was fed grapes and kisses. I wasn't resisting. Maybe it was the wine. OK, probably it was the wine. That, the romantic fire, the barely dressed women, and the full belly. The kisses got deeper and deeper, longer and more passionate. Even Bruna was kissing me, and I don't think we'd ever spoken more than a dozen or so words that weren't about the house.
After one particularly passionate kiss from Megan, which had her laying on top of me, she sat up and grabbed my cock. I was hard as a rock, no surprise there.
"I don't think he's gay," she said.
"Megan . . ." I said, pushing her hand away.
She wasn't to be stopped, slipping her hand in my shorts. "I'm serious. Maybe he thinks he is, but this doesn't lie."
Any reply I might have had, was stifled by Ashley's lips. I moaned into her mouth, as my shorts were removed. Then she pulled away, looking into my eyes. "You like girls," she said.
All I could do was nod. "I love girls. At least the ones in this house. That doesn't meanâ€""
"You liked when I sucked you off, right?"
I nodded again.
"Megan says she got you off too. And you told her you've been with a woman before."
I stifled a moan, as I felt Megan stroking my cock.
Bruna leaned over my face, smiling. "It's Ok, Alex, to like boys and girls. You don't have to pick just one." She seemed so sincere, brushing my hair back from my face. "It's OK," she repeated.
I groaned as Ashley took me in her mouth. Then Megan was kissing me again. "Tonight, Alex, you are ours. You're our Valentine. You said so."
"But Megan . . ."
"No buts, Alex. Not tonight. Tonight, we get to love you."
Any argument I might have had was eliminated when Ashley straddled me, and sank down on my aching shaft. I couldn't help but thrust up into her.
Megan smiled. "There, that's not so bad, is it? As good as any boy's butt, I bet."
I looked down to where Ashley was rising up and down on my cock. She grinned at me.
"Admit it, Alex. You love us. I know you do. That's why it's good," Megan said.
"Best girls I've ever known," I said, reaching up and pulling her down for another deep kiss.
As soon as she was done, Bruna's face replaced hers. "Me too?" she asked cautiously.
I drew her in for a kiss that seemed to go on forever. "You too, house momma. I love you to."
Then Ashley was climbing off of me, and Megan was taking her place. She was slower to accept me, gently lowering herself, until her full weight was on me.
There was movement under my head, and Bruna moved away, while Ashley took her place, holding my head in her lap, stroking my hair. "This isn't so bad, is it?" she asked softly.
"No."
She grinned. "If you didn't like women, at least a little, you wouldn't be able to stay hard for us, would you?"
"I guess not."
She was still wearing her t-shirt, but then she pulled it off. Her big breasts enveloped my face as she leaned over. "Do these disgust you?" she asked.
I groaned as Megan started fucking me more thoroughly. "No," I answered.
"Suck my titty, Alex. It's OK." Ashley guided her nipple to my mouth, and I gave up any resistance, sucking happily.
Megan's motion stopped, and then her weight was gone, and cool air enveloped my wet cock. Then I felt movement again.
"Be gentle with her," Ashley whispered. "It's been a long time."
I looked down and Bruna was easing my cock into her pussy, eyes closed, head tilted forward. She was tight and it took her forever to settle down on my cock with a groan.
Ashley moved back, and Megan was leaning over my face, her tits over my mouth. When her nipple brushed my lips, I sucked greedily, while Bruna rocked back and forth on my hardness.
Then Megan was kissing me. "This isn't horrible, is it?" she asked.
"No," I admitted. "The opposite."
She smiled from ear to ear. "Really? You like it?"
"I love you all. It's wonderful."
I got another quick kiss. "Do you want to try something else?"
"Like what?"
"Lick me?"
"Down there?"
She nodded. "Try it. Please?"
"Only for a second, alright?"
She nodded eagerly, then I watched her alabaster thigh pass over my head, and her pretty little pussy lowered over my face. I licked her tentatively, still playing the game. After only a few seconds she lifted up, looking down on me with concern. "Horrible?"
"No."
"Can we go a little longer?"
In response, I pulled her down onto my mouth, and went to town, listening to her happy squeal.
I felt another changing of the guard, and from the eager way she was fucking me, I knew it had to be Ashley.
I grabbed Megan's ass cheeks in both hands, and lifted her up. "I'm going to come soon," I gasped.
"Good," I heard Ashley respond, and then I was back to licking Megan.
It wasn't another minute before I was groaning into Megan's pussy, as I exploded into Ashley, thrusting upward, nearly unseating her.
My head almost exploded, and I saw black for a few seconds. When my senses returned, I was looking into three concerned faces. "Are you alright?" Megan asked.
All I could do was smile. "I like girls."
They all laughed, hugging and kissing me. A few minutes later they had me hard again, and Megan was riding me, while Bruna settled down over my face. I was in heaven.
They took turns on me, keeping me pinned down, using me for their pleasure, but always sensitive to my needs. Bruna was riding me when my second finish approached. I pulled my face out from between Ashley's legs. "Soon," I groaned.
There was a hurried discussion, and then Ashley was riding me again. It turned out that we were playing with fire. Neither Bruna or Megan were on the pill. Those two cuddled up to me, while we all watched Ashley ride me to my finish.
Megan kissed my neck. "You're not mad at us, taking advantage of you, are you?"
I shook my head, trying to last a little longer. I never wanted it to end. "No. Love. You," I moaned.
"Come for me, Alex," Ashley insisted. "Come, come."
Her breathing was ragged, and I could tell she was close. I reached down and grabbed her hips, thrusting into her deep and hard. "C-c-c-come," she gasped.
It was too much, and I hammered my cock home, coming as hard as I ever had in my life. It set her off, and she cried out, coming hard on my cock.
I leaned back, exhausted, while she slowly dismounted. The little slut took me in her mouth and sucked me clean, before coming up and kissing me deeply.
"Happy Valentine's Day, Alex," she whispered, smiling.
"Best Valentine's Day ever," I replied.
They weren't done with me. We relaxed, cuddled, drank some more wine and talked. The big question seemed to be if this was going to be a onetime thing. I admitted I'd be happy if it wasn't. There was a lot of touching and teasing going on. Hand rubbing my cock, my fingers delving into three different pussies. Lots of titty play. It was all good. No, make that great.
I was sitting up, with Megan in my lap, riding my hard cock, kissing me, when the door opened. Heather looked in and I saw the shock on her face. It was understandable, with her four naked housemates playing in front of the fireplace.
"What's going on?" she asked.
Ashley jumped up, and grabbed her by the hand, tugging her into the room. "Alex's not totally gay. He likes girls too. He just found that out tonight."
Alright, I wasn't about to argue the point. Not with Megan riding my cock, and Bruna seated behind me, hugging me from behind.
Heather appeared to be in shock, while Ashley undressed her. "C'mon, Heather. You have to take a turn. You have to."
I swear she looked like a zombie, as Ashley pulled her along, and Megan moved to make room for her. She was beautiful, tall slender, narrow waist, small breasts, just a hint of hips. Like friggin' fashion model, with that amazingly beautiful face. Heather lowered into my lap, and Ashley guided her home, while I held her. She didn't move, seated, my cock all the way inside her. She just looked into my face. "You . . . you're not gay?"
I shrugged. "I guess not."
She turned to look at Bruna and Megan. "He can still stay, right? We're not kicking him out."
Megan laughed. "No, I don't think we're kicking him out. Now are you going to fuck or not? You're wasting some seriously good real-estate."
Heather turned back toward me. "You want to fuck me? You don't mind?"
I laughed, and with a huge effort, rose up and put her on her back. Then I started stroking into her, before kissing her lightly. "Who wouldn't want to be with someone as beautiful as you?"
"I'm not," she whispered, opening her legs wider.
"You are. Stop denying it. You're gorgeous."
"You think so?"
"I know so. Now hush. I'm still trying to figure out how all this works."
A lie, I know, but part of it was true. How do you work out a situation like ours?
I don't know when I fell asleep, beautiful women draped over me. I know it was cold in the room when I woke, and I wriggled my way out from under all that delicious flesh, to build up the fire again. I kept looking back at the naked women sprawled around the room, and in spite of my antics, I was hardening.
I had to choose, and it wasn't that difficult. I knew that Megan and Ashley would be regulars in my bed from that night on. Heather, I suspected would fall in step as well. Bruna was the mystery. So quiet, so reserved, so exotic looking. I crawled over to where she was lying, and stroked her dark skin. Such a beautiful girl, to live a self-imposed life of denial.
My touches turned into soft kisses, as I tasted her skin, caressed her soft flesh. I reached between her legs, and petted her carefully, opening her up, preparing her. I heard a tiny moan, and her eyes fluttered.
I kissed her lips softly. "I need you," I whispered.
She smiled and opened her arms and legs. I climbed between her legs and settled over her, slowly easing my cock inside of her tightness, taking my time, moving slowly until she was moist enough to accept me readily.
"Me?" she whispered sleepily.
"You." I pressed my lips to hers, and felt her tongue brush my lips. I was in no hurry, tired, sore, but so damn happy. I fucked her slowly, in and out, no effort to do anything but plumb her depths. After a while, I felt her change, responding, moving with me, until she was trembling. Her fingers dug into my skin, as her hips moved in counterpoint to mine, more demanding.
"Come for me?" I whispered.
She whimpered, nodding.
I fucked her firmly, grinding into her at the end, until she gasped, and quietly climaxed. I slowed, and kissed her softly. "Thank you."
She smiled and closed her eyes.
I was still hard, and felt it was unlikely I'd come anytime soon. I looked around, and I saw that Ashley was awake and watching me. She smiled, and patted the space beside her. I laid down beside her and after a little acrobatics, I was holding her while fucking her from behind, on our sides. She giggled
"What?"
"You're like a kid with a new toy."
"Best friggin' toy ever."
"Still BFFs?" she asked, pressing her rear back to accept me.
"That and more."
"Pussy isn't such a bad thing, is it?" she teased.
"This one isn't."
She was quiet, allowing me to fuck her easily. "I bet that's it," she said.
"What's it?"
"Why you can do it with us. We were friends first. I bet that's it. I know it is. You know what that means, don't you?"
"No, what?"
"Other girls probably won't do it for you. You're stuck with us. We're your friends, not any of those other sluts."
I chuckled, turning her slightly, lifting her leg so I could penetrate deeper.
"Other girls are yucky," I said.
She reached down and touched where I was entering her. "That's right. And don't you forget it."
After that, we just enjoyed ourselves. When I got tired, I'd stop, and when I felt the urge, I'd stroke into her a few more times. I held her, tasting her skin, kissing her softly. She purred in my arms until she was sleeping. I don't know how much longer it was until I did as well.
* * *
The noisy movement woke me. I cracked an eye, seeing my housemates neatening up the room. I was holding Megan, with no idea how or when that happened. I cupped her breast, enjoying the moment. She rolled over, facing me. I got a quick little kiss, and then she was pulling away.
"Stay," I pleaded.
She laughed at me. "Ashley's right. You're just like a kid with a new toy. Get up, lazy bones."
It was difficult, but I managed to sit up. Then I was being hauled to my feet, and aimed toward the stairs. "Up, shower, shave," I was told.
I did as ordered, and the girls checked in on me a couple of times. It was obvious any hint I might have had of privacy was gone for good. Eventually I was kicked out of the shower, before I used up all the hot water. Ashley did the kicking, by getting in the shower with me, and forcing me out.
Eventually I was respectable again, and dressed. I had a bit of a headache from all the wine, and imagined I wasn't alone. Later I was to find out that while I thought I was getting them drunk they were doing the same to me, keeping my glass filled, while pacing themselves. Tricky, conniving little wenches.
At breakfast there were a lot of smiling faces. The kitchen had been cleaned, and I felt a little guilty remembering how I'd left it. We had steak and eggs for breakfast. The rest of the tenderloin sliced thin and shared, along with a huge bowl of cheese scrambled eggs. Heather gave me a big hug and kiss for her card and ring.
Ashley was the first to state the obvious. "I guess this changes everything."
I looked around and saw a lot of nodding. "What?"
"There's no way we're going to let you backslide again," Megan said.
"Backslide?"
"You know. Batting for the wrong team."
"It's not like I've had a relationship in the last nine months. I haven't been batting for any team."
Bruna spoke up, and everyone got quiet. "Do you want to choose?"
"Choose?" I asked, my voice rising two octaves.
"Us. Do you want to choose one of us?"
I looked around. My BFF Ashley, stunning Heather, wild Megan, quiet steady Bruna. "I can't. I won't."
Bruna smiled and stood up, striding to the calendar. I looked around and saw the others were all grinning. I was afraid I'd screwed things up. Bruna started writing. "It's best this way anyway. Monday, Ashley. Tuesday, Heather." She looked back at us. "You want Wednesday or Thursday, Megan?"
"Thursday. I got that seven o'clock seminar every other Wednesday."
I sat, stunned while they split up my week. Friday and Saturday were date nights, to be shared with whoever was available. Sunday was my day of rest. I was on the calendar, and I had a feeling my life was never going to be the same.
But again, I wasn't complaining. Not by a long shot.
==========================
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A Last Boy Scout standalone short story.
This is an entry in the NUDE DAY STORY CONTEST 2015. Nothing earth-shattering, just a playful little story, with a couple of characters from my series The Last Boy Scout, and new friends. I hope you enjoy it.
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Jeannie was mortified.
She wanted desperately to be a member of Rho Iota Epsilon; her mother would be devastated if she wasn't. She'd endured the normal hazing, the cold showers taken while racing against the other pledges to repeat the Greek alphabet, cleaning the toilets with her toothbrush, the yelling and name calling, being woken up at night, even the embarrassing skits.
But this was too much.
She knew she shouldn't delay, that it wasn't going to get much better. There were only three people on the sidewalk in front of the building. She braced herself to make a run for it, taking one last look from her shelter behind the shrubs. A group of half-a-dozen frat brothers poured out of the entrance across the way, and she huddled down, praying they wouldn't look her way. With every minute that passed, she knew it would only get worse, as more and more students started heading to their early morning classes. Jeannie kicked herself for hesitating.
She shut her eyes tightly, fighting the tears. One lousy mistake. That's all it had taken, and now the pledge mistress had it out for her. She knew she should quit and just walk away, but she didn't want to give the bitch the pleasure. And her mother would never forgive her.
"What the hell's going on?"
She opened her eyes in shock to see a guy standing just a couple of feet away, looking her up and down. She blushed from head to toe, and he couldn't miss the fact, since the only thing she was wearing was her sandals. That, and a clipboard in one hand, a pencil tied to a string around her wrist in the other.
Jeannie hunched over, trying to cover up. "I can't say."
"Pledge?"
She nodded weakly.
He stepped closer and she trembled. Then he turned effectively blocking the view of her from quad. "You don't have to do this, you know? This is way out of line, and dangerous. They could get kicked off campus and shut down for pulling this kind of crap."
"It's not that simple."
"How long do you have to stay out here?" he asked.
"I ... I have to walk the quad circuit."
"Bullshit!" he snapped. "No fucking way."
"Please, don't interfere. I have to." Jeannie was on the verge of crying again. She'd been watching for fifteen minutes, praying for a lull in the traffic, so she could sprint around the perimeter. It was only a couple of hundred yards. Then the horror would be almost over.
The guy shook his head, and started removing his shirt.
"I can't. I can't wear anything."
He ignored her, laying the shirt over the bush beside him, then started taking off his shoes. She watched him in terror as he opened his pants.
"No. No way," she hissed. "Don't."
"Calm down," he said, folding his jeans in half and putting them beside his shirt. Then he removed his boxers and he was as naked as her.
"What are you doing?"
He smiled and extended his hand. "C'mon. Let's get this over with."
She placed her hand in his, and felt the small squeeze. She resisted his pull, but he was relentless.
"Stand tall. Proud. Don't let the bastards get to you," he said. He pulled and she stepped out of her shelter, and onto the sidewalk. She bowed her head, staring at the ground in front of her.
"I'm Alex."
She allowed the stranger to pull her along, and she kept pace, with short mincing steps. "Jeannie."
"Dude! What the fuck? And who's the babe?" Jeannie glanced up to see two guys walking toward them.
Please, God. Don't let them ask about the clipboard. Please.
"This is Jeannie," her partner in nudity said. "We're celebrating National Nude Day."
The guys stopped just a few feet away, and she looked up to see them grinning. "Nude Day? For real? That's righteous," the one on the left said.
Alex put his hand around Jeannie's waist, and tugged her along. She was in shock, but followed docilely.
"Yeah. You guys should get with it. Or are you afraid to let the world see what you got?" Alex said.
"Hell yeah! I'm in." The second guy was taking off his shirt, when Jeannie passed them. "She's a keeper," one of them added.
"Stand straight," Alex whispered. "Proud. You know your sisters are watching." He reached over and took the clipboard from her hand. "What's with—"
"Stop!" she hissed. "Please don't ask. Please."
He nodded, and moved his arm from around her waist up across her shoulders. "Dicks at one o'clock," he said, sotto voce.
DKE's. Jesus. That was the last thing she needed.
Three guys walked toward them, laughing. "Best walk-of-shame ever," one of them said.
Jeannie felt the tips of her ears burning. She felt his breath against the side of her face. "Ignore them," he whispered.
As they got closer, they started to spread out, leering at her.
"Figured the Dicks would be too lame to go along," Alex said, a sneer in his voice. "Cowards."
"Fuck you Hamilton," the middle one said. "We ain't 'fraid of shit. Not some pussy Sig."
"Go along with what?" the one on the left said.
"Nude Day. Flaunt it if you got it. I figured you had nothin' to show."
"Bullshit," the one on the right said. "Nude Day ain't till July."
Alex slid his arm around Jeannie's waist again, pulling her along, trying to stem her trembling. "That's National Nude Day, dickless. Today's International Nude Day. But I just bet you're looking for any excuse not to strip down and show your poor excuse for a pecker."
"You're full of crap," middle guy said.
Two of the Deltas had stopped to listen in on the conversation. Jeannie thought she would die. They were drawing a crowd. Everything she was afraid of.
Alex didn't seem to care. "Of course I am. And you three are living proof why the Dicks are the most laughed at frat on campus. The one day you can let it all hang free, and you're hiding behind your Dockers and tighty-whiteys." He nodded toward the girls. "Bet they have more balls than you." He grinned at the new audience. "It's Nude Day. I hope I'm not offending you ladies."
They giggled, and looked him over. "Not in the least," the shorter said.
"Ignore the cowards, they've got nothing to show," Alex said with a nod toward the three DKEs, and a wink at the girls.
"Fuck off, Hamilton, I got just as much as you."
"Sure you do," Alex laughed, as he tugged Jeannie along picking up the pace.
"Is it really Nude Day?" the taller of the Deltas called after him.
"All day long." He glanced backward, and Jeannie turned with him. The Delta's followed their gaze toward the naked asses of two guys who were almost to the greenway, laughing it up. They'd even picked up another nudie.
Jeannie turned back around and struggled to keep up the quick pace that Alex was setting.
"Are they doing it?" he whispered.
She looked back and was shocked to see the guys starting to undress, and struggled to suppress her laughter. She couldn't believe that one of the girls was stripping down, while the other argued with her. "How do you do that?" she said, putting her arm around her partner's waist.
"Do what?"
"Walk around like it's no big deal, naked. Like you own the world. Make it sound like they're the idiots for being dressed."
He shrugged. "I don't judge myself by how others see me, and I've got nothing to be ashamed of."
They had already covered half the distance around the quad, when Lisa, her best friend and fellow pledge came running across the quad, naked.
"Lisa!" Jeannie gasped.
"It's ridiculous that you have to do this. They're fighting like crazy in the house. The bitch is getting an earful." Lisa looked up at Alex. "Hi, I'm Lisa."
"Alex," he replied with a smile, sticking out his hand. She shook it briefly, grinning before falling in on the other side of her friend.
Alex gave Jeannie a tug to get her moving again. "So I guess you're celebrating Nude Day with us?"
Lisa walked beside the pair, taking Jeannie's hand in hers, grinning. Lisa had no issue with walking around naked. It was her favorite outfit. She'd do it all the time, if she could get away with it. "July 14th."
"July what?" Jeannie asked.
"Nude Day is July 14th. Not October." Lisa grinned, "It's a big day back home."
Alex laughed. "I guess you caught me. I figure it's close enough for our purposes."
A few more students were exiting the fraternity and sorority houses. There wasn't much foot traffic at 7:30 in the morning. There weren't that many early classes. A group of Gammas jogged over as they reached the end of the buildings on the west side of the quad.
"Hey Alex, looking good," the tall brunette in the front laughed.
"Heather," Alex nodded, smiling. "Gonna join us for Nude Day?"
The new girls fell in step as Alex kept walking, dragging Jeannie along at his side. "For real? Is that what this is about? No shit?" Heather asked.
Alex waved her over, and she stepped in beside him, opposite Jeannie. "No, I'm not gonna lie to you," he said softly, his words for her alone. "We're caught up in a pledge thing."
She nodded. "And the boy scout couldn't leave it alone."
He just grinned. "Guilty. You know me too well."
She tugged on his arm, getting him to stop. "How bad is it?"
"Nothing, really. She just has to walk the quad in her birthday suit."
Heather nodded. "Need company?"
"I think we'll be fine. I appreciate it though."
Heather turned and stood in front of him, stopping him from going any further. She looked over at Jeannie. "Rho house?"
Jeannie nodded, slightly intimidated by the gorgeous brunette.
"Sandra, I bet. She's been bragging about torturing her pledges. She's a total bitch."
Lisa spoke up. "She has it in for her. I'd a quit. Probably have to after this."
Heather looked over at the three girls with her. "Alright pledges, anyone who walks the quad naked with me is in. No more testing. Anyone up for it? No repercussions if you don't. It's a lot to ask."
"You don't have to—" Alex started, before Heather cut him off.
"You never have to; it doesn't stop you does it?" She grinned at him as she pulled her shirt off, and unsnapped her bra.
It wasn't two more minutes until Alex and the bevy of beauties were continuing their walk, the latest girls wearing nothing but their backpacks, stuffed full of their books and the clothing they'd shed.
Jeannie was still in shock at how things were turning out. She'd been terrified. Now she stood tall, walking in the crisp morning air, naked as the truth she had to face. She didn't want to be a Rho Iota Epsilon. Not after this.
Heather looked around Alex as they made the turn as the end of the frat quad, just before academic row. "You're not a quitter, are you? You're not gonna give that bitch the satisfaction of breaking you."
"Not in this lifetime," Jeannie said.
"Good. If you change your mind about where you want to belong, look me up. We need girls like you. And Gammas stick together." She looked over at where three of her own pledges were walking naked. Heather looked over at Lisa. "You too. Love that you didn't make her do it alone. Big respect for that."
Just before the Rho house, Heather stopped. "Get dressed," she announced to her pledges. Then she turned and gave Alex a big hug. "Still the best."
He grinned squeezing her tightly and making her squeal when he lifted her off the ground. "Love you, sweetie."
She held his head in her hands, and kissed him. "My once and always hero." Another brief peck and she took off her backpack and started getting dressed, as if she didn't have a care in the world.
Jeannie watched, feeling a tug of jealousy she'd never expected. Then his arm was around her waist again, pulling her along. "Almost done. You gonna explain the clipboard, part?"
"Oh shit," Lisa gasped. Then she laughed, and ran the last few feet to the sorority house.
Jeannie sighed. She thought she'd get away with it. "If anyone asks me about the clipboard, I have to ask them three questions."
"Are they that bad?" Alex asked.
She took the clipboard from him, and readied her pencil. "What's your favorite type of music?"
"Hard rock," he answered instantly, without a thought.
She noted his answer on the paper. "If you could have dinner with any four people who are no longer alive, who would you choose?"
Alex took a few seconds to think that one over, as more people started to wander through the quad, eyeing the odd naked couple doing a survey.
"Jesus, Buddha, DaVinci, and my grandfather."
Jeannie looked up at him in surprise. Not the answer she was expecting. She wished she could ask him more about that, but now wasn't the time. She wrote down his answers, and looked up at him. Her hand was trembling and she felt her eyes tearing up.
"Do you want to have sex with me?"
It was only the last question that mattered. That was the hazing.
Alex took the clipboard from her shaking hand, put his hand behind her neck, and pulled her forward against his body. He tilted her head back, brought his lips to hers, hesitating before they touched. He gazed into her eyes, as he completed that last half-inch, his mouth covering hers, his tongue brushing her lip. She heard the clipboard clatter against the ground, as his other arm pulled her tightly against him.
Jeannie sighed, kissing him back, feeling his hardness press against her. That hadn't been there earlier, while they were walking. Now it was a hefty presence, scaring her. She wasn't a quitter, but she didn't know if she could go through with it. Not that he wasn't interesting and handsome, but she didn't even know the guy.
When he released her, she was shaking.
"No." Then his lips brushed her again, and she felt his erection brush against her belly.
She stared at him, her forehead furling in surprise.
"No?"
"No, Jeannie. I don't want to have sex with you if that's going to force you to do something you're not ready for."
She absorbed the unexpected response. If he had said yes, she would have had to go through with it. That was the rule. Asking her to give the survey, while naked, to a random person was unfair. She knew the bitch had done it to make her quit. Even if she hadn't quit, the shame of giving up her virginity to a stranger would have been unbearable. Not following through was all the excuse the bitch needed to drop her.
She looked into his eyes, seeing the concern. "You know."
He nodded, a hint of a smile turning up the side of her cheek. "I don't know you, Jeannie. Not that I wouldn't love to get to know you. I'm not the kind of guy to take advantage of a girl in distress."
"But ... how?"
He laughed. "It's a legend around here. The sorority pledge with the clipboard. The guys have a similar thing, where the pledge has to ask questions. His pencil is on a string that goes into his pocket and it's tied to his balls. The sorority sisters all know about it, and they're supposed to take the pencil from him and tug on it. The DKEs still do it." He leaned over and kissed her softly. "Usually the question from the pledge is 'Do you want a handjob' or at worst 'Do you want a blowjob.' Any frat brother seeing that clipboard in your hand would have been all over you. None are going to pass up a good thing, especially not one that looks like you. That's why I had to take it from you." His eyes turned hard. "Your sorority sisters don't play nice. You could do better."
"My mother was president. She'll die if I don't become a Rho."
"I doubt that. I bet if you told her what they expected of you, you'd get a different response."
"You don't understand. It's all she's ever talked about, how wonderful it was, what a great group they were. Her best friends are still her sorority sisters from back then."
Alex shook his head. "Talk to her Jeannie. Don't do something you don't want to. Nothing's worth that." Then he smiled. "I think Nude Day is over. Maybe you should go in." He looked down at her naked body. "Damn, you're a pretty thing. Go, before I change my answer."
Jeannie looked around as more people were wandering the quad, giving her and Alex odd looks, and laughing. Fuck 'em, she thought.
She picked up her clipboard, and looked at the strange guy who'd come to her rescue. "Do you want to take me out?" she asked, smiling, her pencil poised over the paper.
"In a heart-beat. Nothing I'd like better."
She wrote on the paper, then tore off the bottom, and handed it to him. She stood on tiptoe and gave him a brief kiss. "Call me, boy scout."
Then she turned and ran inside the house, leaving Alex holding her phone number.
* * *
Inside the sorority house, all the sisters and pledges were gathered. Most broke out in applause as she entered. Jeannie turned to Sandra, the pledge mistress, and thrust the clipboard at her.
The startled Sandra took it in her hand and started reading it as Jeannie pulled on her panties. "So when are you going to fuck him?" she sneered.
"I don't know. Maybe after a few dates, we'll see."
The twittering of the surrounding girls was interrupted by Sandra's outburst. "No? He said no? Bullshit! You didn't ask him. We all saw that he was ready to do you on the front porch."
Jeannie adjusted her bra. "I asked. He said no."
"No way!"
Jeannie shrugged. "Ask him yourself, if you don't believe me. His name is Alex."
The sorority president stepped forward, taking the clipboard from Sandra roughly. "Alex Hamilton. We know. Shit, everyone on sorority row knows Alex." She turned and faced Sandra. "You know he would say no."
Sandra scowled. "It was supposed to be a random guy. I bet she had it set up with him. That was all staged."
Jeannie was dressed by the time Sandra was finished. "I did everything you asked. More than I should have. Is there anything else?"
Sandra started to speak, but was interrupted by the sorority president. "No. That's it. You can go to class. Everyone back here and ready by seven. Tonight's the initiation ceremony."
* * *
Jeannie knew that Alex was right. She made the call home, between classes. Her mother was shocked and appalled. She said she'd be making some calls. None of what her daughter had gone through should have happened. She was a legacy for god's sake! Not just a legacy, but a past president's daughter! Heads were going to roll!
At half-past six, Jeannie was donning the red robe she was required to wear during the initiation ceremony. At ten to seven, her big sister entered the room, blindfolded her, and took her by the hand.
"I'm sorry," she whispered. "I tried to stop it. Sandra is out of control."
Jeannie didn't reply. All she could think was how the hell did she have that kind of control anyway?
She was lined up with her fellow pledges and the blindfold removed. The room was dark, the walls covered in dark cloth, candlelight the only illumination. She faced the sisters, and listened as various ones told their story, revealing past history, explaining the meaning of their symbol, the import of their motto. The pledges were regaled with the value of their membership, the promise of unwavering friendship, and their purpose and goals.
Then the big sisters separated from the group, each standing behind her pledge. The president stood before the first of the pledges, the pledge mistress at her side.
"Is your pledge prepared for admittance, worthy of the honor, and exemplary of the goals and values we hold true?" the president asked.
"She is," answered the big-sister.
"And has she passed her tests, and demonstrated the heart and soul we expect from a sister?" the president said.
"She has," the pledge mistress answered.



"Do you vow to uphold the values of the sisterhood, and if you do, recite the motto."
The pledge spoke, and the leader moved to the next one.
Jeannie was third from the last. When the president stood in front of her, she felt a calmness she didn't expect.
"Is your pledge prepared for admittance, worthy of the honor, and exemplary of the goals and values we hold true?" the president asked, looking past Jeannie to the girl standing behind her.
"She is."
"And has she passed her tests, and demonstrated the heart and soul we expect from a sister?"
The room was quiet, and you could hear the intake of breath as nothing was said.
The president turned and faced the pledge mistress, whose face was crimson. "Has she passed her tests, and demonstrated the heart and soul we expect from a sister?"
"She has," Sandra answered, as if it cost her soul to do so.
"Do you vow to uphold the values—"
"No fucking way I would uphold the values that bitch has," Jeannie said loudly, facing her nemesis. "You couldn't pay me enough to be part of any organization that would allow her in it, or give her any power. You people are scum." Then she leaned forward and spit in her enemy's face. "You're nothing but a piece of shit, you fat bitch!"
Amid the tumultuous cacophony following her denial, Jeannie took off her robe and threw it to the ground. Standing in her underwear, she removed her pledge pin and dropped it on top of the robe. Two of the girls were struggling to hold Sandra back, while Jeannie went to her friend Lisa.
"I'm going to join the Gammas. Want to come?"
Lisa removed her robe, and wearing nothing but her panties and shoes, took Jeannie's arm in hers as they walked out of the room, ignoring the barbs at their back, mixed with apologies and even some applause.
"See ya, bitches!" Lisa shouted behind her, as she shut the door behind her.
* * *
It was an odd sight, two young women walking across the quad hand-in-hand, one in panties and a bra, the other wearing only panties. They walked up the steps of the sorority house, and opened the door.
"No visitors. We're closed tonight," one of the two men standing just inside the door said, blocking their way.
"Let them in."
Jeannie's eyes followed the voice and she smiled as she saw her savior from earlier in the day grinning back at her.
"You didn't call," she said.
"What? You want me to look desperate? I was going to wait until tomorrow." He walked over and took Jeannie by the arm, then held out his opposite arm to Lisa.
"What are you doing here?" Jeannie asked.
"They're our little sisters. We stand guard during the ceremony," Alex explained. "Heather's expecting you. We both thought you'd be earlier."
Lisa laughed. "It was epic. We'll tell you about it later."
Alex escorted them down the stairs, and stopped before a closed door. He reached up and took a pair of yellow robes off the wall, and wrapped them around each girl, snapping the front closed. "Don't speak. Just go in and stand at the far right of the line of pledges." He leaned down and gave Lisa a quick kiss. "I figured you were only about fifty-fifty. I'm proud of you."
Lisa beamed at the unexpected praise.
Then he took Jeannie in his arms, and kissed her. "By the way, I lied about question three."
Jeannie giggled. "I know. Thanks."
"Go in after I leave. I'm not even supposed to be down here." Alex turned and jogged up the stairs.
"I can't believe we're doing this," Lisa said. "After all the shit we went through, especially you."
"I know. Ready?"
* * *
Jeannie had heard the rumors of course. He'd been around. And around.
She had no desire to be just another notch on his headboard, and had expected the pressure to mount. Six dates, and the only part of her body he had access to was her breasts while covered.
He'd seen every inch of her and knew what he was missing out on.
Yet he was still patient, apparently content to do things at her pace. Not like the way he practically dragged her around the quad that day.
After ten dates, she sent him away again, hard for her, no satisfaction, not even a hand job. She didn't mean to torture him, but she was torn. She wanted him, God, there was no doubt about that part. Every minute she spent with him only reinforced that. Late at night she breathed his name as she pleasured herself, chiding herself for being alone, when she was certain he'd be more than happy to take on the chore.
Nobody could be as decent as he seemed. No way. At least part of it had to be an act. Once he'd had her, would she see the real Alex Hamilton?
She had promised herself she'd loosen up this last date. Give in a little. Take her shirt off for him, ease that big thing out of his pants, and help him out. And at the last minute she'd chickened out. She was embarrassed to kiss him goodnight, and send him away like that. Then she wondered if it would be a problem, or if he'd find one of his old girlfriends to take care of it.
Entering the sorority house, she found Heather seated, text book open, apparently studying. Heather looked up from her reading, and gave Jeannie an inquisitive look.
Jeannie she shook her head.
She didn't know what Heather's story was. She'd asked Derek, but he wouldn't talk. He would only admit they were close friends, and had an intimate relationship once, but that had been long ago.
Jeannie started to walk by, when Heather called out to her. "Want to talk about it?"
Jeannie didn't. She'd been talked to enough. Lisa for one was harping on her daily. She might be her best friend, but she was dreading facing her again. It was her body, damn it! "What? I suppose you're gonna tell me what an idiot I'm being? How I'm going to lose him?"
Heather closed her book and set it to the side. "No. There's no hurry. He'll wait until you're ready, years if he has to. He's done it before."
He'd done it before? Waited years? "I want to. I ... I guess I'm scared."
Heather nodded, then stood and put her arm around Jeannie's shoulders. "Take your time. You'll know when you're ready. Hell, he will, and he'll stop you if you're not."
"What happened between you two?" Jeannie asked. "You seem like you'd be perfect together. Like prom king and queen."
Heather sighed softly. "There never was a two of us. I made sure of that. No, I had my chance and I fucked it up royally. And still, he was my boy scout, just like he was yours." Heather gazed into Jeannie's eyes. "You need to understand that. He will always be that boy scout. Always come to the rescue where he thinks he's needed. He can't help himself. And the girls he rescues will be just like you are, like I was, infatuated and driven to reward him. Dying to know him. Understand that. Cause it's going to drive you crazy."
Jeannie sensed how serious Heather was. "Are you trying to scare me off?"
Heather shook her head. "No, sweetie. I'm trying to help you. I think you might be worthy of him."
As Jeannie turned to head upstairs, Heather grabbed her arm, and Jeannie glimpsed a fierceness she'd never seen before.
"You deserve your chance," Heather said softly. "But know this. If you hurt that man, there is nothing on this planet that will save you from the pain and destruction I will rain down on you, sister or not. Not your friends, not your influential family. Certainly not your boy scout."
A short kiss on the cheek, and she was gone, leaving Jeannie more confused than ever.
* * *
Jeannie took his hand, and led him into the room she shared. The room that for tonight was hers only.
Alex closed the door behind him, then took her in his arms. "Damn, you drive me crazy," he whispered into her ear, as he nuzzled her neck.
She giggled and squirmed out of his arms, darting over to the desk before dragging him to the middle of the room. She gave him a little push in the chest. "Sit."
Alex sat back on the bed, a grin on his face. Jeannie was impetuous and playful. He never knew what to expect from her. They'd been dating over a month, and it was the happiest he'd been in a while.
Jeannie pulled out a clipboard. "Question one. How many dates have we been on?" she asked.
"Eleven," he answered. "If you consider last weekend one long date."
She nodded, writing down the answer.
"Question two. Who is the biggest bitch on sorority row?"
Alex's grin grew bigger, if that was possible. "I don't know, now that Sandra is no longer a member of Rho house and has been kicked off of the quad."
Jeannie smiled. "I'll accept that answer."
She put down the clipboard on the bed beside him, and started removing her clothing. It was nothing he hadn't seen before, but the setting made all the difference. He was achingly hard before she was finished.
When she was naked before him, she picked up the clipboard and pencil. "Question three. Do you want to have sex with me?"
She was acting calm, in control, but Alex knew her by now. He could sense her anxiousness. The quiver in her voice and her trembling fingers gave her away. But he wasn't going to lie to her again.
Alex stood and lowered his pants.
It wasn't the answer she was expecting, but she smiled. "Mmm. That looks like a big yes."
Alex took the clipboard out of her hands, and pulled her close, stealing a quick kiss before laying her on the bed. For all her playfulness, her nervousness exuded from her in waves. This was a very big deal for her, as it should be. The boy scout in him leaped to the fore. He had a responsibility, to make this right.
He centered her on the bed, and hovered above her, looking down into her pretty face. There was no joking or teasing on his part, not now.
She looked up at him with those big, trusting eyes, her hand reaching out to touch his cheek. Alex had seen that look before, and he hoped to prove himself worthy once again.
His lips started on hers, but didn't stay long. Theirs was a slow, relentless journey down her body, pausing in strategic areas, her neck, her hard nipples, her ticklish belly button, the tender flesh beneath her hip bone, before making a last stop at their final destination.
He felt the tenseness of the muscles in her thighs slowly melt away, as he settled in for the duration.
He teased her, his warm breath cascading across her flesh, before his lips and tongue worshipped her, laving her sensitive skin, laying claim to her.
At first she was frustrated; it had taken so much of her courage to finally accept him as her first. She needed it now. She wanted it over and done with, before she chickened out.
When he spread her legs, she tensed up, ready for him to make his move, to make a woman out of her. She didn't need any foreplay; she'd had four solid weeks of it.
Slowly the frustration gave way to relaxation and appreciation. Her resolve turned to eagerness.
He worked her gently, carefully, sensitive to the swelling of her flesh, and how her body responded. He needed her ready for him, both mentally and physically. He reacted to her movements, her breathy sighs and moans, the way her muscles twitched below the flesh.
He briefly wondered how any man could deny himself this pleasure. The opportunity to completely devote yourself to another's satisfaction, to do everything in your power to please them, and to bask in their appreciation after.
Alex could have spent hours between her legs, taking her to the heights over and over again, but that was for another time. He needed her eager and ready. Slowly, he brought her to the cusp of her orgasm, and eased back, letting her need build.
His tongue was a demon, darting, teasing, tasting, pleasing, punishing. Jeannie gasped each time he brushed against her swollen clit, never giving it the attention it deserved, no more than a fleeting touch. She reached for his head to direct him, and he grasped her wrists, holding them firmly. Her hips hunched upward, seeking more. She cried out for the first time, when his pursed lips settled over her pearl, sucking, while his tongue flicked back and forth across it.
Alex was careful to deny her release, listening to her frustrated moan as he pulled away, blowing his hot breath across her moist flesh.
His early tentative touches had determined there was no hymen to deal with. Not that he expected any, not at 18 years old. His fingers opened her, readied her for more, ensured her juices were plentiful. He didn't push his finger in and out of her, as if the tiny artificial member was supposed to bring her satisfaction. He eased two into her, separating them, pulling to the sides, opening her enough for a third which brought forth a low guttural groan.
The pitch of her moans changed, the trembling in her limbs heightened. Once more he backed off.
"Please, Alex."
Again, he started in, fingers filling her, opening her, his mouth and tongue pursuing her pleasure, teasing and tantalizing while simultaneously denying. Her legs were twitching, opening and closing. This time when she reached for his head, he didn't fight her off, but he didn't yield to her obvious desire.
She was growling in frustration, seeking out more contact, yearning for her release. He heard her tentative plea grow stronger, more adamant.
"Fuck me, Alex," she groaned. "Please!"
He was afraid he'd waited too long. He could see she was on the verge of coming, and he jerked back, ceasing all contact, grabbing her wrist when her hands dove down to finish what he'd started. She was writhing underneath him, while he knelt between her legs, holding them apart.
Alex placed her hands at her side. "Don't move a muscle," he told her.
She whimpered, and looked down to see him tearing open a condom, and carefully rolling it down his cock. His large cock. Very large. She was nervous again, wondering if it would fit, and how much it would hurt.
Prepared, Alex stretched out above her, kissing her beautiful face, tasting her teasing lips. "Soon, my Jeannie."
Back down her body he traveled, licking and kissing his way, a more direct journey this time, settling in over her pussy with little teasing, going to work to bring her to the edge.
It only took a couple of minutes after the eternity of teasing he'd subjected her too. When he heard the begging, the moaning pleas, the involuntary twitching, he knew it was time.
Alex knelt upright, and brushed his cock against her clit, pushing it around, slapping his cock down against it, until she gasped and pushed back. Back and forth he rubbed across it, waiting, torturing himself, for her sake.
"Oh, god," she moaned. "I'm gonna ..."
He moved the head down only an inch or so, and pushed.
She cried out as he entered her, her legs kicking out, trembling. He forged ahead, driving into her deeply, until he was balls deep, his pubic bone pressing against her clit. He dropped down onto her body, grasping her head, kissing her deeply, while he ground against her.
The orgasm hit her like a tsunami, washing over her, erasing everything but the sensation of coming for him, filled with his cock, waves of pleasure beating against her. He whispered words of adoration in her ear, tiny little pushes driving his cock as deeply as possible, subjecting her engorged clit to the pressure from his pelvis.
She screamed as another wave engulfed her, gasping, fearful. She couldn't breathe, couldn't think. Her heart was racing so hard she was afraid it would stop. Her arms encircled his torso, her hands grabbing, clawing, searching for a hold.
He was merciless, shifting his legs, pounding his cock into her, grinding at the end of each stroke, holding her down, ignoring the pain from her claws, watching her carefully. Her eyes burst open, unfocused, her breath shallow, gasping for air. He watched her eyes roll back in her head, and he finished her hard, driving his cock into her fast and hard, feeling her body respond again. This time he didn't stop, she needed to feel his finish, to know what she did to him.
He hunched over her, one arm behind her neck, grasping her shoulder, holding her in place while he fucked her as hard and fast as he possibly could. Guttural grunts escaped his lips, deep groans, a desperate growl. He cried out her name, slamming into her, erupting painfully, thrusting over and over until the spasms stopped.
Alex shifted his legs before they cramped, loosening his death grip on her, settling in between her legs, nudging into her. He brushed her hair back, smiling, gazing into her eyes, until she returned his smile. His lips caressed hers.
"Damn, girl," he chuckled. "You are amazing. You're sure that was your first time?"
She grinned, and pounded his shoulder with her tiny fist. "You couldn't tell?"
His reply was a long slow kiss. "Sorry, if I got carried away. I couldn't help myself. You are incredible."
Her hands were rubbing his sides, touching him tentatively. "You weren't bad either," she said.
His hard-on was fading, and he pulled out of her, before he risked losing the condom. "Don't move."
She didn't exactly follow his orders. She turned on her side to watch him, gasping when she saw the red streaks on his back.
"Oh! I'm so sorry, Alex, your back ..."
He had tied off the condom, and tossed it into the trash. "It's nothing, really. Don't worry about it. Trust me, it was worth it. Hell if you'd torn out one of my ribs and beaten me with it, I'd offer you another for a second go."
She chuckled as she watched him reach into his jeans and pull out another condom. "Do you always carry those around?"
"Be prepared, that's my motto. I thought you'd have figured that out by now."
He placed the package nearby, while stretching out beside her, his hand caressing her lightly. "How are you? Alright?"
"Honestly, for a while there I thought I was going to die. My heart felt like it was beating out of my chest, and I couldn't catch by breath."
Alex kissed her lips lightly. "I wouldn't hurt you. You know that, right?"
She nodded slowly. "I know."
He kissed her deeper, his hand slipping between her legs, teasing her. "I have to have you again."
She nodded again. "Do you want me to ...?" she looked down at his cock.
"I don't want you to do anything you're not comfortable with. Especially not tonight. Tonight is all about you."
"I want to." She pushed his shoulder, getting him to lie on his back. She sat up, and gingerly held his penis. It looked so different, small and wrinkly. "Not so scary," she muttered, then looked up at him, embarrassed to be caught saying her thoughts out loud.
"He's yours now, you understand that, right? All yours, until you decide otherwise."
A big smile broke out on her face. "All mine?"
"Absolutely."
She adjusted her position then stretched out sideways, leaning on his thigh, watching him. She could see how badly he wanted her to do something, not just lie there, holding his half-sized penis between two fingers.
"Tell me what you want me to do," she said.
"Kiss it?"
She giggled, and gave it a quick tiny kiss on the head. She felt it twitch in her hands. "That's all? Just a kiss?"
He groaned, "Please, Jeannie, don't tease me."
She laughed loudly, giving it a shake. "Don't tease you? After what you did to me? You drove me crazy on purpose. I thought I was going to go nuts."
"Suck me, Jeannie. Get me hard so I can love you," he pleaded.
She moved closer, running her tongue along the wrinkled flesh, pressing her lips to the head, feeling it pulse between her fingers. "I guess you deserve a little reward," she said. Then gazing up at him, holding his eyes with hers, she opened her mouth, and accepted him. All the way to the root.
The groan she extracted from him made her skin tingle. She tugged on his soft cock with her lips, moving slowly, pulling at the end, using her tongue to tease the head. She might be a virgin, but a popular girl remains a virgin throughout high-school by being able to deliver pleasures of a different sort.



And Jeannie had been very popular.
It only took a minute or so for her to feel him thicken, then harden, until she couldn't readily take more than half his length. She shuddered when she felt his hand on her head, and braced herself to have that big cock shoved against the back of her throat.
But all he did was brush her hair back for a better view, and caress her cheek.
She looked into his eyes, and saw his need for her. It made her heart beat faster. He was as hard as he was going to get. She set up a steady rhythm, head bobbing smoothly, then extended one arm toward him, hand open.
He looked confused, until she pointed at the condom beside him, and opened her hand again. He rushed to place it in her hand, and groaned when she sat up, halting that delightful mouth from doing its chosen duty.
She smiled, and gave him a wink, tearing open the condom. She didn't have much experience with these, but she did her best. It didn't take her long to have him covered. "How do you want me?" she asked.
"Would you ride me for a while? Let me see you, watch you?"
"You know you're going to have to teach me, and be patient with me." She straddled his hips, hesitating, perched above his hard cock.
"Just sit down on it, and do whatever feels good."
That sounded like a plan, and she soon had that full, stretched feeling, resting on his hips. She moved up and down a little, then scooted back and forth, loving the feeling of that. She placed her hands on his chest, moving her hips, wiggling them, rocking them.
Alex watched her face, loving the way she was experimenting, learning what she liked. He'd grin when she found something good, and repeated it. She was obviously enjoying herself, testing, trying, and occasionally looking up at him before attempting something new. It was good to be playful, but this was only an interlude. He knew what she needed, even if she didn't.
When he saw her tiring, he reached for her shoulders. "Come, lie on top of me."
Jeannie stretched out over him, and her lips settled over his. When their mouths parted, he nibbled on her lower lip. "Having fun?"
She smiled big, and wiggled her hips, "What do you think?"
"I think you are amazing." He pulled her legs in, adjusting them, then lifted her hips. She followed along willingly. "I need to fuck you a while," he whispered. He put one arm around her shoulders, holding her in place. The other hand grabbed a handful of her perfect ass, and held her steady, while he started driving his cock up into her. It only took a few seconds to find the right height and angle. He felt her teeth nibbling on his shoulder, and he nipped hers, making her whimper sweetly. He grabbed her ass in both hands and pounded her, non-stop, hard and steady, feeling her body respond.
It was tiring, keeping the fast pace going, but he maintained it until he heard the sweet sounds he was looking for. The time spent between her legs, orally pleasuring her, had taught him her responses.
But this wasn't how he would finish her. They needed more intimacy this time. To offset the demanding rough fucking he'd broken her in with. The first one was to get her body to respond, to instinctively accept being taken. This one was for her heart.
He clutched her tightly to his body, and turned with her, placing her beneath him. He kissed her face, easing in and out of her, long slow strokes, once again ending with that little grind. He shifted his hips, entering her from different angles, listening and feeling for her responses.
When her body told him she was close, he rose up on his elbows, gazing into her pretty, trusting face. "Do you feel what you do to me?" he whispered.
She nodded, reaching up to touch his face.
"You were made for me," he said, kissing her softly, tenderly, his cock now moving slowly, in and out, steady. He groaned, and gave her a dozen or so fast hard strokes, then returned to the steady loving.
"You're mine now," he said. "Just like I am yours. You. Are. Mine." He emphasized the last three words with hard, deep strokes, grinding into her at the end. Her little whimper and nod had him smiling.
"Say it, Jeannie. Tell me."
"I'm yours," she gasped, arching underneath him. He hadn't expected the words to set off her orgasm, she hadn't seemed that close, but he adapted, holding her tightly, pounding into her, extending her climax as she clung to him. "Yours, yours," she moaned.
When it passed, he eased up on her, continuing the slow steady loving. Kissing her face, brushing away the few tears, nibbling on her neck, her ears.
"Don't hurt me, Alex," she whispered.
"Never."
* * *
Hours later, they had showered together, and returned to the bed. Jeannie was on her side, leaning against his prone body, her hand toying with his cock again. He felt her giggle.
"Never laugh when handling a man's pride and joy," he teased.
She kissed his chest. "Please. Like you don't have the confidence to know exactly what this guy can do to a girl." She gave it a shake. "It seems so cute and harmless, like this."
"The poor guy's worn out. You're insatiable, you know."
"Is he happy?"
"Ecstatic."
"Are you?" she asked, the words a little more tentative.
"Doubly so. I'm living a dream; don't wake me."
She climbed on top of him, kissing his face. Pressing her lips against his, she tried to convey all her feelings through that kiss.
"Thank you," she whispered. "Thank you for making my first time perfect."
He smiled, and gave her butt cheeks a squeeze. "It was purely selfish, you know."
"No, I don't know. There was nothing selfish in what you did. I was nervous and scared, and you made it wonderful."
"Wrong. It was totally selfish. I wanted to make sure that you loved sex, if at all possible. I was hoping that by making it good for you, you'd want to do it a lot more. With me."
She laughed, and kissed him again. "I guess you succeeded." She sighed and lay down on his chest, feeling his breathing, enjoying the touch of his hands on her body.
"Tell me I'm not just another notch on your bedpost," she whispered.
She felt the big sigh, and immediately felt guilty for voicing her fear. "Do you think that's who I am?" he said.
"No, not really," she answered, kissing his warm flesh. "It's just a little scary for me. You've been with a lot of women. I've heard the rumors. I know you could have anyone you wanted, probably. Heather is yours for the asking, the girl's in love with you. Why me?"
"I don't know. Sure, you were cute, adorable really, trying to cover up that fabulous body, all upset. All I wanted to do was help you. Even when it was over, and you asked me if I wanted to have sex with you, I did, but I didn't think much of it. I wasn't infatuated or anything. You were just a pretty girl who needed help, and I was glad I was there to provide it."
"When did that change?"
"Oh, that's easy. When you walked into the Gamma house, wearing only panties and a bra, and that stupid huge grin. That's when I knew you were something special. The following weeks only confirmed that feeling."
"Well, I'm glad they did."
"How about you?" Alex asked.
"I knew I wanted you the moment you stripped naked and stuck out your hand for me to take. But the closer was when I asked you if you wanted to have sex with me. You kissed me, and I could feel how bad you wanted me, your big thing poking me in the belly. And you still said no. You lied to me; you wanted me bad. But you did it for me. I knew then that I wanted you to be my first. Within a week, I was convinced you would not only be my first, but you'd be my only, if I had anything to do with it."
Jeannie giggled and scrambled down the bed, sucked his cock into her mouth, and delighting in the groan she heard. "Jeannie," he whispered.
She loved the sound of her name on his lips. She sucked and stroked, and was relentless, until several minutes later he was firm in her mouth. She sat up and grinned. "Ready to be my fifth?"
====================
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Daughter and her friends think Daddy's been alone long enough.
Just a quick little story for the Summer Lovin Contest. Nothing earth shattering. There is a relationship between a father and a daughter that some might find a little too close, but there's no incest. If that bothers you, please enjoy one of the other extremely good contest entries. There is a wealth of them this time around.
=======================
"Daddy?"
I looked up from where I was working at the computer. It was pretty much all I did most evenings. "Yes, sweetie?"
"You know how you said I could take one friend on vacation, and I invited Tina, and her mother said she couldn't go?"
Yes, I was fully aware. Tina was my daughter's best friend. Two peas in a pod. Twins separated at birth. She lived directly behind us and had been a fixture since the kids were four years old.
"Yes, and you invited Donna instead."
My daughter had walked over, and she was standing in front of me, hands behind her back, rocking back and forth. I knew the look, she wanted something.
"Well ... Tina got straight A's, and her father paid up his child support, so her Mom says she can go now."
"That's nice, but you already invited Donna, and I've met with her parents. You can't change your mind now. We've already paid for the tickets, in her name."
"I know, Daddy, but Tina really wants to go. She's been working on her mother for weeks. Can't she come too? It's our last summer. Please?"
I wanted to remind Wendy that it was our last summer as well. It had been just us two since her mother passed away four years earlier. I had hoped we could spend some time together, one last family vacation. Then she had begged to bring a friend along, and I had folded. Now she was asking for two. I figured I'd never see her for the whole week.
She noticed my hesitance. "Please, Daddy! Pretty please? With sugar on top?"
What can I say? My daughter has me wrapped around her little finger. She's been my lone beacon of light for four years. She takes care of me, cooks, cleans, does the laundry, and more. Still maintained good grades. That first year, after losing her mother, when I felt like rolling over and dying, she was the strong one, when no fourteen year old should have to bear that burden. She made sure I ate, got me off to work, stopped me from drinking when all I wanted to do was crawl inside a bottle and die. She even scheduled and made me attend therapy. When I was well enough to handle things, the guilt was overwhelming. I had failed my daughter when she needed me most, and swore never to do it again. She became my raison de vivre. I've been doing my damnedest to make it up to her for the last four years.
"Of course, darling. If that's what you want. I'll see what I can do to get another ticket, and to add her to our group. The three of you will have to share a room, and I don't want you ignoring Donna, once you and Twin-Tina get together."
Her excited squeal, and big hug was enough to make me happy.
* * *
The last minute addition was pricey, but we could afford it. Hell, once she went off to college, I had nothing to spend money on. I had a great job, and my wife's life insurance had paid for Wendy's college, and paid off our mortgage. Even spoiling my daughter rotten, I was able to bank a few grand every month. This was our last hurrah, and I'd pulled out all the stops, booking a top of the line all-inclusive resort, with two adjoining suites. All activities and amenities were covered.
I was looking forward to relaxing by the pool, taking advantage of the unlimited adult beverages and the views. I hadn't dated since my LeAnne had died. I was quietly anticipating testing the waters once my baby girl left for Rice.
The girls squealed like little kids when the stretch limo arrived to take us to the airport. It was silly, but Wendy had always wanted to ride in a limo, and it was my last chance to spoil her. The three girls were chattering like magpies, standing up through the sunroof and laughing. It made me feel good.
On the plane, they sat three across, my baby in the middle, talking about all the things they were going to do. They had a list of the resort activities that must have been a mile long. Tennis, snorkeling, beach volleyball, wind-surfing, water-skiing, para-sailing, pool games, an in-house disco, the list went on and on. From the sounds of things they were planning on doing all within one short week.
Me, I sat on the aisle of the row opposite, next to a young couple that were more interested in each other than anything else. I figured that was how the week was going to be. I was a fourth wheel, but that was fine. As long as Wendy was happy. I could take care of myself.
The courtesy van picked us up, and the suites were everything I had hoped for. Spacious, with large bedrooms, a casual living area, and a broad balcony seven stories up that overlooked the beach. The girl's side had two queen sized beds, while mine was a single king. Both opened to the same balcony, where all of us gathered once we'd done our minimal unpacking. It was already past noon. "Lunch, ladies?"
Wendy was their spokesman. "We thought we'd go to the pool. They have a snack bar there we can eat at."
I nodded. I'd eat alone. "Girls, I don't want you getting trashed. They'll serve you alcohol since you're all eighteen, but don't overdo it. I promised your parents I'd take care of you. So I don't want you separating, or getting drunk. Watch out for each other, Ok?"
The girls giggled, and promised they'd be good. Twenty minutes later I was still waiting in the living area, to head downstairs with them. I figured it might be the last time I saw them for a while.
Tina was the first to come out, and I was surprised when she came over and gave me a big hug. "Thanks Mr. Z, for letting me come on this vacation with you guys. You're the best."
I gave her a short hug in return, and drew away before she could notice what the effect of her postage stamp bikini was having on me. It had been four years after all, and rosey-palm only went so far. Tina was gorgeous. "Couldn't leave one of the twins behind, could I?"
She rose up on tippy-toes and gave me a peck on the lips, which I hadn't expected. Not when it was the first one in fourteen years. "We're gonna take care of you, Mr. Z., I promise."
Any hope I had for hiding my appreciation of her assets was lost after that little kiss, and her innocent promise. Especially not when Donna and my daughter came bursting out of their room, laughing. Donna jogged up to me, and gave me a huge hug, squishing her over-sized and under-covered breasts against my chest, and dropping a lip-lock on me that almost knocked me over. "Thanks Mr. Z.," she sighed, still squeezing. "This is going to be the best vacation ever!"
Then my daughter was taking her place, giving me a hug, and politely ignoring the wood her friends had given me, poking her in the belly. "Daddy, I want you to make me a promise," she said.
I'd been had by the little fiend too many times. "Not until I know what it is."
She giggled. "It's not a bad one, I swear." She was grinning to beat the band. "This is your vacation too," she said. "It's been four years, Daddy. I want you to talk to some of the ladies. Maybe you can get lucky. It's about time, don't you think?"
I know I was blushing. "Wendy—"
"Promise me Daddy! We'll make sure you have your privacy. We're all adults now. So I want you to go out there and try."
Tina moved up next to me, and rubbed my arm. "She's right, Mr. Z. You're going to be the best looking man out there. All you'll have to do is smile, and you'll be beating them off. So take care of yourself, we'll be fine."
I was getting nervous about their intentions. "Uh ... you all aren't planning on bringing any boys back to the room, are you?"
Wendy laughed. "Daddy! What happens in Aruba, stays in Aruba. We'll be good, I promise."
Tina was quick to add, "And if we're bad, we'll be careful."
Shit. That's all I needed to hear. Three 18 year old beauties, in an all-adult super premium resort. Alongside half-a-dozen more resorts. "Please take care of each other, and don't get too carried away."
"Don't worry Mr. Z.," Donna said. "We'll be good, and careful. Just make sure you do like Wendy said. While we're being good, we expect you to be a little bad."
I peeled my daughter's arms from around my neck, and stepped back from the three vixens. "I'll be by the pool, or on the beach. I'd like you to check in every now and then, so I know you're alive. Let's meet for dinner at seven at the buffet."
Wendy had more on her mind. "We thought we might visit the spa while we're here. Can we sign things to the room?"
"Just keep it reasonable, alright? Don't go too crazy, or invite half the beach to join you."
That got me a quick kiss, and then the girls were dragging me along.
I lost them almost immediately, and after helping myself to the buffet lunch, I opted for one of the VIP poolside setups. It got me a covered space, with four lounge chairs, in case the girls ever needed a break, a great spot by the pool, and a view out over the beach. Within moments of being seated my cabana 'butler' showed up taking my order, and leaving a list of available amenities.
A couple of hours into my stay, I was more relaxed than I'd been in years. Four large house "Palace Specials," and a half-hour massage from a lovely French masseuse helped a lot. I'd take the occasional dip in the pool, and even joined in a few conversations. I hadn't seen hide nor hair of my girls, but it wasn't on my mind much. I trusted them to take care of each other.
I was sitting back, reading on my Kindle, when Tina made an appearance. "Just letting you know that we're still around. We're going to do some snorkeling. We thought we'd go to the disco tonight if that's Ok?"
She was a dark silhouette standing at the foot of my lounge chair, with the sky bright behind her. "That's fine. You girls having fun?"
Tina stepped in and sat on the chair next to me. "More fun than you, it looks like."
I grinned. "I'm having a great time," I said. "Manny is making sure I'm lubricated, and Claire gave me a very nice massage. It's nice to relax."
"Meet any nice ladies yet? Or better yet, any naughty ones?"
"No, troublemaker. I've talked to some very pleasant people, and I'm relaxing. I may get a little more social later, but right now all I want to do is unwind."
She stood up and nodded. "That's good." Then she leaned over and gave me a quick kiss. Right on the lips. With a teasing swipe of her tongue. "You really should make a play for the two ladies watching you from the bar. You're the handsomest man out here. I bet you could pull both of them."
"I'm forty years old, Tina. I'm not some twenty-something hard-body on the prowl. I'm doing fine."
She gave me a grin, running her hand down my chest, and shocking me when it didn't stop until she'd stroked me through my bathing suit. "Just saying, Mr. Z. Have some fun. You know they're looking for it. Why else would they be here?"
Then she turned and walked away. Yes, I watched her for a long time, and even glanced over at where the women she'd pointed out were drinking. One of them caught my eye, and even raised a drink in my direction. I gave her a smile, but returned to my Kindle.
* * *
After four days, I swore I'd be doing this a lot more often. I loved the services, the pampering, and the relaxed atmosphere. The girls were obviously having the time of their lives, full of stories over dinner. After the first buffet, we had decided to opt for the nicer restaurants, and made reservations after we agreed on which at breakfast.
The girls lived in their bikinis during the day and dressed up for dinner each evening. My daughter casually informed me that I'd purchased their latest dresses, but I wasn't complaining. I was accompanied by the three most beautiful women in the resort every evening. And with my poolside cabana view, I was in an excellent position to make that observation. If I had needed any corroboration, all you had to do was watch the heads turn where ever we went.
Tina and my daughter had very similar looks. Tall, slender, long brown hair, deep tans. They had enough assets to fill their bikinis quite nicely. Wendy was looking more like her mother every day, and LeAnne had been a knockout.
Donna was a few inches shorter, blonde, and a lot curvier. She always looked like she was going to fall out of her bikini top, and I'm certain that the deep cleavage, short hem, and open back of her new dinner dress was stretching the seams on many a pair of men's pants.
Daily massages, twice that day, lots of drinks, pool visits and chatting with many of the other vacationers had me in a great mood. I'd finished reading three of my books, and was more relaxed than I'd been in years.
The girls' good behavior was helping. They checked in with me often, and although they were drinking, I never saw them drunk. They were dancing the night away in the disco, but came home alone, tipsy and giggly, before one in the morning. They had managed to run up over twelve hundred dollars in charges, at an all-inclusive that's not easy, but they kept me informed, and I made sure they knew it was not a problem. I figured even a thousand dollars apiece was reasonable. It was our last hurrah after all.
We had wine with dinner, two bottles, and they were feeling little pain. Over a remarkably good steak, Wendy started in. "It's been four days, Daddy. You dipped your wick yet?"
I could feel my ears getting hot. "Wendy, I'm not going to discuss my sex life over dinner."
Tina giggled. "Don't you mean lack of sex life, Mr. Z.? Stop holding back. I saw that MILF sit down beside you today. You had to know she was dying for it. Why'd you chase her off?"
How did I tell the girls I wasn't looking for some desperate divorcee to get my rocks off? "Tina honey, I'm here to relax. Not get my bones jumped."
Wendy pouted. "It's time Dad. More than time. It's not good for you. Loosen up a little."
I chuckled. "I am loosening up, a lot. I really am having a terrific time, alright?"
They left me alone after that, but I should have known from their conspiratorial whispering they were up to no good.
* * * *
While the girls were off dancing, I stopped into the casino. Unfortunately I can't say I won a million dollars. I managed to keep my losses under my self-imposed limit, and ended up at the bar, chatting with a few strangers, and partaking of the premium drinks, perhaps a little more than I should have.
By the time I made it to the room, I had done what I had told the girls not to do. Gotten myself thoroughly drunk. I managed to shower and down a glass of water and some aspirin before heading to bed. It was the first time I hadn't waited up for the girls, but I was in no shape to be seen, and I trusted them.
I woke up to the best feeling in the world. I had a bit of a hangover, but the feeling below my waist was countering that. I sighed, enjoying the unfamiliar sensation. I felt a light breeze on my skin, and looked over to see it was full daylight outside, and my balcony door was open. Looking downward, I could make out blonde hair. "Donna?"
She looked up grinning, and in an easy motion, she straddled me, and settled down on my cock, which she'd been sucking only moments before. "Good morning," she said.
It felt wonderful, but it only took a few moments for what was happening to sink in. "Donna, we can't be doing this."
She laughed at me, leaning over and riding my cock, her big bodacious breasts swaying in front of my eyes. "We gave you four days, Mr. Z. Four days to find yourself a vacation sweetie or three."
"But ... but ..."
She pouted. "Don't you think I'm pretty?"
"You're gorgeous."
That earned me a smile. "I'm not a virgin. None of us are. You know that right?"
No, I didn't know that. "Wendy?"
"Bobby Frey."
That little smarmy bastard. He seemed like such a nice kid. I should have known better. Remembered how I was at that age.
Donna accelerated her actions, and I moaned. "You like that?" she teased.
I loved it. "We really shouldn't," I said, trying to hang on to reason. It was very difficult, with my hard cock buried in the tightest little pussy I could imagine.
"We really should, Mr. Z., and we are. Over and over again. You had your chance, four days. Now you're ours."
"Ours?"
"Me and Tina. Wendy made us promise that if you didn't get laid, we'd take care of you. It was an easy promise to make. You're a hunk. Nice cock, by the way."
It was difficult for me to think, never mind speak. I hadn't been laid forever, and now this? Not to mention Tina? I didn't need to speak. Donna leaned down and kissed me. A very nice kiss. "I'm going to fuck you now. Don't hold back. I know you need this."
I lost any semblance of control after that. The girl fucked me like a demon, and after only a couple of minutes I was groaning, hanging onto her hips and fucking back. The need to finish came up abruptly, and with a growl, I hammered it home, my insides churning, my cock spitting out its reward forever.
Then she was lying on me, kissing me gently. "Thank you," she whispered softly. "Let's clean you up, and we can go again."
She walked out of the room naked, while I lay there, my mind in turmoil. I had just fucked an eighteen year old beauty. One of my daughter's best friends. If that wasn't enough, in from the balcony, walked Tina. She wasn't naked, she had panties on. Not much material, but panties none-the-less. She sat down beside me, leaned in and kissed me. "I'm so pissed," she whispered.
"Pissed?"
"I wanted you first. But she won, fair and square. Tonight you're mine. You got it?"
"Tina, we can't."
She grinned. "Oh yes we can, and we will. And I promise you, Mr. Z., you're going to love it."
Donna showed back up, and offered me a few aspirin and a tall glass of water. While I was drinking it, she cleaned up the evidence of our coupling. "How was it?" Tina asked.
"Quick," Donna giggled. "Nice, but quick. I bet the next one will be a lot better."
Tina nodded. "Don't hurt him. It's been a long time."
"I'm not going to hurt him, I promise. Where's Wendy?"
Tina nodded toward the wall. "She didn't think he could handle her seeing him like this."
I watched their conversation still in a morning daze.
Tina looked down at my cock. "Can I?"
Donna nodded. "Just a little Ok? Tonight's all yours. We agreed."
Tina's response was to suck my cock, getting a quick moan out of me.
Donna took my glass away, and put it on the bedside table. "Whatever you want, Mr. Z. It's your turn to fuck me. Make it good." Then she was doing her best to see what I had for dinner with her naughty tongue.
Tina's hot mouth had me hard as quantum physics. She pulled back, smiling and gave Donna a nudge. "Have a good time, Mr. Z.," she said, giving me a quick kiss, and heading back out to the balcony.
Any thoughts of being honorable fell by the wayside, when Donna got on her hands and knees, waving her young ass at me. "Any ideas, Mr. Z.?"
One.
It only took me a few seconds to line up behind her, and sink my cock to the root. She gasped, and purred like a kitten when I started fucking her slowly. Any thoughts of impropriety or inappropriateness disappeared out the door. I fucked that little blonde bombshell like my life depended on it. Her first sweet orgasm made me feel like a god. I had her on her back, driving it home, when her second hit, in between a series of gasped "Oh-my-god!s."
I slowed down, never wanting to stop, and feasted on her incredible tits. Then I moved down further and had a tasted of that teen slice, until I had her screaming my name. "Adam!" she shrieked, over and over again, clutching my head.



My sweet Eve was coming in waves. I sat up and jabbed my cock home in mid squeal, and she screamed. Even in my lust shrouded mind, I heard the giggling. I looked to the side and saw Tina and my rotten daughter watching from the balcony. When they realized they'd been caught, they started clapping, and walked into the room.
"Do her, Daddy," Wendy said, taking a seat next to the bed. At least she was moderately dressed, in her bikini.
Tina sat down on the bed next to us, and I'm a little ashamed to say, it didn't stop me from plowing her friend. She brushed Donna's hair to the side. "Good?"
"Oh, God," Donna groaned. "The best."
That made me feel pretty damn confident, and I long-stroked the sweet girl, wrenching a whimper out of her.
Tina ran her hand down my back. "Don't be too hard on her. She doesn't have a lot of experience, Ok?"
You could have fooled me. Her pussy was molten lava, hot as the sun, and ridiculously tight. All I could do was nod, holding myself up over the beauty and thrusting away.
The scene was too hot to believe. Way too hot to control. I picked up the pace, feeling close, and hammered away until I was pounding my cum into her. I think I screamed when I busted my nut.
Then Tina was taking care of both of us, wiping us down. "Go clean up now. Breakfast ends in half an hour."
I was suddenly embarrassed. Naked, not just with these two, but my daughter seated only a few feet away. She noticed. She came over and gave me a quick kiss. "Don't be shy, Daddy. It's Ok. All I want is for you to be happy."
"You ... you shouldn't be here," I whispered. "Seeing ..."
She giggled, and put her finger over my lips. "It's alright. You and me, we're going to behave. I love you more than anything, but it's too weird. I hope you don't mind."
I loved my daughter. And she was the spitting image of my wife, but my mind didn't work that way. I never really thought of doing anything wrong with her. I sighed, glad we were on the same page. "I love you baby, but I, uh, don't want to love you. That would be messed up. So wrong."
She smiled, and gave me another tender kiss. "I know. Now go clean up or we're going to miss out on breakfast."
Having a naked blonde beauty in the shower with me was incredible. She was so sweet and loving, adoring even. "Adam?"
"Yes, sweetie?"
"Is it Ok if I call you Adam?"
I laughed, rubbing her delightful, slippery body. "You can call me whatever you want."
She gave me a great big smile. "That was the best. The best ever. You're not mad I ambushed you, are you?"
"No, not mad in the least. And you're right, that was amazing."
"Do you want to be my boyfriend? Tina and Wendy are going away to college, but I'll be staying local."
That came out of nowhere. "I'll tell you what. Let's talk about it after we've had a few days together. You are the sweetest thing in the world, and terrific in bed, but we really should get to know each other, don't you think?" Never mind that she literally could have been my daughter.
She grinned, nodding. "I know all about you, Adam. I guess you should get to know me. That will be fun."
We missed the breakfast buffet by five minutes, but fortunately the poolside restaurant served meals all day. We retired to the cabana I'd rented for the week. I was still in a bit of a quandary, but it was obvious my girls were deliriously happy. Wendy was teasing me a lot. "I told them you wouldn't do anything if we didn't push you. Damn it, Dad! For four days we were practically throwing women at you, and you didn't even try."
"I was in no hurry, baby. I was happy to just relax."
"Happier than screwing Donna's brains out this morning?"
I looked over at the pretty blonde, and at the amazing body, barely covered in her bikini. "Not by a long shot. So your father's a big hopeless dope."
She giggled. "Not hopeless. You just have a lot of inertia. We had to get you rolling."
"So you want me to go pick up those two cuties by the water slide?" I teased.
Tina smacked me. "You are such a perv! We're here now, whatever you want. Now if you want to play a little when we're not around ..."
Wendy nodded. "Go for it Daddy. Just be careful."
We'd barely finished eating, and were working on our first drink, when Claire showed up. "Massage today, monsieur Adam?" She was smiling as she looked at my lovely companions.
"Massages all around, please, Claire."
"I will call over Rafael, if you don't mind," she said, placing her supplies on the table. I'll confess, I found her accent extremely sexy. She got on her little phone, and five minutes later a tall bronzed demi-god appeared, with teeth as white as chalk.
"Me first!" Wendy insisted.
We had our massages, and I tipped generously. After they'd left, the girls were whispering and I was getting nervous. They got up and pulled the string holding the doors open on three sides, and soon we had some privacy. They ganged up on me, laughing, and before long I was prone, depantsed, and getting a dual blow job from Donna and Tina. Donna had insisted that Tina's turn didn't start until that night, while Tina argued that Donna's turn ended with the shower. Wendy broke the tie, insisting they share.
The girls were competitive and delightfully talented. Admittedly I was harboring a little performance anxiety, but Claire's massage had given me wood, as it did every day, and the girls were determined to take care of it.
It was a trip, listening to the activities outside of our little oasis of debauchery, while I was serviced. Wendy's presence was a little disturbing, I admit, especially when I noticed she had her hand inside her bikini bottoms. Nothing was enough to distract me for very long from watching Tina and Donna taking turns sucking.
We'd been at it several minutes, when Manny, my cabin 'butler' stopped by. He peeked in, then slipped in quickly and quietly. "Beverages, señor, señoritas?"
Wendy I guess was a little less of an exhibitionist than her naughty friends. They kept sucking, while Wendy quickly pulled her hand out of her bikini. "Four more," she said, holding up four fingers. Two of them glistening naughtily.
He nodded, for all practical purposes oblivious to what was going on below my waist. "Right away, señorita."
I watched my teen cock-suckers, praising their efforts, warning them of my approaching finish. Donna backed off, and let Tina finish me. I thought that was generous of her, until she kissed me softly, and whispered, "I don't like the taste. Tina does. I ... I'll do it if you want, Adam."
I was too far gone to speak, and groaned as I erupted in darling Tina's mouth. She took it all, and was gentle with me afterward. When she was done, she sat up grinning, wiping her mouth. "How was it?" she asked.
Chuckling, I pulled her up beside me for a wet kiss. "That was beyond amazing. You two were spectacular." I looked over at Donna, and pulled her in for a quick kiss as well. "You don't have to do anything you don't enjoy, Donna. We can have plenty of fun other ways."
She smiled, and the girls helped me pull up my shorts just as Manny returned. Tina eagerly took her drink and quickly finished about a third. "I'm going to need another soon," she said to our butler. "That's thirsty work."
He smiled and nodded. "Are we done for the moment?" he asked.
I nodded, and he walked around the oversized tent, and started tying up the sides again, as if it was an everyday occurrence. He left and returned after just a few minutes. He had another "Palace Special" for Tina, and a tall pitcher of ice water with lemon slices in it, along with four tumblers.
The girls were stretched out on the lounges beside me. Wendy sat up. "I think I'm gonna get some sun on the beach. Coming?" she asked, looking at her friends. They both looked at me, and I had a feeling they'd had enough of the lazing around. God knows I wish I had their energy. "Go on. If I don't see you again, we'll meet in the room before dinner. Italian?"
It was agreed.
I had no idea how our little escapade was going to be perceived. Once they were gone, I could swear I was catnip. When I took a dip in the pool, I was pounced upon by a couple of attractive women, and was soon joined by two more. They were charming and flirtatious, touching me often, laughing. There was no doubt in my mind I could have any of them, probably either pair. But I was happy with how things were, and flirted back, comfortable, more confident than I'd been in ages.
When I retired to my cabana, it wasn't long before the second pair that found us in the pool asked if they could join me. I insisted they did, and had Manny bring us the Specials, and some snacks.
I had a blast, and talking with them was easy and comfortable. I learned about their lives and they learned about mine. Eventually they asked about the girls I was with. I didn't know what to say, and finally confessed the truth. My daughter had recruited two of her friends to get me back on the wagon after four years.
You could have heard a pin drop. "Four years?" Allison asked.
I nodded. "I hadn't been with a woman since my wife passed away."
The other woman, Beth, nodded. "I was in a sexless marriage for two years," she admitted.
That stunned me. She was very pretty, very fit. Great body. "That ... that's inconceivable!"
She smiled, leaned in and gave me a very nice kiss. "Thank you, that was very sweet."
"No, I'm serious. You're beautiful. Why the hell ...?"
She laughed. "Yeah, I asked that myself. Although I have to admit, I didn't look like this. I let myself go a little. Still, it was pretty hard on the ego."
Allison jumped in. "You were still pretty. It was only twenty pounds. Bob was an idiot."
I nodded. "It sounds like Bob was a huge idiot!"
They both laughed with me, and asked what my plans were for the evening. "I'm having dinner with my girls, and uh ..."
"Dessert in your room?" Allison asked.
I nodded, a little embarrassed.
"What would you say to an appetizer?" Beth said.
I was stunned. "I'd say I'm incredibly flattered, but it's been a, uh, busy day already. I'm not twenty anymore."
Beth and Allison looked at each other, then Allison opened her beach bag. She dove into it for a minute, then came up with a little tiny bag. I could see it held three pills. "I bet this would help. We could have a little fun."
I'd never had any sex enhancing drugs, and I wasn't sure if I wanted to start. Allison got up and sat on the edge of my chair. "Honey, this will get you hard, keep you hard, and make you feel like you've died and gone to heaven. My ex is a pharmacist. He was eleven years older than me, and could fuck like a teenager. If he'd been able to keep it in his pants, we'd still be together. Wanna give it a try?"
"What is it?" I asked.
"Cialis, plus something to help you keep it up, and something to make it feel better. I don't remember the names. My ex-husband, Allen, keeps me supplied. We still get along great, even if we're not married. He's watching our two little ones while I'm away." She gave me a smile. "It's weird. I think we get along better now than when we were married."
I wasn't even sure if I was going to need the help. She was a sexy thing, and I could feel myself responding. "God, you're sexy," I said.
Her smile reached from ear to ear. She opened her baggie, and shook out the pills. I know it was foolish, but I took them, and washed them down with my drink. She gave me a quick kiss. "In about thirty minutes, you're going to be aching to get into me."
"Us," Beth insisted.
I looked over at our friend, and saw her nipples were already hard. "I'm already aching for both of you."
That got me a deep kiss from Allison. "Right answer, handsome. Shall we?" She stood up extending her hand. I let them drag me off to their room. We ran into Manny on our way out. "Will you be returning, señor?"
"Not for a while, but my girls may come back."
He nodded. "Very good señor. Have a pleasant afternoon."
We made a short side trip to the little store at the front by the desk, where I purchased a box of condoms. There were ten. I was feeling a little optimistic, I'll admit.
Pleasant wasn't the word for it. I don't know what the hell was in those pills, but I got hard, and like they said, I stayed hard. Jesus! I know it had to have some kind of euphoric in it, because I felt like I was on fire, and I fucked both of them like a machine. They were very close friends, and the sight of them going down on each other was like a shot of adrenaline to my brain. Plowing Beth from behind while she was eating out her friend was driving me crazy.
Maybe it was using a condom for the first time in more than twenty years, more likely it was the pills, but I couldn't come. I stayed hard, and I loved ever damn minute of plowing their warm wet pussies, but I never came close to coming for what seemed like an eternity.
I took turns on them, and they took turns on me. I ate a ton of bald pussy, and had the best mind rush each time I'd get one of them to come for me. And that was often. Eventually, we wore Beth out, but Allison was insatiable. I finally found a position that was working for me. I had Allison on her back, knees bent back almost to her shoulders. I hammered her until the sweat was pouring off of me. Sweet Beth was cuddled up close, teasing her friend's tits. "Fuck her, Adam. Fuck the slut's brains out. She needs it, baby. She needs it bad."
I needed it at least as much, and when her last orgasm had her screaming loud enough to wake the dead, it pushed me over the edge, and I came as hard as I ever had in my life. It felt beyond incredible, whether it was the situation, how long it had taken to get there, or something in those pills, it was sublime.
I collapsed on the bed, my heart racing, and both of them cuddled up to me. "That was wonderful," Beth said. I sighed as she eased the condom off of me and tied the end in a not.
"Un-fucking-believable," Allison agreed.
"No kidding. I've never, ever, felt like that. Both your ex's are complete and total idiots."
They giggled, and I sighed, content to hold them.
After a few minutes Beth kissed me. "It's almost five. We probably should get up."
"Five?" We had left the pool before three. We'd been going at it for more than two solid hours. At least an hour and half of that with my cock in one of their delightful pussies.
They laughed at me, dragged me off to the shower before letting me get dressed. I felt incredible as I escorted them back downstairs. "I, uh, would you two care to join me for dinner? Will I get to see you again?"
Beth was hanging on my arm. "No, handsome. You should be with your girls. Besides we're leaving tomorrow morning. My poor little pussy is going to be sore for days."
That idea brought a smile to my face.
I got a kiss from them in the lobby, the Allison took my hand in hers, and pushed two little baggies into my palm. "The one with two pills is for tomorrow. Three pills for the next day. Only if you want. I'm not going to take them back with me, so they'd be wasted anyways."
I pocketed them, doubting I'd use them, and gave each of the ladies a hug.
At the cabana, Manny was at my side with my preferred drink, only a minute after I sat down. "The usual, senor?"
I thanked him, enjoying the cool drink.
"I trust you had a pleasant time?" he said, and I thought I saw a hint of a smile.
"Very," I said, grinning.
"Excellent. If I may make a recommendation?"
"Of course, Manny."
"Claire could help relax you before dinner, and Alejandro, he makes a remarkable recuperativo."
"That would be perfect. Thank you."
Claire was making sure I didn't have a single tight muscle in my entire body, and Alejandro's 'recuparativo' was delicious and energizing. My girls showed up, their bodies glowing.
"You girls have a good time?" I asked.
Wendy answered. "We went snorkeling on the catamaran. It was great. You? You didn't just hang out here all day reading again, did you?"
"No, I made some friends, and had a wonderful time. This trip has been great."
"Are we going to get to meet your friends?" she asked. I had a feeling she didn't believe me.
"No, Allison and Beth begged off, and they're leaving tomorrow. I'd rather spend dinner with my special girls, anyways."
They collapsed onto the chairs, and it wasn't long before Manny had drinks in their hands. The man was going to get a hell of a tip, at the rate he was going. Darling Claire gave each of them about fifteen minutes each of shoulder and back massage, before returning to me.
"Dinner tonight?" Donna asked.
"We forgot to make reservations, I'm not sure we'll get in to any of them."
Claire chuckled. "No, Monsieur Adam. That is not a problem. Our VIPs always get a table. You should try the fusion restaurant if you have not. The food ... c'est incroyable. Chef Jacques is a friend. He is the best. Perhaps the best on the island. Would you like I call for you?"
"That would be great, Claire."
It only took about a minute of lightning fast French to get things taken care of. "Is seven-thirty too late?" she asked.
"No, that would be fine."
She finished up on the phone. "Seven-thirty it is. Have a wonderful dinner, Monsieur Adam."
* * *
Claire was right. Dinner was delicious, and we even had a visit to our table from the Chef. My girls were gorgeous, and as improbable as it was (I'm pretty sure it was the pharmaceuticals) the idea of having Tina that night had me hard halfway through dinner.
The girls insisted I join them in the disco. I wasn't the oldest there, as I'd feared. As a matter of fact, it appeared I was close to the median age. I danced with all three of my girls, but after a while, it became clear that Tina was getting possessive. They were all asked to dance incessantly. I was surprise there were as many people present as there were, and most of the males were showing interest in my girls. Donna and Wendy accepted many dances, but Tina was sticking close.
I wasn't a big drinker. I'd pretty much stopped drinking over three years earlier. The resort's ever-present alcohol had me buzzed. I'd guess we'd been there maybe an hour and a half, when Tina dragged me out to the floor for a slow dance. She was rubbing up against me pretty good, and I was responding. Her hand slipped down between us and gave me a rub.
"Want to go back to the room?" she asked, none to subtly.
I looked around and found the other two dancing with their latest suitors.
"They'll be fine. We're good girls, Mr. Z. We can take care of ourselves. They'll pick a couple of nice guys, take them down to the beach, make out a bit and be back my curfew."
Her hip pressed against my erection. "What do you say? Go back and play?"
She was looking up at me with her big brown eyes, so eager. I kissed her softly. "I'd love to, Tina. Absolutely love to."
Her face lit up and she took my hand. "I'm gonna tell 'em we're going," she said, after escorting me back to the seat. In the ten seconds she was gone, a sexy redhead was seated next to me. "How about a dance, handsome?" she asked.
I was gob-smacked. Women that looked like that didn't seek me out. She was stuning. It took me a few seconds of her raised eyebrow, to speak. "I'm actually leaving. I wish I weren't. I'd love to dance with you."
She gave me a big smile. "I had to try. See you around? You've got the cabana by the pool, right?"
I nodded stupidly.
She leaned in and gave me a quick kiss. "Later then. Maybe you'll save a dance for me tomorrow night."
Tina was giving me the stink eye when my visitor got up. I think young Tina was as shocked as me when the sultry redhead caressed her shoulder in passing, leaning in to whisper something. My girl turned almost as red as our visitor's hair.



I had tipped our server, and took Tina by the hand. "What did she say?"
"She ... she said I looked scrumptious."
"You do, beautiful. You really do."
Back in the room, Tina seemed a little shy. I pulled her into my arms. "We don't have to do anything, if you're not comfortable."
She shook her head. "You could have had that woman, couldn't you?"
"Probably. Although I think she liked the idea of having you as much as me."
"You still want me? Not her?" she asked, nervously.
I almost laughed, although I knew that was a bad idea. "I couldn't help but think about it all day long. You're a beautiful sexy young woman, Tina. I'm more surprised that you want me."
She grinned. "Heck, Mr. Z. I've had the hots for you since I was thirteen. I couldn't believe it when Wendy told me her plan. I'm glad you didn't hook up with any of those other women."
Pharmaceuticals or not, I was aching hard, and she could tell. "You really do want me, don't you?"
"I want to eat you alive, then fuck your pretty little brains out."
She giggled, and took my hand. "Well come on then! What are we waiting for?"
Once I had her naked, her tan line surrounding her sweet young treasures was driving me crazy. She was the darkest of the girls, and her lily-white tits, ass and crotch were maddening. I was true to my word and was between her legs, feasting on her pussy as soon as I was able.
Tina wasn't the screamer that Donna was, but she was a talkative little moaner. Her constant gasps and oh-my-gods, had me feeling good. I ate her to two delicious orgasms before she was begging me to fuck her.
I eased my way in, watching her face, making sure I wasn't hurting her. I'm not huge, but what I've got is substantial. She stared at me adoringly, while I entered her. "I can't believe this is finally happening," she whispered.
"Me either, gorgeous. Seeing your sexy body by the pool for the last few years has been driving me crazy."
Her smile was enormous. "Really? You ... you thought about me?"
"Of course," I moaned, giving her a couple of long slow strokes, warming her up, getting her used to me.
Once I got going, it was like earlier. I was on fire, as hard as I get, and in no danger of coming anytime soon. I felt like I was back in college. I played with her, teased her, and fucked her like a demon. Every position I had ever thought of, and a couple I'd only seen on porn videos.
She was the perfect partner. Flexible, willing and very responsive. Whatever I wanted to do, whichever position, she worked with me, until we got it right. It was one of the best experiences of my life, the way we fit together so well, the feelings I was getting, and the way she reacted to everything was beyond my every expectation. She was very oral, always kissing me, licking my skin, sucking on my fingers. It was sexy as hell. Her eyes were lively, and her hands kept running over my skin as if to verify I was actually there. For a forty year old man, having an eighteen year old hard body stroking your ego and everything else she could get hold of, was gratifying.
Tina didn't come as easy or often as Donna had, but she would build up to huge ones, and I had her body shaking several times. I loved that little girl, almost like my own. I'd known her forever and watched her develop into the beautiful woman she'd become. Having her in my bed was a fantasy come true.
Twice I took breaks from fucking her to have her go down on me. It drove me a little crazy to see her face full of my cock, and each time I'd finally have to drag her off and fuck her like a madman.
She was riding me, her whole body glowing, when the other two arrived. They were a little drunk, giggly, and in a very good mood. They collapsed onto my bed, and watched their friend take care of me.
"Pretty good, huh?" Donna slurred.
"Amazing," Tina gasped. "Fucking amazing."
Which of course was a nice boost to my ego.
My Wendy lay down beside me, rubbing my chest. "This is good, Daddy. You needed this."
I did, and had no idea how badly. The situation had just heated up to an eleven, and Tina was showing off, bouncing up and down on my cock like a pogo stick. It was all too much. "Kiss me, Donna," I said.
She grinned and gave me a big kiss, then pressed a bare breast against my mouth, her hard little nipple between my lips. I groaned and started coming. Hard.
Tina squealed, and dropped down on my cock, grinding away. It wasn't what I wanted, but I was helpless, one arm around my daughter, the other around Donna, her perfect tit in my mouth. A few seconds later Tina was trembling and shaking as she came on my cock.
I was gasping for air, completely worn out, when the girls let me go. Wendy was the first one up and returned with a moistened towel. She tossed it to Donna. "I'd do the honors, but I'm pretty sure he'd freak out."
She was right. It was already too weird, having her on the bed beside me, fully clothed, while her best friend got my rocks off.
Tina had stretched out beside me, her chest heaving. Donna was cleaning me up, which was pretty incredible in and of itself.
"God, I had no idea," Tina said. "Your Dad is a fuck-god. He made me come so many times I thought I was going to lose my mind."
For a guy who hadn't been laid in four years, until that day, her words made me feel pretty damn good. She rolled over onto her side and looked at my daughter. "I know it's freaky, but you really are missing out."
Wendy just smiled. "Nope. I'm making out pretty good. My Daddy's happy."
"Very, very happy," I managed to say, getting a laugh out of all of them.
"Did you girls have a good time?" I asked, a little afraid of the answer.
They both laughed. "A great time," Donna said. "You sure you want to know?"
"Did someone get lucky?" I asked.
Wendy chuckled. "Not as lucky as you. Handsome brothers from Arizona. They wanted more, but I think they left pretty happy."
I couldn't help myself. "How happy?"
Donna gave me a little kiss on my poor worn out dick. Then she took it in her mouth for a few seconds. "That happy."
"Naughty girls," I said.
"Oh, we got a little attention too," Wendy said. "Not what you got, but nice. I got off twice."
"TMI," I blurted.
"Come on, Dad! I just watched my best friend in the whole world ride you like a rodeo cowgirl. Does it really bother you to know I got fingered and gave a guy a blowjob?"
It was embarrassing. "A little. You're still my baby girl."
She cuddled up to me. "I'll always be your baby girl. But I'm eighteen. I'm going to be headed off to college soon. I'm hardly a virgin."
"Bobby Frey?"
She sat up and glared at Donna, who blushed. "Yeah, Bobby was my first."
"Your first?"
She nodded. "There's only been one other. Jackson."
"I figured. I thought if you had done it, he'd have been the one. Did he treat you good?"
She chuckled. "Not like you and them. But he's nice. The first couple of times were nothing to write home about, but he got the hang of it. He doesn't last that long, but he can get it up and up, and up."
"TMI, TMI."
She smacked my chest. "Don't be a prude. Be happy for me. It took a while, but he learned how to get me off. A few times."
Tina sighed, cuddling in close. "You have no idea Wendy. He's been fucking me since we left. I must have come a dozen times. Your Dad is amazing."
"Inspired, gorgeous. My little fantasy girl."
"Daddy! Have you been fantasizing about Tina?"
"Oh, come on, Wendy! She's gorgeous, and around all the time. So damn sexy. Of course I fantasized about her. I had to have someone to fantasize about."
"And how long has that been going on?" she asked.
Uh-oh. "A ... a while."
She giggled and smacked me. "Pervert."
She sat up, and dragged a reluctant Donna away from the bed. "Come on, Donna. It's Tina's night."
I wanted to misbehave, but I was worn out. I know Tina was. We took a shower, and I slept with a gorgeous young teen in my bed, content as I'd ever been.
* * *
The next morning was my second morning sex in four years. It was nothing like the night before. I was wrapped around her, clinging like I was afraid she'd escape. Her smell was in my head, and her soft skin was pressed against mine.
My hand caressed her soft body, and my erection was pressed against her bottom. As I tried to maneuver in position, she sighed, and lifted a leg for me. Sweet girl. It took a bit of effort but I eventually got the head lodged in her, and I had her from there. Easy, slow-going, but I managed more of my length until I was stroking into her steadily.
"Mmm, good morning," she said.
"Best morning," I replied.
She twisted a bit, shifting her hips, allowing me deeper. Neither of us seemed to be in a hurry to change things up, and I just lay there, half-asleep, my hips doing most of the work, enjoying the sensation of being inside of her.
It was no marathon, like the previous day. Maybe the chemicals were wearing off, or maybe it was just too wonderful to last. Eventually I grabbed her hip and thrust a little more forcefully, until I groaned my release. I felt a little bad for not making an effort to get her off, but I figured she still owed me a few after the night before.
Shortly after I'd filled her, she twisted around and lay on my chest. "I can't believe I'm here," she said.
"Me either. It's pretty incredible."
She gave me a long kiss, then pulled away. "Oh God, please tell me my breath isn't as bad as yours."
"Breath of death, beautiful girl," I teased.
She giggled and cuddled back up, humming her pleasure. "When you fantasized about me, what were you thinking?"
I chuckled. "Too many fantasies to recall them all. Most of them had you walking into my home office and telling me you'd seen me watching you. Then you'd give me a blowjob."
She kissed my chest. "I have seen you watching. A lot. I should have done just what you said. Mr. Z."
"Tina, sweetie. After all we've done, I think it's Ok for you to call me Adam, don't you think?"
She smiled. "Ok, Adam." She stretched like a cat, and sat up, allowing me to see that perfect young body. "Shave. You're scratchy," she said. "Wanna shower?"
Like I was going to say no?
We showered together, soaping each other up, then rinsing each other off. Apparently we took too long. Wendy opened the shower door. "Enough already, you too. I'm not going to miss breakfast for the second day in a row." The evil vixen was naked and climbed in the shower with us, pushing both of us out. It was a naughty thing to do.
"You have your own shower," I reminded her, as I stumbled out.
"Yours is better," she answered. "Besides, Donna is in the other one."
I wrapped a towel around my waist, and cleaned up, shaving closely, brushing my teeth, flossing, using mouthwash. I'd been doing too much kissing not to have an immaculately clean mouth.
I'd lost Tina to the girl's room, and finished dressing on my own. The girls weren't long behind me, getting ready. It was a beautiful day in paradise, and I was about as lucky as a man could get.
Breakfast was Ok, their buffet was nothing like the restaurants, but it was filling and what I needed after the recent calisthenics. Manny must have seen us coming. He had the lounges arranged, and four of the Specials waiting. "Good morning, señor, señoritas."
We greeted him, and accepted our drinks. Before long, we were all in the pool, enjoying the cool water, sipping on our drinks, and people watching. "Any plans for the day?"
"We signed up for the free scuba lessons. We're supposed to go to the other pool at eleven. Want to come?" Wendy said.
"I don't need lessons. I was certified when I was seventeen."
She looked surprised. "How come I didn't know that?"
"Because you weren't born yet, sweetie, and I never could convince your mother to try diving."
Apparently, the girls would get some video instruction, time in the pool, and a dive master led dive in shallow water. I almost wished I'd thought to bring my PADI card along. It was tempting to join them, but I was afraid I'd be a distraction.
They hadn't been gone an hour, when who should show up but the stunning redhead from the night before. She was wearing a bikini that showed off her fabulous body, and a mostly see through wrap. She had a huge hat on that provided some cover from the sun. She didn't even ask, she put her bag down, scooted her lounge chair over until it touched mine, then stretched out beside me. "You have a nice setup here," she said.
I waved Manny over, and he took her drink order. Once he'd left, I asked her how she was enjoying the resort.
"I love it. I come here twice a year since it opened a few years back. It's my favorite. You?"
"It's been great. It's my first all-inclusive resort."
"You picked a great one. Where are your young friends?" she asked.
"Diving instruction."
"They'll love Dani. She's a great instructor. They're in good hands. So, what's the story?"
Not much for small talk. Right to the heart of the matter. "You tell me yours, I'll tell you mine."
She laughed. "Mine's not so much to tell. My position at home has me under a lot of scrutiny. I'm single, and any playing around might cause trouble. I date infrequently, mostly because I don't have much time. A few times a year I get away and let my hair down."
"And if you don't mind saying so, it's quite beautiful hair."
"So you like redheads? I was under the impression that brunettes were more your style."
"I'm eclectic."
"That's a nice way to put it. So that's my story. I'm single; I come out to these resorts for a little fun and relaxation. I don't like places like Hedonism, they are so crass, not the kind of company I'm usually looking for. So it's your turn. Spill."
I told her my story, abbreviated. Maybe it was the time spent with Beth and Allison, but I had no problem giving her the straight scoop.
"Four years? I would have gone absolutely nuts. Four months and I'm crawling up the walls. You certainly picked some gorgeous young ladies to play with. You say your daughter is the other brunette? Nothing going on there?"
It was kind a personal question. Alright, very personal. For some reason, I didn't care. "Nope. That not my style. I love her to death, but not like that."
"Not even tempted?" she asked.
"No. It's bad enough that I know she's having sex. Although I'll admit I thought it would bother me more when she's around while I'm with her friends."
"Baby girl's curious. You can't blame her. We all have little crushes on our fathers. It's good that you leave it there. You're a good Dad."
"I try. I'm not sure everyone would agree."
Our conversation was easy, and she joined me for another dunk in the pool before stretching out again with a Manny Special. I couldn't help but be fascinated by her. She was probably close to my age, but easily the sexiest woman I'd ever seen. Everything about her screamed sex. Once glance around the pool confirmed I wasn't the only one that thought so. She was an eye magnet to every male present. I even caught Manny staring at her a few times.
It took me a while to screw up my courage. "Would you like to take a break? Perhaps back in the room?"
She laughed. "I was wondering how blatant I'd have to be before you would ask. I'd love to see your bedroom, Adam. I would absolutely love to."
Maybe my confidence wasn't quite where it needed to be, but I opened my beach bag, and extracted the little two pill baggy, downing the contents with the last of my drink.
Fiona was a lousy fuck. I know it's heresy, but there it is. After my last four women, she was willing enough, but pretty unresponsive. I did my best to get her off, and used her hard, but no success. She seemed to enjoy it, and urged me on, but the fact that I couldn't give her an orgasm, no matter what I tried, was disappointing.
She was beautiful, had a great body, and was extremely willing. She was still a little responsive, and active, but nothing like the others. So maybe it's unfair to say she was a lousy fuck. I certainly enjoyed it, a lot. But there was something missing.
Once I came for her, and again, it took a hell of a long time thanks to my little doctor's helper, she rolled into my arms, and kissed me like I'd hoped she'd fuck. It was wonderful and intense. The woman had mad kissing skills.
"That was wonderful," she said, caressing my skin.
I wondered if she'd been there with me. "You didn't come. I'm sorry."
She sighed, and gave me another tender kiss. "I loved it. I don't come during sex with a man. I don't think I ever have. I still loved every minute of it."
"Really?"
She laughed, her hand reaching down and removing the rubber I'd been wearing. She tied it off, and held it up, looking at it. "It took you a long time to get here," she said waving it. "You certainly appeared to enjoy the journey."
"No kidding," I said.
"So, I enjoy the journey as well. I just have difficulty coming from penetration. Now if one of your little friends were here, I'm sure I'd have no difficulty at all."
That was an interesting comment. It also had me second thinking the session we'd just had. She had been fun to fuck. It was my inability to get her off that bothered me. I guess I was still a little insecure. I felt immensely better after her speech.
She had dropped the condom in the waste basket and cuddled up to me. I looked into her brilliant green eyes, and saw nothing but satisfaction. She had a face that belonged on a magazine cover.
"Damn, you're beautiful. Does that cause you much trouble?"
She giggled. "A little. I'm used to it. You should have seen me when I was thirty. I swear some men would faint when I walked by. One fellow came in his pants during a conference meeting. It's been useful."
Time must have been flying, because we were still lying there, chatting, when the terrible trio showed up, excited from their dive experience.
"Holy shit!" Wendy cried out, coming to a screeching halt just inside my door.
There was a time, hell forty years of it, when I would have been embarrassed as hell and tried to cover up. This time I was proud. I was in bed with a ten. Even if I couldn't get her off.
Tina and Donna scurried up behind her, and Tina got big-eyed. "I know you!"
Fiona laughed. "Yes. You're the scrumptious girl from last night. I hope you don't mind I've borrowed your man. I promise to return him unharmed."
"How was the diving," I asked.
"Fuck the diving, Dad! When you get over your dry spell, you really get over it, don't you?"
I was a little surprised that my bedmate was as casual about the whole thing as she was. It made a lot more sense a few seconds later.
Fiona rose up on one elbow, her hand reaching down and caressing my cock. "I don't suppose there's any way I could convince any of you ladies, or even all of you, to join us? I have to admit, I'd love to be with any of you."
I thought the girls would be more shocked. My Wendy walked over and sat down on the corner of the bed. "I think he'd freak out if I did."
Holy cow! Was she even thinking it? "Wendy?"
She chuckled. "Come on, Dad. She's fucking gorgeous."
"But you ... she's a girl!"
"And? It's never bothered you when it was me and Tina."
"You and Tina!?" I gasped. My head was spinning.
"Jesus, Dad! You had to know. It's been going on for years. All our sleepovers—"
"Hell no, I didn't now!"
Fiona laughed, and settled me down with one of her kisses. "It's no big deal, Daddy. Most of us girls experiment with each other growing up. Is that such a surprise?"
Tina was at the side of the bed. "We were sure you knew, Mr. Z. We even joked about it."
"I had no idea," I admitted.
"Does it bother you?" Tina asked. "That me and Wendy ..."
Frankly, it did, a little. "It's ... I guess I'm just surprised."



Wendy was still sitting behind me, while Fiona was stretched out on the opposite side, her hand still tugging away at my unresponsive cock. "Would it freak you out?" my surprising daughter asked.
"You and Tina?"
"No, silly. Me and your girlfriend. Or, well, any of us and her."
I looked over and saw the other two staring at the centerfold beside me. "Donna too?"
Donna nodded. "For the last few months," she said softly.
"I'm such a fucking moron. I had no idea."
Fiona's laugh grabbed my attention. "No, you're not a moron. You're a father, who has a hard time accepting his little girl is grown up. It's not the end of the world, Adam. Tell them it's Ok, please?"
I glanced over at my daughter, who was waiting eagerly for an answer. I looked over at the other two, and my mind started to imagine what they were talking about. All four of them. In bed. Together. Doing ... things. Naughty, delicious things.
Fiona gave my cock a tug, and I was embarrassed to see I was hard. Very hard. "I think that's a yes, ladies. I need a kiss. One of you. Now."
Wendy was more eager than I thought. She crawled over me, and was on our new friend in a heartbeat. I figured it was time to beat a strategic retreat. I'd had my fun and then some. I had to admit, the idea had my blood running hot. But that was my baby girl, giving my bedmate a tonsillectomy.
I climbed off the bed, and Donna sidled up next to me. "Will it bother you, Adam? It's just playing around."
"What happens in Aruba, stays in Aruba, right?"
She grinned and gave me a big hug and a kiss. "You're the greatest!"
I heard laughter, moans and sighs coming from the bed. Tina was already naked, and Wendy was removing her bottoms. It was a little too much to take, and I decided to give them a moment, and used the restroom. I drank a tall glass of water, before returning to my bedroom.
The bed was a mass of writhing, beautiful women. All three of my girls concentrating most of their attention on the redheaded goddess in their midst. I think the most shocking thing for me was that it was my girl with her head between Fiona's legs, giving her the screaming orgasm I couldn't manage.
Admittedly, it was without a doubt that most exciting thing I'd ever seen. I was content to watch for a very long time, until Donna's rear end, up in the air by the edge of the bed, was too much to resist. I moved up behind her, and fondled her sweet cheeks. It was my way of letting her know my intentions. She wiggled her butt in invitation while she continued to feast on Fiona. When I slid my cock home, she squealed delightfully, before going back to work.
Fiona was right. She had no trouble coming for girls. She even invited me for a ride, and I enjoyed myself, while Donna perched on her face, and my daughter and Tina engaged in 69 beside us. Yes, it was extremely decadent, and no, Fiona didn't come for me, but I enjoyed the hell out of it.
Was it awkward, occasionally brushing against my daughter, while rolling around with the other women. A little. Not as bad as I thought it would be. I even pushed her butt out of the way once, when it got a little too close for comfort.
"Geez, Dad!" she growled. "It's a fucking orgy. Deal with it!"
Oh my God! She was right! I was in my first orgy, and the only man present. I don't know what else you could call it with five people having sex with each other. I was lucky, I had a lot of openings to avail myself of, and avail I did. Once I'd finally come, in Teri's sweet pussy, I rolled over and collapsed. Wendy cuddled up to me, and gave me a little kiss. "That wasn't so bad, was it? Didn't freak you out too much."
I was too worn out to argue. "No, not bad at all."
She grinned. "We're still not fucking, you and me."
"No honey."
I got a nice kiss for that. "Good. If you really wanted to, I guess we could, but I'd rather not."
I had to admit, it was kind of wonderful to talk about it as easily as we could, while the other three were twisted together like a pretzel. "You know I love you," I said.
She nodded. "I love you more. Thanks for not getting all weird. This was absolutely crazy. Where the hell did you find someone who looked like that?"
"She is pretty isn't she?"
"Fucking-A! Movie star gorgeous. What's the deal?"
"She found me, last night at the dance. She stopped by our cabana, and I invited her up. I wasn't expecting this, though."
She giggled, hugging me. "I don't expect so." She was quiet for a second while we were entertained by the moans and sighs beside us. "You're not mad at about me and Tina, are you?"
"And Donna," I reminded her.
"And Donna. Angela too, but only a couple of times."
I shook my head. How little I knew my girl. "No honey, I'm not mad. I guess I'm just learning. I suppose if your Mom was still around, you would have been able to talk to her. I guess it's a little awkward discussing your sex life with your old man."
She sat up and grinned. "Not anymore!" I got another quick kiss, and then she was climbing on top of the mess of flesh beside me. I turned on my side and watched. It was an education.
They slowly started to dissolve, Donna the first to join me, lying on top of me exhausted. "Have fun?" I teased.
She nodded wearily. "That was crazy."
"No kidding."
Then Tina separated, and cuddled up next to me. It was only a minute or so later that Wendy and Fiona finally calmed down. Fiona looked a mess, and her face was like a glazed donut. Every one of the girls had spent a lot of time perched on that gorgeous visage.
"Happy, Fiona?" I teased.
"Sweet mother of God," she moaned. "That was unexpected. How are you still alive?"
"I live a charmed life. And one of those young ladies is off limits to me. Anyone feel like dinner?" I asked.
The chorus was a resounding yes. I think it took us close to an hour to pull ourselves together. Claire was right, however. A call to reservations, even at the last minute, found us a restaurant with space for five. "Steakhouse alright?" I announced to a manic suite.
There were no nays, and I was about as proud as a man could be escorting four beauties to dinner. I'll admit I was a little surprised that Fiona could fit in one of my daughter's dresses. She certainly made it look good.
There was a round robin of kisses goodnight, when we parted ways with Fiona. It was our sixth night, and we were leaving the following day. It was sad, knowing we'd never see her again. My original assessment of her as a lousy fuck was gone. So she didn't come from dick. So what? She could suck a mean cock, she was a nice fuck, and she was very willing and flexible. I just had to remember her engaged in 69 with Donna, while I pounded her pussy, and her coming on the blonde bombshell's tongue. That had been hot as fuck!
We posed for pictures, having the waiter take pictures as the table, and strangers outside the restaurant were kind enough to work their way through each of the smartphones, until everyone had a picture to remember the day by.
Arriving back in the room, I was surprised to see the bed had been made. Tina claimed responsibility, having called our suite butler, who had taken care of things. That was good, because the bed had been a complete mess before we were finished.
"What's the plan?" I asked.
"Bed, we gotta get up early," Wendy reminded me.
Turns out the plan was four in a bed. I didn't think it possible, but seeing Tina and my daughter going at it beside me, and with a little oral encouragement from sweet Donna, Wendy and I were soon taking turns with her two friends. A long time later Tina was riding me, while Donna was parked between my girl's legs. Wendy reached over and took my hand. "This is great, isn't it Dad? Not too weird at all, right?"
A little weird, but I had to admit not too bad. "Thank you for this week," I told her. "And it's not too weird at all."
She grinned at me, stroking Donna's hair, encouraging her. "Still a little freaked out, aren't you?"
I couldn't help but chuckle. "Just a little."
She wriggled over until she was pressed against my side, pulling my arm around her shoulders. "Deal with it, old man. Things have changed."
They had, at that. I pulled Tina down so I could kiss her, while fucking up into her tight little pussy. Then she leaned over and kissed Wendy, and I watched from up close. "Best fucking vacation ever," Tina whispered, before returning to kiss me.
I wasn't going to argue that. Donna took her turn a few minutes later, and she finished me. Wendy and Tina were already done, and looked adorable, hanging onto each other.
No, not too weird.
* * *
We were up early; we didn't even have sex. The courtesy van left at nine, and we had a lot of packing to do and a few things to take care of, including breakfast. I went out to the pool where I found Manny and made sure he understood I'd been very happy with his service.
"My pleasure, señor Adam. I hope we see you again soon."
"I hope so too," I told him.
At the front desk, I signed off for all of our expenses, and got my receipts. I was surprised to find a message for me. It was short and sweet. A phone number, and the words, "Call me, Fiona."
I was sitting in the back of the van, with Tina under one arm, and Donna the other. It was sad to leave the place behind, but I was confident my drought was over, and it wouldn't be four years before I had sex again.
"Wanna join the mile high club?" Tina whispered in my ear.
Four years? I don't think it was going to be four hours.
============================
Thanks for reading my Tall Tale. I hope you enjoyed it as much as I did writing it. It's a contest entry and your votes are appreciated. I also love to read your comments and observations. TTT
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A broken man, an innocent injured girl, a time for healing.
A twisted story of loss, control, humiliation, healing and strangely enough, romance.
This is an entry for the 2015 Summer Lovin' Contest. It's been in my unfinished pile since 2012, and I finally manage to complete it. I hope you enjoy the story. It's another one of my 'unusual' tales, dealing with what in other situations might be a fetish, with elements of non-consent, although it comes about in a round-about way.
It could be categorized many ways, but because of the principal activity, I've gone ahead and listed it as fetish.
===========================
"I should have let him fuck me," Amy thought, the last of her strength fading. She was on her back, struggling to stay afloat, her throat parched, the fierce Caribbean sun scalding her exposed face.
She thought about the events of the night before. Getting drunk for the first time, trying to fit in, necking on the diving platform with Rafe, their feet splashing in the water.
It had been exciting. Even now she could feel his hands on her bare breasts, his mouth pressed against hers. When Rafe grabbed her hand and pressed it against his hardness, she'd felt fear, excitement, disgust, desire. He'd pulled her down, laying on the teak platform at the back of the boat, tugging at her bikini bottoms.
YOLO. She wanted to be cool. Be included. But she wasn't ready for what he wanted. She was a virgin, a good girl, finally ready to stretch her boundaries. Be kissed, touched. Feel like a woman. The last summer before college on a barefoot cruise with a couple of dozen of her exclusive private school friends seemed like the time to spread her wings. Just not that far.
Rafe had held her down, climbing on top of her. "No, Rafe," she moaned, trying to make herself heard over the loud party music and the rumble of the engines. "No!"
"Don't be such a fuckin' tease," he'd growled, pulling the tie on the side of her bikini bottom, and yanking it free, leaving her naked. He'd reached between her legs, touching her. She'd shuddered, embarrassed that she was wet and excited.
"Stop! Don't do this, please," she begged. "I ... I'll scream."
He pushed the top of her body over the edge of the platform, her hair dragging in the water as they motored through the night. The wake splashed over her face, his hand around her neck, squeezing.
"Lie still and enjoy it, Ames. You'll thank me afterward." He shifted, straddling her thighs, trying to press his hard meat against her. She twisted, fighting, her mouth and nose sprayed with the salty water, choking her.
Rafe forced his leg between her thighs, using his free hand to press her knee outward. She clawed at the hand holding her throat, working her other leg free. Amy kicked out, connecting, proud for a moment, before she slipped under the water, tumbling in the dark murkiness, struggling for the surface. After an eternity, she broke free of the water's warm embrace, gasping. She tried to yell, but the boat's wake dunked her, her mouth filling with water. She coughed it up, panicking.
Surrounded by nothing but disorienting darkness. Fear surged within her as she searched for the boat. She kicked upward, turning jerkily. Behind her to the left, the lights of the boat were fading in the distance. She screamed for help. Screamed and screamed, shouting, yelling, praying someone would hear her, anyone. The sounds of Bob Marley singing about love, echoing across the surface, destroyed her.
She had no idea how long she'd been swimming, mostly floating, desperately straining to keep her head up. She knew she wouldn't be able to last much longer.
What if she'd handled it differently? Not struggled. She wouldn't be a virgin forever. She could have let Rafe be her first. She'd be on the boat now, in his arms, laughing, joking along with all the others. No longer the last virgin on the trip. One of the gang.
I should have let him fuck me.
* * *
Amy let the water carry her along, on her back, no longer swimming, all of her energy spent keeping her head up, breathing. Her vision was a blur, lips cracked and painful. She was dizzy. She wanted to take a mouthful of water and swallow, anything to stop the agonizing thirst. Amy knew that one sip could be the end. Would that be so bad? She was so tired, aching, hungry, thirsty. It would be so easy to slip under the surface. She felt something bump against her foot, and kicked away hard, terrified of what was in the water with her. She wasn't ready to give up yet.
Another hard bump and she turned on her side, kicking fearfully. Water swept over her face. She gasped, struggling to stay upright and another wave of water buried her. She rolled with it, scraping her knee. She fought to the surface, taking a huge desperate breath, and felt sand underneath her feet.
She crawled forward on trembling arms, tumbled by a wave, digging her fingers into the rough sand, pushing up and forward, the water impelling her toward the shore. Crawling out of the frothy surf, she managed to escape the tide surge, before she let the weight of her own body force her down. She was alive.
* * *
Amy woke, the sun low on the horizon. Every inch of her body hurt. She rolled onto her back, and almost screamed from the pain. She had to get up. Find water. Find cover. Find help.
Her face was in shade. She squinted, her eyes unable to focus, dry and blinded by the vicious sun. She could make out a shape. Lifting her head, her swollen tongue tried to ask for help, but only a rasping gasp came out. She felt a hard poke in her side.
"Get off my beach," she heard in a deep baritone. The poke became a blow. The man was kicking her. He dug his toes under her side and pushed, flipping her over toward the water edge.
"Leave. You're trespassing," he growled. His voice sounded rough, the words tentative, as if he wasn't used to speaking.
"Please," she cried. Even her ears detected little more than a grunt.
He kicked her harder, and she rolled over twice down the steep beach, catching herself before she slid back in to her certain death.
He stood over her, one leg on each side of her body. "If I see you again, I'll shoot you." She looked up and saw what had to be a rifle barrel pointed at her head.
She closed her eyes and waited for the impact.
* * *
Fucking kids, Hunter thought. No fucking respect.
He hoped he'd put the fear of God into the brat. Skinny-dipping and sunning on his beach. He scanned the sea, trying to spot her boat. Had to be one of those damn rich kid outings. Every other month it seemed he had to chase some damn bunch of punks off his property. Why the fuck were they suddenly showing up? For two years, he saw maybe one boat in a month, always at a distance. Now it was two or three times a week. At least most had the good sense not to come too close, the reefs and submerged atolls a danger for anyone stupid enough to hazard them.
He turned his back on her, avoiding the view of her nakedness. He didn't need that. Fucking immoral little sluts, all of them. Rutting on his property. She'd slink off like the good little skank she was. Probably be opening her legs to some acned teenager, laughing at him before the night was through.
* * *
It was almost dark. Amy was so weak she could only crawl, following the footsteps in the sand. She stopped when she had to, slithering forward when she could. Keep moving, she thought. Water, he has to have water.
There was wood under her fingers. Spaced boards. Some kind of walkway. It hurt her body even worse than the sand, tearing at her sore breasts, grinding the sand into her knees. Nothing like the pain of her parched throat. Amy wriggled forward, and felt moisture. Water. Water! She brought her fingers to her mouth, tasting it. It was hot, but it was sweet. No salt. She struggled forward and felt it against her arm. One last push and her face was laying in it. Shallow, only a couple of inches deep and sandy on the bottom. She didn't care. She sipped carefully, coughing, then drank more. It was the most wonderful thing she'd ever tasted. She drank deeply, accidentally inhaling the water through her nose, gagging. She rolled onto her back so she could breath, ignoring the physical pain, the water caressing the back of her head.
She took several slow breaths, feeling a little strength return to her limbs. She turned back over and drank more carefully, bringing her trembling hands up and washing her face. She had no idea how long she was there, but she felt peaceful. She was going to live. There was fresh water. Food. People. Not everyone had to be as coarse as that first stranger.
Amy noticed she was at the foot of some stairs. She could almost see again, her vision slowly returning. It was still difficult, but no longer impossible. She crawled up the steps, counting them. Six. Six steps and she was on a wooden deck. A building. Lights.
On her hands and knees she approached the door. Blue. It was painted blue. She leaned against it. She reached up and pushed her hair back out of her face. She lifted her fist, and hammered on the door with the last of her fading strength.
* * *
Hunter heard the noise again. He got up from his desk, and walked to the door. Opening it, he found that same damn girl, obviously drunk, falling into his house.
He reached down and grabbed her by her long blonde hair, making a fist and pulling her upright. She was so drunk she barely reacted. Fucking slut. "I warned you," he growled. "Crawl back to your fuck-buddies, you little whore. I'm not buying any of it."
"Help," she whispered.
"Right. Party a little too rough for you? Not my concern. Get off my porch. Get off my island. Next time I see you, you won't like it." He threw her off his doorstep and slammed the door.
Amy didn't know how her desiccated body was able to dredge up enough moisture for tears.
* * *
Hunter looked out, and she was laying there. Shaking. So God damn stupid. She was badly sunburned, not even enough brains to wear sunscreen. Her friends would probably find her soon.
As he was turning off his lights, he opened the blinds and she was still there. Naked. On his porch. No effort to cover herself. How much did the little slut drink? Drugs maybe. Probably. Little ecstasy for the high. She'd pay for it in the morning.
He couldn't believe his own actions when he went to his kitchen. He threw some fruit and bread on a plate. A tall glass of water. Tylenol. He went outside and put it by her head. He went back in and returned with an old blanket and tossed it over her.
Fuck. I'm getting soft. Whore will probably steal the blanket.
He closed the door and locked it. Didn't need her breaking in and stealing anything else.
* * *
Amy woke, surprised she was still alive. She turned, the rough blanket like sandpaper against her hyper-sensitive flesh. She heard an odd clanking sound, and saw a plate shaking where she'd bumped into it. Pineapple? Melon? Bread? She struggled to sit up, pushing the irritating cloth off of her. The sun wasn't up, but it was bright enough to see the tall glass of water, and the plate of food. She clasped the glass in her trembling hands, sipping carefully. She reached for a chunk of melon and put it in her mouth, feeling it, sucking on it before she carefully chewed and swallowed. More water. She noticed the small white pills, and hesitated. It could be anything. Then again, if he really wanted her dead or incapacitated, she wouldn't be there now.
She took the pills, and washed them down. Bite by delicious bite, she ate the drying fruit and stale bread. She didn't know if she'd ever eaten anything better in her life. When the food was gone and glass was empty, she surveyed her surroundings. There was a lounge chair a few feet away. She climbed onto it, dragging her blanket with her. She sighed. She was going to live. She pulled the blanket over herself and went to sleep.
* * *
Amy woke suddenly. Someone was leaning over her.
"Are you stupid? Still drunk? I told you to leave."
She licked her lips, "Please, I can't." She didn't recognize her own raspy voice.
"Where are your friends?"
She realized he was holding the rifle again.
"No friends. I'm lost. Swam all night." Her voice was a little stronger.
"You can't stay here." He sounded angry.
"Thank you for ... food and blanket. Do you have more water?" she asked.
He grunted. She watched him turn to the wall, grabbing her glass and filling it from a faucet. All the water she could drink, and only a few feet away. She laughed, her sides aching until she was crying again.
"Funny. Ha-ha. Here's your fucking water. You can keep the blanket. Just leave."
She took the glass in her hand, drinking it, all of it, gasping for air between gulps. She reached out to put it on the deck, her hand trembling wildly. The man took it from her. "You're still here."
She looked up, getting used to the glare. She lifted her hand to her brow, shading her eyes. He was tall, gaunt. No beard, but several days of unshaven growth. His dark, almost black eyes burned into hers. "Where can I go?" she asked.
"Not my problem. You can't stay here."
"Can you point me to town?" she asked.
He laughed, a vicious, cruel sound. He pointed across the water. "Maybe a dozen miles. Start swimming."
She felt her eyes tear up. "Why do you hate me?"
"I don't hate you. I detest you. You and your friends. Spoiled, immoral, irresponsible brats. Living off Daddy's money. No responsibilities, no respect for others. This is private property. The signs are on the beach. You can't miss 'em. No trespassing."
"Please. Help me. I fell off our boat. I almost died. I need to get home."
"Get a little drunk? High? Go for a late night swim, and your drunken boyfriends left you? Boo-hoo. Time to grow-up."
She didn't want to argue. "Can you help me?"
"No," he said. He picked up the plate and glass. "My charity for the year is all paid up. Now leave before I get angry. You wouldn't like me angry."
She struggled to her feet. She was shaking and dizzy, but she knew she'd get no aid from this bastard. Not everyone was an asshole. She'd find help. She shuffled toward the stairs. "Thank you for the water and blanket," she said.
* * *
Hunter watched her walk away. Was any of it true? She was probably on some kind of stupid dare, like those brats six months ago. Most likely there was a boat waiting for her out of view, around the north or south side. He took her plate and glass inside.
Fucking waste of my time. Now I'm behind schedule. He sat at his computer, powering it up, reviewing his notes. If he didn't get this chapter delivered, he'd never hear the end of it.
* * *
Amy pulled the blanket over her head, walking along the beach. Someone would help her. She kept her eyes on the tree line, looking for a break, a house, a path, anything. The broad expanse of tan sand narrowed, until she was wading in the water, following the rocky shore. Long way between houses. She knew she was sick. Probably the sunburn. She was weak, and couldn't stop shaking. But she was alive, and in 100% better shape than yesterday.
She kept moving. Don't sit. Don't stop. You'll find help. Her feet were tortured, the rough sand and half buried shells tearing them up. The salt water burned. She could see what appeared to be other islands in the distance, small, barely rocks, not even as big as the island she was walking around. Not much help there, and they looked distant, but she had no way to estimate the distance.
The beach opened up again, the sun almost directly over head. She'd wandered half the day already. She was able to walk in the cool compact sand just above the tide level. Any higher and the hot sand was too much against the blistered and broken soles of her feet. She saw a path up ahead. Finally. She turned up the beach, staggering along the sandy path until it became a boardwalk. A few more paces, and there was a washing pool where she was able to rinse off and cool her aching feet. Steps. Oh, God. No. Please. She looked up and saw a railing. A small bright yellow bungalow. Blue door.
Shit.
She shuffled up to the entrance, bracing herself. Whatever he said, whatever he called her, she'd take it. She had to have his help. She couldn't spend another day like this. Not another hour.
* * *
Hunter heard the knock at his door. Fuck. The bitch was back. What the hell? Had her friends really left her? That's all he needed. Some whiny, needy spoiled brat. The two-month supply boat wouldn't be back for weeks. Fuck.
He rose to his feet, angry, and went to the door.
"You."
"Please. A phone call. All I need is a phone call," she begged.
"No phone."
She looked puzzled, as if the thought of anyone living without a phone was beyond comprehension. "A boat? Can you just take me to where I can make a call? My family has money. They'll pay you."
He laughed, cruelly. "I'm sure they have money. All you brats are the same. I don't need your filthy money."
"Please, help me. Something, anything," she pleaded. The slut leaned against the wall. His wall. His.
"Why?"
"Kindness? Karma? Because you can?"
He laughed again, and slammed the door in her face.
Like every other bitch. Wants something for nothing. Like Her. His evil conniving wife, raping his life, taking everything he had, while he was overseas, reservist, recruited against his wishes and forced to serve three years in Afghanistan and Iraq. Like that bitch of an attorney, determined to strangle the life out of him, make him work for his unfaithful slut-wife, taking his earnings, grinding his life away while she crawled from bed to bed. The lying cunt of a sister who hung him out to dry, keeping the whore's secrets. He showed them. Let them try to find him now. They'd get nothing from him. Not now. Not ever.
Like this stupid little slut on his doorstep. Useless piece of flesh, a wart on society. Good for nothing but feeding off others. Flash her tits, give up a little ass, bare those bright white teeth in a fake smile, bat those baby blues, and always get her way. Daddy's little princess, leading him on, and he'd give her anything, guilty of his own desires toward the cum-slut living under his roof, giving it up to anyone who wanted. Anyone but him.
Fuck if he'd be used again.
* * *
Amy sank to the ground. Her stomach was cramping from hunger. She crawled to the faucet and drank her fill, leaning against the hot wall. She reached down to her feet, peeling off the dead and peeling skin, blisters under her blisters, bleeding. She rinsed them off under the water.
He couldn't do this to her. No civilized person could. It wasn't her fault she was stuck on his stupid island. It wasn't fair.
She stood, cringing from the pain in her feet. She walked to the door, unsteadily, and tried the handle. Locked. She knocked on the door, over and over, when he didn't answer.
Finally, he threw open the door. "Stop it, you stupid cunt! I'm working."
"I'm hungry. I ... I have to have something to wear. I'm sick. I need more aspirin or something stronger," she told him, bravely, standing tall, looking him in the eye.
"Like I care. Stay out there, on the beach. Boats pass by almost every day. Find a ride. You got yourself here, you can get yourself gone."
She couldn't help but start crying. It didn't have to be like this. She only needed a little help. It would cost him nothing.
"Sorry. That doesn't work on me. I've seen enough crocodile tears from little lying bitches to last a lifetime."
"Why? Why are you treating me like this? I'm a person. I'm helpless. I'm hurting. You wouldn't treat a dog this way!"



He grinned. "You're right. I wouldn't. A dog doesn't bite the hand that feeds it. A dog is loyal. It knows its place." He stared at her hard. "A dog wouldn't interrupt my work. Wouldn't sit here whining on my doorstep. Fuck, I wish you were a dog. Maybe you'd just lie down out of the way and shut the fuck up."
Amy couldn't believe the bile and disgust that radiated from this man. He was broken inside. That much was obvious. She was stuck on a deserted island with a man who was probably unhinged.
She sank to her knees, utterly and completely defeated. She was going to die here after all, because one man couldn't see her as a fellow human being. A misogynistic bastard, who for some reason obviously abhorred women. Her long hair, full breasts, narrow waist and tight ass were her greatest weaknesses versus her only potential savior.
Amy got on her hands and knees. She hated herself with every movement she made, crawling to him. She leaned down and licked his bare foot, trembling when he jerked back a step. She hunkered down lower, crawling forward, licking his foot again. Licking his ankle when he didn't pull away. She rolled over onto her back, ignoring the agony, closing her legs and lifting her knees, covering her breasts with her elbows. She brought her hands to her chin, curling her fingers. She stretched, exposing her belly to him. She whimpered, whining.
"Get up, you stupid little cunt," he growled.
Amy bent her head to the side, wriggling closer, licking his ankle, whining deep down in her throat. She looked up at him, piteously. Please, she thought. Please, I'll be good. Feed me. Help me.
* * *
What the fuck? Hunter looked down at the girl, seeing her bleeding feet, scraped, blistering skin. Pitiful despairing look. She was licking him. Whimpering and whining like a whipped cur.
"Stay," he barked.
He went to his kitchen. Opened a can of cold beef stew and dumped it in a bowl. Filled another bowl with water. He couldn't believe he was doing this, but maybe, just maybe, she really would shut up and keep out of his hair while he finished these last few pages. Sit in a corner and shut up. Invisible. For that he'd feed her for the next couple of weeks until the supply boat came.
He walked back and she was on her hands and knees, waiting where he'd left her. Naked, and trembling. He put the bowls in front of her, along with a couple of Tylenol, and she waited patiently. No longer whimpering. He brushed her hair back so he could see her face. She looked up at him, eyes big, pleading. "Eat."
She leaned down, pressing her face into the bowl. Quiet except for the sound of her eating.
He grabbed an afghan off the couch, and laid it on the floor by the door. "Your bed. I hear one God damn word from you, and I swear I will throw you out the door, and never give you one more fucking thing. You interrupt me again, and I'll beat the living daylights out of you."
She looked up at him, and nodded. Lowering her face back to her food.
Hunter turned his back to her, returning to his work. He managed to finish three pages before he even thought about her again. He was writing, no writer's block, the words flowing easily. He looked over, and she was lying on her side, dead to the world. She would still tremble uncontrollably every minute or so.
He picked up the empty food bowl. She'd licked it clean. He took both bowls to the sink, washing the stew bowl and refilling the water. He placed the bowl back in its place beside her. He reached out and brushed her hair back. Her cheeks under her eyes were blistering, and her lips were cracked and raw.
Why couldn't women always be like this? Hunter went to his closet and got a light blanket and covered her.
He returned to his writing, his fingers dashing over the keys, his words taking form as fast as he could think them.
* * *
Amy lay where she'd been told, watching him. He was silent, focused, his fingers blistering the keyboard. She didn't know people could type that fast.
She had to pee. It was becoming painful. She didn't know what to do. Would she anger him if she asked to go? Should she just get up and find the bathroom. Maybe she could slink outside unseen. She couldn't anger him. He was calm now. He'd fed her, and covered her. Obviously he had work to do, and she'd been interrupting. He had to stop some time. Stop for dinner. She could hold out a little longer. She had to.
She watched him. Waiting. He had to take a break.
Amy had her hands between her legs, pressing down. She couldn't wait much longer. It hurt so bad. Enough to distract her from the myriad other pains. She heard the sound of his chair legs scratching against the floor. He backed away from the laptop, closing the top, stretching. It was getting dark outside; he must have typed for six or seven hours without stopping.
He stood, and turned toward her. She trembled at his approach. He squatted down beside her, and ran his hand across her hair. "Good girl," he said softly.
Amy looked up at him. "I have to pee," she said softly, eyes downcast.
She waited for the explosion. A slap, a kick something. When nothing happened, she looked up into his thoughtful face.
"Sit." He said sharply. He extended his arm toward her and she flinched before he snapped it up in a 90% angle. "Sit!" he commanded, doing the gesture again.
Amy sat back on her haunches, in pain, knowing she'd be leaking on his floor at any moment.
"Good girl," he said, caressing her hair. "If you need to speak to me, approach my feet, sit and whine. I may allow it then."
She scooted forward, curling her arms back, elbows tucked in, hands curled in front of her neck. She whined piteously.
"Speak, girl."
"Please, I have to pee. Now."
He stood and opened the door. She crawled outside. Why couldn't he at least let me use the bathroom? Was that so difficult?
* * *
She might not be such a problem, Hunter thought. If she'd stay out from underfoot, out of his way. Ignorant little brat. He smiled, thinking how much she must hate being treated as a dog. He imagined his ex-wife, naked on her hands and needs, begging for any little treat. Forced to sleep outside at night. At his complete and total mercy for all her needs. Her and that bitch of a lawyer. Wouldn't that be justice?
He allowed his puppy back in the house when she scratched at the door. She moved slowly, crawling into the house. Silent, obedient, cringing. She curled up back into her blankets, and he knelt beside her, checking her fever. She seemed to be doing better.
Ignoring her, he went to the kitchen and prepared a simple meal. Spaghetti and clam-sauce, from his dwindling supply. He really needed to do some fishing, take some of the burden off his larder, if he'd have to be feeding her as well.
He sat, eating his meal, keeping an eye on her. She was watching his every move. Probably starving. It wouldn't hurt her to suffer a little. Not like he hadn't been made to suffer for ages.
When he finished his meal, he scraped the leftovers into a bowl for her, and put it on the floor at the end of the kitchen counter. He whistled and called her over. "C'mere girl. Feeding time."
She was more tentative in her movements, taking an eternity to crawl across the hard floor, before she buried her face in the bowl. She glanced up at him a couple of times. He expected to see anger, but was greeted by a look of shame and maybe, gratefulness?
Hunter retrieved her water bowl from the entrance corner, rinsed it out, and refreshed it. He set it beside her, brushing her hair out of the way and patting her head. "Hungry, girl?"
She looked up and nodded, the sauce caking her lower face. She didn't seem to worry about it, as she dipped her mouth into the watering bowl, drinking deeply. While she finished her meal, he went to her corner and straightened out her blankets. A few moments in his orderly supply room, and he retrieved an old quilt, which he folded and placed on the floor, piling her blankets on top of it. A little extra padding for the puppy.
When she'd finished licking her bowl clean, he took up the food bowl and placed it in the sink. He used his dish cloth to wipe her face, checking her temperature again. She seemed warm. He finished his cleaning, and noticed that she'd returned to her corner. So she was trainable.
He sat on his couch, doing a little reading, the intruder in his home breaking his concentration several times. It had been a long day, and he decided to end it early. He checked on his puppy, and fed her a couple of more Tylenol, to take care of any fever. He pulled her blanket over her, and retreated to his room.
For the first time, he wished he had locks on his interior doors. He wasn't sure he could trust her alone. What if she came into his room while he was sleeping? There's no telling what a woman may do. Deceitful, tricky, evil creatures. He settled for propping a chair against the door, counting on it waking him up if she tried to get in.
* * *
Amy was in a daze, lying in her blankets. He'd fed her. Watered her. Given her medicine. It might not be the Ritz, but she may survive after all. She'd waited for one of his outbursts, wondering if he'd cuff her, smack her around. Maybe take advantage of her. Instead, he acted as if she didn't exist, except for that brief feeding, and preparing her bed for her. She smiled briefly at the thought of his getting a new blanket for her to lie on. Was that a crack in his cruel demeanor? A momentary act of consideration?
Why couldn't he give her something to wear? Let her out of the corner. She would have liked to lie on that couch, but she knew he wouldn't allow that. No, she had to be invisible, keep his attention at a careful distance. Go along with his asinine treatment of her. It wasn't that high a price for food and shelter, for survival.
Her joints ached, her knees were tortured. Any time she moved, she felt the rough blanket scraping like sandpaper against her sensitive skin.
She closed her eyes, wondering how long it would go on. He must have access to civilization. His food, medicine had to come from somewhere. How long would she have to be his dog, before some kind of rescue came for her, or he set her free? People had to be searching for her. How hard could it be to track down where she'd landed?
Days, weeks, months? What kind of time-frame was she looking at? How long would he be willing to care for her? What if he snapped? She'd have to be good, a good dog. If he kicked her out, she knew that her days were numbered. She would be a good dog. The best. Her survival depended on it.
* * *
She woke to the smell of cooking. The clatter of a bowl on the kitchen floor had her struggling to free herself from the blankets, crawling across the floor. Steam was still rising from the scrambled eggs in her bowl. She made her way to her food, eating carefully so as not to burn herself. Her water bowl was refilled, and she drank deeply.
She didn't feel well, and knew her fever had returned. Her bladder was full. She needed out.
The man knelt beside her, opening his palm and holding out a couple of the painkillers. She picked them up with her lips, and drank from her water bowl. She almost wished there was a way to thank him for that little kindness. A hot breakfast and medicine.
He reached for her bowl, and for a moment she considered pushing his hand away. There were still a few remains in there which she'd happily retrieve. She didn't get the chance. She backed away, and recalled his discussion about how to ask for something. She really needed to pee.
She turned to him, but he was already gone. She found him by the door, holding it open. "Out. Out girl."
Amy crawled toward him and he picked up one of her blankets, throwing it outside. "Don't be scratching at the door. I'll let you in when I'm ready."
She nodded fearfully, hearing the door close behind her. She considered standing, walking down to the sand to pee, but she was afraid. Afraid he'd punish her, if she didn't maintain her role. That, and fearful of the pain in her feet, which were on fire. Her knees hurt terribly, but nothing like the agony she experienced when the soles of her feet touched anything. She felt shame squatting in the sand emptying her bladder.
She rinsed off under the faucet at the base of the stairs. She could already feel the relentless fury of the sun beating down on her. She returned to the porch, scanning the area. She couldn't stay under the direct rays of the sun, nor did she want to leave the porch, in case he came for her. She decided to prop two of the lounge chairs against the porch railing. She laid her blanket out underneath them, and curled up there, under the shade from the railing and the chairs. It blocked 90% of the sun's light, and if she moved every so often, she could avoid the discomfort of the rays frying her skin.
She napped restlessly, drinking from the porch faucet when thirsty, then retreating to her mini-oasis of shade. Why had he put her out? Hadn't she been good? What had she done wrong? Not subservient enough? Not grateful?
These thoughts were echoing in her brain, when she heard the door open. She crawled out from her retreat, already on her way, when she heard his whistle. "C'mere girl!" he called out, and she turned the corner of the recessed entry, moving as quickly as she could, before he could change his mind.
Grateful. She could be grateful. She brushed against his leg as she passed him, turning and rubbing her head against his thigh. She braced herself, then opened her lips and licked his skin. Grateful. I can play grateful.
* * *
Hunter had watched her from the door, as she crawled to the edge of the deck. She stood and walked down the steps, gingerly, turning at the bottom, squatting and peeing in the sand. He chuckled. She really had to go. He could hear the noise of her stream from where he stood. She stayed that way for a long time, before she walked over to the foot wash. An odd little bow-legged walk, until he realized she was trying to move on the sides of her feet. She turned on the faucet, refilling the low trough, and splashed the water up between her legs, then washed her feet.
She was a good girl. Quiet when told. Quick to learn. Neat. Cleaned up after herself.
She had built herself a little shelter, lazily napping underneath it. At least she wasn't bothering him. He'd managed to spend a few hours working, only minimally distracted, peeking out at her on occasion. When he looked up at the clock it was after one. Time for lunch. Time to feed the puppy.
Opening the door a crack, he saw her respond to the sound. He watched her stretch, flaunting her body at him. He felt the anger build for a moment, then melt away when she got back on her hands and knees, crawling his way. He opened the door wide, whistling for her. "Come here, girl," he called out.
She picked up her pace, crawling quickly. That must have been painful. At the door she rubbed her head against his leg.
Hunter laughed, rubbing her head. "Heel," he said, snapping his fingers as he brought his arm down to his side swiftly, slapping his thigh. He walked into the living room, the girl following, one step back, and to his side. He walked over to the couch, lifted his hand over the cushion. Snapped his fingers. "Up!" She climbed onto the couch curling up.
He looked her over, walking around her, her big blue eyes following him. She was in bad shape. He'd need to take care of her, if she was going to be there for a while. He tilted her head up and looked into her face. The burn was bad. He held his hand to her head. She was burning up. He was surprised she was able to be as obedient as she was. She should have been passed out and delirious. He checked her hands, her knees, her feet.
"Stay," he told her arm extended, palm facing her. "Stay," he repeated. He retreated to the bathroom to get supplies.
* * *
Food and sleep. That's what I need. Something for the fever would be good. Anything for the pain. She had been nervous when he'd touched her, looking at her body. What was he going to do to her? Would she fight it? Could she?
He walked back into the room, a bag of supplies in hand. He was bare chested, wearing only a pair of tight cut off jeans. She was surprised by the muscularity of his chest. He placed the bag on the floor beside her. He went to the kitchen and returned with a large glass of orange juice. She felt her mouth filling with saliva in anticipation. He sat on the edge of the couch in front of her. He held out some pills. "Open," he said softly. She opened her mouth, extending her tongue. He put the pills on her tongue and passed her the juice. "Drink as much as you can."
She eagerly drank half of it, the tangy sweetness giving her goosebumps. She took a breath and drank the rest more slowly, passing him the empty glass. He smiled, and rubbed her head. Funny, he never touched her anywhere else, except for those few moments he checked her hands, feet and knees.
"You are a good girl, aren't you?"
Amy nodded. She whined softly, hoping that nodding was permissible.
"Lay back now. Let me take care of you. This may hurt a little."
She uncurled, stretching out a bit, closing her eyes. She hoped and prayed that 'taking care of her' wasn't some perverted euphemism. Not that she would fight it. She couldn't.
He took her hand in his, and opened it up in his lap. He wiped it with a wet wipe, then produced some tweezers. She felt his gentle touch as he removed a couple of splinters she hadn't even realized were there. He did the same for her other hand. Amy whimpered a bit, when he had to dig under the skin. He reached out and brushed her shoulder. "Shh, I know it hurts. I'm sorry." He dabbed some hydrogen peroxide on the worst of the scrapes. It burned for a moment. He extended her arms, and checked and treated her elbows and forearms.
He moved down by her knees, and wiped them clean. They were bruised and scraped, rubbed raw, sand embedded in her skin. He took his time with her, cleaning and wiping. When he was satisfied with the job he'd done there, he moved down the couch, dragging his supplies with him. He sat on the end and pulled her feet into his lap. He clucked over the shape they were in.
"This is bad. You can cry or moan if you need to. I'll try to be gentle."
Amy was astounded that even for that short moment he talked to her like a person. He had some small scissors and was cutting away the torn strips of flesh. She muttered a soft 'Ow' tensing up immediately. "That's Ok," he told her, reaching out and petting her thigh for a moment. He took a long time with her feet, cleaning out the sand, disinfecting. He cleaned between her toes, even trimming her nails.
He got up. "Stay," he commanded.
Like I'm going to go anywhere.
She heard him running the water for a bath. The idea made her twitch. God, please, let that be for me.
He walked back out, standing over her. "I need to bandage those feet, and we've gotta get some ointment on those burns, but we have to clean you up first. You're filthy. Don't fight me on this."
She looked up and nodded softly. Fight you? I'd beg if it would help.
She whimpered when he slid his arms underneath her, lifting her easily. His biceps looked like corded steel, bulging. He was strong, good thing she hadn't tried to fight him. He carried her into the bathroom, knelt and lowered her into the hot water, slowly. The heat made all her cuts, scrapes and contusions burn. She whimpered again. "I know. It'll be better soon. Trust me, puppy. I'm going to take care of you."
He had a facecloth in his hand, and put some liquid soap on it. Amy leaned back, closing her eyes.
* * *



Hunter looked down at the poor creature. She was a brave little thing. That had to hurt. She hardly whined at all. He started at her neck, washing her as gently as he could, cleaning off the sand, salt and dirt. She smelled bad, stinking up his house. This would help.
She would make the occasional groan or whimper when he hit the worst spots, but she didn't complain. He looked at her breasts, big tits, only purpose in life was to snare helpless weak men. She was built for temptation. He squeezed them roughly and she whimpered, looking up at him piteously. He looked down and saw the skin was scraped raw, her nipples bruised. Dragging herself across the sand and wood, probably. He looked closer and saw another splinter. "Stay," he said softly.
He got his tweezers and returned to her, lying in the water obediently. He lifted her breast, and removed the embedded sliver of wood. He saw her nipple harden. Of course. Sluts. Slaves to their hormones.
He retrieved his facecloth and took his time cleaning her thoroughly. He felt some anger when he reached between her legs, but she whimpered softly, opening her legs, and turning her face away. Not her fault she was dirty there. She was filthy everywhere. He was especially careful with her tortured feet, cleaning her ankles and between her toes, but leaving the soles alone, hoping the soaking helped.
"Roll over," he told her.
She did, obediently, quickly and carefully. She had difficulty keeping her head above water, and he opened the drain. He started with her back, and cleaned her thoroughly, gently. Her sunburn was much worse on her back. He wondered how she'd been able to lie on the couch without crying. She was blistering between her shoulders, and her bottom was a bright red, where her bathing suit had once covered her.
He stopped the water from draining when there were only a few inches remaining. Fewer cuts and scratches on her backside, thankfully. He turned the water back on, checking the temperature, then slid her forward in the tub until her head was under the running stream. He washed her hair, taking a long time, getting the seeming endless quantity of sand out. He shampooed her long blonde tresses twice.
Hunter debated cutting them. They were more trouble than they were worth. Yet they seemed to fit her. He'd leave it alone for now.
When he was happy with her cleanliness, he lifted her out of the tub and sat her on the counter. He handled her carefully, patting her dry. He toweled her hair dry, and moved her legs, opening the door underneath her, searching until he found the blow-dryer he knew he had but so seldom used. A major drain on his power.
Hunter plugged it in, drying her hair, running his fingers through it, removing the knots and tangles. She was brave, stoically sitting through the ordeal. He brushed her hair, carefully avoiding scraping her scalp. When the brush moved smoothly without resistance he turned off the blow-dryer, and lifted her.
She leaned against his chest, rubbing her head against his shoulder. He almost dropped her when she licked his shoulder.
He turned to the back of the house, opening the door into his bedroom. She whimpered, squirming in his arms, obviously frightened. "Stop," he warned her. "You need healing. I have no interest in your scrawny, salacious body. Be good, or I'll throw you back outside and let you fend for yourself."
* * *
Amy's heart had leapt in her chest. She knew it. The bedroom. He would use her and there was nothing she could do about it. She found herself twisting unconsciously, squirming in his arms. Please don't do this. Not now. Please. Let me rest first. Let me sleep. Let the pain go away.
He snapped at her, commanding her to stop, letting her know that he had no interest in her as a woman. She was only his pet. He'd take care of her only as long as she was a meek, obedient, puppy.
She could do that. As long as she needed, until she healed and rescue came. It wasn't that onerous. He had been gentle with her, although she could use another feeding.
He placed her on the bed, carefully. "Roll Over," he commanded. Another silly gesture, as if she didn't know what roll over meant. She was happy enough to get off her back. The pain was constant, throbbing, itching.
She sighed, embarrassed at her own ability to stay in her role, as the cool ointment was rubbed into her shoulders. Within moments the pain diminished. She felt his big firm hands move over her skin, missing no part of her. He paid more attention to her ass then he probably should, but as the pain down there faded, she realized how burned the soft white flesh on her rear must have been. He worked all the way to her ankles, and then did it all over again. She was half-asleep by the time he finished, relaxed for the first time in days.
He caressed her head. "Good girl. Such a good girl. Roll over now."
She was embarrassed. Naked on his bed, completely exposed. Amy rolled over, her hands briefly moving to cover her breasts. She saw that dark look again, the scary one, and moved her arms to the sides. His eyes softened. "Don't be afraid, puppy-girl, I won't hurt you. Your breasts do nothing for me."
She whined softly, reaching out and brushing his leg with her hand.
"Relax. Sleep if you can."
He poured the lotion in his hands, starting at her shoulders and doing each of her arms, before moving down her chest. She felt herself blushing, embarrassed, as her nipples hardened. He covered her breasts carefully, his hands soothing. He worked down her body, stealing the pain, leaving comfort in his wake. He opened her legs, and she almost died, knowing he'd be able to see her involuntary reaction. He rubbed her pubis, and her throbbing pussy, gently, with no more attention than he'd given her elbows. Less. He continued down her legs, coating her thighs, inside and out, covering her knees and shins, finishing with her feet. Just as he had on her back, he traversed her body a second time and she relaxed totally. The excitement waned, exhaustion taking its place. She could barely keep her eyes open.
"Good girl," he whispered, caressing her body from head to toe. She woke when she felt his hands brushing her hair back, gently rubbing her face. She closed her eyes again, his thumbs rubbing the cooling ointment into her cheeks, across her forehead.
She looked up at him, surprised to see a tenderness in his visage. He wiped his hands carefully, then rubbed Vaseline into her lips, thoroughly, paying special attention to the sides of her mouth, where they met.
"I'm going to take care of your feet now. I'll apply a light bandage, and change it in the morning. If it hurts too much, let me know."
She nodded, mutely.
He left her, returning with his first aid kit.
"Naughty girl, letting your feet get like this. You'll have to take better care of yourself. I can't spend all my time pampering and bathing you."
He was applying some disinfectant ointment that stung. She twitched, her legs trembling in spite of her effort.
"It's Ok, girl. Don't fight it. If it hurts, you can let it out."
She whimpered a couple of times, even whispering 'Ow' when he took care of the worst of it.
He bandaged her gently. "What will I call you, girl? Speak."
"Amy," she said softly.
A grimace appeared on his face. Amy. He'd known a Amy. One of the bitch's best friends. Another traitor and useless cunt. "No," he snapped. "You're not an Amy. You ... you're a ..." Hunter was stuck. He didn't know what to call her, but it certainly wouldn't be Amy. He looked her over, taking in her sorry appearance, her sunburned skin—
"Red. I'll call you Red."
She lowered her head, and whimpered softly, fearful of his displeasure.
He saw her response. She thought he was angry. He put his hand on her leg, stroking her softly. "Red was a good girl. A very good girl. Master's very proud of her. Are you hungry, or do you want to sleep?"
"Hungry, Master. Please." She kept her voice low and soft, which seemed to satisfy him.
"Rest. I'll bring you something." He sat beside her, his hand caressing her side, rubbing her belly softly. "Normally, puppies don't sleep on Master's bed. They certainly aren't fed from the table. This is just for tonight. Understood?"
"Yes, Master. Thank you."
Amy woke when she felt her shoulders lifted. Master held her up, sitting behind her, letting her rest against his chest. Her body was covered with a sheet, cool against her burning skin. He lifted a piece of meat to her lips and she ate it, gratefully. It was juicy, tender, spicy. "Mmm."
He laughed softly. "I thought you might like that." He fed her another piece, then a french fry, hot, crispy, salty. It tasted homemade. She sighed leaning back into him, opening her mouth for her next treat.
A bite of asparagus, firm, slightly crunchy on the stalk, not boiled to death. Buttery. He fed her the rest of the stalk before she got another piece of the delicious meat. When she'd finished her small meal, he wiped her mouth carefully, looking into her face. She giggled and gave a little bark.
He laughed. "What? Still hungry?"
She shook her head, wriggling. She barked again. Short, high pitched eager. She looked over at the tray. Where a piece of chocolate cake stood, begging to be eaten. She smiled, opened her mouth, panting eagerly. "Rowf!"
She felt the chuckle in his chest. He broke off a piece, and fed it to her, sliding it between her lips.
Amy had died and gone to heaven. Deep, dark rich chocolate. Smooth and creamy. She opened her lips eagerly for another piece. Bite by bite, she finished her treat, until nothing remained but a few crumbs. Delicious looking crumbs. She looked over and barked again. "Rowf!"
"Greedy girl. You must be feeling a little better." He dragged his finger across the plate, capturing the last few crumbs. He put his finger in her mouth and she sucked it clean of all the chocolaty goodness. He pulled it out of her mouth and offered her another finger, and then his thumb.
He brushed her hair with his fingers, rubbing his face against it. "You've had a long hard day, puppy-girl. If you need to get up to use the bathroom, you can go inside, for tonight. I don't want you walking on those feet, understand?"
She nodded, rubbing her head against his hands. She felt his fingers scratching at her scalp, down the back of her head.
He eased out from under her. "Roll over, Red."
It took her a moment to associate her knew name with who she was. Once she did, she rolled over onto her stomach carefully. He lotioned her back, top to bottom, gentle but thorough. "Roll over," he said softly.
She rolled onto her back, her energy dissipating, the exhaustion catching up with her again. "Poor tired puppy-girl. Sleep now."
She closed her eyes, relaxing as his hands traversed her body. They felt amazingly good, comforting. She opened her legs for him, working to stay calm as he stroked his firm hand over her weeping pussy. She was only a little surprised when he rubbed her there a few times, before moving onward.
* * *
Hunter cleaned up the bedroom, bathroom and kitchen, putting away the first aid gear. He placed a tall glass of water and some more Tylenol beside it.
He locked up, turning off the lights. He was still restless. It had been such an extraordinary day. He hadn't been that productive writing in ages. He was not only caught up, but ahead. He wasn't about to slack off; when the Muse made her presence felt, you chained the bitch down and wrung everything out of her you could.
He wanted to do something for his puppy-girl. You reward them when they're good, and she'd been very good. He went to his closet and got some materials out, before retreating to his work area beside the study. When he was happy with his efforts, he took a brief shower, cleaned up, stripped down and climbed in his bed. He couldn't resist reaching out and stroking her soft hair. Such a good girl.
Hunter awoke in the night, the girl beside him moaning and restless. He checked his clock. It was after 4:00. The painkillers were most likely wearing off. He felt her forehead, and found it feverish. He climbed out of the bed, and woke her gently. "Red, girl, wake up."
She took a few moments to come to her senses. She looked up at him and pulled back, covering herself nervously. He waited patiently, until she relaxed. "Time for your medicine."
She sat up, and he held the pills in front of her. She opened her mouth, extending her tongue, and he placed two pills on it. He passed her the water, and she drank half of it passing it back to him. She looked anxious, and she got on her knees, lifting her paws in supplication. "Rowf?" she barked softly.
"Speak, puppy-girl."
"Pee," she said softly.
He pulled the sheet off of her, picked her up and carried her to the bathroom. He sat her on the toilet, and turned away, giving her privacy until he heard the flush of the toilet.
He picked her up again, holding her close, nuzzling her hair while she licked his chest. He held her in one arm while he straightened the sheets, laying her on top of them. "Roll over."
She rolled onto her belly, and whimpered sweetly while he lotioned her back, paying extra attention to her badly burned bottom. "Roll over."
She rolled onto her back, opening her arms and legs. He took care of her again, not neglecting her breasts, and making sure she was well coated between her legs. Her nipples stayed calm, and her pussy didn't seem to be excessively wet. "Good girl," he told her.
He lifted her, and pulled the sheet back, slipping her between them.
Hunter got back into the bed, lying beside her, stroking her hair for a long time before he fell back asleep.
* * *
He didn't want her. Not like that. She wasn't sure whether she should be relieved or pissed off. He'd touched her all over, spending more time on her tits, and ass, even more between her legs. Touched her like nobody had before. Yet he'd never gotten hard for her.
She'd almost freaked out when he woke her, standing naked next to the bed. She knew it had to happen eventually. She was attractive. She'd heard it often enough. For some reason being pretty but not putting out made you an immediate tease. She never led guys on, but that didn't seem to matter. Her looks alone were a tease, apparently. Men wanted her.
He hadn't. He'd medicated her, helped her to the bathroom, and rubbed her entire body, quite thoroughly. Maybe he was gay. That would explain a lot.
Amy had liked the feeling of him caressing her hair, until his breathing slowed, deepening.
She could do this. It wasn't that horrible. Some moments were even nice. The man could cook, that was for sure, and that cake was to die for. She hoped there was more of that. She'd be a good puppy-girl for another slice of that yummy decadence.
She could feel the inclination of the mattress, sagging toward him. She scooted over, leaning against his side. He shifted and she was nervous he'd cuff her or snap at her. Instead he reached over sleepily and petted her shoulder and arm, endlessly until she drifted off.
* * *
Hunter woke, uncomfortable. Bothered by the weight against his side. He'd slept alone for three years, and the company in his bed was disturbing.
He couldn't fault her. She was lying quietly, unmoving. She was turned away from him, only her back and rear-end making contact against his side. He reached out for her, feeling the warmth of her skin. She was still too hot, the Tylenol might be helping, but she had a lot to recover from. He turned toward her, stroking her soft hair. Quiet like this, almost innocent, he could appreciate having her there. If only they could stay like that when awake.
Hunter leaned closer, smelling her hair. She shifted, moaning softly, and he felt her soft backside press against him.
He was hard.
He backed away from her quickly, angry with himself for letting the little demon in his bed, and for reacting to her. The girl rolled onto her back, her face pinched, a little groan escaping her lips. Shit.
He scurried to the bathroom, relieving himself angrily, punishing his traitorous stiffness, trying to blot the vision of her from his head.
Tricky little slut. Playing him. Making him want her like that. Damn whore. Like all the rest. He grunted as he came, leaning over the toilet, venting his balls for the first time in months. It had become less necessary as time went by.
He caught his breath, calming himself. Just a few days. Have to keep her out from underfoot. She shouldn't need much more care. Time to allow nature to take its course. He could feed and water her, that was a reasonable thing to do.
He walked out to the kitchen. The sun was up, and he felt better than he had expected to. He recalled holding his little puppy-girl, carrying her to the bed, her appreciative little tongue brushing against his chest.
Again, Hunter found his thoughts wandering to unfamiliar places, distasteful to him. He was being too easy on her. That was it. He cooked some eggs and a can of spam. He ate two thirds of it, dumping the remaining in her feeding bowl.
Time to pay the bills.
He entered his bedroom, a little irritated that she slept, useless, while he prepared to work. Like his parasitic whore of a wife. He pulled on his shorts, and walked over to the side of the bed. He pulled the sheet off of her, gazing down. She was lying on her belly, and he caught his breath. Damn it. If anything she looked worse. Some of the blisters on her upper back had opened, suppurating. The red of her ass cheeks looked horrid, and he could see the wrinkles and tiny bubbles of skin poisoning there as well. It looked distinctly odd. Her entire back was burned badly, but the bright red of her bottom was different than the brownish red on the rest of her.
Hunter went outside to the back porch, cutting off a few aloe plant leaves he had growing in planters beside his tiny garden. He chose the largest leaves, closest to the ground, mature and potent. He knew well what that kind of burn was like. When he'd first bought the property, he'd invested hundreds of hours repairing, improving and expanding the shack. He had burned horribly about a week in, working shirtless under a cloudy sky, thinking that his tan and the clouds would make it safe. He had taken to growing aloe plants after that.
He returned to the bedroom, stopping for a cool wet facecloth on the way. He wiped her down, listening to her soft whimpers, as he cleaned the open wounds. He chose the largest of the leaves, slicing open the stalk, squeezing out the gel onto her shoulders. She shuddered, as he gently rubbed the plant's gift into her skin.
He moved down to the round curves of her bottom, slicing the leaves several times to get enough gel to cover her skin, rubbing it in gently. He spread her cheeks, making sure he took care of the sensitive skin that never saw the light of day.
She whimpered softly, moaning as he finished with her. He covered her up again, leaving her to heal, and got back to his writing. The blank page was calling.
* * *
Amy stretched, sighing. The sheet felt rough against her skin, irritating her sensitive flesh. The pain had changed, no longer one all-enveloping agony. Individual areas hurt, her shoulders, her butt, her breasts. Her feet were the worse, every time she brushed against the sheet or mattress, she felt a stabbing pain.
She was alone in the room. She climbed off the bed, onto her hands and knees, the thought of putting any weight on her feet terrifying. She found her way to the bathroom, struggling onto the toilet, which she desperately needed. Amy washed her face, before finding his toothbrush, brushing her teeth carefully, then brushing her hair out. She had to be careful, her scalp was in agony, but when she was done, she was content with how she looked. Exploring his cabinet, she found some Vaseline which she applied to her cracked lips. She felt almost human, and giggled to herself. No time to be human. Back to being man's best friend.



She crawled out to the living room, seeing her temporary master once again working at his computer. She could smell the cooked food, and found her bowl, cold scrambled eggs and some meat product. No gentle feeding of a 5-star dinner this time. She smiled, recalling lying in his arms, being fed the steak and incredible chocolate cake.
She ate her breakfast, surprised at how hungry she still was. She drank from her bowl, wiping her face on her arm. She crawled around the room, examining her surroundings for a long while. The man ignored her. Apparently she didn't have to stay huddled in the corner all day.
Since she didn't have to, it wasn't that bad, crawling to the corner, rolling up in the loose blankets, lying on her side, watching him type. She relaxed, stretching, feeling her injuries. She wondered what was for lunch.
She daydreamed, remembering his gentle touch. Such a change from his behavior the first day. Feeding her, removing the splinters, washing her wounds, lotioning her body. His big strong hands holding her, moving her, soothing her.
Rafe had been nice to her. Gave her compliments. He even claimed to love her. Then he tried to rape her, threw her into the ocean and abandoned her to die. This man had said he hated her, condemned her. But those were the words. Instead he took care of her, fed her, bathed her, tended her wounds, her burns. He was gentle with her, even when touching her in those places.
Amy caressed her breasts, feeling her sore hard nipples, pulling on them gently. One hand strayed between her legs, rubbing herself softly, remembering how he'd felt. Gentle, undemanding, caring.
She looked up at the clock. It was after noon, and he'd been working non-stop. She was trembling, her pain returning. She needed more of the painkillers. Hot food would be nice. Chocolate cake would be perfect.
So focused. How can he do that? She was hesitant to interrupt him, but the fever and trembling were getting worse.
She crawled over to him, brushing her head against his thigh, whining softly.
He reached down and stroked her hair, rereading his work. She whined more needily, rubbing against him. She was shocked to see him smile at her, scratching the back of her head. "Potty?" he asked. "Go out?"
She shook her head, resting her forehead against his hand, trembling. He reached out and pressed his palm against her forehead. He pushed back from the desk. "Let's take care of you, puppy-girl."
He picked her up, his powerful arms holding her gently. She felt secure, safe. Strange. Naked in the arms of a man who seemed to hate all women, she was comforted. He took her back to the bed, sitting her down on his side of the bed.
She chuckled. His side. Like she had her own side. She nuzzled his chest, her tongue reaching out, delivering a long slow lick of appreciation, as he released her.
"Stay," he said softly.
He left her, and she waited patiently for his return. He came back with juice and pills. She opened her mouth eagerly, accepting the medicine, and drank half the juice. She set the glass down, and leaned back.
He brushed her hair back, stroking her. "Good girl. Wait here."
He left her again, alone, in his bed. She curled up, anxious for his return. When he didn't come back after several minutes, she crawled off the bed, looking for him.
She crawled up beside him, rubbing against his leg.
He glanced down, a look of irritation painting his face. He picked her up again, giving her a shake. "Bad Girl. Bad Red!" He put her back on the bed. "Stay. Stay!" He extended his arm straight outward, palm forward, fingers pointing upward. "Stay!"
She whined, lowering her head. He was mad. She should have waited.
He returned a couple of minutes later, grilled ham and cheese sandwich and tomato soup on a tray. He put it on the table next to her, and climbed on the bed. She cowered, hoping he wasn't still mad.
The man brought her to his chest, holding her. "Good girl, waiting for Master." He grabbed half a sandwich and held it to her cracked lips. She nibbled on it, eating it slowly. After half the sandwich, he lifted the soup and spooned it to her lips. She sipped. It was delicious, warm, smooth, lightly spiced. She hummed happily, letting him feed her. When he'd finished with the soup he fed her the rest of the sandwich, wiping her lips gently. She'd spilled a little on her chest, and he was careful and tender as he cleaned her up.
Almost perfect. All it needed was a little of that cake.
He got up, easing her back onto the bed. "Feet first, then we'll check out the rest of you.
She almost giggled. No problem checking her out. Naked as the day she was born.
* * *
Hunter removed the bandages from her feet. They still looked bad but were healing nicely. He applied some more Neosporin, covering the soles again. He examined her knees, which were red, but mostly uninjured. The hard floor must have been difficult for her. He remembered his late night effort. In a bit. Let's get the poor thing taken care of first.
He put his hand against her head. It felt like she still had a bit of a fever but not as bad. He'd take her temperature later. "Stay," he commanded, giving that palm outward gesture. Then he left her to get a few supplies, and some new aloe cuttings.
He returned and she was obediently lying there, waiting. He knew she must still be uncomfortable, still in pain, but she waited quietly. He sat beside her, petting her head, then rubbing her belly. "Red's such a good girl. Waiting for Master. Good, good girl."
She smiled, wiggling her bottom.
The tray had a large Pyrex bowl of water on it, and he brought out a chamois and wet it. She was trembling, looking at it. He realized she was looking at the ice cubes in the bowl.
"Red," he said softly. She whimpered, staring at the bowl.
"Red, Watch me," he said, raising his hand to his forehead. She still cowered, trembling. It was only cold water; you'd think she'd be begging for it.
He sighed. She still needed so much training. All puppies did. He didn't mind. There was something wonderful about your puppy learning a command, and obeying it. He was a firm believer in reward training for his dogs. He moved the tray out of her sight, and covered her up. "Stay, puppy-girl. Stay."
It wasn't hard to guess what kind of treat would work for her. The way she'd acted up for the cake the night before. Cake was a treat for him as well. He tried to make it last, keeping it covered, on the bottom shelf of the refrigerator, where it was harder for him to get to and see. He pulled the cake tray out and opened it. One decent sized piece left. Hunter cut it in half and put away the rest. He divided it into little bites. Only eight, but that should do.
He smiled to himself. She'd watch him now.
* * *
Amy was nervous, she hadn't meant to defy him but the idea of ice water on her skin was terrifying. She'd had the chills so bad, and now she was barely starting to warm up. Besides, who knows what he was going to do with that ice. She'd heard of some pretty weird stuff.
He walked back into the room, and put a small plate on the table next to her. She couldn't see what was on it, some books in the way, but she was pretty sure she could smell it. She sniffed harder, leaning toward the plate, her mouth starting to water.
Chocolate. No doubt about it. She smiled up at him. "Rowf!" she yipped.
He laughed, pulling out a small bit of that chocolate cake. "Puppy treat. For a good puppy-girl." Her eyes were glued to the treat. As required. He lifted the treat to his forehead. "Watch!" he said.
Amy sat up, eager for her treat. Little piece of chocolate heaven. He held the morsel between his fingers and brought it to her lips. She opened her mouth extending her tongue, and he placed the snack on it. She closed her mouth, then her eyes, letting the decadent morsel melt in her mouth.
"Watch!" she heard. She looked up and followed his hand back up to his forehead. "Watch!" he repeated firmly, staring at her. She looked into his eyes, and he smiled, feeding her the treat she'd earned. She watched his hand go back to the plate, chocolaty morsel in his fingers.
"Watch!"
She looked up to his eyes, his other hand touching his forehead. He lowered the hand and then raised it sharply, his extended fingers just over his eyebrow. "Watch!"
It would be hard not to, those piercing dark eyes, so intense. He blinked, looking down at her body for a second, and the spell was broken; she looked for the hand with the chocolate. Her chocolate.
"Watch, Red!" he said, and she looked back into those dark, brooding eyes.
He leaned forward and kissed her forehead. She could feel her body shiver, involuntarily. "Good puppy-girl," he cooed, pressing the chocolate to her lips, letting her lick them clean. He stroked her hair, and eased her onto her back, praising her.
"Such a smart puppy-girl. Good puppy-girl. Good Red," he whispered to her, his hand caressing her side, rubbing her belly softly. He gave her another chocolate. She smiled, pressing against his side. He looked so happy. She hadn't even been sure he knew how to be happy. The hand rubbing her belly, settled over her little patch of hair, scratching it. She pressed against his hand, and he laughed, rubbing her playfully. "Puppy-girl, has so little fur. We'll have to keep this tiny bit."
He brought his hand to his head. "Watch!" She looked up. "Watch ..." he repeated softly, locking her eyes. He held out the wet chamois. "This will be cool, Red. I'll be careful. I just want to bring your temperature down, Ok?"
She nodded, whimpering. She knew the truth. Cool, meant ice-cold.
He pushed her back down, and pressed the cloth to her arm. She braced herself and sighed, when she felt the cool relief. She whimpered.
He leaned over her face, looking down at her. "Is it Ok? I don't want you to hurt any more, poor puppy-girl."
She nodded, sad to feel the cloth removed. He wet it again, wrung it out, and pressed it on her upper chest. Cool, soothing, why had she not trusted him? Ever since he had let her in, he'd taken care of her.
Amy sighed, relaxed, and let him take care of her again.
* * *
Hunter moved the chamois, wetting it and placing it across her chest. She was calmer now, settled down. Half asleep. He started with a second chamois, alternating the two, cooling her off, soothing her. He inspected her body, checking the healing, the small injuries. He knew that her front had taken more damage from the crawling she'd apparently done, while her back was burned much worse.
Cute little puppy-girl, so quiet now. Rather than wake her and tell her to roll-over, he lifted her and did it himself. She woke a little, looking up at him and smiling with those big blue trusting puppy eyes. He set her on her belly, starting the cooling again.
He was concerned, he could feel the heat radiating off her back, and the blistering had not reduced much. He didn't like draining any of the blisters if he didn't have to, but there were a few bad ones on her shoulders that looked like they needed care.
She was sleeping soundly once he'd covered her small body twice with the chamois. She felt cooler, maybe a combination of the chamois, the drugs, and the rest. He retrieved his first aid kit, used the alcohol to sterilize his needle and some cotton balls, and set to work on the worst of her blisters. He lanced it carefully at the base, and drained it thoroughly, leaving the skin intact to speed the healing. She whimpered a little, waking up part way through the first one, but he was able to calm her down.
She gave a little groan when he was working on the second one. It was ugly, a good inch or more across, and bubbling badly. She twitched under his hands and he tried to sooth her. "Good girl," he murmured softly, "my good little puppy-girl, so brave."
She sighed, and relaxed. When he was done with her shoulders, he sat up and looked down at her. She was awake, watching him. He looked over at the three remaining treats on the plate. He took one in his hand and her eyes tracked it, smiling.
He dropped to his knees beside the bed, bringing his face close to hers. "I'm so proud of my puppy-girl. You are so brave, so good." He kissed her cheek and she blushed. He lifted the treat to her lips and she opened her mouth. He fed her the tiny chocolaty square. "We're almost done. Are you still Ok, Red? Speak."
She nodded. "Thank you," she breathed softly, lowering her eyes. "Master."
He brushed her hair back, petting her. She rubbed her head against his hand, when he stopped for a moment, and he sat up, and continued petting her until she was calm again. He turned to her bottom, addressing the worst blister there, the size of a nickel. He drained a second smaller one after that, and inspected her again. None of the others seemed bad enough for concern. He'd let them heal naturally.
He got out his soothing lotion, and worked her body gently, head to toe, pleased that she was so relaxed. Need to get more lotion. I'll use up a year's worth this week. Hunter looked down at her soft body, which had taken so much damage. A good puppy's worth it.
He took the thermometer from his bag, shook it down, and put some Vaseline on the tip. He moved down to her waist and spread her cheeks. She whimpered softly when he eased the glass device into her bottom. "Easy, girl. I'm just taking your temperature," he told her, stroking the back of her thigh.
He caressed her softly, waiting the requisite three minutes. A little over 100, not too bad. He saw a little Vaseline on the edge of her puckered opening, and he rubbed it in gently. "That wasn't too bad, was it? Your fever is almost completely gone."
She rolled over sleepily, spreading her arms and legs.
Hunter felt his anger returning. Playing innocent, then acting like a slut, he thought. He saw her looking to the side. Probably thinks she can earn another treat, by teasing me. Bitch. Like all the rest.
She reached out and nudged the lotion, whimpering softly.
His anger popped like a balloon. She still hurts.
He felt guilty, something he hadn't allowed himself to do in years. He cleaned and put away the thermometer, and started the lotion. Arms and shoulders, neck, chest. The top of her breasts and upper chest was the worst on her front. That and her face. He coated her chest, rubbing her tits. Her breasts, he corrected himself. They were full and soft, still red on the tips from the abuse they'd taken. His big hands enveloped them, ensuring they were thoroughly covered.
Not her fault they're like this, he thought, tenderly coating her nipples when they hardened. Sad, lost, little puppy-girl.
* * *
Amy was slipping in and out of consciousness. The pain was almost gone, she felt comfortable, not aching, for the first time in days. His hands on her chest felt soothing, not dirty. Not demanding. She took a deep breath, her chest swelling, and he squeezed her breasts, his slippery hands sliding around her skin.
His hands moved down her body, strong and controlling, coating her sides, her belly. He continued south, covering her hips, and the insides of her thighs. He rubbed her bush, running his fingers through it, his fingertips scratching at her. It was nice, playful, caring. She wiggled her hips and heard his chuckle. "Puppy likes her belly rubbed," he teased.
It was a little low for her belly, but she couldn't deny she liked it. His fingertips moved side to side, up and down, wherever there was hair. She felt his nails scratching her gently, and she tried to still herself when he moved lower, rubbing her little love button. He didn't seem to do it on purpose, and he didn't concentrate on it, but that brief touch woke her.
He pushed her far knee outward, opening her up, and she whimpered again, when his slippery lotioned hand moved between her legs.
"It's Ok, Red," he said softly. "I know you're not bad."
She relaxed, her leg settling down onto the bed, as his hand rubbed her. She closed her eyes, sighing, while he thoroughly lotioned her there, his fingers gentle, opening her just a bit, the slippery smoothness coating her.
She whined softly when his fingers left and continued down her legs. She heard his soft chuckle.
When he'd finished with her toes, he started over again. She squirmed under his hands more than she wanted to, enjoying his touch, not wanting him to stop. He spent less time between her legs, only brushing across it a couple of times.
Afterward he covered her with the sheet. "Sleep, puppy-girl. Sleep, and heal. I want you all better." His hand was running through her hair, and she opened her eyes a little. She turned her head, her mouth pressed against his wrist, and she licked him softly, kissing his warm skin.
"Who's my favorite girl?" he said, running this thumb across her lips.
"Woof," she barked softly.
He laughed, leaning over and kissing her forehead. "That's right. Red is. Red's my favorite puppy in the whole world."
She closed her eyes and relaxed, feeling him straighten the covers, and planting another kiss on her forehead.
She woke, the room streaked with shafts of light from the setting sun. She crawled out of bed and went to look for him. Would he be writing? Cooking? Maybe something new?
He was sitting on the couch reading. She crawled over and rested her chin on his knee, looking up at him. He reached down and petted her. "How's my puppy-girl?" he asked, his wicked fingers going to the nape of her hair, scratching her there, teasing. She turned and licked his leg. She could taste him, a salty, manly taste. She licked longer, slower.
"Watch," he said.
She looked up, into his eyes.
"Does puppy-girl need to be let out?" he asked.
She realized her bladder was full. She nodded.
He patted the cushion, next to him, then snapped his fingers. "Up!"
She climbed up on the couch, and sat, waiting for his next command.
"Stay," he said softly, extending his hand. He walked away and returned only a few moments later. He piled some things at her feet, then lifted her and set her on her back. He was gentle. She looked up and waited patiently.
He took her leg and bent it, her foot flat on the cushion. He put a pad on her knee, and pulled a Velcro snap across the back. It was soft against her skin, conforming to it. He pushed her leg down and she was vaguely aware her legs were spread wide open for him. Maybe he'd touch her. Pet her.
He covered her other knee with a similar pad. "There," he said. "No more bruised knees for my puppy-girl. Try them out."
She rolled off the couch onto her hands and knees. So much better. She crawled over to the hard surface of the kitchen tile, crawling around the island. No pain at all. She sat up smiling. "Rowf!"
"You're welcome," he chuckled. "Come!" he snapped, and she crawled over quickly, stopping at his feet. She looked up at him from between his legs. He patted his thighs. "Up, girl."
She hesitated a moment. He was only wearing shorts. Loose knit shorts. Was it now? Was he going to use her? She trembled.
"Up, Red," he repeated, snapping his fingers, and patting his thighs.
She hung her head and climbed onto his lap. He directed her knees outward, making her straddle him. Was it going to be like this? She felt his hand on her chin, tilting her head up. "Good girl," he whispered. His hands moved around her neck, and she felt a weight, contact, something choking her, briefly. He finished, running his fingers around her neck. "Too tight?" he asked.
She twisted and turned her head. She was collared. Not too tightly, but not loose at all. She tested it again, then looked into his eyes shaking her head.
"Good. I don't want my puppy getting lost." He pulled her against his chest, caressing her, while she calmed again. She leaned her head against his shoulder, and licked his neck softly.



He stood, holding her, then put her down on the couch. He took her foot in his hand, examining it for a moment, and eased a slipper over it. The same for the other. "Walk for me, Red. Let me know if it hurts too much."
She stood up carefully, her feet sensitive. She took a few tentative steps and found her feet, while still painful, weren't in agony. A few more paces, and she was walking carefully, without much pain.
"Speak, girl. Tell me."
She walked over to him. "It's good," she murmured. "Very little pain. Thank you." She hesitated a moment, lowering her eyes. "Master."
He nodded. "Down, girl."
She dropped to her hands and knees, moving closer and rubbing against his thigh. "Let's take you for a walk. In the house, you stay like this. Out in the sand you can walk, understood?"
"Woof!" she barked, shaking, excited to get out of the house and walk around.
He snapped a long rope leash to her collar, and walked to the door. She followed, at his heel. He moved slowly, letting her keep up. She watched him grab his rifle from the wall in the entry, slinging it over his shoulder, and she crawled after him, out the door.
The sun was almost down, but the air felt warm and pleasant against her skin. She followed him down the wooden stairs, stepping over the foot bath. At the end of the wooden walk she stood, stretching, twisting her body carefully, feeling how her sun damaged skin responded. Her master waited for her patiently.
* * *
Hunter watched her stretching, her lithesome body teasing him. He tried to shake it off. It was no different than when she was on her hands and knees, or stretched out on the bed. Still, for some reason it didn't feel right.
She turned to him and scurried over. She barked softly, moving around him, shuffling. She leaned against him, her cute little tongue licking his chest, his arms. Brief little lashes. She rubbed up against him, then walked away, tugging at her leash.
He smiled, happy she was feeling better. Good to get out of the house. He'd been lax about his patrols. He wouldn't do the whole island now, she wasn't up to it, but he figured they could walk the couple of hundred yards of beach.
He followed her, giving a gentle tug to slow her down. She scurried over to the tree-line, then squatted. She looked up at him anxiously as she loosed her bladder, a thin little stream becoming stronger, pooling at her feet. He stood near her, the leash loose, and waited. She stood and grinning at him, kicked some sand over her mess.
They walked the waterline together, no tension on her leash. She'd stop occasionally to pick up a shell and look at it, before tossing it into the water. She turned and twisted, spinning around, looking so cute, so playful. Tangling up her leash.
"Stay," he told her, standing over her, and unwrapping the rope from her neck and body. He made her raise her leg, so he could free it from her entanglement.
No footsteps in the sand. No sign of intruders on his island.
At the end of the beach he saw she was limping. She slowed down, and dropped to her knees, crawling slowly.
Damn. Too much. I shouldn't have let her over do it. "Do your feet hurt?" he asked.
She whimpered, nodding.
"It'll be better soon," he said picking her up, cradling her in his arms. He had to be careful of her back; he didn't want to hurt her anymore. She cuddled into him, shivering. He lifted her and pressed her forehead against his cheek. She was hot again. He felt her lips press against his neck, her tiny tongue bathing him.
Hunter stopped at the foot wash, rinsing both of their feet, as well as her hands and knees. She was trembling, and he knew her fever had returned. Carrying her into the bungalow, he set her gently on the couch.
"Stay, girl," he growled softly, hand extended in command.
She curled up, watching him anxiously. He grabbed a few Tylenol and a glass of water, returning to his charge. She opened her mouth obediently, and he set the pills on her tongue, then placed the glass at her lips, brushing her hair back from her face as she swallowed.
"Good girl," he praised her softly, his hand running along her shoulder. Her eyes gazed up at him in trust. "Stay," he whispered.
He started the tub, filling it with warm water, not too hot. Not today. His puppy needed another bath, and some more lotion treatment. She leaned her head against his chest as he lifted her easily, walking to the bathroom. "Puppy needs a bath, a little care and some rest. Let Master take care of you."
She leaned back in the tub, the water only a few inches deep. Hunter checked the temperature, adjusting it minutely, before taking her feet in his hands, examining them. No further damage, fortunately. She wasn't back to health yet, not even close. He'd have to monitor her actions more carefully. Getting out in the fresh air, a chance to play around was good for the body and soul, but still too early for his puppy-girl.
He grabbed a face cloth soaped it up lightly, and started washing her. Up her strong slender legs, firm beneath his touch. Along her thighs, gently between her legs. He lathered her belly, and saw her twitch. He looked up and saw she was smiling. Ticklish. An image burst in his mind of her lying at his feet, his hand scratching her soft belly, her leg kicking instinctively.
He carefully continued, up her chest, under and around her breasts. Lifting her arm to get her pits, bathing each individually. She was good, patient, allowing him to move her without fighting. Leaning her back under the faucet, washing her hair out thoroughly, twice, before adding conditioner. Her eyes were closed much of the time, relaxed, peaceful.
"Such a good girl, Red," he cooed, his fingers scraping her scalp. "Daddy's good girl. Best puppy in the world, she is." His voice changed register, praising her.
A small smile appeared on her lips, and she moved her head, seeking his touch, placing her tender, sensitive areas under his strong fingers.
"Other side now," he said softly, turning off the water, and letting it start to drain.
He had to be careful. The burned flesh was still red, small blisters abundant, the larger, drained ones in danger of tearing. Gently, carefully, he bathed her, his hand ghosting across her skin, his touch feather light. "You'll be better soon, puppy-girl. Much better. Then we can go out and play."
Satisfied with the job done, he lifted her out of the water, and sat her on the edge of the sink. He toweled her off carefully, drying her hair. "Feeling better?" he asked.
She smiled, and yelped once.
He lifted her, feeling her head snuggle into the hollow of his neck. He kissed the top of her head gently. "Let's get you taken care of, puppy-girl."
Laying her on the bed, she moved to the side, so he could place a towel underneath her during the lotioning. Once it was in place, she rolled onto it carefully, lying on her belly.
Hunter removed his shirt and shorts. He was soaked from bathing her. She watched him, but he didn't see the nervousness, the fear he'd spotted when the stray first followed him home. Her eyes, large and trusting, watched him remove his underwear, his manhood swollen, not fully erect, but hardly retreating. He slid on some knit shorts, and sat on the edge of the bed beside her.
Once more his hands traced every inch of her young body, perhaps spending a few more seconds than necessary between her thighs, and taking care of her firm cheeks. It was clear she understood the need, didn't flinch or pull away. Didn't try to cover up.
When he'd completed his first pass, he commanded her. "Over. Over, Red."
She turned carefully, positioning her legs, feet spread shoulder-wide, arms straight and relaxed, palms up, maybe a foot from her hips.
"Pretty puppy," he whispered, unaware of the words as they escaped his lips.
Amy smiled at him, giving a little anticipatory wiggle.
He was a little firmer with the front, no blisters, less of a burn, careful around the scrapes from her crawling, but otherwise, his hands were steady and controlling. He worked from head to toe, checking on her feet once again before moving upward again. He turned her legs outward one at a time, covering the inside of her thighs. When he reached the 'V' between her legs, he rubbed her firmly, lingering.
"I know you're a good girl," he said to her softly. "Such a good girl." His finger slid down her parted lips, and he felt the slight moistness. Looking into her face, he saw a hint of nervousness.
"Trust your Master, puppy-girl," he said. "I would never hurt you."
The tenseness in her legs dissipated, knees bowing outward, opening. He added some more lotion, rubbing her swollen puffy flesh, his finger sliding slightly inside of her, penetrating for only a moment. His hand continued upward, rubbing her little fur patch. "My Red has the softest fur," he teased, his fingernails penetrating through the curly blonde hair, scratching her skin. Back up her belly, he paused over her breasts, examining the small scratches and pierced flesh where the splinters had been.
"Getting better," he murmured. His hand cupped the tender flesh, kneading, rubbing, tugging on her nipples, getting them to rise. He chuckled. "Naughty puppy."
Abruptly he realized what he was doing, and pulled his hands away quickly, listening to her soft, nervous whine. "You did nothing wrong, Red. You're a good girl. Such a good girl." He finished with her shoulders, and then a careful few moments with his fingers on her face, tracing her soft features.
When he was done, he lifted her in his arms, her smell strong, the mixture of soap, lotion, and Red. Pulling the sheet back he set her down, covering her. "Rest now, puppy-girl. Rest, and when you wake, Master will give you a treat." He brushed his lips against her forehead. She closed her eyes, content.
* * *
Amy rested, her mind still active. Cataloging her injuries, and wondering at her own behavior. She could see what was happening to her, and was helpless to stop it, not even knowing if she wanted to.
It was her puppy-mind, she told herself. When her puppy-mind took over, she was happy. Free from complex thought, acting and responding to his actions, eager for his touch, anxious for his praise. There was nothing wrong with rubbing against him, her tongue seeking his flesh, his touch familiar and needed. His strong hands caressing her skin, free to do whatever he wanted. Controlling, protecting, appreciative. Caring.
Alone, particularly in the bed, her thoughts would revert to normal. How long before she'd be free? Were they searching for her even now? What had happened after she fell overboard? Surely Rafe told somebody. They must have looked for her, although it would have been a daunting task with the strong currents, in the dark of night. Still, would they find this island? Were search teams out now? Did her parents know of her disappearance? She started to get nervous, feeling the stretch of her healing skin, the pain of her feet, the constant discomfort where the sheets pressed against her skin.
A treat. He'd promised her a treat. Chocolate? Something yummy? She'd been a good girl. Good puppy. She'd earned it. She relaxed, imagining the chocolaty goodness between her lips, Master's hand rubbing her mouth, directing any loose crumbs back between her lips. Holding her, keeping her fed. Spoiling her. She was a good girl. She deserved a treat.
* * *
Amy woke, disoriented, the bed she was on tilting. She scrambled for a moment until his hand settled on her upper arm, gently. "Shhh, Red, it's Ok," the deep voice reassured her.
She looked up into his concerned face, and his hand rested on her forehead. "Your fever's back," he said.
"Cold," she mumbled, her body shivering.
Hunter pulled the covers up over her, then pressed a couple of pills against her lips. "Open up, girl. It'll help."
She parted her dry cracked lips, and he slipped the medicine into her mouth. His powerful arm slid under her shoulders and lifted her easily, his other hand holding a glass of water to her lips. "Drink."
She swallowed, her mind still fuzzy. She knew the man. He was a little scary but she felt safe with him. When he lowered her back onto the mattress, she curled up, trying to stop the shivering. When the man climbed into the bed with her, she felt no fear, only comfort as his body curled around hers, his warmth and strength reassuring.
"Shhh, Red," he whispered, his hand brushing her hair back, his lips breathing into her ear. "It's Ok, you're going to be fine."
She clutched his arm to her chest, leaning back against him, secure for the moment. She remembered dreaming, a nightmare. She had been drowning, and a boat-full of people had drifted nearby, laughing at her. She'd swim toward the ladder, but every time she got close, hands would push her under the water, and when she resurfaced, the boat was out of reach. She'd swim toward it again, kicking free of unseen submerged hands reaching for her, touching her, grabbing her legs, her breasts. It was hopeless.
"Drowning ..." she murmured, the fear that had left her breathing ragged no longer the only thing in the world.
"Never, puppy-girl. Not as long as you're mine," he told her, holding her firmly.
Amy sighed, kicking and maneuvering her legs, until they were entwined with his. She leaned her head back, and his arm slipped underneath it, warm, smelling of him. She turned her face, kissing his bicep, feeling the muscle twitch. Her tongue reached out to lick it, tasting him. He adjusted his position and she whimpered softly when the pain of the skin on her shoulders and bottom was exasperated by the movement.
"Sorry," he told her. "Relax, Red. I'm here. I've got you. You're safe, puppy-girl."
Puppy-girl. She smiled, giving a contented "Woof." Master was here. She was safe now. He'd take care of her. She was a good puppy.
She heard his chuckle. "Best puppy in the world," he whispered. "Master's good little puppy-girl. Master loves his puppy."
She whined softly, tugging his arm closer, clinging to it. Her breathing settled, and her shivering stopped. Safe. She was safe.
* * *
Hunter had been concerned, seeing her struggling in the sheets, all twisted, crying, whining. He'd put down the medicine and hot-chocolate he'd made for her, and sat on the edge of the bed, freeing her from the entanglement of the sheets. She'd fought him pulling away, then reaching out, her fingers hooked into claws.
He was able to calm her down, and get the Tylenol in her. The hot-chocolate treat would have to wait. It was late and she needed the rest. More time for healing. Hunter climbed into the bed with her, huddling around her curled up body, the trembling causing concern. He pulled her in close, her mumbling barely audible.
"It's Ok, I'm here," he tried to reassure her. "You're safe now, puppy-girl."
Her barely audible response was a contented "Woof."
It made him smile. He tried to adjust, but she was clinging to the arm held against her chest, her legs and feet tangling with his, squeezing them. She was a good girl. Good puppy. The best. He told her so.
She settled down, and he pulled her even closer. Her soft skin pressed against his. The arms clinging to his forearm relaxed and he moved his hand, settling over her breast, holding it gently. So soft. Her head was pressed into the hollow of his neck, and he kissed her soft hair.
His poor little girl. She had suffered. He wondered what had happened to her. Hunter remembered her initial comments, falling off a boat, swimming all night and day. How exhausted she'd been. He thought she'd been on drugs. He felt pangs of guilt for how he'd treated her. She hadn't done anything to him. She wasn't like the others. No viciousness, no cruelty. An innocent.
"I'm sorry," he breathed into her ear. "I'll take care of you, puppy-girl. Nobody will hurt you now."
He closed his eyes, his hand clutching her breast, his entire body curled around hers protectively.
* * *
Hunter woke to find Amy had turned toward him. He was on his back, and she was clutching him, holding on desperately. He felt her head, checking on her fever. Warm but no longer burning up. She'd partially kicked off the covers, and as he reached down to pull them back up, she whimpered, clinging. He soothed her, his words calming, his hands petting her gently.
It was near dawn, a hint of light entering the room, allowing him to see her. See his good little puppy-girl. His hand stroked her skin lightly, feeling the dryness. She'd need more lotion. While his mind wandered, his hand continued to caress her, his face buried in her hair, filled with her scent.
She shifted minutely, her hip moving, pressing against his erection. He felt a momentary burst of anger, which dissipated almost as quickly. It wasn't her fault. She was a good puppy, sleeping. Trusting.
He tried to ignore his need, his hand running across her bottom, feeling the swell of her cheeks. Such a pretty puppy-girl.
She turned, moaning in her sleep. He remembered the nightmare from earlier. "Easy, Red. I'm here. Master's here. You're safe. Master will take care of you."
She sighed and cuddled in closer, relaxing. He twisted his hips, freeing his cock. That betraying part of his anatomy. He grasped it squeezing it sharply, willing it to go soft, to no avail. Instead, he started stroking it softly, while he held his innocent puppy-girl. He kissed the top of her head, breathing her scent, and allowed his other hand to touch her body, gently caressing her back, her perfect bottom. Perfect except for the abomination of her burn, but that would heal. He'd make sure of that.
He would lotion her bottom, take care of her, tend her until the skin was whole again, smooth and perfect.
The need overcame him suddenly, and he tried to stifle his moan as his cock erupted. The shame hit him hard, and he wriggled out from under his whimpering little puppy-girl. He made straight for the bathroom, cleaning up the evidence. While there, he thought about his perfect little puppy-girl. Such a good girl. He smiled as he thought about what he needed to make her an even better little puppy.
* * *
For the next couple of days, life went on.
Hunter took care of his puppy's needs, feeding her, mostly from her bowl, occasionally from his hand when she was feeling bad. He lotioned her and bathed her, watchful of her blisters and peeling skin.
She learned. She was curious, often sniffing around the house while he worked, but careful not to be too distracting. She spent much of her time curled up in the corner, sleeping as much as she could, letting nature work its miracle on her, letting her heal.
Habits took form. Letting her out in the morning while he cooked breakfast. Letting her in and feeding her, giving her medicine. Allowing her the run of the house during the day, again letting her out before lunch, before calling her back for her meal.
Red was a good girl. She removed her knee covers on her own, when leaving the house and before going to bed, putting them on herself, upon entering the house and when she got up in the morning. She'd even learned to come in from the rain, which it seemed to do almost every other day, scratching at the door before he let his bedraggled little puppy-girl in, and dried her off.
Hunter had argued with himself, as she got better. Puppies shouldn't sleep on the bed, or climb on the furniture, but she was a good girl, and it was his own fault that he'd started her on the habit. The fifth night he'd left her on the floor, and she'd been obedient, whimpering softly from the corner, curled up in a miserable ball. When the nightmare started, and he'd seen her struggling, moaning, he'd immediately climbed out of bed to take care of her. She'd been afraid when she first woke up, but once she'd seen his face, she calmed, clinging to him. He'd taken her back to his bed, petting her, soothing her until she'd relaxed. He'd fallen asleep holding his wonderful puppy-girl, and surrendered to the idea that she'd be best off sleeping nearby.



His writing had been more productive than ever. The words spilled onto the page as fast as he could write them, complete, with no hesitation. He felt good about his work, and those feelings carried over into his evenings.
Red followed him around once he'd finished his writing. She'd stay close by while he cooked their dinner, and all too often as he fed her from his plate. She'd bounce around playfully, rubbing against him, eager for his touch. While he worked on the upkeep of his home, she remained in arm's reach, quiet, obedient.
The first disobedience came on the seventh day.
* * *
Twice already, he'd yelled at her, sending her back, carrying her back the last time.
"Stay!" he roared. He tied her leash to the sign on the beach warning off trespassers. She whimpered piteously as he walked into the surf for a perimeter inspection of the island.
He hadn't made it a hundred yards before he heard her splashing in the water behind him, eager to catch up, unminding of the danger of the subsurface rocks and shells. He had his surf shoes on, while she, once again, abandoned her beach slippers and followed him barefoot.
He tried to ignore her, marching on quickly, examining the surrounding area, looking for evidence of trespassers. It was rare that any came ashore anywhere but on his little beach, but he was determined to remain vigilant.
Before long she was at his side again, one step behind, following quietly. Heeling.
He turned and grabbed her by the shoulders, surprising her, and squeezing a yelp out of her.
"I told you to stay!" he growled.
She lowered her head, whining softly.
"It's dangerous, Red," he said softly. "Your feet aren't fully healed. I don't want you getting hurt again. I have to do this. It won't take more than an hour or so. Go back." He turned her around, facing back the way they'd come. "Go, or no dinner for you!" He swatted her red butt, and turned away, wondering why he was trying to argue with a puppy.
It wasn't a minute later that he was shaking his head. She was trying to be quieter, but he could hear her, maybe a dozen yards back, following. He stopped, and moments later he heard her stop. He took a few steps and heard hers in reply. He turned around and almost laughed out loud seeing her huddled low in the water, less than knee deep, trying to hide.
"Come here, girl."
She stood slowly, her body still hunched over, moving nervously in his direction. He could see she was limping. Just what he'd hoped to avoid. When she was at his side, whining miserably, trying to rub her head against his side, he turned and started walking, his puppy sticking to him like glue.
Around the next corner was a rocky land access. The only other place he'd ever seen evidence of unwanted visitors. He examined the area carefully, convinced there'd been no other incidence of trespass. When he was satisfied, he turned toward his puppy-girl. He pointed to a nearby rock. "Sit!"
She walked over and sat gingerly on the rock. Hunter kneeled before her, taking her foot in his hand. There were some scratches, but nothing terrible. He looked at the other one and saw the blood seeping from a cut. He cursed to himself as he took the bandanna off his head and soaked it with the water from his drinking bottle. He saw the way his puppy-girl was watching the water bottle. He passed it to her. "Drink."
She sucked on it eagerly, while he wrapped up her foot.
"What am I gonna do with you, Red?" he murmured, shaking his head in frustration, taking the bottle from her and drinking deeply. From the first she'd always been a good girl, why this behavior, why now?
She grinned, and climbed off the rock, dropping to her hand and knees, rubbing against his leg playfully.
If he'd asked her, she could have told him. She was afraid. As soon as he was out of her sight, she was terrified. There was no excuse for it, but it left her trembling whining, until she couldn't take it any longer. She didn't care if she would be punished, or how much it hurt her feet. She had to be able to see him, to know he was there.
But he rarely told her to 'speak' anymore. He hadn't for two days. She was his puppy-girl. He almost never thought of her as anything else. She was nothing like the previous women in his life, who'd destroyed him.
Hunter knew the worst part of the island circumnavigation was ahead. He could call it off, cutting through the scrub, back to the cabin. From their current location it wasn't more than a couple of hundred yards. He had chains in his shop. He could chain her up. Lock her so she couldn't follow.
He found himself absently stroking her hair as she leaned against his side. He smiled and scratched at the nape of her neck, where she liked it. Her little tongue came out and licked his leg.
"Up, girl. Stand on the rock."
She did as told, obedient as always. Or almost always.
He squatted in front of her, using his rifle as a staff. "Climb on my shoulders."
She did, moving quickly and easily. He stood up, and found her weight wasn't going to be a problem. "You're a pain in my ass, Red," he growled.
She barked joyously, as he stepped back into the shallow water, continuing their inspection.
Back at the cabin, he bathed his puppy-girl, dried her off, and took her to the bedroom. He carefully bandaged her foot, and inspected all her injuries before lotioning her body. She moved easily and quickly as he commanded. His hands covered her entire body, lingering over her breasts and between her legs. She didn't react; she never did, except to calmly watch him, relaxed and trusting.
"I'm cross with you, Red. You disobeyed me."
Amy whimpered softly, gazing up at him, as his hand rubbed between her legs. She wasn't even sure he recognized what he was doing. It was a slow, even motion, up and down, making her feel ... comforted, loved, happy.
"I should make you sleep outside, without any dinner."
Amy whined, turning her head away. She knew she'd be punished. She couldn't help it.
"You're not going to let me do my inspections alone, are you?"
She turned her head and looked at him. Looked him in the eyes as she rarely did anymore. Amy shook her head slowly, just once.
He moved up the bed, his hand leaving the warmth of her crotch. He brushed her hair back away from her face. "I had an old mutt like you," he whispered softly. "If I locked him in the house he'd scratch at the door incessantly, nothing could break him of the habit. Damn near choked himself to death trying to escape his leash one time. I was using the chainsaw and just wanted to keep him safe. The stupid beast didn't care if I went to the garage and left for work, but if I was on the property, and he wasn't at my side, he went nuts."
Amy looked up at him, and saw the glistening in his eyes. She whimpered softly, nervous.
"Best damn dog I ever had. Took a rattlesnake bite for me. His head swelled up like a balloon before he died in my arms."
Amy saw the tears streaming down his cheeks, and did something no puppy should ever do. She reached for his shoulders, and pulled him down to the bed. She licked his salty tears away and cuddled up to him.
It took Hunter a few minutes to pull himself together. The he held his puppy-girl in his arms, stroking her hair, stifling her concerned whimpers.
"Don't you go do anything stupid like dying on me, Red. I couldn't take it. You hear?"
She smiled and rose up on her hands and knees, yipping, licking at his face and neck, rubbing her head against him, until he pushed her away, scolding her gruffly.
That was good. She hated to see her Master unhappy.
"You hungry?"
She bounced up and down on the bed, barking playfully.
"Good, cause I'm starved. Stay off your feet, while I make dinner."
Feeding two for the last week, with at least another week to go, had done serious damage to his larder. Things always got a little low just before his regular delivery, and he was used to making do. But he hadn't been able to get any fishing done in over a week to supplement his food supplies, and he suspected it wasn't going to get better.
It went against all his rules, but Hunter went to the back of his storage, and pulled out the 150 quart green cooler which held his emergency food supplies. The white one next to it held the liquids, while the red one held survival essentials. It was meant for emergencies only; those three coolers could keep him alive for months, except for fresh water, which wasn't an issue. He rationalized his actions, telling himself it was only two months away from his annual review and replace, where he used anything with an expiration date, and replaced it.
He knew it was bending the rules of an actual emergency survival, but Hunter had a sweet tooth.
* * *
The house smelled like heaven. Amy followed Master around, watching intently, her stomach growling as he worked.
She'd seen him come out of his workshop/storage area, where she was forbidden to go. She'd stayed at the entrance, watching obediently as he dug into the huge containers in the back. When he turned around with his arms full of supplies, she started yipping out of control.
Sugar, canned condensed milk, canned icing, peanut butter, cocoa, even cake mix! There was more she didn't recognize. She wondered what he was making, what their dinner would be. Maybe he'd even make some more of that incredible cake!
Amy couldn't see much from floor level, but she could smell it. She wasn't much of a cook herself; her mother had done the cooking. But she knew cooking when she saw it. Cooking and baking.
Hunter was in a good mood, laughing, pushing her away when she got underfoot. He was looking forward to the dinner and dessert. Especially towards dessert.
He was making his cake. He would bake it before the dinner, and let it cool before icing it. His puppy might have been ornery, but she was a good girl. Loyal, like ol' Stanley. He couldn't fault her for that.
He made the mistake of wiping his hand on his leg, after he slid the large pan into the oven. As soon as he'd closed the door, she was on him, licking the chocolate cake batter off of his leg. He laughed and let her lick his fingers clean, before rubbing her head and washing his hands.
"Behave, girl, and keep out from underfoot," he said, but his tone was anything but angry.
She mostly stayed out of the way while he prepared their dinner. She heard the sound of frying, and saw he was boiling something, but couldn't tell what. Her mouth was watering as she eagerly watched. Master was torturing her, intentionally hiding what he was doing, covering things before they went in the refrigerator.
He had plated the meal, and washed the pans while waiting for the cake to finish. When the alarm went off he took it out of the oven, testing it for a moment before turning the oven off and placing it on the cooling rack.
Amy hurried over to her dinner bowl, watching him eagerly, yipping at him, when he walked past her. She started whining as he took his plate and sat on the couch.
"Come here girl. Sit," he called out.
She crawled over, about as fast as she ever moved, and sat eagerly in front of him. He grinned and patted his bare thigh. "Come here."
She crawled between his legs, the smell of the food distracting. She sat, her shoulders embraced by his inner thighs, the heaping plate of food just inches from her face. It looked incredible. Two large ham steaks and a huge pile of mashed potatoes.
He tortured her a little more by forking a large chunk of the delicious smelling ham, scooping up some mashed potatoes, and placing it in his mouth. He watched her as he did it, grinning while he chewed.
"Rowf!" Amy barked anxiously.
"Is my naughty little puppy-girl hungry? She was bad today, disobeying Master. Bad puppies don't get fed."
He put another piece of ham in his mouth, and took his time chewing.
It was such a big plate. So much food. Yummy food. He could at least let her have a little. They hadn't had meat in days. She wasn't really bad. Amy whined pitifully, alternating her looks between the plate and her Master.
Hunter picked up a piece of the ham with his fingers, inspecting it. "I guess it's a good thing that my puppy-girl isn't really bad. Just a little naughty." He held the piece of ham to her lips and she gently took it from his fingers.
It was heavenly, and she closed her eyes savoring the taste. When she opened them she saw he had scooped up some of the mashed on two of his fingers. She opened her mouth wide, and he fed her, letting her take her time sucking his fingers clean.
Hunter shared his meal with her, making sure she was well fed. As they neared the end, he shook his head. "What is it about you, Red? I never feed my puppies from the table. Never let them sleep on the bed. You're giving me some bad habits."
Amy was content to rest her head on his leg, her stomach full, her burn itching a little but absent of pain. She saw a little of the potatoes had fallen on his leg, and she licked it clean, before resting her head on his leg again.
Hunter put his plate to the side, and rubbed his puppy's head, scratching her hair, low on her neck. She bent her head forward to give him better access, her forehead coming to rest on his erection.
There was a time when she would have leaped away in shame. Amy just whined softly, snuggling in close, smelling her master, rubbing her head against his hardness, as he scratched the back of her head.
Hunter hadn't even realized he had an erection until he felt her pressed against it. He was about to push her away, when he realized she hadn't done anything wrong. Red was a good girl. He had sat her there, demanding she get closer, feeding her from his plate. He had been the one to scratch her hair, knowing how she'd stretch and expose her neck to him. She was acting on instinct, like all good puppies do.
"Who's the best puppy in the world?" he said.
Amy looked up at him, with those big blue innocent eyes. His hardness was pressed against her cheek, but she didn't even seem to notice. She barked once, joyfully, and he rubbed her head.
"That's right. My Red. Best puppy ever."
Then he pushed her away gently. "Stay."
Amy stayed where she was told, while Hunter got up. He removed the cake from the pan, and put the icing on it. He was too full for dessert yet, but he knew his puppy and her chocolate jones.
When he was done, he took the icing bowl and sat down on the couch. His erection had gone away, which was comforting. He patted the couch beside him. "Up!"
Amy climbed onto the couch beside him, scooting in close, resting her head on his thigh. She was full, true, but she could smell that chocolate. Never too full for chocolate.
Hunter scooped up some of the left over icing on his finger and put it in his mouth, his puppy's eyes watching his every move. "Mmmm, this may be my best icing ever."
She whimpered softly, looking up at him with those pleading eyes. He chuckled and took his time gathering a finger of icing before placing it against her lips. She sighed and closed her eyes, sucking on his finger long after any icing was gone.
He was hard within moments of her lips capturing his finger.
It was the third time, when some of the icing spilled over the edge of the bowl, landing in his lap. Amy saw it happen, and was instantly licking the icing away.
Hunter felt the anger, but only for a flash. She was a good girl. She didn't even know what she was doing. He had spilled the icing, and knew it was her weakness.
As soon as it was gone, she moved her head away, looking up at him eagerly for another taste.
That was when he cracked. It was wrong. He knew it. She was an innocent little puppy, not a whore, not a cheating skank, not a spoiled young slut. She was just a puppy.
He scooped up a finger full of icing and smeared it on his bulge.
Amy didn't even think twice. She licked up the icing, and sucked on the wet material, trying to get every last bit of flavor out of it. Hunter tried to remain stoic, but he couldn't stop himself from moaning.
It was like he'd beaten her. She looked up at him, then down at his hardness. She whimpered and pulled away quickly, cowering.
Hunter felt bad. He'd done that. He'd frightened his puppy. "Shhh," he whispered, reaching out and stroking her hair comfortingly. "You're a good girl, Red. You did nothing wrong. Master loves his puppy-girl."
He kept talking to her, petting her, until she calmed. She finally relaxed, laying her head on his leg, trusting.
He gave her a little icing, and she sucked on his finger. "My good puppy-girl," he murmured.
Another little taste, and then he did it again, smearing the icing on the aching bulge in his shorts.
Amy was slow to respond, looking up at him for approval, before delicately licking away at her treat.
"Good girl. Best puppy in the world," he told her.
He had scraped the bowl clean, rubbing the last remnants on the wet spot where his puppy had been licking and sucking. It was maddening, but felt so damn good. She was licking up the last hint of chocolate, sucking at the material, her lips almost surrounding his shaft, at the base of the head. He moaned again, and she looked up at him anxiously. He petted his girl, praising her, while she pleased him.
Hunter groaned loudly, holding his pet's head still, while he erupted in his shorts. Amy whimpered softly, then went back to sucking.
Hunter sighed, berating himself. He'd done an evil thing, taking advantage of his puppy. She didn't understand; it wasn't her fault.
But he didn't stop her from sucking on his shorts, even after the flavor had changed.
Later that evening, after he'd cleaned up the kitchen and showered, he cut a small piece of cake into tiny morsels. His puppy was curled up on the couch half asleep, when he went looking for her. When he picked her up in his arms she melted against him, licking his chest.
He took her to bed, and her eyes lit up when she saw the cake, squirming in his arms.
"After, Red. After we take care of you."
He removed her kneepads, and checked the cut on her foot, until he was satisfied there was no sign of infection. Then he removed her collar as he did each evening, and lotioned her body, head to toe, both sides, spending no extra time on her breasts or between her legs. He didn't trust himself. She's just an innocent puppy.
When he'd finished the care, he sat behind her, pulling her close. She settled in, sleepy and content. Quiet until he picked up the first piece of cake.
"Rowf!"
Hunter chuckled as he fed his puppy-girl. She deserved it. Best puppy ever.
When every crumb was gone he got up and took her to the bathroom. He brushed his teeth, washed his hands, and turned his back. He heard her tinkle, and ignored the moments when the water ran. He had put out a toothbrush for her after the third day, and she used it. He didn't like to watch that. Nor did he watch when she brushed her hair. When she was done, she gave a little bark, and he took her back to bed.
He laid her down on her side, and covered her with a sheet before climbing into bed himself. He cuddled up to her, stroking her hair, telling her what a good girl she was. He did his best to ignore the stiffening between his legs.
* * *
The next day he was distracted. He was unable to get much writing done, so he took his puppy down to the beach, and played fetch in the waves until she was tired. He fed her lunch, after putting a new band-aid on her foot, and when she slept in her corner, he gave the writing another shot.
He didn't need to. The previous week he'd completed a month's worth of writing. He was not only caught up, but weeks ahead. Still, it was his routine, and he stuck to it. He did manage to get a little done, about as much as he'd been doing before his pet's arrival. That thought disturbed him.



Hunter knew what he had to do. In a little more than a week, the supply boat would come, dropping off his order, and leaving with his latest writing effort and his next order for supplies. He knew he'd have to take her back, let his puppy-girl go. Put her on a plane to her family, who must be going crazy with worry. He didn't want to, but he knew it was the right thing to do.
But it was dangerous. He's gone to great lengths to disappear, and he'd have to make sure she understood that. She couldn't reveal who he was or his whereabouts. He'd seen her looking at his books, peeking at his work. He was aware that she probably knew who he was. He could only hope she really was as loyal as she seemed.
The alternative was to keep her locked up and hide her presence. Not only would that be an evil thing to do, but his delivery of food wouldn't be enough for two people for two months. Hell, it barely lasted eight weeks for just him. No, he couldn't do that.
He pushed the thoughts away, and got up to make dinner. His puppy was still sleeping. He still had most of the canned ham he'd opened, but that would last for a while, and he hated eating the same food on back-to-back days. Food fatigue was one of the first dangers he'd encountered, eating the same thing day after day. He'd learned to diversify his orders, eating a vast array of different things.
He also rarely ate large dinners. He kept his meals small, to stay fit. He couldn't afford to get out of shape or unhealthy, stuck as he was, alone. Or at least as alone as he'd been.
Hunter decided to keep it simple. He was out of bread, or he would have made peanut butter and honey sandwiches, since he'd broken the peanut butter out of his hoard. It was one of his favorites, and he'd emptied his last jar three weeks ago. He remembered seeing a stash of Saltines in his storage. Peanut butter and honey crackers it was.
When he had a tray full of prepared crackers, he took his condensed milk and made a pitcher full. It was one of the things he missed on the island, fresh milk. Even the boxed milk went bad once he opened it.
He placed a tray beside the couch, and went to wake up his puppy-girl. Standing over her, he couldn't believe how much better she looked in a little over a week. Her skin was still peeling in places, but it was 95% healed. Her feet were in much better shape, almost completely healed. Her hair shone. She looked beautiful, lying peacefully at his feet.
"Wake up, Red," he said, stroking her side. "Dinner's ready."
Her eyes opened slowly and she smiled when she saw him. She stretched, and rubbed her head against his leg as she crawled toward her bowl.
"Over to the couch. I've got a special treat for my perfect puppy."
He sat on the couch, bent over and patted the floor in front of him. Amy sat up eagerly, between his legs. He reached over to the tray, and retrieved a pair of crackers. "I hope you like this. Peanut butter and honey crackers."
He fed her one, and was pleased with the way her eyes lit up.
The crackers were messy, the honey having a tendency to drip off the sides. Amy took advantage of his messy fingers, licking them clean whenever he'd let her. After every few crackers, he'd give her a sip of the milk when he felt thirsty. The tray was nearly empty, as was the large glass, and Hunter had been hard from the very first lick.
He knew it was wrong. He knew it was wrong when he'd changed into his flimsiest shorts before dinner, no shirt, no underwear. He knew it was wrong when he'd brought the peanut butter and honey over on the tray. It was wrong to spill the honey on his bare leg, watching her lick it clean.
It was especially wrong when he poured the honey over his aching bulge.
Amy looked up at him, then down at the tasty mess. She hesitated only a moment before starting to lick it clean, peeking up at him, when he moaned.
"Good girl," Master whispered, petting her.
When he reached inside his shorts leg, and pulled his hard cock out, somewhere deep down inside Amy, she knew what he was doing. He wanted her to lick him. He wanted her. But Amy's puppy-mind had her pulling back, waiting for another treat, looking up at her Master expectantly.
Hunter watched her, seeing nothing but his innocent puppy-girl, obedient, loving, waiting for her dinner. "You ... you don't have to," he whispered.
Amy leaned forward and licked his shaft once. "Rowf!" she barked.
Hunter chuckled and smeared the peanut butter along his shaft, and poured honey over the head. Then he leaned back and watched his puppy-girl enjoy her meal. She didn't even look up when he groaned. Her tongue lashed out, cleaning him of her treat. She was slow and thorough, making sure she got everywhere, taking her time licking the honey off the head, sucking most of the crown into her mouth, until it was clean.
She looked up once and continued her licking starting at his straining balls, covering every bit of quivering flesh. Her breath was warm and tantalizing, her hot tongue maddening.
"Good puppy-girl," he whispered. "Good Red."
When he was clean he did it again. She didn't hesitate that time, scooting in closer, stretching her puppy tongue out further, curling it around his shaft. She worked her way upward, taking the sticky head in her mouth, her tongue curling around it, making her Master groan. Afterward she gave him long playful licks, looking up at him, then glancing over at where more of her treat waited on the tray.
The third time he only poured honey over the head, and pushed his cock straight out toward her. She looked up at him once and opened her mouth. He placed the head inside her open mouth, and sighed as she took her time sucking him clean.
"Good girl," he moaned.
Sucking was something his little puppy-girl did well. He stroked her hair, while her tongue did devilish things. She sucked him in deeper, stretching her lips forward to make sure she missed none of her treat. She stopped only when the head pressed against the back of her throat. She moved her head up and down, until no taste remained of her sweet treat. Only the taste of Master.
He was agonizingly close, when she pulled away, licking her lips. He reached for the honey, and she yipped, looking over at the peanut butter. He took the hint and smeared the peanut butter on the top half of his cock, before holding it out for her.
While she sucked him, he petted her, telling her how wonderful she was, the best puppy ever. She was still sucking when he reached the point of no return. He groaned and came powerfully.
He felt a surge of guilt, as he saw the surprised look in her eyes. He'd broken her trust, abused his innocent little puppy. She whimpered, but kept sucking, his hand on her head, not forcing her, but conveying his desire. When he started softening, he stroked her hair softly.
"I ... I'm sorry," he whispered.
Amy looked up. Master was sad. She smiled for him, and licked his thing. Then she looked over at the milk. "Rowf!"
He chuckled and held the glass to her lips while she drank deeply. Afterward, he wiped her lips clean, and sucked his own finger. She leaned forward, smiling, sated, resting her head between his legs, licking his shrunken penis a couple of times, before closing her eyes.
Hunter rubbed her head, scratching the back of her neck, reminding her she was the best puppy in the whole wide world.
He cleaned up after dinner, and did some reading on the couch. Amy was content to lie beside him, her head on his leg, as he stroked her hair endlessly. Before bed he cut them both a piece of cake and fed her. Afterward he bathed his puppy-girl, giving her the privacy to do her night-time ritual, before taking her to bed.
He gave her body a quick inspection, removing the band aid from her foot to let it breathe and heal. He stripped her of her kneepads and collar, and used the last of the lotion on her. "All gone," he said as he finished.
He might have spent a little extra time on her breasts and between her legs. She was such a good, such a pretty puppy-girl. He was proud to be her owner.
When the lights were out, she curled up and he wrapped her in his arms. "I love my little puppy-girl," he murmured.
A tiny part of Amy wondered if he'd take her soon. If Master would breed her. A tinier part wondered if she'd ever have to leave Master. Another part of her wondered if she could get him to put the cake on his thing. That would be a tasty treat. There was no part of her that felt any guilt or regret. She had made Master happy. And that was good.
* * *
The next morning was a fruitful one. Hunter got a lot of writing done, and spent a couple of hours in self-editing after a simple lunch. He fed his puppy, even giving her a tiny piece of cake before taking her outside for a walk and returning to his work.
The afternoon proved distracting. She was crawling around the cabin, apparently restless. When she turned away from him, he couldn't tear his eyes off her cute little butt, and the fleshy opening beneath it. Once he knew he wouldn't be getting any more writing done, he called it a day.
He stood stretching, and his puppy was beside him, holding her leash in her teeth. Hunter laughed. "Why not? It looks like a good evening for fishing."
It wasn't a particularly good evening, but it wasn't fruitless either. The only bad part of it was seeing a boat in the far distance. It reminded him that his days with his puppy-girl were numbered. He did manage to catch a couple of decent sized fish, and announced that he knew what they were having for dinner.
He fed her from the couch again, and gave her a piece of cake. She was in a playful mood and he joined her on the floor, playing roughhouse with her, teasing her, wrestling over her chew toy. When she nipped him a little too hard, he sat up. "Bad girl!" he snapped, slapping her bare ass.
She cowered before him, whining deep in her throat.
He sat beside her, lifting her chin. She rolled over onto her back, exposing her belly, curling up her arms and legs, whimpering.
"We don't bite Master, Red," he said softly. "Never."
She whined miserably, turning her head to lick his knee.
The wrestling had its expected effect on Hunter, rolling around on the ground with a beautiful naked puppy-girl. He stood and removed his shorts, his cock standing proud. "Show Master you're sorry."
Amy looked up at him, then down at his cock. She rolled onto her hands and knees, knowing what Master wanted. She took his cock in her mouth, sucking and moving her head back and forth.
"Good girl," Hunter said. "I know you didn't mean it. Not my Red. Not my perfect puppy-girl."
Amy knew what Master desired most. She saw the way he looked at her. Master was a boy, and Amy knew what boys wanted. She pulled her mouth off of him, and turned around, lifting her bottom, presenting herself to him.
Hunter's heart was racing. He knew if he was a better man, he wouldn't do this. Instead he moved behind her, caressing her ass and back. "Who is Master's favorite puppy?"
"Rowf!" Amy replied, wiggling her butt teasingly.
Hunter took his cock in hand and rubbed it between her legs. Naughty puppy-girl. She was eager ready for him. She whimpered slightly as he entered her, before accepting his forceful strokes, eventually pushing back against him.
Hunter was in heaven, gazing down at the girl before him. Her soft, giving flesh, watching his shaft pierce her again and again. He could hear her panting for him. Such a good puppy-girl. He closed his eyes, reveling in the silky smooth feeling, replaying in his mind the way she had turned, lifting her cute little bottom up to him. Inviting him. She wasn't bad, he knew. She only wanted to please her master.
He caressed the skin of her back, marveling at what a perfect little puppy-girl she was. How deliciously tight she was. How lucky he was to have her stray onto his island. He grabbed her hips, and thrust powerfully, deeply, feeling her tremble. He leaned over her, hammering away at her tight little puppy-hole, groaning at how wonderful it felt.
He slowed down, stroking into her gently, his hands caressing her back. "Good girl. Such a good, good girl," he whispered. Then he took her hips in his hands and pumped her strongly, unable to hold back any longer. He cried out as he came inside of her.
When he pulled away, lying back on the floor, Amy turned around and cuddled up to him, pushing her head under his hand, until he stroked her hair. He looked down and saw the tears on her face. It broke his heart, as he never expected anyone would again. The guilt swept over his like a tidal wave.
"What's wrong, Red?" he asked.
She only whimpered.
"Please, A-A-Amy, speak."
It was like a curtain had parted. She crawled forward and clung to him sobbing.
"Did I hurt you, baby? Are you okay? Tell me, please. Speak."
It was difficult for her to form the words. "I ... I was a virgin," she said.
Her words devastated Hunter. All the early thoughts he'd had of her that first day were so wrong. His innocent puppy-girl really was innocent. He'd taken that from her. He was a beast. "I'm sorry baby. I'm so sorry."
She shook her head, raising it to look in his eyes. "No. I wanted Master to have me. To be my first. I love Master. I want to be the best puppy ever."
"You are. The best, prettiest puppy-girl in the whole world. You are perfect."
She closed her eyes, and settled onto his chest, holding him. Holding her Master. Pleased that she could make him happy, and that he wasn't mad at her anymore.
That night in bed, when Master got hard, Amy presented herself to him, guiding his stiffness where it belonged, where Master would be happy. Master moaned and pushed deeper into her, holding her hips before thrusting into her. She was still a little sore, but nothing like the pain of the first few days. She was happy to take care of Master. After a while she even started to like it. She was starting to feel a fire burn inside her when Master groaned and filled her.
* * *
After that night, it seemed Master was always happy. And Amy was happy that Master was happy.
She found that if she could get his attention, and present her wiggling tail, Master would stop his work and take her. She liked making Master happy, hearing his moans, telling her what a good girl she was.
She almost never ate from her food bowl, only using her water bowl. Master enjoyed feeding her. Making her special meals, giving her chocolate, playing with her. Pampering her. Sometimes they'd play the eating game with Master putting her food on his Master's tool. Amy liked the game, getting a treat and making Master happy. One time she and Master played the game for a long time, continuing after she'd gotten her first salty treat, until his tool was big and hard again. Master had picked her up and held her in his lap, his big tool inside of her, while he told her what a wonderful puppy she was, the best in the world. She liked sitting in Master's lap, making him happy, while he petted her both inside and out.
She knew he had work to do. Important work. So sometimes she just watched him from her corner. Other times she'd whine at the door, and he'd let her out to play outside while he worked at his table. On those occasions she would often look back through the window, to see him sitting there. Twice he saw her watching him, and came outside to play with her. A few times she would crawl behind the couch, and read the books that Master wrote.
Then she would find Master, looking for some attention, burying her face between his legs until he was hard and made puppy-love with her.
It was in their bed one evening, when Master mounted her from in front. He told her what a good girl she was, and kissed her. She felt the fire burning, but this time it wouldn't go out. Master pressed deeper and deeper inside, taking her, until she cried out, shuddering, scared.
"Shhh," Master crooned. "You're a good girl, Red, a good puppy-girl. It's alright. It's good that you come for Master."
After that, Master would work to make sure his little puppy-girl had the fire. He would use his fingers, even his mouth, until she was shaking, and then use his Master's tool on her, to make the volcano explode. Amy loved Master, and loved what Master did for her.
Life was perfect for Amy, and she was content to know that Master was happy, that Master loved her, and would always take care of her.
* * *
Hunter couldn't help himself. For the last two days he'd done no writing at all. He spent all his time with his puppy-girl, playing with her, teasing her, roughhousing in the sand.
And of course doing the best he could to wear off the outer two layers of cock skin.
He couldn't get enough of her. Knowing how few their days together were, now counted in hours, he had to spend every possible moment with her. He took her on an exploration of his island, describing every rock, every cranny. He showed her the large freshwater pond that had more than doubled the cost of the island. They played under the tiny waterfall that appeared only after a heavy rain, when the pond overflowed. They stood on the highest point, looking all around as he told her about each of the adjacent chunks of rock, pointing out the only other inhabited one, in the far distance. He played with her in the waves, and lay with her on the soft sand.
His mind was working overtime, looking for a solution that would allow him to keep his darling puppy-girl, but it was futile.
And so, he pushed it out of his mind, emptying his larder, spoiling her rotten, and accepting every opportunity to love his puppy-girl, each time as if it was his last.
With a dozen hours to go, he lay with her, in their bed. He'd made her cry out for him, twice, her adorable little barks, before he achieved his release. She was panting, equally sated.
He held her in his arms. It was time. Well beyond time.
"The boat is coming tomorrow," he said softly, struggling to keep his voice steady. He felt her stiffen in his arms, but she didn't respond.
"Tomorrow. The boat comes tomorrow. I'll be taking you to the big island so you can go home. Do you understand?"
Amy understood. Master didn't want her. He was sending her away. Back to that other life. She nodded, and curled up in a ball, whimpering.
Hunter did his best to stay the tears. He held his puppy-girl, petting her hair, stroking her hip, wondering if he could go back to the way his life was before she arrived.
* * *
In the morning, he refused to collar her. He insisted she wear a pair of shorts he gave her, and the smallest of his t-shirts, which was still like a dress on her. He called her Amy, demanded she walk upright, sit at the table, eat with a knife and fork.
Amy did as she was told, obedient to her Master. She ate as she was instructed. The last piece of cake didn't taste nearly as wonderful, when she couldn't eat if from her Master's hand.
Master was sad. Amy could see that. Anybody could see. Why would he send her away if it made him sad? She watched him quietly through the morning, telling her of their plans. She heard, but didn't listen.
She watched him make out his list, opening each cabinet, writing down his necessities.
He stood long, staring out the window. "They'll be here soon." He walked over to her and rubbed her hair. "Best puppy I ever had," he said. "Best in the world."
Hunter walked to the bedroom, to retrieve the two suitcases he would take on his journey. Hers was all but empty, but he would fill it with what she needed before sending her home. He knew there would be questions, but he would deal with those.
He returned to the living room. The door was open, and his puppy-girl was gone.
* * *
The island wasn't that large. He ran, crying out her name. "Red! Where are you Red?" He whistled for her, and when that didn't work he called her by that other name. "Amy!"



He found her shorts just beyond the steps, and found her shirt hanging from a tree a dozen yards from the house. He screamed her name, searching everywhere he could. She had to hear him.
He'd covered most of the island, when he heard the two short and one long blast of the delivery boat's horn. He was torn. He had to find his puppy-girl, but if he didn't meet the boat, they wouldn't deliver his goods. They'd likely starve in the two months before the boat would come again, if it ever did come again. His cabinets were bare, and he'd dug deeply into his emergency rations. What was left wouldn't be enough for the two of them.
He ran back to the beach, shouting, yelling that he was coming. He still called out to Amy, to Red, to his puppy-girl, only stopping when he neared the cabin. He didn't want to have to explain a missing girl on his island.
The two men who made a living delivering groceries and necessities to remote islands in the area, while serving as an occasional taxi service, were unloading their boat as he arrived, running down the beach.
Hunter tried to remain calm as money exchanged hands, and he gave them his list, along with the envelope addressed to his publisher, containing the two CDs and a hard copy of his latest work. Not all of his latest work, just enough to keep him up-to-date with his commitments.
As their business was concluded, Hunter stopped them.
"Can you make that delivery in one month, instead of two?" he asked.
The older man, the father, shrugged. "Whenever. The cost is the same. Same day, next month?"
"Please. I need to make a few changes to my list, if that's alright," Hunter said, holding out a trembling hand.
The younger man took the list out of his plastic folder. Hunter ran up to the cabin, and quickly added a number of additional items to the list. He didn't want to run low. He opened his desk drawer, and took out an additional hundred dollar bill.
Back at the boat, he handed them his new list, and the cash. "Thank you. Sorry for the delay."
"Next month," the older man said, as his son pushed the boat away from the beach, before climbing aboard. It hadn't cleared the breaks, before Hunter was back to searching for his lost puppy-girl.
* * *
It was pitch black before he knew he had to stop for the night. He had to get his supplies up to the cabin. Get the perishables into the refrigerator and freezer. Move the rest off the beach, and under protection.
Hunter was exhausted, irritated and worried by the time he was done. He was also starving. Delivery day was always a great one, a time to feast on fresh food. He didn't feel like feasting.
He slept fitfully, alone in his bed. He wondered where his girl was, where she was hiding. Had she injured herself? Was she unable to respond? Had she run out into the water? Was she lost for good?
His pillow was wet before he finally fell into an exhaustion fueled sleep.
* * *
Hunter was up with the dawn. He ate quickly, and prepared a pack with water and food. He wouldn't stop searching until he found her. He looked out the window into the pouring rain, wondering how long it had been going on. It didn't matter.
He called out to her constantly, until he was hoarse. He took his time, moving carefully, searching everywhere possible. The sun was low in the sky, but at least it had stopped raining. He'd covered every inch of the land, without success. Back at the cabin he refilled his water bottle, and headed down to the beach, walking around the island, a second time, unwilling to give up.
The coast of his island was mostly rocky, with two thirds of the waterline covered with low cliffs and outcroppings, rarely more than ten feet high. He had passed the backside stony beach where he recalled the day she'd followed him. Where he'd bandaged her foot. He inspected the small inlet, with no success. He continued his search, and was only a hundred feet or so away from his beach, when he saw her.
She was naked, huddled under a tiny outcropping, sitting in shallow water, behind a rock. It would have been easy to miss her. She was shaking.
Hunter didn't call her name, or shout. He ran through the shallows, stumbling twice before he caught her. Her lips were blue, and she was cold.
He picked her up and cradled her in his arms, turning and heading for the beach.
"What have you done, Red?" he whispered. "Why did you run?"
She didn't respond, couldn't respond.
* * *
Back in the cabin, he wrapped her in blankets before starting her bath. He placed her in the hot water, bathing her, washing the salt-water off of her skin, trying to bring her temperature up. She was still trembling as he forced some Tylenol between her teeth, and poured water into her mouth until she swallowed. She coughed and gagged, but he stayed with her, getting her to drink a little.
Her eyes opened for a moment, looking up into his concerned face. She whimpered and closed hers again, going limp in his arms.
Hunter took her to bed, covering her in blankets. She was shivering uncontrollably, but her skin was on fire. "Hang in there, Red," he whispered. "We'll get you better. I promise. Master promises."
For two days he cared for her, forcing her to take her Tylenol, fighting her fever, wiping her body down, cleaning her messes, encouraging her to drink whatever she could. He was frantic with worry.
It was the morning of the third day after the delivery, that he woke with his puppy-girl in his arms. She was holding him, whimpering fitfully. He placed his hand on her forehead, and knew her fever had broken.
"What am I going to do with you, Red?" he whispered.
Her eyes opened, no longer dull and unseeing. She sighed and cuddled in closer, her tiny tongue licking his chest.
"Why did you run? What were you thinking? You could have died out there."
Amy only whined piteously, clinging to her Master.
Hunter sighed. "I bet you're starving."
She nodded.
"Let's get you cleaned up, and I'll see if I can't scrape something together for you to eat."
He ran her bath, and carried her to the tub, lowering her into the hot water. "Get out when you're done. I'm going to cook us some breakfast."
With so much fresh food available, Hunter cooked up a feast. Fresh eggs, butter, bread, bananas, bacon. Enough to feed them both twice over. He was draining the bacon, when his puppy-girl appeared. She looked wonderful, crawling across the floor, her kneepads on, her collar around her neck.
Hunter knelt beside her, stroking her moist hair. "Don't ever do that again. You scared me to death," he said, before leaning over and kissing her forehead. She rubbed up against his leg, lifting her head, and sniffing. She smiled.
"You are such a greedy little puppy," Hunter laughed. He patted her head, and picked up the tray, heading for the couch. She followed at his heels.
He beckoned her to sit at his feet, and held out two pills. "Open up," he said.
She opened her mouth and he placed the pills on her tongue, before holding a glass to her lips. She sipped greedily at the juice.
Hunter fed her, praising her, telling her what a good girl she was, continuing until she refused to eat any more. Together they'd managed to finish all but a few bites.
He could see she was exhausted, so he carried her to bed. Covering her up, he cleaned the dishes, and filled a glass with water which he placed beside the bed. Climbing in bed with her, he noticed he'd forgotten to remove her kneepads and collar. He took care of those, and lay down beside his puppy-girl, caressing her skin, happy she was better. And mad at what she'd put him through, now that he wasn't worried about her survival.
When he woke, she had climbed almost completely on top of him, clinging to him. He looked at her, and saw her looking back. "I'm very angry with you," he said.
She lowered her eyes, and tucked her head into his neck.
"You scared me to death. I thought you had died. You almost did."
She whined softly.
"Bad girl!" he snapped, swatting her butt, making her yelp. "Bad Red!"
Amy crawled away from him, on her hands and knees, then paused at the edge of the bed, wiggling her naked bottom, and peering back at him, over her shoulder.
It was a look that Hunter had grown to know and love in the last week before the boat arrival. He hurried behind her, and without any preliminaries, thrust into her hard, making her yelp.
"Never, ever, do that to me again, Red!" he growled. "Don't scare me like that. What if something had happened? What would I do without you?"
Master was different. He'd taken her many, many times, but never like that. No matter how much they played, he had always seemed to be holding back. Not this time. This time Master was completely in charge, which Amy liked.
Hunter hammered his cock into her, punishing her for running away. He pushed her shoulders down to the bed, growling as he took her, reminding her who was Master, and who was only a puppy. Her legs were unable to withstand the onslaught, and she slowly sank lower onto the bed. He followed, staying with her, thrusting away viciously. She whimpered, pushing back at him, accepting his punishment, sinking onto the bed until she was prone, helpless, pinned by his weight.
He stretched out over her, his legs holding hers down, his hands holding her arms outstretched, his face next to hers, scolding her, biting down on her neck and shoulder, his cock driving deep inside of her, relentless.
With every thrust, Amy surrendered more, accepting her Master's wonderful punishment. Whimpering sweetly, yipping lightly when he would penetrate too far, content to serve her Master. Happy to please him.
Neither was aware of how much she liked it, until she abruptly howled for him, trembling, as the special fire tore through her body.
Master was determined to make his point, and he took her repeatedly, only stopping to feed and medicate his poor puppy-girl. When he was finished with her, he was completely exhausted both mentally and physically. His special girl was helpless in his arms, equally sated.
Hunter was slow to awake to the unusual feeling. He gasped as he realized his puppy-girl was riding him, bouncing up and down on his cock. They'd never done that before. She'd never initiated things except by her teasing, and she'd never been on top of him. It felt incredible, but unexpected.
"Red?"
Amy leaned over Master, her hands resting on his shoulders, her breasts swaying as she rocked back and forth. She leaned down and kissed him, fiercely, surprising him once again. Then she sat up, enjoying herself on his cock, stretching and grinning. He reached for her breasts and she leaned forward to give Master better access.
After all the day's activity, and the number of times he'd already come, it took a long while for him to finish. Amy was in no hurry, enjoying Master's undivided attention.
Hunter felt the end approaching, watching his wild puppy, groaning when he could hold back no longer. When he was done, she laid down upon him, gasping for air. He caressed her moist skin. "Love you, Red. Master loves his puppy-girl."
Amy sighed, rolling off of him, and pulling on his arms to make him cuddle her from behind. It wasn't long before he stopped wiggling, both of them breathing easier in the dark. Both of them exhausted but happy.
"I don't like the name Red. I'm Amy. And Amy goes where Master goes, forever. Don't even think of sending me away again." She tugged his arms tighter around her, safe and warm in Master's embrace.
Hunter was surprised. More than surprised, shocked. He stiffened and his puppy-girl whimpered, wiggling against him. He hugged her tightly. "Love you Amy. I'll never let you go."
Amy knew Master was happy, so Amy was happy. Which made Hunter, very, very happy.
==================
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He loves her family, one of them, perhaps too much.
Several years ago, I read Penasweapon's My Perverted Life, and it gave me an idea for a story, which I jotted down. It's taken quite a while to get it finished, my original notes are from 2010, so it's been percolating a while. The Alzheimer's and dementia described isn't wholly accurate, sadly, I'm familiar with what's it's really like, but I took a little artistic license to further the story. Please forgive me and I hope you enjoy it.
This is an entry in the 2015 Summer Lovin' contest.
=======================
Let me say this up front. I love my wife. I adore her. Meeting her was the best thing that ever happened to me.
Hell, I love her whole family, who took me in and loved me like I was their son. They mean the world to me. Maybe that's how I got in this predicament.
I had nobody growing up. I was a foster kid, shunted around from home to home. I had difficulty relating to people, and trust was impossible. I had girls in high-school, and more in college. I enjoyed the relationships, and loved the sex even more. But none lasted very long. I had trust issues, I couldn't commit, and I was always suspicious. I guess I wasn't very good boyfriend material.
Somehow, Dana didn't understand that.
I met her in a study group. I was doing alright, but she was the star of the group. She was attractive in a nerdy kind of way, but goodhearted and kind.
I could write a hundred pages of how we came to be, but I would only look like an ass, and she'd get even more sympathy. Suffice it to say, I couldn't drive her off, no matter how rotten or inconsiderate I was. And she got to me like nobody ever did.
It's like the Jack Nicholson movie. She made me want to be a better man.
She had the patience of Job, and the persistence of Sisyphus. I couldn't understand why, but then again, I didn't understand love. It took her five long years to teach me.
She changed me. Made a man out of me. Not a manly jerk, but a real man. She wasn't alone in doing it. She had help.
Her mother adored me, God only knows why. Her father took to me like I was his long lost son and best buddy. He taught me the manly arts, which I'd never been privy to. We worked on cars, and I learned why an open end crescent wrench was called a knuckle buster. I found out how hard it was to get the grease out from under your nails, or how it tried to take up permanent residence in the wrinkles on your knuckles.
I learned there was more to alcohol than whatever was on tap, from Roger. Both he and his father, my wife's grandfather, took me out fishing for the first time. They were patient, and I trusted them enough that I wasn't afraid to look the fool. I learned the proper way to tie a fishing knot, the strange naming of hook sizes and how to select the right one, where to look for the fish, the times of day, the effect of weather, of storms, of warm spells. I learned how to set a hook after a nibble, and how to release a fish without hurting it, to be caught another day.
Dana's grandfather William, Bill, had been a carpenter. He welcomed me into his shop. The day after I got engaged he taught me how to use a lathe, a plane, a sander, the belt saw. He instructed me on the value of caring for your tools, how to sharpen a chisel and a saw blade. He showed me how a dovetail works, and how to build something that lasts. Roger would visit, and the three of us would talk, but it was my duty to do all the work. I'd listen to their advice, and practice on lesser pieces, while my masterpiece slowly evolved. Nine long months I worked on it whenever I could, more than half of that spent on the intricate carving. I finished with less than a week to go, all of their lessons coming together. I felt better about creating that one piece by hand than I had about anything I'd ever done in my entire life.
When I took my wife home, the night of our wedding, she knew what it was. She was speechless, and in tears.
"All yours?" she asked.
"Ours. All ours. Forever."
She took my hand, and pulled me along. The bed was massive, a four-poster, hand-crafted headboard, with our names carved into it. She ran her hand across the blank raised space beneath. "Our children?" she asked, her voice cracking.
I nodded. "I saw your father's. It's incredible."
She shook her head, pressing her face against the stained oak. "No, this one's even better. I can't believe you did this."
Dana let go of my hand, which she'd clutched from the moment we entered our bedroom, the huge king-sized bed filling most of the space. She ran her hands down the wood, following the curves of the six foot tall hand-turned posts. She inspected the joints, tested the drawers built into the frame, opened the chest which was attached to the foot of the bed. She looked under the lid, breathing in the cedar smell, examining where I'd tacked down the padded leather seat on top. Every little detail, she took her time to examine and praise. She found her father's sole contribution, on one end of the cedar chest, a carving of a man in a rocking chair, with a girl sleeping on his lap. She had to stop for a moment to get her tears under control. Her grandfather's addition was less subtle. An incredibly accurate portrait of my wife, her mother, and her grandmother, all around the same age, when they got married. They were beautiful women, and he captured them perfectly. I was jealous of his craft, and grateful for his tutelage.
It was their tradition, for the man to build his marital bed by hand, and to customize it for his wife. I had poured my love for her into the work, and it showed, in ways I could never verbalize.
She turned to me, her eyes shining, and hugged me. "You, Logan Sawyer, are worth every bit of fight it took me to land you," she said, smiling. "Now wait here."
She left me, confused, standing in my wedding tux, alone. She was only gone a minute, before she returned with a huge wrapped bundle, an inch wide red ribbon holding it shut. "My wedding gift to you."
I opened it, and found what she'd spent her time on while I was working on our bed. It was a huge hand-quilted bedspread. Many of the squares had needlepoint designs. All the dreams we had discussed were displayed, a large house with a white pipe fence, the New York City skyline, a beach sunset, the Eiffel tower, more than a dozen altogether. As I studied each one, recognizing the hours of labor that went into them, I was humbled. I started recognizing the tiny initials, indicating which ones her mother, her sister, and her grandmother had contributed. It was masterful. She showed me how it could be used to hold a down insert in the winter months, and used empty as a simple bedspread when it was warmer. I could see the pride when she pointed out the details I was too ignorant to understand. What I did know was that it was equal to the gift I'd given her, if not more.
She helped me remove the bedspread I'd bought. Her father's insistence that I buy something inexpensive, since she'd want her own linens and spreads, now made sense. We left the sheets on, but put our wedding quilt over the bed. We stepped back and took it in.
It was us.
I was the rough hard wood, slowly shaped into something worthy of her. Aided by her family. She was the beautiful quilt, dozens of different pieces I had slowly learned to understand, melded into a thing of beauty, all her secrets exposed. She covered me, hiding my faults, protecting me, completing me.
We had been lovers for over four years, but that night, on that bed, under that cover, it all changed. I was home.
Throughout our years together, that bed was our savior more times than I care to recall. When we'd fight, all we had to do was sit on our bed, reminded of the love and patience, our family, our goals, our intentions. I'd caress the spread, examining the new pieces she'd added over the years, our three children, the Alaska cruise, our favorite little B&B. She'd touch the headboard, with each new name carved in. I'd apologize; she'd insist she was wrong. And we'd forgive each other in her family's way, on that bed.
Most of the family get-togethers were at her grandparent's home. They had a big old house, with a huge chunk of land in the heart of the newest, most desirable suburb. It had been country when I met Dana. But the city had grown to absorb them. It was a place of serenity, in the middle of insane growth and bustling activity.
We met as a family often. Her sister had been married once, and had no children. Our three, two sons and a daughter were loved and spoiled enough for any dozen children. Her father, grandfather and I were best friends. We fished, we hunted, we worked in the garage, or in the old man's carpentry shop. I learned so much from them, I could never pay them back. They gave me something I'd never expected to have growing up, something I'd given up on. A family.
The women were good to me. Affectionate, caring, thoughtful, and protective of Dana and my relationship. When I fucked up, and it was more often than I care to admit, they would sit me down, and tell it like it is. They loved me enough to be brutally honest when needed, and to gently guide me when appropriate. I was reminded of our wedding quilt, which Dana studied regularly, looking for problems, fixing anything before it got too bad.
That was our marriage, and we had a loving family which helped ensure no string unraveled, no gaps appeared, and nothing was torn. Some might call it meddling, but I never considered it that. Alright, I might have on a few occasions, but I never dwelt on it. I understood it was done out of love.
I love my wife, and I loved her entire family, all three generations, as if they were my own, the family I never had, that welcomed me with open arms and filled a gap in my heart I hadn't known existed, until Dana.
* * *
We'd been married twelve years. I was thirty-seven, she was thirty-five. Our oldest, Bill, was eleven, Roger was nine, and our angel Caroline, named after Dana's mother, was six. My wife had fought me on the names, but it was one time when I wouldn't back down. I would honor the men and women who had raised her, and loved us, and I wouldn't set foot in our bedroom until it was settled, knowing how often I lost an argument once we were in bed.
I did give in a little on Caroline. I wanted to name her Dana, after my wife, and her grandmother who she was named after. She didn't want to name her daughter after herself, and offered Caroline, which was the one time I compromised.
Dana's father had just retired, and we were all concerned about our grandparents. Her grandmother seemed to be suffering from memory loss, and we were starting to see the first symptoms of Alzheimer's. It was devastating.
We did all the medical tests, visited an array of doctors, and tried different medications. They seemed to help a little, but it was sad to see her slipping away. We didn't talk around it, in denial. It was not our family's way. We were honest with her, and with each other, as much as it hurt.
We all helped where we could. Dana, her sister and her mother took over much of the cooking and cleaning, spending considerable time over there. The kids were weekend fixtures, and Grandma loved to have them around. Nothing made her happier.
Dad and I, along with the two namesakes, handled chores, yard work, errands, car work, whatever was needed. Grandpa always insisted he could handle it, but more and more of his time was being spent with Grandma. I worked from home much of my time, as a software contractor, and whenever an emergency popped up at the old homestead, I was happy to deal with it. We only lived a couple of miles away, in one of the new neighborhoods that seemed to pop up two or three times a year where we were.
The men still went out together, five of us now, for an occasional fishing trip, a day hike, or some hunting. I watched Dad and Grandpa impart their wisdom upon my boys, and I once again thanked my lucky stars that Dana never gave up on me, even when she probably should have.
Grandpa, at seventy-nine years old was spry and healthy as a horse. He still worked in his shop every day, and supplemented his retirement income with his artistry. They didn't need the money. When the city surrounded his property, he worked out a deal, donating twenty acres to the city for a park, and selling another sixty or so to developers, when the city put a road through his property. His house stood on the remaining twenty-seven acres, but his property taxes were waived for twenty years, and he still had a boat load of money left when he put two hundred grand into each of the children's college funds.
We were family, and we'd take care of each other. I had learned that from them, and took it to heart. I provided for my wife and family to the best of my ability, and always made time for her parents and grandparents. I never begrudged a minute of it. The few times I got irritated at having to change plans for their sakes, I remembered those months before I got married, and how they'd spent all their free time with me, while I toiled on our bed, under their watchful and supportive eyes. I might have been an asshole when she met me, but I like to believe I grew out of it.
The life changing call came from my mother-in-law, Caroline. She was good to me, but we never talked on the phone, other than for me to get Dana, or for her to summon Roger. I was surprised to get the call mid-day, Dana was at work.
"Logan?"
"Hi Mom, what's up?"
"D-d-d-daddy's dead," she said, and I could hear the tears in her words. "Momma's at home alone with him. Can you go over? You're the closest; I'm on my way."
"I'm leaving now. I'll be there in less than five minutes. I'm so sorry, Mom."
She was sobbing by this time. "I know, Honey. Take care of Momma, please."
I was the first to arrive, even before the ambulance, calling work and letting them know I'd be unavailable on the drive over. He had died in his shop, lying on the floor next to an unfinished chair he'd been working on. Grandma was sitting on the floor next to him, rocking back and forth, holding his hand. It broke my heart.
I opened the door to the garage, so the emergency people could come straight in. Then I sat down beside her, at a loss for what to do. I mean, seriously, what can you do? Her husband of 50 plus years was dead, growing cold at our feet. I put my arm around her waist, and sat with her.
Grandma had her good days, and her bad days. There was no doubt she knew exactly what was going on. "What am I gonna do, Logan?" she whispered. On her bad days, she never knew who I was. She was polite and would smile at me, but I'd hear her asking the others who the nice young man was. That day she looked into my eyes, hers brimming over with tears. "He's gone. My Billy is gone. It wasn't supposed to happen this way, Logan. What am I gonna do?"
"I ... I don't know, Grandma. He's the only Grandpa I ever had. I can't believe—"
The ambulance rolling up the driving way interrupted our thoughts. I pulled Grandma up and out of their way, to give the guys room. Then things got hectic. Roger came running through the yard, calling out for Grandma. Dana was only a couple of minutes behind him, and I had to start explaining things all over again. The police arrived, followed by Caroline, then Alice. Amidst the crying, talking, and carting Grandpa off, it became too much. I found a corner to sit quietly, and mourn the loss of a great man, who'd had almost as big an influence in my life as Dana. When Dana found me, she gave me a hug, and I was sent to pick up the kids and bring them back to the homestead.
The coroner said it was a massive heart attack. We had no idea he had any issues, hell, he seemed healthier than me. It struck me hard. I'd never had anyone I loved die, and I was pretty useless. Roger was not much better off, even though it was his wife's father. Lot of good we were, real men, who fell apart when most needed.
Our women were better, and my kids were troopers. They handled all the details. Grandma Dana couldn't do much, the shock seemed to have hit her hard, and her memory was going. Half the time she didn't recognize any of us, and when she was lucid, she was heartbroken. It pained us all to see her that way. At seventy-four years old, she looked like she was still in her early sixties. She was fit, and healthy, no blood-pressure issues, minimal arthritis, no problems other than she couldn't remember most of the last fifty years much of the time.
The funeral was held three days later, and I was happy to see what an effect the old man had on the community. There must have been over two hundred people there. A memorial was set up at the park they donated, with the children from the elementary school across the street let out for half a day. My mother-in-law spoke to them, about grandpa's life, and his love for his friends and family, that led him to provide a park for the community children. She talked about them being one of the oldest families in the area, and how Grandma's family built the old house, and kept goats and chickens, and grew crops. Even Grandma Dana was lucid enough to speak for a bit, about the importance of family, the best man she ever knew, and the best father and husband that could ever be.
I'll admit it. I cried like a baby.
To look at her, wearing a simple black dress, standing tall, her hair still mostly blonde and full, you'd never guess her age, or her problems. She was a testament to the adage of love keeping you young.
We were gathered in the living room, the day after the funeral, talking over what to do about Grandma.
It was obvious she couldn't live on her own, and nobody wanted to put her in a home. She'd lived in that house her entire life. It was her parent's before she married Grandpa. We couldn't take that from her.
We talked about hiring help, a nurse, a housekeeper, a landscaping company. But how would she handle all those people around her she didn't know?
I knew what the solution was, and wondered when they'd get around to mentioning it. After an hour or so, I realized nobody was going to put me on the spot like that.
I looked over at my wife, and took her hand. "We should move in. We can take care of her. I'm home most of the time. We could hire a little help, but it wouldn't have to be full time. She knows us, and she loves the kids. The kids will be out of school shortly, and we can use the summer to settle in. The answer seems obvious."
Dana squeezed my hand, tears in her eyes. "It's a lot to ask," she said softly.
"It's nothing. They've done so much for us, it's the least we can do for her. I want to do it."
It was Caroline who brought up the big question. "For how long? She's healthy as can be. She probably won't get better. You could be talking ten, fifteen, even twenty years. And what if she gets worse?"
They were all looking at me. We knew it was the right decision. Everyone there did. But I was the outsider, even after all those years. They were eager to have me argue their side, but none of them would push me. It was my decision.
I looked at Dana. "You want this don't you?"
She was quiet. "I don't want to force you—"
"No, Dana. For once, don't think of me. Tell me if you want this."
She nodded. "I do, but only—"
"Hush," I said, kissing her. "They're the only family I've ever had. I want to do anything I can for her. For him. I feel I have to. For his sake. I learned a lot from your father and grandfather, most importantly a man takes care of his family, first and foremost. She's my grandmother, the only one I ever knew. I want this very much. I ... I need to do this."
I looked up at the rest of the adults gathered. "I don't care how long it takes. She will never do without if I can help it. I would do the same for any of you, and I know you'd do the same for Dana and the kids. It's the obvious solution."



My sister-in-law Alice half-heartedly offered to take over, but it wasn't what we needed. She worked, and traveled. She was only thirty-two, and after two failed marriages was having trouble settling down. She lived an hour away, and would have either had to quit her job, or commute well over an hour each way during rush hour.
Roger and Caroline's issues were similar. Dana worked downtown, well over an hour from the property during rush hour. They lived twenty miles away. Dana couldn't do anything about her job; she was two years away from a pension. Roger had officially retired, but was still working part-time, also downtown. They could do it, but Grandma would still be alone during the day, and Caroline's commute would be over three hours a day.
Dana worked nearby. I worked from home. The kids would go to the same high school and middle school. Only the elementary school was different, and if we kept our house, then even that wouldn't have to change. It was the ideal solution.
Now we just had to explain it to Grandma. We had the kids watching over her, and they were baking. I pulled Billy to the side, and asked how she was.
"Good. She's knows who we are, and she's sad about Grandpa. We're making his favorite oatmeal cookies." I felt a pride in my boy that filled my heart.
The timing was right. When the cookies went in the oven we brought her into the living room. Dana explained it.
"Grandma, Logan wants us to move in here with you. You have the space, and the kids love the big yard. They wouldn't even have to change school districts. We want to be here for you."
She looked at me. "You want this?"
I nodded. "More than anything. Like you said, Grandpa was the best man I ever knew, and if he can't be here for you. I will. As long as you'll have us. We love you. I want the kids to see you every day while they're growing up. Please say you'll take us in."
She looked around at her daughter, Roger, and Alice. "You don't have to do this," she said nervously. "I'll be fine. I can—"
"Nonna, the timer went off," my little one came barreling in. "Can I take the cookies out of the oven? Billy says I'm too young but I'm not!"
Grandma grinned. "Let Billy do this one, alright? You and me, we'll do the sugar cookies."
Caroline pouted and stomped her foot. "It's not fair! I'll be careful."
Grandma pulled her close. "Of course you can do it. But sometimes we let the boys think they're in charge. It makes them feel important. You and me, we'll bake lots more, alright? And you make sure they do it right. Check the bottoms to make sure they're done."
Caroline nodded quickly, and tore off running to the kitchen. "Nonna says I need to check ..."
The quiet in the room afterward was short lived. Grandma looked at Dana smiling. "So much like her mother," she said. Then she looked over at me. "When?"
"Immediately. We'll start tomorrow, making space. We'll use part of Grandpa's workshop to store whatever won't go in the house that we want to keep. I think if we clear out the attic space we can make a bedroom for Billy so all the kids have their own room. You'll stay in your room, and Dana and I will take the room at the end of the hall. If that's alright by you."
She nodded. "I need to check on the cookies, before the little heathens burn the house down." She got up and walked back to the kitchen, and we spent a couple of hours working out the details of how things would change. It was the right thing to do, but that didn't make it any easier.
* * *
I explained the issues to my project manager, and promised I'd put in whatever hours I could for the next week, but I'd likely miss any meetings, and be unavailable much of the time. He was a good guy, and assured me there was still plenty of time to finish my sections of the code before integration and wished me luck.
We hired some day laborers outside the diner on Main Street where they gathered. Roger had plenty of time on his hands, since he'd retired three months earlier. He was still working part-time, but only around 20 hours a week, and would often show up late afternoon, to help wherever he could.
Those first couple of days after the funeral, Alice stayed with us while she and Dana handled things at home, packing with the help of some friends and hired help. I, Roger, and our workers started at Grandma's, moving things, clearing out bedrooms, a study, and starting in on the attic. We had the kids moved in one day, and Alice spent the night at Grandma's with the kids, while Dana and I worked late into the night.
Dana was incredibly appreciative of my sacrifice, no matter how hard I tried to convince her I wanted to do it. The bed got a workout, with the house empty, and we even got a couple of quickies in the next morning. Taking apart our bed was an emotional experience, and we made a special trip just for that, reassembling it in the biggest guest bedroom where it barely fit. We talked about changes to the house, adding an extra room, along with a full bathroom, so we could be comfortable. The thought of sharing a bathroom with the kids for the next dozen years wasn't acceptable.
It took three days to get us moved in, and the house was constantly in turmoil. Grandma mostly stayed out of the way, quiet and often confused. She was having a difficult time, and she wasn't all there most of the time. Mornings were bad when she first woke up, seemingly lost. It was painful to see.
We didn't want to rent our house out until after the new school year started in three months. That way we could keep the kids in the same schools. It made finances a little tight. Grandpa's will helped a good bit. Grandma got most everything, of course. But we found out a little about how much he had stashed away from selling the land. He was a smart old coot, and had managed to invest wisely, including getting a piece of the management company that purchased most of the acreage. They had a steady income, their social security, and over three million left off the sale of the property. I had no idea. It turned out the land sold for seven million, along with ten percent of the management company that operated the shopping center that covered sixteen acres of the land sold.
Dana and Alice each received two hundred grand. The will had been recently updated, and Caroline was responsible for Grandma's keep, with full access to all their money. When Dana and I told them we'd be using a part of her inheritance to update the old house, and add a new Master bedroom suite, Dana's mother insisted that the family money would pay for it. I lost that argument.
We had quotes in two days, and a building crew on site by the end of the week. Things still were hectic around the old place, but most of that was outdoors, and inside we started to calm down.
Their basement was an outdated cluttered space, but it was enough for me to be able to put in an office, and get some work done. Those were long days for me. Nearly three weeks of working odd hours, staying up late, laboring around the house, and getting things settled in.
The kids seemed to take the move the easiest. They loved their new rooms, the big property, and the fact that they were right next door to the park. We were all surprised when the kids asked why they couldn't go to the school right there, rather than have to be driven to school every morning. What they said made sense. Billy would be going to middle school the next year, and Caroline was just starting. There would be no upheaval for them. Roger was torn between leaving his friends, and starting anew, but after a couple of weeks in the new house and hanging out at the park, he had brand new 'best' friends, and was willing to make the change. That made our lives easier and we put the old house up for sale.
We've always encouraged summer programs, and to help the kids deal with all the changes, we spoiled them terribly. Young Caroline got signed up for Horse-riding Camp. Eight weeks of riding, which might be followed up with Advanced camp if she wanted. Billy was enrolled in football camp, having played since second grade. He was never going to a monster, size wasn't one of our families traits, but the boy was lightning fast. Young Roger got his way with swimming camp, the most onerous of all, and by far the longest lasting, covering the entire summer and costing an arm and a leg. Fortunately, we were able to find families to carpool with. Roger, we paid $25 a week to get picked up and dropped off, with a family that had three kids attending the swimming camp. I don't know how they could afford it. For Caroline and Billy, we shared the driving, with Dana having drop off duty twice a week, while I did the picking up an equal number of times.
It was obvious that Grandma did best when the kids were around. They kept her busy, and she somehow seemed to remember best in their presence. That was the worst part of the kids activities, with all three of them gone most mornings until early afternoon. It was when the house was empty, and it was just me and her, that she would get lost sometimes.
It made me feel a little bad. Like I didn't matter as much, I guess. I know that's unreasonable, and I didn't blame her, but it's how I felt. I tried to spend some time with her, make sure she ate lunch, kept her company while she did the laundry. Helped her find things she'd misplaced. The cleaning crew came in twice a week, and worked around her. As soon as they left, she'd start cleaning behind them. I wasn't sure if having cleaners was a great idea, she seemed to take offense to it, especially during her weaker moments, when she seemed to think she was in her twenties, and they were doing her job.
My contracting job provided work in bursts and lulls. I was hit with a couple of days of very light tasking, and found myself in Grandpa's workshop early one morning, looking at the unfinished chair he'd been working on. It hurt me to see it like that; Grandpa was one of those men who couldn't stand to see something half-done.
I hadn't been in his workshop for more than a couple of times total, since we'd lost him. It wasn't air conditioned, and in the summer it took some getting used to working out there. A big fan in the back and opening the garage door up front provided some ventilation and made it almost bearable. I looked around, remembering my months there under his guidance, working on Dana's and my marital bed. I wandered the large space, recalling the time spent learning each of the major tools, thinking how sad it was that they were idle.
I turned on my heel, and walked briskly back to the bedroom, where I put on my woodworking duds. Grandpa had definite ideas of what should be worn in the shop. It was a uniform, carpenter pants, steel toed boots, long sleeve western shirt. Heading back to the shop, I checked on Grandma, who was still in bed, not uncommon. I closed her door quietly, and headed back out.
Just inside the door were the work-belts and painter caps that we wore. Beside those were the ear muffs we used when working with any of the power tools. I buckled a belt around my waist, and put on a cap, feeling good about doing something other than pecking away at my keyboard, or managing the work going on outside the building.
I examined the chair he'd been working on, dry-fitting all the pieces. I scraped off some old glue, and sanded where it had hardened. Grandpa's large bottle of carpenter's glue still sat where he'd left it. The glue had hardened at the opening, and it took me a minute or two to clear it out, and verify that the glue inside the bottle hadn't gone bad. I lined up my clamps and some cloths to make sure I didn't damage the wood, and started putting the chair back together.
I was about half done, when Grandma came into the shop. I was having a difficult time fitting a couple of pieces together, and clamping them in place, when I felt her hand on my shoulder.
"You've been working out here in the heat all day, Billy," she said.
"I couldn't stand to see this left half done," I explained.
Her girlish giggle was a surprise, though not nearly as large as when her hand caressed my rear. "Don't I know it. Once you get started, there ain't much I can do to convince you to take a break, is there?"
Only then did it hit me that she had called me Billy. I looked back at her, and she gave me a big smile. Then she leaned in and kissed me on the shoulder. "You finish up that chair, and I'll make us something for lunch. Unless there's something else you'd like to do?"
Her hand slid across my rear, and between my cleft from behind. I fumbled the pieces I was trying to hold in place, and she laughed. "I'm sorry. Don't be mad, Billy."
"I'm not mad, Dana," I said, turning slightly to break the contact with her mischievous hand. I recognized that she was having one of her episodes. She thought I was her husband, and she was back in her twenties. I didn't want to cause her any anguish, and played along.
"I could never be mad at you," I said, leaning back against the workbench as she moved in close, her arms reaching around me.
She looked up at me and smiled. She had a beautiful smile, still, and it warmed my heart to see her eyes light up. "When you finish up with the Conroy's chairs, come in and I'll fix you something to eat. You skipped breakfast again, didn't you?"
"Wasn't hungry," I said. "I had an apple."
Her arms moved upward, around my neck, as she pressed her body against mine. I felt awkward, and nervous. Grandma, on the other hand, seemed quite comfortable. She gave her hips a little wiggle, pressing up between my legs. I'm more than a little ashamed I responded to her overt come-on. Her smile grew wider, when she pulled my head down for a kiss.
It's weird. I know that, but you have to understand, I loved the woman. The way she'd taken me in so easily, accepted me as part of her family. The only family I'd ever had. There was nothing lustful in my feelings, but my heart broke for her. She'd lost the love of her life, the man she'd spent more than 50 years with. She was losing her mind, and for that brief moment, she was happy, reliving her past, her early days, and I was her Bill.
I kissed her. I put my arms around her and kissed her. Softly, nothing crazy, but I did, I kissed her. And the woman melted against me. She was still in her nightgown, her skinny body barely covered. I could feel her skin through the material, and ran my hands down her back. She hummed her happiness against my lips, and I almost jumped when her hand slid between us, rubbing my erection. Her eyes had been closed, and she opened them. She stared into my eyes, and I felt a warmth I couldn't deny.
Then she was pulling away. "I'll bring you a sandwich in a bit. I'm making your favorite roast tonight, so don't stay out here forever."
Her hand reached out and ran down my chest, before she turned away and walked back toward the house, with a teasing wiggle in her walk. She turned and looked back at me, grinning at the doorway. "Get back to work and stop staring at my butt," she teased, then left me, stunned.
It took me a while to get back to what I was doing, feeling weird, and oh-so-wrong. Thankfully, I was able to push the thoughts about Grandma's behavior out of my head and finish most of the chair, before the serenity of the shop was interrupted again.
Grandma was back, and I could see that she'd changed. She had on a bright yellow sundress, and her hair was tied back in a simple ponytail. She walked past the big fan at the end of the workshop, and her lightweight dress blew up, exposing her thighs. I'm pretty sure she did it on purpose. In one hand was a plate with a huge sandwich on it, as well as some chips. In the other was a tall glass of iced tea.
"Break time, Billy. You need to eat."
I stopped what I was doing, and capped the glue. She cleared a space for the plate, and emptied her hands before turning to me. She reached up and pulled off my hat, running her fingers through my hair. "I still don't understand why you insist on wearing these stupid hats," she said.
"It keeps the sawdust out of my hair, and keeps my hair out of the work," I explained, as Grandpa had once explained to me.
Her hands moved down, and she was unbuckling my toolbelt. I would have backed away if I could, nervous about where things were going. "You're so tense lately," she said, pulling the belt away and laying it on the bench beside me. "We'll be fine. Business is a little slow, but it always is this time of year."
"I'm almost out of things to do," I said, stuck for a reply.
"Then you need to go out and drum up some business. You're the best, and you need to remember that. Jeanie said the Destin's are adding onto their house. I bet you could get some cabinet work out of them." Then she slid her arm around my waist, and turned me toward the lunch she'd brought. "Eat. Finish the Conroy's stuff, and plan on making a run up to the Destin's. The wife's name is Leslie, and Michael is her husband. The oldest they call Mike, then there's Margaret, and John. Tell them Jeanie suggested you contact them."
"I'll do that. I should be done in here within the hour."
She gave me a squeeze, then a quick kiss on the shoulder. "Perfect. I'm making your roast tonight."
She gave me a pat on the bottom, the waltzed off again, with that teasing walk of hers. It was hard to believe that a woman in her seventies could walk that way without breaking a hip.
"Thanks, Dana. Love you," I said, picking up the sandwich.
See, that's the problem with having a wife named Dana. It was automatic. I didn't even think about it, the words just spilled forth.
She laughed, not even turning around. "We'll see. Get some work from the Destin's, Billy, and I'll let you show me just how much you love me later."
I was a little optimistic about the time it would take me to finish the chair. I was happy with the job I'd done, and cleaned up the work area. I looked around while I was at it, and under a couple of tarps, found some old cabinets that Grandpa must have been working on. I decided I'd found my next project.
After cleaning up, I had some concerns about going in the house, and Grandma acting all lovey-dovey, once the kids came home from their summer camps. I slipped out the back of the shop, and looked in to the kitchen from the sliding glass door. My daughter Caroline was in the kitchen with Grandma, and Billy was sitting at the table, eating his afternoon snack. Roger was always the last to arrive, and would be ravenous when he got home.
I went around the house, to check on the work that was being done on the addition. The foundation had been poured, and the framing was complete. They had started on the plumbing for the new master bath, and most of the exterior sheathing was in place. They were making great progress, and I spoke with the head honcho who assured me they were still on schedule, and would have the electrical and plumbing inspection in less than a week.
The door into the house was complete, and I entered from that end, heading to the bedroom and changing into jeans and t-shirt. I was hoping that the outfit was part of why Grandma had mistaken me for a young Grandpa.
I made my way to the kitchen, smelling her divine cooking. Whatever else you might say about her memory, that woman sure could cook. I took a deep breath, as I watched her interaction with my little girl. The boys were nowhere to be seen, and I was hoping that they were doing something useful, like their chores, but suspected they were out playing.
Grandma was almost dancing around the kitchen, humming happily, when she wasn't giving Caroline directions. She looked up at me, and gave me a smile. "Logan, could you run up to the store and get me a dozen Granny Smith apples, or McIntosh if they have them? That and I'm out of nutmeg. I think I'll make an apple pie for dessert."



It was her best night in weeks. Her memory was good, and she was nothing but smiles and laughter, while we chatted around the dinner table. Dana was ecstatic, to see her Grandmother doing so well. The kids took it in stride, and little Caroline was proud as a peacock when she presented us with the first apple pie she'd ever made. It was delicious.
Late that night, after everyone had gone to bed, my wife and I retired to our own. I knew I had to tell her what had happened. I was feeling more than a little guilty about it.
Dana had other ideas, as evidenced by a hot kiss, and her hand sliding down my body and caressing my alter-ego. I was hard in no time at all, and she was riding me. I watched her eyes open, and trace the names on the headboard as she often did, before closing them again. Her breath quickened, as did her motions. Then she was coming for me, and her passion ignited my own, urging me to grab her hips and finish with her. It was magical, but then again, it often was.
After cleaning up, we relaxed together, cuddling, while I held her. It was time.
"Grandma had a weird episode today," I said.
"Hmm?"
"I was out in the workshop, trying to finish that chair Grandpa had been working on. It bothered me that it was only partially done, and abandoned. While I was at it, she came out to check on me. She thought I was Grandpa."
Dana gave a little giggle. "That's such a surprise? You've seen the pictures when they were young. You look more like family than I do. I take too much after my Dad."
"She ... she touched me," I said nervously.
"Touched you? How?"
I was still holding her, and she didn't tense up or nothing. No variation in her voice. If anything I thought she sounded a little amused.
"She rubbed my butt. Then she hugged me and kissed me. On the lips."
"I hope you kissed her back," Dana chuckled.
"I'm serious! It was weird. She kept calling me Billy, and she was teasing me something fierce. She brought me lunch, and talked about the old days, doing some work for someone called the Destins. She said she was going to make me my favorite, her roast."
Dana wiggled a little, getting comfortable, pressing back against me. She pulled my hand up to her breast. "She seemed great tonight. The best in a while."
I couldn't disagree. "Yeah, I think it was the kids. When they came home, and she was cooking with them, she was back to normal. When I went into the kitchen, after changing out of my woodworking clothes, she called me Logan, and sent me out on an errand. Like nothing had happened."
"Nothing had happened, baby," she whispered. Her mischievous hand was between us, reaching for my cock. "It seems like it was good for her. You didn't try to remind her who you were or anything did you? You went along?"
I stifled a moan as her hand wrapped around my shaft, tugging softly. "No. She was too happy. I don't think I'd ever seen her in such a good mood, as she was in the workshop. I couldn't mess with that."
Dana turned and kissed me softly. Her hand was moving slowly, bringing me back to life. "Were you worried I'd get mad?" she asked.
"I kissed her, Dana. Twice. It wasn't a friendly kiss neither."
She giggled, and kissed me again. I was almost hard enough to do something about it. "Don't think twice about it. You would never cheat on me, Logan. I know that. You're not that stupid boy I met all those years ago."
"She touched me. There," I whispered, nodding down toward where her hand was working.
"So? She thought you were Grandpa. You made her happy. That's not a bad thing, Logan. Not at all." Dana rolled onto her back, her hand tugging my cock, encouraging me to climb over her. She guided me into her, and sighed. "God, I love you so much," she whispered.
I was quiet, slowly working my way into her, stroking smoothly, until she was taking my full length. "You're really not mad?" I asked, slowing down, kissing her neck, her shoulders.
"Never. Not with Grandma. You and I both know it for what it is. Her taking a stroll down her old memories, helpless to do anything about it. You trying to help, keep her happy. No, I'm not mad. Just don't get too crazy, OK? You'd probably break her hip if you got carried away." She giggled, wiggling her hips for me.
Then she dropped into a deeper drawl, sounding more like Grandma. "It's been too long, Billy. Way too long," she teased. "Do me, big guy. Nobody lays wood like you."
I almost laughed. I lifted her legs, tilting them back, and showed her that Grandpa wasn't the only one who could lay wood. "You're rotten, you know that?" I told her.
"And you're the best, Billy. Always. Fuck me, honey. Fuck me!"
I did, too caught up in it to talk anymore. I fucked her like my life depended on it, and she struggled to stay quiet, with the kids right next door. Afterward, she cuddled up to me, breathing hard. "Damn, that was good," she mumbled.
"The best. You're always the best, Dana."
We didn't mention Grandma anymore that night, although I can't deny I wondered if Grandpa got a reaction out of her like I did.
* * *
The next day, it was back to normal. Grandma was the same as she'd been, more confused than anything during the day, and at her best with the kids. I may have avoided her a little at first, still uncomfortable with the way things had gone. But once it was obvious she didn't know who I was, and didn't mistake me for anyone else, it was business as usual.
It was three days later, before we had a partial repeat. I'd finished up my workload early, and was waiting to hear the results of testing after integration. I was certain my code was clean, having self-tested it thoroughly.
I was nervous, putting on my woodworking duds, but shut those feelings down, and returned to the workshop. The chair I'd been working on needed some additional work. The glue had set, and I cleaned up any that had leaked. I did a little more sanding, running my hands over the clear grain, feeling for imperfections. When I was happy with the results, I searched through the stains, trying to imagine what Grandpa would have wanted.
This time, when Grandma came out to the shop, there were no surprises. I was kind of expecting her. She approached quietly, standing to one side, looking over my work. Grandpa's work to be honest.
"It's beautiful, Billy," she said. "You are the best you know. An artist. Nobody does half as good as you."
"Not half as beautiful as you, Dana," I answered.
She smiled, and her face lit up. "Is that my porch chair you promised me? That old one is due to be turned into firewood."
I guess it was no longer the Conroy's chair, and I couldn't think of a better use for it. "What color do you want it? Painted, or stained?"
She approached, touching the wood of the chair, before leaning into me, and putting her arm around my waist. "I'm terrible at this. What do you think?"
"I think that's a fib. You're better at this part than me. It's your chair, what do you want?"
She turned and kissed my shoulder, her hand sliding down and rubbing my ass again. "Stain. Nothing too dark. I want to see the wood, the grain, the knots. I want to be reminded of what it came from, plain wood, before you worked your magic. For me."
She lifted my arm, and slid around in front of me, her arms encircling my waist. "I love you, Billy. Thank you for my chair." Her eyes fairly glowed as she looked up into my face.
I put my arms around her, giving her a squeeze. "I love you, Dana."
She stood on tiptoe, her neck arching, her lips tilted up toward me. How could I deny her? I kissed her. I held her and kissed her, and felt her tongue run along my lips. It was undeniably sexy. Her body pressed against mine, and shamefully I responded. She pulled away after a few seconds, grinning.
"Can I sit in it?"
"Of course. It is yours, after all." I lifted it off the bench, and carried it out to the porch before putting it on the ground. I couldn't help but notice how the big fan blew her dress up teasingly as she passed it. She walked around the chair, running her hands over the wood, before settling in. She wiggled around a little before looking up at me. "It's perfect. What a surprise," she said with a grin.
Then she was up on her feet. "Try it."
I did, and had barely gotten seated before she was in my lap, giggling. Her arm went around my neck, and she pulled me back for a kiss. It was a long one, and her hands were mischievous, rubbing me, touching me. Her butt was wriggling, and I put my hand on her hip to hold her in place.
Then she was leaning against me, soft in my arms, talking about the business, the cabinets I needed to finish for the Simmons, getting the rest of the money out of the Andersons. She pulled my hand off of her hip, and startled me when she slipped it between her legs. Her little bit of a dress she'd worn for me was scooted up out of the way, and I was touching her panties. They were wet. How the hell was a seventy-something year old woman wet? I was curious, and rubbed her softly, feeling the moisture seep through the cotton material.
Her hand was misbehaving as well, rubbing my stiffness, casually, while she talked. She closed her eyes a couple of times, shifting her weight, pressing back against my teasing fingers.
Then she stopped, and took my face in her hands, kissing me fiercely. "Tonight, my handsome man. Everything."
I couldn't believe how worked up I felt. I wasn't thinking about my wife. I was imagining I was Grandpa, fifty years ago, with his beautiful horny wife in his lap, promising him the world.
Then she stiffened in my arms. I didn't know what was wrong, until she sat up, straightening her dress. "Poop!" she growled. "I bet that's Dan Simmons, come to check on his cabinets." She gave me a quick hard kiss, then climbed out of my lap. "I'm making my buttermilk fried chicken tonight. And double biscuits. Don't let Dan know you've been working on my chair, when you should be finishing his cabinets."
As she turned away, I could hear Roger calling out from inside the house. "Anyone home?"
She must have heard him pull up. I know I didn't. I was lost there for a bit, in a different time.
Grandma opened the sliding door, waltzing into the house, spry as a teen. "Dan Simmons," she said. "Billy's out back. Your cabinets are near done. I'm making my fried chicken. Care to stay for dinner?"
Roger took it in stride, with barely a ripple. "Not tonight, Dana. Thanks. I, uh, I'll check on Bill."
"The offer's open. Bring your pretty little bride along if you want, I don't imagine you can stay away from her that long anyway." I was watching as she walked up to him, rubbed her hand down his arm, and turned away with a giggle.
Damn. Grandma was a flirt. A big one.
Roger came out to the porch, where I had stood and picked up the chair to bring it back to the shop for staining. "Cabinets?" he asked.
I shrugged. "Grandma sometimes thinks I'm Grandpa, when I'm working in the shop. I guess he did some cabinets for a Dan Simmons. There's some cabinets in there, which I think got her thinking wrong."
"Well, she seemed to be in a great mood. And she's making her fried chicken? Nobody makes better fried chicken. I think I'm gonna call Caroline, and tell her we're eating over. You say she's done this before?"
"Just once. Maybe a week ago, when I was finishing the chair Grandpa was working on."
"It's good to see her happy. Maybe you should do some more work out here."
Roger was more than my father-in-law. He was probably my best friend. I couldn't keep secrets from him. "Dad, she thinks I'm Grandpa. She calls me Billy, and she acts, uh, really friendly."
The stunned looked on his face made me feel better. I wasn't alone in thinking this was odd.
"When you say really friendly ..."
"She kisses me. She's very touchy-feely. She was, well, talking ... talking about what we were going to do tonight. In bed."
Roger's eyes opened wide, and then he laughed. A big hearty laugh that, to be honest, irritated me. "It's not funny, Dad!"
His laughter diminished to mere chuckles. "It kind of is, you know? Not too surprising, everyone's noticed how much you look like him in the old pictures. I didn't know the old bird had it in her. You're going along, right?"
"I kind of have to. I don't want to upset her. She talks all about their work, their customers, her friends, it's like she's back to when they first started out. She thought you were a customer, for those cabinets," I said, with a nod toward the tarp covered objects.
Roger walked over and uncovered the partially completed cabinets. "You should finish these. They're beautiful."
Grandma chose that moment to come back to the garage, holding a pair of iced tea glasses. She offered one to Roger, and gave me the other, with a wink. Then she walked over to Roger, with a sway in her step, putting her hand on his arm. "What do you think? Everything he told you, right? My Billy does the best work around."
Roger didn't shy away from her flirtatious touch. "I was just telling him they were great. He should finish them."
Grandma pouted so cutely, I couldn't help picture her playing it up back then. "He promised he'd have them done and ready for installation a week from Tuesday. He'll get them done. It's no good rushing him." Grandma looked over at me and rolled her eyes. I almost burst out laughing.
Roger nodded. "I wasn't trying to rush him, I said—"
"You have my word, Dan. They're his top priority. He'll get them done, and they'll be worth every penny." She ran her hand along his arm, teasingly. Grandma was cracking me up. "Speaking of pennies, your second payment is due, and we could really use it to buy the hardware. I don't suppose you have the money on you, do you?"
"Uhm, how much was it again?"
Grandma stomped her foot. "Dan Simmons! I know you're not the kind of man to try to renegotiate halfway through the project."
"No, Dana," Roger said anxiously, reaching for his wallet. "I just forgot. I swear."
Grandma sighed. "Forty up front, forty more, due last Thursday, and eighty once they're installed. Anyone else would have made you pay at least half at the start. You know it's a good deal. Best dang cabinet work in the county, if not the state!"
Roger nodded. "Great work, I know. I'm sorry I'm late with the payment. I have it with me," he said, waving his wallet.
The grin on Grandma's face lit up the room. She took him by the arm, and started walking him to the house door. "Wonderful. Come in and I'll write you a receipt. We should let Billy get back to work," she said, looking back at me and giving a nod toward the cabinets. Then a grin and a wink.
I could see now that Grandma was a big part of Grandpa's success. She was a natural. As for me, I wasn't about to get stuck in the doghouse. I uncovered Grandpa's old work, and started sorting out the pieces, seeing how much he had finished, and what was left to complete.
When Grandma came back, several minutes later, I had one of the pieces on the bench. She was obviously in a great mood, giggling as she walked over to me. She moved up close and rubbed my chest when I turned toward her.
"I was naughty again, Billy. I hope you're nod mad."
Mad, no. Surprised? Hell, yeah! "How naughty, Dana?"
She gave me a fake pout, her eyes shining, as her hand traveled down my front, only stopping when she reached my zipper. "Just a little, honey. Not really bad. You know I'd never be real bad for anyone but you."
I was actually enjoying this. Seeing how Grandma used to be. I had no idea. I put my hands on her waist, and pulled her in close. "Tell me."
She giggled, her hand rubbing where she shouldn't. "I kissed him. I even let him touch my bottom."
Shit! Roger had kissed her! "And that's all?"
She nodded vigorously, grinning. "Forty bucks, cash money. And you've got an extra three days to finish the work. I made him give you the weekend. I did good, right honey?"
"You did great, Dana. You're the best."
She lowered her head, looking up at me through her eyelashes, pouting again. "You're not mad, are you? It was just a little kiss." Then she smiled. "Not like this."
Her arms were around my neck, her body pressed against mine, and she kissed me like her life depended on it. Holy crap! Grandma was a good kisser. When she finally pulled away I was stunned.
"I'm gonna go work on dinner. You need to get my chair done. Dan's stuff can wait." She grinned mischievously. "If we need extra time, I'm sure I can get us a few more days. You did order the hardware, right?"
I nodded.
"Good. Then get to it. And maybe tonight, I'll let you punish me for being a naughty girl again."
* * *
Dana was riding me, by far her favorite position, and she slapped my chest. "She didn't!"
I laughed, grabbing her hips and grinding into her. "Yep. Grandma's bad. She kissed Roger, or I should say 'Dan,' and earned us a few more days before I have to finish the cabinets. She even made him pay us forty dollars."
"Oh my God! Grandma!?"
I almost laughed, but Dana decided she'd been idle long enough, and started rocking back and forth on my cock, dragging a moan out of me. That put a smile on her face.
"You better not be thinking of Grandma," she said, and smacked me on the chest again.
"Be real, Dana. You're the love of my life. Shit, I'm probably the only man in America who after twelve years of marriage fantasizes about his wife."
She slowed down her rocking, taking her time. I could see her mind was elsewhere, but I didn't mind. Sometimes our loving was romantic, sometimes passionate. A lot of times it was just playful, like tonight. I was happy enough to have her riding me. This was one of those fun times, and teasing her about Grandma was turning out hilarious.
"You think he told Mom?" she asked.
"Probably. I'll talk to him. He thought it was funny that she was hitting on me. Let's see who's laughing now."
"This is so weird, Logan. She was in a great mood tonight, almost completely lucid."
"And her chicken was to die for. Damn, that woman can cook."
"Dammit! I know you're not thinking about Grandma, with that big cock up inside me."
I smacked her ass cheek pretty firmly, making her yelp. "Behave. You know you are the only woman for me. This thing with Grandma isn't my doing. Hell, you and Roger both were encouraging me."
Dana leaned over, her arms bracketing my head, her perfect titties swaying as she rocked back and forth, fucking me slowly. "I know," she said, gazing into my eyes. "And I love seeing her happy. But you have to admit it's weird. I mean, kissing Dad!"
I chuckled, reaching up and playing with her tits. "That's your problem? Roger?"
She blushed, and it was adorable. "She thinks she's married to you. But Dad? That's just wrong. And you said he touched her ass?"
"Grandma's a pretty woman, using her feminine wiles to help the business. She confessed immediately. She also made it clear she's been naughty before, and she wasn't the least bit regretful." I chuckled, tweaking my beautiful wife's nipples. "She did say I'd get to 'punish' her tonight for being naughty."
Dana glared at me, then started pounding down on my cock. I loved the way it made her tits shake. "I'm thinking you're the one that need to be punished," she said.
"Punish me, beautiful."
* * *
I loved my current project. Some projects are more critical than others, some time-lines more crucial. This was one of those projects where time was of the essence, and the company big enough to pay well. I'd been managing to keep up with my tasks and goals, and integration was going exceptionally well. I'd only had two minor issues to deal with. I was being paid to be on call, during integration and test. I understood that if my work had issues, I had to drop everything and deal with it until it was done. For the moment, as long as my code remained solid, my job was to check my emails each morning, join a daily progress conference call, and wait.



With time on my hands, I was checking on the addition's progress, cleaning out an old shed behind the garage that probably hadn't been looked at in twenty years, and eventually, organizing and cleaning Grandpa's workshop and the garage which had been overtaken with all his work and tools.
I was nervous about that, but the first time Grandma came out to see what I was up to, she just looked around, and left. She had that confused look again, and I knew it was a bad day.
Roger had not made an appearance in a couple of days, and it was nice when he showed up the following morning. I was back to working on the cabinets, in full workshop apparel with Grandma's newly stained chair ready for a final finish. I let him get settled in before I started grilling him.
"So, 'Dan,' I hear you've been kissing my wife," is how I started.
The man turned bright red. "Jesus, Logan! The woman is a fiend!"
"Not so funny now, is it? With the shoe on the other foot."
He grinned. "Yeah, but you gotta admit, it is kind of funny. You know Mom made it pretty clear that wasn't the first time that I'd kissed her. I mean, Dan kissed her. The woman is a total tease."
"Did you tell Caroline?" I asked.
He took a moment to reply. "Did you tell Dana?"
"Everything. Including Grandma kissing 'Dan.' "
He grinned. "Good. Cause I told Caroline everything. She hasn't stopped teasing me ever since. How about you?"
"Pretty much the same. I think it bothers Dana a lot more that you kissed Grandma, then the fact that she's been almost attacking me."
"Mom kissed me," Roger insisted.
"Oh, right. And the butt fondling?"
He turned bright red. "It wasn't fondling, I mean, I barely touched her, and it was just for a couple of seconds."
I couldn't help but laugh. "You don't have to tell me, I get it. Trust me. She's a wild woman."
He laughed along with me. "Yep. I get the feeling that Dad was a very, very lucky man."
He was holding a piece for me, when Grandma made her appearance. I should have known. She had some kind of sixth sense, when it came to me working out there. Then again, with the fan going, and running some of the tools, I wasn't exactly quiet. "Who's your handsome friend, Billy?" she asked, smiling at Roger.
I thought Dad was going to lose it. Grandma came over and slid her arm around my waist tilting her head up for a kiss. It was kind of my duty to deliver. "This is Roger," I said.
She let go of me and stuck out her hand. "Pleased to meet you, Roger. What brings you by? Here to check out the work? Best dang woodworker for a hundred miles." She had a huge smile on her face and a sparkle in her eye, as she clung to his hand. I was getting a pretty clear idea of how Grandpa had been so successful.
"You know the counter over at McPherson's? That's Billy's work. And the library at the courthouse? My Billy. Even the Mayor knows where to go for the best. Most of his office was Billy's work. So what can we do for you?"
Roger was wishy-washy, and Grandma did her thing. It only took her a few minutes to drag him inside the house so he could see some of the completed work inside. She looked over her shoulder at me, giving me a wink.
Ten minutes later, she was back, with Roger in tow. She was holding his hand. "I'll let you boys finish up the details. I've got a ham that I need to get working on, and a lot of potatoes to peel." She gave me a quick wink, then turned and faced Roger. "You won't regret choosing us, I promise," she said, with more than a promise implied in her voice. "You're welcome to stay for dinner. There's more than enough."
She gave him a kiss on the cheek, then planted a big kiss on me, before leaving us.
"Spill," I said.
Roger was blushing something fierce. "I guess you're going to be building me a complete set of built in cabinets for my dining room. Floor to ceiling, doors top and bottom, six foot tall glass doors through the middle. Hand carved decorations, which we need to work out." He shook his head slowly. "That woman could sell ice to Eskimos."
"So, Roger, did you kiss my wife again?" I teased.
"Damn it, I told you, she kissed me! How was I supposed to stop her?"
I couldn't help but laugh, and was still chuckling when Grandma opened the door and poked her head in. "Billy, I know you're busy, but could I see you for a minute?" She looked over at Roger, smiling. "I hope you don't mind, Roger."
"Uh, no, of course not."
"We'll only be a moment, I promise." She looked back at me, and raised an eyebrow.
"On my way," I said, removing my toolbelt.
I was barely in the kitchen before she was on me. I was verifying I still had my tonsils before she spoke.
"The man's a liar, but he had cash. Like we're supposed to believe he has a four thousand square foot house. Puh-lease! I think he was trying to show off for me."
"Have you been naughty, Dana?"
She grinned, rubbing her body against mine. "Just a little, honey, I swear. He paid cash! One hundred dollars! I had to do something. You're not mad, are you?"
"How could I ever be mad at you, Dana?"
She giggled, and picked up the stack of twenties off the table, fanning them out, and waving them. "He must be rich. I started out almost double the cost, and he accepted straight up. No dickering at all. One hundred dollars as just a deposit. Can you believe it?" She threw herself at me again, kissing me hard. "You're supposed to go do the measurements, so we can give him a final price. I think he'll go for at least six hundred. Maybe more!"
"That's a lot of money. We don't want to cheat the guy."
She gave me her pout. "He has the money, and you're worth every penny. We wouldn't be cheating him. We're just finally getting paid what you're worth. He even said we could use him as a referral. Don't be mad, honey." She had snuggled up close, and her hands were wandering. "This is good news. Great news. You need to do the best job ever, and I'm going to make sure you're rewarded." She placed her lips near my ear. "I think this might be an extra-naughty night. You know, that thing you want me do with my mouth?"
Her hand was rubbing my crotch, and moments later, it was squeezing my erection through my pants. "You like that idea, don't you? I'll be a dirty woman for you Billy. Tonight. Promise me, you won't take any less than six hundred, and I'm going to drive you crazy."
"Six hundred?" All I could think was that back in the 60's that was a lot of money.
She nodded, her hand still holding my erection. "Please, Billy. I know he can afford it. I can tell. It's a lot of work."
"All right, it's a deal," I said.
She squealed like a little girl, and hugged me. "I'm gonna make it worth your while, I swear. Now go take care of business, while I make you a feast worthy of a king! I'm thinking that chicken fried steak you love so much, and fresh beans out of the garden. If you're a good boy I might even make my cherry cobbler."
Dinner that night was nothing less than fabulous, and Grandma was in a terrific mood again. It still seemed more than weird to me, how she could seem completely normal in the evening, with the whole family around, when that morning she'd been living so far in the past.
* * *
It was a lot of things. I'd spent eighteen hours straight resolving the first serious issue on my project. It was one of those subtle errors, only showing up under certain circumstances. I was still awake emailing in my fixes, when Dana left for work, taking little Caroline and two of the neighbors off to horse riding camp. The boys had already left in their respective camp carpools.
I was hopped up on caffeine, exhausted but unable to sleep. After laying down for a useless, restless hour, my mind still focused on the project issues, I headed out to the garage. Working on the cabinets would let my mind get away from the coding marathon.
Grandma came out and checked on me. She was dressed in one of her summer dresses, and brought me a snack. "You look tired, Billy," she said. She rubbed my shoulders. "Maybe we've taken on too much work. You could hire an assistant. We can afford it."
Being tired probably made me a little cranky. "I'm fine. I'm just going to finish this up." My tone wasn't all that friendly. I wasn't in the mood to play at being Billy.
"I'm serious. Maybe you should take a break. Why don't you come in, and I'll make you feel all better," she said, her teasing hand running down my rear.
That was all I needed. I doubted that Dana would be that understanding.
"Not now, Dana. I'm fine."
She didn't answer and was pouting when she left me.
It was almost lunch, when Grandma came back out.
"Enough!" she snapped, shocking me. "You're exhausted. You look like you haven't slept in a week. The work isn't that important. If we need some more time, I'll get it for us."
Alright, I'm an idiot sometimes. "Let me guess. You'll be naughty, right?"
I felt bad as soon as the words left my mouth. She looked shocked. Then she ran away from me, back into the house. Talk about feeling guilty.
Enough was enough. I was too tired to think straight, and I was moody. I put away my tools, and went looking for her. She was in her room with the door closed, and I decided to let her be. By that evening, she wouldn't even remember my screw-up. I took a quick shower, and climbed between the sheets, hoping for a few hours sleep before the house filled up again.
I woke slowly, to a familiar feeling. I was still in a sleepy haze, when I reached down and stroked her hair. "Dana," I murmured.
Tilting my head up, I looked down and the wrong Dana was sucking my cock.
"Dana?"
She pulled her lips off of me, and ducked her head. "Please don't look at me, Billy. Not when I'm doing this."
It seemed like a weird comment. I couldn't quite wrap my head around the whole situation. Grandma got even weirder, grabbing a pillow and holding it up between us, as her mouth took me in again. It was like she wanted to do it in private.
Not that I was going to argue. Grandma was pretty damn good at what she was doing. I knew it was messed up, but a hard cock has no conscience. I let her go on for a couple of minutes before I pulled the pillow away so I could see her. She immediately stopped her actions, turning away. Her hand was still on my cock, stroking me. The ring on her finger bothered me.
"Please, Billy! It's embarrassing," she said.
I sat up and saw that she was still fully dressed. A glance at the cock told me it was a little after two. I thanked my lucky stars that I didn't have carpool duty.
"You promised you wouldn't look, Billy. You promised!"
I lifted her frail body and pulled her up the bed, laying her down next to me. "What's wrong Dana?"
She pouted. "I'm sorry I yelled at you earlier. I know I'm not supposed to interfere with your work when you're in your shop. But you need to take care of yourself." She clung to me. "I'm scared, Billy. I keep seeing you out there, collapsed, on the floor. It's so real. I-I-I don't know what I'd do without you."
Her words haunted me. I was getting a feeling that she was remembering what had happened to Grandpa, even when she was living in the past. I hugged her. "I'm sorry I was cross with you. I was just tired. I took your advice, didn't I?"
She nodded slowly, looking up at me with the most trusting eyes, glistening with tears. "I love you so much, Billy. What's wrong?"
"What do you mean?"
"You ... You're different. You never want to come in for a little treat anymore. I used to always be able to get you to take a break for some love time. Are you tired of me? You don't have another girl, do you?"
How do you tell a crying seventy year old woman that the man she's in bed with is different? Not her husband. I know I couldn't.
I gave her a squeeze, and a quick kiss. "I'm sorry. I've got a lot on my mind. I haven't been a very good husband lately, have I?"
She shook her head. "No, Billy, you're a great husband, and we're doing so well, it's just ... I don't know, something's wrong."
I ran my hand down her back, until it was resting on her butt. I gave her a little squeeze, and she giggled. "That thing you were doing, that was really nice."
My god, the woman almost turned purple from embarrassment. She turned her head away. "You said we wouldn't have to talk about it, that you wouldn't peek."
Then she looked up at me, with a tiny grin. "You really do like that, don't you?"
"Yes, I do. It's amazing."
"Jeanie said you would. She said a lot of women do it now. You don't think I'm a ... a bad person, do you?"
I wanted to laugh. "No Dana, my love. I think it's a loving thing to do for your husband."
She nodded eagerly. "I never thought I could do something like that. Only, well, you know the kind of women that do that. But I knew you wanted me to. I knew it." Her hand had wandered back down to my cock, which has lost most of its stiffness. Feeling her cool hand holding my shaft helped remedy that.
"I love when you do that," I said.
"Why? It can't feel as good as, well, you know." She was blushing again.
"I guess it's just the idea that you would do it for me. That you love me that much."
That's when I got the big smile. "But I do love you that much! Nobody could love anyone as much as I love you. I'll do anything for you, Billy." She turned her head away, blushing again, her voice soft. "I ... I'll even let you watch, if you want. If you don't think I'm too dirty."
I chuckled. "Don't you get it, Dana? I'm yours, and you're mine. All of me, one hundred percent is yours. And vice-versa, I hope. You can't be too dirty for me. The naughtier you are with me, the more I know you're mine, totally."
She smiled. "I am, you know. Totally, completely yours. When I'm ... naughty with anyone else, that's just teasing. Playing around. Nobody else will be allowed to put their thing inside me, ever. Just you, my handsome man. And that includes my very naughty mouth."
She sat up, her hand stroking my cock. "Now lay back and relax, and let me show you how dirty I can be for the only man that matters."
I probably could have stopped things there, but I didn't. I watched her move between my legs, and lick my shaft, before putting it in her mouth. She looked up at me, and smiled, then pulled away. "You're watching."
"I can't help myself. You're beautiful. I love you so much."
She giggled. "I love you more, and I'm about to prove it."
She took me back in her mouth, and when she caught me watching her again, she gave me a wink, and went back to work. I only lasted a couple of minutes. There was something so taboo, so wrong, so dirty, that it was driving me crazy. My wife's blowjobs, which weren't all that common, were a lot better. But this, this was heart stopping.
"I'm close, Dana," I moaned. "Gonna ..."
I gasped when she pulled her head away and stroked me rapidly. I groaned for her as I erupted, making a mess, all over her hand and my belly and crotch. She finished me, then climbed off the bed, returning with a towel, one end moistened. She cleaned me up, and gave my cock a little kiss. Then she climbed up the bed, and gave me a big one. "Finish your nap. I hope you know now, just how much I love you. There is no man in the world, no money amount, that would make me do that for anyone else."
I kissed her, long and slow. "I know. Ours is a love for the ages."
She smiled. "Sleep. I've got a dinner to take care of. And you're going to need your strength. I've got plans for you tonight, buster."
The next time I woke, it was the other Dana climbing into bed with me. "Project all caught up?" she asked, cuddling up to me.
"All done for now."
"Dinner's almost ready. Otherwise, I'd let you have your way with me," she teased, her hand rubbing where her grandmother had been not that long ago.
"We have to talk," I said.
"About?"
"Grandma. It's gotten bad. A lot worse."
"I know, Mom told me about Roger," she was actually giggling. I imagine that wouldn't be for long.
"No, Dana. I'm serious, it's a lot worse."
That seemed to get her attention. Her hand stopped moving and she rose up on one elbow, looking down at me. "What? What happened?"
I didn't know how to put it gently, so I just told her. "I was sleeping, and I woke up to Grandma giving me a blowjob."
It was like I'd slapped her. "You're kidding, right?"
I shook my head slowly. "Not at all. It was one of those days when she was calling me Billy. I was working out in the workshop, and she got mad at me for working so hard, and said I looked exhausted. I ... I was cranky in my response, but she was right, I was zonked, so I went to bed to take a nap. When I woke up, she was, well, you know."
"I can't believe this," Dana said. She sounded more shocked then mad. "You stopped her, of course."
"I, uh, did, for a while—"
"For a while!?"
"She was upset. It's hard to explain. She was telling me how she was scared; she kept seeing me collapsed on the floor in the workshop."
"Oh God! She was remembering!"
"She was so upset, I couldn't tell her I wasn't Grandpa, that he really was dead, on the workshop floor. I ... oh crap!" I said, embarrassed. "I'm sorry, Dana. I didn't mean to. But I couldn't turn her away. I let her. Hell, who am I kidding? I even encouraged her."
"Damn it, Logan! This isn't like kissing her!"
"Don't you think I know that? That's why I had to tell you right away. I feel like crap. I'm so very sorry, Dana. I'm going to stop this. I won't let her call me Billy anymore. This isn't right."
She was quiet for a moment. "So you're going to just shut her down. Tell her she's hallucinating or something?"
I sighed. "What am I supposed to do, Dana? What the hell am I supposed to do?"
She rolled over, lying on her back. "I don't know. This is really messed up. You cheated on me, Logan. I never thought it could happen. I would have said it was impossible."
"I'm sorry. I promise it will never happen again. Never. I didn't go looking for it, and I swear, if it was anyone else, any other situation, it wouldn't happen. I just didn't know what to do."
We lay there, quiet, both lost in our thoughts. I know I felt bad, confused, torn. Then she rolled onto her side, staring at me. It shocked me when a little smile showed up on her lips. "How was it? Was she good?"
I was stunned. She kept looking at me, finally raising one eyebrow, waiting for my response.
"It was pretty bad, and pretty incredible at the same time."
"Oh really?"
"She wasn't that good. From the way she talked, it sounded like when she was young, good girls didn't do things like that. She didn't want me to see her when she did it. It was really weird, and she was obviously very inexperienced."
"And that was incredible," Dana said, the sarcasm heavy in her voice.
"Of course not. But it was the idea, that she would do that, even when she thought it was a terrible, filthy thing to do, she'd do it out of love. That was pretty incredible. Of course I couldn't help but thinking about how ... taboo it was. How wrong."
"Of course."
"What do you want me to say, Dana? You're ten times as good, on the rare occasion you're willing. It was just that, well, how badly she wanted me to be happy, to show how much she loved me. That was pretty intense."
"The rare occasion?" Dana said angrily.
Oops. I'd stepped in it. "Be honest. You know we don't do it very often."
"Jesus H. Christ, Logan! Do I ever turn you down for sex? Aren't I willing, and loving? Do you really have any complaints? I think we have sex more than any other couple I know!"
This wasn't going well. "I think we have a great love life, and you're incredibly generous in bed. I have no complaints. It was just an observation. It doesn't mean anything. So I only get a blowjob a couple of times a year. I'm not complaining."



"It sure sounded like you were," she said.
I reached out for her, and thankfully, she didn't pull away. "I love when you do it. Sure, I'd like more, but it isn't that big a deal. I'm happy with you, and our love life. Even if the ratio of oral sex is heavily skewed." The fact was, I did it to her a lot more often. A lot.
She pouted, and I saw her Grandma's pout. "I thought you liked doing that to me. You said you did."
"I love to do it. I love to see you come for me, and how excited you get. Stop reading anything into my words that I'm not saying. Our love life is great. Yes, it's rare that you suck me to completion, or for even more than a few seconds, and yes, I go down on you a lot. But I'm not complaining, I was just pointing out the truth, stupidly I guess. The truth seems to be getting me into nothing but trouble."
"That's not fair, Logan!" she hissed. "This isn't about being honest. You cheated on me with my own Grandma!"
"I know. The first time I kissed her, the first time she felt me up, I cheated on you, and you told me not to stop, to play along, to keep her happy. I tried to do that, and I fucked up. I'm sorry, Ok? I'll stop it all. I knew it was a mistake from the beginning. I told you it was weird. Everyone thought it was so funny, poor Logan, having to pretend to be Grandpa. So funny until I woke up to her mouth on my cock!"
"But I never thought it would go that far! It was just supposed to be, I don't know, to keep her happy," Dana said.
"Sure. Pretend to be her husband, whenever she got confused. She was crying, Dana, telling me I'd changed. She was upset because I wasn't joining her for quickies. She asked if I was tired of her, if I had another girlfriend. 'No, I don't have a girlfriend, I have a wife.' Is that what I was supposed to say? 'Yes, I've changed. I'm not your husband, I'm your granddaughter's husband. Your husband is dead.' Wouldn't that just make her happy? Jesus, this is messed up!"
Dana nodded. "I know. It's not all your fault, I know that. It's just hard to accept, I guess. You understand why this would bother me?"
"Of course I do. It bothers the hell out of me. I never wanted to cheat on you, ever. I feel like a total shit. Total and complete shit. I've fucked up everything, and don't know for the life of me what I should have done differently. Maybe I should put a lock on the door."
That actually got a chuckle out of my wife. "Somehow, I don't think that would have stopped anything. Grandma is a pretty resourceful woman."
I grinned. "You're right. Maybe we should go down to Condoms-r-Us, and see if we can buy me one of those chastity things, a cock cage. You can keep the key. That'll stop her."
She smirked. "Don't tempt me, buster. You have no idea how good that idea sounds to me right about now."
I pulled her close. "I'm sorry. Truly. It won't happen again." She let me kiss her, even participating after a few seconds.
"Was she really bad?" Dana asked.
"Not bad. Inexperienced, I'd say."
"And I'm ten times better?"
"At least."
I don't know where the conversation would have gone, if not for the knocking on the door. "Grandma says to tell the lovebirds that dinner's ready in five minutes," Billy shouted through the door, giggling.
Dinner was amazing, and Grandma? As good as it gets, practically walking on air, a joy to be around. She was playing with the kids, her laughter ringing through the house. Later she was telling stories, entertaining us all, able to talk about Grandpa and smile, even laugh.
The atmosphere between Dana and I had started out pretty chilly, but we were both swept up in Grandma's good humor. Once everyone else was in bed, we retired. I was a little nervous that we would end up continuing our argument from earlier.
I returned from the bathroom, to find my wife staring at our bed. It only took me a moment to notice she wasn't so much staring at the bed, as at the woodcut scene Grandpa had carved into the end of the chest, of the three women, Grandma, Mom, and Dana. I walked up to her from behind, and wrapped her in my arms, hoping for the best.
Dana reached up and held my arms in place. "Did you see how happy she was? That was my Grandma from when I was a little girl, always full of stories."
I kissed her on the neck. "You were pretty lucky. You had a great family growing up."
"I know," she said. She turned in my arms, facing me, and kissed me. Then to my complete shock, she dropped to her knees, and took me in her mouth.
"You don't have to do that," I said.
She looked up at me, but kept going, getting me hard, which didn't take long. Then she pulled away and dragged me to bed.
It was nice, and something she did every now and then, sucking me to get me ready for a little play. Once in the bed she pushed me down and went back to sucking. If I didn't know any better, I'd think she was showing off. She was definitely giving me her best, which could be pretty damn good when she wanted it to be. After several minutes, I understood she wasn't just warming me up.
"That is so wonderful, Dana," I said, brushing her hair back from her face. She looked up at me, and increased her effort. As I got closer, she kept it up, almost eager. It was mind-blowing. "I'm close baby," I said, pushing her off.
She brushed my hand away, and kept going, looking up at me again, as my groans became more insistent. "Oh God, Dana," I groaned, before losing the battle to hang on even a moment longer.
I came, hard, groaning, and thrusting my fingers into her hair, holding her head, while I exploded, volley after painful volley accepted by my incredible wife.
When my shaking had stopped, and I was gasping on the bed, she continued sucking softly, until my cock slowly collapsed in on itself. Then she climbed up the bed, grinning.
"That. Was. Amazing," I said.
She smiled, then leaned down for a kiss. I wasn't about to refrain. It was the first time I'd come in her mouth. One other time I'd started to, and she'd exploded at me. It was pretty ugly, and if not for our bed, and my abundant apologies, I don't think I'd have survived. It was made very clear to me that she wouldn't do that.
I was afraid I was going to get a 'surprise' when I kissed her, but what I received was a kiss of love and passion I hadn't expected. An intense expression of her desire, that soon had me hard again, and she mounted me, while our lips never parted. She was breathing hard, still kissing me, when I felt her tremble, and she squeaked adorably into my mouth. She had come, only moments after our joining. It was incredible.
"God, I love you so much," I said, grabbing her hips and thrusting into her.
I watched her familiar actions, as she rode me, one hand holding the top of the headboard, bracing herself, while the other traced the words written there. Our names and the names of our children. "You really do love me, don't you?" she said.
"Do you even have to ask? You saved me Dana. My life was nothing before you and your family took me in. I was nothing. You were, and still are, the best thing that ever happened to me. The mother of my three wonderful children. I love you more than I think you could ever imagine."
She nodded, and I saw tears in her eyes. "I know. I'm sorry I don't do that more often. I love you too."
I pulled her down into my arms, kissing her tears away. "I know. You don't have to do that to prove it."
"No, I want to. Like Grandma, I need you to know I love you, I'd do anything for you." She gave me a little twisted grin. "Not my favorite dessert in the world, mind you. But I'll do that for you anytime you want."
She started to pull away. "Right now if you want. I'll do it again. You deserve that and so much more."
I actually had a bit of a struggle to keep her impaled on my cock, and not let her get loose. "Let's not get carried away," I teased. "It was wonderful, amazing, but not near as good as being inside you."
"But you said—"
"I said I loved it, and it was rare, but I wasn't complaining. I love being inside you more." I held her hips, thrusting into her. "Honestly, and I'm being completely honest here, if I could have my choice, I'd love for you to suck me, get me hard, keep me going for a long time, watching that gorgeous face of yours, that tempting mouth holding my cock, until I urged you off, so I could enter you and finish inside of you."
"Really? You'd like that better?"
"Oh yeah. I love being inside you. But every now and then, I'd like to feel what you just did. I don't need to come in your mouth, baby. Not that it wasn't absolutely mind-blowing that you would do that for me, but I don't need that. I'd much rather be balls deep in your amazing pussy when I come."
That got me a huge grin. "You've got yourself a deal. I had a good time showing off for you. The ending, not so much. I'd much rather have you come inside me, too."
We got quiet, and we made slow, easy love, enjoying each other. When we were done, I was holding her, pleasantly exhausted, and maybe, just maybe mentally patting myself on the day for getting it three times in one day.
"You saw how she was," Dana whispered. "We can't take that away from her."
"No, baby," I argued. "We have to find a better solution."
She turned and move against me in a lover's embrace, clinging to my side. "She was so happy, like I haven't seen her in ages. I want that for her. We both know why she was like that."
"No. I screwed up today, and I'm not going to cheat on you again. It's not worth it."
She kissed me. "Hush, Logan. You didn't cheat on me today. Grandma was with Grandpa today, and it made her happy. Don't stop making her happy. We can deal with it."
"Are you sure?"
She nodded. "I think we should keep this secret, just between us. The whole family doesn't have to know. Is that Ok?"
"Of course. If that's what you want."
"It is. I know you love her, Logan. You've never hidden that from any of us. Just like you loved Grandpa. Like you love Mom and Dad. There's nothing wrong with that. I understand why you did it, and it wasn't because you don't love me, or that you need something, someone else."
"Of course not. You are everything I want."
"Good. So we have an understanding? When Grandma is with Billy, be what she needs, Logan. Don't hide it from me, though. I couldn't stand that. If ... If I want details, I'm going to need you to be honest with me."
"Absolutely. I couldn't stand to keep it from you, anyway. The guilt would eat me up."
She was quiet, and I wondered where her thoughts were, and how she could come to that decision. Then my thoughts wandered to where the future with Grandma might lead.
* * *
It didn't take long to find out about Grandma. Two days later, I had finished a short piece of code to complete a new feature they wanted to add at the last minute. My part was pretty simple, about twenty lines of code, a couple of hours total effort including testing and checking it in. I was feeling pretty damn good when I dressed down and headed for the workshop.
The cabinets were close to finished, and I was wondering what I was going to do with them, when Billy's girl showed up. She was already in a great mood, bringing me a snack. Then she was in my arms, kissing me, rubbing my front. "Anything else I could interest you in?" she teased.
I heard the echo of her words, how I'd changed, how she couldn't entice me anymore, if I'd gotten tired of her.
I kissed her, holding her in my arms, running my hands down her back, and rubbing her bottom. Then I was pulling up the bottom of her dress, and my hands were on her bare skin, while she moaned into my mouth, her hand busy between my legs. I was hard as granite for her.
"Someone's naughty," I whispered. "No panties, Dana?"
She smiled. "I guess someone would have to be pretty naughty to find that out. You going to do something about it, handsome man? Or do I need to find someone else to be naughty with?"
Her preference was obvious, as she tore off my shirt, and pulled down my pants, fighting with my toolbelt, until I was standing before her, in a t-shirt, and naked down to my ankles. She squealed delightfully, when I pulled her dress up around her waist and turned her around. I hesitated a moment, thinking about what I was about to do. If Dana really was alright with my being 'Billy'.
Then I was rubbing the head against her opening, back and forth, once again surprised that a woman her age could be that moist, but then again, what did I know? It wasn't like I'd been having sex with a bevy of senior citizens.
She was moaning and encouraging me, when I eased it into her. Grandma was as tight as any girl I could remember. Tighter. I wondered briefly when the last time she'd had sex was, and then I was lost in the feeling.
I held her hips and thrust into her, while she pushed back, leaning against the workbench, accepting me eagerly. "Bang me, Billy. Bang your naughty girl!"
I did, and I enjoyed it immensely. Maybe that makes me a pervert. I could have cared less. Grandma was very verbal, urging me on, telling me how wonderful I was. The best, the absolute best. Her pussy might have been old, but it fit like a glove. I don't think I lasted five minutes, before I was pumping my seed into my wife's grandmother. And loving every moment of it.
When I had finished, she turned around, straightening her dress. Then she took the napkin off my snack plate, and wiped my cock gently, before giving it a little kiss. She looked up at me as she did that, giving me a wink. Then she pulled up my boxers and pants, taking her time getting me dressed again. Quiet the whole time, she gave me a warm kiss when she was done.
"Feeling better?" she asked.
"Incredible."
"Don't you mean Out-fucking-standing? Isn't that what you like to say?" she pouted.
"Out-fucking-standing, and then some. That was a pretty naughty little kiss you gave me at the end."
She wore a huge grin as she moved up against me. She reached up and touched my lips. "This one?" Then her other hand gave my package a squeeze. "Or this one?"
I put my hand on hers, moving her hand against my still thick cock. "This one, definitely this one."
"You only have to ask, handsome man. Whatever you want, whenever you want. I'm yours totally."
I'll admit it, I was feeling more than a little guilty, until I walked through the kitchen. She was singing, practically dancing around the space. The fragrance was heavy in the air.
"Roast? You know how much I love your roast, Dana."
She laughed, scurrying over for a quick kiss, before sending me on my way. "Yes I do know how much you love my roast, darling man. I know some other things you like too, so I expect you to eat hardy tonight, you're going to need your strength."
I watched her walk away, stunned at the progression in our relationship. I was upset with myself, even after all the talks with Dana. I'd taken the lead. I'd fucked my wife's grandmother, and I'd loved every last minute of it. And I was an adulterer, in every sense of the word.
Closing up shop, I snuck around the back of the house, showered and changed. I peeked in on Grandma, singing an Elvis song and dancing around the kitchen, while she prepared dinner. Damn, she looked happy.
With half an hour to go before I had to do my share of car-pooling, I left early, driving around aimlessly, wondering how the hell I got in this crazy situation.
* * *
Dana didn't blow up. She did insist on getting me hard, using her mouth again, twice in one week, a record for us, since our honeymoon. It wasn't until I was comfortably inside her before she asked for details.
I told her how Grandma had come to me, pantiless. How she'd undressed me, and what we'd done. I even allowed for how I didn't last all that long.
"No good?" Dana asked.
"No, it was good. I enjoyed it a lot. A lot more than I expected to, to be honest. She's noisy, talkative." I couldn't help but grin. "Now I know who you get it from."
She laughed, and smacked me playfully. "I don't think that's genetic. Although I may have to ask Alice."
I was pleasantly surprised there was no immediate fallout. Dana was in a great mood. "You're really fine with this?"
She giggled, bouncing up and down on my cock, "With this? Always."
"You know what I mean, ornery girl."
"Don't you mean 'naughty' girl?" she said grinning. "I can be just as naughty as Grandma."
She paused and gave me a long warm kiss. "I'm fine. You saw her tonight. We gave that to her. You did your part, mine is to deal with it." She did a little more bouncing, setting her tits in motion. "I thought I'd be pissed when you actually did it," she said. "I'm not. I think it's cute. Banging, Grandma." She giggled again. "Bang me, Billy, Bang your naughty girl!"
She squealed playfully as I put her on her back, and gave her a thorough 'Billy' banging. I had her screaming into a pillow before I was through with her.
When I was done, she was lying there, spent, with a silly grin on her face. "Jesus, Logan! That was incredible. You're going to have to bang Grandma a lot more often, if that's what I get. Holy shit!"
Yeah, I was feeling pretty damn good about myself. About everything.
* * *
Maybe I was looking for it. I got dressed in my workshop clothing every day except carpool day, and spent a lot of time out there. Grandma showed up most days, looking for Billy. It was becoming more frequent, that she would step into her mental time machine and wander back in time.
I have never, and I mean never gotten that much sex in my life. Almost every day I was 'banging' Billy's girl, and honestly loving every minute of it. And Dana got the full scoop each evening, with my cock buried inside of her. Our sex life had been pretty damn good, having sex typically three to four times a week, often twice in a row on weekends.
But this was incredible. Dana was wearing me out almost every single night. And I'd estimate that more than half of the time, it started with oral sex. Life was beyond good.
Grandma was always willing, eager. I had to wonder if she'd always been that way, back in the day. All I had to do was hint I wanted sex, and the skirt or dress would go up, and the panties down. I had to remind myself that she wasn't twenty, and take it easy a few times. I didn't want to hurt her. Our new favorite quickie was to go in the house, so much cooler than the workshop, sit on the ottoman with her facing me, sucking face, with my cock buried inside of her, until I lost my patience. She'd laugh as I put her on her back, and 'banged' her good. I had liked bending her over the end of the couch, and pounding her from behind, but after doing that a couple of times, she told me she preferred 'face' time. That's what she and Grandpa used to call the ottoman thing. And it made me happy to make her happy. I was learning to ask what we should do, hinting at what we should call it, getting tutored in the ways of Grandpa.
I never failed to tell her that it was out-fucking-standing, that she was beautiful, and to tell her I loved her. All of it true.
Her mental journey wasn't always linear. Sometimes she seemed to go further back, sometimes not so much. The giveaway was oral. At some point in her past, Grandma had made a 180 about it. Really young Grandma wasn't having any of it. But there came a time when she walked out to the workshop, blew me where I was standing, to completion, then gave me a quick messy kiss. "There, that should hold you for a while," she said.
Dana got a kick out of that. "Aww, poor baby! No Grandma pussy for you today? How will you ever survive?"
I fucked the brains out of her that night, and she used her mouth to get me up the second time. When I was completely done, she leaned over and gave me a kiss, smirking. "There, that should hold you for a while."



* * *
It was about two weeks into the almost daily 'quickies' that things changed again. Grandma had been solidly in 'young' Grandma mode all day long. We'd had sex twice, which was a first for us, and she'd made her world famous buttermilk fried chicken. I had abandoned her and the kids to do a walk-through of the addition. It was finally done, had passed all the city inspections, and we'd completed the finish work, with paint, carpeting, and tiling the bathroom.
It was about time, they'd run over, but they'd done a terrific job. I signed on the bottom line, and watched them leave for hopefully the last time. I was ready to move out of our tiny cramped bedroom, for the more spacious - and more private - addition.
It had taken almost two hours. When I returned to the house, the kids were already putting the sides on the table. Dana was on her phone, texting something. Grandma came over to me and gave me a big wet kiss. "We have guests, Billy, why don't you change?"
Crap! In front of the kids even. How could we have never planned for this? I looked over and saw Dana staring at us in shock. No more so than I.
I quickly changed into something casual, and ran a brush through my hair. By the time I came out, Dana and the kids were seated. Grandma was carrying a big platter of her chicken to the table. "Why don't you introduce me to your pretty friend?" Grandma said, and I was nervous about the edge in her voice. She didn't seem pleased. Fuck!
"Uhm, this is Dana, and these are her kids, Billy, Roger, and Caroline." I held Grandma's seat for her, before taking my own.
"Caroline. I always loved that name," Grandma said.
Subtlety wasn't my Caroline's strong suit. "Why are you talking and acting funny, Grandma?"
After a couple of weeks of 'happy' Grandma every evening, I guess the kids weren't ready for this Grandma. "Excuse me?" she said, and I knew I had to do something. I stood up and asked Grandma to help me with something in the workshop. I know, it was a lousy excuse.
"How could you, Billy? Bringing your floozy in here, with her kids!" Her hand shot out and she slapped me, hard.
"Stop it, Dana!" I snapped. "You know I don't have any floozies. You're my woman."
"Then explain yourself!" She stomped away turning angrily. "Really, Billy! She's not even very pretty, if you're going to replace me, I'd expect something better. Well, I won't have it!"
My mind was racing, looking for a story she'd accept, anything. And coming up blank, damn it.
"That's it? Nothing to say for yourself, you lousy bastard!"
"Donald!" I blurted. I knew that Grandpa had an older brother that nobody talked about. Something about running off, abandoning his responsibilities. He wasn't part of the family anymore, but in the workshop was an old picture of Grandpa and his brother, standing in front of his father, holding a line of fish. Grandpa might have been 10 in the picture. It's the only picture of Great-Uncle Donald I'd ever seen.
Grandma looked at me in wide-eyed surprise. Her trembling hand moved up to cover her mouth. "My God! He ... he wouldn't, not again ... oh, the poor thing ..."
She gazed up at me with tears in her eyes. "You should have told me, Billy. I understand how difficult this is for you, but you could have told me." She shook her head slowly. "That no-good bastard." She opened the door quietly, peeked inside, and closed it again without saying anything. Then she took me by the hand, and dragged me to the side, away from the door. "There's no denying the family resemblance, that middle boy could be the spit out of his mouth." She heaved a huge sigh. "They're family, Billy. You know what that means."
"Uh, what does it mean?" I was seriously confused by this time.
She pinched me, hard. "Don't be like that. The fact that it's your brother doesn't matter. They're family. We'll take them in, of course. We have the space; you can put the kids in one room, and his woman in the other." She moved in and hugged me. "I know this is difficult, Billy, but you have to remember it's not their fault. Try to be nice to them. Please."
Then it was off to an awkward dinner, with Grandma insisting the kids call her Auntie, Dana making funny eyes at me, Grandma talking about the business, and everyone avoiding talking about the mysterious Uncle Donald, thank God.
While clearing the table I had about twenty seconds to fill in Dana. "Y'all are Uncle Donald's abandoned wife and kids. We're taking you in."
"Uncle Donald? Uh ... Ok," she said.
I was sent off to make space for the abandoned wife and kids, while Grandma gave them the tour, telling them to feel at home. We made an early night of it, and Grandma cornered me. "Now don't you go sniffin' around that woman, Billy. She's gonna be lookin' for someone to take care of her, and her youngins, and it won't be you taking care of her needs, you understand?"
"Of course, Dana. I've got you. What would I want with her?"
That seemed to settle things a bit, but it was shortly after that Grandma announced it was bed time, lockin' up the house, turning off the lights, showing the wife and kids to their rooms, and dragging me off to hers. Damn, this was a mess of the highest order.
I guess Grandma had it in her mind to reinforce the order of things. I had her in her bed for the first time. She was almost frenzied, like near fucked my brains out. I didn't know the old woman had it in her. The second time was better, quieter, and when she rode me near the end, I watched her trace our names on the headboard, so much like her granddaughter.
It was about an hour later that I slipped out of her bed, while she lay sleeping, and snuck down to my room, where I had a lot of explaining to do.
Dana was mostly Ok with everything. She understood that it was both of our faults, for not recognizing this probably would have happened eventually. It took her a good bit of effort to get me hard enough to re-establish her position as my wife.
"Your my husband, damn it!" she growled, while riding me. "Don't you forget it neither. Mine!"
"Of course," I tried to reassure her. "She'll probably have forgotten all about it tomorrow."
* * *
Grandma had, and she hadn't. She woke late as she often did, but it was Saturday, and when she came out, we were all there, Dana making pancakes and sausages, while I was trying to explain to the kids that sometimes Grandma thought I was Grandpa, and that they should try to play along.
Grandma was moving slow, and seemed to be in one of her confused states. That was until I took the boys out to the workshop to help me stain the finished cabinets. She came out a little later, and I saw her hesitate at the door, looking us all over, before heading back in. Half an hour later she was out of her nightgown, and back in one of her light summer dresses. Her yellow one, my favorite. Or Billy's favorite. Hell, somebody's favorite.
"Why don't you young gentlemen check in with your mother," Grandma said, addressing the boys. As soon as they were gone, she was in my arms. "She told you?"
I nodded, with no better answer. I had no idea what she was talking about, unless this was some kind of continuation about yesterday's episode.
"That Donnie was always a good for nothin'. We'll take her and her boys in, of course. It will be good for Caroline to have someone to play with." Grandma gave me a kiss. "She's a pretty one, I'll admit. I don't have to worry about you, do I?"
So now Caroline was our daughter? Not Dana's and Uncle Donald's? This was getting too confusing. "With you around? What do you think?"
Early afternoon, Grandma took a nap, while I took the kids out shopping. When I came home, Mom and Dad had shown up, huddled with Mom in the living room, while Grandma made dinner.
I was barely in the door, when Grandma spoke to me. "Logan, did you get the brown sugar?"
I put the grocery bags on the counter, and put away everything on her list. That earned me a kiss on the cheek. "You're a good man, Logan. Thank you for putting up with me."
That damn near brought tears to my eyes. I gave her a hug. "This is your home. Thank you for putting up with us." I started to pull away, and she grabbed my arm. "Logan?"
"Yes?"
"My ... my bad moments, they're getting longer aren't they? I can't seem to remember much of the last few weeks. Is it bad?" She looked upset, and it hurt me to see her like that. Especially after what we'd been through lately.
"They're more frequent, and longer," I admitted. "But they're not bad. Sometimes you think I'm Grandpa."
She gasped, and put her hand over her mouth, one of her gestures I was coming to adore. Then she giggled. "Oh! I guess I can see that, you're near as handsome a man as my Billy was at your age. I'm not ... misbehavin' am I?"
I know I shouldn't have done it, but I teased her a little. "You mean naughty?"
She blushed so cutely. "Billy and I, we had a very loving relationship. You and me?"
I hugged her and gave her a little wink. "You're a great kisser, Dana."
"Logan!" she hissed, looking around. "You're a married man!"
"I am, and very happily married, with a beautiful wife, and an equally beautiful Grandma. It's all Ok, Dana. I promise. You have nothing to worry about."
It was another great afternoon and evening for Grandma, and stayed that way throughout the weekend. It was probably the longest stretch of lucidity we'd had in a while. Things were looking up.
* * *
The following week was more like it had been earlier in the month. Three days of Billy's girl, sex twice, including a naughty, shy blowjob, great afternoons with the real Grandma, and incredible nights with Dana, still doing her damnedest to remind me who was married to whom, with oral sex at least every other time, both ways.
My home life was pretty incredible. Work was another issue. We'd had another big problem, and by Friday, I was working non-stop trying to craft a design fix. These were the worst. It required a lot of effort, extended communications with the team, multiple-levels of integration and testing, all in a mad rush.
The fallout was it looked like I was going to miss out on a family outing. We were all supposed to head down to SeaWorld, that weekend. Mom and Dad were joining us. Alice had planned to take care of Grandma while we were gone. But with the project in the state it was in, I knew I was going to have to work all weekend. In the end, it was decided not to disappoint the kids, and they'd all head down to SeaWorld, with Alice taking my place.
Grandma was fuzzy Saturday, while I toiled away in my basement office, only coming up for lunch and to use the bathroom. That afternoon I had my breakthrough, and was able to check in a fully-functioning sub-system. I was ahead of the rest of the team, that's why they paid me the big bucks. I was worn out when I came upstairs asking Grandma if she had plans for dinner or if she wanted me to take her out. I was surprised when she said she'd love to go to dinner, we hadn't been out to eat in ages, which was true.
I showered and put on jeans and a western shirt, not my usual garb. I called ahead and made reservations at our favorite steak house. When Grandma came out, she was looking her prettiest, all made up, wearing a dress and her pearls. Her eyes lit up as she saw me. "Don't you look handsome tonight?"
"Not near as pretty as you," I said.
She walked up and gave me a hug and then a kiss. A real kiss, setting off my alarms. "It's been ages, Billy, thank you."
Dinner was nice, if overly flirtatious. Grandma got a little tipsy on two glasses of beer, which was something I couldn't remember seeing. I'm pretty sure she had a great time, and I know I did. At home, she dragged me straight to bed. Tipsy Grandma was a lot of fun in the sack.
Grandma rarely went naked. Never around me. She changed in the bathroom, and always wore a nighty to bed. During the day, when we had our quickies, or even not-so-quickies, she always wore dresses or the occasional skirt. That night, for the first time, she came to me in just her panties. She was blushing when she came out of the bathroom, and insisted I turn off the lights.
We made love, long slow and tender, and it was great. Then she went down on me, and we had a more playful time, while I ended up taking her doggy for the first time. She enjoyed that one a lot, coming for me loudly. To be fair, I liked it a lot as well. A whole lot. I ended up falling asleep with Grandma in my arms, as content as I could be.
"Logan!"
I was startled awake, with Grandma pulling the sheet up to her chin, slapping at me, looking frightened. It took me a few seconds to adjust to the situation.
"Grandma?"
"What are you doing in my bed?" she shrieked, smacking me again.
Shit. Not good. I tried to calm her. "Do you remember anything about yesterday?"
She shook her head nervously.
"Nothing about William's Steak House?"
"No," she whispered.
I reached out and took her hand in mine. "Dana, you know that sometimes you think I'm Billy, right?"
It took her a few seconds to respond. It was with tears. "My Billy's gone."
It broke my heart, and I pulled her back down into the bed, holding her. "I know. The best man I ever knew."
She nodded, letting me hold her while she cried. I stroked her back, trying to calm her, kissing the top of her head. "Did we ...?"
"Yes. We do it a lot. You're pretty incredible, you know. A very sexy, very naughty girl."
She looked up at me, with a tiny little smile. "A lot?"
"Almost every day. Twice last night."
"Oh!" She did that hand over the mouth thing, and it made me smile.
"Dana knows. She wants us to be together, when you think I'm your Billy. You're so happy for hours, even days afterward."
"But you're my granddaughter's husband!"
"We're family, Dana. We all love you." I leaned back, drawing her with me. She lay against my side.
"This is kind of crazy," she said. "Where is everyone?"
"They went to SeaWorld. It's just us two until late tonight."
She was quiet, her hand running over my chest. She turned her head, and kissed my shoulder lightly. "You're a better man than any of us deserve, Logan."
You have to understand, this was the woman I'd been loving most of the summer. She was hurting, concerned. I took her chin and tilted her head up so I could kiss her. "If I'm a better man, it's because you and Grandpa made me that way. You remember how I was."
She chuckled. "You were a little shit. But we all recognized that there was more to you than that, and Dana loved you." Grandma pouted. "You're Dana's husband, not mine. This isn't right."
"I love you, Dana. I love both my Dana's. We've talked about this a lot. This isn't the first time I've been in your bed at night. It's Ok." I grinned, and gave her a kiss with a little tongue. "It's better than Ok, you're a wild woman."
Her blushing was adorable. "I'm twice your age, Logan."
I ran my hand down her side, until it rested on her bottom. "And usually twice as horny. Grandpa was a lucky man."
That got a smile out of her. "Yes he was, wasn't he? But he was a good man and deserving."
"Aren't I deserving?" I teased.
Her eyes opened wide, and she laughed. Then her hand was running down my front, holding my growing erection. "You're certainly a good man. I still can't believe we're here. In my marital bed."
I laughed, tugging her closer, squeezing her bottom. "Believe it, beautiful."
Her hand was moving slowly, squeezing a bit, feeling my hardness. "We're naked," she whispered. "I never sleep naked."
"You were a little tipsy last night, and came to bed in your panties. We lost those pretty quickly. You wore me out, wild thing."
She was blushing again, her hand stroking me. Then she was kissing me, tugging me toward her. I got the hint and moved over her, between her legs. "Gently," she said. "It's been a long time, Logan."
I nodded. "Almost eight hours."
"Maybe for you, but for me it feels like it's been years." Her hand was holding my erection, moving it, guiding me home.
It took a bit of effort. Grandma was different than Billy's girl. But we kept with it, and before long I was deep inside of her. I kissed her, and saw the glistening in her eyes. "I love you, Dana. This is wonderful."
The first moan had me cautious, nervous. Her hands clenched my ass cheeks, and pulled me into her, and I knew it was Ok. It was a long, glorious, time, with lots of expressions of love. She lay beneath me, her eyes closed, responding amazingly. "So good," she whispered. "Bang me, Logan. Bang this naughty woman."
I took her more forcefully, still a little nervous. But I knew her by now, and knew her tells. "Come for me, Dana," I growled into her ear, thrusting deeply.
She came sweetly, not very vocal, but her body response left no doubt. "Love me, honey," she gasped.
I did, and when I came inside of her, she shuddered in my arms.
I eased off of her, stroking her body. Alright, it wasn't a young woman's body, nothing like my wife's. Her skin wasn't nearly as tight, her breasts were smallish, and didn't sag too much. It was an older woman's body, but to me, it was still incredibly sexy.
She smiled shyly and pushed me away. "Don't look at me, Logan."
"You're gorgeous, Dana. And I'll look at you whenever I want to."
She blushed again. It was kind of funny, Grandma probably blushed more that morning, then she had in all the time I'd known her. "I was very pretty, you know," she said. "I could wrap most any man around my little finger."
"I know. You still are. You're an incredible woman, Dana. I love being with you. I love making you happy."
She giggled, and cuddled up to me. "We do it a lot?"
"A lot."
"Can we do it again?"
That brought a smile to my lips. "It will take a while. Twice last night, and again this morning. I'm not a young man," I teased.
She sat up and kissed me. "I bet I can help with that." Then Grandma was moving south, her mouth in action. She was good. Very good.
"Wow, you're so much better than Billy's girl, Dana."
She pulled up smiling. "Is that what you call me? Billy's girl?"
I nodded. "When you're like that, it's difficult to think of you as Grandma. You act so much younger, so different."
She sucked me for a few seconds, then pulled up. "You know, I never did this for him, until long after we'd had Caroline. It was about ten years in. Back then, good girls didn't suck cock."
"I got that feeling. You and I, we still don't do it very often."
"Relax, Logan, and let me show you how much I learned from Billy over the years."
Like I said, she was good. Very good. Great even. It wasn't long before she had me hard as nails. She was careful as she mounted me, and sighed sweetly as she took my length. "Do you really think I'm pretty?"
"Beautiful, Dana."
She was quiet at she rode me. I saw her get that distant look as she gazed at the headboard. Bill and Dana it said. Her hand reached out and traced the letters.
"Dana does that."
She looked down at me, and smiled, with a hint of tears in her eyes. "You can't understand, Logan. What it means to us. Do you think he'd be angry with me?"
"No, Dana. Not a chance. That man loved you like crazy. He'd want you to be happy. He knows you've always been a little naughty."
"I never cheated on him, Logan. Not once. Not even close. I kissed a lot of men, and teased them, but I was a good and faithful wife. You're only the second man I've been with in my entire life."
"I know, Dana. I know Billy's girl pretty well by now. You're a big tease and a flirt, and you may use your charms to help business, but you're a good woman, if a bit naughty. I bet he loved the naughty you."
She grinned, and moved back and forth easily on my cock. "He adored me. It was obvious to everybody. Especially when I was naughty for him."



"I get it, believe me. You're an incredible, sexy woman, Dana."
She leaned down and kissed me. "Hush, honey. It's time to be naughty."
* * *
Grandma was at her best that day. We called the family and checked in, and I spent a little time on the computer, making sure that my part was still done. We were still waiting for two more guys to finish their stuff.
She joined me in the workshop, and told stories. Stories from back then. She was in a wonderful mood, and we held hands a lot. We laughed, and we kissed. She giggled, and groaned when I took her after lunch, on the ottoman. "Out-fucking-standing," I told her, and she smiled. It made me feel good to see her so happy.
I took her out to an early dinner and she told me more tales. Intimate tales, of her naughty days. How she could entice Grandpa into doing her whenever she wanted. In parks, in the truck, in a customer's house when nobody was around.
We relaxed in the living room, with Grandma in my lap, sipping wine, my hand inside her dress, teasing her through her panties. She was giggly, a little tipsy, whispering naughty things in my ear.
When the family showed up, tired after a long day, I unpacked the vehicle, and sent Mom and Dad on their way. The kids were eating snacks, and Dana and Grandma were talking. I had a sneaky feeling I'd be hearing a lot more about that.
Grandma took over the kids, and Dana dragged me outside to the porch. Alright, I was pretty nervous. She sat in my lap, in Grandma's chair. "We missed you," she said.
"I missed y'all, especially you."
She gave me a twisted smile. "Grandma seems to be in a great mood. I hear she had a bit of a scare this morning."
I nodded. "Scared me. I thought she was going to beat me to death when she found me in her bed this morning. I went to bed with Billy's girl, and woke up with an upset Grandma."
"She says you worked it out. She sounds great. Happy."
"We did. We talked a lot. About what's been happening, and about her and Grandpa. She's still a little upset, I think."
She sighed and leaned against my chest. "What are we going to do, Logan? Is this how it's going to be for the next ten years? I want her to be happy, but I'm worried about us."
"I don't know, Dana. I do know that she's not a threat to us. You're my wife. I love you more than anything. We can work this out. Maybe we should bring the family in on it. I don't know what to do either."
"Grandma and I both agree, we don't think you two should have sex when she's clear. It's not the same. I understand what happened today, it had to come as a shock to both of you, but no more, alright?"
I nodded, feeling ashamed. She was right of course. Being with Billy's girl, when I was Billy, that was different. "I agree."
Dana nodded. "Good. I'm worn out. Take me to bed, Logan."
I lifted her in my arms, and she laughed, as I carried her through the house. "Put me down, Logan!" she squealed. "I'm too heavy!"
I ignored her pleas. "Don't let them stay up too late, alright Grandma?"
She smiled and it lit up her face. "I've got the terrors under control. Take that wonderful wife of yours to bed, and show her how lucky you are."
Grandma had never talked to us like that before. Things were changing. I hoped for the better, but I had my concerns.
I still managed to show Dana how much I loved her, even after a busy day with Grandma.
* * *
The next week was busy. Moving our bedroom into the addition, dealing with the work integration, and four days of Billy's girl, with all that accompanied it. We moved our Billy out of the attic, and into our old room. Dana loved having the space, and the modern bathroom, and she insisted on christening our marital bed, once we'd installed it in place. I don't mind saying that was the best part of the whole move.
Grandma had several lucid afternoons, happy times. She was closer to Dana than ever, often getting together, whispering, laughing. It was great.
She cornered me on more than one occasion. "Did we? Today?" she asked.
I was always honest with her. The first time the answer was no, it had been a bad day, confused, wandering, looking for people who weren't there. The second time I nodded. "Twice. You were naughty."
Her face lit up, looking around to make sure we had some privacy. "How naughty?"
I pressed my finger to her lips. "Very. This pretty mouth got me going both times."
"Was it good?"
"It's always good with you, Dana. You know that. It was better than good, it was out-fucking-standing."
She grinned. "I knew we did it. I'm a little sore. A good sore. Thank you, Logan."
"I should be the one thanking you."
"Is everything Ok between you and my granddaughter?"
"Pretty wonderful, actually. I take it you two are getting along?"
She nodded. "I don't know what I ever did to deserve you two."
"Sure you do. You loved us and supported us, and made me what I am. I'm never going to forget that, Dana. I'll always love you."
She teared up, and I hugged her for a while before she calmed down.
* * *
We've had a few awkward moments. There was the family & friends barbecue, when Billy's girl showed up, instead of Grandma. She made a big scene about Dana "sniffin' around her man," and she was very physically affectionate, and extremely flirtatious with most of the men. It was pretty clear the cat was out of the bag, for anyone who didn't know what was going on. She stayed Billy's girl, and dragged me to her bed that night, making sure I knew who belonged to whom.
Another time was worse. She walked in on Dana and me on a Saturday morning. There was yelling and slapping, and I got a pretty nasty scratch out of it. My Dana was pretty scary, telling Grandma to deal with it, and getting all up in her face. I got called a lot of names, and I wasn't out of the doghouse until the next day, when Grandma didn't remember anything of it. Dana and I were on the outs for a while, but within a day, we were able to joke about it.
By the time summer was over, and the kids were off to school, we had settled into our new lives. Grandma was Billy's girl, much more often than she was clear. We had a loving relationship, which often spilled into the afternoons. Over time she accepted I had a girlfriend. That was weird. The first time she suggested we all sleep together, I thought I'd have a heart attack. We didn't go there, but the idea won't go away. Dana's even mentioned it a time or two. She says she's curious about how Grandma is when she's Billy's girl. For me, the concept moves us beyond weird to seriously warped.
Then again, I guess I need to face the fact that what we're doing is anything but normal. Through it all, the hero in my mind is my wife Dana. If it was Grandma gone, and Grandpa jumping on my wife four to five days a week, I don't think I could handle it. Not that Dana doesn't get irritated with me on occasion, even mean, but it rarely lasts more than a few hours. And I go out of my way to remind her every day, and in every way possible, that I adore her, and am thankful she chose me to share her life with. With our expenses down to almost nothing, living in Grandma's house, and my contracting pulling in pretty decent bucks, I do get to spoil her, with jewelry, evenings out, clothing, and a brand new convertible Camaro that she looks amazing in. (And no, not the ZL1 or Z/28. She's fast enough as is.)
What's going to happen in the future, it still a mystery to me. I love my wife, and can't believe how tolerant she is, but she's standing up to Grandma whenever she needs to, and they're best friends on Grandma's good days. I'm getting more sex than ever, enough that sometimes I almost feel like begging off. Hasn't happened yet. I'm not going to take a chance of ever rejecting Dana, not after all she's done.
And Grandma? Lucid Grandma is a joy, and very, very grateful. Billy's girl? She's still a naughty girl, and I don't think that's going to change anytime soon. Everyone in the family knows about 'Billy's girl' now, and when she's around, we adapt the best we can. No complaints on my side. We're working with the doctors, and trying some different medications, but Billy's girl is still with us a lot.
The future's unclear, but for the moment, it seems I get to love two Danas. And I can't think of anything much better.
===================
Thank you for reading my story. If you made it this far and enjoyed it, your vote would be greatly appreciated. This is a contest entry, and every vote counts. One only, please, for those who either really loved it or really hated it. As always, I love to hear your comments. TTT
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Cult 101: Defining Your Cult's Purpose and Establishing Moral Authority
Alright, this one's a little 'out there' and I imagine I may piss off a few people along the way. Remember, it's only a joke, so lets not get too crazy.
This is an entry in the April Fools Story Contest, 2016. I hope you enjoy it.
=====================
I held Bethany close. "Can you hear it?"
She gazed at me with those huge milk chocolate eyes. "He's speaking to you now?"
"Speaking doesn't adequately describe it. It's a total experience. My entire body is resonating with His message. It's hard to believe you can't feel it."
"What's He saying?" she asked hesitantly.
"If you can't hear it, perhaps it's not meant to be." I pulled away, unwrapping her arms, and leaned back in the couch.
The poor girl was almost in tears. She got up and stood before me, head bowed in sorrow.
I shook my head, displaying my disappointment in her. "I believe in you, Bethany. Now you need to believe. We'll keep trying until you get it, or until I can't go on." I pulled open my shirt, baring my chest, and laid back on the couch turning partly on my side. I patted the space beside me, making room for her. "This time, relax. Open yourself to the message. Don't listen with your ears, listen with your body and soul, absorb it through your skin. Take your time." She came closer, and I stopped her. "Take off your slippers."
Bethany was wearing the t-shirt she slept in, and cute fuzzy slippers. She kicked off her slippers and slid next to me. I enveloped her in my arms and held her while she stretched out beside me. She was tense, her arms folded over her chest. "Relax, open yourself, and listen."
She loosened up, her arms opening to me. I stroked her hair softly, brushing across her temple. It took a minute or so, and then I felt her tense up.
"Relax," I reminded her.
"I ... I heard something." Her voice quivered with excitement.
"Good. What did you hear?"
"I don't know. It was too soft."
"Keep listening. Feel it with your entire being. The message is deafening. It's screaming out from every pore of my skin." I rolled further onto my back, pulling her on top of me, embracing her. I held her close, her forehead pressed against my lips, my hands holding her head still. "Open yourself. Abandon all other thoughts. Feel the message."
She squirmed. "My skin's burning."
"It's the message. Let it through. Relax. Accept it."
She trembled, lying as still as possible, her legs aligned with mine. "It's there. A whisper," she murmured. "I can almost make it out." She shifted, rubbing her legs against mine. "My legs are tingling."
"They're receiving the message. You're receiving it. Keep listening."
She was on the verge of crying again from frustration. "Why? Why can't I hear it?" Abruptly she sat up, peeling off her shirt, exposing her full breasts to me.
"Bethany, our covenant ..."
"Please, Joshua," she begged, plaintively. "I need to feel more of your skin against mine, to receive the message. Please."
I looked at her sternly, while she pleaded, before slowly nodding. She lay atop me, her breasts pressing against my chest, her panty covered pubis firm against my crotch. I could feel myself starting to respond to her near nakedness.
"Thank you, Joshua. I'm sorry I'm not more open."
I moved her slightly, positioning her so that as much of our bodies were in contact as possible. I scooted her upward so our faces were pressed together. Then I reached for her head, turning her face, staring into her eyes. "Listen, child. You have to listen! I can't take much more of this, it's screaming through me, trying to get out. It's deafening."
I held her face in my hands, gazing into her eyes, our mouths millimeters apart, our breath shared.
I almost smiled when her eyes grew wide. "I, I hear it, Joshua. It's louder now."
"What is it saying?"
Her face scrunched up in misery. "I ... I still can't understand it. It's so close, Joshua, so close. Dear God, my skin is burning!"
"Perhaps it's not to be. We can't get much closer than this."
She struggled with the listening, concentrating hard, her eyes squeezed tight. "Just a little more, that's all I need." Her body writhed against mine, straining.
"Enough, Bethany. Your entire body is touching mine. You're still not open enough. I'm sorry."
The tears slowly rolled down her cheek. "Can we, Joshua? Can we try just a little more?"
"I don't see how. If you can't hear it now, I don't know if you ever will. It's exhausting. Perhaps I was wrong."
She squirmed off of me and pulled her panties off, sitting there naked. "Joshua, I'm so close. I can hear it, I can." She reached for my shorts, hesitating. "Please, let me do this. I have to know."
I pushed her away. "Enough!" I barked at her. "You know my feeling about this."
She bowed her head. "Please, Joshua." The tears were streaming down her face.
I stood before her. "NO! I will not forsake my vow because you're weak." I was clearly hard. "This is not His will. If you can't hear Him, that's your failure, not mine."
She ran from the room, grabbing her shirt, sobbing openly.
I got up and went to the bar, made myself a stiff drink, then sat back and relaxed. I'd give her about 30 minutes, then I'd get ready for her epiphany.
* * *
Less than an hour passed before I was in the bedroom she shared with her sister. There were no doors, but I knocked on the door-sill. "Bethany, may I come in?"
She sat up, and I saw she was still upset. She nodded. "Of course, Joshua. I'm sorry about earlier."
I nodded in greeting to Lilith lying on her bed a few feet away. I thought she'd be asleep, but I was mistaken. That wasn't going to change anything. Her face lit up. "Good evening, Joshua."
"Good evening, Lilith," I said, before returning my attention to the night's target.
I sat beside Bethany and took her hand in mine. "I was wrong. I presumed to know His intention, but I didn't listen myself. If you would like, we can try that again. His Will is mine."
She clasped my hand in both of hers, lifting it to her lips and kissing it. "Oh, thank you, thank you!" I leaned in to hug her, and she clung to me desperately. "Is He ... is the message there for me?"
I nodded and removed my robe, leaving me naked. "Whatever you need for me to do to help you, I will. As He commands, so I obey." I reclined on her bed and watched her hurriedly remove her shirt. She was naked beneath it.
She climbed on top of me, our bodies connecting for our entire length. I was already stiffening. I brought my legs together, and hers opened naturally, her knees outside mine.
I held her head in mine, our noses pressed beside each other. I stared deeply into her eyes. "It's too much for me, the message is too loud. I ... I'm going to let Him in totally. It's difficult for me, overwhelming, but I believe it's necessary for you to achieve openness." I sighed deeply. "I wish it wasn't so difficult."
"Thank you, Joshua. I'm sorry; I'm trying the best as I can."
I nodded. "I may not seem like I'm here, but I am, deep inside. I trust you, Bethany. Open yourself, and hear His word." I pulled her face down to mine, our mouths connecting, open, sharing our breath, but nothing else. I closed my eyes and held her head in my hands tightly. Then I pulled back and opened myself to her actions.
She was squirming against me, the heat irritating her skin. She couldn't stop moving, and the actions made me harder. I felt her tense up when the message started. As it faded, I could feel her struggling to stay in contact with me, her legs squeezing and rubbing against mine.
She pulled her mouth away from my slack lips. "Joshua, I'm hearing it. It's one sound, repeated over and over."
I didn't move, giving no indication I heard her. "Joshua, help me! Please, it's so close! I can feel it through every pore in my body." I felt her wriggle, and my hardness pressed between her legs. Her hand moved between us, and she whispered, "Forgive me," before she slid me home, moaning softly as my full length entered her.
She tried to lay still on me, then pressed her lips back against mine, her tongue invading my mouth. It was time.
I held her head tightly, and she cried out. "LOVE! It's LOVE Joshua! That's His message!"
I brought my eyes back into focus and smiled. "It is. Unconditional Love. I'm so pleased you were able to accept His gift. Honored He chose me as the vessel of His message."
I let my hands slide down her body, caressing her soft back. "What do you think it means?"
She was holding me tightly, bathed in euphoria. "He loves me."
"Of course he does. But His messages are never simple. They are layered with meaning. Like His parables. This message is for you alone. What else do you think it means?"
I touched her softly and moved slowly inside of her, easing in and out as gently as I could. She sighed, her hips rolling with me, taking me. "Unconditional love. We should love one another."
"Do you love me, Bethany?" I asked, lengthening my stroke inside of her. "As I love you? As He loves you?"
She trembled. "Completely. With every fiber of my soul."
"And do you love your sisters?"
"I love them all."
"So is that all there is to the message?" My hands continued caressing her young butt cheeks while I quietly plumbed her depths.
"No there's more. I know it," she said with absolute conviction. Bethany sat up, sinking down on my cock. She ground against me her eyes closed, before moving back and forth. "It's not enough to feel it. You have to show it. It's why I couldn't hear the message until my body was one with yours. I'm sorry Joshua. But I had to." She looked at me, her lip quivering. "I'm so, so sorry I did this to you. I know it's wrong. It's against everything you've taught me."
"Shhh. I was wrong. And I've been corrected. Your temple is weak, and you needed this. I understand now. How can I deny you, when it's His design? He knew this is what you needed, and I am His vessel. If this is what's required of me, how can I do other than accept His will?"
"Joshua." She whispered my name reverently. "Joshua, Joshua, Joshua." She pressed her lips to mine and started thrusting back feverishly.
I adjusted the setting on my ring and pressed it to her temple again while we kissed. Her eyes opened wide, and I felt a huge orgasm pulse through her body. She tore her lips off of mine, and screamed, "LOVE!"
After that, I turned down the message and took my time delivering it to her personally. I lay atop her, kissing her, feeling my own desire building, unable to hold back any more. Right before I came, I held my hands to her head, pressing the face of the ring against her temple, set to the highest setting. Her eyes rolled back in her head and she clutched me close while I came explosively inside of her.
It took a long time for her to slowly retreat from the dazzling peak of excitement she'd attained. I rolled off and held her while she cried for me. When her breathing calmed, and I felt her body relax in slumber, I disentangled myself from her limbs.
Lilith was lying on her bed, turned sideways. She was still watching us. I went to her and sat on the edge of her bed. She was looking at me in obvious wonder.
"Take care of her, hearing Him for the first time can be overwhelming," I said, reaching out and stroking her hair.
"Will I be able to hear Him someday?"
"It's not my decision. But I believe so."
Her hand crawled out from under the sheets and settled on my thigh. "Will it be like that?"
I leaned over her, turning partly, my arm on her far side. "I can't know. It's the first time I've been a channel for His message. That was what Bethany needed. Your needs may be different."
Her hand moved higher, brushing against my balls. "It was amazing to watch. I could see His spirit filling her. She was glowing with the power. I want to feel that. Please, Joshua."
Exciting words from a virgin but the time wasn't right. I bent over her face and kissed her on the forehead. "I will intercede as much as I can. But it's His decision."
She pulled her covers aside, exposing her nubile naked body to me. "Can we try, Joshua? Please?"
I covered her. "You are a beautiful, loving companion, Lilith. Perhaps the most deserving of his message. But the message is not here. Not yet." I tucked her in, with a last small kiss on her full lips. "Goodnight, Lilith. Pray for His blessing, and I will as well."
I retreated to my room where I took a long soothing shower. It was good to get the lotion off of me. The burning sensation could be irritating if left on too long. I'd overdone it.
I dried off, and relaxed in my bed, thoroughly satisfied with my experiment's initial results.
* * *
It had all started innocently enough. Honestly.
I'd lived a pampered life. My allowance took care of all my needs, my trust fund ensured my future, and my parents never denied me anything. I'd changed colleges often, learning what I wanted, never overly concerned with degrees. I eventually earned a few, even a Master's, but it wasn't my desire to have lots of parchments announcing my accomplishments. I learned because it was fun, and I loved the open University environment. That and co-eds.
After nine years of college, I decided to take up writing. I thought I had a message, but it looked like nobody was interested in hearing it. I took more courses, attended seminars, joined workshops and wrote diligently. The rejections from publishers didn't bother me much. I knew my persistence would eventually pay off.
My parents resided in Chicago, but I lived on my Grandparent's vacant estate, a huge mansion with impeccable grounds in the heart of Dallas. The property was old and the area had changed drastically over the years until it was nearly swallowed by an industrial neighborhood. One simple comment to my mother about crime in the area and the security experts showed up, hardening the perimeter and installing alarms and cameras throughout the home and property. Living in the huge building was a little eerie, but I felt more secure after that.
Women had never been a problem. I wasn't bad looking and kept myself reasonably fit. Money was plentiful. I had more than my share of confidence and a liberal helping of the 'gift of gab'. I dated frequently but it never seemed to stick. I understood I was a little weird and had a sense of humor which got me in trouble sometimes. It seemed I drove the women away from me nearly as fast as I attracted them.
There was a "Gentleman's Club" less than a mile from my house and I wandered in on a whim, surprised to see the quality of the women dancing for dollars. It was Dallas, after all. On my initial foray, I stayed back at the bar, striking up a conversation with the bartender, drinking and tipping heavily. I enjoyed the show but turned away any efforts by the dancers to get me to buy a dance or take a visit to the VIP. I told myself I was collecting research for my writing. Tax-deductible none-the-less.
I was lying in bed later, reliving my recent experience when I was struck with an odd desire. I wanted to date a stripper. Maybe a few. Sort of a trophy. They must hear hundreds of come-ons a night. How could I differentiate myself and win one over, without outright buying her? I had no doubt I could do that, but where was the fun, the challenge?
I attended the Diamond Club for a couple of weeks, tipping the bouncers and bartenders heavily, and pumping them for information. I observed the dancers and narrowed down my choices.
It was during my fourth week that I made my move. A new dancer had arrived a few days earlier, young and nervous. She was prettier than most. Not a stacked Amazon, but a small girl with a nice curvy body, more like a cheerleader than a model. It took me a couple of nights to extract her story from Maria, my favorite bartender. Armed with information, I started my play.
I never let her dance for me, but I had her sit and chat numerous times, tipping her more for her time than she made for most dances. I didn't go crazy, but I gave her enough to capture her attention. I ogled her body unashamedly but didn't comment on it other than to notice new outfits or jewelry or changes to her makeup and hairstyle.
I learned her likes and dislikes, and eventually, after a couple of more weeks, found my leverage.
"I need to leave soon," I told her one evening, early, when the action hadn't picked up yet. She was drinking a Red Bull I'd bought her while I was working on my second Scotch. She was sitting close enough that our legs were touching.
"So early?" she pouted.
I knew that to her I was still just a wallet with legs, and if I left she'd miss out on fifty dollars or more of easy tips.
"Duty calls. I'm meeting Gerard Way and don't want to be late."
Her eyes opened wide. "Gerard Way? Of My Chemical Romance?"
"Yeah," I said, playing it down. "I'm doing an interview after their concert. You know them?"
Know them? They were her favorite.
It only took about 15 minutes for me to get her to hang up her thong for the night, and hop in my Jaguar XK-E. It had taken some doing, but I had a back-stage pass and ten minutes with the band.
The combination of the concert, meeting with the band, and riding around in the most beautiful convertible ever made, had pretty little Bethany practically creaming her skin-tight jeans.
On the way home, she was absolutely gushing.
"Thanks for the company, Bethany. I appreciate it. Where can I drop you? Back at the Diamond?"
She seemed surprised. "Would you like to go somewhere? Have a drink or dance?"
I gave her an indulgent smile. "Some other time. I have work to do, and I imagine you're probably exhausted from working all week."
She denied it emphatically. "Exhausted? Impossible! I'm absolutely wired!"
I was almost to the club. "I wish I didn't have so much to do. You're sweet. But tonight's no good for me. Drop you at the Club?"
She pouted and agreed. Five minutes later I dropped her at the back door. I got out and helped her out of the car, giving her a short kiss, before turning her toward the building and sending her off with a pat on her rear. "Get going before I change my mind."
She perked up at that and turned around. "It's not too late. The evening's young."
I grinned. "And so are you. I had a good time, Bethany. Good night."
* * *
I avoided the club for a week, then made an appearance just long enough to say "Hi," chat with my intended target, and tip her a twenty. "Gotta run; things are hectic. Just wanted to see my favorite dancer."
She smiled from ear-to-ear. "Am I your favorite?"
I took a chance and stroked her cheek. I knew touching was verboten, but between the tips to the bouncers and the innocuousness of the touch, I figured I was safe. "Was there any doubt?"
"Why don't you let me dance for you? No charge."
I shook my head and gave her a wry smile. "It's complicated, cutie. Not tonight. But I appreciate the offer." I leaned close. "If I was going to let anybody dance for me, you know it would be you, right?"
Her delightful lips turned up at the edges, and she nodded.
"Alright, then I'm off. Good luck tonight, I hope you reel in a couple of whoppers."
She giggled, then leaned over and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "Don't be a stranger, Joshua."
* * *
I made another appearance a few nights later. I ambled my way to the bar, chatted up Maria, and waited for my girl. I didn't have to wait long.
She came out of the back and nearly knocked over two other dancers getting to me. "Hey handsome, can I dance for you?" She already knew the answer and pulled up a stool next to me. "Missed you."
I ordered us drinks, giving Maria a couple of twenties and telling her to keep the change. "How's it going?" I asked my young victim.



I loved her smile. "Better now. You gonna stick around?"
"For a bit. I've got to catch a show later."
She bit. "Anyone I know?"
"Comedy act. Zach Galifianakis is at the Improv." The name obviously meant nothing to her. "The fat guy from The Hangover. The one that causes all the trouble. Great stand-up routine."
She gave me her patented pout. "Pooh! I figured tonight I'd break you down for sure."
"You'll get your chance. I'll be around for a bit."
I watched her turn toward the stage. "Don't leave yet. I've got to do my turn on stage, but I'll be back soon, okay?"
"Alright. But I can't stay long."
She blew me a kiss, then took off for the back rooms.
Maria heckled me for toying with the girl, but I gave her my most innocent look. "I enjoy her company. She's a sweetie."
"She is. Don't screw her over. If you just want to get laid, Darla or Raven will be cheaper, better, and you won't be breakin' any hearts."
It was the first time she'd ever been anything other than friendly. "Relax Maria. Really, if that's what I wanted, the deal would have been done already. I like her."
She gave me a look, then marched off in a huff.
Bethany's show was good. She had the moves and knew how to get her audience involved. It was an enormous improvement over her first couple of nights. She had a great body and was both graceful and athletic. She looked my way often, and I felt she was making a special extra effort for me. She left the stage with her panties stuffed full of bills, her hands clutching dozens more.
It was a while before she reappeared, and I watched her stop and talk to Mario, the manager, before returning to me.
"How did you like it?" she asked.
"You were great. Every guy in the place wanted you by the time you were done."
She grinned, raising one eyebrow. Cute trick. "Every guy?"
I grinned back. "What red-blooded male wouldn't?"
"Can I dance for you?"
"I think you just did."
She giggled. "You know what I mean. In private."
I shook my head slightly. "You are a stubborn one, aren't you?"
"Absolutely!"
I looked at my watch. "I really need to leave soon. But I may just take you up on that, soon."
She squirmed, then blurted, "Need company tonight? We're overstaffed, and I could slip away. Mario doesn't mind."
"Sure. I'd love the company. You sure you won't get in trouble?"
"Nah, it's not like it's the weekend. Give me a few minutes?"
"I'll be waiting outside."
* * *
As we left, I told her I needed to stop by the house to grab the tickets. I could see she was suitably impressed with the estate from the moment the large wrought iron gate slowly swung open. She gawked at the entrance and the large front facade depicting the nine ancient muses in bas relief.
"Welcome to Corycia. You can come inside if you'd like. I'll only be a second."
She followed me in and looked around like she'd never been in a house before. The tickets were on a table near the entrance. I grabbed them and hustled her out the door before she could get any questions out.
In the car, her restraint evaporated. "Wow! You live here?"
"A man's gotta live somewhere."
"It's huge! How many roommates?"
"Counting Hercules, one."
"Hercules?" she asked.
"My dog."
She peppered me with questions, most of which I deflected, asking a few of my own. I talked a bit about my college days, and about my writing.
"What are you writing now?"
"I'd love to tell you, but then I'd have to kill you," I told her, feigning seriousness.
She was taken aback, then giggled nervously. "No, really."
"Maybe once you've danced for me, I'll tell you."
That shut her up for a while. But she never stopped grinning.
* * *
Zach was hilarious, but the show wasn't long. I had reserved a table just off the stage, which got us involved in a couple of jokes, but nothing too painful. Clearly Bethany loved the attention.
As we drove back, we talked about his humor. Some of it was a bit intellectual, and I had to explain a few of the jokes, but we had a good time.
"Drop you off at the Club?" I asked when we turned off the highway.
She suddenly seemed shy. "Why don't we go to your place for a drink or something?"
"Something?"
She blushed. "It's early. I'm having fun. I'd just hate for the evening to end."
I reached over and patted her on the thigh. "Alright. Why not?"
At the house, I made us a couple of drinks, and we sat on the couch talking. I knew from Maria, and from our discussions, that she was a little religious, but had bounced from church to church and was having a theological crisis. Even though I hadn't stepped foot inside a church in the last decade, I figured the dozen years of bible school Mom had subjected me to, combined with nearly a Major's worth of Archeology, Psychology and a Bachelor's of Sociology might finally pay off.
We discussed the nature of religion, God's intention for us, the Bible, and various mystical and magical concepts. Her knowledge of the bible was very elementary, and she seemed impressed with my ability to spout passages on a whim. What can I say? I've got a good memory.
I was playing with her, telling her about the Bible's history. "What do you know of the Gospels?"
"Matthew, Mark, Luke, John. I've read them completely, but some of it's hard to understand," she confessed.
"What about the lost Gospels?"
"Lost?"
"You know. There were probably around twenty Gospels altogether, most of them lost. Matthias, Peter, Judas, the Nazarenes."
She looked sufficiently confused. I excused myself and retrieved a few books from my Grandfather's library. He'd been fanatical about ancient writings and had quite the collection. I was going to play on that. I showed her some of the references, in English translations, and in Greek, doing the translation myself. She seemed suitably surprised.
"How come I never heard about these?" she asked.
"It's not secret knowledge. Biblical scholars know all about them, but they're not common table talk." I was ready to tease her some more.
"I think I can trust you, Bethany. Can I?" I lowered my voice to sound mysterious.
She nodded vehemently, crossing her heart. "Completely, I swear."
"Wait here."
I retrieved some of Grandpa's oldest parchments and returned with them. "Have you heard of the Gospel of Mary?"
She shook her head.
"It's one of the rediscovered Gospels. They found a partial Coptic translation a few years ago, but it's very short. It shows Mary, probably Mary Magdalene was a very powerful disciple, but she had a falling out with Peter." I laid out the scrolls. "This is what I'm writing about. I have a nearly complete copy of her Gospel, written in the original Greek, as well as a previously unknown text. It's amazing. And nobody knows about it but you and me."
"Really?" She gawked, leaning over and trying to make out the writing. It was actually an early history, but hey, it sounded good.
"Yes. I was looking for something else, but it practically fell into my hands. Once I started to translate it, I was worried that it might be too much for the Church to accept. It turns much of our understanding of women in the ancient world on its ear."
She reached out and touched it with a trembling hand. "What does it say?"
"I'm still working on the translation, but I don't know if I'll ever publish it. It's too controversial. Especially how I found it. I know that will never be believed."
She turned and stared at me. "Why? How did you find it?"
I shook my head. "No. I don't think I should say."
She scooted closer. "Please? I won't tell. I promise."
I laughed, resting my hand on her shoulder. Then I made myself go very still, staring off into the distance. I stayed quiet for a long time while she watched me. I held the pose until she was squirming nervously. Then I shook my head and looked into her eyes. "Alright. He says you should be trusted."
"He?"
"God. He speaks to me. He told me where to find it. I was in the mountains of Turkey, near Syria. He led me to a cave, where I found several ancient sealed pots. These scrolls were in them."
It was just a joke. I wanted to see how long she'd fall for it, but I was surprised at her reaction. She practically leaped off the couch, scrambling away from me, staring wide-eyed.
"What's wrong, Bethany?" I asked, ready to confess to the prank.
"I ... I shouldn't be here. Not with you. I'm sorry I tease you about dancing. I didn't know."
"Didn't know what?"
"Please!" She cringed. "I know I'm a sinner. I'm not a good person." Her eyes were brimming with tears. "Please, Joshua, I have to go."
I reached out for her hand to console her. "You are a good person. What you have done so far with your life means little. Look at Mary Magdalene. She was one of Jesus' most important disciples. Many claim she was a prostitute, and full of sin, and yet Jesus cleansed her of seven demons, and it was she who was with him at the crucifixion, the burial, and it was Mary who discovered his empty tomb."
She had dropped to her knees beside the couch and was openly weeping. I felt lousy getting her so riled up. "I have demons," she sobbed. "I try to be good, but I keep doing bad things. Look at me, trying to seduce you, throwing myself at you. God, I'm so sorry."
I reached out for her but she pulled away, nearly knocking over the coffee table, with the scrolls displayed. She shrieked, steadying it. "See? I could ruin those, destroy something so important. I ... Please, Joshua, let me go."
I had to settle her down. "Stop it, Bethany!" I snapped. She quieted. "Now sit here beside me and be quiet."
She climbed back on the couch, sitting nervously.
I closed my eyes and thought about how to fix what I'd screwed up, with my mindless prank. I didn't think she'd handle the truth well at that moment, so I dug my hole deeper.
"You are not bad. God wouldn't have directed me to you. He chose you for me, sent me to find you. I didn't understand His intention. Now I believe I do."
"What?" she asked timidly.
"You are meant to be the first. The first woman to hear these holy scriptures. He wants it that way."
"Me?" she asked, incredulously. "Why me?"
"Why does the sun rise in the east and set in the west? It is His will." I looked past her again, staring off into space.
"Is ... Is he talking to you now?" she whispered.
I waited a few more seconds, then turned back to her. "Yes. He spoke to me. He wants you."
"I don't understand," she whimpered.
"Mary is the patroness of wayward women. He believes you could be headed down that road. No longer."
She stood up and started pacing. "I can't, Joshua. I just can't. I'm not smart enough to understand this. I'm not worthy. Please, choose somebody else."
I stood and went to her, taking her in my arms. "I didn't choose you, Bethany. It's not my choice, and I cannot change His. I wouldn't try to. Would you?"
She was shivering uncontrollably. "No." She looked up at me, tears filling her eyes. "Your will be done," she whispered.
The reference wasn't lost on me. "I know this is a big shock. It was for me. Would you like to stay here tonight? I have plenty of room, and the guest room is always ready."
She spoke so softly, I could barely hear her reply. "I'll have to call my sister."
"Call her."
I showed her to her room and pointed out where the bathroom was. "Make yourself at home. You know where the kitchen is if you feel like a snack or a drink. I'm right down the hall if you need me."
I went to bed, still stunned by her reaction, and feeling more than a little guilty over what I'd started as a joke, and where it had led.
I was more surprised when I was wakened by Bethany climbing into my bed. "Bethany?" I asked sleepily.
She slid up next to me and took me in her arms. "I was praying to Mary Magdalene and I felt you might need me. She was Jesus' lover, wasn't she?"
"It is commonly accepted that she was his companion."
"Maybe that's why I was brought to you. To be your companion."
I held her and realized she was naked. It was tempting to have her, but my guilt was working overtime. This wasn't how I'd seen it playing out.
"If so, He hasn't told me." I held her, hugging her close. "I'm celibate, Bethany. Ever since I was given these scrolls. I don't believe it's His intention to change that yet."
I'll be damned if I know why I took that route.
She pulled away. "I'm sorry. I didn't know."
I pulled her close. "It's okay. Stay here. Hold me. He loves you and wants you to be happy. I want you to be happy. You're a beautiful woman, and if I were to be with anyone, I'd be ecstatic if it were you."
She clung to me, lifting her leg onto mine. She cuddled in close. Too close. Her leg strayed too high and discovered my hardness. "Oh, Joshua! I didn't mean to do that."
I laughed softly. "You do that to me often. It's fine. I'll survive. I can relieve myself if I have to."
She reached down and touched me. Her hand grasped my firmness, stroking it. "I'll do that for you if you'd like. If it's allowed."
I was going to tell her no, but guilt be damned, it felt too good. "That would be nice, my sweet Bethany. Although I'm forbidden from lying with you, I'll let you assist me with this, if you're willing."
She stroked me easily, steadily. Her hand was warm and soft, as was her body. I pushed against her hand, and enjoyed her touch until I achieved my much needed release. Afterward, she left my bed and returned from my bathroom with a moist facecloth which she used to clean me.
She giggled. "I have an urge to clean you with my hair, but I don't think it would do the job."
"What you've done for me tonight is perfect, sweet child. Bless you."
God help me, sometimes I'm such a bastard.
* * *
I woke early as was my wont, to an empty bed. Too bad, I had a morning erection which I wouldn't have minded some assistance with. Instead, I threw on my shorts, did my daily exercise, and ventured outside for my morning run.
There was a path around the perimeter wall, leaving a ten yard 'no-man's land' between the wall and any landscaping. The new security team had widened it and had motion-detectors and camera's targeting the space. It made for a nice running trail, which was my preferred way of staying in shape.
Two full laps was almost a mile, and I strove to complete at least three miles each morning. It worked up a nice sweat and got my mind cleared for the day. For a year or so, I'd worn Five-Fingers running shoes, and less than six months earlier had taken to running barefoot. The first couple of months had been hell, but now I knew I'd never be happy running in shoes. Running in nothing but a pair of loose running shorts was invigorating.
That morning I was contemplating my behavior with Bethany, and the prank I'd played on her. I was trying to figure out the best way to break the truth to her. Twenty minutes later, I still didn't have a good solution. I decided to simply play it off as a joke, and take my lumps.
Entering the house, I found Bethany in the kitchen, cooking breakfast. She was wearing one of my t-shirts. Even though it reached her knees, it looked a lot better on her than it did on me.
"I hope you like eggs and bacon," she announced. "I've got biscuits ready and I'll cook the eggs when you come out of the shower. How do you like yours?"
"Over-easy would be nice," I said. I'd postpone the confession until after breakfast. I grovel better on a full stomach.
I cleaned up and sat down to the table of food. It smelled great. The bacon was cooked a little more than I preferred, but who's complaining? I waited for Bethany to take a seat, letting her know how good everything looked and smelled.
She sat down near me, bowed her head, reached out and took my hand in hers. And waited.
I bowed my head with hers and racked my brain for a prayer. I was stuck. Nothing was coming. After several seconds, I looked over to her and she smiled, giving my hand a squeeze.
"Amen," she said, with a tentative smile. She passed me the biscuits. "It's so strange for me. To know that when you're praying, you may be having a real conversation. Did He say anything?"
I laughed. "No Bethany. I pray just like you. If He listens a little closer sometimes, that's not my decision."
As soon as the words left my mouth, I could have kicked myself. I was digging a deeper hole each time I spoke. And yet, it was a role I fell into so easily, it felt easier to respond in character than come clean.
The eggs were good and I was enjoying a home cooked meal that I hadn't had to slave over myself. "You make a mean breakfast."
"Thanks. I had to cook growing up." Her eggs were scrambled and she chased them around her plate with her biscuits. "Did you really mean it last night?"
I wasn't sure what she was referring to, and I gave her a curious look.
"You know, about God choosing me for you? His having a purpose for me." She reached out and put her hand on my arm. "You having a purpose for me."
Damn it. How did I get myself into these predicaments? I certainly did have a purpose for her, but it wasn't what she was thinking. Or was it?
"I'm unclear myself," I told her, once more taking the coward's route and continuing the charade. "I know I've been drawn to you and you're the first person I've ever felt the need to share His message with. But it's still so early. The translation is going slowly; I'm lucky to get through even a single line in a day."
She seemed to concentrate carefully on my words, her attention unwavering. She had a perplexed look, her forehead crinkling cutely. A huge smile enveloped her face and she sat upright. "I know! That's my purpose! To help you. Make things easier for you. Take away the tedious everyday jobs, and help with any stress. I bet that's what He wants me here for. I know it is. It just feels so right when I say it out loud."
"That's very kind of you Bethany, but you have your own life to live. Your sister to take care of."
A frown appeared, erasing that pretty smile, breaking my heart. "What kind of job can I get now? I can't go back to dancing. I've never had a real job that made enough money for Lilith to keep going to school and still support us."
"Has He told you to stop dancing?" I asked, reaching out and holding her hand.
"No. He doesn't talk to me. But it doesn't seem right, does it?"
I shrugged. "Maybe there's a purpose to it. His reasons are not for us to try to understand. Perhaps He wants you to understand men, their base desires, and how to influence them. Or it could be He wants you to work with the women there, to see His path. I don't know and wouldn't presume to. If not for that job I never would have met you."
"Couldn't you just ask Him?" she pleaded.
I shook my head. "Ask Him your purpose? That's between you and He. I know this much. He sees no evil in you. Nor do I." I closed my eyes and thought about it for a moment. I wouldn't mind having her around and it could be kind of fun to see where I could take this. Even if it wasn't the most decent thing I'd ever done. Believe it or not, it wasn't the worst.
"Does that mean it would be okay with you if I were around here, then? That I could help you?" she pleaded piteously.
"If you feel that's your calling, I would be the last one to interfere. I'd welcome your presence. You certainly make a dark dreary house a lot more pleasant."
"Dreary? Here?" she asked.
"No longer. Not when you're around."
The hug was nice. Luckily she cut it off before my response was too obvious. I mean, I was supposed to be a spiritual, celibate, scholar. I should be able to make it at least twelve hours between tending. Right?
* * *
I get it now. The whole admonition against idle hands. I didn't have a job. Didn't need one, with more cash than I can readily spend. Almost ten years of educational lollygagging behind me. I get up every day with nothing to look forward to except for my next kick.



What had started as a prank, a thoughtless joke, suddenly, without the least hint or warning, became an obsession.
Bethany would stop by during the day and check on me. Quiz me on my progress. Sit by my feet and watch me work. Then she'd be gone, off dancing, before straggling in around two to three a.m., to get me settled in before she wandered back home. Two or three times a week I'd stop by the club. Those nights, when she got to my place, she'd take care of my needs, using just her gentle hand. Some of those nights she'd sleep over, in her own bed of course.
Most of her days off she'd spend with me and I would take the opportunity to teach her a little about the less well known early Christian writings, such as the Gospels of Peter, Thomas and Nicodemus. Slowly, just a few lines at a time, I'd share with her, question her, get her mind going.
Bethany wasn't a Rhodes Scholar, but she wasn't stupid. She caught on readily enough, especially with me carefully laying out the path before her.
And whenever she wasn't around, I myself was studying, learning, and building on my original little prank gone wild. I was accumulating materials, samples, copies and translations of dozens of works. I was purchasing every ancient document I could get my hands on.
I was writing the missing pages of the Gospel of Mary.
* * *
It was a Friday around sixish, maybe three weeks into our new relationship. I'd been contemplating stopping by the club and watching pretty Bethany and her fellow dancers. But I was still in heavy negotiations to get my hands on some pieces of mostly blank ancient parchment. You can imagine my intent. I'd tracked some down, but it was from the wrong part of the world, and absurdly expensive. Even I realized my spur-of-the-moment prank was really getting out of hand. Just the day before, Bethany had brought over another dancer before work, to get me to confirm something she'd been discussing.
"I thought we were going to keep this a secret?" I had reminded her in private.
"I thought that was just about how you found it, not the message," she explained, obviously distraught. "You're not mad are you? I'm sorry."
"Let's try to keep the presence of the new Gospel quiet a little longer. We can still talk about older versions and other books. Or anything else that interests you." I tousled her hair. "And in the future, a little notice before bringing over pretty girls. Even I have a little pride, and I don't want people to think I sit around in my bathrobe all day."
She reached down and adjusted my belt. "You look great in it. It makes you look distinguished."
"Distinguished? Barefoot and half-naked?"
"Handsome and debonair." She gave me a tug. "Let's go. You're keeping our guest waiting."
What interested them was whether Mary Magdalene was a prostitute or not. I explained the confusion, the unnamed "sinner" who washed Jesus' feet with her hair, and Mary Magdalene showing up in the writings shortly thereafter. The issue of the demons cast out of her. The confusion with Mary of Bethany who anointed Jesus. And the teaching of Pope Gregory in the sixth century, referring to her as a prostitute, and lumping all the Marys together. In each case I'd bring out multiple versions of the Bible, to show the different translations, and whenever possible trace it back to the early Greek and Latin texts.
"In nineteen eighty-six the Catholic Church announced that she was not a prostitute, clearing up fifteen hundred years of misrepresentation on their part," I explained.
I left them with something to think about. Was the decision to slander MM purposeful, and if so, why? Was the male dominated sixth-century Catholic church attempting to discredit the apostle to the apostles?
* * *
Friday evening she was back alone. "There's a lot of weird stuff on the Internet about her, you know?" she asked me.
"I know."
"The Gospel of Philip says Mary was Jesus' companion, and he kissed her a lot, and the other women were jealous, and wanted to know why he loved her best." She said it as if she was in a hurry to get it out, and looked at me challengingly as if I was going to deny it.
I smiled for her patiently. "Does it? Have you read it? The original?"
She nodded, "I read two different versions."
I picked up my notebook and checked my notes. Philip 59. I retrieved my copy of the original Coptic Gospel, with some translations. I spread the sheets out before her, alongside the translations. "The danger, Bethany, is in the interpretation and translation. It's important you understand, to see the issues I'm facing with my effort. Here is a popular translation.
"As for the Wisdom who is called 'the barren', she is the mother of the angels. And the companion of [the saviour was Mar]y Ma[gda]lene. [Christ loved] M[ary] more than [all] the disci[ples, and used to] kiss her [softly] on her [mouth]. The rest of [the other women saw his love for Mary]. They said to him "Why do you love [her] more than all of us?" The Savior answered and said to them, "Why do I not love you like her?"
"That's what I said," she argued. "He kissed her a lot and loved her the most. And she was his companion."
"Now look at the original. There are many gaps, lacunae, in this parchment, and this is the most complete version of this passage. With those unknown parts removed from the translation, what does it say?" I crossed out the parts in brackets.
"As for the Wisdom who is called 'the barren', she is the mother of the angels. And the companion of ---------------y Ma---lene. ------ Ma-- more than ---- the disci--------------- kiss her ------ on her ------. The rest of ---------------. They said to him "Why do you love ----- more than all of us?" The Savior answered and said to them, "Why do I not love you like her?"
"It still says she was his companion, and he kissed her, and loved her more than the other women." She sounded triumphant.
"Probably. But kissing had many meanings. Some believe it meant he shared knowledge with her the most. That is evident in other writings. And he may have kissed her on the hand, that's a popular translation. Was it the women followers who asked why he loved her most, or other disciples? Mysteries within mysteries. Even the unbroken part uses words and phrases that are hard to translate. We shouldn't assume anything, and only believe half of what we read." I pushed the papers to the side. "These are often called Gnostic Gospels, although some argue that Philip's is not Gnostic. The church considered these heretical and tried to have them destroyed."
"I don't get it," she answered. "Was she his girlfriend or not?"
I grinned and turned to an earlier page. "If we believe this writing, here's an interesting argument." I turned to Philip 36.
"There were three who always walked with the Lord: Mary, his mother, and her sister, and Magdalene, the one who was called his companion. His sister and his mother and his companion were each a Mary."
Before she could bring up any more questions, I pulled over the original, holding up my hand to stave her off. "Here. In the original. She was called his "koinônos". We might translate that as 'sharer', or 'partner', or even 'consort.' Note that they did not use the word for wife. Their relationship even here is not clear."
"What do you think it means?" she asked.
Hell, what did I know? I was winging it. "Let's take a few bits of this and put it together. She was his companion and not his wife. If she was intimate with him, then why not his wife? Perhaps because she is called 'the barren', or is 'the barren' his mother? And if it is the Magdalene, how do they know she is barren? Obviously, she can't bear children. But how do they know that, if she's not doing things where she might have children? She's his companion, he kisses her often, he loves her more than all the others. Oh yeah, and after traveling all around with him, she's called 'barren'. Pretty convincing, at least as far as Philip goes."
"So you believe she might be his lover?" she asked.
I smiled. "I know she was. As least according to the complete Gospel of Mary."
She raised her hands to her mouth in surprise. "Oh my God! No wonder you're afraid to share your document."
I put my hand on her knee. "Bethany. We don't say 'God' in this house unless we mean it."
She blushed. "Oh. I'm sorry. Sometimes I forget. I'll try harder."
"Keep this between us, okay? It's not time to share this knowledge yet. At least not until I've finished the translation and had it verified. Understood?"
"Of course, Joshua. I understand. Thanks for sharing it with me."
I gave her a big grin and a wink. "Wasn't my decision." I gave a knowing look up to the heavens.
She blushed. "I still can't believe I was chosen."
I put my hand on her shoulder. "Believe it, beautiful."
She put her hand over mine, edging closer. "Do you think I was meant to be that kind of 'companion' for you?"
"I don't know. Believe me, I wish I did. All I know is that you were meant to be here."
"Can't you ask?" she pleaded, moving even closer, placing her hand on my thigh.
"Asking doesn't seem to work that well. My job isn't to ask, mine is to listen. I'm sure if He expects more from you we will find out."
"Would you like me to be your companion? In all ways?" Her hand was being naughty, and I was fully hard for her when she brushed against my cock.
"I would love that. I was drawn to you from the first I saw you. Whether that was divine intervention or not, you are a beautiful, good-hearted woman, and you drive me crazy. Times like this it makes it hard to remember my vow."
"Let me relieve you, Joshua, please."
When I didn't deny her, she knelt before me and pulled at my shorts. I raised my hips so she could remove them. She placed her hand on my cock, resting her head on my thigh and stroked me.
This wasn't anything new, we'd been doing it for a couple of weeks, but she seemed to be in a talkative, curious mood. "You once told me that when I got you hard, you would relieve yourself. Isn't that a sin?"
I shook my head. "Nowhere in the Bible does it call masturbation a sin." I leaned over and caressed her hair. "I would not lead you into sin. The Bible says nothing about masturbation. It does imply that sexual fantasies and pornography would be sinful. If I were to concentrate on the act of having sex with you, while you did this, I'm fairly certain that would be frowned upon."
She slowed her hand movement. "If you're not thinking of having sex with me, what are you thinking about?"
"About what a generous thing you are doing, and how beautiful and desirable you are."
"How about the sin of Onan? He got killed for it."
"He wasn't masturbating. He was having sex with his sister-in-law, and pulling out, 'spilling his seed on the ground', so she wouldn't get pregnant."
"So spilling your seed on the ground would be bad, wouldn't it?" she asked.
"I don't think the situation is the same."
"Better safe than sorry, though, right?"
"Perhaps we should be neat," I answered, enjoying her gentle strokes.
"What does the Bible say about oral sex," she asked shortly after. I looked down at her and saw she was blushing.
"Nothing specific that I recall. It's clearly allowed between husband and wife, but otherwise, it's that gray area of intention and lusting of the mind."
"Could you avoid lusting of the mind if I were to do it?"
"The danger is with you also. Could you avoid it?"
She nodded. "All I can think about is making you happy. When you get hard for me, I feel bad about it. I wonder even if I should be around you. All I want to do is help you, and make you happy. I can do it without dwelling on doing more."
"If we can stop at that, perhaps it would be okay," I told her softly.
She looked up at me and scooted forward, bringing her lips to my shaft and kissing it lightly. "Is it okay?"
I leaned back and closed my eyes. "Yes."
I felt her warm mouth engulf me and sighed deeply. She pulled away abruptly. "Is something wrong? Are you lusting?" she asked, her voice tinged with panic.
I reached down and tilted her chin up so she was looking at me. "No. That was beautiful. Relaxing and warming. Thank you." I held my cock out to her and pressed it against her lips.
She opened them willingly and took me in her mouth again. I leaned back to watch her, careful not to sigh too loudly. She watched me for a few moments, then closed her eyes and concentrated on what she was doing.
It was nice. Not crazy, passionate and lustful, just a simple effort to serve me. I accepted her wonderful gift, and after only a few minutes, warned her of my impending release.
She kept her mouth on me, stroking with her hand, and watched me. Those pretty big brown eyes were mesmerizing, and I stifled a groan as I came in her mouth. She continued gamely, sucking me dry, careful to clean every last drop off of me.
She looked up and grinned. "No seed on the ground."
"Not a drop. Thank you."
* * *
I knew not to expect Bethany until late on Saturdays, but I was still hoping for a replay of her actions of the night before. My efforts were starting to pay off, in terms of both research and Bethany. I had accumulated a huge library of the various lost Gospels and other Gnostic texts and was hot on the trail of a possible cache of ancient parchments of the right approximate age and location.
Say what you want about the wars in the Middle East; for antiquities collectors, it was a windfall. Stuff was showing up on the black market in droves, and anything was available for a price. You just needed to know where to ask and I was learning.
I don't believe I'd ever worked as hard at anything in my life. I was spending my entire day buried in ancient texts and biblical writings, surprising myself with some of my findings. I was deep in thought, outlining my 'translated' first three chapters of the Gospel of Mary when I was surprised to hear a knocking at my door. Way too early for Bethany, and she didn't knock.
Hercules barked, and ran toward the door. Definitely not Bethany. "Sit," I commanded him.
I opened the door and found a cute little ginger standing on my doorstep. The resemblance was uncanny. "Lilith?"
She was glaring at me, "We need to talk."
I opened the door, inviting her in. She looked around as she walked into the entrance, then turned and barked at me. "What the fuck is going on with you and my sister?"
Hercules growled and I hushed him. "Come in. We should talk. I've asked her to bring you by, but she's been reluctant."
The little firebrand crossed her arms and continued to glare at me.
"Lilith, please. I'll answer any questions you have, and explain what I can. Come in and have a seat. Let me get you something to drink." I walked toward the living room where I was working and gestured toward the couch. "I'm having wine; can I pour you a glass?" I knew she wasn't old enough to drink, but hell, who was going to tell? Plenty of wine in the Bible and they certainly didn't card anybody.
She sat down in a corner of the couch. "Alright."
I poured her a large glass and passed it to her. I sat on the other end of the couch, my papers all over the coffee table where I'd been working. I leaned over and cleared a space for her drink, putting a coaster down. "I'm really glad you are here."
"I bet," she muttered, before taking a big sip of her drink.
"I am. I've wanted to meet you. Your sister adores you, you know."
"What's going on? She spends all her time here, even sleeping over, but she says you guys aren't in a relationship."
"That's not strictly true. We're in a relationship, if not the kind you're thinking of. She's my companion, friend, confidante, and student."
"What the hell is that supposed to mean?"
Damn, this cute little redhead was feisty. I put my glass down and looked at her disapprovingly. "Please, Lilith. I've welcomed you into my home, and I'm willing to be open and honest with you. I would ask you to refrain from speaking blasphemy under my roof."
"What are you, some kind of minister?"
I sighed and picked up my glass, taking a sip. "No. I'm a theologian, and a researcher, and I'm a strong believer in Christ. I'm trying to live a life of Faith and Grace."
"Right. And you're practically shacking up with a stripper."
"Matthew seven-one," I told her softly.
"What?"
"Judge not, that ye be not judged." I could see her face flushing whether it was anger or embarrassment I couldn't say for sure.
"Alright then, are you going to tell me what's going on?"
I smiled for her. "Matthew seven-eight."
She raised her eyebrows at me, giving me an expectant look.
"Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, and it shall be opened unto you."
"Jesus! Is it going to be like this all night?"
It was my turn to glare at her. "I hope that was a prayer and not a swear."
This time, she did blush. "Okay, I'm sorry. Can you answer me straight?"
"Ask, and I'll answer what I can."
"What's the deal with Bethany?"
Ah, the $64,000 question. I'd fallen into my role of spiritual adviser and holy man so easily with Bethany, I had to wonder if her sister would accept it. In for a penny, in for a pound.
And yes, I know I'm an asshole.
"I'm doing something important, and when she found out about it, she decided to help," I explained.
"How important?"
"We won't know for sure until I've completed the work, but it's potentially the most important religious find in decades, maybe longer."
She waved at my papers scattered across the table. "And this is your work?"
I nodded. "A small part of it."
"How are you having her 'help' you?" Lilith asked, taking another long drink from her glass.
"I've not asked her to do anything. When I told her what I was doing, she examined her conscience and meditated on her purpose. She came to me and offered to be my companion, to help with the day-to-day distractions so I could more thoroughly dedicate myself to this task."
"Some kind of God-damned maid?"
I stood rapidly, staring down at her. "You will not blaspheme in this house! I've been courteous, and tolerant, but enough is enough. If you cannot keep a civil tongue in your mouth, you'll have to leave. I don't need your type in here."
"My type? What is my type?"
"Ignorant, judgmental heathen. The curse of a generation. The antithesis of your sister."
She laughed, mockingly. "You think my sister is some kind of saint? Shows how much you know."
"I know her very well. We've talked at length about her past and her struggles. I can't believe you would say a single bad thing about the woman who has toiled doing distasteful things, so she could earn enough to take care of you and put you through school. Provide you the opportunities she couldn't have. She loves you without limit and you are an ingrate. I'd like you to leave now."
"She's a slut! She takes her clothes off for money, and rubs herself against men! She's trash! You'll probably catch some disease from her if you haven't already."
"She's a lost lamb struggling to find her way, with an ungrateful witch for a sibling. She's a fallen Angel with a heart of gold. You are a beautiful siren without any heart at all. You don't deserve her. Now I'll ask you to leave before Hercules over there escorts you out."
"How can you say she's an Angel!"
"I've seen her soul, Lilith. It's beautiful, without blemish."
"You barely know her! How can you judge me, say those horrible things?"
"We're judged by our actions. It's all I have to go by. That and the words of your sister. They are in direct contrast. I prefer to go by what I see, rather than what I'm told. It's your own actions that condemn you."
She sat down crying. "You're going to hurt her. I know you are. Don't do it. Let her go. She can't take it again. It will kill her. Please, just let her go."



Wow. Unexpected surprise. I sat down beside her. "I'm not holding her here. She's here of her own choice. I have no desire to hurt her. Just the opposite."
"Who are you kidding? Look at this place! We live in a tiny efficiency apartment. With you, here, she's in the lap of luxury. How can she resist it? I know you give her money. She's not a whore. She only dances. That's all. She's not like some of the others."
"I know, Lilith. Is it wrong that I open my home to her? I ask nothing. I allow her to do what she desires. I provide funds for the upkeep and she's generous enough to do some shopping. I'm not paying her to be here, although I would gladly if she would take it. I'm grateful to her for trying to help me in my work. It's important. Very important. She's doing a good thing."
"Are you fucking her?"
"No, Lilith. I have no knowledge of her in that manner. I consort with no women. I'm celibate. I have been since I first received my calling."
"Celibate?"
"Yes. Celibate. I have not engaged in conjugal relations with a woman in a very long time." All true. Over two months. To someone who was as used to getting laid as I was, it was a very long time.
"Why does she sleep with you?"
I stood and held my hand out to her. "Please, come with me."
She hesitantly took my hand and let me lead her to the back of the house. "This is her room when she is exhausted from working until two a.m. and coming over to help me. This is where she sleeps." I drew her over to the bathroom. "This is her bathroom, and those are her things." I waved my hand at the belongings. "Perhaps it is wrong in your eyes, but yes, I gave her money to buy whatever she needed for when she is here. She wanted to pay for it herself, but I encouraged her to save her money to take care of you." A little dig, I know.
After letting her look around a bit, I took her past two empty rooms, to my bedroom. "This is where I sleep. Alone. Look, I'm not immune to beautiful women. I'm a red-blooded man. I could not possibly sleep in a bed with your sister. I'm not that strong. It would tempt me too much."
I pulled her by the hand, striding purposefully to the study. "This is where I conduct much of my studies."
She looked around in wonder. "You have a lot of books. What are all those old papers?"
"Some are original, most are very precise copies of the oldest religious texts I can find. I prefer to go to the source for information, not through interpreted works. It's part of my research."
"What did you say you were doing?" she asked.
"I didn't say, but I don't mind telling you. A translation. I have a unique, unknown document which is the finest of its type ever discovered. I believe I was called to find it, and it is my purpose to translate it and make it known. It's a ... stressful task. I doubt its discovery and message will be welcomed."
"Then why do you do it?"
"I have no choice. It's my fate. Not one I would have chosen."
I was still holding her hand, and could feel its moistness. I led her slowly back out to the living area, where I urged her to sit down.
"Let me be frank with you. Open your eyes, Lilith. I'm wealthy. I've been told I'm not bad looking. At one point in my life, I had many women. Many. Do you honestly believe I would have difficulty finding female companionship?"
She stared into my eyes for a moment, then lowered hers. "No. I'm sure you'd have no problem at all."
"My life has taken a turn. I feel I have a larger purpose. Meaning. Your sister is a comfort. Not a sex toy. She makes my life easier, and I love her for it." I moved closer to the young woman and put my arm around her shoulders. "I'm sorry I was cruel to you earlier. I judged too quickly." I laughed. "Believe me, sweet child, I too have a bevy of faults. I am hardly infallible."
I leaned over and lifted her by the chin, making her look at me. "I understand now. It was a sham. You love your sister. With all your heart. The words were not against her, they were meant to deter me. Second guess her purpose, perhaps. You want to protect her from further hurt. This is a good and courageous thing, confronting me when you knew nothing of me. I love you for that."
"You can't say you love me. You don't even know me."
"You're wrong, Lilith. I love you for what you've done. I'm not in love with you, and I have no desire to make love to you. I simply love you for who you are. Can you accept that?"
"Is that how you love Bethany?"
"Yes, but even deeper. I've had more time to see the wonderful person she is. You know that, don't you? How incredible a person your sister is?"
She nodded. "I can't let you hurt her. She's the best person in the world."
I felt a tear in my eye and was momentarily astounded how deeply into this role I could sink, and how easily. "You may be right. The best person I've ever met. You're a very lucky woman to have her in your life."
"Promise me. Promise me you won't destroy her."
I leaned over and kissed her on the forehead. "I promise."
Okay, I know. I'm a bastard. Don't judge me, until you've got something that looks like this sweet young thing on the hook.
"Why don't you stay? I can make you something to eat. I'll answer any questions you have. Stay until your sister arrives. We can talk then."
"Aren't I taking you away from your work?"
"There is no work more worthy than the healing of a soul, or the comforting of one in need."
"Do you think that's what I am?"
"I think you are more important to me than anything else I could possibly be doing," I told her softly.
"Why? You don't even know me?"
I sat back in the couch, relaxing. I let my eyes become unfocused, gazing forward. I remained quiet long enough for her to start squirming.
"Yes. The rest can wait. I'm here for you, Lilith. How can I serve you?"
"Serve me?"
"I'm free to answer any question. I'll hide nothing from you. If you're not happy with my answers, I will support you in any decision you make about your sister. I will send her away if you so desire. What can I do for you? How can I help you understand? Command me."
"I ... I don't want to command you."
"Sweet child. I am but a tool. Wield me. Give me a purpose, and I swear I will fulfill it."
"Do you swear you don't have sex with her?"
"We don't engage in coitus. There are times when I do get excited. When I get an erection. I can't help it. I have desires and needs. I struggle to set them aside as a distraction. She has used her hand to ... relieve me."
"Isn't that a sin? How can you do God's work if you're doing that?"
"I'm single. Your sister is single. I avoid thinking lustful thoughts, as does she. She performs it as a loving service. I accept it in the spirit it's given." I bowed my head. "I would prefer not to, but it's difficult. As a vessel for His works, I am a poor, poor example. I'm weak. I try, Lilith, as God is my witness, I try."
"You're not excited by my presence though, are you?"
"No, I am not. I could be, easily. You are quite beautiful you know, both inside and out. For some reason, God has found it necessary to tempt me. Bethany is the physical and spiritual incarnation of my desires. Why she would be chosen to be my companion during this period of celibacy is beyond my understanding. I won't question it."
"You like her that much?"
"I love her that much."
She got quiet for a second. "What are you translating?"
I tried to portray a struggle. I sat back again, quiet, glazed eyed. I maintained it longer. Blinking with exaggeration, I turned to her. "Whatever you want to know. I have a complete extant copy of the Gospel of Mary. There are only four partial copies known. The fact that there are that many shows it was an important work nearly nineteen hundred years ago. I am translating it."
"It's important?"
"Very. I'm only a couple of pages into the translation, and already the findings are devastating to the Christian faith as we know it."
"Why?"
"Mary Magdalene was the foremost disciple of Jesus. The closest to him both spiritually and physically," I explained.
"Physically?"
"Yes. She was his lover. His companion in every sense of the word. She did not bear him children."
"That paper says that?"
"Without equivocation."
"Bethany is more involved than just as a maid, isn't she?"
I nodded. "She has been chosen to be the first to receive the word. To carry it to others. I ... I'm afraid for her. This is not an easy or even desirable task."
"She was chosen? How?"
"I'd prefer not to answer. I don't think you're ready for the answer. I believe it will set us back."
"You said I could command you. You're my tool. I get to wield you. How was she chosen? How do you know for sure? She's nobody special. Why would God choose someone like her? A stripper."
"Why would Jesus choose someone like Mary Magdalene? A woman possessed by demons. According to many, a fallen woman. Yet she became the right hand of Jesus. Supporting his followers, providing money when needed, comforting him, learning. The disciple to the disciples. The one person that most accounts agree first saw the risen Christ."
"But how did you know?"
"Please, Lilith."
"Answer me! You're mine to command!"
"He ... God communicates with me."
"Communicates? How?"
"He speaks to me, Lilith. It was He who told me where to find the document, in a vast desert. He who told me what my role was. And He guided me to your sister. I'm sorry. I wouldn't share that burden with anyone if I had a choice. It's too difficult. Too dangerous. I'm sorry."
"He ... he spoke to you tonight, didn't he?"
I nodded slowly. "Twice."
"He gave you to me to command."
"He did."
"That was more important than your studies, your translation?"
"Apparently. It is not mine to question. When He speaks, I obey. I ... I cannot do otherwise."
"If I told you to get up and run around the building naked, you'd do it, wouldn't you?"
"I would. But you wouldn't. You're not mean or capricious, and He knows that."
"Do it. Strip and run around the building."
Damn, she was turning out to be a pain. Rotten thing. Why couldn't she be more like her sister?
I took off my robe and pulled off my shorts. I started toward the doorway, and she jumped off the couch and ran to me, grabbing my arm. "You would, wouldn't you?"
"Whatever you need in this moment, Lilith."
She took me by the hand and brought me back to the couch. "I'm sorry. I shouldn't have done that."
"I stand by my previous statement. You are neither mean nor capricious. If you needed me to do that for you, there is a reason. I will not question it."
She looked down at my crotch. "Aren't I pretty? How come she's the only one that excites you? Is it because God chose her for you?"
"My celibacy is my choice. Not a directive. I chose to avoid the temptation. God has not taken away my desire. I'm not even sure the decision is the correct one, but I prefer to live by it. Relationships in the past were ... distracting."
"Are you saying you could get excited over me? If I chose to wield you in that way? You would do it?"
"Yes. You are immensely desirable. Second only to your sister in my eyes. More beautiful than she is. One word, one whisper, one touch, and I would not be able to resist you. I would ask you not to do that to me."
She grinned mischievously, sidling closer. "One touch, like this?" she asked, running her tender young hand along the inside of my thigh. She brought her lips to my ear. "One whisper, telling you that I desire you as well. That I would give myself to you."
She took my earlobe between her teeth and nibbled on it. "One word, to convey the extent of that offer?" She hesitated a second, then clearly, quietly spoke. "Virgin."
I leaned backward, as if escaping, allowing a soft whimper to escape my lips. She pursued me, wickedly, her hand grasping my cock, as it hardened in her grasp.
"You act all high and mighty," she snarled, "Better than us, but you're just a man, aren't you? You want me like they all do. I can see it, feel it, smell it on you."
I closed my eyes and spoke softly. "I never denied it. You are extremely desirable. I would not act on it. I beg you not to. Don't do this to me, Lilith. Please."
"Mine to command, you said. He said. He gave you to me. Mine to wield. I think I'd like to wield this sword." She held my cock firmly in her hand stroking it.
"Not like this. I will answer your questions, provide guidance. Help you to understand. I will keep nothing from you about my work or my relationship with your sister. You don't have to do this. It was not His intention."
She barked a vicious little laugh. "Oh, so now you presume to know His intention? Perhaps this is exactly what he wanted. Show you your folly. Did he ask you to be celibate? Why would he call a stripper and 'fallen Angel' to your side, if not for this? Who died and made you God, Holy man? You're mine, and this what I want. I want you to lust for me. Desire me. You will spill your wicked seed for me, and want to do it over and over again. The hell with your self-imposed celibacy."
She leaned over me, her face in front of mine. She was kind of scaring me, to be honest. This was not what I had planned, by any means. I watched her anxiously, as she lowered her lips to mine, taking my lower lip in hers and biting it. Hard. She released it, and licked me, long and slow, from low on my neck, up my face, across my cheek to my temple. Her hand was maintaining a slow steady pace up and down my rod.
"What's that I taste, holy man? Fear? Shame? Lust?" She turned her head sideways and licked me across my mouth, from cheek to cheek. "Mmmm, Desire, I believe, with just a hint of Desperation, and, could it be, Submission?"
She licked me again her free hand reaching up and grabbing my hair, tilting my head back fiercely. She moved her mouth down to my neck, and bit down, sucking away, marking me.
"Now you're mine," she said gleefully, pulling away. "The sign of Lilith. Not just his anymore, mine. He gave you to me. I choose that you no longer be celibate. Show me your weakness, holy man. Surrender."
She was getting me close. God, what a wicked young girl! "Don't, I'm begging you, don't be my Delilah. I'm not strong enough."
"Your Delilah? Like Samson?"
"She took his strength. He recovered enough, to destroy his enemies in the end. I don't have that kind of strength. If you strip it from me, I ... I don't know what I'll do. Please, Lilith. Please leave me this."
She laughed pulling away. "No." Her hands came together, jerking me off viciously, painfully. "Come for me, you sniveling weakling. You're not all that special. Just another man, guided by his urges. Come for me. Do it. Squirt. You know you can't help it. Don't fight it, come, come, come!"
I started pushing back against her grip, and her hands moved faster, a little less painful, as the grip slackened a bit. "That's it, I can feel it. Come, Holy man. Come. Come, damn it. Shoot for me. Give it to me. It's mine. You're mine. Gimme."
I groaned, exploding against my will, shooting strongly, my seed pumping out, pouring over her hand. She laughed as I finished, then wiped her messy hand across my chest. "Just a man, that's all you are."
I caught my breath, and bit the inside of my lip hard, dug my fingers into my palms, gouging myself until I felt the moistness appear in my eye. It had been difficult, and I tasted the iron of my blood and pushed it to my lips.
"I never said otherwise, Lilith. I know my own weakness. I'm a common man, who's been asked to do an uncommon thing. I didn't seek it out. I don't want it. I don't want any of it!," I shouted, letting the tears work their way from my eyes.
"You do it, Lilith. Please. Take this burden from me. Translate the ancient Greek. Prove the documents authenticity. Let the whole damn religious world fall on you like a ton of bricks, when you offer up the message, that Jesus was just a man. He had needs. He slept with his disciple. You tell the world that, and then try to live with yourself." I let my voice rise in the telling, a little blood working its way down my chin.
"Why me! Why torture me with her and you! Damn it! I don't deserve this. I'm trying Lord, but this is too much. Too fucking much." I pulled away from her, pushing her aside. "I won't do it."
I saw the look of despair on her face, as I grabbed my robe, and pulled it on, heedless of the mess I'd made. "Joshua?" she whispered, looking down at her hands, and wiping them on her shirt, shamefully. "I didn't mean ..."
"Forget it, Lilith. I should have expected it. It's who you are, isn't it? Lilith, Queen of the Night, who falls upon men without warning, and leads them astray from a spirit of understanding, to make their heart and their soul desolate. Adam's first companion, before Eve, who abandoned him, and took up with Angel Samael. The devil's companion. You play your part well. I hope you're happy."
I pulled away from her, and started walking away, but after a few steps, I stopped in mid-stride. I paused, shaking, an eternity trying to maintain that awkward pose. "No," I finally whispered. Then again, a little louder. "No. I won't."
With my eyes staring forward, unblinking, I could see her standing nearby, watching me. I dropped to my knees, hard. I'd have bruises the next day. "Why? Why?" I cried out painfully. I slowly bowed my head, a whipped man. I stood and faced her, pulling my robe back and letting it fall from my body.
"C ... command me," I whispered, my eyes turned away, unable to face her.
She stooped quickly, picking up my robe, trying to pull it over my shoulders. "Oh, God, I'm so sorry. So sorry, Joshua. I don't know why I did that."
I stood stiffly, making it hard for her to get my robe back on. "Command me," I repeated in a dead, monotonic tone.
"No, Joshua. I won't, I'm sorry."
"Command me," I repeated, eyes unfocused, unseeing.
"Please, come, let's sit back down. I didn't mean to hurt you."
At her words, I returned to the couch and sat stiffly. "Command me."
"Stop, don't do this. Why are you acting like this? Just relax, okay? I didn't mean anything. Nobody's hurt. Please, Joshua."
I settled back into the couch, following her unintentional command to relax. "Command me."
It was during this charged moment, of course, that Bethany would decide to make her appearance. She opened the door and entered. "Slow night, so they let me go half ... Lilith? What are you doing here?"
"I wanted to talk to him," Lilith said fearfully, standing up.
"Command me," I told her, seeing her stiffen.
"Command you?" Bethany asked, then she looked at the room, and shrieked. Several of the papers had fallen off the table, during our activities, and were lying about. "What happened? What have you done, Lilly? What have you done!"
"I didn't mean to," Lilith started, bending over to help pick up the parchment.
"No!" Bethany screamed at her. "Don't touch anything! What did you do? Why is he like that? Did you drug him? How could you? How could you ruin everything? Don't you understand how important this is? How important he is?"
She was carefully picking up each paper, examining it, placing it back on the table. Lilith stood shaking. "It was all an accident," she said softly.
"Accident! What happened?" Bethany screamed.
"Nothing," Lilith said. "Not really."
"Command me," I called out, feeling a little wicked. Serves the ornery minx right.
"Shut up!" Lilith screamed at me.
I saw Bethany haul back, and slap her sister across the face as hard as I'd ever seen anyone hit another person. Lilith was knocked sideways, to her knees.
"What did you do to him?" Bethany growled, through clenched teeth, standing over her sister.



"I ... I didn't ..." she whimpered, sitting up a little, hand to her cheek, staring at her older sister in fear. "It's not my fault. God gave him to me."
"It's not ... God gave him to you?" Bethany thundered. Hell, I was getting scared, and I wasn't the one she was mad at.
"Mine to command. He said so," Lilith answered, growing a little more confident, slowly backing away from her sister, still on her hands and knees.
"Why?" Bethany asked, looking back at me, trying to sit perfectly still.
"To understand. What he's doing. Why you're needed. Everything."
"Why's he like that, then?" Bethany stalked after her sister, demanding an answer.
"I ... I'm sorry. I don't know why I did it. I swear I don't. Don't be mad. We can fix it. I'm sure."
"What did you do!"
"It was only a handjob. That was all. I don't know why he's so damn upset."
"You made him?"
"He was mine to command. God said so."
"What happened? I still don't understand. Why's he like this? What did you do?"
"I ... I think he didn't want to do it anymore, but God made him. All he does is sit there saying 'Command me'."
Bethany reached down and grabbed her sister by her fiery mane. She dragged her over, crying until she was kneeling in front of me. "Release him. Tell him you understand and release him."
"I understand and release you," Lilith said. I didn't like the way she said it, not sincere enough for my taste. I didn't move.
Bethany reached down and slapped her again, "Mean it. You have to mean it when you say it. You think God doesn't see what's in your heart? Every little black mark? Release him, you bitch."
Lilith stared at me, hard-hearted, her hand rubbing the redness of her cheek. It took a few seconds, and I saw her eyes soften, her entire demeanor followed shortly. She leaned forward, put her head on my leg, and the tears started. "I'm sorry Joshua. That was a terrible thing to do to you. I swear I don't know why I did it. Why I had to hurt you, humble you. You didn't deserve that. I understand what you're trying to do, and how important it is. I promise I won't interfere again. I'll never bother you again." She gasped for air, her body shaking. "I ... I release you, Joshua. I have no need to command you. I understand. I do. Please, come back. I'm sorry."
I let her words release me. I looked up at her sister, whose hand lifted quickly to her mouth, gasping. I gazed back down at Lilith, and brushed her hair back from her face, then wiped her tears away.
"You're forgiven, Lilly," I told her softly. I leaned over and picked her up bodily, pulling her into my lap sideways, holding her while she finished her crying jag. Bethany came over and sat beside me.
I pulled Lilith's hair back, exposing her blotchy, red-eyed crying face. "Was it enough, Lilly? Do you understand?" I asked softly.
She just cried louder, then hiccoughed shakily. She turned to me, her arms squeezing around my body, head pressed against my chest. "I'm sorry!" she shrieked. "Make it stop, Joshua. It hurts too much. Make it stop!"
I held her close, rocking with her, hushing her. "Shhh, baby. What hurts? Where does it hurt?"
She hiccoughed again, groaning. "In my chest," she whined, her entire body shaking when she hiccoughed again. "I'm sorry. Please, don't let him punish me, Joshua. (hiccough) I didn't mean it."
I put my hand on her chest, between her breasts, and rubbed her softly. "It's alright, beautiful. I promise. It's going to be alright. Relax, and let me hold you, and it will stop."
Her body shook, and I saw the worry in her face. "It hurts."
"I know. There's a cost for everything. Let me take this burden from you." I turned her in my lap until she was facing me, straddling my legs. "Hold me," I whispered to her, feeling her arms reach around me. I pulled her close, crushing her breasts to my chest, harder, tighter, until I knew she couldn't breathe. I held her there for several seconds, then released her. I jerked my body in sympathy to her pain, then squeezed her again, even longer, jerking my body stronger, before releasing her.
"No," she whispered. "You can't ..."
"Let me take it," I whispered.
She whimpered when I squeezed her again, for a long time, maybe 20 seconds. At the end, I gave a sharp squeeze and whimpered slightly as I released her. She looked at me in fear. "You ... you didn't ..."
"It's over now, Lilly. Whatever drove you to that, whatever you needed," I closed my eyes, grimacing, jerking back into the couch, "I understand. I do. All's forgiven."
Bethany leaned against me, a silent watcher until then. "How, Joshua? How can you forgive her so easily?"
"Because she needs it, of course," I explained.
Lilith was lying against me, her arms loose, breathing softly. I caressed her back, and she settled against me.
"What she did, was it bad?" Bethany asked.
"Difficult for me. I don't know why she wanted to hurt me."
"She ... she's been hurt by men. By our father, our uncles. I tried to protect her growing up, but I couldn't always. It's why I was afraid to bring her to meet you. She has issues with men, particularly men in positions of authority."
"I'm sorry I hurt her, Bethany. I never meant to." I held the little bundle of pain carefully, kissing the top of her head.
"You didn't hurt her. She hurt you," Bethany argued.
"In doing so, she was hurt. I wouldn't want that for her. I wish there was another way."
"Is she going to be alright?"
"She'll be fine. She had a long and stressful evening."
The young girl moved in my arms. "I can hear you, I'm not dead," she whispered.
I gave her a little squeeze. "Feeling better?" I asked.
"Yeah, my face still stings."
I tilted her head back and rubbing the reddened surface gently. I kissed her cheek softly. "I think that one will stay for a while. I'm sorry about that. Only your sister can remove the pain there."
Lilith looked up at Bethany. "Sorry Beth. I didn't mean to mess things up. I only wanted to help."
Bethany leaned over and kissed her cheek. "I'm sorry too. I'd take away the pain if I could. I can't do stuff like that. Only he can."
"You really have a calling?" Lilith asked her sister, squirming a little in my arms until she was comfortable.
"Yes. Not like his. Nobody talks to me, or anything. That first night, though, I knew it. Knew my purpose. I'll be whatever he needs, do whatever I can to make his life easier. I know it, I absolutely know it. That's my purpose."
"How can you know that? How does it work? You just suddenly know?" Lilith asked.
"No. I was lying in my bed. The bed he let me use, praying for guidance. I ... I saw an image of Mary with Him, and I knew it. I knew it then, that my purpose was the same as hers. To be his companion in any way he'd let me."
"That doesn't bother you?"
"Oh no! The opposite. I felt peace, total and complete peace for maybe the first time in my life when I accepted that as my purpose. I went to him, and told him, and he held me, accepting me. From that moment on, everything's been so much better. I have no worries, no concerns, no doubts about what I'm doing. Even the dancing doesn't bother me anymore. I understand, you know? It was meant to be. I have a purpose, Lilly. It's ... it's wonderful."
"What's my purpose?" Lilith asked softly.
"I don't know," Bethany said nervously.
I gave Lilith a hug. "Nobody can determine that but you, Angel. You're young, maybe it's too early for you to worry about that. You can always pray and ask for guidance."
She shook her head. "I don't pray. I wouldn't know how. I'm not like her. I don't believe in God or the church. I've never gone."
"I'm sorry. That must be very lonely. Can I tell you a secret?"
She nodded.
"I stopped going to the church when I was a teenager. I didn't believe. It was very difficult for me to accept my calling, standing in the middle of town in Istanbul, Turkey, a damn voice ringing in my head. I thought I was going insane. I fought it for a long time. I was desperately unhappy. Until I surrendered and let it guide me. I still don't understand everything or know if I believe in the church or not. My grandmother would die to hear me say that."
"But all the stuff you're doing?" Lilith whispered.
"Once I accepted my purpose and His meaning in my life, it became easy. I didn't ask for it, and there are times when it seems difficult, but when I release my feelings, the hard part passes, and I'm happy again."
"I didn't mean to make it difficult for you," Lilith said.
I laughed. "Yes, you did. You meant it. You needed to. I won't hold it against you. Sometimes we don't choose our paths, and for a while there, you were set on one whether you liked it or not. It was what you had to do, to understand. It's okay, beautiful. I still love you."
"You can't. It's not fair," she sniffled.
"I do. Sorry. That's the way it goes. I'm not going to lie to you. It's not what I feel for your sister. She ... somehow she completes me. But you, you're part of her; it's easy to see for anyone looking. And she's part of you. That part screams out to me. It's part of the reason that what you did was so difficult, that had me questioning my purpose. Maybe I needed it too. Thank you."
"Thank you? You're thanking me?" She sat up a little, that adorable face looking up into my eyes.
I leaned over and kissed her softly on the lips. "Yes. Thank you. My purpose, though wavering for a moment, is stronger than ever. Thank you for testing me."
Her eyes misted up, and she threw her arms around my neck. "I'm sorry. I'll never test you again. I swear, Joshua."
I chuckled, giving her a squeeze. "Silly girl. Your mere presence is a test. I wasn't lying about my feelings for you. But it's okay. If I can survive your sister, I can certainly handle you."
"My presence?" Bethany interrupted. "What's wrong with my presence?"
I turned to look at her. I reached out and pulled her close, then pressed my lips to hers softly. "I burn for you, constantly. You must know that. It's a test of my willpower, every time I see you."
"You can have me," she said softly. "I'd like that. I want that."
"No. I can't. Better this way. I love you, my dear sweet fallen Angel, but for now, that desire I have for you, I prefer to focus on my work. I've never been so productive as when you're around. You are helping me more than you could possibly imagine."
"But maybe, someday?" she asked softly.
"I hope so. I pray for it every night. That God will let me know when I can accept you totally. It's my ultimate dream."
She smiled. "I pray for it too. I think I'm going to do a lot more praying for it."
I felt Lilith's body resting against mine, breathing slowly and calmly. "I think your sister's had a tough time today. Would you both like to stay?"
Bethany giggled. "I don't think you're tough enough to kick me out. I'm staying." She looked down at her sister, who appeared to be at least half-asleep. "We're staying."
I scooped Lilith into my arms and stood with her. She turned and cuddled into me. Bethany got up and led the way into her bedroom. It had a queen sized bed, and she turned down the covers. I laid her sister down on the bed, and together we undressed her, down to her panties and bra, and covered her with the sheets.
The little faker opened her eyes and smiled at me. "Did I test you again?" she asked teasingly.
I laughed, leaned over and kissed her forehead. "Wicked girl. Yes. That was difficult. You're even more desirable, half-naked and seemingly helpless. Go to sleep now, and I'll try to do the same."
She reached out and grabbed my hand. "Thank you. I don't know how you could do that, surrender to me like that. Then taking the pain onto yourself. Thanks, Joshua."
"You're welcome, Lilly." I gave her another chaste kiss and left her.
Bethany followed me out, back to the living room. "She didn't mess up any of your papers, did she?"
I checked on everything and it looked fine. Most of the older, authentic pieces would be hard to damage. They were pressed between sheets of hard lucite. "No, no damage, we're fine."
"I feel horrible. You wasted an entire evening you could have been working."
"No, Bethany. It wasn't a waste at all. I honestly believe that your sister will be more help than hindrance after tonight. It will make my work moving forward easier."
She came closer to me, agonizingly close. "Did you mean it? You burn for me?"
I nodded. "I told your sister as much. God has chosen you to test me. You are the living embodiment of perfection both physically and spiritually."
She smiled. "I'm not perfect, Joshua. Far, far from it."
I pulled her close and hugged her. "You are wrong. If I could design the perfect woman, it would be you."
"Can I relieve you, tonight?" she asked softly. "I can feel you hard against me."
"I'd like that."
I was surprised when she took me by the hand and silently led me to my bedroom. She started the shower, removed my robe, and then undressed herself. She led me into the shower, and washed my body, thoroughly. She rubbed herself against me, and it was difficult to keep from mauling her. When she proclaimed me clean, she dried me and brought me to my bed.
She had her hand on my painful erection and smiled up at me. "No lustful thoughts now," she teased. Then she moved between my legs and gave me one of the most gentle and loving blowjobs I'd ever had.
I leaned back and enjoyed it, wondering how long it would be before I had her sister doing the same.
I came for her, and she was careful to make sure I didn't suffer the 'Sin of Onan'. She climbed up the bed, pressing her naked body against mine. "Can I stay here with you a while, Joshua?"
I pulled her close. "Of course. For a while." I held her in silence letting her get comfortable.
"Bethany?" I said softly.
"Mmmhmmm," she answered sleepily.
"We may have to go back to using your hand only. I ... I had lustful thoughts just now. I'm sorry."
"Can't you pray for forgiveness?" she asked.
"Yes. I will. But doing it when I know I'll be sinning isn't right. Hands only for a while, okay?"
"I'm sorry. I only wanted to help."
"It was wonderful, Bethany. Truly wonderful, and I needed it tonight. I can't thank you enough. But you're too hard to resist. I came very close to trying to do more. Much more."
"I would never stop you," she whispered, her hand caressing my chest.
"I know. That makes it even more difficult. That I could do it if I wanted."
She kissed my chest. "Your body says you'd like me to do it again." She reached down and stroked my resurrected shaft.
"Of course I would. You are so beautiful, lying here next to me naked. You have to wear panties or something in the future. Please. I ... I'm afraid I'm too weak. Can you do that for me?"
"I will. Can I relieve you again?"
"Please."
"With my mouth?"
I sighed. "One last time."
"Thank you."
It was a long, glorious one last time before I was groaning and filling her sexy mouth again. I lay there, wondering about the morality of what I was doing, the deception, taking advantage of her, of both of them. I wondered how much longer I could keep it up.
I also gave a lot of thought to how to move it forward. Most of the time so far, I'd been reactive, playing a role, letting things go where they would. For once, I had the inklings of a plan. God, forgive me, I'm such an immoral bastard.
=====================
Cult 102: Create Initial Trappings
=====================
My morning run was longer than usual. I beat myself up a little. I actually do have a conscience, and it took an effort to hammer it into submission. I was thinking through my plans, ordering them, working out details, my body on autopilot.
My breathing was becoming ragged, my legs aching, as I passed the house, spotting the sisters watching, conversing conspiratorially.
I slowed, having no idea how far I'd run, or for how long, but the sweat pouring off my body led me to believe it had been a long time. I staggered to the door, my shins sore, my calves cramping. Bethany met me wrapping my robe around me, guiding me indoors. Her sister followed us closely.
My escorts took me to the bathroom, my shorts were removed, and I was placed under the shower. This was different behavior from Bethany, and I stayed silent as she undressed, and started to clean me. I was interested to see what she was up to. Her sister watched, then stripped down to her panties and joined us.
"What's wrong with him?" Lilith asked, soaping my chest.
"Shhh, he gets like this sometimes, usually when working. I think God's communicating with him. Although the way he was running, like a madman, he might be fighting his demons."
"He's gonna be alright, isn't he?"
"Yes, we have to be patient and help him."
Having two beautiful women in the shower with me, one naked, one very nearly so, was having its expected effect. As they rubbed me, soaped me, and rinsed me, I grew hard.
"He's excited," Lilith whispered.
Bethany soaped my cock and started to stroke it. "He's not excited, he doesn't hardly know we're here. His body is responding to our touch."
"Do you think you should be doing that? He got so upset when I did," Lilith said.
"Try it. He won't get upset. There's nothing wrong with providing his release, as long as it's not lustful. There's no sin, and it doesn't interfere with his celibacy."
Lilith's hand stroked my shaft, along with her sister's. I struggled not to respond. Lilith moved closer, leaning against me. "I was mean last night. I made him do it with lust, I teased him. I didn't know." The young girl sounded upset.
"You were forgiven. He loves you. It's alright now. We have to be gentle with him. He's weak when it comes to us. We mustn't tease him."
"You're sure he's going to be alright?" Lilith asked.
"Be patient, Lilly."
They were quiet, stroking me, and Bethany started kissing my shoulder. "Come back to us, Joshua," she pleaded softly.
I did my best to stay still, as my cock erupted shortly after. They continued stroking me, milking me. I sighed and stretched. Lilith jerked her hand away, but her sister kept going gently. I turned to Bethany, acting surprised by her presence. I embraced her and kissed her softly.
"Good morning, Angel. I have tasks I have to do today."
She grinned, her hand slow to release me. "I figured it was something like that," she said.
I acted shocked to see Lilith in the shower with us and covered myself. "Good morning, Lilith." I made a scene, acting confused about where I was. I turned to look away from her. "I'm sorry. I didn't know you were here. I hope I didn't offend you."
"Beth said I could help. That's okay, isn't it?"
"I ... I don't know. I haven't heard."
Bethany was still rubbing me. My front, now that I was facing her. "God didn't say she couldn't, did He?"
"No. He's told me nothing about Lilith except that I must answer all her questions honestly."
"Still? She released you."
"She can't command me. I still feel compelled to answer her questions."
Lilith slid around me, looking up at me nervously. I turned my face away from her nudity. I think I pulled it off pretty well.
"Am I ugly, Joshua?" she asked. "Tell me the truth."
I shook my head. "I cannot do otherwise, Lilith. No, you are not ugly. You are beautiful."
"Does my body offend you?" she asked.
"Lilly! Don't," Beth snapped.
"No, your body is magnificent," I said firmly.
Lilith faced her sister. "I'm not being mean, sis. I don't understand."
"Ask, Lilith. Your understanding is most important to me. I can't perform my other tasks until I'm confident you understand. So please ask, I have critical things to do today."
"See? You're interfering with his work," Bethany snapped.



I took Bethany in my arms, hugging her, calming her. "It's alright, Angel. If she needs to know, to understand, I want to answer her questions. I need her to understand and to be happy. Please, don't be cross with her. It breaks my heart."
She hugged me back, kissing my chest. "I hate to see anything interrupt your work. It's so important."
"No piece of paper, no matter how old or how precious, matters near as much to me as you. She's part of you, and as such, she matters more than anything else." I kissed her softly and turned to face Lilith, averting my eyes. "Ask, please."
"Why won't you look at me? How come it's okay for you to look at her, hold her, kiss her, and you won't even look at me?" She sounded upset, and I knew I had to tread lightly.
"She's my companion. I have no secrets from her. I share my life with her."
"Do you have secrets from me?"
"No, Lilith. Ask and I will tell you anything."
She appeared upset. "Please look at me, Joshua. You're hurting my feelings."
I looked into her eyes, and drew her close, hugging her gently. "I'm sorry. I never want to hurt you. I ... I'm just embarrassed. You are too pretty, too tempting. Seeing you naked is difficult."
"Worse than seeing my sister? At least I'm wearing panties."
"She's my companion, Lilith. Koinônos."
"And what am I?" she asked, her arms encircling me, her hands rubbing my back.
"You're her sister. Our guest. My conscience."
"Your conscience?" she asked eagerly.
"I think so. That's why it's so important you understand and agree with what I'm doing. Tell me it's wrong and I'll stop. I told you that. Tell me to send you two away and I will. The only thing I won't do is stop my work."
"But you said I can't command you."
"You can't. You can't make me stand on one leg. You can't make me submit to you. What you can do is tell me I'm doing something wrong and I will heed you."
"Is that my purpose?"
I looked down into her eager face, feeling more than a little guilty. I brushed her hair back. "Your purpose is between you and Him. All I know is that it is very important to me, essential even, that you understand and approve. So ask me anything."
"Is it wrong for me to help Beth? Help her take care of you?"
"It is only wrong if you do it for any reason other than your honest desire to help. Don't do it out of guilt, or gratitude, or guile. Do it because you believe it's the right thing to do."
"I do, Joshua. I ... I think I'm supposed to help her. It's a difficult thing and she works so hard. I think I was meant to come here, to confront you, to understand, and to support her. She has always been the one to support me. Now she needs my help. I want to help her. Please tell me it's okay. I know I'm not your companion, I wasn't chosen, but I can help."
I leaned down and kissed her lightly. "Thank you."
She stood on tiptoe and kissed me back. "I can help?"
"You are welcome to do whatever you feel you should. My home is open to you. I won't question your decisions or reasons. Thank you."
"You won't be embarrassed to see me like her, or for me to see you? I swear I won't tease you again."
I smiled, shaking my head. "You will test my will, beautiful child. But no, I accept you as you are, part of us."
Bethany interceded. "Any more questions troublemaker, or can the man do what he's destined to? Have you forgotten what we saw? Are you going to keep delaying what we both know is what he should be doing?"
Lilith blushed. "I needed to know, Beth. No more questions."
Bethany kissed me lightly. "I think you can finish on your own now. Breakfast will be ready when you are. Don't let us get in your way today." She climbed out of the shower and Lilith turned to follow her. Then little sis turned back and kissed me. She grinned. "No questioning," she teased.
Thank God they left. A few more seconds, and I'd need their help with my 'release' again.
* * *
The girls were cheerful at breakfast. Chatterboxes, discussing their plans for the day. Lilith talked about school for a bit. Bethany said she needed to do some shopping, then she'd go to work.
Me? I had the beginnings of a plan in mind. A rather dastardly one and it was time to start acting upon it.
I told them I'd be out a good part of the day. Research required, part of my essential tasks.
"It's alright if I come over after school, if Beth is not here, right?" Lilith asked nervously.
I turned to Bethany. "Make her a key." Looking back at Lilith, I told her, "You're welcome any time. My home is your home. I thought we were clear on that. If you don't understand, please ask me anything."
"No," she said anxiously as her sister glared at her. "I understand, I just, I guess I wanted to let you know that I'd be coming over."
I nodded. "You might want to spend a little time today making friends with Hercules. He's a little more suspicious than I am. There are treats in the pantry."
"You're sure you don't mind?"
"Not at all. I should warn you, sometimes I get a little cranky when working. I might not be the most sociable."
"Don't worry about me. I won't get in your way. I promise. I can keep out from underfoot. Besides, I have a lot of studying I need to do myself."
My initial plans were simple enough. I wanted to build on the illusion of my purpose and moral authority. I was God's mouthpiece and tool. I think I had the girls believing that, but I wanted to reinforce it.
No more sloppy robes or baggy shorts around the house. I thought of Hugh Hefner and his iconic smoking jackets. I wanted something similar. The papers I worked with had to seem immensely important. The way I had them scattered around the study undermined that. Images of spiritual intent should be commonplace, a reminder of what we were doing. Maybe I could formalize something at our meals. So many little things, and no time like the present to start.
* * *
My outing was a success, and I arranged for the prints to be framed and delivered within the week. The additional wardrobe selections from Neiman Marcus I was able to take with me immediately.
A couple of hours at Mardels, the Christian bookstore, provided enough religious and spiritual decor items to outfit a dozen homes. Among the things I wanted to do was to create some rituals, reinforcing the moral authority. In fact, my goal was to slowly convince the girls to suggest the rituals, as if they were handed down from on high and not my idea. That might be a little tricky.
I also spent a good amount of time doing research at the library, where nobody was looking over my shoulder. I needed to find some resources, technical ones, that would help me in my machinations.
Some of the ideas were very basic. When I got home, the girls were gone. I dressed in one of my new robes and went to work removing the door to my room. I made copies of my fake documents, and put the originals in frames and placed them in Grandpa's gun safe, which I'd never had cause to use before.
I was back at work in the study, instead of my usual place in the living room. I wanted to create clear, identifiable regions of my home. The place was huge, over 8,000 square feet. The upstairs had been closed off ever since I'd moved in. The downstairs was more than spacious enough for my needs. I was considering opening up the second floor if needed.
Hercules barked when Bethany arrived back home. I heard her moving about and waited. Sure enough, she peeked in on me at my desk, and left me alone, moving quieter.
I was working on creating a translation of my original concept for the first couple of chapters. I knew that at some point I'd need help, but I wanted to keep it secret. I figured I could farm out one or two lines to different people, and keep the subject matter a mystery. I looked up and Bethany was standing quietly in the doorway.
"Come in, please," I urged her.
"I didn't want to interrupt."
I resisted the urge to tell her not to worry about it. "Thank you."
She smiled. "Would you like a late lunch? I thought I would cook us something before I go to work. I have to be in by four."
"That would be perfect. Please let me know when it's ready." I had left one of my purchases out and wondered if she'd pick up on it.
Fifteen minutes later, I heard the chimes. Grinning, I got up, and she met me in the doorway. "I thought I could ring the chimes to let you know that food would be ready in a couple of minutes, in case you wanted to finish something up or wash."
"That's a wonderful idea. Where'd you find the chimes?"
She looked at me oddly. "They were in the kitchen."
"Really? I don't remember them. No matter, I probably never noticed. Thank you."
Never noticed? I hoped I wasn't getting too carried away. The thing was eighteen inches high, and nearly a foot across. A dozen brass hanging tubes, in an ornate frame, with a striker hanging from the side.
We ate together, she asked me about my work, I lied, and everything was good. She told me she liked my robe and I explained I needed a new one, the other was dirty. She said I should get more like the one I had. Not a problem, four more were hanging in my closet, all identical, in royal purple. Two were one order in stark white, with gold trim. Another in burgundy
"What happened to your study door? Is it broken?" she asked.
"No. I don't want there to be anything between me and you. I'll remove the door to my bedroom later. I always want to be accessible to you."
She smiled for me. Damn, she was a pretty girl. And I was a conniving bastard.
As she cleared the table, I followed her into the kitchen. "Do you have a few minutes?"
She stopped what she was doing, and turned to face me. "Of course. All my minutes are yours."
"I'd like you to consider moving in here with your sister. I hope that doesn't sound offensive."
"Offensive? Why?"
"Cohabiting. Some might interpret it badly."
She laughed. "That's silly. Are you sure, Joshua? I don't want to intrude."
"I'm positive. I ... I had a vision of you and your sister here, sleeping in the same room, two twin beds. The room looked different, less sterile, more lived in. Pictures on the wall that were more personal. If I'm out of line here, tell me."
"No, Joshua. You're not out of line. I'd love to live here and be available to you. Our apartment means nothing to me. I'd be happy to pay you rent."
"Rent? This house is paid off. It's been in the family for four generations. I need no rent. I'd rather you use your money for yourself and your sister. I can easily afford to keep you here, and feed you."
"I'm not sure I'd feel right, living here for free," she argued.
"Let's not argue. For now, let's take care of getting you out of your lease and moved in. You can use the truck in the garage. I'll help of course."
"No! That would be taking time away from your work. I know you have important things to do. We can take care of it. The apartment is a month-to-month rental. We can walk away from it tomorrow. Maybe this weekend we can move out. I'll have to talk to Lilith of course."
"Of course. She needs to be happy with the decision."
I walked over to her and gave her a hug. "Thank you. Knowing you are around makes me happy. I work so much better after seeing you." I kissed her softly and grinned. "That should hold me until the early morning hours."
She laughed and gave me a kiss back. "It won't have to. I'm going in early and have the after work shift. I'll be home before ten unless things get crazy."
One of my goals was to encourage lots of physical contact, hugs, and kisses in particular. Make them feel comfortable with touching and being touched. A lot. That seemed to be working. I stole another hug and returned to my work.
I felt I was making progress. Little steps, I had to remind myself.
I heard the door security chime as Bethany prepared to leave. I rushed out to catch her. "No goodbye?" I called out.
She jogged back to me. "You were working, I didn't want to interrupt."
"I like to know when you arrive and leave. I like to know when you're around."
She gave me a hug and a kiss. "I'll do better. Now will that hold you for a few hours?"
I grinned and hugged her back, longer, tighter. I kissed her a little longer. Nothing crazy, that wasn't my intention. "That will hold me."
She laughed, poking me. She waved as she started walking away.
"You're not driving?" I said.
"Lilith needed the car. I'm busing it today."
"Nonsense. I have four vehicles in the garage. Take any one of them. My home is your home, as is anything in it."
I could see her hesitating. "The keys are all hanging in the kitchen pantry. Select one. You'd look gorgeous behind the wheel of the Hummer, why not take that?"
"I couldn't, Joshua. It's too nice."
"Ridiculous. Nothing is too nice for you. I insist. Take the Hummer."
She hesitated a little longer. "You're sure?"
I took her by the hand, walked her into the house, and pulled a key off the rack. I handed it to her. "I'm positive. I'll feel better knowing you're driving, rather than walking or taking public transportation. Please, for me."
She gave me a longer hug, a kiss with tongue, then she pulled away, blushing. "I'm sorry. I didn't mean to—"
I laughed, kissing her back. "I'm celibate, not dead. That was wonderful. Now go, before you're late."
She ran out and I watched her perfect little ass the whole way. Mine. It would soon be mine.
* * *
One of the problems that I'd created for myself was finding any privacy. I wanted to appear to be totally available, but I also had a lot of things I wanted to do on the sly without the girls knowing about it. An old mansion like Corycia had a lot of advantages when it came to that.
I'd first learned about some of the building's unusual features when I'd had the modern security installed. The entire wing I'd been living in had once been the servants' quarters, and the upstairs had contained the family living areas. Ages ago someone had walled in the narrow servants passages and the small stairwell to the upstairs, leaving only the central staircase. This was discovered by the security crew and led me to unearthing the building plans among Grandpa's papers. A servant's entrance had been located, also walled in, as were a series of upstairs passages between the rooms. At the time, after seeing the state of disrepair and filthiness, I'd left them closed off.
Now I was thinking twice about that decision.
The house had a lot of architectural detail common over a hundred years ago, but not so much nowadays. There was extensive custom cabinetry, bookshelves, wainscoting, railing and the like. Framed-in wall sections, and additional things like built-in closets, rooms converted to bathrooms and expanded, as well as many other features that didn't match the original plans.
The servant rooms had once numbered seven, with two large shared bathrooms and a common area. Now there were four bedrooms, three baths, and a storage room. Mine was the largest and was one of two rooms with private baths. Bethany had the only other room on the main floor with its own bath. The two rooms between ours shared a Jack-and-Jill bath.
Of most interest to me was the passage behind all the servants' rooms. It started in mine, passed behind the others with the access walled off, and ended in what was now the storage room, but had once been the stairwell upstairs. Grandpa claimed that it had once provided late-night private access to the servants' rooms. I could only imagine what for.
With the house vacant, I was able to enter the passage from the storage room without concern for privacy. It was unlit so I entered the dreary hallway, not much wider than my shoulders, with a flashlight in hand. I could smell the dust and mold, and was constantly brushing away cobwebs as I explored the area. The presence of the previous doorways was not hidden as they were from within the bedrooms.
The first gave way with only a modicum of effort. It opened inward into the passage from the closet in Bethany's room. Food for thought. The next was sealed off and I figured the room it was designed to enter was now the bathroom, and the bathtub was on the other side. The third opened into the middle of the wall in one of the empty rooms, blocked by the bed that was now centered on that wall. The next appeared to lead to the shared bathroom, again completely sealed off. The third bedroom was now being used to house excess furniture, and no amount of effort on my part could open that hidden door more than an inch or so.
My nose was itching and I felt dirty wandering down that dark tunnel. The wooden floor had soft spots, the wall studs were exposed, and the ceiling was several feet high overhead, exposing the flooring structure above. I avoided touching the dirty walls any more than was absolutely necessary. A few feet before the passage ended in a bare wall, the last doors were visible. One on each side. The one on the right provided access to my room, the one on the left had once been an exit, but now opened into the spacious garage that had been added on over 50 years earlier.
The simple cross board that kept the door to my room sealed lifted out of place with just a little groaning of the wood. This door, like the first in Bethany's closet, opened into the passage, and not into the rooms like the others. With a loud shriek, the hinges performed their duty and opened wide. The burst of light was almost blinding. I entered my bedroom, and pulled the door closed, using the chair railing as a handle. I was amazed at how well the door was concealed by the design of the wall. With the back brace removed it opened outward with a simple push, and a noisy metallic squeal.
It gave me ideas, mischievous ideas, which I would act on once I had more private time at my disposal.
I covered up any evidence of my exploration and took a few minutes to remove the door to the bedroom, cramming it into the room next door, already full of furniture. Satisfied with my progress, I took a long shower to wash off the hundred-year-old dust.
Exiting my bathroom, wearing only a towel, I heard little sis wandering the hallway, calling out my name. It appeared I'd finished in the nick of time. "In here, Lilith," I called out.
She turned my way spotting me through the open doorway. I casually dropped my towel and pulled one of my new robes out of the closet.
"Hi Joshua," she chirped, standing just inside my door.
I belted my robe, turned and gave her a big hug. "How was your day?" I asked, holding on to her.
She shrugged, smiling. "Same old. Where's your door?"
I gave her the same spiel I'd given her sister about free access. Then I tilted her head up and gave her a short kiss before putting my arm around her waist, and escorting her back down the hall. She reached over and felt the material of my robe. "This is nice," she said. "Nicer than your old one."
"Thank you," I replied, turning toward the main part of the house. She followed along meekly as I guided her toward the couch. Sitting, I started telling her about my suggested change in living arrangements.
"Bethany wants to discuss it with you first. I've invited you both, and would cherish your presence. My home will be yours, my possessions yours, outside of the documents I'm working on. Please tell me you'll consider my wish."
"Live here? All the time?"
"If you would be so kind. Your being here invigorates me. It makes my work so much easier. It makes me happy."
"It won't bother you? I don't want to interfere."
I put my arm around her and pulled her close. I kissed her forehead, affectionately. "It's what I want."
She leaned into me, her hand sliding inside my robe, rubbing my chest. "Does this mean ... are you going to ... I mean, you and Beth?"
I chuckled and gave her a squeeze. "This doesn't change our relationships. She is still my koinônos, and you are still my conscience. If it's wrong, you have but to say so."



Her wandering hand inside my robe had traveled lower, to my waist. I didn't stop her. "Will you still be celibate?" She looked down where my robe was tenting, then looked up into my eyes.
"Yes, dear child. I feel it's still necessary for my work."
With a brush of her hand, the bottom of my robe parted, exposing my erection. "Won't that be difficult, with both of us here all the time?"
"Not nearly as much as being apart from you."
"Apart from me? Or Beth?"
"Both of you, to be totally honest. I treasure your presence here. You're good for both of us."
Her hand moved down and grasped my cock, stroking it. "Is this allowed?" she asked.
"What is your intention? This is not like the last time we were seated here. I'm not yours to command," I said sternly.
The look of shame on her face was delicious. "No! I ... I just want to help."
"You're not trying to test my will?"
Her hand started moving again, slowly. "Never, Joshua. I only want to help. To relax you, to give you a little relief."
I gazed upon her as she blushed, but her hand kept moving. "Please, Joshua? That's all, I swear. I only want to help." She gave me a little smile. "If you want me to live here, I want to be able to assist you as much as my sister."
"But she is my companion. She is ordained to assist."
"And I'm your conscience, right? If we are to live here, it must be as equals. Otherwise, it's wrong."
God, she was a devious one. " Are you saying I have to allow this if I want you to live here?"
She turned away from my gaze. "No," she whispered. Then she looked up, her mien bold. "You can make Beth stop."
It was time to take back some semblance of control. I pulled her hand away and covered up with my robe. I turned away from her and froze, putting on the long stare.
"Joshua?"
I remained silent for a long time, then shook myself free. I turned in my seat and faced her. "I have much to learn," I sighed. "You are my conscience, Lilith. You decide what is right. Please, be kind. I beg you."
She smiled that mischievous smile of hers, and pushed my shoulders down onto the couch until I was reclining. Then she opened my robe, leaving me all but naked, my erection demanding attention.
Her hand gripped my shaft and she started stroking again. "This is right, Joshua. I will not destroy your vow of celibacy," she said, leaning in and kissing my belly. "Like Beth, I will help you, relieve you when you need it. But that is all."
"You promise?" It sounded whiny even to me.
"You mustn't question me, Joshua. I will be what you need," she said, stroking me steadily. "Whenever this happens, come to me or Beth and we'll take care of it, understand?"
"Yes."
She leaned over me, kissing my lips softly. "Relax, Joshua. This is not wrong. Just relax."
Easier said than done. I gave it my best.
She was quiet as she got me off, kissing me occasionally, rubbing my skin. As I got closer, her kisses became more frequent. "It's okay, come for me, Joshua. Let me help you."
I groaned and exploded, making a mess. She smiled for me, and gently stroked me through my finish. Then she hopped up. "Wait here, don't move."
Less than a minute later, she was cleaning me with a warm cloth. "That wasn't so terrible, was it?"
"No, that was nice."
She pulled my robe closed and belted it. "Whenever you need that, just ask, alright? It's not bad, I promise. You trust me right? I'm still your conscience, aren't I?"
"I trust you, Lilith." About as far as you can trust me.
I got a big kiss for that. "Go work, now. Dinner will be in about an hour. Did Beth say when she'd be done?"
"Tenish, I believe. She left around four."
"Great. You'll get lots done. Promise me that if you get worked up you'll let me take care of it."
"Lilith, I'm an adult. I don't need to let my hormones run free. Every erection doesn't require a finish."
She pouted adorably. "What did I say, Joshua? You shouldn't question me. Promise me, now, that you'll let me and Beth take good care of you, or we're not staying."
"Alright, I promise."
She smiled, and kissed me thoroughly, pressing her firm young body against mine. "That's better."
She stood to walk away. "Lilith?"
She turned back, pausing beside me. "Yes?"
I opened my robe and showed her what her kiss and cuddle had done.
She laughed, and ran away, leaving me wondering. It was only a few moments before she returned with a bottle of lotion in hand. She lathered up her hands and started. "Good, you're learning. We can be all you need, I promise."
I didn't get much work done on my 'translation' that evening. My mind was running full tilt, on how to affect the changes I wanted. I created a checklist, and started researching the assistance I'd need. I heard the dinner chimes, and found Lilith in the kitchen, wearing only a t-shirt and panties. The material was thin enough to verify my guess. She was up to no good.
Dinner was simple, sandwiches and chips. "I'm sorry I'm not a good cook like Beth. I'll get better, I promise," Lilith said.
"This is perfect. I don't cook much either. If I ate your sister's cooking every day, I'd be big as a house. We can always have something delivered."
We talked about her schooling, and I helped with the minimal clean up. Then she took me by the hand and dragged me to the couch. Before I could sit, she was opening my robe. She pouted cutely that I wasn't hard for her. Then she pushed me down and stood over me removing her shirt. Naked, except for her panties, she posed for me. "Can I help you?"
"Lilith, this isn't right," I said, turning my head.
She laid on top of me her smooth skin against mine. "I'm just going to relax you before you get back to work." She kissed me long and deep, then pulled my arms around her, placing my hands on her firm young ass. "We're not going to have sex, Joshua. You're celibate and I'm a virgin. This is just to help you focus on what's important."
After another deep kiss, I was hard. She sat up, grinning and lifted my hands to her breasts. "Don't you think I'm pretty?"
"You are gorgeous. You know that." My hands squeezed her breasts, feeling her hard nipples.
"Does Beth ever use more than her hands to relieve you?"
Damn her! What a tricky little beast she was. "She has. She's used her mouth. I asked her to stop, it was becoming lustful."
"Often?"
"No, not more than a half-dozen times or so."
She blushed. "My mouth is not virgin, Joshua. Not even close. Not for a very long time. If you want that, it's yours."
Lilith was sitting on my hardon, only her panties separating us. She was rolling her hips, teasing me.
"I don't think we should."
She was quiet and laid back down on me. She hugged me. "I'd like to. I've never done that by choice. You'd be my first," she whispered.
I hugged her, kissing her face. "I'm sorry. I didn't know."
I could feel her trembling. I pulled my robe around her, and held her quietly, giving her time.
"It wasn't like they did with Beth," she whispered. "I only used my hands and mouth. I hated it, Joshua. How can people be so cruel? I was just a little girl."
"There is evil in the world, Lilith. It is everywhere. It's up to good people like you and your sister to fight back against it."
Then she was crying. "I ... I'm not good. Not like Beth. I'm sorry. I shouldn't be doing this to you. I don't know why I do. I can't help myself. You don't need to be coming to me every time you get hard. I'm sorry."
I held her and let her cry until she calmed. I stroked her soft back, caressed her, letting my hands wander a little more than I should. My hands were fondling her butt when she sighed and wriggled to get comfortable.
"I feel bad, keeping you from your work, trying to seduce you. I'm sorry," she said.
"Hush, beautiful. If this is what you need, I'm here for you. Whatever you need. I love you, Lilith. Your wellbeing matters enormously to me."
"If you weren't celibate, would you want to? With me?"
I chucked, squeezing her butt cheeks. "More than you can possibly imagine."
She sniffled, then kissed my neck. "Won't this be difficult, having us living here? Distracting?"
"No. I turn that desire into work on my project. It helps."
Her breakdown had withered away my erection, but caressing her firm body was bringing it back. I nudged her with it. She grinned. "You do want me don't you?"
"Enormously."
She sat up and ground her panty covered crotch against my shaft. "Well, you don't get me. Not that. Hands only alright?"
"Whatever you say. You are my conscience, remember?"
"Even now? After what I tried to do?"
"Now and always, Lilith. You will do what you have to, but you will never lead me astray. I trust you."
She laid back down kissing me playfully. Then she rolled onto her side, her hand moving down and stroking my shaft. "Thank you for trusting me. That means a lot."
"Lotion?"
She giggled and got up to retrieve the lotion while I kept myself hard for her. Ten minutes later she was cleaning me up, before kissing me and sending me off to work.
I needed to get my plans in place. More than that, I needed to fuck that adorable little tease something awful.
* * *
I spent the next few days trying to settle things down and change the general atmosphere. Each day added a few more elements to the ambiance, my new framed painting of Mary Magdalene, removing a door, adding a few iconic pieces of sculpture around the house and outside. I received a few comments on them from the ladies, all good.
I placed a large glass jar in the kitchen and stuffed it with money, an equal scattering of ones, fives, tens, and twenties. Less than a thousand dollars, but enough to pay for household incidentals. I wanted them to get comfortable dealing with the daily minutiae, only turning to me when necessary. It was intentional, of course. I was separating myself from the day-to-day activity, emphasizing the importance of my research and translation. The only other thing that was supposed to matter to me was the happiness of my girls.
We were developing a rhythm. I got up, exercised, and ran. One or both of the girls would be waiting for me, and escort me back for my bathing. I'd get my relief in the shower and be fed breakfast, where we talked about our plans for the day. I would disappear into my study, and Lilith would usually depart shortly after for her schooling. Bethany would play house until lunch time when she'd feed me. More private time for me until she left to do some dancing, and Lilith got home. Dinner with Lilith, then back to work. Some wind down time at the end of the day with whoever was around, depending on Bethany's schedule, before going to bed and starting all over again.
Once a week or so, I'd spend the day out, pursuing my additional plans. Things I couldn't do with the girls around. Things that often required expertise I didn't have and didn't have the time to develop. It brought me to curious places, Royal Chemical Supply, Ace Hardware, Celectronics Custom Electronics, Sun/Moon Tailor and Alterations, Ronny Delgado - purveyor of illicit substances, and my new favorite, Bruce's Illusion Warehouse in Ft. Worth where the man was kind enough to lend me his expertise on an on-going basis for a mere $120 an hour. Not counting my purchases, of course.
If Bethany was working the earlier shift, that often meant some late quiet time together, talking about my progress, discussing the bible and the lost Gospels, and more often than not, a relaxing handjob before bed. I wanted more, but I was patient and had a plan.
Part of that plan went into effect on Friday, before they were supposed to move in that weekend. It caused a little turbulence around the house, but I felt it was necessary.
The activity started early. Shortly after breakfast, the help started showing up at the door. Hercules ran across the house, growling and barking, assuring me it was someone I didn't know. Both girls looked confused, as I settled Hercules down, opened the door, and escorted the first team into the house. "You can begin upstairs, start in the furthest room and work your way forward," I told the boss.
"What's going on Joshua?" Bethany asked, standing aside as more and more workers walked through the door, in an apparently endless stream.
"I've let this place go stagnant for far too long," I explained. "If you two are going to live here, I want to fix it up."
"You shouldn't be wasting your time on this," Bethany insisted, while Lilith stood nearby, watching the activity. "We could do whatever you need."
"It won't take much of my time. As a matter of fact, I'm hoping you and Lilith can watch over their activities. Mostly they're just going to open up the upstairs, clear out any broken furniture, fix the heating and AC issues we've had up there, assess the needs, and make the place habitable," I explained.
"Why?" Lilith asked. "We're still going to live down here, right? You're not sending us upstairs are you?"
I pulled her close and gave her a hug. "Of course not. I want you both as near as possible. It's just overdue. If I don't take care of it, it will only get worse." A short affectionate kiss and a pat on her rear was all she got before I steered her away from the door. "You, young lady, have your studies to concern yourself. It's going to be a busy weekend, so you better get going."
She didn't look very happy as she scooped up her book bag and made her way out of the house. "Leave your car and take one of the other vehicles. I don't trust the way your engine sounds. Someone will be looking at it today." Lilith looked at me in confusion, and I dragged her back to the kitchen and the key rack. "Here, take anything but the Jag," I explained. The car keys were labeled, two sets for each vehicle. She reached up tentatively, and I almost smiled when she went for the Stingray, passing on the Hummer and the truck.
"Are you sure?" she asked, holding the key reverently.
"My home is yours. My possessions are yours. What part of that don't you understand?" I teased.
"I'll be careful with it, I promise."
"I know you will, now get going." A little firmer pat on the rear had her jumping. She turned and gave me a big hug and kiss, before leaving.
Bethany was standing nearby, waiting patiently. "What can I do?" she asked.
"Many, if not most of the rooms upstairs have been empty for years, decades. They need a lot of work. See what can be saved, and what needs to be donated or thrown out. Most will need new rugs, new drapes, painting, new furniture, who knows? I'll have electricians in dealing with any electrical issues, lighting, whatever."
"I don't understand," she said. "The rooms are still going to be empty. Why?"
I sighed. "You deserve better. You and your sister. I want this place to be worthy of you."
She put her arm around my waist, cuddling up to me. "That's just silly, Joshua. This place is wonderful. We have all we need downstairs, way more than we need. I've never lived in anyplace this nice. You don't need to do this for us."
"For my own piece of mind, I do. What if a fire started upstairs from the disuse? What if there are critters living up there? What if the roof is leaking, causing damage? I never go up there, and I doubt you all do either. I want it clean and safe. Nothing fancy, the rooms don't need to be showcases, just clean and neat, with enough furniture for a guest or two. I have a feeling they're going to be needed."
I hugged her tightly, lifting her chin and kissing her. "Can you do this for me, Bethany? Watch over the work so I can stop worrying? Take charge so I don't have to?"
She nodded quickly. "Of course, Joshua."
"Perfect. They'll be working all weekend. You can use them to help pack up your apartment, clean it, and get your things moved in. We'll keep them as long as necessary."
"Won't that be expensive?" she asked.
"Nothing I can't afford. My needs are few and my bank account is substantial." And Mom is footing much of the bill, once I told her that I heard rats running around upstairs, and saw a leak in the roof.
I could already hear the noisy activity upstairs when the doorbell rang again. Poor Hercules was as confused as Bethany, watching the invasion of his home. I had him heel while I opened the door for my second team. This time, it was only two guys who'd I'd worked with before. My security team. I shooed Bethany up the stairs to watch over the laborers.
Then I took Dave and his partner to the old servants' wing and showed him where I wanted the new cameras and surveillance equipment to go. He had a lot of work ahead of him and looked askance at me as I showed him the passageway.
"Here?"
"To start. There's also some passages upstairs to take care of, and I want the room next to mine set up as my command central, with remote access through the computers in the study."
Dave went to work, and I made a few calls, checking on my other concerns. The dumpster that was supposed to be delivered was already late. The mechanic claimed he was on his way. The decorator I'd hired swore she was less than a mile away, blaming traffic.
Within the hour, I was in a madhouse. The noise upstairs was constant, as anything that couldn't be salvaged was broken down and taken out of the house. The decorator was reviewing each piece, selecting what could be saved, what could be sold, what could be donated and what needed to be trashed. With eight rooms upstairs, the two spare rooms downstairs, and the retrofitting of the downstairs formal living room we never used, she was staying busy.
Bethany was in over her head, but, for the most part, was shadowing the decorator, who had her orders to keep my companion involved and busy. I didn't want her around where some of my more dastardly activities were going on. I felt a certain joy in doing it all right under her nose. I know that's kind of warped, but I'm not going to start lying to you now.
I won't go into all the details, it would take forever. Suffice it to say, that with a score or more people running around the house for four days, what I wanted was accomplished, the sisters were moved in, the house was modified in the fashion I desired, and the girls were kept unaware of what mattered.
The secret passages, as Dave liked to refer to them, were cleaned up as much as possible, and surveillance cameras were installed providing both video and audio surveillance in nearly every room that mattered. Half of the upstairs rooms retained their original feel, after being renovated and updated, using the original furniture that was still in good shape. The rooms were gorgeous, spacious, and would be perfect if family or guests came to visit. The remaining four rooms were outfitted spartanly, a utilitarian bed and chest of drawers, small closets, plain drapes and a rug over the hardwood floors. A simple wooden cross was positioned over each doorway, and a single picture of Mary Magdalene was centered on the wall opposite the bed.
Why? you might ask. Simple, I was planning for the long term.
By the middle of the next week, the crowd was dispersing. I had a new team out working on the grounds, once again creating the proper ambiance. The guest house was undergoing a renovation, after having served as a gardener's home, exercise building, and for the last several years, overflow storage. I wasn't sure how I was going to use it yet, but I liked having options.
My virtual assistants, hired online and based in the Philippines took to their tasks exceedingly well. My audio surveillance was extensive, and I didn't have the time to walk through all of it. For a very reasonable fee, everything was transcribed, and highlights were summarized. In less than 20 minutes I could review most of the conversations that occurred on the grounds, and when warranted, view the video and listen to the full audio. They did the work overnight, and first thing in the morning, I was up-to-date on the previous day's activities.



It was disappointingly useless at first. The women were open books for the most part. I did learn a few things I might be able to use, but not much. No matter, the potential was there.
I did catch one of the renovators making off with a box of jewelry that must have been in the house for at least half-a-century, forgotten. That alone easily paid for the surveillance install.
Yes, it was hideously expensive, but only eight thousand or so came out of my allowance. Mom picked up the rest, to ensure I was safe and comfortable. Mom's are great like that. I was going to have to pay her a visit sometime soon.
I'd been burning the candle at both ends, setting everything up, managing the entire process, helping the girls get moved in, configuring, testing, and reviewing the surveillance, and still finding some time to work on my core project, the Gospel of Mary. I was a busy little beaver, but as unfocused as I may seem, I never had a problem working hard on something that interested me. My counselors and psychiatrists growing up insisted it was a common issue with the gifted and talented. A by-product of my high IQ. Mom took it all to heart while Dad thought I was just lazy and purposeless. Maybe they were both right.
One interesting side-effect of the effort was finding several extremely attractive young women wandering around the house and grounds. Bethany had recruited a few of her work friends to help her move, not anticipating my hiring an entire crew. All the heavy lifting and cleaning was performed by my team, while Bethany, Lilith, and their friends dealt with unpacking, organizing, decorating, and keeping the crew fed. I had met a few of them and knew most on sight, from my visits to Bethany's establishment.
What I didn't expect was to be interrogated.
They would seek me out, asking questions, exploring my intentions, in some cases outright attacking me. Others seemed more interested in how they could work out a similar deal. Over a period of five days, seven different young ladies approached me to have a 'word' or two. I played my part, acting disinterested, purposely vague as to what I did, confirming that the relationship with Bethany and her sister was not a sexual one. I could tell they were confused, and some obviously didn't believe me. A couple appeared fixated on how to get a piece of the action. I had anticipated as much, but it was way too soon to encourage those leanings.
Bethany was watchful and interceded whenever one of her friends or associates cornered me. I heard her chew out at least two of them for interfering with my 'important' work. I even got an apology out of one of them. Surprisingly sincere.
By the end of the week, I was exhausted, and it was showing. Thursday, I could barely drag my ass around the property three times, having slept less than two hours. I was starting my fourth lap when Bethany and Lilith stepped in front of me.
"Enough, Joshua!" Bethany snapped. "You're killing yourself!"
I stopped in front of them, gasping for air as if I'd run a marathon, not a mile. "I'm fine, Bethany. Just a little tired."
Lilith stepped up and put her arm around my waist, pointing me toward the house. "You're not, Joshua. You don't even realize it. You're wound up into knots, and need to slow down."
"Really, I'm okay," I insisted.
They didn't argue with me, they just took over. They dragged me into my shower and bathed me. Bethany was stroking my front, but I was too tired to play. They noticed.
"When was the last time you relieved him?" Lilith asked.
"Not since last week," Bethany said.
"Me either. This isn't right."
They dried me off and dragged me back to bed. "I have things to do," I argued. "Important things."
"First thing you're going to do is sleep. You look like crap. The bags under your eyes have bags. You've never looked like this," Bethany said, dragging me under the covers. She turned to her sister, "I took the day off. I'll stay with him for now, get home as soon as you can."
Lilith nodded. "I can finish by two. I'll be back as fast as I can. Don't let him fight you."
"I won't," Bethany said.
My gorgeous naked companion was cuddled up to me, while her sister leaned over, her face inches from mine. "What am I, Joshua?"
"Her sister?"
"What else? What is my role?"
"My conscience."
She smiled. "That's right. And your conscience says it's time for rest. Even God rested on the seventh day. You need to relax, at least a little. You need to recharge your batteries. So don't fight us. Not today. Understood?"
"But my work ..."
"Not today, Joshua!" Lilith growled.
"Alright, maybe after lunch ..."
"Not. Today!"
Bethany giggled and hugged me tighter. "Don't fight us, baby. Relax. You need this."
Lilith was still glaring at me.
"Alright," I said. "I'm yours today. No more argument."
Lilith smiled, then leaned down and kissed me. A real kiss, lingering. "That's right. And we're going to take excellent care of you."
I closed my eyes and tugged Bethany closer. "Love you, Lilith," I murmured.
Her lips brushed mine. "We know. We love you too."
I must have needed the sleep even worse than I realized. I didn't wake until a naked Lilith was climbing into my bed, half on top of me, since it wasn't all that big a bed to start with. I kept my eyes closed, enjoying the feeling.
"How is he?" Lilith asked.
"Dead to the world. I got up twice and he never even noticed."
Lilith's hand moved between my legs and started playing gently. "No fooling around?" she asked.
Bethany sighed. "It's like I'm not even here."
"It's been almost a week, he must be backed up," Lilith said.
"Maybe he's over me," Bethany mumbled. "He's hardly paid me a lick of attention in days."
"I know. Me either."
Her hand was moving gently, and I was starting to respond. Lilith's gentle touched changed as she grasped my shaft, tugging gently.
"He's getting hard," Lilith whispered.
"What are you doing? We don't do that. We don't encourage him, we only help when he needs it."
"He needs it now, and you know it. Help me," Lilith said.
I felt Bethany's hand move in, and they were both teaming up to get me hard. It was working. I thought about whether I should pretend to be asleep, or not. I finally gave in. Both girls were cuddled up to me, and Bethany's lips had started to leave kisses on my chest.
I stretched, feeling them tense up, their hands stopping. I reached around both of them, pulling them in close, hugging them. "That feels nice," I confessed.
"You're not lusting, are you?" Bethany asked.
"No. This is wonderful. I feel so good, so relaxed. Thank you."
I looked down at their smiling faces and stole kisses from each of them. "I guess you were right. I needed this."
Lilith scooted up and kissed me deeply. "I'm always right, when it comes to you, Joshua. You need to learn that. I have a purpose now. I'm going to take care of you. You need to trust me."
"I do, Lilith."
She kissed me softly. "Bethany is going to use her mouth now. No lusting, alright?"
"Lilith!" Bethany gasped.
"He needs it, Beth. I swear. I know what he needs. You have to trust me too."
"But what about, you know?"
"Trust me, sis. Please."
I felt Bethany move down the bed and sighed as her mouth engulfed me.
"Good?" Lilith asked.
"Perfect."
"No lusting?"
I almost chuckled. "No, it's perfect. Thank you."
She kissed me again and moved my hand down to her ass. "Relax. We're going to take care of you the best ever. I promise."
It wasn't long before Bethany's efforts resulted in the expected. I groaned, and stroked her hair, as I came. She sucked me gently through it all, until I breathed a huge sigh of relief, and sank back into the mattress.
"Again, Bethany. We need to drain him."
There was no argument from her sister, as her mouth continued its mission. Lilith had been quiet during most of the first one, but this time, she got involved. She kissed me, then climbed up the bed, and pressed her breast to my mouth. "Suck, Joshua."
I didn't argue and sucked on her nipples while she alternated them, kissing me in between. My hand was fondling her ass, and she moved it lower, between her legs. "Touch me," she insisted.
"Lilith ..."
"Trust me, Joshua. I'll never steer you wrong."
I moaned as my fingers felt her tight little pussy for the first time. She was wet and accepting the intrusion easily. I moaned, as I suckled at her breast, her sister sucking me so wonderfully. I thought about my plans, and almost threw them all away. I wanted to fuck them. Needed to.
"You're lusting, Joshua. Stop that," Lilith said.
"I can't help it. I want to--"
"I know what you want. You're a man, too, not just God's tool. But it's not time yet. We'll know when it is. For now, just relax, and let us take care of you."
"Kiss me, Lilith. Kiss me, and don't stop."
Her soft lips pressed against mine and her tongue started to play. Bethany was sucking and stroking, keeping me going, completely selfless in her effort to help me. I let go of everything but the feeling of comfort, joy and desire. I breathed with Lilith, enjoying a kiss like nothing I'd ever felt before. I lost myself in the feeling, whimpering slightly as I grew closer to my finish.
"Show her you love her," Lilith whispered, gazing into my eyes, before settling her lips back upon mine.
I groaned as I reached the point of no return, and stopped resisting the inevitable. I trembled as I came for her, for them. I was sensitive, and Bethany treated me gently, her mouth soft and willing until I wilted between her lips. She climbed up the bed and cuddled up against me.
"Love you so much, Bethany," I whispered.
She giggled. "A lot. You loved me a lot, both times."
"No, not like that. I mean, that was wonderful, but the way you do it, so kindly, so selflessly ..."
"Because I love you, Joshua. I'm your companion. You can't forget that. You need to share everything with me, let me lighten your load."
She took over from Lilith, kissing me deeply. Lilith scooted down a little, and her mischievous hand was back between my legs, teasing me. I didn't expect she'd get a reaction anytime soon.
Bethany sat up, stretching. She grinned. "I feel so decadent. I think I needed this too."
I couldn't resist, and reached up for her bare breast. "You are so beautiful."
She giggled and brushed my hand away. "No lusting, big guy."
"I'm not lusting, I'm appreciating."
She gave me a quick kiss. "I'm gonna make us something to eat. You relax a little longer, then Lily will bathe you." She climbed over us, and I watched her slip on one of my robes, way too large for her, and head down the hall.
Lilith scooted up and lay on top of me, guiding my hands back to her butt. She smirked. "You love my butt, don't you? You can't keep your hands off of it."
"I love everything about you, Lilith. You must know that by now."
"But you really love my butt," she smirked.
I gave her cheeks a squeeze. "Alright, I do. You've got an incredible ass."
She hugged me while I fondled her. "Good. Show me."
"Lilith—"
"How many times do I have to tell you to trust me, Joshua? You're starting to piss me off! Show me how much you love my butt!"
We kissed, and she wiggled while my hands fondled and caressed that sweet young ass. My fingers traveled down her cleft, teasing her back door. I squeezed, I fondled, I caressed until improbably I was hardening for her. Her hand moved between us and grasped me.
"I'm yours too, Joshua, when you're ready. I'll be what you need."
I kissed her, and pulled her to the side, facing her, her hand still stroking me, making me harder. "You already know what I need better than I do, Lilith."
She smiled. "You're right. You need to remember that."
"I'll try. This is all so new to me."
"I know. Me too. All of us. We'll get there. I promise."
She gave me a quick peck and sat up. "Time for a quick shower. We're not going to finish that now," she said, glancing down at where her hand was stroking my latest erection. "That will be for later. We're going to completely drain you today, so tomorrow you'll be ready to get back to business, completely refreshed."
"Sounds good to me," I answered with a grin.
She laughed, climbing over me, never letting go of my cock. "C'mon handsome. And no lusting," she teased, as she pulled me off the bed, and into the shower. She was in a playful mood, kissing and bathing me, playing with my hardon. By the time we were finished, I wanted to throw her on the bed and fuck her pretty little brains out.
"Stop lusting!" she said with a smile.
"I can't help it."
"You can, and you will." She dropped to her knees and kissed my shaft, looking up at me, and licking me from base to tip.
"Lilith," I groaned.
"No more for you, until you learn to enjoy it without lusting. Lunch is ready." She stood up and grabbed my robe from the closet, wrapping me in it, before claiming another for herself.
Damn, the girl was a wicked tease.
* * *
Lunch was a simple affair, comfortable. Afterward, they insisted we go for a casual tour of all the changes, most of which I'd ignored while concentrating on what mattered. Not that it wasn't important, but most of all it was a way to keep the women out of my hair for a few days while the critical work proceeded.
I guess at this point, it's important you understand a little about Corycia, my Grandparent's estate, which I had taken over. It was understood that one day it would be mine, but that day hadn't come yet. My grandparents allowed me free rein when it came to maintaining it. I wonder if they'd still feel that way after this latest effort.
Entering the old mansion, you were greeted by a huge two story tall entrance, marble floor, facing a broad staircase that went upstairs. It was an impressive sight. Looking upward, you'd see a railing surrounding the space, and not much else. The rooms were set well back from the railing, along matching twelve foot wide corridors on each side of the house.
For the most part, I rarely used more than about a quarter of the space. Not even that, really. The right side of the house had maintained much of its former purpose. Upon entering, to the immediate right was a large formal living area. The furniture was ancient, the walls completely covered with paintings and tapestries. I never liked it, it wasn't comfortable, and I thought the layout was odd. It now had a new configuration, much more informal and comfortable. I'll say more about that later.
The next room on the right was the enormous formal dining room. Ridiculous, really. Who needs a table that seats twelve? The walls were completely covered with built in cabinetry displaying the crystal and formal china, as well as a complete bar. Various types of collectibles had filled the numerous glass front cabinets, making the place seem cluttered. The room was large enough that even with all the cabinets and the huge table and chairs, there was plenty of room for moving around. I had left it as it was because Grandma would have killed me if I had messed with her favorite room. The one place I was told to leave alone. I wasn't ready to rock that boat yet.
Beyond the dining room was a hallway that led to the kitchen and another room, whose original purpose I never knew. When I had moved in it had been some kind of greenhouse, full of dead plants. It now looked like an artist's studio, thanks to one of my previous girlfriends who'd actually manage to stick around for more than six months. She said she loved the light in the room. I'm pretty sure she loved that room and the comfortable living I provided, far more than she loved me.
That's the right side of the house, where I don't think I'd spent more than an hour in the last six months. I kept the double doors leading to each of the rooms closed, and the vents sealed. It was wasted space, really.
The back of the house, hidden behind the stairwell and the rear wall of the entrance hall, was the vast kitchen. It seemed completely out of place, very modern and spacious, with all the best appliances, at least the best that were available about 10 years earlier. I'd only had to replace two so far. Granite counters, tall cabinets, a gargantuan pantry, and enough storage for any three normal kitchens. It had two large ovens, a six burner gas stove, even a microwave big enough to cook a turkey. It was massive overkill, even with three people in the house. When I was alone, nothing got used but the refrigerator and the microwave, most of the time.
The left side of the house was bizarre. Mom says that at one time there had been a formal ballroom on that side. It was now wide open, and I used it as my living room, and towards the back, there was an eating area. Apparently there had been a wall between the two, and that had been where the servants had eaten. Now it was my dining room, with a much more normal table seating six. The living area was nearly empty, with a couch, a glass surface coffee table, and two comfortable lounge chairs. They took up the front third of the room with a huge open space behind them.
Beyond my living room was a hallway that ran the length of the house. At one end was the library, which my grandfather had made his study, and I still used it for the same purpose. Beside that was a large, fancy bathroom. From there, a door had once separated the servants' quarters from the rest of the house, but now it was a continuous hall, with the storage room, three bedrooms, and finally my room.
The girls wanted me to see the upstairs, where they'd done most of the overseeing. It was interesting how they'd done things. The right side of the house was still the more formal area. There the bedrooms had been renovated but kept much of their original feel. The best of the original furniture had been retained. A few pieces were missing that were out for repair. It was a very odd layout, and only I knew why. Entering each room was a sitting area and closet. Then a door separated the living area from the sleeping area and the bathroom. Over the years, extra bedrooms, sitting rooms, closets and such had been sacrificed for modern comforts. Now each bedroom was a mini suite. At the end of each bedroom was a large double window, looking out over the grounds.
This design was replicated four times down that side of the house. What nobody knew was that a servant's hall ran behind the entire length of the house over the kitchen. It had once opened onto the hall, but those entrances had been walled off. At each end of the house, a set of stairs led to a third floor hallway, and a circular stairwell dropped down to each room in a space between the closet, and the bedroom. Part of it had been used to add heating and cooling ducts over the years. It was still more than large enough for a person to get by.
The girls enjoyed taking their time explaining each piece of furniture, where the rugs had come from, how they'd selected the curtains, every little detail. They seemed enthralled.
"Are you sure you wouldn't prefer to live up here?" I asked.
Bethany looked at me in horror. "Oh no! That would be terrible. Please don't make us."
"But you seem to like these rooms so much."
"They're beautiful, but they are way too far away from you. It's like being in a different city. Besides, we can fix up our room the way we want it. I'd be afraid to touch anything in here. Everything's a priceless antique. No, no way," Bethany insisted.
Lilith nodded. "This is for guests. Like your parents or grandparents, or family friends."
That matched my ideas perfectly.
We walked across to the other side and the difference was shocking. The room configurations hadn't changed, but the contents were nothing similar. The entrance to each room was stark, plain, nothing but an empty room, a small desk and chair, and the closet. Beyond, the bedroom was similarly devoid of any comforts. The single twin bed was dwarfed by the room. That was it. One simple bed, plain white sheets, and comforter, matching the eggshell white walls. The bathrooms were large but similarly empty, with a sink, toilet, tub, and shower. A small mirror was above each sink, with a cabinet below. A separate built-in cabinet was near the entry door, with enough space for three people.



"This is what you wanted, right?" Bethany asked.
"Exactly."
Lilith spoke up. "It's so plain and ugly. Why would you want it like this?"
"Sometimes you don't want the distractions that a fancy room like the other ones have. You want to live simply. Besides, this space may never get used. Why spend a lot of money fixing up something you don't need? If anyone were ever to move in here, we could always decorate it then."
I looked to see if I could notice the surveillance equipment. I figured it had to be hidden behind the vents because it was invisible to me. Which was good.
We took a tour of the outside area, where more work was still being done. The front landscaping had been spruced up, and a walking path had been gravel lined through the center of the property. There were two new resting areas, one at a gorgeous fountain, where we took a break to enjoy the changes. The second was at a gazebo near the back of the property. The gazebo was large, octagonal shaped, with benches on six sides, three to each side of the entrance, and a large seat at the back. Exactly as I'd requested.
Yes, everything was coming together.
* * *
Later, after the tour, and a decadent massage from my keepers, I was informed we'd be having guests for dinner. I guess I didn't look pleased.
Bethany grabbed my arm, clutching it tightly. "Please don't be mad, Joshua. It's just a couple of friends who helped with the moving. I felt I owed it to them, for all they did."
"I'm not mad, Bethany, I'd simply prefer to be included in these decisions."
Lilith was more assertive. "You keep telling us this is our house too. Are we going to have to get permission anytime we want to have a guest?"
"No, but it is common courtesy to make decisions like dinners and parties together. Is that really too much to ask?"
Bethany glared at her sister. "Not at all. It was a last minute decision since we were taking the day off. It wouldn't interfere with your work. I can cancel if you want."
"No, that's not necessary, and I'm not mad," I said, looking pointedly at Lilith. "All I'm suggesting is that if we, any of us, would like to have more than one or two people over, we discuss it. That's all." I gave Bethany a reassuring hug. "I'm happy you're feeling comfortable enough to invite others over. I'm sure it will be delightful."
Lilith, pain in my ass Lilith, still wasn't happy. "So what's the deal, Joshua? I can have one or maybe even two people over, but if it's three, I have to make an appointment?"
"You're my conscience, Lilith my love. You can have a dozen people over if you think that's what we need. If you believe it will further our work, invite the whole city over. If you don't think it will interfere with our progress, fill the place. You know what's best. I trust you to do what's right. I'll make do, no matter what. Don't let my little project interfere with your social life."
I saw her face flush, and I could tell she was about to lose it. It seemed like a good time to reassert my moral authority. I turned away from her and took a step, before halting abruptly. I heard Bethany snap at her sister, reminding her that in three years she'd never had more than one friend over.
Me, I stood stock still, awkwardly posed mid-step, while I composed my next words. I was determined to hold that pose as long as I could. Bethany shrieked and ran over grabbing my arm, almost knocking me over. "Lilith!" she screamed.
Then Lilith was there grabbing my other arm. She looked over at her sister. "I didn't do anything."
"You think He doesn't know what's going on in your heart? Why are you trying to make things difficult?"
"I'm not, I was just--"
My leg ached. I figured it was long enough. I finished my step and looked around trying to portray confusion. I looked at Lilith, stood up straight and spoke in a steady monotone, lowering my voice a full octave, enunciating carefully. "Monday through Friday, the living space shall be off-limits to guests until sunset. No more than two guests each eve. They are required to leave by midnight. Saturdays, no guests until midday. More than two must be by mutual agreement. Dinner is open to all. Sunday, the Scribe shall not work. Any and all guests are welcome. They must leave by ten o'clock the following morning. Do not defile my temple. Do not interfere with my works. Any deviations from my rules must be approved by the Conscience. That is my final word."
The women looked on in amazement as I spoke. As soon as I was done, I staggered to the side then fell to my hands and knees. I started breathing heavily and struggled to stand up until Bethany helped me.
I looked around, lost. "What happened?"
Bethany looked over at her sister, "You don't know?"
"We were talking about dinner ..."
Lilith raised her hand to her mouth, her eyes open wide, stepping away from me. "I ... I'm sorry," she gasped.
I reached toward her. "What's wrong? What's going on?" Honestly, I was having a difficult time keeping a straight face. They couldn't really be buying this, could they?
Bethany was shaking like a leaf in the wind. I reached for her and she pulled away, then dropped to her knees. "He spoke to us. Through you."
I shook my head. "No, I remember when he speaks to me. Forever. I've never forgotten a single word he's said. I can't."
I reached for Bethany, and she scrambled away from me on her hands and knees. I wasn't expecting that. "What's wrong Bethany? Surely you're not afraid of me." I looked over toward Lilith who looked white as a sheet. She went to help her sister up.
"Talk to me!" I insisted. "What happened? Why can't I remember?"
Bethany clung to her younger sister, suddenly crying. "I ... I think he's mad at us," Lilith said.
Bethany only sobbed louder.
"Why? How? What did he say?" I snapped.
"We defiled his temple. We interfered with his work. Sunday is for rest. I ... think he's really mad," Lilith whispered. "We didn't mean to, Joshua. I swear. We would never interfere with what you're doing. Never. Please, you have to understand." I saw tears in her eyes, and she was shaking almost as hard as her sister.
Bethany tore herself out of her sister's arms and collapsed at my feet, clinging to my leg. "Please, Joshua. Forgive me, for I have sinned. I have touched you with lust. I have interfered with your work. I have taken advantage of your kindness. I'm not worthy."
Damn, this was a mess, and nothing like what I'd intended. Crap.
Oh well, at least it would give me a chance to institute a new ritual. I reached down and pulled Bethany to her feet. "Enough. Both of you. Follow me." I walked away without looking back. I headed for the formal living room, opening the doors wide. Silently, I walked toward the large candles I'd strategically placed, and lit them, ignoring the two women standing in the open doorway.
The room was nothing like it had been. Any sense of formality was abandoned. The room was filled with cushions, pillows, bean bags. They were in a variety of colors and shapes, scattered around haphazardly. There was one normal seat in the room, a large leather recliner, strategically placed at one end, the window behind it. It was my throne.
I sat, again, paying no attention to the two nervous girls. I was quiet, unmoving, staring off into space for a couple of minutes that felt like hours. Then I nodded twice, blinked and looked over at the girls. "Come here," I said and pointed to the ground before me. "Please," I added, softening my tone.
They moved slowly, fearfully, holding each other's hands. Then they dropped to their knees before me.
"Get comfortable, we need to talk."
They glanced at each other, then pulled over a couple of cushions to sit upon. I waited a few more seconds before speaking.
"He is not mad at you. The opposite is true. He is pleased with your actions, and your intent for the most part. For the most part," I said, glaring at Lilith for a moment.
"Repeat what you recall from when He spoke earlier."
They looked at each other, then Lilith spoke. "He talked about when we could have guests—"
"No!" I interrupted. "This is important. What exactly did he say."
Bethany closed her eyes, then astounded me as she repeated what I'd said almost verbatim. "... That is my final word." She opened her eyes and looked up at me fearfully.
I turned my attention to Lilith. "Is that what you heard, as well?"
She nodded.
"Was he unclear? Was there anything you didn't understand?"
Both shook their heads, then Bethany spoke up. "Are you the Scribe?"
I shrugged. "He's never called me anything but Joshua, but I guess that makes sense."
"And Lilith really is the Conscience?" Bethany asked. "She has to approve?"
"She is."
Bethany still looked upset. "You're sure he's not mad at us, Joshua? He sounded really angry."
I stood and she flinched, leaning away. Damn, this was a mess. I walked over and grabbed one of the bean bags, and set it beside the foot of my chair. Then I grabbed a second one and placed it on the opposite side. I took my seat again, and looking at Bethany I gestured toward the first seat. "Sit beside me, please, Bethany."
She moved slowly, hesitantly before sitting beside me. I reached down and stroked her hair, taking her hand in mine. "This is your place. At my side, always. On my right, my companion on this journey. Can you accept that?"
She nodded slowly, squeezing my hand.
I looked over at Lilith and indicated the other bean bag. She only took a moment to take her place. "This is your place. At my side. You two alone, always, here beside me. My conscience and my companion. This has been ordained. Can you accept that?"
Lilith nodded, then whispered, "I do."
I smiled for the first time and patted the sturdy arms of the chair. "Come up here, you're both too far away."
They climbed up beside me but both still acted hesitant. I put my arms around their waists. "I'm sorry this took so long. He's never spoken to me at such length before. Not even at the discovery. If I had known it would take hours, I would have warned you."
"Hours?" Bethany asked.
"It was only a few minutes, Joshua. Not very long at all," Lilith said.
"Really? It felt like hours. Well, no matter. We talked. I mean, mostly he talked. He's happy with the progress. He's very happy with both of you. He's a little cross with me for overdoing it. He says it's a long journey ahead of us, and we need to understand it won't happen overnight. We have to be patient. We need to take time to discuss my findings, understand the importance, and to seek a closer understanding of his purpose."
I pulled Bethany closer, and kissed her shoulder. "I ... I spoke to him about lust." I was quiet for a second to let my words sink in. "All men lust in their heart. We're designed that way. He, uh, he laughed at me. I didn't expect that. I never heard Him laugh before. It was kind of scary." I pulled both girls closer so that they were leaning on me. Then I drew Bethany's head down so I could kiss her lightly. "He says I'm an idiot. You're my Companion. If I didn't lust for you, something was wrong. He understands my choice, but wouldn't tell me if it was right or wrong, only that I'd know. There's nothing wrong in what we do, you and I, Bethany."
Then I turned to Lilith. "He loves you, Lilith, and is pleased that you've accepted your purpose. He never doubted that Bethany would, but I guess you weren't a sure thing. He says I have to be patient with you, as you come to understand your role, and I shouldn't question you. Funny, he said that even though I shouldn't question you, that Bethany might, and if she did, I was to listen. Weird."
I pulled her down for a kiss and took my time with it. "He said that by accepting Bethany as my Companion, I accepted responsibility for you. That by accepting you as my Conscience, I accepted your guidance. I tried to mention that I didn't really accept you, he kind of forced you on me. I don't think he liked me questioning his version of things. He asked me if I'd accepted you and trusted you. When I admitted I had, he said I should listen to you, and stop causing trouble. I'm sorry if I've done anything to upset you."
She shook her head rapidly. "No, never Joshua. I know I'm the trouble maker. I don't mean to do it, I swear."
I hushed her with a kiss. "Guide me, Lilith. Don't let me screw things up. This is too important."
She hugged me. "I will, I promise. I'll do better."
"Good. Let's not worry about this anymore then. What do we have to do about dinner?"
Bethany leaped off the chair. "Oh no! I have to get started. I haven't done anything yet. You're sure you don't mind, Joshua?"
"No, I don't mind at all," I said, slowly dislodging Lilith and standing up. "How can we help?"
* * *
Dinner was fun. I knew the two guests, barely. Andrea had been a fixture over the weekend and had been one of those questioning my intentions. She seemed to be over that. Cindy, - Sin-Dee was her dancing name - was one of the older dancers. Very attractive and outgoing. One of the more talented dancers on stage. We'd had one short conversation while she was helping out around the place, strangely enough about my writing. She'd heard from Bethany I was a writer, and she had similar aspirations. I joked that I was very successful, I could show her a drawer full of rejections that proved it.
Both were aware that I was doing something religious that was important. It was clear they didn't know what. They accepted the religious rigmarole around dinner, and over a bottle of wine, we got into a discussion of women in the bible.
It turned out that both were Christian, and attended church regularly. Their knowledge of the Bible kept me on my toes. Fortunately, several weeks of keeping my nose buried in religious texts had me on my game.
We had moved to the living area, and I was seated on the couch, bracketed by the sisters, who made no effort to hide the fact that we were comfortable touching each other. Cindy and Andrea were occupying the lounge chairs, obviously feeling more comfortable as the evening wore on. The third bottle of wine might have helped.
"Bethany says you're an expert on Mary Magdalene," Cindy suggested.
"I don't know if I'd qualify as an expert, but it's true, her life and her relationship with Jesus is an interest of mine."
"Why?" Andrea asked.
That was difficult to answer without giving things away. I was about to answer when Bethany piped up, "Have you heard of the Lost Gospels?"
Cindy was familiar with a couple of them, Andrea, not so much. Me, I glared at Bethany and saw her blush.
Lilith was the next to put her foot in it. "He knows more about the Gospel of Mary than anyone."
That was enough for me. I stood. "Excuse me, ladies, I need to talk with Bethany and Lilith alone for a moment." I walked to my study, without looking back. The girls weren't far behind me.
I turned on them, once they were in the room. "My work is private. You know that. Why are you bringing it up?"
Bethany looked worried. "I'm sorry, but they are curious about Mary Magdalene. I've been talking about her a lot. I guess I shouldn't."
Lilith, of course, took an aggressive stance. "It's time, Joshua. You said part of Beth's purpose is to share the word. We should start."
"I've barely translated a fourth of the writing, and even that is in very rough shape. It's too early."
Lilith shook her head. "No, we don't have to share your discovery, just the stuff that already exists. We won't tell them anything about your work, just that you know about her. That's all we're doing."
"Were you both planning on this discussion tonight? If so, couldn't you have included me in your decision?"
"I really didn't think you'd mind," Bethany said. "We've talked about her before with guests. I wasn't going to mention your work."
Lilith stepped forward and took me by the arm. "Please, Joshua. Don't be upset. We just want to start sharing more of her life. She was important, and that's been ignored for too long. We won't bring up your work unless you say so. I promise."
Perhaps I had acted hastily. Perhaps I was taking this whole foolish thing too seriously. "Alright, I'm sorry I jumped to conclusions. No talk about my translation, agreed?"
They both nodded their heads. I pulled them close for a quick hug and a kiss each. "I'm sorry I snapped at you. We can talk about whatever else you want."
And we did. All the usual, the confusion of the Mary's, what the demons were thought to be, the different descriptions of her finding the open tomb. The conflict with Peter. The Lost Gospel references. Her life as an apostle after Jesus' death. Even the oddity of her visions in the existing Gospel of Mary.
It was a lively discussion, and both our guests were very active in their questions. I was still going strong when I noticed Lilith fading on us. Checking the time I was surprise to see it was after one. We had been talking for hours and had finished nearly four bottles of wine. I'd need to stock up.
"Ladies, I think we should call it a night," I said. "It's late, and a couple of us have to work in the morning. Thank you for coming over." I stood and straightened my robe, somewhat ashamed of how loose it had become. I feared I might have been giving our guests an unintentional show.
Unintentional? What was I thinking? These were strippers! Beautiful young women of questionable morals. I was falling too deep into my role.
"You're welcome to stay the night. We have plenty of room, and I think we've all had a little too much to drink." I stepped forward and gave each a hug and a brief kiss. On the lips, of course. "Bethany will show you to your rooms if you decide to stay. I'm going to put Lilith to bed." I turned and lifted the trouble maker into my arms, and carried her back to her room.
I removed her clothing and tucked her into bed in her panties and bra. She opened one eye. "Thank you, Joshua. Sorry, I conked out." Then she grinned. "Are you lusting?"
After a long soft kiss, I tucked her in. "Always for you, beautiful. You know that."
She closed her eyes and smiled. "I know, and it's okay, right?"
"Yes, Lilith, it's okay."
I returned to the living area, to see what the decision had been. I found Bethany and Cindy chattering away while cleaning up the dinner dishes. "You decided to stay?" I asked.
"Yes, thank you. I already have three points on my license. I don't need to get picked up for DWI," Cindy said.
"Andrea's staying as well. She's upstairs already. She's out of it," Bethany explained.
I picked up a few of the dishes, and Bethany nearly had a fit. "No, you need to go to bed, Joshua. Cindy can help me with this. Neither of us has to get up early. We're used to staying up this late." She took the plates out of my hands, and passed them to Cindy, then gave me a big hug, and a long kiss. "Tonight was nice, wasn't it?" she asked. I think she was still nervous about the whole thing.
"It was great. We'll have to do this more often."
She smiled and gave me a quick peck. "We will. Now off to bed!"
I laughed and said my good nights.
I don't know what time it was when a naked Bethany climbed in bed with me. I was barely awake when I felt her hand on my cock. She cuddled up to me, and gave me a long, gentle handjob, then cleaned up after. I got a sleepy kiss, and she disappeared again. She never said a word.
I slept like a baby.
=====================
Cult 103: Recruiting Key Members
=====================
I may have slept like a baby, but I woke like a bear.
It was one of those mornings. I was awake, sort of. I had hit the snooze button twice already. I had my morning ritual, and I was fighting it.
Each day I do the same things. Habits that have been ingrained in me for years. I may be an unfocused goof-ball, unambitious, floating along doing whatever felt good; but what I did set out to do, I did my best. A large part of the reason for that was how I spent the first hour of each day.



I'm a reader, a researcher, and a sponge for new ideas. During one period of my life, after my first completed degree, I spent an inordinate amount of time on self-help and motivation books. Using Mom's money, I even paid for 'personal' guidance from some of the biggest names in the industry. Strangely enough, it was one of the few times my father backed my ideas. A lot of what I learned I took with a grain of salt, but one pattern that I found common to a lot of what I learned, was to start your day right.
Tony Robbins suggests having an 'Hour of Power', where you reflect on the good in your life, and do some casual exercise. Brian Tracy recommends you eat a frog first thing, building on a Mark Twain's saying that, if you eat a live frog first thing in the morning, you've got it behind you for the rest of the day, and nothing else looks so bad. Brian's take on that is to tackle that terrible, weighty thing you don't want to do first thing in the morning. Jack Canfield has his own 'Hour of Power', which includes equal quantities of exercise, meditation, and reading.
My version was a little different. I would spend the first ten minutes or so contemplating what I needed to do to further my goals. I commonly tried to think of these as I went to sleep, and again when I woke up. Basically a lazy cad at heart, I spent that time in bed, in that shady place between half-awake and half-asleep. Oddly enough, that seemed to help. It keeps me focused, which is important for someone like me who gets distracted easily, and doesn't always follow through like I should.
After that, I review my recent and long-term accomplishments, which gives me additional motivation. That's good for about two snooze buttons, one for goals, and one for accomplishments. Then I hop out of bed, do 100 sit-ups and 100 push-ups, head outdoors and do my run. During the run I sketch out my tasks for the day, in pursuit of my goals, and taking Brian Tracy's advice, try to tackle the harshest one immediately after breakfast.
That morning, the problem was I couldn't focus on what I should be doing. I'd been heading in too many directions. What started as a joke, a prank, had taken on a life of its own, and I was losing control of it. In many ways I thought I was taking it too seriously, then again, I was more dedicated to this farce than I had been to anything in a very long time.
I knew I'd been giving my work on writing the Gospel of Mary short shrift for at least a week. I'd been working on the house and my new security and monitoring additions for most of my time. I still had another dozen irons in the fire with all my outside excursion mini-projects. The girls had been right, I'd been so obsessed with my new ideas, I'd let my sleep and health suffer for it.
What was driving me crazy that morning, and was preventing me from starting my day the way I should, was the idea of those two new women in the house. I'd been playing with a crazy concept, and when I allowed my thoughts to stray in that direction, it took on a life of its own.
Sure, I'd been having fun playing my little role as God's spokesperson, religious antiquity translator, and Mary Magdalene advocate, mostly to screw around with Bethany, both in the literal and figurative sense. Her sister Lilith had been a fun and challenging addition, testing me, challenging me. And God knows I love a challenge.
Now I couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like to have more followers. Women like Cindy and Andrea, sexy, hot, and somewhat flaky women who appeared to be as open to my message and role as, well, whatever the hell it was I was trying to pass myself off as.
I tried to concentrate on what needed to be done for my writing, where I could take it once I was happy with the results, how to make it appear valid and real. Of course, I couldn't help but think about getting into Bethany's panties, and her sister's, naturally. Maybe it was time, I certainly needed to get laid. This whole celibacy thing, even with the hand-jobs and blow-jobs, was starting to wear thin.
Thoughts of how I could further impress my 'holiness' on the girls would creep in. Maybe I could perform some minor miracles, beyond the whole things 'mysteriously' appearing.
Additional ideas about converting Corycia into a religious retreat would spring up out of nowhere, along with plans for instituting more regular activities. Bible discussions, lectures on Mary, quiet times, perhaps some more warped things, who knows?
The problem was I couldn't decide on what I should be doing. I'd been bouncing around, reacting, improvising, diving deep into one thing after another, none of them getting completed, each spreading me thinner. And without that focus, I was having a hell of a time getting out of bed.
"Fuck it," I growled to myself, turning off the alarm and hitting the floor for my sit-ups. That was an easy effort that kept me from thinking of anything else as I counted them out. Rolling over I started in on the push-ups, knocking those out, the first 60 or so as easy as ever, the last dozen more of an effort than they should have been. I slowly became aware of some activity in the house and scolded myself for allowing the sleepover, one more distraction I didn't need.
I pulled on my running shorts and headed for the front door. I wasn't the only one awake, but I might as well have been, for all the attention I paid them. My ritual was broken, I had no idea what I was going to do that day, and I told myself that I'd work it out on the run.
I think I heard a morning greeting or two as I walked through the living area, and good ol' Hercules, who was dealing with a horde of intruders much better than I would have dreamed, scampered over, rubbing against my leg, following me out the door. I'd hit the track, and he'd inspect the grounds, doing his morning business and waiting patiently at the front door to be let back in after the run.
Too many things on my mind to respond to my house-mates and guests, I even skipped my stretching, taking off running before I'd passed the threshold.
The run was exactly what I needed. I blocked everything else out, ignoring the weather, which was dreary and sprinkling, oblivious to anything but the rhythmic pounding of my feet, as I reviewed all I'd done for the last few months.
Slowly things started to fall in place, priorities making themselves apparent, what I wanted to do, needed to do, coming into focus.
The writing and painful translation could wait. There was no time frame for when it had to be done, and nobody to report to. I could spend a few hours a day on it, instead of spending most of my waking hours. Besides, when I was finished, what was I going to do with it?
The house and grounds were mostly where I wanted them to be. Anything else that needed doing could wait as well. A list of additional tasks could be developed and delegated readily enough. That went to the bottom of my mental list.
Many of my external side projects were well-advanced in their progress. The sheer number of them was weighting me down. I needed to finish them, paying a premium if necessary, just to get them off my plate. Besides, several were essential to my progress in other areas. They moved close to the top.
Bethany. That had been my initial end-game, but I'd outgrown that. I still wanted to bang the daylights out of her, and oddly enough I was developing considerable affection for her, but that was no longer my primary goal. Still, it wasn't something I wanted to leave half finished. Like I said, the whole celibacy thing was starting to drag. I needed to get past that and move on.
Lilith was in the same boat as Bethany. Perhaps a bit more of a challenge, but nothing too daunting. Once I'd done Bethany, little sis would be in my cross-hairs.
No, what I really wanted was a house of Bethanys and Liliths. My own followers, my disciples, my personal harem. And to get there, I needed to build on my own image and to slowly lure the poor girls into my web.
With my new priorities coming clearer, I could focus on what it would take to accomplish each. How to nail Bethany and her sister, how to add to my following, and how to further develop my role as the infallible leader of my new congregation.
The ideas came hot and heavy, and I filed each away as they appeared, sorting, accepting, discarding, until I had a basic plan. And as it came together, I felt good, better than I had for a while. I had a purpose, goals, and things to do. Priorities. Focus.
My concentration cracked, as my calf started to cramp. My legs were covered in mud up to my knees, as the rain had intensified. I was chilled, and breathing hard, a stitch in my side forcing me to little more than a limping, slow jog. Approaching the house, I was vaguely aware of a gathering on the front porch, the four women watching me. Bethany appeared concerned, with Lilith talking to our guests. Even Hercules had the good sense to get out of the rain, but not yours truly.
I slowed to a walk, trudging toward the entrance. "... demons." I heard Lilith tell our two guests.
Bethany walked out into the rain, pulling my arm over her shoulders, wrapping a slender arm around my waist. "I'm here, Joshua," she said. "I'm here."
"Love you, Bethany," I mumbled, stumbling over the first step, and nearly falling. Then Cindy was on my other side, stabilizing me.
"He's freezing," she whispered as if I wasn't there. And in some ways, I guess I wasn't. I was thinking about eating the frog, and starting in on what needed to be done. I was dimly aware that I had overdone it again. I was aching, my tortured leg muscles twitching uncontrollably, and could barely stand.
It must have been an odd sight, my entourage of lovelies and I traipsing mud through the house, the four of them talking as if I didn't exist. Walking through the bedroom I was shocked to see the time on my clock. My run had lasted nearly two hours. No wonder I was totally wasted.
Lilith had run ahead and started the shower. In the bathroom, I leaned on Cindy as Bethany removed my shorts. I maintained my outward fuzziness, slowly becoming more aware of my surroundings, but doing my best not to show it.
"You say he's done this before?" Andrea asked.
"A few times," Bethany said. "Never like this, not this bad. I should have stopped him a while ago, but he looked so happy. All until that last lap."
Then I was in the shower, the torrent of hot water welcome and invigorating. Bethany was with me, naked, and Cindy stepped away. I guess I didn't realize how done I was, as soon as she released me, I started to fall, my leg unable to hold me up.
"Shit," she mumbled, stepping under the cascading water, and bolstering me back up.
Lilith joined us, filling the small space. "Can you hold him, while I clean his legs? He's filthy."
Cindy agreed, and I felt a little bad for her, stuck with supporting me, her clothing drenched.
Lilith was on her knees before me, natural sponge in hand, scrubbing my shins and calves, sluicing off the muddy water. At least the trembling of my legs was easing off, as I found myself slowly able to stand on my own.
Bethany noticed and started washing my upper body until my leg on her side started to give out. "This is bad, Lily. He's never been like this."
"Lean him against the back wall. That's what I do with Rafe when he's drunk off his ass," Cindy said.
"He's not drunk," Bethany hissed.
"I know," Cindy answered. "I'm just saying. It'll be easier to handle him. Trust me, I'm kind of an expert on this, unfortunately."
I allowed them to scoot me to the rear until my back was against the wall. It was cold against my skin, but I tried not to show it. The shower-head was lifted off its holder and Cindy was spraying me down while the sisters scrubbed away at my body. I was dimly aware of Andrea standing just outside the shower, taking it all in.
Cindy sighed loudly and passed the shower wand to Bethany. "Take over," she said, then started undressing down to her panties.
Now that was an interesting turn of events.
Our lovely all-but-naked guest started on my hair, her large enhanced breasts rubbing against me. Lilith's scrubbing had worked its way upward, past my knees and thighs, and stalling around my crotch. Bethany was rinsing me with the shower wand, her free hand rubbing my skin. As you might imagine, it all started to have an effect on me.
Lilith's hand encircled my shaft, stroking me slowly. "He's coming back, Beth."
Beth's hand moved down to join her sister's. "Come back to us, Joshua," she said softly.
Cindy took the shower-wand from Bethany and started rinsing my hair. I did my damnedest to ignore the stinging in my eyes from where some of the shampoo had strayed. "Crap," she mumbled, rinsing off my face, before going back of my hair. "Damn, he's really gone, isn't he?"
"He'll come back to us," Bethany insisted. She turned toward me, hugging me while her sister kept jerking me off. "Joshua," she said firmly. "Joshua."
Now those of you who think that what I was doing was easy, you have no clue. I had a nearly naked woman in my shower for the first time, who I desperately wanted to scope out. New breasts rubbing against me that I wanted to motorboat with a passion. Sexy young Lilith was stroking my cock more diligently, her mouth pressing against my skin, kissing my upper thighs, even teasing my balls. And Bethany, who I'd finally decided it was time to fuck, was fully naked, pressed against my side, calling out to me. Never mind that my eyes were still stinging, my legs felt like spaghetti, and my stomach was growling.
Cindy put the shower-wand back in its holder, tilting it away from us, so she didn't drown Lilith. Then she was mirroring Bethany, pressed against me, her hands rubbing my body, her lips dropping teasing little kisses on my shoulder. "Come back to us, Joshua," she whispered, echoing Bethany.
It was too much, and I started to come. I grunted shallowly, closing my eyes, while Lilith milked me dry, finishing with a tender little kiss on the head. Then she turned the shower-head on us, washing away where I had come on her face and chest.
I shuddered, making a big deal of standing more upright, encircling the girls with my arms before opening my eyes. "Big day ahead," I said, facing Bethany and smiling.
Her response was a huge toothy smile, then a quick pout. "You overdid it again, Joshua." Her little hand slapped against my chest. "You scared us."
"Sorry," I said, before slowly turning to look at our panty-clad guest. I think I did a pretty good job of acting surprised, jerking my arm away, averting my eyes, and turning toward Bethany.
"Uh ... good morning, Cindy," I said, trying to force myself to blush. I don't think it accomplished much, but I tried.
She giggled, which was cute. "Morning, Joshua. I hope you don't mind my helping. You were really out of it."
"I ... uh ... no ... of course not. I mean, it's ... I'm sorry."
Her giggle turned into a full-fledged laugh. "It's okay, Joshua. I don't bite. If you're uncomfortable with me here, I can leave."
"No! I ... I mean, uh, thanks, I think. I'm sorry. How did you get here?"
She chuckled, leaning against me, her significant breasts reaching me long before the rest of her did. "I spent the night, remember?"
I nodded slowly, trying to ignore the fact that our teasing troublemaker Lilith was back to stroking my cock, and having some success. "I know, I mean, how did you ... here?"
Bethany spoke up before Cindy could answer. "You couldn't even walk, Joshua. You really overdid it this time. She helped get you in here."
I'd been avoiding looking at our semi-naked guest, but she was kind of forcing the issue. I turned and looked into her eyes. "I'm sorry that you had to do that. Thank you."
She rose up on tiptoe and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Anytime, handsome." I liked it, but I'll admit, it almost felt like cheating on the sisters. Almost.
Between the kiss, Lilith's activities, a couple of surreptitious looks at Cindy's body, which of course I'd seen before, but never so close, and so wet, I was getting hard again.
"Uh, Lilith, we shouldn't—"
Cindy ran her hand down my chest, stopping just before she hit the promised land. "I think I'll leave you guys alone. I don't want to interfere." Another surprisingly sweet little kiss on the lips, and she turned away, giving me a great view of her backside while she rinsed off under the shower again. I guess it was that view that put the final steel back into my shaft.
Our guests had left the bathroom, when Bethany finally spoke up, something I thought was way overdue. "Lily, that was wrong. We don't encourage him, we take care of him. And in front of those two?"
Lilith was a determined little monster, never ceasing her stroking of my now extremely hard shaft. "He needed it, Bethany. You saw how he was. There was nothing wrong with what we did. I'm the Conscience, I know things like that." She was smirking as she finished.
I saw it as an opening, for my future plans, which I'll admit were pretty convoluted. I pushed Lilith's hand away, accepting her pout, and turned off the shower which was becoming a distraction. "No, Lilith. That was completely out of line. Cindy is not part of us, and shouldn't be subjected to what's been going on. I won't deny it's partially my fault, I'm weak. What you and your sister have been doing, I'll admit, is very comforting, but wrong. I've told you, told you both, that I wanted to remain celibate while I'm working on my project. But you can't accept that it seems. First, you practically rape me, when I was unable to stop you—"
"No, Joshua!" Lilith whined. "I ... I told you I didn't mean it, that I was sorry."
"Of course. You were sorry. Sorry, you forced me the first time. And I suppose you're sorry now with this slow seduction. Making your sister suck me over and over again yesterday when I was too exhausted to fight it. Embarrassing me in front of our guests, openly trying to excite me."
She looked surprised, and I noticed that Bethany was pulling away, looking anxious. "I'm not," Lilith started. "You needed it, you were killing yourself, and you hadn't come in days."
"I'm not a slave to my hormones, Lilith. Before you and your sister entered my life, I could easily go weeks without needing relief." Alright, maybe not easily, but it had happened a few times in the last several years.
I turned to face Bethany. "Are you proud of what you're doing? Making me break my promise to myself? Making me lust for you, while letting my work slide?"
It was harder to do it to Bethany. She really did mean no harm, I knew that. To see her eyes water up while I lambasted her was tough. But it was a step forward in my plan.
"I'm sorry, Joshua," she said, her voice barely audible. "You're right. I thought I was just trying to help at first, but it is getting out of hand. I know you were lusting yesterday, and I did it anyway. I'm sorry, and hope you can forgive me."
I moved forward, embracing her. "I love you, Bethany. I'll always forgive you. But this needs to stop. Please. I'm too weak to resist you, you need to help me. Especially when I'm frazzled."
She leaned against me, nodding.
I turned toward her sister. "I love you as well, Lilith, but I think you should leave us now. I'd like to get ready."
I could see the conflict in her eyes, and her desire to challenge me. I knew it would hurt her for me to choose her sister to help me, and send her away. That was good. We needed to establish some priorities here, and I'd been letting her get away with murder for far too long.
Bethany fawned on me, and I finished in the bathroom and got dressed. Entering the main part of the house, I was greeted by Cindy and Andrea.



"Breakfast?" I offered.
Andrea shook her head, and Cindy glanced at the clock. "I'd love to, Joshua, but we've already overstayed our welcome. I want to follow your rules." She looked back at the clock and saw it was nearly ten o'clock. "Maybe next time."
She stepped forward and gave me a big hug and a warm kiss. Andrea's was a little more controlled, but not by a whole lot.
Breakfast was a quiet affair, not the joyful meeting it usually was. Lilith was acting sullen, and Bethany was walking around on egg shells. I was content, with plans and goals, and a full stomach.
I paid Lilith little attention, devoting most of my time to Bethany who slowly became less subdued. At the end of the meal, I pushed away from the table. "Many things to do. I'll be out most of the day, and again tomorrow. Don't hold lunch for me." I spoke directly to Lilith for the first time since the shower. "Shouldn't you be at school?"
She turned bright red. "The first lecture isn't that important."
I was quiet, staring at her intently. "Your sister works hard so that you can better yourself, and have the opportunities she never had. I would expect you to be diligent and responsible, taking advantage of this gift. How am I supposed to accept your guidance, if you won't do the right thing in your own life?"
Admittedly, that was harsh. The girl had excellent grades, her studies usually came first, and I couldn't remember her missing more than a couple of classes in the time I'd known her. But I was determined to take control of the situation.
She turned bright red, opening her mouth, and then closing it abruptly. I was amazed at her restraint since she rarely showed any. "I was just about to leave."
I nodded. "I believe Mario left your vehicle beside the garage. I think you'll find it runs much better."
That was a two-pronged attack. One, highlighting the efforts I put out for her and Bethany, and two, implying that she was not to take the Stingray, which she seemed to derive a great amount of pleasure from driving.
It was not a happy camper that left my house that day.
* * *
My projects were advancing, and with added pressure, I had commitments to finish several that week. My robes were complete, along with several additions I'd commissioned after talks with Bruce from the Illusion Warehouse, and with Dave from Top Dog Security. My custom electronics which I had placed so much hope in was demoed for me, and I was more than pleased. I was promised delivery of the final product within a week. Ronny, my source for illicit substances had acquired most of my needs and had a line on two of the more unusual and hard to find purchases. I offered him a substantial bonus to get it done. Ronny responded especially well to financial encouragement.
Negotiations with Min were completed for my most complex project. She would be visiting the house after midnight on Tuesday, and I would finalize my needs, and arrange for her access and delivery. The price she was charging me was exorbitant, and I was starting to wonder if I'd have to dip into my trust balance at the rate I was going. I believe it would be worth the cost.
I was offered no relief the beginning of the week, and I didn't seek out any. I kept my runs under control, and only Bethany was allowed to bathe me. I kept waiting for Lilith to snap, and when she was still being somewhat behaved by Wednesday morning, I started to wonder if I had read her right.
Over lunch, rung in by our kitchen chimes, Bethany broached the subject tentatively.
"Are you still mad at Lilith? You know she didn't mean anything bad."
I sighed, leaning back in my chair. "I'm not mad, but I am disappointed. She's always pushing things, bending the rules, testing me. I don't need that, Bethany. I'm under a lot of stress. You help, and I deeply appreciate it. All too often, she is more a hindrance than a help."
"You know she means well, Joshua."
"Do I? Or is she taking advantage of the situation and my feelings for you? Does she still have problems with 'authority figures' and is that why she's always undermining me?"
Lilith's eyes opened wide, and I saw her lip trembling. "I don't believe that, Joshua. I can't. She makes mistakes. She's young, immature, and had a difficult time growing up. I hope you can understand that. She was changing, I could see it. I swear she means well. She loves you, Joshua, she wouldn't purposefully hurt you. Please, try to understand."
"I've tried. I'm no Job. My patience is not limitless. She does things you're not aware of. She says she's the Conscience, so I have to obey. I don't believe her demands are spiritually inspired. They are the machinations of a manipulative brat, and I won't have it. Not if it interferes with my work, or tries to drive wedges between you and me."
I could see she was shocked by my final statement. "She wouldn't do that. She ... she love us, you and me both."
"She insisted that she be allowed to do anything that I do with you, my companion, my koinônos. She said either she got to do it, or you had to stop. She invoked her rights as the Conscience."
Bethany was quiet, and the tears started to roll down her cheeks. "She's my sister, Joshua. More than that. She's my responsibility. We're all each other have. Please understand. She ... she's strong-willed, rebellious, and sometimes bratty. But she's good underneath. You bring that out in her more than any man ever has. Please, Joshua. For me?"
We had not resumed our intimacy and had lost much of our affectionate mannerisms, in the aftermath of the shower. I stood, pulled her to her feet, and enveloped her in my arms, holding her firmly. She broke down in a full-fledge crying jag which broke my heart. I lifted her in my arms and carried her to her bedroom. I laid her down on the bed, lying beside her, holding her until she calmed. I kissed her softly, brushing away her tears, caressing her.
Suddenly she was all over me, kissing me passionately, her hand entering my robe, reaching for me cock which was stone. "Joshua," she panted, rubbing against me.
I gently pushed her hand away from between my legs. "No, Bethany."
"Please? I know you must need it."
I did, but that wasn't the issue. "My love, I need you more than you can possibly imagine, but not this. Not now. Not yet."
"Just my hand. No lusting. I promise," she said, her hand twisting away from mine, seeking out my cock once again.
"No, Bethany. I need to be able to trust you on this. Help me, don't fight me."
She slowed down, sighing, her hand reaching around my waist as she cuddled in close. "I understand. For now."
We stayed together, holding each other, kissing, and a good bit of fondling, but that was it. Damn, I wanted her and was tempted to throw all my plans out the window. Instead, I stood firm and eventually peeled her arms off of me. "I need to work, and I imagine you probably have to get ready for work."
She nodded, gave me one last long kiss, then we both went off to our own purposes.
I had the house to myself for a couple of hours, most spent on the phone working my projects until I heard Lilith's arrival. She hadn't been home twenty minutes before she was standing in my doorway.
"Joshua, can we talk?"
I pushed the papers away, turning the chair to face her, giving her my undivided attention. "Always, Lilith. Now?"
She nodded. "In the living room?"
"Of course."
I noticed she'd set out a bottle of wine, my current favorite, and two glasses, half full. I noticed the bottle was mostly empty, and I had a strong suspicion she'd started without me.
She sat down, and I couldn't help notice she'd dressed down after school. Lilith was wearing an oversized t-shirt, and I'd guess not much more. She patted the couch pillow beside her. "Please?"
I sat down, interested to see where this was going.
She took my hand in hers, squeezing it tightly. "I'm sorry," she said.
"Sorry?"
She nodded. "I've had a lot of time to think about what you said. You're right. I've been pushing, testing you. It was wrong. You've been nothing but wonderful to me and Beth. Honestly, I wanted to make you happy. I really did. I thought the ... the handies and the, um ... oral would make you happy. I forgot that I was working against what you said you wanted. I thought I knew better. I'm sorry."
I'm not the world's best judge of character, but I believed her. I opened my arms, and she wasted no time climbing into my lap. I held her, kissing the top of her head. "You're forgiven, Lilith. I love you."
Then she was crying. Two crying sisters in one day. Damn it. I held her, caressing her back, kissing her softly, reassuring her. It only made her cry harder.
Before long I was on her bed, holding her, much as I had her sister a few hours earlier. She responded in much the same way, kissing me back, hugging me, her hands wandering. Unlike Bethany, she showed restraint. Her hand glided down to my cock, touching it briefly, before pulling away. "I'm sorry," she whispered. "I'll try to be better."
My hands weren't quite as well behaved, determining she was naked under her t-shirt, my hands caressing her delicious ass. She giggled, wiggling her hips. "You really do like my bubble but, don't you?"
"Lilith, I love everything about you. If not more my vow, I'm ashamed to think of the things I'd want to do to you."
Her hand ghosted across my cock once again, not much firmer than a breeze. "No shame, Joshua. I'm yours when you're ready. When your celibacy is no longer necessary, all you have to do is let me know. I'll make you happy, Joshua. I promise."
She sat up, peeling off her shirt, naked. She opened my robe and straddled me on the bed. Then she smiled. "I'm not teasing you now, Joshua. I'm telling you how it is. This," she waved her hands over her body, "is yours for the asking. I want you to be my first. Like I've never wanted anything else. I'll be patient, and I'll wait. I'll try to keep the teasing in check. But when you're ready, this is what you get."
She looked down to where she was sitting on my hard shaft, and moved back and forth on it, leaving a glistening trail across my skin. Then she stretched out on top of me, trembling. I held her, kissing her softly.
"Don't hurt me, Joshua. That's all I ask. Please don't hurt me."
"Never, my love. I'm looking forward to the time when we can be one."
She kissed my neck her hips moving, driving me a little crazy. "Anytime you want relief, just say so. You set the limits, and I won't bend or break them. Me or Bethany, whatever you need. I know it's not now, and I've let you down. Never again."
My hands were fondling her, touching her, feeling her soft smooth skin. She purred for me, an undulating mass of teen femininity. I stroked her back until she calmed.
"Soon, Joshua?" she asked nervously.
"I don't know. I'd like that."
Her smile was huge. Then she rolled off of me and gave me a playful swat. "Get to work unless you want me to take care of that," she said with a nod toward where my cock was standing tall. "The sooner you finish, the sooner you earn your just rewards." I got a quick hard kiss, and she was walking away, slipping her t-shirt back on. "Dinner in about an hour. Work!"
Damn it. And I thought I was getting thing back under control.
* * *
Things were going amazingly smoothly. The house was happy again, hugs and kisses were abundant. There was a low level of teasing going on, but nothing bad. I gave the appearance of working on my translation while knocking task after task off my list. Min made her late appearance and I introduced her to the secret walkway. I gave her a key to the garage entrance so she could carry out my plans. She seemed to get a kick out of the secrecy and skullduggery.
I had my electronics guys in Friday while Bethany was working, and before Lilith got home. Once they'd left, I couldn't spot the changes, and it wasn't for lack of trying.
We had guests Friday, Saturday, and Sunday. Cindy was a fixture from Saturday lunch until Monday morning, only leaving to go to work with Bethany Saturday evening and returning in a great mood. I'll confess, she was one of my new targets. I felt she was susceptible, and damned attractive, even if she was a few years older than me.
Her arrival Saturday came with an apology. I told her none was necessary. We hugged it out, and I got the first of many delightful kisses that weekend. I initiated very few, and my overt affection met no resistance. None.
Sunday was blissful, with five young women in the house, a huge late lunch, open discussions about Mary and her life, answering any and all questions. Whenever it got close to what I was doing, my girls deflected them. We spent much of the time in the converted formal living room, me, perched on my throne, my girls at my side, Cindy at my feet, with an open view up my robe, and our additional guests gathered around her.
I felt a little weird, preaching about Mary Magdalene, and discussing her in the context of the Lost Gospels, and the Gospel of Mary, along with the four main ones. Oddly, it became something I enjoyed doing, spreading the word every weekend, and opening their eyes to something new.
Our rituals became a bit more formalized, our hours more fixed. The girls laid out my robes for me, and got everybody situated before I entered. I'd start with a reading that involved Mary Magdalene, to give us somewhere to start. Before long I'd be fielding questions. Whenever anything got interesting, I'd break out the original sources, and we'd hammer things out.
In the meantime, I began testing some of my new projects. A short distance burst transmitter I'd commissioned could activate devices in my presence. It had only taken a couple of hours of free time to replace the existing wall switches with the new controllable ones. I got a kick out of seeing their reaction when lights would turn on and off for me automatically when I entered an area, and for nobody else. I could hear the whispers and talk.
Another device caused a lot of commotion. I mean a lot. It wasn't that complicated, a simple remote device to light the candles in the formal living area when I entered the room. I had no idea I'd get so much mileage out of that one.
By Monday, I felt like I was ready for the next phase. I believed I had an understanding with Cindy, and the beginning of one with Tanya, another of our guests. Lilith was back to driving the Stingray while Bethany had commandeered the Hummer.
Wednesday through Friday we had workers in attendance, clearing out the additional two bedrooms in our bedroom wing. The Jack-and-Jill bathroom was walled off on one side, creating another bedroom/bathroom mini-suite, like Bethany and Lilith share. I believed it would have an occupant soon. The other room was made into my private study. It was soundproofed, filled with electronics, surveillance monitors, and household controls.
Cindy was a lunch guest twice, staying out from underfoot for the most part. I questioned her presence, and Lilith was blushing when she said that in her opinion, the eating area was not the 'living space' and it was okay to have someone join us. She also questioned what constituted a guest, arguing that Cindy was more. Hot damn, she was making my own arguments for me.
By the next weekend, I was getting a little crazy. I hadn't had sex in ages, and even the handjobs and blowjobs were gone. My own fault of course. Min had completed her project, and I was astounded by the results. A few more miracles were instituted, including my ability to know when guests arrived, and who they were while seating in the living area, surrounded by my lovelies.
"Open the gate," I asked Lilith. "I believe Tanya and Elise are about to arrive."
Not too difficult to determine with vehicle identification software, facial recognition, and a micro in-the-ear speaker, well hidden from point-blank range by my hair which was now hanging almost to my shoulders, after leaving it uncut for three months.
Nobody questioned my prescience, but I saw the looks. Everyone seemed to take the turning lights on and off in stride. The gazes I received from the more gullible - make that susceptible - were adoring and impressed. As they should be.
Yes, I'm one sneaky bastard.
* * *
Mid-week I felt everything was in place. I was ready. More than ready. Bethany would be mine. Then Cindy had to go and bollocks the whole thing up.
I was home with Bethany, supposedly working on my translation, which hadn't received a dozen hours of my time in the last three weeks. Instead, I was testing what I considered the instrument of Bethany's conversion. It worked flawlessly. I pulled my entire kit together, eagerly anticipating her 'revelation.'
Bethany received the terrified call from Cindy. It only took a minute for us to be on the road in the truck, me still wearing my robes and sandals. I made a call on the way, summoning the cavalry.
Cindy was 'involved.' Rafe was a two-time loser, abuser, and mean drunk. The call had been made from her bathroom, where Cindy was locked in while her boyfriend was trying to kick down the door. We kept her on Bethany's phone, listening to her scream at Rafe, telling him she'd called the cops, and to get out of the house.
Her place was only a couple of miles away, in an apartment complex where a few of the dancers from the Diamond Club lived. We had beaten the cavalry and took the steps to her second floor apartment two at a time.
We were almost too late. The bathroom door was broken and Rafe was standing over Cindy who was huddled in a ball, her arms over her head, squeezed in between the toilet and the bath tub. It broke my heart. More, it made me furious.
"Get away from her," I yelled.
The guy was big. I'm not small by any means, but he towered over me. He had a mad look in his bloodshot eyes, and I was hoping he wasn't hopped up on PCP or something worse.
"Who the fuck are you?" he growled, before looking over my shoulder and seeing Bethany. The smile he developed made me want to puke.
"Luke six thirty-one," I growled, moving forward.
"What?" he replied.
Bethany spoke from behind me, "Do unto others—"
I reached forward and touched the man in the chest. He fell back, collapsing into the bathtub shaking like a leaf. Ten million volts at double the normal amperage will do that to you. I tucked the end of the applicator back into its custom sleeve pocket. Bless you, Min and Dave.
Cindy was looking up at me in wonder as I held my hand out to her. She twisted and squirmed her way out of her hiding place, before leaping into my arms. I gave her a squeeze, keeping my eyes on the jerk that was still shaking.
Pulling her arms free, I guided her behind me. "Pack. Bethany will help you. I need to talk to the sinner."
The guy was moving again. Making sure my moves were covered, I gave him another touch of the custom Tazer, right in the crotch, making him scream. Then I turned the cold water on him. "Stay," I commanded. I turned to see how things were going to find Cindy watching me in awe.
"Everything will be fine. Please pack. I don't want you here any longer. You deserve better."
She nodded and turned away.
I faced the frightened man in the tub. "You screwed up today, Rafe. You went up against forces you can't understand, and which you have no hope of matching. Do you understand me?"
He was slow to nod.
"You will never talk to her, never even look at her. If you're in the same room, you leave. If I find out otherwise, your life on this earth will be the same hell you'll inhabit some day."
The cavalry, in the form of two of Dave's security minions, showed up, better late than never.
"Please ensure this cretin understands that he is never to have any dealings with the women packing. I'd like that message to be very clear. Crystal."



They simply nodded, moving past me, while I closed the remnants of the bathroom door behind me.
The girls had two suitcases full and were piling things into large green garbage bags. "Take only what you need for a few days. We'll pick up the rest this weekend," I said.
I got a good look at Cindy and flinched. She had the beginning of a black eye, a swollen cheek, and bruises on her arms. Blood was dripping from her lip. She seemed embarrassed and turned away from my gaze.
"I ... I think I'm ready. I don't know what to say, Joshua. You saved me."
I took her in my arms hugging her. "You're safe now. I promise. Nobody will hurt you again."
She clung to me for a few more seconds, before standing tall and taking a deep breath. "Let's go," she said.
She was a brave little thing. I took a garbage bag in each hand, and led the way downstairs, tossing everything in the bed of the truck. "Wait here," I instructed them, before going back for the rest.
I checked in on the guys in the bathroom. One of the three didn't look very good. "Has he gotten the message?"
"Yes, sir. Would you like us to run him in?"
Gazing at the broken man, I shook my head. "Mine is a merciful God." I stepped forward and applied the toe of my sandals to the man's ribs, making him groan. "Do you understand what will happen if you don't heed my warning?"
He nodded slowly.
"Excellent. Be out of here by tomorrow. Lock up behind you. Don't fuck around, and don't mess with her stuff. Never cross the threshold again. We are done with you," I said.
My associates helped me with the remaining bags. I tipped them a hundred each, and would work out what I owed with their boss. They were pleasant, courteous, and I figure they had done an excellent job, even if they were a bit tardy.
It looked like my plans had just changed.
* * *
On the way home we stopped by the Diamond. I won't say Mario and I were friends, but we were acquaintances, and by now, of course, he knew of my relationship with Bethany. I had the women wait in the car.
The bouncers allowed me in without a hitch, and I looked for Mario. Not seeing him, I approached Maria. She looked at me curiously.
"Mario around?" I asked.
She shrugged. "Why?"
"Courtesy call. Cindy's live-in did a number on her. I have her out in the truck. I don't think she'll be up to dancing for a few days, and Bethany will be helping her tonight, but should be back tomorrow."
Maria's look of indifference turned to concern. "Is it bad?"
"Not too bad. We got there before things could get uglier. Black eye, busted mouth, lots of bruises. She'll heal. He'll take a little longer."
I guess she had some kind of hidden call button. Mario appeared beside me. "Problem?" he asked, addressing Maria. She only nodded toward me.
"Joshua," he said, his voice inflectionless.
"Sorry to be the bearer of bad news, but I wanted to give you as much of a heads up as possible. Maybe you can find someone to cover," I said.
"Cover? Who? Bethany?"
"Cindy, mostly, for a couple of days until she's better." I went on to explain the situation, providing a little more detail.
Mario turned red in the face, and I was getting a little concerned. "That lousy, mother-fucker. I told her the bastard was no good. I told her, didn't I, Maria?"
Maria nodded. "You did. We all did. You know how some of these girls are. It's love," she said with a sneer, rolling her eyes.
Mario grabbed the walkie-talkie off his belt. "Cindy's guy, that loser Rafe, he's persona-non-grata. I don't want to smell him within a hundred yards of this place. If he shows up here, there's fifty bucks in it for anyone who reminds him why we don't let assholes beat up our girls. Put the word out."
I took out my wallet and peeled off my last Benjamin, placing it on the bar.
Mario grinned at me, returning to the walkie-talkie. "Make it a hundred. I don't like the fucker, and I want he should learn a lesson."
Then he turned and shook my hand. "I appreciate the notice. Take care of her, alright? She's one of the good ones. Been with me for seven years. That's an eternity in this business."
"I'll do my best, sir. You're right. She is one of the good ones."
I'm not sure Mario and I would ever be friends, but I like to believe we understood each other a little better after that meeting. I was predisposed not to like strip club managers, having heard some nasty rumors. I don't believe Mario was that kind of guy. Bethany had nothing bad to say about him, and it appeared he did care for his girls, at least some of them. I could work with that.
Back in the truck, I explained to the girls that they had the night off, and that Cindy could take the next few off.
"I can't afford to," she argued. "A little makeup and I'll be as good as new."
"Cindy, do you trust me?" I asked.
She answered quickly. "Totally, Joshua."
"I don't want you working until at least Monday. We'll discuss the details when we get home. Money won't be an issue. Am I understood?"
She was wedged in the front between me and Bethany. She leaned her head on my shoulder, placing her hand on my thigh. "Yes, Joshua," she said softly.
"Would you like me to take you to the hospital?" I asked.
"No," she said, shaking her head slightly. "Please just take me home."
Back at the house, Lilith was waiting for us. She ran out to the truck, Hercules on her heels. "What happened?" she yelled before we could even stop.
Bethany explained while I started unloading. By the second trip, the girls were contributing, following me into the newly emptied bedroom beside the girls.
Bethany stopped in the doorway, before turning toward me. "You ... you just finished this room yesterday. Did you know ...?"
I dumped the bags on the twin bed. "There are some things you know, some things you're told, and some things that just feel important. I didn't know what would happen to Cindy."
Lilith was standing beside her sister. "You were told, weren't you? God told you. That's why you made this room ready, even though we have eight open ones upstairs."
Cindy was watching us, appearing confused. I shrugged. "Let's just say that I was encouraged, and leave it at that."
I reached for my wallet, which for once was almost empty. Except for a new little surprise I'd worked out with Bruce at the Illusionist Warehouse. I pulled out stack of ones, displaying the empty wallet. I sighed, counted them out, and folded them over. I looked to the skies for a moment, leaving the women quiet.
"Bethany, take her out tomorrow and get whatever she needs. We'll get the rest of her stuff out of the apartment over the weekend." I did the move, flipping the bills over, and counted out several hundred dollar bills. Thank you, Gregory Wilson.
I heard their gasp as I separated three of the hundreds, handing them to Bethany. "Let me know if you need more."
I turned toward the astonished Cindy, hugging her. "You're ours now. We'll take care of you. You're safe and loved."
Cindy finally broke down, clinging to me and sobbing. I saw that Lilith had snatched the money from her sister, and was examining it. Sorry, kiddo, that part was clean, and she wasn't getting a peek in my wallet.
"How long is your lease for?" I asked.
"Three m-m-more months," she sobbed.
I nodded at Lilith. "Take care of that, please. I want it closed out this weekend. Same for utilities." I loosened my grip on Cindy, tilting her head up, her swollen face reminding me of her misery. "Your car?"
"In the parking lot. You don't think he'll take it, do you?" she asked.
"No, but if he does, we'll get it back. Don't worry about that. Don't worry about anything, not now."
She nodded, then surprised me by grabbing my head and kissing me fiercely. I went along, until she eased up, then backed away slightly. "Thank you," I said, grinning. "Now why don't you get settled in? I, unfortunately, have work to do. We'll talk later."
Again, to Bethany, I said, "Get her keys to the place and get her a gate controller. Take care of her; she's had a rough day."
I hoped that nobody saw the erection I was sporting. Then again, that had been common enough lately. Besides, I had plans for that.
* * *
By the end of the weekend, you'd have thought Cindy had been a resident forever. She was still feeling very grateful and made sure I knew it, often. She was barely dressed half the time, and it was rubbing off on the other two. I'm pretty sure I was hard about 10 hours a day, if not more.
Cindy was taken care of, her belongings retrieved, her car in the shop getting the once over and any maintenance and repairs completed. Rafe was a ghost, at least according to Mario. And a visit to the bank had my finances in order again.
Wednesday was Bethany's next night off, and it was Cindy's second day back. Today was the day. Lilith went to bed earlier than her sister weeknights. Once she was gone, I retired for a few preparations before calling Bethany over. She was dressed in her late night wear which was ideal.
I had her sit next to me on the couch, and offered her some wine. I let her drink what I'd prepared, talking inanities, letting it start to take effect.
She was pleasantly buzzed, and I could see she was ready. I pulled her close, kissing her softly.
"Bethany, my love, I've got a message for you," I said.
She smiled. "Okay. Tell me."
I shook my head. "It's not that kind of message. As a matter of fact, it's not really from me." I took my time, then looked up to the sky.
She caught on pretty quickly. "For me? He has a message for me?"
I nodded. "He's been trying to get it to you, but you're blocking. You're not open to Him. Not yet."
She pouted. "I ... I don't mean to be," she said.
"I know. He knows. That's why He asked me to deliver it to you, personally."
Bethany was trembling, staring into my eyes, her excitement palpable. "Don't be mean, Joshua! Just tell me!"
I sighed, holding her hands. "I wish I could. I don't even know the message. I'm just the delivery mechanism. The message is in me, trying to get out. It's difficult."
I drew her close, lifting her, seating her in my lap. I wrapped my arms around her, hugging her tightly. "Hold me. Feel it. Listen for it. It's there."
We were quiet for a while, letting her relax. It was time.
I held Bethany close. "Can you hear it?"
She gazed at me with those huge milk chocolate eyes. "He's speaking to you now?"
"Speaking doesn't adequately describe it. It's a total experience. My entire body is resonating with His message. It's hard to believe you can't feel it."
"What's He saying?" she asked hesitantly.
"If you can't hear it, perhaps it's not meant to be." I pulled away, unwrapping her arms, and leaned back in the couch.
The poor girl was almost in tears. She got up and stood before me, head bowed in sorrow.
I almost felt guilty. Almost.
I guess you know what happened next. I kind of spilled that at the beginning of the story. As you can see, I'm not really the fiend that scene makes me out to be. Not that I'm an innocent either.
It was two hours later that I was in her bed, pumping between her legs, the clinically pure MDMA setting her on fire, the odor free balm leaving her skin tingling, the message from my 'special' ring beating into her brain. She screamed her pleasure for me once again, collapsing upon me. I peeked over to see Lilith watching, unable to tear her eyes away.
When I'd sated myself with beautiful Bethany, Lilith and I talked briefly, setting the stage for her epiphany. I was in no hurry to get to her. I was absolutely convinced that Bethany would be receiving many more messages from me. My enforced celibacy was stripped from me, by God himself, no less. All for her.
I was still luxuriating in the afterglow when I heard Cindy's arrival. I got up and put on my robe, before seeking her out. She looked exhausted.
"Long night?" I asked.
She shrugged. "The usual. Not too bad."
I took her by the hand and had her sit down. "Relax. I'll be just a minute." I returned with a bottle of wine and poured her a glass. She took a sip, while I removed her shoes, and massaged her feet. She sighed, sinking back into the couch, her little skirt moving far enough up to give me a tantalizing view. Not enough to bring life to the monster, not after Bethany.
"How's the car performing?" I asked.
"Oh my G—," she blushed. "G-g-goodness. It's amazing! It drives like new. Thank you so much." She smiled at me over her glass. "It seems I'm always saying thank you lately. You must get tired of hearing it."
I grinned back. "I do. So stop. No need to thank me. Your presence here is thanks enough."
She pouted. "That's silly. My presence? You've got Bethany and Lilith. They're younger, prettier, and absolutely devoted to you."
"Your beauty is internal, Cindy. It shines from you like a beacon. I love to bask in its light. Having you here is wonderful. I mean that with all my heart."
Here foot was being mischievous, rubbing between my legs. "I wish there was some way I could show you how much you mean to me, Joshua. Something."
"A smile is more than enough."
She gave me a big one, her foot getting more daring. Then I saw a confused look on her face. "There's something different about you," she said. Then she sat up abruptly. "Oh my God! You did it, didn't you? You and Bethany! You're not even hard, and you're always hard!"
I'm sure I blushed. "It's complicated."
She was grinning, walking over to me on her knees until she was clinging to me. "Spill, buster. I know you did it. I want details." Then she was laughing, stretching out in my lap, looking up at me with joy in her yes. "You're not celibate anymore!"
"It ... it wasn't my fault. She had difficulty receiving His message, until, well ..."
Her eyes opened wide in surprise. "He had a message for her? Just for her?"
I nodded.
"And you too, you had to do it, for her to ... understand?"
I nodded again.
"Do you think he has a message for me?" she asked hopefully.
"Perhaps, but I haven't been told."
She was staring at me, then she reached for the front of her outfit. It was a skintight dress that didn't reach much past her crotch. Electric blue, with a big chrome zipper down the front. Definitely stripper-wear. I watched her hand slowly draw the zipper down, until her dress opened completely, leaving her exposed to my view. She was braless, wearing a thong, and her body was stunning. "You don't mind?" she asked, with a teasing lilt to her voice.
I placed my hand on her stomach, rubbing her softly. She grinned when she grabbed my wrist and pulled it up to her breast. Damn, she had nice tits.
"You and Bethany, you're not exclusive, are you? I'm not going to poach girlfriend's territory."
"I'm not sure what we are," I admitted. "I'm still not sure about my celibacy. This wasn't something I chose to do."
She pouted. "Seems like the message is clear enough. He wanted you to do it. That's why He arranged things the way He did. You don't need to be celibate, Joshua. We can take care of you, and still leave you plenty of time for your work."
"I'm lost, Cindy. Confused. I don't know what's happening to me. It's too much, too fast."
She nodded, then sat up, peeling off her dress, and straddling my waist. Her tits were right in front of my face. "I understand, Joshua. There's no rush. But I need you to understand that I'm going to fuck your brains out soon. As soon as you're ready. I've wanted to from the first time I met you, and it's just getting worse and worse. Can you smell me? I want you so bad. So you need to get your head on straight, and when you're ready, give me a sign."
She reached down between my legs and smiled. "Dang, I guess Bethany didn't quite finish you after all."
I think I was as surprised as her. She yanked my robe open, scooting back enough to see where I was hard. I was naked underneath the robe, and the result of her actions was obvious.
She kissed me softly. "I'm gonna blow you now, Joshua. I hope you don't mind."
When I didn't say know, she slid off the couch onto her knees and took me in her mouth. The woman was an oral artist, and despite Bethany's earlier efforts, I only lasted about ten minutes. Ten of the most delightful minutes of blowjob that I'd ever received.
We didn't talk, until I let her know I was close. That didn't slow her down a bit. When I was done, she smiled up at me. "Think of that as a down payment. I owe you big time. When I'm done with you, you're going to love me just as much as those sisters. I've spent a long time looking for you, and I'll be damned if I'm going to let you get away."
"Language, Cindy," I reminded her.
She gave my cock a long slow lick. "I'll be darned if I'll let you get away." Her smile was huge. "This is friggin' great!"
Cindy stood up and rubbed her breasts against my face. "Get you head on straight, lover. And once you do, understand, my bed is yours. Anytime."
As I watched her walk away, her slutty dress hanging from one hand, a spring in her step, I shook my head. Now that certainly wasn't according to plan.
Returning to my bedroom, I set the alarm for one hour away. I was going to be tired the next day, but I figured it would be worth it.
It was after three in the morning when I closed the door to the secret passageway, having completed my mission. Now we'd find out if Min's efforts passed the test. If so, I imagine the morning would be a surprising one.
* * *
Apparently I missed the bulk of the excitement when I was out on my run. For once, there was nobody waiting for me when I finished. I walked into the house, and could hear the excited jabbering from the sisters' room.
I stood in the doorway, sweaty and breathing hard. I could see the girls were gathered in front of Bethany's closet. "What's going on?" I asked.
Bethany spun around, holding a white dress in the air. "This!" she squealed.
"What? I've always liked your blue dress. It looks great on you."
All three of the girls looked at me like I was insane, which made sense. "My blue dress?"
I nodded, stepping past her to pull another white dress out of the closet. All of them were white. "Now your black one is my favorite," I said.
"Black?" Lilith said.
"Uh-huh. What's the problem?"
It had taken Min and her minions almost three weeks to make copies of all of Bethany's clothing in all white. I thought it had come out pretty good. It had taken me several days and lots of Internet shopping to replace the rest of her clothing. Shorts, blouses, socks, panties, the works. The girl had an all-white wardrobe. The after-effect of her epiphany.
I know what you're thinking. I'm not evil, just a little mischievous.
"What color is this?" Cindy snapped, holding up a different outfit. It took me a second to figure out the design.
"Gray, black and white. Not one of my favorites."
Bethany pulled out another. "This?"
"Naughty cow-girl. Maybe my favorite working outfit."
Lilith was the first to break. "It's white, Joshua. All white. Every outfit is white!"
I frowned, pulling another one out of the close. "Seriously? Fire-engine red!" I said, waving the dress.
Bethany looked really confused. "No, baby. That was red. Now it's white, like all the rest of them. You ... you don't think He did this, do you?"
"Well, I know I didn't! I can't even see what you're talking about." Okay, a little lie, but it wasn't said out of meanness.
They all started talking again, and I turned away grinning. Keep them on their toes. I was halfway to the shower when Lilith fell in step beside me. "You really can't tell they're all white?"
"No. I mean they look a little faded, but I figured that was the light in the room. Definitely not white."
Lilith followed me into the bathroom and started to undress, as I turned on the shower.



"Lilith..."
"Oh, fuck you, Joshua. If you can screw my sister's brains out, and turn her wardrobe inside out doing it, you can damn sure shower with me and let me give you a handjob."
It was hard to argue with that.
Back in my bedroom, Bethany was seated on my bed, wearing only panties. I was beginning to regret the delightful handjob that her sister had given me minutes earlier.
Bethany looked upset. "Joshua, can we talk?"
I sat down beside her, naked. "Of course. Always. Whatever you want."
She nodded, then dropped her head and hugged my chest. "I'm scared."
"Scared? Why?"
Lilith gave us a tender look, then quietly left us alone. I saw her and Cindy talking down the hall.
"I don't know what He wants from me. Obviously, things are changed. I've changed. Everything's changed. What am I gonna do now?"
I gave her a hug, then drew her down to the bed, holding her. "You live your life the best you can, and you keep on keepin' on, my love. I'll be here for you, and so will your sisters."
She nodded slowly, kissing my chest. "You really do love me, don't you?"
I held her close, nuzzling her hair. "You know I do. You're now my companion in every way."
"I'm sorry I made you break your vow," she said.
"I'm not. I think it needed to happen. Cindy and I talked about it last night. It's not like He gave me much choice, is it?"
She giggled, shaking her head. "Who would have thought that God was a match-maker?"
I kissed her lightly. "Are you unhappy?"
She shook her head again. "No. Just confused." Then she rolled over on top of me, smiling. "Best sex of my life. No doubt about that. Geez, that was intense!"
"Do you remember your message?" I asked.
"Like I could ever forget it? It's still ringing in my head. Love. That's my meaning, my purpose. Pure love." She kissed me, softly. "Can we do it again, Joshua? Without all the craziness? Just pure love?"
I wanted to. "I, uh, your sister, in the shower ..."
She glared at me for a second, then chuckled. "I guess the barn door is open now. You're not celibate. You need to be gentle with her, okay? She's never been with a man. What we did last night? That would kill her."
"I'm not even sure we're going to—"
"You are too! You have to!"
"Bethany, you're my companion. You needed to hear your message. It's not the same with Lilith."
"Don't tell me you don't think she's pretty, that she doesn't turn you on," Bethany insisted.
"She's beautiful, so much like you, with different coloring. I love her, of course. But you're my companion."
She pouted. "Joshua! I never thought you were selfish. That girl loves you. You've been teasing her for months. You have to, you just have to!"
"We'll see. I ... I think there'll be more messages."
Bethany looked surprised, then gave me a huge smile. "For Lilith?"
I nodded. "I think so."
"Cindy too?"
I was slower to shrug. "I don't know. I don't get the same feeling. Maybe it's too early. But I ... I feel like there's a message for Lilith. Like yours but different. Her own message."
"Do you think you'll have to - you know - with her, for her to get it?"
"I don't know, Bethany. This is all as much a mystery to me as it is to you. I didn't expect last night."
She grew quiet. "You liked it, didn't you, Joshua? It wasn't just me, was it?"
I couldn't help but chuckle. "Best night of my life. You were amazing."
"Well, it's only gonna get better. Now you need to love me. I'm not some one-night stand."
Her hand had brought me to life, and it wasn't going to be hard to deliver. I knew that without all the extras it couldn't be as intense as the night before, but I had no doubt it would be good.
I was wrong. It was so much better than good. It was incredible.
She used her mouth to get me hard, and the way she looked up at me, sucking, doing her best to pleasure me, was amazing. This time, I got to return the pleasure and found that our dear Bethany was extremely sensitive. I gave her two delicious orgasms before mounting her.
Her eyes drilled into mine, as my cock entered her. She gave the softest moan of pleasure as I sank into her. "I love you, Joshua," she whispered. "I'll always love you."
I kissed her, breathing her breath, as I started pumping into her, feeling her motions, her hips rocking with me, her warm depths surrounding me. I gazed on her beautiful face, before looking down her tight young body. It was mine, totally and without reservation.
"I've wanted to do this for so long," I told her.
She gave me a tender smile. "I know, honey. Now you'll never have to wait again. This body is yours. All of me. Whatever you want. I'll be everything you need, Joshua. Everything."
We didn't talk much more. We didn't change positions. I made slow love to her from on top and watched as she slowly reached her plateaus, coming for me, pleading for more.
Lilith's handjob may have been a blessing. I had a lot of staying power, and got her off three times the last one so intense it caught me, and I was coming with her. I was still breathing hard, staring into her beautiful face, when I saw the tears start.
"What's wrong, Angel Love?" I whispered.
"I was afraid. Afraid it wouldn't be as good. I'm such a fool. I should have known," she said, reaching up to caress my face.
"Happy?" I teased.
"Delirious. Thank you, Joshua."
* * *
Bethany looked great in white. Her skin was tanned, and it contrasted beautifully. I was worried she'd go out and get some new, colorful outfits. She'd always liked bright colors, but she didn't. She didn't fight it at all. She wore white at all times, even to her work.
It was a few days later, that Cindy was wheedling me. "Come on, Joshua. You need to come down and see. It's amazing!"
She had the night off, and Bethany was working. After half-an-hour of nagging, I finally gave in.
I guess I was on Mario's good side, or maybe it was Cindy's presence. I paid no cover, and Maria delivered a drink personally. When I pulled out my wallet she shook her head. "No charge for you, Joshua. Mario's orders."
I still tipped her a ten, and let Cindy take me down stage. She had been talking to the DJ, and she whispered in my ear as we sat. "After Darla. You're not going to believe this."
Darla was good. She always was. She knew how to get to the crowd, and when she did her duo with Raven, sometimes I thought the crowd would go insane. Tonight was no different, and she had most of the crowd whipped into a frenzy when she walked off the stage.
I rarely sat at the tables. The bar was my home. The girls, for the most part, knew to leave me alone. I hadn't been in to watch in over a month, but even the new girls left me alone. I figured it was Cindy's presence.
"And now, what you've all been waiting for, our very own Angel Love!"
The lights dimmed, and a cloud of smoke covered the stage. The applause was outrageous. As it quieted, the music died down to nothing before starting up again.
It was the first time I'd heard classical music in a strip bar. I'd heard the song, but I didn't know the name. It started quiet, slowly building.
Bethany came out in all white, a conservative, almost innocent spring dress, stepping slowly across the stage, eyes downward, plucking the petals off of a daisy. A spotlight hit her, and she glanced upward, shading her eyes, turning away. Another appeared and it looked like she attempted to dodge it. She brushed against the pole, and it looked like she was stuck on it somehow. She tugged, nervously then frantically, finally pulling away, leaving her dress behind, staggering away in a white corset.
The crowd went nuts.
She was blushing, looking out into the audience, a nervous smile twisting her innocent pink painted lips. She stepped into a spotlight, freezing, before moving forward shakily, covering her body with her hands.
She was the epitome of innocence and beauty, fragility and naivete. And the audience was eating it up. Then a new song started.
"There'll be no strings to bind your hands,
Not if my love can't bind your heart..."
That's when she saw me. She stumbled, looking around anxiously, then stood upright. She smiled for me. And I knew it was only for me. And she started to dance.
Her body moved, undulating, twisting oh-so-slowly. Her arms reached out to me, beckoning, pleading.
" ... I see no need to take me home
I'm old enough to face the dawn ..."
She had been mostly in shadow, slowly moving forward into a powerful spotlight that lit her up. I could see now that there were silver threads in her outfit that glittered as she moved. She looked spectacular.
My angel danced for me, her body swaying, her corset flying away as she spun around like a ballerina. She took a turn around the stage, giving everyone a little show, before returning to me. Her movements slowed, almost stopping, just a gentle sway to her body. She stared at me, her hand reaching behind her, opening her bra, before catching it, still covering her breasts. The shouts from the audience quieted in anticipation, before she turned her head away, apparently blushing, releasing the bra and exposing herself to me.
I'd expected shouts from the audience, but it was quiet. Her head slowly turned, drifting across the crowd, as she spun around, apparently searching, until after what seemed like an eternity she turned back to me, a huge smile covering her face.
She looked so beautiful, so unsullied. The last thing you expected to see in this place. She was pure as light, pure as love itself.
Her arms opened wide, reaching for me, the joy on her face rapturous, before turning to shock. She jerked backwards, struggling against some unknown force, fighting forward, despairing. I saw tears on her face as she continued her struggle, fighting so hard but continuously losing ground. Her final surrender was piteous, her head lowered, her body shaking, as she was pinned to the center pole.
" ... Just call me angel of the morning, angel
Just touch my cheek before you leave me, baby..."
A gasp rose out of the crowd as the spotlight hit her. Her body jerked upward and started to rise. Slowly, agonizingly she came off the ground, the spotlight apparently dragging her upward, until she gracefully accepted it. With a final reaching out toward me, she looked upward, extending her arms. She rose faster, then everything went dark, and she was gone.
The audience exploded into the silence.
"That's our Angel Love. Let her know we want her back, and maybe heaven will release her to us for a little while longer. Give it up for Angel Love."
Money was being tossed on stage, and a couple of the girls were scurrying around, picking it up. That was unexpected. The girls were very protective of their tips.
It was a couple of minutes later that Bethany appeared among the crowd. She was still dressed in white, back to her corset look. She may have been the most covered girl working there, but it didn't take away from her sensuality. I watched as she played the crowd, stopping by the tables, thanking the guys, teasing a little, bestowing brief kisses on cheeks, running her fingers through their hair.
"What did I tell you?" Cindy said. "Pretty amazing, huh?"
"When did all this happen?"
"The day after you and her. She walked in to Mario and told him what she wanted. She was adamant and very specific. He fought her for a while, but finally gave in, when she said she'd pay for the stage changes. They split if fifty-fifty."
I looked over at her, as difficult as it was to tear my eyes off Bethany. "And you know this because ..."
Cindy smiled. "I might have been there, encouraging her. She didn't pay a dime, by the way. Mario's no idiot. He's got a headliner. She's something else."
That's when a gorgeous angel appeared from behind my chair and plopped in my lap. "You should have told me you were coming," she pouted.
"Angel Love?"
She blushed. "The name was your idea. You like?"
"You were amazing."
She grinned from ear to ear. "You know the best part? No more pandering. No more lap dances. No VIP rooms. None. They're happy for me to just sit and talk with them, and they tip better than ever."
I finally noticed that we were in a spotlight. She glanced up, pouting. "That's the worst part. Mario has the dang light following me around all the time. Makes me sweat like a pig."
I couldn't help but laugh. "You're glowing, my love. Not sweating."
"Alright, I glow like a stuck pig. Every half-hour I have to go in back and sponge bathe." She planted a kiss on me and stood up. "Time to pay the bills," she sighed.
"You don't have any bills," I reminded her.
She laughed, twirling away from me. "That's 'cause I'm an Angel!"
"You've created a monster," Cindy teased. "Come on, let's get out of here, or Mario's going to try to put me to work."
We got a princess wave from Bethany as we left. No glares from Maria either.
* * *
I think I'm pretty patient. My celibacy was over, big time, and although Bethany and I still kept separate beds, we were sharing one at least a couple of times every day. And it was still amazing.
Not that my other plans had fallen completely to the wayside. Min was back to work, finishing our previous project, and starting on a new one, for Cindy of course. My pocket full of miracles was fleshing out nicely, thank you very much, and my collection of illicit substances was all but complete. Even the house and property was close to where I wanted it to be.
It was close to two weeks from when Bethany received her message, that I was spiking her sister's dinner drink. Our two dancers were working, and Lilith and I had the house to ourselves. It seemed like time.
After dinner, I lured her over to the couch, with a final glass of wine. "Lilith—"
She sat up eagerly. "Is it my turn? Do you have a message for me?"
"I do."
She laughed jumping up and pulling me by the hand toward the bedroom. "I can't believe it's really happening," she squealed.
I almost laughed with her, tugging on her hand to slow her down. "Relax, beautiful. The message is difficult. Very difficult for me, alright? Please be patient, and work with me on this. We're not going to jump in bed and start screwing."
"I know, Joshua. Beth told me all about it. I'm just ... I don't know ... it's more than excited, I need to know. What's my message?"
Five minutes later we were naked in bed, and she was lying on top of me, our bodies connecting as much as possible. "It's there?" she whispered. "The message for me? You can hear it?"
"Not exactly hear it, you understand. It's hard to explain, but yes, it's here, and it's for you."
We settled down, our lips pressed together, quiet, unmoving, our breath shared, my hands caressing her back, up to her head. "Let it in," I whispered.
"I'm trying, Joshua," she said.
"Relax, concentrate. Block out everything."
"I can feel it, all over me, everywhere we're touching. It's warm, I can feel it."
"Excellent, now hush, beautiful, and open up."
I set the ring on two, and held her head, gazing into her eyes. "Accept it," I said.
I pressed it to her temple, and it was like I'd shocked her. Her eyes burst open, staring into mine. "I ... I heard it!"
"What? What is it?"
She pouted. "I couldn't tell, but I heard something. I swear I did. I'm not imagining things."
"Kiss me, my Lilith. Kiss me, and open yourself. Accept."
She was wriggling slightly, and I had little doubt the balm and MDMA were starting to take effect. She whimpered into my mouth, as I upped the setting to four.
"So close," she whispered. "It's there, just out of reach."
"Relax, my love. Let it in."
At six, she was squirming uncontrollably. "Why can't I understand it," she whined. "It's there, so close." She reached down between us. "Can I, Joshua, please?"
"Alright, I'm letting go now. I'm going under. Trust me and accept your message."
I held her head firmly, my lips pressed to hers, as her body slowly, agonizingly accepted me. She whimpered a little as I made it about half way before stalling. She was breathing hard while I maintained the appearance of absence.
"More, Joshua," she whispered, "just a little more."
She was hunching at me, her hips pushing down, accepting more and more of my cock. It was close. I didn't expect the response I'd gotten from Bethany, but I was hoping for the best. All it took was a little movement from my thumb and the ring was maxed out. She was trembling when I pressed it against her temple.
Her response was more than I could have hoped for. She squealed into my mouth, her body bucking as she drove down on my cock, taking the whole thing. She was shaking like a leaf before she tore her lips away from mine.
"FAITH!" she screamed.
My hands settled down to her bottom, holding her, driving into her. "Faith," I confirmed.
She moaned, settling down onto me, holding me. "He loves me, Joshua. He gave me a message, a purpose."
I kissed her, slowly plumbing her depths while she clung to me. I saw a change appear on her face, a smile slowly growing. She turned her head to look at me. "So this is sex, huh?"
I nodded.
"I like it. A lot. I thought it would hurt."
"I like it too."
She giggled. "I bet you do. Make love to me, Joshua."
I rolled her over underneath me, and turned the ring off, not wanting to take any chances. We kissed and made love. It was pretty wonderful. Not as good as her sister, but amazing on its own. It was my Lilith, a broken child, a virgin, surrendering to me completely.
We were quiet, and I figure after a while she was riding the MDMA, as she started to come for me. We took our time, played around a bit, and she got me up twice more after the first one. I introduced her to a variety of positions, and she turned out to be remarkably orgasmic for a virgin. Unlike anything I'd ever experienced, and trust me, I'd experienced more than my share.
She was very clingy afterward, repeating her word fervently. We were in the shower, where I was worshiping her young body when the dancers arrived home.
Lilith was gone like a shot, not bothering to dress or even dry off. I was only a few seconds behind her, donning a robe.
She nearly bowled her sister over, leaping into her arms. "I'm Faith!" she squealed.
I entered the room a little sheepishly. I had, after all, deflowered my companion and girlfriend's baby sister, while she was strutting her stuff on stage.
Bethany laughed and hugged her sister back. "That's wonderful! You got your message?"
Lilith was laughing, almost dancing with joy. "Over and over again. You've been holding out on me sis, this sex stuff is pretty awesome."
I approached the two and hugged both. "I hope you're not angry. I would have preferred for you to be here, but I don't get to choose when the message comes."
Bethany gave me a big kiss which went a long way towards allaying any concerns. "No, it was better this way. She needed it."
I opened my robe and pulled Lilith inside, wrapping her naked body up against mine. Her arm went around me, and she settled in. It felt good.
Cindy leaned in and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "I guess you had a good night."
"Actually, it's pretty hard on me. Painful. I'll admit the aftermath was outrageous."
Lilith giggled. "I'm outrageous."
I pulled Cindy back, and claimed a better kiss, which she slowly got into, hugging me, rubbing her scantily clad body against mine, her tongue devilish and teasing. "Mmmm, that was much better," I said.
"I'll say," Lilith added. Her hand was on my cock, stroking my resurgent hardness.
"Lily, this doesn't mean you get to hog him," Bethany said. "He's my companion."
"I know, Beth, but this is my special night. I got my message. Be happy for me."



"I am. It's amazing. I'm just worn out. Let me change and we'll pop a bottle of champagne and celebrate."
That's how ten minutes later I found myself seated on the couch, a glorious young ginger riding my cock, her sister cuddled up to us, kissing me, and encouraging us. If that wasn't enough, Cindy showed up a few minutes later, sitting on the other side of me, nibbling my neck. "A girl could get jealous," she whispered.
"Uh-uh," bouncing Lilith replied. "No ... jealousy ... allowed."
"None?" Cindy said.
"Maybe a little," Bethany said. "But we'll be happy for you when you get your message."
"Me? You think He's got a message for me?"
"I'm sure. He had us fix you a room right with us, not upstairs. You're family, Sin. I know it," Bethany insisted.
Little Lilith was still grinding away on her new plaything. "Faith," she said. "Gotta ... have ... oh, oh, Oh, OOOOH!" she squealed, coming for me so sweetly. She was trembling while I soothed her.
She finally looked up, grinning shyly, her face red. "Faith, Sister Cindy."
Cindy laughed. "Easy for you to say."
Lilith closed her eyes and started moving again. The girl was insatiable. "No, it's not. I thought he was full of shit at first. Some scam he was pulling on Beth. I ... I was still having doubts sometimes. I'm such a fool. Now I know. It's faith. Screw the doubts and have faith in my Joshua."
I'll admit, I felt a twinge of guilt. Just a smidgen. Not enough to ignore the sweet thing riding my cock. I hugged her. "Love you, Lilith."
She purred in my arms. "I know, Joshua. You love all of us. You have a huge heart. I should have trusted you more. I'll never doubt you again."
I gave her a long kiss before I let her go. "Ride me Sister Faith. I want to come in you again."
She giggled, and went to town, bouncing up and down on my cock. Insatiable, with endless energy. She was going to kill me.
It was only a few minutes later that I was holding her perfect little ass, and pumping her full, while her sister and our new roommate urged her on, clinging to me on each side. Lilith finally appeared worn out, settling down on my chest, humming happily. "Gotta have faith, you gotta have faith," she mumbled.
The bubbly was gone, and I'm pretty sure we were all exhausted. I carried my Lilith to her bed, and tucked her in, my juices still trickling down her thighs. I leaned over Bethany's bed and gave her a warm kiss goodnight.
"She's gonna be sore tomorrow. How many times did you guys do it?" she asked.
"I don't know. A lot. Since around eight o'clock."
Bethany chuckled. "Poor little girl. She's gonna learn a hard lesson. Still love me, Joshua? Am I still your companion?"
It hurt to hear her doubts. I lay down beside her. "Now and always, my love. Nothing else compares."
"Not even an adoring eighteen year-old virgin?"
I pressed my lips to her ear. "Not even close. You're my koinônos."
She turned and kissed me. "I know. I just like to hear it. Don't mind me if I get a little insecure."
"Please don't. Trust me. You are love. Don't forget that."
She smiled. "I am, aren't I? Your love."
"Always."
I was pretty damn tired when two hours later I slipped into the passageway and did another clothing exchange.
* * *
I was struggling with my alarm clock, having put it on snooze at least three times, when I heard the excited squeal. I knew what that was, and was still the last one to get to their room.
The girls, all looking as tired as I felt, were pawing through Lilith's stuff. Another amazing job by Min, a light teal was the color we'd chosen for Lilith. It was the color of a sweater she owned that looked absolutely fabulous on her. That was one piece of clothing we didn't have to remake.
In Lilith's case, we had one additional surprise. A new outfit, a designer dress that Min assured me would look incredible on our little one. It didn't take them long to find it.
Cindy snatched it out of Lilith's hands. "Oh my God! That's a Vera Wang. I saw Kate Hudson wearing one just like it!"
"Cindy, language, please," I reminded her.
"There's no label," Bethany said.
"Please! Look at the lines, the stitching. This is a three thousand dollar dress," Cindy insisted.
Lilith laughed. "I doubt He paid that much."
"Geez, who would have thought that God made knock-offs," Cindy said.
"Or ...?" I teased.
"Or? Or ... Oh! I guess that would explain everything, huh? Now we know where the bitch gets her inspiration! That is so unfair!" Cindy whined.
I could only laugh. I gave each of the girls a hug and a sour kiss. "Have fun, and wear the emerald blouse, I love how it brings out your eyes. I'm going on my run."
"There isn't any emerald blouse, doofus!" Lilith called after me.
If this were any more fun, it would be illegal.
* * *
They were wearing me out. I had to make a rule, that they only got two shots each, per day. Bethany liked to split hers up, getting her first turn while her sister was at school, and saving the second for a quiet loving interlude after she got home from work.
Lilith liked to have both back-to-back, after dinner and before she went to bed. I wasn't complaining. She was still insatiable, and when I introduced oral into our plain time, she went nuts. In a good way.
I was even considering leaving Cindy out of the equation, as much as I liked her and found her extremely sexy. I wasn't sure I could handle three women, even if I put her on a shorter schedule.
Add to that the fact that we were still having weekend visitors, and two more possibles had introduced themselves into the equation, after three consecutive visits. One was being especially forceful and had a body that just wouldn't quit. She'd get me alone every chance she could, pitching her offering. It was substantial, but sex wasn't an issue at the moment.
I was surprised when Lilith spoke up. "Not her. Not Janelle."
"You don't like her?" I asked. It seemed like they got along well.
Cindy appeared to be on Janelle's side. "She could use the help. She's had a hard time of it."
"Nope," Lilith insisted. "Tanya or Jade would be fine but not Janelle."
"Care to explain why?" I asked.
That seemed to put Lilith off balance. "I'm ... I'm not sure why, but I know she's wrong. I know it. You have to trust me on this. I'm the Conscience and I know, I absolutely know she's not right for us. Please."
It was the first time that Lilith had pushed the Conscience thing in ages. I was willing to go along on that basis alone. Bethany quickly agreed. Cindy folded good-naturedly.
It wasn't a week later that Janelle and her long-time boyfriend were caught robbing a home. I felt bad for her and wondered if we'd taken her in if she could have avoided the trouble. Lilith set me straight. "She's a con, Joshua. You're just too honest to see it. She would have robbed us or worse."
The honest bit was a little hurtful, but I decided that I'd listen to Lilith in the future when she got her hunches.
Which made the next major event all the more improbable.
* * *
I was seriously pondering adding Cindy to the fold. Min had already started on the outfits, and I was waffling between Hope and Joy for her message. Bethany had been asking if I'd even gotten a hint of a message, and Cindy was hinting she wanted to be included. Like crawling into my bed naked, hinting.
All that got put on a back-burner when a mystery guest appeared at the door on a Sunday afternoon, with everyone home and three guests visiting.
I should have known something funny was going on when Hercules didn't bark. That and the fact that we hadn't gotten a buzz from the gate.
For some reason, I answered the door myself, which was rare. I opened the door to find an absolutely stunning blonde standing there. She was a vision. The mythical Texas beauty, tall, lean, born to wear the jeans she was parading, nice breasts presenting plenty of cleavage in her pearl buttoned blouse. She had the big blonde hair and a straw cowboy hat on, clearly good quality. She also had the bluest eyes I'd ever seen and a huge smile.
She stepped past the two suitcases bracketing her and gave me a huge hug. "I'm so glad to finally meet you, Joshua. Get my bags?" She had that west Texas drawl going, which I confess a weakness for.
She walked into the place like she owned it, reaching down and patting Hercules on the head like they were old friends. I was trying to figure out where I knew her from. I didn't recognize her, and I should, but she seemed to know me. "Introduce me, Joshua. I'm Kate."
I was still confused but took her in to meet everyone, her bags in each hand. I don't remember the last time I felt so out of control of a situation. Kate walked around hugging and kissing everyone. She explained she was from Ft. Worth and worked at Baby Dolls, a pretty well know strip club. She certainly seemed to have the look.
Once she'd met everybody, she turned toward me. "Upstairs, second room on the right," she said, heading for the stairwell.
I was so confused. But she did look damn good walking up the stairs in front of me. I followed her to the second of the 'nice' rooms, and she pointed to the floor when I started to put the bags on the bed.
When I turned around, her blouse was off, and she was sitting on the bed, working on her boots. "A little help, sugar? These things are killing me. It's a dang three mile walk from the bus station."
She extended her leg, and of course, I helped her remove her boots. I had barely stood them up before she was working on her jeans. I imagined that was going to be a job. They looked painted on. "Don't just stand there, honey. Get those duds off."
"Listen, Kate, I don't—"
She laughed, walked over and gave me a quick kiss. "I know, sugar. It's gonna be all good, I promise." She was wiggling out of her Jeans which were halfway down her thighs. "You've got a message for me. You just don't know it yet. Time's a wasting, honey."
I felt like I was in a daze, undressing. Her body was dream fodder. She pulled the covers on the bed down, then knelt before me as I was folding my pants. I still had my socks on when she starting sucking my cock.
She wasn't the best, but it was mind-blowing. A complete stranger, walking in, taking over, stripping me down and sucking me. The fact that she was drop-dead gorgeous helped a lot. After a couple of minutes when I was as hard as I was going to get, she dragged me over to the bed and had my lie down on my back. When she mounted me, I entered her easily. She was soaking wet. She gave me a big toothy smile. "I'm been waiting for this way too long, Joshua. And you won't need that silly ring for me."
I was stunned that she knew about the ring. Stunned enough to let her ride me like a wild woman to her first screaming orgasm. "JOY!" she screamed, loud enough to wake the drunks down at the Sunoco.
She calmed down after that, moving slower. "Mmmm, I thought so. Thank you, Joshua."
"Joy?"
"Yep. I'm Joy. I figured that or Grace. It's good to get out of the way."
She leaned over, rocking back and forth, feeling incredible, her big, bodacious tits waving in front of my face. I could swear she was purring.
"Kate, uh, Joy?"
"Yes, Joshua?"
"What the hell is going on here?"
She gave me another toothy smile. "Word's out, Sugar. You're the real thing though I'm not sure you even know that yet. Charity will be flying in from Vegas soon as she can, and Trust, at least I think it'll be Trust, will be arriving from New York soon."
I was, if anything, more confused. "Kate?"
"Hush, honey. Momma wants another one. That last one was incredible. We're going to have so much fun." She started moving more aggressively, going so far as to lift my hand and put it on her ass. "Do me, Joshua, make it great. I've been a good girl, I swear. I've earned it."
I'm not sure I was much more than the right cock at the right place and time, but it was only a few minutes later that she was screaming for me again. She climbed off of me, getting on her hands and knees, waving her ass at me. "Come and get it, sugar. This one's for you."
It was a hard offer to resist. Too hard for me. The woman was a fabulous doggy fuck. She got another nice orgasm only moments before I blew my load. She stretched out, smiling at me, opening her arms. Hell, the woman had given me a good time, I was too much a gentleman to deny her.
She cuddled up to me. "Your little friend down there? She's gonna be Grace. You won't need the ring no more, alright?"
"How do you know this stuff, Kate?"
She chuckled, cuddling in closer. "Someone talks to me. Like they talk to you. You're not alone, you know."
How the hell do I tell her that nobody talks to me?
She kissed my chest. "He does, you know. Talk to you. This ain't no accident. It just ain't what you're thinkin'. You need to go with the flow now. You've started the ball rolling. It's been a long time coming. Thank Mary I was almost right next door."
She lifted her head and peeked around my shoulder. "Don't just stand around, sisters. Come on in. No secrets among us."
I shouldn't have been surprised to find Bethany, Lilith, and Cindy walking into the room. Kate sat up, one arm still draped across my hips. "I'm Joy. And I gotta admit, I've been dying to meet you, Sister Love. None of this would have happened without you." She stood up and wrapped Bethany up in a huge hug, and before long I could see her shaking. She was crying, which seemed so out of character for the big brash woman she portrayed. Then she opened her arm to Lilith. "Come here baby sis. We all need a little Faith."
Still confused. What the heck had happened to all my plans?
Kate stole quick kisses from the sisters, then turned and hugged Cindy. "He's got a message for you. I'd give him a little recovery time if I were you, to get the most out of it. Welcome to the sisterhood."
"Me? You're sure?" Cindy asked.
"One hundred percent. I guess I should get presentable, we have guests after all."
She lifted her suitcase and placed it beside me. Opening it up, I saw nothing but a field of cobalt blue. Kate squealed, lifting up a dress, and holding it to her skin. She gave me a quick kiss. "Perfect." The strangest thing was the clothing she'd dropped, her jeans, blouse, even her bra and panties were the same blue.
She caught me looking at them in wonder. "You know, she's kind of pissed at you for this little gimmick. That's a lot of extra work. Personally, I think it's amazing."
Alright, beyond confused, stunned would be a more fitting description.
She dragged me to my feet and gave me another big kiss. "Go clean up a little. Cindy deserves your best. And I get Thursdays," she turned and looked over at Bethany, actually blushing. "I mean if that's okay with the Companion."
Alright, Bethany looked as bewildered as me.
Kate started pulling on a new set of bright blue panties. "I know I suck at explaining things. I told Joshua that Charity and Trust will do a lot better job of it when they arrive. We're not here to step on toes, but we need to get the inner circle up and running before they start streaming in."
"Who's streaming in?" Lilith asked.
"The disciples of Mary, who else? We've got a whole lot to do before then. Trust me. Have a little faith." She gave me a wink.
Around then is when I probably would have shit my pants if I'd been wearing them. "You do need to trust her Joshua. I've got big plans for you." Strange enough comment if it hadn't been inside my head. By a woman, in a language I'd never heard but somehow understood. Followed by a laugh that sent a shiver down my back.
"Never fight the women, son, nothing good comes of it," a male voice added, and I'm pretty sure that's when I passed out. At least, that's how Bethany tells it.
Damn. I guess the joke's on me.
===============================
Thanks for reading my story. It's a contest entry and your vote would be greatly appreciated.
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Honor under fire
A story of betrayal and consequences.
=====================
I was nine; she was four. She was the neighbor girl, my younger sister's shadow, cute in the way that only blue-eyed blonde, round-cheek cherub toddlers could be. It was tiny Beth who gave me the nickname that would stick with me for the rest of my life.
Arnold was a little too hard to pronounce. From her lips, it came out as 'Ahnuh'. My entire household found it hilarious. Grandma Jane was visiting when four-year-old Beth came running up to me, throwing her arms around my leg. "Ahnuh, Ahnuh!" she cried out, giggling, hiding behind me as my sister Peggy came searching for her.
Grandma didn't have the best of hearing. She turned to Mom, "Why does she call him Honor?"
The name stuck, a family joke.
Ours was a big family, Irish and French Catholic, Fourteen blood aunts and uncles, three living grandparents, 58 first cousins. They had normal names, all. Six Jameses, three Williams, three Roberts, two Donalds, four Marys, three Janes, three Margarets, two Jennys, two Jeans, and lots of derivative nicknames, Jimmy, Jack, Junior, Trey, Billy, Will, Bob, Robbie, Don, Mare, Janey, Peggy, Margeand Jen-jen.
One Honor.
Ironic. The same adorable toddler who stuck me with my moniker would be the grown woman who erased the last vestige of that same character trait from my shattered soul.
I'm getting ahead of myself.
* * *
I was 14, she was nine. Dad had been called up with most of his unit to defend Kuwait in Operation Desert Storm. He was part of the 14th Quartermaster Detachment, a water purification unit that was going to be stationed in Saudi Arabia, away from combat, a safe post.
After weeks of intensive training, he came home briefly before being deployed. On his last day, he took me for a walk.
"Honor, I'm not sure how long we're going to be away. It could be as long as a year. It's up to you to be the man of the house. Take care of your mother and Peg. Your mom's going to need you. She's never been alone."
It was too great a burden for me to comprehend, but, of course, I thought it was no big deal. I was a teenager, almost 5'10". I felt more like a man than a boy. I was only a couple of inches smaller than Dad, if about a foot narrower across the shoulders.
"Sure Dad. We'll be fine."
"You're going to move back to Bedenton so your mother can be with the family. She'll need the support. We'll keep the house; you can stay in the old cabin."
My laissez-a-faire attitude turned to shock. I was about to enter High School! Leave? All my friends, my school, the team, how could I? How could he?
I didn't have a say in it. The decision had been made. I was at the airport when Dad left, still angry and not afraid to let it show. He pulled me aside. "I know this is difficult. Life sometimes is. I'm counting on you, son. I know you'll do the right thing. Always. Be there for your mother and sister. Be strong." He put his big meaty hand on my shoulder and squeezed. "I'll be back before you know it."
For Peggy, it was an adventure. For Mom, it was a chance to reconnect with the family. For me, it was a time of torment. I loved the small town where most of our family had lived for four generations, the rural setting, the outdoors, the closeness, but I was being torn away from the future, as I knew it. "It's just a year," I told myself.
For Beth, it was the end of the world.
She was devastated, constantly crying, always underfoot, staring at me sadly. It was obvious she had a crush on me. I'd always found it cute, but now it was sad. When we were ready to leave with the loaded down family van, it took me 10 minutes to peel her arms off me.
I lifted her off the ground and hugged her. She wrapped her skinny arms around my neck, almost strangling me. She pressed her lips against mine, fiercely. "Come back to me, Honor," she sobbed.
"Soon, BB, I promise. We'll all be back."
* * *
Dad was right. He was back before we knew it.
Six days after arriving in Dharan, an Iraqi missile hit their barracks.
One lousy week. History books show that 114 Americans died from enemy fire during the Gulf War. The Iraqis lost between 25 and 35 thousand. Quite the victory, almost bloodless for our side.
Unless you're one of the 114, or their family.
We went back to Greensburg only long enough to empty the house and put it up for sale. We visited with the other families from Dad's unit. There were lots of tears, sadness and anger.
Beth was torn, ecstatic that we were back, then anguished because it wasn't for good. Losing Dad hit me hard. The only thing that got through the pain of my father's death was little Beth. She was just a kid. When I got depressed, she'd find me, hunt me down, climb in my lap and hold me. She was just a kid, a nine-year-old meddlesome brat, my anchor.
I was 14; she was nine. I was forced to be a man when I'd never had a chance to be a boy. She lost her first love and her innocent view of the world.
Our departure was pained. This time, she didn't hug me, or kiss me. She stood apart, tears streaming down her face, staring at me angrily. She hugged my sister and my Mom. Me, she stood three feet away, trembling, trying to catch her breath. I stepped toward her, but she backed up two quick steps.
"Goodbye, Honor," was her last words, before she turned and ran, skinny bare legs flying, pale arms pumping, blonde hair streaming behind her.
"Goodbye, BB."
* * *
I was 19, she was 14.
I had the grades and test scores to get into most colleges. Carnegie Mellon was not only one of the best schools in the nation, but I could get nearly my entire education paid for with scholarships, grants, and a minimum of loans. I think the scholarship from the Greensburg VFW was the kicker. I was going home.
I had taken a year off after high school, working for my uncles, squirreling away a little cash, helping with the house-hold expenses. Mom worked. It didn't pay a lot, but together with the money from Dad's passing, we had enough to get by. In a small town like Bedenton, jobs were hard to come by. Fully a third of the residents commuted over an hour each way to the big city outskirts.
It had been five years. I hadn't thought of Beth much in the last few. The first couple of years, I was a loner. I buried myself in my books and spent most of my time in my bedroom, playing maudlin music on Dad's old guitar. We'd call the old friends occasionally, and I'd chat with BB about her school, but without the face-to-face activity, things were strained. Over time, the calls became fewer, and I moved on.
I had a new life, several cousins my age, who were as close as brothers and sisters, friends in school, good friends, baseball teammates, girlfriends, three of them. Annie Marshall, the latest, had made a man out of me in the fields behind her house, on a dark green woolen blanket under cloudy skies. I was sad to leave her behind, but college was calling.
Driving to Pittsburgh, I wondered what had become of the lanky nine-year-old with the enormous crush. I told myself I'd look her up. Easier said than done. I didn't have a car; I lived on campus. I'd had to grow up early, and I took my education more seriously than most. I had an obligation to do the best I could, for myself, for my family. I was too serious for a lot of my acquaintances, but slowly made a few friends, good friends. I'd always been lucky that way.
Or, so I thought. I'm getting ahead of myself.
Ben let me use his car for the weekend, if I would fill up the tank. It took about thirty minutes to drive to the old neighborhood.
I was anxious, more nervous than I should have been. I walked up to the door, and rang the bell, a Saturday morning at 10:42 am. It's funny how there are some things you can never forget.
She opened the door, and I recognized her immediately. Five years made a big difference. She was pretty, taller, her hair still long, those huge eyes of hers mesmerizing.
"Honor?" she said hesitantly, looking up at me.
I'd changed as well, growing into the family height. I stood 6'2", a solid 210 lbs. Everyone said I was the spitting image of my father. I'd look stocky if I wasn't so tall.
She launched herself at me without further hesitation, arms and legs wrapping me up. "Honor!" she shouted, her young lips swarming across my face, kissing me repeatedly, tears in those big shining eyes.
I laughed, hugging her. "Miss me, BB?" I teased.
I walked into the house I was so familiar with, the gangly little neighbor girl clinging to me like a spider monkey. Her mother was in the kitchen, and looked up at me in surprise.
"A little help, Mrs. D?" I pleaded.
She laughed, and came running around the counter, almost knocking her daughter off me, giving me the biggest hug. "You're back?" she asked.
She helped me peel Beth off, her hands reaching out to touch my arm and shoulders several times as if to verify I was there in the flesh.
"Going to school in Pittsburgh. Carnegie Mellon," I explained.
We had a nice lunch while I caught them up on the family news, and they did much of the same. I was lucky I'd arrived when I had; they would be moving within the month. I was shocked before they informed me they were only changing neighborhoods, moving to a better school district for Beth and closer to Mr. D's work.
If I'd waited another month to visit, I might never have seen Beth again.
If only.
I spent the entire weekend with them. Beth and I toured the old haunts, and it felt natural to walk hand in hand with her. She was 14 going on 21, and was already beautiful. I was proud to be with her, and I saw people smiling, nudging each other when we walked together.
I didn't have a lot of money, but I spent a month's allowance that weekend.
I was given the guest room, and was only mildly surprised when she slipped into my room around midnight. Nothing happened. I was 19; she was 14. I was a man; she was just a kid. I held her, told her how much I'd missed her, and we kissed as if it was our last days on earth.
I wasn't unaware of her body, small firm breasts, smooth skin, but she was a kid. She was a freshman in high school. I was a college guy, so I buried the wrong feelings and held her close. We fit together perfectly, made for each other.
She was 14; I was 19, but I knew it then.
I loved Beth. I always had. One day, she'd be mine.
* * *
I was 23, she was 18. We spent a weekend together at least once a month. The first two summers had been hard when I went home, leaving my Beth behind.
My family wanted to know everything, and I held nothing back. I had a different relationship with my mother than most sons. We were close, intimate, not as lovers, but everything else. We shared our thoughts, our dreams. Over the years she'd told me of her entire life with my father. I know part of it was how much I was like him.
She would cuddle up to me when we watched movies, my arm around her, holding her. We kissed often, more than friendly, but less than lovers. It should have been awkward, but it was natural. I loved my Mom, and I was her rock. After losing Dad, we'd had to lean on each other a lot.
I spent more than one night in her bed, holding her when the depression would hit. I recognized she was an attractive woman, but that was all. She was my father's, and she was my mother.
I would hold her, let her cry on my shoulder, kiss her tears away, and remind her how much I loved her, and would always be there for her. I'd promised my father that much and I was going to stand by it.
I had gained a reputation for doing what I said I'd do. I know a big part of it was Dad's final words, telling me he knew I'd do the right thing. I guess I always wanted to make him proud. It gave me a moral compass.
Peggy and I were close, but not like with Mom. We had the typical sibling thing going, teasing, irritating, sometimes fighting. We loved each other although we rarely said it.
The third summer, I stayed in Pittsburgh taking summer courses and working an internship. I had a car and spent all my free time with Beth. We were a couple. We weren't lovers, but we were closer than any other couple I knew.
I serenaded her often, wrote bad songs for her, played them poorly, and she loved it. To this day, I can see her sitting at my feet, looking up at me with those big blue eyes, her adoration clear as day. If I picked up Dad's old guitar and didn't play Kiss's "Beth" at least once, she'd pout. She would never ask for it, but I learned, and ended every little session letting my music tell her I loved her.
I took her to the senior prom. She was stunning, tall, beautiful, captivating, the prettiest girl I knew. Then again, maybe I'm biased. I went all out, renting a limo, taking her to a fancy dinner, dancing with her and her friends. I took her to a hotel afterward.
I was 23, she was 18. We made love for the first time.
I'd only had two other lovers, and those experiences could not have prepared me for Beth. I undressed her slowly, marveling in her exquisite, tight young body. She took her time removing my clothes, item by item, her hands and lips exploring my flesh.
Naked, we lay next to each other, our hands cautiously caressing one another, eyes roaming, slowly moving together, talking about our lives, our future. Our lips met, and she rolled onto her back, bringing me with her.
Her smooth thighs parted, and I was between them.
"I've wanted this for so long," she whispered, taking my shaft in her hand and guiding me into her. We merged perfectly, filling her. It was magical, a perfect moment in time, leaning over her, as close as any two people can be.
"I love you so much," I confessed. "I don't even know how it's possible."
She smiled. "I've always loved you, Honor. Always."
I kissed her softly, moving inside of her. "I know."
"Promise me we'll never be apart again. I couldn't stand it."
"Never. You're mine, BB. Now and forever. Nothing will ever change that."
She was 18, and I was 23. I was naïve.
We were young, excited, and desperately in love. We made love, and it was beautiful. Then we fucked. Like wild minks, we learned together, exploring our feelings, likes and desires. She was wide open to me, eager, and willing. We destroyed both beds, and did it on the table, dresser, rug, chair, sink and in the shower. I couldn't get enough of her, and each time seemed to only get better.
I knew that night we were destined for each other, paired souls, and nobody could ever be what Beth was to me.
I didn't take her back to her house until almost noon the next day. She had told her mother she wouldn't be coming home, and I was nervous. I needn't have been. We were a mess, and there was no doubt what we'd been up to. The fact that we'd gotten maybe three hours of sleep didn't help.
I squirmed in my seat when she went to her room to change, leaving me alone with her parents.
Mrs. D took pity on me, sitting beside me on the couch. She ruffled my hair. "Relax, Honor. It was inevitable. You were hers since she was four years old. I think everyone knew it but you."
I turned to her father. "Mr. D? I... I want to marry your daughter." I started speaking quickly before I could be interrupted. "I'll be graduating in less than a month, and already have several job opportunities. I love her. I promise I'll be good to her, and give her the best life I can. I know there's a big difference in age, but we're in love."
He smiled. "Son, I couldn't ask for anyone better for my girl. Of course you have my approval, and thank you for asking."
My eyes were welling with tears, when I turned to his wife. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing my cheek. "Of course, Honor. Treat her well. She's still only eighteen and has worn blinders all her life, so be patient with her."
"I will. I'd wait, but I just can't. I can't stand to be apart from her."
She nodded. "That's good. Soon you'll never have to be apart again."
* * *
I was 24, she was 19. Our wedding was the event of a lifetime.
Beth's father made good money, and she was an only child. I had a great job just outside New York City, and was on the fast track to success. She was attending school in the city. We didn't live together, but we never spent a weekend apart. I still lived at home, amidst the extended family, and she fit among us like a hand in a glove. She was adored by my relatives and the feeling seemed mutual.
Her parents footed the bill for the wedding, and didn't mind that there were over 200 guests from my side alone. Most of that was family. We held the wedding in our hometown of Bedenton, a community of less than three thousand, a hop, skip and jump from the NY state line in Connecticut. It was a strange little place to outsiders, half-a-dozen families dominating the town's landscape. There wasn't much in the way of hotels, but we were family, and anyone with a spare room welcomed our guests openly and warmly. Mom gave Beth's family our home for the long weekend, and moved in with her sister, along with Peggy.
We had some huge tents set up, and Uncle Patrick, or perhaps I should say Father Patrick, came in from his diocese on the Cape, and married us in front of family, friends and God. We were constantly reminded what a handsome couple we were, and how lucky I was. Beth would never let that slide, insisting she was the lucky one, gaining not only the best man alive, but the entire wonderful family. It's easy to see she gained a lot of fans.
She was stunning. Ravishing. I imagine any red-blooded man's heart would speed up when she was near. Some men might be nervous about the attention she garnered, inadvertently, automatically, simply by being the amazing young woman she was.
Not me. I knew. Without a doubt. Beth had eyes for nobody but me. Her face would light up the room the moment I entered. My cousin Fred teased her horribly. When I first arrived in Bedenton, they made fun of my accent. Fred could mimic me perfectly. Once BB arrived, he was merciless. He would sneak into a room where Beth was, and call out to her. She'd turn, her face lighting up, until she saw who it was. Everyone thought it was funny, everyone except Beth. Once she told me, I put an end to it. Firmly.
I was teased often that she had the same effect on me. I never denied it. She was mine now. Now and forever. I would love her, care for her, protect her, and worship her. I had my relatives to help me. Among the family, she was safe, protected, adored and rightfully so.
The party lasted two days. We postponed our Niagara Falls honeymoon so we could spend the time among both families and friends, who'd traveled to be with us. Weddings are so hectic, I remember little about the entire event outside of our first dance, vows, and our wedding night. I recall taking stage with the band, and singing 'Beth' for her. I was in a daze most of the time, but I'll never forget the image of her, sitting on the edge of the stage, my sister adjusting my new wife's gown, the familiar look of adoration on BB's beautiful face.
I remember getting to our suite, leaning her over the couch, lifting her bridal train, and taking her there, in her wedding dress, with a frenzy. I was desperate to be inside her. She was laughing, struggling with all the material, where I'd thrown it over her head. Beth even laughed that Peggy, her maid of honor, was lying down on the job. It was her task to keep the dress under control.
The laughing only lasted a short while, before her delightful moans and gasps erased it. Her thigh-high white stockings encased her heavenly legs, one garter missing, on the leg of one of my cousins now, who'd come out the winner in the brawl to catch the bouquet. Beth's naughty little white lace thong was pulled to the side, rubbing against my shaft while I hammered away at the girl who'd loved me all of her life, and had given herself to me in front of the entire world that day.



I didn't last long inside of her. I'd been excited all evening, physically so, and had been teased mercilessly by family and friends. I took it in stride. I was proud. I loved my new wife, and considered her the sexiest woman alive. Let everyone know it.
We made love. We fucked. We played. We teased. We made love.
We were late to the barbecue the next day, since she had to get redressed twice. She bragged about it.
She was 19, and I was 24. I was the luckiest man alive. I married my soul mate.
* * *
I was 28, she was 23. There were five of us there, cheering loudly as she walked to the podium to accept her MBA. We'd been there a year earlier when she'd finished her Baccalaureate Summa Cum Laude. My woman was a brain. It was funny that I hadn't known it growing up. She was just the little kid next door. No longer.
Beth had her own cheering section: her parents, Mom, Peggy, and her infatuated husband, of course. We screamed until we were hoarse. We had plans, and could move forward with them. Finally.
I was successful in business. Very. Mostly from a fluke, to be honest. I worked on control systems for energy efficient houses, and while on one of our installs, I had a whimsical idea. It was a little out of my area of expertise, so I brought in a couple of family members to help, experimenting on a couple of devices to make the system more efficient. We tested it on my own home, and when I had finished, I had three patents in my name. Two I assigned to the company I worked for, and it got me promotions and bonuses that were beyond my expectations.
It was enough that I decided to take a risk, with the full support of my family behind me, and started my own business. I left the old company behind after almost six years, in good standing. They had profited mightily from my efforts, and my new business, while in a similar field, was different enough not to be a threat. Just the opposite in fact, generating business for my old bosses, who had no issues with throwing some work my way.
My name and my reputation stood me in good stead. I'm sure some of my customers thought Honor Energy was difficult to work with, since I would hammer out every detail of each new project before I would sign on the bottom line. The flipside of it was I did what I said I would. No overruns, no slipped schedules and near instant support after the fact. It won me repeat customers, and word-of-mouth new business.
I was good in business, but at heart, I was an inventor, always looking for a way to make anything work better, cheaper, or to find a new solution for an old problem. My third patent closed many a deal, and a fourth one opened new doors. I employed my relatives, since I could trust them absolutely, and the added peer pressure ensured their diligent work and loyalty.
I ignored the old adage of never working with family. I knew better.
I was a fool.
She was 23, and I was 28. I hired my brainy wife to run the finances, something that I loathed. I employed 11 family and friends. My business was a success and I had to hang onto the reins pretty hard to control the growth. I was the third largest employer in our little town, and brought in more external capital than any other two combined.
We didn't have a lot of money, since I funneled my profits back into the business. I had something better, the respect of my peers, the trust of my customers, the love of my family, and the best damn woman I'd ever known. My life was golden and it was only going to get better.
Beth had graduated, closing the first chapter of our life together. No more schooling; we'd work together to grow our business, and more importantly, grow our family.
On her graduation cruise, we spent more time in our cabin than we did outside. We rekindled our passion, which had suffered a little from the demands of starting a business, the time spent apart, and completing five years of college. Nothing drastic or to be worried about, but noticeable to both of us.
We were more fortunate than most, always candid and honest about our feelings and concerns. We had recognized our issues, talked openly about them, and dealt with them as we could, while we slogged our way through those early years.
Beth had graduated with no debt. I had been in business on my own for well over a year, much of the worst of the growing pains out of the way. I no longer carried all the worry and risk of the new venture by myself. We were partners, in life, in love and in business.
I was 28, she was 23. Two weeks after our second honeymoon, I learned I was going to be a daddy.
* * *
I was 33, she was 28. Our life was perfect.
Or so I thought.
My business had grown to over 50 employees, most of them extended family members. We were scions of the community, bringing in money, visitors, and second-hand business. My wife was fully integrated into my extended family, our two small children, Marie Carol, and William (Billy) Arnold, were happy, loving and spoiled rotten.
Things were hectic, as could be expected. After the birth of Marie, Beth had reduced her hours to take care of our child, and after Billy, she'd 'retired' to become a stay-at-home mom. She stayed involved, my sounding board, a source of inspiration, and she helped with managing the money end.
The growth of our business kept me busy, too busy, to be brutally honest. The need to support not only me, but half of my extended family, was a heavy burden. With my wife only contributing part-time, I took over most of her responsibilities as well. I was traveling more, including occasional overseas trips to deal with our vendors and manufacturers. I not only ran the business, but I still spent the equivalent of a full-time job working on my inventions. I had offloaded much of the day-to-day business headaches to my cousin Fred, who had worked on my initial designs with me.
When I had first moved to town, after Dad's death, Cousin Fred was one of my core of new friends who helped me get settled in. We'd been best friends since I was 14, and he was smart, a hard worker, and trustworthy, even if he teased too much. I knew I could depend on him to do the right things for the business, and he was one of the key people in deciding who to hire, and who not to, since he knew everyone so well.
Beth and I lived well, but not extravagantly so. Her car was a little nicer than most, but I still drove a five year old Ford F-250. Our house was custom built, on the edge of town, with all the best amenities, but not a mansion by any means. It was a little over 3500 square feet of rambler, with a three-car garage and nice yard. No tennis courts, no pool, no 100-yard long tree-lined entrance drive, just a nice home on a picturesque lot. We could afford better, much better to be honest, but we were happy, living simply, contentedly, among family and friends.
Life was good. Our marriage was strong, and our love life, though limited somewhat by long hours, and two ankle-biters, was passionate. We didn't get to make love every day, but three to four times a week was common, common in amount, not in quality.
Beth was more beautiful than ever, and every time I was alone with her, it rekindled my passion.
It was a Thursday night, three days before I had to leave for China on a ten-day business trip. We had put the children down for the night, and she had shown up in my study, wearing new sexy lingerie, which explained part of her latest shopping trip into the city the day before.
She leaned against the doorframe. "Going to be long, lover?"
I shut down the spreadsheet. The final numbers could wait for the morning. Standing, I grinned and walked toward her. She giggled, and scurried off to our bedroom with me in hot pursuit.
I caught her and dragged her onto our bed, opening her legs and burying my face between them, while she struggled playfully. I held her firmly, refusing to be dislodged, while I kissed and nibbled her through her lacy baby-blue panties, smelling her need. Her lusty laughter soon turned to impassioned endearments and pulse-racing moans.
Before long, the filmy material was soaked through, and I pulled the crotch to the side to get direct access to her. I took my time, teasing at first, before working hard to get her off. After the first orgasm, I pulled the panties off, and attacked her sweet pussy. She pulled a pillow over her face, screaming into it, while I brought her to orgasm repeatedly. After maybe 15 or 20 minutes of play, she was fighting to get away, but I hung on for dear life, fingering her hard, teasing her clit mercilessly, while she went multi-orgasmic, coming in waves.
When I finally released her, she was trembling, almost in a daze. I stripped and climbed over her. She had rolled over onto her belly, and I opened her legs, guiding my cock into her, and started fucking her slowly. She moaned when I entered her, and after a few minutes, she became responsive again, pushing back against me. I rose up, grabbed her perfect ass cheeks, and pounded her until she was coming for me, the earlier play leaving her ultra-sensitive. I reached up and covered her mouth when she cried out, not wanting to wake the kids.
I went to change positions, when she grabbed me by the shoulders and threw me down on the bed. She mounted me in a frenzy, and fucked herself silly on my cock, completely out of control. I held her hips and did my best to stay with her until she wrung my finish from me, collapsing on my chest.
She was breathing hard, while I stroked her skin underneath her outfit, which had somehow managed to survive our playtime.
"God, that was incredible," she murmured, her lips caressing the skin of my shoulder.
"You're always incredible," I told her.
She turned and looked me in the eyes, seriously. She brought her lips to mine tenderly. "Are you happy, Honor?"
Her question took me by surprise. "Deliriously so. I have the perfect wife, two beautiful children, a successful business, and the respect of my friends and family. What's not to love?"
"You spend so much time away from us. I thought we'd be spending more time together, not less, as things got better."
She was right. I knew it, and I kept telling myself that after the next big project, I'd dial things back. It had never quite happened.
"Are you happy, BB?"
She gave me a sad smile. "Content, I guess. Happy enough."
"What's 'enough'? What's wrong?" I asked.
"I miss you. When you're gone. When you're working late. When you leave the house before dawn. I know it's for us, for me, for the family. I guess I'm just selfish. I want more of your time for us. We haven't had time for just you and me in forever. We haven't gone on a vacation in two years."
I held her in my arms, and gave her a squeeze. "I'm sorry. You're right. I promise, I'll do what I can to make time for us."
"Do you have to go to China? Can't someone else go? Why does it always have to be you?"
"I wish someone else could go. The last two times I let anyone else handle the vendors we got screwed."
"Make Fred go. Isn't that part of his responsibilities? Let him earn his big paycheck, which he's always bragging about."
"Fred keeps this business running. He's in operations, managing the people. I don't think this is something that he could handle."
She appeared irritated. "Why does it always have to be you? You make the big decisions. You get the customers. You keep everyone happy. You have to create all the new products. If nobody in this town can do the job, find someone who can."
I rolled her over, and kissed her softly. "I'm so sorry, BB. Your happiness is more important than anything to me. You know that don't you?"
"In my heart I do. Sometimes my head wonders. When I visit our relatives, and see the husbands coming home at five-fifteen, for six o'clock dinner, and I know that you won't be home for hours, I wonder. When you're gone, and I'm alone in this house with our children, I wonder. When I go to a barbecue, or a party, and you're not there because you're solving some crisis, or visiting a client, or playing in your workshop, I wonder."
I showered her face with little kisses, rubbing her soft body, tickling her gently until she giggled. "Never wonder. You are everything to me."
"Promise?" she asked, anxiously.
"I've been yours since you were four years old. You know that."
She giggled again, nibbling my lip. "Everyone knows."
Feeling her soft body against mine, the playful nibbling was bringing my soldier back to life. I ground my hips against her. "Give me a few more months. There will be changes. I've got several things going on. I'm trying to rein it all in. Let me finish this trip, close these last couple of deals, and you and I will take off for two weeks anywhere in the world you want to go. Just the two of us."
"You're bribing me," she teased, pushing back against me.
"I am. I want it as much as you do. I feel too much responsibility toward this town, and my relatives. They need to make do on their own; I can't support the whole friggin' place. I'm going to cut back, I promise. It's already in the works."
She reached between us, and guided my hard cock back inside her. "Love me, Honor."
I did. Long and slow, holding her, kissing her, doing my best to let her know that she was all that mattered.
* * *
I could make those promises because they were true. I had two new patents in the works. Our most important current one was three years from expiring. I was negotiating with a multi-national to transfer it to them, for a considerable amount of money. One of my new patents would do a similar job better, and we'd have another seven years of protection.
I had spent the last couple of years grooming Fred to take over the business side of things. It was going slow, but I'd always be there to help him. I was in private interviews with the VP of Business Development from my old company. They had a change at the top, and he was looking. He would be going on the trip with me, a sort of extended final interview, and a chance to meet our two most important vendors.
The company I was negotiating the patent transfer with was sending a team along as well, part of their due-diligence. This was one trip that nobody but I could go on, but that was going to change.
I was letting go, a little, and would be spending more of my time doing what I loved, and less time with the business part of things.
Most importantly, I could do more work from home, and put in more reasonable hours. My time would be spent with my family, with my children and the love of my life.
* * *
The trip was a success. Exhausting, but everything I needed. The VP needed four weeks to shut down where he was, and wanted an extra couple of weeks afterward to spend some time with his family. I gave him all the details and told him what we could afford. He would be getting a nice chunk of stock, if he stuck with the company at least five years. I told him to go home, and talk it over with his wife. I gave him a week to give me an answer, and jokingly told him that I didn't want an answer before then. I wasn't looking at anyone else for the position, but it was a big decision, and he needed to make sure his family was good with it.
The patent transfer was an all but done deal. I was told they were going to have a final meeting to rubber stamp the deal on the Thursday after they got back. I should be prepared to sign the papers that Friday, Monday at the latest.
While we'd been in China, I'd received the notice that one of my patents was approved, the most important one. My company's future was assured for the next seven years, at least.
Everything was going my way.
* * *
Upon my return, Beth spoiled me, as she did after every trip. She even sent the kids over to Mom's for the night on Tuesday, to give us some quality alone time.
I was bursting with the desire to tell her everything that was happening, but I wanted to wait until the patent was officially transferred, and Gil had accepted the job.
She could read me like a book, and wanted to know what was going on.
She was going down on me, in the living room, dressed in lace boy-cut panties, and nothing else. She was licking me, teasing, holding her head over my cock, but refusing to take me in.
"Spill. I know something's going on," she teased, her tongue lashing the crown.
I groaned, nudging my cock forward to no avail. "Remember the last talk we had, about finding more time for the family?"
She grinned, pressing her pursed lips against my cock-head, then pushing down, opening her lips a hint, then pulled back. "Of course. And..."
"Things are coming together, but nothing's set in stone. Give me another week. I promise I'll tell you everything next week."
"Maybe I'll wait a week to finish this," she teased.
"Trust me?" I asked.
She sucked the head noisily. "That, from a man named Honor? Always."
"One week."
Beth had a birthday coming up on Monday. I had the family working on a surprise party while I was gone. I can only guess that she thought part of what I was holding back had to do with her birthday, so she gave me a pass.
She swirled her tongue around the crown, and kissed it again. "One week. It better be good." Then she took me in her mouth, and I sighed.
"I promise. One week."
* * *
The Saturday birthday party was a success, although I doubt she was surprised. It was hard to keep any secrets in our town, impossible really. Still, she acted surprised when about 50 close friends and family ambushed her as she returned from the mall forty miles away, with Mom and Peggy.
I know she was caught off guard when her parents greeted her. I'd flown them in for the weekend. I'd even brought in two of her best friends from college.
She thanked me repeatedly that night, and the next morning, until I was afraid my poor cock was going to fall off. She spent Sunday morning with her family and friends. I took her parents to the airport, where they thanked me effusively for flying them in. Beth spent the afternoon getting caught up with her girlfriends, and I snuck into work for a couple of hours, to continue my machinations toward completing my efforts to become less of a workaholic.
* * *
I was 33, she was 29. My world ended.
Monday I traveled into the city to complete the patent deal. There were three, actually, but one was key. What I expected to take an entire day, took less than an hour. No surprises, no last minute changes. I signed the papers, and accepted the check with seven digits. The first number was a two. The patents, as with all of mine, were owned by Honor-BB LLC, not the main business. I'd formed Honor-BB LLC back before my first patent, and I was the sole owner. We agreed to license the patents back from them for six weeks to shut down our use. I even transferred the board designs and firmware drivers that made the magic happen.
They were happy. I was ecstatic.
I drove straight home, to give Beth the exciting news.
There were cars in the driveway, but that was no surprise. There always were. Beth was a social animal, and more often than not, someone was over visiting.
No the cars were not a surprise.
Finding Beth in the living room, riding Fred's cock, while his brother was sitting nearby stroking his own erection, now that was a surprise.
She was going to town, her back to me, bouncing away merrily to some tune blasting out of the stereo, while porn was showing on the TV. Fred's brother Dale was seated facing my wife, his hand moving rapidly.
Looked like my cousins were giving her their birthday presents.
Happy 29th birthday, Beth.
I guess I wasn't interesting enough to capture their attention. I stood there for a few seconds, in shock, my mind no longer functioning.
They weren't talking, no damning words about my performance, or their love for each other, nothing like that. She was fucking him. The brother was waiting his turn. My life was a shambles.



I stepped back outside and closed the door. I didn't take pictures. I didn't care to. I didn't go in and beat anyone up. She was obviously doing what she wanted, not coerced or forced.
In a daze, I walked slowly back to my car. I debated going back in and confronting them. I wondered how long it had been going on, how they'd kept it a secret, in a town our size.
Mostly I wondered how they could betray me like that. My wife. My best friend. The mother of my children. My right hand man in business. Forget Dale. He was an asshole, and single. Fred was married with three kids.
They had destroyed my life.
Doubt gnawed at my gut. There were no secrets in Bedenton. I picked up my phone and made a call. "Mom?"
"Hey Honor, how's business in the big city."
"Great. I'm already on my way back. I couldn't get hold of Beth. You wouldn't know where she is, would you?"
She didn't even hesitate. "I'm pretty sure she's with Peggy, getting a makeover. She left the kids with me. When are you going to get back? I'll let her know when she calls for the kids."
Alarms were going off in my head. "Never mind. I'll surprise her. I got some big news today."
Mom responded pretty quickly. "That's great! Can you at least give me a ballpark estimate? Have you left the city yet?"
My heart was racing. As I said, there are no secrets in a town the size of Bedenton. Call me paranoid, but I was convinced Mom was a part of the cover-up. My own mother. "Yeah, but I have a couple of things to do before I see her next. I imagine it will be a while."
Mom sighed in relief. The bitch. "You just be careful, I hate you driving into the city. I'll kiss the kids for you."
I hung up and made a decision. A hasty one, I'll admit. I opened the side door to the garage, and lifted the garage door by hand, so the opener wouldn't alert anyone, although I doubt they would have heard it.
It took me less than five minutes to poke holes in all three gas tanks. It was as easy as putting a handful of concrete nails on my three-ton floor jack, and jacking it up under the tank. I took a can of gas and dumped it between the three cars, the two in the driveway, and Beth's in the garage. I grabbed the spare can of propane for the barbecue, and opened the valve, between Fred and Dale's cars. Then I turned my vehicle around, leaving it running, took a flare from the emergency roadside kit, lit it and tossed it into the leaking gas. I hopped in the truck and drove away.
I wasn't fifty yards away when the series of explosions started. I was confident the cheaters wouldn't be injured, the garage was detached. If I was lucky, the fire would spread to the house, but even if it did, Fred should have plenty of time to pull his traitorous dick out of my cheating wife, and get everyone out of the building.
While driving to work, I called Gil on my phone. I regretfully told him the company was probably going to shut down, and he shouldn't accept the job as VP. He had lots of questions, but when I explained I'd no longer be part of Honor Energy, he understood. I told him I'd send him a check for the time he'd worked with me in China, and for his trouble, and assured him that in my next venture, if there were to be one, he'd be one of the first guys I'd bring in.
I passed my sister's car turning up my street, as I left. Any doubts I might have had about my mother's and sister's involvement dissipated. I saw the volunteer fire truck fly past, as I continued toward work, the damn truck that Honor Energy had donated to the town. Entering the warehouse, I ignored all the greetings, and headed for my office. My second cousin Jill, our admin, asked if everything was okay.
"No interruptions. Not for anyone. Nobody. Not for the friggin' president. Understood?"
She nodded fearfully, and closed the door.
It took me about an hour to transfer what I wanted. I had offshore accounts that handled most of our international business. It was partially a tax haven for the business, keeping international money out of the country. I drained them into another Cayman's account for Honor BB-LLC. I called our two biggest customers and apologized for the fact that we wouldn't be able to complete their projects, and that I was stepping down for personal reasons. I got transferred to the CEO's of both, and talked my way past the anger and disappointment, assuring them I'd return all their money.
Roger Hammond, of Hammonds Luxury homes, didn't go down easily. He was one of my first customers, and I considered him a friend. After a long discussion, I agreed to supply him with the materials he could only get from us, including a 10% overage in case of any issues, and I would personally ensure the transfer of the designs and necessary knowledge to complete the project to the company of his choice.
"Honor, it's me you're talking to," he said slowly. "What the fuck is going on? This isn't you. You'd never dream of defaulting on a job."
"I won't be working here," I confessed. "I can't. Personal issues."
"Personal issues be damned!" he snapped. "You're the best at what you do. You can't let some petty shit kill your business."
I laughed "Petty shit? My right hand man is banging my wife."
"Impossible. Beth? No way. That woman worships the quicksand you walk on. Somebody's lying to you. You need to get to the heart of it."
"Maybe you're right. Why should I believe my own damn lying eyes? Hell, I only walked in on her riding him like a cowgirl in my living room, while his brother was waiting his turn. Shit, it's not as if my mother and sister were covering for her, watching the kids, and making excuses for where she was. What could I possibly be thinking? You're right, Roger, I'd better go look again."
He was quiet. "I'm sorry, Honor. I am. I wouldn't believe it possible in a hundred years. Anything I can do, anything you need, you call me. This ain't some polite gesture neither. I'm dead serious. Call me. Matter of fact, call me no matter what. You need someone to talk to outside of that incestuous little town of yours."
"I appreciate it, Roger. I do. You're a great customer and a better friend. Sorry to unload on you."
"Fuck that. Fuck the business. You do what you have to and I'll do anything I can to help. Promise me you'll call. Soon. Visit if you can."
I was choking up. This man was there for me, though he hardly knew me, while my mother, sister, wife and best friend were fucking me over. "I'll do that. I've got to go. Lots to do before the Sheriff gets here." I was already wondering why I hadn't heard from Uncle Luke, Dad's brother.
He was quiet again. "Understood. Good luck, and I'm so sorry you're going through this. Call when you can."
I phoned the company attorney and it took some work, but I got the big man on the line. I explained what I needed, and turned away all questions. He was reluctant at first, but finally agreed. I put a rush on it, telling him I needed everything by the end of business the following day, and there would be an extra $10K if it was done in time. He assured me they'd figure out a way, what I was asking was pretty straightforward.
I had completed the essentials, and surprisingly nobody had called my cell. I walked out of my office, and Jill hung up her phone guiltily.
"No calls for me?" I asked.
She shook her head. "No sir."
"Fine. Tomorrow at 11:00 AM, I want a company-wide meeting in the warehouse. Everyone will be there, I don't care what shift they work or what they're doing. Anyone not in attendance will be summarily fired. Set it up."
She was white as a ghost, and nodded.
I got in my car, turned off my cell phone, and headed out of town. I bought some new clothes and toiletries, checked into a nice hotel room, ordered room service, and contemplated what I was going to do with the rest of my life.
* * *
I woke early, from a restless night of seeing my wife cheating on me with everyone I knew. My mother and sister were waiting their turn behind her. They were in the manufacturing shop, and sweet Beth was part of the assembly line, where the men came by and took their turns filling her. When she took her break, Mom stepped up and took her place.
I was nauseous, and couldn't eat, but I did manage to get a few more things done. I felt a little better for that.
I drove up to the office at 11:05, riding my new Harley Road Glide Ultra. Mid-life crisis coming early, I guess. I felt the 24 grand was money well spent. I could afford it. I never bought anything for myself, and it was about fucking time I did.
Fred was waiting at the entrance, as was my mother. I parked the motorcycle on the sidewalk, and took off my helmet. I could see the surprise in both their eyes. Mom took a step toward me, and I held up my hand. "Not now. I'll talk to you later." She stopped, her mouth agape.
Fred turned to fall in step beside me.
"Not a fucking word, Fred."
"Don't do anything rash, Honor," he started.
I turned and punched him in the face as hard as I could, stunning him and making him stagger backward. "I told you. Not a single fucking word, asshole."
I walked to the warehouse, ignoring everyone who greeted me, and stepped up to the platform. The room quieted.
There was a microphone setup, but I didn't need it. There were only about 50 people present. I looked over the crowd. I knew everyone who worked for me. Had interviewed and hired each one personally. It took a minute then I turned to Jill. "Aaron and Misty. They're fired. Two weeks severance, plus one week per year."
Jill paled, then nodded slowly.
"Is there anyone present who doesn't have an idea of why I'm here, after the events of last night?" I asked loudly.
There was some mumbling and talking, and about 10 people raised their hands.
I pointed to the side. "If you people would step over there, I'll make sure you're filled in when this is over." I nodded to my admin to take care of it.
It took a minute or two for the separation.
"Excellent. I have a simple question for all of you. I expect complete and total honesty. I believe I deserve no less. I'd like to think I've treated you all with respect, and for the most part as friends."
There was some murmuring and nodding.
"Who here suspected or knew what was going on with my wife?"
My Uncle Jack stepped forward. He was one of my first hires, and ran the floor. "Are you going to fire them?"
I shook my head. "Nobody else is being fired. Not even the assholes. I just want some fucking honesty for once. Isn't there any fucking honor among the sorry lot of you?"
Uncle Jack stepped closer. "I'd say almost everyone had some idea. Nothing solid. Nobody wanted to hurt you. We owe you too much. We figured she'd get it out of her system, and straighten up. No one wanted to bust up your marriage. Why don't you and I talk about this privately?"
I turned away from him. "I'll ask one more time. Who here suspected or knew what was going on?"
All but a handful of people eventually raised their hands. It started with just a few, including Uncle Jack. Before long, a few more people joined in, until 90% had their hands raised. Jill's hand was among them. So was Annie Marshall's, now Annie Lane. Few of them could look me in the eye.
"Thank you for your honesty. I wish things were otherwise. Maybe someone could have stopped it. Somebody could have told me in private and perhaps things could have been worked out differently. As you can imagine, I can't work with people I consider disloyal, disrespectful, and untrustworthy."
Uncle Jack had taken on the role of leadership I guess. My mother's brother had always been good to me. His betrayal hurt as bad as anyone's. "You promised nobody would be fired," he stated flatly.
"I did. As most of you know by now, or at least I hope you do, I'm a man of my word. I'm stepping down. My wife is now the owner of the business. You have enough funds and business to maintain operations for at least four months. Closer to six months, if you don't screw it up. Fred is now in charge. I wish you all success."
There was a lot of talking, and it was getting loud. I'd made my point.
That was supposed to be it. Walk away taking the high ground. I couldn't do it. "Strike that last statement. I've never lied to you, and I'm not about to start now. I detest you. All of you. If one person, just one had done the right thing, and stood by me, sided with honor instead of infidelity, things would be different. You dug your own graves. I hope the business goes down in flames, and you all lose everything that matters to you, just as I have today. May you traitorous, honorless, amoral cretins burn for this."
Total silence ensued. I looked down at my uncle. "Jack. My office." I turned to Jill. "Find Fred and send him to my office as well. If he's not there in ten minutes, Bill will be President. Send him."
Uncle Jack followed me to my office, and started speaking. I interrupted. "This is not a discussion, Uncle Jack. I always liked you and respected you. That's no longer the case. You betrayed me just like everyone else. This is business, and we won't talk about anything else. Understood?"
"After?" he asked.
"Perhaps. I have other things I need to do. Don't ask."
He nodded solemnly.
We only had to wait a couple of minutes before Fred made his appearance. He had a swollen lip, and some tissue paper stuck in one nostril. I almost smiled.
"Sit," I told him.
"Honor, it didn't mean anything," he began. "You have to-"
"Shut up and sit! Don't make me come across this desk, asshole."
He sat.
"Today is my last day here. Fred, the company is yours to run in my absence, unless Beth decides otherwise. I'm turning over ownership to her."
His stunned look was priceless.
"I'm turning all the financials over to Beth. She knows the business; she'll control the accounts. The day-to-day business, sales, marketing, whatever, is under your control Fred. Jack, you're still in charge of the floor. You're here because there are some important changes you need to be aware of."
He nodded.
"Honor Energy can no longer use the conversion controller assembly as of six weeks from yesterday morning. We no longer own the patent, or the rights to the firmware. You'll need to find some other solution."
Uncle Jack gasped in surprise. "What other solution? That's the heart of our business."
"Not my problem. I no longer work here. Understand, you can no longer manufacture them, as of six weeks from yesterday. If I were in your shoes, I'd build all I can in that time, at the expense of everything else. Work three shifts, do what you need to get materials, pay triple if you have to. Then, figure out a way to replace it. I'll let you work it out."
Uncle Jack nodded slowly, already thinking.
"Carlyle is no longer a customer. Stop any production for them. Hammonds isn't a customer either, but we're going to supply them with the materials I promised." I took a printout from my desk, and gave it to Uncle Jack. "Pull from inventory. Deliver to Roger Hammonds, in person, within three business days."
"I'll do it myself," Uncle Jack said.
"Good." I turned to Fred. "Passwords, accounts, keys are all here." I passed him a sealed envelope. "I'll work with Beth to complete the business transfer, but she's already on most accounts. All I need to do is remove my name, and give her limited power-of-attorney. You have plenty of funds to keep the business going. There are some challenges ahead of you, but perhaps you can overcome them. Perhaps not. It's your problem now."
I got up and left the office, ignoring Uncle Jack's extended hand, or Fred's questions.
I got back on my motorcycle, and rode to see what remained of the home I'd built for the love of my life.
* * *
There was only twisted metal and blackened ground where Fred's and Dale's cars had been in the driveway. The garage was almost non-existent, collapsed on Beth's Volvo. The fire had done serious damage to the side of the house next to the garage, but surprisingly, it had been contained.
There was a work crew onsite, trying to patch up the charred entry and laundry room, boarding up broken windows. I walked in the house, surprised that there was no police tape, or anything similar. Nobody was home, and I walked around thinking about what I wanted to take. Sadly, I could come up with nothing except for pictures of my kids. I grabbed a photo of each, and one picture of me holding both of them, from a photo album. I left everything else. I was starting over, and with enough money, it was surprising how little you needed.
I regretted throwing my phone away in a pique of anger, and stopped by Martinson's where I purchased a throwaway. I called my mother.
"Honor, where are you? We have to talk," she answered breathlessly.
"I'll be over at your house at seven. Make sure Beth is there."
"Thank God! You'll talk, right? This isn't some game or revenge, is it?"
"No. We can talk. Make sure her kids are there as well."
"They're here now. You can stop and see them if you want. They miss you terribly. They don't understand why they can't go home, and why you're not here."
"I'll see them at seven." I hung up.
I returned to the Harley dealership. They had finished installing the new tie-downs on my truck, and showed me how to use the motorcycle ramp. I drove the bike onto the truck, loaded the ramp back on, and headed to the store for a few things, ignoring the whispers that followed me.
I returned to the office, where my papers were waiting for me, delivered at 4:12 pm, earlier than I had anticipated.
Jill had them in her hand, and gave them to me. "Is there anything else I can do for you, Mr. Nolan?"
I shook my head, looking at her coldly. "No. I think you've done enough, Jill. I expected better from you. I thought you'd be loyal to me if nobody else was."
She had tears in her eyes. "I really thought I was doing what's right. Nobody wanted to see you and Beth breaking up. We tried to talk to her. I swear."
"I don't doubt that. Still, you should have talked to me, taken my side in this. You betrayed me like everyone else. I really don't give a fuck about most of them, but from you it hurts. I don't know why I expected loyalty. I won't make that mistake again."
She sat down and cried, while I turned away, papers in hand. I stopped at the diner and ate. I wasn't planning on eating at Mom's house. I was going there for business. I knew I'd have to sit through some bullshit excuses and apologies, but that was all. I'd let them say their piece. Then I'd finish up what I had to do.
My cousin Emma served me the open-faced roast beef and fries. Then she sat down opposite me. "Take her back, forgive her, Honor. It doesn't have to be the end of the world. She screwed up big time, but everyone knows how much you love each other."
"I'm eating, Emma. I don't want to talk about it."
"C'mon, Honor, we're family. We love you both; you have to work this out."
I put my utensils down. "No Emma. I don't have to. I have a failed marriage, with a woman who I'll never know if she really loved me, and two children I'm no longer certain are even mine, a mother and sister who betrayed me, supposed friends and family who took her side, abandoning me. I have no family. Not anymore. If you won't leave me alone, I'll leave."
She got up angrily. "You are family. It's not something you get to decide about. We care for you."
I didn't bother to reply. The fries were pretty good.
I was a little pissed off when another so-called family member sat opposite me.
"Honor," he said by way of greeting.
"Uncle Jimmy." I had another fry.
He looked anxious. "I don't want to interfere. I only wanted to let you know I'm sorry. Sorry that I didn't tell you what I knew, little as it was."
I lifted an eyebrow. "What did you know?"



He shrugged. "She was behaving badly as far back as three months ago, flirting with Fred more than she should, especially in public and at a couple of parties. He was all over her, and she wasn't shutting him down. When you went on that west coast trip, word got around that she'd spent much of that time with him, at your house. It was rumor, but pretty damning, and I should have said something then.
"There was a lot of gossip going around. How you and his wife were kept in the dark is still difficult to understand. I expected to see it end long before this."
He took a deep breath. "God damn, I was such an idiot. I let some well-meaning jerkoffs talk me out of saying something. On your trip to China, they were blatant. He missed almost every day at work, and they went out to dinner together, twice. Fuckin' holding hands, even. Jean asked me what was going on, and I told her my suspicions and what I'd heard. She tore me a new asshole. You know she's not from here, doesn't have the same distorted loyalties as the rest of this bunch."
He looked up at me, and I saw tears in his eyes. "I'm so ashamed, Honor. I am. Ashamed for the whole fucking town. You did right by me, better than right. Gave me a job when I needed one. Promoted me twice, despite the fact I have no education to speak of."
I nodded at him. "You earned them both, Uncle Jimmy. You're smarter than most of those college trained kids, and dependable. I have no fault with your work. I never have."
He shook his head. "I can read between the lines, Honor. No fault with my work. Plenty of fault with my job as a man. I let you down, and I'm sorry." He held his head in his hands, "Damn it, man! You're putting my kid through college. Hell, you put two of the little bastards through every year. Your own damn secretary, and she didn't clue you in. How the hell am I supposed to tell my son that his schooling is through, because I and every other dipshit in this town have no honor?"
"Don't tell Stephen anything. He didn't do anything wrong. His scholarship is still good, fully funded from day one. He can complete his degree. I'm sure he'll be a fine engineer."
Uncle Jimmy wiped his eyes. "I... well... that's all I wanted to say. You do what you have to. Fuck the rest of them. I'm sorry I didn't do what's right, and I'll always regret it. You deserve so much better."
"Thank you," I told him. I meant it.
He got up, then stood for a second. "Honor, I've known you a long time. I've never in my life heard you utter a lie, not even a little white one. I heard what you said to Emma. Don't start lying now, even if it's to yourself. You know that woman loves you. Always has and always will. Whatever caused her to pull this shit, it wasn't for lack of love. You know that."
I glared at him angrily. "Is that all?"
He nodded. "I'm sorry to intrude on your dinner. I hope someday you can forgive me. I pray that before then, you can find a way to forgive her, for your own sake."
For some reason, the fries were no longer all that tempting.
* * *
It was difficult to get out of the truck and walk up to the front door. In some ways, Mom had hurt me even worse than Beth. We had always been so close. We could talk about anything. And yet, she had betrayed me, covering for my cheating wife. What happened to blood being thicker than water? I didn't know how to forgive that. Not sure I could, or that I wanted to.
I rang the doorbell and waited. After a minute or so, Mom answered the door.
"Why'd you ring the bell?"
"I wanted to come in and talk," I explained, waiting for her invitation in.
She stared at me sadly. "You're always welcome in this home. It's your home as well. You know that."
"Not any longer. Not after this."
She looked angry. "Are you coming in, or are you going to stand there all day?"
I turned and left. "We'll do this some other time."
Mom ran after me, grabbing my arm. "No. We'll do this now!"
I pulled my arm away. "Mrs. Nolan, you no longer have the right to tell me what I am or am not going to do. I need you to understand that. When you can be civil, we can talk."
"Why are you acting like this, Honor? This isn't you. You're better than this."
"I'm not acting. I'm sick to death over her, you, and everyone else in this God-forsaken town. I just want to finish things up and move on, away from this piss-hole and the scum inhabiting it."
I walked to my truck, and she ran in front of me, blocking my way. "Your children. Don't you want to see your children?"
"Of course I do. I will. If you or anyone else tries to hold them hostage, I'll burn this fucking house down, and everybody in it. This whole fucking town if I have to."
She stared at me in shock. "Why are you so angry?"
"Why am I angry?" I was ready to burst. "You have the fucking gall to ask me that? My wife is a cheating slut, my best friend is fucking her, my mother is covering her tracks, as is my charming sister. The whole God-damned company knew and is siding with her. Why the fuck could I possibly be angry!"
"Stop, baby. You don't want your kids to see you like this. There's more to it than that; you know it. Come in, please. We need to talk. You have to give her a chance."
"I don't have to do shit." I turned and headed back to the house. "I'll listen. Then you will. I'll visit with the kids. That's all."
She was walking beside me. "Try to be calm, please. No shouting. Beth is a mess. The kids are upset. Let's not make this any worse than it is."
I laughed. "Of course not. Hard to make it worse, isn't it?"
Ten feet inside the door, little Marie came running up to me. I scooped her up, and hugged her. Billy was toddling over, walking and crawling. He still didn't have the walking thing down very good. I scooped him up in my other arm, holding my kids. At least I hoped they were mine.
"Daddy!" Marie squealed. "Mommy's sad. You have to fix it."
That had been my job for as long as she could remember. Anything went bad, Daddy fixed it. I wasn't sure I could fix this one, or if I even wanted to. I'd just disappear if it wasn't for the two children I was holding.
"I'll see what I can do, Precious."
She gave me a kiss. "When can we go home?"
"Soon. Daddy has things he has to do, but you, Billy and Mommy can go home soon."
"You, too, Daddy. You, too. No more travel," she insisted.
I didn't give her an answer. I couldn't. She wouldn't understand. I know I sure as hell didn't. I put them down, and saw Beth standing nervously nearby. When the kids were on the floor, she walked over to me, but I held my hand out, stopping her. "You wanted to talk. I'll listen. That's all."
She nodded, and my mother interrupted. "Over dinner. I made my roast."
I had anticipated that. A bribe. Her roast was my favorite. "I already ate."
Peggy stuck her head out of the kitchen. "Well that's perfect! Didn't anyone think to tell him about dinner?"
Mom turned red. "Why don't we go in the living room? Peg, can you feed the kids?"
My sister sighed, the eternal martyr. "Sure. Why not? It's not like I'm family."
I sat down in the armchair, while Beth and my mother sat on the couch. I pulled the folded papers out of my back pocket, and straightened them, placing them beside me. "I'm listening."
Beth looked at me, then at Mom. Mom nodded to her. Already prepping her, I'm sure.
"I have no excuse, Honor. None. I've been an idiot. You have to know I love you more than anything in the world, and it's killing me what I've done to us. Fred means nothing to me, and Dale even less."
I sat stoically, not responding, waiting to hear what excuse she'd use, despite claiming to have none.
"Three times. I was with him three times. The last one was a mistake. It was never meant to happen, I was ending it. I still can't explain why I let it happen that last time. After our discussion, I couldn't keep doing it. The first time was when you went to California. The second time was this last trip. I didn't want you to go. I was afraid of what might happen if you did. I begged you to send him instead. Remember?"
"Is that it?" I asked.
She kept looking around nervously, as if someone would take over for her. "I... I wasn't thinking straight. I don't love him; I don't even like him very much. He wanted me, and kept hounding me, pursuing me. He told me that you were screwing around, but I didn't believe him. I never did, I swear. I knew you wouldn't. He was always complimenting me, touching me, always pushing the boundaries. I don't know why I finally gave in. It was like it wasn't even me doing it. It was stupid. I was lonely for you, missing you, and he stepped in."
I waited patiently.
"What are you going to do?" she whined plaintively. "I'll never do anything like that again. I swear, I'll spend the rest of my life making it up to you. We can get past this. I know you love me. I love you more than anything. We'll be fine, won't we?"
I shrugged. "I'll be fine, eventually. I don't know about you. I have one question. Are the kids mine?"
She stared at me in shock. "How could you ask that? Of course they are!"
"I'm going to want DNA proof. Take care of that this week." I turned to my mother. "What do you have to say about your role in this?"
She looked stunned. "What role? I just want to make sure you both get through this, and can find your way to forgive each other."
I laughed. "Forgive each other? What is she supposed to forgive me for?"
"For burning your house down, to start with. For leaving her alone so much. For not confronting her when you found out."
"How long did you know, Mrs. Nolan? How long were you covering for her?"
Mom turned red. "I wasn't covering for her. I was trying to fix things."
"How long?" I snapped.
"Why does it matter? It's over and done with. She won't be doing that again."
"God Damn it! How fucking long, Judas!" I yelled.
"If you won't hold a civil tongue, you can leave my house!"
I stood and threw the papers at Beth. "Sign these. Don't make any changes. I'll call you and tell you where you can drop them off."
I faced my mother. "I detest what you've done to us. Worse than what she did. You betrayed your only son, for some cheating slut. I don't think I'll ever be able to forgive you. Dad asked me to take care of you, so for his sake, you will continue to receive three grand a month, as long as you live. Other than that, I don't want any contact with you."
I turned and walked away. Mom yelled, "Don't you dare walk away! We're not done here!"
"I'm done with all of you. With all of this. Sign the fucking papers. Don't call; don't write. I don't want to talk to any of you."
Beth was sobbing, Mom was screaming. The kids were crying. Peggy followed me out the door. "Don't leave, Honor. Not like this. You said you were going to listen."
I didn't slow down. "I did listen. Beth told me what I knew, and gave me no reason to ever believe or trust her again. Mom wouldn't even tell me the truth. How long have you guys known?"
She didn't hesitate. "From the start. Before she even did it the first time. We told her that her behavior was unacceptable. She said it was nothing, just some flirting, teasing. She wanted to get your attention, make you jealous. We tried to stop her. We cursed her and yelled at her after she did it. She was repentant as hell, devastated, and then two months later she went and did it again, after she swore it was over."
I got in my truck, and Peggy climbed in the passenger seat. "Get out Peg. I don't want you here. You sided with her. You can stick with her. All the little deceitful betrayers can stick together."
"Of course we stuck with her. We knew going to you would be useless. The only way to fix it was fix her. Besides, everyone would take her side. Nobody likes you Honor. We love you, but Jesus, nobody can stand you most of the time. I don't see how she does it."
I turned to her. "Out. I don't need you. I don't need any of you."
She shook her head. "No. They had their say, now it's my turn."
I started the truck, and pulled out.
"Where are you going?" Peggy snapped.
"To my hotel. Away from all of you, and all of this. I suggest you get out soon, it's a long walk back."
"You always have to be such a hard-ass, Honor. You can never bend. Can't you see that's your undoing? You think you're so honorable, so good, so fair. Nobody wants to be around someone like that. Sure, they trust you, and they respect you, but most of all they fear you."
"That's ridiculous. Nobody fears me. Obviously."
"You remember cousin Robby? You fired him for smoking pot on the loading dock."
"Of course I did. Using illegal drugs at work? It's a no-brainer."
"To you it is. He's family. You could have warned him. Given him a break. You fired him."
"I didn't fire his wife. I gave him six weeks' severance. I even offered to get him into drug rehab."
"He was smoking a damn joint! That's all."
"That's enough. He knew better. He could have waited to do it at home. Not at work. I can't accept that."
"What about Trey and Lisa?"
"What about them? I didn't fire them. I probably should have."
"No. You outed them. You gave them 30 days without pay, and told them to go home and fix things with their spouses. You told them if you ever saw them even flirting in the office, you'd fire them both."
"I had to. We could get sued for allowing a workplace romance, especially between a supervisor and someone that worked for her."
"No. You could have spoken to them civilly. Warned them about their behavior. You could have told them to keep it out of the office, and let them fix their own problems in private. Instead you announced it to the world."
"I did not. I never said a word to anyone."
"You didn't say anything. Making the two of them take a month off without pay said everything."
"They shouldn't be screwing around in the first place, especially not at work. I even made up the money to them in their Christmas bonus. I guess you're always going to side with cheaters now. First them, and now the slut."
"You're right of course. You're always right, Honor. They broke the rules. They had to pay. You couldn't treat them like family, try to help them. No, you caused one divorce, and one seriously fucked up marriage."
"I didn't cause anything. I didn't fuck around. They did. They got caught. There are consequences."
"Of course there are. With you there always are. Are you surprised nobody told you about your wife? Nobody would ever side with you. They're afraid. We all have our sins, everyone except immaculate Honor. We all love Beth. She's more family than you are. She listens, she's helpful, she's always involved. She cares. You have your damn business and nothing else."
"I guess that won't be a problem anymore then, will it?"
She looked at me. "What is that supposed to mean?"
"You must have heard. I don't have the business anymore. It's hers now. Hers and Fred's, and all the rest of you. I quit. She owns it. Fred gets to run it. Let them figure out how to keep it going, keeps the business flowing, keep the dollars coming in. Let them support this fucking turncoat family and everyone else in this lousy town. I'm done. All the better if nobody likes me. I don't like them."
Her voice trembled as she turned in her seat, facing me. "What did you do, Honor?"
"I told you. I quit. I'm done. I don't need this shit. I didn't love the job; I did it for you all. For her. For the family, for this whole fucking town. I gave them jobs, great jobs, paying better than anyone in the industry. The best benefits. Who else provides one hundred percent family health coverage at no cost? I put their kids through college. I gave them loans when they needed it. I bring ten million a year into this town, and they betray me. All of them. Well fuck them, and fuck you. I'm done."
"You can't do that. What are you going to do now? Who's going to keep the business going? Fred can't. You can't just walk away."
"I can and I did. According to everyone, I let the job interfere with my marriage. Like I wanted that. Well, never again. No job. No family. It's so much easier this way."
"This is stupid. You love that business, and you love Beth. You can't walk away from them."
"I never loved the business. I love inventing things, creating things. All the other shit I did because someone had to, and nobody else seemed to do it well enough. I did love Beth. Past tense. Now I hate her. Hate what she did, and what she did to us. I can walk away. I am."
"I know you're angry, Honor. I understand; I do. You need to take some time, think things over. Take a break, I don't know, take a trip or something. Get your head on straight. You can't just destroy your company out of anger. You can't walk away from the love of your life and ten years of marriage over a stupid mistake."
"I'm not destroying my company. It's still there. I just won't be wrecking my life because of it. Let somebody else do the heavy lifting for a while. I don't have to be the hard-ass anymore. I don't have to worry about payroll, and where the next job is going to come from. It's not my concern how we're going to maintain our business advantage. I won't stay up nights, sweating bullets over each project finishing on time, and doing the quality work we should. Not my problem now. Let someone else keep it going."
My sister was quiet until I pulled up in front of the hotel. "You're going to fuck all of us, because of what she did, aren't you? Not enough to punish her and Fred. You're going to destroy everybody."
"I'm not doing anything. Besides, any one of you could have stopped this, two months ago. Hell, even a week ago. But nobody likes me. Nobody cares enough to take my side. Not one single fucking person. Why should I care about any of you?"
"We're family, Honor. Your family."
"Not anymore." I opened the door. "I'm going to my room now. I don't care what you do."
"You're not going to take me home?"
"Of course not. I told you that, and you know I'm a man of my word. Get a cab, walk, call someone. I don't care. You mean less than nothing to me. You betrayed me like the rest of them. You destroyed my marriage as much as the cheating slut."
"We tried to save it!" she insisted loudly.
"Well, I hope you do a better job of running the company, than you did saving my marriage."
I left her standing by the truck. I didn't feel good about it, but it didn't bother me all that much either.
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Without Honor, what's left?
This is a continuation of the LW Legends day story I posted. The first chapter was edited by BlackRandl1958 (thank you very much), the remaining chapters are self-edited, so yes, it's all my fault.
=====================
She was 29, I was 33. I was on my own.
My sister Peg was right about one thing. I did need to get away. Get some distance.
I went for a ride.
First stop was Roger Hammonds. I spent the better part of a week with him, getting the business worked out and just talking about my life and what had gone wrong. He told me I couldn't run away from my problems. I agreed. I was taking a break because I was too upset to be around anyone I knew. I'd go back before too long, I assured him.
He and his wife were good listeners. They didn't fault me. They didn't make excuses for her, or for anyone else. They asked simple questions, which made me question people's intentions and motivations, but I could see no way around what they had done to me. Roger asked me to stay in touch, and I did, calling at least once a week. I talked to Anna as often as I spoke with him. They were good friends.
I talked to Beth once a day. I asked if she had signed the papers. She told me she never would. I'd hang up.
At the end of the week, I called. "Did you sign the papers?"
"Please talk to me Honor."
"Did you sign the papers?"
"I'm not going to."
"Payroll is in two days. If you don't sign the papers, you can't take control of the company and you can't pay anyone. Fifty plus people will not be able to pay their mortgages or put food on the table. More than two hundred people will suffer, including children and spouses. Two hundred and seventeen at last count. Sign the papers."
"Why are you doing this to us? Don't you love me anymore?"
"I'll always love you. I just can't stand you right now. Sign the fucking papers, Beth." I hung up.
The following day I heard from the lawyers. She'd signed. The separation was official. The company was hers. She had control of all the accounts.
I called her. I always blocked the number so she couldn't see it, so I knew she wouldn't call me. "Thanks for signing the papers. Did you have the DNA test done?"
"What? Of course not! That's insane. You know they're both yours."
"I know nothing. I thought you could never be unfaithful to me. I thought you loved me. Now that I know you've fucked at least two other men, I have no idea when you started or how long you've been doing it. Do the test."
"I won't. You know I've never been with anyone else. I told you everything."
"Everything. I'm sure."
"Yes, everything," she insisted.
"Three times? You were with them three times."
"Three times with Fred. Twice with Dale."
"Three times. He came inside you three times? Dale twice?"
She was quiet. "I didn't say that."
"You were with them three times. What does 'with them' mean, Beth?"
"I ... I slept with them. We had sex."
"Three times. Five including Dale. Three ejaculations for Fred."
"No. We did it more than once each time except the last. Dale didn't even do it the last time."
"So what was it, two, three good fuckings each time?"
"Why do you keep asking? It doesn't matter. I cheated, yes, and I regret it. Regret it horribly. Let me make it up to you."
"How many times? How many times did he fuck you? How many times can he come in a row?"
"I don't know. I didn't keep count," she said softly.
"Give me a guess. That first time, when I was in California. Three, four? How many?"
"Why can't you leave it alone, Honor? I screwed up, okay?"
"No. You didn't screw up, you screwed down. You screwed Fred. I want to know how many times."
"Maybe a dozen. Maybe a few more," she finally admitted.
"Wow! Who ever knew that Fred was a superman? He came a dozen times for you in one session!"
"Over the entire week. Maybe three or four times a day once it started."
"Oh, now I understand. When you say you cheated once, you meant you cheated lots, but you're only going to count it as once. I thought you were a business major. Not very good at counting are you?"
"What do you want me to say, Honor? I screwed the bastard four different times that week. Is that what you wanted to hear? Six more times when you were in China before Dale joined us. Then another four times with both of them, and one more time with just Dale."
"That's not what I wanted to hear. I wanted to hear you were faithful to me. But it's nice to hear you starting to tell the truth, if that's what it is. Do you see why I can't trust you? Now you're telling me you cheated with Fred, what, about fourteen or fifteen times, and five more times with Dale. At least six if you weren't interrupted."
I thought about her statement. "Wait, you said five times that first trip, but you mentioned him coming in you a dozen times or more. I take it that one 'time' to you includes more than one ejaculation. Let's say two, to keep the numbers reasonable. That would make it more like 40 times you let those bastards pump their traitorous sperm into your cheating cunt or lying mouth. That's hardly three is it?"
"No. It's not three. I considered it three. Twice you went away, and I was stupid when you were gone. Once more when I was telling them it was over."
"A nice goodbye fuck. Or was it see ya later? So considerate of everyone except your husband. Test the kids, Beth."
"It was just them! I told you! You have to believe me."
"The only thing I believe is that you're a lying, cheating slut with poor math skills. Test the kids." I hung up on her.
* * *
A quick detour to Nazareth, PA, took me to the Martin Guitar factory store, museum and factory tour. Until I'd started working I'd played guitar. I wasn't all that good, but I always had one fan. Little Beth. She could sit and listen to me play for hours and hours. I don't know why I'd stopped playing after college. I hadn't picked up a guitar in years. I'd always been fascinated with the Martins, the old ones. Never had one, and wasn't sure I could do one justice. On a whim, I did pick up their Backpacker acoustic. Odd shaped little guitar, it had nice sound and projection in spite of the ultra narrow body, and the neck was close to full-size. It fit my hands well. I figured I'd see if I remembered anything, and it was small enough to strap on the back of my bike. At under $200 I could beat the hell out of it, and if it got lost or damaged, no big loss.
I made a stop in Philadelphia, for an authentic steak and cheese sandwich as well as a tour of Independence Hall, the Liberty Bell, and the Philadelphia Museum of Art (think Rocky, at the top of the steps, although I wasn't in the mood for arm raising). I'd lived a few hours away much of my life, and never had made it there. Just a few of the places I'd always wanted to see. I never imagined I'd be doing it alone.
From there I made a trip to see Beth's parents. I figured I owed them as much. They were surprised to see me.
"What's going on, Honor? Why aren't you home? Beth won't tell us anything, except you left." Carol, my cheating slut wife's mother, asked.
"I was hoping she'd tell you. I didn't feel it was my place."
"She didn't. You're going to, right?" her father asked.
"She cheated on me."
"Impossible!" Carol snapped. "Someone's lying to you."
I laughed. "Why do people keep saying that? I saw it. I walked in on her, with two men, in my own house."
"You didn't actually see them, did you? It was some mistake, I'm sure," Dave said.
"I saw them, naked, in the act. No mistake. Music playing, porn on the big screen. I saw it. I'll never be able to unsee it, as much as I wish I could. I see it almost every night."
"Why?" Carol asked. "What did you do? Were you cheating?"
I glared at her before answering. She knew better. At least she had the decency to eventually blush and drop her eyes. "No. Never. Like an idiot, I was working to make our life as wonderful as I could. Maybe working too much, I don't know. I never cheated. Hell, I don't even flirt. I didn't hit her; I didn't deprive her of anything. I didn't ignore her. I thought everything was perfect until I found out."
"It was one time, wasn't it? One mistake?" Dave asked.
"Three months. She'd fuck them the whole time I was on travel. She admitted to twenty times. She'll probably tell you three, she likes to count a full week of non-stop adulterous fucking as one. Everyone in the whole damn town knew, including my own family. They covered for her."
Carol looked distraught. "God, this must be destroying her."
I laughed. "It's not doing a whole lot for me."
"What about your business?" Dave asked.
"It's her business now. I gave it to her. She and her lover, my cousin and right hand man. He's running it. She owns it. I just wanted out."
Carol got up and returned with a bottle of Scotch, and three glasses. "I need a drink right about now. Anyone else?"
I accepted one. No more. I didn't like to ride the Harley after drinking.
"You're going to fix this, aren't you, Honor?" Carol asked. "You know she loves you. There must be some reason for her to do what she did."
"If so, she hasn't told me. I spoke with her afterward. She said she had no excuse other than he chased her and she gave in. About forty times."
"What about the kids? How are they handling it?" Dave asked.
"Billy isn't old enough to understand anything. Marie thinks I'm on a trip. They'll get over it. They're young."
"What do you mean, they'll get over it?" Carol snapped. "You're not leaving them for good, are you?"
"I don't know what I'm doing. I don't even know if they're mine, or how long she's been cheating. I asked her to get a DNA test done, and she refuses. Pretty damning if you ask me."
"You can't believe they're not yours," Carol said. "Not really."
"Why won't she have the test done?" I reminded her.
"She shouldn't have to."
I shrugged. "She shouldn't cheat. She shouldn't lie. She shouldn't spread her legs for my best friend fifteen times, and for him and his brother another five."
"She made a mistake, Honor. People do. Even Beth. Don't doubt her love for you. If she says the kids are yours, believe her," Carol insisted.
"Carol, enough," Dave said quietly.
"You know it's true!" she snapped at her husband.
"I know nothing of the kind. She lied and cheated. She wouldn't tell us what was going on. I would never have believed it of her, but I guess it's true. You don't think Honor is lying to us, do you?"
She shook her head. "No. I don't believe that for a second." She turned back to me. "Go back and talk to her, please. Don't let her mistake ruin everything."
"I can't. Not yet. Not until she stops lying to me, and proves the kids are mine. I'm too angry right now. It wouldn't go well. I lost my temper last time and almost burned down our house. There are three burnt out shells of cars in my driveway. I'm afraid to be around her, around any of them."
Carol looked stunned. "You're not going to just abandon her, are you? You won't support the kids until you know they're yours?"
"She can support herself. I gave her everything. All the accounts, the business, the house. I took less than twenty percent of the cash from the business, and left her everything else. I'm unemployed and have one last business check from selling one of my patents that I can fall back on if I run out of money. She has plenty. A hell of a lot more than I do."
"What are you going to do now?" Dave asked.
"Ride. Get away for a while. Do some of the things that I always dreamed of doing with her, which seems unlikely now. Clear my head. Give the anger a little time to recede. Then I'll go back. I don't know what I'll do when I get there, but I don't want to decide yet."
He nodded. "Makes sense to me."
Carol seemed to think otherwise. "David Daniels! How could you say that?"
"You want him to go back, shoot the fuckers and put her in the hospital? Burn the business to the ground? Do you have any idea what a man might do in his shoes?" he growled.
"He wouldn't. Not Honor. He loves her!"
"That's why he left. I can respect that. Why he gave her everything, that's another question. I would have hung her out to dry."
"But she's your daughter!" Carol whined.
"I'm not talking about my daughter. I'm talking about a man's supposedly faithful wife. Have you ever cheated on me, Carol?"
"How could you ask that after thirty-two years? Of course not!"
"How do you think I'd handle it if I found out you did, with my best friend, over and over again? Especially if everyone knew about it but me?"
She didn't answer. I was getting a little uncomfortable.
"How about if I went over to Vicky's and fucked her? Not once, but twenty times over a period of a month. How about if everyone knew and covered up for me? What would you do?"
She looked at him in fear.
"Not just Vicky, but her sister too. Screwed both of them in this house, over and over again. What if you walked in and caught me in the act? How would that be, Carol? Would you forgive me because I love you? If so, I'd sure like to know. She's a fine looking woman."
"Stop it, Dave. Just stop it," she cried. I saw the tears running down her face.
"Leave the man alone. Give him some time. Our daughter, God help us, is a cheating round-heeled slut. I can't figure it out, but I believe him. I love her, I always will, but she's broken my heart. I can't begin to understand how bad he's hurting."
"What about her? Don't you think she's hurting? He's her entire world."
"I'm sure she is. But she brought this on herself. Nobody else. She could have kept her legs closed."
Carol nodded, still crying. "I want to go see her. I need to help her. Understand why she did it."
I opened my wallet and counted out five hundred dollar bills. "It's on me. Maybe you can figure this out."
"We can take care of this. You don't have to spend your money," Dave said.
"Please, Dad. I want to. Maybe she can do something to make sense of this. I'm sure that Beth can use the help. She's probably not very popular right now. Perhaps you can convince her to have the kids tested. I really would like to know they're mine. Give me a reason to go back someday."
"I'll try," Carol answered.
Dave looked as bad as I felt. The atmosphere had turned awkward. He sighed, glanced at his wife and turned to me. "Son, I can't tell you what to do. Truth is I can barely get my head around it myself. I can only make a suggestion. Do what you have to do. Take some time to cool down so you can look at things calmly. Then you're going to have a tough decision. You need to ask yourself if she, the kids, and ten years of marriage are worth the effort to fix things. I know it'll be rough. You do know one thing. That girl loves you. She adores you, and has since she was four years old." He sank down, his head in his hands. "I don't understand. How could she? It doesn't make sense."
"I know. I keep asking myself the same thing. Why?"
I left shortly after that. We didn't have a lot to talk about, other than what nobody felt comfortable discussing.
* * *
"How could you tell my parents I cheated on you?"
"Did you have the kids tested?" I asked, taking a break from trekking the Appalachian Trail along the Shenandoah Valley ridge. The vistas were amazing. One more thing I'd always wanted to do. The slut and I had talked about it many times.
"My father won't even speak to me!"
"Next time keep your legs closed. Did you have them tested?"
"No! I told you that's crazy."
I hung up on her, hoisted my backpack, and started hiking again.
* * *
Hiking was good therapy. I'd always enjoyed a little quiet, and the solitude made for a good thinking atmosphere. The first two days were exhausting. I spent a few hours hiking with others I met on the way but was not a very good companion, barely speaking, and answering in one word replies. A couple of college co-eds stuck it out for half-a-day, even camping near me, away from the designated shelters. I was sitting around, playing some maudlin songs on my little guitar, and they came over to sit near me. They sang along on a couple of tunes, and I even went so far as to play a couple of requests. Their attempts at any more socialization were rebuffed, and their implied willingness for a more physical evening was politely ignored. They left early in the morning without saying goodbye.
No, I wasn't very good company.
I was riding a bus back to where I'd started my hiking, more than a week earlier. It was half empty, so I didn't care much that I got some nasty looks while treating my blisters. Not the best way to break in new boots. I gave her a call.
"Hello?" That voice still gave me goose bumps, damn her.
"Hi, Beth. It's me. Did you have the kids tested yet?"
"Please call your mother. She's driving me crazy."
"No. Did you have them tested?"
"Yes. Yesterday. We'll have the results in a few days."
"I take it your mother's there."
"Yes. Thank you for paying her way. She'd like to talk to you sometime."
"I'll speak with her. Give me her number. I'll call later."
She read the number to me, and I wrote it down. It wouldn't do much good to put it in the phone. I was still paranoid and threw them away every few days.
"Are you coming home?" she asked.
"Not yet. I'll let you know after the results. Take care of yourself, BB."
She started crying. "I love you, Honor. I ... I don't know if I ever said it, but I'm so sorry. Please come back to me."
"I'll call in a few days. Say hi to your Mom for me." I hung up before my voice cracked. I hated that she could still make me feel that way. Three fucking weeks for her to say she was sorry. She was sorry now. Not when she was fucking the bastards in my own home. I had little doubt that this latest remorse was mostly Carol's doing.
* * *
It took me five days of mini-adventures to get to the Keys. On Key West, I found a scuba shop that was willing to get me certified in four days if I could pass the written. I'd finished my accompanied dive and deep-water test and was relaxing with a piña colada, picking out Jimmy Buffet songs, enjoying the last of the sun's rays. Not the typical fun songs, I was still wallowing. Playing songs of escape, which he did so well. Remittance Man, He Went to Paris, I Don't Know and I Don't Care. If I wanted to torture myself I'd play Little Miss Magic, Asshole Song, My Head Hurts, My Feet Stink And I Don't Love Jesus.
Yeah, it was that kind of mood, when I made a call.
"Carol Daniels," the voice said.
"Hi, Carol."
"Honor? Is that you?"
"Good guess. How're you doing?"
"I've been better. Some things are hard to believe, you know."
"I know. Are the kids mine?"
"Yes. We knew that, but I've seen the results. Ninety-nine and a bunch more nines positive. She had to use your hair, you know. A normal sample would have helped."
"I gave her one when this whole thing started. It was with the initial papers."
"I guess she threw it out. She never mentioned it. Are you coming home now?"
"Not yet. How're things?"
"Beth is a mess. No surprise. So are your mother and sister. You really should call them."
"No. They chose her over me."
"They didn't see it that way," Carol said.
"I do."
She didn't argue. "The whole town's a mess. Your company's in trouble. No new business is coming in, and they're having problems with their existing customers. Everyone's taking it out on Beth."
"Not my problem. They all turned against me. I could have left them all high and dry. Instead, I gave them everything."
"Nobody blames you. It's like the old saying, 'You don't know what you've got, till it's gone.' They need you, Honor. Your wife needs you, your kids, your mother. The whole damn town for that matter. Please come back."



"I will. Not just yet, but soon, I think. I miss the kids something fierce."
"You miss your wife. Admit it."
I chuckled. "I do. I miss the wife I had, not the cheating slut who's waiting there for me."
"They're one and the same, unfortunately. She's my daughter, Honor. Please don't call her a cheating slut to me. Cheater is bad enough."
"Sorry, Carol. You're right. That was uncalled for. I'm still a little angry, I guess. Maybe I should take some more time. I still can't believe it, you know. I thought she loved me."
"She does. I don't think we'll ever understand what was going through her head. She's driving forty miles a day, each way, twice a week, to have some asshole with an advanced degree try to help her understand herself, and what you did to cause this. I could wring the bastard's neck."
I laughed. "It's what they do. Nobody's responsible for their own actions anymore, right? She cheated; I must have been the reason. My sister certainly seems to think it's all my fault. Let them blame me, I'm not guiltless. I did leave her alone. I only wish I'd known that getting on a plane made her clothing fall off and her legs spread wide. I would have taken a train or a boat."
She chuckled. "It's nice to hear you joke. I'm sorry; I don't know what we did wrong. I would never have thought this was possible."
"It's not your fault, Carol. You and Dave were great parents. This is all on her. And me, I guess."
"Not you. You did nothing wrong. I think everyone understands that now. Promise me you won't be much longer. I can't leave until you get here, and Dave's getting tired of frozen dinners and Denny's."
"Soon. I wanted to do a lot more things, but I guess I'll pass for now. I'm young. They'll still be there for a while."
"You're a good man, Honor. I know you'll do the right thing. We'll all be here waiting."
I'll do the right thing. That's what Dad had said. I couldn't help but think that was part of what got me in this mess.
"Soon, Carol. Give the kids my love."
* * *
It was a three day jaunt. While in the Caymans I did the swim with the stingrays, and put my new PADI scuba license to use. I also opened two new accounts, transferred some of my funds, and deposited my patent check. I wouldn't have to worry about money for a while.
I flew back to Miami, opened a new bank account, and transferred in several hundred thousand dollars. The IRS would insist on its blood money. I rode back to New York, stopping for three days in D.C. to tour the museums, see the monuments, and visit Arlington Cemetery. I wondered if it would be possible to have a gravestone made for my marriage. Lost in the line of duty. Then I was off to the lawyers and my CPA. My taxes were going to be a mess.
I texted Carol. I had a new phone, an over-sized android thing, almost as big as a paper-back. That and one of those 12" android tablets, which kept me connected to the world. Better than a laptop. "Soon," was all I wrote.
I was two days putting the taxes in order, and wrote out a check, getting that monkey off my back. It wasn't as bad as I had anticipated. Then again, I was paying my people a hell of a lot of money to protect it for me.
It had only been around six weeks, but it seemed like an eternity. I'd lost a few pounds if my belt notches were to be believed, and hadn't shaved or had a hair cut in all that time. I was definitely looking scrubby. No longer the tidy, well-dressed President and CEO. I looked like I belonged on the back of my hog.
I rode into town and headed for the diner. I was a little surprised nobody recognized me. It was nice to be a stranger, and eat in peace. After lunch, I visited my cousin Bev at her real-estate office. She greeted me like a piece of dirt that had come in on the bottom of her shoe. It felt great. "I want a small place. Close to downtown. Three bedrooms and at least a two car garage. I'll buy, and I'll pay cash."
I was no longer a piece of dirt. Diamond was more like it. She showed me five places. She was right. The first one was the best. I made a full price offer if I could take immediate possession. It was empty and the owners were eager. They weren't even related to me, at least not directly. A nice unexpected bonus.
Somewhere after the fourth house, and between the final agreement, Bev started looking at me funny. We were sitting down, filling out the papers, when she looked up suddenly. "Honor?"
I grinned. "Yes, Bev?"
"Jesus, Honor! Everyone's been worried sick about you! Where have you been?"
"Around. Getting my head on straight. I went for a ride. Took a little longer than it probably should have, a lot less time than I thought it would."
"Are you really back? For good? You're going to fix everything aren't you?"
"I'm back. I'm not sure how long, but I am buying a house. As for fixing things, I don't know."
She smiled. "You're back. That's all that matters for now. I know you'll do the right thing, you always do."
The right thing. Sure. "We'll see," was all the assurance I'd give her. The truth was, I was bone tired of always doing what others considered the right thing.
By 7:00 pm, I had handed over $5000 in earnest money, and took the keys to the house. The contracts would be completed in a few days. I knew the phone lines would be buzzing, so I made the call.
"Hello? Honor is that you?"
"Hi, BB. I'm back in town."
"Where are you? Why aren't you here?"
"Where's here?" I asked.
"Our house. Come home, Honor. Please."
"I can't yet. I'd like to visit, though. I'd like to see my kids."
"Of course. Whenever you want. Now is good. They'll be up for at least another hour."
"No. Tomorrow is fine. When is a good time?"
"I go to the office at eight in the morning. You can have them all day if you want. Mom is here with me, so you can stop by any time. I'd like to see you if you don't mind."
"I think I'd like that too. We do need to talk."
"Stay for dinner?"
"Sounds nice. I have some things I need to do in the morning, but I can stop by after lunch if you'll let your mother know."
"That would be perfect. Thank you so much. I ... I love you. I hope you don't mind me saying that."
"No. I don't mind. I love you too. Our lives are a mess, aren't they?"
I could hear her crying. "I know. I hate it. I fucked everything up so bad. You're going to fix things, aren't you?"
"I don't know yet. I'm not sure about anything. But I do want to see you."
"Have you called your mother? She's not doing well."
"No. Not yet. I'm not ready for that confrontation. Maybe soon."
She was quiet a moment. "Say something else, Honor. Anything."
I laughed. "What?"
"Talk. Speak to me. Tell me something. What you did. Where you went. Who you slept with, anything. I just want to hear your voice."
"I missed you, BB. I did lots of things I'd always wanted to do. Things that I thought we'd do together. I did them alone. It gave me lots of time to think, but I hated the fact that you weren't there with me like you should have been. Your actions cost us that. I'm not accusing you; I'm just trying to let you know what I was feeling. Everything I did, I thought about how it wasn't the same without you to share it with. I didn't sleep with anybody. I'm a married man. I would never do that. You of all people should know that."
"I know, honey. But we're legally separated. I thought you might use that. I wouldn't blame you."
"Is that why you think I got the separation? So I could get even? Sleep with women up and down the eastern seaboard?"
"No. But it's been over a month. Maybe you'd meet someone. Before you ask, I didn't. Meet anyone that is, or sleep around. I won't make that mistake again."
"I wasn't going to ask," I told her.
"God, I love hearing your voice. You sound better. You were so angry before."
"I was. That's why I had to get away. I'm not totally over it, but I think I'm better."
"I understand. I didn't at first. Dad finally spoke to me last week. He sounds like you did. I think I hurt him pretty bad."
"You were his perfect little angel. You were always Daddy's girl."
"Until I became Honor's girl."
I laughed. "You were his girl before you were mine. And you'll always be his. I would never begrudge him that. He'll forgive you."
"Will you, Honor? Forgive me?"
"I'll try. I could say the words, but in my heart, it wouldn't be true, and I never want to lie to you. Even if I could forgive you, it wouldn't make things right, and I don't know if I'll ever be able to get over what you've done to us. I don't know how to regain the trust, respect or loyalty. We can never get the faithfulness back, that's gone for good."
"I'm sorry. I know I shouldn't keep repeating it. It sounds stupid even to me. I can't help myself. I'm sorry, Honor. I love you. Tell me you love me again."
"I love you, BB. I always have. I'll never love anyone else like I loved you. I don't know if that's enough. But we have to start somewhere."
"Bring me something of yours tomorrow. Please?"
"Something?"
"Something that smells like you. I didn't do your laundry once you left. I would sleep with your clothing, so I could smell you, but the clothing doesn't smell like you anymore. I could close my eyes, and pretend that you were there, that everything was going to be okay. It's not working. I can't sleep at all. Bring me something. The shirt you're wearing now. Something. Pretty please?"
"I don't have much. I buy new clothes when the old ones get dirty, and just throw those away."
"Oh no! God, that's terrible! I would have paid anything to have you send those home. That's so cruel."
"I need to go, BB. I'll see you tomorrow, okay?"
"Just a little longer? Please? Tell me you love me. Tell me you'll try to forgive me. Remind me of how we were. Do you remember taking me out when you were going to college? I was fourteen, just an ignorant little girl, and you treated me like a woman. Do you remember that first time we slept together, in my parent's house? I snuck into your bed. You held me and kissed me. Not a friendly kiss. A lover's kiss. I knew then. I had always dreamed, but I knew that night. You were going to be mine. Do you remember?"
"I remember everything. I've gone over it a thousand times in my head. That first night, when I knew I loved you, and that I always would. When I took you to prom and my world changed forever. When we got married, and you bragging the next day why we were late. I remember it all. Sadly, I still remember some other things. Horrible things. Those memories just won't go away. They give me nightmares almost every night."
"You love me, though." She said it anxiously.
"Yes. I love you. I hope someday I can honestly say I forgive you. I'm looking forward to seeing you tomorrow."
"Dream of me tonight, Honor. A good dream. No more nightmares. I forbid you. Dream of our honeymoon or our first time. Dream of our noon lunches, fooling around in your office when I worked for you."
"I'll try. Kiss the kids goodnight for me."
"Do you have to go?"
"For now. I'll see you tomorrow. Goodnight, BB."
"Goodnight Honor. Thank you for this. I ... it helps. I needed it."
* * *
I spent the morning shopping for furniture. I had an empty house that needed filling. I grabbed a sales person and walked through the warehouse, pointing. In less than an hour, I had two bedrooms, the living room and dining room outfitted. For a usurious fee, it would be delivered during the day. I signed the papers, gave the surprised salesman a key, and told him to have the delivery guys put it anywhere that seemed reasonable.
He was a little weird about everything but came up with a reasonable solution. He called a home decorator who agreed to take the delivery, and fill in the rest as needed for another outrageous fee. LuAnne was quite confident in her ability to make the place presentable. She was a take charge girl, asking about bedding, linens, kitchen utensils, dishes and cutlery, all the day-to-day items I'd need.
"I'll need three days," she said. "I'll start today with the basics, and get your feedback. I'll leave some catalogs you can browse to get your tastes. By the day after tomorrow, I'll have you setup." She giggled adorably. "I love these kinds of projects. Will you allow me to use you as a reference, and get some shots of the before and after?"
"Sure," I told her. "Free rein. I don't need anything too fancy, but I like comfortable. One bedroom is off limits, as is the garage. Other than that, go ahead and do what makes sense."
"Budget? Ballpark?"
"Hell if I know. What would something like this usually cost?"
"Without original art, antiques, or any specialty items, we can probably do most everything for under twenty grand."
Like I said, outrageous. But hell, it's only money. "Make it nice. Top end of forty thousand sound reasonable? Do I have to front you, or give you a deposit?"
"You have a credit card number I can use? That will take care of ninety percent."
I did, and I gave it to her, thinking it would put a big dent in the fifty thousand limit. Maybe I was still too trusting. Giving my number out to a woman I hadn't even met.
I didn't want to scare the kids, so I hit the barber shop and got my beard trimmed just a little, the same with my hair. Hirsute, but no longer quite so shaggy. I got new jeans and a shirt, laughing to myself as I placed my old one in a plastic bag. Beth was weird.
I realized it was one of the few times in the last month I'd been able to think about her with a smile, and without the anger. I guess that's an improvement.
The drive back to town had me antsy. I couldn't wait to see the kids and was looking forward to chatting with Carol. I had mixed feelings about dinner with Beth, which seemed so reasonable on the phone the night before.
I pulled onto the property and saw the mess I'd created had been cleaned up as simply as possible. There was a carport where the garage had been, and a nondescript dark blue four-door was parked there. The driveway and parking area had been resurfaced. If you didn't know what it had looked like before, you'd be hard pressed to tell what had happened. I pulled in beside the car and parked, removing my helmet and trying to neaten my hair a little in the rear-view mirror. I left the helmet and my jacket on the bike and knocked on the door.
My mother-in-law Carol met me with a hug.
"It's so good to see you, Honor. Thank you for coming. The kids are in the playroom."
"You're looking good," I told her.
She blushed. "It's nice to be around the kids. Having something to do. They keep me running around, that's for damn sure."
"You've lost weight," I observed.
She grinned. "Eight pounds. It shows?"
"It shows. We better get Dave up here, or you back home, before all the men realize what they're missing and are all over you."
She laughed. "Too late. I guess they don't see much new blood in town. If I was single, I'd never have to eat alone or with the same guy twice, it seems."
"Be careful. There are a few bastards in this town that don't care if a woman's married or not. More than a few. Hell, the whole damn town, now that I think of it."
She turned serious. "Honor, your mother keeps calling. I know she's probably going to show up at the door. I swear I didn't invite her, but there's no way your presence is going to remain a secret. What should I do?"
I shrugged. "I'll have to talk to her sometime. If she does show up, be polite and let her in. We can talk. If she's an ass again, I'll just leave."
"No! Don't leave, whatever happens. I'll throw her out if it comes to that. You can't leave before dinner. Please, promise me you won't."
I gave her a hug. "Alright. I'm not going to promise, but I'll do my best, okay?"
She nodded, grabbing my hand. "Your kids await. Do you need me to get the papers proving they're yours?"
"No. I trust you."
She dragged me into the playroom, and my daughter took about five seconds to realize who I was. She launched herself at me. "Daddy!"
I sat on the floor with her, while little Billy tried to figure out who I was. He kept his distance at first, slowly approaching.
My girl was tugging at my beard, giggling. "You're furry."
I nodded. She pulled hard, glaring at me. "No more trips, Daddy. This was the worst."
"Okay, baby girl, I'll try to take fewer trips."
She tugged my beard harder, almost bringing tears to my eyes. "No more trips, ever!"
For a four year old, she had some very strong opinions. She reminded me so much of her mother it hurt. "I can't promise that, Angel. But I do promise if I have to take a trip, I'll call you. We can even see each other over the computer. Alright?"
"You're gonna make things better? Fix everything? Mommy cries all the time now. You gotta make her stop crying."
"I'll do what I can, Precious."
Billy was walking better, and he stood up and staggered to me. I caught him in my arms and held him close, my face in his hair, smelling him. Damn, I guess I'm almost as weird as BB.
I played with them for a couple of hours, and Carol joined us on occasion. We didn't talk about anything but the kids. About mid-afternoon Carol informed me it was nap time, and she had them on a schedule. We took them to their room, and I read to them for about ten minutes, until they were out. I gave each a kiss and closed the door.
Carol sat down with me in the living room, and I joined her in a beer. She laughed. "These kids are driving me to drink. I'd drink about once a week at home, but I'm up to a day-time beer, and a night-time cocktail."
"The calories don't seem to be hurting you," I teased. She was a beautiful woman. Beth was her spitting image. A painful reminder of what I'd lost.
She laughed and scooted over next to me on the couch. She leaned against me, and I put my arm around her casually. "They're great kids," she said.
"I know. I'm looking forward to spending a lot more time with them."
"You want to tell me what you're up to now? You don't have to."
"Later, Okay? I'm still flying by the seat of my pants."
"Are you moving back in?"
I chuckled. "Later, Carol. Tell me what's going on."
She snuggled up against me, sipping from her beer. "It's a mess, but you probably figured on that, didn't you?"
"I expected it. I was hoping it wouldn't get bad for several months. Maybe they'd be able to handle it, in time."
"They're talking layoffs. Business is tanking. A lot of people are unhappy. They blame it all on Beth. She's trying. She is. She's in the office ten hours a day and still working here late at night. I don't think she realized half of what you had to do."
"What's Fred doing?"
She hesitated. "I'll let her explain that if it's okay."
"Are they still involved?"
"God no! She detests the man. She doesn't have time for messing around. It's all business all the time, except for maybe an hour a day with the kids." She leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. "Your call last night was like a life-preserver thrown to a woman going down for the third time. Thank you."
"She hurt me, Carol," I told her, my chest constricting. I felt my eyes watering.
She put her arms around me and pulled me down into her lap. She brushed my hair back softly. "I know, baby."
I let her hold me, while I cried for the first time. I sobbed like a baby, while she hugged me and rocked me. It was comforting. "It's going to be okay, Honor," she whispered.
I shook my head, the words trembling as they left my lips. "I don't think so. Not ever again. She broke my heart."
She held me tight, leaning her head down against mine. She kissed my temple softly. "It will, sweetie. It will never be the same, but it will get better."
"How could she?"
"I don't know. I suspect it was post-partum issues. It all started a few months after Billy was born. It's no excuse, but a lot of times we get squirrely afterward. I almost killed Dave a couple of times; I'd get so angry for no reason. We feel fat and ugly, like our lives as women are over. Sex feels wrong. I was a mess for a year after Beth. Like I said, it's no excuse, but I'd guess it hit her hard."



I was lying sideways on the couch, my head resting in her lap. She gave me a squeeze, pulling me close, and when she sat up, her breast was leaning against my face. I felt a familiar stirring I was instantly ashamed of.
"Uh ... Carol? You probably should sit back."
She looked down at me, and gave a little teasing shimmy, rubbing my face with her chest. "What's wrong, Honor?"
"It's been a long time for me," I admitted.
She laughed, squeezing me again. "God, you are always so damn honorable, aren't you? Are my titties bothering you?"
"Bothering isn't the term I'd use."
Carol sat back a little, her hand caressing my side. "I bet you never once strayed. Probably never even thought about it. Even after what she did. After getting separated and all. You didn't, did you?"
"I'm still married." It was comforting, being with her. I rolled over on my back and looked up at her. "You know I couldn't."
She nodded, then leaned down and kissed me softly. "I know. I could strip naked, and you'd never even think of touching me, would you?"
I laughed. "I'm not gay. I'd sure as hell think about it. Maybe even fantasize. I just wouldn't act on it."
Carol was being a little naughty, teasing. She ran her hand inside my shirt, rubbing my stomach. "She had it all. What an idiot."
"I had it all too," I reminded her.
She nodded. "Did you ever fantasize about me, Honor?"
I blushed. "What do you think?"
Carol smiled. "When?"
I laughed. "God, I guess as soon as I knew about sex. You always were a hottie. Mature version of the love of my life."
She leaned back in the couch, and looking up all I could see was her chest. "I don't mean to tease you, baby. You know this is going nowhere. I miss holding a man. Talking, cuddling. Not even the sex so much as the intimacy. You understand?"
"Six weeks alone, Carol. I understand." I sat up and drew her sideways into my lap. Her head rested on the end of the couch, her torso across my legs. I caressed her hair, stroking it softly. My other hand rested on her stomach, moving softly, comforting. I'd known the woman my entire life; she was a second mother to me. A reminder of better times, someone who hadn't betrayed me. One of the very few.
She sighed. "You two were always perfect together. From the start. The way you watched over her, the way she followed you around, looking up to you. God, it was so damned cute." Her eyes were closed, as she took a walk down memory lane. The arm nearest my body was against my side, her hand stroking my shoulder and back.
The front door opened, and my mother decided to make her appearance at that time. She took a couple of steps in the door and saw us.
"What's going on here?" she snapped.
I lifted my finger to my lips. "The kids are napping. Carol and I are just reminiscing about old times."
"Is that appropriate?" she asked.
"Was it appropriate for me to hold you in your bed when you couldn't stop crying after we lost Dad?" I didn't remind her that she'd been practically naked.
Her mouth dropped comically. "That ... that was different."
"We're just talking, Mother. I'm guessing that's why you came over, uninvited."
She looked upset, then smiled. "At least you called me Mother. No more of that Mrs Nolan BS I hope."
Carol slowly sat up, and then sat back on the couch a few feet away. "Do you want me to go?" she asked. "Give you two some privacy?"
I shook my head. "I'm still very angry with you, Mother. You hurt me bad."
She nodded sadly. "I know baby. I didn't think things out properly I guess. I really thought I was doing right. I was trying to save your marriage."
I nodded back. "I know, but I'm your son! You watched my kids, covering for her, while she slept with other men! How could you?"
She walked over and climbed in my lap. She wrapped her arms around my neck. "You hurt me too. I've never been hurt so bad. It was even worse than when I lost your father. That was terrible, but I knew he was going into danger, and I had you to take care of me. When I lost you, it was my own fault, and I had nobody. Nobody, Honor."
As if her pain could compare to mine. "Everyone betrayed me. I did all I could for all of them, and they turned their backs on me. Even my own flesh and blood. The whole world was against me. Nobody took my side. Nobody helped me. You don't know what alone is, Mother."
"I'm sorry, baby. You never lost me. You couldn't. You're my baby boy. You threw me away because of one damned mistake. I tried to protect you from getting hurt. I'm your mother, that's my job. If I could have stopped her, if she hadn't lied about it being over, we'd have all been happy again. I had to try, Honor."
"No, Mother. You screwed up. If you had come to me from the start, when her behavior away from me was inappropriate, maybe I could have done something. Talked about it, found out what was going on. Stopped her. Fired Fred. You never gave us that chance. Even after the first time, you had that chance. One mistake, maybe we could get past."
She shook her head. "You know better. Everything's black and white to you. We all know that. We have to live to your standards. Once you lost the trust, it would be too late. We couldn't let you know."
"So you let it get to where it is today. This is better? Instead of stopping it or cutting if off after the first time, you let her go on, bringing Dale into it. You let her fuck those assholes dozens of times. She lost my trust, but now so did you, and every other lousy bastard in this town. How is this better?"
Mom shook her head. "It wasn't supposed to happen. You weren't supposed to know."
"You sided with her. She was cheating on me and you helped her. I don't know how I'm ever supposed to get over that. I didn't throw you away, Mother. You chose her, leaving me nothing. You're right. I do see things as right and wrong, black and white. You chose wrong. You chose betrayal and adultery over loyalty and fidelity. You chose someone else over your only son. You chose evil over good. You've lost my trust. Everyone has. You've destroyed our relationship, and there's no way we'll ever get it back. I hate what you did more than you'll ever know. I thought I knew you. I thought you loved me. Now you're just a stranger, who I don't trust or respect. That's what you've done to us."
She cried, holding me desperately. "I'm sorry, baby. It was for you. I swear it was. I would do anything to keep you happy."
"I have a simple question for you. If Dad was alive, and he knew, would you have covered for her? Would he have gone along?"
She didn't answer. She couldn't. We both knew the truth.
I put my arms under her and lifted her to the side, untangling her arms. "I need to go for a bit. I ... I'm feeling angry right now. I need a few minutes."
She cried harder. "You're not going to keep avoiding me, are you? I can't stand it, baby. I can't."
I leaned over and kissed her forehead. "No. I'll give you my number. You're my Mother, I can't forget that. I ... I just don't like you right now, and I doubt I'll ever trust you again. What we had is lost. I need some time."
I turned to walk out, and Carol came running over. "You'll be back? You promised."
"I said I'd do my best. Part of that is getting away for a bit before I blow up. I'll be back."
I hopped on my bike, eschewing my helmet and jacket for the moment. Pretty stupid I know, but I was trembling from anger. My mother was still trying to hold onto the idea she was doing what was right. My own mother.
I took off down the road too fast, opening up the bike as I hadn't done in weeks. I liked the rumble, the vibration, the wind in my face. I was free and could leave if I needed too. I could choose to stay, but I didn't have to. That's all that kept me there. I passed a car like it was standing still, over those roads I knew so well.
I heard the siren and laughed at my own damn luck. I looked in the mirror and saw the lights flashing. I pulled over and waited.
The Sheriff walked over cautiously. "License and regis ... Honor?"
"Hi, Uncle Luke."
"Damn it, son, you were doing over ninety!"
"Sorry about that. I just met with Mom."
He looked at me and nodded. "Blowing off some steam. I guess that's better than blowing up your damn house again."
I lifted my leg across the bike, and leaned against it, facing him. "How come you never pulled me in?"
He looked at me in surprise. "You're family, boy. My brother's son. Once he passed, I had an obligation. You should know that better than anyone. No one takes care of family like you."
"Lot of damn good it did me."
He put away his notebook. "It's not about that. We don't do it so they'll owe us. We do it because it's right. Because we can." He took off his hat and rubbed his head. I noticed his hair was thinning. I wondered if Dad's would have looked like that.
He continued. "Sometimes we screw up. I let you down, son, and I regret it. I guess we all did, but I could have done something about it. I could have put a bullet in that fucker's ass. At the least, I could have locked him up as soon as you left town. I fucked up. You're my brother's only boy, the very best of us, and I failed you."
He put his hat back on and stood up straight. "I won't do that again. Which means I better not catch you risking life and limb on these roads. You get my drift?"
I smiled. "Yes, sir."
"Fine. You back for good?"
"I don't know. Perhaps. You going to tell me now how I have to fix things? Forgive her, forgive everyone?"
"Hell no. You're a better man than I'll ever be. You'll do what's right. You always do. I wish I could say the same."
"How is she, Uncle Luke?"
He smiled sadly. "Getting better. The work is a good outlet for her. When she lost you, she lost everything. No one will have anything to do with her. She cost us too much. She ruined everything for half the town. The entire company hates her, while she tries to save their asses, alone. She's a beautiful woman, but there's not a single man that will so much as look at her, without facing the wrath of an entire community. It's gotta be hard on her, but she's struggling forward. Her mother's a good woman. Hard to believe the little slut came from her loins."
It hurt me to hear him call her a slut. I don't know why. I certainly did it often enough. "I'd prefer you don't call her a slut, Uncle Luke."
He nodded. "I know you love her, boy. What she did was bad."
"I know. It still hurts to hear it."
"Understood. Cheater work for you?"
I chuckled. "Yeah. I guess it's hard to deny that."
He rubbed my head. I felt like I was a teenager again, for just a moment. "Wear a helmet, okay? When you get angry, don't bottle it up, and don't blow anything else up. Give me a call and we'll go down to the range and shoot off a few hundred rounds."
"Sure, Uncle Luke. I thought I was getting better, but Mom ..."
"I know. Women. Some fucked up thinking going on there."
I heard his radio go off, and couldn't make out what was said. I guess thirty years had honed his hearing. "Jesus. Fucking Zach is at it again. Gotta run, son. It's good to see you back. I'm here if you need me."
"Thanks. I'll call."
He was jogging back to his car. "Do that!" he called out.
* * *
Mom was gone, and the kids were up. I settled in with them, while Carol started the dinner preparations. She'd check in every once in a while as if I didn't know how to take care of my own children.
The thought of taking them and leaving had crossed my mind. I could go abroad, anywhere really. I had enough money to last a good long while. I had a patent that was probably worth more than the one I had sold, and another still in the works, which was probably worth a couple of hundred grand to the right people.
It didn't seem right. I might detest my wife, but she'd always been a good mother. A better parent than I had been, if I was honest with myself. I was going to change that.
I was working on building a castle of blocks with Marie when I heard my name.
"Honor?"
I didn't even turn. "Hi, Beth."
I felt her arms wrap around me, and I stiffened.
"Thank you for coming back," she whispered.
"For the sake of the kids, Beth. That's what matters now." I didn't push her away, but I didn't encourage her either.
She eventually let go. "I'm going to change now. Maybe we can talk afterward."
"Sure."
I heard her walk away.
"Is Mommy gonna cry again?" Marie asked.
"I don't know, Precious. I hope not."
"You shouldn't let her, Daddy."
As if it was as simple as that.
Carol came in to take over the kid watching duties, keeping them out from underfoot. "I've got it from here. She's in the living room. Try not to hurt her, please? For me?"
"No promises, Carol. Sorry," I told her.
"Try, that's all I'm asking. Her hopes are so high now; you've got to be gentle with her."
I didn't have to do anything. "Okay, I'll try. For you and for these two."
I walked back out to the living room, and she was sitting there, waiting for me anxiously.
On the couch. That couch.
I can't explain myself. I don't know why it didn't bother me when I walked in the door, or when I was seated there with Carol, but now it was like a punch to the gut. The image of her so vivid, naked back, long hair hanging free, one hand holding the back of the couch for balance, rising up just a few inches, her hips rolling forward, then dropping quickly to the accompanying sound of flesh-on-flesh, loud enough to be heard over the music and video porn. My nightmare, clear as day. I turned away. I couldn't stand to see her there. Not there.
"What's wrong, Honor?" she asked softly. "What did I do?"
"I ... I have to go outside," I told her, trying to tamp down the flames of anger. I almost sprinted to the door and was soon back out front. I was a hair's breadth from jumping on my bike and leaving.
Beth was on my heels. "Honor! Don't go! Speak to me, please. What did I do?"
I couldn't even face her. This wasn't good. I needed more time. "I wanted to, BB. I did. I wanted to sit down and talk. Clear the air. It's just too much. Seeing you sitting on the couch, that couch. Where you fucked him. Fucked them." I ran from her, leaning over the bushes and lost what was left of my lunch. I dropped to my knees, heaving.
I heard her sobbing, and looking back, saw her run inside, the screen door slowly closing behind her. The mother of my children was crying, and all I felt was anger and disgust. Lots of anger. Too much. I wanted to strangle her, feel her slender neck in my hands and squeeze. She'd destroyed me. Everything I am. Everything I was. Everything I'd ever be.
I went to my bike, put on my helmet and jacket, and started it up. By the time I was pulling out, both Beth and Carol were coming out of the house. I gunned it.
"Honor?"
"Honor!"
"Honor!"
"HONOR!"
* * *
All I had was the one small bag I'd traveled with most of the last month. I'd given away the tent and sleeping bag after the trail hike. I carried a change of shoes, shirt and pants. A couple of boxers. I had my tablet, my phone, my wallet, and the guitar which was already lookin' worse for wear. A little Dopp kit, with my toiletries. Hell, how much more did a man need? As long as he had a working ATM card.
I didn't stop until I was in Beantown. Got a room, and suffered through my nightmares. Her, on that couch. Pounded by an army of my employees, looking over and laughing at me. They walked past me as they were finished with her, and I handed each a check. Mom was standing near her and would give each one a voucher to determine which hole they got to use. Mom would glance over at me every once in a while, "I'm doing this for you, baby. I'm trying to protect you." After each new deposit, Beth would smile at me. "I love you, Honor," she'd say. "It's just this one time."
I have no idea why there was a dancing bear in the corner. Even my nightmares were fucked up.
The next morning I made a few calls and located Ben from college. Thoughts of him were bitter sweet. He'd been a good friend, but he was also the guy who'd loaned me his car. If not for him, I never would have gotten together with Beth.
I got hold of him, and he agreed to meet me for a beer. While I was waiting, I decided to clean up some loose ends. I called LuAnne, my decorator.
"Hey, Honor," she said. "The place is coming together. You forgot to mark up the catalogs for me."
"Sorry. Something came up, and I had to leave town. Do whatever you think is best. Email me an invoice, and I'll get you a check, okay?"
"You don't even want to see it?"
"I can't right now. I appreciate you taking care of things." I had to make some more decisions and got lazy. "Lock up when you're done, and leave the keys under the back door mat."
She laughed. "No way! I'll get a hide-a-way rock for the garden, and put the key in it. It will be under the azalea on the left side of the entrance, facing the house. The security system code is the last four digits of my phone number, so you won't forget them."
"Perfect. I appreciate it. I'll call if anything else comes to mind."
"Email address?" she asked.
Shit. I couldn't use the business one. "I'll text it to you tomorrow."
"Better yet, email me. You have my card. It's on there."
I opened my wallet and she was right. "Great. Thanks again. Gotta go."
My second call was to the only man who had apologized to me after everyone else betrayed me.
"Uncle Jimmy?"
"Honor, I hear you're back in town. That's great."
"I'm not. I tried, but it's too soon."
"Damn. I'm sad to hear that. What can I do for you?"
"I'm glad you asked. First, I wanted to tell you that all is forgiven. Thank you for talking to me that day in the diner. Do you know that you're the only one from the company that ever apologized or offered any explanation? More than even my own mother and sister did."
"Thank you," he said simply. "But I believe if you stuck around, you'd hear more than your share now."
"Sure. Now that they think they need me. Too little, too late. I want to ask you a huge favor."
"Anything. You only have to ask," he answered quickly.
"Not so fast. Listen first, okay?"
"Sure. What can I do?"
"First, this has to be secret. Nobody can know. I hate to do that to you, but I don't want to be bothered right now. I'm not doing anything wrong, or that I'm ashamed of, I just need some privacy. Can you agree to that?"
"Can I tell Jean?"
I laughed. "You're going to have to. But nobody else."
"You got it."
"I need an agent or assistant. Someone to take care of some things in town, and to do some work for me now and then. If Aunt Jean is still available, I'd like her to do it."
"I'm sure she'd be willing, but I'd have to ask her. Can I put her on the phone?"
"That would be great. If I forget to mention it later, thanks."
I spent a few minutes talking to Aunt Jean. She was nervous about taking on the responsibility, but she agreed. I'd pay for her phone, and she'd be my personal assistant. She'd have access to a checking account, and she could pay bills for me, make appointments, deal with things like closing the house deal and keep the checks going to my mother. I told her I'd be sending her a limited power of attorney for my property, and for my banking. For her trouble, I'd pay her $800 a month to start.
"It'll take a day or two. I need you to open a bank account in both our names and send me the routing number so I can put money in it. I don't know how often I'll contact you, and it might be for any number of things. Some might get complicated."
"Of course, Honor. Thank you for trusting me. I'm sorry I didn't make Jim talk to you. Maybe we could have stopped all this."
"I appreciate it. It's water under the bridge now. Can you do this for me?"



"I'd love to. Whatever I can do. I can never repay you for putting our boy through school. Take care of yourself, okay?"
I assured her I would, and less than ten minutes later I was meeting with Ben.
It was a nice visit, catching up, seeing what he was up to. I was a little hazy on my own recent history, letting him know I'd had a business, but I was out of that now, taking a break from the rat-race. He asked about Beth of course, and I admitted we were separated. He said all the appropriate apologies and told me about his wife and kids. He was happy, doing well.
I was jealous.
Talking to Ben wasn't like talking to Roger or Anna. We didn't have the same rapport anymore. It was a nice visit, and I told him we'd have to keep in touch.
I stayed in the hotel and took advantage of their concierge service. The next day I had access to a local attorney to do my paperwork, a banker from a branch of my Miami bank to handle finances, and a mechanic to tune my bike. A few calls, some signatures, and Aunt Jean was set up.
My next call was to Dave, my father-in-law.
"Honor! Where are you? You sure stirred up a hornet's nest."
"I bet. I'm sorry, but it was too soon. I wasn't ready to deal with everything. I thought I was. I'm on the road again."
"What happened? I can't get a clear story from either of them."
I didn't want to hurt him, but I needed to be honest. "I saw the kids and Carol. It was nice. Really. We were all going to have dinner together, and Beth and I were going to talk. When I went to speak with her, she was sitting on the same damn couch where I'd caught her cheating on me. All of a sudden, I couldn't see her, just the image burned in my brain of her straddling my best friend, naked, bouncing merrily away, on that couch. I lost it. I'm sorry. I had to get out of there before I did something I'd regret."
"Son-of-a-bitch! She still had the couch? What the hell was she thinking? First thing she should have done was get rid of it, the beds, and anywhere else she played her slutting games. Damn it!" He sounded angrier than me. "You going to be okay?"
"I think so. I had to get away. I'll be on the road a while. I'll try to stay in contact. I'm sorry, Dad. I really thought I had it together."
"Don't apologize. You're trying. I'm not sure I'd even do that much. You're a better man than I am Honor, but I guess we always knew that. Best damn man I ever knew, 'cept maybe your old man. He'd be proud of you, you know. Not about this mess, but about the things you've accomplished, taking care of your family, all that."
"Thanks. Let me know if they need anything, or if something serious comes up. Otherwise, I'll probably be out of touch a bit."
"Do what you have to. Take your time. Be careful."
* * *
I cruised up through coastal Maine, touring some of the shore towns, eating fresh lobster from a co-op. Two whole lobsters and the best damn lobster roll I ever tasted. I ate until I couldn't move, the best I'd been fed in at least a month. I hugged the coast on old Route 1, making for the Bay of Fundy. A couple of days with tour boats, seeing the Old Sow whirlpool, Hopewell Rocks, some of the more interesting sea caves, viewing the world's highest tides, and I'd had enough of nature for a bit.
Using commercial touring services, I was rarely alone. Often with young couples and families, each was a harsh reminder of what I'd lost. I spent a lot of time with an older couple, celebrating their retirement and 40th wedding anniversary. They were easy to talk to and I found myself sharing a little of my problems. They didn't offer much advice; they acted more like a sounding board. I found I was able to tell most of the story without exploding. I was sorry to part ways.
I called home twice, during the day to avoid speaking to Beth. I was perhaps too curt with Carol, avoiding any conversation, insisting on speaking with my children, and sharing my adventures with them. It pained me every time I hung up.
Aunt Jean was active, worth every damn penny. She took care of Mom getting her monthly check and got the house closed. She also sent Beth a bouquet of flowers and an apology for the way I left so abruptly. Her idea, not mine, but I gave her minimal grief over it. She meant well.
A day later I was on Prince Edward Island. For a reasonable fee, at least compared to some of my latest adventures, I was fitted with golf clubs, took some lessons, and for a week, I found out I was a lousy golfer on some of the best courses in North America. It was good for me, getting matched up with strangers twice a day, and spending a few hours chasing a stupid little white ball around. It's beautiful country, and I found I preferred staying in the local Bed and Breakfasts, over a normal hotel. Most of the owners were charming company, and I spent a few evenings sitting on the porch, noodling away on the guitar while telling my story. Funny how easy I was finding it to open up to strangers. Not totally, I always held back, but I was sharing more of my life with these people I'd never see again than I had with anyone except my Mother and Beth.
I understand the golf addiction, now. Beyond the beautiful scenery, the quiet mornings, and the good company. It's the one good shot. I hit a five iron onto a par three green, pure luck, the ball ending up only about two feet from the hole. I got my birdie, one of only three sub-bogey holes all week. I thought I was getting the hang of it with that one shot. I got the bug. I had the clubs shipped to Aunt Jean, and she put them in my garage. Turns out she also recovered my truck from the business parking lot, had keys made, had the vehicle detailed, and put it in my garage. A meddler, she was, but good hearted. She said she'd stocked my kitchen cabinets with non-perishables. She'd also lined up a landscaping company to deal with the yard. LuAnne got paid.
Thanks to Aunt Jean, my sister Peggy got a birthday card, and a day of pampering at the spa. That was nice of her; I was more inclined to give her an over-the-knee spanking. She was still my little sister, and she deserved it. Her telling me that nobody liked me still rankled. That Beth was more family than I was.
Carol got a new iPad, courtesy of yours truly, configured with Skype. Aunt Jean was angry with me for not talking to my daughter often enough. She was right, and I felt bad about it. After that, every day at 2:00 p.m., come what may, I logged into Skype and talked to my kids. Carol understood that it was private. The first time Beth stuck her head in the picture, I hung up. After that even if she was home, she let me have my 15 minutes. I posted pictures of my journeys on Flickr, and Carol shared them with Marie.
Before leaving PEI, I called Carol.
"Honor! How are you doing?"
"Better. I'm sorry I ran out like that."
"Dave explained it. I'm so sorry. I didn't know. Things are different here, I promise. Can you come home?" Carol was practically begging.
"Not yet. Obviously, I wasn't ready. The first trip I spent alone all of the time. This time I'm socializing a little bit, learning to be human again. I'm afraid it may be a bit of a journey."
"The pictures are beautiful. They send Beth into tears every time, seeing the places that should have been yours together."
"I don't mean for that to happen. It's for Marie and Billy. I want them to have some connection to me. I never intended them for anyone else."
"I know. We just can't help it. The flowers were nice. That helped."
I didn't tell her I had nothing to do with it. "I just wanted to check in. See how things were doing."
"She's doing a little better. It was bad the first couple of days after you left. Business is still a disaster. Is there any way you can help?"
"Maybe. I'll think about it. I'm not sure I really want to. Not one person at that damn company stood up for me. Not one. Basically, I paid them to betray me. When I think of standing in front of all my employees and ninety percent admitted to know what was going on, without a single one telling me, my blood pressure goes through the roof."
"What about the other ten percent?" she asked. "Can't you do it for them?"
"They're probably just liars. More likely they knew, but were afraid to admit it." Perhaps I was a bit cynical.
Carol was quiet for a bit. "Honor? I know it's a lot to ask, but could you just say hi to her? You don't have to talk about anything. Just a hello would help so much. Do it for me? She's my baby, and it hurts me to see her like this."
I wasn't sure I was ready for it, but I figured I'd give it a shot. "Sure, Carol. If she's there, put her on."
A few seconds later I heard her voice. That same voice that still gave me chills. "Honor? It's me."
"Hi, BB. Sorry I ran out. I didn't mean to."
I could hear her choking up. "Don't apologize. You came back. I got to see you even if it was just for a moment. I'm not even sure you meant to, but you left me your shirt in that bag. Thank you."
"I swear I tried, Beth. I need some more time."
"I know. I'll be here. Do what you have to. Take as long as you need." She sniffled. "I'm sorry about ... you know. I feel horrible. It did make for a nice bonfire, but Uncle Dan gave me some grief before I explained things. Then he and the rest of the fire department helped me get the guest bed out and put it on the fire. That was it, Honor. The c - c - couch," she sobbed, catching her breath, "and that bed. We were never in ours, I swear. I'm replacing it anyway, but I wanted you to know that."
I could feel the band constricting around my chest. "I can't talk about this, Beth. I have to go."
"I understand. I'm sorry to bring it up. I love you, Honor. More than anything."
I could barely get the words out, my voice cracking. "I ... love you BB." I hung up. I knew it was true. There's no way her words could hurt that terribly, rending my soul into tiny pieces, shattering my heart, unless I still loved her. I hated her for that.
* * *
It was a setback. I thought I was getting better, but I had horrible thoughts the next day. I rode angrily through Nova Scotia ending up in Sydney, waiting for the ferry to Newfoundland. For a few hundred bucks I got a berth, loaded up my motorcycle, and spent about seven hours at sea. I enjoyed the solitude staring out at the water. We saw a couple of whales, some dolphins and what I think were flying fish. I had relatives in St. Johns, and before boarding, I set Aunt Jean to finding out what she could.
I had my chat with the kids, early, since I'd be on the water and didn't know if I'd have Internet access on the ferry. I warned them I'd be out of touch for a couple of days, but promised lots of pictures when I got to St. Johns.
Marie was not happy with me. "Daddy, Mommy's crying again. Why can't you make her stop?"
I didn't have an answer. "I'm trying baby girl. It's just going to take a while, okay?"
"When you come home. You'll fix it then?"
"I'll try."
"Good. Come home. Come home now." She was quite adamant.
"Soon, baby. I can't come home yet, but I'll try to come home soon."
"No, Daddy! Come home now!" she demanded with the tenacity that only a small child can have.
It took almost the whole call to make it clear it would take a little longer. It broke my heart to tell her no, but I didn't want to go back and find myself running for the hills again.
The ferry I chose leaves you on the wrong side of the island, but I liked that. It also dropped me off a short distance from a place that had interested me since my youth.
The Newfoundland dog fascinated me. Ever since reading of Nana in Peter Pan, I'd had an interest. I read about Seaman, the Lewis and Clark mascot, and Sgt. Gander the World War II Newfie dog that was awarded the Dickin Medal of bravery for engaging the enemy twice, and died carrying a grenade away from his men. I don't recall where I heard of Hairy Man, the Newfoundland dog that helped save 160 shipwrecked souls near Isle aux Morts, but the story was too powerful to ignore.
Ann Harvey and her father were fishing one day, in 1828, when they saw some flotsam in rough seas. They realized a wreck was nearby and 17 year old Ann, her father George, her 12 year old brother Tom and their Newfie Hairy Man set off in search in their punt. They found six men who had survived on a nearby beach and went to find the others. On a tiny island that would forever be known as Wreck Rock they found a large group. The waters were too dangerous to get near the survivors, and they could approach no closer than about 100 feet. They threw a billet of wood to the island, which the survivors tied a rope to. After that, the dog, Hairy Man, was sent to retrieve the wood and a rescuee. Over and over again.
The seas were so difficult, the weather so terrible, that five more people died on that island before the rest were rescued. Thirty had died before the Harveys arrived. Ten more passed away on land after the rescue. From the Sunday morning when they were found, until Tuesday morning, 163 people were saved. Little Anne Harvey and Hairy Man became legend.
I had to visit and soon found myself hiking down Harvey Trail, beautiful rolling terrain covered in moss, with vistas of the many small islands and the rugged coastline. I stopped by a local craft shop and purchased a copy of Ann and Seamus, a narrative poem that captured the event. For a few bucks, I had it wrapped and mailed to my daughter. The book is a fictionalized account, with the addition of a young Irishman named Seamus, who helped save his shipmates. It's a love story, and I didn't have the heart to read it all the way through. I hoped someday I'd be able to, without thinking about Beth.
In the craft shop, I read an inscription written by Lord Byron for his Newfoundland dog, Boatswain's tombstone in 1808:
Beauty without Vanity,
Strength without Insolence,
Courage without Ferosity,
and all the virtues of Man without his Vices.
I thought I could use a companion like that.
Two other lines, differentiating man from dog hit me especially hard:
Thy love is lust, thy friendship all a cheat,
Thy tongue hypocrisy, thy heart deceit.
An ode to my sweet Beth, the love of my life, Who knows thee well, must quit thee with disgust. Lord Byron had that much right.
It was a short detour, a few hours at most, and I headed out again for a more distant destination. It gave me some quiet riding time, and a long, lonely ride out to the northernmost tip of the island brought me to L'Anse aux Meadows, a Norse village from around 1000AD, the oldest and only verified Viking ruins in North America. I hiked the trail, along the boardwalk by the water, getting a feel for the area. It was a beautiful locale, but not much to see, other than some re-creations, including actors in Viking clothing, and a small museum. Still, I could envision those brave adventurers, a thousand years ago, setting out on their boats and establishing a colony at the opposite end of the world.
I wondered if any of them were trying to escape a cheating wife.
Naw, they were Vikings. They wouldn't put up with that shit. Fred would be fish food. They'd dump the slut, and rape and pillage their way to a few new wives, leaving big blonde babies behind. Ah, to have lived a thousand years ago ....
I stopped in Rocky Harbor, on the return, and got directions to a B&B, the Wildflowers Country Inn, which I'd seen great reviews of. No disappointment, although I was not the most social guest, tired and maybe a little cranky. By breakfast, I was feeling a little better, and a great breakfast, charming hosts, and excited guests lifted my mood. Rod and Lerley were so friendly, it made me feel at home, and I considered spending a couple of days, enjoying the hiking and company.
My purpose was to visit Gros Morne National park and hike the 'huge' 2600 ft. tall Gros Morne. Five hours it took, moving from deep inside a forest, up the mountain, across stony sections, and ending at some of the most beautiful vistas you can imagine. A patchwork of hills and ponds, with the ocean in the background, I wish I had time to explore it at length. Of course, those thoughts took me down the path of who I should be sharing it with if she wasn't a faithless, cheating slut. I took some pleasure in thinking about the fact that I was on the northeasternmost tip of the Appalachian mountain chain, which I'd been hiking several weeks earlier.
It was a long haul across the island, and Google helped me find another nice little B&B on the way. The Lilac Inn Bed and Breakfast in Glovertown was a gorgeous Victorian home, with the nicest owners you could imagine. Keith and Eileen stayed up chatting with me, bending an ear to my woes, and telling the most romantic story about how they'd met and gotten married. They shared a story about a 15 year old Dutch boy who went to sea after his mother died and his father decided to remarry. Aart ended up in Glovertown, living in the house where I was staying, where he met a local girl, Myrtle. They married at twenty and moved back to Holland. They had a picture of the couple at 90 years old.
Too much talk of love, in too beautiful a setting. A terrible place to be alone. I cried myself to sleep that night, wondering where my love had gone wrong.
* * *
I took some short detours through several fishing villages. Some of the most beautiful and picturesque places you could imagine. With names like Conception Bay, Placentia and Dildo, it seemed impossible to ignore them. I was interested in seeing the end-point of the first transatlantic cable. Passing through Dildo, I picked up a postcard for Harry and left with a smile on my face. After that, it was a painful ride.
I rode through consecutive towns of Heart's Delight and Heart's Desire, past Cupid's Picnic Area to my final destination of Heart's Content. Each new town sign was like a slap in my face. I only spent about half an hour at the transatlantic finish, my enjoyment spoiled. I took a different route back to the main road.
I arrived in St. Johns late and had little difficulty in locating the Sheraton Hotel Newfoundland, downtown, just off the harbor, and at the base of Signal Hill.
I hadn't made a call home in a couple of days, so I gave Carol a ring. She must have recognized the number.
"Honor! We've missed your calls, where are you?" she asked before I could even say anything.
"I'm in St. Johns, Newfoundland. Not much Internet access in the interior of the island I'm afraid." Before she could get into her pleas for me to return, I cut her off. "I was just calling to see if I could get a Skype call in with the kids," I told her.
"Of course! They'd love to hear from you. Any chance for a short talk afterward?" she asked, hopefully.
"Sure," I told her.
"With Beth?" she asked.
I took a deep breath. I really wasn't up for it. "I need to warn you. I've had a couple of rough days. Can we avoid any talk about, you know?"
"Of course. I'm sorry things aren't going better. I'll make sure she's on her best behavior."
She got the kids and started up our Skype session. It was a nice talk, and I told them about some of my adventures, about Hairy Man, and the Viking settlement. About the Lilac B&B and Suzie's room which was all pinks and lace, and a little girl's dream.
Marie talked about Montessori school, which surprised me. The new school year had started, and Beth and Carol had decided to send her off mornings. It was a twenty minute drive each way, but she sounded so excited it made my heart soar. I promised her a little gift in the mail and new pictures.
We spent a good half-hour talking before she started in.
"Are you coming home now, Daddy? Please?"
"Soon sugar. Soon, I promise."



"Why do you have to go? Why can't you be with us?"
"It's hard to explain. Your mother and I just need to be apart for a while."
"Is that why Mommy cries so much?"
"I'm sure that's part of it. You know I love you and your brother more than anything."
"Then come home! I don't like you being gone."
I had a hard time holding back the tears. How do you tell your child that you may never be able to come back? That her mother broke your heart and destroyed your marriage.
"Not much longer. I'll be able to call more often, okay?"
"NO! I don't want to talk like this. I don't like it. I want you home."
"When I can, Precious. Let me talk to your Grandma, okay?"
She was still angry when she passed the tablet off. I hated to leave her like that. Carol's face appeared on my screen. "She doesn't understand; she's only four. All she knows is that her Daddy's gone. She'll be fine."
"Thanks for watching over them, Carol. You're the best."
She grinned. "I know that. I miss you too. You can only imagine how bad it is for Beth."
"I know. Everything everywhere reminds me of what we had, and all too often of what she did. Can I speak to her now?"
I could see she'd been crying again, but she put on a good face. "Thank you, Honor. I miss you terribly."
"I miss you too, BB. How are you holding up?"
She shrugged. "Not bad. I'm getting by. I hear you've got a new house in town. I guess you won't be coming back here anytime soon."
Of course, word would get out. No chance of avoiding that.
"I need my own place for now. I hope you understand."
"No, I don't understand. How are we going to make things better if you're not with me, in our home, with our kids?"
"I need time, BB. I ... I'm dangerous now. I have a very hard time controlling my anger, and I have a lot of it. I'm trying to resolve some of it, let the pain diminish. I wouldn't trust myself around you right now. I'd lash out at you. I might even hurt you."
She looked surprised, then laughed. "You'd never hurt me, Honor. I know that."
"You're wrong, Beth. When I burned the cars, I was seriously considering burning down the entire house, with the three cheaters in it. When I saw you last, on that damn couch, I wanted to put my hands around your throat and squeeze. I'm sorry, but it's the truth. I'm not safe around you right now."
"But you didn't! You couldn't. I know you're angry. You should be." She took a breath. "I'm sorry. We weren't going to talk about this. What are you doing in St. Johns?" she asked.
"I'll be visiting some family. Some of Dad's cousins are here. You know that Grandma Jane was from here, and several of Dad's aunts and uncles are in the area. I always wanted to reconnect. See the old family homestead down in the Harbor."
"What's it like? Is it nice?"
"Beautiful. So different. Lots of little fishing towns, beautiful coves and harbors. Rolling countryside." I smiled. "Big hearted people, friendliest I've ever met. Moose and caribou. I almost hit a Caribou on my ride. The horns on that beast were huge! It was big, bigger than any deer I've seen, but the moose I saw was gigantic."
"How's your motorcycle holding up?" she asked.
"Not bad. I got pretty stiff riding for long distances when I first got it, but I guess I'm used to it by now."
"I'd love to ride on it sometime."
"We'll do that," I told her. I don't know why. "I wish things were different BB. I do. I wish it was us, and not just me."
She nodded. "It could be. Whatever you want, Honor. I'd go anywhere with you. Do anything. This was supposed to be us. It still can be. Say the word, and I'll fly out there tomorrow." She got a hard look in her eye. "Fuck the business. Let it rot. Ask me, Honor. Ask me to come. We can ride back together."
"No Beth. You're not the person I want with me. That girl died several months ago. I'll never get to take her the places I dreamed of. She's only a ghost now. A memory."
"You're wrong, Honor. She's here. She loves you as much as she ever has, maybe more. She knows what she's lost and is devastated. She wants you back. She wants to hold you, and love you, and prove to you that she's still the same girl. She made a mistake, a horrible one. One she'll regret for the rest of her life. But she needs you, like oxygen, like water. She's dying without you."
"No. She's not dying. She's dead. I don't know who you are. My perfect wife could never have done what you did. She loved me as much as I loved her. We were soul mates. You are just some slut who's taken over her body. You killed her, and I hate you for it."
She started crying, large tears rolling down her face. "Don't say that, Honor. Don't say you hate me. You told me you loved me, just a few days ago."
"I did, and I do. I love you, and I probably always will. I love you for what you were, and I hate you for what you've become. I wish it wasn't true. God, how I wish it wasn't!"
She wiped her eyes and tried to smile. "I guess you'll be happy to know you're not alone. Everyone hates me. Everyone. My own father. My husband. The entire town. Every single person I try to keep employed detests me. Yet nobody hates me near as much as I hate myself. You need to come back soon, Honor. For the kids. They're going to need you."
She cut the connection only moments before I did. I wouldn't allow her to manipulate me. She'd done enough of that. I'd go back when I was good and ready, and that wasn't yet.
=================
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This is an entry for the 2017 April Fool's Day Contest. It's a playful bit of trickery that works out well for all concerned. I hope you enjoy it.
====================
It had been almost two months since I'd been home. At first, I'd tried to make it every weekend. School was only forty minutes away and I knew Mom needed the support. But after seven consecutive weeks of listening to her bitching and moaning about how miserable her life was, and bad mouthing Dad, I'd had enough.
Sure Dad probably deserved most of it. He had waited until the day I left for college, the last of us kids to leave the house, to surprise Mom with divorce papers, leaving that same day.
Admittedly, it wasn't much of a surprise. It hadn't been a loving home for more than a year and I'd heard the arguments, even when they tried to keep me out of it. Hell, my bedroom was right next to theirs and they weren't very quiet when they got into it.
Mom accused Dad of cheating, which he denied. He accused Mom of being a frigid bitch and was tired of only having sex twice a year. She called him insensitive; she was going through that 'time.' He called her ... well, you get the idea.
My parents were pretty well off and he left Mom in good shape. The house was paid off, he was paying her steady alimony and she was getting a share of the profits from his business. He'd also made sure that my college education was covered and then some. I'd be able to get a doctorate with the amount of money in my trust fund.
Still, it was pretty harsh the way he did it and I could understand some of where Mom was coming from, but not 24 hours a day every weekend. I needed a little stress relief from my classes, not this.
So I'd skipped a weekend. Then three. When I did go home, she was absolutely intolerable. To hear her tell it, I was almost as bad as Dad and my brother and sister were worse. How could she not see it was her driving us away?
On top of that, she was starting to let herself go. Mom was never a raving beauty, but she took pretty good care of herself and always dressed nice. I could swear she'd put on twenty pounds the last time I visited and she wore nothing but baggy sweats and an over-sized t-shirt the whole time I was there. When I tried to get her to go out for dinner, she refused. I didn't get it.
But she was still my mom. So I was headed home again, determined to suffer through it. Three days, if I could stomach that much.
I cut the engine on my old Harley, before rolling silently up the driveway. Hearing the engine of Dad's motorcycle drove her a little crazy, so I tried to minimize the damage. I opened the garage and parked my bike next to her car, entering the house through the kitchen.
I needn't have bothered with the noise. Friday night, seven o'clock, and the house was empty. I breathed a sigh of relief, that I wouldn't have to hear her bellyaching for a little while longer, grabbed a soda from the fridge, and headed for the study. I'd missed my XBOX and figured a little me time was in order.
I'm not sure how long I played, but when I took the headset off, I could hear Mom arguing with someone. Killing the game, I walked out to see what was going on. It only took a few seconds to hear it was Aunt Carol.
"Never again, Winnie. God, I feel so disgusting!"
"Why? You didn't do hardly anything. All you did was watch and make sure nobody came in the door, except for that one handjob," Mom snapped.
Handjob?
"Don't remind me. Seeing you on your knees, doing what you were doing, God, it was so gross, so filthy, and at the same time - well, you know. You have to stop doing this. It's not safe, and I can't keep tagging along to be your bodyguard. I'm not going to let you drag me down with you. I can't."
Knees? Doing what she was doing? Bodyguard? What the fuck!
Mom chuckled. "Admit it, Carol. You were ready to blow that guy. You know you were. If I hadn't looked over, I bet you would have had him halfway down your throat."
"I ... I can't, Winnie. I don't want to. I won't be put in that position again."
"I've gotta do something, Carol. I'm going crazy. It's the only thing that makes me feel like a woman."
"Then go out, hit a bar, go dancing, just not this!" My aunt was getting pretty loud. Hell, I don't think I'd ever heard her yell before.
"Yeah, that worked so well. Who wants an old fat woman? You remember what happened at Whiskey Row?"
I was standing in the hallway and peeked around the corner. They were sitting on the couch together, sharing a bottle of wine, facing the TV away from me. I squatted down and leaned around the corner so I could hear better. Probably unnecessary, the way they'd been yelling at each other.
Aunt Carol sighed, leaned over and hugged Mom. "They're not all like that. You've got to keep trying. There are still good men out there."
Mom shook her head. "Be real. If you can't find one, as pretty as you are, what are my chances? I fucked up my marriage, and now I'm going to be alone the rest of my life. I'm a dried up prune, with the sex appeal of a burlap sack."
"Stop that!" Aunt Carol snapped. "So you've let yourself go a little. Go to the gym with me, we'll get you back to looking gorgeous and desirable, you'll see. You can stop this insanity of going to Josephine's, and find someone worthwhile."
Josephine's? Shit! There was only one Josephine's as far as I knew. A run down adult shop with fifty-cent video booths in back, each with its own glory-hole. It was a popular place with the truckers next door at Love's. It was also popular with drunken teenagers, as I knew too well.
"Be real, Carol," Mom said. "I was never gorgeous. The only man that desired me was my husband, and I lost him. I should have just bought a ten pound tub of KY and let him fuck me."
"Or maybe seen a doctor and got on some meds," Aunt Carol offered.
"Now you tell me. A little late, don't you think?"
"Well if I'd known, maybe I could have said something. But nooo, you were always so private, claiming everything was hunky-dory. I'm your sister, damn it! You could have told me!"
"Tell you what? It hurts to fuck my husband? My dried up cunt is like sandpaper? The only thing we did anymore was his weekly blowjob, and even then it only succeeded half the time? Is that what you wanted to hear, my sorry excuse for a sex life?"
"Maybe I could have helped?" Aunt Marie offered.
"Right. You could be my stunt double. Show up for all the sex scenes."
Aunt Carol stood up, and I scurried back around the corner. "You know that's not what I meant." She heaved a huge sigh. "I need to go home and take three showers. You and I are going to the gym tomorrow, and I'm not going to take no for an answer."
"No, I really don't feel like it," Mom said.
"I don't care what you feel like. We're going, and that's that! You owe me, Winnie, big time. Two hours in that place, seven different cocks, geez, the smell alone was enough to make me hate myself."
"But I don't have ..."
I didn't want to get caught spying on them, especially after that conversation, so I slipped down the hall and headed out the back door. I stood beside the garage for a few minutes until I saw Aunt Carol drive away. Then I waited another half hour or so, getting caught up on my social media, before hitting the garage door opener.
I reentered the house from the garage after a suitable delay. "Mom?"
"Is that you, Randy?"
"Who else? I came home for the weekend, I hope that's alright."
"Run out of laundry?"
I walked into the living area and saw her. She didn't look good. The twenty pounds she'd put on must have been at least thirty, and she'd already been a bit pudgy. Her hair was a mess. No makeup, grubby sweats and shirt. Then again, I guess you don't have to look your best when the only part of you that your 'dates' can see is your mouth.
She walked toward me, arms open, and I let her hug me. It was tough. I wanted to puke. She smelled like cum. My Mom, the glory-hole cum-slut. Great.
"No, no laundry. I missed you, and there are no classes on Monday - free day to prep for mid-terms." Shit, why did I say that? I could have escaped Sunday. Damn it!
"Did you really miss me?" she asked pitifully, still clinging to me.
"I did." I realized that she was drunk. Terrific. "Nobody cooks like you."
She looked up into my face and gave me a smile. I'm pretty sure those were cum stains on her shirt. Wonderful.
"It's nice to see you too," she said. "I think I'm gonna take a shower, I feel kind of dirty."
Wow. What a surprise. You suck off seven strangers and feel 'kind of' dirty?
"Go ahead. You want me to do anything about dinner, Mom?"
"I'll whip up something for you afterward. I'm not really hungry," she said.
I guess a diet of cum must be more filling than I thought.
It was difficult making it through the evening, knowing what I knew, but at least she was in a slightly better mood. I think she only bad-mouthed Dad a dozen times or so.
Still, I begged off early to go to bed. It was difficult being around her, thinking about what she was doing, the things she said.
I lay in bed for hours, unable to sleep. It was warped, I know, but I couldn't stop thinking about it. My Mom, behind a glory-hole, sucking random cocks. Jesus! Dad had left her mostly because of the sex and the constant bickering. Now she was blowing strangers by the handful.
Aunt Carol was in my thoughts as well, standing beside Mom, watching her, while cock after cock appeared through the holes in the booth. Her hand reaching out, grabbing one, examining it, licking it, tentatively sucking it.
I sure had a fucked up family.
* * * *
I heard yelling on the other side of the wall. It reminded me of the old days.
"Get your ass up, Winnie! I told you, we're going to the gym," Aunt Carol was shouting.
"And I told you I didn't want to. Maybe Monday, alright?" Mom argued.
"No. We're going. You're going. If you're not out of that bed and in the shower in the next five minutes, I'm going to tell your son just what his mother has been up to next time he shows up. If he ever shows up again."
"You can't!" Mom shrieked. "He's ..." Then their voices dropped to an indistinguishable murmur. I guess Mom remembered I could probably hear everything they were saying.
I hopped out of bed, threw on some shorts and a t-shirt, ran my fingers through my hair, and headed out to the hall. I was in the kitchen making coffee when Aunt Carol appeared.
"So the prodigal son decides to finally come home," she said snarkily.
"Leave it alone, Aunt Carol. I'm here, listening to her endless whining and moaning, so don't give me any shit."
I kind of liked the look on her face. I had never talked to her like that before, but I wasn't about to let her guilt me into anything, not when she was Mom's glory-hole partner.
I thought she'd tear into me, but she didn't. She leaned against the counter, quiet for a moment. "Listen, Randy, I know it's tough. Your mother's going through a difficult time. She's bitter and unhappy. We have to help her, not abandon her. Please. She's your mother. She loves you more than anything. She thinks you're all she has left. Try to help, alright?"
I was about to say something about helping like she was helping. Taking Mom out for her cum fix. But the look on Aunt Carol's face was too concerned, too sad.
"I'm trying, okay? I'm here. Three day weekend and I'm not studying, not going to parties, not trying to get laid. I'm here, at home, with her. I'm trying."
She came over and gave me a big hug. It was nice. Aunt Carol was seven years younger than Mom and hot. Of course, the words from last night and my stray thoughts came to mind. Aunt Carol, on her knees in that dirty booth, helping Mom suck off a long line of cocks. It was disturbing enough for me to start to get hard. When Aunt Carol kept hugging me, it was inevitable that she would notice.
She backed off a little, looking at me in surprise. Oddly enough, she kept her lower body pressed against mine, my hard cock poking her in her belly. "I, uh, guess this is a pretty big sacrifice for you. Feels like you really do need to go out and get laid."
I could feel myself blushing. "Sorry."
She grinned, wiggled her hips a bit, and gave me a quick kiss on the lips. "Don't be. I'm flattered." Her hands drifted slowly down my chest as she pulled away. "I'm taking your mother out to get her some workout clothes, and sign her up at the gym. We'll be gone most of the morning. Try to be gentle with her, alright. I'd appreciate it a lot. I'll owe you one." Then she gave me a wink that had my hardon doing the macarena.
She reached down and tapped my erection. "Now put that away before your mother sees it. That's all we need."
Yeah, I imagine so. We don't need cum-slut Mom cutting a hole through my shorts so she can get her daily cum ration.
Of course, I didn't say that. I was still a little stunned. I nodded and gave her another big hug, making sure she could feel how hard I was. "Alright. I'll do my part. And I think it's great that you're trying to help her. You're the best." I leaned down and planted a solid kiss on her. No tongue, but not gentle either. I liked the way she blushed. She wasn't the only one who could tease.
* * * *
They'd been gone about half an hour and I was in the shower beating off when I lost it. That's all I can say. I completely lost any vestige of sanity I had. I just couldn't get my mind off of what Mom was doing. What Aunt Carol was supporting. Not to mention how risky and dangerous it was. It's warped, I know, but I thought, well, forget what I thought. At least I had a plan, and I was going to do something.
I spent the next few hours in the closet, working on my plan. It was sick, twisted, wrong, and driving me crazy. Every time I heard a noise outside, I jumped, worried that I'd get caught. Dad had taken most of his power tools, making my job a little more difficult than I had anticipated. Even so, by noon I had finished my efforts. I looked it over, feeling an obscene sense of pride, and a whole lot of shame. I also had a seven inch spike trying to punch a hole through my zipper.
I checked the electronics for the umpteenth time. Verified everything was working on my laptop. Tested all my controls, until I was completely satisfied I'd done all I could.
Then I went down to the living room to wait.
* * * *
They didn't get back until after two. They brought leftover Chinese food with them. Too much veggies for my taste, besides, I'd already made myself a sandwich.
At least they seemed to be in a good mood, even if Mom was draggin' ass. She gave Aunt Carol a hug and said she was going to shower and nap. She looked like she needed both. I guess they hadn't showered at the gym. I got a brief kiss from Mom and found myself inhaling deeply, trying to see if she smelled like cum if she'd been out sucking cocks again. Nothing but the acrid smell of sweat.
Aunt Carol gave me a look and nodded to the door.
"I'm gonna see Aunt Carol out," I told Mom, as she headed toward her bedroom.
Outside the door, my aunt turned, and I almost ran into her. I grabbed her so I wouldn't knock her over. She grinned.
"Enough Romeo. I did what I could. I'm gonna keep on her about the gym and eating better. I'm doing my part. I need you to step up now and deal with the mood and attitude. You're the only one that stands half a chance of getting her head on straight. She's down on herself right now, so you need to supply the pick-me-up. Be nice to her, and get her thinking about good things, not the past. Can you do that?"
I was still holding her, and she wasn't pulling away. "I'll try. I promise."
She nodded, then reached up, pulled my head down and gave me a kiss, including just a hint of tongue. "Do your best. You won't be sorry."
We had a surprisingly nice day, Mom and I. I helped with a few issues around the house, and she made us dinner. We shared a bottle of wine watching a NetFlix movie. Sat beside each other on the couch. We talked a little, and God strike me dead if she didn't avoid mentioning Dad once all evening.
It was good but had me thinking twice about my plans for the evening. Then I'd look at her mouth and think back to what she'd been doing.
"I'm going to go to bed early. I'm aching all over," Mom said.
"Me too. Have a good night." I gave her a quick hug, then made a dash for my bedroom.
Mom's closet shares a wall with mine. I'd cleared that space out, and had my area set up. I brought up the laptop and turned on the webcam, which now resided inside Mom's closet. I also opened the new portal between our closets. It was about four inches in diameter, padded around the edges, and crotch high. Exactly my crotch high.
I was trembling, scared to death. What I was doing was insane, and if it didn't work out, I'd be in deep shit until I was eighty. But I had to do something. Something!
I took a deep breath, put on my Darth Vader helmet, and turned on the voice changer. Then I started speaking, slowly repetitively, nothing but her name.
"Winnie." The bass in my artificially modified voice felt deep enough to shake the walls.
"Winnie."
"Winnie."
The webcam spotted her looking into the closet. She had an umbrella in her hand like a baseball bat. "Who's there?" she hissed.
"Put down the umbrella, Winnie," I said, the words coming out deep and slow.
"Is that you, Randy? If this is a joke it isn't funny."
"Don't talk. Obey," I snapped. "Put down the umbrella!" I had my fingers crossed. This had to work. It had to!
I breathed a deep sigh of relief as she set it aside. "What's going—"
"Do Not Talk!"
She stood there, shaking in her nightgown.
"Very good, Winnie. Approach."
She moved forward slowly, and her eyes opened wide. She finally saw the setup I'd made for her.
"On your knees, Winnie. Don't talk, Obey."
"I—"
"Don't Talk! Obey! On your knees, cum-slut!"
She almost lost it, I could see her shaking. Then she moved forward, in front of the hole between our closets, and knelt down on the little padded platform I'd made for her.
"What do you—"
"Don't talk. Suck." This was it. The moment of truth. I poked the hardon I'd been stroking through the hole and waited.
She was looking at it, obviously still in shock.
"Don't talk. Don't think. Suck. Suck." Please, Mom, I fervently prayed.
She reached out and I felt her hand on my cock for the first time that I could remember. "Suck," I said firmly.
Her eyes looked up at the small grate I'd installed, through which I spoke. "I can't," she whispered.
"You can. You have. You will. This is what you want. What you need. Don't think. Don't talk. Suck. Open that slutty mouth and suck!"
Her hand was moving, slowly stroking me. I could see she was looking at it.
I spoke softer. "Suck, beautiful. Suck."
She leaned forward, and pressed her lips against my shaft, peeking up at the grate before licking me, once.
"Yesss," I said. "Suck. Suck like only you can. Suck, my lovely cum-slut. Suck."
That was all she needed. She started sucking. And damn she was good. It was obvious she enjoyed it. It had me wondering what Dad's problem was. She was doing this for him every week?
"Suck, my sweet. Suck it good. Suck it dry. Suck."
Mom's sucking wasn't some non-interested, mechanical act. She sucked gently, bobbing her head until she took me deeper, harder. Her hand tracked her motions until she was playing, licking my shaft, sucking on my balls, kissing the head. Back inside her mouth, her tongue would tease and torture, until I was abruptly deep in her throat, feeling the pulsing around the head. Then she'd mix it up again.
It only took her about five minutes to get me off. She was phenomenal. I didn't warn her, that wasn't my job. I was only there to provide what she obviously needed. When I came, she didn't hesitate to keep sucking me through my finish.



When I pulled away, she whimpered pitifully.
"Stay. I have another one for you."
"Yes, sir," she answered softly.
"That was very good," I told her. "With practice, you'll be excellent."
"Thank you," she said.
"There's a bottle of water beside you. Relax."
I stepped away and took a drink of soda. I felt terrible and wonderful at the same time. I knew it was sick, but I was hoping that by doing this, she wouldn't feel the need to go out to dangerous places and do terrible things.
Mom had sucked me off. And it was the best of my life, without a doubt. No compare. Mom had mad oral skills. I wondered if Aunt Carol was competitive.
I was stroking my cock, think of Mom's filthy mouth, and I started to harden. That was enough for me. I stuck my cock through the hole.
"Suck—"
I hadn't finished saying the word before I was in her mouth. God, but that felt good. She got me hard and went to work.
After a couple of minutes, she pulled away and started rubbing her face against my shaft. "So beautiful, so hard," she whispered.
"Suck, sexy woman. Don't talk. Don't think. Suck, my beautiful cum-slut."
She purred as she went down on me, mixing things up, sucking diligently.
It was too intense for me to talk much. I let her do her job and enjoyed the benefits. It took a lot longer the second time. Part of it was I'd just come a few minutes earlier. Part was her teasing. She was taking control, dragging it out, stopping before I got carried away.
Still, even the best things must end, and Mom's mouth was right up there with the very best of them. My groan was the only signal I gave as I exploded inside her mouth. Once again she finished me wonderfully, keeping it going until I was soft and clean.
"That's all for tonight," I said.
"Thank you, sir."
I pressed a button on the keyboard, and the three note chime went off. "When you hear that sound, you will come here and suck."
"Yes, sir."
I closed the opening and turned off the laptop. I removed the hot, sweaty helmet and turned off the voice changer. Then I fell back in the bed and replayed Mom's slutty blowjobs in my head over and over.
* * * *
After I woke up and showered, I noticed that Mom still hadn't come out of her room yet. It only took me a minute to turn on the laptop and activate the camera in her closet. Mom was sitting on the end of her bed staring into the closet. She was wearing nothing but her panties. It wasn't the best body I'd ever seen, not by a long shot, but she had nice tits.
I felt a stirring in my shorts.
Decision made. I opened the portal and hit the chime. Mom was off the bed like a rocket and on her knees. I hadn't even thought to put the helmet on, so I didn't say anything, I just stuck my cock through the hole.
Mom went after it like a starving chick. She was purring and humming, as she sucked me. Damn, she looked happy.
I watched her play with her own tits, while she sucked me. Her hand even dipped down into her panties. I tried to resist, but she seemed to be in a hurry. There was no down time; she sucked me like she couldn't get enough. Which I guess maybe she couldn't.
She had me whimpering a few minutes into it, and she giggled. "Beautiful, hard, yummy, cock," she whispered, before going for the finish. God, I didn't stand a chance.
I groaned loudly as I came for her. She was gentle, sucking me softly, swallowing everything I had to offer. Even after I was done, she kissed my wilting cock, tugging on it gently.
"All gone," she whispered wistfully.
I almost answered, before realizing I wasn't wearing the helmet. I closed the portal door and shut things down. I could hear her in the hall, singing softly before I even had my shorts on.
It was scary heading down the hall. I had no idea what I might be facing. I stuck my head in the kitchen, and Mom looked over at me and smiled. "Sleep well?" she asked.
"Like a baby."
She chuckled. "Waffles?"
"Sound great. You seem to be in a good mood."
She glanced at me and blushed. "I'm in a very good mood, Randy. My baby boy has come home to visit."
Suddenly I felt bad for the seven week absence. I stepped forward and took her in my arms, hugging her firmly. "I'm sorry. I swear I'll never be gone that long again. I'll visit as often as I can."
She looked up at me, and her grin was absolutely mischievous. "Forgiven. And I'm sure I'll be seeing a lot more of you from now on." Then she pulled away. "Set the table."
I did, and we ate. Fuck, it was nice. It was like the Mom of old. She was happy, and laughing and full of life. Even if she was only eating a bowl of oatmeal, while I inhaled three waffles.
Neither of us talked about the closet. Not even a hint. Every now and then she'd get that look in her eye, but all she did was laugh and talk.
Afterward, once we'd cleared the table and done the dishes, I followed her to the living room, not knowing what to do.
"I'm going to go to the gym for a while. You'll be alright by yourself, won't you?"
I nodded. "I probably should do some studying anyway."
"Perfect."
As she was headed out a few minutes later, she paused at the door to the study, where I was working. "See you soon."
"Love you, Mom."
She had a huge smile on her face when she dropped her exercise bag. She walked over to me, leaned over and gave me a kiss. "I know, baby. I love you too. More than you'll ever know."
Then she was walking away with a joy in her step I hadn't seen in ages.
Once she was gone, I was back to work. It took me over an hour to get the voice electronics out of the helmet, and attached to the grill. I tested it a few times to make sure it was working. It was kind of a kick to hear Darth Vader's voice emanating from the grill. "Suck that big, fat cock, you filthy cum-slut. I am your father!"
I replaced the water bottle on her side of the closet and checked how the kneeling platform was holding up. Everything looked perfect.
So I returned to studying, dutifully ignoring my new erection, knowing full well it would be taken care of before long.
Mom's exercise took longer than I expected. I got a couple of hours of studying in before she stumbled into the house. She looked worn out, but in a good, exercise way, not a two-hours on her knees glory-hole way.
I could see she could barely move. I rushed over and took her bag from her.
"She killed me, Randy, absolutely destroyed me," Mom said with a moan.
"Who, Mom?"
"Tina, my new trainer. She's a monster." The words sounded painful, but she was still smiling.
"Why don't you take a shower and short nap," I said.
"No, I need to make you lunch, you must be starving."
"I can make a sandwich. I'll be fine. Now off to bed with you. I'm not going to take no for an answer."
She grinned, and her eyes lit up. "Yes, sir." She gave me a quick hug. "Wake me up by three; I don't want to waste the whole day."
Of course, at three o'clock I was standing in my closet, hard cock at the ready. I activated the voice changer and hit the chime.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
The new camera watching her bed captured her movement. She groaned slightly.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Mom sat up abruptly. I saw she was naked; she'd never dressed after her shower. She stumbled off the bed headed for the closet.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
"Here, sir. I'm here!" she gasped, kneeling on her platform.
I put my cock through the hole. "Suck, my sexy cum-slut."
"Thank you, sir."
She was slow to start but didn't take long to get warmed up, and soon I was getting her best. And Mom's best was mind-blowing.
I still couldn't get over what a good cock-sucker Mom was. Once again, I had to wonder what the fuck Dad's deal was.
Mom seemed eager again and was sucking like she was on a mission. I wasn't trying to hold back. So when the urge came upon me a few minutes later, I went with it and came hard in Mom's sweet mouth.
She didn't want to stop and kept going until there was nothing left.
"Very good, my sweet cock-sucker."
She smiled. "I ... can ... do you have another for me?" she asked shyly.
I wasn't planning on it, but what the hell, right? "You'll have to work for this one."
She nodded eagerly. "I will. I want to. Thank you, sir. Thank you."
I put my wilted cock back to the opening and Mom started in. It took her a good five minutes to get me firmed up enough to do much, and probably ten until I was truly hard. I gave her small encouragements, simple one word acknowledgments in that powerful deep voice. "Yes," "Good," "Nice," "Perfect."
She responded well to each one and did her best. I dare say it was a good half hour she knelt there working on my cock, but in the end, she got her reward.
"You are amazing, cum-slut Winnie," I said.
"Thank you, sir. I want to be amazing for you. The best."
"You're getting there." I wasn't about to let her know how good I thought she was. I wanted her working to become even better.
With that, I closed the portal, turned off the electronics, and got dressed. Five minutes later I was in the living room, relaxing, watching TV.
Mom came in and spotted me. She jogged over to me. I swear, I'm not kidding, she actually jogged over, her braless breasts bouncing. She gave me a huge smile and a big kiss. I could smell the cum on her breath, but for some reason it didn't bother me.
"Thanks for letting me nap. You want to do something?"
"Sure," I said. "What did you have in mind?"
"Dinner and a movie?"
How could I say no to such a happy Mom? "Sounds perfect."
It was. Perfect that is. We held hands in the theater and ate off each other's plates. We talked history, past favorite activities, current events, my school schedule, her workout program. She was obviously dieting, eating little more than a salad and broiled fish for dinner, while I stuffed myself. I needed my energy.
When we got home, I received the world's biggest hug as soon as we were in the door. "Best dinner-date in years," she told me. "Thank you."
"I had a great time, Mom. You're the best."
She grinned, her eyes flashing. "Not yet, but I'm working on it, I promise."
I could feel myself blushing as she gave me a squeeze before letting go. "Love you, Mom," I said.
"I know, baby boy. And God, how I love you." She pulled out her phone. "My sister's been calling me for hours, and I've been ignoring her. I've gotta take this. Why don't you relax or do a little studying? I'm going to go to bed after this call."
I got the hint.
Mom must have been on the phone with Aunt Carol for an hour, sitting out on the porch, drinking her club-soda and lime. I was sweating what they were talking about, but from the sounds of the last conversation, Mom didn't share much of her personal stuff with her sister. I felt safe.
I was lying in bed, doing some light reading, when I heard Mom out in the hallway. She tapped on my door as she passed. "I'm going to bed. I'll see you in the morning."
That was enough to have me off the bed, stroking my cock as I entered the closet. I wasn't a moment too soon. Mom had almost beaten me there and was kneeling as I opened the little door. I was still turning on the electronics when Mom started sucking me.
I flicked on the voice changer and adjusted the microphone. "Such a sweet little cock-sucker," I said. "I've missed this mouth."
She giggled, before taking me deep and gagging on my length a couple of times. "I've missed this beautiful cock."
"All yours, my beautiful cum-slut. All yours."
That appeared to make her happy, and I allowed myself to forget everything but the feel of her talented mouth. I thought I could get used to this a few times a day. It was a great way to start the day, and a helluva way to end one.
There wasn't a lot of communication going on. Sucking on her part and the occasional moan on mine. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the attention. When she'd had her fill of playing around she started to get serious. I knew it immediately and was soon succumbing to her considerable talents.
"Finish on your face, cum-slut."
She gasped as she pulled off my cock. "Yes sir, tell me when."
Mom went back to her ferocious sucking and it wasn't a minute later that I was at my limit. "Now, beautiful."
I glanced at the laptop screen and saw her lashing the head with her tongue, as her hand pumped my cock. It wasn't near as good as her mouth, but it was enough. With a grunt, I came and she caught it on her face, a series of cum shots covering her pretty good. She was moaning as each one hit her.
"Clean it up."
"Yes, sir." She took me back in her mouth, sucking carefully until I was wilting.
I'd meant for her to clean up her face, not my cock, but I wasn't going to fault her for putting me first. "Now your face, don't miss a drop."
"No sir, I won't."
Mom ran a finger down her face, and licked it clean, repeating the gesture over and over until I was pretty sure she'd gotten most of it.
"Another, sir? Do you have another for me?"
God, Mom was a greedy little cum-slut. "That can be arranged. Relax."
I took a small break of my own, sitting down and relaxing for a minute, drinking some water. Mom got to kneel. I had to stay standing the whole time. It was worth it but a little tiring. Once I'd caught my second wind, I faced the hole and stuck my dick back in it. And my loving Mom went to town on it.
I wasn't sure I had another one in me, but I underestimated Mom. She'd been draining me pretty good, but she wasn't about to let another chance go wasted. "God, I love this beautiful cock," she said, stroking me with her hand once she had me hard again.
"Good, because you'll be getting a lot of it. Now suck."
"Yes, sir!"
It was late when we finished, inside her warm mouth again. She looked amazingly content. "Well done, cum-slut. You may rest now."
"Thank you, sir."
I was closing the little door when I heard her speak up. "Sir?"
"Yes, my gorgeous cock-sucker?"
"I ... I love this. I love you."
"Of course you do, sweet lips. Now get your sleep. You're going to need it."
* * * *
A nice morning session at our glory-hole was followed by a long walk in the park. She wanted to walk for at least an hour. I was willing enough. She was huffing and puffing after ten minutes, but I'll say this for Mom, she's no quitter.
"I'm so proud of you, Mom," I told her as she leaned against the car, catching her breath. "You can do this. I know you can. You're going to be the hottest Mom around."
She grinned. "A MILF?"
"And then some."
She turned and gave me a hug. "You're the best, Randy. I don't deserve you."
"The hell you don't."
She laughed and pulled my head down for a nice warm kiss. "Best son ever."
"Best Mom in the universe," I teased, my hands straying down and patting her bottom.
She blushed. "Behave, baby. Not the time or place, is it?"
"No ma'am."
She grabbed my hand. "Come on, I'm starving. We're hitting Souper Salad."
I stifled my groan. I'd have much preferred Fuddruckers, but I was willing to support Mom on her mission.
"When do you have to go back?" she asked while nibbling her rabbit food.
"This evening. I have a study group in the morning."
Mom pouted. "Then we'll just have to make the most of the time we have left."
Back home, Mom stopped just inside the door and gave me a big hug. She shocked me a little when she put my hands on her butt. "Much better time and place, don't you think?" she teased.
It was a substantial rear end, but it felt good in my hands. "Much better. I love you, Mom." Then I kissed her. For real.
When we were done, she looked up at me with tears in her eyes. "I'm going to take a shower and then relax in my room."
"Sounds like a great plan to me."
Twenty minutes later my hard cock was back in Mom's hot mouth.
"I have to go," I said, in that artificial voice.
"I know."
"I'll be back soon. As soon as possible."
She was rubbing her face all over my shaft, kissing it and licking it. "This weekend?"
"At the latest."
She nodded, then kissed the head of my cock. "I ... I'll be true to you. No other cocks."
"Good. I'd be very unhappy to find my personal cum-slut was wasting her talents on the unworthy."
My legs were trembling before she sucked the third one out of me. I was going to have to figure out something to do about that.
"You are amazing, my beautiful cock-sucker," I said while trying to pull myself together.
"That's all I ever want to be for you, sir. Amazing. Your loving cum-slut. Your personal cock-sucker on demand."
I chuckled, "Excellent, we're on the same page."
I closed up shop and headed out to the living room. Mom joined me a few minutes later. She squealed when I pulled her into my lap. "Randy!"
Hugging her tight, I nuzzled her hair. "I've gotta leave soon. I don't want to drive in the dark."
She nodded, pouting.
"This has been the best weekend ever. I'm so happy that you're doing better."
Mom sighed, leaning her head on my shoulder. "I'm gonna miss you."
"Me too, Mom. But I'll be back soon."
"This weekend?"
"At the latest."
She grinned. "Call ahead. I want to be ready for you."
"You know school gets out in three weeks."
She nodded, "I know."
"This is going to be an incredible Christmas break. I know it. I just know it."
I saw that mischievous look in her eyes. "You think?"
"I know."
"I bet you're right."
"Love you, Mom."
She turned and kissed me, long and deep. "I love you, baby. More than a Mom should. Hurry back to me."
"I will. Stick to the plan and be good, alright?"
She blushed. "I will, I promise."
* * * *
I had nothing going until three o'clock on Thursday, so Wednesday morning I called home and let Mom know I was coming over to spend the night. I was feeling pretty addicted to those blowjobs and was going through withdrawal.
As soon as I walked in the door, I was on the receiving end of a big hug from Mom.
"Why don't you go to your room and put some things away. I'm going to get changed," she said. I don't know why she thought she had to change ... Damn, I'm an idiot.
I wasn't in the house five minutes before I had my cock deep inside Mom's warm mouth.
"God, I've missed this beautiful cock," she said mid-suck.
I verified the electronics were on before answering. "It's missed you. Now suck, beautiful. Don't think, don't talk, suck."
"Yes, sir."
I gave her two before dinner and some binge NetFlix watching. Mom sat beside me on the couch, leaning against me, my arm around her. "This is pretty nice, isn't it, Mom? Us together, like this."
"The best, baby boy. The absolute best."
"I think this is the last episode for me, I'm gonna hit the bed early."
Mom smiled at me and licked her lips. "Sounds like a wonderful idea."
It was. Good for another hour of Mom's audacious oral.
And two more in the morning before I headed back to school.
* * * *
Friday started the same. I came home and Mom took me by the hand. She walked me down the hall and left me at my door. "I think you need to relax," she said.
"I do," I responded to her back.
After two loads, we met in the hallway. "Feeling better?"
I nodded, pulling her in for a big hug, and a spicy kiss. "I always feel better around you Mom."
She giggled. "Not always, I don't imagine. I was a huge pain in the ass there for a while, but I think we're doing better now."
"Pretty wonderful, I'd say."
"Me too. Six pounds by the way."
"Six pounds?"
"Friday weigh in. It was only six days, but I lost six pounds."
I almost threw my back out lifting her up and hugging her. "That's amazing! I'm so proud of you."
"That all I want, you know. To be amazing for you."



"Go to your room, Mom."
She looked at me, surprised, then smiled. "Yes, sir!"
It took her a good half-hour to drain me again. "You are amazing, my sexy little cum-slut."
She giggled, still playing with my dwindling cock. "That all I want to be. Amazing for you. Your loving cum-slut."
I closed the door, shut down the electronics and waited for Mom outside her door. She took my hand and we walked back to the living room.
"What do you want to do tonight?" I asked.
"Just relax with my boy. I made you lasagna."
"Your good lasagna?"
She nodded. "I made a lot. Tomorrow's my cheat day, so we'll be having it for dinner."
We ate and I stuffed myself, while she pecked away at her boneless, skinless chicken breast. Then we parked ourselves on the couch. Mom was getting pretty brazen, cuddled up to me, her hand in my lap. Her fingers were doing doodles on my crotch. Midway through the second episode, I was hard as a rock.
"Short break?" Mom asked, her finger running up and down my shaft.
"That works for me."
"Meet you back here?"
"Perfect."
We almost ran to our respective bedrooms. I didn't even bother with the electronics, and Mom didn't say a word. I stuck my cock in the hole and sighed as Mom's mouth engulfed it.
Half an hour later we were back on the couch, cuddled up. "I love you so much, Randy," Mom whispered.
"I know Mom. You sure know how to show it."
"You too, sweetie. And I mean that in the most literal sense. Sweetie."
That was as close as talking about it as we'd come.
We laid down on the couch together, Mom in front of me. I was holding her, and letting my hands wander more than I should. It's not like she was going to stop me.
"I love this," I told her, my hand inside her shirt, playing with her big tits.
"Me too, baby boy. Me too. Let me know if you need a break."
She pushed her butt back against me, wiggling it against my erection. I have no idea how it was possible, but I was hard for her again. "In a bit. I don't want to move right now. I'm too happy."
Mom purred as I nudged my cock back and forth between her ass cheeks. Her nipples were like thimbles, almost as big, and possibly harder. I was nuzzling her neck, and considering breaking all of our unspoken rules.
"Can you keep a secret, Randy?" Mom whispered.
"You know I can," I told her.
"This is a big one, nobody can know. Not my sister, not anybody. It's very important to me."
"Your secret is safe with me, Mom. I swear."
She turned, taking my hand and putting two fingers in her mouth. She sucked on them while staring into my eyes. When she stopped, I covered her mouth with mine. My hand drifted down to fondle her ass.
When I finished kissing her, she smiled, then moved my hand. "Behave, baby boy. There are rules you know."
"Yes, ma'am."
She cuddled into me. "My secret ..."
"Tell me, I can keep it."
"It's you. You're my secret. You're my reward at goal. When I've reached my goal, I get you. Completely. Only when I'm worthy of you. Only then."
She looked up at me nervously, blushing.
"Best. Goal. Ever," I said.
"Really? You're not mad?"
"Mad, are you crazy? I love you, Mom. I'm gonna be whatever you need. Whatever you want. Whatever makes you sane and happy. And if that means being your goal, well, I couldn't be happier."
"You do make me happy, Randy. I haven't been this happy, in, well hell, I can't remember. I'm gonna do it. I'm gonna be worthy of you, you'll see."
"That's silly, Mom, you're already worthy of me, and so much more."
She shook her head, running her hand down my body, stopping with it on top of my aching cock. "I'm not. And I don't want you saying I am. I need to be happy with how I look, how I feel, before I can be totally happy with ... you know."
"I'll wait. And I'll cheer you on, and be whatever you need on your journey."
"Promise?"
I nodded. "I need you to go your room now, Mom. And don't dawdle."
"Yes, sir." I got a brief kiss before we hurried down the hall so I could be between my Mom's wonderful lips again. And again.
* * * *
I awoke to a bell ringing. It took me a few moments to get my bearings. Then I heard it again. I got up and saw there was an old fashioned dinner bell in my closet, up near the ceiling. I'd never noticed it. While I was approaching it rang again.
Dang, Mom was a tricky one.
Dashing across the hall, I took a quick leak and cleaned myself up. The bell was ringing almost constantly when I got back to the room. I turned on the electronics and saw Mom was kneeling on her platform, tugging a rope.
I opened the little dividing door and presented myself to her.
Whatever Mom needed, I'd promised. And I meant it. Not that it was an onerous task.
Once Mom had finished sucking me dry, I met her out in the hallway. "Sorry if I woke you. I've got an early session with my trainer. I'll be back in a couple of hours."
"Mom, you can wake me anytime."
She blushed. "Behave, Randy. No talk about ... that, until I've made goal, Okay?"
"Whatever you want, Mom."
She nodded. "Things are perfect as they are now, let's not mess it up. I love what's happening, but I want - no, I need us to stick to the rules, alright?"
I guess that even though the rules were unwritten, they were unwritten in stone.
"Understood. Have a great workout. I'm gonna do a little studying until you get back."
I got a quick kiss, and then Mom was out the door, and I was alone.
For about half an hour.
Aunt Carol walked in on me cleaning up after breakfast. She sat down at the kitchen table and looked pissed. "What's going on, Randy?"
"Nothing's going on, Aunt Carol. Mom's at the gym. Can I get you something to eat?"
"I know damn well where my sister is. What I want to know is why she's higher than a kite, walking on water. And why you've visited three times in seven days. What the hell is going on?"
There was no way I was going to break Mom's confidence. Not a chance in hell. "You told me to take care of her attitude, and you'd get her in the gym. It seems like we're both doing our jobs. I think you'd be happy."
She took a moment to respond. "I am happy for her. But I don't understand the one-eighty turnaround. I haven't seen her like this in ages. And I mean ages, decades. Something is going on, I know it. And you're going to tell me."
"Aunt Carol, I love you like family—"
"I am family, you jerk."
"Like I said, I love you, but she's my Mom. All I'm doing is whatever she needs to be happy. If you want details, you're going to have to get them from her."
"But she won't tell me anything. She just smiles and says she's got a secret!"
"At least she's smiling. Leave it alone. Be happy for her," I insisted.
She glared at me. "I know damn well something weird is going on, and I'm gonna get to the bottom of this. You can count on that."
"Aunt Carol, you remember telling me you owed me? That you'd make sure I didn't regret helping her. I'm telling you, leave it alone. She's happy, support her. Don't try to mess things up."
She didn't look like she had any intention of giving up. Then her eyes opened wide. "My God, you're not sleeping with your mother are you?"
"Of course not! Where do you get off accusing me of something like that? What the hell is wrong with you?" My righteous indignation may have been a little tainted, but I spoke the truth.
She sighed, and her whole body slumped. "I'm sorry. I know how ridiculous that sounds. Hell, if she was having sex, her husband would still be around. It's just, it's so abrupt. It doesn't make sense."
"Aunt Carol, you wanna go back to my bedroom and fuck?"
"What!? What the fuck, Randy! You don't go around saying things like that! I'm your aunt for Christ's sake," she was yelling by the end of her rant.
"Alright. I'll take that as a not yet. But think for a second. If I was going to be fucking my family, don't you think I'd choose the hot sister? And if I did proposition Mom, how do you think she'd respond?"
She sat there stunned, her mouth hanging open. Until a little smile finally cracked her face. "Alright, I get it. You really think I'm hot?"
I nodded. "Total MILF, except for the whole Mommy part."
She tried to stifle the laugh but failed. "Enough, Randy. Keep it in your pants. I've got enough issues as it is."
"At least show me your tits," I teased. Honestly, I had no idea where this was coming from. I would never dream of talking to my aunt that way.
"Randy!"
"C'mon, you said you owed me. If you're not going to fuck me, at least let me see your boobies."
"What the hell is going on with you?" she said.
"I've seen you in a bikini enough times. They look pretty damn incredible. Do me a solid."
She shook her head. "I shouldn't be showing you my tits. It's not appropriate."
"It'll be our secret. I promise. I won't even tell Mom how you accused me of sleeping with her."
"Randy! Don't you dare!"
I was feeling my oats, and having great fun at my Aunt's expense. I walked around the table and leaned over her, my hands heading for the buttons on her blouse. I had a good head start, she had enough undone to see the edge of her bra.
"Our little secret, Aunt Carol," I whispered in her ear while I undid one button then the next. Amazingly she didn't stop me.
"Randy, we really shouldn't."
"I know, but it's cool. It's just us." I had the last one between my fingers, and seconds later I was peeling her shirt back.
"If I do," she said softly, sitting still while I slipped her blouse down her arms. "What are you going to do for me?"
It only took me a second to drop my shorts, and give her an eyeful. I was understandably hard. Big time.
"My God, Randy! Not that!"
"It's okay, we'll be even. You can even touch it if you want. But no fucking."
"Pull your shorts up!"
"You do it," I said, shaking my hips and making my cock wave at her. My naughty aunt was staring.
She turned bright red, then leaned over to grab my shorts. A little wiggle and my cock brushed across her face. She was tough, though. She stuck to it, pulling my shorts all the way back up, and tucking me away. She even gave me a little pat, down there.
"Alright, enough silliness. Don't do that again! What if someone walked in on us?"
She was still sitting there in her bra, and I couldn't help myself. Besides, she did owe me. I reached my hand down her back and unsnapped her bra. She didn't even try to hold it in place. She just leaned back and gave me an eyeful.
"Happy?" she asked.
"Ecstatic. God, you have great tits. I knew you would." I reached down and cupped one in my hand, giving it a squeeze.
Aunt Carol gave me a moment, then pushed my hand away. "Enough. You got your look."
I nodded and reached down for her bra. "I did. Thanks. You're the best. Let me put those away for you like you did for me."
She was quiet while I put her tits back in her bra and snapped it shut. I made sure they were situated properly, before helping put her blouse back on.
She watched me carefully the whole time. As I was finishing the last button, she opened her mouth. "You're not playing these kind of silly games with your mother, are you?"
I just sighed and shook my head. "Not a chance. And I wish you'd stop that. For one thing, Mom's very self-conscious about her body. If I tried to take her shirt off, I'm pretty sure she'd freak out."
"Yeah, I guess you're right. I'm gonna figure it out, though."
"While you're working on that, sure you don't wanna go to my room and fuck? I bet you're awesome."
She surprised me by grinning. "I am, you know. I'm a fucking animal in bed. It's why I never married, no one man could ever keep up with me. And you, my dear boy, are never going to get a chance to find out first-hand."
I pouted, then leaned over and gave her a kiss on the corner of her mouth. "If you change your mind, let me know. Aunt or not, you are as hot as molten lava. I'd do you in a heartbeat. I may not be as good as you, but I damn sure would give you my best."
She stood up with a sly grin on her face. Then her mouth was on mine and she was kissing me like she wanted to explode my skull. Holy fuck, she was hot!
Then we were done. "I'm going now," she said. "We never had this conversation. You never saw my tits. You never dropped trou. I certainly never kissed you like I'd kiss my lover. And you will never ever behave that way toward me again, am I understood?"
She sounded pretty serious, and I knew the fun and games were over. "Crystal clear. Although to be honest, nothing short of death will make me forget what I saw."
I walked her to the door, where she spun around at the last moment. "Are you sure you don't want to tell me what's going on with your Mom? I'd be very appreciative. Very."
"How very?" I asked.
She looked nervous, then licked her lips. "An hour in your bedroom, right now, only my ass off limits."
"Seriously?"
She nodded. "It's driving me crazy, and you have me dripping right now. One time offer."
As horrible as it sounds, I was thinking about it. Mostly thinking if there was something I could tell her, without revealing all.
She leaned in closer, her hand brushing my bulge. "I'll ride you cowgirl until I wear out that big hunk of meat. You'll never forget it, trust me."
I had broken out in a cold sweat. "I ... God, I wish I had something worth telling. Anything."
She looked at me sadly, running the back of her fingers across my cheek. "I give the best doggy in the world. I'll ruin you for all other women."
"Alright, I'm fucking her. I'm fucking Mom every day and every night."
She stared into my eyes. "Bullshit. Nice try, but no dice. I will find out though, and when I do, you're going to sooo wish you'd told me, instead of making me find out on my own. Last chance. I'll even throw in my ass. Nobody gets that. You'll only be the third ever. Ever."
Aunt Carol moved in close, pressing her body against mine. "You'll have to be gentle with me, Randy. That's a lot of cock to fit in such a tiny, almost virgin hole." She stood on tip-toe and kissed me, swiping her tongue across my lips. "Two hours. Everything. I'll hold nothing back. I'll be your total slut for two solid hours."
Who knows, I might have cracked if Mom didn't choose that moment to arrive home. She looked worn out but happy. "How are my two favorite people in the world doing?"
I gave her a big hug. "Better now that you're home."
She laughed and turned to give her sister a hug. "Want to stay for lunch?"
Aunt Carol shook her head. "I'd love to but I can't. Not right now. Maybe later?"
"We're having my lasagna for dinner. It's my cheat day. There's plenty for one more."
My aunt grinned. "Alright, you talked me into it. You're in a great mood."
Mom's smile was huge. "Three PBs today. It's my cheat day, my boy's home, and my favorite sister in the whole world is on my stoop."
"Your only sister," Aunt Carol said.
"And my favorite. Thank you for making me hit the gym. I needed it."
Aunt Carol gave her a kiss and surprisingly gave me a big hug. She whispered in my ear, "Think about it, the offer's still on the table."
As soon as she was driving off, I sent Mom to her room. I had an aching erection that needed tending. I swear I wasn't in her mouth a minute before I popped, catching her by surprise. I made it up to her with the second one.
After Mom had showered, she joined me in the living room. "What was that about?"
I'm pretty sure she was talking about my short fuse, although I was certain she wouldn't come right out and say it.
"Your sister is very curious as to what has you in such a great mood. She tried to get me to tell her," I said.
Mom raised her eyebrows. "Oh, really? And how, pray tell, did she try to convince you."
"You can't tell her, Mom. She'd kill me. I didn't take her up on it."
"I won't tell her, but you will tell me."
I sighed. "She offered to spend a couple of hours in the bedroom with me, no limits."
"She ... she what?"
"Bedroom. Sex. She said she'd ride me like a cowgirl, give me the world's best doggy, and even give up her ass," I confessed.
Mom looked shocked. "You didn't take her up on it?"
"No Mom. I'm not telling her jack. It's between you and me."
Mom stood up and took me by the hand. Once she had me standing, she hugged me. "Randy, baby, I need you to go to your room now. Please."
"Like I'd ever say no to you?" I gave her a quick kiss, then walked her to her room, closing the door behind her. Then it was back to my own room and into the closet.
Mom was in a weird mood. She teased me forever, dragging it out until I was begging her to finish me. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer.
"Enough!" I snapped through the voice modulator. "Finish me, my fiendish cum-slut. Suck me dry. No more teasing!"
"Yes sir," she answered, and not thirty seconds later she was swallowing my cum.
"Sir?"
"Yes?"
"What she offered? When I hit goal, it's yours. All of it. Even my virgin ass. Whatever you want, and not just for two hours. For the rest of your life."
Damn. Seems like Mom had her competitive juices flowing. "I'll keep that in mind, my amazing cock-sucker."
Back in the living room, we were lying on the couch, continuing our NetFlix binge, my hand back inside her shirt.
"We have to be careful, my darling boy. Carol is like a bulldog. She's not going to let go of this."
I tweaked her nipple, making her squeak. "Then we'll be careful."
"You weren't tempted?" she asked.
"Of course I was tempted. Your sister's a hot tamale. I even tried to make up something she might believe. But I wasn't going to tell her what matters."
Mom sighed, rubbing her ass against me. "I'd ... I'd understand if you did."
"No, Mom. No way. I love you, and I'm not going to risk her messing things up."
We cleaned up our act before Aunt Carol came over. She didn't bring the issue up, at least not openly. I'm pretty sure we didn't give anything away. It was a great visit, at least I thought so.
When I walked her to the door, she put on the pressure. A big hug and a kiss, along with an evil rub to the crotch. "A whole night, Randy. Everything. Anything you can imagine. Just tell me and I'm yours, totally."
"You are a wicked woman," I told her.
"And the best sex in four counties. All yours if you want."
Man, she knew how to apply the pressure. "I let her control the remote."
She stared into my face for a few seconds, then shook her head. "Nope. This time you're telling the truth, but that's not it. Twenty-four hours. My last offer."
"I wish I had something to tell you," I said.
She smiled. "I'm sure you do. Think about it, okay honey? We would have a lot of fun. I promise."
As soon as she was gone, I had Mom by the hand. "Your room. Now," I growled as I dragged her down the hall.
It wasn't until I had the first one out of the way that I was able to calm down. The second one was beautiful, and I was feeling 100% better by the time she was sucking me clean.
She knocked on my door and walked in without waiting. "What did she offer?"
I could only laugh. "Am I that transparent?"
"To me. So what was it?"
"Twenty-four hours, no limits."
"Wow. This must be driving her absolutely nuts. She's such a little slut!"
I nodded. "Come lay down with me, Mom."
She looked tempted but shook her head. "No. Not in your bed, and not in mine. Come out to the living room."
We ate ice cream, the last of her 'cheat' day, cuddled, watched TV, and even made out a little. I'll admit it; I loved playing with Mom's tits. It was almost midnight before we turned off the TV.
"Got anything left?" she asked, blushing adorably.
"I don't know, but I'd love for you to find out."
It turned out I did, but only after a lot of effort on Mom's part. I slept like a rock.



* * * *
Not much more to tell about that weekend. Three more visits to the closet before I left. Mom was still happy as a clam, although every now and then I'd catch her looking at me weirdly.
I told her not to worry about it, but I'm not sure it stuck.
I paid a visit on Tuesday but had tests the rest of the week. I needed the stress relief come that weekend. By Saturday mid-morning Mom had wrung five more loads from me. She was getting even better, if that's possible.
She'd lost four more pounds and was beaming. Plus it was cheat day again. We went out for lunch, and when we arrived back home, I tried to get her to go to her room.
"In a minute, if that's okay," she said, dragging me down to the couch, which had quickly become my second favorite place in the house, after the closet.
I held her and nuzzled her neck. "God, I didn't think life could be this good," I whispered.
"I want you to tell her."
"What?"
"I want you to tell her. I hate knowing she's still digging away. I want it over with. It's not that big a deal, not really. Especially if she plans on fucking your brains out for a full day. So let's just tell her."
"I don't know, Mom."
"Please? Just tell her that you knew about my problem, and took care of it. You can show her your closet. It'll be fine."
"What if it's not? What if she gets weird about it?"
"Then fuck her!" Mom snapped. "I'm not going to let her mess up the best thing that's ever happened to me. No way. She's planning on coming over this afternoon. I'm going to hit the gym before she gets here. When she starts digging again, you tell her. Make sure you get her to up the ante. You should get at least a whole weekend out of it. Maybe an entire week if you play your cards right."
"Are you sure?"
Mom sighed. "Yeah, I've been thinking about this a lot. Once Carol is taken care of, we're clear. I don't want this hanging over us, baby."
I sighed. "Alright, Mom. If that's what you want."
"It is."
Before Mom had to go, we went to our closets one last time, in case everything blew up. It was good, but at the same time, difficult. I hated the idea of never doing that again. Then I was kissing Mom goodbye at the door.
Twenty minutes later Aunt Carol was looking around. "Where's Winnie?"
"She left for the gym about twenty minutes ago," I said.
It was clear how Aunt Carol was thinking. I was sitting on the couch, and before she was seated beside me, she was naked except for panties and sneakers. "You gonna tell me?" she teased.
I shook my head.
She climbed on top of me and was soon kissing me like her life depended on it. "A weekend alone. You and me. Everything."
I groaned when she started rubbing my cock.
"You wouldn't believe me if I told you," I said.
The look of hope and joy on her face was amazing. "If you're honest with me, if you tell me the truth, I will. I swear, Randy. I'm not bullshitting either. Best sex of your life for an entire weekend. All you have to do is share. I just need to know. I'm not going to make a fuss."
Then she was kissing me again. Man, that woman could kiss. Her hand was inside my shorts squeezing my hard cock. "Two weekends and a blowjob to seal the deal right now before your Mom returns home. That's my final offer. I know I'm getting close, I can see it in her eyes. Don't blow this, baby."
"Three weekends, no limits, and the blowjob?" I asked.
She stared into my eyes. "You're going to tell me, aren't you? The whole truth."
"Three weekends," I said. "Friday afternoon through Monday morning."
She smiled, and it was a beauty. "It's big, isn't it? I know it has to be."
I just nodded.
"Hell, tell you what. If it's as good as I'm thinking, I'll give you ten days and nights. You put 'em together however you want. No limits and I'm going to give you the best blowjob you ever had."
That was a hell of an offer. "If it's not the best blowjob, I get to keep asking for them until it is."
She laughed. "That's not a problem as long as you're honest. No cheating."
"No cheating, I swear."
"Then it's a deal. Spill, lover."
I eased her off of me and took her by the hand. She was surprisingly quiet as I led her to Mom's room. "You are sleeping with her!"
"Hush, Aunt Carol. And I'm not. Be patient."
I opened the closet door and took her inside. She looked confused for a moment. "Wait here."
Less than a minute later I had the electronics on and my cock in my hand. I opened the little door that was almost invisible from her side, especially in the dark. Then I poked my cock through the hole. Voice modulator on, I spoke. "On your knees and suck, beautiful. A deal's a deal. Don't think, don't talk. Kneel and suck. We'll talk after."
"Oh fuck!" Aunt Carol squealed.
"Don't talk! Don't think! Suck, my beautiful cum-slut."
"Randy ..." She might have been hesitant, but she dropped to her knees.
"No names! Don't. Talk. Suck!"
When I felt her lips on my shaft, I breathed a sigh of relief. She wasn't going to welsh on her promise. "The best ever. You promised."
She tried. Aunt Carol really tried, and the fact that it was her first time blowing me, and who it was helped a lot. Not enough, though. Fifteen minutes of incredible oral later, I warned her before I came. She was game and finished me nicely. Then I closed the portal and turned off the electronics.
I met her outside Mom's door.
"She's better than me, isn't she?"
I nodded. "Not by a lot. But yeah."
She took my arm, and I walked her back to the living room. "I figured. I mean, it's all she does, right? If it was a fucking contest, I'd blow her away."
"I have no doubt."
"When did it start?"
"The same day you two went to Josephine's. I was home and heard you talking. I didn't mean to eavesdrop; I was playing my XBox when you got home. Once I heard what you were talking about, I couldn't interrupt."
Aunt Carol was still looking dazed as I steered her to the couch. I sat down and pulled her into my lap. "That was an amazing blow job. Truly amazing. Even better than the first few I got off Mom. But she's been practicing, and I guess she's starting to learn me."
Aunt Carol was staring off into the distance. "When did you fix that space up?"
"When you two went to join the gym and get her the workout clothes. It took me about four hours altogether."
"And you showed it to her like you did me?"
"No. She was in her room and I called her over, using the Darth Vader voice. She fought it for a minute before doing what we both know she wanted. We never talk about it. Not openly. When we go to our rooms, I can call her over, or she can pull her bell."
"That's so weird. So it's only the glory-hole. You two aren't ..."
"Nope. We're a lot closer now. It's not like it isn't obvious what we're doing, we just don't talk about it. We cuddle, and kiss, and love each other, but the sex stays in the closet."
She was quiet for a few seconds before turning and planting a kiss on me that nearly stopped my heart. "I think it's wonderful. It was exactly what she needed, and now I understand why she'd never brought up, uh, going out for, well, you know."
I nodded. "She promised to stay faithful to me. That was my big concern, you know. I couldn't stand the idea of Mom out there on her knees in some filthy booth, sucking strange cock."
"I never did, you know. I only watched."
"And one handjob."
She blushed. "I guess you heard everything."
"It's cool. You were there for Mom when I wasn't. When nobody else was. I owe you for that, big time."
She smiled. "Enough to say my blowjob was the best?" she asked.
"Enough to say it was the best first blowjob I ever got."
Aunt Carol liked that answer. She cuddled in close holding me. "Thank you. I feel a hundred percent better. You'll get everything I promised."
"I'm looking forward to it."
She laughed out loud. "I bet you are. Gonna tell your Mom?"
"She's the one who wanted me to tell you. It was bothering her a lot. She just wanted it out of the way."
Aunt Carol blushed. "I wasn't trying to mess things up, you know. I just ... it was driving me nuts! I had to know."
"And now you do. Any more questions?"
"How often?" she asked.
"As many times as I can go. On an overnight, maybe five times. On a weekend double that and a couple more."
"Really? That's a lot."
"Really. You can ask her if you don't believe me."
She shook her head quickly. "No, I believe you. I'm just thinking that those nights we're going to spend together are going to be even better than I was hoping for. I really am good, you know. Maybe not the greatest, but I've never had any complaints. And for you, I'm going to break out all my best tricks."
We were still chatting when Mom got home. Of course, Aunt Carol had never gotten dressed after her first full-court press, so she was sitting on my lap in panties and sneakers and I was enjoying access to her incredible tits. They were incredible.
Mom smiled from ear-to-ear when she saw us. "So you found out, nosey britches?" she said before planting her ass on the couch next to me and facing her sister.
"You could have told me," Aunt Carol said.
Mom just shook her head. "What did it cost you?"
"A lot, okay?"
Mom leaned in close. "He'll tell me, you know. All I have to do is ask. He loves me. He won't keep anything from me."
Aunt Carol blushed. "Ten days, whenever he wants, no limits."
Mom leaned back and laughed. "That's even better than the week I said you should ask for."
"There's more, Mom. Tell her, Aunt Carol."
My aunt pouted so cutely, I wanted to chew on her bottom lip. "I told him I'd give him the best blowjob ever."
"You didn't!" Mom squealed.
"How was I supposed to know?" Aunt Carol said. She seemed to be getting her dander up, so I stroked her back and fondled her tit.
"And?" Mom said.
"He, uh, he made me agree that if it wasn't, I had to keep doing it on demand until it was."
"And?" Mom said, grinning.
"It wasn't. It wasn't the best, alright!" Aunt Carol crossed her arms, taking away one of my toys.
Mom was getting a kick out of this. Me, I was getting hard. Aunt Carol's panty covered ass wriggling around wasn't helping things.
"Aaand?"
Aunt Carol finally surrendered. "I guess I'll probably be giving your son blowjobs for the rest of his life, or until I find a professional to get my skills up to yours."
Mom leaned in and gave her nearly naked sister a huge hug. "No time like the present," she said, dragging Aunt Carol off my lap.
"Randy, go to your room and don't come out until I say so. That's your punishment for sharing our secret," Mom said.
Not much of a punishment by my way of thinking. Still, it was pretty wild watching the two sisters compete with each other on my first dual blowjob. And my second.
Mom was right. Telling Aunt Carol was the right thing to do. After that night, Mom was gloriously happy, and to be honest, Aunt Carol was as well.
* * * *
Two weeks later I was home for Christmas break. We still didn't talk about it, not openly, which was kind of weird. But I got at least two blowjobs every single day. Every one. Usually more. Sometimes a lot more when Aunt Carol came over.
It was the first week of the new year, that we took a vacation together. An all-inclusive in the Caribbean. Aunt Carol was true to her word, and she fucked me senseless. She was wonderful, very loving, eager to instruct, and willing to do anything. All I had to do was hint at what I wanted, and we were naked rolling around the bed, trying to find new ways for me to put my cock inside of her. Aunt Carol is very creative, very vocal, and very, very responsive. The first two days alone were an education the likes of which I never would have dreamed.
I don't know if she was the best there is, but she sure as shit was the best I ever had, and then some. Mom was along for the trip and witnessed most of it. But without the closet, me and Mom never did anything other than cuddle, kiss and fondle a little. At least not until Aunt Carol had the brilliant idea of putting Mom out on the balcony, and having me stick my cock between the curtain openings. That was four days into the trip. After that Mom was the designated fluffer, getting me up whenever Aunt Carol wanted another ride.
Day five, I finally played the 'no limits' card. That had Aunt Carol nervous, so we took our time getting her worked up, and used a lot of lube. I mean a whole lot. I don't think it's as good as her pussy, but knowing that I was only her third ever was pretty intense. Watching her slowly get into it as we took it slow was incredible. Seeing her first orgasm with a hard cock up her gorgeous ass? Priceless.
I always loved my aunt, but after that trip, it took things to a whole 'nother level.
Afterward, we agreed, Aunt Carol and me, that we'd only have sex away from home. Except for the private glory-hole blowjobs of course.
It wasn't until the week before summer break that Mom made goal. I knew something was up the moment I walked in the door. It was the look on her face.
"What happened, Mom? Hit the lottery?"
"Better," she said.
"Really?"
Mom nodded. "I made goal."
She looked it. I don't think she was ever going to be as hot as Aunt Carol, but she looked damn good. I finally realized that she'd had a makeover. New hairdo, new color, makeup, new outfit, the works. I was slow to notice since I'd seen the changes coming over time, but it finally hit me. Mom was kind of hot.
"Your reward?" I asked.
Her grin looked like it was in danger of splitting her face open. She walked forward and took me by the hand. Then she walked me down the hall to her room. "Welcome to our room, baby boy."
I had an instant erection. Eight months of teasing will do that to you. "I'm gonna miss the closet," I said.
"No, you're not. That closet isn't going anywhere, and trust me, it's going to get lots of use. Now enough talking, I'm going crazy. I've earned my reward, and I want it. Now!"
What can I tell you? It was my Mom. She was never going to be the wild woman that Aunt Carol was, but now that she was on her meds, she was ready to enjoy sex. I did feel kind of bad that Dad didn't get to see this side of her, but damn it, if her blowjobs weren't enough, they should have figured some way to work it out!
But back on point, making love to Mom was incredible. Just because she was my Mom.
Mom undressed me, and I did the same for her. She had purchased some new very naughty underwear and blushed terribly when I stood back to look her over.
"Don't stare, Randy, it's embarrassing," she said.
"That's ridiculous, Mom. You've worked so hard to get in shape; you have to let me see the results. You are one sexy MILF, aren't you?"
She gave me a little smile. "A few of the men at the gym seem to think so."
"Mom! Have you been giving away what's mine?"
She leaped forward, surprise on her face. "No, baby. Never! I might tease them a bit, but there's only one man for me. I've been saving up for you. I'm yours now, honey. Only yours."
I tilted her chin up kissing her long and hard. As we finished I undid her bra, slipping it off of her. Yes, her tits sagged a little, but they were incredible. I was finally getting to see them and it had been worth the wait. Her nipples were already as hard as rocks in anticipation.
"You love my tits, don't you?" she teased.
"I always have," I admitted. "They are fabulous."
"They're yours, baby. Why don't you claim them?"
I put Mom on her back in what was now our bed, wearing only her panties. I gave her a quick kiss before moving down the bed to avail myself of those incredible tits. I must have worked on them for about ten minutes before Mom started pleading for more.
I rose up on my knees and offered her my cock. "Suck me, Mom. Suck me like only you can. I want to watch it for real."
Mom took it in her hand and gave my shaft a long slow lick. "Mommy's mouth is yours now, baby. You don't even have to ask. Anytime you want, anywhere, whip out this beautiful cock and I'll take care of it."
I was too excited to let her go on for long. All I really wanted was to watch her, see that pretty face adore my cock. Watching Mom left no doubt whatsoever that she loved sucking me. Absolutely loved it.
She whimpered as I pulled away, replacing my cock with my lips, kissing her softly. "I can't wait any longer, Mom. I can't."
"You don't have to," she whispered.
I moved down the bed and eased her panties off. She'd obviously trimmed herself down there. When we started with the closet stuff, I saw her naked many times. She had a big bush. Now it was a carefully cropped patch, and smooth as silk below.
"God, you're sexy," I said.
"Really?"
I didn't reply. I just dropped down and kissed her between the legs, before going down on her. Aunt Carol had taught me a lot about doing that. She had no filter, and no shame. My aunt wouldn't hesitate to tell me what she liked and what she wanted. I'm certain Mom was the opposite. She would do whatever I wanted, and never ask for anything. So she was going to benefit from Aunt Carol's instruction.
It was a complete head rush going down on Mom, listening to her breathy gasps and moans. She went on and on about how wonderful it was, how wonderful I was. I was able to get her close to coming a couple of times, doing my best to drive her a little crazy. But I didn't want her first time coming for me to be on anything but my cock.
The third time I had her on the brink, I backed away to her frustrated moans. She looked up at me in eager fascination as I opened her legs, tapping my cock against her clit. I rubbed it up and down across her opening, watching her lips part for me. She was trembling when I pressed the head forward, watching it disappear. I worked it back and forth a couple of inches until I'd settled solidly inside of her. Then I stretched out over Mom, gazing into her loving eyes.
"It's time, Mom," I whispered.
She nodded, giving me a smile. "Long past time, my love. Make me yours."
I lowered myself to my elbows, bringing my face down to hers. I kissed her lips softly, staring into her eyes, as I pressed forward. Slowly, ever so slowly I sank into her.
"Are you okay?" I asked.
She shook her head. "Fuck okay, I'm fantastic!"
I chuckled. "Yes, you are." I pulled back slowly, and drove my entire length back into her firmly.
"Yesss," she hissed, tilting her head back and closing her eyes.
I long stroked her slowly, in and out, just enjoying the feeling of filling Mom's tight pussy. And it was tight, tighter than Aunt Carol. Tighter than most of the girls I'd know in college.
"God, you feel great, Mom."
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me good. Fuck me hard. Fuck me like you own me."
That was an offer I wasn't going to pass up. I stretched my legs out for leverage and picked up the pace. I felt her tremble as I pounded my cock into her.
"Oh, baby," she groaned. "Like that, harder, you're gonna make me come."
I did as she asked. She was my Mom, after all. I fucked her harder, faster, jack hammering my cock into her for all I was worth. Her hands alternated between rubbing all over me, and clutching me hard, digging her fingers in to my flesh.
"Come for me, Mom," I growled.
She whimpered, trembling, moaning softly as she worked her hips against my thrusts, fucking back at me.
"Come, my beautiful cum-slut, my sexy cock-sucker, come!"
Her eyes flew open and her mouth gaped wide as she gasped. I had her, I could feel it.
"That's it you sexy cum-slut. Come!"
She was shaking, fingers digging into me as she nearly bucked me off of her. Jesus, Mom was a wild woman when she came. She grabbed me around the neck, pulling me down hard, clamping her teeth down on my bare shoulder as she shuddered underneath me. It was all too much, and my need to finish came over me like an avalanche.



I growled as I thrust deep, pumping my Mom full of cum. She whimpered and clung to me hard as I tried to back off. I stopped resisting and rested atop her, while my hips nudged my cock back into her until I was completely done.
Her arms finally relaxed and she let me free. I looked down and saw tears in her eyes.
"Did I hurt you?" I asked.
She smiled, shaking her head softly. "Never, baby boy. You could never hurt me. That was perfect, even better than my dreams and fantasies. Thank you."
"Thank you, Mom. You are amazing."
She grinned. "That's all I've ever wanted to be. Amazing for you."
Mom gave me a little push to the side, dislodging me from between her legs onto my back. Mom's not finicky about cum; I think we've already established that. She didn't hesitate to climb down between my legs, cleaning me, then sucking me back to hardness.
When she'd finished that task, she moved off of me, and got on her hands and knees, facing the end of the bed. She wiggled her ass at me. There wasn't nearly as much ass there as when we started, but it was still full and tempting.
"Fuck me, baby. Fuck me good. Fuck me however you want."
Fucking my Mom doggy style had to be one of life's greatest pleasures. Grabbing those big soft cheeks, smacking her ass playfully, watching the full length of my cock disappear inside of her, it was mesmerizing. I loved it and told her so.
She giggled, wiggling her butt for me. "Yours, beautiful boy. Like all of me."
The second time was playful and sexy. Incredibly fun. We tried several positions before Mom was riding me; gazing down at me with so much love in her eyes it was painful.
She was riding me slow and gentle when one hand caressed my face. "I love you so much, Randy. You saved me. You've made me incredibly happy. Happier than I ever thought I'd be."
I pulled her down and hugged her before kissing her. She was still, while I drove my cock up into her from below. I pressed my lips to her ear. "It wasn't a chore, Mom. I love every minute I've spent with you. Not to mention that your blowjobs are the best ever. Incredible. I'm the luckiest guy in the world."
She looked deep into my eyes. "You understand I'm your woman now, right? Completely and without reserve. I'm yours until you tire of me. For as long as you want, or as short as you want. Whatever you want."
I stopped the motion down below, and felt her sink down onto my hardness. "Forever, Mom. You and me, forever."
She kissed me then, and started moving, getting serious. She rode me hard until I was groaning. "Come for me, baby. Fill me up with that delicious cum," she growled.
I did. Twice more in fact.
The next morning I gently pulled out of my Mom's arms and snuck out of the room. I cleaned up in the bathroom before returning to my old room. I was already getting hard in anticipation.
I love my Mom. I loved fucking her for the first time, and for the next three. I'm certain I'll love fucking her for as long as this goes on. But there's something about having Mom on her knees on the other side of the wall, sucking my cock. It's an addiction.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
I heard Mom moan, then slowly sit up.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
Abruptly she sat up straight, and a huge smile engulfed her face.
Ding-ding-ding "Winnie."
She was out of the bed in a flash, all of her lovely soft lady parts jiggling sexily. "I'm coming, sir! I'm coming!"
I stuck my cock through the hole and Mom didn't hesitate for a second taking it deep.
"Slowly, my lovely cum-slut. Slow and easy, let me enjoy it."
"Yes, sir," she nodded.
She was teasing me now, so beautifully, so sexily.
"I've trained you well, my sexy cock-sucker. You are excellent."
That was the first time I'd told her that she was better than good.
"Excellent, sir? Truly?"
"Beyond excellent. Superb, the best."
She was grinning as she licked my shaft. "Better than my slut-sister?"
"There's no compare. None. She's an amateur compared to you." Perhaps not totally true, but I know that's what Mom liked to hear.
"Please, sir. You can't tell her that. It would break her heart. Just tell her that I'm only a little better. Please." She finished her plea by deep-throating me.
"As you wish. Now show me why you're the best."
It took her about ten minutes to do just that. When we were done she kept playing with my cock, doing her best to bring it back to life.
"Sir?"
"Yes, my delightful cum-slut."
"Promise me we'll never stop doing this. No matter what happens, you can't take this away from me. Please. I'll do anything you want."
"After all the work it's taken to get you to this point, do you think I'd give this up? Never. You are my personal cum-slut, my exquisite cock-sucker, and that will never change."
"Thank you, sir. Thank you, thank you, thank you!"
Then Mom proved she was a miracle worker by getting me hard again, then spending another fifteen minutes to knock it back down.
* * * *
After about a month, we were down to three or four times a week, because she said I was wearing her out. I was still getting my daily morning closet BJ, and it looked like that was never going to stop. Let's face it; Mom loved sucking cock, especially mine. Throw in Aunt Carol coming over a few times a week for her 'practice', and I was in heaven.
After that first summer with Mom, I moved back home and commuted to school. My grades took a hit the first quarter, but Mom understood the whole carrot and stick pretty well. A weekend away with both sisters, followed up with the locking of the closet door until my grades were back where they belonged took care of any school issues. I was on the Dean's list by the end of the year. My reward was unfathomable.
It's been four years now. Mom's looking better than ever, and her blowjobs are still the best, although Aunt Carol is damn close. We take a couple of 'family' vacations a year, where the sisters spoil me rotten. Mom's still not as good as Aunt Carol in bed, but she's a lot less stingy with her ass, and she's my Mom, which makes up for a lot. Plus, she has gotten a lot better. She has one hell of a mentor and coach in her sister.
I'm not sure where we go from here. Mom says I don't have to work. Dad's business keeps growing, and Mom's share is more than I'm likely to earn after 20 years. Still, I've got to do something. I'm gonna give college another year, and get my masters degree. After that, I'm thinking of trying to work as a freelance travel writer. I've been promised the best of companions, and we've kind of been bit by the travel bug. Aunt Carol has this weird goal of fifty countries, fifty positions. She carries along her Kama Sutra illustrated book wherever we go, checking off each new goal. Mom thinks it would be neat to suck cock in a hundred different cities. Since the only cock she's gonna be sucking is mine, it looks like I'll be busy if the sisters get their way.
I've even converted a pop-up photo backdrop into our own personal travel glory-hole.
Wish me luck!
=========================
Thanks for taking the time to read my story. If you enjoyed it, please vote. This is a contest entry and I'd appreciate the support. Thank you again. TTT
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Love and Honor.
=====================
I was alone in St. Johns, Newfoundland, trying to clear my head and wash the anger from my heart. The love of my life turned out to be a cheating slut, my family and friends had betrayed me, and I'd abandoned the business I'd spent years developing. If not for my two kids at home, I don't know if I'd ever go back.
I was lost, wandering, loathe to return and deal with the heartbreak.
Aunt Jean had located my 'cousins'. Second cousins to be more precise. Dad's cousins and all their kin. They were there in abundance. A quick meet-up downtown led to a George St. pub visit, where a few more of them found their way in. Before the end of the night, I had made commitments. And I was no longer quite alone.
I visited their homes and met the family. I talked about where we came from, and about Dad and his siblings. We had many a drink in his honor. Many.
I learned something. Newfies were a tight-knit bunch. Like Bedenton, but even more so. Family was everything. Everyone was related to everyone else. It typically only took them a few minutes to figure out how. Seemed like three degrees of separation among the entire island. Eat your heart out, Kevin Bacon.
They loved music and every get together seemed to have a musical element. Maybe it was just my family, but I doubt it. They'd sing popular songs, with a guitar or two in accompaniment. A couple of the 'uncles' played accordion or some weird push-button version of one; I'm not all that familiar with them. The 'ugly-stick' would make its appearance. Definitely a Newfie thing. Some kind of five foot long stick, with nails, bottle caps, and washers sticking out all over. It had a rubber boot on the bottom. They'd shake it up and down, hitting it with another stick. That was the percussion. Combination bass, tambourine, snare, heck, I don't know what. Strange to see the first time, but some of those old boys could sure keep time with it.
Every now and then, especially as it got later, they'd do some traditional songs. I'se the b'ye, The Old Polina, Kelligrew's Soiree, Squid Jigging Ground. My family had a special fondness for the Petty Harbour Bait Skiff, and The Ryans and the Pittmans (admittedly my favorite). At each meeting, everyone was encouraged to sing their 'signature' song. Uncle Bill would eventually be forced to recite 'Big John'. Cousin Danny would do his Elvis impression. Aunt Marie did a great job with Wagon Wheel. If you couldn't sing, you stood up and recited. Uncle Johnny recited the Face on the Bar Room Floor.
Of course, the inevitable "It's on ya!" turned to me. Like I mentioned, I can play a little guitar and didn't shy from the occasion with way too much beer and Screech in my system. I'd spent a fair time on the road listening to music, one theme recurring. I was almost embarrassed to start with a Taylor Swift song, but whatever else you think, that little girl has a better grasp of writing love lost and betrayal songs than almost anybody living. Go figure.
♫ It's strange to think the songs we used to sing
The smiles, the flowers, everything is gone
Yesterday I found out about you
Even now just looking at you, feels wrong
You say that you'd take it all back, given one chance
It was a moment of weakness and you said, "Yes"
You should've said, "No", you should've gone home ... ♫
I know I screwed up the chords, but I sang with feeling and got a nice round of applause. It wasn't long before my turn came up again, with the singing moving around the large room. I was passed one of the guitars. Cousin Ronnie never gave up his; it seemed he could follow along with anyone. This time I started with a popular 'oldie but goodie' by Alan Jackson. I was drunker by this time, but could still handle three chords.
♫ I thought I knew her well I really couldn't tell
That she had another lover on her mind.
You see it felt so right when she held me tight
How could I be so blind?
But still you wonder
Who's cheatin' who, who's being true
Who don't even care anymore ... ♫
I think there was little doubt where my mind was at when I didn't give up the guitar and started right in on a Tritt Travis classic.
♫ You say you were wrong to ever leave me alone
Now you're sorry, you're lonesome and scared
And you say you'd be happy if I would just come back home
Well, here's a quarter, call someone who cares.
Call someone who'll listen, or might give a damn
Maybe one of your sordid affairs
But don't you come 'round here handin' me none of your lies
Here's a quarter, call someone who cares ... ♫
By 3:00 am we'd lost a good part of the crowd. I was still going strong. I loved the ambiance, the friendship, the family environment. I loved the story-telling and the drinking. Most of all I love the cathartic outpouring of my loss.
♫ Your cheatin' heart,
Will make you weep,
You'll cry and cry,
And try to sleep,
But sleep won't come,
The whole night through,
Your cheatin' heart, will tell on you ... ♫
I woke on the floor beside a strange bed, in a strange room, in a strange house. It took me a couple of minutes to find the bathroom, but I eventually made it, managed to clean up a bit and find my way into the kitchen where four of my distant relatives were gathered around a table.
A woman I didn't recognize got up out of her seat and had me sit down. She gave me a kiss on the cheek, then got up and pulled some pancakes out of the oven for me. She laughed as she handed me the plate. "One time only, we saves it for you, since you're a guest. In the future, as family, you'll be fending for yourself." At least, I think that's what she said. Her accent was thick enough to cut with a knife.
I nodded appreciatively, my head still thumping, and gratefully accepted a mug of coffee and three aspirin. She also put a tall glass of water in front of me.
She sat on a stool at the kitchen island, overlooking the table, while I started in.
Surrounded by three women strangers and one man, who I barely knew, I was oddly comfortable. They were chatting about some local gossip when the woman on the stool got up and refilled my coffee. She ran her fingers through my hair, motherly like. "Ya wants to talk about it, honey?"
I looked up at her, and around the table. I had an embarrassed look. "Uh ... where am I, and who are y'all?"
They laughed heartily. "I'm Diane, and this is my home," the lady feeding me offered. "Your father and my mother were cousins. The party last night ended here. You were feeling little pain after we left Barbara's."
Of course, she was a Newf, and it sounded more like, "I's Diane, and dis 'ere's me home. Yer fadder and me mudder were cuzins." She spoke fast, the words blending together, with one of the strongest accents I'd heard. After four days on the island, I thought I was getting used to it. I was wrong.
I remembered going to three different homes, I guess this was the last on the tour. I looked around at the others and thought I recognized one of the women, an older one. "Lena?"
She giggled and patted my hand. "Right the first time."
I blushed. "I'd say I never forget a pretty woman's name, but I guess that would be a lie," I said with a glance at Diane, then another at the third woman at the table.
She laughed and held her cup up in a toast. "Peg, nice to meet you. I missed out on the festivities last night. Nobody told me there'd be entertainment."
I stood up to put my plate away, but Diane took it from me and pushed me back down. "You remember Ronnie?"
I grinned. "Our guitar hero. Sure, don't know how I forgot his name."
"Screech does dat to ya," he said with a laugh. "You was some shockin' good on the guitar, b'ye. A reglar Newf. Bout time ye come home."
I was wrong. Diane didn't have the strongest accent. I could barely understand what Ronnie said. I grinned. "Y'all related?" I nodded between Diane and Ronnie.
"Me brudder. You and he, two sides of a coin," Diane explained.
I looked confused, and Ronnie got up and returned with his guitar. He hit a couple of power chords and started singin'.
♫ I wrote her off for the tenth time today
And practiced all the things I would say.
But she came over, I lost my nerve
I took her back and made her dessert.
Now I know I'm being used.
That's okay man cause I like the abuse.
I know she's playing with me.
That's okay cause I got no self esteem ... ♫
I couldn't help myself and sang along to the Offspring song, and soon everyone was joining in.
When he finished, he looked at me and shrugged. "Yer runnin' and I'm waitin'."
"Why?" I asked, curious as to why he'd put up with that shit.
Diane laughed. "That's what we all ask."
He blushed. "Hell. I loves 'er."
It took a while, and a mug of the hair of the dog that bit you, but they heard my sad tale, of love lost and betrayal. They were good listeners, and better at asking pointed questions and pulling out any details I tried to gloss over. I even extracted a few tears on the way.
When I confessed to setting the cars on fire, they practically cheered. "Newf tru 'n tru," Diane laughed. "Give 'em a good punch-up after?"
I shook my head. "Not yet. I still reserve the right. I guess I got one good shot on Fred the next time I saw him. Not near enough."
"He's yer cousin, business partner, and best friend? He's got it coming. You best not only kick his ass, but you should make a reg'lar thing of it," Peg said. "That girl of yours, one right sleeveen."
Whatever that meant. From the distasteful way she said it, she was probably right. Hell, even the word sounded nasty.
During the telling, I did take a break to call the kids. I was heart-broken when Marie wouldn't get on the line. Beth was yelling at her in the background while my daughter screamed she hated me for leaving. It wasn't a good time for me. I thanked Carol and said I'd try again the next day.
We moved out to the porch and picked up a few more guests as they trickled in. There was plenty of storytelling going on and I was encouraged to tell some of my own, although talk of my marriage issues was prohibited for the moment. Diane had kind of adopted me, sitting nearby and giving me a poke anytime I ventured into painful territory. "None of that, b'ye. Happy times."
Truth was, I had enough of those and besides, I wasn't doing much of the talking. The beer was flowing, but I noticed my cup didn't get refilled if I drank too fast. I kept it slow and steady and maintained a nice buzz. Someone showed up with four of the worst pizzas I ever tasted. I tried to pay and was reminded I was a guest.
"The hell with that," I laughed pulling away from Diane's hands and getting out my wallet. "Someone told me I was family, and I sure as shit will pay my own way. I didn't pay for the beer, and no friggin' way I'd pay for that Screech poison, so I'm going to pay for the pizza, or find someone else to drink with." I pulled out the weird feeling brown bill with the big 100 across it.
Diane said it was too much, and I told her I guess I was paying for the beer after all. They didn't fight it too much after that.
We talked and chattered, gossiped and laughed. Eventually, Ronnie pulled out the guitars and we had a bit of a learning session where I was taught the 'proper' way to play the Newfie songs.
That's when I fell in love with their music. The Ryans and The Pittmans, aka We'll Rant and We'll Roar was the initial cause. I loved the song. The story, the melody, the heavy beat on the chorus. A fisherman's song, and a story of growing up, loving girls, and settling down. A powerful easy tune, which a drunk with a strong voice can give real feeling to.
♫ We'll rant and we'll roar like true Newfoundlanders.
We'll rant and we'll roar on deck and below.
Until we see bottom inside of two sunkers.
Then straight through the channel to Toslow we'll go.
I'm the son of a seacook and a cook in a trader,
I can dance, I can sing, I can reef the main boom.
I can handle a jigger and I cuts a fine figure,
Whenever I gets in a boat's standing room... ♫
Relatives came and went, and I had to wonder if these people partied all the time. Of course, I later learned that I was the catalyst, not that they didn't like to have the odd kitchen party or two, but the visiting Yank cousin was the draw for this one.
I was perched on the couch, with Cousin Ronnie facing me across the way. My fingers were aching since I hadn't been allowed to put my little guitar down since we'd changed location. It got me plenty of laughs, that only a Yank would think that what I had was an improvement on the design.
I can fake a song with the best of them, I guess. With a capo and a few dozen chords repertoire, I have enough of an ear to play something like a tune for most anything. A basic knowledge of music theory helps a lot. There's a few songs I can play middling well, but faking it works well enough in our type of setting.
When I heard "It's on ya" directed at me, I started in with one of my cheating songs. The next time around, I was feeling the beer and the loss, and played the greatest drinking song of all time, and perhaps the most heart wrenching. Johnny Cash. It suited my voice. I wasn't an Irish tenor, more of a baritone naturally, and could handle the low notes pretty well.
♫ Well, I woke up Sunday morning
With no way to hold my head that didn't hurt.
And the beer I had for breakfast wasn't bad,
So I had one more for dessert ... ♫
By the beginning of the second verse, I noticed the crowd had grown quiet; the ugly stick had stopped banging and was jingling softly in the background. I was playing a simple strum with the alternating bass strings thumb picked. Ronnie picked up a simple bass line while I let the pain flow.
♫ In the park I saw a daddy
With a laughing little girl that he was swinging.
And I stopped beside a Sunday school
And listened to the songs they were singing.
Then I headed down the street,
And somewhere far away a lonely bell was ringing,
And it echoed through the canyon
Like the disappearing dreams of yesterday ... ♫
I managed to sing steadily, with a few tears rolling down my face, my dreams of yesterday now nightmares.
I got no applause for that song, just a few teary eyes. Ronnie picked up the mood with a popular funny ditty while I wiped my eyes. There was a cute young girl parked next to me. She clung to my arm, weepy eyed. "Let it go, Honor," she whispered. "There's more to life. Not everyone will hurt you."
I realized I was sitting between two college-aged girls. Don't even know how that had happened. The girl on the other side had her hand on my shoulder, leaning against me. "Sing us a pretty song, Honor. I don't wants to cry no more."
It must have been the beer. "I don't know any songs as pretty as you," I told her.
She gave me the biggest grin. "G'on. I'm not all that pretty."
"Sure, and the sun isn't all that hot, water's not all that wet, and Newfie girl's ain't the prettiest in the world."
She laughed. "I sees you got a fair bit of Newf in you. Sing me a song, Honor."
When the music came back around to our side of the room, little Jane asked me to do her song. There was one that came to mind. It was Beth's song, which I'd started playing for her when I was only 13. I'd played it hundreds of times, if not once in the last 10 years or so. Still, the finger-picking was automatic, a sort of Travis picking, and I knew it was one of the few songs I played well.
♫ It's a little bit funny, this feeling inside
I'm not one of those who can easily hide
I don't have much money, but boy if I did
I'd buy a big house where we both could live ... ♫
It was a popular song, and everyone was singing along loudly in the chorus. I looked over at young Jane, strawberry blonde hair, little turned up nose and big green eyes that gazed into mine.
I sang the chorus to her. The first time I'd ever sung it to anyone but my Beth.
♫ And you can tell everybody this is your song
It may be quite simple, but now that it's done
I hope you don't mind, I hope you don't mind that I put down in words
How wonderful life is while you're in the world. ♫
Her head was resting on my shoulder when I was begged for an encore. It was the first true acoustic picking song I'd done, showing a bit more than the typical rhythm guitar I'd played. I broke into another one of my favorites. A song I could play note-for-note like the original, a fun song. One I had told myself I'd play for my kids one day. It was sad that I had never gotten around to it.
♫ Christopher Robin and I walked along
under branches lit up by the moon... ♫
Kenny Loggin's House at Pooh Corner had the house rockin', and I realized we had a good bit more than the eight or so people we'd started with. Must have been better than twenty folk in the room. Even some rug rats on the floor in the middle.
The sad part was that every song tore at my heart. Even that popular kid's classic. The chorus line:
♫ Help me if you can I've got to get
back to the house at Pooh corner by one,
you'd be surprised there's so much to be done ... ♫
almost had me weepy, thinking of my kids.
At the end, Diane leaned over my shoulder and gave me a kiss on the cheek. "That's better. No more cryin' tonight, b'ye. Gives us sometin' else fer the lasses."
By the opening intro, Ronnie was grinning, and we played an almost perfect duet, with ugly sticks kicking in around the second verse. I sang the Oasis chorus to my couchmates.
♫ And all the roads we have to walk are winding
And all the lights that lead us there are blinding
There are many things that I would like to say to you
But I don't know how ... ♫
Jane had a sweet little soprano voice, and I was surprised at how well she could extemporaneously sing harmony.
♫ Because maybe
You're gonna be the one that saves me
And after all
You're my wonderwall. ♫
For a couple of hours, I almost managed to forget. I was enjoying the attention, the joyous family atmosphere, the attention of pretty young girls. I answered requests for songs when I could. I teased my girls why they didn't ask Ronnie to play more. After all, he played better than me.
"We've heard all he has plenty of times," Jane laughed. "And he don't play no better'n you. He sure can't sing better."
It was nice to hear, even if it was stretching the truth. He was way better. I did have a few songs I played well, even if I was still woefully out of practice. As for singing, I could hold a tune, but my voice was nothing special. I guess the one thing I had going for me was I wasn't afraid to belt it out.
I wondered for a moment why I'd spent so many years of my life workin' my ass off, day and night, just to be betrayed by everyone I did it for. Fuck them. I deserved more. I should be able to have fun. Adventure. Love.
I caught Ronnie's eye, and he raised an eye brow in question. "The Cars."



He grinned and proved me right about the playing. He started the driving bass, and I picked up the chunky rhythm.
♫ I don't mind you comin' here
And wastin' all my time
'cause when you're standin' oh so near
I kinda lose my mind
It's not the perfume that you wear
It's not the ribbons in your hair
I don't mind you comin' here
And wastin' all my time... ♫
It must have been a song he knew well. He could even play the solo after the chorus perfectly, and I muted my play while he showed off.
I noticed for the first time there was a skinny little thing sitting at his feet, her head resting on his knee, her arm clinging to his leg. In her other hand she was holding up a phone, I imagine recording our playing. No idea when she'd shown up. I looked at him then glanced at her, raising an eyebrow. He nodded, giving me a sad little grin.
I had a good buzz going. I'd been drinking since a little after noon, and I had no idea what time it was but it was definitely getting late. The girl on my right had been replaced with another more zaftig honey, who was laughing and singing away without a care in the world.
One of my 'uncle's' was cajoled into reciting, and he stood, his legs a little shaky, his eyes more than a little bloodshot. He started in with a poem I'd never heard, which I later learned was by Robert W. Service.
A bunch of the boys were whooping it up
In the Malamute saloon;
The kid that handles the music-box
Was hitting a jag-time tune;
Back of the bar, in a solo game,
Sat Dangerous Dan McGrew,
And watching his luck was his light-o'-love,
The lady that's known as Lou.
He was older than most, probably at least seventy. He seemed to repeat a few lines, then I saw a man stand next to him, reciting along with him. The older fellow's voice firmed up, and he spoke stronger. There was a guy in his twenties sitting opposite them, and I watched him walk over and sit. You could see the facial familiarity as the young man started mouthing the words in time with his father and grandfather.
"That's it, Uncle Luke," one of the women called out. "Yes, b'ye!" another urged.
I saw him lose the verse, and his grandson spoke louder,
Then on a sudden the music changed,
So soft that you scarce could hear;
But you felt that your life had been looted clean
Of all that it once held dear;
That someone had stolen the woman you loved;
That her love was a devil's lie;
The old man got the rhythm and continued, and the boy quieted. I had my arm around Jane, and heard her whisper "Isn't it just grand?"
It was, and more. A patriarch of the family, his kin gathered round. Reciting a poem he'd probably spent dozens of hours learning and had repeated hundreds of times. His son and grandson, speaking alongside him, words they'd surely learned from his lips, at his knee. There were phones out, recording the event. I imagined the young man's grandchildren at his feet, forty years from now, watching their great-great-grandfather in action. I was in awe of the family ties, and the respect shown. As he finished he walked over and kissed a rotund silver-haired lady on the lips, and everyone laughed and called out, teasing, cat calls, wolf whistles.
"Fifty-three years," Jane said softly. "They came out for you. All the way down from Torbay. It's a big deal."
I guess it was. He walked slowly over to the couch, and the girl on the other side jumped up and held his arm as he turned and slowly sat down beside me. I turned to him, smiling.
"Honor Nolan," I told him, holding my hand out.
His gnarled old hand, knobby knuckled, was rough as tree bark. "Luke. I'm your father's uncle. He was a good lad. I'm sorry for your loss."
I felt the tears well up in my eyes. "Thank you," I answered. Almost 20 years, and it still hurt.
It seemed it was break time. There was chatting going on, but no singing. I felt Jane get up, walking past me into the back of the house. Most likely a bathroom break.
"You stayin' long?" he asked.
"I don't know. No ironclad plans at the moment."
He nodded. "I'd likes you to come by for Sunday dinner."
I laughed. "To be honest, sir, I have no idea what day it is. When is Sunday?"
He chuckled. "I wish I had enough days left not to care which is which. It's Friday night, b'ye. You think we'd have this big a crowd on a weeknight?"
I didn't mention that the night before it had seemed almost as big, although less diverse. Tonight we had the young and old present, and looking around, I realized I was wrong. There must have been more than thirty people there. The kitchen table was full. The floor was covered with sitting bodies. I guess I should have been impressed that I had a seat at all.
"I'd be honored, sir."
He gave me a grin, and I could read the laughter in his eyes. "No, b'ye. I dare say we'd be 'Honored'."
Jane returned from her short journey and leaned over Uncle Luke. "So glad you came, Grandpa," she said and gave him a kiss on the cheek.
He smiled. "You gonna entertain us, Janie?"
She blushed. "I thought I might, just a little." She turned to me and passed me a piece of sheet music. "You think you could play that?" she asked. "It's very slow, just an easy slow single strum every bar."
I opened it and saw that it wasn't that difficult. No exotic chords. It was written in Gaelic, and I had no idea what it said. I tried a few bars, and she stopped me. "Slower strum, let all the strings ring."
I did it again, and she smiled. "Perfect. Try the first line."
She watched as I played the chords, humming softly the tune, then almost whispering the words. She slowed me down again, and I wondered how slow the song could be. Then she gave me a kiss on the cheek. "That's perfect."
When she stood, she pulled me up by the hand and made me stand with her. The young man that had recited the poem with his grandfather was recruited to sit and hold the music up in front of me. We had everyone's attention by then. She walked over to her Grandmother and pulled her up. Jane made her sit by her grandfather, then stood beside me. She gave me a nod, and I hit the first slow strum.
♫ Aréir is mé téarnamh um' neoin
Ar an dtaobh thall den teóra 'na mbím... ♫
I got chills when the first notes left her lips. She had the most amazing, high soft voice, and though I had no idea what she was saying, I swear it was the most beautiful thing I'd ever heard. She sang to her grandparents, and I saw the older woman hold Uncle Luke's hand in hers.
I later learned the song was Ar Éirinn ní neosfainn cé hí, For Ireland I'd Not Tell Her Name. Halfway through the song Uncle Luke stood and took the woman's hand in his. She stood and went to his arms, and they danced slowly. One of the children said something, and I heard a whispered "hush" and the sound of a hand smacking flesh. I didn't hear anything else for the duration of the song except Jane's mesmerizing voice.
I got a feel for the song after a couple of verses and started playing with a simple finger-picking interspersed with soft strumming, and the music took over, guiding my fingers in a way I'd never felt before. I closed my eyes, letting her voice steer me, even playing a bridge with a picked melody when she paused in her singing. I knew it wasn't the end, it couldn't be. She should never stop singing.
I heard her take a breath, and muted the playing, letting her voice take over, with a minimal accompaniment. Her volume grew stronger, and again I picked out the melody, strumming harder as her voice soared. I felt goose bumps on my arms, and a shiver run down my spine.
Her voice slowed, and my fingers followed suit, adding chord derivations, creating the sustain, building to what I could feel was the end. Her voice rose, powerful, filling the room. I only prayed I could do her magical tones justice. She held a note long, an eternity, and I strummed the three descending chords, then stopped, in tune with the song, as she completed the last line acapella.
♫ ...Is ar Éirinn ní n-eósainn cé h-í. ♫
I heard the shouting and laughter and opened my eyes. I looked over and she was smiling beautifully, her eyes glistening, the highlights of her hair angelic. She reached out and put her hand on my arm, and I felt a spark, almost a shock. It had been magical and I had been part of it.
"Nanny's song," she said, and I saw the silver-haired woman in front of me, reaching up for my head. I leaned over and let her kiss me on the cheek. "Thank you," she whispered, her face glowing. She was beautiful in that moment, and I could see the pride on Uncle Luke's face as he stood with his arm around her waist. Fifty-three years, and to be adored like that.
It was too much for the moment. To know I'd never have that. What I'd lost. What her betrayal had cost us. I couldn't breathe, couldn't see from the tears in my eyes.
"Excuse me," I gasped, letting my guitar fall to the floor, and turning to escape the suddenly claustrophobic confines. I was almost running by the time I hit the door.
I ran a good twenty yards down the lane, until I stumbled, unable to see where I was going. I fell to my knees, gasping, my chest crushed by despair. I leaned over and let the tears go.
I was almost breathing normally when I felt the arm around my shoulders. I glanced over to see Jane's concerned face. She didn't try to console me or hush me. She held me, letting me get it out, there for me when I needed her.
"I'm sorry," I eventually gasped.
She didn't reply, simply giving me a squeeze, and leaning her head on my shoulder.
I wiped my eyes, trying to put on a smile. "You were amazing," I said softly. "The most beautiful thing I ever heard."
She still didn't answer. She turned, straddled my legs and hugged me, her arms firm and comforting. I felt her hair against the side of my head. My arms wrapped around her and I held on for dear life, as the emotions broke free again, and I sobbed in her arms.
When I stopped, I don't believe I'd ever been more embarrassed in my life. I don't think I'd cried once since my father died, and now it was becoming a regular thing. Third time in the last few weeks.
She must have sensed my state, and gave a little squeeze before pulling away. "Piker. You'd played that song before. It was perfect."
I shook my head. "Never. I'd never heard it or anything like it before. All I could do was follow your voice."
She looked surprised. "Your eyes were closed most of the song. You didn't even look to the music."
"Didn't need it. I knew what you were going to do. I knew it, without knowing how."
She smiled. "Do you knows what I'm going to do now?"
I grinned back, looking down at her lips. "I hope so."
I closed my eyes when her lips met mine. The same lips those heavenly sounds had escaped from. Her tongue pierced my lips. I opened them for her. It was as magical as the music, perfect, the two of us completely in tune with each other. In turn soft, sensual, caring, passionate, and finally playful. She was grinning as I tugged on her bottom lip, then left a series of little kisses around her mouth.
She stood slowly, backing up, her hands holding mine, encouraging me to stand. "God, Honor, it hurts my legs just to see you kneeling like that, in the gravel."
I wish she hadn't mentioned it. I could feel the stones now, digging into me, my legs almost asleep, half numb, stinging as the blood flowed into them. I stood carefully, shaking them out. She let go of one of my hands and tugged me after her.
I followed, content to feel her warm hand in mine, as she guided me back to the house.
"Where are we going?" I asked on the porch step.
She gave my hand a squeeze. "Yer a Newf, Honor. You ask 'Where's we comin' to?' not 'Where are we going?'" the last delivered in a nasally impression.
I laughed, providing my own poor impression. "So where's we comin' to, b'ye?"
"You're going to apologize to Nanny. She thinks she hurt your feelings."
"All she said was thank you," I said. "It wasn't her."
"Of course not. Now you tells her that, then you and I'll go for a walk. I needs to hear your story."
I felt my ears heating up. I wasn't sure I wanted to talk about my recent past.
My choices were eliminated as I found myself standing in front of 'Nanny'. "I'm sorry I ran out like that. It wasn't you. I'm just going through a hard time right now. I hope you'll forgive me."
She smiled, and it lit up her face. "After a performance like that? I'd be ready to forgive you almost anything. Thank you again." She had an Irish brogue that a half century on the rock hadn't diminished. I loved the tone of it.
"You're most welcome. I was ecstatic to be a part of it."
"Are you professional?" she asked.
I laughed out loud. "Hardly. I'm not even very good. Something more powerful than me guided my fingers through that song. I couldn't do that in a million years. Not if I practiced every day."
"Why do I doubt that? I'd bet you could do the same tonight if Janie sang with you again." Her eyes sparkled with mischief.
I blushed. "I won't take that bet."
Jane gave me a tug by the hand. "Sorry Nanny, I'm takin' him back. We've got some talking to do."
Nanny grinned. "As long as it's talking. Keep the meaningful silences to a minimum. Understand?"
It was Jane's turn to blush. "I swear, Nanny. Talking."
I think she got a few dirty looks when she pulled me away from the impromptu party. Good for the ego. It could use a little stroking. Outside, she turned and gave me a quick kiss, surprising me, then grabbed my hand and tugged me down the road.
"Tell me. I wants to hear everything," she said, walking close and brushing her shoulder against my arm.
"I imagine you've probably heard most of it by now."
She nodded. "Yeah, about six different versions. I want all of it. From the start."
I sighed, trying to think where the start was. I began with the night Beth and I had before the China trip.
She interrupted. "No, Honor. From the start. When you met, how you got together, everything."
I laughed out loud. "That's a very long story. We might want to hang out on the porch or something. If we're walking, we'll be in Gander before I'm finished. I'm not wearing my hiking boots."
She giggled. "All right. I knows just the place."
I started. "I was nine, she was four. She was the neighbor girl, my younger sister's shadow, cute in the way that only blue-eyed blonde, round-cheek cherub toddlers could be. It was tiny Beth that gave me the nickname that would stick with me for the rest of my life ..."
We made a detour by the cooler, and we grabbed a six-pack. She refused to release my hand, and we walked over to the porch swing and settled in. I had my arm around her and we could hear the festivities inside still going. She was a great listener, rarely interrupting.
"I was nineteen, she was fourteen. I had the grades and test scores to get into most colleges. Carnegie Mellon wasn't only one of the best schools in the nation, but I could get nearly my entire education paid for with scholarships, grants, and a minimum of loans. I think the scholarship from the Greensburg VFW was the kicker. I was going home ..."
She laughed when she heard about Beth sneaking into my bed. "She was fourteen and she snuck in your bed, at her house? Weren't you some scared, b'ye? What if her parents caught you?"
I shrugged. "I'd tell them the truth. All we did was cuddle and kiss. I wouldn't do any more. They knew that. Beth wanted to, no doubt about it, but it wasn't happening."
Jane wasn't convinced. "A nineteen year old, with a hot young blonde in his bed? Kind of hard to believe you'd behave if she was willing. They'd take your word on that?"
"Of course. I would never lie to them. They know that. I loved her, more than I knew until that moment, but we'd always been a couple."
"Wow. Pretty cool parents," Jane said. "G'on."
I was working on my second beer. "I took her to the senior prom. She was stunning, tall, beautiful, mesmerizing. The prettiest girl I knew. I went all out, renting a limo, taking her to a fancy dinner, dancing with her and her friends. I took her to a hotel afterward.
"I was twenty-three, she was eighteen when we made love for the first time."
"Oh my God," Janie interrupted. "You've been together since she was four? You took her cherry at eighteen, after her prom? You've been together your entire lives!"
"Pretty much. We were soul mates. Everyone knew we'd be together. Long before I did. I thought it would be forever."
She sighed, turning and lying down in my lap. "You're right. This is a long story. Slower'n molasses runnin' uphill. I hopes you don't mind if I gets comfortable."
I continued and got through the wedding, my first job, and Beth's graduation without too many interruptions. "Beth graduated, debt free. I'd been in business for over a year, much of the worst of the growing pains out of the way. I no longer carried all the worry and risk of the new venture by myself. We were partners, in life, in love, and in business.
"I was twenty-eight, she was twenty-three. Two weeks after our second honeymoon, I learned I was gonna be a daddy."
Janie sat up. "Can I take a break, Honor? Hearing this is harder than I thought it would be. Let me pee and we can go on."
"Of course," I told her, watching her cute young body walk away. She was a little thing. Tiny compared to tall Beth. A bit curvier. I never had a thing for redheads, but she reminded me of Amy Adams in Talladega nights, with a little more reddish tinge to her hair. Adorable really. Why she was hanging out with me, I had no idea.
She returned after a couple of minutes and climbed into my lap. "I needs another kiss, Honor. Is that okay?"
"Pretty wonderful, actually," I told her before her warm lips cut me off. The goose bumps returned, and I held her while we grew closer, more intimate. It was a helluva kiss, and I was fairly confident it was for her as well.
She drew away, staring into my eyes. She gave me another brief, soft kiss, then laid on my lap again, her head resting on my thigh. She had brought a blanket with her, and covered up with it, offering me some. I didn't need it. I was burning up.
"You were going to be a Daddy," she reminded me.
"The next five years were everything a man could ask for. My business had grown to over fifty employees, the majority of them extended family members. We were scions of the town, bringing in money, visitors, second-hand business. My wife was fully integrated into my family; our two kids, Marie Carol, and William (Billy) Arnold were happy, loving and spoiled rotten."
I described our life, what we had, and our love for each other. "And then there was the China trip."
She giggled. "Finally. You were right, the whole story is a lot longer."
By that time, the shindig was mostly over. We'd get interrupted to say goodbye every few minutes as people slowly melted away. There were still a few hardcore partiers still going, but the real party was over. Most went out the back way, where the cars were parked, but several lived within walking distance, and those told us goodnight.
I continued. "The love making was wonderful. Better than it had been in a while. That's why it surprised me so much when she turned to me and asked me if I was happy. Her response to the same question was even more startling when she said she was content. 'Mostly happy' I think she put it."
"Did she say why?"



"She gave me several reasons, mostly about my not being around enough. I didn't know it yet, but she'd already cheated on me by then. She'd spent a whole week screwing my business partner on my last big trip. Only now was she getting around to asking me if I was happy, and letting me know she had issues. Even then, she didn't make much of it. She did ask me not to go on my next trip. To let her lover go instead. Unfortunately, there was a lot going on that trip that I couldn't delegate to anyone else. Or so I thought. If she'd told me her real problem, I would have figured out a way, even if it cost me millions. My marriage was worth that."
"Millions? Really? The trip was that important?" she asked.
"Absolutely. I was in final negotiations to sell a patent to another company, and the trip was part of the deal. The final piece. We were experiencing quality control issues with a vendor and I needed to find a new one in a hurry, or risk shutting down production. I also was hiring a new man to take a lot of the work off my hands, so I could spend more time with my family, and the trip was part of the interview process. It was important. I only wish I'd known."
"You would have scrapped it all for her," Jane said softly.
"Of course. I'd walk away from everything to save what we had. Crawl across a field of broken glass, swim an ocean of acid. She was my life, my everything. What I didn't know was that it was already too late."
I explained the return, the party, my deal in Manhattan, and getting back early. "I walked in on them. In my living room. My perfect wife, completely naked, riding my best friend and business partner on our couch. His damn brother was sitting there watching them, stroking his meat and waiting his turn. They had music playing and some porno movie showing on the big screen TV. My mind went blank. I couldn't process what I was seeing. It was impossible. Literally impossible. Not Beth. Never her.
"They never even saw me. I walked back outside and set their cars on fire, blew up the garage with a propane tank, and drove away, determined I was done with her, and them forever. I didn't know my nightmare was just beginning. It would get worse."
"Worse than your childhood love cheating on you with your best friend?"
"Far worse. My mother knew and was covering for them, watching the kids while she fucked around. She'd known from the beginning. From before it started. My sister knew. It turned out everyone knew. The whole fucking town. Ninety percent of the people working for me admitted they knew something was going on. Not a single one thought enough to tell me. Nobody. My entire family took her side. Complete betrayal, by everyone who mattered to me."
"Oh, Honor," she whispered softly. "Did they say why? It doesn't seem possible."
"They had plenty of excuses. My sister broke it down for me. They didn't like me. They liked her better. She was more family than I was. They didn't want us to break up, so they were trying to get her to stop, without my ever knowing. They would be happy to make me a cuckold, in front of the whole town, as long as nobody rocked the boat."
I was getting angry, and my leg was shaking. I was gripping the arm of the swing so hard my hand hurt. "Fucking traitors. All of them. I did everything for them. Worked my ass off to support the whole damn town. Two hundred and seventeen lives depended on the paychecks I paid out twice a month. I was putting a dozen of their kids through college on scholarships. My own secretary, I'd paid for her entire schooling and gave her a job. I trusted her completely. I thought she was devoted to me. She knew and didn't say anything. Not a fuckin' word. I couldn't stand it. I didn't want anything to do with any of them, ever again."
"What did you do?"
"I told them. I had a company meeting and told them I was done, and I couldn't work with any of them again. I gave my wife the company, with plenty of funds to keep it going for several months. I left the bastard who was fucking my wife in charge of the whole thing. He'd been with me from day one and had a wife and three kids to take care of. I met with the cheating slut and my mother, and gave them a chance to explain, and they had no reason. To hear Beth tell it, she was lonely when I was gone, he was chasing her, so she let him catch her. Forty times. Two trips, all week long. Let the bastard's brother do it too, for no reason. He was just a ready prick."
"It doesn't make sense, Honor. You must see that. There's something wrong with that story. There has to be more to it."
"Maybe. If so, nobody bothered to tell me, and I asked. Only one man in the entire town came up to me and was man enough to apologize. One man. I gave her everything and I left. I was afraid if I stayed around I would do something rash. Maybe even kill someone. Maybe several someones."
"That's how you ended up here?"
"No. I stayed gone about six weeks, traveling alone until I thought I had things under control. I went back, mostly for the kids. I wanted to sit down with Beth and see if I could understand why she did that to me. When I went to speak with her, she was sitting on that same fucking couch, where I'd caught her, and I lost it. Sitting on that God-damned couch, like nothing was wrong. All I could picture was her that day. Fucking my partner, happy as a clam to be cuckolding me. I ran out of the house and got physically sick. I couldn't do it. So I got back on my Harley and headed this way. Took me almost three weeks I guess, and now I'm here."
"And she's alone."
"No. Her mother is with her. I paid for her to go stay with my wife and the kids. Try to help out. See if she could figure out what happened. I talk to her and the kids almost every day. She still has no idea how it happened. Blames it on hormones after the birth of Billy. Billy's a year old, Jane. It didn't bother her for the first six months. Now, my daughter won't speak to me anymore. Four years old, and she says she hates me for making her mother cry all the time and not fixing it. That's my job, you know. Fixing it. Making things better. Always doing the right thing. My name and my legacy. Honor. I'll always do the right thing. What if the right thing is to leave her cheating ass? Think they'll be happy with that?"
"You still love her," Jane said. It was a simple statement, not a question.
"I love her. I probably always will. Ever since I was nine years old. I hate her. What she did to us, to me. I'll never have fifty-three years of marriage with the woman I love. Not now. She destroyed my past and my future because she couldn't keep her legs closed. I hate her more than I could possibly imagine."
She got up and sat in my lap. "Hold me, Honor?"
I held her and felt her body shaking. She was crying. I was the one whose life had been destroyed and she was the one crying. "What's wrong, Janie?"
She sniffed. "Do you believe in destiny?"
"I don't know. I thought I did."
She kissed my neck. "I do. When I saw you tonight. When you sang that stupid song for me. In that moment I knew, I absolutely knew that God had brought you to me. Nothing had ever worked out for me, and then there you were. Beautiful, larger than life, hurting. All that pain. I knew I was there to heal your hurt. Then you played while I sang. It had never been like that. It couldn't. We were perfect. I knew that we were connected. Destiny. We were meant to be together."
She sighed. "Now I know the truth. You're leaving. You're going back to her, and you still love her. She shat all over your marriage, and the whole community turned their back on you. Your family betrayed you, your own mother. It doesn't matter, though. You're going back. You'll fix things for everyone. You'll give them another chance."
She looked up at me, tears in her eyes, before I could deny or explain. "They all get a second chance, and you and I will never get our first. We would be perfect together. As good as Beth, maybe better, but we'll never know. She got you first. Four fuckin' years old, and she stole your heart. We never had a chance. I'm sorry, Honor."
I tried to hold her, but she pulled out of my arms, standing. "I won't take another woman's man. I'm not like her. If you ever really do the right thing, look me up. I won't wait for you; I think that might take a lifetime. But I'll be here. I'm not going anywhere."
She took my hand and pulled until I stood up. "I need to go home now, Honor. Have myself a good cry. I'll see you around, okay? Let me know when you go."
I walked her to her car, and she gave me a parting kiss on the cheek.
"Are you good to drive?" I asked.
"Sober as a church mouse," she said. She chuckled, "Still trying to do the right thing, aren't you? I'll be fine."
I wasn't sure I would be. I went inside and tried to be amiable as I sat in the kitchen and drank some coffee. I turned down the opportunity to join the last few revelers in the living room. Diane came and sat with me for a bit.
"Rough night?" she asked.
"Pretty bad," I confessed.
"I thought you and Jane were looking good there for a while."
Probably looking for more gossip. "She's great. Any man would be lucky to have her. Unfortunately, I'm married with two kids and a whole fucking town depending on me."
I looked up at the clock and it was 4:00 am. "Do your parties ever end?"
She laughed. "Usually before this. Most weekends there's something going on somewhere in the family. Your presence made it my turn."
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be. It was a hell of a shindig. You were a hit. A pity it took ya thirty years to come home. You belongs here."
I chuckled. "I wish. I'll have to go back sometime. As soon as I can do it without going insane."
"No rush. Stay as long as you want. Someone will put you up until you're settled in."
"A few more days." I smiled. "I promised Uncle Luke and Nanny I'd join them for dinner. I keep my promises."
"I bet you do. Let me makes you a promise. My door is always open and there's always a place at the table. Never forget that. I keeps my promises too."
I finished my coffee and said my goodbyes. I was sober as well. I shouldn't be, but love, hate, anguish, and disappointment had burned the alcohol out of my system. That or I hadn't been drinking enough in the last four or five hours to keep me buzzed. I got on my bike and headed back to the hotel.
I had my nightmares. I was home and Beth was outside on the porch, her naked upper body leaning in through the window. I could see the man behind her, pounding into her, her body shaking. "It'll be perfect now, Honor," she said, smiling at me, trying to keep her moans subdued. "Everything's perfect. I love you Honor. You're the only man for me. Nobody will ever come in me again." Jenny, my secretary was passing out condoms to the men as they approached. There was a bucket, two-thirds full of used condoms at her feet. I knew there was another one behind her, already full.
My mother was standing in the doorway to the back porch, thinking she was blocking my view of the queue lining up to fuck my wife. I was standing in the middle of the floor, chains weighing me down. More chains than Ebeneezer Scrooge on his way to Hell. They stretched out in all directions. One went through the window to Beth's ankle. I couldn't see it, but I knew it was there. Another went to my mother, but it was different, alive, moving like a snake. Two huge ones headed to the back of the house, to my children, where my sister was watching them, so they wouldn't get in my wife's way. Dozens more stretched throughout the town, to the homes of the men waiting for their turn. To the company entrance. Stretching hundreds even thousands of miles to universities across the country.
One long chain reached all the way to Newfoundland, but it ended, open, outside of a door. I could see where Janie would step over it when she left her apartment. She didn't even look down. Not even when it became a huge snake and tried to bite her from behind.
* * *
I thought I'd take it easy the following day, but my new extended family had other ideas. After another aborted Skype attempt to speak to my daughter, I was railroaded into taking a short trip out to Witless Bay, for a whale and bird tour. My hosts were Ronnie and Jeff, Jane's first cousin, the young man who'd been reciting the Shooting of Dan McGrew with his grandfather. The trip was breathtaking, and we spotted numerous whales, several which the tour operator identified from the markings on the flukes. The tour boat headed out to Gull Island, a decent sized rock maybe half-a-mile long, virtually covered in birds. I was told it was the largest colony of Atlantic Puffins in the world. There were a hell of a lot of them, that was for sure. Loud and smelly. I took lots of pictures, dozens.
Motoring into the harbor and back from the rock, we had some time to talk. I asked them about their jobs, but it turns out that like some 20 percent of those under 25 years old, they were unemployed, both recent grads of the University of Newfoundland.
Turned out that many of the locals would leave the Rock to get jobs on the mainland, Labrador and Toronto especially. Many would have family locally, and travel for work. Diane's husband was one of them.
It seemed a shame, they both seemed sharp, but they shrugged it off. Ronnie had worked at the brewery for a while but had got caught in some layoffs. Jeff was still looking for his first job after college. No wonder they had time to escort me around.
As we got off the boat, I was informed, like it or not, I would be going on a pub crawl in St. Johns that night. I couldn't help myself and asked if Jane would be there.
"Not a chance in hell," Jeff informed me. "Howfore? She'll tease, but she won't please. Trust us, you won't be lonely tonight."
"I'm married," I reminded him.
"We're not gettin' ya hitched, b'ye," Ronnie butted in. "A bit o' soft squeezable is all."
I was railroaded into going, with a few of the younger males. No female relatives. Not that we were alone for very long. The guys all seemed to have the gift of gab, and I was a curiosity from the looks of things.
By the third pub, before dark, I wasn't feeling so bad about going out with my new best friends. I found myself standing with a 'squeezable' young thing or two, leaning close and talking up a storm. As we walked to yet another crowded pub, Ronnie pulled me aside, arm around my shoulders. His head was leaning against mine, and I almost crapped when he kissed me. "I loves ya, I do. Yer family, but yer a damn sook! No one wants to hears yer misery! Let's see a little Yankee charm now before I gives ya a crack."
I tried to take his words to heart, as much as I could understand and didn't talk about my home life. I told tales, about my travels, my job, and of course, what I thought of Newfoundland. The girls seemed to be hanging around longer, laughing with me, sliding under my arm given half a chance. They were exceedingly friendly.
Our crowd grew, and I didn't mind buying every other round. Fuck, it was only money. I received more than a few kisses for my generosity. Only fair right?
Ronnie was pacing me, controlling my intake subtly, stealing away drinks if I seemed to get too loaded. I called him on it a few times, and he laughed. "Can't have ya passin' out. We're just gettin' started, b'ye."
I had a nice drunk on and was feelin' little pain. My Newfinese was improving; I swear I could understand better'n 90% of what I heard.
We hit a side street, where the crowd tapered off. Entered a pub, half empty, where my mates seemed to know everyone. I learned we'd reached our final destination for the night. I realized the young lady I'd been walking with had been beside me for the last two bars, and her thank you kisses were lasting near as long as the drink.
I stepped up to the bar and looked for my wallet. Jeff stood beside me. "I gots it here. You've spent enough."
I argued with him, and it nearly came to blows. Ronnie jumped in as did Neal, yet another cousin. They warned me I'd already spent over $400 dollars. I'd be broke and they'd catch hell.
In my impeccable drunken logic, I explained that if I spent four million I wouldn't be broke. Even if I did, I could make it back before either one of them found a job. I was sitting on a gold-mine. I managed to get my hands on the wallet and pulled out my Platinum Card. "Twenty-five thousand dollar limit. Buy the house a round and start a tab for my family and friends."
Jeff was still arguing. "No chance. Me mudder finds out, there won't be 'nuff of me left to pray over. And that's if I'm lucky and Nanny don't catch wind of it."
My fog lifted enough for me to see they meant well. "I loves ya, b'ye, but I gots more money den God," I told them in my best Newfie speak. "Seriously. I never spend a dime on myself. I can afford one night out."
A familiar voice spoke from over my shoulder, and I heard Jeff mutter. "Oh, shit!"
"Let him. It's one night. Get it out of his system."
It was my Jane. I grinned at her, reaching out. "C'mere, Ducky. I loves ya, I do."
She glared at me and gave a meaningful look at the young lady who was stuck to me like a barnacle.
"Janie, meet Shannon. She's been kind enough to keep me company."
She turned to her cousin, face flushing. "Jeffery. Yer one right bastard."
He shrugged. "No harm. Just lettin' off some steam."
She turned away and sat on a stool at the end of the bar. Damn, she looked angry.
I got my way, partially. They wouldn't let me use the card, but I convinced them to let me spend my cash. I'm sure they were surprised when I pulled off my belt, unzipped the back, and took out a thousand dollars, my emergency money. That with the couple of hundred in my wallet assured we could finish the night strong. The cousins made sure it was clear who was on my tab. About eight guys by now, and a few more girls than that. Most some kind of distant relation.
Ronnie tore me away from my new best 'squeezable' friend, but not before I got another thank you kiss. He dragged me to a small stage in the corner. Stuck a guitar in my hand, and even in my hazy state, when he insisted I show them I was a Newf, I joined him in playing a few of the songs he'd tutored me on.
A microphone was stuck in front of my face, and I sang the Ryan's and the Pittmans, loud and lustfully. There were enough people singing along to help me get the words right for most of the verses.
We played a couple of more favorites, and I was getting better. I had a stool to lean against when my legs felt wobbly. I was having an easier time remembering the right chords and playing better. Guess I wasn't quite as drunk as I thought. That, or too drunk to know the difference. Someone brought me a drink, and I was a little disappointed to find it was water and not another beer.
One more song, before Ronnie gave me a shove. "It's on ya, Honor. Give 'em your best. None of that sookie shite."
Like most budding guitarists, there had been a few power ballads that I'd wanted to learn growing up. Stairway to Heaven. Dust in The Wind. More than Words.
Without much thought, I moved my fingers high up the neck and started the distinctive intro to a song I'd nearly killed myself learning. Dozens of hours, reading tab, listening along on a CD. All the little flourishes that make the difference, the bends, pulls, hammer-ons, pacing, tempo, volume. It was my best. Now if I could only do it justice, more than a bit drunk. Halfway into the intro, the endless hours of muscle memory took over, and it was automatic.
I might not have Jon Bon Jovi's voice, but I wasn't afraid to belt it out.
♫ It's all the same, only the names will change



And ev'ry day, it seems we're wasting away ... ♫
By the time I hit the chorus, I had most of the bar singing.
♫ I'm a cowboy, on a steel horse I ride
I'm wanted, (wanted) dead or alive
Wanted, dead or alive. ♫
It was strange, how after nearly 10 years, my fingers picked up the intricacies easily, playing to the eager crowd. By the end, the whistles and catcalls had me grinning. I'd killed it. I mean in a good way.
I slowed it down, to something easy, and familiar to everyone. Not my favorite Green Day song, but one I could play in my sleep, and somewhat apropos.
♫ Another turning point a fork stuck in the road,
Time grabs you by the wrist and directs you where to go
So make the best of this test and don't ask why
It's not a question but a lesson learned in time... ♫
Some voices joined mine, but only a few until I hit the iconic couplet.
♫ Its something unpredictable but in the end it's right.
I hope you had the time of your life. ♫
I looked at the crowd. Watching me, singing along. Having the time of their life. Beers lifted to me, Ronnie grinning, playing along. Life should be like this. Not spending 12-14 hours a day slaving away. Why hadn't I ever done something similar since college? I used to love playing guitar, and I'd put it away for nearly 10 years, my entire life revolving around my work and my wife.
No problem with that anymore.
I shouldn't have started down that path of thinking because, without a thought, I finished the slowed down strumming and moved right into a song I'd played many an evening, hiking the Appalachian trail. A stupidly simple power ballad.
♫ We both lie silently still in the dead of the night
Although we both lie close together we feel miles apart inside... ♫
The house was quiet as I bled my heart out on stage. I was joined in the chorus, by a couple of dozen voices.
♫ Ev'ry rose has its thorn,
just like ev'ry night has its dawn.
Just like ev'ry cowboy sings his sad, sad song
ev'ry rose has its thorn. ♫
I managed to make it through the second verse and another chorus, but I had Beth on my mind. What she had done. My perfect rose with that deadly thorn.
The bridge killed me. My voice choked up. I could feel the tears starting and knew I couldn't go on. I struggled ahead
♫ Though it's ... it's been a ... ♫
Janie was standing beside me, hand on my arm, leaning into the microphone, her beautiful voice ethereal, haunting.
♫ ...I can still feel so much pain.
Like the knife that cuts you, the wound heals, but the scar, that scar remains. ♫
She turned to face me, her eyes tearful, singing the final verse alone. I could barely strum along, her words eviscerating me.
♫ ...Now I see that you've found somebody new
and that I never meant that much to you.
To see that tears me up inside,
and to watch you cuts me like a knife. ♫
The crowd took over for the chorus and final verse, and she glared at me, tears in her eyes. She went back to her corner and faced the bar.
I put the guitar down, the shouts and applause grating on me. My mystery girl ran up to me but I stopped her. "I'm sorry. I can't do this."
She stopped stone cold, looking up at me. She gave me a wistful smile. "I'm sorry too, Honor. Thanks for a great evening." She brushed past my hand and gave me a quick kiss on the cheek.
I walked to the corner. "Janie ..."
"Go away Honor. Please."
"I'm sorry," I told her, leaning against the bar. "We were just having a good time, it was nothing."
She turned her head, eyes red and burning. "Is that what your wife said to you when she cut your heart out, Honor? It was nothing. Just a good time?"
Her words did their intended job. My world came crashing down on me. All the hurt, full strength, like I was seeing her again, for the first time, riding him. I stepped away from her verbal assault, stumbling on a stool, blind to the world. Falling ...
I was lying on the floor, surrounded by bodies. Janie was peering into my face, shaking me. "Honor. Honor! HONOR!" Echoes of my leaving Beth for the last time, the love of my life screaming at me as I drove away.
I pulled away in revulsion, and I saw the fear in her eyes as she stared into my face.
She was hugging me, crying. "I'm sorry. So sorry. I shouldn't have said that."
It took a few moments for it all to sink in, where I was, what I was doing. God, I was as callous as her.
"I'm sorry, Janie. I'm an ass."
She let me go. "Are you alright? Did you hurt your head?"
I reached up where my head was throbbing, and pulled my hand away, seeing red. Blood? My blood? "I don't feel so good, baby," I murmured.
I never heard her reply, if any.
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What is Love without Honor?
=====================
I woke in a strange bed, disoriented, my mouth a desert, my head throbbing, both behind my eyes and at the back of my head. I felt claustrophobic, contained.
I slowly realized a pair of bare arms were holding me and a warm body was pressed against mine. I almost spoke Beth's name, when I heard the soft voice.
"Shh, Honor. It's okay. Relax. I'll get you some water and aspirin."
The arms pulled away and I felt lost, abandoned. I rolled onto my back, my head turning, watching her walk away. She was wearing a plain cotton nightgown. It reached almost to her feet, disguising her body. Pale green, with little flowers. She was barefoot.
I looked down and realized I was only wearing a pair of boxers. I pulled the sheet up to my waist.
She returned and handed me a few pills, and a glass of water. "All of it, now. Drink up."
"My head's killing me," I murmured.
"No wonder. Trying to drink St. Johns dry by yerself. I'm going to kill those guys."
Things were coming back to me. Images, words. Her glaring at me. Some girl whose name I didn't even know trying to give me a tonsillectomy with her tongue. "I ...I don't know what to say."
She lay down. "Nothing for now, alright?" She put her hand on my chest, her head on my shoulder, cuddling up to me. "Relax. Rest for a bit."
I put my arm around her and felt her sigh. "God," I groaned. "I've never been half that drunk in my entire life. How bad was I?"
"You mean before or after you tore my clothes off and tried to have your way with me?" she asked, her voice trembling.
"No! Please, tell me I didn't. I couldn't. Not to you ..." I pulled my arm away, shrinking away from her.
She grabbed my arm and put it back around her shoulder, leaning against me. "Of course you didn't. Hell, you couldn't even walk! It took two grown men to get you in my bed. Pretty sad when you think about it."
"Jesus, Jane! Don't scare me like that!"
She slapped me on the chest. "At least you finally got my name right. You called me Beth half the night. Bastard."
I leaned back, miserable. "Shit," I grumbled.
She gave me a squeeze. "It's okay." She kissed my shoulder softly, then giggled. "You're a legend now, ya know? The Newf from away. Millionaire, rock star, tragic love story, bad boy, heartbreaker. Honor the Newf."
"I guess they got the tragic part right. I'm completely lost, Janie. I don't know what I'm doing or why. I ... I'm getting out of control. This is not me. I'm always the cool, collected one. Serious. Life all figured out."
"Maybe you needs this. Let the other part of you run wild. Figure out a way to find a life between the two. You're too young and too handsome to be a stick in the mud."
I chuckled. "Nobody calls me handsome, Janie. Not even my mother."
"Fools they are. You're a man among boys. Big, strong, wide shoulders. You look like a lumberjack, not a businessman." She gave a tug on my beard. "We might could lose this. I wonder what hides behind it."
"Ugly mug."
She giggled. "I doubt that." She was quiet a moment. "Are you really a millionaire, or was that just talk? You said you gave your wife your business. You weren't lying to me, was ya?"
"No. Never. I took a little money out of the business before I left. Less than twenty percent of the cash reserves. I'd just sold a patent I had for a couple of million. I had some investment money offshore I helped myself too, not much, really. Yeah, I have a few million. It's only money. Not worth much in the big scheme of life."
"What's the gold mine you're sitting on," she asked, teasingly.
"Jesus, I was babbling last night, wasn't I?"
She nodded. "Trying to impress?"
"Hell no. I just wanted to spend my money. They wouldn't let me. Hell, I earned it. It's mine. About time I spent a little."
"Gold mine?" she asked again, trying to keep me focused.
I sighed. "I sold the patent because I have a better one. If the old one was worth a couple of million, this one's worth a lot more. I was going to use it in my business until I got the slap in the face. They didn't deserve it. I gave them the business, but without the patents, it's a hard road ahead of them."
"You're going to hang 'em out to dry then, are you? Punish them all."
I was getting a little irritated with the grilling. "Why not? They betrayed me. Every last one of them. It was my fault, for working so hard, they said. Spending all my time on the business I loved." I felt my blood pressure rising. "I never loved that business. I did it because I had to. For them. I gave my life to that town, and to my family, and they punished me for it. Fuck 'em."
She sighed, pulling me sideways and hugging me until I calmed. When my breathing had settled, she kissed me softly. Damn, that was a nice little kiss.
"I don't believe you, Honor."
I glared at her. "Are you saying I'm lying? I don't lie. I don't."
She kissed me again, a little longer. "No, you're lying to yourself. You're not going to let them go under. You're going to save them. Save her. I knows it."
"Why should I?" I growled.
"I'm not saying you should. I'm saying you will. I don't know how, and I can't figure out why, but you're going to. Soon, too, would be my guess."
I hated to admit it, but she probably was right. "They betrayed me, Janie. All of them. My wife. My mother. My family. My employees. All of them. Every last fucking one of them."
"I know. I'm sorry. You're too good for them. They don't deserve you, and still, you're going to do it anyway. It's who you are."
"I hate them," I said softly.
"You hate what they did."
"Why? Why wouldn't even one person take my side? Didn't I deserve that much? I gave my whole life to them."
She rolled onto her back, and I followed, leaning over her, looking down into that pretty face, eyes moist. "I don't know, Honor. I can't understand it either."
I kissed her. Long and deep, my hand wandering over her body, cupping her breast. After a while, she pushed me away. "No. I wish you were free, but you're still tied to her, to them. Not like this."
She was right. I stopped, then leaned down and pressed my lips softly to hers. "You're right, Janie. I haven't let go yet. I don't know how. I'm trying."
"Go back. Work it out. If one day you find yourself available, think of me, Honor. Please."
"I'll think of you all the time. There's something about you, I don't know what, but it calls to me. It's screaming in my soul."
She pulled my head down, her lips taking mine possessively. "I know that sound. It's a faint echo of mine."
She pulled away from me. "I thought I'd let you sleep in, but it's clear you're up now. I think we should both get dressed, and get you back to your hotel. I'd let you buy me breakfast, but for a rich guy, you're busted. Not a dollar in your wallet."
"Why don't you clean up and then, if you don't mind, we'll go back to my place. I can make myself presentable and I'll buy you the biggest breakfast you can imagine."
She laughed. "No, you won't. We're having Sunday dinner at Nanny's. She'd kill me if you arrived without an appetite. A little brunch will do."
I leaned back and rested, while she got ready. I listened to her moving around, singing in the shower, talking to me from the bathroom. I had naughty thoughts of her but tried to push them away. I eventually got up and dressed the best I could in the previous day's clothing. They stunk, but they'd have to do.
A little more than an hour later I was almost human again, as we sat at a table on the sidewalk, enjoying the sunshine, and an English breakfast. Janie was looking at me. "Who are you Honor? The man who can open his heart to a stranger, the lost boy, the carefree vagabond, the broken soul, bar room singer, the mysterious Yank? Who are you now?"
"Don't I wish I knew? For the moment, I'm just a lonely guy enjoying the company of a kind beautiful woman under a gorgeous sky."
"How much longer do I have you? When are you leaving?" she asked nervously.
"I don't know. No plans really. I have to go back sometime, I know. Get some closure. I'm afraid."
"Afraid? You? Why?"
I shrugged. "Don't know. Guess I'm probably worried I'll let them suck me back in, crush my soul, put me back on the treadmill for everyone else's sake. They always tell me I'll do the right thing. I always do; it's a curse. I'm afraid of figuring out what the right thing is."
"I'll tell you what the right thing is, Honor. Take care of yourself for once. Before it's too late."
"I'm trying, Janie."
"No, you're not. You're wallowing in your misery. Let it go. Forget about it a while."
"That's easy for you to say. All my life, it's been Beth."
She shook her head. "Everyone's had their heart broken, Honor. How you made it more than thirty years without it happening is a miracle. It hurts. Then it hurts a little less. Eventually, it's a painful memory you avoid dredging up."
I was looking at her funny, and she paused. "What?"
"Where the hell did your Newfie accent go?"
She blushed. "I t'awt ya likes da Newfie girls, b'ye."
I just raised my eyebrows, waiting.
She laughed. "God, you're adorable. Alright, so most of the younger crowd match the company. With the parents and down in the harbor, when the accent's going, you kind of go along, blend in. When I'm talking to you, I guess I follow your way."
"All of you?"
"Oh, Hell no! Ronnie, Diane and that lot could no sooner speak without an accent than you could tell a lie."
"I can lie if I wanted to."
"Right."
I looked at her, square in the eye. "What if I said I think you're ugly?"
She pouted, eyes open in surprise.
"Shit. Shit, I didn't mean it. You're beautiful, gorgeous. You take my breath away. Furthest thing from ugly there is. I'm sorry."
She laughed at me. "You can't lie worth shit, Honor. Five seconds out of your mouth, and your scrambling to take it back." She gave my hand a squeeze. "That's not a bad thing you know.
"On the other hand," she continued. "I'm not sure I like someone who could say that so coldly. Try to hurt me." She looked sad and disappointed.
I was shocked. Had my little joke been that bad? "I ... I said I'm sorry, Janie. I didn't mean it."
"I think subconsciously you did. It was a cruel thing to say."
"Janie! I didn't, I swear."
She winked at me. "Now, that's how you tell a lie. Straight-faced, no mercy. Sell it."
I was lost for words, lips moving, but nothing coming out. She giggled. "I'm teasing, Honor. Jaysus, b'ye!"
"That was cold," I told her.
"And you don't deserve it? Or do I need to remind you of last night, loverlips?"
I blushed. "Game, set, match to Jane."
She stood, grinning. "Take me for a ride on your motorcycle, Honor. We've got a couple of hours before we have to be to Nanny's. Let's go up to Cape Spear."
"Cape Spear?"
"Easternmost point in North America. Unless you're counting Greenland now. It's pretty up there."
"I should try to talk to the kids before we go. I told them I'd call 'em this time every day, whenever I could."
"Let's do it then. Time's a wastin'."
I was the one wasting my time. My daughter Marie was still giving me the cold shoulder. Carol asked me to be patient. "Do you have time for a quick hello to Beth?" she pleaded.
"Not today, Carol. Sorry. Maybe tomorrow."
I think it was the first time I told her no when she'd asked. She looked a little surprised. "Alright. It really would help her, though. She's been down in the dumps since your last talk."
"Not today."
She nodded sadly. "You do what you have to, Honor. I understand. Please don't give up on them."
"I'll talk to you tomorrow. Thanks for trying with Marie."
She nodded. I said goodbye and cut her off.
Jane didn't prod me about the call, and we took her car down a couple of miles to a motorcycle store so I could get her a helmet. Canada wasn't as lenient as many of the states, and I only had one.
After that, it was only 20 minutes or so out to the point. I stood staring across the vast ocean, high above the water, in the shadow of the old lighthouse. Damn, it was beautiful country, and I couldn't help but think how lucky I was to have Jane there with me to share it.
We walked hand-in-hand, while she filled me in on a little history. I was sad for it to end when she told me it was time to head out to her grandparents.
I liked having her on the bike, her body pressed against mine, arms around my waist. I was proud and almost never thought of Beth during the ride. She made me take a detour down to Quidi Vidi, where I was informed the regatta was held every year. I'd only missed it by a couple of weeks. She was already trying to get me to commit to making the next one.
"It's part of what we are, Honor, here in Argentia. You need to see it, feel it, live it. It's your history." We were parked at the end of the lake, looking over the serene waters.
"I'd like to, but no commitments. I don't make them lightly since I refuse to break them. I confess, I'd enjoy learning more about it, with a pretty little tour-guide like you."
She laughed. "I'm sure you'd have no problem finding someone to stand beside ya."
We had one more stop, unbeknownst to me, before our Sunday Dinner. Jane took me out to the back 40 on the family property near her grandparent's place. I drove down a dirt track until I reached the 'meadow'.
"We're looking for red berries, low to the ground. Perfect time of the year for partridgeberries, and Nanny will love you for it."
They were easy to spot, large groupings of the bright red berries. Some plants might have only a few, while others had dozens. They were small, sort of wild blueberry sized and reminded me of the berries on a holly, but these plants were lower. We filled a bag in less than 20 minutes. I tried a few, a little tart for my taste, but good none the less.
Ten minutes later we were pulling up in front of the family home, a boxy, two story cube of a building, red siding, white trim, with an odd little one story wing sticking off the side. Looked a hundred years old if it was a day.
Several cars were parked in the grass and filled the driveway. Easy to see we weren't the only ones coming over for dinner.
Hugs and kisses all around as we entered, and then I was whisked away from the kitchen where the smells of the cooking were an assault on the senses. The cabbage smell dominated, although the roast chicken seemed to be giving it a run for its money.
The men were gathered around out on the grass, in a bedlam of lawn chairs, no two alike. Uncle Luke was holding court, and I was guided to a rough hewn Adirondack chair that had seen better days. Uncle Luke was sitting in its brother, although his was a rocker.
Jane's cousin Jeff, my guide from the previous night's excursion, stuck a beer in my hand, India on the label.
"Get dat In-di-ya, b'ye," he said with a laugh.
We chatted and I took some ribbing for my performance the night before.
"Yer out of practice, Honor," one of the men said, whose name I couldn't for the life of me recall. "A couple of dozen beers and you were flat on your back."
"Way out of practice," I confessed. "I probably haven't had more than three beers in one night in the last ten years."
"No bars yer way?" Jeff asked.
"Not much time for it, I'm afraid. Bit of a workaholic, with a family to take up the rest of my time. The occasional wedding or big party I might drink a few, but that's about it. No more than half-a-dozen times a year."
"You don't drink when you play?" another cousin asked. Darrel, I learned his name was.
"I don't play in public anymore. Hell, to be honest, I hadn't really picked up a guitar since college."
Uncle Luke piped in. "A shame, that. 'Bout time you come home, den. A man needs his outlets. All work all the time, 'snot good for da soul, b'ye."
I lifted my beer to him. "I won't argue. Haven't felt this alive in years."
Jeff laughed. "Didn't look very alive when we carried ya up the stairs last night. Dead to the world, ya was. I'll be keepin' an eye on ya."
It was funny to hear this 22 year old claiming responsibility for keeping me on my feet and sober.
"Smelled good in the kitchen. What's for dinner?" I asked.
Uncle Luke looked at me like I had three heads. "Sunday dinner. I'm sure I told you."
Darrel, or maybe his brother Darren spoke up. I'm not sure which, the two guys in their late 40's, early 50's looked too much alike for me to tell 'em apart yet. "Jiggs Dinner every Sunday."
I was still confused and they were laughing at me. "Damn, b'ye, it's a good bit of work, makin' a right Newf out of ya. Boiled dinner? Salt beef, turnip greens, new potatoes, carrots, figgy duff, pease pudding. Surely you've had it?"
"Can't say I have," I confessed.
"What the hell's the matter with that sister of mine?" Uncle Luke asked angrily. "Didn't have a Sunday Dinner for the family?"
"I grew up away from the rest of them. I was down in Pittsburgh. Never had much opportunity for a family dinner, until I was fifteen or so. Gramma passed two years after I moved back. She wasn't doing much cooking then."
Uncle Luke didn't look happy. "No sense of family? Her kids didn't pick up the slack?"
"Different traditions, I guess. Family barbecue every now and then, Christmas, Thanksgiving and Easter dinners."
I found myself trying to defend them. "Family's still a big deal. Hell, forty-two of the people working for me were all direct relatives. Aunts, uncles, first and second cousins. That's not counting the companies I hired for things like janitorial service and maintenance. All family."
"Forty-two?" Uncle Luke asked. "What kind of business you have, you can keep that many working. Grocery maybe?"
I explained the nature of my business, the growth, and how they turned on me, and I left. It was a long talk, with lots of nosy questions. Guess I couldn't complain about that, they were family. To be honest, they seemed more like family to me than half the crowd at home. As Uncle Luke would have said, "A shame, that."
Darren, I recognized him now, because of the hat he was wearing, spat on the ground. "Not a set of balls on the lot of them. Nobody took that fucktard to the side and whipped his ass? What kind of family is that, son?"
I shook my head sadly. "I've been asking myself the same question, Darren. The same damn question. Not a single one of the bastards took my side. I carried that whole damn town, for all the good it did me."
Darrel put another beer in my hand. "Well, fuck them, the whole damn lot of them. May the business collapse and the whole lousy stinking bunch of them end up on the dole. No respect for a marriage, or for the man puttin' food on their plate. Let 'em rot."
"They're family, Darrel," Uncle Luke said softly. "Maybe not the best family a man could have, but family none the less." He turned to me, "I don't imagine they had cause to disrespect you, Honor? You weren't bad to them?"
I shrugged. "I don't believe so. I paid top wages. Provided great benefits. Helped when they needed it. Put three of their kids through college every year. Shared the profits with all of them. Hired four or five more people every year, usually more. Took care of a few hospital bills that got out of hand. Gave 'em loans when they needed. I did my best." I took a drink. "I might not have been the easiest boss. I wouldn't put up with drugs on the job, or affairs in the office place. No cheating about hours worked. I had my rules, and I expected them to abide by them. My sister tells me I was too hard on 'em. That's why none of them liked me." It was difficult to confess that last part.
"That's bullshit," Darrel said harshly. "They wouldn't respect you if you were too easy on 'em. It was your job to make sure the business was run right. They had to know that. Sometimes it takes a hard man to be a good boss."



I shrugged. "I don't know. I did my best. That's all I could do. Whatever it was, I guess it wasn't enough."
"What was it you did, in your business?" Uncle Luke asked.
I explained the concept behind Honor Energy, high efficiency energy saving central controls for higher end homes. Thermostatically controlled vents, pressure sensors for leaky ducts. Tie-ins to solar and geothermal power solutions, including solar water heating. Smart control panels, with learning software to adapt to the owner's preferences. A smallish niche market where we did very well in the northeast and were just starting to make some inroads nationally.
It was nice to see they understood, for the most part. It started an energetic conversation about the different needs for different regions, and how we handled it. Ties to government grants and local energy subsidies and tax-breaks. How they would apply differently in different provinces of Canada.
We were still digging into the details when we were called in to dinner.
I didn't have much choice in what I ate. Jane loaded up my plate for me, with a bit of everything, and a few things I didn't recognize. The taste was strong, the salt beef and cabbage overpowering. It was good, but it appeared to be nothing less than ambrosia to those around me. My manners had been impressed on me enough to make sure I commented on how wonderful everything was and to ask about the items I was unfamiliar with.
Uncle Luke was beaming. "Bet you never ate nothin' like this, back where you're from. Shame that, what you've been missing."
"Bit like a boiled dinner you can get at the diner, with more ingredients, and the salt beef instead of corned beef."
Darrel's wife, Anne, spoke up. "Lot of people round here optin' for corned beef these days. Make the Jiggs with little more than cabbage, potatoes and carrots. Real shame, barely a shade of the real thing."
I was filled in a little more on relationships, who belonged to whom, where they lived, where they worked. Uncle Darrel was one of the fortunate few who had a crabbing license, after the cod embargo, and he made a good living at it, along with his sons, a brother-in-law, and a nephew or too. His daughter Lena's husband worked with him. I understood his opinion on being a boss a little better.
Most of them were second cousin's, my father's first cousins, and second cousin's once or twice removed. It was too complicated to figure out. I figured if they were my father's generation, they were uncles and aunts, if they were mine, they were cousins. The younger ones, I didn't worry about.
After the dinner, we retired back outside. I was surprised that almost a third of them smoked. A lot of Newfies smoked. At $8.00 a pack it was an expensive habit. I was offered a smoke, then a cigar. Even a pipe by Uncle Luke. I had to explain I'd never used tobacco of any type.
"Smarter than you look," Uncle Luke teased.
We had a good half-hour before the women joined us. As they came straggling out, more chairs were dragged out of the garage. I offered up my chair, one of the better ones, but Nanny would have none of that. "First time in my home, you think I've no sense of how to treat a guest? Next time, you'll fend for yourself," she said with a smile.
Talk turned to politics for a while, losing me, then broke into a few separate pockets of conversation. Jane had maneuvered her chair next to mine, opposite Uncle Luke. "Honest now, what did you think of dinner?" she said softly, leaning over the arm of my chair.
"Good. Some of it was a little odd to me, but I enjoyed it. Enjoyed the company better."
"Comfort food," she said. "Like fish and chips, flipper pie. You'll get used to it. In time you'll come to love it."
Her voice dropped lower. "They grill you about last night?"
"About drinkin' like I did?"
"About where you slept," she murmured, blushing.
"Not a word."
She grinned. "Lucky you." She took a long sip of her beer, and I noticed she was already a little tipsy. I wonder if the grilling had gotten to her.
I was a little surprised when the neighbors came by, dragging over their own chairs. I got a brief introduction as our crowd grew to more than 20 people, not counting the small ones, who seemed to be running about on the back of the property.
I was less surprised when a couple of guitars, an old ukulele, and a squeezebox were brought out. One of the guitars was stuck in my hands.
"Time for the Runner and Waiter show," Jeff laughed.
The name confused me for a minute, until he nodded toward me, "The Runner," then toward Ronnie, "The Waiter." I'm sure my face turned as red as Ronnie's.
We sang a few Newfie tunes and some of the more popular songs. I was taking it easy, no cheatin' songs for once. I was in too good a mood to go down that path.
My turn around the circle, Janie asked me to sing her song. Your Song, which until a couple of days earlier had always been Beth's.
I got a poke in the ribs when I hit the power chords and started singing
♫ Janie's got a gun. Janie's got a gun... ♫
I earned a laugh from the crowd before I started the song she wanted.
When I finished she sang an Irish tune, in honor of her grandmother, I figured. Not another Gaelic one, she sang Four Green Fields, a sad song I'd heard before.
Second time around, I was cajoled into playing Bon Jovi's Wanted Dead or Alive again. I guess it was a hit in the bar the other night. Janie was acting odd, and passed on singing, shaking her head adamantly until they left her alone. It was a shame. She had the best voice there, by far. Instead, she seemed determined to pound down a few more beers. I was worried about how they'd affect her, weighing all of a buck-ten, soaking wet.
Everyone seemed to be having a good time, although I saw more than a few worried glances cast Janie's way. Next time around, I tried to pick up her mood a bit. I turned to face her.
♫ It's late in the evening; she's wondering what clothes to wear.
She puts on her make-up and brushes her long blonde hair.
And then she asks me, "Do I look all right?"
And I say, "Yes, you look wonderful tonight." ♫
I realized I might have overdone it when I was singing the end of the chorus.
♫ ... And the wonder of it all
Is that you just don't realize
How much I love you. ♫
Her eyes teared up, and I felt a moment's shame. Like I was leading her on. Luckily, it was a popular song, and I wasn't alone singing it.
She stood when I was finished, with a determined look on her face. She walked over to Ronnie, a bit unsteadily. She whispered to him, and he shook his head. I almost laughed when she grabbed his shirt in her fists and growled something into his ear. He finally nodded, and I thought he looked embarrassed.
She turned around, a mischievous smirk on her face, staring at me. Ronnie counted down, whatever they were playing. One ... two ... one-two-three ...
♫ Hey! Hey! You! You!
I don't like your girlfriend!
No way! No way!
I think you need a new one
Hey! Hey! You! You!
I could be your girlfriend
Hey! Hey! You! You!
I know that you like me ... ♫
She was dancing around, as if she was in the Avril Lavigne video, extending her arms, pointing her fingers at me. I saw the looks of surprise and shock on the faces around. I'm certain my face was beet red.
Janie ended, holding onto the arms of my chair, singing into my face.
♫ ... You know it's not a secret
Hey! Hey! You! You!
I want to be your girlfriend. ♫
She stood up smirking, and gave me a little curtsy, before taking her seat again.
The place had gone dead quiet. I heard Jeff suddenly laugh loudly. He sang, poorly I might add:
♫ I guess it's not a se-cret! ♫
That got quite a few chuckles. Her mother, Mary, stood up and took Jane by the hand. She pulled her upright. "Mary Jane Chafe! This way."
Jane looked over at me, rolling her eyes, grabbing her beer before she could be dragged away and read the riot act.
As soon as she was in the house, a regular Babel of sound ensued. There was laughing and teasing. Nanny seemed oblivious. "I thought it was a fun song," she said.
Ronnie was apologizing. "She had me by the short and curlies. Sorry 'bout dat."
Uncle Luke was givin' me the stink eye. "She's not the kind of girl to be trifled with, Honor," he said simply.
I felt like I'd been publicly flogged. "No, sir. I ... I wouldn't do that. She's special, you know. She's made me feel better than I have in months. There is something between us, but we've both been clear that it can't go anywhere. Not yet. I have a wife, even if she is a cheating slut. I have children, responsibilities. Maybe someday, if I can ever clean up the mess of my life, but for now we're just friends."
I noticed several people were paying a lot more attention to what I was saying than I cared for.
Uncle Luke wasn't done with me. "I'm not so sure she feels the same way. She wears her heart on her sleeve, and she's been hurt before. Don't do it, Honor. Don't break her just because you can. She's better than that. She's the best of us. She deserves better, God knows."
His sincerity wounded me. "I'd never want to hurt her, sir. Just the opposite. I'd do anything to avoid that. At the same time, I can't deny she's only the second woman in my life I've had these kinds of feelings for."
The noise was picking up, and Ronnie seemed determined to make up for his contribution to the mess, by starting up some playing again. Uncle Luke just nodded. "I know you'll do right. I've said my piece."
I'll do right. Isn't that what it always comes down to?
Uncle Darren took over Janie's seat when she didn't return immediately. I was starting to figure out the relationships. It turned out he was Jeffery's father, and his brother, Darrel, was the father of Lena, who was part of my welcome group after my first morning waking up at Diane's house. It was all pretty confusing.
Darren was interested in talking about my company again, and we soon had an animated conversation going. Jeffery, Darrel, and Young Luke were arguing the benefits, especially in northern climes. They didn't think the savings were worth the investment.
"Think all you want. Over sixty percent of my business comes from states that border Canada. A third of our international business comes from Scandinavian countries. Not only do most homes recoup their investment in less than seven years, but with tax breaks, it's often five or less. Even more important than efficiency is the fact that it's effective. Homes are more comfortable," I argued. "I've got the numbers to prove it if you want to see."
Darren felt otherwise. "Nobody wants to spend thousands of dollars today in order to get it back ten years from now. There's no vision. It just doesn't work that way."
I nodded. "In part you're right. That's why I mostly work with builders. Luxury homes and upscale planned communities are where I do best. The cost gets rolled into the mortgage, and the savings last forever. Over the life of a thirty year mortgage, the savings equal five times the investment. It's a no brainer."
Of course, the conversation turned to the inevitable. Competition. "If it was that good, why isn't everyone doing it?" Young Luke asked.
I grinned. "More will be soon. I have several patents, without which the efficiency would drop by a third, making it ten years or more to pay for itself. I've just sold one of those to a Fortune 100 company, so I imagine you'll be hearing a lot more about it."
"That sounds like suicide," Darrel said. "It's like me selling off my favorite crabbing spot. Sure, you'll make a few bucks, but where are you afterward?"
"What if you had a much better crabbing spot? Bigger, sweeter and lots more of 'em?" I teased. "Would you mind selling off your old one, for a check in the millions?"
That started the discussion on my new patents, which of course led to the fact that I'd walked away from my old company, without giving them over. By then, I'd finished off two more beers, and I wasn't holding much back.
"They had it made. A monopoly. Best pay and benefits in the business. But they decided to screw me over. I don't take betrayal well. Let's see how they do when they have to compete on even ground, without me paving the way, inventing new solutions, finding new customers, and ensuring the quality of our product was the best in the business. They're on their own now."
"You're talking families, Honor. What did you say, more than two hundred people? You're just going to abandon them?" Darren asked, looking concerned.
"You don't get it. They abandoned me. Chose her over me. All but a handful of the people who worked for me knew what was going on. I could have destroyed them. I didn't. I gave them the business. Everything. They have the product and the customers. A strong brand. They won't have it easy; I'm not there to babysit them and feed them with a silver spoon. They're going to have to work to stay competitive. It's up to them now."
"But without the patents ...," Jeffery said.
"They had six weeks' notice. They could have built up a two year inventory of the critical boards. Plenty of time to find some new way to be competitive. It's up to them."
Uncle Luke was listening without adding much. He did then. "You don't think they will, though, do you? Honestly, how much time do you give them?"
The crowd quieted. "Six months as they were going. Six months before they'd have to start laying people off. Four months if they don't take the advice I gave them when I left. Maybe a year, if they do everything right. From what I hear, it's more likely four months, than a year. It's already been over two months, and it's not looking good," I explained.
"And then?" Uncle Luke asked.
I shrugged. "They fold. Fifty people unemployed, three local businesses lose their biggest customer, and ten million less being pumped into the community every year. Pretty costly choice on their part."
"But you could stop it," Darren said.
"I could, but at what cost? I worked my ass off for them, and what did it get me? I gave them everything I had. I don't have anything left to give. They destroyed me. Look at me now, drinking beer a thousand miles from home, because I can't stand the sight of them. Even my mother, damn it! My own mother covered up that slut's cheating! No, I'm not willing to make the effort it would take. What's the upside? They're rewarded for betraying me, and I get back on the soulless treadmill and spend my life working for a bunch of ungrateful traitors. Fuck 'em!"
I felt a pair of arms slide down in front of me, from behind. "Leave him alone! You don't know half the story. They don't deserve him." Janie said, her head appearing next to mine.
Uncle Darrel nodded. "We're not faulting him, Jane. It's hard to imagine what it would be like to stand in his shoes. But it's family. How would you feel if everyone at the party the other night was unemployed overnight? Everyone. And it's even bigger than that."
"When's the last time you spoke to Uncle Bill?" Jane snapped. "How about the blowup you guys had over selling the pond property? That was over a few dollars. How about when Uncle Tom wanted to buy into your boat? Since when is family all that matters?"
"They had other options. It wasn't their entire livelihood."
"So do his people. He gave them a chance. Gave them the business, and almost all the money. He deserves to be happy, don't you think? Would you want to spend your life helping people who betrayed you? I know I wouldn't!" Janie argued.
The conversation took a tangent at that point, and she came around and sat on the arm of my chair, her legs across mine, her arm around my neck. I put my arm around her waist. Everyone started talking about happiness, what it meant, and how you chose your own happiness.
I don't know if I agreed with them. Too many other people have input. If you wanted to control your own happiness, you couldn't afford to let anybody else in your life, certainly not in your heart.
A few of the people started saying their goodbyes and our crowd dwindled. The neighbors moved on and the grandparents moved indoors, but not before I could thank them again for the dinner.
In the end, there were only about eight of us left outside, telling stories, enjoying the cool night air. Janie had moved off the arm of the chair, and onto my lap, cuddled into me for warmth. I looked up and saw one of the brightest falling stars I'd ever seen.
"Did you see that?" I whispered to Jane.
"Make a wish," she replied, closing her eyes.
I didn't know what to wish for. More nights like that one. To be with my kids again. To turn back time. In the end, I made it simple. Happiness, I thought, I wish to be happy again.
"It's getting late," I told her. "Are you ready to go?"
She chuckled. "Nanny would skin the hide off of every last one of us if we let you drive. She's taken a likin' to you, Honor. You've got the family room couch. We do have to get up pretty early; I've got work to go to in the morning."
With no pressing timetable, we hung out a little longer, watching for falling stars, and talking about dreams, the future, things we wanted to do. When there were only four of us left, we called it a night. I was shown my way to the couch, stripped off my shoes and socks, and had little doubt I'd sleep soundly. My belly was full, and I'd had more than enough beers to knock me out pretty quickly.
I woke, crowded, with Jane's back to me and my arm asleep where she was resting her head on it. I pulled her close, turning my head to get her hair out of my face, and pressing my cheek to hers. I was embarrassed to have a raging hard-on, pressing against her soft bottom.
"Mmm," she purred, grasping my arm in hers, and wiggling back against me.
"G'morning, beautiful," I whispered.
"Shh. Just a little longer," she mumbled.
I heard movement in the house. We were in a room four steps down from the main level, and the light was streaming in through the windows.
"You gonna get in trouble for being here?" I asked.
I felt her stiffen up. "Crap. I just came down to say goodnight, after I peed."
I laughed and let her go. She turned and gave me a quick kiss. We weren't alone in the room, Ronnie was on the other couch, and Jeffery was snoring in the fully reclined arm chair. Jane took a quick look around and tip-toed away. I wondered where she was supposed to be sleeping.
I was fully awake by then and sat up, slowly putting on my socks and shoes. I arranged the pillows, folded the blanket, and went in search of the bathroom. As soon as I made my appearance, I was greeted and I almost laughed. There was no way that Janie made it through there without being seen.
Nanny appeared to be in charge of the kitchen. She was at the stove, scrambling up what must have been a dozen eggs. I moved in behind her and gave her a kiss on the cheek. "Morning, Nanny," I said.
She gave me a grin, then a smack with her spoon. "Sit. Grab something to drink."
The table had only a few people sitting there. Uncle Luke, and either Darrel or Darren, I wasn't sure which. Anne was hovering nearby, so I figured it was likely her husband Darrel. A plate with a scoop of eggs, two pieces of toast, and a sausage link was placed in front of me. Uncle Luke looked like he was eating leftovers from the previous night's dinner. I poured myself a cup of coffee. Uncle Darrel(?) pushed a bottle of aspirin my way. I shook out three, thanking him.
I guess he was still thinking about our business conversation about the night before. "You have that patent of yours. You thinkin' about starting over on your own?" he asked.



"Hadn't given it much thought yet. It's a possibility. Don't know if I'd want to do it back home again," I said, between the bites of the sandwich I'd made of the eggs and toast.
Uncle Luke spoke up. "Maybe it's time you give it some thought. From what you were sayin', I don't imagine they have much longer before it's too late." He looked at me an uncomfortably long time. "Can't tell you what to do, but you need to ask yourself, who's the better man? How will you feel, destroying fifty families, kin of yours, and an entire community?"
"I wonder how they feel, destroying my life," I said, probably with more bitterness than I should have.
He took a long sip of the cup of tea he had in front of him. "I figure they're probably feeling rotten. I know I would be. People make mistakes, Honor. We all do. I know I've made my share."
Nanny appeared behind me, setting a bowl of eggs on the table. "Lord knows that's the truth," she laughed. She rubbed my hair, so much like my Uncle had that it gave me shivers. "Leave the lad alone. It's some holy show, what they did to him. When it's time, he'll do right."
Jane came in, as pretty as a Sunday morning, and grabbed a piece of the toast, nibbling on it. "Can't stay, Nanny. We're runnin' late."
I crammed the last of the impromptu sandwich into my mouth but was too slow to catch my coffee before Jane picked it up and took a sip. She put it down next to me. "Ready?" she asked.
I didn't know if she was in that big a hurry, or just wasn't up to facing another inquisition. I downed the last of my glass of water, then took a sip of the coffee. Jane had already taken my plate away and was rinsing it in the sink. I wouldn't have minded relaxing a bit and giving the aspirin a little more time to work their magic, but it wasn't worth fighting over. I stood. "Thanks again for dinner and breakfast."
"Bye Nanny, Grandpa. See ya later Uncle Darren," Jane said, with a kiss on the cheek for Uncle Luke.
Crap. I had it wrong. I could have sworn it was Darrel.
"Honor, if you got nothin' doin' today, perhaps you could stop by this afternoon," Darren said.
"Where?" I asked.
"Right across from Lena's place. Jane will show you."
"I'll do that. No plans, but I have to take care of a couple of things this morning. How about after lunch?"
"Whenever. You're welcome anytime."
I managed to escape after that and make it out to the bike. "You were in a hurry," I teased.
"If I stayed any longer, they'd put me to work. I would like to get cleaned up before work, and not go in smellin' like a brewery."
Her car was at the hotel and I dropped her off there. I got a nice warm kiss out of it. "See you tonight?" she asked.
"I figure I'll be around. Should I meet you somewhere?"
"Give me a call around six. Let me know where you're at."
I realized I didn't have her phone number, and it took a few minutes before she had put it in my phone. "It works here?" she asked.
"It works everywhere. I do a lot of international business."
"Of course." She gave me another peck. "I'm not the only one that could use a shower," she giggled, scrunching up her nose.
"Hint taken."
I made a lazy morning of it, taking a nap in my seldom used bed. I took a long shower and left my dirty clothes in one of the hotel laundry bags to be cleaned. I checked in at the desk to make sure there were no issues since I'd only been using the bed one night in three. No messages, and no complaints.
Sitting at the desk in my room, I checked in with Aunt Jean and made sure everything was going well. I gave her the invoice for the house decorator, and she assured me she'd take care of it. She quizzed me about returning, but I wasn't ready to commit to anything. "You know your daughter's birthday is in three weeks. You'll be here for that."
"Yes, I haven't forgotten," I assured her. "I doubt I'll be more than another week to ten days. It's a good three days minimum motorcycle ride, including the ferry."
She was quiet. "I don't want to pressure you, Honor, but Beth isn't doing well. If you could spare a few moments for her, it would go a long way."
"I plan to talk to her in just a little while."
I had a short talk with Roger Hammond, just to let him know I was alive. There was an hour and a half difference between St. Johns and Bedenton, so I figured Marie would be back from Montessori.
Carol answered the Skype call. "Honor? How are you doing?"
"Good. Better. Is Marie around and will she talk to me?"
"She's here, and I'll make sure she talks to you. Beth and you are too easy on the girl, she's a handful, and spoiled rotten."
I laughed. "Like you were better with BB at that age?"
She grinned. "Maybe not. As least I learned. Can I chat with you afterward?"
"Of course. In case you're wondering, I plan on calling Beth after this call."
"That would be wonderful. She's been terribly down in the dumps the last couple of days. The worst since I got here. I'm sure she'd love to hear from you. Let me go grab Marie."
Marie had done a 180 since my last attempt. She was eager to tell me all about school, and her new friends. I barely got a word in edgewise until the end. "Come home, Daddy," she pleaded.
"Soon, Angel. I promise. Just a few more days, alright?"
"I miss you. I miss your stories. I miss you tucking me in," she pouted.
"I miss it too. I love you, and I'll see you soon."
"When? Tomorrow?"
"I can't make it that soon. It takes several days to get home. I'm a long ways away, on an island. Maybe this weekend," I said. It was the first time I really gave myself a timetable. "But that will be our secret, okay? I want it to be a surprise."
She brightened up. "Promise?"
I looked at her, so eager, and there was no way I could disappoint her any longer. "No later than Sunday, alright? I promise."
Her little brother was with her. They usually talked to me together. Well, she talked, but I liked to see him, and talk to him. He was speaking a few words, and when he pointed at the screen and said Da-da, I knew I'd been gone too long.
Marie gave her brother a hug, "Daddy's coming home," she told him.
She ran off with the tablet, the camera wobbling all over the place, showing the floor, ceiling, and walls until it steadied and I was looking at Carol again.
"Thanks for keeping things together," I told her. "I bet Dave is some pissed at me."
She shook her head. "I think you're the only one he's not pissed at. He said he might drive up next weekend since it looks like I may never get home."
"I promise, it won't be that much longer. I needed this, Carol. It's been good for me. I haven't made up my mind on anything yet, but my head's in a better place. If Dave wants to come up, I'll buy him a ticket. It's the least I can do."
"That would be nice. He's talking to Beth again. That's a start. You're really going to call her?"
"As soon as I finish with you."
She gave me a big smile. "Goodbye, Honor. Tomorrow?"
"Around this time."
The screen went blank.
I braced myself for a possibly difficult call and dialed Beth.
"Honor? Is that you?" she answered.
"You recognize my number?"
"Mom called when you were talking to our girl."
"How're you doing, Beth?"
"I've been better. You?" There was no excitement in her voice.
"Improved. I'm sorry I left so abruptly. I'm feeling a lot better."
"I bet," she said. "So are you planning on ever returning? Or are you settled down for good."
"I won't be much longer. I needed this. I miss the kids terribly."
She sighed loudly. "Not the slut wife though, right?"
"Of course I miss you. You were the love of my life for over twenty years. I just don't know how to handle this."
"Well you sure showed me, didn't you? You fucked me good. I guess that's the last good fucking from you I should expect."
Her attitude was getting to me. Now it was all my fault? "I think this call was a mistake," I said.
"Wow! That's something new. Perfect Honor, admitting to a mistake," she sneered.
"I'll admit, I've made a few. Some doozies. Trusting my wife to remain faithful, that was a big one. The whole marrying my childhood sweetheart, ouch!"
"Go ahead. Try to hurt me. I deserve it, right? I'm a disgusting horrible person and don't deserve to live. A terrible wife and mother. Despicable. Believe me, I've heard it all. Was there any reason for this call, Honor?"
"No, I guess not. I won't bother you; I imagine you have work to do."
She hung up without saying goodbye. My good mood dissipated during the call. I was glad to be going back to see my kids, and even happier that I had my own place to live in.
I called Aunt Jean back. She laughed, "That was quick."
"I just have a few more things. Contact Carol, and see about getting her husband Dave a round trip ticket to come and visit."
"Got it. Airplane ticket for Beth's Dad."
"Also, could you stock my refrigerator with the perishables on Friday. Eggs, milk, butter, some fruit and salad fixings. Steaks, ground beef, bread—"
"I got it. I know what goes in a refrigerator. You coming back?"
"This weekend I think. I'd like that to remain between us."
"Of course. Your business is nobody's but your own. You're going to love your house. It's gorgeous on the inside."
"Thanks. Send Carol some flowers, telling her thanks for everything."
"Again?" she chuckled. "She just got some Saturday."
I laughed. "Alright, never mind. Chocolates, mid-week?"
"I'll get her one of those fruit bouquets." She paused briefly. "I didn't want to step on your toes with your mother. Anything for her?"
"No. I don't think so. I'm not in the mood to reward her for her behavior."
I heard a sigh. That seemed to be all too common. "She is your mother, Honor."
"She watched my kids, so my wife could cheat on me. In my book that's pretty unforgivable."
"Fine."
Great. Now she was pissed at me as well. "Aunt Jean, if you have a problem with this, let me know. I'll find someone else to do it."
"No, I'm fine. I'm not about to give up the only job in town. I'll do whatever you ask."
"It's not the only job in town," I said.
"Maybe not today, but a month from now? Is there anything else?"
"No, I think that's all. I'll email you if I've forgotten anything. Goodbye." I didn't even wait for her response. Between her and Beth, I wasn't in the mood for any more bullshit.
A light lunch outdoors helped a little, and I rode over to Lena's since I'd forgotten to get directions for Darren's place. She welcomed me in and forced a cup of tea on me before telling me where to go.
I learned from Lena her father worked at the jail, alternating four 12 hour shifts, then three days off, with three 12 hour shifts and four days off. His seniority gave him his weekends free. I guess it wasn't a bad gig. I was used to five 12-14 hour days, and usually a half day on Saturdays. I was determined that was one thing I'd be changing.
Darren welcomed me to his home, and Anne stuck a soda in my hand. She grinned. "I don't allow no drinking here before dark during the week."
"Works for me," I assured her.
It turned out Darren had an agenda. He had his son Jeffery there, as well as Ronnie and another 'Uncle' I'd seen around, but hadn't had a chance to talk to. Tom was Darren's cousins. Another of Gramma's sister's kids. Gramma was one of 11, so there were enough of them around.
They wanted to talk business. All about what I did, and how it would work in Canada. What it would take to get it started. I didn't want to burst their bubble, but it wasn't an easy business to get into. Especially if you didn't have contacts within the building industry.
I talked to them about specializing in particular components of what we did. I quizzed them on the engineering talent necessary, and they bragged about their local college, Memorial University of Newfoundland, one of the top 5 universities in all of Canada. They had a comprehensive engineering school, with a co-op program where students were required to work four terms, so interns were readily available.
It was about an hour into the discussion, and they seemed a little less enthusiastic by that time. I had an idea. I wasn't sure I wanted to follow through with it, it was more than the people back home deserved. It took me a few minutes to think it through, and I realized I was ignoring everyone else and they had gone quiet, waiting for me.
"I need a minute, alright? Let me think through something."
Darren nodded. "Of course. Take your time."
I grabbed another soda and walked outdoors. It was cool, as was typical even in summer. The crisp air, gorgeous skies, and sweet smelling breezes were what I needed. I was still running through different scenarios and the ramifications of each when Ronnie plopped down beside me.
"Ignore me," he said. "I needs a break from their pipe dreams."
He leaned back in his chair and soaked up the sun.
I think I had a solution, which fit many of my own desires. It was something that I'd never thought of before, but the more I considered it, the sounder it seemed. It was unlike me to act on impulse, especially about something so major, but I was tired of being grounded, predictable.
"Uncle Tom, what exactly does he do?"
Ronnie was slow in responding. "Mostly A/C and heating repair. Some new installations."
"How big is his company?" I asked
"Just him and Uncle Bobby own it. Four guys working for 'em, and Aunt Joanie takes the calls and does the books."
"Lots of engineers around St. Johns?"
"They don't stick around much. Move on to Toronto, or Ottawa. Some go to Labrador, Calgary or even Vancouver. The Uni graduates a lot."
"Let's go back in. This might work."
He gave me an odd look, but grabbed his drink and followed me back indoors.
I offered my suggestion. They would build the controllers that were the key component of my company's energy solutions. They would use my patents, including the two newest ones. They would be allowed to provide full solutions across Canada, and my company would supply the additional components they would need. In return, they would manufacture and supply the control boards, exclusively to my company in the US. We would have a non-compete agreement for the rest of the world. I would get most of Europe, places I already had in-roads to. They could have the Pacific Rim and South America. I expected them to have an office in Vancouver, within three years, to deal with the Asian business.
They had a lot of questions of course. I had answers for most of them. It was up to them to decide who would own and manage the company, but I would get 40%, in exchange for the patents and a half million dollars of startup capital.
I would also send them at least one experienced engineer to help them get going. They would be pressed for time. If we were going to do it, we had to get started almost immediately, and I wanted new controller units within six months, preferably sooner.
"The controller units are a guaranteed business. You can sell them to other companies, just not for use in the U.S. or Europe. My company alone will give you enough business to employ half-a-dozen people minimum."
"Six months is damn fast," Tom said.
"I know. I'll help. I'll visit regularly, and we can have conference calls. I'll provide a good engineer to work with you. It's definitely doable, I just don't know anything about doing business in Canada. We don't need to worry immediately about a ton of legal paperwork. You're family, I expect you not to screw me."
Darren nodded, perhaps a little irritated I would even bring it up. "That won't be an issue. We're not like that old crowd of yours. My word's as good as yours."
"I would put off any other business until the controller division is off the ground. With that in place, you'll have a technology advantage over anyone else. If I come up with any new ideas in that particular area, they'll go to you. Do you think it's workable?"
"Long term, what are we talking, business wise?" Darren asked.
"If you have the success I imagine you could, within five years, you could be employing thirty to forty people here, and another dozen in Vancouver. It won't be easy, but I'll be working with you, and I have a little experience in this area."
"That's a lot of people, that quickly," Tom said.
"I started by myself, on a shoe-string, with weaker patents. In seven years I employed fifty and could have employed more if I wasn't controlling the growth so carefully. Over ten million last year."
"Can we talk about it?" Darren asked.
"Of course. Just remember, the sooner the better. I'll be leaving in a few days, and I'd like to see it off the ground before I leave."
"We could never get the paperwork done by then," Tom argued.
"Fuck the paperwork. I need a plan and a promise. I'll give you the money and the patent. Tell me you'll do it, and then get started."
Of course, that didn't solve all the issues. The biggest one was, I needed to start a new company when I got back home. As far as I was concerned, the only company was dead. I wasn't going to make it that easy for everyone. No friggin' way.
I left them to talk it out and unstrapped my little guitar from its permanent home on the back of my bike. I borrowed a beer from Anne, assuring her I wouldn't drink it in the house. Then I went outside, enjoyed the air, and noodled on my six-string.
I was interrupted a few times with questions, which I answered to the best of my ability. They were good questions, and they made me feel better about my impromptu decision.
"What's that you're playing?"
I looked up from my introspection and Ronnie was peering at me.
"Nothing, really. Something I was working on, while on a long hike about a month ago."
"I like it. It's original?"
I nodded.
"You got more words than that chorus you keep mumbling?"
I did, but it was difficult to share them. They were intensely personal. Ronnie took a runner and returned with a guitar from the house. "Everyone around here have a guitar?"
He laughed. "In this family, b'ye?"
I led him through the chords for the verse and picked out the melody for him.
♫ No place to go
No home to go back to
No destination on my mind
Where do you go
When you're abandoned
Love and betrayal left behind ♫
"Not the happiest song ever. You really are a sook, y'know," Ronnie laughed.
"Sorry. It's not been the best summer for me."
"No need to apologize, remember? I'm the waiter. I understand."
♫ Lost at sea without an anchor
Flying blind, no telling up from down
Broken heart, black with rancor
Someone save me before I drown ♫
He worked the music with me and made it better. It seemed easy for him, after I'd spent dozens of hours playing around with the tune.
"It's Newf, y'know," he said.
"Newf? How?"
"The new way. It's a blend of traditional with modern. Something Great Big Sea would play. You say you wrote this before arriving, b'ye?"
"Yeah, hiking the Appalachian trail."
He laughed. "Just goes to prove. You're a damn Newf whether you likes it or not. Honor the Newf."
He worked out a nice intro with me, and we were only interrupted twice more. I heard the voices getting more animated indoors. The next time they sent Jeffery out, I told him I wasn't answering any more questions with a parched throat. He got me a beer, and he got his answer.
"You knows, we'll have to play this tonight."
"Tonight? I don't think so. I'm not ready to bare my soul to anybody else."
"You have to. They're going to want some original stuff. You can only play the same power ballads so many times. Trust me."
"Who's they? Another kitchen party?"
"I knows I told ya. We're going back to the pub, by popular demand."



"Ya tolds me nothin', b'ye."
He looked at me confused. "I swears I did. Last night. You weren't that far gone."
If he did, I had no recollection of it. "Sorry. I don't remember it. Things were kind of hectic."
He grinned. "No kidding. I thought for sure they were going to lock Janie up in her room if she got any more brazen. 'I wanna be yer girlfriend!'" he sang.
I'm sure I blushed. "I wasn't trying to lead her on."
"Hell, we knows that. It is what it is. So what else do you have that we could play?"
As it was, I did have one other song. Actually, a pretty good pub song, I thought. And not near as maudlin.
Once again, Ronnie worked his magic, although it took him a while longer, and we had a few more interruptions. Still, by the time he was finished, and we'd played it through a couple of times, I was surprised at home much of a difference it made. Like night and day. I told him so.
"Shit," he mumbled. "There's nothing to it. You already did the hard part; all I did was polish it a bit."
"So it's true, you can polish a turd?"
Any reply on his part was cut off when Jeffery showed up again, saying I was required inside.
As soon as I walked in, both men stood up. Uncle Darren stuck out his hand. "We'd love to partner with you on this, Honor. Starting as soon as you're willing."
Tom joined him in shaking my hand. "We know you're taking a big chance on us," he said. "We won't let you down."
"I know," I replied. "We can open a bank account tomorrow, and I'll have the initial funds transferred in. It shouldn't take more than a couple of days. I'll leave the patents with you, and see if I can't find a way to send an engineer up this way by the end of next week. I'm planning on heading back by the end of the week and will start working on things from the other end. In the meantime, I hope you'll pull together the business elements."
Darren nodded. "We can do that. Damn, this should be an interesting ride!" he said with a big grin.
"That it will be," I said.
* * *
That night we were back on George street, playing again. Janie was there when I arrived.
"Ronnie called and let me know where you'd be," she said. "I'd be home alone if I waited for your call." There was a bit of a sting in her words.
"I didn't know where we were going until we got here a few minutes ago. Ronnie said it was a surprise. I don't know why; it's not like I know one of these places from another."
She gave Ronnie a quick glare before grabbing my arm. "Second biggest dance floor in the area. It's not where new bands usually get their start."
"We're not a band, Janie. Just two guys singing a few songs."
"Did you even see the sign outside? The Runner and Waiter Show, with Honor the Newf. Are ya blind? The banner's a good five feet tall!"
I guess I was blind. She laughed at my stunned look.
"Don't sweat it, Honor. Just have a good time. Do what you've been doing. You'll be great."
Great. Right. "I think I need to talk to Ronnie."
She laughed as I wandered off look for one more family member I needed to kill. Damn if he wasn't helping some guy set up his drum set on the stage.
"What the hell is goin' on, Ronnie?"
"Settin' up," he said.
"We're the band for the night? And now we have a drummer? What else is going on here that I don't know about?"
He just shrugged, glancing over to the side, and I saw that his on again/off again girlfriend was watching us. "Not much to tell, b'ye. Greg the owner's a friend. He offered to let us play here. It's a good gig, and it even pays, if not much. Free drinks all night for the band. People want to hear us; you can't be lettin' them down."
"Damn it, Ronnie! We haven't even practiced. And now a drummer?"
"Pete's good. I've played with him plenty. He can play along to anything. We'll be fine; it's not that big a deal, not much different than the other night."
"The other night that had me passed out and in Janie's bed the next morning?" I reminded him.
"Is you complainin' now, b'ye? I'd thinks you'd be grateful. Stop worryin'."
I hate to say it but Ronnie was right. We played three sets, two of them to a packed house. Janie joined us on stage for about a third of our songs and she was incredible. I guess she was pretty well known; every time she joined us the crowd near took the roof off of the place before she even opened up her mouth.
Ronnie must know half of St. Johns. Every half dozen songs he'd drag someone on to the stage, spout some history they had, and we'd have a guest singer or musician for a couple of songs.
The crowd was raucous, drinking hard, singing loud, and dancing wildly. It didn't seem to matter that there was no rhyme or reason to our songs, no theme. They were just out to have a good time.
We did end up playing both of the songs I'd written, and I was surprised and pleased that they went over well. During the third set we were even asked to do an encore of the second of them. The Runner and Waiter song which Ronnie and I had reworked before the show.
♫ Drink a beer,
Bend an ear,
I got a story
You should hear.

'Bout a guy
and a girl,
How she rocked
His simple world.

It was love,
It was fate,
When they went on
Their first date.

Everyone knew it was meant to be,
Their love was plain for all to see.

Should I wait (Should I wait)
Should I run (Should I run)
Do I tell her that it's over,
Do I tell her that we're done?

Should I run (Should I run)
Should I wait (Should I wait)
Tell me how long does it take,
To turn my love into hate? ... ♫
Hearing the crowd echoing the first two lines of each part of the chorus was a rush. A couple of hundred people screaming out your words, dreams and heartache.
I'll admit I was more than a little tipsy through the third set. Janie was on stage with us, as well as Ronnie's girl, standing in back and playing some weird shaped tambourine. Janie was at least as tipsy as me and I was getting a nice little bit of affection from her. To be honest, I felt great. Incredible.
People were clapping, cheering, calling out songs to play. On many of them I was just along for the ride, following Ronnie's lead. That didn't seem to matter. There were pretty young girls in the crowd, staring at me with stars in their eyes.
"Damn you, Honor," Janie whispered in my ear, standing behind me with her arms around my waist. "Don't be givin' them sluts no hopes. You're taken, twice over I'll remind you." At least she said it with a smile in her voice.
"Jealous?" I teased, putting my guitar down for a mini-break, halfway through the third set.
"Seriously? I'm supposed to be jealous of an old fart with a hairy ugly mug who's half tone deaf? A married man with children who God knows would never cheat on his wife, no matter how easy those sluts are. An unemployed Yank from away? Jealous?" She gave me a pinch. "Let's see who's jealous. There's a few studs out there who have been givin' me the eye."
She turned to walk away and squealed when I yanked her back into my arms and laid a big ol' kiss on her that had the crowd screaming. She was blushing mightily when I let her go.
"I loves ya, Ducky. Ya knows I do," I told her in my best Newfinese.
Her smile was a bit sad. "I knows ya do, Honor. But it's not enough now, is it?"
I was holding her in my arms, staring down into her captivating eyes. "I need time, Janie. You know my situation."
She shrugged it off with a laugh. "I know, Honor. So now it looks like there's two Waiters in the Runner and Waiter band. But I won't wait forever." She pulled out of my arms, took my hand and dragged me off stage, where beers were awaiting us, direct from the owner's hand. Ronnie was standing by his side.
"I knew it," he said, grinning. "When I saw you the other night, I knew you'd be a hit. We have to make this a regular thing."
I looked over at Ronnie who looked like the bird that ate the canary. I couldn't help but notice his girl was at his side, clinging to him like a barnacle.
"We'll talk. Ronnie will get back to you," I said.
He didn't look especially pleased by my response, but he slapped me on the shoulder. "Do that. We can talk about money then. I'm sure we can come to a deal."
It wasn't time for the discussion with Ronnie. But we would be talking. I didn't like being blindsided.
We finished our set and the place was still two-thirds full. We even did an encore for two songs before I begged for it to end. I was exhausted, completely shot, and could barely talk.
While Pete was taking down his gear, I cornered Ronnie. "We need to talk."
"So talk, b'ye. I'm all ears. Pretty sweet gig, eh?"
"I hope you're not planning any more surprises. You know I can't stay. I'm leaving in a couple of days. I have to go back and deal with things," I said.
His eyes told me the story. "For fucks sake," he snapped. "You're telling me now? After all I done? They're expecting us next weekend. Two nights. Top dollar!"
"Don't you think you should have talked to me before making a decision like that? You know I'm not here to stay. Jesus, b'ye! Get a clue."
"But you told Uncle Darren—"
"I told him to get started and I'd come back regularly. Half-time at best, no more than a week or two each time. I'm not saying we can't play, but you have to work with me. Talk to me. Don't just go running wild."
"So when are ya comin' back, den? Any clue?" he asked, looking around.
It was then that I realized we had a small audience. Janie was standing behind me with two beers in her hand, his girl, Rhonda I had found out her name was, was waiting for him. A couple of our cousins from the last time out were standing nearby.
"I can't tell you now. When I get back home and see what I've got to do, I can call you and give you a tentative schedule. Figure at least three weeks before I'm back."
He looked disappointed, but nodded. "Fine. We'll work with that. Don't leave me hangin', Honor."
"I won't. I promise I'll give you a schedule as soon as I can."
He nodded and turned away, grabbing his girl. Janie stepped in front of my and handed me a beer. "When were you going to tell me, Honor?"
I sighed and took a needed drink. "Tonight. I just made the decision after talking to Darren today. My daughter's birthday is in a couple of weeks, and I already told her I'd be back by this weekend. I've to go back. There's a lot of business stuff I need to handle. It's going to be a hellacious few weeks before I can return. But I will be back. In less than a month. I promise." I grabbed her arm, pulling her close. "All this happened today, the talk with my Marie, the business discussion with Darren and Tom. You have to believe me, Janie. I'm not hiding anything from you, we just didn't have a chance to talk."
She nodded slowly. "I do believe you, Honor. It still hurts a little. Promise you'll be back, hopefully with your head on straight?"
"I promise. As for having my head on straight, we can only hope. I can tell you this: you're the best thing that's happened to me in a long time. I'm not going to forget that."
She moved closer, spilling my beer a little when she kissed me. I mean really kissed me. "It's only going to get better, Honor, if you give us half a chance."
=====================
For anyone wondering how long it takes to write a story, the songs written for this one were submitted as poems to Literotica back when I was halfway through chapter three -- back in 2013. Ouch. This one's been gathering dust in the story pile for a long time. I'm glad that BlackRandl1958 convinced me to polish it off and finish it up for the Legends day event.
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Honor and Duty
=====================
I knew I'd have a busy day. I had business finances and paperwork to deal with. Preparations to make before heading home. Getting my head on straight to deal with BB and Mom, among others.
I'd been pretty lazy lately, going to bed well after midnight, waking up mid-morning, eating and drinking anything I wanted. For once I got up at a reasonable time and ate healthily.
Then it was off to the bank to initiate a massive transfer. Darren met me there, and we opened a new account for the business. The wheels had been set in open. We were moving ahead full bore. It felt good, if not a little reckless. Okay, a lot reckless.
After lunch, I headed back to the hotel for my daily call home. It only took a minute to throw all my plans into disarray.
Mrs. D was apparently waiting. The moment I logged in she was calling out my name.
"Honor? Honor are you there?"
"I'm here, Mrs. D. I'm only four minutes late."
"Thank God! You have to come home. You have to come home now!" she practically shrieked. She looked a mess, hair mussed, dark circles under her eyes. I could swear she'd been crying.
"Is it the kids? Did something happen to the Marie or Billy?" I asked.
She shook her head vehemently. "No the children are fine, at least for now. It's Beth."
I was surprised at home much that shocked and disturbed me. "What happened? Is she hurt?"
"She's gone, Honor. Beth is gone. I have no idea where. She left a note. I don't think she's coming back." She burst into tears.
Beth was gone? Leaving our kids? Then it hit me how much I'd depended on her to care for the children, while I dealt with my issues, practically abandoning them. I felt like shit, for a whole slew of reasons.
"What did the note say, Mrs. D? Please."
"N-n-not much," she said, breaking out a piece of paper. "Here, I'll read it to you.
"Mom, I'm sorry, but I just can't do this. I can't do it without Honor, and he's not coming back. He's moved on, and I can't blame him. It's all my fault.
"Once I'm gone, everything will be better, I just know it. I'm an unfit wife and mother, and nothing I do is going to save his company. I can't be responsible for 200 people's welfare. With me out of the picture Honor can come back and fix everything.
"Please don't look for me. I don't want to be found. I'm sorry to do this to you. Tell Honor I'm sorry and that I'll love him forever. I love you and Dad, but I just can't handle it anymore. Take care of my babies.
"All my love, BB."
I was stunned.
"Honor? What are we going to do?"
"I'm coming home. I'll be there as fast as humanly possible, and then I'm going to find BB and drag her ass back home."
"Please hurry, Honor. Please. My baby is in trouble."
"I'll do my damnedest. Are the kids around?"
"Yes, do you want to talk to them?"
"Absolutely. Just for a few minutes," I said.
I tried to keep it together while I spoke with the kids. They seemed to be no worse for wear. Mrs. D had told them their mother was on travel, just like their Dad.
As soon as I broke off the call, I went into action.
I started with three phone calls. I called Darren and Ronnie first, letting them know I was leaving immediately. I didn't give them the details, just that I had an emergency at home and had to leave at once.
Then it was the hard call.
"Honor?"
"Hi, Janie. Can you talk?"
"Gimme a minute, and I'll call your right back."
She was true to her word. "What's so important to call me at work?" she asked. She sounded a little irritated.
"I'm sorry to bother you. I have to leave, like right now. Beth has run off and left the kids with her mother. I have to find out what's going on. I'll be gone a while to deal with the business issues and family stuff. If I can't find her, I don't know how long I'll be gone. The kids have to come first, and I've been derelict ever since her cheating. I've got to fix things. I've got to."
"I understand, Honor. Do what you have to. Anything I can do?"
She was taking it better than I thought. "I'm headed to the airport and catching the first flight out. I'll charter one if I have to. Could you have someone pick up my motorcycle at the airport? I'll let you know where it's parked and the key will be under the seat."
"I can do that. Just let me know when you get there safe, alright?"
"I will. I promise. I'll stay in contact."
"I love you, Honor. You know that right? I love you."
Did I love her? It was hard to say. I'd only loved one woman in my entire life, and that one since I was a kid. What I felt for Jane wasn't the same as I'd felt for Beth, before the whole cheating fiasco. Yet at the same time, it was different, deeper than I'd felt for any other woman, ever.
"Janie, in my whole life there's only been two women that have touched me. You and Beth. My life is a mess right now, but you are my anchor. I'll be back. I love you."
"But you still love Beth, don't you?"
That was a tough question. "I'll probably always love her. I've been hers since she was four. She's the mother of my children. But love isn't always enough. I'll be honest, I don't know what the hell's going to happen, but I sure as hell don't want to lose you."
"You won't, Honor. Go do what you have to and come back to me. Soon."
"As soon as I can."
* * *
It wasn't cheap, but I managed to get a couple of flights and a limo that had me back in Bedenton by ten that night. As the limo pulled in, I texted Janie that I had arrived safe and sound. It was almost midnight back in Newfoundland, so I was a little surprised that I got a response immediately.
"Thanks for letting me know. Be safe. Good luck. Good night."
I was almost bowled over by Mrs. D as soon as I walked in the door. I held her as she cried. I was surprised and a little irritated that my mother and sister were there as well.
"Find my baby, Honor. Please. Bring her home," Mrs. D sobbed.
"I'll do my best. I promise," I said.
When she pulled away, Mom approached me, but I stepped back. I wasn't ready to make nice with her. Not yet. Maybe not ever.
"Honor," she said. "How can we help?"
"I don't know yet. I take it the kids are asleep?"
"For a little over an hour now," Mrs. D answered. "They'll be excited to see you've come home."
"You are home, aren't you?" my sister asked.
I certainly didn't owe her and answer, but I figured it was what everyone was wondering. "For now. I'm not sure for how long. That's not my biggest concern. Finding BB is. Do we have any idea where she went?"
Her mother shook her head. "None. She left in the middle of the night. She didn't take much, from the looks of things. Her car was gone, and that letter was the only clue."
"Alright. There's not much we can do now, but first thing in the morning we'll start. I'll check accounts, charges, and get a private investigator on it. We'll find her." I had one backpack of gear and waved it. "I'm shot. I'm going to clean up and get some rest. Right now I don't want to talk about anything if you don't mind. Once I've gotten the ball rolling tomorrow, we'll see."
Mom and Sis looked disappointed, but they got the message. They hugged Mrs. D and forced the same on me. I didn't hug them back. No way.
I took a peek in on the kids who were slumbering away, blissfully unaware of what was going on. After that, I opted for a shower, dumped my dirty clothing in the wash, and decided to check on the family accounts. If she was using an ATM card, I might get a clue as to where she was.
Logging into the computer, I discovered my first clue. Not of where Beth had been, but why she left. She'd been on YouTube, and her latest video was our first gig. I don't know where she'd gotten the information, but her history was full of videos of my activities. The house party at Diane's where I played while Jane sang. Her little song and dance at the Sunday Dinner at Uncle Luke's. Even my drunken debut the first time we'd played on George Street.
I guess that's what happens when everyone has a video camera on their phone. I noticed two of them were posted my Ronnie's on again / off again girlfriend Rhonda, and Jeffery had posted another couple.
I watched the videos, and they were pretty damning. I could see why Beth had told her mother that I had moved on. It sure as hell looked like it. It certainly didn't seem like a guy in mourning over his marriage.
The bank accounts weren't any help. They did show a substantial withdrawal from the ATM machine. To the tune of six hundred dollars, twice. But that was in town and gave me no clue as to where she'd gone.
A check of our credit cards was no more help than the bank accounts. I ran out of ideas to look for, shut things down, and slept in my own bed for the first time in months.
* * *
I didn't get a chance to sleep in. Not by a long shot. I was awakened by a four-year-old terror jumping on me.
"Daddy's home! Daddy's home!" Marie chanted while using me for her personal trampoline. I guess that's what I get for buying her classic Dr. Seuss books. Hop on Pop had always been one of her favorites.
Billy was still sleeping in his crib, so I put little Marie on my shoulders and retrieved my baby boy. Mrs. D showed up in her robe a few minutes later. She looked as exhausted as I felt.
"You make coffee," she said, taking Billy out of my arms. "I'll take care of getting this one cleaned up and dressed."
"You're an angel," I said.
She gave me an odd look. "You wouldn't say that if you knew some of the nasty things I thought about you once Beth disappeared."
Of course, Beth's running was my fault. Everything is always my fault. I had hoped for better from Mrs. D.
"Did Dave ever come visit?" I asked.
She shook her head. "He's coming in at three. I've got to pick him up. I'll be leaving before two. Maybe if we get cracking, I'll have some good news for him."
Unfortunately, when Mr. and Mrs. D got home, the only good news I had for them was that I had two different investigation agencies working on things. Mom had shown up and was watching the kids. Me, I was doing my best financial forensics looking for any clue. Anything at all. The only thing I'd been able to come up with was a charge for gas headed west toward New York, only about ten miles out of town.
I'd completed a review of her clothing and toiletries. I also searched through our travel gear. She'd only packed one full-size suitcase and one travel case. I wasn't sure how much clothing she'd taken with her, but it didn't look like it was that much. A lot of her toiletries were missing.
I'd given Aunt Jean a call letting her know I was back in town and didn't need her to do any grocery shopping. I was staying in our old house for now. I did tell her why I was back, after swearing her to secrecy. I didn't need the whole town knowing that Beth was gone.
That proved useless since by mid-afternoon I was fielding call after call asking if I was back for good and offering help with finding BB. I'm not sure who blabbed, but it should have come as no surprise. As we'd found out earlier, it's nearly impossible to keep secrets in Bedenton.
Dad Daniels was a hard man, old fashioned. A lot like my father. He rarely showed much emotion. When he walked in the door, he stepped forward and gave me a big hug. When he pulled back, I saw something I never expected. Tears in his eyes.
"Are you going to find my daughter, Honor?" he asked, his voice cracking.
"If it's humanly possible, Dad, I'll do it. I've got the best people working on it. I'm going to ask you to trust me on this. BB's still my wife, the mother of my children, the love of my life for 30 years. I'm going to find her."
He stared at me for several long moments before nodding. "That's good. Thank you, son. Tell me what I can do."
Mrs. D had him by the arm, clinging to him. "What we can do."
* * *
For three solid days, all we did was try to hunt down leads, talk to our investigators, brainstorm where BB could have gone, and do our best to make life normal for the kids.
A lot of people stopped by asking about us, about Beth, about the business. For the most part, Mom did an admirable job of keeping them out of our way. For the most part.
One person I never expected to find at my door was Dale. Yes, that Dale. The bastard who'd been banging my wife.
He didn't look good, not good at all, and to be honest, that didn't bother me in the least. He'd lost weight, and had a black eye that discolored half of his face. I didn't want to talk to him, but Mom was insistent that I'd want to hear what he had to say.
Dale was standing on the porch, looking as nervous as shit. I stepped out and closed the door behind me. "I don't want you in my house."
He nodded. "I understand. I guess I'm not your favorite person right now."
"No shit, Sherlock. So what's so important?"
"Can we walk?" he asked.
"Sure." What the hell, right? I could always beat him to death with my bare hands, afterward.
It took a minute of walking through the property before he spoke. "Fred drugged her," he said.
Shit. "How?"
"He didn't roofie her or nothing. It wasn't like that. She'd been drinking, and he got her back to the house. You know Beth, she's a complete innocent."
"I know my wife."
"I don't think you know her as well as you thought. I'm just telling you what I saw and what I heard from Fred. She was upset, lonely because you were working so much and gone so often. Fred played on that. He was sneaky, slowly working his way with her. Did you know she was smoking pot?"
"BB? Never!"
Dale chuckled. "Like I said, I don't think you know her as well as you think. Fred acted like a friend, an understanding buddy. When you left town, he got her drunk, got her high, and slipped her some ecstasy. When she was all but passed out, he pulled a dirty trick. He told me that he was massaging her back when he started talking to her in your voice. You know how he can mimic you. The first time he got to her, she thought it was you. He laughed as he told me how she kept calling him by your name."
"Mother fucker," I growled.
"That's Fred. If Mom stayed still for ten minutes, he'd probably bang her. You always see the best in people, Honor. You project your own values on them. Fred is a scumbag. He's my brother, but he's not a good guy."
It was a lot to take in. But it didn't explain everything. "What you're saying makes sense, but how the hell did he get her a second time? She had to know by then."
"Oh, Fred is slick. He blamed it on the booze and smoke. Acted all guilty and shit. Apologized repeatedly. It took three days to get her drunk and high again, crying in her beer, wondering how she was going to tell you. A little coke, and a cocktail of ecstasy, GHB and god knows what else, had her helpless. He banged her all night and the next morning.
"She was never straight when he got to her. He had her where he wanted her, needing what he could supply her, what she wanted. He's a real bastard, and he got her hooked just so he could get in her pants."
That explained some things, but not everything. "How did you get involved?" I asked.
Dale shrugged. "I guess I'm not much better than my scumbag brother. When you went to China, that's when he told me what he'd been up to. Hell, man, Beth is the sexiest woman in town, hands down. When I had a chance, I jumped at it. By then, Fred had full control over Beth, between the drugs, and blackmailing her with exposure. She didn't have much choice. At that point she was taking the drugs willingly, just to deal with the guilt."
"That still leaves a lot unexplained," I said. "Holding hands in public, how I never noticed any drugs, all sorts of shit."
Dale stopped in his tracks. "Listen. Honor. I don't know everything, just what Fred told me and what I got involved in. I fucked up; I mean big time. I wish I could undo it, but I can't. Now Fred's gone, and I'm persona non grata around here. I can't get a job. Nobody will have anything to do with me. I've made enemies that I have to avoid now. I helped kill the golden goose, and I'm going to be paying for that for the rest of my life."
"If you're looking for sympathy from me, you're barking up the wrong tree, Dale. As is, I'm having a tough time not strangling you where you stand."
He nodded. "I get it. I do. There's no way to take it back, and no way to make it up to you. I just ... I'm leaving. I have no future here. Before I left, I wanted you to know, that's all. Beth screwed up, but it wasn't all her fault. If you could forgive her."
"Maybe someday. I appreciate you talking to me. Now I'd like it if you'd get the hell off my property. The next time I see you, it won't be pretty."
He nodded sadly and walked away half the man he used to be. "I'm sorry," was the last thing he said as he climbed into his old beater vehicle. It was a big step down from the previous one I'd blown up.
That was the last time I ever saw Dale. That was just fine by me.
I did manage to find a few minutes of privacy each day to talk to Jane and keep her up to date on my activities. I also spoke to Darren and realized I needed to find an engineer to send to him. I hated to postpone it, but I wasn't ready to deal with business issues. Not until I'd done all I could about Beth.
It was the morning of the fourth day that we caught our big break. I was getting my update from one of the investigators when it hit.
"Mr. Nolan, we may have a resource that could be of use. No guarantees of course, but I think it could be useful."
"Then why aren't we using it already?"
"It'll be expensive. Very. It's not strictly legal."
"Do it."
"We're talking a lot of money. My contact wants twenty grand."
"Just do it, already! I'll transfer you the money immediately. In the future don't hesitate to use any resource that will help. Do you understand?"
"Yes, sir. If this works, I may have results as early as this evening."
"Great work. I'll be waiting."
I didn't want to get anyone's hopes up and doubted I could hide my excitement from Beth's parents. I made my excuses and decided to do something new. Something that had been nagging me for awhile. I drove over to my new house.
I have to admit LuAnne was a miracle worker. The place was a showpiece. It looked like it should be in a magazine. It wasn't some frilly, modern statement. It had a manly feel to it that made me feel at home. I spent a good hour walking through the place, seeing all she'd managed. I ended up giving LuAnne a call.
"Honor Nolan!" she laughed. "I was wondering if I'd ever hear from you again. You could give a girl a complex."
"I find that hard to believe," I said. "You are amazing."
I heard her laugh. "I am, aren't I?"
"Not very humble, are you?"
"Just a little bit less than the guy who sticks his name on everything he does."
"Touché. I just wanted to tell you how happy I am, and how impressed I am with what you did. I also wanted to know if you could do one more little job for me."
"I'd love to," she said.
"Perfect. It's simple enough. I'd like to convert my office, the room I told you was off limits, into a music room. More of a studio. I play guitar, and I've taken up writing music. I'd like a place to do it. Can you handle that?"
"Can I bring in an expert?"
"Whatever you need," I said.
"Budget?"
"I have no idea what it will cost. I don't figure it will be cheap. I need electronics, sound proofing, and some instruments. A Martin HD-28 dreadnought would be nice, maybe."
"Enough. Email me any specifics, and I'll talk to my guy. I'll go for a rough budget before we do anything. Same credit card?"
"Yeah. Let me know if it runs over thirty grand, otherwise just do it."
She chuckled. "Did I ever mention I love working with you, Honor? You're the least finicky client I ever had."



"And you're a frickin' genius, LuAnne."
"I am, aren't I? Kisses, sweetie. I'll let you know when we're ready to pull the trigger."
It was a much-needed break and distraction. It also reminded me that I didn't want to lose my music again. On the way back to the old house I stopped by Mom's place and picked up Dad's old guitar. The one I had learned on and had played all those years ago. It felt good in my hands.
I was keeping a promise to myself, playing The House at Pooh Corner for little Marie and Billy. She appeared enthralled, reminding me so much of her mother it hurt. I was finishing up the last verse when the call came in.
"More, Daddy!" she squealed, laughing.
"I have to make a phone call, Precious. We'll play later."
The PI had news. Remarkable news.
"How'd you get this?" I asked.
"I can't go into details. I have a guy on the inside at her cell phone carrier. He was able to trace her calls and geolocate her call locations. Thankfully, she never got rid of her phone, even if she did block calls from everyone she knows."
"How soon until I have that information?"
"I'm emailing it now."
As soon as I saw the locations of her calls, I knew it was valid information, and it was time to bring the parents in.
It only took a minute to explain what I'd found.
"These locations mean something to you?" Dad asked.
"They do. She's following the path I took when I first left. The last call was at Front Royal. She should be hiking through Shenandoah Park right now."
"What are you going to do?"
"Go get her, of course."
* * *
I didn't leave immediately. I got a little sleep and left at four in the morning, so I'd be rested for the upcoming ordeal. I also wanted to avoid the city traffic. It was a seven-hour trip, including a stop at REI to pick up some gear in case I guessed wrong about where she'd be on the trail.
A stripped down Osprey Exos pack, Ultra-Sil tarp with matching bug tent, Rumpl down blanket, and NeoAir XLite pad, along with a few small essentials, gave me all I needed to survive a few days on the trail. At under six pounds total, my gear was light enough that I could jog with it. No extra clothing except a spare pair of sock, virtually no amenities, and no cook set. I'd live on energy bars and trail mix.
Guessing she'd manage about 20-25 miles a day at best, I had a rough idea where she should be. I parked twenty miles past the furthest I figured she may have traveled and headed up the trail in the opposite direction with my fingers crossed. My only concern was the weather. There was a fifty-fifty chance of a rain storm, and I wasn't dressed or geared up for it. My Patagonia Houdini windbreaker weighed almost nothing and was just about that good against anything but a light drizzle. I still loved it, one of the few items I kept after my initial hike.
Before I headed up the trail, I texted Jane. I let her know I might be out of touch for a couple of days, but I'd catch her up. Then I called Beth's parents and let them know I was on the trail. They sounded anxious, to no surprise. I even got a couple of minutes in talking to the kids. Then I took off.
I was setting a hard pace, occasionally jogging. I was familiar with the trail and what I could do. As I was, fresh, with superlight gear, I knew I could put in a good forty miles in a day if I had to.
I was afraid I'd guessed wrong about where she was, with the daylight starting to fade. Instead, I almost literally ran into her. I knew her instantly, even if she didn't recognize me at first. Her head was down, staring at the ground in front of her, and she was trudging along slowly, carrying a pack that was way too big. A couple of young bearded guys were pacing her, trying to talk to her, which she appeared to be ignoring.
Standing stock still, I waited while she walked toward me, hunched over, head bent, each step an arduous task. She was only a yard away when I figure my feet appeared in her limited vision. She made a step to go around when I side-stepped to stay in front of her.
One of the bozos hoping to get lucky spoke. "Dude, move."
Beth finally looked up, and I wish to God I had a camera at that moment.
She gasped, jerking backward, taking three quick tiny steps before losing her balance and landing on her ass. "Honor!" she shrieked before collapsing.
Now I don't know what the guys were thinking, but I'll give them some credit. They tried to come to her aid. One stepped in front of me, hands raised, while the other guy tried to help Beth up, pulling on her pack. That part wasn't going too well.
"Guys, thanks for the escort, but I've got it from here," I said.
"Says who?" mouthed the kid in front of me. Obviously not the sharpest knife in the drawer.
"Says me, her husband. Father of her two kids."
The guys didn't look a hundred percent convinced but turned toward Beth for confirmation. I figure it could have gone haywire if she denied me. She was still sitting on her ass when she turned to the guys. "Thank you, but I'm fine now," she said.
They were mumbling at their lost opportunity when I reached down and pulled the monstrosity of a pack off of Beth's back.
"How ... how did you find me?" she asked.
"Jesus, BB. You've been mine for twenty-five years. Did you really think you could hide from me?"
She sat there, speechless, while I adjusted the straps on my little pack to fit her, before lengthening the straps on her pack.
I almost stumbled when I put on her backpack. Damn if that thing didn't weigh at least forty or fifty pounds. We'd be doing something about that shortly. With her pack in place and adjusted well enough for the moment, I gave her a hand up.
She was slow to take my hand. "I can't believe you're here," she whispered. "I'm not dreaming, am I?"
"No, BB, you're not dreaming." I brushed off her seat and helped her put on the pack I'd been carrying. You could see her face light up. "This one doesn't weigh anything!"
It was the closest I'd been to her in a long time, adjusting her waist belt, shoulder straps, load lifters and sternum strap. It put me closer to her than I felt comfortable with.
"Let's go, BB. We need to find a place to camp. We have a long march ahead of us tomorrow."
It only took about fifteen minutes to find a suitable location. We had hiked in silence even when Beth stepped up beside me and put her hand in mine. Not the smartest thing, with both of us using hiking poles. I wasn't going to put up a fuss. I didn't want her taking off on me.
"Relax," I told her. "Let me get us set up for the night. Then if you want to talk we can. We don't have to. We'll have plenty of time to talk tomorrow."
She took me at my word, sitting on a log and watching me.
"I need to call your parents. They're worried sick. Do you want to talk to them?"
She shook her head.
Her mother answered the phone. "Honor! Where are you, have you found her?"
"I'm on the trail and Beth is here with me. We're setting up camp for the night. It'll probably take a day and a half to get back to the truck, then another seven-plus hours to get back."
"How is she? Is she alright? Did she say anything?" her father asked, and I realized they were on speaker phone.
"She's fine, but worn out. It's a strenuous hike, especially at the beginning which is all uphill. We haven't had a chance to really talk yet. My phone is low on juice, and I don't have a way to recharge it, so I probably won't call until we get back to the truck. Just know that she's healthy, safe, and with me."
"Can we talk to her?"
I glanced over at BB who was watching me intently. She shook her head.
"She's not ready yet. When we get off the trail, alright?"
Her mother's voice cracked. "Tell her we love her. Hurry home."
"I'll do that Mrs. D. Trust that I'll get her back safe and sound."
"Promise, Honor. Promise me," Mrs. D said.
"I promise."
"Good. Now hurry back. We love you both."
"We love you too."
Beth had been oddly quiet through it all and just watched as I put away the phone and went to work in the dying daylight.
I slowly emptied the inside of her pack, wondering who the hell advised her on what to carry. She had everything but the kitchen sink. I started piling all the useless crap to one side while going through her gear.
Her sleeping pad was a full size inflatable, probably three or four pounds. Her sleeping bag was huge, a full-size Coleman sleeping bag, another five. She had one of those dome tents with the crisscrossing poles and fly. Hell, her big three had to weigh at least 20 pounds. I figured she'd probably done her shopping at a Wal-Mart or Target.
As far as I was concerned, we wouldn't be carrying any of that crap with us the following day. Alright, maybe the sleeping bag, since we didn't have much of an alternative.
When I was done examining and sorting her gear, there was a tiny pile of stuff to keep, and a huge pile of junk to get rid of.
I kept expecting her to say something, but she was dead silent.
I erected my bug shelter and put up the tarp over it; it still looked like a possibility of rain. Then I put her pad and mine inside, along with our sleeping bags. The rest of her gear, except for a rain jacket, half her toiletries, and her food went back into her pack. I emptied her three-liter hydration bag into my Platypus bag and water bottle.
Her boy-scout cook set and Coleman propane stove would get one last use. We might as well eat well since she'd been carrying fifteen pounds of food with her.
"Chili Mac, Lasagna, or Beef Stew?" I asked her.
"Stew," she answered softly.
Good. I preferred the Mountain House Chili Mac. It was actually pretty good for freeze dried instant. I got the water boiling and filled the bags. A few minutes later we were eating side-by-side.
"You hiked this whole trail?" she asked out of the blue. "I don't think I was going to make it one more day. My feet are killing me."
"We'd planned on making this trip for years. I studied and knew how I was going to do it, how we were going to do it. What gear we would take, what we'd need to do to prepare. You went at it half-assed with terrible equipment."
"I asked the guys at the store to help me," she said.
"I'm sure you did. They were idiots and wanted to sell you as much as possible. My base weight when I hiked this trail was less than nine pounds. Your pack and tent alone weighed more than everything I carried. We'll dump all your gear tomorrow. You won't need any of that stuff until we get back to the car.
"Take off your shoes so I can see how your feet are."
She put her food bag to the side and unlaced her boots. I knelt at her feet and removed her socks. Cotton socks. Foolish. The blisters weren't too bad, considering.
I opened the pre-packaged medical kit someone had convinced her to buy. It might actually prove useful. I found the right size moleskin and bandaged her up. "Let it air out tonight. We'll put new ones on tomorrow."
"I'm sorry," she blurted.
"It's not a big deal. Lots of people get blisters when they first start out."
"No, Honor. I'm sorry about everything. I messed everything up."
Yes, she did. "Let's not talk about that yet, alright?"
"Okay."
"Good. Let's clean up and get some sleep. We have a long ways to go tomorrow."
Let's face it. Ultralight gear may be lightweight, but it's never spacious. We were packed in pretty tightly inside the bug tent. We weren't in there five minutes before she was crawling my way.
"BB," I said, a warning in my voice.
"Please, Honor."
I sighed and opened the side of my sleeping quilt. Beth snuggled in, and I lifted my arm, allowing her to come closer. "I love you, Honor," she whispered.
"I know, BB. I love you too."
She started kissing me, and I gave her a squeeze. "No baby. Not now, not here, not tonight. We're not ready for that. Not even close."
"Can I have a goodnight kiss?"
Foolishly, I allowed her to kiss me and responded. And responded. After a few minutes, I couldn't help but recall our first night sleeping together. Kissing and no more.
The kisses slowly receded, ending with a few last pecks. In spite of her transgressions, this was the woman I'd loved all my life. It was hard to let that go.
"Do we have a chance?" she whispered, her hands running over my body.
"Probably not. I'm sorry. There's too many lies, too many betrayals, too much deception."
"I'm really sorry. I know I screwed up, but I'll make it up to you if you give me half a chance. You have to know I love you."
"I know. We'll talk tomorrow. Now's not the time."
I awoke a couple of times in the night, always with BB clinging to me like I might escape. I'd missed that. I didn't miss remembering why we'd been apart.
When the light of dawn broke through, I managed to escape her clutches. I started coffee and breakfast with the last of her weighty food. After this morning we wouldn't have a stove.
A worn out BB climbed out of the tent wearing panties and a t-shirt. I can't deny she looked as good as ever.
"Coffee?" she asked.
"Hot and ready. Breakfast will be ready in about five minutes. I'll take care of your feet after we eat."
While the water for the oatmeal heated, I deflated the pads, rolled up the sleeping gear and broke down the tent. We ate in quiet, and while Beth did her morning business, I finished packing up my gear. Her pad and sleeping bag easily doubled the weight of my pack. It was packed so full I had to strap her pad to the outside.
By the time BB had returned and dressed, the camp was done. I bandaged her feet and helped her with her boots.
"Why is my stuff on your pack?" she asked.
"We're only going to carry one from this point on. We don't need 90% of the gear you brought."
She shook her head and started digging into the side pockets of her pack. "Ta-Da!" she crowed, waving a small nylon package.
"What's that?" I asked.
"A portable day pack," she said proudly.
"You brought two packs?" Unbelievable.
"The guys at the store said it would be useful when you went into town if you didn't want to bring the big one."
I could only shake my head at their logic.
"I can help. I can at least carry my sleeping bag."
I wasn't going to argue. I gave her the sleeping bag and watched Beth pick through her old pack for a few more items before she was satisfied. The little day pack wouldn't weight anything, but it didn't have a frame either, so it wouldn't be as comfortable or distribute the weight as well as mine. I figured the whole thing wouldn't weigh five pounds. Mine probably wasn't more than 12 to 14 even with the food and her pad.
"I'm not looking forward to this," she said. "I thought the hike would be fun. The only good part of it so far has been you."
"It won't be nearly as bad without you trying to carry half of your body weight on your back. As long as your blisters don't cause too much trouble."
We hiked back to the trail and left her big pack on the side with a note that said "Free." It wasn't the best trail etiquette, but I figured someone could use most of it. After that, we headed up the trail with me carrying all the gear, and BB tentatively trekking along in front of me at the best pace she could manage.
It was a rough march. Not physically so much, but emotionally. I confronted her on the issues and what I'd learned from Dale.
"Drugs, BB?"
"I'm not proud of that. It was just pot. I don't know how Fred talked me into it. I guess I was curious and bored."
"Just pot? What about the coke, the ecstasy and whatever other shit you were doing?"
"Ecstasy? I didn't do anything but the coke once. Once was more than enough not to want to do that again," she said. "I know it was stupid, but I'm not addicted or anything."
"Not a great argument. If you were addicted, that might explain going back to Fred over and over again."
"It wasn't like that," she said.
I laughed. "Straight out of the cheater's handbook. Why, BB? Why would you go back to him after the first time? One time, and maybe we could have overlooked it. But over and over again? Months of fucking around."
"I don't know. I trusted him, Honor. He was our friend. Even after that first screw up, I believed him. I believed it was a mistake and that he was as messed up as I was. I had no idea why I gave into him a second time. I guess if he gave me drugs I didn't know about, that might be part of it. I swear, Honor, if I did anything other than pot, I didn't know about it."
She slowed down, and I could see she was crying. "He ... he did bad things to me, Honor, and I liked it. Maybe it was the drugs. God, I hope it was the drugs. He had pictures of the second time. He never outright blackmailed me, but he hinted at it. He was a real bastard."
She stopped, turning to look at me. "I couldn't do it with that ass unless I was drunk and high as a kite. My therapist gave me a lot of reasons for fucking up as bad as I did. My hormones were out of whack after having Billy. I was upset that you kept working longer and longer hours, even after you had two kids at home. I'd never been with anyone but you. I was feeling unappreciated, and I was wasting all that education to stay home. I was pissed that your damn business was more important than your family and me."
"Jesus, BB!"
"I know, Honor. I know. It's just so much bullshit. There's no excuse in the world for what I did. Not for putting myself in a position to be taken advantage of that first time. Not for letting him get me the second time. Certainly not for falling for his bullshit when you went to China."
She turned and started marching away faster than ever. I had to work to keep up with her.
"I'm such a fucking idiot!" she snapped. "Having him over to end things, God that was so stupid!" She was stomping like she wanted to put her feet six inches in the ground. "I knew what would probably happen. I'm a fucking idiot. I wanted to get high. Even after the best birthday ever, I just wanted to get high. One last time I told myself."
I waited to see if she had anything else to say, but she just trudged along in silence. It was a few minutes before I was willing to interrupt the silence.
"Tell me about Dale."
"Dale. That stupid asswipe. The first time I didn't even know he was there. Fred had invited him without me knowing. I didn't even know that Dale was screwing me from behind until Fred was standing in front of me. I pitched a fit, but they held me in place and kept taking turns on me.
"I ... I'm ashamed. I guess I got into it. Maybe he did drug me; it was all so dreamlike. But I can't deny it was good. Hell, it was great, mind blowing. It was like I was on fire. I was one huge raw nerve. I never expected it, that's for damn sure. I didn't want it, but once they got me going, I couldn't stop. I'm so sorry, Honor. I swear I didn't want it and wish I had never done it."
"That makes two of us. I wish you had never done it. I wish to hell I hadn't seen it with my own two eyes. You'll never know how devastating that was. I swear I died, right then and there. My heart and soul shriveled up to nothing."
There was more I wanted to ask, but I was too irritated to go on. So I shut up.
She didn't give me any more lame excuses. We hiked along in silence for a good half hour before I broached the latest issue.
"What were you thinking, BB? Running off and abandoning our kids?"
"Like you have room to talk. You disappeared for months. Hell, you weren't much of a father for the last couple of years. I tried, Honor. I tried to be the super wife. Raise your kids, keep your home, be the socialite. I even tried to keep that damn company alive, but I couldn't anymore. I just couldn't."
She had some fair points. I didn't want to argue with her; I just needed to understand. "I know it's been difficult, BB—"



"Difficult? Difficult? You have no idea! While you were gallivanting around the world, partying with your new friends, shacking up with that little red-haired tramp, I was the town pariah. I was working my ass off trying to keep that damn company alive while taking care of your kids. I had to listen to all the condemning assholes blame me for all their problems. Not perfect Honor who left them high and dry. Nooo. Just the stupid slut, the town harlot who couldn't keep her legs closed. Well, fuck them. Fuck all of them! And fuck you too, Honor, for abandoning your family. You might have a good reason to be pissed at me, at your mom and sister, even those assholes who worked for you. But your kids didn't deserve this. Tell me, Honor, how honorable is it to run away from your two children who did nothing wrong. Tell me that!"
She had stopped halfway through her tirade, yelling at me in the middle of the trail. Now she stood, arms crossed, glaring at me.
"You're right, BB. I fucked up, okay? I was so screwed up in the head I didn't know what to do, so I ran. I thought I was doing the right thing, putting some space between us while I settled down. The whole thing, finding out my soul mate was fucking my partner and best friend for months, that my Mom was covering for you, that the whole fucking town knew I wasn't enough for my wife, it destroyed me. I was so devastated, humiliated, broken-hearted, that I didn't know how to handle it. I've never failed at anything, BB. To fail at the most important thing in my life, my marriage, was just too much to bear. I'm sorry."
She sighed, then stepped forward and took my hand. "You didn't fail our marriage, Honor. I did. The saddest part is I don't even really know why."
She turned and started walking again, at a brisk pace. "So tell me about your new girlfriend, my replacement. What is she, eighteen?"
"She's not exactly my girlfriend, and she's not eighteen; she's twenty-four. I'm not shacking up with her. We haven't had sex, not even close. She's a friend."
"Bullshit. I saw the videos, Honor. 'I wanna be your girlfriend,'" she sang. "The hussy was practically fucking you on stage."
"It's complicated. She's nice. She's good to me. Actually, being with the family in Newfoundland helped a lot getting my head on straight," I said.
"Sure, drinking, partying, singing and playing, you were having fun while I was dying."
"Let's not forget I didn't start this, BB. I wasn't the one fucking around, doing drugs, breaking my wedding vows, getting the whole damn town to cover for you. I spent the last ten years on a fucking treadmill, doing nothing but work and—"
"Who's fault was that, Honor? Who made you responsible for a whole fucking town? How do you think I felt coming in third behind your business and your extended family? You were supposed to love me! Put me first, me and your kids."
"I thought I was. Everything I did was for us."
"Nope. I call bullshit. You can't take a week off for a vacation with me in three years, but you can run off and have a grand old time as soon as something goes wrong. You can travel four or five times a year for your fucking business, but not for us. Your priorities are pretty screwed up."
"You cheated on me. My perfect wife was a cheating slut!" I screamed. "You humiliated me in front of everyone. You ruined my world."
"I'm not perfect, I never was. I never claimed to be. I tried to be a good wife and mother, but I fucked up. Big time. I'm just human. I make mistakes. Everyone does, even you, Honor. Even you."
We walked along in silence until we took a break to refill our water bottles and eat lunch. While I was running the water through my Sawyer filter, she finally broke the silence.
"Why couldn't you forgive me, Honor? You love me and you know I love you. You wouldn't even hear me out. You didn't give me a chance. You had to know I'd do anything to make it up to you, and I'd never be foolish enough to screw up again."
I handed her a full bottle of clean water while refilling another. "That's the thing, BB. Do I really know? Do I know you love me, that you wouldn't cheat again, that you hadn't before?"
"Damn it, Honor! I told you—"
"What? That you had sex with Fred three times? Or was it more like forty? That you fucked his brother Dale just because he was there. Over and over again. That you were smoking pot behind my back, hiding it from me? How much more were you hiding? What are you still hiding? What do I really know?"
There's an old rule of hiking that says the best place to carry water is inside you. I drank down an entire bottle before refilling it, while BB stared at me.
"You don't trust me at all anymore, do you?" she said quietly.
"Why would I?"
"I would think our twenty-five years would count for something."
"Really? It just makes me wonder. Did you do drugs in college? We're you fucking around back then when I was working for our future? How many other secrets are there?"
"Jesus, Honor! Give me a break! I never cheated on you before. You were the only guy I was ever with until that asshole got to me. And I'm not some druggy; it was only pot for God's sake."
"Did you smoke pot in college?"
"A few times. It's no big deal," Beth said.
"Why keep it from me?"
"You know why. It's damn hard living up to your ideals. It wasn't worth fighting over or disappointing you."
"So instead you kept it secret from me, and you wonder why I can't trust you."
"I just think you're looking for an excuse to say you can't trust me, so you can run off with your new teeny-bopper girlfriend."
I shrugged my pack back on and handed her one of the energy bars. "Of course you're right. I'm looking for excuses not to trust you. It's not like you didn't give me plenty of reasons, wrapped up in a beautiful 'I fucked other men while high in our home' package."
She stood up and took off walking. "Whatever, Mr. Perfect. Mr. I can do no wrong. Mr. 'Look at me, I'm so honorable I abandon my kids.' Mr. Heartless, soulless, merciless, stone-heart."
We walked along in silence as the sky grew more overcast. I had been keeping my fingers crossed, but it looked like our luck was running out. It smelled like rain and was getting darker by the minute.
I jogged up beside Beth to tell her I thought we should be looking for a place to set up shelter. As soon as I pulled alongside her, she looked over at me, and I could see she'd been quietly crying.
"I'm sorry, Honor. What's happened to us? How can we say such mean things to each other? I don't think you had a cross word for me in twenty years."
"We're both suffering. We've been through a lot; not much of it good in the last few months," I said.
"Can we not talk about it for a while? I'm toast emotionally. I was hoping to get away from it for a while on this hike. I need to get rid of the stress. I was thinking some really dark thoughts before I left. Terrible thoughts."
That worried me. I figured Beth was depressed, and couldn't be completely right in the head to take off leaving the kids behind. "Alright, let's call a truce on our issues until we get off the trail. Just enjoy the beauty around us, for the few minutes we have left until the skies open up on us."
She chuckled. "Just our luck, huh? We can't catch a break."
The wind was picking up in warning of the incoming storm. The sky was dark gray. I could hear the distant rumble of thunder. I'd hoped we'd be able to get in a full day of walking but it wasn't even four o'clock, and we'd have to shut it down soon. The good news was that I was pretty sure we'd put in close to twenty miles already.
"Keep your eyes open for a decent camp area," I suggested.
It was only a few more minutes before we saw what looked like a well-used campsite a couple of dozen yards off the main trail. "What do you think?" I asked, pointing towards it.
"Lead on MacDuff," she said, breathing heavily.
I didn't think it was the best time to correct her quote.
We marched through the light underbrush to a cleared out patch of ground. It looked safe enough, with no obvious dead branches above in case it got real windy, and the ground was on a slight rise so I didn't think we'd get washed out.
I wasted no time getting the bug tent and tarp set up. Beth was blowing up the air mattresses while I double checked the tarp guy lines. I found some sticks to pound into the dirt at an angle to the stakes hoping to give them a little extra sticking power if it got ugly.
The sky was almost black, and the thunder was only a couple of seconds behind the flash of lightning before we were completely setup.
"You're good at this," Beth said. "I swear it took me nearly an hour to set up camp on my own. Sometimes that pisses me off, how easy everything comes to you."
"I guess that's only fair. I'd get jealous of how easy it was for you to make friends. Everybody always loved you. I had to work hard for the few friends I had."
Beth cackled nastily. "Boy, are you ever wrong. Betray the town hero, break his heart, and see how many friends you have. Try none. Not one. Nobody will talk to me anymore." She was arranging the sleeping gear within the tent, her butt pointing out the door at me. "It's pretty bad when even your father wants nothing to do with you."
I could smell the rain in the air and could feel the first stray drops. I had a feeling it would turn into a torrent at any time.
"Boots off. Let's get the gear inside and take care of your feet," I said.
She turned around, blocking the entrance, as she removed her boots. I knelt down to help her as I heard the approach of the rain. A lightning bolt lit up the sky only a second before its thunderous refrain almost deafened me.
Beth squealed in fear at the crash. She never was a fan of thunderstorms.
We got her boots off, and I kicked off my trail-runners. I was barely inside the tent when the rain picked up. With our gear in the tent with us, it was a very tight fit.
I checked her feet, and the moleskin had kept the blisters from getting worse. That was good. I peeled the bandages off. "Let's let these breathe until tomorrow morning. I don't think we'll have to walk more than half a day to get to the truck."
The skies opened up, and the noise of the rain made it difficult to talk. The only good news is that the storm front coming in wasn't freezing. It had been a warm day, and the temperature dropped several degrees, but not too uncomfortable.
I was staring out the front flaps at the rain when Beth's movements distracted me. I looked over to find her stripping down to her underwear.
"What are you doing?"
"I stink to high heaven and so do you," she said. "How come you never told me about that part of hiking?"
"It never came to mind."
Beth dug into her little day pack and came up with a packet of wet wipes. She started wiping herself down. She looked over at me, smirking. "You're going to clean up too if you expect to stay in this tent tonight."
I was tempted to remind her that it was my tent and I had many more valid reasons to kick her out rather than me. But we were in truce mode, and the last thing I wanted was to start up another fight.
Stripped down to my boxers, I had to admit it felt good to have the brisk cool air on my skin. The wet wipes did a good job of getting most of the stink off of us.
"Get my back, Honor?"
I looked over, and she had taken off her bra. She sat there in just her panties waiting patiently.
It was difficult. She'd been the love of my life, and she still was gorgeous. Wiping her down reminded me of better times. Not to mention that I hadn't been laid in months. This wasn't good.
When I finished, she turned around, exposing her tits to me. "Turn around; I'll get your back," she said.
I did, while the rain poured all around us and the intermittent crashes of thunder shook the air. I felt her lips on my shoulder.
"Don't, BB."
She sighed audibly. "I'm sorry. I couldn't help myself. I've missed you so damn much, especially at night. Haven't you missed me at all?"
"Of course I missed you. You can't just throw away all our years together overnight."
"Let's get under the blanket," she said.
I only then noticed that she'd opened up both of our sleeping bags completely. Hers was on the bottom and mine was on top. It actually wasn't a bad idea, technically. Hers was thicker and synthetic. It wouldn't compress as much and would retain more warmth underneath us. Plus it would be more comfortable. Mine was down and would provide more warmth on top. Plus it weighed a third of what hers did.
She was already under my blanket before I started to join her. Moments later she was moving against me. "Hold me, Honor? I'm scared."
I believed that. She never liked big storms and hated lightning. The gods were putting on a hell of a light show outside. The wind had picked up and made the tarp shake and snap. The rain was coming down in buckets. I opened my arm to her, and she cuddled up to me.
We lay there quietly, each lost in our own thoughts for a long time, while the worst of the front passed over us. It must have been about thirty minutes before it was obvious that the wind had dropped and the rain was much lighter. Even the thunder and lightning was growing more distant.
"Love me, Honor?" she whispered in my ear.
"Of course. I probably always will."
"No, love me," she insisted. Her hand reached down and grabbed my erection, which had been present since moments after she cuddled up to me.
"I don't think that's a good idea, BB."
"I know. It's probably a terrible idea. I don't care. Love me one last time in case this really is the end of us. Once more. Please."
Her hand stroked my cock, and I was hard pressed to say no.
"Don't think about it, Honor. Let it all go for tonight. We've loved each other our entire lives. Let's remember those good times again. Don't make me beg." Her hand was inside my boxers, and it was clear that part of me thought it was an excellent idea.
She climbed half on top of me and pressed her lips to mine. I didn't fight her off. I couldn't if I'd tried. For a few fleeting last minutes, she was my Beth. I returned her kiss, stroking her soft skin. I ran my fingers down her back until I found her bare ass. She was naked.
Then she climbed under the blanket and pulled off my boxers. I felt her mouth on my cock and couldn't hold back a groan. She only spent a minute or so sucking me before she climbed on top. She held my cock in her hand before settling down on it. Damn, I had missed this.
When she had taken all I had to give, she laid down on my chest, sighing. "This is where I belong," she said. "This is where I've always belonged." I heard her sniffle. "I'm such a damn fool. A fucking idiot."
"Hush," I told her. I held her, kissing her tears away. Even after everything, it hurt to see her cry.
She started moving, slowly, carefully, her hips raising and lowering, sheathing and unsheathing my aching cock. "I won't last long," I warned her.
"I know. It really has been a long time for you, hasn't it?"
"Since the day before it happened."
She kissed me softly. "Come whenever you want."
I grabbed her ass and fucked up into her hard. It was only a minute or so before I was grunting my release.
Beth gave me a sweet kiss, then got out from under the blanket. Her little wet wipes cleaned me up and did the same for her. The air was cool, and she shivered as she pulled the blanket back over us. I held her as she cuddled up to me.
"Thank you," she said.
I just gave her a squeeze.
We were quiet for a few seconds before she started talking about the kids. How Billy was speaking more. How well Marie was doing in school. It was a painful reminder of the mistakes I'd made.
While she talked, her hand caressed my body. Her fingers strayed downward and stroked my cock gently. We had been lying there a while before we both realized I was hard as a rock. She kissed me softly and climbed on top again. "Is this okay?" she asked anxiously.
"To say the least," I admitted.
She giggled before taking me for an extended ride. This time was better, and after several minutes I could feel and hear her response. She cried out my name as she came for me. After that, she rode me more aggressively, heedless of losing our top blanket. I was able to hear her familiar cry one more before I came for her.
It was an hour of whispered remembrances before her gentle touch had me responding. The outside wind had all but stopped; the rain was a gentle shower. She crawled under the blanket and spent several minutes using her mouth to get me fully hard again. I'd be a liar to say I didn't enjoy it. I made a conscious effort to avoid thinking about how she had betrayed me. Every time dark thoughts popped into my head, I purposefully remembered our early days.
When she had me good and hard, she laid down beside me. "Your turn. Take me. However you want."
I did, fucking her doggy style and missionary. I took her on her side, straddling one leg and pounding her hard. Again doggy style before both of us were on our sides, and I fucked her from behind. She was excited and very vocal, coming for me a few times before I pounded my cum home.
She was clinging to me, purring after that one. "God, we were always so good together. Hell, I never knew how good I had it until ..." She suddenly shut up.
"That subject is off limits for tonight, BB. Understand?"
"Yes, Honor. I understand. I'm sorry."
"That's not good enough," I told her. Her body stiffened within my arms. "I need you to suck me until I'm hard. That's your punishment."
She giggled, then stopped. "You ... you've already come three times. It'll take forever."
"I guess that's the price you'll have to pay."
I actually pulled out my tiny headlamp and directed it at her as she sucked. She wasn't having much success, but watching her was a treat. When she started shivering, I pulled the top blanket around her shoulders covering her up. She settled in for the long haul, sucking gently, teasing me.
The air was cool, but I was burning up. I was also having second thoughts about what we were doing. I hoped she didn't see this as us solving our issues.
Amazingly after a very long time, I was hard again. She pulled up, stroking my cock firmly with her hand. "Damn, that was a lot of work. I hope you plan on putting that thing to good use."
I believe she approved when I took her from behind again, doggy style, my headlamp highlighting her sexy form. Her gentle curves and perfect ass bright white under the LED lights. I enjoyed her for a long time before riding her down and lying on top of her, still pumping her pussy.
"My ass, Honor," she pleaded. "One last time."
It was then that I realized that she understood this was our swan song.
I brought her back up to her knees and opened her up with one finger, then two, while plowing her pussy slowly. The only lube we had was our shared juices, but that seemed to be enough. She grunted as I pressed my cock head against her brown eye. That turned into a long low moan as I gently worked my way in.
I fucked her ass slowly, and as she sagged underneath me, I followed her down. She was splayed out underneath while I pumped her long and slow in her forbidden entrance.
Anal wasn't something we often did, but it wasn't off the table either. I have to admit that there wasn't anything that Beth had denied me over the years. She was always open to trying anything.
I laid on top of her, my weight pinning her down. I kissed her neck and saw she was crying. She squinted into the glaring headlamp.
"Can you turn that off?" she pleaded.
I did before kissing her cheek. "Am I hurting you?" I asked.
"No, honey. I was just thinking. Don't stop, please. I never let them have this. Nobody but you, Honor. Never. And nobody ever will have me there again. I ... I'm sorry."



"No talk of that, BB. Please."
She nodded.
We were quiet as I fucked her perfect ass one last time. I could hear her gentle sobs, but I knew it wasn't pain. At least not physical pain. It broke my heart. I'd loved this woman so deeply and for so long that her pain still was mine. I felt my own tears running down my cheek as I recalled so many things. Our first time. Our honeymoon, when she initially gifted me her ass. Our graduation cruise. I didn't want to think about how she ruined it or why. I didn't want to think of anything.
When I came, it was different. I thrust deep and quietly emptied what was left in my pipes. She sobbed loudly as I finished. I kissed her neck and rolled off of her, leaving her lying on her belly, trembling.
"You know I'll always love you, BB," I said.
"I know, Honor," she finally answered several seconds later.
She took a few minutes to wipe her face and butt with the wet wipes. She sat at my waist and cleaned me as well, before putting the dirty wipes in the ever growing pile in the corner.
I pulled her in close, kissing her face after I'd covered her up with the top quilt. Her skin was cold to the touch. I did my best to warm her up, and she clung to me.
I was half asleep when I heard her whisper "Thank you for tonight. I'll always love you, Honor. Always."
* * * *
I slept like a rock, only awakening when Beth kissed me. I slowly opened my eyes, and she was dressed. "Good morning, sleepy head. Daylight's burning."
"Morning. Ugh."
She laughed and gave me a poke. "Up."
I got dressed and climbed out of the tent to take a leak. Beth handed me a bottle of water when I returned. She was already rolling up the sleeping gear, and I took down the tarp.
"How are your feet?"
"Much better. I put on the moleskin like you showed me. I'll be fine."
We didn't talk much as we finished breaking down our little camp. She had her little pack on her back waiting for me patiently, while I adjust the insides of my backpack. Once I stood, she handed me one of our meal bars. That and a Snickers. I'll give her full credit for bringing those along.
"We can have breakfast on the way," she said, taking off and leaving me in her dust.
I caught up with her quickly. The trail was wide enough to walk side-by-side. "Are you okay?" I asked, wondering about the changes I was seeing.
"As good as I guess I'll ever be from now on," she said. "Don't dawdle; I miss my babies."
We'd only been walking for a few minutes, still stretching our muscles out when she started talking.
"I knew it, you know. I tried to lie to myself, thinking everything would work out in the end. But I knew deep down inside. Once I was with Fred that second time, it was all over. You'd never take me back. You're too black and white, too right versus wrong. I'm pretty sure that's part of the reason I didn't stop. I was still feeling guilty as hell, but in my heart, I knew that I'd blown it. I'd given you up through my own stupidity."
I was tempted to let her continue to vent, but I wanted to speak my piece as well. "I'm not sure that's true, BB. I think we might have worked it out if it was just between us. If you had messed up that one trip and no more. But bringing my mother and sister in on it, allowing the whole town to see what was going on, and repeating your mistakes when I went to China, and even after I came home, it all became too much."
"Maybe. Who knows, maybe you would have taken me back, but it would never be the same, would it?" she asked.
"No. Probably not," I admitted.
Our hike that morning was more of that. Quiet during the more strenuous portions, interspersed with brief discussions. A lot less vitriol.
There was one last thing that really irked me. I knew that I'd have no real peace until I dealt with that.
"Tell me about Fred," I said.
"That asshole? He's gone. Left two days after you did. He abandoned his wife and kids and disappeared. The last I saw him was when I fired him for cause, for lying on his time sheets about where he was while you were on your trips. I knew for a fact he hadn't put in forty hours a week at work. Hell, I don't think he put in twenty."
She chuckled, which I found weird. "Fred tried to argue until I threatened his life, and I meant it. He got angry, so I had to kick him in the balls a few times and call security. Apparently the next day a few of the guys from work found him alone and beat the hell out of him. I'm told they promised to do it every day he stayed in town."
"Do you know where he went?" I asked.
"Not a clue. Don't want to know. That slimy bastard ruined my life. I know it's not all his fault, but if not for him I never would have screwed around. You pick some lousy best friends, Honor."
After the next long silence, it was Beth who began.
"How long are you back for? Have you given any thought to your old business?"
"I'm not sure. I have some ideas, but they don't involve Honor Energy. I'm done with that. I'm considering starting a new business, but I'll be a lot pickier about who I hire."
"I'm done with them too. I tried so hard, but nobody appreciated me in the least. I could hear the comments behind my back. I'm not going to make the effort anymore, so I guess they're done."
She slowed down until I caught up to her, and we walked side-by-side while the trail opened up. "Will I see you at all?"
"You're the mother of my kids. While I'm around, I'll be nearby. I figure we'll be seeing a lot of each other," I said.
"But you won't be living with us anymore."
"No. I have my own place."
She sighed. "I sometimes wonder if it wouldn't be easier if you just left and didn't come back. Then I could move on, and get away from all my mistakes."
"They're my kids too, BB."
"I know, Honor. I'm glad you've pulled your head out of your ass and remembered that much. I'm not going to keep you away from them, never. My house will always be open to you. Always."
It was interesting to hear her new attitude. It was her house now, not ours. I think we were both coming to grips with the way things needed to be.
We came out at where the trail met the parking area. I stepped out from underneath the canopy of trees. Beth stood at the edge of the macadam.
"I'm parked right over there," I said.
"This is it. Isn't it? It's over. As soon as I get in that damn truck, it's over. The trail was a brief fantasy. Now it's back to my shitty life."
"It'll get better. The kids will be missing you terribly. We still have a fifth birthday to plan for this weekend," I said.
Beth nodded. I watched her breathe deep, bracing herself, then take one step forward. It took a few more seconds for her to regain control and she plastered a fake smile on her face. Then she strode past me to the truck, shrugging off her pack and throwing it in the back.
"I'm not getting in that damn thing until you promise me something," she said, leaning up against the side, her arms crossed in front of her.
"What?"
"You need to feed me. When we g